VENGEANCE | S M NE!
by Maxwel | G ant

As originally published in "The Shadow Magazi ne," January 1, 1937.

Sol emm were these words fromthe mind of a mad crinmnal - but it was The
Shadow who neted out the repayment, with a stern justice that brooked no
t hwart i ng!

CHAPTER |
CRI ME' S BLAST

NEW YORK |l ay lulled that night.

Too lulled to pl ease The Shadow, as he viewed broad avenues and narrow
streets fromthe passing wi ndow of a |inousine.

Traffic was as heavy as usual. Sidewal ks had their full quota of
pedestrians. Changing lights fornmed a colorful nedley that added to the city's
nmotion. Yet, to The Shadow, the scene had perceptibly slowed. He could sense
t he sl ackened pul se throbs of the netropolis.

Beneath the brilliance of Manhattan |ay hi dden enem es agai nst whom The
Shadow waged constant war. They were nen of crine - who lurked; then struck
Most dangerous of these were the ones who waited until times when New York
seened placid; for then the [ aw woul d be | east ready to oppose them

In his canpai gns agai nst crime, The Shadow had di scovered that the city
itself was an index to activities in the underworld. When crimedom was acti ve,
| esser crooks would be on the nmove. Rubbing shoulders with the popul ace, those
small fry invariably created a tension. Like a manmoth creature, the city
woul d
show nervous synptoms. New York would vibrate in its notion.

Toni ght's snoothness told that crime was |atent. There was a reason why
t he hidden underworld lay quiet. Recently, men of crime had been bal ked at
every turn. Their thrusts had been nmet pronptly by the law. Routed in battle,
nobsters had been pursued, even to the confines of their hide-outs.

So-cal l ed big-shots had fled from Manhattan. Their henchmen had scattered
to the hinterlands. They knew who was responsible for their defeats. The
Shadow, penetrating to the very council roons of crine, had been prepared for
every evil nove. He was the one who had made the counterthrusts.

Crime's conpl ete coll apse had produced the singular cal mess that The
Shadow coul d sense throughout the city. In that quiet |lay danger. There were
ot hers besi de The Shadow who could feel the lull. They were nen of supercrine,
hi dden masters of evil who had |l ong bided their tine, awaiting the right
opportunity to enmbark upon insidious canpaigns.

Sonmewhere in New York, an unknown plotter night have already recogni zed
that this was the tinme he wanted. Invariably, a lull like this marked the rise
of some formidable foe of justice, whomonly The Shadow coul d cut down. If
t hat
pl otter chose to nove, The Shadow coul d counter only after the first thrust
arrived.

SOVETI MES, even masters of crime unwittingly let straws flurry in the
wi nd. The Shadow had encountered cases where such wi sps had reached the
know edge of the police, only to be overlooked. If there was any inkling of
com ng crinme avail able, The Shadow i ntended to uncover it. That was why he was
riding in the |inousine.

The big car swung into an avenue where traffic was light. It pulled up in
front of a gray-stone building, an old but well-kept edifice that bore an



appearance of wealth and influence. This was the exclusive Cobalt d ub, the
nost hi gh-toned rendezvous in New York. The Cobalt C ub boasted a ten-year
waiting list for menbership; hence persons who were already menbers regarded
t hemsel ves as fortunate.

Among the present nmenbers was Ral ph Weston, police comi ssioner of New
York City. Proud of the distinction that the Cobalt Cub gave him Weston
visited the gray-stoned portal s whenever he found occasion. Since crinme had
qui eted in New York, the police conmi ssioner had idle evenings. The Shadow
knew
that he would find Weston at the club

VWen he alighted fromthe |inousine, The Shadow presented a nuch
di fferent
appear ance than the one with which he was usually identified. Law and
under wor | d
al i ke knew The Shadow as a being in black. O oaked shoul ders; a downturned hat
brimthat shaded all features except a pair of blazing eyes; thin-gloved hands
that gripped huge autonatics; hidden lips, ever ready with a nocking |augh of
chal | enge - those were the outstanding points of description that defined The
Shadow. None of those details fitted himin his present guise.

The lights beneath the marquee that fronted the Cobalt C ub showed The
Shadow as a tall, calmfaced personage of |eisurely bearing. Hi s features,
somewhat hawki sh, were i mobile; alnost masklike. Attired in evening cl ot hes,
The Shadow had the distingui shed appearance that nmarked himas a nenber of the
Cobalt Club. Both the tall doorman and the chunky cab starter recognized him
as
such.

VWhen he visited the Cobalt C ub, The Shadow passed as Lanont Cranston
mllionaire life menber, close friend of Police Comi ssioner Ral ph Weston

The doorman, slightly taller than The Shadow, tipped his hat and bowed.
The squatty starter, about to assign the |linmousine to a choice space, |earned
that M. Cranston no |longer wanted the car. The linmpusine pulled away while
t he
doorman was ushering The Shadow i nto the | obby.

JUST inside the door, a pudgy-faced nan brushed past The Shadow and
brusquel y questioned the door man:

"Are you sure that messenger hasn't come yet?"

"Not yet, M. Zanwood," replied the doorman. "Both the starter and nysel f
are on the | ookout for him"

"I can't wait rmuch longer." Zanwood jerked a watch fromhis pocket. "I am
| eaving for Boston on a late train, but I may want to go to ny apart ment
first."”

"I understand, sir."

Zanwood began to pace inpatiently, confining hinself to the small area
just inside the door. The doorman spoke politely to The Shadow

"Comm ssi oner Weston is in the library, M. Cranston. He expects you
there, sir."

Strolling toward the Iibrary, which opened fromthe | obby, The Shadow
found the police conmissioner in the broad doorway. Weston was a nan of
mlitary appearance, straight-shoul dered and ponpous even to his well-clipped,
short - poi nted nustache. He had eyed the scene at the doorway; he spoke
i ndi gnantly as he shook hands wi th The Shadow.

"That fellow Zanwood is a bounder!" asserted Weston. "Bah! For all his
i nportance as a Wall Street operator, he does not belong in this club. How did
he ever manage to pass the adm ttance conmttee, Cranston?"

"Ceorge Zanwood is a life nenber,"” remarked The Shadow. "He joi ned the
Cobalt C ub about six years ago, before the bars were raised.”

Weston wi nced. The statenent had a doubl e significance. It nmeant that
Zanwood mi ght have been lucky in joining the Cobalt Cub; but it also placed



t he pudgy-faced man in an exclusive class to which nore recent nenbers -

i ncludi ng Weston - did not belong. One of Weston's greatest disappointnents
was

the fact that the Cobalt Cub no | onger granted |ife menberships.

"Let us go into the library," suggested Weston, abruptly. Then, as an
afterthought, he added, "These life nenmbers. Hunph! It's time a few of them
died off!"

Weston was forgetful in that statement, for his friend Cranston happened
to be a life menber of the club. However, The Shadow merely indulged in a
qui et
smle, for he knew that Weston referred specifically to George Zanwood.

IN a corner of the library, Conmi ssioner Weston began to chat on the
subj ect that pleased himnost: his own activities as police conm ssioner
Weston found a ready listener in his friend Cranston, but he did not suspect
the reason for The Shadow s attentiveness.

Weston had a penchant for recounting odd cases that cane to the notice of
the police. Ninety-nine per cent of themwere chaff; but in one out of a
hundred, The Shadow found somet hing of note that had escaped Weston entirely.
Those rare clues could prove worthwhile, particularly at a time when The
Shadow
expected noves from sonme hidden hand of supercrinme. Unfortunately, the
i nci dents
that Weston recounted on this occasion were dry and pointl ess.

As Weston tal ked, his voice rose higher. Wth every pause, a sharp "ahent
cane froma corner of the library. A wthery old club nmenber naned
Thr ocknort on
was mulling through his newspaper and did not enjoy the disturbance that
Weston's tones created.

olivious to Throcknorton's coughs, Weston kept on tal king. At last, old
Throcknorton flung his newspaper aside and pounded the table beside him

West on | ooked around to see the old man rising, to stalk in spindly
fashion fromthe library. It dawned on himthat he had violated the first rule
of the Cobalt Cub, that called for absolute silence in the library. Wston
spoke quickly to The Shadow.

"Come, Cranston," suggested the conmi ssioner, "let us go to the
grillroom
We can talk better there.”

Wth that, Weston hurried after Throcknorton and overtook the old man
bef ore he reached the | obby. Wston was conplete in his apol ogy; but
Throcknorton did not want to be appeased. Wien The Shadow j oi ned the pair,

t hey
were still noving toward the doorway that led to the | obby, Weston's hunbl e
excuses mngling with Throcknmorton's outraged cackl e.

Cl ose by the two, The Shadow | ooked out into the | obby. He saw George
Zanwood suddenly stop pacing beside the door. The doorman had stepped out to
t he sidewal k; Zanwood hurried to join him A few seconds |ater, Zanwood cane
back, carrying a bag that |ooked like a physician's satchel. The tall doorman
was follow ng cl ose behind Zanwood.

The pudgy man halted within five paces. The Shadow saw a puzzl ed | ook on
his face; with it, Zanwood inclined his ear toward the bag. He had raised the
satchel with one hand; with the other, he beckoned quickly to the doorman.

It was too late for The Shadow to reach them Even a shouted warning
woul d
have been usel ess, for the uniformed doorman, |ike Zanwood, had recognized
what
was wrong. He was reaching to yank open the door, while Zanwood was turning to
dash outside with the bag.



IN that instant, however, The Shadow perforned another action. Weeling,
he | aunched hinmsel f upon Weston and Throcknmorton; hurled the pair backward
from
the I obby into the library, bowing thembodily against a table near an inner
corner. As the arguing nen sprawl ed, a huge, gl ass-shaded | anp pitched from
t he
table to the floor, ahead of them

The shatter of that falling | anp was never heard. Before it had time to
crash to the floor, a trenmendous blast sounded fromthe outer door of the
Cobalt C ub. The roar of that explosion drowned all else.

Fol | owi ng Weston and Throcknorton, The Shadow conpl eted a dive that
carried himjust free of the hoisted debris that came with the concussion

Tiled floor and walls were winging fromthe | obby, like shells in a barrage.
Chunks of shattered chandeliers, pieces of mahogany woodwork, masses of
pl ast er

cane as added bonbardnent.

Vol cani ¢ flame acconpani ed the blast; walls of masonry shook as though an
earth trenor had seized them The air quivered with the shock; it left
ear druns
ringing after the thunderous echoes had died. In their corner, Wston and
Throcknorton lay nomentarily stunned by the catacl ysm

Flattened on the floor within the library, The Shadow saw that the
bl ast's
ef fect had ended. Rising, he gazed toward the space that had once been the
| obby
of the Cobalt O ub. That scene was a void.

A chasm had replaced the tiled floor. The great front door of the club

was
gone; with it, the whole front of the building had been bani shed. The Shadow
could see the shreds of the marquee; beyond that, the avenue, littered with

nmasses of gray stone.

CGeorge Zanwood had vani shed; with himhad perished the uniforned doornan.
Rut hl ess nurder had been done, with Zanwood as its victim The doornman, a nere
byst ander, had been slain also. Only The Shadow s quick action had saved three
other lives: his own, and those of Weston and Throcknorton

Crime's blast had arrived. A master crook had struck in The Shadow s own
domain. Wth his first thrust, the nmurderer of George Zanwood had al nost
gai ned
The Shadow as an added victim

CHAPTER |
THE MESSENGER CLUE

DUST had settled am d the ruins of the | obby when Comm ssi oner Weston
joined The Shadow at the library door. The chaotic scene awed Weston; made him
shudder when he realized how cl ose he had been to death. In bew | dered tone,
he
gul ped:

"What - what was it, Cranston? How did you guess - how did you know what
was com ng?"

"Zanwood's bag arrived," replied The Shadow. "I saw himtake it fromthe
doorman. Fromthe startled way in which they acted, | knew that they had heard
the ticking of a bonb."

"Then they were blown to atons -

"Yes. The Cobalt Club is short one |life nenber and a doornan."

The Shadow s statement was a solemm one. It brought a pang to Weston. The
conmi ssi oner renenbered his own remark about |ife nenbers dying off; he



realized that it could be interpreted to nmean that he had wanted Zanwood's
death. The grimess of the situation was sufficient to rouse Weston to
excitenent.

"I must call headquarters!" exclai ned Weston, edging out into the
shattered | obby. "W can lose no tine! The perpetrator of this outrage must be
captured! This is the work of some terrorist, who will be a nenace as |ong as
he remains at |arge!"

CGetting across the space to the front of the | obby was no small task.
Though he could guide hinself by the lights that still glowed fromthe
library,

Weston nearly canme to disaster when he tested the broken | obby fl oor

One mass of cracked tile gave under the conmi ssioner's weight and crashed
into the basement. Weston would have followed it but for The Shadow s
restraining grip. Again, Weston jarred an edge of the crumbled wall; The
Shadow
pul | ed hi mback as a gray stone dislodged and clattered al nost at Weston's
feet.

Trapped club nmenbers poked their heads froma stairway at the rear of the
| obby. They had been in the downstairs grillroomwhen the expl osion cane.

Their

pani c ended when they saw Weston and The Shadow t hreadi ng their way out to the
street. They congratul ated thensel ves because the expl osion had cone during

t he

di nner hour, when the | obby was al nost deserted.

By the time The Shadow had brought Weston past the pitfalls that bl ocked
their route, the comrissioner's need for a call to headquarters was ended.
Shrieking sirens announced the arrival of police cars. Bluecoats recogni zed
t he
conmm ssi oner, when he reached the street.

VWil e Weston was giving orders, another car pulled up; fromit stepped a
swart hy, stocky-built police inspector. Weston uttered a pl eased excl amati on
when he saw that the arrival was Joe Cardona, ace investigator of the New York
force.

Cardona had heard the explosion while riding in his police car nore than
a
dozen bl ocks fromthe Cobalt Club. He had nade a rapid trip to the |ocation of
the bl ast. Weston gave brief details and put Cardona in inmmedi ate charge of
t he
search for the man who had delivered the bonb to Zanwood

That done, Weston | ooked for a spot that would serve himas tenporary
headquarters. There was a drug store on the corner nearest the Cobalt C ub.
Acconpani ed by The Shadow, Weston strode there and comuandeered the place for
hi s own use.

PLAI N- CLOTHES nmen had arrived. Wston ordered one to | ook up Zanwood's
t el ephone nunber and call to learn if anyone was there. The call proved a
bl ank.

By that tine, Throcknmorton and ot her nenmbers of the Cobalt C ub were
arriving at the drug store. One of themwas well-acquainted with Zanwood. He
told Weston that Zanwood's famly had gone out of town; that the Wall Street
man had been staying alone at his apartnent and having his meals at the club

"W shall go to Zanwood's apartnent |ater," decided Weston. "It is naned
in the tel ephone book: the Everglades Apartments. | must make a note of the
address. "

Weston found the address and jotted it down. Hardly had he done so before
Cardona appeared, followed by two husky patrol mren who were helping a wilted
man
into the drug stone. They let the dazed fellow sink heavily into a chair.

Vst on



recogni zed the stocky cab starter who worked for the Cobalt O ub

"Found himin the gutter," explained Cardona, "half under a parked car
He's been trying to tell us sonething, comm ssioner. He nentioned a green cab
that pulled up and let out a passenger. |I'Il try to locate that hack while you
quiz this fell ow "

The druggi st provided the cab starter with a stimulant. After a gul ped
drink, the fellow revived. H s nmanner showed that he night prove a val uable
wi t ness. Weston urged himto give his story.

"I't was this way," declared the starter. "M . Zanwood kept talking to the
door man, about a bag that he expected fromthe Apex Security Co."

"He nentioned that conpany?" queried Weston. "You heard hinP"

"Sure thing," returned the stocky starter. "He's had 'emcome to the club
before, M. Zanwood has - or did, | ought to say. A couple of tines, but
brought by different nessengers. That's why | didn't suspect the fellow that
showed up tonight, only I ought to have, because the bag was funny | ooking. It
wasn't flat, like the others were.

"The guy gets out of a green cab. He asks for M. Zanwood, so | pointed
to
t he doorway. Jimmy - he was the doorman - cones out to take the bag, but the
fellow wants to be sure that M. Zanwood got it, so he starts crowding into
t he
club. I saw M. Zanwood neet himat the door. The bag was sort of changi ng
hands.

"That was the last | saw of it. The hackie in the green cab was hollering
to know i f there was a parking space. | started down the sidewal k to show hi m
one. He sawit, so | was coming back. Just then - bang! - out goes the whole
front of the club and |l eaves nme lying in the street.”

THE starter settled back in his chair, tired by his exertion. The Shadow
offered hima cigarette froma platinumcase. The fell ow accepted it eagerly.
He was shaky when he drew at the flame of The Shadow s lighter; but a few
puffs
eased him He lifted the cigarette fromhis lips to say:

"Thanks, M. Cranston."”

Weston had ordered one of his nen to call the Apex Security Co., on the
assunption that its office was still open. Wile that was bei ng done, he
guestioned the starter for a description of the man who had delivered the bonb
to Zanwood.

"He was a tall guy," declared the witness. "Shoul ders straight back. He
wal ked with a long stride; | saw that when he cane across the sidewal k. Say!
That makes ne renmenber it must have been him| saw later, just before the
bl ow- up cane! Sure enough, he was clear up here by the drug store, making tinme
with those long | egs of his, though he didn't ook |ike he was in a hurry."

"A good point," conmended Weston. "But get back to the description. Did
you see the man's face?"
"Yeah. It was kind of blunt. H's hair was dark, pretty near black, 1'd

say, and his eyes were about the sane."

"Hi s conpl exi on?"

"I couldn't say. Dark, | guess. He was a youngi sh man, though. |I'm sure
of
that."

The starter's recollection ended. Weston was called to the tel ephone. The
Apex Security Co. was on the wire. Weston held brief conversation, hung up
t hen announced:

"The Apex Co. says that the nessenger left only five nminutes ago. It
couldn't have been their man who delivered the bag."

Cardona arrived just as the comm ssioner conpleted his statenment. Joe had
| ocated the driver of the green cab; he had the nman with him Scared, the
hacki e told how he had just parked his cab when the blast came. He had stil



been sl ouched behi nd his wheel when Cardona found him

"I picked up the fare over near Tines Square," testified the cab driver.
"On Forty-sixth Street, to be exact. He was in a hurry; asked me if | knowed
where the Cobalt C ub was, and when | said yes, he told me to hop here in a
hurry."

"Did you see his face?" quizzed Weston. "Can you descri be hinP"

"I got a look at his mug when he was payin' ne. He was usin' one hand to
get his nmoney, on account of carryin' a bag. He had his thumb on the handl e of
it. Guess he was holdin' a spring down, until he could get rid of the bag -"

"But what did he | ook |ike?"

"Hi s face | ooked dark; because his back was to the light, maybe. He had a
big chin, though. Kind of stuck it at me when he pushed his mitt in through
t he
wi ndow to give ne ny fare. Hs face was flattish, | guess; it could have
| ooked
t hat way because his cheeks bul ged up underneath his eyes."

"He was tall?"

"Yeah. A big guy. | could tell that when he was going into the door of
t he
club.™
VWen it came to mnor details, such as a description of the
bonmb-carrier's
voi ce, both the starter and the cab driver were hazy. They did define the
man' s
tone as a quick one; but that was hardly adequate, as his conversation wth
both wi tnesses had been brief and hurried.

It was a certainty that the man had taken a quick, uptown route
i mediately after delivering the bonb. The starter's recollection of the
I ong-striding figure was backed by the cab driver. The latter had parked just
south of the Cobalt Club and swore that he woul d have recogni zed his
ex- passenger, if the man had cone in his direction

FULLY ten m nutes had passed before the police had begun a proper search
of the nei ghboring bl ocks about the Cobalt O ub. The bonb carrier had profited
by that interval to clear the vicinity. Joe Cardona, however, was confi dent
t hat ot her persons woul d be found who had observed the killer's flight. They
woul d add new details of description

VWi | e Cardona was maki ng such coment, detectives brought in the
nessenger
fromthe Apex Security Co., a mld-1ooking man who carried a bag that
resenbl ed
a briefcase. The contents proved to be stocks and bonds that bel onged to
Zanwood. The dead nman had intended to take themto some custoners in Boston
They tallied with a list that the security conpany had read to Weston over the
t el ephone.

The nessenger expl ai ned that he was one of several who worked for the
Apex
Co. and other security houses. That news brought an i mredi ate response from
Vst on.

"One of the other nessengers may be responsible,’
conmi ssi oner.

"Knowi ng that securities were going to Zanwood, he could have preceded

decl ared the

t he
actual nessenger to the Cobalt Cub. Qur course is plain, Cardona. W shall go
at once to the office of the Apex Security Co. and continue our investigation
there."”

That deci ded, Weston | ooked about for his friend Cranston, only to find
that he had left the drug store. A detective explained that M. Cranston had
renenbered an appoi nt nent el sewhere; and had asked to be conducted through the



police cordon. The dick had obliged, knowing Cranston to be a friend of the
conmi ssi oner.

"I can't quite fathom Cranston," confided Weston to Cardona, as they
entered an autonobile for their ride to Vll Street. "He has an amazi ng
ability
to recogni ze sudden danger, as he denonstrated tonight; yet, ordinarily, he is
| ackadai si cal and sel dom seens to be alert.

"Here we are, Cardona, on the one trail that prom ses to solve the
nmystery, and Cranston chooses to be el sewhere.”

Conmi ssi oner Weston m ght have reversed his verdict, had he seen his
friend Cranston at that nmoment. The Shadow had al ready arrived near Times
Squar e.

There, on a side street, he was boarding a streamined taxi that seened
to
have been waiting for this particul ar passage.

VWen The Shadow spoke to the driver, his tone was whi spered. The address
t hat The Shadow gave was that of the Evergl ades Apartnents.

VWil e Weston and Cardona were traveling to the office that had done
busi ness with George Zanwood, The Shadow was naking a trip to the dead man's
resi dence.

The Shadow had chosen his own trail in preference to the |aw s.

CHAPTER 1 |
A MURDERER S SNARE

WHATEVER t he nystery enshroudi ng the death of George Zanwood, The Shadow
felt sure that it was something that had risen fromthe past. Zanwood had been
rut hl essly bonbed into oblivion, and whoever had tined the nurder did not care
if others perished. The fact that only the doorman had gone wth Zanwood was
sheer acci dent.

In his unending search for crine-nmakers, The Shadow never failed to note
matters close at hand. One of his fundamental methods was to keep tabs on the
menbers of the Cobalt Club - not because he expected to find crooks anong
t hem
but because they represented the weal thiest nmen in New York, the sort agai nst
whom crimnals would strike.

The Shadow had checked t he name of CGeorge Zanwood. The man was
pr osper ous,
precise in his business nethods. H s activities were not the sort that would
have nade hima target for crime. Yet Zanwood had been done to death in a
fashion that was not only fiendish, but well planned. Someone had wanted to
renove Zanwood so conpletely that not even a trace of himwould remain.

The Shadow s records concerni ng Zanwood began only a few years back. It
woul d be necessary to trace his earlier activities. Zanwood, hinself, could
have described them but Zanwood was dead. Therefore, The Shadow was choosi ng
t he nearest point that m ght offer evidence concerni ng Zanwood's own car eer
That point was the apartnment where the dead nan had been living al one.

Conmi ssi oner Weston had chosen a useless trail. Nothing of consequence
woul d be | earned at the Apex Security Co. No ordinary runner froma security
house would risk his life by carrying a bonb. He would know that even if he
did
deliver it, the law would i mredi ately be upon him

Weston's trail, though useless to himself, was valuable to The Shadow. It
meant that the comm ssioner woul d forget Zanwood's apartnent until later. The
Shadow, therefore, had time for his own investigation

WHEN t he cab neared the Evergl ades Apartnents, it parked sone distance



fromthe building. This cab was The Shadow s own. Its driver, Me Shrevnitz,
was a speedy hacki e whose |ife The Shadow had once saved. Moe foll owed The
Shadow s orders to the last detail; he was always in readiness for his chief's
conmand. Hence, when he parked near the Evergl ades, Me turned off the notor
and sat waiting behind the wheel

Moe did not see The Shadow alight. In fact, the keenest eyes coul d not
have spied the shrouded figure that energed in darkness. The Shadow had donned
his cloak and hat froma bag beneath the rear seat of the taxi. Garbed in
bl ackness, he was noving silently into the night. He reached the front of the
apartment house; entered its | obby like a gliding, ghostly shape.

The Evergl ades was an antiquated type of apartnent house; but its choice
| ocation had kept it filled with tenants who paid high rentals. The floors
wer e
served by an automatic el evator; encountering no one in the |obby, The Shadow
had no difficulty in reaching Zanwood' s apartnent, which occupied a rear
quarter of the fourth floor

Working with plierlike instruments of his own invention, The Shadow
opened
the lock within a few m nutes. He entered the darkness of a |arge apartnent
and
cl osed the door behind him

Investigation with a flashlight showed that the apartment was entirely
enpty. The Shadow | owered the shades in the living roomand turned on the
light. Though the gl ow could be noticed fromthe w ndows of other roons, no
out si der coul d possibly have glinpsed The Shadow.

In one corner of the living roomwas a door that |ooked like a possible
exit. The Shadow exami ned it, found it fitted with a heavy latch. Opening the
door, he saw an entrance to a steep stairway that turned at a | anding, a dozen
feet below The stairway was a fire exit, that could be reached either from
this apartment or the one that adjoined it. Familiar with this type of exit,
The Shadow knew that there would be a heavy, |atched door at the bottom of the
st ai rway.

This type of exit was always ready for people who lived in the
apartments;
but the door bel ow coul d not be opened, except with the janitor's master key.
Thus the exit was as conpletely barred as the front doors of the apartnments.

CLOSING the fire exit door, The Shadow began an inspection of Zanwood's
living room There was a witing desk in a corner; two of the drawers were
| ocked, but scratches on the nahogany surface indicated that sonmeone had
wor ked
with different keys to open them

The Shadow picked the | ocks with ease. Inside the drawers he found stacks
of papers in disarray. One space gave proof that a small batch had been
renoved. |f any docunents pertaining to Zanwood' s past had been here, they
wer e
gone.

There was a chance that a searcher had overl ooked sonething inportant;
nevert hel ess, The Shadow preferred to i nspect el sewhere before returning to
this field that had been previously searched. He went to a table in a corner
found its drawer enpty. A bookcase was |ikew se barren of results, even though
The Shadow was conplete in his quick search

Straight across the living roomfromthe fire exit was a square-shaped
cabi net mounted on a pedestal. It served a double purpose. It was a humi dor
wher ei n Zanwood evidently kept his tobacco and cigars. It was also a stand for
t he tel ephone that rested upon it. There was a chair and reading | anp cl ose
by.

Evidently, Zanwood's favorite spot was cl ose beside the square-shaped hum dor

St oopi ng beside the stand, The Shadow observed that it had no | ock



nerely

a small knob that controlled a catch to keep the door shut. There were faint
scrat ches, though, beside that knob; they were much |ike the marks on the

| ocks

of the desk drawers. Only The Shadow woul d have observed that oddity. It

i npressed himparticularly, for here there was no | ock to pick

I nstead of opening the foot-square door, The Shadow lifted the tel ephone
fromthe top of the hum dor stand. He wedged a thin piece of bladelike stee
bet ween the sides of the stand and the top. Careful prying enabled himto
| oosen the top of the stand. He lifted it away, to find a copper lining
riveted
beneat h.

The Shadow made short work of the rivets. Lifting away the top section of
the Iining, he saw the interior of the hum dor. It contained two boxes of
cigars. The Shadow renpved them and exam ned the remmining sections of the
copper lining.

He noted sharp scratches on the inside copper of the door; the screw that
hel d the catch was projecting slightly inward, and hooked about it was a tight
bit of wire that had been broken away.

THE hum dor had been fixed as a death trap. Sonmeone had entered the
apartment, opened the humi dor and renoved the cigar boxes to insert a bonmb
i nstead. The knob had been fixed, with an inside wire connection, so that a
sinmple turn woul d snap the detonator of the bomb. Had Zanwood come to his
apartment and opened the humi dor, he woul d have been bl asted to not hi ngness
here, instead of at the Cobalt C ub

Two killers had teanmed to get Zanwood. Tools of a supercrook who want ed
Zanwood' s death, each of those workers had undertaken a different course to
make sure of the victims doom One had fixed a bonb in the hum dor, while the
other had carried a bag to the Cobalt C ub

Wt hout question, the man who had succeeded at the Cobalt C ub had
promptly contacted his fellow worker in crime. The second man had decided to
renove the bonb that he had placed in the humidor, as it was no | onger needed,
and replace the cigars. Hs task was no easy one, since the thing had been set
to blow the nonent that the knob was turned.

The Shadow coul d picture two active workers. One - a man with iron nerve

who had handed Zanwood the bag, nade strides for safety, called his pal by
t el ephone and arranged to cover the apartnent afterward. The other - an expert
who coul d handl e expl osives; who did not fear to plant bonmbs and renove them
The Shadow had taken no chances with the humidor; he had known that the
bonb might still be inside it. Finding the bonb gone, The Shadow sinply cl osed
t he door of the humidor; then put the cigar boxes in at the top. He repl aced
t he copper lining, wedged it in place and added the wooden top of the cabinet.
Wth one hand resting on the stout humi dor, The Shadow started to reach
for the tel ephone. He nmade the nove nechanically, for his thought were
concerned with his surroundi ngs. The Shadow was pl anni ng his next nove. H s
eyes were fixed on a wall mirror that hung just above the humidor. Fromthe
mrror, The Shadow coul d see the major portion of the Iiving room
He saw the door of the fire exit. A novenent of that barrier nmade him
pause. The door was edgi ng i nward. Soneone had unl ocked it fromthe other side
and was peering through the darkened crack. As token of an inmredi ate nenace,
The Shadow saw a netal barrel slide noiselessly through the space at the edge
of the door.
Mur der ous nen had not been far from Zanwood's apartnent. They had seen
t he
[ight conme on there. One, at least, had returned by the fire tower, to which
t he
pair nust have gai ned access with a stolen key. A steady hand had opened t hat



door; the sane firmfist was covering The Shadow with a gun nuzzle.

ALL that flashed instantly to The Shadow s m nd, together with the
know edge that the hidden foenman was taking deliberate aim Al that stayed
t he
hand of the nurderer was The Shadow s own slow notion. The killer at the inner
door did not suspect that his presence was known.

One fal se nove woul d have been fatal to The Shadow. Time was too short to
draw a gun, then wheel and open fire. That rnurderer woul d bl aze away,
pr ot ect ed
by the bul k of the door. The Shadow s fire would be futile. He was in a
lighted
room it was a dozen feet to the wall switch by the outer door

Steadily, The Shadow s eyes renuai ned fixed upon the mrror, watching the
slow notion of the leveled gun. His right hand ceased its notion toward the
tel ephone; it came slowy upward, like his left, it gripped the hum dor stand.

In one brief second, The Shadow had devi sed a daring course that would
put
himon equal terns with the eneny who sought his Iife. Miscles taut, The
Shadow
was ready to deliver a surprise that would nullify the sure aim of the hidden
mar ksman

Thi s apartment had agai n become a nmurderer's snare; but The Shadow had
found a way to break the trap.

CHAPTER | V
BURSTS | N THE DARK

LEVELED, the gun nuzzle gave a slight downward tilt, as its owner took
perfect sight along the barrel. It was the instant that The Shadow wanted; the
nmonent when the marksnman, fully confident, would expect no nove fromhis
bl ack- cl oaked target.

The Shadow wheel ed away fromthe mrror. H s twi st was a speedy spin,
straight toward the door fromwhich death threatened. There was reason for the
power that The Shadow put into that whirl. Wth him his gripping hands were
bringi ng a needed obj ect.

The Shadow had wrested the hum dor stand from beside the wall. H's |ong
arms swung it like a bludgeon; his hands released it. A flying barrier, the
bl ocky stand scaled on a dead | evel toward the fire exit door

The hurling nove was a split-second ahead of the killer's trigger
squeeze.

The gun spoke while the hum dor was traveling the direct path between the

pi st ol

muzzl e and The Shadow. The marksnman never wavered; his barking gun tongued a
straight bullet that splintered the woodwork of the hum dor cabinet. Had that
flying bul wark been wood al one, the slug would have travel ed through to reach
The Shadow.

The copper lining was the real shield upon which The Shadow counted. The
metal did its part. Deflected by one layer, the bullet failed to cl eave the
second. Nor could the flying chunk of |ead stop the inpetus of The Shadow s
hurl. The splintered hum dor ramed the door edge squarely at the spot where
t he gun proj ect ed.

The gun half jolted fromhis hand, the killer had no chance for new aim
whi | e The Shadow renmained within his inmediate range of fire. By the tinme he
had wedged the door farther open, to jab his gun deeper in the room The
Shadow
had reached the wall switch with a I ong, accurate dive. The killer caught a



flash of swirling blackness; then the roomwas plunged into darkness.

Leaping fromthe fire exit, the man with the gun bl azed three shots for
the wall switch. Silence followed the gun bursts. Wth a nuttered oath, the
killer produced a flashlight and flicked its rays on the wall. He was noving
forward as he used the |ight.

He stopped short; this time, snarled words in Spani sh cane spontaneously
fromhis lips. It was not his usual |anguage, for his nutters had been in
English. Evidently, this hardened killer reserved a Spanish epithet for tinmes
when he experienced total surprise.

The space below the wall switch was vacant. No bl ack-cl oaked figure |ay
upon the floor. The Shadow had not stopped his swift swirl when he reached
t hat
point. He had faded farther in the darkness, toward a spot of safety.

The killer had supposed that The Shadow, if still alive, would fire in
return. That guess was wong. The Shadow had tricked his eneny; and with
doubl e
purpose. First, to bring the man fromhis spot of security behind the fire
door ;
second, to produce a hand-to-hand struggle in which the assassin could be
captured alive. For The Shadow was positive that this man was the one who had
delivered the bonb to Zanwood. The rogue forned a direct link to the unknown
mast er crook who had plotted Zanwood's rmurder

BEFORE the startled marksman could realize how fully he had been tricked,
The Shadow surged upon himfromthe darkness. The flashlight was extingui shed
as it skimmed across the floor. The killer's wild swing of the pistol was net
by the clashing return stroke fromone of The Shadow s automatics. Sl edging
hard, The Shadow drove the pistol fromthe assassin's grasp.

The fighters |locked. In the darkness, The Shadow recogni zed t hat he had
met a powerful grappler. The nan was big, but wiry despite his size. H's
shoul ders were not broad in proportion to his height, and he had a way of
shifting themto elude The Shadow s clutch. The big man's mi stake was in not
recogni zing this grapple as a nmere prelimnary. He did not guess that The
Shadow was shifting himinto position for a jujutsu hold.

The right tinme cane. Tense in the darkness, both strugglers seened equal
but The Shadow was ready to give the big man a |l ong hoi st through the air. The
fellow s snarls in English, with occasional words of Spanish, seened of little
help to him They aided, however, without the big man knowing it. Those
nout hed
wor ds covered a sound fromthe outer door

That door swung open suddenly - even w thout The Shadow expecting it. In
fromthe doorway cane a husky man of m ddl ewei ght proportions, his face
obscured because the Iight was behind him The Shadow saw broad shoul ders, a
head thrust forward in turtlish fashion. He knew that this was the second of
the killers - the man who had planted the hum dor bonb and renoved it.

To neet the niddl eweight, The Shadow di sposed of the big man in a hurry.
Lungi ng forward, he snapped back like a trip hamer and scal ed the big rogue
over his shoul ders, headl ong toward the w ndow.

Even before the big man thudded the floor, The Shadow was swinging to
neet
his new adversary. He met the m ddl ewei ght's charge; stopped the downward
drive
of a gun hand. A nonment later, he had the fellow off his feet and was whirling
hi m hel pl essly toward the center of the room

The ni ddl ewei ght sagged; lost his clutch conpletely. The Shadow whi pped
hi m si dewi se to conplete his daze. Lunging toward the corner by the fire exit,
The Shadow was pl anni ng an abrupt stop when the unexpected came. The big man
on
the floor, though half groggy, managed a |ucky grab at The Shadow s ankl e.



That
nove conpl etely changed the cli max.

Carried by his own |lunge, The Shadow | ost his hold upon the second man;
he
tripped, and dived toward the wall. Hi s hands, thrust ahead of him found
vacancy. Headl ong, The Shadow pl unged t hrough t he open doorway of the fire
exit
and somrersaulted down the steps, to finish with a crash upon the |anding.

THE big man cane to hands and knees, snapped a harsh conmmand to his
shaken
pal . The other canme up beside the wall; supplied the glow of a flashlight. By
the glimrer, the big man found his gun and his own flashlight. He rose and
flicked a glare of light down the fire tower steps.

There, he saw The Shadow in notion. The cl oaked fighter had taken the
fal
with the skill of a professional tunbler. Instinctively, The Shadow had drawn
an
automatic; though he had lost all sense of direction, the flashlight's shaft
gave hima target.

Wthout waiting to take sure aim The Shadow rai sed his arm and jabbed
shots upward. Bullets sizzled past the ear of the big assassin above.

The killer did not chance a return fire. He flattened on the fl oor
grabbed the fire exit door and slamred it shut. He knew what conbat with The
Shadow coul d nean; he did not care to risk it further. Al that he wanted was
a
chance for a get-away, out through the front of the apartnment, taking his
smaller pal with him

The crook's nove struck The Shadow, a few seconds |ater. Though his head
was swi mm ng, The Shadow recogni zed the qui ckest course by which he could
follow the fleeing men. That was down through the fire tower. Finding a
flashlight, The Shadow stunbled down the stairs, hoping to cut off his enem es
bef ore they coul d make a get-away outside.

Reaching the | atched bottom door, The Shadow yanked it inward. He cane
into the confines of a blind alleyway behind the apartnment house. Finding the
right direction, he made for the front street. A coupe slithered past the
outlet while The Shadow was on the way. Conming out into the glare of a street
| anp, The Shadow saw the small car turn the corner

Across the street, Me Shrevnitz saw The Shadow and pointed after the
speedi ng car. Then Mbe sensed that sonething was w ong; otherw se, The Shadow
woul d not have come blindly out into the Iight. Me scranbled fromthe wheel
dashed across the street to neet his chief. The Shadow was already in swft
noti on.

Pushi ng Mbe asi de, The Shadow sprang for the wheel of the taxi. Me was
just intine to leap into the back seat when the cab roared away. From his
unusual post, the cabby watched The Shadow, saw the cl oaked driver produce an
automatic, to have the gun in readiness. Wiirling the corner, The Shadow
spotted the Iights of the coupe, four blocks ahead.

THE chase that foll owed made Mde's own feats of driving fade into
i nsignificance. That fall down the steps had jolted The Shadow badly; his m nd
was working in one channel only. He was out to overtake the coupe; and his

driving skill proved uncanny. The car ahead had dodged into another street. It
weaved at every corner; yet The Shadow picked up the trail at every turn.
Sirens were shrilling, telling that the police had | earned of the chase.

At one corner, coupe and taxi cab whizzed by so fast that they left a patro
car
at its post. At another block, the coupe lurched left; the cab followed it so



rapidly that a second patrol car mssed the turn conpletely. There woul d be
nore, however; they mght cut in from anywhere.

The Shadow had cut the distance to a single block. He | essened that by a
third as the coupe took another corner. They were heading toward the river.
Ahead, high to the right, |oomed the superstructure of an East River bridge.
There were only two outlets fromthe street.

The first was a narrow t horoughfare to the right - a blind alley that was
stopped by the high ranp to the bridge. The second, farther on, was a street
to
the left that ran parallel to the river. That was the outlet that the coupe
want ed.

Just as The Shadow viewed this scene, a police car swng in fromthe
t horoughfare that fringed the river. Turning right, the police car was com ng
head-on toward the coupe, certain to block its path. Crooks were in a bad
spot ;
for The Shadow was hot behind them Their only course was to take the little
street that went off to the right, even though it ended blind within half a
bl ock.

The coupe made the swerve. The Shadow saw quick notion fromthe man
besi de
the driver. He spied the police car veering wide, hoping to cut into the blind
street before The Shadow s cab arrived.

Instantly, The Shadow performed an amazi ng nove; for he had foreseen a
cat astrophe to cone.

G ving the cab the gas, The Shadow beat the police car to the turn.
Instead of swinging right, he jamed the brakes and cut hard toward the police
car, forcing it to the curb. Skidding around at the entrance of the blind
street, The Shadow al one coul d see events at the inner end of that
t horoughfare, for the police car had overrun it.

THE two nmen had halted their coupe at the buttress of the bridge.
Scranbling fromthe car, they were finding a way fromthe cul -de-sac, through
a
br oken fence beneath the bridge pillars. Their scurry was quick; they were
gone
al nrost as soon as The Shadow spied them They had need for haste.

Fi ve seconds passed; barely time enough for irate policenen to scranble
fromtheir halted car and dash over toward The Shadow s cab. Then cane the
shock that left the officers rooted.

Unl i ke The Shadow, they did not expect it.

A sudden flare spouted fromthe coupe - a fountain of blaze that |ighted
the dullish structure of the big bridge. Air quivered with that vol canic
bur st ;
hard upon it cane a boom ng roar that echoed fromthe steel girders above.

The coupe vani shed |ike a bursting cannon cracker. High in the air went
chunks of netal, slivers of paling fromthe board fence. Debris bonbed
everywhere; strips of rubber tires and | oosened cobbl estones settled in the
space where the shattered car had been

W ndows from old houses answered with their tinkle. Cars passing on the
bri dge above quivered and came to quick stops. The | ast sounds canme fromthe
fall of the coupes broken fenders; a license plate dropped with themfromthe
dar kness above.

Two nurderous nen had escaped. To halt the chase, they had set off the
bonb that they had taken from Zanwood's apartnent; it had been stowed in their
car when they had gone back to neet The Shadow. Viciously, they had hoped to
massacre their pursuers.

It dawned upon the police that the bl ocking tactics of the cab had saved
them but the rescued officers had no chance to ask questions or give thanks.
As they stared, bew ldered, into the vacancy of the blind street, they heard



The Shadow s cab pull away.

Headi ng toward the river, The Shadow took the turn to the left. He chose
a
weavi ng course fromstreet to street; then halted. Warily, he stepped to the
curb; notioned Mbe to take the wheel. Wien the cab started again, The Shadow
was reclining in the back seat.

Though his head still throbbed, The Shadow had regai ned his ful
faculties. That expl osion, which he had instinctively foreseen, had been
sufficient to dispel the last traces of his daze. He realized that he had
carried on the desperate chase through set determ nation al one.

A grimlaugh whi spered from The Shadow s lips. It was one of solemn
foreboding; it told that he considered his quest a failure, even though he had
driven two foenmen to nmaddened neasures and saved the lives of the officers in
the patrol car.

Menacing men were still at large. Tools of a supercrook would be ready
for
new rmurder, if their naster commanded. The Shadow coul d foresee com ng doom
for
others |ike George Zanwood, if such victims were slated for destruction

CHAPTER V
FACTS FOR THE LAW

LATE the next afternoon, Conmi ssioner Weston entered the Merrinmac O ub
where nenbers of the Cobalt C ub had found tenporary wel come and shelter from
t he hubbub of Manhattan. Weston nmerely stopped there to give the place his
stanp of approval; but as he | ooked into the | ounge, he spied his friend
Cranston seated by the wi ndow. Weston approached.

"Hell o, Cranston," greeted the commissioner. "l suppose that you have
read
t he newspapers and have, therefore, |earned about the second expl osion that
occurred | ast night?"

The Shadow nodded, as though the matter scarcely interested him He was
playing the leisurely role of Cranston in his nost effective style.

"We took the wong trail last night," adnmtted Weston, ruefully. "W
shoul d have gone to Zanwood's apartnent instead of the Apex Security Co. Wile
we were checking the air-tight alibis of the Apex Co.'s nessengers, the actua
crimnal visited Zanwood's apartnent.”

"I read about it in the papers," renmi nded The Shadow. "Apparently, they
encountered sonme trouble there.”

"They?" queried Weston. "Just whom do you nean by 'they'? W are
sear chi ng
for a lone crimnal - a terrorist who seens to be determ ned in his purpose of
bl asting helpless victins into eternity. W are after one nman; not several."

Wth that, Weston decided to explain matters thoroughly to his friend.
Seating hinself, the conm ssioner gave the law s version of the whol e case.

It began with the previous afternoon, when the janitor of the Evergl ades
Apartnments had missed the master keys that he kept in his little office. At
dusk, he had heard sonmeone in the office; he had found the keys back where
t hey
bel onged. Up the street, the janitor had spied a man clinbing into an old
coupe.

"One man only," enphasized Weston, with a wag of his forefinger. "The
janitor could see himthrough the rear wi ndow, taking his place behind the
wheel . Then the car drove away."

"The man was tall ?" questioned The Shadow, reflectively.

"OfF course. The janitor said that he was stooping as he entered his
coupe." Weston paused to snile triunphantly. "There you have it, Cranston. A



tall man at Zanwood's apartnment. The very man who, later, arrived at the
Cobal t
Cub."

The Shadow made no comment. He saw how the commi ssi oner had decei ved
hi nsel f. Any nman of average hei ght woul d have to stoop to get into the coupe
The man that the janitor had spotted was probably the m ddl ewei ght. He had
duplicated the naster keys and had planted the bomb in Zanwood' s humi dor

SINCE The Shadow made no comment, Weston proceeded with his details. The
janitor figured in the story. He had seen the sane coupe crui se past the
apartment house, a short while later. Then canme the testinony of a patrol man
who had seen the sane car parked a few bl ocks away. The coupe had been enpty
at
the tine; the patrol man remenbered it because it was just barely the required
di stance froma fire plug. The officer had thought it necessary to neasure the
car's position.

That incident, according to Weston, proved that the occupant of the coupe
had started for the Cobalt C ub, choosing to take a taxicab for the finish of
the journey, rather than risk the trip in his own car. After handing the bonb
to Zanwood, he had cone back to his coupe. Since everything was qui et near the
Evergl ades Apartnents, he had for some reason decided to enter Zanwood's
apart ment.

There, the crook had opened gunfire. He had nade a hurried flight, riding
away in his coupe. A chance taxicab had pursued him spurred to the chase by
t he sound of police car sirens. The crook had driven his coupe into a blind
alley near a big bridge; there, he had bl own up his car and escaped.

The driver of the pursuing cab had m ssed the turn, probably through bad
handl i ng of the wheel. That had been fortunate, though, for the cab had
bl ocked
an incomng police car. Neither machine had driven into the blind street;
hence
both were safe when the bl ast cane.

The Shadow repressed a smile when Weston referred to the bad managenent
of
the taxicab. He realized that his departure had made the nen fromthe patro
car
fail to appreciate their rescue.

"So you see, Cranston," sunmed Weston, "we have traced the nmovenents of
the man whom we seek. W are after a lone hand; a terrorist who carried a
second bonb to bl ow up sone other hapl ess person |ike Zanwood."

"You spoke of gunfire at the apartnent," rem nded The Shadow. "I read
about it in the newspapers. That would indicate nore than one person
conmi ssi oner . "

"Not nore than one crimnal," returned Wston. "Such nen woul d not have
been firing at thenselves. There was only one man, Cranston; that nuch is
obvi ous. The gunfire proves sinply that the crim nal became excited. He mnust
have t hought that he heard soneone outside of Zanwood's apartnent. So he
opened
fire and ran away."

The Shadow did not appear fully convinced. Wston chuckl ed, as he added
further details.

"The patrol man who saw t he parked coupe took its |icense nunber,"
decl ared
Weston. "That was just before he nade the nmeasurenent fromthe fire plug. The
janitor recalled the nunber when we showed it to him The nunber tallies with
a
broken license plate found at the spot where the coupe expl oded bel ow t he East
Ri ver bridge. Hence, there is conplete evidence to support our well-fornmed
t heory."



TH' S was news that The Shadow had not yet heard. It aroused his interest.
Weston saw a slight fading of the listlessness that dom nated the features of
Cranston. The change ended; when The Shadow spoke, his question was scarcely
nore than casual

"You have traced the owner of the coupe?”

"Yes," replied Wston. "He is a patient in a hospital on Long Island. A
man named Burl and, who underwent an operation three days ago. He had left his
car on a parking lot not far fromthe hospital

"The I ot is managed by a man naned Jerry Luffrey, who also sells used

cars. Cardona found that Luffrey thought the coupe was still on the lot. It
was

stolen fromthere and had not been m ssed. Since Burland had tal ked about
selling it for five hundred dollars, Luffrey will be out that sum

"However, that is irrelevant. Burland is in the hospital. Luffrey is a
| oser. Neither knew that the car was gone; and inquiry has failed to show how,
when, or by whomit was stolen.”

The Shadow becane reflective. Weston wat ched hi mpl easantly, confident
that his friend Cranston was at last willing to concede that the | aw had done
a
t horough job. At last, The Shadow indulged in a quiet snile; made a slight
gesture toward the doorway of the | ounge room

"Look, commissioner," he remarked, dryly. "There are sone nore fossils
fromthe Cobalt Cub. The poor chaps | ook bewildered in their new setting.
am
quite sorry for them"

Weston frowned. He was pi qued because The Shadow had changed the subject.
He renmenbered, though, that it was Cranston's usual way.

"I happen to be a nenber of the Merrimac C ub," resuned The Shadow, in

t he

even tone of Cranston. "Therefore, in a sense, | ama host to nmy fell ow
nmenber s

of the Cobalt Cub. | have tried to nake themfeel at home. | had | ong chats

with several of themtoday."

Weston started to rise. He had business el sewhere; not tinme to waste in
listening to the plight of old fogies who had been forced to abandon
temporarily the peaceful surroundings of their beloved Cobalt Cub. Still in a
refl ective tone, The Shadow renmarked:

"Some of those old chaps are amazingly outspoken. They have good
nmenori es,
too. It surprised me, the caustic way in which they criticized George Zanwood,
when | happened to nention his nane."

"What's that?" Weston was abrupt; then, angrily: "There was not hing
agai nst Zanwood. W have | ooked into his business, thoroughly. He had handl ed
all his transactions in a manner which was entirely aboveboard."

The Shadow nodded hi s agreemnent.

"Six years in the security business," added Weston. "A high financi al
rati ng. Reputed capital nore than one hundred thousand dollars. That sums
Zanwood' s position. Hunph! What fault can those old blatherskites find with
that? Wn't they recognize a man's nmerit unless he is worth nore than a
mllion
dol | ars?"

"Their criticismof Zanwood was not unfounded,"” replied The Shadow. "Sone
of them knew facts concerning his earlier career; details that were | earned
t oo
|ate to prevent Zanwood becoming a life nenmber of the Cobalt Cub."

VWESTON sat down i medi ately. He realized that he had m ssed sonething



important. In tracing Zanwood's past, Weston had been so inpressed with the
si x-year record that he had gone no further back, except to check the fact
t hat

Zanwood had once been a security sal esman.

"Zanwood once sol d bonds," declared The Shadow, confirm ng Weston's
know edge. "He worked for a good house; but he handl ed freak issues on the
side. "

"And swi ndl ed people with then?" demanded Weston. "Did you learn that,
Cranst on?"

"No. Oddly, Zanwood was very weak at the game. People seemto have dodged
himvery easily; which makes it all the nore odd."

"Makes what nore odd."

"The fact that Zanwood suddenly acquired enough nmoney to go into business
on his own."

Weston began to rub his chin. It was odd, when he came to think of it. He
had pictured Zanwood as a man who had put his savings into a new business. The
nore that he considered it, the nore he realized that the junp had been too
great.

"Zanwood had a friend who al so sold wildcat stocks," added The Shadow.
"The friend s nane was Dudl ey Mok."

"Then that explains it," decided Wston. "Mok became Zanwood's sil ent
partner."

"Not at all," declared The Shadow. "Mok nmerely adds to the puzzle. He
was
as broke as Zanwood; but when Zanwood suddenly branched out on a big scale in
the security business, Mok also took up |arge enterprises of his own. He went
to the Mddl e West; bought out controlling interests in some inportant
pat ents.

He has held them ever since."

Weston was totally amazed. Particularly because Zanwood's records
contai ned no nmention of a man named Dudl ey Mbok. The obvi ous answer was t hat
Zanwood and Mook had pronptly parted after they came into nmoney - for the very
reason that their nutual prosperity would have been twi ce as suspi ci ous.

An attendant entered the | ounge room paging M. Cranston, who was want ed
on the tel ephone. Weston sat alone, staring fromthe wi ndow. He was pondering
upon the amazing fact that his friend Cranston, w thout noving fromthe club
had gai ned essential facts that had escaped the | aw.

VWile Weston still held to his theory that a lone terrorist was
responsi bl e for Zanwood's death, he could at |ast see a notive for the nurder
It was possible that an eneny had risen fromthe shady past to strike down
Ceorge Zanwood.

Was that eneny Dudl ey Mook? O was Mok another |ike Zanwood: a man whose
own |ife was jeopardized?

West on bal anced the two questions. He was still pondering when The Shadow
returned. The Shadow, too, seemed thoughtful, as though deci di ng whether or
not
to give the conm ssioner further information. At |ast, The Shadow acted in
Weston's favor. He approached and attracted the comm ssioner's attention

"WHEN | | earned of Dudley Mok," stated The Shadow, in a casual tone, "I
decided to locate him | understood that Mok makes his headquarters in
Detroit. So | had a friend of mne - an investnent broker named Rutl edge Mann
make sonme | ong-distance calls to M chigan

"Mann | earned that Mook started for New York, a few days ago; that when
he
cones here, he stops at the Hotel Goliath. Mok nmust have changed his pl ans,
for
he was not at the Goliath when Mann tel ephoned there, today. However, | have



just heard from Mann. He tells ne -

"That Mok has arrived at the Goliath?"

Weston fairly blurted the interruption. Hi s question brought a nod from
hi s conpani on

"Yes," replied The Shadow. "Dudl ey Mok registered at the Hotel Goliath
one hour ago. He went out imediately afterward; but they expect himto return
at any time. H's room nunber is 2549."

Weston was on his feet.

"W nust go to the hotel at once!" he exclainmed. "Come with nme, Cranston.
| may want you to act as spokesman when we neet Mok. Jove! You have nade a
[ucky find!'"

The Shadow was smiling as they left the Merrimac O ub. Cal cul ation, plus
careful inquiry, had accounted for his discovery of Dudl ey Mok; but
Conmi ssi oner Weston was wel cone to his opinion that the find had been sheer
[ uck.

I f Weston had not appeared, The Shadow woul d have planned to visit Mok
al one, the nonment that he learned of the man's arrival in New York. Since
Weston had conme to the club, The Shadow had decided to give facts to the | aw.

That step had slightly del ayed The Shadow s trip to the Hotel Coliath,
where Dudl ey Mook was still absent. The halt was so short that it seened
uni mportant, even to The Shadow.

Yet those few nonents were to prove vital in the schemes of a master
nmur der er, whose hi dden hand poi sed ready for another strokel

CHAPTER VI
DEATH S NEW BLAST

ALMOST at the tine of The Shadow s departure fromthe Merrinmac Cub, a
st oop-shoul dered nan entered the glittering | obby of the Hotel Goliath. The
arrival was m ddl e-aged, droopy-faced; his eyes seened tired and his |ips
pai nful . H s hands had a fl oppy touch when he rested them on the marbl e desk
and asked for the key to Room 2549.

The clerk told the droopy-faced man that he could get his key on his own
floor. The Hotel Goliath enployed the system of individual desks on each
fl oor.

The droopy-faced nan snmiled. He had forgotten about the upstairs floor clerk
This was his first stay at the Goliath, in several nonths.

Anot her man had reached the desk just in tine to hear the inquiry. This
arrival was Joe Cardona. Catching the nmention of Room 2549, the stocky
i nspector hurried after the droopy-faced man and overtook him at the
el evators.

Joe was pronmpt with his inquiry:

"You' re Dudl ey Mook?"

The man blinked; then nodded. As they stepped into the el evator, Cardona
fl ashed his badge and stated his identity. Mok | ooked perpl exed. Cardona
not ed
it.

"You called ne at headquarters, didn't you?" he queried. "I found a note
there, saying you wanted to see nme. Dudl ey Mook, Room 2549, Hotel Goliath."

"No, no, inspector," protested Mbok. "I never called you."

"The message said you could tell me sonething about CGeorge Zanwood. "

Mook chewed his lips as the el evator rode upward. Then, in strained tone,
he st at ed:

"I knew George Zanwood. Years ago. | know very little about him Nothing
that would interest the [aw"

"Maybe it woul d," supplied Cardona. "Anything about George Zanwood may
mean sormet hi ng. "

"Come to ny roomthen," suggested Mook, tensely. "Only, | cannot



under st and who coul d have cal |l ed headquarters.”

Cardona t hought he understood. Eying Mok, he decided that the tired nman
had something to tell, and had, therefore, made the call hinself. Afterward,
Mook had thought things over and becone jittery. It happened frequently with
vol unteer informants. Cardona deci ded that Mok would talk freely, once he got
started; would probably confess that he had call ed headquarters and lost his
nerve |ater.

THEY reached the twenty-fifth floor. The desk was just to the left of the
el evators; branching fromit were several passages. Cardona saw the one that
led to 2549. Wile Mok was inquiring for his key, Cardona strode over and
t ook
a |l ook along the short passage. It was deserted. The nunber, 2549, showed on
t he
door at the very end.

Comi ng back to the desk, Cardona found Mok listening to the girl who was
seated there. The floor clerk was | ooking up toward Mook, telling himabout a
visitor who had called to see him

"He was a young man, M. Mook," said the girl. "I told himthat you were
not in your room | even rang your tel ephone. He said that you were probably
asl eep. "

Mook | ooked puzzled. He could not place the visitor. Shaking his head, he
pi cked up his big roomkey. Everything about the Hotel CGoliath was massive,
like its name, even to the door |ocks and the room keys.

"Wait a minute, M. Mpok," suggested Cardona. Then, to the girl:

"What did this caller |ook |ike?"

"He was quite tall," replied the clerk. "Hi s face was squari sh,
particularly his chin. It was quite broad and square."

"Was his face flattish?"

"That could describe it," replied the girl, "though he was not ugly. H's
hai r was dark-brown; so were his eyes."

"And he was dark-conpl exi oned -"

The girl thought; then nodded.

"He was young," she added. "Certainly under thirty. He tal ked very
briskly; and he insisted on going to the end of the corridor to knock at M.
Mook's door. | heard himrapping there, quite loudly. He would stop for ten or
fifteen seconds and then begin again. At last, | had to send an el evator
operator to tell himit was against the rules.

"Then the man stopped knocki ng?"

"Yes. He seened convinced that M. Mok was out."

MAKI NG notes of the clerk's description of the man who had pounded at the
door of 2549, Cardona could see a resenbl ance between himand the nysterious
assassi n who had handed the bonb to Zanwood.

Li nki ng these descriptions, Cardona cane to the assunption that Mok's
visitor m ght be Zanwood's assassin. The connection was a good one, for it
al  owed for nervousness exhibited by Dudl ey Mbok. Wether or not Mok had
cal l ed headquarters, he had certainly acknow edged an acquai ntanceship with
Zanwood.

Cardona renenbered the second bonmb that had expl oded in the abandoned
coupe. It struck himthat that bonb could have been intended for Dudl ey Mok
Looki ng at Mook, Cardona finally classed himas an innocent man; an
unfortunate who stood in danger. Mok, however, nisunderstood Cardona's gaze.
Again chewing his lips, Mok showed that he felt hinself under suspicion. He

began a sincere protest:

"I tell you, inspector, | did not call your office. | swear it!"

"Then who di d?" denanded Cardona, seeing a good chance to begin his quiz.
"Soneone el se who knows Zanwood?"



"I have no idea," returned Mok. "George Zanwood and | have scarcely seen
each other in the past six years. \Watever Zanwood has done during that period
has been his own affair. | read of his death; | was sorry for it. But it
cannot
possi bly concern nme. Someone is using ne, inspector."

"I get it," nodded Cardona. "Your idea is that Zanwood's nurderer is
trying to throw us off the trail. Don't worry about that, M. Mok. |I'm not
classing you as a suspect. |I'mjust wondering if you're due for trouble, like
Zanwood was. "

Mook' s droopy face quivered. The suggestion nmade the nman shaky, as
Car dona
had intended it. The roomkey rattled against its tag as Mok gripped it in
hi s
trenbling hand. Wth an effort, Mok gave his head a viol ent shake of deni al

"No, no," he insisted. "It couldn't be that! | have no enem es. | don't
want to be mxed in this."

"You won't be," promi sed Cardona, "if you tell what you know about
Zanwood. "

"I'"l1l make a statenent. 1'll give the few details that | can. But | rmust

have tinme to think; to recall Zanwood, when | knew him years ago. If we go to
nmy room inspector -"
"That's just where we are going. W'll talk there, M. Mok."

CARDONA knew t hat the corridor was clear, for he had | ooked along it. He
wanted to be certain on one other point; nanely, that the afternoon's visitor
had not entered 2549. To assure hinself on that, Cardona turned again to the
clerk.

"You're positive that the young man knocked steadily?" asked Joe. "He
didn't stop a while, so that he could try to unlock the door?"

"The knocki ng was steady," affirmed the girl. "As | said before, he never
paused | onger than a dozen seconds; just as anyone would do if expecting a
response. "

The repeated testinmony settled it for Cardona. Since the visitor could
not
have entered 2549; since he had left nothing in the corridor, the place was
certainly clear.

Turni ng about, Cardona started to tell Mok to acconpany him then
bl i nked
when he saw that the stoop-shoul dered man was no | onger beside him Joe shot a
qui ck glance toward the elevators, as if suspecting that Mok, had tried to
give himthe slip. The girl clerk sniled.

"M. Mok went to his room" she said. "I saw himstart while you were
speaking to nme. The carpets on these floors are so thick that it is inpossible
to hear footsteps.”

"Thanks," returned Cardona, gruffly. "I'Il join M. Mok in his room If
anyone calls up, put it through. I'll want to talk to them™

St eppi ng away fromthe | ow desk, Cardona started quick strides toward the
short corridor where Mok's roomwas | ocated.

As Joe stepped away, the door of an elevator slid snoothly open. Cardona
did not hear it; he was too anxious to overtake Mok. Hence Joe did not see
t he
two arrivals who stepped forth - both persons whom he woul d i medi ately have
recogni zed.

The first was Commi ssi oner Ral ph Weston. C ose behind hi mwas The Shadow,
whom Joe Cardona woul d have, at present, identified as Lanont Cranston. Both
were turning toward the desk; they saw Cardona and recogni zed him

Weston was too astonished to blurt a call to the ace inspector. The
conm ssioner was amazed to discover that Cardona had arrived here ahead of
hi m



Nor did The Shadow give a shout to Cardona. He did nore than that.

Instantly, The Shadow recogni zed t hat Dudl ey Mook rnust have returned;
t hat
the man fromDetroit was either in his roomor on the way there. The fact that
Cardona had | earned of Dudley Mok told that sonething out of the ordinary had
happened. It smacked of the machinations that marked the methods of a
supercrook. It meant grimdanger, wth which The Shadow preferred to cope
bef ore Joe Cardona could step into trouble.

THRUSTI NG West on asi de, The Shadow took a long, swift |eap across the
hal | way. Cardona did not hear the rapid strides because of the thick-tufted
carpeting that covered the entire floor. Joe's first know edge of The Shadow s
arrival canme just as he was nmaking the turn into the short corridor

There, The Shadow s long arms swept forward and cl anped Cardona's
shoul ders with a powerful, restraining grip. Cardona had one nomentary glinpse
of Dudl ey Mook, stooping at the door of 2549 to insert his big key in the
| ock;
then Joe felt hinself whi pped backward. Sprawling to the floor of main hall
in
the direction of the desk, he saw the i mobile face of Lanbnt Cranston just
above him

Those glinpses were nere snatches that Cardona was to recall later. The
thi ng that happened next was vastly nore inportant.

Cardona's spraw was transforned to a quivering jolt by a huge roar that
cane fromthe short corridor. It was a sudden blast that sent the air fromthe
passage outward with galelike force, carrying the deafening repercussion of a
new expl osi on. Cardona felt the carpeted floor wabble beneath him He saw
Cranston's figure waver; heard the frightened shriek of the girl at the desk.

Fl att ened, Cardona recovered and canme to his feet. He saw The Shadow
hel pi ng Conmi ssi oner Weston to rise.

It was The Shadow again, sw ft despite his pose of Cranston, who was the
first to reach the corridor that led to 2549. As The Shadow st opped there,
Weston and Cardona joined him to gawk past his shoul ders.

The end of the corridor was gone. The door marked "2549" had totally
vani shed, with the side walls that adjoined it. Through the gap, the viewers
could see the room its furniture was wecked, its w ndows shattered.

Even the floor at the doorway had been w ped to nothi ngness, |eaving a
gap
to a corridor belowit. Anid the settling debris, there was no remmant of a
human bei ng.

Dudl ey Mook had been blasted to eternity; wi ped fromthe earth as
conpl etely as CGeorge Zanwood had been bani shed the ni ght before.

Only The Shadow s quick intervention had saved Joe Cardona fromthe sane
destructi on.

CHAPTER VI |
THE VAR ED QUEST

A FEW hours | ater, Comni ssioner Ral ph Weston was seated in the small
office that forned a part of his apartment. Across the desk was Joe Cardona.
Seated in a corner chair was The Shadow, nore leisurely than ever in his pose
as Cranston. He was listening to a heated di scussi on between Wston and
Car dona.

"Before we discuss the nurderer further,"’
"there
are questions that nust be settled. The first is: How did he set a bonb for
Dudl ey Mook wit hout going inside the man's roonP"

decl ared Weston, bluntly,



"I can't answer that one," adnmitted Cardona, sourly. "I'Il take the
girl's
testinmony though, that he had no chance to get inside. It's her business to
keep
track of what goes on along her floor."

"The girl nust have been wong," deci ded Weston, his tone stubborn
"Let's
settle it that way."

"I can't agree with you, conmm ssioner," insisted Cardona. "I questioned
her tw ce -"

"Suppose we let Cranston settle it," interrupted Wston. "He has heard us
argue back and forth for the last half hour. After all, his opinion should be

wort hwhil e. He showed renmarkabl e intuition when he saved you toni ght, Cardona.
The Shadow smiled slightly fromhis corner
"That was nothing," he declared. "Merely an instinctive reaction

conmi ssi oner. Last night, | grabbed you and Throcknorton when | saw Zanwood
t ake the bag. Tonight, my nerves were still on edge. Seeing Cardona on the
nmove, | made a dash and grabbed him The expl osion happened to follow. |If it

had not cone, my action would have been ridicul ous."

"W appreciate your nodesty, Cranston,” remarked the conm ssioner. "W
woul d also like to hear your opinion. How did the nmurderer get into Mok's
roon?"

The Shadow pondered a few nmonents. Weston watched himlight a thin cigar
After a few puffs on the panetela, The Shadow spoke in Cranston's tone.

"The man never entered Mok's room" he decided, "nor did he | eave a bonb
in the corridor. The results of the explosion showed that it nust have
occurred
at the mddle of the doorway. That gives us the | ogical answer. The charge was
pl aced in the | arge keyhole."

VWESTON started to make caustic comrent; then stopped hinself. He knew the
powerful effects that could be produced by a small quantity of TNT. Cardona
was
qui ck to accept The Shadow s theory.

"That woul d have done it, conmissioner!" exclainmed the ace. "The fellow
souped the keyhol e. Shoved a powerful pill in there while he kept on knocking
at the door, It took nerve; but we're dealing with a man that's got plenty of
it."

West on was al nmost convinced; finally he shook his head.

"That woul d not account for the explosion," he declared. "There could
have
been no tine fuse; nor any wire to supply an electric spark."

The Shadow was drawi ng a key fromhis pocket. He handed it to Cardona,

t hen | ooked approvingly at the thick rug on the floor of Wston's office.

"Wal k over to the door, inspector," suggested The Shadow. "Shuffle your
feet a bit, and don't step off the rug. Put this key into the |ock."

Cardona obliged. When he neared the door, he stretched to touch the key
to
the lock. A spark clicked as nmetal contacted netal

"The carpets at the Hotel Goliath are very thick," rem nded The Shadow.
"They cover every inch of the hallway floors. Al that Mok had to do was
appl y
his key to the lock."

"That explains it!" exclained Wston. "You are right, Cranston! Static
electricity supplied the spark. Since your mind is working so keenly, perhaps
you can answer the next question that has puzzled ne."

The Shadow flicked ashes fromhis cigar, waiting for the question. It
cane.

"Why did sonmeone call Cardona?" asked Weston. "Wat was the purpose in



havi ng hi m neet Myok?"

"Sinply to get rid of him" replied The Shadow, calmy. "Cardona is a
conpetent investigator."

"But if Mook had tal ked -"

"Mook woul d not have tal ked. Nor could Cardona arrest himw th no
evi dence. Whoever called headquarters, wanted Cardona to join Mok, hoping
t hat
the two had gone to that roomat the Goliath. If they had tal ked el sewhere,
Cardona woul d have | earned nothing from Mok; and Mook woul d have been killed
| ater, when he went back to his room It was nerely a chance to get two birds
i nstead of one."

West on thought that over for a while. He agreed.

"You are right, Cranston," he declared. "There is a deep nystery behind
t hese nurders. George Zanwood and Dudl ey Mook were slain for the sanme reason
and it dates back six years, to the time when each gai ned a huge sum of noney
t hrough some illicit schene. Mok did not guess that the past was the cause of
Zanwood' s death; therefore, Mok woul d never have told the truth about
Zanwood,
because he woul d have incrimnated hinself."

THE bri sk sunmary brought a slight snmile from The Shadow. Weston had
gat hered up all of The Shadow s own suggestions and inferences, to cone to the
very conclusion that The Shadow had held all al ong.

"W are ready to discuss the appearance of the nurderer," decided Wston
"Let me see the conpleted chart that you brought from headquarters, Cardona.”

Joe produced the chart; he unrolled it Iike a map and hung it on the
wal | .
The chart showed a head and shoul ders, larger than lifesize, which had been
sketched in color by rapid, capable artists. In the space beneath the portrait
were tabul ated statements, adding other itens of description

The portrait showed a wide, flat-featured face, distinguished by its
broad, square-shaped jaw. Eyes were dark-brown; above them were bushy eyebrows
and hair of the same color: dark-brown. Cheek bones were high; broad enough to
correspond with the face. The conpl exi on was sal | ow.

"An excel |l ent composograph,"” approved Weston, consulting a m nmeographed
sheet that Cardona handed him "One point, though. Are you sure about the
heavy

eyebr ows?"
"The cab starter remenbered that detail."
"CGood. Yes, | see that you have checked it here."

As an afterthought, Weston put a question to Cardona:

"What about this chap Luffrey, who owns the parking lot? | see no nention
of any descriptive details supplied by him™"

"Luffrey never saw the nurderer,"” returned Cardona. "The coupe was stolen
while Luffrey was away. He goes up to Connecticut pretty near every day."

"And none of his men saw a suspicious character about the |ot?"

"Not one of them W grilled the whole bunch this afternoon. Luffrey
hel ped us; but they were pretty dunb. They sleep on the job nost of the tine.
Luffrey will probably fire half of them"

SOON afterward, The Shadow | eft Weston's. Later, he arrived in his own
headquarters, a black-walled roomthat served as his sanctum There, beneath a
bl ui sh l'ight that shone on a polished table, The Shadow studied the list from
whi ch the police picture had been forned.

There was no question as to the accuracy of certain details. Cardona had
produced the testinony of new observers: a panhandl er who had seen the tal
man
at a corner not far fromthe Cobalt Cub; a taxi driver who had picked up a



fare
suspiciously like the assassin who had fini shed Zanwood.

As for the nman who had planted TNT in Mok's door, the floor clerk's
description was anplified by the doorman outside the Hotel CGoliath. Like the
janitor at the Evergl ades, the Goliath doorman renmenbered seeing a man stoop
hurriedly to board a cab outside the hotel. He also recalled a square-jawed
face that peered fromthe taxi; but the light was di mand he could describe
t he
features, hair and eyes only as darkish

Hal f closing his eyes, The Shadow pictured the chart that he had seen at
Weston's. It showed youth, along with its other features. The portrait fully
depicted a rugged young athl ete, whose six-foot body woul d have wei ghed about
one hundred and ei ghty pounds. The Shadow coul d foresee that the picture m ght
lead to the arrest of many suspects; but none would be himthe | aw want ed.

The police had sinply confused the descriptions of two nen, who had j ust
enough in common to nmake the | aw think there was only one. The Shadow had
encountered both of themin the dark; he knew somet hing of their conparative
si zes.

Since Weston had insisted that there was but one suspect, a |one-hand
assassin, The Shadow had decided to let the police follow their own theory. He
was positive that an unknown schemer |ay behind the gane - a master crook who
used two active workers.

For the present, however, it was best that The Shadow should follow the
trail alone. Every tinme the police had cone close to the naster crook's active
wor kers, The Shadow had been forced to stage a rescue. Comm ssioner Weston
t he
officers in the patrol car, Joe Cardona - all owed their lives to The Shadow.

Hence, The Shadow began a task that he intended to keep strictly for his
own use, until the trail devel oped further

THE SHADOW produced a | arge box that contai ned many smal |l conpartnents,
each filled with little blocks like the portions of a jig-saw puzzle. Each of
t hese pieces was cut square; it was a sinple task to fit them

One conpartnent contai ned eyes of varied shapes and hues; another had
noses of varying sorts. There were portions of lips, cheeks, chins, ears, hair
- everything needed to formthe portrait of a human face. The Shadow began to
choose the | abel ed fragnents that he wanted.

Qddly, he was performng two tasks at once. He placed sone of the pieces
to the left of the box; others to the right. Those to the left fitted the
descriptions of the nan who had cone to the Cobalt Cub; the others, the one
who had visited the Hotel Coliath.

M nut es becane hours while The Shadow continued his arduous task.
Conparing descriptions, he made subtle changes, such as one | ess shade of
br own
to the hair of the picture on the right. Wen the job was conplete, The Shadow
surveyed his handi worKk.

On the left, he had the picture of a long, darkish face with rounded jaw.
Eyes that were al nost bl ackish in hue peered from beneath heavy brows. Those
eyes were deep-set, for they had high cheek bones beneath them Bl ack hair
t opped off the picture.

The face | ooked oddly famliar. The Shadow visualized it above the
strai ght shoulders of a wiry body. He considered the man as six feet tall.

Leaving the table, The Shadow returned, bearing a portfolio filled with
phot ographs. They were not the sort that the police would possess. These were
pi ctures of men who had gai ned odd reputations in foreign |ands: adventurers
and sol diers of fortune.

Goi ng through the file, The Shadow came to the picture of a man in fancy
uniform with rows of nmedals on his chest. The photograph was ten years ol d;
it



showed the man to be slightly nore than thirty. The picture was that of
Capt ai n

St anl ey Chabron, commander of the presidential bodyguard in the Central
Ameri can republic.

Chabron had held that post only tenporarily; the records that went with
the portrait did not tell why he had been ousted. However, they gave a list of
some of Chabron's other activities. The free-lance captain had stirred up
revolutions in several small countries, and had been on the pay roll of
tenmporary dictators in others.

Most inmportant, though, was the simlarity between Chabron's photograph
and the patchwork picture that The Shadow had formed. The two were al npst
i dentical. Moreover, Chabron's size fitted specifications. The "youngi sh" man
of forty who had visited the Cobalt Cub could easily have been Stanley
Chabr on.

The Shadow s | augh was whi spered. He had gained this link froma clue of
his own; those Spanish oaths that the wiry man had uttered during the struggle
in the apartment. The Shadow had scored a bull's-eye. He had found the man
whom
he nmust hunt in New York

THAT settled, The Shadow studi ed the second portrait, to the right of the
box. Chances were that it was a correct one. It showed a squarish face,
wel | -nol ded, straight-profiled. Eyes and hair were of dark-brown; the
conpl exi on tanned rather than sallow. The Shadow considered this man as under
thirty years in age; slightly over five feet eight in height, and
br oad- shoul der ed.

The man's vocation was probably that of a mning engineer, a profession
not represented in The Shadow s file of photographs. There woul d be pl aces,
however, where this man night be nore easily |ocated than Chabron. Engi neers
were clannish; had their own clubs in Manhattan

Harry Vincent, an agent of The Shadow, had posed as an engi neer on
certain
occasions in the past. It would be Harry's job to haunt the proper neeting
pl aces in search for the second nman The Shadow want ed

The bluish light clicked off. The Shadow s task was conplete. The
bl ackness of the sanctum caught the tones of a whispered |augh. Shrouded walls
echoed the sinister tones that marked The Shadow s departure.

The | aw had begun its manhunt. The Shadow had gone the police tw ce
better.

CHAPTER VI I'|
TOOLS OF CRI ME

THE bl ackness of The Shadow s sanctum had covered t hose pi eced together
faces that peered fromthe table. Sunlight reveal ed them side by side, at noon
t he next day; but not in the spot where The Shadow had | eft them

The faces that the sun's rays showed were living visages, above a
secl uded
corner in a sidewal k cafe, where blue sky showed above and a row of boxed
shrubbery hid the table and those who occupied it fromthe view of chance
passers.

The two nmen who had served as tools of crinme were having |unch together

One was Captain Stanley Chabron, older than The Shadow s fil ed photograph
had shown him but very nuch |ike the pieced picture that The Shadow had put
toget her. Chabron was tall and slender for his size. H's hundred and fifty
pounds were all bone and nuscle. He was the sort who woul d appear younger by
ni ght, for sunlight displayed lines in his cheeks, deep winkles in his



forehead. By day, Chabron showed his age of forty-five.

H s | ong, high-cheeked face displayed a pleased grin that showed
t obacco-stained teeth not nmentioned in the police descriptions. Inclining his
head forward, Chabron rested his rounded chin in a | ong-fingered band, while
he
wat ched the man across the table.

The younger man had brown hair and eyes that were distinctly lighter than
the hotel floor clerk had described them The Shadow, though, had guessed
their
shade al nost exactly, by allowing for the artificial light in the hotel. The
young man's face was wi de, but well-proportioned, considering the broad
shoul ders beneath them His profile was well-formed, but straight; therefore,
his nose and brows were not conspi cuous when viewed full face. The description
"flattish," however, did not fit him

Li ke Chabron, the young nman was smling. His broad |ips forned the
slightest of upward curves, alnbst matching the contour of his squarish chin.
As he produced a wallet to pay the |lunch check, the young man dropped a piece
of pasteboard. He picked it up, replaced it in his wallet. The card was a
guest
menbership to a New York engi neers' club, made out to Gary Leed.

As soon as a waiter had taken Leed' s lunch noney, Chabron produced a
newspaper from beneath the table. He spread it so that he and his conpanion
could study a large picture on the front page. The portrait was the police
conposograph. Beneath it, in large type, were printed details.

" Approxi mate height, six, feet," read Chabron. "Wight, one hundred and
ei ghty pounds. Broad shoul ders, carried well back. Say, Gary!" Chabron
pretended nock alarm "There's sonmething that fits both of us. W carry our
shoul ders back. "

"We' || have to slouch around a bit," snorted Leed. "Some bad guesser as
to
hei ght and wei ght m ght spot us because we stand up straight."

Chabron threw the newspaper to the cenent; produced a pair of Cuban
cigars
and tendered one to Leed.

"They' ve botched it nicely," observed the tall man. "My hei ght, ny
forehead, eyebrows, nose and checks nixed with your hair, your eyes, nouth and
chin. Your shoulders to go with nmy height."

"Whi ch nakes the picture look like neither of us," added Leed. "So we can
forget it, Stan. The nore corrections they try to make, the worse it wll
becone. Unless -"

Leed paused. Chabron's eyes watched him sharply. Leed gave a shrug of his
br oad shoul ders and conpl et ed:

"Unl ess they guess that there are two of us. That might put themon the
right track."

"They'll never get on the right track."

"They m ght get off the wong one, Stan. Particularly if Jerry Luffrey
did
some tal king."

Chabron | eaned across the table and spoke in a harsh undertone.

"Luffrey never got a good |ook at ne," he declared. "It was dark when |
talked to him W sat in that car of Burland' s and made the deal right there.
I
slipped himthe thousand dollars; he clinbed out and counted it. He gave ne
t he
nod and | drove away."

"Maybe he didn't see you closely,” objected Leed, "but he told you where
to get that truck in Weehawken."

Chabron mouthed a favorite oath in Spanish

"Nobody will identify that truck, after I'"'mthrough with it tonight."
Chabron stabbed his words like rapier thrusts. "I'Il fake the license plates



on
it. Luffrey has kept his mouth shut, so far. He'll be clamm er than ever,
after
he reads tonorrow s newspapers."

Chabron's words carried conviction. Leed gave a slight nod; then stated:

"Cetting the car and the truck was your job, Stan. Fixing the bonbs was
m ne. You haven't criticized ny work, so | won't find fault with yours. \Were
we' ve teanmed together, we've done well."

There was a definite significance to Leed' s tone. It made Chabron
remenber
the battle in Zanwood's apartment. The tall nan showed his ugly toothed smile
Though strangers to New York, both he and Leed had guessed the identity of
their antagonist. They knew that they had battled with The Shadow.

GLANCI NG down besi de the table, Chabron saw the staring face of the
police
picture, that portrait that had proven worse than useless. It |ooked funny
enough to bring a chuckle to his lips; but the mrth died suddenly.

Chabron had gai ned an unpl easant thought. So far, he and Leed had
profited
by the police theory that only one man was responsible for crime. The | aw had
no
proof that there had been two; but The Shadow did have. That neant that The
Shadow mi ght be heard fromagain, in a way nore potent than pl easant.

"Thi nki ng of The Shadow, Stan?"

Leed's | owtone query cane across the table. Chabron nodded; his eyes
showed a gl ower.

"I was thinking of him too,
pi nned down Jerry Luffrey."

That comment brought a grin from Chabron.

"That woul d be great," declared the tall man. "That's the one thing |I've
prepared for. Didn't the chief tell you?"

A headshake from Leed.

"Skip Duggle is in New York," explained Chabron. "He's the A-1 anmmunition

observed Leed. "There'd be trouble if he

runner. Has his crew here with him but he doesn't know |l'min town. | called
himup - he'd never have guessed the voice was mine - and tipped himoff that
The Shadow was out to queer his little racket. | told himto cover Jerry

Luffrey; maybe he'd spot The Shadow there. So Skip will take care of The
Shadow, if he shows up."

"Whi ch nakes it jake," grinned Leed. "You should have told ne that
before. "

The two arose. They strolled fromthe cafe, followed a side street and
reached the avenue beyond.

Leed stopped by a taxicab that was enpty, its driver lunching in a

near - by
hash- house.

"I"'mtaking a cab," remarked Leed. "There'll be a couple of mnutes
before
the driver gets here. Just a few words to make everything certain. W'll team
again, like we did with Zanwood."

"And intended to do with Mok," reninded Chabron, "but he didn't show up
the day that we expected."
"W teaned well enough,"” conplinented Leed. "Your call to headquarters

was
neat. It nearly pulled Cardona into the soup. Regarding tonight, though. If
you

need ne, give me a call at Hedden's. I'll be up there, instead of at the
club.™

"CGood, " nodded Chabron. "That's a swell place to reach you. Too bad you



can't call me at Tyrick's. It wouldn't do, though.”

LEED S sil ence showed that he agreed. Woever Hedden and Tyrick were; why
it was all right to call the forner's house but not the latter's, neither
Chabron nor Leed thought it necessary to explain. It was plain that the two
were following a set routine; a grimganme that had been patterned for them by
a
superpl otter whomthey served

Murder was their gane. They were going through a list. Zanwood and Mok
had been obliterated. The | aw had been left baffled and confused. So far as
Chabron and Leed knew, The Shadow was bew | dered |ikew se; but they had seen
the weak link in their chain. That was the matter of Jerry Luffrey, owner of
the Long Island parking |ot.

A hidden chief of crime had seen the weak |ink also. That was why he had
approved Chabron's suggestion to put a crew of angered nunitions runners on
t he
| ookout for The Shadow. As crooks sized it, Luffrey would not talk, even if
The
Shadow tried to force him Neverthel ess, The Shadow was provided for, if he
attenpted to reach Luffrey.

The way seenmed fully cleared for nurder that was due tonight: a third
death to follow those of Zanwood and Mok

CHAPTER | X
ONE MAN TALKS

THE master crook had no inkling that The Shadow had advanced far al ong
t he
trail; that Luffrey, as a point of contact, was The Shadow s third choice. Al
t hat day, The Shadow was engaged in search for two others, whom he considered
as actually inmportant. Had The Shadow, or any of his agents, encountered
ei t her
Stanl ey Chabron or Gary Leed, recognition would have been i medi at e.

Unwittingly, the two tools bal ked The Shadow s hunt.

Chabron, instead of visiting the |ogical places where a man of his ilk
woul d be found, decided upon business el sewhere. Leed did not appear at the
engi neers' club where Harry Vincent had posted hinmsel f. Thus, when dusk
arrived, The Shadow s cause had scored a bl ank

Since there had been nmurder on two successive nights, The Shadow knew
t hat
athird crime mght threaten. That was why he resorted to a chance that
prom sed
conparatively little: a visit to Jerry Luffrey.

The owner of the Long Island parking lot was seldomthere. Luffrey's
princi pal business was the purchase and sale of used cars; lately, he had been
doi ng busi ness in Connecticut instead of working against Long Island
conpetition. It was after dinner when he arrived at the parking |l ot. He stayed
there only | ong enough to check on the day's receipts.

Wthout directly questioning his enployees, Luffrey |earned that there
had
been no further visits fromthe police. Pleased by that information, Luffrey
drove to his house, which was |ocated near Long |sland Sound. He parked his
car
in the garage and went into the house.

Luffrey's home was a nodest one. It was surrounded by a | arge area of
open
ground, solely because he had been the only person to build in a poorly



devel oped section. Luffrey, hinmself, was the type of man who preferred

solitude. He was a chunkily built husky with a face |like a bulldog. It would

have been difficult to picture a man nore cl ose-nouthed than Jerry Luffrey.
That had i npressed Joe Cardona. Wen Luffrey had made a direct,

short-clipped statement, Joe had accepted it as conplete. Luffrey had

di scl ained all know edge of how Burl and's coupe had been stol en. There had

seened nothing el se that he could say.

I F Luffrey had nade a nisstatenent to the law, it had not wei ghed on his
consci ence. Wen he sat down in his plainly furnished front parlor, Luffrey
had
t he appearance of a man who would worry at not hing.

Soon after he lighted a pipe, Luffrey heard the | ow throb of a passing
autonobile. He listened, to nake sure that the car had gone by; then picked up
a newspaper and began to read the accounts of recent bonbings. Luffrey's face
showed no change of expression

Qut si de the house, there were whi spers beneath the shelter of trees. Two
men were in conference: one seated at the wheel of a parked roadster, the
ot her
standi ng beside the car. They were well away fromthe front of the house; its
door was not visible fromthe spot where they waited.

"That was Skip went by, Luke," confided the man at the wheel of the
roadster. He referred to the car that Luffrey had heard pass. "Better take a
| ook around, before he conmes by again."

"How I ong will he be, Sarge?" queried Luke. "Ten m nutes?"

"Mre likely fifteen."

"Il stick here a couple of mnutes, then."

Ears heard those comments. A bl ackened shape glided from dar kness cl ose
by
the roadster. Unseen, it approached the house. That shrouded figure was The
Shadow.

On a visit of his owmn to Luffrey's, The Shadow had cone upon the two
posted nmenbers of "Skip" Duggle's crew. Recognizing that their duty was an
out si de one, The Shadow cane to the correct assunption that they were
expecting
his visit. That known, The Shadow would find a way to handl e t hem

Hi s present m ssion, however, concerned Jerry Luffrey. The Shadow had
anple time to conplete the prelimnaries before Luke began to patrol about the
house.

SOON afterward, Jerry Luffrey heard a slight tingle of the front
door bel | .
Layi ng his pipe aside, the chunky man arose and went out into the hall. He
listened at the front door a nonment, then yanked the door open. The di m hal
Iight showed a square package Iying on the step

Luffrey grunted a | augh; picked up the package and cl osed the door. He
deci ded that the package was an order froma |l ocal store, sonething that his
wi fe had ordered before going into New York, where she frequently visited her
sister. Local delivery boys had a habit of rolling up on their bicycles,
ringing the bell and riding away, |eaving only the package as token of their
brief stay.

Taki ng the package into the parlor, Luffrey felt its weight and deci ded
it
was a large ash tray of a type that he had | ong wanted. He tore off the paper
wr apper, found a well-tied cardboard box w thin. The box was cubi cal
nmeasuri ng
about six inches in each dinension

Luffrey thrust the wrapping paper in the fireplace. Since the room seened



chill, he added sonme | engths of kindling and a log. He applied a match; while
the fire crackled, he turned to the table and cut the string of the package
with a knife. Wth both hands, Luffrey was about to |lift the cover of the
car dboard box when sonething stopped him

Into Luffrey's range of vision crept a bl ack-gl oved hand that noved I|ike
a
det ached creature. For an instant, Luffrey mistook it for a mamoth spider. He
jerked away as the hand clanped itself upon the wedge box top. Luffrey saw an
arm beyond the hand. Looking up, he faced the gaze of eyes that burned upon
hi m

The slight tightening of Luffrey's lips told that he recognized the
cl oaked figure of The Shadow.

A slight breeze froman opened wi ndow told how the cl oaked visitor had
entered during Luffrey's visit to the front door

Luffrey's instant recognition of The Shadow did not mark the parking | ot
owner as a man of crinme. Many had heard of The Shadow, knew how ceasel essly he
toiled to ferret out facts concerning crine. Luffrey's expression was one of
surprise, rather than admi ssion of guilt. After it had ended, Luffrey

ti ght ened.

"I know why you're here," he told The Shadow, in harsh tone. "You want to
ask ne about that car that was swi ped fromnmy parking lot. 1've told all
know

about it! The police have the straight story."

The Shadow s eyes mmintai ned their steady gaze. Luffrey wavered; then
di spl ayed anger.

"I know nothing, | tell you!" he insisted. "Burland s car was gone when
the cops cane to look for it. It's their job to guess who grabbed it."

LUFFREY halted. He knew that The Shadow was trying to shake his nerve
Just in time, the chunky nman resorted to the cl ose-nouthed policy that was
al ways his best bet. Lips shut tight, he faced The Shadow and waited.

He was a smart custoner, Luffrey. In the back of his head, he renenbered
facts that he had heard about The Shadow. Crooks, alone, were The Shadow s
gane. Any man clear of crine had nothing to fear fromthe cl oaked avenger. No
one had the goods on Jerry Luffrey. He was willing to play the gane through
even when faced by The Shadow.

To show his indifference toward The Shadow s visit, Luffrey tightened his
grip on the top of the pasteboard box. He prepared to wench the cover free.
The pressure of The Shadow s hand prevented it. A second gl oved hand noved
forward. Luffrey shifted back; stared downward to watch The Shadow s action

G oved fingers pried up one corner of the box top. The other hand slid
through; it seemed to probe beneath the cover. Then the first hand whi pped the
lid away. A hoarse gasp canme from Luffrey.

I nsi de the cardboard box was a shiny bonb. The Shadow s fingers had found
a lever; they were holding the detonator to prevent its spring from snapping.
Had Luffrey lifted the box lid, the detonator would have clicked!

Luffrey wilted. He shook as he gripped the table edge; his voice becane
pl eading. He saw his |life hanging by the mere pressure of The Shadow s
fingers.

"Il talk!" gul ped Luffrey. "I wouldn't have, only the guy has
doubl e-crossed ne - he's trying to get rid of nme -"
He halted. The Shadow did not budge. Still restraining the spring |ever
as
a threat, he gave the whispered comand:
"Proceed!"
"The guy cane to the parking | ot about a week ago," declared Luffrey.
" Got
talking to me while I was busy; | didn't hardly see him He was a tall guy,

w th



a hard voice; wanted to know what | had in the way of a good coupe, cheap

"I pointed over to Burland's car. The guy got into it. |I found himthere,
trying the wheel, and I sat down in the dark alongside of him | told him
about
Burl and being in the hospital, wanting to get rid of the car for five hundred
bucks.

"That's when the guy made his proposition. A thousand bucks flat, if 1'd
et himdrive the bus away and say it was stolen if anybody ever asked ne. |
took the nobney and gave himthe nod. |'ve kept mum since; but the nmug don't
trust ne. That's why he sent this."

By "this," Luffrey referred to the bonb. Sight of it had conpletely
changed his m staken idea of loyalty; Luffrey had swng over to The Shadow s
side. He was hopeful that the nmove would help him

"I couldn't blab," he explained, "because | was in five hundred smackers.
The cops woul d've pinched me if I'd told the straight story. But I'mno
acconplice. | swear to that! Wo the guy was, | don't know. | only thought he
wanted to drive somewhere w t hout being recognized.

"I don't know what his racket is, but I'll give you the only guess |'ve
got. He may be running bootleg gasoline in fromJersey. That's because he
wanted to know where he could buy a truck over in Wehawken. | told himto try
Cassler's Used Car lot."

LUFFREY ended his statenment; licked his thick |lips and | ooked up to neet
The Shadow s gaze.
"That's all | know," Luffrey whined. "Honest! Only I'min a jam The guy

may send anot her bonb!"

"You have five hundred dollars,” rem nded The Shadow, in a tone that
carried accusation. "Spend it on a trip from New York."

The suggestion clicked with Luffrey; brought a hopeful gleamto his
terrified eyes.

"I"l1l do that!" he promised. "I'Il pack and start into New York. |'Il get
my wife and we'll grab a train for Chicago. |'ve been telling her we'd go for
a
vacation there. Only" - Luffrey's tone was plaintive - "only what about this

bonb? And what about while |I'm getting packed? Suppose the guy is around here,
waiting to hear this place bl ow?"

"I shall handle the bonmb," replied The Shadow. "Prepare for your trip.
Your safety will be guaranteed."

The st eadi ness of The Shadow s tone convinced Luffrey. Shakily, the
fell ow
hurried fromthe room The Shadow coul d hear himstunbling up the stairs to
t he
second floor. A lowtoned |augh foll owed. The Shadow s guarantee of Luffrey's
future safety had been a sinple one, for the reason that the man was under no
i mredi ate threat.

The Shadow lifted his finger fromthe detonator. The |ever clicked, but
the bonb did not explode. Picking the rounded object fromthe box, The Shadow
twisted it. The bonmb unscrewed in the center. Lifting the top half, The Shadow
revealed the interior filled with a metallic powder that had given the bonb
its
necessary wei ght.

Stepping to the fireplace, he dunped the powder there. The pul verized
subst ance merely added greenish crackles to the flames.

The bonb was a harm ess one that The Shadow hi nsel f had pl aced on
Luffrey's door step.

St acki ng the broken hem spheres one within the other, The Shadow pl aced
t he col | apsed bonb beneath his cl oak. The ruse had worked. The fake bonb had
made Jerry Luffrey talk in a hurry. The Shadow had pictured Luffrey's part
correctly; had known that the man night stubbornly stick to his story about



t he

stolen car. Al that Luffrey had needed was the proper urge. Supposed evi dence
of a double cross had supplied it. Luffrey's details regarding the shattered
coupe were val uel ess; but his statement regarding the truck i n Weehawken

prom sed a newtrail. It was one that The Shadow i ntended to follow with as
little delay as possible. That meant imredi ate work ahead. The Shadow had not
forgotten Skip Duggle's outside watchers.

The Shadow could easily slip past those crooks, in order to avoid del ay;
but that m ght produce unfortunate consequences. Skip and his nen m ght
suspect
somet hi ng when Luffrey appeared and started a quick trip to Manhattan. Not
havi ng seen The Shadow, they m ght go after Luffrey.

The only course was to settle those lurking nen of crinme. Planning that
task, The Shadow saw how it coul d be acconplished without losing time in his
race toward Weehawken. Again, the walls of Luffrey's parlor caught the
whi spers
of The Shadow s | augh. The sound ended in enptiness. The Shadow had noved
forth
into the night.

CHAPTER X
THE JERSEY TRAI L

DURI NG The Shadow s interview with Luffrey, outside lurkers had not been
idle. One, in particular, was on the nove. He was Luke, the rowdy whose job
was
to prow about the prem ses.

Though well away from the house, Luke had glinpsed |ight when Luffrey
opened the front door. On that account, he narrowed his circuit. He went
ar ound
the house in spiral fashion, comng closer with each trip. His third round
brought hi m al nost beneath the parlor w ndows.

Peering over the sill, Luke saw that the wi ndow was opened. He saw t he
fire crackling on the hearth, throwing off its last tinges of greenish sparks.
Luke wondered why Luffrey was not in the room He was puzzled also why a fire

had been started to relieve the chill, while the w ndow remai ned open. Luke,
stretched farther; his shoulders, like his head, were outlined against the
light.

A swi sh canme fromthe outside darkness, alnost by the house wall. It

arrived before Luke could tw st away fromthe window A living battering-ram

bow ed the startled rowdy fromhis feet. Luke smacked the turf; felt the grip
of gloved fingers on his neck, the weight of knees against his chest. G oggy

froma thunmp that nmet the back of his head, Luke subsi ded.

Qut in the roadster, "Sarge" craned from above the wheel. The patrol was
not his job; but he could see sonething unusual, and he wondered why Luke had
not reported it.

A light had appeared in a second-fl oor w ndow. Against a drawn w ndow
shade, Sarge could see the nmotions of a chunky figure, which he knew was
Luffrey's. The man was busy at sonething; his shaded outline proved it. Sarge
had a hunch that Luffrey was packing, and doing the job in a hurry.

"Luke!"

Sarge uttered the nane hoarsely, as he heard a sound besi de the roadster
He thought that his pal had returned; he | eaned farther out when he received
no
reply. Like Luke's head at the wi ndow, Sarge's formed an outline, but only
when
vi ewed from bel ow. Sarge's background was the sky, which carried a slight gl ow
fromthe distant |ights of Manhattan. The illum nation was sufficient for eyes



t hat | ooked upward fromthe car step

Long arms thrust up froma crouched figure. Again, gloved hands took an
i nst ant aneous cl utch upon a waiting neck. Before Sarge could gargle for aid,
he
was hel pl ess. Rising, The Shadow tightened his clutch; he gave a powerful
shoul der heave. The hoi st snaked Sarge out from behind the wheel, |aunched him
headl ong across the grass.

A few nminutes later, Sarge was bound and gagged, notionless beneath a
tree.

Hi s predi canent was the sane as Luke's. Sarge's pal was simlarly trussed
beneat h t he wi ndow of Luffrey's parlor

THE SHADOW entered the roadster; released the hand brake and |l et the car
coast froma low knoll. He caught it in gear; then put the car in neutral
letting the motor thrum softly. Watching along the street, The Shadow kept on
t he | ookout for approaching lights.

They came: di mmed bul bs that announced Skip Duggle. The slowy
appr oachi ng
auto was a long touring car; its size indicated that it carried a crew of at
| east four. The driver knew the |ocation of the roadster and expected a signal
fromit. He could not hear the purr of the small car's nmotor, for his own
muf f 1 ed engi ne drowned it.

VWhat ever the expected signal, it could not have resenbl ed the one that
t he
men in the touring car received.

From bl ackness burst the strident chall enge of a nmocking | augh; an
out | andi sh taunt that quivered the stilled air. Sardonic, that cry rose to a
fierce crescendo, then shuddered into echoes that seemed to answer from every
side. It cane as a lone fighter's defiance to the enem es who sought him

Ski p Duggl e and his crew knew who the author of that nmirth nmust be. They
had found The Shadow.

Instantly, lights clicked on froma spot where Skip did not expect them
for they were fully thirty feet in front of the roadster's supposed position
A
| ow gear grated as the car shot forward, then shifted to a whining, high-speed
second as the roadster gathered new nmoment um

Wth an oath, Skip jamed his accelerator to the fl oor board. The
power f ul
touring car picked up in high, to take up the chase of the departing roadster

The Shadow had gai ned a hundred-foot start. Wth the roadster in high
gear, he was holding the distance. He increased it, by taking a sharp turn
into
anot her street. The touring car's tires screaned as Skip stabbed the brake
pedal
and made the swerve.

The Shadow was wel | ahead; too far to be reached by the vicious gunshots
that burst fromthe weapons of Skip's crew.

Despite his threading tactics, The Shadow was picking a definite course.
He wanted to reach the highway that | ed to Manhattan, for he had busi ness
across in New Jersey. He allowed a scant ten nminutes of zigzag driving and

doubling on his trail, always com ng closer to the goal he wanted.
Al the while, the intermttent barks of guns proved futile. Crooks were
wasting bullets, as they tried to drill the elusive roadster

Skip was fuming; for his big car had far nore speed than the roadster. He
wanted a straightaway. G ven it, he would guarantee to overtake The Shadow
within a single mle. Bright lights on, Skipper caught flashes of Long Island
Sound at several turns. He gai ned new confidence. Soon, The Shadow woul d be
forced to take a straighter road.



THE break canme when The Shadow swung the roadster on to a paved hi ghway.

Skip gave his car the gas. It responded with a brutish roar. Like a
l'iving
creature of prey, the touring car took after the roadster, gobbling stretches
of
paving so rapidly that they seemed to pour beneath the headl anps.

A curve lay a quarter nile ahead, on the very fringe of Flushing Bay.
After that, another straightaway, half a mile in I ength. Skip knew this road.
It would be curtains for The Shadow before he reached the end of it. Already,
the touring car had cut into the roadster's lead. Skip's crew were firing
their
rifles as the roadster neared the turn.

The Iight car wavered, skidded as it swung leftward. It swung from sight;
but it had been forced to stop. Skip was sure that a lucky bullet had found
The
Shadow. To speed the monent of triunph, Skipper pushed the touring car to its
l[imt; veered to the right of the road as he neared the turn

Ahead was the fence along the Bay, painted conspicuously in black and
whi te; Skipper intended to brake when he neared it, then cut |leftward and bear
down on The Shadow s halted car. Eager sharpshooters had their gun in
readi ness. Skip shouted as he caught a slanted view of the roadster, tw sted
about just past the turn

Wth Skip's shout came the stab of guns.

The shots were not fromthe touring car. They were delivered by The
Shadow, who was on the ground beside the roadster. They were The Shadow s
first
reply to the shots of his pursuers; they were delivered with deadly accuracy,
the nonent that the touring car appeared at the turn.

Low, straight shots, that skimred the surface of the road. Slugs fromtwo
punpi ng automatics, directed at an approaching target, the front wheel of
Skip's car. That quick-timed barrage could not fail to mss, the way The
Shadow
handled it. Skip was driving squarely into it.

Only one bullet needed to find its mark. One such bullet did, before
Skip's nen could open fire with their guns. There was a sharp report from one
of the touring car's front wheels. The Shadow had clipped the fat tire.

The touring car jolted as the tire flattened. Skip never had a chance to
regain control. The touring car ripped through the board fence that fornmed a
frail bulwark at the curve

SLU NG of f a | ow enbanknent, the crook-nmanned car | anded sidelong in the
waters of the Bay. It rolled over and poked nose upward froma shoal. Guns
spl ashed right and left. Head' s bobbed into view Skip and his pals were
pul ling thenmselves fromthe weckage to fl ounder shoreward.

Fortunately for them these gun-runners were nostly good sw mers; but
they were due for an unpl easant wel come. Their wild gunfire had raised a
continuous alarm Police patrol cars and ot her autonobiles had headed in the
direction of the chase. The Shadow s dodgi ng tactics had given those new
pursuers tinme to cone cl ose.

As he turned to board the roadster, The Shadow coul d see approaching
lights that twinkled fromthe highway to the rear. Police would arrive to find
t he broken fence. They would take Skip and his outfit into pronpt custody as
soon as they came ashore. @uns gone in their dive, crooks would rmake no
troubl e.

The Shadow drove off speedily in the roadster. He reached the through
hi ghway; joined the speeding traffic toward the city. As soon as he had
crossed
a big East River bridge, he turned toward downtown Manhattan. Picking avenues



where green lights lasted | ong, The Shadow soon reached the nei ghborhood of
t he
Hol I and Tunnel .

Traffic there was light at this hour. The Shadow took the fast |ane
t hrough the tube. Reaching the New Jersey side, he picked a northward course
t hr ough Hoboken, and thence into Wehawken

The Shadow had little trouble finding Cassler's. He saw the nane above
t he
entrance to a darkened lot, at the end of a row of dingy houses. The place
| ooked but little better than a junkyard, judging by the condition of sone of
the used cars that were on sale.

The ot was closed for the night, as a chain across the entrance
testified. A watchman was on duty, however, for prow ers could easily have
stol en accessories fromthe used cars, if the place had been | eft unguarded.
Noti ng The Shadow s roadster, the watchman came out to see what the arrival
want ed.

"I came to see about a truck," remarked The Shadow, speaking in a quiet
tone that resenbled Cranston's. "One that was purchased here | ess than a week
ago. "

Fromthe roadster's darkened interior, The Shadow saw t he wat chman nod.
There were few trucks on the lot; evidently the fellow knew the one that The
Shadow neant .

"That truck stayed here,"” declared the watchman. "It was | oaded up with
boxes this afternoon. They told ne not to bother about it. Said the new owner
had the key; he'd cone and take it."

"Where is the truck - on the parking | ot?"

"It's gone. The fellow came for it, put on his own |license tags and
started down the hill to the ferry. The one that goes over to Twenty-third
Street, Manhattan."

"How | ong ago?"

"Only just before you got here. You wouldn't have a chance to catch him
t hough. He's aboard the ferry. It pulls out in about five mnutes -"

THE wat chman was talking to thin air. The Shadow had shot the roadster

forward. Like a nmeteor, the car was hurtling for the long hill that |ed down
to

the ferry. The watchman gaped as he saw the tail-light tw nkle from sight over
t he sl ope.

At that breakneck rate, the roadster mght nake the ferry slip in tine,
despite the naze of roads and blocking traffic that |lay along the water front.
The odds, though, were against it.

To The Shadow, it was not a question of odds. It was one of life or
deat h.

Cl utching the wheel of the borrowed roadster, The Shadow was grinly
determ ned to reach the ferry slip before the waiting boat began its trip to
Manhat t an

CHAPTER Xl
THE BLAST THAT M SSED

DOM by the Weehawken ferry slip, a gray-haired nan was seated behind the
steering wheel of a large coupe. There was sonething birdlike in his
appearance, both in his peaked features and the quick way in which he darted
gl ances here and there.

O her cars were behind the coupe; but there was no senbl ance of a regul ar
line, for traffic was not heavy. Even the dock workers seened | azy and
indifferent, as they prepared for the next trip of the old ferry boat that



bor e
t he nane Jersey Hi ghl ands above its pilot house.

A ticket-taker stopped beside the coupe. The birdlike man exhibited a
pass
that gave his name as Kent Darrier. The ticket-taker nodded. He had seen that
pass before.

Kent Darrier was a shipping man who controlled a small fleet of coastw se
freighters that docked at piers in Wehawken. He had acquired those boats
about
six years before; previously, he had been an uninportant figure in the
shi ppi ng
i ndustry.

Twi ce a week, Darrier came over to Wehawken in the evening. He al ways
went back on the sane boat; and he always reached the ferry slip intine to be
the first aboard.

There was a runble as a truck rolled up beside the other cars and nosed
into a vacant space behind Darrier's coupe. The ticket-taker shouted angrily.
The driver of the truck poked his head into view

"Why the argunent ?" he snapped. "There's not nmany cars goi ng aboard. Wat
di fference does it make whether | cone up here or get in line at the back?"

"No difference, | guess,"” admtted the ticket-taker, "so long as you' ve
paid your fare."

"Here's my ticket."

The driver of the truck grinned after the ticket-taker had gone. H's
smile
di spl ayed a set of yellowed teeth that did not add to the appearance of his
flattish face

The truck driver was Stanl ey Chabron

THE order was given for the cars to go aboard the Jersey Hi ghl ands.
Darrier's coupe |led the procession; it took the passage to the right of the
engi ne room and stopped near the front deck of the ferry.

A few nonents later, Chabron's truck canme through the passage on the |eft
and halted on a line with the coupe. Chabron eyed Darrier with a sidel ong
gl ance; but Darrier did not notice Chabron. The shippi ng man had becone | ess
restless. He was studying the night sky-line of Manhattan across the river.

Chabron had no tinme for the view He was busy at the back of the truck
adj usting boxes, nmaking preparations of his own. When he had finished a quick
m nute's work, Chabron wal ked back through the passage, going by the few cars
that had lined up behind his truck. He reached the rear deck of the ferry and
st epped ashore. Deck hands were too busy to notice him

More m nutes passed. A deep-throated whistle sounded fromthe Jersey
H ghl ands. There was a cl angor of chains at the end of the short pier. The
ferry was ready to | eave the Weehawken slip.

A sharp horn blasted fromthe entrance of the ferry station. Deck hands
paused, as they saw a light roadster whiz into view.

The ferry was al ready noving. Had the deck hands cl osed the rear gates,
the Iight car would have crashed them They held the gates open; the wheels of
t he roadster bounded over the three-foot space that had opened between the
ferry and the slip. Jouncing after it finished the |leap, the car righted
itself
and came to a slithery stop in the passage on the left. The driver had applied
t he brakes to perfection.

The Shadow had conpl eted his breakneck dash to the Wehawken ferry.

One crew nmenber grow ed angrily when he approached the roadster; but
obj ections were usel ess, since the car was already aboard the noving boat. The
deck hand took the cash fare that The Shadow t hrust him As soon as the fell ow
had gone, The Shadow alighted fromthe roadster and took to the darkness of
t he



passage on the left. He was reversing the course that Chabron had used.

Chabron had departed promptly fromthe ferry slip. The Shadow had not
arrived in time to spot him The Shadow s inportant m ssion had been
acconpl i shed, however. He had boarded the Jersey Highlands. H s next task was
to find Chabron's truck.

THERE was only one truck that carried New Jersey license plates. It was
the one at the very front of the ferry. Wien he neared it, The Shadow
approached it fromthe right. He canme between it and Darrier's coupe. Pausing,
he heard conversation

The ferry boat's nmate had recogni zed Darrier and was speaking to him by
nane. The Shadow heard tal k that concerned frei ght steanships. He placed Kent
Darrier inmediately.

As soon as the mate had gone, The Shadow noved toward the cab of the
truck. The monment that he reached the seat, he sniffed the faint arona of
bur ni ng powder .

The Shadow flicked a flashlight anong the boxes in the truck. He could
guess their contents: dynanite. Chabron had set a tine fuse and had buried it
somewhere. The problemwas to find it.

d anci ng forward, The Shadow saw that the Jersey Hi ghl ands had reached
m dstream and was turning southward. She had nore than a mle to travel,
strai ght down the m d-channel of the Hudson, until she turned east to
negoti ate
the Manhattan slip at Twenty-third Street.

Sonewhere on that route, Chabron's fuse would conplete its fizz. The
finish mght come at any m nute. Chabron would certainly have tinmed it |ong
enough for the Jersey Highlands to gain midstream but not too |ong.

O herw se,
the ferry mght reach the Manhattan dock without disaster

The Jersey Highl ands was already in the channel. The faint powder funes
were as evasive as before. The burning fuse m ght be anywhere anong these
stacks of boxes. Tine was too short to play a game that was nmuch |ike |ocating
a needle in a haystack. The Shadow resorted to sw fter neasures.

Dropping fromthe front seat of the truck, he bent |ow and reached the
radi ator. There, he pulled aside the huge iron block that a deck hand had
wedged under the front wheel. Wthout |onger wait, The Shadow swung aboard the
truck; found the starter and pressed it.

Kent Darrier heard the nmotor's roar; caught the sound of a grating gear
Leani ng fromhis coupe he raised a shout. A foolish one, had Darrier known it,
for The Shadow had al ready placed himas the man whose |ife Chabron had been
told to get.

The mate, back in the passage, heard Darrier's call, saw the shipping man
pointing to the truck. Wth a | ong bound, the mate cane up to board the truck

THE Shadow was still pressing the clutch pedal while he rel eased the hand
brake. He saw the mate coming; shoved the gear into neutral and swing to neet
the man with a | ong-arned punch. The mate did not see the gloved fist com ng
but his head bobbed sidewi se as his foot chanced to slip on the step. The
Shadow s jab m ssed.

The husky mate grappled. For a nonent, he had the edge. The Shadow
managed
to lock with himto make the struggle equal. The seconds that foll owed were
tense ones. Every nonent counted to The Shadow. He had no tine for
expl anati ons; those woul d nean del ay.

As the Jersey Highlands pl odded down channel, every thump of its old
motors signified another time space |ost. The tenacious nate was making a
greater m stake than Darrier

A deck hand cane dashi ng past the coupe and cl anbered up the truck's step



to add his weight to the struggle. The Shadow saw hi m over the mate's shoul der
and knew that if the second man joined in, the whole cause would be | ost.

The Shadow tried the only strategy that remmi ned. He gave suddenly
beneat h
the mate's attack, rolled halfway fromthe left side of the truck. As the mate
t hrust down upon him The Shadow grabbed the steering wheel with his left
hand;
wedged his left foot between the fender and the hood. Thus braced, he caught
t he
mate's neck in a half-nelson clutch with his right arm

Pivoting with all his strength, The Shadow felt the mate heave upward.
Rel easi ng, he sent the brawny fellow clear of the truck. The mate fl oundered
through the air, |anded on the deck. Regaining his bal ance, The Shadow bobbed
up beside the wheel just as the deck hand cane thrusting through fromthe
ot her
side of the front seat.

This time, The Shadow s punch did not miss.

The six-inch jab that net the deck hand's jaw stopped the fellow cold. He
slunped to the seat. The Shadow pitched himout the right side, where he
rolled
to the wheels of Darrier's coupe.

O hers were coming for the truck. The Shadow did not wait for them The
hand brake was free; the throttle opened. He shoved the clutch pedal, yanked
t he screeching gear shift into | ow.

The engi nes of the Jersey Hi ghlands were churning in reverse, for the
pil ot planned to coast with the outgoing tide before he reached the ferry
slip.

Hence the boat was barely nmoving when the truck took its forward leap. It was
that factor that nade the lurch appear terrific.

The Shadow dived leftward as he let the truck go. He hit the deck
shoul ders first, close beside the half-dazed mate. The truck swooped past him
its front ripped away the deck gates as if they were tinsel. Roaring onward,
it
catapulted its full length in md-air. Kicked by the [ast inmpetus of the
driving
wheels, it turned a half somersault as it dived toward the river.

JUST as the inverted truck splashed the water, the fuse conpleted its

run.
The truck's explosion was terrific; had it happened aboard the Jersey
H ghl ands,

the ferry would have been half obliterated. As it was, the power of the bl ast
was damagi ng, but its full effect was lost. Overturned, the truck was half
submer ged when the dynam te bl ew up.

The mass of bursting flame cleaved the water, spread it a part with the
effect of a tidal wave. Great geysers spouted w de. \Weels and portions of the
truck's chassis arched away in all directions.

The shock quivered the Jersey Highlands; ruined the ferry's front
propeller. A powerful surge of water jolted the blunt end upward; when the bow
t hunped downward, the deck scooped a deluge that poured inward to the wheels
of
Darrier's coupe. The ferry righted; another wave | ashed the bow and sprayed
f oam
upon The Shadow and the nmate, who was stretched beside him

Al'l on board had been floored by the shock that the ferry had taken
W ndows had shattered in the pilot house. The river still swirled as the
Jersey
H ghl ands pl owed over the spot where the remmants of the truck had
di sappear ed.



The danmge done was trivial, however, conpared with the destruction that had
been averted.

The Shadow had nullified crine's blast. The ferry boat had not becone the
floating hulk that crooks had intended: a death hull, its front deck |ined
with
corpses. Instead, it was linping into dock with all on board alive and
uni nj ur ed.

Among t hose passengers was Kent Darrier, the man for whomthe bl ast had
been intended. A master crook would gl adly have snuffed out a score of lives
to
finish Darrier's with them

Agai n, The Shadow had saved chance bystanders from destruction. This
tine,
he had al so rescued the one man marked for death.

CHAPTER Xl
THE VICTIM S FLI GHT

THE bl ast at the bow of the Jersey Highlands had attracted the attention
of the entire harbor. Seen froma distance, the burst of flanme appeared to
have
cone fromthe ferry itself. The conmotion that resulted sounded |ike a New
Yor k
wel come to a party of South Pol e explorers.

VWi stl es blared everywhere, fromferries, tugs and ocean-goi ng vessels.
Bi g foghorns bell owed, from barges and the shore. Some of the notes from
smal l er boats were shrill; anbng them responded the siren shriek of a police
boat .

From t hat bedl am hoarsed the crippled ferry's signal. The Jersey
H ghl ands
was making for its dock. There was no further need for harbor boats to wail
t he
news of a fellowcreature's distress. Blares died, except for necessary
signal s
given by tugs and ferries that were returning to their course.

Aboard the Jersey Highlands, The Shadow had | eft the space where the
truck
had been. Am d the conmotion, he noved back through the passage, reached his
roadster and sat there, listening to the whistles fromthe river. Among the
few
that persisted was one that did not please The Shadow. It was the peculiar
wai
of the police boat.

The Shadow consi dered contact with Kent Darrier inportant. It could not
be
made aboard the ferry. The only course was to follow Darrier's coupe when it
went ashore. That would be difficult, if the police were on hand when the
Jersey Highl ands docked.

The ferry boat was swinging into its berth. Silent in the roadster, The
Shadow felt the crippled bow thunmp the pilings of the ferry slip. The clatter
of tightening chains foll owed. Cars began to nove ashore.

The Shadow put the roadster in line with others. As they filed out
t hr ough
the ferry house, he could see Darrier's coupe several cars ahead. It rolled to
the street; another car followed; then a third. The fourth one stopped. The
Shadow pul | ed up beside it.

Pol i ce on shore had received word fromthe harbor patrol. Oficers had
arrived in time to stop further cars fromleaving the ferry house. Darrier's



and two others had gone. That settled The Shadow s policy. As a burly officer
sprang out to halt him The Shadow gave the roadster full speed. Dodgi ng the
traffic along the water front, he started out on Darrier's trail

A POLI CE car, wheeling toward the ferry house, saw the roadster's quick
get-away and tried to block it. The Shadow was forced to swing southward. Wth
that, the chase began. The chance to overtake Darrier was ended. Wthin two
bl ocks, The Shadow saw anot her police car coming fromthe opposite direction
He cut for a side street just intine to avoid the trap

Again, this was a tinme when expl anati ons were out of the question. The
Shadow had taken a | ong chance and | uck had turned agai nst him The roadster
| acked the speed he needed to properly shake off the patrol cars. There was an
area, though, where he could dodge them and it was close at hand. The Shadow
took for the twisted streets of the Geenwich Village section of Mnhattan

VWhen he reached that terrain, The Shadow performed wonders. He doubl ed
back upon his course; followed in behind one of the very patrol cars that was
seeki ng him He dodged away when anot her pursuing car appeared, and shook it
quite effectively.

Conming to the outskirts where he had first entered the naze of streets,
The Shadow parked the roadster and left it. The police were wel cone to that
car. It would |l ead them back to Skip Duggl e.

On foot, cloak and hat on arm The Shadow took a darkened route along a
narrow t horoughfare, to a drug store.

The Shadow entered there to consult a tel ephone book. He | earned that
Kent
Darrier's name was unlisted. That neant a call to Burbank, The Shadow s
cont act
man, who kept files of all such information. From Burbank, The Shadow | ear ned
Darrier's tel ephone nunber and address. He put in a call, but received no
response. The Shadow decided to nake a pronpt trip to the shipping man's hone.

Bur bank had supplied the fact that Darrier occupied a penthouse atop an
apartment buil ding. The contact man had put in a call to Mbe Shrevnitz, at The
Shadow s order. Hence Moe's streamined cab arrived inmedi ately after The
Shadow ceased his attenpt to get Darrier by tel ephone.

THOUGH Darrier had failed to answer the tel ephone call, the birdish nman
was actually in his penthouse at the time the ring came. Darrier had nade a
quick trip fromthe Twenty-third Street ferry slip.

At present, he was pacing the big living room bobbing his head from side
to side, in the nervous fashion of a canary. A puzzled Filipino house man was
wat chi ng him

"Tel ephone still ringing, M. Darrier," renm nded the house man, politely.
"Maybe | better answer it for you."

"Let it ring, | tell you!" shrilled Darrier. "Get out of here, Mnuel
Stay in the reception room Leave ne to nyself."

The Filipino shrugged his white-jacketed shoul ders. He coul d not
understand the reason for his master's excitenent. He left the living room
Darrier continued his jittery pacing until the tingling of the tel ephone bel
conpletely distracted him Half hopping toward French wi ndows at the end of
t he
living room Darrier yanked those barriers open and stepped out to the
pent house
terrace.

The bell's jangle ceased. Darrier smled his relief. He wanted a chance
to
think matters over, without intrusion. He felt confortably lulled as he
strol |l ed
the terrace.



Though only a dozen stories above the street, this terrace forned a
secl uded espl anade; for the apartnent buil ding was situated anong | ower
structures.

The terrace where Darrier stood was quite picturesque. It forned a
forty-foot pronenade; its sides were lined by a high parapet, conceal ed beyond
rows of potted evergreens. The center was a shallow fish pond, a basin ten
f eet
| ong and six across. There were marbl e benches at each end. Darrier sat on the
nearer bench and brooded.

The center of the fish pond had a small, cuplike fountain, from which
wat er splashed into the pool. The trickly tinkle soothed Darrier's nerves.
From
t he bench he watched the idly swinmng gol dfish that shimered in the pool

Darrier's hobby was the collection of Japanese gol dfi sh. He had stocked
the pool heavily with magnificent |ong-tailed speci mens. They showed to
advant age agai nst the white-tiled sides and bottom of the shall ow pond.

Darrier's short spell of quiet ended with a burst of inpatience. He arose
fromthe bench. His lips twitched, while he pumeled his left palmwth his
right fist. Acting upon sonme sudden inpulse, Darrier left the calm
sur roundi ngs
of the open terrace. He hurried back into his living room picked up the
t el ephone and di al ed the operator. When the girl's voice responded, Darrier
asked for a connection to police headquarters.

Al nmost imredi ately, Darrier was interrupted. There were voices fromthe
reception roony a stocky, swarthy-faced man swung into view, growing as
Manuel
of fered protests. Darrier quickly dropped the receiver on its hook, and took a
defensive pose as if to throw the tel ephone. The stocky man saw t he nove and
promptly flashed a badge.

"You're from headquarters?" exclained Darrier. "You' re a detective?"

"An acting inspector," returned the stocky man. "My name is Cardona."

DARRI ER recogni zed t he name; Cardona was the investigator who was
handl i ng
recent explosion cases. There was no doubt as to his identity. Darrier was
pl eased.

"You are the very man | wanted to neet," he told Cardona. "l was just
calling headquarters in the hope that you would be there. But how' - Darrier's
poi nted face showed puzzlenent - "how did you manage to get here so quickly?"

Cardona smiled wi sely; then gave the expl anation

"You left atrail a mle wide," he informed. "A police boat was on the
j ob
when the Jersey Hi ghl ands docked; but you drove away before you could be
stopped. The mate knew who you were; he said a truck had bl own up right

al ongsi de your car. | received an i medi ate report at headquarters. | left the
job of telephoning to soneone else, so | could come straight up here.”
Darrier was relieved by the news about the tel ephone call. He renenbered

that the bell had rung internmittently, as though different persons had tried
to

get himon the wire; but he decided that sonmeone at headquarters had nade
repeated efforts to get an answer.

"I"1l get straight to business, M. Darrier," began Cardona, briskly.
"I"ve got a hunch that you can help ne -"

Darrier waved his hand in interruption. Manuel was standing at the door
Darrier ordered the Filipino out into the reception room told himto close
t he
door between. Manuel obeyed.

"I"'mafter a nmurderer," announced Cardona. "Here's his picture." Joe
produced a reproduction of the police conposograph. "Did you ever see this nman



before, M. Darrier?"
"No," returned Darrier. "At |east, not close enough to observe his face."
"What about the fellow who drove that dynanmite truck on board the
ferryboat ?"
"I did not see him"
"He was fighting in the front seat of the truck -
"It was too dark to see him Nor do | know where he went afterward. My

one
hope is that he went into the river with the truck."

"He didn't." Cardona shook his head grimy. "He made a get-away in a
roadster. The patrol cars were still chasing him the last | knew Looks like
he brought the truck aboard, then didn't have tine to get off the boat before
it started. He had to sink the truck, because he'd started a fuse to blow the
dynam te. He was desperate.”

Cardona was eying Darrier, trying to inpress the bird-faced man. Darrier
was becom ng nervous. Cardona decided it was time to grill him

"That killer blasted George Zanwood clear out of the Cobalt Cub,"
rem nded Cardona, gruffly. "He blew up Dudl ey Mook and the hotel corridor with
him He was set to wi pe out somebody on that ferry, along with the whole front
hal f of the boat. The man he was after was you, M. Darrier!™

DARRI ER was shaky, clutching the heavy table on which the tel ephone
st ood.

He tried to nod; failing, he sank toward a chair. Cardona gui ded hi m
poured questions into the frightened man's ear

"Did you know CGeorge Zanwood?"

A nod fromDarrier.

"And Dudl ey Mok?"

Anot her nod.

"How | ong since you'd |last seen the two nen?"

Darrier choked; then gul ped the answer:

"Nearly - nearly six years ago."

Cardona stepped back. Coolly eying Darrier, Joe questioned:

"That was the time Zanwood and Mook cane into the big noney, wasn't it?"

Darrier hesitated; finally, he nodded.

"And | guess you found dough about that tine, didn't you?" quizzed
Cardona. "You might as well answer nme, M. Darrier. I'lIl find out, anyway. The
best thing you can do is talk."

"I shall do so," clucked Darrier. H's tone, though weak, carried
deci si on.

"That was why | called headquarters - because | wanted to talk. | can tell you
about Zanwood; about Mook; about nyself. | can tell you the name of the person
whom | think -"

"The one you think is the murderer?"

"Yes. | can give the nane of the nurderer!”

"Wait a minute." Cardona thought it a good tine to insert an
i nterruption.

"First you think you know who the nurderer is; then you' re sure you can nane
him Explain that, M. Darrier."

Wearily, Darrier gave a sickly snmle

"There are two nen," he explained. "Both persons of considerable wealth -
i ke Zanwood, Mook and nyself. Until tonight, | did not suspect either of
t hem
Nei t her answers the description that the police picture shows.

"I know, at last, that either that picture is inaccurate, or the actua
nmurderer is enploying soneone to set off the explosions. Yet | hesitate to
gi ve
you the names of the two men. In fact, | cannot do so until | have told you
ot her details."



"Way not, M. Darrier?"

"Because one or the other is innocent. |I must not jeopardize his position
in order to condemrm the actual crimnal. In fact, inspector, | must have your
surety that all | say is confidential; that it will not be used to incrimnate

anyone for anything other than these actual crimes of murder.”

For a monent, Cardona was inpatient; watching Darrier, he saw the nman's
thin lips clanp shut. Joe realized the weakness of his own position. Darrier
nmerely a threatened victim could not be cross-examned |ike a crimnal

"Il take your termns," deci ded Cardona. "Watever you tell ne stays
confidential. Let's have the story, M. Darrier.”

Leani ng back in his chair, Kent Darrier smled. H's expression denoted
regai ned cal mess. Feeling that he could keep his own past secure, Darrier was
prepared to furnish the facts that he knew the | aw required.

CHAPTER XI I'|
FACTS UNSUPPLI ED

"Six years ago," began Darrier, "five nmen arranged a way to raise a
mllion dollars, for equal division anobng them They took a | arge anmount of
negoti abl e securities to a banker and asked himto accept themin return for a
| oan.”

Darrier paused. Cardona curbed his inpatience by taking a chair opposite
t he shipping man. Joe coul d see nothing remarkable in the begi nning of the
tal e. When busi ness nen wanted nmoney, they usually borrowed it and gave a bank
securities instead.

"Ceorge Zanwood and Dudl ey Mook supplied some of those securities,”
expl ained Darrier. "Two other men provided the rest. | was the nan who
contacted the banker and arranged the |oan, in accordance w th unusual terns.

"No record of that |oan was made. The banker sinply took the securities
and paid one mllion, two hundred thousand dollars for them witing off the
funds under the head of other business. In return for that special service,

t he
banker received one-sixth of the borrowed sum two hundred thousand dollars.”

Cardona's interest was fully aroused. The unusual transaction snmacked of
shady activities. Joe | eaned forward, tense, as Darrier proceeded.

"There was a run on that bank," declared Darrier. "The directors voted to
liquidate the securities that | have nentioned. They tal ked down the vice
presi dent who had arranged the | oan. The securities were brought fromthe
vault. When exam ned, their nunbers did not tally with the vice president's
records. It was discovered that they were stolen securities.”

Cardona found his feet with a junp.

"The Scarborough National!" he exclained. "I renmenber when that bank
fol ded. Randol ph Greville was the vice president!"”

DARRI ER S nod of corroboration was unneeded. Cardona had gained the story
in a nutshell. A nystery of six years' standing was cleared. It concerned the
unsol ved case of Randol ph Greville, vice president of the Scarborough Nationa
Bank.

Geville, the only son of an indul gent father, had gone through several
fortunes before he reached the age of thirty. H's father, whose resources were
plentiful, had finally given Randol ph a quarter mllion dollars with the
under st andi ng that he should settle down in a legitimte business. The young
man had gone into banking; he had purchased a |l arge holding in the Scarborough
Nati onal Bank, and in return had been el ected a vice president.

Not only had Randol ph Geville spent his entire salary and incone; he had
borrowed on his bank stock. No one, though, had considered his extravagances
crimnal, until the Scarborough National had crashed. The bank's failure | ed



to

the di scovery that one mllion, two hundred thousand dollars of assets - in
t he

form of negotiable securities - were stolen funds. Randol ph Geville was the
man who had slipped them past the other officials by listing the bonds under
wrong nunbers.

I mredi ately after his exposure, Randol ph Greville disappeared. He had
pai d
a short visit to the hone of his father, Conrad Geville; but had left there
before the elder Greville | earned the news about the pilfered funds. Wile the
police still hunted Randol ph Greville, the young man comm tted suicide by
leaping fromthe thirtieth floor of a | arge New York hotel.

The nystery that followed his death was twofold. First, how had Randol ph
Greville acquired the stolen securities? Second, what had he done with the one
mllion two hundred thousand dollars that he had enbezzl ed when he deposited
the stolen bonds in their place?

Police had found it inpossible to link Geville with the actual thefts.
Checking on all his expenditures, the law could not account for Geville's
di sposal of funds in excess of two hundred thousand dollars. A d Conrad
Geville, disowning his wayward son, had hired private detectives to help the
| aw unearth the whereabouts of the missing nmllion dollars. The hunt had
fail ed.

TONI GHT, Joe Cardona had | earned the answer to the double nystery. The
expl anati on given by Kent Darrier was both conplete and sinple. Five opportune
crooks had gai ned those stolen securities. One of them- Kent Darrier - had
contacted Randol ph Greville to unload them

Randol ph had taken two hundred thousand dollars for his part in the deal.
The million had been divided by the others. Wth Randol ph Greville's suicide,
the connecting |ink was gone. Crooks had their stolen gains and were safe.

"I did not know the securities were stolen,"” insisted Darrier, suddenly.
"Not until after I had swng the deal with young Greville. He thought that we
five intended to nake our fortunes with the capital we gained; that afterward,
we would lift the securities by paying back the noney. | was out of town when
the crash cane."

Darrier was weaving a fabric of truth and lies, and Cardona knew it.

Darri er had known all along that the securities were stolen. So, probably, had
Randol ph Greville; but he had taken the risk to gain two hundred thousand
dollars. Geville had figured that in a pinch, Darrier and the others would
help him but they had not.

It was then that Randol ph Greville had realized his plight. He had no
records to show that he had dealt with Darrier; even if he knew the nanes of
the man's associ ates, he could not prove the connection.

Darrier had conveniently gone from New York. Randol ph Greville could not
reach him An accusation would have produced Darrier's denial. A weakling by
nature, Randol ph Geville stiffened hinmself for the only bold deed of his
entire lifetime: that thirty-story junp froma hotel room

Brief monents were all that Joe Cardona required to piece this plain
story. All the while, Kent Darrier watched himw th quick, birdish eyes.
Darrier had taken a |l ong chance, telling as much as he had; but he was relying
upon two factors to protect hinmself. The first was Cardona's pronise to keep
mun the other was Darrier's own claimof ignorance regarding the theft of the
securities.

Randol ph Greville had taken the blanme for a crime commtted by others. In
court, Darrier could claiminnocence; could even deny the story that he had
just told to Cardona. Wthout w tnesses or tangi ble evidence, Darrier would be
cl ear ed.



THE t hought of wi tnesses rem nded Cardona of Zanwood and. Mook. They were
dead; that was why Darrier had nentioned themfreely. He woul d have good
cause,
however, to avoid naming the other two nmenbers of the five-fold conbine.
Darrier
was thinking of that very fact hinself.

"There were two others,"” he declared, cagily. "One of them has becone a
nmurderer, anxious to kill the four who were his past associates. That |eaves
another as a possible victim like nyself. Just why that one man has deci ded
to
murder us, | cannot explain. Therefore, | do not know which of the two he is.

"When Ceorge Zanwood died, | did not connect his murder with the past. |
t hought that he had neddl ed sonewhere, recently. Even Mok's death did not
perturb nme. Dudl ey Mook was al ways a neddl er. Once, he had worked closely with
CGeorge Zanwood. | thought that crinme sinply concerned the pair of them

"Toni ght, when a thrust was delivered against nme, | sawthe light. It
showed that Zanwood and Mook had di ed because of what happened six years ago.

I
was the third in line. Afourth is listed. As for the fifth" - Darrier

shrugged
"there you have the murderer.”

"That hits it, M. Darrier,", agreed Cardona. "So it's up to you to namne
the other two nen you' ve nentioned. We'll protect you while we watch the pair
of them The one that's threatened will be protected, as you will be. The
nmurderer will give hinmself away."

Darrier pursed his lips. He was thinking closely.

"That doesn't quite cover it," he declared, slowy. "I want to be sure of
sonet hing el se. | must know that the Scarborough National case is closed.”

"Maybe it is," volunteered Cardona, pronptly. "The statutes of limtation
woul d take care of that."

Darrier chuckled w sely.

"Do not try to bluff nme, inspector,” he rejoined. "The statutes of
[imtation would not cover crimnal cases. Nevertheless, if nothing should be
done to reopen the bank investigation -"

"Look here, M. Darrier," interposed Cardona, "you're worrying about
things that don't matter. | want to get that nmurderer. Wen | do, what if he
does accuse you about the past? You kept quiet when young Geville was on the
spot, didn't you? Can't you do it again?"

"Yes," adnmitted Darrier, "but there is another man threatened, in the
manner | am"

"And he kept mum too, six years ago. He'll do the same again. Gve ne
those two nanes. I'll spot which man is the killer. The other will be clear
You' re taking no chances."

ARDENT in his desire for a clue to the nmurderer, Cardona was inplying
t hat
he woul d preserve silence regarding the past, even though he was maki ng no
actual pronise. The bargain | ooked good to Kent Darrier. He was convinced that
Cardona, when he trapped the nurderer, would prefer to take all the credit;
and, therefore, would forget other facts.

"Very well, inspector," clucked Darrier. "I shall name both men and tel
you where to find them The first -"

Darrier stopped as the door opened. Manuel was on the threshold. The
Filipino had an announcenent:

"Centl eman conme to see you, M. Darrier. Elevator boy come up to tel

ne."

"Who was it?" demanded Darrier. "Is he still downstairs?"

"El evat or boy says gentleman was in a hurry. Mght not wait very long."

"Send the el evator downstairs," ordered Darrier. "Tell the operator to



find out who the visitor is. If the man has started outside, | want the
operator to run and overtake him™"

"Very good, M. Darrier."

Manuel went out through the reception room Darrier stood with his head
cocked to one side. He was thinking that the visitor mght be one of the very
men whom he intended to nane. Cardona had the sane thought also; therefore, he
decided not to hurry Darrier.

They heard the el evator door clang shut. Manuel came shuffling back
t hrough the reception room The Filipino was carrying an obl ong package t hat
nmeasured two feet in length. Its height was about one foot; its breadth the
sane.

"Talk to elevator boy," informed Manuel. "He say he think gentleman go
away; but he say he will run out to see. Gentlenan didn't have to wait."

"Why not ?" demanded Darri er.

"CGentl eman | eft package," replied Manuel, sinply. "Elevator boy bring it
up. Package for you, M. Darrier."

Darrier took the package, turned and laid it on the table. Before he
coul d
make a nove to open it, Cardona was beside him The ace pushed Darrier aside;
inclined his head close to the package. Hearing no tick, Cardona lifted the
package slightly; nodded as he felt its weight.

"I't mght be a bomb," he declared. "Don't be alarmed, M. Darrier. It
won't be tined to go off in a big hurry. Were's the bathtub? We'll put it
there and soak it."

"CGet rid of it!" shrilled Darrier. He clutched for the package. "Hurry!
Qut on the terrace!”

"We can't throwit fromthere," rejoined Cardona, sternly. "Take it easy,
M. Darrier. I'll handle it."

"I mean the fish pond," added Darrier. "On the terrace! It's nearly a
f oot
deep. Throw the bonb in there! CQuick!"

The suggesti on was good. Cardona turned to grab the | ong package. Hi s
hands never reached it. He was not the only person who had heard Darrier's
frantic order.

Through fromthe recepti on room swi shed a shape in black. The Shadow had
reached t he penthouse, taking the elevator that the operator had | eft open
when
he reached the ground floor. Cad in his guise of black, The Shadow had not
del ayed his entry. He saw danger in the nove that Cardona intended.

CLUTCHI NG Joe, The Shadow wheel ed hi maway fromthe table. For the
nonent ,

Cardona did not realize who had seized him He struggl ed. The Shadow swirl ed
hi m

across the floor and hurtled himinto a chair. Cardona recogni zed The Shadow,
knew i nstantly that the cloaked arrival had some reason for wanting to handl e
t he package al one.

Cardona saw sonet hing el se. Beyond The Shadow was Darrier. Totally
al arnmed, the shipping man was making a birdlike hop for the table to snatch up
t he package and carry it outdoors hinself. Al nost beside Darrier was Manuel.
Cardona poi nted, and shouted to the Filipino.

"Stop him Don't let himtake it!"

Joe was pointing toward Darrier. The Shadow, swi ngi ng about, happened to
be directly in line with Cardona's finger. Manuel m sunderstood the shout and
the gesture. He thought that Cardona nmeant The Shadow, not Darrier.

As The Shadow sprang toward the table, Manuel interfered. The wiry little
Filipino made a flying dive fromthe side. Hi s body cane like a bullet; his
shoul ders hit The Shadow s knees. The bl ack-clad rescuer was bow ed sidew se,
to roll halfway across the floor.



Comi ng up, The Shadow flung Manuel aside before the fellow could nmake a
grab. Cardona was out of his chair; |ike The Shadow, he hoped to stop Darrier
But the frantic man had acted with i nsane speed. The package clutched in his
arnms, Darrier was already through the French wi ndows, heading full speed for
the fish pond.

The Shadow, |eaping forward, had only tinme to grab Cardona and again
SW ng
the ace aside. Darrier had reached the end bench; his arns shot forward as he
et the bundle scale to the water beneath the base of the tinkling fountain.

I mpel l ed by his own nmonentum Darrier spraw ed half across the bench, to
cling there, leaning toward the pool

That odd pose was Darrier's last in life.

A split-second after the package hit the water, it expl oded.

BRI LLI ANCE flashed in all directions. Flam ng tongues spat outward,
upward. A huge concussi on shook the penthouse; anid the roar and quiver, the
out si de scene was obliterated.

Darrier and his fish pond, with its fountain and its benches, were
bl ot ted
i nto not hi ngness. Water sprayed everywhere fromthe shallow pool. It vanished
into vapor, as conpletely scattered as the tiles and stone that crunbled into
dust. The terrace displayed a jagged hole, where pond and promenade had been

The Shadow had guessed the nature of the bonb that had been delivered to
Kent Darrier, as substitute for the truckload of dynamite. The master crook
who
had plotted Darrier's finish had known of the convenient fish pond, the
| ogi cal
pl ace where a frantic man woul d throw a suspi ci ous package.

The bonb had been made watertight; its fuse was a chemical el enent that
woul d ignite when it contacted water. Thus equi pped, it needed only Darrier's
own action to explode it.

Joe Cardona grasped that explanation as he came to his feet in Darrier's

living room The floor still seened shaky, as Cardona tried to steady hinself.
There was sonet hi ng, though, that concerned Cardona nore than the neans
wher eby

the bonb had done its work

Kent Darrier had vanished into the void, his final words unspoken. The
facts that Darrier had failed to furnish, troubled Cardona nore than the death
of the self-confessed crook. The nanmes that Darrier had prom sed were to
remain
unknown.

Only the senbl ance of a new trail had been gained. The slimfacts would
require a supermnd to handl e them One being alone could make the trail a
rea
one. Joe Cardona was thinking of The Shadow. He turned to ook for the tinmely
rescuer who had agai n wrenched himfrom doom

Only Manuel was in the living room the scared Filipino was still staring
toward the terrace. To Cardona's ears cane the faint clang of the el evator
door. Joe thought that he caught the dimecho of a solem, mrthless |augh

The Shadow had gone; yet Joe Cardona held a hunch that there was purpose
in his departure. Sooner or later, The Shadow woul d, sonmehow, learn the facts
t hat Cardona had gl eaned.

The Shadow al ways di d.

CHAPTER XI 'V

AFTER SI X YEARS



APPROXI MATELY thirty mnutes after the bonb explosion at Darrier's, Joe
Cardona arrived at Weston's apartment. He found the police conmi ssioner in his
little office, anxiously awaiting details. Before Cardona began, Wston spoke
a

rem nder.

"Cranston will be with us shortly," he said. "I just had a call fromthe
Merrimac Club, stating that he has expected nme there all evening. Since he was
a witness to two previous explosions, | have invited him here."

Weston had barely finished speaki ng when a buzzer announced a visitor. A
m nute | ater, The Shadow appeared, in the guise of Lanont Cranston. Like
West on, Cardona thought that he had cone froma quiet evening at the club
Nei t her woul d have believed that their visitor had wi tnessed two nore
expl osions on this very night.

Since Weston already had details of the ferry-boat explosion, Cardona
gave
a pronmpt description of his visit to the penthouse, not adm tting The Shadow s
arrival there. Weston was highly inpressed with the story.

"It is obvious," declared the conmi ssioner, "that the nmurderer cane to
Darrier's with another bonb, after eluding the chase in Geenwich Village. D d
you get a description of himfromthe el evator operator?"

"A partial one," replied Joe. "He called the operator to the outside door
to hand himthe package; but he was standing in the darkness. The operator
says
he was husky, but he didn't remenber himas tall. The operator was standing on
the step, though, so he couldn't well have judged the man's height."

"But what about his face?"

"The operator doesn't remenber it. He was busy | ooking at the package."

The Shadow i nserted no conment. He knew that the operator was right; a
shorter man had cone to Darrier's. The taller of the two bonb handlers -
Chabron - had been left in Wehawken. He nust have tel ephoned his pal. Leed,
whom The Shadow coul d identify by appearance, but not by nane, had delivered
the second bonb.

THE police conmmi ssioner shifted to the nost inportant subject: Kent
Darrier's confession

"You scored there, Cardona," he commended. "W have found a notive for
t hese bormb nurders: the exterm nation of nen responsible for the Scarborough
Bank failure. Kent Darrier was one of the five. He knew that his life was
threatened. His statenment that one of that group is elinmnating the others has
| ogi c.

"But the fact that Darrier did not nanme the two who remain has left us
totally in the dark. How can we find that pair? - one a potential victiny the
other a murderer. W cannot wait until a fourth death strikes. Qur |ast chance
will be gone if that occurs.”

Cardona had a suggesti on

"Darrier made his clean-up six years ago," said Joe. "Just |ike Zanwood
and Mook. The two nen we're | ooking for did the sane -"

"And you expect to find themthrough that?" interrupted Weston, with a
snort. "lInpossible, Cardona! Zanwood, Mok and Darrier each went into a
different type of business. W can be sure that the other two adopted varied
enterprises, Six years ago, times were changi ng. Thousands of nen pul | ed
st akes
and sought new opportunities with their capital. W could never find the pair
we
want . "

Weston finished the statenment glunmly. He | ooked to The Shadow f or
corroboration. This time, The Shadow had a suggestion

"Way not call on Conrad Greville?" he asked. "His son was inplicated in
t he Scarborough crash. Conrad Geville spent a fortune in the search for the



mssing mllion."

"And found nothing," rem nded Weston. "He was totally unable to shift the
bl ame fromhis son."

"Because the Iink was mssing," declared The Shadow. "He may have | earned
of Zanwood, Mok, Darrier and two others. The names woul d have neant not hi ng
wi thout facts. Darrier's confession supplies a starting point."

"You're right, Cranston!" Weston pounded the desk emphatically. "It is
still early enough to visit Conrad Geville. Suppose we pay hima call."

THERE was no difficulty in finding the residence of Conrad Greville. It
was the nost conspicuous mansion in Manhattan. Greville's great fortune
consisted chiefly in real estate. Ten years before, he had sold al nbst an
entire block, reserving only a small center property where his own hone stood.

The result had been two towering skyscrapers, separated by a space of

| ess

than twenty feet. Between those massive, white-walled nonoliths stood the
pygny

br ownst one resi dence where Geville still dwelt. The sight was one of those

curious New York contrasts that was pointed out to sight-seers.

Weston's big official car pulled up in front of the ancient residence.
Weston told his chauffeur to park near by.

Accompani ed by The Shadow and Joe Cardona, Wston rang the doorbell at
t he
top of the worn old brownstone steps. A nelancholy tingle cane fromthe
interior
of the squatty dwelling, |like an answer froma forgotten tonb. The ring was
answered by a long-linbed, wthered-faced servant, who blinked in surprise at
the sight of visitors.

Weston introduced hinmself briskly; asked if Conrad Greville could receive
him The servant felt sure that it was not too late for visitors. He ushered
the trio into a gloony hall that needed nothing nore than cobwebs to nmake it
|l ook like a spot that tine had |ong forgotten

Weston sat in a high-backed chair opposite a tall grandfather's clock
from whi ch one eye of a noon peeked at him The Shadow chose an old norris
chair in a deep corner. Cardona picked the seat of an ol d-fashi oned hat rack
found that the benchlike space had an unbrella and a pair of overshoes resting
on it. He crossed the hall and perched on the steps of the front stairs.

VWi | e West on was studying the grandfather's clock, The Shadow enjoyed
hi nsel f wat ching Cardona. Joe was gawki ng at the ancient furniture with the
interest of a ten-year-old boy.

The withery servant returned, to say that Conrad Greville would receive
the visitors in his study. He ushered the three to the rear of the deep
hal | way
and knocked at a door on the left. After a minute, the door opened. Conrad
Geville stood there, awaiting his unexpected guests.

FEW persons in New York had seen Conrad Greville, although the old nman
was
wi dely known. Anultimllionaire, Greville had retired from active business a
dozen years before; followi ng the death of his son, he had becone sonething of
a recl use.

Though his age was at | east seventy, Geville was spry and alert. He had
the lean build that enables an elderly man to retain youthful activity. His
face, though dry, lacked winkles; his smallish eyes carried a keen tw nkl e,
as
t hey peered through the pince-nez spectacles that adorned his aristocratic
nose.

Hs lips, however, did not smle. They were pleasant; but their corners had a



saddened droop that bore a permanent appearance.

Thin, gray hair and eyebrows added to the old man's dignity. So did his
attire: morning coat, striped trousers, button patent-I|eather shoes.

Wth the hospitable dignity that one woul d have expected from him
Greville shook hands with Weston. He repeated the clasp when the conmm ssi oner
i ntroduced himto Cardona and The Shadow. Geville's eyes showed interest when
he heard the nane of Cranston. The old man was evidently acquainted with the
nanes of all wealthy New Yorkers.

The roomthat Geville termed his office was both nodern and
ol d-fashioned. Its fireplace, its paneled walls and bookcases, the old safe in
the corner, were survivals of the '90s. H s flat-topped mahogany desk, the
chairs, the netal filing cabinets, had evidently replaced ol der equi pnent.

Geville sat down behind the desk; lifted a cradle tel ephone and laid it
to one side. Hi s visitors were seating thenselves; so the old man | ooked
t oward
t he door and spoke to the servant: "You may go, Lawrence. Informne if there
are
other callers.”

Law ence stepped out and closed the door. Geville rested his el bows on
the table, laced his fingers and | ooked questioningly at the visitors. H's
i nquiring gaze centered upon Weston

"We have cone for information, M. Geville," informed Wston. "It is not
our desire to recall a subject that may distress you -"

"It is about ny son?"

Geville's interruption cane sharply, but with no show of enption. Weston
nodded.

"You may speak freely.

Geville clipped his words. "My son, Randol ph
was

no credit to ny nane. | have di sowned even his nmenory. No new statenents of
hi s

di shonesty can pain ne. He is past reclaim by his own choice."

"This concerns others besi de Randol ph," asserted Wston, relieved by old
Geville's attitude. "W have | earned toni ght that your son was encouraged in
his deeds by nen who | ater betrayed him They were the actual possessors of
t he
stol en securities.”

"Do not condone my son's crinme." Geville's tone had changed. Hi s words
carried the weight of solemn judgnent. "His own sins were upon him H s death
was the final penalty!"

"Yet you spent a fortune in your own investigation -

"Only in the hope that | might reclaimthe funds that Randol ph had
squandered; | failed in that endeavor."

The downturn of Geville's lips had increased. H s expressi on was one of
pr of ound di sappoi nt nent .

"THREE Men have been murdered,"” declared Weston. "I shall nanme them
CGeorge Zanwood, Dudl ey Mook, Kent Darrier. Are those nanes faniliar, M.
Geville?"

"I have seen the first two in the newspapers," replied the old man, his
tone a surprised one. "I read of their deaths. But who is Kent Darrier?"

West on expl ai ned. He gave the details of Darrier's confession; laid
enphasi s upon the shipping man's statenment that two others were concerned.

VWhen Weston expressed the theory that one was the murderer who bl asted
hi s
victinse fromthe earth, Geville showed i mediate willingness to aid in the
search for the killer.

The old man went to a filing cabinet; he produced a sheaf of papers and
brought themto the desk.

"These concern ny son," he explained. "Mst of them are docunents



conpi | ed

by investigators; but sone of Randol ph's own papers are ampong them They
furni shed no light upon his case; but sonme of themrefer to certain

i ndi vidual s. The nanes you want nay be nentioned."

Sorting the papers, Geville passed them across the desk. He put them
into
di fferent groups; laid aside those that he consi dered uni nportant. Weston
exam ned one batch; passed others to his conpanions. Scanning for nanes, they
found no nmention of Zanwood or Mok; not even of Darrier. Al nanes were those
of legitimte bank depositors, directors and exam ners.

"These do not help us," declared Wston, returning the papers to
Geville.

"There is always the chance, however, that you mght aid us, M. Geville.
That
very fact rai ses one problem Your own safety.”

Geville | ooked perpl exed. Weston expl ai ned

"The murderer seens determined to wi pe out every one who knew his past,"
decl ared the conmi ssioner. "He is evidently inspired by sone fearful mstrust
in all with whomhe was associ ated. "

"Quite true," agreed Geville. "But how does that concern ne?"

"Your son bel onged to the conbine," rem nded Weston. "You investigated
your son's affairs. G ven the slightest suspicion, the murderer m ght add you
to his list."

"But how coul d he suspect that | had information concerning hin? He woul d
know that | woul d have given such data to the law, |ong ago."

"This visit mght arouse him" declared Weston. "That was somnet hi ng t hat
did not occur to nme, until after | arrived here. When Mok was nurdered, the
killer tried to strike down | nspector Cardona also. He may vent his malice
upon
anyone who seenms to be an obstacle.”

Conrad Greville arose from behind his desk. Though he retained his
dignity, the old man was a-quiver. He conpressed his lips firmy; his voice
was
st eady when he decl ared:

"You are right, conm ssioner. | shall informLawence and ny other
servants to be vigilant. First, however, | shall instruct Lawrence to learn if
all are loyal."

"Some of your servants are new ones?"

"Yes. Only Lawrence and ol d Foster are dependable. The others are
tenmporary help, hired each time | return to the city."

Cardona offered a suggestion

"Better let ne handle this, comm ssioner," he said. "I can put in sone
headquarters nen to | ook over these extra servants. First thing you know, the
nmur derer may show up here, with a servant fixed to | et himthrough.”

Weston | ooked to Greville. The old nman nodded.

"You are right," he declared. "I may be marked, conm ssioner. By al
nmeans, post men in this house. Toni ght would not be too early. |If your noves
have been foll owed before, they nmay be watched again -"

GREVI LLE paused, as he saw Joe Cardona becone suddenly alert. Cardona was
cl ose beside the hallway door; he had heard a sound that even The Shadow had
failed to detect.

It was the jangle of the front doorbell, sounding with a brisk ring that
carried a demand for pronpt admittance. Keyed by the thought that a murderer
m ght have planned a visit here, Cardona grabbed the sudden hunch that the
sumons neant danger .

Wth a quick gesture to the others, Joe sprang to the door, waited unti
they had joined him then yanked the door open and swung into the hallway.
West on crowded cl ose behind him The Shadow was next, with Conrad Geville



| ast.

Law ence had al ready answered the door. The servant was standing just
i nside the vestibule, near the ancient hat rack. Facing Lawence was a tal
man, whose outstretched hands held a squari sh package. Lawence had his hands
beneath it. The withery servant was noddi ng as he received instructions.

A package for Conrad Greville - one like the bonb that had conme to Kent
Darrier! Gven by a tall man, whose hei ght nmatched the description of the
assassin at the Cobalt C ub, even though his shoul ders | acked their supposed
br oadness!

Cardona gave a shout and sprang forward. The tall nan darted a quick | ook
down the hall. Cardona was too excited to note his face. It was The Shadow who
recogni zed it. Wth that glinpse, The Shadow knew t hat Cardona's hunch, though
hazy, was a good one.

The man at the doorway was an emi ssary of crime, one who served a master
nmur derer. The Shadow had spied the living face of Captain Stanley Chabron

CHAPTER XV
DEATH CLAI M5 THE TRAI L

SPI ED at the nmonent when the package was exchangi ng hands, Chabron gave
i medi ate proof that he was a man the | aw wanted. The Spani sh oath that he
spat
expressed neither fear nor alarm It was sinply the vicious utterance of a
rogue, thwarted in a deed that he deened conpleted. Hi s nove indicated his
nood.

Snat chi ng t he package from Law ence's hands, Chabron gave the withery
servant a shoul der jolt that staggered hi magai nst the wall beside the hat
rack. Nestling the burden against his chest, Chabron hunched his shoul ders
li ke
a half back starting an end run. Head | owered, he started through the door

Cardona gave the old police cry: "Stop, or I'll shoot!"
Chabron took the brownstone steps with a downward | ope. Lawr ence, hearing
Joe's shout, went after him Cardona, still leading the rush fromGeville's

of fice, had a stub-nosed revolver in his fist when he reached the door. He
stopped to fire two shots above Chabron's head.

The Shadow arrived soon enough to halt Joe's fire; but he made no nove to
grab Cardona's arm The Shadow saw the hi gh ai mof the gun; knew that Cardona
did not intend to have his bullets take effect. Joe was a good nan in a pinch
He knew that the bonb in Chabron's package mi ght explode if he dropped the
fell ow

Chabron was racing al ong the sidewal k, Lawence was keepi ng up the chase,
| osing ground at every stride. Cardona fired two nore shots, hoping to
frighten
Chabron to a halt. Chabron did not heed them

Keenly, The Shadow watched the raci ng assassin. He wanted to gai n what
sl ender clues he could: the direction of Chabron's spontaneous flight; whether
he chose to continue his run, or pick a convenient taxi for his get-away.

Traffic had halted at sound of Cardona's shots; pedestrians were taking
for cover. Chabron's chances | ooked bad. He was narked.

Long strides carried Chabron past Weston's car. It was then that The
Shadow saw Chabron's goal, a halted taxicab nosed in toward the curb, thirty
feet beyond. The driver was on the sidewal k, holding the door open. Chabron
was
going to make it, a long way ahead of Law ence.

Cardona shouted and fired his last two bullets. The taximan shifted away
fromthe door. He was frightened, if Chabron wasn't. He started to get in the
front seat of the cab. Then cane shots froma fresh gun; quick stabs that
neant



busi ness.

Weston' s chauf feur was on the sidewal k. He had seen Cardona fire; he
t hought that the range accounted for Joe's mi sses. The chauffeur took coo
aim
his second bullet clipped Chabron. The crook staggered beside the open door of
t he cab; stunbled as he poked his foot upon the step

The taxi driver made a wild scranble for the street. He was right in a
l[ine with the chauffeur's aim Lawence cane puffing up to Chabron; reached
hi m
just as the chauffeur fired again.

Chabron must have taken that slug in the shoulder. He tw sted, and
sprawl ed into the cab. The package slid fromhis arns.

An instant |ater, space yawned where the taxicab had been

JOE CARDONA cl apped his hands to his eyes, to relieve themfromthe
blinding flash that foll owed. The street was reechoing with a roaring pea
t hat
resenbl ed thunder. The Shadow felt the shock that quivered the brownstone
st eps
beneath his feet.

The taxi cab had been bl asted as cleanly as had the truck that roared off
the ferry boat; but this explosion was unintended. It carried its unwilling
author with it; and another, also. Stanley Chabron was bl own to atons;

Law ence

had perished with him Cars along the curb and in the street were jolted in
al l

directions and showered with clattering chunks of the denolished cab

Though the taxicab had withered like frail tissue, its steel frame had
taken the brunt of the explosion. Except for Lawence, no one was cl ose enough
to be severely injured. People were sprawl ed on the sidewal ks; others were
craw i ng dazed from autonobiles. First-aid was on its way to those who needed
it.

On the step above The Shadow and Joe Cardona, two nen were standing,
staring at the vacancy where the cab had been. One was Conm ssioner Ral ph
Weston; the other, old Conrad Geville. Each was gripped by a different
enot i on.

To Weston, that blast had marked the finish of the law s hard quest; a
retribution, sudden and unheral ded. Weston believed that a | one nurderer was
dead; for in Stanley Chabron, he visualized a single perpetrator of crine. It
seened justice, of a horrendous sort; but the nurderer had deserved it.

Weston's regret concerned the fact that certain inportant points nust
remai n unsol ved. The two nost vital were the identity of the nurderer, and
t hat
of another victimwhomthe killer would never reach

To Geville, the explosion brought tragedy. Chabron's deserved fate was
not the sight that stirred the old man's enotion. He had seen the end of his
faithful servitor, Lawence. Chance death had taken Geville's nost trusted
retainer. Slowy, Geville raised his hand to his eyes and bowed his grayed
head with grief.

The Shadow spoke to Cardona, gave a cal mrem nder that awoke Joe to
action.

"The cab driver," said The Shadow. "You will need himas a w tness."

Cardona hurried fromthe steps; he found the cab driver crawing from
besi de the wall of the towering skyscraper that flanked one side of Geville's
house. Joe took the man into custody. The cabby offered no protest.

THE cabby said he had picked up Chabron at the Forty-second Street ferry
slip, where boats canme in from Wehawken. Then he had driven Chabron to



Greville' s house. Wen they stopped, Chabron had told the driver to wait for
hi m

Fromthe cabby's story, The Shadow knew t hat Chabron had boarded anot her
ferry at Weehawken, one that made a shorter crossing than the Jersey
H ghl ands,
whi ch docked down at Twenty-third Street. Evidently, Chabron had watched the
failure of the exploding truck and had conmuni cated with Gary Leed, telling
hi m
to take a bonb to Darrier's penthouse to nake another attenpt on his life.
Then
Chabron had conme to Geville's.

The police comm ssioner was still thinking of only one murderer. \Wston
was certain that with the blowi ng up of the taxicab, the man who had net his
doomwas the real killer

Weston | ooked toward Conrad Greville, hoping that he would relieve the
old
man of anxiety concerning the future. Geville was seated with hands fol ded on
t he desk, his head bowed.

"I feel sure your danger is ended, M. Geville," declared Weston. "Your
son nmust have known nore than you supposed. The nurderer feared that you had
| earned the name's of the five conspirators; that with the deaths of Zanwood,
Mook and Darrier, you had guessed the truth.”

"He wanted to be free to murder the fourth of his associates. He knew
t hat
if his name and that of his intended victimwere made public, his |ast stroke
woul d be bal ked. He nmade a bold attenpt to deliver a bonmb to you, hoping that
when your servant brought the package in here, all of us would be slain. That
attenpt proved a boonerang that produced the killer's own death."

Conrad Greville raised his head. H s eyes had a far-away gaze, as though
t hey sought to pierce the veil of years.

"'My son, forget not nmy law,'" quoted Greville, his tone solemm. "'Enter
not into the path of the wi cked; and go not in the way of evil."'"

Those words were Greville's recollection of past advice; the precepts
t hat
he had given his son Randol ph. They had not been followed. Dry-eyed, Geville
was contenplating the fate that had befallen his son, whom he had counted as
forgotten for six years.

The old man's features softened, but not in recollection of Randol ph. The
di nmi ng of his eyes concerned another. He was thinking of his servant,

Law ence.

"*\Well done, thou good and faithful servant.'" The words were choked with
sorrow, "The menmory of thy service shall dwell with ne. Faithful unto death.”

Wth that appreciation of his perished retainer, Conrad Greville again
bowed his head. Weston was nmoved by the old man's grief. Though Law ence had
made a fool hardy pursuit, it could not be denied that the servant's loyalty to
Geville had inspired himto the effort of overtaking Chabron. Wston
regretted
Law ence's death; but there was nothing he could say to soften it.

"Let us go, Cranston," suggested the conm ssioner, in an undertone. "W

shall wait for Cardona outside. | shall arrange for plain-clothes nen to cover
this vicinity. I can call M. Geville later, to learn if he requires others
i nsi de. "

THE SHADOW acconpani ed the conmm ssi oner through the deserted hall, which
seened gl oom er than before, with Lawence absent. The grandfather's cl ock
chimed the hour with nel odious tone; then foll owed dongi ng strokes that could
have been a knell for Law ence.

On the front steps, they found two patrol men whom West on had stationed
there. The officers saluted as the comm ssioner passed.



VWen they reached the official car, The Shadow decided not to wait unti
Cardona returned. Leaving Weston, he strolled in the direction of Tinmes
Squar e,
his pace leisurely. There was no need of hurry. The Shadow i ntended to reach
Moe
Shrevnitz's taxi; there, don garments of black and start forth on a new quest.

There was sufficient reason, though, to avoid haste. The Shadow i nt ended
to return to Geville's; he did not want to arrive there until after Weston
had
gone.

The Shadow had cone to definite conclusions, that he had not expressed
whil e playing the part of Lanobnt Cranston.

The Shadow knew that the death of Stanley Chabron had not ended the trai
of murder. The evil master who controlled the campai gn of death had used
Chabron as a tool; and he had anot her worker to replace him There was stil
cause for nurder. Kent Darrier's confession showed that two nen remai ned of
t he
five who had formed a crooked band.

The Shadow wanted the names of those two nen. He had suggested once that
they mght be learned at Greville's. He believed it yet, despite the fact that
the old files had not divul ged the needed nanes. The Shadow s reason for such
beli ef was based on Chabron's visit to the brownstone nansion.

Unl ess there was a chance that old Conrad Greville could have known those
nanes, Chabron woul d never have risked the dangerous trip that had resulted in
hi s death. Chabron had cone to Greville's at the order of a master crook, a
cunni ng plotter who regarded the nove inperative

To uncover the final clues he needed, The Shadow had resol ved upon a
silent search within the portals of the brownstone mansion

Death had again claimed the trail. The Shadow i ntended to regain it.

CHAPTER XVI
TWO NAMES OF CRI ME

THE skyscrapers that flanked Conrad Greville's mansi on had w ndows t hat
opened directly above the roof of the old house. They afforded easy access to
the roof; but there were problens that made the route difficult.

First, the location and entry of a suitable office, in order to reach its
wi ndow; furthernore, the barriers with which the roof was provided.

It was logical that a house so situated would be strengthened agai nst
entry fromabove. O herwi se, burglars would soon attenpt to enter it from one
of the office buildings. Rather than encounter delay and difficulties, The
Shadow pi cked a different path. He decided to enter the house fromthe back.

There, a skeleton building was under construction, to serve as a link
bet ween the skyscrapers. It formed an open stretch of steel latticework
bet ween
the rear street and the back of Greville's house. Conpletely dark, the
structural steel framework offered the very type of approach that The Shadow
preferred.

VWen he began his journey, The Shadow foll owed | adders that took him
several floors above the street. Fromthe rear girders, he gained a bird' s-eye
vi ew of the mansion, which showed quite plainly between the sheer white walls
of the skyscrapers. The ancient structure was topped by a flat roof that
forned
a snooth, solid surface.

The roof had been conpletely tinned, probably at the tinme when the
skyscrapers were built. Thus it afforded no neans of entry, either by trapdoor
or skylight. Since convenient access to the roof would be needed in case
repairs were necessary, a netal |adder ran fromone side of the roof up to a



| edge of the tall office building beside it.

The | adder was a netal one, built in the skyscraper wall; its height
about
ei ght feet. The high front of the brownstone house concealed it fromthe
street;
but it was plainly visible from The Shadow s present point of observation
Doubt | ess, provision had been nade for this small detail when the skyscraper
was constructed. Since Conrad Greville had originally owned the property where
the big building stood, he could readily have arranged for this permanent
ri ght
of way to his own roof.

The | adder was usel ess to The Shadow; he saw that the roof offered no
access to the house. The back of the building, though barely visible in the
dar kness, prom sed a way of entry. Greville's mansion had a small back yard,
whi ch contained two trees, a rare sight in central Manhattan. There was a high
stone wall in back of the yard, surmounted by a row of iron pickets. That
barrier was easy for The Shadow.

DESCENDI NG to the second floor of the skeleton building, The Shadow
followed a projecting girder. Swinging fromit, he lowered his | egs and began
a
pendul um notion, back and forth. H s body gai ned nonentum The Shadow rel eased
his hold and | aunched forward through the air.

The I ong swing scaled himtoward the pickets on the fence; the beginning
of his plunge threatened to pin himon the iron spikes. Thanks to a sideward
armtw st, The Shadow avoi ded them He cleared the points Iike a pole vaulter
performed a half turn as he fell and thudded, feet-first, in the turf of
Geville's back yard. Fromthere, The Shadow approached t he house

The Shadow found bars on the rear wi ndows of the ground floor. But the
second floor was unprotected. It had massive iron shutters; but they were
open.

Greville never ordered them barred, except when his house was unoccupi ed

Gipping the wall with his fingers, The Shadow took a toehol d. He reached
the second floor and nade i medi ate entry through a hal f- opened w ndow.

Passi ng
t hrough a deserted room The Shadow found a passage, reached the front stairs
and descended to the gl oony hallway bel ow

The place was deserted - exactly as The Shadow had | ast seen it. He
crossed the hallway toward the vestibule, increasing his glide when he heard a
door open at the back of the hallway.

Reachi ng the darkness of the vestibule, The Shadow saw Conrad Geville
cone fromhis study, acconpanied by a palsied old servant who | ooked tw ce as
ol d as Lawr ence.

The Shadow knew that the man nust be Foster, the other retai ner whom
Greville had mentioned. Pale, stooped and shaky, Foster |ooked |like a sick man
who had been called fromhis bed and placed on duty, only because his services
wer e absol utely required.

Greville paused when he reached the front hall. He | ooked wearied; the
sigh that he gave was an expression of his grief for Lawence's death. Wth a
shake of his head, he turned to the old servant beside him

"There is little to do here, Foster," he said, sadly. "Put things away;
then you may retire. Remenber that you are to take over Lawence's duties.

Cal |
upon the other servants for any aid that you require. Good night, Foster."

Geville turned toward the stairs. Foster quavered a question:

"Wl dn't you prefer to use the elevator, sir? O shall | help you ascend
t he stairway?"

"Neither, Foster," replied Greville, with a tired smle. "My knee has not
bothered nme lately. | have been going upstairs without help for several weeks.



| thought that Lawrence had told you."

Geville exhibited a slight linp as he went upstairs. It had not been
noti ceabl e when visitors had called on himin his study. Geville's spryness
was hanpered only when he undertook a clinb.

As soon as Greville had gone upstairs, Foster arranged the hallway. The
old servant had little to do there. He straightened a rug that had been
scruffed in the rush after Chabron; replaced the hi gh-backed chair, for it had
been pushed asi de.

He cane to the hat rack by the vestibule; there, he picked up Geville's
overshoes fromthe floor beside it and raised the seat of the bench to drop
theminto the enpty interior

Geville's unbrella was standing on the floor, |eaning against the hat
rack. Foster started to lay it on the bench; then changed his mnd and put it
in an old unbrella stand that was al nost out of sight behind the vestibule
door.

In that action, Foster alnost rubbed shoul ders with The Shadow, who was
standi ng squarely against the front door; but the old servant's eyes did not
di scern the black-clad form Foster's sight was very dinm he had been forced
to
funbl e, even when he |l ocated the unbrella stand.

Foster went away. \Wien the hallway lay dimand silent, The Shadow cane
fromthe vestibule and glided toward Greville's study. He entered, closed the
door and turned on the lights. On the opposite side of the roomwas a door
The
Shadow opened it, found the el evator of which Foster had spoken.

The el evator was a small automatic one that Geville had installed for
hi s
own use. It had a large plate with buttons marked "1," "2" and "3," for the
different floors. Below the vertical row of buttons, the plate was blank. It
| acked the customary "Go" and "Stop" buttons found in nmost automatic
el evators.

They were not needed in this private lift, as Geville wuld have no occasion
to
stop the car halfway up and return

In the filing cabinet, The Shadow found the docurments that pertained to
Randol ph Greville. He wanted to exami ne themnore at |eisure. He began to
check
t hrough the papers, studying themintently. Among them he found typed
references to letters and notebooks that had bel onged to Randol ph Geville.

Sone of the wayward son's own notations were anong the papers; they
i ncluded tabul ated figures referring to the finances of the Scarborough
Nati onal Bank. O hers, though, were m ssing.

Qovi ously, detectives had been given access in the past to Randol ph's
papers and had copied all references that seened inportant. It was |ikely that
the originals had been kept; they m ght be somewhere in Conrad Greville's
saf e.

It was natural enough that the old nman should have forgotten them since the
files covered the inportant details.

BEFORE tackling the safe, The Shadow decided to search el sewhere. He
started with the ol d bookcases. There was a drawer beneath each one. In the
first drawer, The Shadow found bundl es of old reports on building rentals. In
t he second were photographs, theater prograns, opera librettos, all old
souvenirs that had probably been kept by Conrad Geville.

Conming to the third narrow drawer, The Shadow found it jamed tight. It
required five minutes for himto ease it open w thout maki ng noise or injuring
t he woodwor k.

The drawer was filled with a disarray of papers and notebooks that were
crinkl ed; alnost nusty. They were the originals that The Shadow want ed.



It had becone The Shadow s turn to scour these originals for clues that
private investigators had m ssed. He was swift, but methodical, in his task.
Nevert hel ess, when he had finished, The Shadow was forced to concede that the
i nvestigators had done a thorough job. Everything of worth had been gl eaned
from Randol ph' s papers.

There were certain references to sums of nobney, checked along with
speci fied dates. Those could nean the | oans that Randol ph had nmade to the
crooked conbi ne, through Kent Darrier. Those references had been copied for
t he
files; The Shadow had seen the sane figures when he exanined the records with
Conmi ssi oner Weston. The notations were valueless in their present form They
m ght have been Randol ph's own specul ati ons of expenditures. The Shadow
renmenbered that Weston had commented on that point.

Repl aci ng the papers, The Shadow cl osed the drawer. Hi s hand slowed its
nmotion; his head inclined with one ear tilted. The Shadow pushed the drawer
slightly inward; drew it out again. He had heard a faint crinkle, like a
ghostly runple of the cluttered papers thensel ves. The Shadow tried to renove
the drawer entirely. It would not cone; there were projections at the back
t hat
held it.

Wt hdrawi ng one gl ove, The Shadow reached to the back of the drawer,
wedged his fingers over the edge, pressing his knuckl es against the solid
surface above. He encountered crunpl ed paper; he fished for it, straightened
it
and gained a corner. Slowy, he pulled a winkled sheet into view It was a
hastily scrawl ed statenment, in the hand of Randol ph Geville.

THE date that the paper bore was the day of Randol ph's suicide. The paper
was a confession of his part in crine. In brief sentences, it corroborated
Kent
Darrier's story. Its last paragraph brought the information that The Shadow
want ed.

"'Knowi ng that Darrier had tricked nme,'" The Shadow read, "'l tried to
| earn the names of the others. Darrier once nmentioned two stock pronoters.
They
could be CGeorge Zanwood and Dudl ey Mbok. He nmade tel ephone calls fromny
of fice,

during ny absence. | learned the nunbers later. One was to Lester Tyrick, an
i nporter, the other to Janmes Hedden, who owns doubtful oil-well options. Al
four may be involved with Darrier. | have no way to prove it.""

The note ended with a brief, disjointed paragraph, in which Randol ph
Geville stated that suicide would be his only out. The note was unsigned
Evi dently, Randol ph had hurriedly left it in the drawer where he had pl aced
hi s
own private papers. He had come here an a secret visit, during his father's
absence.

The Shadow |l aid the scrawl ed paper upon those in the drawer. He pushed
t he
drawer shut and slowy drew it open. He caught a nmomentary glinpse of the
suicide note as it slithered past the back edge of the drawer. Pushing the
drawer shut, The Shadow coul d hear the paper's faint crinkle.

The vani shed paper told a plausible story of its own.

The Shadow coul d picture Randol ph Geville thrusting it in that packed
drawer, and closing the drawer hurriedly. He could see Conrad Greville, later
opening the drawer for the private investigators, to begin the search into his
son's business transactions.

The drawer, when opened, had not reveal ed that added paper, which could
SO
easily slide down in back of it. Randolph Geville' s all-inportant testinony



had
remai ned forgotten

The Shadow s whi spered | augh was subdued. The Shadow had pi eced facts
from
the past. To them he had added di scoveries of his own. He had gained the
essential data that he needed. By letting the suicide note go back where it
had
been, The Shadow was keeping his findings for his own.

The Shadow had | earned the two nanes that he needed - those of the nen
whom Kent Darrier had inferred but not named. Lester Tyrick - Janes Hedden
Darrier, hinself, had not been able to choose between them though he had
cl assed one as a hidden nurderer, the other as a certain victim It would be
The Shadow s task to determine the status of those two. Hi s whispered | augh
told that he regarded its acconplishnent a certainty.

Lester Tyrick was still an inporter; his business had swelled in recent
years. James Hedden had given up his uncertain business in oil-well options.
He
had becone a proninent controller of mning operations, with |arge,
est abl i shed
hol di ngs i n Mexi co.

THE study light clicked off. The Shadow glided silently out through the
hal | way, where a single night |ight gave insufficient glowto reveal his
novi ng
form He nounted to the second floor, departed by the wi ndow of the enpty
room
From one of the back-yard trees, The Shadow made a sw ngi ng drop across the
pi cket - poi nted wal Il .

Soon afterward, The Shadow s cab rolled past the front of the brownstone
mansi on. A wat chi ng headquarters man saw the vehicle pass, and took it for a
chance cab going by. Peering outward, The Shadow gave a | ast | ook at the
dar kened wi ndows of the gl oony old hone.

There, Conrad Geville slept. The old man's awakened recoll ections of his
son, Randol ph, were obliterated by slunber, along with the sorrow that he felt
for the death of his faithful servant, Lawence. Yet, fromthat nansion, The
Shadow had brought facts that had lain buried through six long years.

The law had failed to |l earn the names that Kent Darrier tried to give
The
Shadow had gai ned them he had al so acquired ot her evidence that had slipped
t he
law. He was ready to establish the identity of the supernurderer who bl asted
victins to their doom

That killer intended further crime. Even with Stanl ey Chabron gone, he
still possessed a working tool in Gary Leed. The latter's nane was yet unknown
to The Shadow, but he expected soon to learn it.

For The Shadow s quest had reached the crucial mark from which he could
deal directly with all thrusts that a hidden nurderer might make.

CHAPTER XVI |
CONNECTED LI NKS

AT el even o' cl ock the next norning, a young man was standi ng by the
wi ndow
of a roomin the Hotel Metrolite. Hi s keen eyes had a steadi ness; his
cl ean- cut
features did not reveal the tenseness of his thoughts. Through | ong experience
in The Shadow s service, this young man had gai ned conplete ability to curb



any
i npatient urge for action. He was Harry Vincent, nost capable of The Shadow s
agents.

I mportant duty lay ahead. Harry knew it froma message that he had
received late the night before. That duty concerned the nurderous expl osions
that had continued to terrorize New York. Awaiting instructions, Harry could
only guess at the causes behind those frequent blasts. He had read the norning
newspapers; but they did not help himgreatly.

Those journals told of two expl osions directed at a shi ppi ng man naned
Kent Darrier. The first had m ssed, while Darrier was aboard a ferry boat. The
second had wecked the terrace of Darrier's penthouse, abolishing himalong
with an expensive flotilla of Japanese gol dfi sh.

Wth Darrier gone, there had been a third explosion - a thrust directed
at
Conrad Geville, nmultimllionaire real -estate owner. The | aw had net that
stroke. The nurderer had been checked when he delivered the bonb. The bl ast
cane when he fled. The terrorist hinmself had been destroyed.

Al that was unquestionably true; but there were many points not fully
cl ear ed.

VWhile Harry still speculated on the subject, there was a knock at the
door. Harry received a bul ky envel ope that bore the inprints "Il nvestment
Reports.” It was fromthe office of Rutledge Mann, who acted as a contact for
The Shadow. Di sm ssing the bell boy who had brought the envel ope, Harry opened
t he packet.

One typewitten page gave Harry the facts that |ay behind the news. He
| earned of Darrier's statenent to Joe Cardona; that gave himthe |ink between
Darrier and Greville. There were added facts, however, that the | aw had not
| earned. Through The Shadow, Harry was provided with the nanmes of the two nen
whom Darrier had been about to name: Lester Tyrick and Janmes Hedden

The Shadow had checked facts on both the inporter and the mning
oper at or.

Tyrick and Hedden were alive and well. If the police should | earn of them
Conmi ssi oner Weston woul d conpletely reject his already slipping theory that
the master nurderer had died |last night. Weston had told that to the
newspapers, but was by no neans certain of his statement that the superkiller
was dead.

The Shadow s statement declared that the dead man was Stanl ey Chabron
That ended The Shadow s search for the soldier of fortune. The Shadow had
chosen anot her man whom he intended to cover; one whom he would find without
difficulty. The Shadow s choice was Lester Tyrick

Harry's job would be to neet Janmes Hedden

THERE was a reason why The Shadow had assigned that duty to Harry. Hedden
had a daughter, Daphne, who was well known in social circles. A nonth ago,
soci ety columms had announced her engagenment to a young m ni ng engi neer naned
Gary Leed, fornmerly a manager of a Mexican mine controlled by Hedden

The connection struck Harry instantly. Leed had the very qualifications
of
the man for whom Harry had searched. He could be the expl osive expert who had
teamed wi th Captain Chabron!

Harry had heard of Gary Leed; knew that the young engi neer had guest
privileges at the Mbto C ub, which was conposed entirely of engineers. He had
supposed, though, that Leed was a mechani cal engi neer; and the fact that the
fell ow was socially prom nent had made his name seem an unlikely one. Harry
under st ood why he had not net Leed at the Mbto Club. Leed was probably living
at Hedden's.

The Shadow s instructions were for Harry to neet Hedden through Leed. In
order to further that meeting, The Shadow had arranged the proper
i ntroductions; that was why instructions had not arrived until eleven o' clock



Exam ni ng the additional contents of the bul ky envel ope, Harry found
hinself plentifully armed with weapons of approach

Here were testinmonials of Harry's long service as an engineer in a
Canadi an m ne; recomendations from his supposed enpl oyers; facts concerning
the mne itself; the names of those who had worked with him By the tine Harry
had menorized the details and pocketed the necessary papers, he felt that he
could go up to Canada, hang his hat on the peg in the mning cabin and
announce: "l'm back again, boys!"

He certainly had enough to work on Gary Leed and sell the m ning engi neer
on the idea that he had worked in Canada. To nake it all the better, Harry
found a doctor's certificate with the papers. It stated that he, Harry
Vi ncent,
could not stand the heart strain that mght come with future attacks of
ast hna;
and advised himto sojourn in a Southern climate.

THE first step was to contact Gary Leed. That could best be done fromthe
Moto Club. Harry headed there, and asked the secretary how he could get in
i medi ate touch with Gary Leed.

"You're in luck, Vincent," the secretary informed him "Leed just dropped
in. The first time he's been here in weeks. He's out in the |obby, naking a
t el ephone call."

Harry went to the | obby. The second of two tel ephone booths was partly
cl osed. Harry approached it; pausing, he overheard a man tal king on the
t el ephone. Harry caught the | ast words:

"Yes. | can work it all right, if he'll talk to me... It would be best to
get a man, though. | can do it, easily enough. Maybe today... | understand. It
woul dn't do to rush it..."

The voi ce ended. The tel ephone booth opened. Harry was prepared for the
man who stepped out; neverthel ess, he needed effort to cover his elation

The man fromthe tel ephone booth was of medi um hei ght, and
br oad- shoul dered. Hi s eyes and hair were brown; his square-jawed face carried
the fading remmant of a tan. Feature for feature, he fitted the picture that
The Shadow had given Harry of the man who served as Chabron's running mate.
The
man that Harry wanted was Gary Leed.

Brown eyes were sharp as they noted Harry. The Shadow s agent net them
wi th a dubi ous gaze. Hesitatingly, Harry asked:

"M. Leed?"

Leed nodded. Harry introduced hinself; apologetically stated that it
concerned a job. He nentioned, of course, that he was a qualified engineer
and
a nmenber of the club. Leed' s |ips produced a half smile. He cut short Harry's
apol ogi es, suggested that they lunch together at the club

They were hal fway through Iunch before Leed returned to the subject. He
did so with the question:

"What did you nean by a job, Vincent? Sonething with one of M. Hedden's
conpani es? You thought that | could gain you a hearing because I'mto be his
son-in-| aw?"

"That's about it," admitted Harry. "M ne is an unusual case, though
There
are plenty of jobs | could take, but |I'mparticularly anxious to get one in
Mexi co. "

"Way is that?"

Harry began a smooth story about his experience in Canada. It registered
with Leed. The fellow began to smle, though, when Harry brought up the
subj ect
of ast hma.

"I't's no laughing nmatter, Leed," expressed Harry. "Wen those attacks hit



me, |'mdone! | went to the Bahamas a while |last winter and never had a touch

of it while | was there. I'mjust hanging onto nyself, here in New York
hopi ng
| can get South before it hits me again."

"I"msorry, Vincent," apologized Leed. "it just seemed funny, your

bringing in asthma as a final recomrendation, with a physician's certificate
to

back it. Wiy, with these facts you have given ne, you are a find; the very
sort

of man that is needed at the Mexicana M nes.

"l guess, though, that you were wise to include the statenment about your
health. It proves that you'd have stayed on your old job if you could have. It
nmeans, too, that you'll have reason to stick in Mexico. That's been our big
troubl e, holding men there."

Leed' s tone had becone oily. Harry suspected sonething. It cane.

"You know, Vincent," confided Leed, "I was just talking to M. Hedden
when
you met ne. He was telling ne that | ought to sign up a capable man for
Mexi cana. He said, though, that | shouldn't rush about it; he wanted nme to
nmake
sure that applicants were good ones. I'mgoing to call himup right now, and
tell himabout you."

Leed went out to the tel ephone. Wile he was gone, Harry pondered. He had
caught enough of that previous conversation to wonder. The job that Leed had
tal ked about over the wire didn't sound |Iike one with the Mexi cana M nes.

Leed cane back with the information that he had tal ked to Hedden, but
only
briefly. He suggested that they drive out to the house. Harry agreed. They
t ook
Leed' s expensive coupe for the journey. Harry watched Leed handl e the car as
they drove toward Long Island, where Janes Hedden |ived.

In the past, Harry knew, Leed had been too foxy to use his own coupe for
certain trips. That was why he had been in Burland' s, the night that he and
Chabron had found it necessary to denolish their car. Harry shook these
t houghts in order to chat with Leed, asking himtechnical questions about the
Mexi cana M nes. In the course of the conversation, Harry | earned that Leed had
first net Hedden when the mne-owner made a visit to Mexico.

Leed had al so nmet Daphne at that tinme. He had kept up correspondence with
her. At last, he had saved enough noney to take a vacation and come to New
York. He had met Daphne again; they had becone engaged. Hedden had promni sed
Leed a New York job; so he had never returned to Mexico.

The story sounded like a true one; but Harry could see a possible purpose
behind it. Leed could be trying to hide a close connection w th Hedden
attributing his neeting with Daphne as a reason for close acquaintance. Harry
saw t hat the case could be the other way about. He pictured Hedden as the
mast er crook, using Leed as his tool, with Leed' s engagenent to Daphne as the
bl i nd.

VWHEN t hey reached Hedden's home, Leed parked the coupe in a driveway
behi nd the pretenti ous house. He suggested that he go in first; so Harry
remained in the car, idly watching gardeners at work on a lawm as snoboth as a
golf green, noting a perfect tennis court that had been rolled to absolute
snoot hness, but which had no pl ayers.

It was half an hour before Leed returned; when he reentered the car, he
started it fromthe driveway and headed toward the road back to New York

"I couldn't arrange it this afternoon Vincent," infornmed Leed. "The old
man was very nuch upset about sonething. He wanted ne to handl e an i nportant
matter for him Tell ne - are you doing anything this eveni ng?"

Harry replied in the negative. Leed seened pl eased.



"Good," he decided. "I'll arrange it for you to go out to Hedden's for

di nner. Conme along with me, will you, while | see a chap that M. Hedden asked
nme about? After that, 1'll call the house. He'll be in a better nood. The
dinner invitation will be easily arranged."”

Harry gave his agreenent. Leed reached into his vest pocket and produced
a
slip of paper.

"Unfold that, will you, Vincent?" he asked. "Read ne the nane and address
again, so I'll know where we're going. That's the slip that M. Hedden gave
ne."

Harry unfol ded the paper. For a nonent, his eyes stared. Pronptly, he
read

the information, giving both name and address in an indifferent tone. Wth

t hat,

Harry passed the paper back to Leed, who was staring ahead, watching the road
as

he drove.
Gary Leed had not noticed Harry's nonentary surprise; a fact which
pl eased

The Shadow s agent inmmensely. For that slip of paper was another link - one
t hat
left Harry bew |l dered by its significance.

The nane of the man whom James Hedden had instructed Gary Leed to visit
was the very man whom The Shadow i ntended to cover in person. Gary Leed was
taking Harry Vincent to the office of Lester Tyrick, the inporter

CHAPTER XVI | |
CROSSED TRAI LS

VWHI LE Harry Vincent and Gary Leed were riding in fromLong Island, a
visitor was present in the sunptuous offices of Lester Tyrick, the inporter
Tall, calmfaced, his features al nost masklike, this stranger sat in a finely
panel ed anteroom while his name was bei ng announced to Tyrick

The sound of voices cane froman opened transom the girl secretary's
announcement was answered by a runbled tone, plainly audible in the anteroom

"Certainly. | shall see himat once."

The girl reappeared from Tyrick's office, to relay the information

"M. Tyrick will see you, M. Cranston."

The Shadow found Tyrick seated behind a huge desk in a roomthat was nore
than anple for a private office. Tyrick was a frail man, peak-faced and
bespectacl ed. He | ooked very puny in his oversize office, but he was evidently
a man who regarded hinmself as inportant. The flash of his grayish eyes showed
it. So did the precise pursing of his narrow lips.

Tyrick arose, stretched far across the desk to shake hands. Dropping his
i mportant manner, the inporter expressed his pleasure at receiving so
cel ebrated a visitor.

"Being an inporter," remarked Tyrick, "I keep close touch wi th business
houses abroad. Tinme and again, M. Cranston, | have heard your name nentioned.
Al ways by foreign merchants with whom you have dealt."

"I amglad that they renenber ne," replied The Shadow. "I neet many
persons abroad, M. Tyrick; and sone have nentioned you to ne. By a curious
coi nci dence, however, the latest mention occurred here in New York, |ast
ni ght."

"I have many friends in New York, M. Cranston."

"This man was not a New Yorker. He was a person whom| once met in
Mexi co.

He gave ne a nessage for you."
Tyrick's |ips opened, as though they were about to phrase a nane. As the



i mporter paused, The Shadow quietly supplied it:
"Captain Stanley Chabron."

TYRICK' S gl ance was nervous. The inporter drummed the edge of his desk.
He
twisted his head toward the wi ndow, then faced his visitor

"Captai n Chabron has been here to see ne," asserted Tyrick. "Not
frequently, you understand. Infrequently. He had a proposition that he wanted
me to accept. Did he nention it to you?"

"Not specifically."

"It referred to inports. W are frequently troubl ed by changes in the
government regul ati ons of Central American countries. Certain taxes are made
at
sources, after we have conpl eted purchases. Generally, we have to pay them"

"Unl ess you know t he proper governnent officials."

Tyrick smled wanly.

"You have guessed it, M. Cranston. Rather, | should say, you are
famliar
with the ways of those governments. Chabron knows them too. He wanted to work
for me, making the proper contacts. He claimed that if | hired himas
troubl e-shooter in Mexico and Central America, he would save ne a great dea
of
noney.

"Unfortunately, Chabron has been nore than a troubl e-shooter. He has been
a troubl e-maker. You understand, M. Cranston, that is no reflection against
Captain Chabron. He sinply has a thirst for adventure. | amafraid that he
m ght contact the wong officials. | have decided, finally, that | have no
pl ace for him"

It was The Shadow s turn to smile. He was handling Tyrick just as he
want ed.

"Chabron told nme that, last night," remarked The Shadow. "He wanted me to
tell you that he had taken over another job. He left on the Havana Special. |
presune that he intends to do sone trouble-shooting - or trouble-making - in
Cuba. "

Tyrick's eyes flashed in pleased fashion. H's expression could have neant
that he was glad to I earn of Chabron's departure. It mght have been that he
was pl eased to hear a report that indicated Chabron was still alive. The
Shadow
had mentioned the Havana Special because it left an hour after the tine of the
explosion at Geville's.

"Tell me," questioned Tyrick, leaning forward. "Did you see Chabron
aboard
t he Havana Speci al ?"

"No," replied The Shadow, in a thoughtful tone that suited Cranston. "I
saw himbefore the train left. Not very long before. | am positive, though
that he has | eft New York."

Tyrick's expression did not change. The inporter expressed his thanks for
the information. As The Shadow arose to |eave, Tyrick acconpanied himto the
door, remarking:

"I had arranged to see Captain Chabron this evening. Since he has sent
word of his departure, | shall cross out the appointnent."”

As The Shadow was | eaving the anteroom two men entered. He stepped
asi de;
they scarcely noticed him for they were engaged in conversation. The Shadow
recogni zed both. One was his agent, Harry Vincent; the other, Gary Leed. The
Shadow had expected that Harry would find Gary to be the pictured nan.

The Shadow gave a backward gl ance after the two had passed; again, he
noti ced the open transom above Tyrick's inner door. The Shadow conti nued al ong
his way. He knew that he would hear fromHarry, |ater



The secretary appeared. Leed was introduced and admitted to Tyrick's
office, while Harry remained in the anteroom After the secretary had gone,
Harry planned to listen at the inner door. He found it unnecessary. From where
he sat, he could catch the voices that drifted through the transom

The opening conversation nade it plain that Tyrick had never nmet Leed
before. Then cane the inporter's basso runble, a tone that seemed hugely out
of
proportion to his size:

"Just why did James Hedden send you here, M. Leed?"

"To arrange a neeting," replied Leed. "Your secretaries have been calling
back and forth, with no result. M. Hedden wanted me to call on you and set a
tinme."

"Tell Hedden I'll see himany tine he wishes -"

"This evening, M. Tyrick?"

"No. | have an appointment. Wait, though, it was cancel ed. Wat tine does
Hedden want to cone and see me?"

"He can't get away this evening," inforned Leed. "He has arranged to

receive a guest at dinner. He would prefer to have you come out to Long
I sland. "

Tyrick grow ed angrily, as though the suggestion did not suit him At
| ast, he decided to make the visit. Harry heard hi marrange the appoi nt ment
for
hal f past eight.

After Leed rejoined Harry, he gave a sidelong | ook at the open transom
but made no comment. Harry was sure, however, that Leed knew the brief
conference had been overheard. Wen they reached the street, Leed gl anced at
his watch, then said to Harry:

"It's getting late. I'lIl call the house and talk to M. Hedden. 1'Il fix
it for you to cone to dinner."

Leed wal ked to a corner cigar store. He had hardly gone before a paper
fluttered in through the wi ndow of the coupe. Harry opened it; found a coded
message from The Shadow. It was a single word: "Report."

The inked witing faded. That was the way with The Shadow s nessages.
Harry pulled a fountain pen fromhis pocket, lightly wote a brief reply on
t he
same sheet of paper, giving all the essential details of his nmeeting with
Leed.

He kept adding brief sentences while he darted gl ances toward the cigar store.

Leed had not appeared when Harry finished. Folding the paper with the ink
still danp, Harry pocketed his pen

Leed canme out fromthe cigar store; told Harry that the dinner date was
fixed. He started to nove his coupe fromthe curb. A streamined taxi backed
suddenly, | ocked bunpers with the shiny car. The jolt took place on Harry's
si de.

The driver of the cab clanbered to the curb and hurried to | ook at the
damage. He thrust his head through Harry's w ndow and spoke to Leed:

"Sorry, bud. Didn't crack anything, though -"

"Al'l right," snapped Leed. "Get that cab of yours out of the way before
shove it into the next car ahead!"

The cabby's hand was on the wi ndow | edge. So was Harry's. As Harry's hand
nmoved back, the other slid over. As he hurried away, the cab driver took al ong
Harry's fol ded report.

The cab driver was Mbe Shrevnitz. As the coupe passed the taxi, Harry saw
Moe speaking to a passenger in back. Though he could not see the passenger's
face, Harry knew who was there. Mde had handed the report sheet to The Shadow.

HARRY kept up an intermittent conversation during the trip back to Long
Island. H's talk concerned m nes and engineering; he listened while Gary Leed
gave details regarding the Mexicana Mnes. Al the while, however, Harry kept



t hi nki ng of other matters.

The tie-up between Gary Leed and Stanl ey Chabron was obvious. The two had
probably met in Mexico; had been hired there to conme to New York on a secret
m ssion of murder. The question was, who had enployed the pair for that evil
duty?

Certain evidence pointed to James Hedden. The mine-owner was one of the
two nmen whom Darrier had sought to name. Leed was living at Hedden's hone. His
engagerment to Hedden's daughter could be a bluff. Hedden wanted to see Tyrick
t he one remai ning man of the crooked band that had once included Zanwood, Mook
and Darrier.

There were ot her points, though, that made Harry doubt Hedden's guilt, so
far as nmurder was concer ned.

Lester Tyrick could be the master crimnal. Harry remenbered Leed's cal
fromthe Moto Cub. Leed had clained that he had tal ked to Hedden; but Harry
was suspicious of the statenent. Maybe Leed had talked to Tyrick at that tine.
Picturing Tyrick as the master crook, Harry could see craft behind the gane.

Tyrick could be watchi ng Hedden, through Leed. He coul d have used Leed to
tal k Hedden into tonight's meeting. The talk that Harry had overheard between
Leed and Tyrick could have been part of the gane - a nove to let a |listener
hear Tyrick's agreenment to visit Hedden's hone. Leed had made a tel ephone cal
after leaving Tyrick's. That coul d have been a call back to Tyrick, instead of
a call to Hedden's hone.

Had Harry guessed what The Shadow had di vi ned and proven - that Lester
Tyrick had known Stanley Chabron - Harry's suspicions of Tyrick would have
i ncreased. For The Shadow s informati on nade the gane an equal bal ance.

Even wi th that know edge, however, Harry would still have been puzzl ed
regardi ng the actual answer. Harry was confident on one point only: that
toni ght would settle all doubt as to who was nurderer and who was victim New
crime would be due tonight; some way woul d have to be devised to thwart it.

The Shadow woul d know t hat way.

CHAPTER XI X
CLD FRI ENDS MEET

DI NNER at Hedden's was at seven

Up until that hour, Harry Vincent did not neet James Hedden. He played a
few sets of tennis with Gary Leed, until the latter suggested a swmin the
Sound. Comi ng back fromthe private beach on Hedden's property, they net
Daphne
Hedden, returning from a horseback ride.

Leed introduced Harry to his fiancee, and the girl received the visitor
cordially. Daphne was tall and willowy; her riding clothes made her appear
abnormal Iy thin. When Harry saw her later, after she had dressed for dinner
her appearance was consi derably nore graceful

Through these two neetings, Harry was convinced that Daphne suspected
not hi ng concerning her father's past, and that she was totally ignorant of
Leed's present conplicity in crime. The girl's danci ng bl ue eyes seened
carefree, her blond head filled with no thoughts except those concerning
soci al
affairs.

In fact, Daphne gushed so rmuch mild gossip concerning persons she had net
during the day that Harry and Leed were forced to abandon all other
conversation during the quarter hour that they spent awaiting dinner

When a servant sounded the dinner chinme, Janes Hedden arrived froma
secl uded corner room puffing at the last remains of a cigar. Hedden was a
bul ky man, shorter than Leed and squattier. His face, like his hair, was
grayi sh; his eyes stared beadily fromthe sides of his pudgy nose.

VWen Leed introduced Harry, Hedden | ooked puzzled for a nonment. At |ast,



he munbl ed with his pudgy lips:

"Yes, yes, of course. | renenber, Gary, that you told me you would bring
a
friend for dinner. dad to neet you, M. Vincent. Gary's friends are al ways
wel cone. "

I ncreased dusk had rendered the interior of the |arge house quite gl oony.
The dining roomwas i mense; its chief Iight cane fromcandl es on the |arge,
| ong table. Hedden ate norosely, in the manner of a dyspeptic, barely tasting
some of the food that was placed before him

He said nothing; seemed to hear little. He was not interested in the
runni ng conversation that Daphne provided. It could have been that Hedden was
inured to his daughter's constant chatter; but Harry sensed that the
m ne- owner
was concerned with matters of his own. The proof of it cane when Hedden asked
a
solitary question, addressed to Leed:

"You arranged the appointnment, Gary?"

"OfF course, sir," replied Leed. "For eight-thirty."

The question awakened Harry's suspicion that Leed had not called Hedden
after the intervieww th Tyrick. At the time, he realized that Hedden mi ght
nerely have asked it, absentmindedly; for it was certain that the squatty m ne
owner was deeply concentrated upon his own affairs.

"I brought out a box of those special perfectos," added Leed. "I'Il get
them for you, M. Hedden."

Harry renmenbered that Leed had brought a box of cigars back to the car at
the tine he made the tel ephone call after he left Tyrick's. Hence, Harry did
not recogni ze that Leed had made an excuse to | eave the dining room

EYES other than Harry's were the ones that foll owed Leed when he went out
t hrough the large hallway and up the broad stairs to the second fl oor

There were many dark spaces in that hallway. One | ay beside the stairway.
Fromthere, a shrouded figure was watching. The Shadow had arrived at Hedden's
house. A side door, opening on the darkened | awn, showed the route by which
The
Shadow had ent ered.

Leed canme downstairs carrying two packages. He turned sharply at the
bottom step, so that he could not be seen fromthe dining room He tiptoed
past
t he spot where The Shadow stood. He cane to a short passage under the stairs;
opened the door of a corner room

The roomwas a small, square one, that served as Hedden's private den
Peering through the door that Leed |left ajar, The Shadow saw the fell ow | ower
the shades and turn on a single light. The roomhad a fireplace, chairs,
ashstands and table. On the table was a radio. Leed |laid his packages on the
tabl e; he opened the top of the radi o cabinet.

One of the packages was flattish; it was the box of cigars. The other was
| arger and square. Fromit, Leed carefully renpved a rounded object of netal
A
di al denoted its upper side. Leed set the dial and noved a little |lever. He
put
the object in the radio cabinet and replaced the lid. He tossed the telltale
box into the fireplace, where glow ng enbers pronptly ignited it.

Leed turned out the light and raised the shades. He picked up the cigar
box, but did not come out through the door where The Shadow had wat ched.
Movi ng
away fromthe passage, The Shadow heard Leed open a door that |ed through the
living room Watching by the stairs, The Shadow saw him steal fromthe living
roominto the hallway. The young man changed his pace; he strolled into the
di ning room opening the cigar box as he arrived.



Since the dining roomwas on one side of the hallway, with the |iving
room
on the other, Leed's course had been an easy one. So was The Shadow s next
nove.

The den in back of the living roomwas a renote spot used only by Hedden. The
Shadow had tinme to do sone work there.

He entered, and repeated Leed's nove with the light and the shades. He
opened the radi o cabinet, eyed the object that Leed had placed there. It was a
bonb. Leed had set the time dial for quarter of nine. The Shadow carefully
pressed back the switch that Leed had set. That bonb would not blow at its
appoi nted time.

The bonb nullified, The Shadow began preparations of his own. He produced
a tiny mcrophone, attached it behind one of the braces underneath the table.
He ran a thin wire along the crack of the wall. Extinguishing the lights and
rai sing the shade, he carried the wire through to the Iiving room and
termnated it in a corner nook. There, he attached earphones and hid them
beneat h a wi ndow seat.

The Shadow had brought this equi pnent specially. Its purpose would becone
evident by the end of the next half hour. It was already eight o'clock. Lester
Tyrick was due to visit James Hedden at half past eight.

VWHEN t he group canme fromthe dining room The Shadow was gone. Janes
Hedden gruffly excused hinsel f. Snoking one of the fresh perfectos, he went
t hrough the hallway to his den. The others entered the living room There they
chatted until Leed suddenly remenbered that he had bought two tickets for a
pl ay.

"I purchased them yesterday," he told Daphne. "You wanted to see that
play. It's quarter past eight. W' |l have to start before half past."

"You are forgetting M. Vincent," rem nded Daphne. "Wuldn't it be best
for himto come with us?"

"Vincent has to see your father," explained Leed. "That was the rea
reason why | brought himhere. He will excuse us. Hurry, Daphne. We nust start
very soon."

VWi | e Daphne was getting her evening wap, Leed talked with Harry.

"Wait right here, Vincent," suggested Leed, snoothly. "You' ve gotten
acquainted with M. Hedden. Tell himthat you want the job; and say that it
has
my full approval. Don't talk to him though, until after that chap Tyrick has
gone.

"Once he's chatted with Tyrick, Hedden will be easy to approach. He's got
Tyrick on the brain, right now, but | can't guess why. | never heard of Tyrick
bef ore today. Anyway, Hedden said he had to talk to Tyrick; and |'ve seen him
act that way before.

"As soon as the matter is off his chest, you can breeze right in on him
and he'll be glad to see you. | know the way the old nan acts."

Daphne arrived; she and Leed said good-night to Harry. They went out to
the coupe, leaving Harry alone in the living room In the mnutes that
foll owed, Harry sized his own situation

It was logical for himto stay here and talk to Hedden | ater. Logical
too, that he should wait until after Tyrick's visit. |If Harry had known
not hi ng
about Gary Leed's real character, he woul d have suspected not hi ng. Know ng
Leed,
things were different.

Sonet hi ng was due to happen after Tyrick arrived, and Leed had stationed
Harry to be the fall guy. That was why Leed, in his tel ephone call, had
specified that it would be best to get a nman; why he had |listened so eagerly
when Harry had asked himfor a job. Harry had saved Leed the trouble of
coaxi ng



soneone el se out to Hedden's, to be there when the fireworks hit.

VWhat ever the gane, whet her Hedden or Tyrick stood behind it, the neeting
bet ween t hose two woul d not have been so pronptly arranged if Harry had not
been acquired. A master nurderer intended a new explosion in this very house.
Harry, whether he survived or not, would be accused as the nman who arranged
t he
bl ast. The master crook could throw the blame on Harry and thus clear Leed. In
turn, Leed would blanme Harry, and woul d have Daphne's testinmony that Harry was
a stranger in the house.

VWHI LE t hese thoughts were gripping him Harry heard a ring of the front
doorbell. It was al nost half past eight. Lester Tyrick had arrived.

A servant appeared fromthe dining roomto admt the visitor. Harry saw
Tyrick go through the hallway. He was being conducted through the passage to
Hedden' s den

The servant returned and went away through the dining room Tensely,
Harry
arose, planning to approach the door at the back of the living room in hope
that he m ght hear sonething of the conference between Hedden and Tyrick. He
heard a faint swi sh beside him turned suddenly, to feel the grip of The
Shadow s hand upon his arm

Harry's chief had stepped in suddenly fromthe hallway. |n whispered
t one,

The Shadow ordered Harry to foll ow.

The Shadow | ed the way through the side door. Qutside, he eased Harry
toward the shelter of some shrubbery. Harry could see the wi ndows of the den
Hedden had | owered the curtains. Harry al so saw The Shadow deliver a
successi on
of blinks with his flashlight.

As The Shadow joined Harry, two nen cane creeping fromthe darkness to
enter the side door of the house. Harry glinpsed their faces against the faint
l[ight fromthe hallway. Despite hinself, Harry gave a gulp of surprise that
brought a silencing whi sper from The Shadow. The nmen at the doorway did not
hear it. They were too intent upon their stealthy entry.

The pair that The Shadow had summoned to listen in on the secret
conference were Conmi ssioner Ral ph Weston and | nspector Joe Cardona!

Lester Tyrick and Janes Hedden had net as two old friends. The law was to
learn the result of their get-together, thanks to The Shadow.

CHAPTER XX
CROCKS ACCUSE

JAMES HEDDEN and Lester Tyrick formed a contrast as they faced each other
in the small corner room Both were puffing furiously at cigars; for Tyrick
had
accepted one of the choice perfectos that Hedden proffered him The den was
becom ng hazed with tobacco snoke; but neither seenmed annoyed.

"We' ve had enough of this friendship talk," decided Tyrick, suddenly.
"After six years, we can forget it. It's been that |ong since we've seen each
ot her, Hedden."

"True," adnitted Hedden, his tone snoother than Tyrick's runble. "You
forget, though, that we ended our friendship only because it seened
advi sabl e. "

"We never were friends!" Tyrick's sharp eyes chall enged through his
spectacles. "W were two nen out of five, who worked together to grab a
mllion
dollars -



"Why not call us six?" queried Hedden, his interruption quick. "Young
Randol ph Greville hel ped us."

"Why do you nention hin®"

"Because of what happened to him™"

Tyrick's gaze narrowed at Hedden's words. Harshly, he demanded:

"Do | take it that young Geville's suicide was the inspiration that
produced the nurders of Zanwood, Mok and Darrier? That because one man had
died, it seened wi se to dispose of the others?"

"That is ny inference," returned Hedden. "You have put the questions,
Tyrick. You can al so answer them"

Tyrick grated a | augh.

"I expected you to bluff it, Hedden," he said. "So let's settle it quite
i npersonally. There are only two of us left. One of us arranged the nurders of
Zanwood, Mok and Darrier. Does that statenment suit you?"

"Partly," responded Hedden. "There is nore, though."

"OfF course. The one of us who is not a nurderer naturally has cause to
worry about his own safety. He wants to know what he can do to insure it."

"Of course. | don't think that either of us cares to die, Tyrick. Nor do
I
consider it necessary."

"But the other deaths were necessary, in the past -

"They appeared to be. Zanwood and Mook were al ways sharpers. They m ght
have gone in for blackmail, | suppose. Darrier was the man who contacted young
Geville. But you and I, Tyrick, should have no cause for nutual distrust.
Particularly, since either one of us could deny the charges that the other
m ght nake."

TYRICK' S |ips showed their first smle of approval. The frail inporter
gl anced at his watch; put it away, to reach into his inside pocket.

"Here are all the papers that | have," he told Hedden. "They are nothing
but figures referring to the amounts of noney that young Geville gave
Darrier,
and the dates of such paynents. There are no conments listed with them
However ,

if you regard themas inportant, | amwlling to seal our bargain by
dest royi ng
them™

Tyrick reached to draw the screen away fromthe fireplace. He was ready
to
throw the sheets into the blaze. Hedden stopped him

"One nmonent, Tyrick," declared the m ne-owner. "Your gesture is one that
I
shoul d duplicate. I, too, have simlar records. If you will wait here a few
m nut es” - Hedden gl anced at his own watch - "say about five or six, | shal
rejoin you. My papers are upstairs.”

Hedden turned toward the passage door. It was slightly ajar; it began to
close instantly. Hedden did not notice it, for he stopped at the table.

"While | am gone," he remarked, "you can listen to the radio. Make
yoursel f at honme, Tyrick. | shall be with you, shortly -"

"One nonent, Hedden!"

Tyrick uttered the call fiercely. Hedden turned, to see the inporter on
his feet, a revolver in his hand. Though Hedden's pudgy face showed i nstant
concern, he did not lose his command of notion. There was an ashstand besi de
him Wth one sweep, the mine-owner grabbed it fromthe floor and nade a | eap
toward Tyri ck.

The inporter side-stepped; lost his chance to fire. He | ocked with Hedden
when the heavy man grabbed his wist. Floundering toward the side door of the
room the two pulled up suddenly. Both subsided, Tyrick cowering with his
| owered revol ver, Hedden sinking the hand that gripped the ashstand.



THE door had opened. The Shadow stood with | evel ed automatics, a separate
weapon for each of the two nen. As the struggle halted, the staring crooks saw
the cl oaked figure fade. The door closed upon The Shadow, sinultaneously, the
door fromthe living roomripped open

Swi ngi ng about, Hedden and Tyrick were confronted by revol vers gripped by
West on and Car dona.

"Your discussion has been recorded,” inforned Weston. "All that you said
was overheard by dictograph. W arrest you, Janes Hedden, and you, Lester
Tyrick, for conplicity in defrauding the Scarborough National Bank."

Tyrick made a nove to fling his papers toward the fire. Cardona's gun
muzzl e stopped himwith its threat. Meekly, Tyrick handed Joe the papers; then
a frantic gleamcane to his eyes. Tyrick had dropped his revolver. Hs arms
were up, but he managed a shaky gesture over his shoul der

"Look in the radio!" he panted. "I think - | think you'll find a bonmb
there! Hedden wanted to kill me -"

Leaving both nen to Weston, Cardona stepped over to the radio and found
the bonb inside it. Not knowi ng what the position of the switch indicated, Joe
simply di sconnected the wire that joined the small time clock to the bonb. He
conpared his own watch with the tinme on the dial; saw that the expl osion had
been scheduled for within the next two minutes.

"That's why Hedden tried to run out!" expressed Tyrick. "He had a bonb

set
here for me. He woul d have played innocent, afterward. He woul d have cl ai nmed
that | brought a bonmb nyself; that | intended it for him-"

"Whi ch you did!" roared Hedden, his bellow drowning Tyrick's maddened
tone. "I never saw that bonmb before! You had it planted here! That's why you

were getting ready to | eave."
"The bonb was in your radi o, Hedden. In your house -
"And you told the police it was there, Tyrick. They will be witnesses to
that fact -"
Weston intervened with the dry statenent:
"W can settle this matter, later. At present, we require those records

of
yours, Hedden."

"They're upstairs,"” growl ed Hedden. "In the bottom drawer of ny old desk.
They' Il prove that | had a reason to | eave this room™

CARDONA procured the papers. They were simlar to Tyrick's; nerely a
collection of figures and dates. When he returned to the den, Cardona found

Hedden and Tyrick still shifting the blane of nurder. Joe gave the papers to
Vst on.
"These will suffice to inmplicate both of you in the bank failure,"
deci ded
t he conmi ssioner, as he eyed the prisoners. "W shall learn [ater which one of

you was guilty of murder."

Tyrick and Hedden exchanged sour gl ances. Suddenly, Tyrick spoke to
Vst on.

"I deny all charges,"” announced the inporter. "You can prove nothing by
those figures. They do not refer to the Scarborough National Bank."

"Of course they don't," snorted Hedden, suddenly teaming with his old
pal .
"They refer to business transacted between M. Tyrick and nyself."

Conmi ssi oner Weston sniled serenely, as he notioned for Cardona to
handcuff the prisoners. As the bracelets clicked, the conm ssioner nade a
statement that froze both Hedden and Tyrick. Until they heard it, both had
been
cool enough to be a nurderer; after it reached their ears, each | ooked



hopel ess
enough to be a hunted victim
"We cane here," announced Weston, "on information froma source that we
regarded as reliable. A telephone call was made to headquarters; though it was
anonymous, | nspector Cardona recogni zed the voice of the speaker."
Weston had reference to The Shadow. The prisoners knew it. They
remenber ed
t he cl oaked visitor who had so suddenly halted their fray. They realized that
it
was The Shadow who had pl aced t he dictograph; then opened the way for the |aw
"That informant told us," continued Weston, "that it would be wise to
t ake
you to the hone of Conrad Greville, that he m ght see the nmen responsible for
his son's crime and suicide. Conrad Greville has authentic documents that
pertain to the Scarborough National Bank. Anmbng themare lists of figures
conpi |l ed by Randol ph Geville.
"W shall conpare those lists with yours. If the dates, and the anounts

correspond, there can be no doubt regarding your guilt. | feel confident that
we shall incrimnate you conpletely. As for the nurderer” - Weston's tone
hardened - "he may find it inmpossible to cover his gane. Sonething will

undoubtedly occur at Geville's, to cause himto admt his crines."
Weston's eyes were inpartial as they shifted from  Tyrick to Hedden
Weston' s confidence was genuine. He knew that the pair were allied only
because
of their last hope that they mght gain i munity by nutual denial of the bank
crime.
That chance woul d be squashed at Geville's. After that, Tyrick and
Hedden
woul d break. Whichever was innocent would fight so hard for life that the
guilty
one would find hinmself at conplete | oss. To Weston, the task of picking the
nmur derer had become a process of sinple elimnation

THE prisoners were marched outside, down the driveway, to where Weston's
car awaited themout front. They were placed in it. Wston and Cardona j oi ned
them The conmi ssioner ordered the chauffeur to drive into Manhattan

As the big car noved slowy away, there was nmotion froma side |ane that
led off fromthe main road. A whispered |augh cane fromthe interior of a
parked coupe. The small car started; rolled swiftly toward a short cut to the
mai n hi ghway.

The Shadow had wat ched the enforced departure of James Hedden and Lester
Tyrick. He knew the destination to which the prisoners would be taken. The
Shadow had chosen the sane goal

When Hedden and Tyrick arrived at Greville's, The Shadow woul d be there
to
hear the quiz that would reveal the identity of the master nurderer

CHAPTER XXI
MJURDER DECREED

THOUGH it was only half past nine when Weston and the ot hers reached
Geville's, they found that Conrad Greville had retired. Foster was still on
duty; he stated that he woul d announce that the police comi ssioner had
arrived. The servant went upstairs.

It was not |ong before Conrad Grevill e appeared. The elderly man cane
down
the front stairs, fully attired. He had been reading in his room and was just



pl anning to go to bed when Foster sumoned him Geville recognized Cardona,
al ong with Weston; but he | ooked puzzl ed when he saw Tyrick and Hedden
particul arly when Weston did not introduce them

The conmi ssioner left that until they reached Greville's study. There,
Weston pointed to Tyrick and Hedden, calling each by name. For the first tine,
Greville observed that the pair were wearing handcuffs.

"These are the crooks we were after," explained Weston. "W thought that
one of them m ght have died | ast night; but we have now proven that the nman
who
brought the bonmb here was a subordinate. W found anot her bonb, tonight. One
of
t hese chaps intended to di spose of the other."

Geville seened interested to learn the details. Wston gave an account
of
all that had happened at Hedden's, omtting only the brief appearance of The
Shadow, which Weston had not w tnessed. The conmi ssioner added that the bonb
had been left at Hedden's house, with officers in charge. Both Tyrick and
Hedden had been searched, so neither could nake further trouble.

"From the conversation that we overheard," concl uded Weston, "we know
t hat
these two men duped your son and were responsible for his dishonesty. W have
brought them here to prove their part in that crine."

Solemly, slowy, Geville shook his head. H s eyes were weari ed,
listless, as they surveyed Tyrick and Hedden

"My son did evil," pronounced Greville. "The w ckedness of his ways was
visited upon him"
"But these nmen are guilty," insisted Weston. "They were the ones who nade

the greatest gain."

"Let themrestore the goods that they have stolen. That was what | sought
to do, when | so diligently searched to | earn where the funds had gone. Al
t hat you have done, conm ssioner, has been to renove the burden from ny
shoul ders. "

James Hedden's pudgy face had taken on a snmile. Lester Tyrick's frai
features showed eagerness. Both were hoping to profit by Greville's Ieniency.
West on, however, would not have it that way.

"It's the law s job to put these fell ows behind bars," he told Geville.
"I understand how you have suffered, M. Geville. You have tried to forget

your son and all that concerned him |'mnot asking you to nake charges of
your
own agai nst these prisoners. W can handle that. Al | want is another | ook

t hrough those files that you showed us |ast night."

GREVI LLE arose from his desk, opened the filing cabinet and produced the
ol d investigation papers. Thumbing through them Wston cane to the figures
that he wanted. He conpared the sheets with those that bel onged to Tyrick and
Hedden. They tallied.

"Attested figures,"” announced Weston. "These coul dn't be a coinci dence.
Nei t her of you" - he |ooked toward Tyrick and Hedden - "will be able to

expl ain
these away. We don't need the originals; neverthel ess" - Wston turned to
Geville - "we'd like to have them It states here that they were anong
Randol ph's own papers."

"You will find ny son's papers in the drawer beneath the bookcase,"

returned Greville. "You are wel come to | ook through them conm ssioner."
West on opened the drawer; he rummged through the papers and found the
ones he wanted. He added themto the sheets fromthe filing cabinet.
"W have our evidence," announced Weston. "Enough to put these rogues
where they bel ong. Think that over, Tyrick; and you, too, Hedden. Ten years,
maybe twenty, in the penitentiary, for each of you. Only, one of you won't



serve that long. He will go to the chair for murder!"

"Murder," spoke Greville, solemly, frombehind his desk. "Is it not
possi bl e, commi ssioner, that both of these nen are responsible for such
crinme?"

"We have no evidence of collusion between them" returned Weston. "On the
contrary, we have evidence - Darrier's testinony - that indicates that one of
themwas intended as a victim If you have any suggestion, M. Geville, that
will enable us to pick the guilty one, we would appreciate it."

CONRAD GREVI LLE rose sternly from behind his desk. H s manner had
changed.
H s dignified face showed unrepressed anger. His eyes blazed as they stared
toward the prisoners.

"Both are guilty!" accused Greville. "Both are nurderers! They are the
sl ayers of ny son!"

Weston tried to calmthe old man. He coul d not understand Geville's
flare
of vindictiveness. Previously, in fact up to this nonent, Geville had
di sclained all regret for Randol ph's death.

"Your son was a suicide," declared Weston. "The | aw could not punish the
men who forced himto his final step."

"The law is inadequate!" stormed Geville. "I can produce the evidence
that will doom both of these nmen! CGo to that sane drawer, conmi ssioner"” -
Geville's strong tone | essened as he pointed - "and reach behind it. You wll

find anot her paper there."

Puzzl ed, Weston followed Geville's suggestion. He brought out the
crunpl ed paper; spread it in the light. Geville, watching himall the while
opened a desk drawer as if to produce added documents. Cardona and the
prisoners saw a strained | ook cone upon Weston's face. They wondered at the
conmi ssioner's expression. It was not explained until Wston spoke.

Looking up fromthe paper, the conmm ssioner faced Geville and
spl uttered:

"You - you knew of this suicide note? Left here - by your son - the very
day he died?"

"I did," replied Geville, solemmly. "I read the names of the five nmen
who
brought Randol ph to his ruin."

"Then you shoul d have inforned the law -"

"That the | aw mi ght do nothing?" Geville's tone was a sneer. "I did
better than that, comm ssioner. | waited until those five proved their own
guilt, by their prosperity. That sort of proof would not have satisfied the
law. To ne, it was sufficient. | waited seven years.

"I could have destroyed that paper; but | did not. | let it slide back
behi nd the drawer, the day that | found it. | wanted it to be there, as though

| ost by accident, in case there should be reason for it to be discovered
| ater.

That, however, will be unnecessary. The paper is no |onger needed.
"Three of five nen have died. The remaining two stand before ne, awaiting
their fate. 1| amgreater than the | aw M/ decisions shall abide; there is no

appeal fromthem™"

VWESTON was standing too amazed to nove. Hi s hands clutched the paper with
a grip that alnmost tore it. Cardona was the nman who saw need for action. Joe
was conming to his feet, his hand shifting for a gun. The open nove was too
| at e.

Geville's hand whi pped fromthe desk drawer. It carried a revol ver.
Steadily, the old man took aimon a |line that covered both Weston and Cardona.
H s free hand gestured for their arns to cone upward. Weston |l et the paper



flutter and lifted his hands. dumy, Cardona made a sinilar reach

Tyrick and Hedden cowered side by side, huddled in their chairs. Both
wer e
free of the nurder charge; to them it was small confort. The master murderer
had gai ned them he intended that both should be his victins. Too |ate, they
had di scovered that their mutual m strust had blinded themto the fact that
Conrad Greville was the killer who sought their lives as fiendishly as he had
taken ot hers.

Geville stepped frombehind his desk, keeping his gun steadi ed on Wston
and Cardona. He noved toward the door at the far side of the room Hs free
hand reached for the knob. In harsh tone, Geville issued his final decree.

"In this elevator," he told the staring men who listened, "I have three
hi dden buttons. One | ocks the door of this room The second starts a tine
fuse,
set for seven mnutes. The third offers nme a sure route to safety.

"Long have | anticipated that if other neasures failed, | could assenble
my enemes in this roomand hurl themto doomand the shattered walls of this
old mansion. | preferred to deal with nmy enem es separately. Tonight, | found
it convenient to elimnate two together. My nmeasure failed. | shall rectify

t he
error here.”

In his statement, Geville had solved the riddle of the bonb at Hedden's.
Actual |y, James Hedden and Lester Tyrick had each suspected the other of
planting it. Each had wanted a nmeeting with the other to insure his own
protection. Wen the bomb was uncovered, both were al ar ned.

Conrad Geville had foreseen that the two would neet. He had heard
Darrier's statenment to the law, as related by Cardona. Darrier had suspected
either Tyrick or Hedden. Wth only those two left, it was natural that they
woul d junp to Darrier's conclusion; and that each woul d suppose that the other
must be the perpetrator of insidious crine.

Wth harsh, relentless tone, Greville conpleted his verdict: a sentence
of
death to others beside the men he hated.

"I nnocent persons have died with guilty," declainmed Greville. "That was
their m sfortune. They chanced to stand too close to my path of vengeance.
Tonight, two nore will perish.” H s eyes gl eanmed upon Weston and Car dona.
"Thi s
time, however, their deaths are necessary. Those who neddl e with ny schenes
nmake
t hensel ves ny eneni es. They deserve the doomthat | can decree!"”

OLD Geville whipped open the door behind him nade a jabby gesture with
his revolver as he reached for the switchboard within. His claw sh fingers
wer e
feeling for the plate that conceal ed the special control board. H s harsh
Voi ce
uttered new words of triunph:

"Vengeance is mne!l"

Half in the elevator, Geville stopped with an abrupt jolt. He snarled,
maddened, as he wheeled out into the room He swung straight toward the opened
el evator. Cardona, no |onger covered, yanked a gun but did not pull the
trigger. Joe had no need to fire.

Greville's gun hand had sagged. The vengeful nurderer was facing a nmuzzle
that | oomed fromthe darkness of the tiny elevator. Behind it canme a living
form of blackness - a cl oaked bei ng whose burni ng gaze was focused upon the
snharling nurderer.

The Shadow had arrived before the law. Waiting until the final nonent, he
had trapped Conrad Geville in the nurderer's own stronghol d!



CHAPTER XXI |
THE SEVENTH M NUTE

"YOUR crinmes were known."

Sol emml y, The Shadow spoke those words to Greville. The killer knew their
i mport. The Shadow s own presence was proof that he had penetrated deeply into
Geville's schenes.

"Only vengeance could have inspired the deaths you ordai ned," decl ared
The
Shadow. "Had one crook sought to silence others, he would not have waited six
years."

Geville glared. He had dropped his revolver; with it, he had discarded
the | ast senblance of his dignified mask. H s face was vicious, purplish. H's
rai sed hands slowy clawed the air with tigerish urge to be at The Shadow s
t hr oat .

"No sane nmurderer would have made a thrust at you last night," spoke The
Shadow to Geville. "If he had feared your testinony, he would have di sposed
of
you long ago. If he believed you ignorant, he would have let you live."

Col dly, The Shadow was coming to the event that had conpletely msled the
law. the delivery of the bonb that had expl oded in the hands of Stanley
Chabron. Comm ssi oner Weston could not quite grasp the answer; nor could Joe
Cardona, until The Shadow added:

"You knew that, Greville. You pretended ignorance. You knew that the | aw
woul d search the house, to nake sure that you were safe. That was why you
call ed Chabron here to take away the bonb that he would | ater need. The bonb
i ntended for Lester Tyrick."

Geville's snarl told that The Shadow had reveal ed the truth. The
Shadow s
words ripped away the nystery. The facts cane hone to Weston and Cardona.

Geville had used two agents. Both were schedul ed to act toni ght. Chabron
had a bonb waiting at Greville's; it would be his job to deliver it to Tyrick
whil e Leed planted one with Hedden. Last night, Darrier's unfinished statenent
had brought the lawto Greville's house.

Chabron had cone there also, to take away the bonmb. Cardona had heard the
doorbell. Joe had been quick enough to spot Chabron at the front door
recei ving the bonb-Iaden package from Lawrence. It had appeared that Chabron
was giving the package to Lawrence; not taking it.

The servant, |ike Chabron, was in the gane. Discovered, they had both
shown headwor k. Chabron had snatched the bonb and taken it on the run, with
Lawence in pursuit. Lawence had never intended to overtake Chabron. H s
chase
was a bluff; but it doomed himw th Chabron when the blast went off.

VWhat puzzl ed Weston and Cardona was how The Shadow had recogni zed the
actual transfer of the bomb. It struck themthat The Shadow nust have been
out si de, watching the house; that he had seen Chabron enter wi thout a package
in his possession. They never guessed that there had been proof within the
house - proof that they had overl ooked.

The clues were Greville's overshoes and unbrella, which had been on the
hat rack when The Shadow entered with Weston and Cardona. Afterward, those
objects were on the fl oor beside the hat rack. They were proof that Law ence
had removed them to |ift the hat rack bench and take sonething fromits
interior. That "sonething" was the package with the bomb. Law ence had not
lived to replace the articles that he had noved. The Shadow had watched Foster
pi ck them up, afterward

CONRAD GREVI LLE guessed the truth; recognized that The Shadow had been



here as Cranston. He realized, too, that The Shadow had returned to find the
wel | - hi dden sui ci de note.

"You coul d spare one bonb," announced The Shadow to Geville, "but the
| oss of one worker - Chabron - was serious. It left a double task to your
ot her
agent, Leed. He was forced to bring Tyrick and Hedden together, to finish them
with a single stroke.™

Tyrick, listening, had already been amazed at nention of Chabron's nane.
It was Hedden's turn to be astonished. It dawned upon himthat Leed, with free
run of his house and a third-fl oor roomas testing | aboratory, had been the
actual naker of the bonbs that had caused such great destruction

Retreated to his desk, Conrad Geville spoke with sudden chall enge. Al
the vindictiveness that he had held for years cane forth in one outburst. In a
tone that expressed both venom and pride, he took full credit for his crines.

"I was sworn to vengeance," snarled Geville. "Five men were to die;

cared not who perished with them | needed workers. | found one, a year ago.
He

was Stanley Chabron. | told himthat he would need a partner; a man who
under st ood expl osives. | suggested that he find one at the Mexi cana M nes.

"Chabron went there. He chose Leed, because Leed knew Hedden's daughter
I
prom sed Chabron and Leed each a fortune; that was agreed, to aid nme in ny
vengeance. Zanwood, Mook and Darrier were easy victins. Chabron and Leed
conquered all conplications. W knew, though, that Tyrick and Hedden woul d be
nmore difficult; for they would suspect danger

"That was why Chabron kept close to Tyrick. He had an appointnment with
hi m
tonight, to deliver that ill-fated package. A bonb that woul d explode if set
down with the slightest jolt. Chabron intended to leave it with Tyrick. As for
Leed, he was close enough to Hedden to arrange anything."

VWeel i ng as he spoke, old Geville faced Weston. Contenptuously, he
railed
at the commi ssi oner.

"You represent the law," jeered Geville. "Arrest ne, as a nurderer! |
shall go to the electric chair, carrying the satisfaction that ny vengeance
was
three-fifths complete. | hate the law, it has always tried to bl ock ne!

"Toni ght, | sought freedomfor Tyrick and Hedden, that | mght plot again
to murder them You interfered for the law, pronmising to put themin prison
where | could not reach them But it was not the law that defeated ne. It was
The Shadow "

Geville turned to shake a fist at the nmaster sleuth who had exposed him
At that instant, the old man caught the sound of a sharp click behind him He
bobbed about, | ooking toward the main door of the room It burst inward, to
reveal Gary Leed, wild-eyed, a revolver in his fist.

NEI THER West on nor Cardona recogni zed Leed; they had never seen him
before. Tyrick and Hedden knew him they were hel pless. It was The Shadow,
al one, who both recogni zed Leed and was in a position to deal with him

Once it had been Chabron who was quick at gunfire, while Leed had
preferred flight. Last night, Chabron had been the man to flee; another reason
why The Shadow had suspected his fal se position. Desperation had forced
Chabr on
to reverse hinself. That same condition governed Leed tonight.

Leed had probably nmade a tel ephone call to Hedden's, to learn that the
police were in charge there. Learning that Weston had cone to Geville's, Leed
had headed here. He was ready to deliver slaughter the nmoment that he crossed
the threshol d. Seeing The Shadow first, he ainmed past Geville, straight for
the figure in bl ack.



The Shadow did a quick, sideward fade, past Geville. Leed' s bullet, an
instant late, whistled by Geville's | eft shoul der and m ssed The Shadow al so.

His hand jerking to newaimas it recoiled, Leed showed hinself a
remar kabl e marksman in the pinch. He jabbed a second shot past Geville's
ri ght
shoul der; and punped a third one after it, expecting The Shadow to cone
squarely
inline with his fire. That was where Leed m scal cul at ed.

The Shadow s si destep had becone a tw st, hidden beyond the tall form of
Greville. The Shadow never appeared at the old nman's right side. Instead, he
whirled back to his original position on Geville' s left. Wile Leed was
delivering his third, maddened shot, The Shadow fired his first.

The bullet clipped Leed' s right shoulder; a broad target that The Shadow
found with speed. Leed stiffened. As his face wi nced, his gun hand | owered.
Overcom ng the pain, he staggered forward, using every ounce of effort for new
aim

A revolver spurted before The Shadow could fire. Joe Cardona was in
action. He took no chances with Leed. Joe's bullets found the bonb-maker's
heart.

AT that instant, Conrad Greville drove into action. A supernman of nurder,
Greville proved hinmself a supernan of strength. Leed's interruption had given
Greville his chance to attack The Shadow. The ol d nan used his opportunity;
hi s
stored-up years of vengeful hatred seened transformed into physical power.

Cat chi ng The Shadow s gun wrist with one fist, clawing his throat with
t he
other, Greville hurled the cl oaked fighter off balance and flung hi mthrough
t he
door of the elevator. Rolling The Shadow to the floor of the little car,
Greville drove his knee agai nst The Shadow s neck, to replace the clutching
hand. Stabbing that claw upward, the old man ripped away the fal se plate that
was wedged in place over the special elevator buttons.

Over his shoulder, Geville saw Foster just inside the study door. The
old
servant was bewi | dered; he was no tool of crinme. He was |oyal, though, to
Geville. He heard his naster's shout to close the outer door. Not realizing,
that he would trap hinself along with others, Foster scranbled to obey.

Cardona was aiming for Geville, shooting high. Either Joe was
overanxi ous, or Greville bore a charmagainst bullets, for the hot |ead
spattered the walls of the tiny car, but never touched the berserk mnurderer.

West on was shooting along with Cardona, His bullets were hastier, w der
than Joe's. All that they did were to spur Greville to his final action. The
vengeful murderer flattened his hand against three buttons in a row, sweeping
his claw outward, he seized the el evator door and yanked it shut.

In one nove, Greville started the seven-minute tine fuse; put the
automatic lock on the outer door; and started the elevator in upward notion.
Wth him sprawl ed on the floor of the elevator, was The Shadow, al nost
hel pl ess beneath Geville's clutch.

Al'l that The Shadow managed as the door swung shut was one shot fromhis
automatic. His wist clutched in a grip as tight as steel, The Shadow coul d
barely raise his hand for that single gun stab. His bullet was |ow, along the
floor, out through the elevator door. Geville cackled in glee at the
seem ngly
feeble effort.

Geville would have |l ost his joy, had be seen the result of that one
bul | et.

Those who witnessed it were in the study. Thwarted in their effort to
hal t



Greville's noves, Weston and Cardona renenbered Foster. They turned toward the
outer door, realizing that the nonment it shut, they would be sealed in a room
of doom They saw Foster with one hand upon the knob. The door was still half
open.

Foster had sagged one step short. He was on one knee, unable to nove
farther. The Shadow s bullet had clipped himin the leg. It was scarcely nore
than a flesh wound; but it had halted Foster at the vital nonent.

CARDONA pounced upon the servant and dragged himfromthe door. Weston
was
yanki ng at the door of the elevator, only to find it |ocked. Tyrick and Hedden
were bawing in terrified tones that only seven mnutes remai ned. Up from
their
chairs, they were waving their nanacl ed hands as they crowded toward Cardona
at
t he door.

West on shook his head hopel essly. Nothing could be done to save The
Shadow. Joi ni ng Cardona, the conm ssioner ordered a quick departure. The
prisoners scurried out through the door, with Weston follow ng. Cardona felt
t he knob of the door; noted that it would no | onger budge. he left the door
open, in the scant hope that The Shadow might find a chance to return. Half
carrying Foster with him Cardona foll owed Weston to the front door

There were police outside. Wston was al ready shouting orders to clear
t he
street. The brownstone mansi on was dooned. There was just sufficient tine to
hurry every one fromthe nei ghborhood.

Anxious to conplete that duty, Weston stood on the brownstone steps,
posed
like a field marshal, until Cardona dragged hi maway. Rem nded that he was not
i mmune to expl osions, Weston legged it with Cardona for the corner

MEANVHI LE, the little elevator was going upward. Geville was stil
crouched upon The Shadow, using both hands to clutch the throat beneath the
bl ack cl oak collar.

The Shadow had dropped his gun. He was gripping Greville's fingers,
fighting off their strangling pressure. Jamred in a corner of the el evator
The
Shadow was in a bad position. He still had strength; but he was reserving it.
He
knew t hat he coul d acconplish nothing until the el evator stopped.

Qddly, the elevator kept upward after it reached the third floor. The car
jolted suddenly; there was a dull, ripping sound above it. The elevator stil
qui vered upward; then stopped in md-air, its floor on a level with the roof.

The el evator was of the plunger type. Geville had equipped it to rise
four stories, instead of three. The top of the shaft was an open square,
except
for the tin sheeting of the roof. The powerful elevator had punctured the thin
nmetal as easily as cardboard.

Geville's tall formrose. Wth titanic effort, the powerful old man
hoi sted The Shadow fromthe elevator, tried to fling himto the surface of the
roof. The Shadow s hands shot for Geville's throat. Forgetting the increased
pressure on his own w ndpi pe, The Shadow gave Greville a taste of the choking
treatment.

Greville yanked one hand away; clawed at The Shadow s face. The Shadow
gripped Geville's wist; their other hands shot free. The choking tactics
ended. The two fighters |ocked in solid grapple and staggered across the roof.

Hi s fury unabated, Geville was giving The Shadow a tremendous battle in
the few mnutes that remmined. The nmurderer believed that he had conpleted his



final stroke of doom that Lester Tyrick and Janes Hedden were trapped in the
study bel ow. He was glad that Weston and Cardona had been with them Al that
he wanted, to conplete his vengeful thirst, was The Shadow s doom as welI.

That, and his own security. Greville hoped for years of life to cone,

t hat
he m ght live, unrecognized, in sone foreign port, to gloat upon the nurderous
vengeance that he had w ought.

It was Greville's double desire that brought the next result. VWile The
Shadow grappl ed for a chance to gain a sudden advantage over his wiry foeman,
Greville guided the staggered route that they followed. They cane to where the
house roof met the skyscraper. Their shoul ders jogged the iron | adder that |ed
to the parapet, ten feet above.

Geville |l ocked an arm about The Shadow s el bow, used one gripping cl aw
to
grasp the ladder. Straining to stupendous effort, the old nan started a clinb
despite The Shadow s restraining weight.

The Shadow rel axed his struggle. He used the sane clinbing tactics.

Swayi ng, grappling as they ascended, the two fighters reached the | adder top
and stunbl ed over the parapet to the shelter of a space beneath it.

THE final minute had arrived. Geville knewit. The sudden surge that he
gave made his previous feats seem nedi ocre. Lunging, Geville gained a fresh
hold; with a strength double the greatest that The Shadow had expected,
Geville drove for the parapet. He rolled The Shadow hal fway over it; so far,
that his own body foll owed.

Flattened on the very | edge, The Shadow could see Geville's denoni sh
face
glaring down at him tinged to a satanic crinson by the reflected gl ow of the
Manhat t an sky.

Again, Geville's hands were at The Shadow s throat. This time, their
pressure was doubly determ ned. Seconds nore of such ferocious effort and
Geville could roll The Shadow, |inp and feeble, over the parapet, on a plunge
to the roof top bel ow The Shadow s hands were no | onger fighting off the
grip.

One hand, though, was busy in the folds, of The Shadow s cloak. It had
gai ned the second automatic. The Shadow had the muzzl e jabbi ng upward, pointed
to Geville's punping heart. Eyes closed, his head roaring, The Shadow pressed
his finger to the trigger. H's ears heard Geville's furious, triunphant cry:

"Vengeance is mne!l"

The Shadow s finger noved upon the trigger. One instant nore, it would
have conpl eted the needed pressure. Victory would be gone from Geville. At
t hat nmoment, when The Shadow had gai ned his chance to act, the need for his
gunshot ended.

Geville's body gave a terrific quiver. The pounding of his heartbeats
ended like a crash. H s deep-digging claws rel axed. A snarled sigh cane
spont aneously fromhis distorted lips. Hi s superhuman strength was gone; with
it, hislife.

Hi s heart had snapped under the forced exertion that Geville had given
it. That heart no | onger needed a bullet from The Shadow.

SLI DI NG si dewi se, Greville's body tunbled fromthe parapet. The Shadow
clutched the stone ledge with his gunless hand. As Geville's form spraw ed
outward, The Shadow sank inward to safety. H s head was di sappeari ng behi nd
t he
low wall as he saw Greville's body go headl ong to the roof bel ow.

The ol d mansion came up to neet its diving owner. It came up literally,
with a thunderous roar that shook the towering skyscrapers to their
foundati ons. Wth one vol canic blast, flane spurted high. Brownstone walls and



tin-sheeted roof mngled amd the trenmendous repercussion

The seventh nminute was ended. M ned throughout its foundations, up into
its higher walls, the ancient building was denolished into fragments that
settled, crashing into the huge excavation that the explosion itself had nade.
Into that pit of fire and snoke went the shattered, broken frane of the master
murderer, Conrad Geville.

From t he parapet, The Shadow peered downward upon the ruin. A conplete
gap
yawned where the mansion had been. In front was the deserted street, where
traffic had been diverted and all persons noved away to safety. Geville's
| ast
and nost devastating expl osi on had conpletely failed.

The pit bel ow was a permanent tonb for that nman of crime who had taken
vengeance as a mission and made of it an evil career

Instead of justice, Conrad Greville had sought to establish his own
power .

Deenmi ng hinmsel f hi gher than any |l aw, he had | ost the human quality of nercy.
He

had |l et the innocent perish through his nmadness to inflict horrible death upon
the guilty. His cause of vengeance had becone a reign of crine. Hi s fate was
one that he had brought upon hinsel f.

From t he parapet that edged the skyscraper cane the voice of The Shadow,
speaking words that Greville had uttered - words taken fromthe Bible; but
addi ng the phrase that Greville had forgotten, when he took unto hinself a
cause that was not his.

"'Vengeance is mne; | shall repay

Sol emm were those words The Shadow spoke; a fitting epitaph above the

t onb
of Conrad Geville; a warning that all others of the nurderer's ilk should
hear
and heed.

But like all crimnals, "Foxhound," whom The Shadow woul d neet in the
near
future, laid his plans of |oot, unheeding of the grimwarning. He would strike
with a series of bloody nurders, and escape with the speed of his nanmesake:
"Foxhound. "

The Shadow agai nst "Foxhound" the chase woul d be!

THE END



