| NTI M DATI ON, | NC
by Maxwel | G ant

As originally published in "The Shadow Magazi ne," Decenber 15, 1936.

Intimdation, Inc. had a new racket; one that nade their ill-gotten
mllions a sure bet - until The Shadow outsmarted them at their own gane!
CHAPTER |

THE MAN WHO TOLD

THE face at the taxi w ndow was chal ki sh. Eyes squi nted nervously as they
met the glare of street lanps. Lips were pitiful in their twitch. A hand
trenbled, as it tried to tighten a nmuffler higher above a chattering chin.

The man in the cab was nmarked for death; he knew that the threat of doom
was upon him

The cab swung a corner; it stopped at the side door of a six-story office
buil ding. The driver tilted his head sidewi se and spoke to his passenger

"Here we are, sir. At the Dorchester Trust Building. Guess you were right
when you said it stayed open until eight o' clock -"

The speaker stopped abruptly. The passenger had alighted; he was standi ng
besi de the cab, shakily thrusting a five-dollar bill in the driver's
direction.

For the first tine, the taxi man was gaining a conplete look at his fare's
face.

The pal |l or of that countenance was plain. To the driver's astonished
eyes,
hi s passenger |ooked like a living corpse. Dunbly, the taxi driver took the
nmoney, sat gawki ng as he heard a quavering voice tell himto keep the change.
He watched the passenger turn and rmake faltering strides through the side door
of the office building.

Slowy, the taxi driver reached beside himand drew a newspaper into
Vi ew.

It was a copy of the Dorchester Evening O arion, the evening journal that
served

this city of two hundred thousand popul ation. Tilting the newspaper into the
light, the taxi man saw the printed picture of the passenger who had just |eft
t he cab.

Noddi ng to hinself, the taxi man drove to the next corner; there he
st opped and beckoned to anot her cabby, who was standing gl oonm |y beside a
vacant taxi. The fellow came over; the first driver pointed to the picture.

"Lookit," he said. "Ludwi g Meldon. The guy that went screwy and unl oaded
all his stock in Dorchester Power & Light. Knocked the price down and sol d out
all he had left, today. They say he lost a quarter mllion!"

"I knowit. |I can read. But what's Meldon got to do with you?"

"I just dropped himback at the Dorchester Trust Building. The guy | ooked
bad. Like he was ready to croak hinself."

"He nust be cuckoo, stopping off at the Trust Conpany. It ain't open
eveni ngs. "

"He wasn't going into the bank. He wanted the office building. Had to get
there by eight o'clock. Wnder what he wants in there?"

THE taxi driver's query was at that nonent being answered. Ludw g Ml don
had reached the third floor of the office building. He was standing outside an
of fice, where a frosted door bore the | egend:



E. G LENNI NG
Not ary Public

The office was lighted; its gl ow showed through the frosted pane.
Nevert hel ess, Ml don knocked. Hi s rap, noreover, was cautious.

The knocks brought no response. Nervously, Ml don opened the door and
stepped into the office. Except for its furniture, the roomwas enpty. Ml don
| ooked puzzl ed; he had expected to find the notary.

The security of the lighted office curbed Meldon's nervousness. Chew ng
his lips, the pallid nman | ooked about. He noted two inner doors; one, he knew,
opened into a closet. The other door was behind Lenning's desk; it led into an
adjoining office that bel onged to another tenant. Ml don stepped past the
desk,
tried the door and found it | ocked. He | ooked relieved.

In fact, Mel don had steadied sufficiently to study his surroundi ngs. He
observed a typewiter in which two sheets of paper had been inserted, with a
carbon between. Though the upper page was bl ank, Mel don took this as a sign
that Lenning would return shortly. He seated hinself at the desk and pulled
open a drawer on the right.

The first thing that Mel don saw was a stenographer's pad that bore a
short hand scrawl. Though not familiar with shorthand, Mel don recognized these
particul ar notes by the book that contained them They were statements that he
hi nsel f had dictated to Lenning.

Lifting the notes fromthe drawer, Ml don placed themon the desk. As he
did; his eye caught a glitter fromthe drawer. Lying there was a .32 revol ver.

For a monent, Meldon stretched his shaky hand toward the weapon; then
wi t hdrew and cl osed the drawer instead. Guns horrified Meldon; neverthel ess,
his |lips showed a smle, because he had | earned that Lenning had a revol ver
handy.

M nutes passed. In his strained state, Ml don kept worrying because
Lenning did not return. H s hand was on the pad that contained the notes of
hi s
own dictation. Those statenents were precious to Ludwi g Mel don. They were
facts
that he had told to Lenning; facts that the world woul d know after the notary
typed them and Mel don nade his affidavit. There was sonething el se, though, to
go with them

Mel don drew a folded letter fromhis pocket, spread it out upon the desk.
Stubs of paper dropped fromthe folds: a railroad ticket and three
baggage-r oom
checks, that indicated |uggage left at the station. Hastily, Ml don pocketed
t he
ticket and the checks. He glanced at his watch; saw that it was three m nutes
after eight. Hi s face showed worrinent; he feared that the building m ght
cl ose
bef ore Lenning returned.

Hurriedly, the nervous man picked up the tel ephone. He started to dial
Lenni ng' s home nunber, thinking that the notary m ght be there. Meldon's
fingers funbled their task. Cicking the receiver hook, he started to dial
again. This time, another factor stopped him Half standing at the desk,

Mel don
becane rigid.

ON a |ine beyond the tel ephone, Mel don could see the bottom of the closet
door. There, just on the fringe of the |light provided by the desk |anmp, he
spi ed a darkish, glistening blob of Iiquid.

At first glance, Ml don supposed it to be ink; it was a nore startling
t hought that made hi m hang up the receiver and step shakily from behind the
desk.



Reaching the cl oset door, Meldon stood riveted. H s |later thought was the
correct one.

The spot on the floor was bl ood!

Sl ow y, mechanically, Meldon gripped the knob and drew the cl oset door
toward him He stepped back with a sharp cry, as a figure cane toppling
forward
to sprawl, heavy and inert, face upward on the fl oor

The openi ng of the door had delivered a dead man, a squatty figure with a
fl ame-scorched, blood-dyed shirt front. The victimhad been slain by a
revol ver
bull et through the heart - a close range shot that had killed himinstantly.

Above the shirt collar, Meldon saw a nmooni sh face with bul gi ng eyes,
topped by a bal dish pate. The dead man was Lenning. The notary's absence was
expl ai ned.

Mel don's blurted gasp was foll owed by nmonents of tense nervous strain.

Si ght of the corpse brought his senses to a high-tuned pitch. H's ears caught
a

sound that they would not ordinarily have heard. Turning about, Ml don saw a
novenent of the door behind the desk

Soneone had unl ocked the door fromthe next office. That person was
Lenning's rmurderer. One death delivered, the fiend was creeping in to gain
anot her victim

Frantically, Meldon sprang to the desk, yanked open the drawer and
gr abbed
the revolver that lay there. In his excitenent, he gave no heed to the
commmot i on
that he raised. He wanted to get the gun before the door was open, not
realizing
that his own activity would speed the man who was creeping in fromthe other
si de.

Mel don realized his mistake as he swung about wildly with the revol ver.
The door banged the wall; an attacker surged upon him Before Ml don could
either aimor press the trigger, his hand was doubl ed back toward his body.

Caught in the grip of an insidious foeman, Ml don was thrust backward
across the desk. His withing formblocked the | anplight and hal f obscured the
features of the evil mnmurderer whose face was eye to eye with Mel don's.

Despite that fact, Meldon managed a gasp of recognition. His frantic lips
were ready to nouth a nane. The utterance never came. The nuzzle of the
revol ver was j abbed hard against his chest. A clanping thumb pressed Mel don's
forefinger. The revol ver spoke, nmuffled by the struggling nen.

Ludwi g Mel don sagged from his opponent's grasp. Catching the saggi ng
shoul ders, the murderer pivoted Mel don about and let his body sprawl in the
chair by the desk. Meldon's head and shoul ders fl opped forward; his hand,
still
gripping the gun, lay across the opened letter and the shorthand not ebook

HALF st ooped behi nd Mel don's dead body, the rurderer remrai ned obscured.

H s hand crept forward, gripped the letter and the notebook, to draw them from
beneath Meldon's forearm For the moment, it seened that the nurderer intended
to carry those docunents with him then, as though inpelled by sone other

t hought, he turned away.

Only his shoul der and the back of his head showed by the |amplight as the
killer stepped through the doorway into the adjoining office. The door clicked
shut; the turn of a key followed. After that cane sil ence.

Passi ng nonents showed the grim scene unchanged. Two dead victins lay in
the room of death. Lenning, the hapless notary, had gone first, purely because
he had been in possession of Meldon's dictated statements.

Wth Lenning dead, the murderer had waited to deliver further doom
Fi endi sh and efficient in his deed, a nmaster killer had settled his score with



Ludwi g Mel don, by rnurdering the man who had told the facts of crine.

CHAPTER |
COVERED EVI DENCE

FIVE m nutes after the nmurderer's departure, a change occurred upon the
scene of death. The change did not take place within the roomitself; it cane
fromthe door to the hall, and so slightly did it alter the scene that even
t he
nmur derer woul d not have noticed it had he rermained to watch

Grayi shness crept across the frosted pane of the outer door. Becom ng
noti onl ess, that shadowy form made a sil houette against the outside |ights of
the hallway. It marked the presence of a new arrival, who had come with superb
stealth to the spot where crinme had struck

Keen ears were listening fromthe corridor - ears that nmust have | earned
something fromthe stillness of the office. Slowy, the door began to open
i nward. Bl ackness bl ocked the Ilight fromthe hall. The door closed; this tine,
a bl ackened shape was apparent against the frosted pane. Myving toward the
desk, the shape becane a living form

The singul ar visitor was cl oaked in black. H s hands were encased in
t hin,
bl ack gl oves. Above the upturned collar of his cloak was the brimof a slouch
hat, that conpletely shaded the features beneath them Only the piercing gl ow
of firelike eyes was visible.

The Shadow, master sleuth who battled men of crine, had arrived in
Dorchester. He was here to pit his skill against that of the slayer who had so
recently dealt doubl e death.

There was definite reason for The Shadow s presence in this city. Recent
events in Dorchester had forewarned himthat crime mght soon be due.

Fi nanci al
conditions in that prosperous city had undergone some curious changes.

One by one, big business men had entered into unaccountabl e transactions,
t hat had brought them great | osses. None had expl ained their actions, although
t he Dorchester newspapers had sought interviews with them The | atest event -
nor e astoni shing than any before - had been Mel don's seeningly insane
sacrifice
of a controlling interest in Dorchester Light & Power. That event had brought
The Shadow to Dorchester

Gai ning sone clue that |inked Meldon with Lenning, The Shadow had reached
the notary's office, but only after death had struck

A BRI EF view of the scene told The Shadow that a nurderer had cunningly
contrived to cover the crines. Noting the nuzzle of the revolver held by
Mel don, The Shadow saw two chanbers that contained used cartridges. Beside
Mel don was the opened desk drawer; in it, a box of cartridges of the gun's
cal i ber.

Circunst ances indicated that Mel don had cone here and engaged in a
quarrel
wi th Lenning. The scene gave the inpression that Mel don had sl ain Lenning,
vainly tried to stow the notary's body in the closet, then, losing his nerve,
had commi tted suicide. There were details, though, that imediately told The
Shadow how t he scene had been faked.

Chi ef of these was the position of Meldon's body.

The dead nman's chair was too close to the desk. If he had voluntarily
shot
hi nsel f, Mel don woul d have jolted back with the inmpact of the bullet. Toppling
forward | ater, he would not have reached the desk. It was obvious, therefore,



t hat Mel don had been pl aced upon the chair and shifted forward to assune his
present position.

VWi | e The Shadow pictured the exact way in which the nmurder had been
done,
he noticed the letter and the notebook beside Meldon's arm Spreading the
letter, The Shadow observed that it was a brief one, neatly typed on paper
t hat
bore no letterhead. It was addressed to Ludwi g Mel don, and was couched in
definite terns.

The letter read as foll ows:

DEAR SIR. On or before the 12th of this nonth, you will openly dispose of
your holdings in the Dorchester Light & Power Conpany, by selling themin
bl ocks of fifty shares until the price has dropped bel ow $30 a share.

You will then sell the renmainder of your holdings as rapidly as possible.
No delay will be tolerated; nor will you be permtted to retain a single share
of that utility.

O hers have followed instructions of this sort; and in so doing, have
shown their wisdom The penalty for disregarding this warning, or nentioning
this correspondence to any one, will be your imediate death.

Destroy this letter. Remenmber that you are watched. Any fal se nove will
be
i medi ately reported.

Yours very truly,
| NTI M DATI ON, | NCORPCORATED

The letter showed that others in Dorchester had been threatened. Various
busi ness men had acted against their own interests, under the urge of
"Intimdation, Incorporated." Like others, Ml don had followed instructions.
He
had sacrificed five thousand shares of stock, with par value of one hundred
dollars, at prices ranging down to thirty and bel ow

Dorchester Power & Light was a strong conpany. Wth pressure ended, the
stock would rise. Meldon had lost fully a quarter mllion; someone el se woul d
gain that sum If Ml don preserved silence it would be inmpossible to trace the
gai ner. That was why Ml don had not followed the final instructions.

To of fset the supercrook who represented Intimdation, |ncorporated,

Mel don had retained the letter that he had been told to destroy. He had
dictated notes to Lenning; he had planned to nake affidavits, and | eave the
letter with the notary al so. Mel don had expected to be far from Dorchester
when

t he news was printed.

THE SHADOW was fanmiliar with shorthand. He scanned Lenni ng's not ebook and
found reference to previous cases. He read how Julian Reth, a big chem ca
manuf acturer, had sold out a subsidiary concern, the Apex Dye Wrks. The
pur chaser, Janes Bl osser, had gained three hundred thousand dollars' worth of
dyes for fifty thousand.

Soon afterward, Martin Lanbroke, owner of the Lanbroke Silk MIIls, had
bought the dyestuffs at their full price. Blosser had made a quarter mllion
A
week | ater, he announced that he had bought a huge art collection for the
Dor chester nuseum

To Ludwi g Mel don, once he had received his letter fromlIntimdation
I ncorporated, the story behind those deals was plain. Reth, Lanbroke and
Bl osser had all been threatened. They had foll owed orders. The real pay-off
woul d go to the unknown seller of the art collection. The treasures gained by
t he museum woul d be exaggerated ones, worth but a fraction of the price paid

by



Bl osser.

The Shadow had al ready heard of that deal. He had anal yzed the possible
inflation behind it. Meldon's letter was tangi ble proof. The notebook
statenents coincided with The Shadow s deductions. Mel don had di ed because his
plan to | eave Dorchester had been guessed. There was one odd factor, however:
why the nurderer had left the letter and the notebook They stood as evidence
agai nst the supercrook; they also proved that Ml don had neither rnurdered
Lenni ng nor conmitted suicide.

A sound canme froma radio in the corner of the office. MXDO, a |oca
station in Dorchester, was coming on the air at eight-thirty, after a two-hour
silent stretch. The announcer was introduci ng Hugh Bursard, owner of the
station. A deep, well-nodul ated voi ce began to speak about the State
exposition, soon to be held in Dorchester. Bursard was stating that the
exposition comrittee woul d nmeet on the next day, to decide the matter of
bui I di ng contracts.

The Shadow went to the radio and pressed the switch to cut off the
program He went to the outer door; listened there. He started toward the door
in back of the desk. He heard a slight sound frombeyond it. Quickly, The
Shadow gl i ded across the office and stationed hinself behind the open door of
the cl oset.

THE door fromthe next office opened; a sweatered man sneaked into view,
pocketing a key as he cane. The Shadow saw a thuggi sh face. He watched the
i ntruder stare at the bodies of Mel don and Lenning. The man's ugly |ips showed
a pleased grin, as if sight of death pleased him

Hi s gloat finished, the rowdy stroked his stubbly chin. It was plain that
the sight of the bodies was a treat that he had not anticipated. After
del i beration, the thug picked up the tel ephone and turned the dial with his
stubby forefinger. The Shadow heard his | ow grow :

"That you, Brad?... Yeah, this is Skeet... Sure, I'"'mup in the office.
Li sten, Brad. There's a couple of stiffs here. Looks |like one guy croaked the
ot her and then rubbed hinmself out... Sure, 1'Il go through with it, Brad.
"Yeah, | just wanted you to know about it... Sack Bal ban didn't say
not hi ng when he slipped you the orders, did he?... Al right. 1'Il give the

joint the torch."

The Shadow recogni zed the nane of "Sack" Bal ban. He had expected to hear
it after reaching Dorchester, but not so soon as this. Sack Bal ban was a
racket eer who had gained a notorious reputation in the city of Dorchester, but
who had nanaged recently to keep hinself within the law It was known that
Sack
had numer ous underlings; obviously, "Skeet" and Brad were nmenbers of the
tribe.

Skeet lost no time after getting Brad's O K The Shadow watched himrip
open desk drawers and bring out sheaves of paper. Skeet strewed these al ong
t he
floor; he added paper-1laden folders that he took fromthe filing cabinet.
Pi cki ng up a wastebasket, he dunped its contents beside the desk. Wth a sweep
of his hand, Skeet shoved Meldon's letter and Lenning' s notebook into the
debri s.

Stepping alnost to the edge of the closet door, Skeet drew a cylinder
from
hi s pocket. The object was the size of a snmall drinking glass. Skeet renoved a
nmetal cap, to show a glass interior. Liquid showed within. The cylinder was a
hi ghly infl amuabl e acid bonb, that would ignite when broken

Standi ng at a discreet distance, Skeet prepared to hurl the device
agai nst
t he base of the desk. His | eer showed that he would wel cone the display of
fireworks. His path was clear to the doorway of the next office and Skeet
turned in that direction, ready to travel fast. Hi s hand cane back to hurl the



bonb.

A hiss halted the firebrand. Startled, Skeet tried to identify the sound
and guess the direction fromwhich it came. For a nonent, he studied his hand
inalarm fearful that the noise canme fromthe fire bonb. The hiss ended in a
whi spered | augh, |l ow and sinister. This time, Skeet |ooked in the right
direction.

The t huggi sh torch stood rigid as he saw The Shadow. The cl oaked avenger
had stepped from behind the closet door. H s right fist held an automatic; his
| eft hand, extended, was reaching for the bonb that Skeet held.

Shrinking, Skeet let his hand come down; he was only too willing to give
up his bonb. Skeet knew that he was faced by The Shadow.

Two seconds nore, and Skeet woul d have stood hel pl ess, ready to answer
any
guestions that The Shadow nmight put. In those seconds, sonething else
occurr ed.

There was a sharp clatter fromthe hallway door. It swng inward; with it, a
| ong-1inmbed man crossed the threshold. Revolver in hand, the newconer ained
for

The Shadow.

I T was Brad, the crook who had received Skeet's call at a pay booth near
the office building. Brad had decided to conme and | ook the place over. He had
arrived in tine to oppose The Shadow.

Wth any ordinary foeman, Brad woul d have held the bulge. Not with The
Shadow. As Brad's gun bl azed, The Shadow was al ready on the nmove, feinting
toward the closet door, then suddenly changing direction to place hinself
beyond Skeet. Bullets spattered wi de, acconpanied by Brad' s fumed oaths. The
curses ended as The Shadow j abbed a sudden shot, following Brad's wild third
one.

The stabbing bullet found Brad's gun arm The crook's gun | owered; his
lips ejaculated a cry of pain. Staggering back through the doorway, Brad
becane
a hopel ess target. He woul d have surrendered on the instant, if Skeet had not
i ntervened. It happened that the ugly faced "torch" had joined the gane.

Di ving past the desk, Skeet hit the floor on his knees, using his left
hand to break the fall. Heaving with his right, he hurled the fire bonb
straight for The Shadow.

The Shadow saw the missile comng. Too late to dodge it, he nade a
sidewi se leap into the closet, whipping the door shut as he went. Lenning's
body prevented the door fromcoming to a full close, but its swing was far

enough.
The fire bonmb hit the barrier at an angle, glanced fromthe door and
struck the wall. It exploded with a silent puff that produced a huge sheet of

whi ppi ng flame. Like blobs froma cauldron, the fire scattered everywhere
about
the room

Brad was safe. He had reached the outer hall. So was Skeet, as he
scranbl ed through the doorway to the next office. The Shadow held a spot of
tenmporary security. Though fire lashed the door, it did not penetrate to the
cl oset.

THE pyrotechnic force of the fire bonb ended within a dozen seconds.
Inspired by the chenical flames, masses of paper ignited; they were bl azing
high, licking toward the bodi es of Mel don and Lenni ng when The Shadow ener ged,
and stepped across the nearer corpse. Furniture was catching fire; The
Shadow s
pat h was al nost bl ocked; but by skirting the wall beside the w ndows, he
reached



t he doorway through which Skeet had fl ed.

Al ready, The Shadow heard shouts within the building. The gunplay had
al armed tenants, who would soon arrive to deal with the fire. The Shadow t ook
Skeet's route. Passing through a darkened office, he reached an opened w ndow
and saw a | ow roof beyond it.

Skeet had nade a get-away. Brad had fled by the stairs. The crooks had
gai ned sufficient tine to elude The Shadow tonight. Wth no intention of
pursuit, The Shadow swung through the darkened w ndow and merged with the
bl ackness of the | ower roof.

Toni ght, The Shadow had | earned of Intimidation, Incorporated, the title
under which some supercrook masqueraded. He had seen the proof of nurder; had
di scovered one of the killer's nethods of covering evidence. Encountering
Skeet
and Brad, The Shadow had gained a link to Sack Bal ban, |ocal racketeer whom
t he
cover-up nen served

Though death had arrived before him The Shadow was enbarked upon a
canpai gn that would not end until he dealt in person with the master mnurderer
who styled hinmself as Intinmidation, |Incorporated.

CHAPTER 1 |
DOOM S NEW THREAT

THE next norning, the Dorchester newspapers carried the story of double
death, wi th photographs of Ml don and Lenning. They al so reported the
short-lived fire, which had been extingui shed before it could destroy
Lenning's
of fice or burn the bodies that were lying there. Al that went up in snoke
wer e
t he papers that Skeet had strewn on the fl oor

Among t hose, however, were the letter and the notebook. Wth such
evi dence
burned, it was not surprising that the newspapers accepted the police theory
t hat Mel don had rurdered Lenning and then conmitted suicide. It was conceded
t hat Mel don nust have been crazed, when he disposed of his holdings in
Dorchester Power & Light. It was believed that he had held sone i magi nary
gri evance agai nst Lenning and had slain the notary on that account. Under such
ci rcumst ances, Mel don's supposed suici de seened | ogi cal

By afternoon, the news was stale. The Evening Clarion did not run the
pi ctures of the dead nen. Instead, it showed the portraits of four nen who
wer e
to convene in inportant conference regarding the State exposition

The first portrait was that of Mayor Jonathan Wightley, a ponpous
gentl eman with side whi skers. The second was Hugh Bursard, owner of Station
MXDG, a | ong-faced nan with sharp eyes and the high forehead of a thinker
Bursard was hi ghly recogni zed because of his nightly talks on civic progress;
whi ch went on the air fromhalf past eight until nine o'clock.

The third picture showed El wood C ewi ss, |ocal |awer who had recently
been el ected district attorney. Clewiss was |legal representative for the State
exposition. H's picture showed himas a rugged type of nman, with heavy brows,
strai ght nouth and hard, challenging jaw

The last portrait was that of an elderly man whose thin face and narrow
forehead were topped by a brush of whitish hair. He was Newel | Radbourne,
financi er whose efforts had been sought to make the exposition possible.
Though
his interests took himthroughout the State, Radbourne frequently made his
headquarters in Dorchester, where he was an inportant figure in banking
circles.



There was oddity, however, in the fact that the pictures of C ew ss and
Radbourne were side by side. It happened that Cew ss was counsel for an
obscure inventor named Ray Kroot, who was suing the Interstate Textile Co. for
i nfringenent of a patented rug-weavi ng rmachi ne.

Kroot was cl ai mi ng danages in excess of two hundred thousand dollars; if
he won the case, Radbourne would be the loser. For, anong the industries which
he controll ed, Newell Radbourne held sole ownership of the textile conpany.
Fortunately, both C ew ss and Radbourne were tactful men; otherw se, they
m ght
have cl ashed, as nenbers of the State exposition conmittee. Since the affairs
of
t he exposition had nothing whatever to do with the patent case that Kroot had
instituted, the lawer and the financier agreed separately to continue their
i ndi vidual services to the exposition

FOUR o' cl ock found three menbers of the commttee gathered in a
conf erence
room at the Dorchester city hall. Mayor Wightley was seated at the head of a
table; on either side were Hugh Bursard and Elwood Cl ewi ss. Wile the mayor
was
sorting papers that pertained to contracts, Bursard and C ew ss chatted. One
subj ect discussed by them was the death of Ludw g Mel don

"No one can prove that Ml don was insane," insisted Bursard. "He may have
had some purpose in disposing of his utility hol dings. Perhaps he counted upon
Lenning to aid himin a future schene."

"A possible theory," smled dewiss. "In that case, Meldon mnurdered
Lenni ng because the latter refused to go through with the arrangenents."

The owner of MXDO shook his head.

"I amnot sure that Meldon murdered Lenning," he declared. "Fromthe
newspaper accounts, all evidence agai nst Meldon was of a purely circunstanti al
nature."

"The coroner's verdict was suicide, in Meldon's case," argued C ew ss,
enphatically. "I amwlling to accept it."

The conversation ended as two persons entered the room Those at the
tabl e
| ooked up to see Newel | Radbourne, acconpanied by a tall, calmfaced stranger
Smiling a greeting, Radbourne introduced his conpanion

"CGentl enen,"” said the shocky-haired financier, "this is M. Lanont
Cranston, from New York. He arrived in ny office an hour ago. M. Cranston is
an extensive traveler; he has contacts in every country of the gl obe. He
bel i eves that he could arrange for an Oriental exhibit at the State
exposition."

Seating hinself at the table, Radbourne produced typed sheets of paper
and
passed themto the conmttee nenbers. Nods cane fromall as they read. None
observed the smile that showed on the |ips of Lanont Cranston

Though he had presumably arrived in Dorchester today, the cal mfaced
personage had actually been in town for nearly twenty-four hours. Last night,
he had appeared in garb of black. Today, he had chosen anot her gui se.

The supposed Lanobnt Cranston was The Shadow.

Recogni zing that new threats would foll ow the one delivered to Ludwi g
Mel don, The Shadow had mapped a strong canpai gn to reach Intimdation
Incorporated. It was his belief that the crook who used that title would
stri ke
agai n, wherever he saw chance for profit.

One field that mght offer opportunity was that of the State exposition
upon which mllions of dollars would soon be spent. Therefore, The Shadow had
deenmed it good policy to investigate the affairs of the exposition. By
proposing an Oriental exhibit, The Shadow had chosen an excel |l ent method.



MAYOR WRI GHTLEY was the first to comment on the proposition that he read.
"This seens fair enough,"” he announced, ponpously. "M. Cranston agrees
to
produce a m ni mum of twelve exhibitors, each to pay the regular rent for
space.

Since any additional exhibitors will also be charged in full, we have not hing
to lose."

"M. Cranston has a chance to gain, though,"” inserted Bursard, in the
deep
tone that he used over MXDO. "If he chooses, he can charge the exhibitors nore

than the usual rental."”

"What if he does?" inquired Cew ss. The attorney's tone was sharp. "That
is his business; not ours. | favor the proposition.”

Radbourne foll owed with a pronpt statenent.

"l discussed that factor with M. Cranston," declared the financier. "He
said that sonme profit m ght be possible, but that it can scarcely pay himfor
the difficulties that he will encounter. It is not an easy matter to line up
Oiental exhibitors in short order. AmI right, M. Cranston?"

"Quite right," assured The Shadow, in an even tone. "Mreover, the

unfavorabl e rate of exchange will limt the exhibitors in the amunts that
t hey
can pay. | must allow for heavy shipping charges and custons duties. Frankly,

it
is my interest in Oriental products that has inspired me to make this offer
rather than any hope for profit."

The listeners were convinced, Bursard included. Mayor Wightley nade a
nmotion that the offer be accepted. It was carried unani nously; the agreenents
were signed. As The Shadow arose, the mayor invited himto remain.

"The remai nder of our business will be brief," assured Wightley. "W
have
nerely to accept the proper contract for the construction of the city stadi um
at
t he exposition grounds. You might as well remain with us, M. Cranston.”

Arrangi ng papers on the table, Wightley scanned them and delivered a
broad snile

"W have received a great variety of bids," he remarked. "The |lowest is
one mllion two hundred thousand dollars; the highest, two mllion. Quite a
difference.”

"Too nmuch of a difference," snorted Cewiss. "You can elinmnate the two
mllion dollar bid imediately. By the way; who set such an outrageous
esti mat e?"

"The bid canme fromRal ph C. Markallan," replied Wightley. "H s contracts
have al ways been well handled. Hi s concern is nost reliable. But he has
evidently ignored the fact that close competition and small profits are always
to be anticipated in city contracts."

Cl ewi ss nodded and stepped over to study the various bids, remarking that
he had seen them previously, but had not had time to study them The others
accepted the apology. It was plain that they were all famliar with the bids.

"These | ower-priced concerns are doubtful," began Cew ss. Then, with a
pl eased tone, he added: "Wait! Here is one quite as good as Markallan's. |
refer to Lubaker-Snythe. Their estimate is one of the | owest, and the concern
is noted for its reliability."

"W have al ready considered that fact, M. Cew ss," renmarked the nayor.
"That is, | have discussed it with M. Bursard and M. Radbourne. Three of us
are already agreed to let the contract to Lubaker-Smythe."

"Count ne as a fourth."”



UPON receiving the attorney's agreenent, Mayor Wightley pulled open the
desk drawer and began to rummge anong printed contract forms. He drew a few
papers fromthe drawer, started to sort themto find the one he wanted.
Suddenly, his hand halted.

The others were chatting among t hensel ves. No one noticed Wightley's
pause, except The Shadow. H s keen eyes observed nore than the rigidity of the
mayor's hand. The Shadow saw t he expression that froze upon Wightley's
features. The mayor's ponpous air was gone. His lips were opened like a fish's
nmout h; his eyes had the bulge of a bullfrog's.

Among the bl ank forns, Wightley had found a typed letter. In reading its
lines, he had becone horror-stricken; too overwhelned to speak. It was not
until the mayor's hands sank to the table that the other men saw that
sonet hi ng
was am ss. One look at Wightley's distorted face made themthink that the
nmayor
had experi enced a stroke.

Hugh Bursard sprang to steady Wightley. From quivering |lips, the mayor
managed to gasp sonething about a letter. Elwood O ew ss gripped the sheet of
paper, took it fromWightley' s | oosened hands. Seeing that Wightley had
settled to his chair with Bursard's aid, Cewiss stared at the letter. Hs jaw
thrust forward as he scanned the typed |ines.

"What is it, Cew ss?" questioned Newell Radbourne. The financier's tone
was anxi ous. "Sonething that concerns the committee?"

"Yes," returned the | awer, savagely. "It is a letter addressed to us.
shall read it."

Cl ewi ss' tone becane a contenptuous sneer as he proceeded to read as
fol | ows:

"Dear Sirs. You will proceed at once to accept the bid of Ralph C

Mar kal  an for construction of the exposition stadium No delay will be
tolerated; you will make the announcenent, by tel ephone, to the Evening
C arion

within fifteen minutes after your receipt of this letter.

"Qthers have followed instructions of this sort, and in so doing have
shown their wisdom The penalty for disregarding this warning, or nentioning
this correspondence outside your conference, will be death.

"You are prisoners - for the door of your conference room has been
| at ched
fromoutside. Every word that you say will be heard - for the m crophone on
t he
corner table is connected. Under the corner table is a bonb, ready to be
di scharged by an electric current.

"Destroy this letter. Make no false nove. Fulfill instructions, or death
will be the verdict. Signed: "Intimdation, |Incorporated.”

Clewiss flung the letter to the table and | ooked about the group. The
| awyer's chal | engi ng expression faded as he saw the faces of the others. Mayor
Wightley | ooked pitiful; Hugh Bursard was sol emn; Newel| Radbourne quaked as
he gripped the edge of the table.

Only The Shadow showed no change of expression. H's face was i mobil e;
but
Clewiss was not interested in the reactions of the visitor who styled hinself
Lamont Cranston. O ew ss was concerned with the other committee nmenbers; in an
effort to restore their norale, the | awer stepped away fromthe desk and took
long strides to the door

Clewi ss gripped the knob to turnit. His effort failed. H's rugged face

purpled as his hand increased its tension, to no avail. Suddenly, Cew ss
rel axed; he turned about to face the others. Beads of sweat showed on the
| awyer's forehead; the paleness of his features told that he, too, was willing

to admt the nenace.



One statenment in the letter stood as a fact, and thereby gave enphasis to
the others. Every person in the conference roomwas a prisoner, held by the
unknown master plotter who called hinself Intimdation, Incorporated.

CHAPTER | V
CRI ME THROUGH BLUFF

WATCHI NG t he trapped men, The Shadow saw all eyes turn toward the corner
of the room There, upon a small table, stood the m crophone that the letter
had mentioned. The instrunment gave testinony to the fact that everything said
in the conference roomcould be heard by Intimdation, |ncorporated.

Staring at the m crophone, C ew ss nopped his forehead with a
handker chi ef, then questi oned:

"How did that cone here?"

"We used this roomfor a broadcast,"” explained Wightley, in a weak tone.
The mayor had managed to recuperate. "That was three days ago; but the
m cr ophone nust have been left here.™

"It wasn't left here," inserted Bursard, who stared steadily from beside
Wightley. "The m ke was renmoved and brought to the station. This must be
anot her one. | wondered about it when | saw it today."

"Centl enen!" The excited speaker was Newel| Radbourne. "Wy qui bbl e about
t he m crophone? Look beneath the table; see the rug there. It hides a death
devi ce! W have received orders; we nust follow them"

Bursard eyed the rug. H s gaze becane rigid. There was a tightening of
hi s
lips that showed determ nation. Stooping mechanically, he reached down to
grasp
the fringe of the rug, as if to learn what |ay beneath. Mayor Wightl ey
gasped;

Newel | Radbourne uttered a hi gh-pitched protest.

"Don't touch the rug, Bursard -"

Bursard barely hesitated at Radbourne's cry. It was C ew ss who offered
the real interruption. Bounding fromthe doorway, the attorney grabbed Bursard
by the shoul der and spun himroughly to a chair.

"Don't be a fool!" snapped Cew ss, his face red with excitenent. "W
know
that we are trapped; that we are being overheard. This |letter neans busi ness!
Let us settle it."”

There were nods from Wi ghtl ey and Radbourne. Bursard subsided in his
chair; Cew ss sat down and faced the others with a strai ned expression

"I won't try to run this," declared the lawer. "I |earned my |esson when
| found the door clanmped. I'mnot a man who quits under fire, but at the sane
tinme -"

"W understand," put in Radbourne, his tone relieved. "You are willing to
listen to any proposal that is made. Very well" - the financier turned
abruptly
to Wightley - "let us have a notion regarding the contract."”

MAYOR WRI GHTLEY drew himsel f up in ponpous fashion. He rapped with a
little gavel that lay on the table, then spoke in a conprom sing tone.

"As Mayor of Dorchester,"” announced Wightley, "it would be ny duty to
ignore this letter. It is plain that the crimnal who signs hinself
Intimdation, Incorporated, intends to profit, if the stadiumcontract goes to
Ral ph C. Markallan. W can assure ourselves that the Markallan conpany knows
nothing of this matter; that Markallan will, hinmself, be threatened |ater
Under such circunstances, | -"

"Gve us the motion!" pleaded Radbourne. "There is no time for oratory,



your honor."

"Let us have the notion," added Cew ss, his tone as stressed as
Radbourne's. "Tine is short!"”

"I must finish ny statenent,’
ci rcumst ances

i nsisted the mayor. "Under the

mentioned, | feel that | cannot give ny assent. However, as chairman of this
conmittee, | amwlling to reserve nmy vote. The nmotion is nade to give the
contract to Ralph C. Markallan."

" Seconded. "

The expression cane sinultaneously from Radbourne and C ew ss. Pronptly,
Mayor Wightley put the matter to vote.

"All in favor -"

"Aye! "

The word was chorused by Radbourne and C ew ss. Wightley added:

"Al'l opposed -"

"No!" Hugh Bursard canme to his feet, as he shouted the dissenting vote.
"We can't go through with this! It is robbery; we will be publicly denounced!"

"What does that matter?" demanded Radbourne. "It is better to be
denounced

t han be dead."
"Sit down, Bursard," snapped Cl ew ss. "You have been outvoted. The
contract goes to the Markallan company."

"Not yet." Bursard turned triunphantly toward Wightley. "You still have
a
vote, your honor."

"I amneutral," pleaded the" mayor. "I announced nyself to that effect.”

"You said that you would reserve your vote," rem nded Bursard. "You have
done so. | now call upon you to use the vote that you reserved. Renenber, too,

that you expressed yoursel f as against the nmotion."
The mayor | ooked troubled. So did Radbourne, but the financier could find
no argunent. It was C ewi ss who took up cudgels w th Bursard.

"I SEE what you're after," declared the |l awer. "You think that the crook
won't go through with it. Maybe you're right, Bursard; but you' re taking a
| ong
chance. Too long a one to suit ne. After all, why shouldn't we give the
contract
to Markallan? Hi s concern is the best of all those that nade bids."

"No better than Lubaker-Snythe," returned Bursard. "They offered to do
t he
job for eight hundred thousand dollars less. That is why | object. The
difference is too great. Don't you see what we are up agai nst? \Were the bids
are known, we will be so badly criticized that we will have to nake a
statement. Unl ess we nmake the true one - stating that we were threatened - no
one will believe us."

"W can't state the truth," declared Mayor Wightley. "That was one of
t he
provi sions set down by Intinidation, Incorporated.”

"Whi ch places us in an absolute dilemm," argued Bursard, pronptly. "W
are beaten either way. So why not face the nenace today, instead of postponing
troubl e?"

Bursard's words carried weight. C ew ss | ooked toward the m crophone, as
t hough hoping that a listening crook m ght show some charity. Radbourne saw
t he
| awyer's gaze. The financier's face becane vaguely hopeful. Mayor Wightley
sat
with munbling lips, too troubled to observe the others. He found his voice;
began a quaver.

The mayor was starting to reverse his forner statement. Preferring future



danger to a present one, he was about to cast an affirmative vote before
ei t her
Cl ewi ss or Radbourne coul d change theirs. A jangle of the tel ephone bel
st opped
the mayor. Shakily, he reached for the instrunent.

"W have been heard!" interjected Bursard, his tone hopeful. "Perhaps the
threat will be renpved. The crook may see that it is useless.”

Clewi ss gestured for silence. A stillness fell while Wightley tal ked
over
t he tel ephone. When he finished a brief conversation, the mayor sagged back in
his chair, then smiled

"It was from Lubaker- Syt he, "’

decl ared Wightley. "They say that they
nmade
an error in their bid. They underesti mated. They want to withdraw the bid."

"Ah!" excl ai mred Radbourne. "They received a tel ephone call fromthe man
who has listened in on this conference.”

"No." Wightley shook his head. "They started to say sonething about a
letter; then stopped. However, that does not natter. W are free to vote the
contract to Markallan, on the nerits of his concern. Al in favor”

"Aye! "

Bursard joined with Cew ss and Radbourne in the affirmati ve expression
Wightley picked up the tel ephone and nade a pronpt call to the Evening
C arion, announcing that the bid had gone to Markallan. The deal with
Intimdation, Incorporated, was made. To conclude it, Mayor Wightley solemly
burned the letter and tossed it into a nmetal wastebasket.

SHAKI LY, the conmittee nmen arose. Bursard was the first to reach the
door.

He tried the knob, |ooked startled when he found that it still failed to turn.

The Shadow, strolling up as a spectator, took hold of the knob and gave
it
a firmtwst.

"I't wasn't locked at all!" ejacul ated Radbourne, who saw the action. "The
i nside knob was nerely tightened, so that it would stick."

"It fooled nme," expressed Clew ss, angrily; then he added to Bursard:

" But
you fell for it, too."

"I did," gritted Bursard, "but I'lIl be a fool no longer!"

Striding across the room Bursard grabbed up the mcrophone that stood on
the corner table. The other conmittee nenbers gaped when they saw a | oose cord
follow the instrument.

The ni crophone was not attached to any circuit!

Clewi ss, not to be outdone, made a dive for the rug beneath the table. He
yanked it away. Instead of a bonmb-filled hole, the viewers saw solid floor

Li ke the door and the m crophone, the bonb threat was a bl uff!

Four angry men went into a huddle. Standing by the opened door, The
Shadow
coul d catch snatches of their conversation. It was too late to call off the
deal ; the Evening Clarion was already printing news that the contract had gone
to the Markal | an comnpany.

Then came a buzz of cautious words. Despite the fact that they had been
bluffed, the committee men were willing to agree that Intimdation
I ncorporated, was a real threat. The buzz becane a whi sper. The Shadow heard
no
nmore until Radbourne joined himat the door. Leaving the others, the financier
beckoned for The Shadow to follow him

Reaching the street, they entered Radbourne's car. The financier put a
pronpt query:

"W can rely upon you, M. Cranston, to keep this episode a secret."



"Absolutely," replied The Shadow, calmy. "You may rest assured on that
point, M. Radbourne."

"CGood! " Radbourne | ooked relieved. "That will aid us i mensely. W have
an
idea as to the identity of the culprit who threatened us."

The Shadow s expression showed interest. Radbourne expl ai ned at |ength.

"There is a racketeer in town," he confided, "who calls hinself Sack
Bal ban. The rogue has been working within the [aw, running sl ot machi nes and
nunber games that are legalized in this State. There has been no way in which
to get rid of him"

"“I'n ny opinion" - Radbourne spoke with enphasis - "Sack Bal ban is the man
behi nd Intim dation, Incorporated. He has evidently been successful wth
previous threats. This tinme, he has gone too far. Hi s gane is ended. He chose
t he wrong nen.

"Wightley, as mayor, can nake trouble for Bal ban. So can Cew ss, for he

will be our next district attorney. Bursard is also powerful, for he controls
Stati on MXDO and can use the air to denounce Bal ban. | have noney and
i nfluence; if need be, | can do as nuch as any.

"By identifying Sack Bal ban with Intinidation, Incorporated, we have
paved
the way to a finish fight. It will not be | ong before someone visits the
racketeer, to notify himthat his crooked gane is ended. Just how soon that
visit will cone, however, is sonmething that | cannot predict."

THE car stopped at the hotel where The Shadow had regi stered as Lanont
Cranston. Leavi ng Radbourne, The Shadow entered the hotel and went up to his
room Dusk had settled; through the opened wi ndow, The Shadow coul d hear the
shouts of newsboys, already selling papers, that told about the stadium
contract.

Concentrating a light upon a mrror, The Shadow opened a make-up box. He
began to press his face with his fingers, changing its contour; he added
waxlike fills that reduced the hawkli ke appearance of his visage. The Shadow s
i ps changed expression; they took on a twi st that resenbled a | eer

No one would identify this new face with either Lanont Cranston or The
Shadow. Certainly, Sack Bal ban woul d not guess the connection. The Shadow was
preparing a bluff of his own; one that would deceive the crook whom ot hers
beli eved to be the man behind Intimdation, |Incorporated.

Newel | Radbourne had predicted that Sack Bal ban woul d soon be visited by
someone who ni ght handle him The Shadow i ntended to schedul e such a visit
earlier than Radbourne or any of his associates had planned it.

| f Sack Bal ban chanced to be the crook behind the game of bluff, he would
soon learn that two could play at such a hand.

CHAPTER V
CROOKS VELSH

IT was not difficult to find Sack Bal ban. The racketeer, know ng the
| oop-hol es of the | aw, appeared quite openly on the streets of Dorchester. To
see Sack privately, however, was a ticklish task. The big-shot was particul ar
about receiving visitors.

There were two net hods of approach, both well-known but sel dom used. The
first was to visit Sack's office, for the racketeer had a sunptuous suite
wher e
he handl ed his business. The trouble with that route was the necessity of an
appoi ntnent. Only persons who made arrangenents beforehand coul d expect to
find
Sack at his office.



The ot her approach to Sack Bal ban | ay through a devious channel. It neant
form ng an acquai ntanceship with | esser crooks who dwelt in Dorchester
Actual ly, they were Sack's tools, for the big-shot controlled the underworld
of
Dor chester.

Sack was always ready to shake hands with rival big-shots who visited
Dorchester, provided the | aw was not on their trail

Soon after dusk, The Shadow | eft the hotel. It was not |ong before a hot
tip began to wangle along the crimnal grapevine. A newconer of known repute
was in town. He was "Link" Delvo, a crook who had beaten a dozen raps in as
many different States. As a hijacker, |eader of a gorilla crew, and all-around
racketeer, Link Delvo had shown unusual versatility in the past.

The word passed up the line swiftly. At quarter past eight that evening,
it reached a mahogany-furnished living roomwhere half a dozen well-dressed
t hugs were in session. Lounging about, this tribe was called to order by a
hunch-shoul dered, dark-faced nan who gl owered from behind a small desk.

This ugly individual, noted for his big-toothed grin, was "Nobby" Kilgan
He was Sack Bal ban's chief lieutenant; those with himwere the key-nmen who
handl ed the various rackets. Wen Sack was not on hand, the nmenbers of this
i nner circle took orders from Nobby.

"Just got a tip-off," announced Nobby. "There's a new guy in town and
he's
good enough to be one of us. Any of you bozos ever heard of Link Delvo?"

The grunts that responded told that the name was recogni zed. Nobby
grinned; he picked up the tel ephone and gave an order to send Link upstairs.
The lieutenants stood about facing the door, anxious to see the arrival.

LI NK DELVO, when he entered, lived up to expectations. He was tall,
wel | -dressed, snooth of manner. His face was a full one, but hardened in
expression. H s eyes glinted fromlow set brows; beneath his broad nose were
lips that held a set expression. They showed a permanent gloat, that canme from
a peculiar tw st that could have been styled a half snmile. It was plain,
however, that a smile could mean anything to Link Delvo.

Qut from behind the desk, Nobby Kilgan was the first to greet Link Delvo.
Nobby's big teeth showed a wel com ng grin. Link's expression did not change as
Nobby introduced himto the others.

The smile remai ned as pernmanent as when it had first shown in The
Shadow s
mrror. The Shadow was playing the part of Link Delvo to perfection

"Sit down, Link," suggested Nobby. "I hear you want to be in it with us."

The Shadow rai sed his faked eyebrows, as if in question. Nobby grinned.

"The news was piped to us," said the lieutenant. "You didn't do nuch
tal ki ng, though, Link. It was guesswork that nmade the little guys figure you
wanted to work for Sack Bal ban."

"l said that | would like to neet him"

"So I'mtold. It was the way you said it that put the idea across. Well,
I"msold, Link. Sack Bal ban is high man around here; but | rate second. He
| eaves some things to me. Getting right guys is one of them You're in."

Nobby did not specify in what capacity Link Delvo would serve as a nenber
of Sack Bal ban's organi zation. That, apparently, was sonething that the
bi g- shot woul d deci de. The Shadow expected to nmeet Sack shortly, for in
reaching this lair, he had gained a full idea of how Sack's headquarters were
arranged.

This secreted apartment wherein Nobby and the other |ieutenants
congregated was directly in back of the office building where Sack was
| ocat ed.

A large door in the inner wall of the apartnent showed a connection between.

Nobby voiced an expl anation of the fact that The Shadow had al r eady
| ear ned.



"Sack's in his office," said the lieutenant, with a nudge toward the
door.
"He's in there talking with some guy. They've been beefing about sonething for
the Iast half hour. Woever the mug is, it won't do himno good with Sack
"The rackets here are legit. | guess you know that already, Link. The
State law lets us license slot nachines; and there's nothing in the books to
stop the nunbers gane. We've got other soft ways of snaggi ng dough, too. The
take is plenty in this town."
Nobby turned to one of the lieutenants, told himto turn on the radio.
"Time for MXDO " remarked Nobby. "That sap Bursard is due to shoot his
face some nore tonight. Sack al ways gets a kick out of it. He'll have a big
[ augh tonight, listening to Bursard spring sone alibi for handing out that fat
stadi um contract. "

IT lacked only a few minutes of eight-thirty, when the door from Sack's
of fice opened and t he big-shot appeared. Sack Bal ban was of chunky build; his
face was as wide as it was high. Short-clipped hair bristled above his | ow
forehead. H s narrowed eyes glistened, showed suspici on when he saw The
Shadow.

Nobby Kil gan introduced the visitor as Link Delvo. The name was all Sack
needed; he nodded his approval when Nobby said that he had signed up Link as a
new | i eut enant.

Nobby's reference to the stadiumcontract fitted the theory that Sack
Bal ban coul d be the man behind Intimdation, |ncorporated; but one glance at
Sack's face produced specul ati on on The Shadow s part. Sack Bal ban was plainly
worried. Wiy he should be that way with matters going well, was a question
Sack, himself, produced new angl es when he shot a query to Nobby Kil gan.

"What about Brad and Skeet?" demanded the big-shot. "Did you talk to
t hem
Nobby?"

"Sure," returned Nobby. "They stuck to their story and it sounded
strai ght
to ne. Brad got the dope that he and Skeet were to put the torch to Lenning's.
Skeet did it and Brad covered."

"What about The Shadow?"

"They said he was there; but that don't mean nothing, Sack. Sounded |ike
a
pi pe dreamto me. What |'d like to know is who was wi se to the password. Brad
says he got it over the tel ephone; that's why he thought it was fromyou."

Sack Bal ban nodded. Pulling his left hand from his pocket, he laid sone
objects on the table. They were obviously itens that he had brought fromhis
desk. One was a folded paper; another, a small bottle of pills. The nedicine
was evidently usual with Sack, for one of the lieutenants pronptly filled a
gl ass of seltzer water and put it on the table.

"I"'mw se to plenty,"” announced Sack, with a sudden growl. "Listen, you
lugs. There's been a lot pulled while we've been standing by. |'ve found out
why Julian Reth sold out the Apex Dye Wbrks to Janes Bl osser; why Martin
Lanmbr oke paid plenty for stuff that Bl osser bought; why Bl osser turned around
and got rid of the three hundred grand the deal brought him

"I know now why Ludwi g Mel don went haywire and got rid of his power
st ock.

He took it on the chin, for a quarter nmillion! And I can tell you guys why he
was bunped - yeah, rubbed out along with Lenning, even though the bulls think
it was suicide. It was so he couldn't squawk and then | amtown."

STI FF silence had cone over the listeners. Crooks were awed at the
realization that some master crimnal had found ways of conpeting with their
rackets. Mdre than half a mllion dollars had poured into unknown coffers.



Sonehow, Sack Bal ban had managed to piece those facts.

"What's nore," added Sack, "I've got the |l owdown on that stadium
contract.

The sane big guy is behind it. He threatened people before. He did it again
today. Wightley, Bursard, Cew ss, Radbourne - all four of themfell for his
['ine.

"How do | know? Because |'ve just talked with one of them He came around
to soft soap me, thinking | was the bird behind this threat stuff. They had to
throw that contract to Markallan, and it's a cinch that Markallan will have to
cough over his profit later."

Sack paused to open the pill bottle. He dunped out a couple of pellets,
tossed themon his tongue and took a |long swallow of seltzer. The station
announcement was coming from MXDO, Sack notioned for soneone to turn it down.

"I didn't hear nuch tonight," grow ed Sack, "but | heard enough to know
what the guy was driving at. The thing that put ne wise was a letter that |

got
today, handing nme the same stuff that those other birds fell for. Take a
gander
at it, Nobby."

Nobby spread the letter. H's eyes bul ged.

"Who's this Intimdation, Incorporated?" he asked. "It sounds screwy to
ne."

"Yeah?" grunted Sack. "Read what he wants."

"A cut out of our take!" exclained Nobby. "A third of everything we clean
up fromthe racket! To have fifty grand for a starter, laying in your office,
wi th the door unlocked, at six o'clock tonight. Says you'll be rubbed out if
you don't go through with it."

"And he's got the crust to suggest how | can nanage it," added Sack
"Instead of going fifty-fifty with you boys, there's to be a three-way split
fromnow on. This Intimdation guy, whoever he is, has figured out how we've
been wor ki ng. "

The radi o announcer had finished. He was introduci ng Hugh Bursard,
stating
that the owner of MXDO woul d speak on civic inmprovement. Apparently, Bursard
was
post poni ng di scussi on of the stadium contract. Sack Bal ban paid no attention
to
the radio. It was tuned | ow, besides, he had sonmething of his own to announce.

"Intimdation, Incorporated,” sneered Sack. "He says to destroy this
letter.

"O K Here it goes." He applied a match to the sheet of paper. "This is
the end of the whole thing. If the lug thinks he can get ne, let himtry! |
gave himhis answer. | |ocked the door and left it that way. Maybe he can
bl uf
old Wightley; and Cewi ss, the guy that's going to be a smart D. AL Mybe he
can
slip it past Radbourne and Bursard -

SACK paused, rigid. H s eyes were straight across the room | ooking
toward
the radi o cabinet fromwhich the voice of the nan |ast nmentioned was coming in
its low, nodul ated tone. Sack gripped the edge of the table, stared directly
ahead. For a nmonent, it seemed as though he had concentrated on the radio;
t hen
there came another explanation for his self-interruption

The burni ng paper had dropped. Its final flanme licked a rug fringe, then
was extingui shed as a human formfell upon it. Sack Bal ban's hold upon the
desk
was |lost. Eyes still rigid in their sockets, the big-shot's ugly face gl ared



fromthe floor as his saggi ng body ended its coll apse.

Crooks sprang beside the inert shape of their fallen chief. One | ooked up
with startled eyes; his lips twitched as they gave the news:

"Croaked! The finger was on him They got Sack Bal ban!"

Nobby Kil gan snatched up the bottle of pills. He recognized how deat h had
struck.

"Sack always left these |lying around," recalled Nobby. "That's how he was
croaked. By the guy who was in talking to himtonight. One of the four nugs on
that committee. Sack said that nmuch. Only which one -"

"Rub out all of '"em "™ snarled a lieutenant. "You're the big-shot, Nobby,
now t hat Sack's gone."

"W can't go that strong," argued Nobby. "Not a chance! The rackets would
be through. W've got to dope out who's the guy to get. He's doubl e-crossed
hi s
own bunch and they don't know it. He bluffed Sack, then croaked him"

Fromthe floor, Nobby scooped a handful of ashes, the remmant of the
letter that Sack had received.

"I"1l be getting one of these," predicted Nobby. "Wen it cones, we'l
pay
up.'

He | ooked around the group. "Any squawks?"
None came. Amid awed silence, Nobby added: "W pay."
Wth that, the new bi g-shot waved his lieutenants fromhis presence. The
Shadow, |ast to | eave, paused at the door. Nobby, staring at the flattened
form
of Sack Bal ban, did not observe the face of Link Delvo in the doorway.

Crooks had wel shed. Nobby Kil gan, the new bi g-shot, had paved the way.
The
Shadow, view ng the scene where Sack Bal ban | ay dead, had gai ned new proof of
the power that a master crimnal possessed.

The Shadow foresaw the need for deep strategy in the conming canpaign
agai nst Intimdation, Incorporated.

CHAPTER VI
THE SHADOW REPCRTS

THE next norning, The Shadow paid a visit to Nobby Kilgan. He found the
newl y crowned king in the hidden apartment where Sack had di ed. Though Nobby
was pl eased to see Link Delvo, he betrayed a certain gl umess which was
expl ai ned when he produced a letter that had cone in the norning's mail.

Nobby's letter was fromIntimdation, Incorporated. It laid down the sane
ternms that had been given Sack Bal ban; but it specified no advance paynent.
Nobby was to nourish the rackets that he had inherited from Sack; to deliver a
third of the proceeds when called for.

"The guy's got ne licked," adnmtted Nobby, as he burned the letter
"He'll
have sone cinch way of making me pass over the dough. He knows | won't squawk,
after what happened to Sack."

The Shadow s expression showed no change, but the odd snmile that adorned
the face of Link Delvo seemed to house a plan. Nobby noted it, with gl owery
gl ance, and waited for The Shadow to speak

"Sack figured who was in back of Intimdation, Incorporated,” said The
Shadow, in the hard tone of Link. "H s idea was that the guy who visited him
ran the racket."

"Yeah," agreed Nobby. "It was one of four birds: Wightley, dewss,
Bursard, or Radbourne. Wait, Link - one of those is out."

"Hugh Bursard?"

"Yeah. How did you guess it?"

"The sane way you did, Nobby. Sack dropped dead inside of five mnutes



after he came fromhis office. R ght then, Bursard was tal king over the radio.
He couldn't have got to the radio station in only five mnutes."

Nobby's toothy grin showed adm ration. Pacing the floor, he paused to
whack The Shadow s shoul der

"You got it, Link," approved Nobby. "You've used the old bean, since
you' ve been in Dorchester. You figured out a few things about the town. It's a
good twenty mnutes fromhere over to Station MXDO. Bursard coul dn't have nade

the junp. But there's still three to pick from Wightley, Cewss and
Radbourne. 1'd like to know their alibis."”
"Suppose | check themfor you," suggested The Shadow. "I'Il call on al

three, telling themthat I'"'min the narket for concessions at the exposition."

Nobby gaped. The daring plan | eft him astonished.

"Mayor Wightley is a handshaker," continued The Shadow. "He won't guess
I"'min the racket. Elwood Clewiss is going to be D.A.; he'll |ook nme over, for
future reference. Newell Radbourne is a big noney man. He'll listen to anybody
who tal ks box-car numbers."

The | ogi ¢ appeal ed to Nobby. He applied anot her whack to The Shadow s
shoul der.

"Go to it," approved Nobby. "After you' ve talked to those lugs, drop into
the office instead of here. | want to get your report, wthout the other boys
listening inon it."

LEAVI NG t he rendezvous, The Shadow went to the hotel where he had
regi stered as Cranston. Reaching his roomunnoticed, he changed his disguise.
As Lanont Cranston, he left the hotel. Soon afterward, he made his first stop
at the office of Mayor Jonathan Wi ghtl ey.

After a half hour's sojourn with the mayor, The Shadow | ooked up El wood
Clewi ss. He had lunch with the | awer. Later in the afternoon, he found Newel |
Radbourne at the financier's residence. As Cranston, The Shadow spent nearly
an
hour wi th Radbour ne.

Returning to his hotel, he changed to the guise of Link Delvo. It was
nearly dusk when he finally arrived at Nobby Kilgan's office.

There, The Shadow found the new bi g-shot anxiously awaiting him Seating
hi nsel f across the desk from Nobby, The Shadow drew some papers from his
pocket. Wth the twisted smle of Link Delvo, he began his smooth report.

He told that Mayor Wightley was alibied out because he had been
toast master at a banquet the previous evening fromseven until nine-thirty.

El wood Cl ewi ss had worked late, then had dinner with | awer friends, covering
the period of the nurder.

More checki ng had proven to The Shadow that Radbourne had gone to New
Yor k
by train imrediately after the cormttee neeting, and had not returned unti
nor ni ng.

The evi dence fl oored Nobby Kilgan. He sat silent for a full three
m nut es,
then spat his verdict.

"W're on the wong track," decided Nobby. "Sack didn't spill enough
bef ore he croaked; or maybe he was just guessing at sonething. Bursard,
Wightley, dew ss, Radbourne - they're all in the clear. Say - who did croak
Sack Bal ban?"

Nobby shot the question as if he expected The Shadow to answer it. The
Shadow replied; this tine, his tone was hardened.

"I'"ve heard sonme wise cracks around town," he told Nobby. "That grapevine
of yours works both ways. The cracks cane from sonme |ugs who were with you
when
Sack croaked."

"Yeah?" denmanded Nobby. "Wat were they?"

"Tal k about the three-way split," put The Shadow, harshly. "Some nugs



have

it figured that you staged the racket yourself. By croaking Sack and taking
hi s

pl ace, you'd have been sure of fifty per cent of the take. That didn't bother
them What they don't like is the idea that you could scare the bunch with
this

Intimdation bunk and change it into a three-way split. Two shares for

your sel f:

one as Nobby Kilgan, the other as Intimnidation, Incorporated.”

Nobby was on his feet, fumi ng, before The Shadow had finished. His right
hand shot to his hip; it stopped when Nobby saw The Shadow s hand slide out of
sight, beneath his coat. If it cane to guns, Nobby knew that Link Del vo woul d
beat himto the draw

"A'l right, wi se guy," decided Nobby, bringing his enpty hand to view.

"Il spill something the grapevine hasn't got yet. While you were out
checki ng

up, | called the real guys together and told them about the letter that I
showed

you.
"I told themthey could figure ne as big-shot and take orders like they
did from Sack. Only all the dough we take is divided equal, savvy? After we
cut
one-third for this Intinmdation guy. You know what that means? |'d get |ess
dough than Sack used to get, even if | grabbed the one-third for nyself."
Nobby' s heat ed out burst ended. Slouching into his chair, he | eaned across
t he desk and added cannily:
"Be around to the apartnent in about an hour. The bunch is neeting then
Forget that | got sore. You're still in, Link."

NOBBY waved his hand for dismissal. In Link's deliberate style, The
Shadow
went fromthe office. Hardly had the door clicked before Nobby sprang to the
connecting door that led to the rear apartnent.

Reachi ng that rendezvous, he found two nmen waiting. They were the pair
t hat The Shadow had encountered at Lenning's: Brad, his right armbulging with
bandages; Skeet, stubbly faced and sharp-eyed.

"Cet going, you two," snapped Nobby. "I want you to case Link Delvo. He
went out by the front. Tail him If you get himboxed, tip ne off. I'lIl send a
flock of torpedoes after him"

Brad and Skeet departed. Nobby sat at the table, poured hinmself a stiff
drink. An idea had struck Nobby. He believed that he had found the man in back
of Intimdation, Incorporated. Nobby's choice was Link Delvo.

Little did Nobby realize that The Shadow had taunted himw th direct
pur pose; namely, to make sure that Nobby was not concerned in the ganme. The
Shadow had believed it unlikely that Nobby represented Intimndation,

I ncor porated; but he wanted to renove the possibility. He had done so by his
direct charge. In so doing, The Shadow had put hinmself on the spot. He was
t hrough as Link Del vo.

QUTSI DE, The Shadow was strolling along the street in the fashion of Link
Del vo. I n the gathering darkness, he recogni zed the presence of lurkers. As
clearly as if he had witnessed the scene in Nobby's rendezvous, The Shadow
knew
what to expect.

As he reached a lighted street near the center of Dorchester, he
recogni zed the men who were tailing him first Brad, then Skeet.

Sl owi ng his pace, The Shadow waited while Skeet slipped into a doorway.
Boarding a taxi, The Shadow told the driver to take himto the railroad



station. The order, given in Link Delvo's tone, was |oud enough for Skeet to
hear. Wen the taxi reached the station, another cab pulled up behind it. Brad
and Skeet alighted as soon as Link Delvo was out of sight.

Spying, the pair saw their quarry obtain a suitcase fromthe parcel room
They wat ched himbuy a ticket. They saw The Shadow, as unconcerned as ever,
cone back to the taxi stand and tell a cabby to take himto the Forrest Hotel
Actual Iy, The Shadow had stopped at the Dorchester House, a pretentious hotel
that suited Lanont Cranston. The Forrest was an old hotel in a decadent
nei ghbor hood; the sort of place where Link Del vo woul d stay.

The news suited Brad and Skeet. It was Brad who put in a quick call to
Nobby Kil gan, telling himwhere Link Delvo had gone. Brad received orders to
head for the Forrest, taking Skeet with him Nobby prom sed that Link would be
spotted when he arrived; that torpedoes would be there w th guns.

Wien he reached the Forrest Hotel, The Shadow sized the situation from
t he
cab wi ndow. He spotted lurkers across the street fromthe disreputabl e place.
He
saw nen in the | obby, snmoking at the front w ndow that opened on the street.
He
knew that they were tools of Nobby Kilgan

Alighting, The Shadow paid the driver. Instead of going in by the front,
he strolled toward a side route - a blind alley that ternminated in the stone
wal | of a one-story garage, but afforded a side entrance into the hotel

Lurking thugs closed in at the mouth of the passage. A rakish touring car
drew up; a machine gun nuzzle loonmed fromits side. In the | obby, watchers
caught a signal from outside. They arose, went to the side door and began to
play a pin gane, watching the only door by which Link Delvo could enter. Guns
bul ged on the hips of these torpedoes.

Five mnutes later, two cabs stopped near the Forrest. Qut of one cane
Nobby Kil gan; fromthe other, Brad and Skeet. A thug joined the trio; he gave
a
qui ck report:

"We' ve boxed Link Del vo. He nust have w sed to something, so he did a
sneak into the alley. Miust 'a' thought he could get into the hotel; then found
out he couldn't. He's in there, wondering what to do next."

Nobby gave the pronpt order: "Let himhave it!"

Arms passed the signal. A dozen thugs cane to action. The touring car
pul l ed squarely in front of the alley; its machine gun began a w thering
clatter, pouring a spray of devastating |lead into the darkness that had | ast
conceal ed Link Delvo. The bullets scoured every inch of the garage wall.

The touring car rolled away; its occupants firing in the air to attract
the attention of police and | ead themon a fal se chase. |Imediately, |urking
t hugs poured toward the alleyway with flashlights. Some of these torpedoes
dashed in fromthe street; others through the side exit fromthe | obby. Their
job was to lug away the body of Link Delvo and make their get-away in waiting
cars.

Nobby followed his torpedoes fromthe street. He reached the wall with
them stopped and gawked as he stared at a sight against the stone bl ockade.
Upon a bullet-riddl ed ash can | ay an opened suitcase that had received its
share of the leaden hail. This was the only evidence that the alley had held a
human occupant. Despite the cement sidewal k and the concrete wall, Link Delvo
had vani shed as nysteriously as a ghost.

SIRENS were wailing fromthe distance. The police were on the job.
Savagel y, Nobby Kilgan ordered his dozen torpedoes to make their get-away.
Thugs poured fromthe alley, their |leader with them They were gone by
t he
time the officers arrived. The police, too, found nothing but the suitcase.
They deci ded that they had been sunmoned to a fal se alarm



As the officers departed, a whispered | augh cane from atop the garage
roof. A bl ack-cl oaked figure arose, noved al ong the roof am d dar kness, and
dropped to a side street. Choosing an obscure route, that nysterious traveler
reached t he Dorchester House. He entered by a rear door and ascended a
dar kened

stai rway.

In his own room The Shadow renoved the cloak and hat that he had taken
fromthe suitcase before scaling the garage wall. That ascent had been a
sinmpl e

task. Using the ash can as a pedestal, The Shadow had gripped rough surfaces
in

the concrete. Fingers had clutched; soft-tipped shoes had all owed a toehol d.
Five feet of scaling had enabled himto grip the edge of the garage roof.

Here in the hotel room The Shadow renoved the features that he wore. He
repl aced the face of Link Delvo with that of Lamont Cranston. That
acconpl i shed, he reviewed his day's work.

The Shadow had handl ed Nobby Kilgan well. Not only had he | earned that
Nobby was not hooked up with Intimdation, Incorporated, he had bl uffed Nobby
into thinking that Link Delvo was. That was an inportant gain, for it neant
t hat Nobby Kilgan would not find a trail to the real master crook

Today, The Shadow had | earned a fact that he had not told Nobby.

Mar kal | an, the contractor who gai ned the stadium bid, had al ready been pl ucked
of half a million dollars through the purchase of certain worthless stocks. It
was obvi ous that Markallan had been told to make an overbid for the stadium
contract; by gaining the bid, Markallan would be able to pay back funds that
he

had borrowed to buy the stocks. Like other unfortunates, the contractor had
been

threatened by Intimdation, Incorporated. That trail was cl osed.

The facts that The Shadow had reveal ed to Nobby were correct, however.
Hugh Bursard had gone on the air at eight-thirty from MXDO. Mayor Wi ghtl ey
had
been toastnaster at a banquet. El wood C ewi ss had worked | ate; had dined from
eight to eight-thirty. Newell Radbourne had gone to New York. Apparently none
of the four could have visited Sack Bal ban and sent the big-shot to his doom

Yet one of those four was the naster crook, despite his alibi. Not only
was The Shadow positive on that point, he was ready to pick the right nman, the
master crimnal who controlled Intinidation, Incorporated. As yet, however, it
woul d be a mistake to denounce the nurderer

The Shadow knew that the supercrook was confident, and would therefore
pl an anot her swi ndl e, bolder than any threat that he had made before. The
Shadow foresaw the opportunity that the hidden crook woul d choose.

VWen the next nove canme, The Shadow would be ready with a counterthrust -
a daring challenge to the evil schemes of Intimdation, |Incorporated.

CHAPTER VI |
THE SHADOW S THREAT

IT was the next afternoon. The city of Dorchester was unruffled. The fact
that there had been gunplay the night before was not enough to disturb the
calm Police, after thorough investigation, had classed the shooting as a nere
out burst that had harnmed no one.

There were people in Dorchester who knew of the evil nenace that | ooned
over the city: the threat of Intimdation, |Incorporated. Those persons,
however, were keeping a discreet silence. The deaths of Ludwig Mel don and Sack
Bal ban were sufficient.

Those deat hs, though, nmeant nothing to the vast mpjority of the
Dor chest er



popul ati on. The | aw had enphatically proven that both Mel don and Sack were
nmerely suicides.

The one news feature on this particular day was the final hearing in the
case of Kroot versus Radbourne. The obscure inventor and the inportant
financier were to appear in court before Judge Hancock Noy, the elderly jurist
bef ore whom t he case had been argued. Chances seenmed about even that Kroot
woul d collect his two hundred thousand dollars fromthe Interstate Textile Co.

At noon, The Shadow attended a civic club luncheon in the guise of Lanont
Cranston. He was there at the request of Mayor Wightley, and he made a brief
speech telling of the proposed Oiental exhibit at the State exposition. \Wen
t he [ uncheon was over, The Shadow was about to say good-bye to the mayor when
Hugh Bursard approached and notioned for both to remain.

"I"d I'i ke your advice, Mayor Wightley," confided Bursard, "and perhaps

M. Cranston's suggestions would be hel pful. Unfortunately, | cannot talk to
either dew ss or Radbourne -"

"One nmonent, Bursard," interrupted Wightley, nervously. "I do not care
to

di scuss our |ast conference. The matter of the stadiumcontract is closed.”

"This is another matter, your honor," insisted Bursard. "Please bear with
me, while | state the case. If | mention the stadiumcontract, it will be only
for our mutual benefit."

Bursard's nodul ated tone inpressed the mayor. Noddi ng, Wightley
i ndi cat ed
his willingness to listen.

“I'n ny nightly broadcasts," explained Bursard, "I usually nention current
topics. For the last two nights, | have conpletely ignored the subject of the
stadi um contract, for reasons known to ourselves. That neglect of a current
topi c has brought a flood of letters frompersons who listen to ny program"”

Wightley's side whiskers showed a trenor as he heard this discouraging
news. Bursard, too, was troubled as he proceeded.

"MY only course," explained Bursard, "is either to tal k about the
contract
or feed the public some other topic that is tinmely. Wat do you think of the
| atter course?"

"Excel lent!" exclainmed the mayor. "A fine idea, Bursard! Proceed with it
at your first opportunity. Draw attention away fromthe matter of the
contract."

"Unfortunately," returned Bursard, "there is only one topic that | can
use. It is the court case to be decided this afternoon. The claimof Ray Kroot
agai nst Interstate Textile."

The significance dawned on the mayor. He pondered; then slowy voiced the
objection that he knew was in Bursard's nind

"I understand," said Wightley. "However that case is decided, it will be
bad for either Cew ss or Radbourne. Cew ss represents the inventor
Radbour ne
owns the Interstate Textile Co. It will be ticklish, Bursard."

"I know it, admitted Bursard. "However, | shall try to be inpartial.
shall attend the court session myself, and give a fair report of whatever
occurs there. | hope, though, that the nan who | oses will not be angered after
nmy broadcast. | value the friendships of both Cew ss and Radbourne."

"OfF course," agreed Wightley, warnmly. He considered for a nonent, then
added: "Suppose | speak to both men beforehand and explain what you intend to
do. After all, it will be for their benefit, as well as ours."

"That woul d hel p," decided Bursard. "But be sure that you convince them
that nmy plan is entirely inpartial."

“I"ll do that," promi sed the mayor. "I shall see both of them before the
trial. That will nake it absolutely fair, since the case will be undeci ded at
the tine | speak with them™



LEAVI NG t he two nen, The Shadow went to his hotel. It was two o' clock
when
he arrived there. He stayed only a short while, then set out for the
court house.

The hearing was to take place at half past two. The Shadow had al ready deci ded
to be there.

The Shadow had good reason to be present. The case of Kroot versus
Interstate Textile was vitally inportant. It meant either a transfer or a
saving of two hundred thousand dollars, according to which side won. Wi chever
the victor, The Shadow could see a vulture waiting to seize the spoils. The
patent suit prom sed a new opportunity for Intimdation, |ncorporated.

Convi nced that the master crook's hand woul d agai n be reveal ed today, The
Shadow arrived early at the courthouse. As he was going up the granite steps,
he saw another car pull up. Fromit stepped El wood Cl ew ss. Nodding to someone
in the car, Cew ss fished out a stack of | oose papers and tucked them under
his arm As the car drove away, The Shadow saw t he bewhi skered face of Mayor
Wightley at the autonobile w ndow.

Wien he reached the corridor outside the courtroom The Shadow
encount ered
Hugh Bursard. The head of MXDO was smoking a cigar. He seened pl eased to see
Lamont Cranston. Bursard drew The Shadow to the side of the corridor

"Newel | Radbourne was here early," said Bursard in an undertone. "I saw
himal one in the courtroom An attendant canme and summoned himto the
tel ephone. | amsure he received a call from Mayor Wightley."

"I saw the mayor outside," informed The Shadow, in the even voice of

Cranston. "He was talking to Elwod O ew ss. They canme in the mayor's car."
"CGood!" Bursard was pleased by the news. "Let's go into the courtroom"”

THE courtroom was al nost enpty when they entered. Newell Radbourne was
seated within the railed encl osure. As The Shadow and Bursard took seats, a
door opened and Judge Noy arrived from his chanbers. The gowned jurist was a
kindly faced old man, who | ooked the part of a fair-mnded arbiter

As the judge took his place at the bench, three | awers appeared from
anot her doorway. They were corporation attorneys, representing Interstate
Textile. They gathered at the defense table. A few minutes later, El wood
Cl ewi ss appeared, acconpanied by the plaintiff, Ray Kroot.

Clewi ss took a table where a small pile of papers was already stacked. To
them he added those that he had brought fromthe autonobile. Wile C ew ss
was
busy, Kroot | ooked about the courtroom The Shadow saw the inventor's face,
weary and haggard. He watched Kroot spy Newell Radbourne.

There was anger in Kroot's gaze, pitiful though it was. The Shadow saw
Radbourne nmeet the inventor's stare. Radbourne's response was not unfriendly.
His thin face showed a smile that carried no malice. For a nonent, it seemed
to
i mpress Kroot; then the inventor turned and began to talk to O ew ss.

Judge Noy rapped for order. The |lawyers began brief summaries of their
respecti ve cases. One attorney for the Interstate Textile spoke bl andly,

sayi ng
that it was not the corporation's purpose to deprive an inventor of nobney that
he thought due him but that corporations - like individuals - must protect

t hensel ves agai nst unfair demands. The speech was a weak one. Newel| Radbourne
shook his head when the attorney sat down.

"That's the case all right," whispered Bursard, to The Shadow. "Radbourne
isn't stingy. He'd pay if he thought Kroot had a just claim But that |awyer
gunmed it badly. Clewiss will make that fellow |l ook like two cents.™

Bursard was sinply voicing the thought that everyone el se held. Watching



Clewi ss, the spectators saw the future district attorney snile in confidence.
Judge Noy | ooked toward Clewiss, waiting for himto begin his plea. At that
nmonent, an attendant entered the courtroom and approached the bench. He handed
a fol ded paper to the judge.

The Shadow coul d catch the words that the attendant's |ips phrased. He
was
telling the judge that he had received the letter froma nessenger; that it
was
mar ked i nportant.

Judge Noy opened the letter. A strange expression cane to his kindly
face.
The Shadow observed the tenseness of Noy's eyes. He knew i mredi ately what the
letter neant.

Judge Noy had received a threat fromlIntimdation, |ncorporated.

WATCHI NG t he judge, The Shadow gained an inkling to the nessage. It was
obvi ous that the judge had been warned to render a decision one way or the
ot her. That woul d have caused Judge Noy no concern, if the demand called for
the proper decision. At this nmoment, it was obvious that when O ew ss finished
his plea, the judge would have to decide in favor of Ray Kroot. The inventor's
cause woul d be established as soon as proper arguments were heard.

Judge Noy | ooked shaky as he laid the letter aside. The Shadow knew at
once what Intimdation, |Incorporated, had demanded. Under threat of death,
Judge Noy had been told to decide the case agai nst the inventor

For a short while, it |ooked as though the judge had weakened. His
countenance told all to The Shadow. Then the elderly jurist becanme nore firm
Gi pping his gavel, he rapped for order and | ooked toward El wood Clew ss. It
was plain to The Shadow that Judge Noy was ready to defy the threat of
Intimdation, Incorporated.

El wood Cl ewi ss arose with a confident smle. He stated that, in his
summary, he would refer to certain docunents to prove conclusively that Ray
Kroot shoul d be awarded damages. He sorted through papers that he had picked
up
fromthose on the table. Suddenly, he stopped; let all drop but one.

Agai n, The Shadow saw an expression of bew | derment. El wood Cl ewi ss had
lost all signs of confidence. H s eyes were bul ging; his rugged face had
pal ed.

Hs firmmouth twitched; there was a sag to his iron jaw

Agai n, The Shadow knew hi s answer.

El wood O ewi ss had found a strange document anong the papers that forned
his own brief. He, |ike Judge Noy, had received a letter fromlIntimdation
I ncorporated. Its order was unquestionably identical with the one that had
been
delivered to the judge's bench

Unless Cewiss let the verdict go against his client, he would rest under
a threat of death!

It was half a nminute before C ew ss spoke. Wien he finally found words,
his voice was weak. Crunmpling the letter, he thrust it into his pocket. In
strained tones, he made the statenent that his client's case had been fully
heard; that he sinply asked that justice be awarded to Ray Kroot.

Slunmping at his table, Cew ss buried his head in his hands. Triunph
showed at the table opposite, where the corporation | awers gloated. A buzz
swept the courtroomwhile Kroot gripped wildly at his lawer's arm trying to
rouse him

Wat chi ng Judge Noy, The Shadow saw the elderly jurist shake his head in
saddened fashion. Judge Noy knew why C ewi ss had fl uked the case. Under the
ci rcunmst ances, the judge could do nothing but award the verdict to Interstate
Textil e.

True, the circunstances relieved Judge Noy of the menace which threatened



him but he had already nmade up his mnd to brave the danger. Therefore, he
was
not pleased. Pounding slowy with his gavel, he called for silence. A buzz
ended. In grave tones, the judge announced that through |ack of sufficient
claimon the part of the inventor, Ray Kroot, the case was di sm ssed.
Intimdation, Incorporated, had scored another victory; this time through
a doubl e-barrel ed threat. Reaching both the judge and the | awer for the
plaintiff, the master crimnal had ganbl ed that one or the other would weaken.

THE SHADOW acconpani ed Hugh Bursard fromthe courtroom Going down the
out si de steps, Bursard expressed his opinion in a troubled tone.

"I can't understand it," he declared. "It |ooked as though C ew ss quit
cold. It puts me in a bad position, M. Cranston. A very bad one! | shall have
to handle this tactfully."

"On account of Cl ew ss?"

"Yes. On account of Radbourne, too. Don't you see what the inference wll

be? People will think that there was a tie-up between the two. If that idea
gai ns credence, they will attribute it to the fact that both C ew ss and
Radbourne were on the exposition comittee."

"And that will lead to the matter of the stadiumcontract."

"Exactly! | fought that mess as well as | could." Bursard paused, his
fists clenched; then added: "I w sh that | had fought that contract business
to
the finish. Sooner or |ater, soneone will have to denounce Intimdation
I ncorporated, to the public. When the tine comes, | would like to be the man
to
doit."”

For a monent, Bursard's attitude was one of outright defiance; then a
shudder swept over him

"I am hel pless," he admitted, wearily. "Alone, | could dare to act. But
whatever | do will involve three others. | nust think of Wightley - of
Cl ew ss
- of Radbourne -"

A shake of his head marked Bursard's self-interruption. The | ong-faced
man
pl aced his hand to his high forehead. The Shadow steadi ed himand waved for a
taxi that was on the other side of the street. Pitifully, Bursard whispered:

"Perhaps - perhaps Intimdation, |Incorporated, was behind this thing that
happened today. Perhaps, in a few days, Newell Radbourne wll receive another
threat -"

"Wait until then," suggested The Shadow. "Keep up your nerve, Bursard.
The
best we can do is wait."

Bursard nodded and nanaged a weak smle.

"My promise went with the others,” reninded The Shadow, calmy. "W nust
all preserve silence regarding Intimdation, Incorporated.”

The Shadow put Bursard into the cab, told the driver to take himto MXDO
Bursard was steadying as he rode away. The Shadow wat ched the cab as it turned
t he bl ock; then | ooked toward the courthouse. He saw Newel | Radbourne com ng
down the steps, receiving the congratul ations of his | awers.

El wood O ewi ss appeared a few minutes later. He cane al one, no | onger
acconpani ed by the inventor, Kroot. Eyes to the ground, hands deep in his
pockets, the threatened | awer shuffled away in gl oony fashion

THE SHADOW rode by cab to his hotel. Alone in his room he stared from
t he
wi ndow, a slight smle on his lips. Events today had come exactly as he had
anticipated. He was picturing exactly why Intimdation, |ncorporated, had nade



the courtroomthrust.

Among vari ous reasons, one seened nost obvious. The master villain wanted
the two hundred thousand dollars that had been at stake today. Therefore, the
super crook had paved the way to a conming threat. If Kroot had won, there would
have been an obstacle. The inventor woul d probably have accepted tine-paynent
terms fromthe textile corporation. He woul d not have had the full funds
available for a long while to cone.

Newel | Radbourne, on the contrary, had saved two hundred thousand
dol | ars,
whi ch he had al ready counted as | ost. Radbourne woul d have the sum avail abl e,
and could spare it. In addition, Radbourne was a man who had al ready quail ed
before the threat of Intimidation, Incorporated.

Soon, Radbourne would find out how hollow his victory had been. Hs
di smay
woul d cone when he received a new letter fromlIntimdation, |Incorporated,
calling for the paynment of two hundred thousand dollars. That letter, however,
woul d not reach himimmediately. It seenmed to be a policy with Intimdation
I ncorporated, to proceed with a cold calculation; never in a hurry.

It was upon that very factor that The Shadow had ganbl ed. He, too, had
wai ted. He had given a hidden crook a chance for another thrust. Thereby, The
Shadow had gai ned an opportunity of his own. He was prepared to act while the
master crook waited.

From a corner of the room The Shadow produced a portable typewiter. He
inserted a sheet of paper and began to type in deliberate fashion. The words
that he inscribed were sinilar to those that he had seen before. Beginning
with
the statenment, "Dear Sir - ", The Shadow inscribed a |letter. Wen he had
finished, he typed a signature in bold capital letters: "INTIM DATI ON,
| NCORPORATED. "

Cal My, The Shadow typed an address on an envel ope, then sealed the
letter
and stanped it. He stepped out to the mail chute, snmiled again as he held the
letter, then let it drop down the chute. That final instant all owed the hal
lights to reveal the name and address on the envel ope.

The letter that The Shadow had mail ed was addressed to Newel| Radbourne.

CHAPTER VI I'|
THE BROADCAST

SHORTLY before eight o' clock that sane eveni ng, The Shadow was fi ni shing
di nner in the dining roomof the Dorchester House when an official car pulled
up in front. A plain-clothes nan entered and inquired for Lanmont Cranston.
Wien
informed that M. Cranston was in the dining room the dick entered and
appr oached The Shadow.

The officer had a nmessage fromthe mayor, to the effect that his honor
was
in the car outside and would |ike to have M. Cranston join him

A few minutes later, The Shadow was in the car with Wightley. The mayor
told the plain-clothes man to return to headquarters; through the speaking
t ube
he ordered the chauffeur to drive to the building housing MXDO. As the car
roll ed al ong, Wightley began to talk.

"I have just seen Clewiss," said the mayor, in troubled tone. "He had
been
trying to get in touch with ne ever since the trial this afternoon. Something
terrible has happened. C ew ss received another threat fromlIntimdation
I ncor por at ed! "



"So that was it!" expressed The Shadow, in a tone of surprise. "I was
there with Bursard. W were both puzzled by the way C ew ss acted."

"He had to drop the case," explained Wightley. "It was as good as won
for
Ray Kroot when O ew ss found a nessage anong his papers. It threatened him
with
deat h! "

"How did the letter conme there?"

"Clewiss can't explain it. He left some papers in the courtroomin the
norni ng; he had others with himwhen | went with himto the courthouse this
afternoon. The letter could have been in either batch. But that is
uni nportant.

Qur main objective is to reach Hugh Bursard before he begins his broadcast."

The Shadow understood. He knew that if Bursard chose to criticize the
trial, most of the blane would be placed upon Elwod Cewi ss. It was plain
t hat
under the circunmstances, Cew ss could not risk a personal interviewwth
Bursard. Therefore, he had chosen Mayor Wightley as an internediary.

The car reached the office building where MXDO was | ocat ed. The Shadow
was
already famliar with this part of town; he observed, however, that the
bui I di ng
was dark for seven floors. Only the eighth, the top floor, was lighted. The
broadcasting station was on that floor.

The car pulled up at a special entrance that was used only for the radio
station. The Shadow and the mayor went up by a special elevator, in a detached
portion of the building.

STEPPI NG fromthe el evator, they saw the glass wi ndow of the broadcasting
room but Bursard was not in sight. Wightley urged The Shadow al ong t he
corridor, with the statenment that they would find Bursard in his private
of fice. They entered an office narked "Director"; there, a bespectacl ed young
man hal ted them before they could reach an inner door marked "Private."

"You must wait here, gentlenmen," stated the young man. "I am M.
Bursard's
secretary. | cannot allow himto be disturbed."

"I amthe mayor of Dorchester," returned Wightley. "Tell M. Bursard
t hat
| must see him"
"But he is preparing his broadcast,’
going on the air in a few mnutes -"
"Tell himthat we are here!"
Wightley's ponpous order overrul ed the secretary's objections. After a
nmonent's hesitation, the young man pounded on the private door. In a second,
t he door swung open. Bursard stood indignant on the threshold, clutching a
sheaf of papers. H's angry expression faded when he recogni zed the visitors.
He
invited themin, then | atched the door
Bursard's private office was a magnificent room furnished entirely in
oak; its walls were paneled with the sane rich wood. Bursard notioned his
visitors to confortable chairs, then sat down behind his desk.
"What is the trouble?" he inquired, noting the purplish tinge of
Wightley's face. "You seemto have rushed here to reach ne before ny
br oadcast . "
"It's about dewiss,” blurted Wightley. "He received anot her threat
today; it came during the hearing. He was told to drop Kroot's case."
Bursard's jaw dropped. Hi s conposure was gone. It was with difficulty

insisted the secretary. "He will be

t hat
he managed to recover hinself. In a hoarse tone, he remarked:



"So that's why Clewiss fluked it! This is terrible! Wat can it mean?"

"I't neans one thing," insisted Wightley. "You' ve got to go easy in your
broadcast, until we |learn nore.”

Bursard smiled in relief.

"I have done that already," he declared, passing his papers across the
table. "Read these, M. Mayor; and you, M. Cranston. You will see that | have
handl ed matters tactfully, blamng no one. My whole talk is based on the
peculiarities of patent [aw, covering the difficulties of deciding the true
status of inventions."

Wightley read the first page; handed it to The Shadow, who did the sane
and | aid the paper on Bursard's desk. The remai ni ng pages went the rounds. As
The Shadow fini shed the | ast page, a gong sounded fromthe corner. It cane
from
an odd-shaped, clocklike instrunent that rested on a | arge recording
phonogr aph.

"My alarmclock," remarked Bursard. "Set for half past eight. It tells ne
when | must be ready."

"W nust start for the broadcasting room" said Wightley, rising from

hi s
chair. "They must be waiting for you there."

"No, no," returned Bursard, notioning for the mayor to remain. "I talk
fromhere. The hook-up is all ready. This roomis soundproof. Rermain here, but
pl ease keep absolute silence. How about the speech. Does it suit you, M.
Mayor ?"

"Quite."

THERE was a slight crackle fromthe corner of the room then cane the
voi ce of the radi o announcer through a | oudspeaker

Gesturing for silence, Bursard stepped to the corner near his special
cl ock gong and turned on a |light beside an adjustabl e m crophone. Holding his
papers, he waited until the announcerment was ended; then he began his speech

Bursard's voice was a good one for the air. Its well nodul ated tones were
exactly the same as when The Shadow had heard them previously.

Here, in the actual room from which Bursard broadcasted, The Shadow was
able for the first tinme to judge the man's full ability. Bursard had a way of
pausi ng between statenents; and it added a definite enphasis to his talk. As
The Shadow wat ched him |l ay aside the papers, another reason for Bursard's
del i berati on becane apparent.

It was obvious that Bursard had not tined this particul ar speech and was
t herefore taking no chances on running short. \Wen he was hal fway through, he
stopped to cal cul ate the papers that he had already covered. Fromthen on, the
pauses were shorter and | ess apparent. Alnost at the finish of his allotted
time, Bursard clipped his final statenments and fini shed the broadcast in
effective manner.

Of the air, Bursard sniled and sat down at his desk. He | ooked like a
man
who had finished an ordeal. That was not surprising, for he had hedged
considerably in his speech. Mayor Wi ghtl ey nodded approvingly.

"Cood work, Bursard," he said. "You handl ed that well. You described the
courtroom and the verdict; but you went easy on Cewi ss. It was fine business,
conmendi ng justice; speaking highly of Judge Noy."

Bursard shook his head.

"It went against ny grain," he declared. Then, with a pound on the desk,
"Way did we weaken, Wightley? You and | had our chance to stop that stadium
contract. W let C ew ss and Radbourne override us."

"We couldn't help it," protested Wightley. "W were threatened, Bursard

"We' ve been over that before. It has only nade matters worse. Wiit a
monent, Wightley" - Bursard' s gaze narrowed - "have you heard from Radbourne



about this?"

"Not a word," replied Wightley, "but that is not odd. Radbourne does not
know that C ewi ss received the threat. They cannot see each other, after what
happened in court today. It would | ook as though Radbourne bribed dew ss."

"I't would be a good plan for you to see Radbourne," remarked Bursard.
"Some time tomorrow - or perhaps the next day. He ought to know what has

happened. By the way, does Clewiss still have that letter he found today?"
"No. He showed it to nme and destroyed it in ny presence.”
"Then Radbourne will have to take your word for it that C ew ss received

the letter. Radbourne was the gai ner by what happened today."
"Maybe he won't be for long. Intimdation, |Incorporated, nmay be after

him"

MAYOR WRI GHTLEY nade the statement glumy. It brought a | ook of alarm
from
Bursard. Before the speechmaker could nmake a statement in reply, there was a
ring froma tel ephone bell. Taking a | ong breath, Bursard picked up the
t el ephone.

"Hello..." Bursard showed sudden recognition of the voice that he heard.
"Certainly, Judge Noy, | have time to talk to you... About mny broadcast? You
heard it?... | see. Yes, | was at the courtroom.."

Bursard paused, listening to the judge's voice. He becane confused,
al nost

apol ogeti c.

"OfF course | shall be glad to call on you,'
dinner?... | amnore than pl eased, your honor..."

Hangi ng up, Bursard nopped his forehead and turned to Wightley and The
Shadow.

"Judge Noy was listening in on the broadcast," he announced. "He didn't
like it. Said that | talked like a man who had sonmething to say but didn't say
it. The judge declares that he has facts he intends to nmake public.”

The Shadow wat ched to see the effect upon Wightley. The mayor showed
alarm at Bursard's words

"Do you think the judge knows about the letter?" queried the mayor. "Was
he wat chi ng when Cl ewi ss received it?"

"No closer than the rest of us," replied Bursard. "Neither M. Cranston
nor nyself knew what had happened. Wait, though! | have it! Judge Noy received
a nmessage just before O ew ss fluked."

"I't nust have been a letter!" exclaimed Wightley. "A threat from
Intimdation, Incorporated.”

"That's it," decided Bursard. "That's why the judge wants to see ne. So
can break the facts over the radio before he gives themout to the
newspapers. "

"You can't do that, Bursard. It will mean death for all of us! You know
the threat if we divulge a single fact."

Bur sard nodded.

"“I'"'mthinking of Judge Noy, too," he declared. "He must trust ne;
ot herwi se, he wouldn't have called nme. He's nade a mi stake, hol ding out that
letter. He doesn't know the dynanmite that's init. Leave it to me, Wightley.
"Il talk to himat dinner, tonorrow night. He invited me to his penthouse.
"Il see that he's protected. Meanwhile, you see C ew ss and Radbourne, sone
time tonorrow "

he decl ared. "Tonorrow, for

BURSARD opened the door of the office. Several persons were outside.
Bursard greeted them introduced themto the mayor and The Shadow.
Congratul ati ons were given Bursard for his radio talk. These |isteners seened
pl eased by it, even though Judge Noy had not been

For a short while, Bursard and Wightley spent time shaking hands with



visitors. After the crowmd was gone, Bursard | ooked about for The Shadow. Not
seeing him he went back into the private office, then cane back and

guesti oned

the secretary, who was standi ng besi de the outernpst door

"Where is M. Cranston?" demanded Bursard. "Did you see himgo out?"

"No, sir," replied the secretary. "He might have been with those people
who just left here; but I'mnot sure -"

"I't's your business to notice people," interrupted Bursard. Then, spying
Wightley close at hand, he asked:

"What becane of M. Cranston?”

"He said sonething about returning to the hotel," replied the mayor. "I
t hi nk he had an appointnment. | brought himhere very abruptly, never thinking
to ask himif he intended to be busy."

"That's all right then," decided Bursard. "He nust have gone out with the
cromd. Well, M. Myor" - Bursard stopped, noting the secretary close by -
"I'"ll call you tomorrow night, before the broadcast."

Wightl ey caught the significance of the remark. Wth a ponmpous bow, he
went out to the el evator and descended. He reached the street, entered his car
and rode away. Sw nging the bl ock, the big machi ne passed the front of the
dar kened office building, nmade a couple of necessary turns, then rolled al ong
a
one-way street which happened to be on the other side of the sane edifice.

Mayor Wightley had not noticed a side entrance on the far side of the
of fice building. He woul d have been puzzlied if he had taken a backward | ook
fromhis big car. Scarcely had the autonobile passed before a tall figure
stepped into view and watched the departing car. Mayor Wightley, had he seen
the standing form would have recogni zed Lanont Cranston

For some reason known only to hinself, The Shadow had cone to this
obscure, deserted spot. Wth Wightley's car gone, the way was cl ear
Strolling
al ong the street, The Shadow cane to a lighted corner. He waited there until a
cab came along. He boarded the tax and rode to his hotel

Later, a soft |augh whispered through the darkness of The Shadow s room
Its tone carried a strange significance that seened to deal with Intimdation
I ncor porated. Tonight, The Shadow had begun a canpaign that boded ill for the
supercrook. By tonorrow night The Shadow s plans should bring results.

Yet, in his purposes, The Shadow was neeting a gane with nany angl es. The
unf oreseen night enter before he achi eved his goal

CHAPTER | X
TRANSFERRED FUNDS

VWHEN nor ni ng canme, The Shadow had breakfast and remai ned in the | obby of
t he Dorchester House. Quietly seated near the desk, he had the air of a person
who expects a tel ephone call. It was ten o' clock when a boy paged M.

Cranst on.
Respondi ng, The Shadow went to a tel ephone.

The call was from Newel | Radbourne. The financier was speaking fromhis
resi dence. Hs voice, noticeably shaky, expressed the urgent request that M.
Cranston woul d call on himat once.

Soon, The Shadow arrived at Radbourne's. He was ushered into the
financier's study, where he found the gray-haired man at a desk. Radbourne had
risen late; he was still attired in a dressing gown. H s hand was unsteady as
he passed a letter across the desk

It was the letter that The Shadow had nmiled last night, signed with the
nane "Intimdation, Incorporated.” Eying it in Cranston's cal mfashion, The
Shadow acted as though he had never seen the letter before. Wen he had
finished reading it, he placed it on the desk, and | ooked at Radbourne with



seri ous expression.

"A new demand, " quavered Radbourne. "This tine, | amto pay two hundred
t housand dollars in cash; and you, M. Cranston, are to be the recipient. | am
to announce that | have bought the rights to the Oriental exhibit."

"But | received that concession gratis!" objected The Shadow. "Wy shoul d
| take such a sumfor it?"

"You don't understand!" exclaimed Radbourne. "It is a pretext; a plot
li ke
those that went before. Yesterday, | saved two hundred thousand dollars, by
wWinning in court. Intimdation, Incorporated, knows it. He wants ne to pass
that anount along, to save ny life. The noney will not be yours; you, too,
will
be threatened, later."

The Shadow eyed the letter; then remarked:

"I take it that you have not nentioned this to any of the other conmittee
nmenbers. "

"Read that line near the bottom" expl ai ned Radbourne, pointing. "It
states expressly that | amto speak to no one until | have conpleted ny
transaction with you."

Wth that, Radbourne arose, half tottered to a safe and opened it. He

brought out bundles of crisp bank notes, all in thousand-dollar denom nations.
He passed the nobney to The Shadow.
"I sent to the bank," decl ared Radbourne. "I had the noney brought here.

Take it, M. Cranston. Relieve nme of the danger that threatens ne."

RADBOURNE' S tone was a plea. The Shadow carefully separated the bills
into
thi ck bundl es and stuffed theminto various pockets. A |look of imense relief
was reflected from Radbourne's ashen face. Wth trenbling hand, the financier
pi cked up the letter, intending to toss it in the fireplace.

"Wait!" The Shadow stopped Radbourne with a gesture. "You have al ready
vi ol ated one term You should have destroyed the letter before | sawit."

"But you al ready know about Intimndation, Incorporated.”

"Of course. Therefore, since | have seen the letter, there is no reason
why ot hers should not see it also. Others such as Bursard, Wightley and
Cl ew ss.”

Radbour ne nodded his agreenent. Folding the letter, he carefully placed
it
in the desk drawer, which he | ocked. Inmpressed by The Shadow s confident tone,
Radbour ne | ooked for nore advice. He asked:

"When shall | call the others?"

"Not for a while," decided The Shadow. "You had better play safe unti

you
have done all that the letter says. It nmentions that you are to notify the
newspapers regardi ng your purchase of my concession. | should say that noon

woul d be about the right tine to do that."

Radbour ne nodded hi s agreenent.

"Then wait until you hear from Mayor Wightley," resuned The Shadow. "He
wi Il probably call you some tine today. Show himthe letter. Let himinform
Bursard about it."

"Why should | hear from Mayor Wi ghtley?"

"Because he has sonething to tell you about a letter that El wood C ew ss
recei ved yesterday in the courtroom™

Radbour ne dropped back as if shot. His |lips opened and cl osed, then spoke
the trenol o question:

"Clewiss - received a - a letter?"

"Yes," replied The Shadow. "One fromIntimdation, |Incorporated, telling
himto throw the case your way."

A sudden i ndi gnati on brought Radbourne upward. Forgetting his fear, the



fi nanci er spoke in candid tone.
"I didn't want that verdict," he declared. "Kroot had some right to those

patents. | wanted himto fight the case through, sinply because it would be
bad
policy to settle with every crazy inventor who makes a claim | wasn't sure
t hat
Kroot was right until the case was well devel oped.
"When | knew Kroot had a just claim | was willing to lose. | had no
ant agoni smtoward Cl ewi ss because he becane Kroot's | awer. Do you know what |
intend to do?" Radbourne's tone was one of real sincerity. "I amgoing to make

a voluntary settlement with Kroot; talk things over with himand give hi mwhat
he thinks is right. It won't be two hundred thousand dol |l ars, though. He knows
that claimwas too high."

The Shadow began to draw the currency from his pockets. Radbourne guessed
hi s purpose. The Shadow i ntended to return the noney, so that the financier
could apply it toward his settlenment with the inventor

Excitedly, Radbourne came to his feet; gestured for The Shadow to put the
noney away.

"No, M. Cranston!" he exclainmed. "You nust keep the nmoney. | nust bear
the loss. The threat is real. Keep the nmoney; sign this transfer of your
concessions." Radbourne di splayed a briefly typewitten sheet of paper. "I
nust
go through with the terns. | amafraid to fight Intimdation, Incorporated. M
only hope is that he - or they - will not nmake further demands upon ne."

The Shadow pocketed the bul ky bundles. Wthout a word, he signed the
transfer paper. Radbourne's expression showed that he had been relieved of a
great burden. The Shadow shook hands and left.

WHEN he reached the hotel room The Shadow opened his portable typewiter
and wote hinself a note, addressed in sinple, direct style to Lanont
Cranst on.

The note specified that he should take the plane that |eft Dorchester at noon
wi t hout the two hundred thousand dollars that he had received from Newel |
Radbour ne.

The instructions added that he was to |l eave the noney in a suitcase in
t he
hotel room with his other |uggage; therefore, he was not to check out of the
Dor chester House. He was to | eave the door unlocked, so that whoever w shed
could enter.

The letter threatened death if instructions were not followed. It added
that the recipient was to destroy the note. When he had finished the letter
The Shadow signed it in capitals with the nane "1 NTI M DATI ON | NCORPORATED. "

The Shadow t hen proceeded to di sobey his own instructions. He had three
bags. In one of them he packed his black garnents and his make-up kit, along
with automatics, thus leaving no trace of his actual identity; for he was
taking that bag with him There was space in it for the noney that he had
recei ved from Radbour ne.

Wth pockets no | onger bul gi ng, The Shadow went out, carrying the one bag
and the portable typewiter. He left the door unl ocked; stopped at the hotel
desk and placed his key there, remarking that he was going on a short trip,
but
woul d return. The clerk accepted The Shadow s statenent that there was | uggage
in the room

It was approachi ng noon. The Shadow took a cab to the airport. On the
way,
he scrawled a brief note on hotel stationery; his witing showed the peculiar
jolts that cone when one attenpts to wite while riding in an autonobile.

He put the scrawled note in an envel ope; added the letter that he had
typed to hinself fromlIntimdation, Incorporated. Sealing the envel ope, he



thrust it through the cab window to the taxi driver, along with a ten-dollar
bill.

"Take this to the city hall," ordered The Shadow, in a breathless tone.
"Make sure that it gets to Mayor Wightley. Keep the ten dollars; but make
sure
that the note gets there."

The driver gave a pleased grin. He pulled into the airport, pocketing
bot h
t he noney and the envel ope. The Shadow alighted; paid his fare with a |arge
tip,
at the sane time giving the taxi man a warning | ook. The fell ow gave a short
nod. He under st ood.

IT was two o' cl ock when Mayor Wightley entered his office to find a
waiting cab driver. The mayor had gone out to lunch early; he had not been
t here when the cabby arrived. He was surprised to find a cab driver who
i nsi sted upon seeing himin private. Neverthel ess, he conducted the cabby into
his office; there the fell ow handed hi mthe note.

"Aguy give it to ne," he explained. "A sol em-I|ooking bl oke that rode
fromthe Dorchester House out to the airport. Says | was to hand it to you,
and
nobody el se, your honor."

Wightl ey opened the note. He started to read The Shadow s scrawl . The
hasty penciled lines were explicit.

"Read the enclosed letter," The Shadow had witten. "Keep it safe or
destroy it. | amtaking desperate chances in sending it to you. | have
conplied
with its instructions. Cranston.”

Wightley did not unfold the typed letter. He had guessed its
significance. Instead, he pulled a ten-dollar bill fromhis pocket and handed
it to the cabby, who hesitated about taking the noney. Wightley insisted that
he keep it and hustled himfromthe office with the rem nder that he was to
say
not hi ng of the message that he had brought.

Opening the typed letter, the mayor read the instructions that bore the
signature of Intimdation, Incorporated. He reached for the tel ephone; was
interrupted by a knock on the door. Hugh Bursard was announced.

The head of MXDO was hi ghly excited when he entered; nmore so, in fact,
than Mayor Wightley. As soon as the door was closed, Bursard flourished an
eveni ng newspaper. Wightley saw a headline stating that Newel| Radbourne had
purchased the Oiental exhibit of the State exposition at a price of two
hundred t housand dol | ars.

"I went to Radbourne's when | read this," said Bursard. "I found out why
he made the deal. He received a letter this norning fromlntimdation
Incorporated. Here's the letter. Radbourne gave it to ne."

"Then read this one," puffed Mayor Wightley. "Cranston sent it fromthe
airport, by a taxi driver."

The two conpared the letters. Bursard was the first to forma concl usion

"It's plain enough," he said, ruefully. "The crook went after the cash
t hat Radbourne saved. Made himcough it over to Cranston. Radbourne hol ds the
receipt. He didn't waste nmuch tine with Cranston; sinply told himto | eave the
nmoney and clear town."

"Maybe the noney is still there," asserted Wightley, in a grimtone. "I
shal |l send a couple of detectives over there to find out. I amafraid, though
that we are too late.”

"I'f Cranston could only have tel ephoned you -

"Probably he did not dare. He took a | ong enough chance dependi ng on the
taxi driver."



WRI GHTLEY rmade the call ordering two detectives to go to the Dorchester
House and make a thorough search of Cranston's room leaving it as they found
it unless they canme across a bag of noney. In that case, they were to call the
mayor's office at once

That done, Wightley called Elwod O ew ss and asked the | awer to cone
to
his office. Bursard departed for MXDO, deciding that it would be best for
Wightley to talk to C ew ss al one.

VWhen Cew ss arrived, the mayor showed himthe letters. Cew ss took them
calmy, as though they were a natural sequence to yesterday's occurrence in
t he
courtroom Wiile Clewiss was still with Wightley, a call cane fromthe
detective stating that they had found nothing but ordinary |luggage in
Cranston's room

After Clewiss left, Wightley called Bursard, then Radbourne, to give
t hem
the details that they had not already received. Al four nmen expressed
absol ute
agreement with one another, in that Intimdation, Incorporated, was again
active. All were of the opinion that they nust sit tight until after Hugh
Bursard had tal ked with judge Hancock Noy.

EVENTS had shaped precisely as The Shadow pl anned them The transfer of
the funds had all the earmarks of a deal swung by Intimdation, |ncorporated,
even to the newspaper account of Radbourne's concession purchase, which bore
obvi ous significance to any one who knew t he ways of Intimdation
I ncor por at ed.

Yet, of the four nen who had agreed about the matter, there was one who
had not been deceived by The Shadow s ruse. That one nman, though he had
snoot hly covered his real feelings, was fum ng over the defeat that he had
encountered. That man was the supercrook who posed as Intimdation
I ncor por at ed.

Though confident that his identity had not been |earned, the master
crimnal knew that he could expect stiff opposition in the future. For the
first time, soneone had found a way to crinp the game. The Shadow, by using
t he
supercrook's own nethod, had noved in ahead. He had gai ned and safely carried
away the funds that Intinmnidation, |Incorporated, had expected to gain by
threat.

The Shadow had changed the ganme of strength into one of weakness. Hi s
chal | enge was one that could not be overl ooked. More than that, a clash was
i mm nent. There was a reason why The Shadow woul d have to return to Dorchester
by nightfall.

That reason concerned Judge Hancock Noy. The jurist had declared his
intention to expose the nethods of Intimdation, |Incorporated. The word had
gone around the circle. The hidden crook knew it. Danger would threaten Judge
Noy .

Only The Shadow could nullify that menace.

THE SHADOW returned that evening, at six o'clock, to Dorchester by plane.
He went to his room- 312 - in the Dorchester House. And it was there Nobby
Kilgan trailed him

Nobby had been in conference that afternoon with his |ieutenants. They
had
brought himword that the mayor had detectives spotting the Dorchester House.
This news had come froma stoolie. It was then that Nobby put two and two
toget her and came to the conclusion that Link Delvo was The Shadow.



Knowi ng from Brad and Skeet that The Shadow had been at Lenning' s when
death occurred and that Link Del vo had been near by when Sack Bal ban di ed,
Nobby was certain the nurderer was The Shadow. And he was doubly sure, after
renmenberi ng Lamont Cranston had been the man to sell Radbourne the concession
Thi s made Nobby think that the mayor, in sending detectives to the hotel, was
sure Cranston was the head of Intimdation, |ncorporated.

Nobby showed no hesitation. He ordered Brad and Skeet to the Dorchester
House, to check up on Cranston and find out for certain if he was The Shadow.

The Shadow was just changing to cloak and sl ouch hat when he saw,
reflected in the mrror of his make-up case, the face of Skeet | ooking over
t he
transom Then it di sappeared. Conversation was heard in | ow tones outside the
door. Then sil ence.

VWhen The Shadow j erked open the door, Brad fell in. It took but little
wor k on The Shadow s part to overcone him bind himand carry himto a |inen
closet off a little-used hallway.

Sli nki ng down a back staircase, The Shadow overheard Skeet in a phone
booth, reporting to Nobby. Events happened nore swiftly to Skeet than to Brad
and when The Shadow was fini shed, Skeet was trussed up in the phone boot h,
lying
on the fl oor where he couldn't be seen. An "CQut of Order" sign hung on the
door
assured that no one would enter

The Shadow di sappeared into the night.

VWhen Nobby Kil gan appeared at the Dorchester House, thirty mnutes |ater
in answer to Skeet's phone call, he could find no signs of his two henchnen.

CHAPTER X
ATOP THE PENTHOUSE

THOUGH Nobby Kil gan was out to | ocate The Shadow, The Shadow had dropped
all thought of Nobby Kilgan. In his encounters with Brad and Skeet, The Shadow
had sized the situation perfectly.

The Shadow knew t hat Nobby had luckily found a connection between Link
Del vo and Lanmont Cranston, and had, therefore, tried to enter as an individua
factor. There was no connection between Nobby and Intim dation, |ncorporated.
The Shadow was out to defeat a master crook; he had no time to bother with a
puny crook |ike Nobby, who was a big-shot only by his own boast.

By baggi ng Brad and Skeet, The Shadow had effectively di sposed of Nobby's
trailers. If someone rel eased them they would be unable to tell Nobby
anyt hi ng
of inportance. If Brad and Skeet were not rel eased, The Shadow could attend to
them | ater.

At the present time, precisely eight o' clock, The Shadow was on the roof
of an apartment house near the center of Dorchester. He had reached this goa
wi thout difficulty, for the apartment house was next door to an unfinished
office building that stood a little nmore than one story higher

Only a small alleyway separated the two structures. Any one bold enough
could bridge the gap by a running | eap fromthe higher building. The I ogica
junp, however, was not to the roof of the apartment house, but to that of a
pent house that topped it. The garden roof of the penthouse was only a few feet
bel ow the | evel of the broad cornice that jutted fromthe roof of the
nei ghboring of fi ce buil di ng.

Conming by that route, The Shadow had found a hinged trapdoor in the
pent house roof. Instead of using it, he had dropped fromthe penthouse wall to
the roof of the apartnment house.

Here, he skirted the little building along a narrow | edge, hi gh above the



ground. Two sides of the penthouse hovered over this man-made precipice. One
was the rear wall, toward the alley; the other, a long side wall above the
street.

The Shadow found little difficulty navigating the | edge. It was about
three feet broad and ornanented with bl ocky stones set at twelve-foot
i nterval s. These ornanental pieces, carved to resenbl e open-nouthed |ions,
wer e
| arge enough to be admired fromthe street below Each lion's nmouth offered a
grip; so did the bul ging head above it.

Well along the side wall, The Shadow had stopped by an open w ndow. There
he was listening to a discussion held by two nen, who were puffing at thin
cigars. One was Judge Hancock Noy, owner of the penthouse; the other, Hugh
Bursard, the jurist's dinner guest.

"I HAVE sunmed the matter, Bursard," expressed Judge Noy, in a decisive
tone. "The fact is, | was threatened by an anonynous personage who styles
hinsel f Intimdation, Incorporated; and | have kept the letter that proves
it."

"A serious situation, your honor," agreed Bursard. "One that nust
certainly be investigated. Wat about the nessenger who brought the letter?
Have you traced hin®"

"Yes. But he was sinply a paid nessenger, who picked up an envel ope
| abel ed for delivery to ne. Someone called the telegraph office to ask if the
nmessage had been sent. They found it under sone papers. No one can informus
how or when it was placed on the counter."

Bursard crinkl ed papers that he held in his hand. Hi s high forehead
showed

a frown.
"You are asking a great deal, your honor," he said, "when you insist that
I include these statenents in tonight's broadcast. | should like nore tine to

think it over."
"Do as you pl ease," returned judge. Noy. "However, whether or not you

broadcast ny statenents, | intend to give themto the press later. | shal
merely wait until after you have finished on the air. If you state the facts,
the reporters will come to you. If you prefer not to broadcast the news, |

shall call the newspapers and tell themto send representatives here.
"I amgiving you an opportunity, Bursard. Thousands of l|isteners are

gui ded by your opinions on civic matters. Your words will carry weight and
will
establish your reputation. O course" - the judge smled cannily - "you may

incur the enmity of Intinidation, Incorporated. But if | were in your place, |
woul d consider it worth the risk."

Bursard chewed his |ips as he pocketed the witten notes. He glanced at
his watch, noted that it was after eight o' clock

"Very well, your honor," he declared. "I shall think deeply on this
natter
while I amon ny way to MXDO. You will be listening in when | broadcast. You
wi Il know how | have deci ded when you hear ne. Only -"

Bursard paused, his face was troubl ed. Judge Noy's | ook was one of query.

"I amthinking of your situation, Judge Noy," asserted Bursard, frankly.
"After all, you followed the mandates of the letter by deciding the case
agai nst Kroot."

"I had no other course," declared Noy. "If O ew ss had argued the case
properly, the verdict would have been in his favor. The whole blanme lies with
Cl ew ss.”

JUDGE NOY paused; he leaned forward in his chair and added, in
confidential tone:



"It is possible that Cew ss also received a threat. That woul d explain

the situation. But Cew ss denied receipt of a letter. | called himthis
aft ernoon and questioned himon that point. | told himthat | intended to
speak

to you."

"What was his reaction?" asked Bursard, uneasily. "Did he seem
concer ned?"

"Yes, even though | did not give himthe full details. He intimated that
if I had received a threat, he should beware of it. | have an idea that
Cl ew ss
i s hiding sonething."

Bursard | ooked troubled as he wal ked toward the door. Follow ng him
Judge

Noy added:

"I called Radbourne, also, on the chance that he knew somet hing of the
matter. | told himvery little; sinply that he was not to consider the patent
case as closed. | stated that if Kroot asked for an appeal, | would grant it."

Bursard shook his head. His action indicated that he considered Judge
Noy' s net hods to be unwi se.

"I must hurry to the radio station," said Bursard. "I cannot promise to
broadcast all this. | adnmire your stand; but | do not care to be responsible
for anything that may happen to you."

"I am protected,"” declared the judge, with a smle. "I called Mayor

Wightley, to tell himthat | felt insecure. He sent two detectives here."

"But they are not on duty -"

"Yes, they are." Noy's smile broadened. "One is posing as the doornan of
this apartment building. The other is acting as operator of the only el evator
that is running. If any intruder attenpts to cone up here, they will halt
him"

NOY went out to the elevator with Bursard. The Shadow waited; it was
several mnutes before the judge returned.

Meanwhi | e, a taxicab sped away al ong the street below, carrying Bursard
in
the direction of the building where MXDO was | ocated. It was not far to the
radi o station; The Shadow estimated that Bursard could make the trip in about
five mnutes. It was lucky that his trip was a short one, for the clock on
Judge Noy's mantel showed twenty mnutes after eight. In ten mnutes, Bursard
woul d be on the air.

Judge Noy seened quite at ease when he returned to his sitting room He
had evidently contacted the detective who served as el evator operator. To make
sure that both headquarters nen were on the job, he picked up a tel ephone and
asked for the doorman. The Shadow heard the judge ask if all was well. Hs
sml e showed that he had received an affirmative reply.

It was twenty-five mnutes after eight. Judge Noy turned on the radio; he
twisted the dial to await the broadcast from MXDO

The Shadow waited no | onger. Edging along the wall, he raised hinself
upon
one of the lion's heads and managed a stretch to the edge of the penthouse
r oof .

A few nonents later, he swng atop the penthouse and lay rested by a snall
hedge
that fringed the gardenlike summt.

The roof was arranged like an Italian garden, in artificial pathways that
| ed beneath scul ptured arches. There were benches; also a little fountain that
tinkled softly as the water dripped fromits bow ed center. Just past an
archway were a pair of railings; between them the flat door that afforded
entrance to the interior of the penthouse. Keeping to stretches of darkness,
The Shadow approached the trapdoor



He found it fastened fromthe inside, but |oose enough to be jimied
wi thout difficulty. Here was the weakness to Judge Noy's stronghol d; one that
woul d certainly be known to any one who was at all acquainted with the
pent house.

Fromthe way that Noy had spoken, The Shadow was convi nced that
Wi ghtl ey,
Cl ewi ss and Radbourne had probably paid visits here in the past. They, as nuch
as Bursard, could know that the penthouse night be reached from above.

The word had gone around the circle of four. Al knew that Judge Noy
expected Bursard to expose Intimdation, Incorporated, over the radio. Anmong
t hensel ves, they were certain that Bursard would not do so; but they al so knew
t hat Judge Noy would notify the press if Bursard failed him

Four nen - all inpelled by a desire for silence. Three, because they
feared; a trio that would sit by helplessly despite their desperation. But the
fourth, who al so wanted silence, was inspired by a different reason

He was Intimnidation, Incorporated; a master crook who knew the facts, who
woul d not hesitate to deliver death where bluff failed. That powerful crimna
had but one measure upon which he could rely. That was to silence Judge Noy
forever, before nine o' clock tonight. To reach the judge, the supercrook could
choose but one route. He would have to pass through this portal on the roof,
over whi ch The Shadow stood guard!

HALF past eight. A silent sentinel beneath the blackness of the archway,
The Shadow kept watch upon the roof of the buil ding opposite. He knew that the
mast er crook would cone fromthere, to |l eap the gap between the office
bui I di ng
and the apartnent house.

As he watched, The Shadow saw a notion against the dull gl ow furnished by
the Iights of Dorchester. He made out the shape of a crawling figure, creeping
toward the cornice atop the office building.

The master crook had arrived. Though too huddl ed to be identified, he
woul d soon be forced to reveal his full stature when he prepared to spring
from
one roof to the other. A task that required nerve nore than agility, for the
space was |l ess than ten feet wide. Neverthel ess, the master crook was taking
no
chances.

As The Shadow mai ntained his vigil, he saw the end of a | adder poke from
the cornice of the office building. Once | owered, the | adder would serve as a
bridge. The time for the eneny's approach was near

The Shadow drew back fromthe darkened space above the trapdoor. He
pl aced
hi nsel f behi nd the whitened pillar of the archway.

In taking his new position, The Shadow kept entirely away fromthe view
of
the man on the other roof. His black formwas fully outlined against the
mar bl e
pillar; but it could only be seen fromthe front of the penthouse, not from
t he
rear. There was no need, apparently, for The Shadow to guard agai nst
observation
fromthe front. He knew that the nan who posed as Intimdation, |ncorporated,
was a |lone wolf of crinme, who would trust no subordinates.

The figure was rising on the roof. A nmonent nore, The Shadow woul d see
t he
face of his insidious foenman. Despite the tenseness of his vigil, The Shadow
was
alert to all about him It was fortunate that he possessed the faculty of
detecting the slightest sound that might occur close by.



For, in this inmportant instant, there cane a slight stir froma bench
upon
t he pent house roof. The sound was on the front side of the pillar; froma spot
where The Shadow coul d be observed. The | ow noi se reached The Shadow s ears.
He
wheel ed, wi thout stepping away fromthe pillar

QUT from behind the bench had sprung a new attacker; a vicious foenman who
di spl ayed a | evel ed revol ver. Above the glimrering gun, The Shadow saw a
gl owering face thrust forward from hunched shoul ders. Upon that |eering
countenance was a glare of triunph, plain in the glow of the city's fights.

The Shadow, by his shift to the pillar, had placed himself in full view
of
a lurking foeman; one whose arrival he had not expected. A third hand had
entered the gane at the very, nmoment when The Shadow had needed absol ute
secrecy.

The rising attacker was one whose ability The Shadow had di scounted; a
man
whom he believed to be far fromthe trail. This foeman had not seen the other
adversary upon the farther roof. He had sinply spied The Shadow and had risen
to deliver quick attack.

The Shadow recogni zed the new conbatant's face; knew at once how
danger ous
the man could be. H s own gun swinging into play, The Shadow t hrew asi de al
caution as he launched out to stop the swift attack

The man who had come to spoil The Shadow s trap was Nobby Kil gan. The
bi g- shot of Dorchester had found the bl ack-clad foe whose career he was
determ ned to end.

CHAPTER Xl
DEATH S TRI ANGLE

NOBBY' S qui ck thrust was made with definite purpose. He wanted to dril
The Shadow, point-blank, at the closest possible range. Nobby had heard mnuch
talk of this form dable foeman; how The Shadow had seem ngly dodged bullets
that came in his direction. Nobby did not intend to give The Shadow a chance.

He was coming onward when The Shadow wheel ed, ready to cut |l oose with his
gun. It seemed inpossible for The Shadow to escape the finish that Nobby had
designed for him The cl oaked fighter could neither dodge nor fire before
Nobby
canme upon him Yet; in one split-second, The Shadow found a way to neet the
t hrust.

VWi | e he wheel ed, he drove. Lashing fromthe pillar, he came like a
l'iving
t hunderbolt straight for Nobby's gun. Before the crook could halt his own
Swift
i npetus, The Shadow met him A slashing upward stroke of an automatic found
Nobby's gun wist; the jolt paralyzed the crook's trigger finger at the very
instant when it tried to tug.

The swi ft bl ow al nbst di sarmed Nobby. At that nmoment, The Shadow had
rendered his eneny hel pl ess. The fact that Nobby remained in the fray was due
to anot her nove The Shadow made. Not sure that his clipping bl ow would do the
damage that it did, The Shadow tw sted si dewi se as he made the stroke, falling
away i n case Nobby managed to fire.

The side shift gave Nobby a l|ucky opportunity. Still plunging forward,
Nobby made a wild grab for The Shadow s gun arm and nabbed it. Snarling as he
grappl ed, Nobby tried to follow up his good fortune. Regaining his grip on his



revol ver, he slashed a hard bl ow for The Shadow s head.

A free hand shot upward, stopped Nobby's stroke with the action of a trip
hanmrer. Each fighter had an even grip but The Shadow had | ost ground. He was
reeling backward, off balance. Fighting to regain his footing, he was driven
t hrough the archway straight for the rear of the penthouse roof.

THEY were past the pillars when The Shadow rallied. C utching Nobby in a
fighting grip, he twi sted the crook about, until Nobby's back was toward the
rear of the roof. The nove was quick strategy on The Shadow s part. Across
Nobby' s shoul der he could see the other roof, where a crouching figure had
paused at the first sounds of the fray.

It was plain that the naster crook - he who called hinself Intimdation
I ncorporated - had recogni zed both fighters.

The intimdator knew that The Shadow had been lying in wait for him He
nmust have pictured how Nobby had |uckily managed to | earn that The Shadow had
cone to the nei ghborhood of Judge Noy's penthouse; how Nobby had come up
t hrough the office building, |eaped the gap, and kept his own watch for The
Shadow.

Hi s | adder withdrawn, the supercrook produced a revolver and held it
| evel ed as he crouched. However The Shadow fared wi th Nobby Kil gan, the nan on
the far roof was ready to becone naster of the fray. He was waiting until one
fighter downed the other; then he could pronptly di spose of the victor.

The Shadow saw the set-up. He knew his own dilemma. To di spose of Nobby
woul d be a sinple task; for The Shadow had gai ned the upper hand. It would
require a strong effort, however, and when the finish cane, The Shadow woul d
be
in no position to deal with the waiting intimdator. He could see the master
crook's gun follow ng every nove of the struggle.

Only while he held Nobby hel pl ess, between hinself and the supercrook
could The Shadow count on safety. He knew that the man on the other roof
want ed
to avoid too nmuch gunfire. It would attract attention down on the street
bel ow.

The master crook was willing to use a single shot to finish The Shadow, but he
did not care to waste bullets riddling Nobby, in order to clear the way.

The intimdator had a m ssion. He intended to nurder judge Hancock Noy.
| f
he managed one wel |l -pl aced shot, he could continue down to the penthouse. If a
barrage was necessary, he would have to give up his attenpt.

NOBBY KI LGAN had sensed that The Shadow had some reason in keeping him
toward the rear roof. Struggling viciously, Nobby tried to twist aside. To
turn
hi m about, The Shadow was forced to nmake a side shift.

It brought themtoward the side roof of the penthouse. Nobby struggl ed
agai n; once nore, The Shadow managed to keep himin position by shoving to the
si de.

As they tightened, alnost by the fringing hedge, a new thought flashed to
The Shadow. There was a way to end this struggle; a nethod that woul d
conpletely balk the intimdator's plan of nurder. It was a daring one; a risk
that offered bad odds, yet it was better than existing circunstances.

Al the while he struggled with Nobby, The Shadow knew that one fal se
nove
woul d bring doom |f Nobby succeeded in one chance shift, the nurderer on the
other roof would risk a shot to drop The Shadow.

Nobby was getting tougher; fighting The Shadow on equal terns had given
hi m confi dence. They were closer to the roof edge; there was | ess chance for
The Shadow to keep Nobby in position. Those factors figured in The Shadow s



decision to take a bold course.

The Shadow s autonmatic was tilted upward because of Nobby's grip. The
Shadow tugged the trigger, blasted a shot into the air. He followed with a
second shot; a few nonents later, he delivered a third.

The gunshots brought a grin from Nobby. He thought that The Shadow was
desperate. Nobby fought harder; he and The Shadow pressed deep into the | ow
hedge. They reel ed al ong the edge of the side roof. Looking downward, The
Shadow coul d see one of the stone lions that gaped fromthe | edge a floor
bel ow.

He coul d see comotion in the street. The first two shots had nade
pedestrians halt. The third had brought a real alarm The Shadow fired again.
The fourth blast caused tiny figures to scurry back and forth. People knew
t hat
there was trouble high up on the apartnment house.

Looki ng past Nobby, The Shadow saw a figure rising on the office building
roof. A hand was shoving forward with its gun. The master crook had waited too
I ong; the alarmhad been given. It was too late for himto proceed with the
mur der of Judge Noy. But before he departed, he intended to acconplish a task
that he had del ayed.

By a barrage of his own, the intimdator could finish both The Shadow and
Nobby Kil gan. They woul d be good folk for the police to find on the roof of
Judge Noy's pent house.

As the master crook ai ned, The Shadow gave a sudden surge. He shoved
Nobby
backward; twi sted his gun hand free fromthe fellow s grasp. Dropping away, he
| et Nobby | oose; started a quick aimw th his automatic.

Nobby surged wildly forward; The Shadow faded sideward. H s foot went
past
the Il edge; with a wide, frantic dive, The Shadow went over the penthouse roof,
bound on a headl ong plunge toward the street, nore than a hundred feet bel ow

NOBBY KILGAN stood riveted. A snarled |augh came fromhis w de-spread
lips. The unexpected triunph had cone so suddenly that Nobby could hardly
realize it.

At | ast, Nobby canme to nmotion. Gipping his revol ver, he approached the
edge of the roof. He peered over, chuckling in anticipation of the sight that
he expected to see, far bel ow

The gl ow showed a sudden scowl that cane over Nobby's face. Wth an oath,
he | owered his gun, prepared to shove it downward. His action | ooked like a
nere attenpt at bravado, as though he wanted to cut | oose with usel ess shots
to
wreak his spite on a dead figure far beneath. Nobby's nove did not inpress the
crouchi ng man who watched fromthe roof of the office building.

The intimdator pressed the trigger of his revolver, began a fire before
Nobby coul d make anot her nove. The naster crook had no need for further
caution. Wth his first shot, Nobby slunped; but the intimdator did not halt.
He punped bullet after bullet into Nobby's saggi ng body. H's revol ver enptied,
he wi ped the handl e and hurled the weapon to the penthouse roof.

That done, the supercrook stood upright, shoved the | adder over the roof
edge and let it crash down into the space between the building. Turning
abruptly, he made a hasty departure into the interior of the enpty office
bui I di ng.

SPRAW.ED on the edge of the penthouse roof, Nobby Kilgan had ceased to
withe. H's dead hands were clutching clunps of the mashed hedge. His ugly
face
was over the cornice; his sightless eyes were bulging as they stared vacantly
bel ow.



Eyes, | ooking upward, saw Nobby's dead gaze.

The Shadow was |ying upon the cornice that skirted the outer wall of the
pent house. Half over the edge, his position was precarious. Jolted by his
fall,
he seemed ready to roll outward and plunge to the street. Hi s arns stayed him
They had gai ned a secure grip.

The Shadow s left armwas over the head of a stone lion; his fingers
clutched its carved nmane. His right hand was hanging hard to the | ower jaw of
a
gaping granite nouth. Al danger was ended for The Shadow. He had survived two
ordeal s.

The first was the drop itself. The Shadow had plunged straight for the
| edge, trusting that he could gain a grip before his body rolled across the
edge. He had calculated well. His left armhad nanaged a hol d; he had worked
his right hand into position while he clung to his precarious perch

The second danger had conme from above. Looki ng upward, The Shadow had
seen
Nobby Kil gan | ook over the edge of the roof. Badly shaken, barely able to keep
his position, The Shadow had been unable to gain a gun. One of his automatics
had scaled to the street, the other was wedged beneath his clinging left arm

Nobby had spied The Shadow. He had seen the bl ack-cl oaked fighter's
hel pl ess position. That was why Nobby had begun his deliberate aim He had
been
astounded, at first, to see The Shadow still alive; but Nobby had not all owed
his surprise to stay himlong.

Unfortunately for Nobby, the crook on the other roof had not gained the
same vi ew that Nobby had obt ai ned.

The Shadow, watching, had waited, hoping for the result that he believed
was due. The expected shots had been delivered. A master crook had di sposed of
Nobby Kil gan. Looki ng upward, The Shadow had witnessed Nobby's death throes.
At
present, he was viewing stilled |ips that would never tell what bul ging eyes
had
seen.

Sl ow y, The Shadow pulled hinself up beside the stone lion. He swayed
dizzily; tightened his hold until the spell passed. Wth linmping craw, The
Shadow nanaged to shift along the | edge until he reached the next ornanental
st one.

There, he paused. Qutside the opened wi ndow of Judge Noy's sitting room
he rested, |ooking inward. That wi ndow offered the one path that The Shadow
could follow. Crippled by his fall, he could take no further chances.

Al that The Shadow waited was the proper time for the nove that
ci rcunst ances had forced upon him

CHAPTER Xl
THE SHADOW S ALLY

THE pent house room was vacant when The Shadow viewed it. The Shadow s
barrage had done nore than spread alarmto the street. Judge Noy had heard the
gunfire that had broken | oose al nost above his sitting-roomw ndow. He had
gone
to sumon the el evator

The clock on the nmantel showed quarter of nine. The radi o was turned on
but not overloudly. Fromit, The Shadow coul d hear the tones of Hugh Bursard,
hal fway t hrough his evening's tal k. Having no alternative, The Shadow calmy
listened to what Bursard had to say.

The speech was com ng snoothly, w thout pause, but Bursard's words
contai ned no reference to the subject that he had di scussed with Judge Noy.



That did not surprise The Shadow. He had expected Bursard to sidestep any
reference to Intimdation, Incorporated. Bursard had pronmi sed to do so when he
had tal ked with Mayor Wightley; and he had not comitted hinmself when he
spoke

wi t h Judge Noy.

Nevert hel ess, The Shadow found Bursard's speech quite interesting. He
pressed close to the wi ndow as he |listened. Bursard's talk was nmerely one of
civic betterment; stock stuff of the sort that he had broadcasted before. It
was odd that The Shadow should listen so intently to the steady spiel

The Shadow drew back fromthe wi ndow as Judge Noy arrived in the room
The
jurist was acconpanied by the two detectives. One, the disguised el evator
operator, |ooked the part of an apartment house enpl oyee, but the other
appeared clunsy in his doorman's uniform

"The shots came fromthe garden," explained Judge Noy, opening a door
t hat
led to a flight of stairs. "You had better inspect the roof at once."

The detectives flourished | evel ed revol vers as they ascended. The judge
wat ched them then renmenbered the radio. Calmy, he sat down in the corner and
began to listen anew to Bursard's speech. The Shadow coul d see the judge's
face
grow glum Noy was not pleased by Bursard's dodgi ng of the issue.

There were sounds fromthe roof. The detectives had found Nobby's body.
One of them nust have gone to report to Judge Noy, for a shout soon sounded
fromthe stairs.

"There's a body up here, your honor! W know the fellow He's Nobby
Kil gan, the racketeer!"

Judge Noy smiled as he cane to the bottom of the stairs.

"I amnot surprised,” he called back, dryly. "I thought soneone had been
killed. | amglad to learn who it is."

"Shall we bring the body down?"

"Handle it as you wish. It is a police case."

THE SHADOW shifted by the wi ndow. The inevitable had arrived. The
headquarters nen might be dumb, but they would certainly follow the hint that
Nobby' s body gave. That glaring face, turned downward, would call for a | ook
over the parapet. The Shadow knew that his black cloak would be visible
agai nst
t he whiteness of the | edge.

Judge Noy had returned to the radio; his gaze was away from the w ndow.
The Shadow had the chance he wanted - a clear path to the elevator. He edged
in
past the sill, began a noiseless glide toward the door. Traveling half the
di stance; his pace retarded; slowy, he began to sag.

Wth an unobstructed path ahead of him The Shadow was failing. The jolt
that he had taken in his fall was having its aftereffect. The Shadow gri pped
the back of a chair to steady hinself. The casters slipped on the polished
fl oor.

As the chair scraped, The Shadow barely managed to hol d his bal ance.
Judge
Noy heard the sound, sprang about fromthe radio.

The jurist's eyes showed instant alarm He was about to raise a shout;
then realized that he was too far fromthe stairs. Reaching in his pocket, the
j udge funbl ed and nervously produced a .22 revol ver. He ainmed the weapon
toward
The Shadow, but his finger could not find the trigger in its hurry.

The Shadow had steadied. Wth a painful effort, he stepped fromthe
chair,
managed two |l ong strides that brought himface to face with Noy. Before the



judge could draw away, The Shadow s hand came forward, closed in a fist upon
the fingers that held the revol ver. Judge Noy found hinself staring into a
pair

of burning eyes.

A whi spered voi ce spoke; its tone was clear despite the talk that was
still coming fromthe radio. The grip of The Shadow s hands, the words that
canme fromhis lips, caused a flash of understanding from Judge Noy's eyes.

Keen in analysis, long experienced in dealing with nen, the judge
recogni zed at once that The Shadow was a friend. Moreover, he seened to
understand that this stranger fromthe darkness could answer certain riddles
t hat perplexed him The judge nodded; as The Shadow s hand withdrew, Noy
pocketed the revol ver.

There were footsteps fromthe stairs. The detectives were |uggi ng Nobby's
body downward. Noy caught the flash of The Shadow s eyes. He pointed toward a
si de door of the room

"In there," said the judge in a low tone. "W can talk afterward."

THE SHADOW noved unsteadily toward the side room Noy came over quickly,
to help himthrough the doorway. The Shadow sank into a chair. Judge Noy
st epped back into the sitting room half closing the door behind him He
arrived just as the detectives appeared. Chin in hand, Judge Noy surveyed the
bul l et-riddl ed body of Nobby Kil gan

"Take it to the nmorgue,"” he ordered, |oud enough for the detective to
hear
hi m above the radio. "Then report the matter to headquarters.”

The detectives hesitated. Their job was to protect Judge Noy. The juri st
settled the matter for them

"You were sent here to follow ny instructions,’
the specific orders that Mayor Wightley gave you."

The detectives carried the body to the elevator. The judge waited unti
t he door had cl anged, then went to the side roomand notioned to The Shadow.

Ri sing nore steadily than before, The Shadow came out into the sitting
room Judge Noy glanced at the clock. It showed five mnutes of nine. Wth a
gri mace, he turned off the radio.

"I have heard enough from Bursard," he remarked. "Hi s talk tonight is
froth." Wth that, the judge turned to The Shadow, and questioned: "\Wo are
you? What brought you here?"

"Matters inportant to you," returned The Shadow, "since they concern
Intimdation, Incorporated.”

"I expected this," declared Judge Noy, with a neditative nod. "Al though

he rem nded. "Those were

ny
life was threatened, | determined to defy the enenmy who sought to intimndate
ne.
| believed that such a policy would clear matters. Wien | heard, a short while
ago, that this dangerous fellow, Kilgan, had been slain on my very roof, |
realized that | had gai ned unknown protection. That was why | reasoned that it
was best to trust you."

"You have formed two wrong concl usions,” stated The Shadow. "First, you
bel i eve that Nobby Kil gan was the crook who called hinself Intimdation
I ncorporated. He was not. Again, you suppose that | killed Kilgan and that it
is your duty to hear ny statenents because | preserved your life. You are
m st aken on that point also. | did not finish Kilgan."

"No?" Noy's query showed new surprise. "Then who did?"

"Kilgan was slain by the crimnal who poses as Intimdation
I ncorporated.” Judge Noy was totally perplexed. Al that he could do was
revert
to his previous question:

"Who are you? How have you |l earned all this?"

In reply, The Shadow rempoved his hat and cl oak. Judge Noy stared at the



features of Lanont Cranston. He nodded, as he recognized the face that he had
seen before.

"You were at the patent hearing," said the jurist. "I saw you there with
Hugh Bursard. Wait! | have it! You are Lanmpont Cranston, whose nane was
mentioned in today's newspapers."

"I have chosen that guise," declared The Shadow, in the quiet tone of
Cranston. "But when | appeared as you first saw nme, wearing the cloak and hat
that | have just discarded, | amfrequently called The Shadow. "

SUDDEN under st andi ng dawned upon Judge Noy. He had heard of The Shadow,
but had never deened that the supersleuth could be in Dorchester. Realizing
t he
true identity of his visitor, Noy knew that he was due to listen to a thorough
expl anati on of perplexing facts. If any one could explain the devious nethods
of Intimdation, Incorporated, it would be The Shadow.

Judge Noy settled back to listen -

In Cranston's cal mfashion, The Shadow recounted all that had occurred.
He
told of double death: Meldon and Lenning. He related how Sack Bal ban had died
much to the consternation of his lieutenants. He described the committee
nmeeting, at which four men had received the threat of Intimdation
I ncor porated, concerning the stadium contract.

Facts pieced together as Judge Noy heard them When he | earned that
Clewi ss had al so received a threat in the courtroom the judge thought that he
held the entire story. Then came the unexpected sequel, when The Shadow told
how he had stepped in ahead of Intinidation, Incorporated, to collect two
hundred thousand dollars from Newel| Radbourne.

That news brought a chuckle from Judge Noy, especially when The Shadow
handed hi m a bank book to show that the full sum had been deposited in a New
Yor k bank.

"You have handl ed matters well," commended the judge. "I see it clearly,
at last. Naturally, the master crook cane here to kill ne. He knows, of
cour se,
that Bursard will not dare to broadcast the facts that | suggested; also that

Wightley, dew ss, Radbourne - all of them nust keep silent. Bursard had to
prom se them protection
"My death seemed necessary because of ny threat to publish the facts in
print, even if Bursard did not give themover the radio. Your shots prevented
the crimnal's purpose. Kilgan died because he was foolish enough to bl under
into a duel that was too far beyond his capabilities. But tell me one thing:
How coul d the crim nal have |learned that | intended to make facts known?"
"You nmentioned it to Bursard," replied The Shadow. "He received the news
by tel ephone and passed it to Mayor Wightley. In turn, Wightley relayed it
to
Cl ewi ss and Radbourne. "
Judge Noy sat astonished. Until this nmonent, he had not fully realized
t he
depth of The Shadow s findings. Wen he found his voice, he fairly blurted:
"Then one of the four is Intimdation, Incorporated! But which one is
guilty? Who is the rogue who has duped his own associ at es?"

THE SHADOW pi cked up pencil and paper that lay on a table. He wote a
nane; folded the paper and held it toward the judge.

"This paper," declared The Shadow, firmy, "bears the name of the nan who
calls hinmself Intimidation, Incorporated. You may read it, Judge Noy, upon one
condition."

"And that condition?"

"Make no statement to the press. Let it appear that you have weakened.



Rely upon nme to expose the culprit and his schenes."

"Agreed, and willingly," decided Judge Noy, reaching for the paper. "I
shall give you full authority to handle the case."

The Shadow rel eased t he paper. Eagerly, Noy opened it. He read the nane;
his face showed new anazenent. Looking toward The Shadow, the judge excl ai med:

"I npossi ble! This man cannot be the crimnal. Wy, he -"

The judge stopped short. The steadi ness of The Shadow s gaze made him
consider. Slowy, Noy began to see a possible answer - one that he woul d have
conpletely rejected had The Shadow not shown such absolute certainty.

"It mght be," declared the judge, slowy. "Yes, it could be possible.
begin to see how devilishly clever it would be. Sonething that no one woul d
ever believe, unless -"

"Unl ess, " inserted The Shadow, "conplete proof could be given."

"Exactly!" nodded the judge. "But how -"

"How coul d the proof be denpbnstrated? It woul d have been cl ear tonight,

i f
| had conpleted ny plan. If the crimnal had confronted you here in this room
you woul d have needed no ot her evidence."

The Shadow s words brought a convinced nod from Judge Noy. The jurist saw
exactly why The Shadow had waited for the arrival of the supercrook

"Since the showdown was postponed, " resunmed The Shadow, quietly, "we have
only to wait for another suitable occasion. W can then force this crimnal to
reveal hinself. We can acconplish it in the presence of a group of w tnesses.

No explanation will suffice the crimnal, once he makes one m st ake."

"But how can you tell his next nove?" inquired Judge Noy. "It was plain
that he would come here tonight. But when | preserve silence, he will no
| onger
seek me. Wio else will he threaten?"

"I have the bait," replied The Shadow. "Qur eneny has |ost two hundred
t housand dol I ars which he expected to gain by your court decision. He will go
to any measure to obtain that cash. Once a clue is given him he will take a

| ong chance."

"You have given the answer," agreed the judge, with a smle. He rose to
shake hands with his departing guest. "The man's own cupidity can destroy him
| shall await your action. Good night, M. Cranston."” Noy paused; his snile
br oadened; he added: "Or, as | might better termyou, The Shadow. "

Judge Noy led the way to the elevator and rang for the car. It cane up
manned by a regul ar operator, who showed no surprise at seeing a visitor with
t he judge. The Shadow was carrying cloak and hat over his arm he | ooked |ike
any guest who might have been calling on Judge Noy.

Returning to the hotel, The Shadow went to his room and nade a tel ephone
call. Donning cloak and hat, he went out to the linen closet where he had
stowed Brad. He cut the rangy crook's bonds; ordered Brad to march down the
stairs.

Brad rai sed no objection. A gun nuzzle between his shoul ders was
sufficient argunent.

Hol ding Brad at the bottom of the stairway, The Shadow saw that the route
to the street was clear. He marched Brad through the passage. Qutside, a l|light
truck was waiting; its closed sides gave it the appearance of a small van. Two
men were by the truck. They took charge of Brad.

The Shadow went back into the hotel, opened the end tel ephone booth and
rel eased Skeet. He brought the second crook out to the truck

Both thugs were hustled aboard; the rear door was | ocked to keep them
prisoners. The Shadow s nen drove away, while their chief watched the
departure
from darkness. The Shadow had shi pped Brad and Skeet to a destination where
t hey
could no |l onger engage in crime; to a colony that he had established for
cr ooks
of their ilk.



In so doing, The Shadow accomplished two things. The first concerned Brad
and Skeet; he had shown them nercy and was giving them an opportunity to try a
better node of life.

The second acconpli shment was inportant to The Shadow hi nsel f. By
shi ppi ng
Brad and Skeet to parts unknown, The Shadow had renoved the only two crooks in
Dor chester who could connect himwi th the roles of Lanont Cranston and Link
Del vo. The secret of The Shadow s threefold identity was preserved.

Hi s past methods fully covered, The Shadow was free to resune his
canpai gn
agai nst the nmaster crook called Intimdation, |Incorporated. Wth Judge Hancock
Noy as an ally, The Shadow coul d count on new cooperation

CHAPTER XI I'|
IN TWO CAMPS

IT was not until two o' clock the next afternoon that The Shadow strolled
fromthe Dorchester House. Waring the guise of Lanmont Cranston, he entered a
taxi cab and rode to the office building where Stati on MXDO was | ocat ed.

The office building presented a different appearance when vi ewed by day.
Peopl e were going in and out by the front door; also by the side entrance in
the far portion of the building. There were very few, however, who entered the
speci al corner where the elevator led directly up to MXDO

Not until night would the radio station be busy. Its time of activity
al ways began after the office building was deserted and darkened for the
ni ght .

The Shadow, however, headed for the radio station. He arrived on the top
floor, to find no one in attendance. He went to the director's office; there
he
found Bursard' s bespectacl ed secretary. Wien The Shadow announced hi nsel f as
M.

Cranston, the secretary conducted himat once to Bursard's inner office.

In that panel ed room The Shadow found four men awaiting him Hugh
Bur sard
was behind the desk. Mayor Jonathan Wightl ey was seated opposite him Newell
Radbourne was in a chair by the paneled wall. Pacing near the doorway was
El wood Cl ewi ss.

It was Wightley who greeted the visitor. Briefly, the ponpous mayor
expl ai ned the reason for the conmttee neeting here.

"I informed the conmittee that you called ne," stated the ponpous nayor.
"We are all anxious to hear what you have to tell us, M. Cranston. | deened
it
best, however, that we should nmeet sonewhere other than at the city hall
Everyone agreed with ne, and M. Bursard consented to hold the conference
her e.

That is why | sent you a nessage asking you to cone to MXDO "

The Shadow nodded and sat down. Silence showed that all expected himto
speak. The Shadow began

"You know why | left town yesterday," he told the group. "My life was
threatened in the letter that | received fromlIntimdation, |ncorporated.
Therefore, | complied with his terms. That done, | felt that | could return in
safety.”

Nods of agreenent. No one present could find fault with the action
Bursard spoke for the group when he expressed:

"Any one of us would have done as you did, M. Cranston. Qur only hope,

t hough, is that you can furnish us with sone new facts."

"Precisely,” chimed in Mayor Wightley. "W are deternmined to |learn the

identity of this nefarious rogue who calls hinself Intimdation



I ncor por at ed! "

Cl ewi ss and Radbourne added similar statenments. The Shadow s |ips
repressed a snmle. He knew that all four nmeant what they said, but one man had
a different design than the others.

Three wanted information for their own protection. They believed that The
Shadow - as Cranston - had been plucked by Intimdation, |Incorporated. The
fourth man knew ot herwi se, for he, hinself, was the supercrook. Wat that
fourth man wanted was information that would | ead himto another crook who had
muscled in on the racket. It was plain that he did not suspect Lanmont Cranston
as the nessage faker.

"WHEN | received the two hundred t housand dol |l ars from Radbour ne, "
bl uf f ed

The Shadow, calmy, "I went back to ny hotel room There, | found the note
from

Intimdation, Incorporated, beneath the door. | decided to obey its

i nstructions. However, | used judgnent. In ny luggage, | had a small alligator
bag, conspi cuous because it bore the initials 'L. C'; also because one of its
brass corners was bent. | packed the noney in that bag; then scratched out the

letters 'L. C'"

"Why did you do that?" exclai ned Radbourne. "The bag woul d have been a
clue! You spoiled its useful ness!™

"Not at all," returned The Shadow. "I actually nade the bag nore easy to
identify, as the scratches cannot be eradicated. Moreover, | made it | ook as
though I wanted to conply with the full terns of Intimidation, |Incorporated. |
felt sure that the crook would think as you did, M. Radbourne; namely, that I
had tried to keep the bag frombeing a clue."

"Good business," put in Elwod Cew ss. The Shadow s reasoni ng appeal ed
to
the I awer. "Wat el se can you tell us, M. Cranston?"

"I was watched," affirmed The Shadow. "First, by a slinky sort of nan who
was sneaking about in a bell boy's uniform Again, by a husky-looking fell ow
who was disguised as a taxi driver, in a cab outside the hotel. He was
wat chi ng
for me; so | went out by another door and took a different cab. The driver
| ooked honest, so | gave himthe nmessage to take to city hall."

Mayor Wightley was on his feet, tugging at a briefcase that he had
brought with him As he | oosened the straps, he | ooked toward The Shadow and
dermanded:

"Could you identify either of those nmen by their photographs, M.

Cranst on?"

"I could," replied The Shadow. "W thout difficulty."

The mayor produced a pair of rogues' gallery portraits and passed them
over the desk. The Shadow studi ed the pictures. One showed the face of Brad,;

t he other was a phot ograph of Skeet.

"These are the nen," he declared. "This one" - he indicated Skeet's
picture - "was the bell hop. This fellow' - he tapped Brad's photo - "was the
taxi driver. Do you know who they are, M. Mayor?"

"A couple of local thugs," replied. Wightley. "They worked for Nobby
Kil gan, the racketeer who was slain |last night on the roof of Judge Noy's
pent house. | learned this norning that the pair had di sappeared about the tine
of Kilgan's death."

El wood O ewi ss strode up to the desk and pounded it. As his big fist
echoed on the woodwork, the | awer stated:

"The whole thing is plain," Sack Bal ban began, "this racket of
Intimdation, Incorporated. Nobby Kilgan got rid of Sack so that he coul d take
it over."

"Then who killed Kil gan?"

The question canme from Bursard. O ew ss had an answer for it.



"The man next in line," declared the | awer. "Dorchester will have a new
bi g-shot by tonight. Wen he is naned, we will know who nurdered Kil gan."

"Fair enough," put in Bursard, "but we won't be able to prove it on the
fellow"

"We don't have to," insisted Clewiss. "W' Il know that he is the new head
of Intimdation, Incorporated. W can then take nmeasures to protect ourselves
against him to finish this whole racket."

CLEW SS struck the keynote. The conference had swung exactly as The
Shadow
had expected it. The only point that The Shadow coul d not have answered
bef or ehand was, which one of the four committee nmen would be the first to
catch
the drift. Cew ss, a conpetent attorney, had risen to the occasion nore
qui ckl'y
than the others.

The Shadow shook hands all around. He expressed pleasure in the fact that
he had been of service. He remarked that since he would not be needed in
Dorchester, he would return to New York.

Mayor Wightley saw himto the door and gave a final handshake.

"You have aided us i mensely, M. Cranston," he said.

"Qur course is clear at last. W were under the inpression that our eneny
was some nmaster mind who could not be thwarted. Since we have found out that
Intimdation, Incorporated, is part of a local racket, we can approach the
perpetrator boldly. W shall soon |earn the name of Kilgan's successor. These
racketeers work openly, because their business is tolerated by the I aw. They
al ways nake it clear who is their |eader."

THERE was no doubt about The Shadow s intention to | eave Dorchester. He
went back to the hotel, checked out and made his departure as Lanmont Cranston.
This time, he went by train.

The Shadow, however, had planned a dramatic return, which he had not
mentioned. It took place several hours later, when a |arge coupe pulled into
Dor chester and proceeded to a parking ot not far fromone of the main
streets.

The driver who alighted fromthat old but expensive-|ooking autonobile
was
in the guise of Link Delvo.

The Shadow | ocked up his car. Wth Link's brisk swagger, he went al ong
t he
street and stopped at a pool room The place was well-thronged, for it was one
of the spots where rackets flourished.

The pool roomwas actually the headquarters of a bookie who paid off
racing bets. Hs business was just within the law, as it was interpreted in
this State; but there were always sone hoodl unms on duty to see that no
cust oner
rai sed a squawk.

Entering the front of the pool room The Shadow passed a group of men who
were playing slot machines. There were no pi kers anmong these players. The
machi nes that took nickels and dinmes were off in a forgotten corner. The slots
that were in use took quarters and half dollars. The yank of handl es ceased
suddenly as one of the players saw Link Delvo. An awed sil ence grouped the
bunch as The Shadow strode past.

CGoing into a rear room the supposed Link Delvo found a group around a
pool table, figuring the day's take on the bookie racket. The cal cul ati ons
ceased when the men saw Li nk. Looking over the crowd, The Shadow gave a
contenmptuous | eer, which signified that he considered themall as small-fry.

"Where's Klondi ke Greens?" he grated. "Wen's he due here to collect the



t ake?"

"Kl ondi ke" G eens was one of the half dozen |ieutenants who had served
under Sack Bal ban and Nobby Kil gan. Kl ondi ke al ways brought in the day's haul
fromthe racing bets. Gther lieutenants handl ed the nunbers racket, the
basebal | pools and the profits fromthe sl ot nachines.

There was a savagery to The Shadow s question, that comuanded a reply.
Uneasily, the bookie answered:

"Klondi ke's up with the other big boys. They're going to hold an
el ection.”

"Yeah?" snorted The Shadow. "For what?"

"To pick the guy that takes Nobby's place. There's got to be a nmain guy
in
town. "

"Sure there has to." The Shadow s faked lips were fixed in a significant
smle. "You re |looking at him You lugs don't need to wait until you hear from
Kl ondi ke. Just pass the word along that Link Delvo is top guy in Dorchester
Get it?"

Wth that, The Shadow strode out through the front door. The bookie
whi st | ed.

"That guy's taking a lot for granted,"” he declared, "but he sounded |ike
he meant it. We figured Kl ondi ke had a chance to be the big-shot. That's out,
boys. |I'm stacking nmy nmoney on Link Delvo, if he ever manages to get into that
nmeeting."

STRI DI NG al ong a dark street, The Shadow reached the obscure entrance
t hat
led up to the nmeeting place. He rapped a signal on the door. It opened. A
br awny
| ookout recogni zed Link Del vo and gave an ugly chal | enge:

"You' re back, huh? You don't bel ong! On your way, Link -"

The | ookout was reaching for a gun. The Shadow s | eft hand snapped
forward; his fist hooked the man's forearm A quick backward jerk whipped the
rowdy toward the street. Clanmping a swift right hand upon the fell ow s neck,
The Shadow propel |l ed himcl ear across the sidewal k. As the | ookout hit the
gutter; his gun went clattering into the street.

| mredi ately, The Shadow rammed the door shut and bolted it so the | ookout
could not reenter. Swi nging about, he whipped out a gun, just as an inner door
swung open. An inside guard was comng to support the |ookout, for the clatter
had told himthat something was am ss. The second thug had a drawn revol ver,
but he never gained a chance to use it. Before he could ai mthe weapon, he saw
hi nsel f covered by the nmuzzle of a bigger gun, with Link Delvo's |leering face
above it.

"I"ll take that heater," rasped The Shadow, plucking the rowdy's .38 from
the listless fist that held it. "Take a | ook at this snoke-wagon" - The Shadow
brandi shed the .45 revolver that he held - "and renenber it! This rod is going
to back any orders that you get fromupstairs!"

Pocketing the guard's gun, The Shadow gave the fellow a hard el bow jolt
that nearly doubled him Pocketing his own big gun, The Shadow strode up the
stairs and entered the swanky apartment where the lieutenants were in session

Startled eyes stared when they saw Link Delvo. Hands reached for guns;
then halted. Kl ondi ke and the other racketeers saw Link's right hand inits
coat pocket. They could see the bulge of the gun inside. Klondi ke decided to
speak for the group

"What's the idea?" he grow ed. "You |lamoutta town; then you barge in
again and think you're with us."

"Yeah?" grated The Shadow. "Who says | | amed?"

Kl ondi ke shifted uneasily.

"That's the way the grapevine had it,"'

he began. "W've been going on
what



we' ve heard. "
"From now on, you're going by what you see!"

THERE was a lieutenant seated in back of the table, as tenporary chairman
of the neeting. The fellow got up when he heard a growl ed order from Link
Del vo. Pl aying the tough part to perfection, The Shadow took the chair and
pounded for order.

"Sack Bal ban wasn't big enough for this job," announced The Shadow,
nei t her was Nobby Kilgan. You know what happened to the pair of them?"

The tabl e drawer was part way open. In it, The Shadow saw a small, enpty
bottle; one that had once contained a supply of Sack's digestion tablets. The
Shadow tossed the enpty bottle on the table.

"Sack used to take pills out of that," he jeered. From his pocket, he
brought the .45 and thwacked it on the table. "I don't take pills, | give
t hen
They're lead pills and | give themout of this!"

Kl ondi ke and the others eyed the big revol ver as The Shadow brandi shed

and

it.

They met the gaze of glaring eyes that |eered fromLink Delvo's hardened
face.

"Nobby Kilgan wel shed." Listeners heard the statement fromLink's tw sted
lips. "He was ready to hand over a cut to some guy who calls hinself
Intimdation, Incorporated. Nobby got his - and I know who dished it to him"

The significance of the rasped tone gave the inpression that Link Delvo
was announci ng hinmself as the nman who had fini shed Nobby. It added the idea
that Link might also be the nurderer of Sack. A few of the listeners stil
felt
t hat Nobby was the one responsible for Sack's death; but that nmerely added to
their feeling that Link Delvo neant business. Ganting that Nobby had been
smart enough to get rid of Sack, it nade Link all the nore form dable, since
he
had rubbed out Nobby.

"I"'mtaking over," announced The Shadow, in the hard tone of Link. "I'm
running this outfit the way Sack Bal ban handled it. Fifty-fifty. This
Intimdation, Incorporated, guy that worried you is out! Let himholler for
hi s
cut. He won't get it.

EYES | ooked toward Kl ondi ke Greens. It was plain that Kl ondike, as
candi date for the job of big-shot, had advised one-third payment to
Intimdation, Incorporated. Link Delvo, in ridiculing such tribute, had shown
hi nsel f bi gger than Kl ondi ke. Link was the | eader the |ieutenants wanted.
Kl ondi ke was the first to acknow edge the new rule. He came to the table,
shoved his brawny hand across.

"It's yours, Link," he announced. "Take over."

Ri si ng, The Shadow recei ved Kl ondi ke's cl asp; then the handshakes of the
others. He waved toward the door, as signal of dism ssal

"I"ve already piped the news," he told he lieutenants, "but you fell ows
can push it farther and faster. Everybody in Dorchester is going to know t hat
Link Delvo is head of this outfit."

Kl ondi ke and the other lieutenants filed downstairs. A one in the
sunmpt uous headquarters, The Shadow rel axed his fixed |ips. He had conpl eted
hi s
doubl e t ask.

As Lanont Cranston, The Shadow had convinced four nen that the new
bi g- shot woul d be the eneny whom they must seek. As Link Delvo, The Shadow had
becone that big-shot.

The Shadow was ready to crack the gane of Intimdation, |ncorporated.



CHAPTER XI V
TERVS UNACCEPTED

THE next norning, The Shadow awoke ami d confortabl e surroundi ngs. He was
in a huge bedroom which formed part of the apartnment that he had inherited
from Sack Bal ban and Nobby Kil gan. Sonmeone was rapping at the door

The Shadow donned a flashy dressing gown that had once bel onged to Sack
He unl ocked the door, to find a smling Japanese bowi ng fromthe Iiving room

"Good norning, M. Delvo," announced the Jap, politely. "I am Kubi. | was
valet for M. Bal ban. Later for M. Kilgan."

"So the boys sent you back on the job, eh?" grunted The Shadow, in Link's
style. "That's where they' re showi ng sense. They'd better do things right."

"Breakfast is ready, M. Delvo," declared Kubi, blandly. "I have brought
t he norni ng newspapers, too."

The Shadow sat down to breakfast in the living room He held his fixed
snmle while he scanned the norning headlines. The grapevi ne had noved fast.
Everyone concerned with rackets in Dorchester had | earned that Link Delvo was
t he new head man.

Reporters had gobbled up the fact. Link Delvo, as |atest successor to the
twi ce-vacated throne, was branded as a nenace by the press. He was
Dor chester's
public eneny, according to hastily witten editorials. It would be the duty of
every promnent citizen to make Link's path a thorny one.

HAVI NG read the newspapers thoroughly, The Shadow pi cked up the tel ephone
and put in a call to the Evening Carion. In harsh tones, he asked for the
managi ng editor. The connection was rmade; The Shadow announced hinmsel f as Link
Del vo. He could hear the editor's startled gasp across the wire.

"Yeah, this is Link Delvo," repeated The Shadow. "I've been reading the
norni ng papers - all that they've got to say about ne. That's why I'mcalling
you, to give you the real |lowdown, so that you can spill it in that sheet of
yours.

"What I'mrunning is a legitimte business. Any guy that calls it a
racket
i s cuckoo! Maybe Sack Bal ban and Nobby Kil gan were a coupl e of bum busi ness
nen,
but I'mnot! Listen, |'ve got an office - the sane one that they used - and
everybody knows where it is. That's where I'mgoing to be. In the office al
day.

"Send your reporters over there. I'Il talk to them ['Il tell themthat
I'"'mready to see anybody, any tinme. Particularly these fellows that are
supposed to be prom nent citizens. Tell themto conme around and talk to ne.
The
door will be open. I'Il tell themall about ny business; they can find out for
thenselves if it's phony. Yeah, and what's nmore, I'lIl listen to any
suggesti ons
they want to hand nme. That's all."

Fi ni shi ng breakfast, The Shadow dressed and unl ocked the door that
offered
passage to the office. He followed a corridor, came to a second door. He
unl ocked it with another key supplied by Kubi. Acconpani ed by the Japanese,
The
Shadow st epped into the office.

The pl ace was wel | - equi pped, for Sack Bal ban had al ways seen the need for
keeping up a good "front," even though he had only all owed special visitors in
this office. That policy was past.



The Shadow went to the outer door and | oosened a pair of special bolts.
He
opened the door, to unlatch it. He noted the thick panel of frosted gl ass and
observed that it was bull et proof.

The door bore the wording: "Associated Enterprises,” which Sack had
considered to be a good descriptive title for a collection of legitimtized
rackets. In one corner was the nane: "M. Bal ban." The Shadow chuckl ed

harshly.

"Looks |i ke Nobby was too busy to get rid of Sack's noniker," he remarked
to Kubi. "Well, I'll attend to that in a hurry. You slide out, Kubi, and find
a

guy that can paint a new name on the door."

"Very good, M. Delvo."

"And sonething el se, Kubi." The Shadow gestured with his hands to
i ndi cate
an object of oblong shape. "Wile you' re out, buy ne a traveling bag about
this
big. It's got to be an alligator bag. Understand? Have it wapped up and bring
it back here."

"Very good, M. Delvo. Before | go, you want conbination to safe?"

Kubi pointed to the corner, where a large safe was in view The Shadow
grinned and remarked:

"So you're the guy they used to pass along the conbination in case
anyt hi ng happened. Good stuff, Kubi. Slip it to ne."

KUBI handed over a fol ded piece of paper and went out through the front
door.

Soon there was a knock. The Shadow, already |ooking into the safe,
st opped
to open the door. The arrival was the sign painter, ready to change the nane.
The Shadow i nstructed himand stood by, watching the man obliterate the nane
of
Bal ban.

The painter had just begun to inscribe "Delvo" when a pair of reporters
arrived fromthe Evening O arion

The Shadow i nvited the newspaper nen into the office, filled their
pocket s
with cigars and gave themthe interview they wanted. Substantially, he
repeat ed
the statenents that he had made to the managing editor, but with nore
enbel | i shnent s.

The painter left during the interview, Kubi returned with a w apped
bundl e
just as the reporters were going out by the front door

"Go out by the back way, Kubi," ordered The Shadow "Tell the boys that
there's to be a nmeeting at eight o' clock tonight. Then cone back to the
apartment and stay there. Bring me sone lunch at two o' clock.”

During the hours that foll owed, The Shadow nade a thorough study of al
t he docurments that he found in the safe. Sack Bal ban had kept conplete books,
but all of themwere in code. It did not take The Shadow | ong to deci pher the
system He proceeded to inscribe the correct figures, along with every item

By two o' clock, the secret books were no | onger neaningless. They told
t he
whol e story of Sack's rackets. They had become evidence which, if made public,
could shatter the whole gane. The Shadow repl aced the books in the safe and
| ocked t he huge door.

Shortly afterward, Kubi arrived with the lunch tray.



DURI NG the nmeal, a letter slipped through the mail chute in the door and
fell to the floor. The Shadow picked it up; noted that the envel ope was
addressed to Link Del vo. He recognized the typing; smled as he opened the
letter. Inside, he read a nessage that he had expected. It read:

DEAR SI R You have cone into certain funds that total two hundred
t housand
dollars. That noney is ny rightful property. You will have it avail able on
call.

Let me rem nd you also that one-third of your regular profits nust be
del i vered

to ne upon demand. That was the agreenent made by your predecessor, Nobby
Ki | gan.

To show your acceptance of these terns, you will proceed as foll ows:
First, notify the Evening Clarion that you intend to apply for a concession at
the State exposition. Second, |eave an opened check book on the left side of
your of fice desk.

Destroy this letter. Mention it to no one. Failure to follow any of these
directions will mean your death within twelve hours after receipt of this
letter.

| NTI M DATI ON, | NCORPORATED

The envel ope bore a nine o' clock postmark. It was plain that the master
crook had read about Link Delvo in the norning newspapers. Not sure that he
woul d find opportunity to visit Link's office, the crook had made the double
pr ovi si on.

It was two o' clock, now If any imredi ate statenment should be nade to the
Evening C arion, the news would be in print by four. However, the first
edition
of the newspaper was already on the street, and it contained the statenents
wherein Link Delvo invited all callers to his office.

The Shadow was sure that the intimdator would take the bait. Know ng
t hat
others woul d doubtless visit Link Delvo's office, he would cone al so.

Li kew se,

he woul d 1 ook for the special statement in a |ater copy of the Evening

C arion.

It so happened that the master crook would find neither token that he wanted.
The Shadow had planned a different sign for him

The Shadow did not put a check book on the desk; nor did he call the
newspaper. He did not destroy the letter; he pocketed it instead. He opened
t he
package that Kubi had brought; fromit, he took the alligator bag.

Wth a knife, The Shadow scraped the side of the bag at the exact spot
where initials would appear. Prying, he bent one of the bag's brass corners.

Opening the scarred bag, he placed it on the safe, standing it on end so
its vacancy showed toward the door. He turned it slightly, so that the
scrat ched portion could be seen

The Shadow, as Link Delvo, had prepared his defiant answer to
Intimdation, Incorporated. That bag - presumably the imagi nary one that had
cont ai ned the boodle - would stand as absol ute proof that terns were not
accept ed.

H s chal | enge ready, The Shadow sat down behind the desk to await the
visit of the naster crook.

CHAPTER XV

THE COW TTEE WAI TS



SHORTLY before three, there was a rap at the office door. In Link Delvo's
voi ce, The Shadow i ssued a growl to enter. The man who stepped into the office
was El wood C ewi ss. The rugged-faced | awer studied the countenance of Link
Del vo. The Shadow rasped t he announcenent:

“I"'mLink Delvo. Let's hear who you are."

"My nanme is Oewiss,” returned the |lawer, his tone as hard as The
Shadow s. "Maybe you' ve heard of me. Next nonth, I'Il be district attorney
here
in Dorchester."

"But you aren't D.A yet. So what?"

Clewiss did not reply inmediately. He heard the contenptuous question,
but
his eyes were keepi ng hi motherw se occupi ed. He had forgotten the |eering
face
of Link Delvo, to |look toward the safe in the corner. There, Cew ss saw the
al I'i gat or bag.

The bag fitted the description of the one that The Shadow had nenti oned
during his |ast appearance as Cranston. It gave C ew ss the proof he wanted.
The | awer was satisfied that Link Delvo was the person who had gai ned the
m ssing two hundred thousand doll ars.

Real i zi ng that sharp eyes were watching, Cew ss concentrated on the
desk.

"I just read the Evening Carion, Delvo," he stated. "You invited people
to come here so that you could tell themthat your rackets were on the up and

up. You know that they aren't on the level and so do |I. They'd better be, or
you'll be in for trouble!"
"There's a nonth yet," retorted The Shadow, "before you'll be taking over

the job as D. A"

"You' d better change your business arrangenents |ong before that,"
declared O ew ss. "The sooner the better, Delvo. If |I were in your shoes, 1'd
take some action on the matter today."

THAT finished the interview C ew ss departed. The Shadow had a free half
hour. At the end of that period, a rap announced another visitor. The caller
proved of be Hugh Bursard.

Agai n, The Shadow gave no sign that he recognized the visitor. He kept to
the part of Link Delvo; and Bursard, although he studi ed the new bi g-shot
keenly, gained no inkling that Link could have been Cranston. After
i ntroduci ng
hi nsel f as the head of MXDO, Bursard produced a copy of the Evening darion

"You have nade a statenment to the press, M. Delvo," said Bursard
"Perhaps you already know that | act as conmentator over the radio,
broadcasting from MXDO. My tal ks concern current news in Dorchester."

"I'"ve heard sonme of your chatter,"” grow ed The Shadow. "I never figured
it
was worth listening to."

"Thank you for the frank opinion, M. Delvo," smled Bursard. "Q her
persons have already told ne that they thought ny tal ks | acked punch. Certain
friends have asked ne to nake them stronger. One of those friends is Judge
Hancock Noy."

"He's the guy that Nobby Kil gan wanted to croak."

"Yes. | feel sure that Judge Noy will expect ne to condemn all persons
who
were associated with Kilgan. Since you have already forced yourself into
prom nence, | shall have to criticize your so-called business enterprises when

| go on the air."

"Go to it. Every knock is a boost. Be sure you get my name right. Better
copy it down. You'll find it there on the door, when you go out."

Bluntly, The Shadow had indicated that he wanted to hear nothing nore



from

Bursard. The |long-faced visitor arose; took another | ook at the countenance of
Li nk Delvo. Strolling toward the door, Bursard shot a sidelong gl ance toward
the corner. The Shadow noted it; he knew that Bursard had spied the alligator
bag.

HALF past four produced a third visitor - a man who entered al nost
doubtfully, after The Shadow had responded to his knock. The third arrival was
Newel | Radbourne; the thin-faced financier was ill at ease for a few nonents;
then the luxurious setting of the office reassured him Radbourne always felt
at home in fine surroundings.

Seating hinself at the desk, Radbourne chanced to spy the alligator bag.
The sight alnmpbst quailed him He ran a shaky hand through his white hair, then
steadied hinself with effort. He announced his nane and saw a pl eased
expression register itself on the hard face of Link Delvo.

"So you're Newell Radbourne!" The Shadow adopted the snpothest tone that
he had yet used as Link Delvo. "The fellow they call 'Big Mneybags.' Say -
you
nmust have |iked that stuff the Evening Carion printed about ne. Wat do you
want to do? Back me in sonme new busi ness?"

"No, no," returned Radbourne. "I do not approve of rackets - | nean the
sort of businesses that you guys have chosen -"
"Never mind the apology. | don't get sore easy. Wuat's the difference

bet ween a racket and a busi ness, anyway? They're both the same thing, when you
come down to it."

Radbourne smiled. He was encouraged by the friendly attitude of Link
Del vo.

"The distinction is a matter of opinion," admtted the financier
"However, the public - and the |aw - choose to regard certain enterprises as
rackets. Yours are of that sort."

"They're legalized. That nmakes them busi nesses."

"Yes - until the |law decides otherwise. This State has a |legislature, M.
Del vo. Eventually, it will outlaw your enterprises. In the neantinme, however
your activities are ruining certain legitinmate businesses in which | have a
financial interest."

Radbour ne waited. Hearing no coment, he added:

"On that account, | thought you mght be willing to cut down sone of your
nore extensive operations. Such action mght be beneficial to both of us."

The Shadow consi der ed Radbourne's suggesti on

"I get it," he said suddenly, with a guffaw that suited the part of Link.
"You figure I"'mworking it too strong. Maybe you're right. Suppose | do put on
some clanps. What is there in it?"

"From me?" Radbourne shook his head. "I can prom se nothing. | have
nerely
gi ven you sound advice. | night add that in many financial circles, ny advice
is
val ued highly."

"Good enough, M. Radbourne. I'mglad you dropped in. W'Ill have to get
t oget her again and work up a deal."

A FEWni nutes | ater The Shadow was al one, thinking over the three visits.
It was plain that dew ss, Bursard and Radbourne had bluffed their way while
in
the office, in order to get a first-hand glinpse of the notorious Link Delvo.
Al had tried to make it plain that they were not in awe of him Therefore,
The
Shadow expected another visitor. He was confident that before the day cl osed,
Mayor Jonathan Wi ghtl ey woul d make hi s appearance.



It was close to six o' clock when a sharp rap betokened the final visitor
Mayor Wightl ey was the man who entered; but he was not al one. Behind himwere

a pair of detectives, whomhe ordered to remain in the hall. C osing the door
Wi ghtl ey approached the desk with ponpous stride.
"Hell o, M. Mayor," came the rasp of Link Delvo. "I know you from your

pi ctures. They don't call you 'dd Wiskers' for nothing."

"You're Link Delvo?" denmanded Wightley, in an outraged tone. "The man
who
thinks he is too inmportant for the law to reach?"

“I'"'mLink Delvo, all right. But you didn't need to drag a coupl e of
gunshoes up here with you. Wat's the gag?"

"Delvo, | amwarning you!" Wightley bristled, as he stood in front of
t he
desk and wagged an accusing figure. "Crime nmust cease in Dorchester! | can no
| onger tolerate nurder in this city!"

"Who are you accusing!"

Mayor Wightley had no answer for the harsh query. He had seen the
alligator bag. His fists tightened; his eyes glared. He, too, had found bold
evi dence. When he managed to cal m hinsel f, the mayor delivered his ultimtum

"One nore case of gunplay," he asserted, "I shall be forced to act
agai nst
you and all your followers. Wth or without proof, | shall hold you
responsi bl e
for any trouble that occurs. You, personally, Delvo. | shall be backed by
public opinion. For your own good, Delvo, | amwarning you. Unless you use
di scretion, your game will be finished.

"You will find yourself watched at every turn. I amwithin my rights in

ordering detectives to keep full check on your activities. Do not be surprised
when you see detectives hereabouts. Do not nake the mistake of trying to harm
them™

POVPOUSLY, the mayor swung about and stal ked fromthe office. The Shadow
went over to the safe, closed the alligator bag and tossed it beside the wall.
Hs interviews were ended for the day. They had worked as he had anti ci pat ed.

O four men who had come here, three believed that they had found the
rea
brai ns behind Intimdation, |Incorporated; that their individual visits had
told
Li nk Delvo that they were strong enough to defy himin the future, since they
faced an eneny of known identity.

The fourth man had forned a different inpression. He was a | one hand, a
super crook | ooking for the man who had nuscled in on his racket. He had cone
to
find out if his ternms were accepted. The naster crook had | earned that such
was
not the case.

If he had hel d any doubt that Link Delvo was not the man he sought, he
was
no | onger in such quandary. Though the alligator bag had been di splayed so
t hat
four men could see it, The Shadow had actually placed it in view for the
benefit of one definite visitor.

From hi s pocket, The Shadow drew the letter that had come to him as Link
Delvo. He read its final threat. The words brought a whi spered |laugh fromhis
di sgui sed lips. The Shadow wanted to neet the threat of Intimdation
I ncorporated. He was ready for it, |ooking forward to the hour when he woul d
nmeet the master crook in person

The Shadow spent the next two hours naking final survey of Sack Bal ban's
books. He replaced themin the safe, |ocked its door and stepped across the



of fice.

Openi ng the door suddenly, he heard a stir from sonewhere across the
corridor. Detectives, on the watch, had scurried out of sight. The Shadow
closed the office door; left it unlatched so that the dicks could conme in and
snoop, if they had the nerve.

It was nearly eight o' clock; time for the lieutenants to gather in the
apartment. The Shadow turned out the office lights. He went through the
passage
to the apartnent. He opened the door and was greeted by a snoke-filled room
Kl ondi ke Greens and the other five |lieutenants had arrived ahead of him

Nods and grins were in order as the lieutenants saw Link Delvo. H s hand
on the door knob, The Shadow saw sonething hollow in the wel cone. He paused
hi s
face showed a hard scowl as he eyed Kl ondi ke Greens. The chief |ieutenant gave
a
sudden snarl. It came with the speed of a command.

Up fromtheir chairs swng the other five |ieutenants, each man whi ppi ng
his hand into view as he cane. Simultaneously, Klondike shot his fist for his
own hi p pocket, copying the nove that the rest of the crowd had made.

Revol vers glinmered. Gun rnuzzles | oonmed toward a single objective: the
doorway where The Shadow stood. In less than a single second, six rogues had
staged a nutiny. At Klondike's order, they had turned traitors against Link
Del vo and were ready to dethrone him

The Shadow had no chance to whirl away. Nor could he reach for the big
revol ver that he carried. One fal se nove woul d have brought himinstant death
from crooks whose fingers were itching on the hair triggers of their guns.
Squarely on the spot, The Shadow s one course was to stand his ground.

Al most surrounded by the muzzles of six |oom ng revolvers, The Shadow had
stepped into a trap that prom sed positive doom

CHAPTER XVI
BLUFF VERSUS BRAWN

WHATEVER t he cause of his sudden predi canent, The Shadow knew that he
could solve it only by adhering to the part of Link Delvo. Mre than that, he
realized that one ill-chosen word would be as bad as a fal se nove.

Sonet hi ng had happened within the past few hours; something that had
dropped Link Delvo's stock to zero. Death, though it threatened, would not be
delivered in haste, for crooks held their quarry safely enough. In the short
whil e that renmained, The Shadow woul d have to talk fast; but he wanted someone
el se to start the pal aver

Pi cki ng Kl ondi ke as the | eader of the mutineers, The Shadow concentrat ed
on him He grinned as he eyed the ringleader, and gave a sneer that betokened
anusenent. Kl ondi ke studied the glaring face of Link Delvo and shifted
uneasily. Then, with a hoarse chuckle of his own, Klondi ke took the very step
The Shadow want ed.

Kl ondi ke deci ded to expl ain.

"A big-shot, huh?" he snorted. "Yeah, that's what you call yourself. But
there's a bigger shot than Link Delvo in this town. He's a guy we'd rather
wor k
for. The guy that really knocked off Nobby Kilgan!"

From hi s pocket, Kl ondike pulled a typewitten sheet of paper, flourished
it infront of the face of Link Delvo.

"Fl ash the others,"” said Klondike to the |lieutenants. Then, when the rest
produced their letters, Kl ondi ke added: "See then? They were shoved to all of
us, only half an hour ago. They cane al ong the grapevine. Straight fromthe
guy
that calls hinself Intinidation, Incorporated.



"He's handed us a better proposition. We're to run the rackets without
you, Link; and he's taking a third, instead of fifty-fifty. The deal goes

t hrough as soon as you're rubbed out. Which will nake it easier all around.
W're wise that A d Wiskers blewin to see you this afternoon. W got that
from headquarters. Wth you out, there'll be less trouble fromthe coppers.”

St eppi ng back, Kl ondi ke opened a cl oset door. Qut rolled Kubi, the valet,
bound and gagged. Wile the others kept The Shadow covered, Kl ondi ke rel eased
Kubi and shoved the Japanese against the wall. Kubi slunped there. He | ooked
hal f groggy.

"We sl ugged hi mwhen he was starting in to tip you off," informed
Kl ondi ke, "and it's curtains for him along with you. There won't be no
bi g- shot needing Kubi here. This is where they're going to find you, Link
| oaded with as much | ead as you can carry!"

KLONDI KE paused. He stared triunmphantly, expecting to see dismay on the
face of Link Delvo. Instead, Kl ondi ke observed eyes that had narrowed; I|ips
that formed a harder grin. He heard the grated words:

"You're through tal king, Kl ondike?"

Kl ondi ke nodded. He was puzzl ed, wondering what was going on in the brain
behi nd Link's cold eyes. It was lucky that Kl ondi ke did not guess. If he had,
he woul d have snapped the order for guns to get busy. The Shadow was forning
qui ck conclusions fromthe facts that he had heard. Automatically, he was
finding a rebuttal for all that Kl ondi ke had said.

The Shadow had expected a personal encounter with the master crook who
posed as Intimdation, Incorporated. Instead, the crimnal had sprung another
plan. Cagily, he had figured Link Delvo as too tough a nut to crack. He had
junped to the idea of downing the big-shot through his own |ieutenants.

The master crimnal had figured that Link had bluffed his way to the top
He had al so doped it that Link was not too fully established; that he could be
overthrown by some smart trick. The master crook had tried his plan. So far
it
had worked; as matters stood, a few mnutes nore would bring conpl ete success
to
the stroke planned by Intinidation, Incorporated.

There was just one flaw. The master villain had sent too many letters.

Had he depended upon Kl ondi ke and about two others, the set-up would have
been perfect. Three nmen woul d have greeted Link Delvo with a barrage of
bullets. Six, however, were willing to bide their time; to let Link turn
yel | ow
and deliver usel ess pleas.

It happened, though, that no squeals were comng fromthe lips of Link
Del vo: | nstead, the big-shot seemed cont enptuous of danger

"ALL right, Klondike," came Link's rasped tone: "Suppose you listen a
while. You're in no hurry. Maybe | can give you a few pointers.™

" About what ?"

"About bunmping ne. | want to make it easy for you. O d \Whiskers has got
this joint cased. He'd like to see me croaked. But he won't like it if you
nmake
too much noi se about it. Tell Kubi to get you some big towels, so you can wap
them around the gats. Those heaters won't talk so | oud when you use them Then
you can wal k out of here any way you want. You can take the boys to a late
novie, for an alibi."

Kl ondi ke stared; then | ooked at the other lieutenants. Like hinself, they
were inpressed by the snooth cal mess shown by Link Del vo. Klondi ke snarl ed.

"Trying to stall us, huh?" he questioned. "That gag won't work, Link. W
know how to do our shooting."

"There won't be any shooting."'

The words cane coldly fromthe Iips of



Li nk
Del vo. "The gag's all over, boys. You' ve showed your nerve. Only you didn't
come
through the way | expected. You've been letting this Intimdation stuff get
you.
| figured that 1'd overworked it."

Kl ondi ke tilted his head to squint at the face of Link Delvo. In puzzled
tone, the |ieutenant denanded:

"What was that you figured?"

"That 1'd gone too heavy with the Intimidation stuff,’
Shadow,
snoot hing his tone. "Sack didn't fall for it; but after | croaked him Nobby
went haywi re. He went so goofy that he thought he'd have to bunp old Judge
Noy .
That's why | had to go up through the enpty office building and bunp him from
the other roof."

"That's what the letters say!" blurted one of the |lieutenants. "The
Intimdation guy wote us that he knocked of f Nobby fromthe other building!"

"Just what I'mtelling you now," put in The Shadow. "I wanted to see how
those letters hit you. That's why | sent them Only, | figured you'd bring
t hem
here to ne, every guy on his own. Then | was going to put you w se."

"Wait a minute," snapped Kl ondike. "What're you trying to tell us? That
you're Intimdation, |Incorporated?"

"Everybody seens to have got the idea but you, Klondike."

"Yeah? Well, I'mstill from M ssouri."

"Ask Kubi, then. He typed the letters for ne. He used that typewiter

replied The

over
there in the corner.”

The Shadow | ooked at Kubi as he spoke. The Jap grinned as he | ooked up
fromthe wall. He saw Kl ondi ke | ooking toward him Kubi gave a nod

"Sure," said Kubi. "I type letters."

GUN hands were | owering. Klondi ke saw them nove. He snapped an order that
br ought them up agai n.

"Hold it!" commanded Kl ondi ke. "Link's not going to hand us a phony piece
of goods. Get over there to the typewiter, Kubi. Stick a hunk of paper in it
and knock off some words. Put themin capital letters. I'lIl take a gander.”

Kl ondi ke flourished the letter that he held, then added:

"The bulls think they're smart, conparing stuff that's been done on
typewriters. W'll see how it works for us."

Kubi put the sheet of paper into the typewiter and rattled off the
capital letters in expert fashion. Kl ondi ke approached, held his letter to
conpare it with the typing. Another lieutenant did the sane.

"Looks like he's right," began Kl ondi ke. "Here, Kubi, pull that paper up
hi gher -"

Two nore lieutenants turned at Kl ondike's statenent. Only a pair remai ned
covering The Shadow. Their gun hands were rel axing as a sudden oath cane from
Kl ondi ke.

The ringl eader had gai ned a chance for closer conparison; enough to see
that the typing done by Kubi differed fromthat of the letter. Before the
lieutenants could catch the meaning of Klondike's snarl, they heard the rasp
of
Li nk Del vo:

"CGet going, Kubi!"

The Japanese nmade a grab for Kl ondi ke. He caught the ringleader with a
qui ck hold and swung himacross the typewiter. One |ieutenant pounced upon
t he
Jap. The other four ained for The Shadow. They saw t he supposed Link Delvo



cone
into instant action.

Two of the crowd al ready had The Shadow covered, but they lost their
chance to drill him One was just beyond the opened door where The Shadow
stood. Wth a sweep of his |left hand, The Shadow gave the door a terrific
SW ng
that flung it fully open. The heavy barrier bow ed the crook fromhis feet
bef ore he could use his gun

Wth the sane nove, The Shadow | unged upon the second rowdy, jabbing his
left hand for the man's right wist. Swerving as he came, The Shadow was out
of
line as the crook tugged the trigger. One bullet sizzled through the open
doorway; the next found the ceiling as The Shadow flung the crook's arm
upwar d.

Spi nning the thug with a swivel motion, The Shadow yanked himinto
position to serve as a living shield. As wild shots rang, he whi pped his
revol ver fromhis hip, shoved it across the hel pl ess crook's shoul der and
opened bonbardment. His first bullet clipped an aining |ieutenant. H s next
shot sent the fourth man diving for cover

For an instant, The Shadow had the edge; then his odds were |ost. Kubi
had
been hurled to the floor. Klondike, |losing his gun, grabbed the typewiter
tabl e
and scaled it for The Shadow. To dodge the heavy missile, The Shadow had to
rel ease the man who served himas a shield. He dived for a corner, jabbing two
shots as he went.

Crooks fired back, but their shots were wide. They were seeking cover as
they fired. One of The Shadow s wel | -punped shots dropped a second crook, but
there were still four at large. Kl ondi ke had stunbled on his revolver. He was
conm ng back into the fray.

There was one chance for The Shadow before he exhausted his ammunition
for he was down to the last bullet that the gun contained. That chance was the
light switch. The Shadow sprang for it.

The switch was by the outer door. Two gunnen | eaped to reach it ahead of
The Shadow. A third fired, but his shots were useless. He was the one who had
taken the wallop fromthe door. He was di zzy when he ai ned.

Kl ondi ke was bounding forward to settle matters; but Kubi tripped him
with
an ankl e grab. The Shadow gai ned the switch, but did not press it. There was
no
need. From anot her quarter was com ng intervention upon which he had count ed.

The detectives outside beyond the office had heard the gunfire and were
conm ng through to join battle.

Two of the rowdi es saw them and dived for the stairs. Klondi ke, comng to
hands and knees, ainmed for the face of Link Delvo. He was ready with a | oaded
gun, his finger on the trigger, and his aimwas perfect. But Kl ondi ke never
fired. The Shadow bl asted his last bullet and found the needed target.

Kl ondi ke
rolled to the floor.

One detective corralled the dizzy crook beside the inner door. Kubi
grappled with the other. Below, The Shadow coul d hear comotion on the stairs.
Two |ieutenants had escaped; they were shouting for thugs outside to help them
bag Li nk Del vo.

The Shadow sprang down the stairway; crooks scattered as they saw him
com ng. One man - the | ookout - made a pass with his gun. The Shadow sl edged
himw th the big revol ver

Cutting across the street, The Shadow nmade an all eyway as shots rang out
behind him To bring themto a frantic chase, he wanted crooks to see that
Li nk
Del vo had fled. The word was passing everywhere; nobsters reached the parking



| ot just as The Shadow yanked open the door of his coupe.

Driving away, The Shadow yanked open a bag that he had left in the | ocked
car. He whipped out an automatic from beneath the folds of a black cloak. As a
crook- manned car swept toward himfroma side street, he gave it a head-on
fire
that sent the other autonobile to the curb.

Weel i ng corners, The Shadow began a circuitous flight through the side
streets of Dorchester. As he drove, he heard the shriek of sirens.

Crooks were no | onger handling the chase. The police had taken over the
pursuit of Link Delvo. Swinging into a narrow street, The Shadow janmmed t he
brakes. Wi sking his cloak over his shoulders, clanmping his slouch hat to his
head, he snatched up his automatics and decanped.

HALF a minute later, a police car saw the lights of the coupe. They were
tilted, for one wheel of the car was on the curb. They recogni zed Link Delvo's
car, shouted their challenge and received no reply. A machine gun clattered,
ripping the interior of the coupe. Oficers arrived to find the car enpty.

Li nk Del vo was gone; his trail was one that could never be located, for
Li nk Del vo existed no longer. As for The Shadow, he had a new headquarters,
only a few bl ocks away. H s new residence was to be the penthouse of Judge
Hancock Noy.

The law, stirred to action, had begun a man hunt. Unseen, his very
presence unknown, The Shadow intended to direct it. Wen the trail ended, the
| aw woul d find the actual master crimnal who had terrorized the city of
Dor chest er.

The Shadow was ready to expose the supercrook who masqueraded as
Intimdation, Incorporated.

CHAPTER XVI |
THE FOUR MESSACES

DAY dawned on the greatest conmotion that the city of Dorchester had ever
known. Every hour of the night had beconme nore sensational in the man hunt for
Li nk Delvo. Events had built up in pyramd fashion, until Dorchester had taken
on the appearance of an armed canp.

Crooks had started it in an effort to bag Link Delvo. The police,
rallying
to the situation, had clashed with hoodl um bands. Though both had the sane
purpose - the pursuit of Link Delvo - their methods did not mx. The secret
underworl d had raised its scumry head; the |aw had chopped it down.

Events went far beyond anything that Mayor Jonathan Wi ghtl ey had
expected. The mayor had nerely given the word to watch Link Del vo. Taken
literally, the police had carried that order to the limt. Aroused from bed by
maddened citizens, Wightley took the only course that public opinion could
allow. He called out all reserves, including the fire departnent. He deputized
citizens to aid the | aw

No one, seeningly, had guessed the extent of Dorchester's underworld. The
nunber of crooks in the city exceeded all estimates, and the entire | ot had
gone berserk. If the job of quelling crime had been left to Wightley al one,
Dor chester woul d have suffered badly, for the nunicipal forces were inadequate
to cope with ranpant crine.

Fortunately, however, there was intervention

State police had poured into Dorchester early in the nadness. During
t hose
hours before dawn, new conpani es of troopers were arriving from everywhere.
They
penetrated to nests where crooks had fled and yanked the skul ki ng hoodl uns



into
light.

Not once had crininals gained the upper hand, thanks to the nmassed aid
that came to Dorchester. Mrning showed the law in full control. Patrol
wagons,
fire trucks and commandeer ed aut onobiles were hauling in their quotas of
captured thugs. Wen jails were filled, excess prisoners were bustled off in
huge batches to the nearest State prison

Rackets were ended in Dorchester. Al nmorning, the city echoed with the
sl ash of axes and the hamer of sledges as police and troopers broke up sl ot
machi nes and ruined the interiors of gilded places where |egalized crinme had
flourished. Scattered remmants of fornmer hoodl um bands had taken to cover;

t hey
were cringing in cellars and garrets, hoping that their hide-outs would not be
uncovered until nightfall, when they m ght find opportunity to sneak away from

this city where they were no | onger wanted.

SHORTLY after noon, the Evening C arion issued inportant news. Credit for
the aw s triunph bel onged to Judge Hancock Noy. Imrediately after trouble
began, the jurist had foreseen the consequences. He was the man who had call ed
the governor. It was through the jurist's foresight that crinme had been
quel | ed.

The Evening Clarion gave statistics that enlightened the public. Twenty
crooks had died in battle; three times that nunber |ay wounded. Fully five
hundred prisoners had been taken

On the law s side, a dozen police had been wounded in the early
skirm shes. Casualties had dropped off when State troopers arrived. Fighting
in
efficient groups, they had scattered the bands of crooks, driving the hoodl urms
to wild and hopeless flight. By barricading the roads from Dorchester, the
State police had bottled up the frenzied thugs whose only thought was to get
away.

Judge Noy was responsible for another inportant stroke.

State police had | ooked to Noy for orders. He sent themto the office of
Li nk Del vo. The troopers brought away Link's safe and cracked it open. Inside,
they found the incrimnating books that showed the profits gorged in the past.
The whol e set-up of the rackets formerly run by Sack Bal ban and Nobby Kil gan
was open for police inspection

One fact was clearly revealed. In its many twi sted coils, the Dorchester
crime ring had involved certain |local citizens, including some of the city
police. The books showed it, and a clean-up was in prospect. Fortunately for
Mayor Wightley and high officials, they had played a strict hands-off policy
and were therefore whitewashed. But Wightley was under censure and he knew
it.

The ponpous mayor shoul d have known t he extent of Dorchester's
under wor | d.

He had not, apparently, recognized it. His only excuse was his own ignorance,
and that was a poor one. It irked Wightley to see the city held by State
forces, and he was not happy when he learned that State authorities had beaten
himto the task of grabbing Link Delvo's record books. It |ooked as though
Judge Noy had not trusted the city police to handl e the job.

To offset rising criticism Wightley went the imt. He offered a reward
for Link Delvo; dead or alive. He kept all his available police on the nman
hunt; he anplified their forces with all the firemen he could spare. He
pl eaded
that State police be w thdrawn from Dorchester

Hi s request was partly answered. Since the local authorities at |ast held
control, nore than half of the out-of-town forces were renoved. But there were
still enough to take control if new emergency arose.



VWHI LE the man hunt was proceedi ng, the Evening C arion uncovered anot her
scoop for its later editions. Facts were nade known concerning Intimdation
I ncorporated. Men who had hitherto held silence began to speak. They told how
t hey had been used as dupes in huge transactions, by a master crook whose
neasures had far exceeded those of the |ocal racketeers.

Four nen were keeping silence, with good reason

Mayor Wightley was in too bad a spot to adnit that he had quail ed before
a threat fromlntimndation, Incorporated. Elwod Cew ss was worri ed because
Judge Noy had taken so strong a part in breaking crinme. Hugh Bursard, planning
new radi o broadcasts, could not afford to adnmit himself a dupe. Newell
Radbourne feared the double stigm that would cone if the public knew that he
had twice yielded to the threats of Intinidation, |ncorporated.

Behi nd those individual reasons |ay another need for silence. None of the
four dared to speak w thout the consent of the others. They were too jittery
to
hold a neeting to decide upon a comon plan. Their best policy, for the
present,
was to avoid each other. Al four were waiting for a break that m ght help
t hem
sol ve their unpl easant probl em

Three were honest in that hope. They believed that the capture of Link
Del vo woul d cl ear the atnosphere. The fourth, however, held secret schemes of
his own. He hoped for sone chance whereby he could pin the goods on Link
Del vo,
but | eave no | oopholes in the job.

For that fourth man was actually Intimdation, Incorporated. H s past was
covered; he wanted to keep the future hidden

Mor eover, the master crook had anot her purpose. He wanted to cap his
series of successes by getting the two hundred thousand dollars that he
bel i eved was in the possession of Link Delvo.

That cash was trivial in conparison to the total already gai ned by
Intimdation, Incorporated; but the master crook was greedy. H s racket was
finished earlier than he had expected. He was not content to | ose a single
dol lar that he had sought in the past.

THERE was one person to whomall this was clear. He was a being who dwelt
secure in Dorchester on this eventful day. He was the master hand who had
actually turned victory to the law, the silent partner who had dictated every
nmeasur e taken by Judge Noy.

Ten minutes after he had ended his role as Link Delvo, The Shadow had
reached Judge Noy's penthouse. It had taken himonly five mnutes nore to
outline the strife that was to come. Through the judge's cooperation, The
Shadow had brought in the outside forces. H's general ship | ay behind every
nmove. In his day as Link Delvo, The Shadow had | earned the insides of the
rackets. He had pointed out the spots where drives should be made.

Crime had cracked nore rapidly than The Shadow had expected. It had been
his plan to play a slower game; to put an increasing pressure on the naster
crook who posed as Intinidation, Incorporated. By seeking to finish Link Delvo
early, the master crook had hinself forced the issue. The Shadow had taken
charge. In one stroke, he had ruined a real mof crine.

The way was clear for a direct nmeeting with the master crimnal. Today,
The Shadow was mappi ng plans for the sensational finish

Circunstances offered a perfect opportunity. In considering Intimdation
I ncor porated, The Shadow made al |l owance for four nen, instead of one.
Wightley, dew ss, Bursard and Radbourne were too closely linked to be taken
separately. One of the four was a crook; as evil a nmurderer as could be found
anywhere. Cornered, he would fight for every | oophole. Exposed, he would try



to
drag down the three whom he had duped.

The Shadow expressed this opinion to Judge Noy; with it, he outlined the
steps that could be taken. As a result, Judge Noy left the penthouse late in
the afternoon. He did not return; instead, he called up at six o' clock. The
Shadow, sole dweller in the penthouse, received the tel ephone call.

| MVEDI ATELY, The Shadow nmade a tel ephone call to the office of Mayor
Wightley. Using a forced voice, he asked to speak to the mayor. When
Wightley's voice cane across the wire, The Shadow responded with a whiny tone
that bore a marked resenbl ance to the voice of Link Delvo. Mayor Wightley
l'i stened.

The Shadow s next step was a message to Hugh Bursard. He scrawled it on a
sheet of paper, signed it Link Delvo. He put the nessage in an envel ope; then
enclosed it in a larger one, which he addressed to Judge Noy, who was dini ng
at
t he Dorchester House.

The Shadow wedged the | arge envel ope between the cracks of the el evator
door, then rang the bell and went back into the penthouse. He knew that the
message woul d be delivered i mediately to Noy; that the jurist would send the
i nner envel ope to MXDO

Next in line was Elwod C ew ss. The Shadow knew of several places where
the I awer mght be. He made three calls; on the fourth, he talked to O ew ss.
Agai n, The Shadow spoke in the tone of Link Delvo, adding a whine for
enphasi s.

Donni ng cl oak and hat, The Shadow went out to the el evators. He opened
t he
doors at the right end of the line and stepped into an enpty car that Judge
Noy,
at The Shadow s request, had ordered to be left on the penthouse |level. The
Shadow operated the el evator and descended to the ground fl oor.

Peering through the crack of the door, he saw that the regularly operated
el evat or had gone upstairs. The Shadow glided fromhis car, closed the doors
and departed through the gathering outside dusk

From an obscure tel ephone booth, he sent a telegramto Newell Radbourne.
It was worded cagily; for signature, The Shadow gave the letter "D." The
t el egram request ed Radbourne to call the number of the obscure pay station
where The Shadow wait ed.

In twenty minutes, there was a ring of the tel ephone bell. Radbourne was
on the wire.

Once nore, The Shadow tal ked in the fashion of Link Delvo. Radbourne
hesi tated; then seenmed encouraged by the whiny tone. Hangi ng up, The Shadow
went out into the night.

Dar kness had thickened; it was close to eight o' clock. Police cars were
everywhere; officers were |ooking into doorways, investigating stores where
shattered sl ot machines |lay heaped in corners. Firemen were patrolling on
f oot ;
at strategic corners, trucks were waiting, ready to carry a dozen pursuers
shoul d a new chase cone. State police were riding past, watching suspected
hi deouts fromthe darkened autonobil es.

The city was alive with men of the |law, eager to pursue a single
fugitive.
diding frombuilding to building, through passages and al |l eyways, The Shadow
t hreaded a course unseen. He was on his way to a final nission; he was
pr epar ed
to give the law the opportunity it wanted to bag a public eneny.

But the chase, when it came, would not be a pursuit of Link Delvo, the
bi g- shot who no | onger existed. The law, when it noved to action, would be on
the trail of a master crook whose identity was not yet suspected.



Toni ght, the law would have its chance to capture the supercrimnal who
called hinself Intimdation, Incorporated.

CHAPTER XVI | |
THE JUDGE DECREES

DESPI TE the intensity of the wi despread search, there were certain
buil di ngs in Dorchester that had undergone but one inspection. One of these
was
a small, but pretentious, apartnent house called the Dorchester Arns.

The Dorchester Arns had no doorman or elevator operators. It was a
four-story building, with elevators of the automatic type. The tenants were
al l
persons of considerable wealth, for apartnments were expensive at the Arms. The
buil ding fronted upon a parklike square, the center of the nobst exclusive
district in Dorchester

Police had visited the Dorchester Arnms to inspect some enpty apartments.
Fi ndi ng no hoodl uns hiding there, they had crossed the Arns off their I|ist.

The nane plate in the entry showed a vacancy in Apartment 2 A which
faced
the park. That apartnment was the best and highest priced in the building. It
was
furnished in el egant style, but had no tenant, for the rental was too high

Shortly after eight o' clock, there was a cautious rap at the door of 2 A
Gai ning no response, the visitor rapped again, then opened the door and peered
into the apartment. He saw a small entry; beyond it, a living roomw th three
doorways: two opening onto bedroomns; the third to a detached di ni ng room

The living roomwas |ighted by the nmellow gl ow of floor |anps. The
visitor
entered and cl osed the door behind him Stepping to the center of the living
room he | ooked about in bold and chall engi ng fashion. The Iight showed the
visitor's face. The arrival was Elwood C ew ss.

The rugged-faced attorney becane suddenly alert as he heard a sound from
a
doorway at the side of the room He thrust his hand toward his hip, stood in
readi ness as the door opened. Challenge changed to perplexity as C ew ss saw
the elderly man who stepped into the living room

The man whom Cl ewi ss faced was Judge Hancock Noy!

FOR an instant, Clew ss edged toward the outer door; then seened to
realize that a hasty exit would gain himnothing. He eyed Judge Noy wi th new
chal | enge.

"A frame-up, eh?" quizzed Cew ss, harshly. "You thought you coul d hook

ne
up with Link Delvo, just because | fell for his threat. | guess you were
| ooki ng

me over pretty close, that day in the courtroom"”

"Not at all, Clew ss," returned Judge Noy, mildly. "I received a letter
al so, on that particular day. W mght say that you and | are in the sane
boat . "

"You nmean you heard from Del vo, too?"

Judge Noy nodded; held up his hand.

"We have another visitor," he said in a lowtone. "I think that | hear
hi s
rap. Let us step into the side room Cewss."

The | awyer shrugged his heavy shoul ders and foll owed the judge into the
di ning room Behind the half-closed door, they listened. They heard the sl ow,



cautious stride of a man who entered. Noy nudged Cl ew ss. The pair stepped
into
the living room

The man who had entered was Newel| Radbourne. For a nonent, the financier
| ooked startled; then, angrily, he demanded:

"What does this mean? Let ne tell you, Judge Noy, there was no coll usion
between Cl ewi ss and nyself, in regard to that patent case. If he has tried to
accuse ne of conspiracy, he is doing it to cover his ow fault."

"Not hi ng of the sort, Radbourne," expressed Judge Noy, mldly. "C ew ss,
like yourself, came here to nmeet Delvo."

Radbourne stared. C ew ss gave a short |augh

"That's right, Radbourne," said the |lawer. "Delvo called ne up, a while
ago. He said that he wanted to give hinself up to the law, but intended to do
it through an attorney. He wanted ne to represent him | thought it best to
cone here, even though | do not intend to take his case."

Cl ewi ss spoke coldly, as though he doubted that Radbourne had sufficient
reason to be present. Radbourne decided to explain hinself.

"Delvo wired me," he stated. "I called the phone nunmber that he gave. He
said that if | came here, | would find the two hundred thousand doll ars that
was taken fromnme. It sounded queer, but so many odd things have occurred -"

Judge Noy interrupted with a call for silence. The keen-eared jurist had
heard new footsteps in the hallway. He notioned C ewi ss and Radbourne into the
bedroons; he hinsel f stepped back into the dining room There were slow raps
at
the outer door; then cane a new entrant.

STEPPING into the living room Noy, O ew ss and Radbourne surprised the
new arrival. The man who gaped at them was Jonathan Wi ghtley. For severa
seconds, the bewhi skered nayor was conpletely at a loss; then he regained his
ponpous air.

"This is your work, Noy!" he exclaimed. "Atrick, to ruin what little
reputation | have still maintained! You are trying to prove that | am
i mplicated with Link Delvo!"

"None of us called you, mayor,'
enlighten us on the matter."

"I have nothing to cover," snapped Wightley. "I offered a reward for the
capture of Link Delvo. He called me up and said that he did not want any
persons - 'lugs' was how he ternmed them- to collect the noney that was
of fered. On that account, he was willing to surrender hinmself if | came here
alone to meet him"

"So you cane," retorted Cew ss. "Funny how you managed to build up so
much nerve, M. Mayor."

"Hardly astonishing,"” put in Radbourne, eying Cew ss. "You seemto have
gai ned unusual courage yourself."

"What about yoursel f, Radbourne?"

Before Cew ss could reply, Judge Noy intervened. He quieted the

responded Noy. "Perhaps you m ght

argunent ,
listened intently, then whispered:
"Perhaps there is sone new visitor in the hall. Let us nove out of sight

again. You cone with ne, Mayor Wightley."

Two minutes passed after the men were stationed. It appeared that Noy's
guess had been wrong. At last, there was a rap. Judge Noy had certainly
anticipated a visitor, although he had not heard one.

The hidden men waited until the arrival reached the |living room Judge
Noy
stepped out; the others followed. They found Hugh Bursard staring in
amazenent .

H s hand was in his pocket; it relaxed when he recognized the faces.
"I expected to find Link Delvo," he declared. "I rmust admit that | am



gl ad
to be disappointed."

"What did you hear from Del vo?"

The question canme from Cl ewi ss. Bursard was pronpt to answer it.

"There was a nmessage for me at MXDO, " he declared. "In it, Delvo told ne
he was here. He said he wanted to see me, that he had news for the public and
wanted nme to broadcast it this evening."

Bursard pulled out his watch to check the time. H's hand, a bit shaky
from
the tension he was under, let the tinepiece slip to the floor. Wen he picked
it
up the face was smashed in.

Bursard | ooked toward a nmantel where a clock was ticking. It showed ten
m nut es past eight.

"I can get back to MXDO in ten mnutes,"” he stated. "Since Delvo is not
here, | have tine to tell you what he plans; at least, what | think he plans,
judging fromhis nmessage. He knows that he is trapped; he wants to fight it
out
with the law. That is why he wanted me to announce by radio that he was
stationed here."

"Wait a minute!" exclained Cew ss. "This begins to make sense. Do you
know what Delvo was after? He wanted to get three of us here, while Bursard
was
broadcasting. His idea was to bring in the police, to have them shoot us down
bef ore they | earned who we were."

"Poor logic, Cewss," objected Radbourne, dryly. "If that had been
Del vo' s purpose, why did he ask Bursard here?"

FOR a few nonents all pondered. It was Judge Noy who ended the silence.
"Del vo m ght have reason for desiring ny death," remarked the jurist,

" but

why shoul d he seek yours?"

"I have offered a reward for his capture,” returned Mayor Wightley.
"Li ke
yoursel f, Judge Noy, | represent the law "

"I's that the only reason?"

Four nen exchanged gl ances as they heard Noy's significant question
Mayor
Wightley shifted uneasily. Newell Radbourne chewed his lips. El wood C ew ss
mai ntai ned a rigid stare. Hugh Bursard glanced at the clock. It showed fifteen
m nutes after eight. Suddenly, he decided to answer Judge Noy's question

"The truth nust cone out," asserted Bursard. "I have only five mnutes in
which to tell it, but the time is sufficient. All of us were threatened by
Intimdation, Incorporated; and we yielded. We threw the stadiumcontract to
t he wrong conpany.

"I amas much to blanme as any one, even though | protested agai nst
acceptance of the terms. | feel, though, that it is ny duty to speak; to save
the others fromthe suspicion that |lies upon them There have been serious
crimes in Dorchester, such as the deaths of Ludwi g Mel don and Sack Bal ban
There was al so the attack agai nst you, Judge Noy, the night when Nobby Kil gan
was kil l ed.

"These nen have kept silence because they m ght be inplicated. They m ght
even be called upon to give alibis. That would be nost difficult, for they
woul d have to account for their actions on various evenings. My position

however, is nost fortunate. On all the occasions nentioned, | was at MXDO
delivering my usual broadcast.

"Since | amfree to speak, | have done so, Judge Noy. | believe in the
integrity of ny three associates. | trust that you will accept nmy word for it,

when | declare that they were no nore than hel pl ess dupes.™



Bursard | ooked about the group in friendly fashion. No one criticized the
statenments that he had made. The other conmittee nen appeared relieved by
Bursard's declaration of the truth. Wth a smle, Bursard | ooked toward the
cl ock.

"Twenty minutes after eight," he declared. "Just time for ne to reach
MXDO. Fortunately, ny address is already prepared." He brought a sheaf of
papers froma pocket. "But | nust hasten, in order to reach the radio station
by hal f past eight."

Bursard turned toward the door. As he did, Judge Noy stepped to the wall
and pressed his hand upon the switch of a small radio. In sharp tone, the
jurist spoke words that halted Bursard.

"That clock is slow, " declared Judge Noy. "It is already half past eight,
M. Bursard."

Wth that, the judge clicked the switch. The voice of an announcer cane
across the air, finishing an introduction. As listening nmen stared, there was
a
ten-second pause; then fromthe radio came a voice that they recogni zed
i nstantly.

It was the same voice that had just finished speaking in this very room
The voi ce of Hugh Bursard!

THOUGH he stood silently in sight of the persons in the living room Hugh
Bursard was speaking across the air, fromhis office in MXDO. The fact was
startling; it dunfounded all except Judge Noy.

Bursard saw the gl eamupon the jurist's face. He knew that Judge Noy had
| earned the vital facts.

Wth a snarl, Bursard shot his hand to his pocket; a gleam canme fromhis
fingers as he whipped a revolver into view Then, from behind him canme a
condemi ng | augh that drowned the fal se voice that issued fromthe radio.
Instinctively, Bursard spun about; his gun unraised.

From a side al cove of the entry had stepped a bl ack-garbed figure, whose
hi dden |ips had delivered the taunt that Bursard could not ignore. Froma
gl oved fist | ooned an automatic; above the nuzzle of the gun were eyes that
shone with penetrating gaze. Those eyes told the answer.

The Shadow was here to deal with a master crook. He had trapped Hugh
Bursard, the supercrimnal who had played the gane of Intimdation,

I ncor por at ed!

CHAPTER XI X
THE END OF CRI ME

NO accusi ng words were needed from The Shadow s |ips. Hugh Bursard stood
condemmed. Hi s own voice, pouring fromthe radi o, explained the details of his
nethods. It told of the device that the master crook had used to insure
conpl ete coverage when he dealt in nurder

I n planning the canpaign of Intimdation, |ncorporated, Bursard had known
that his threats nust carry weight. Familiar with the city; friendly with nen
of wealth; secretly keeping tabs on the racketeers who served Sack Bal ban
Bursard had seen a clear track ahead, except for one point.

Bursard had known that he would have to nurder all men who defied his
threats, as well as those who m ght gain an inkling of his schenes. A |one
wol f, trusting no one as an equal, Bursard had arranged matters so that he
could murder on his own.

Hi s broadcasts at MXDO were designed as an alibi that would take al
suspi cion from hi mbetween the hours of eight-thirty and nine. The Shadow had
divined that fact, a long while since, even before he had visited the radio
station. For The Shadow, in exam ning alibis, had seen that Bursard' s was not



only the best, but one that could be used on any night required.

The fact that Bursard broadcasted alone, fromhis own private office; the
speci al al arm dock, standing on the big recording machine in Bursard' s own
headquarters - those fitted with The Shadow s theory. The Shadow had gai ned
practical proof that Bursard kept a supply of recorded speeches in readi ness,
and could fix one to operate nechanically on any occasi on when he m ght be
| ate
i n reachi ng MXDO

Li stening to Bursard on different occasions, The Shadow had noted the
nmur derer's nmode of speeding up his speeches when he tal ked direct. Such was
not
the case with the recorded tal ks. Those canned replicas of Bursard's voice
wer e
delivered at the same rate throughout.

Bursard knew that The Shadow had pieced the all-inportant details. H's
glaring face showed his guilt. Once the | aw knew that Bursard had two-tined
with his prograns on the air, excuses would be useless. Bursard's own alibi
br ought suspicion straight upon him He stood condemmed in the sight of four
wi t nesses: Judge Noy and the other three men whom The Shadow had sunmoned
her e.

THERE was no plea in Bursard's gaze. The master crimnal's face was
[ivid;
his only desire was to gain revenge upon The Shadow. That hope seenmed far from
bei ng possible. The nmuzzle of The Shadow s automatic told Bursard that death
woul d be his own lot if he started a wild break

Looki ng past Bursard, The Shadow saw the others. They understood the
gl eam
of The Shadow s eyes. He was delivering Bursard to them the men whom he had
i njured and woul d have nurdered had he needed.

El wod O ew ss thrust his hand to his hip pocket. The | awer had cone
armed to this nmeeting. Producing a revolver, Clewi ss pressed it against the
center of Bursard's back. Bursard scow ed; he let his own gun fall, then
brought hi s hands upward.

The Shadow opened the outer door. The wi tnesses saw himstep to the hall,
t hen suddenly wheel away. Fromthe far end of the passage cane a fusill ade of
shots. They were too late to clip The Shadow, for he had seen the gunners
nove.

He began a swift barrage, as a half a dozen men surged toward him
Wheel ing to an opposite doorway, The Shadow brought out a fresh gun while he
j abbed shots with the one he al ready hel d.

Bursard, though he had fallen for The Shadow s ruse, was not yet through
He had come expecting to find Link Delvo alone, intending to nmurder the man
whom t he | aw had branded as Intimdation, |ncorporated. But Bursard had not
trusted to his own ability alone. He had nanaged to arrange the sane
precautions that he had used on the night of his first rmurder

He had sent a password to hidden crooks, the remants of the hordes that
the I aw had scattered. He had given themthe word that they could have a
chance
at Link Delvo, the big-shot whomthey had failed to get. Crooks, coming here
at
hal f past eight, had found an opportunity. Seeing The Shadow, whom t hey
cl assed
as their archeneny, they were forgetting all about their feud with Link Delvo.

Hugh Bursard, staring toward the hall, saw a driving nass of nen go past
t he doorway. Shots were roaring from The Shadow s guns. Maddened crooks were
di ving headl ong, hitting the floor as bullets found them Their own guns were
bar ki ng usel essly. The Shadow, deep in his doorway, was giving themno target
except the muzzle of a gun



Wth a wild shout, Bursard sprang for the hall, so suddenly that he left
Cl ewi ss rooted. The | awer opened fire too late; his shots whistled through
t he
doorway after Bursard was gone.

Clewi ss found his legs and started in pursuit; the other w tnesses cane
cl ose behind him Reaching the doorway, C ew ss paused, anxious to aid The
Shadow. Hi s hel p was not needed.

Sprawl ed figures marked the path where crooks had surged. Only two had
reached The Shadow s doorway. The first was sagging fromthe slug of an
automati c. The Shadow was grappling the other, pressing himhelpless to the
fl oor.

Clewi ss took after Bursard; so did Wightley and Radbourne. Judge Noy
stood at the doorway, saw The Shadow down his final foe. The judge hurried
back
into the apartment, to tel ephone the alarmto the police.

QUTSI DE the Dorchester Arms, Bursard was racing across the park fronting
it. Clewiss was a hundred feet behind him firing shots that gained no effect.
Bursard dived into a coupe; while he was starting the notor, C ew ss reached
the car.

Vainly, Cew ss tugged his trigger. H's gun was enpty. The coupe shot
away
as C ew ss reached the running board. The | awyer was spilled into the arnms of
Wi ghtl ey and Radbour ne.

The mayor shouted to a taxi driver. He and his conpani ons | eaped aboard
and pointed after Bursard's car. The nurderer was heading for MXDO his
pursuers saw a chance to overtake him Myor Wightley | eaned fromthe w ndow
of the speeding cab. Patrolling Policenmen saw his arns wavi ng, his whiskers
blowing in the breeze. They responded to the mayor's call. OQther cars took up
t he chase.

At one corner, a fire truck clanged into action, with nen cl anbering
aboard it. A deluge of cars was surging after Bursard. O her nmachi nes sped
into
vi ew and joi ned the chase. Judge Noy's al arm had been received; the radio
patr ol
was on the job.

A longer run woul d have produced Bursard's capture; it happened that the
di stance was too short to MXDO The nurderer arrived ahead of his pursuers.
Dashing into the special entrance, he found the el evator on the ground fl oor
Entering it, Bursard told the operator to hurry himup to the radio station.
The operator obeyed; he thought that Bursard was nerely anxious to reach the
br oadcasti ng room

ON the top floor, consternation reigned when Bursard burst fromthe
el evator. A | oud-speaker was still delivering Bursard' s own voice, while
tel ephones were ringing with a call from headquarters.

Dashing for the director's office, Bursard thrust his astonished
secretary
aside. Wth a key, he unlocked his private office, entered it and slamred the
door behind him

The el evator had descended to the ground floor, in response to the
i nsistent buzzing of the call bell. It came up again, bearing an assorted
throng. Mayor Wightley dashed out, followed by O ew ss and Radbourne. Then
cane two policenen, a trio of detectives, a pair of State police and a reserve
force of firemen. They followed Wightley to the door of Bursard' s office.
There they found the path bl ocked.

One of the firenen had brought an ax, since he had no other weapon. He
stepped forward, delivered brawny strokes that shattered the thick panel of



Bursard's door. The barrier was hewed away. The fireman stepped back to |et
t he
others enter. They canme with | evel ed guns, only to halt upon the threshold.

Hugh Bursard was by the far wall. Near himwas an opened safe, from which
he had dragged a | arge suitcase. The bag was bulging with the spoils that he
had gai ned as Intimdation, Incorporated - wealth in the formof actual bank
notes that coul d never be traced.

In his right hand, Bursard gripped a blackish, rounded object: a bonb
t hat
he had provided for this |last emergency. H s hand was raised, ready for its
throw. Bursard was hol ding the pin by pressure al one.

Pursuers stood aghast. Bullets were useless. Even if they dropped Bursard
where he stood, the bonb woul d expl ode. A "pineapple" of its size could weck
the entire prem ses.

In the corner, a slowy revolving record was broadcasting Bursard's
nmodul at ed voi ce; the well-chosen tones were sounding fromthe throat of a
| oudspeaker. Chinming with them cane an ugly, fiendish laugh that issued from
the Iips of the man hinself. The contrast was hideous. The tones of the false
Bursard were a sham when heard along with the real

No one nmoved. All expected Bursard to advance toward them and they were
ready to let himpass. They did not know the surprise that the nmurderer had
for
them It canme when Bursard backed against the wall. Still holding his bonb,
Bursard calmy rested his suitcase on the floor and pressed a hidden button in
t he panel behind him

A door slid open, showi ng a bl ackened passage beyond. It was Bursard's
secret avenue - the last detail in his chain of clever devices. Through this
passage in the office building, Bursard could go and cone by an elevator to
t he
street. It accounted for Bursard's ability to lock hinmself in the office
before
hi s broadcasts and be there afterward.

THE glitter of Bursard's eyes was plain, as he raised his suitcase. The
killer stepped back toward the passage, ready for a sudden shift. It was then
that the pursuers realized their dilemma. Foolishly, they had | owered their
guns, hoping to curb Bursard's vengeful threat. Their m staken nove had put
them on the spot.

A toss; a quick dive; a shove of the panel those were all that Bursard
needed. The bomb woul d be scaling toward the nen who had cone to get him It
woul d blast themto atons, while Bursard, beyond the panel, would be on his
way
to safety with his swag.

In that |ast nmonment, Bursard cackled his elation, as his voice, enphatic
fromthe | oud-speaker, delivered an ardent plea for the citizens of Dorchester
to end crinme forever.

Brave men turned as Bursard's hand started forward. They waited for the
death that they deenmed certain. A strange sound made them stare anew. A new
tone was com ng from sonmewhere beyond Bursard, a quivering |laugh that carried
sini ster nockery.

Hugh Bursard was twi sting, hal fway through the opened panel. His right
hand was halted, fighting to wench itself free of an unseen grasp. Bl ackness
spread over Bursard's hands; a gloved fist was pressing hard upon the
murderer's fingers.

Bursard's hand rel axed. The bomb did not fall. Another hand had gai ned
it.

A powerful shove sent Bursard headl ong fromthe opening, to fall upon the
fl oor
besi de his desk.



In the opening stood The Shadow, barely discernible in the light fromthe
of fice. He had cone by the route that he had found before, that night when
Bursard wondered when Cranston had left the office and had taken it for
grant ed
that he had used the usual route.

Com ng upon Bursard, The Shadow had gripped the killer's hand with expert
clutch. Hs clanping fingers had squeezed Bursard's away. Hi s powerful thunb
had retained pressure on the pin. The Shadow held the bonb intact.

SLOALY, the panel began its close. Savagely, Bursard cane up fromthe
floor, to yank out a revolver that he had picked fromhis office desk. The
panel clicked shut. WIldly, Bursard turned about, hoping to shoot his way
t hrough the shattered door.

He never started that attenpt. The nen whose |lives he had threatened were
standi ng ready for him

Police revolvers spat in unison. Hugh Bursard quivered, plunged sidew se
and roll ed against the desk. Hs life ended with a last convulsion. As his
form
stilled, the voice fromthe | oud-speaker gave a final word; then ceased.

Hugh Bursard's | ast fal se-game had ended with the finish of his evil
life.

IT was a solem group that assenbled shortly afterward in Judge Noy's
pent house. Mayor Wightley was there, sorting out the mass of wealth that had
been in Bursard's bag. Elwod C ew ss and Newel| Radbourne were standing by,
wat chi ng the procedure.

Judge Noy approached Radbourne, tendered hima bank book. Radbourne
showed
amazenment when he saw a deposit, in his own nanme, to the anpunt of two hundred
t housand dol | ars. Radbourne spoke to C ewi ss, showed himthe proof of the
regai ned sum

"For Kroot," smiled Radbourne. "You won't have to appeal the case,

Clew ss.”

Mayor Wightley turned wearily fromhis task. Judge Noy suggested a trip
to the roof above. They ascended the stairs; |ooking across the city fromthe
pent house garden, they saw the Dorchester Arms. Beyond the buil ding was the
park, totally deserted. Lights showed the glimer of a snmall |ake am d the
trees.

Suddenly, a fountain rose high into the air. Bursting with the force of a
gusher, the sight resenbled a mghty geyser that had spoken from an unexpected
spot. As sprayed nist settled upon the disturbed waters, the viewers
recogni zed
t he cause.

They had seen the finish of Bursard's bonb. As usel ess as the master
crook's schenes, it had been consigned to destruction where it could do no
harm Subsiding ripples were marking the last record in the case of
Intimdation, Incorporated.

Fromw thin distant trees came a chilling token of departure; a weird
[ augh that rose to strident crescendo. Quivering, the nmockery faded, |ike an
echo of the water's spl ash

The Shadow s triunph was conpl ete.

But from fadi ng nockery the triunph laugh of The Shadow woul d swel |l back
in strident challenge, as the Master of Darkness heard the fateful words,
"Vengeance Is Mne!" Hs would be the task, in the future, to conbat a
retribution as deep as the hatred in the black heart of a rmurderous killer

"Vengeance Is Mne!" was the cry that reached The Shadow.



THE END



