LOOT OF DEATH
by Maxwel | G ant

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

The $1, 000, 000 robbery | ooked like a plain bank stick-up to the police -
but to The Shadow it was a Loot of Death.

CHAPTER |
CRIME GAINS A M LLI ON

THE Nort hwar k National Bank occupied a corner of the ground floor in a
huge Manhattan skyscraper. The main entrance was on the east side of a busy
avenue; there was also a small entrance fromthe south side of a narrow cross
street on the upper side of the building.

Entering fromthat smaller doorway, a visitor gained the best view of the
banking floor. On his right lay offices and open space, that ran along the
front wall of the bank. This expanse was broken in the nmiddl e by the broad
passage that served as main entrance fromthe avenue.

On the visitor's left were the tellers' wi ndows, that fornmed a | ong,
unbroken line. At the far wall - the south end of the banking room- was a
| arge doorway that led to the vaults.

There was one other feature of the banking floor. The open expanse at the
front was protected fromintruders by small, railed spaces. Those spaces were
occupi ed by desks that served the cashier, his assistants, and mnor officials
who did not rate private offices of their own.

C. Daniel Jennery, the cashier, had a desk in the space just outside the
president's office; but he was seldomat it. He left nost of the detail work
to
his assistants, while he roaned between offices and tellers' w ndows.

Jennery was tall, stoop-shoul dered, and crablike of gait; but he offset
hi s awkward appearance by the careful ness of his attire. He al ways wore
gray-striped trousers, with a black frock coat; and he sported a wi ng-tipped
collar with a fat, green four-in-hand necktie.

Jennery was about forty-five, but he | ooked older. H's face was dryish
and
droopy; his long nose gave hima shrewd | ook. So did his eyes; they were
smal I,
but sharp. The only feature that offset Jennery's keenness was his
nervousness.

He had a habit of cocking his head to one side, shaking it slightly as he did.
Hs lips were apt to twitch when he spoke; and his eyes blinked when he | ooked
squarely at anyone.

Around the bank, he had gai ned the nicknane of "Jittery Jennery," which
fitted himexcellently.

The Northwark National renmained open until nine o' clock on Friday
eveni ngs; and during those special banking hours, Jennery was usually at his
desk. On this particular Friday, the cashier was seated where he bel onged;
with
arnms fol ded, he was | ooking at the big clock that registered half past eight,
when a man cane through the railed enclosure and sat down beside the cashier's
desk.

Jennery snapped fromhis reverie and turned toward the visitor

THE arrival was a blunt-faced man. Hi s forehead was wi de, his nose
flattish. Hs lower Iip had a slight outward thrust above his straight chin.



The stranger's eyes | ooked friendly; but Jennery noted that they varied in
color. Both were bluish; but one had a distinct trace of spotty green that
showed only because the man happened to be facing a |ight.

"Where's your boss?" The blunt-faced man waved his |left hand toward the

president's office. "Is he still in there?"
No," replied Jennery. "M . Leddi son went hone at five. However" - Jennery
pursed his lips inportantly - "when the president is absent, | frequently

manage matters for him™

"You'll do, then." The blunt-faced man shifted his right side toward
Jennery. "I'Il talk and you'll listen. First off, sit where you are and don't
make any funny noves! |'ve got a rod here, and it's poked straight for you!"

Jennery blinked. The stranger's right hand was in his pocket, and Jennery
could see the bulge of a revolver. Mreover, the man's unmat ched eyes had
t aken
on a glower that neant business. Jennery nodded his willingness to listen. He
cocked his head toward the visitor and gripped his desk w th hands that
trenbl ed.

"We know this joint is fixed in case of trouble,” growmed the man with
t he
revol ver. "Sonewhere in back of those tellers' w ndows, you' ve got a guy who
can
shoot tear gas and spring an alarmwith just one kick of his foot. Wo is he?"

Jennery's reply was a negative head-shake.

"No stalling, rmug!" The grow ed undertone was harsher than before.

"Li sten! We've done sone fixing here ourselves. That big chandelier that was
installed a nmonth ago has got a load of TNT in it. There's a fellow outside,
ready to shoot the juice. If | go out of here di sappointed, the whole place
will be blown bl ooey! I mean it!"

Jennery | ooked nervously toward the chandelier. H s gaze dropped | ower;
he
saw short lines of people at the tellers' wi ndows. He quailed at thought of
whol esal e death. Jennery knew that the chandelier could have been fixed. He
renenbered that it had been installed at night, by a chance crew of worknen.
Those nen coul d easily have been crooks.

"How about it?" Ugly eyes were glaring hard at Jennery. "Wo's the
key- man
behi nd those wi ndows?"

"Ral ph Creeve," gul ped Jennery. "He's the head teller. At wi ndow No. 3."

"Al'l right. Call himout of there!"

Jennery arose shakily. Acconpanied by the blunt-faced man, he left the
rail ed encl osure and approached the third teller's window. The man with the
gun
was at his el bow, half behind Jennery so that Creeve could not see the
pocket ed
hand.

RALPH CREEVE was a husky chap of about thirty. His face, too, marked him
as a man who could be entrusted with inmportant duty. Creeve was square-jawed
and qui ck-eyed. The big forehead beneath his sleek, black hair was an
i ndi cation that he mght be a swift thinker. Creeve | ooked |Iike the right man
for an emergency; but the situation that he faced was not a suspicious one.

Jennery, his ribs nudged by the gun nuzzle, stepped in front of four
depositors at the wi ndow and requested: "WII| you cone with ne a few m nutes,
Creeve? | amgoing to the vault room"

Though Jennery gave a lip twitch as he spoke, Creeve did not seemto
notice it. Accustoned to Jennery's nervous manner, Creeve sinply nodded. He
paid off a depositor; then closed his w cket and pointed the other custoners
to
anot her wi ndow. Coni ng out from behind his cage, Creeve took a circuitous



route

and reached a gate near the doorway to the vault. Jennery and the stranger
wer e

there to neet him

Wth that, quick action started.

The odd-eyed man sprang away from Jennery and Creeve. Wth a snarled
signal, he whipped his revolver into view, used it to cover both Jennery and
Creeve.

The cashier cowered; the head teller nmade a notion as though to dash back
to his station, then halted as he realized that it woul d be usel ess.

O her tellers heard the snarl, |ooked fromtheir windows in alarm Sone
reached for guns below their counters; one started toward Creeve's vacated
post. A watchman by the outer door was quick to draw a revolver; but all were
too late.

Three nen, who were pretending to wite out checks at a corner desk, had
swung about at the signal. Al were drawi ng on inprovised handkerchi ef masks.
Each flashed a revol ver. They caught the tellers and the watchnen fl at-f oot ed;
had t hem covered before they could resist.

The tellers reached their hands upward and stood where they were. The
wat chman | et his gun crack the floor

In fromthe long front passage piled four nore marauders; they were
waiting lurkers, masked and ready with guns. While they covered the shrinking
depositors, their |eader appeared fromthe side street. A squatty, heavy-built
ruf fian, he showed a | ong chin beneath the handkerchi ef nask that he wore. He
held a gun in his fist.

The masked | eader's stride was a swagger, as he marched the length of the
banking floor to join the blunt-faced man who held Jennery and Creeve at bay.
H s | ong paces, though, were marked by a slight linmp every tinme he thrust his
right foot forward.

"Il take over." Backed by two masked followers, the | eader gave that
announcement to the blunt-faced man. Then, to Jennery and Creeve, he rasped:

"The vault, you mugs! Lead the way! Shap to it! Hurry!"

NUDGED by revol vers, Jennery and Creeve hustled through the doorway and
stopped in front of the huge vault. The door was open. Turning, about, Jennery
spoke pleadingly: "There's no noney in here. It's all with the tellers.™

"Sure," added Creeve. "You'd better make your haul there."

The nmasked | eader guffawed.

"Want me to pick up small change, don't you?" he demanded. "Ten grand, or
so, that you keep on tap for the custoners who show up at night. You can have
that dough. | won't waste tine with it!"

The rogue was rummmagi ng through the big vault as he spoke. He came upon a
steel box, |ocated near the back. Stepping out to cover Jennery and Creeve, he
noti oned his pals toward the box. The armed pair lugged it fromthe vault;
dropped it upon the tiled floor. The box bore a | abel, narked: "Reserve."

"This is what we canme for," sneered the masked | eader. "Don't worry about

that |ock, you guys. We'll crack it later. | know what's in it. Just to check
it, though" - he pulled a group of thin record books from a pi geonhol e, threw
them asi de until he found the one he wanted - "I'mtaking this. Yeah. Here's
The dope. One nmillion bucks reserve, with all the bills listed."

Shoving the record under his arm the man thrust his chin forward, glared
through the slits of his mask toward Jennery and Creeve.

"Speak up, you lugs," he grated. "If there's a duplicate to this book
who's got it?"

"I have," quavered Jennery. "In ny desk drawer -"

The linpy crook chuckled his interruption. He started his men out to the
banki ng floor, the two henchnmen carrying the steel box holding the mllion

dol l ars between them Backing away, threatening with his gun, the nasked
| eader



added to Jennery and Creeve:

"Stay where you are, saps! Any funny business, I'll be back to clanp you
in the vault. 1'mpicking up that duplicate record book on nmy way out. There
goes your nillion bucks. Better blow kisses to it."

Turning, the |l eader took long, linping strides to overtake the men with

the box. Creeve gritted his teeth; he made a nove as if to follow Jennery
restrained him

"Don't, Creeve!" gul ped the cashier. "You can't stop them"

Creeve halted; he saw that the cause was usel ess. Neverthel ess, he
shapped
to Jennery:

"You're yellow You let themstart this. You topped it by spilling the
i nformation about that duplicate record book."

"I had to," gasped Jennery. "It wasn't any threat against ne alone, |ike
being | ocked in the vault. They've got this place wired, Creeve. Ready to
bl ast
it if they want to, after they leave. They'd do it, too, if we tried to del ay
them™

Creeve's glare was one of doubt. Jennery added the details that the
bl unt-faced man had told himregardi ng the chandelier. Creeve stared out into
t he banking room He could see the chandelier; beneath it, the masked | eader
of
t he bandit band, coming fromJennery's desk with the duplicate record book
The
men with the box of reserve funds were headi ng outward.

"There goes a million dollars,"” groaned Creeve. "Taken from our very
hands! No one outside has guessed what's happeni ng. No one can make a nove to
stop the robbery."

Creeve's glum statenment seemed true. Crooks had rendered all persons
hel pl ess within the bank; they were operating so smoothly that even police
out si de the bank woul d suspect nothing. Neverthel ess, Creeve's conjecture was
W ong.

Crooks were to neet stern opposition, before they nmade their get-away
with
the mllion dollars fromthe vault of the Northwark National Bank

CHAPTER |
CROOKS CHOOSE FLI GAT

QUTSI DE the Northwark National, all seenmed serene. Men of crine were
dependi ng upon that fact to nake their get-away with ease. To produce absol ute
security, they had taken special neasures in connection with the robbery.

Two unnmasked nmen were engaged in conversation near the main door of the
bank. They were | ookouts, posted to watch for any chance persons who m ght
enter the bank and urge such arrivals into the trap. They were also on the job
to give the alarmin case of emnergency.

Parked squarely in front of the avenue entrance to the bank was an
arnor ed
car. It | ooked like a vehicle on hand to transfer funds fromthe Northwark
Nati onal to another bank. Actually, that truck bel onged to the bank robbers.
They had it ready to carry away the pilfered mllion

On the side street above the bank were two men who appeared to be
repairing an electric drill. There had been paving construction on that
street;
the pair | ooked |ike worknen. Actually, they were menbers of the gang; and
t hey
served a doubl e purpose.

Not only were they watching the side entrance of the bank; their electric



drill was wired to an obscure plug at the base of the bank wall. The wire told
that the flat-faced man's threat to Jennery had not been a fake one. Crooks
actually had an el ectrical connection to a bonb-Iaden chandelier inside the
bank.

Near the pretended drill-repair nen was a touring car, parked with its
nose toward the avenue. A driver, behind the wheel of the darkened car, was
ready to take aboard the watchful thugs and their equi pment.

Hal f a block up the avenue was a parked coupe. It was unoccupi ed, but a
driver was just about to step into the car. He was the flat-faced man who had
intimdated Jennery. H's job was done: he intended to clear the vicinity
before
t he robber crew nmade its departure fromthe bank

As the man stepped into his coupe, he was recogni zed. Eyes spied himfrom
the interior of a linpbusine that was rolling slowy southward on the avenue.

Those eyes bel onged to a personage cl oaked in black. The Shadow,
super-fighter who battled nmen of crinme, had spotted a crook whose trail he had
been seeking. The Shadow recogni zed the flat-faced nman as "Ski bo" Hadl en, a
troubl e-maker from New York's underworl d.

Toni ght, agents of The Shadow had observed Ski bo near Times Square and
had
trailed himto this particular avenue. There they had |l ost him but the word
had
gone to The Shadow. On the chance that Skibo m ght reappear, The Shadow was
cruising along the avenue, watching fromthe back seat of his big Iinousine.

THE SHADOW spoke t hrough the speaking tube to the chauffeur. The big car
wheel ed toward the curb on the right, paused until traffic | essened, then nmade
a Uturn to come around in back of Skibo's coupe.

During that half circuit, The Shadow forgot Skibo Hadl en

The swing of the |inmousine gave The Shadow an excellent view of the front
entrance to the Northwark National Bank. Sight of the arnored truck aroused
hi s
i medi at e suspi cion

Though the police mght think that steel-clad vehicle belonged there, The
Shadow di d not share that opinion. He knew that conparatively few | arge banks
stayed open during evening hours. Therefore, there was no good reason why the
Nort hwar k National should be transferring funds.

Sight of the two | ookouts gave The Shadow added suspicions. Hi s thoughts
j unpi ng ahead, he sped a gl ance toward the side street. There, he saw the two
men faking the repair job on the electric drill; he spotted the waiting
touring
car near them

Anot her command to the chauffeur. The |inousine halted just above the
corner of the side street. The rear door opened, The Shadow stepped forth. In
crouched position, he covered the space between the curb and the darkened wal |
of a buil di ng.

He paused at his new vantage point; he saw Ski bo's coupe speed away. The
linpusine also rolled northward; but it was nerely leaving this area, in
accordance with The Shadow s final instruction

Lone- handed, The Shadow was faring forth to counter crime. Wth darkness
as his shroudi ng cover, he took the nost advantageous route. He went directly
toward the spot where the outside crooks were stationed with their silent
electric drills.

The huddl ed pair were listening to the man in the touring car. The
t huggi sh driver was | ooking through the side door of the bank, reporting what
he saw.

"There's Turk Dorth,"” he informed, in an undertone. He was referring to
t he masked | eader of the bank-robbing crew "Turk's pointing two of the outfit
through the front. They're lugging a steel box. Turk's got the million he was



after!”

A pause, as the crook craned his neck to get another view of the squatty,
[inping | eader.

"Ready with the switch!" The watcher gave the order eagerly. "Turk's
flashed the word. He's going to blowthe joint! Hold it, until we see the
arnored car go by. Then hop in the car -"

THERE was a thud fromthe paving beside the electric drill. The thug in
the car heard it. He peered out, to see one of his pals sprawl ed sensel ess.
Above the disabled rowdy was a figure of blackness: a gloved hand held an
aut omati c. The Shadow had sl edged the first man he had reached.

The crook in the car gave a warning yell. The other rowdy heard it too
| ate. The Shadow was upon him dragging himfromhis place beside the drill.
Again, a long arm stroked downward.

The second man was | ucky enough to ward off the bl ow. He was husky; he
grappled to restrain The Shadow s gun arm The fellowin the car canme out with
a revolver, tried to get an aimtoward The Shadow. It was inpossible to pick
out the black-clad fighter during that struggle on the paving. Wile the crook
in the car was still naking up his nind, The Shadow began to shoot.

Tongues spat fromthe automatic, as The Shadow propped it on the swayi ng
shoul der of the crook who grappled him Though aimwas difficult, The Shadow
managed to fire toward the front seat of the touring car. Hi s bullets whistled
past the ear of the frenzied driver. The fellow did a dive out the other side.
He canme up over the hood, near the radiator

He saw his pal flatten, dropping from The Shadow s clutch. \Weeling, The
Shadow st abbed shots al ong the hood of the touring car, guessing that his |ast
adversary woul d be there.

The driver took to his heels. Al that he wanted was to escape.

The Shadow | et him go. There was bi gger game for the bl ack-garbed figure
to tackle.

Springing across the street, The Shadow whi pped the end of the drill wre
fromits socket in the bank wall. He gripped the nuzzle of his automatic and
swung the handle like a mallet, to ruin the plug at the wire's end. That
finished all chances of an explosion inside the bank. Wth the electrica
connection ended, the switch on the drill was usel ess.

THE SHADOW whi pped out a fresh weapon. Wiirling toward the street, he
st abbed two shots from darkness, to stop a pair of masked marauders who were
com ng out by the side door

One crook staggered. The ot her dragged himback into the bank, to haul
hi m
toward the front door, through which the rest had gone.

Roundi ng the corner of the bank building, The Shadow opened fire toward
the front door. Crooks had arrived there; they were piling the steel box
aboard
the arnored car. Sounds of gunfire had hurried their get-away. "Turk," the
masked | eader, was | ooking toward the corner, expecting trouble fromthat
direction.

Turk saw The Shadow. He whi pped off his mask to take better aim H s
ri ght
forefinger jerked his revolver trigger

Turk's aimwas hasty. Hi s nervous bullet ricocheted fromthe granite
corner above The Shadow s head. That pot shot, however, was not a usel ess one.
It acconplished the exact result that Turk wanted. It nmade his followers halt
to open fire.

Five nen sprang to the attack, aimng as they cane. Some were stil
masked; others, like Turk, had ripped off their handkerchiefs. Wth that surge
cane the two | ookouts who had been stationed near the arnored truck. Al seven



saw The Shadow, but none was prepared for the speedy nove he made.

The Shadow did a quick dive back behind the corner. He hooked the stone
buil ding edge with the side of his gun. Sinultaneously, he began his fire,
wavering the gun back and forth as he | oosed the steady volley.

Crooks returned a usel ess barrage. Their only target was a fl ame-spouting
gun nuzzle that projected fromthe building corner

The t hugs, thenselves, were clustered in the open. They tasted the
bul l ets
that came in their direction. Though The Shadow s fire was blind, his shots
wer e
cal cul ated. Sizzling slugs clipped the forenost attackers and sent them
spraw i ng. The others scattered; dashed pell-nell for the arnored truck

Its safety was denied them Turk Dorth had junped aboard. The door
cl anged
shut as the | eader gave the order for the get-away. The truck's notor roared,
t he heavy vehicle started up the avenue.

Turk had betrayed those menbers of his squad; but nmpst of them forgot the
fact when they saw a machine-gun's nmuzzl e poke froma | oophole in the truck's
arnored side. The big truck was rolling for the corner. The machi ne gun began
its withering clatter. Deserted crooks thought that Turk's neasure was
i nt ended
solely for their rescue

The truck slowed as it reached the side street. The nachi ne gun swung
back
and forth, ripping its hail of bullets on a low, wide line fromone side of
t he
street to the other. The Shadow had heard the truck's approach; he was gone
fromhis spot of ambush, into the cover of darkness.

The spread of the machine-gun fire was sufficient, though, to reach any
spot where he m ght be. Confident that The Shadow had fallen, Turk gave the
order for the truck to speed away. It runmbled northward on the avenue.

SILENCE | ay conplete in the side street, as soon as the machi ne-gun's
echoes faded. The bullet-riddled bodies | ay beside the denolished electric
drill. They were the corpses of the nen whom The Shadow had met in
hand-t o- hand
conbat, sl uggi ng one and woundi ng the other with a gunshot.

The Shadow had |l eft those thugs alive but hel pl ess. Wat had killed them
was the hail of the machine gun. Turk Dorth, shooting fromthe confines of the
arnored truck, had not guessed that two of his nen were lying in the street.

Turk had spied the touring car, twenty feet beyond the crippled pair. He
had supposed that the two nen were in it, with the driver, ready to take
flight
when the arnored truck had passed. On that account, Turk had kept his spray of
bull ets just short of the parked touring car

Through that policy, Turk had served The Shadow. The cl oaked fighter had
foreseen the bank robber's action. The Shadow had chosen the one place that he
knew woul d remain secure. He was in the touring car. He had reached its front
seat just as the machi ne-gun barrage began

Unscat hed, The Shadow was ready for pursuit behind the wheel of a
captured
aut onobi l e. Crooks were to have further opposition, before they entered the
clear with their ill-gotten mllion

CHAPTER 1 |

THE LAW S M STAKE



WHEN The Shadow nosed the touring car fromthe side street, commotion had
begun al ong the avenue. Police whistles were bl ow ng; sirens were whining the
arrival of the |aw

Two cars sped in froma street below Both were sedans; they |ooked Iike
pol i ce-manned chasers. But when they halted, the remaining crooks |eaped
aboard. The sedans started up the avenue, carrying away the remmants of Turk's
band. It was then that the chase began in earnest. Police cars picked up speed
to race beside the sedans. Shots were exchanged between the rapi d-noving cars.
Far ahead, the arnmored truck was clearing traffic. Autonobiles and pedestrians
had time to seek shelter before the pursuing aval anche arrived.

M dway between the arnored truck and the pursuing cars was The Shadow. He
had swung in ahead of the police cars; he was pacing them as they kept up
their
running fight. He found the borrowed touring car to be a fast one.

The police chase ended after a dozen bl ocks. One police car went to the
curb, disabled. Another cut in front of a crook-manned sedan, which pronptly
took to a side street, leaving the patrol car stranded. As the police wheel ed
about to take after the escaping thugs, the other sedan took a side street in
t he opposite direction

The arnored car was forgotten. It had outdi stanced all pursuers except
The
Shadow. Soon, the truck swung eastward al ong a crosstown street. Wen the
truck
reached an East Side avenue and started north beneath the elevated pillars,
The
Shadow brought the touring car alnmost up to it.

Previously, Turk and the crooks in the arnored car had supposed that the
touring car contained their own men. They still thought so, for The Shadow had
not opened fire during the chase.

As he cane al ongsi de the truck, The Shadow saw an idl e machi ne gun
| oom ng
froma | oophole on the left. Holding even with the truck, he raised an
automatic
and stabbed shots straight for the | oophole. The machi ne gun was put out of
conmi ssi on.

The driver of the steel-clad wagon swung obliquely to the left, hoping to
cromd the touring car against the "el" pillars.

The touring car literally launched itself forward, as The Shadow pressed
the accelerator to the floorboards.

VWi sperlike, the light car forged ahead before the truck could pinch it
agai nst the pillar.

Seeing a side street, the driver took the left turn, trying to give The
Shadow the slip before he could turn the touring car around. The truck tilted
badly as it made the swing, then cane |evel as all four wheels hit the asphalt
of the side street. Regaining the clear, the truck started westward.

The Shadow conpleted a U turn and cane back to the corner, ready to renew
the chase. Before he could take up the truck's trail, luck went conpletely
agai nst him

Police radio cars whined up to the corner. The call had gone out over the
air. One cut in to block The Shadow s path; another cut across the avenue to
make a broadside barrier if he headed south. Submachi ne guns clattered |ike
riveters. Instead of training in the direction of the arnored car, they were
swi ngi ng for The Shadow

The patrol cars had received the order to follow an arnored truck.
Wtnessing the battle between the steel wagon and the rakish touring car, they
had supposed that The Shadow s vehicle was the one the | aw want ed.

THERE was no tinme for explanations nor was there any chance for The
Shadow



to speed after Turk Dorth. His only course was to speed away in the few
seconds
that woul d el apse before the drilling police fire withered the touring car

M dway in the crossing, The Shadow wheeled his car in a bew | dering
circle
that took himpast the elevated pillars. He was in and out, round and about,
headi ng up the avenue again, before the path of gunfire reached him

A new chase began. The police cars were hot on The Shadow s trail. They
saw the touring car weave in and out anong the elevated pillars. Streans of
bull ets were al ways bel ated, clanging posts just after the touring car had
passed them

Four bl ocks up, The Shadow saw a bl ockade of stalled traffic, He
per f or ned
a bold left turn and cut squarely across the path of the police cars, at the
nmonent when the officers were forced to suspend their fire for fear of
riddling
t he hel pless traffic ahead.

Speedi ng westward, outdistancing the patrol cars, The Shadow hoped to
pi ck
up again the trail of the arnmored truck. He swung south on Lexington Avenue,
somewhere in the Sixties; but saw no sign of the truck as he cruised al ong.
There were police cars, though, and they gave sudden chall enge. The touring
car
was mar ked.

Agai n, The Shadow sped away as cars pursued. It took himtwenty bl ocks to
zigzag out of difficulty. At last, he doubled on his course, turned up a quiet
avenue and swung right into a side street. He turned off the ignition, |eaped
fromthe halted car and took quick strides back to the corner

VWen he appeared in the |light of the avenue, The Shadow was carrying his
cl oak and hat, bundled with his automatics, across his left arm

He stopped by a parked linmousine, silently opened the door and tossed the
bundle into the rear seat. Wthout disturbing the chauffeur, The Shadow cl osed
t he door and strolled across the avenue. He cane beneath the lighted area of a
mar quee, where a doornman was showi ng a taxicab to a parking space.

The Shadow was at the entrance to the Cobalt C ub. Posing as Lanont
Cranston, globe-trotting mllionaire, he passed as a nenber of that club. H's
bl ack garb di scarded, The Shadow was in the guise of Cranston. He was attired
in evening clothes; his face was cal m and i npassive, hawki sh in appearance and
maskl i ke in ol d.

STOPPI NG at the doorway of the club, The Shadow paused to |light a
cigarette. He |l ooked up as a flurry of police cars wailed past. He watched
t hem
turn into the side street, to discover the abandoned touring car. Soon
pol i cemen appeared on the avenue.

One officer questioned the chauffeur of the big |inbusine; another cane
over and tal ked to the Cobalt O ub doorman, who shook his head. He had not
seen
fugitives who | ooked |ike thugs, racing away on foot.

Al the while, The Shadow idled at the doorway, puffing his cigarette in
the leisurely fashion of Cranston. He had al nbst conpl eted his snoke when the
doorman happened to look in his direction. Thinking that The Shadow had j ust
cone frominside the club, the doorman became apol ogeti c.

"Sorry to keep you waiting, M. Cranston," he said. "The police were
guesti oni ng ne about sone bandits who abandoned a car near here. | shal
sunmon
your |inousine i mediately, M. Cranston.”

The doorman bl ew his whistle and waved. The chauffeur brought the big
I i mousine fromacross the street. It was the same car that The Shadow had



deserted near the Northwark National Bank. He had ordered the chauffeur to
bring the machi ne back to the Cobalt d ub.

Flicking away the renai nder of the cigarette, The Shadow stepped into the
i nousi ne. He spoke through the speaking tube in a quiet, even tone that he
used as Cranston:

"Not hi ng nmore, Stanley. Drive home to New Jersey."

The |inousine went southward. It took the avenue that it had used before.
Soon, it rolled past the front of the Northwark National Bank, where a whole
squad of bl uecoats and plai ncl othes nen were in evidence.

Among the throng, The Shadow recogni zed a swarthy, stockily built man
from
headquarters. He was |Inspector Joe Cardona, ace of the Manhattan force.

Car dona
had taken charge of the robbery investigation

A |l owtoned | augh throbbed through the interior of the Iinbusine, as the
snoot h-riding car neared the Holland Tunnel. Solemm in tone, that |augh
carried
prophecy nore than mirth. It was The Shadow s sunmary of the past, coupled
with
his forecast of the future.

Li ke Ski bo Hadl en, Turk Dorth had nade a get-away, despite The Shadow.
The
bl ame was not The Shadow s. He had | et Skibo go; and the |aw s m staken action
had permitted Turk's escape. Neverthel ess, Turk Dorth was at large, with a

mllion dollars as his trophy of a hard night's work.
A new gane confronted The Shadow. It would be his job to reclaimthe
vani shed mllion, looted fromthe vault of the Northwark National. Though he

regretted the |l oss of the funds, he | ooked forward to the task that confronted
hi m
Crooks would find it difficult to cash that mllion dollars. There m ght
be clues by which The Shadow could find their trail before they conpleted a
di vision of the spoils. The Shadow was ready to undertake the trail of wealth.
Yet even The Shadow, as he visioned the future, did not foresee the
strange angl es that woul d devel op before he could |l ocate the nmillion dollars
that was the rightful property of the Northwark National Bank

CHAPTER | V
NEWS FOR THE SHADOW

THE next day's newspapers carried screani ng accounts of the robbery at

t he

Nort hwark National. The crine had far eclipsed all previous operations in
Manhattan. Not only had crooks bagged a million dollars in one quick swoop;
t he

conpl eteness of their method exceeded those of any ot her robbery.

Dani el Jennery had given the | aw a verbati maccount of his conversation
wi th Skibo Hadlen. Wth tender care, the police had renoved the huge
chandel i er
fromthe center of the big banking room They had found that it contained a
bonb
bi g enough to bl ast the whol e banking fl oor and shake the skyscraper on its
nmoori ngs. They had di scovered a special wring, capable of setting off the
char ge.

The wires led through to the outer wall of the bank - to the socket from
whi ch The Shadow had wenched the plug. The electric drill, fitted with a
switch to shoot electricity through to the chandelier, was proof that crooks
were prepared to make good their threat.

Ral ph Creeve corroborated all of Jennery's statenents that pertained to



the trip to the vault. Both told the story of Turk Dorth's search for the
mllion-dollar reserve fund; and added how the masked | eader had nade a
speci al

demand for the duplicate record books.

Nei t her Jennery nor Creeve was able to name Skibo Hadl en or Turk Dorth.
Jennery gave a good description of Skibo's appearance and manner. Creeve added
a fair description, fromwhat little he had seen of the man. The wat chman had
seen Ski bo approach Jennery; hence he chipped in a few details of the
threat-carrier's appearance. The triple testinony was all that the police
needed.

Joe Cardona had been | ooking for Skibo Hadl en, and knew that the fell ow
was the sort that crooks would use to do their prelimnary work. Cardona
produced phot ographs. Jennery, Creeve and the watchman recogni zed the rogue's
gallery portraits. Thus the |law |l earned that the "front" man was Ski bo Hadl en

Jennery and Creeve renenbered Turk Dorth's linp. That was about all they
could supply regarding the masked | eader. The wat chman and several depositors
also recalled the linp. Again, it offered the law a direct trail. Joe Cardona
pi cked Turk Dorth as the mainspring of the bank-robbing crew. Turk had done
jobs like that before; and Turk was a squatty man who |i nped.

That settled the question of the nasked |leader's identity. Turk Dorth was
t he want ed nman.

The | aw had gai ned i nportant |eads already known to The Shadow. Because
of
t he magni tude of the bank robbery, extensive nmeasures had been taken. Police
were stationed at every outlet from Manhattan, on the watch for either Turk
Dorth or Skibo Hadl en.

If the big-shot and the front man had not managed to | eave New York, they
would find it difficult to do so

These facts were public. Like others, The Shadow read themin the
newspapers. To them he added opinions of his own.

THE SHADOW bel i eved that Turk and Skibo were still in New York. The
arnored car had been abandoned near a Hudson River ferry; but there was little
chance that Turk had risked a river voyage to New Jersey, at a tine when the
police mght be hot upon his trail.

The Shadow pictured Turk in sone hide-out, away fromthe doubtful
districts of the underworld. Turk was the sort who woul d choose a first-class
apartment as a hiding place for hinself and the mllion dollars; unless he
preferred a tenmporary shelter in which to keep the swag.

The sane applied to Skibo Hadl en, except for the fact that Skibo had no
nmoney to handle. Therefore, it seened a certainty that Skibo would be in an

apartment, living there unrecogni zed. Like Turk, Skibo would be untouched by
t he police round-up

Al in all, Skibo would have | ess reason than Turk to be on the nove.
That

was one reason why The Shadow preferred to hunt for Skibo, instead of Turk
There was anot her reason: For several days, The Shadow had been seeking traces
of Skibo and had gotten well along the trail, before the flat-faced rogue nade
hi s appearance at the Northwark National Bank

I n checking on Skibo's nmoves, The Shadow had centered on an apartnent
area
on the West Side, near Twenty-third Street. It was sinply a case of whittling
down that area until he | ocated Skibo's exact | odging.

During the afternoon, The Shadow, in disguise, investigated the district
on his own. He tal ked about the robbery at the Northwark National w th many
persons, and heard varyi ng opinions. No one renenbered seei ng anyone who
resenbl ed the description of Turk Dorth; but some recalled a face that
resenbl ed the newspaper photographs of Skibo Hadl en

By dusk, The Shadow had di scarded the chaff, to gain a few kernels of



i nformation. Discarding his disguise, he appeared at the Cobalt C ub as Lanont
Cranston. He made a tel ephone call to his contact Burbank, telling himto put
agents on the job for the next few hours. The agents were to check the pl aces
t hat The Shadow had | ocated as possi bl e residences of Skibo Hadl en

AT the Cobalt Club, the air teemed with talk of the bank robbery. The
cl ub
menbers were nostly nmen of wealth. The million-dollar raid was something that
hit home. It nade these chaps upbraid the | aw

Soon after The Shadow had dined at the club, he saw several nenbers
scurrying toward the | ounge. The Shadow followed them and | ocated the cause of
t he excitement. Al exander Leddi son, president of the Northwark National, had
just arrived at the club. Naturally, the club nmenbers believed that they woul d
hear the | atest devel opments from Leddi son

Joining the group in the | ounge, The Shadow saw Leddi son in the center of
the throng. The bank president was a ponpous man, despite his rather puny
buil d. Though short and Iight of weight, he stood erect, carrying hinself with
the pride of a bantam rooster

Cl ear-eyed, snmooth-shaven and with a firm choppy profile, Leddison
| ooked
young despite the whiteness of his thin hair. Hs forceful booni ng baritone
voi ce belied his small size. Everything that Leddi son said was brisk and to
t he
poi nt .

"The sumis correctly stated,"” declared Leddi son, to the listening
t hr ong.

"One mllion dollars. A special reserve fund that the directors set aside,
somne
nmont hs ago. The crimnals took it all.”

"How did they | earn about the noney?" queried a stoop-shoul dered cl ub
menber. "Have the police |l earned that, M. Leddi son?"

"The directors issued a printed statement at the time the reserve fund
was
establ i shed," expl ained the financier. "Through sone error, an oversupply was
printed. The excess copies were placed with other literature, where the
depositors, or anyone else, could find them A copy nust have reached the
crimnals.”

"What about the bonb in the chandelier?" asked the questioner. "Have the
police learned how it was placed there?"

"The chandelier was returned earlier than expected," returned Leddison
"Apparently some crimnals posed as workmen. When the proper worknen arrived
a
few days later, they found the chandelier in place. At the time, it was
regar ded
as a matter of confused orders. The police have traced nothing fromthe
epi sode. "

New questions cane fromdifferent speakers. Leddi son curbed his
annoyance.

He raised his hand and sm | ed.

"One at a tine, gentlenen," he insisted. "For your information - the
nunbers of the stolen bills were recorded in duplicate. The | eader of the
robbers - the man identified as Turk Dorth - took the records fromthe vault
and the duplicates fromthe cashier's desk. W know only that nost of the
currency was of |arge denonination. The small est notes were of hundred-doll ar
val ue. "

The group began to spread. Leddi son stepped aside to light a cigar. \Wen
he turned about, the bank president found only one person near him That was
The Shadow. Leddi son | ooked up toward the tall club nenber and nodded as he
recogni zed the face of Lanmpbnt Cranston



"YOUR statenments interested ne, M. Leddison," remarked The Shadow, in
t he
qui et tone of Cranston. "Particularly, since | have heard that |Inspector
Car dona
was handling the investigation."

"A capabl e man, Cardona," returned Leddi son. "Do you know him M.
Cranst on?"

"I have met himon several occasions.

"You should conme to the bank then. He w

i ke to see himat work."

be there tonorrow afternoon,
to

conduct another quiz."

" Anot her qui z?"

"Yes." Leddi son paused as he and The Shadow strolled toward the door
Looki ng about to make sure that no other listeners were close, the bank
presi dent added: "Cardona thinks that there may be an inside angle to the
case."

The Shadow s expression showed a mld flicker of interest. Leddi son was
pl eased at the opportunity to relate new facts to someone who was capabl e of
keepi ng them confi denti al

"The robbery was letter-perfect,"’

decl ared the ponpous bank president,
hi s

voice lowered to an undertone. "The criminals knew of the reserve fund. They
chose the right place in which to find it. They also knew that all the
protective measures depended upon one man. They saw to it that he was drawn
fromhis post.

"Nei ther Jennery nor Creeve can be blanmed for what happened. They were
outwitted by two nen who knew too nuch: first by Hadl en; then by Dorth.
However, that very fact - like the installation of the special chandelier -
proves that information nust have | eaked."

" Thr ough whon?"

"That is what Cardona hopes to | earn. However, the task appears
difficult.

None of the directors could be involved. Not only are they nen of high

st andi ng;

I can vouch for the fact that they knew nothing of our protective devices.
am

the only official with whomthey confer.

"Jennery knew all the detais; but he is positive that he gave no
information to any of his assistants. Simlarly, Creeve assures us that he
never spoke a word to any of the tellers. That brings us back to the starting
point. | still hold to the theory that the crimnals gained their own
i nformation, and relied upon smart judgment for the rest.”

Leddi son was strolling to the | obby as he tal ked. There were ot her
nmenber s
out si de; they becane interested when they saw the bank president talking to
anot her menber. Qbserving it, Leddison pronptly shook hands with The Shadow.
"Good night, M. Cranston," said the bank president. "I shall expect you
tonorrow afternoon, at about five."

Leddi son went out through the | obby.

IT did not surprise The Shadow to | earn that Cardona saw an inside angle.
That was the |ogical supposition that the police would take, considering the
snoot hness of the robbery. How far Cardona would get along such a |ine would
be
somet hing that The Shadow coul d witness, thanks to Leddison's invitation to
visit the bank tonorrow. The Shadow intended to be there at the tine the bank
presi dent had suggest ed.



Strolling back through the | obby, The Shadow halted as an attendant paged
him There was a tel ephone call for M. Cranston. The Shadow answered it. He
heard an even tone across the wire. It was Burbank's voice. The Shadow ordered
the contact man to report.

Bur bank had the very news that The Shadow awaited. Agents had visited
various apartnent buildings; they had found no sign of Skibo Hadlen. Only
three
possi bl e apartments remmined; all |ocated on the sanme floor of one buil ding.

Agents were awaiting instructions. The Shadow ordered Burbank to send
t hem
of f duty. The final search would be The Shadow s own.

Three m nutes |ater, The Shadow was gone fromthe Cobalt C ub

CHAPTER V
SHARED SPA LS

THE SHADOW had sought Ski bo Hadl en through a process of elimnation. Wrd
fromthe agents was not proof that Skibo could be found. It sinply meant that
if the crook still happened to be in New York, the odds favored The Shadow s
finding him

Ski bo was actually in one of the apartnments that the agents had | ocated.
More than that, the crook was on the watch for any intruders.

The crook's apartnent was |ocated on the third floor of a wide-built
apartment house. The front w ndows afforded view of a narrow, cross-town
street. There were no side windows in the living room but those in the
bedr oom
opened into a narrow courtyard.

Ski bo was avoi ding the bedroom He did not care to risk the chance of
bei ng seen from across the court. The living roomwas |arge enough to pernmit a
single corner light, so long as Skibo kept away fromthe gl ow and stayed back
fromthe wi ndows. That, at |east, was the crook's opinion

Newspapers, stacked on a table, told that Skibo had risked a trip to the
street. He had read the accounts of crine; he knew that he was wanted. Such
reports kept Skibo indoors; but they did not produce signs of worry upon his
flatti sh count enance.

A snort was Skibo's opinion of the law s efforts to block all egress from
Manhat t an. Ski bo had no reason to | eave New York. He was satisfied to remain
here. There was sonet hi ng, though, that did trouble him Skibo showed it, when
he shifted uneasily in his chair and eyed the tel ephone.

It was plain that Skibo was expecting a call that, as yet, had not cone
t hrough. Readi ng how certain thugs had been I eft behind on the scene of crineg,
Ski bo did not feel reassured in regard to Turk Dorth. He was wondering if the
| eader of the bank robbers intended to stage a doubl e cross.

Two hours passed. The interval made Skibo nmore and nore restless.

A while later, Skibo glanced at his watch, noted that the time was el even
o'clock. Hi s projecting lip tightened angrily; his fists clenched, as though
seeki ng combat. Ski bo approached the outer door; acted as if he intended to
| eave the apartnent. Then came the tinely ring of the tel ephone bell.

Ski bo reached the tel ephone with a bound. He whi pped the receiver to his
ear, paused a noment, then gruffed a "Hello" in a forced voice. A hoarse, |ow
tone cane to his ear.

"This is Slink." The words were cautious. "Slink Ratzler. Al right if |
stop around to pick you up?"

Ski bo recogni zed the tone. He grunted his agreenent.

"Sure thing, Slink... Yeah, I"'mall ready. Yeah, I'll have the lights
out .

Al right. Blink the glinms twice..."



HANG NG up, Skibo rubbed his chin with the tips of his forefingers. He
had
expected to hear from Turk Dorth: not from"Slink" Ratzler. It was all right,

t hough; probably better that Slink should be on the job.

Until tonight, Slink had not been connected with the bank job. Slink was
simply a sneaky go-between, who had served nunerous racketeers and bi g-shots.
One of his smartest stunts was that of picking hide-outs. Crooks could sel dom
be | ocated when they buried thenselves in spots chosen by Slink Ratzler

Anot her of Slink's assets was his ability at disguise. Skibo knew Slink
as
a scrawny, peak-faced sneak. He had heard it said that Slink was a wonder,
when
it cane to changing his appearance.

As Ski bo doped it, Turk Dorth nust have read the newspapers, too. Rather
than risk a direct contact with Skibo, Turk was sending Slink. Skibo liked the
i dea. He would be glad to go along with Slink to nmeet Turk. |If anyone was good
at shaking trailers, Slink Ratzler was that man.

Anticipating Slink's arrival Skibo went to the wall switch. Holding his
hand ready, he | ooked about the living room Everything | ooked serene,

i ncluding the door into the bedroom It was slightly ajar; but Skibo had
purposely left it that way. Skibo shifted his gaze; then snapped off the
lights.

The darkness that filled the roomwas al nost conplete. Only a slight
filter of light came fromthe front wi ndows. Skibo noved in that direction. He
raised a | ower sash to peer down toward the street.

Despite his caution, Skibo had made two nistakes. The first was just
before he pressed the light switch. At that tinme, he gazed away fromthe
bedr oom door just too soon to detect a gliding streak of blackness that had
crept slowy inward to the living room

Ski bo' s second error cane when he raised the wi ndow. The noise that he
made was sufficient to drown a slight swish that sounded behi nd him

Bef ore Ski bo coul d peer downward, gloved hands cl anped his neck. A knee
drove hard into the center of his back. Skibo did a back bend that a
contortionist would have envied. Hi s nmove was not voluntary. It was forced by
the action of powerful arns that had the strength of steel pistons.

Ski bo managed to claw the air with his hands, as he was swept inward from
the wi ndow. As he clutched vainly, his I egs were hoisted fromthe floor. Hands
propel | ed downward. Skibo hit the floor flat on his back

The crook was out before he struck. The jolt sinply insured the

knock- out .
A flashlight glimrered above Skibo's face. The tiny beam showed the crook's
eyelids closed; his lips |loosened fromtheir ugly leer. A whispered |augh
bet okened the identity of the fighter who had so silently overpowered Skibo!

The Shadow had tracked down Ski bo Hadl en

THE SHADOW had picked the right apartment. He had entered it fromthe
courtyard outside the bedroom w ndow. Listening in on Skibo's tel ephone call,
he had picked the nost opportune nmonent to end Skibo's chances of joining
Sli nk
Rat zl er.

The Shadow had heard of Slink. He knew t he go-between's reputation as a
qui ck-change artist. In the mnutes that renai ned, The Shadow perforned a task
of disguise that would serve Slink as an exanple of real acconplishment.

Using a flat nake-up kit, The Shadow raised a mrror and produced a
special light. Close to the floor, so that the Iight showed Skibo's face
besi de
his own, The Shadow began to copy the senseless crook's features. \Wen the
wor k



was conpl ete, Skibo's visage was matched. The Shadow s countenance had becone
its twin, except for the odd hue of Skibo's eyes. They would not matter, so
| ong as The Shadow kept his gaze away fromthe |ight.

C osing the make-up kit, The Shadow bound and gagged his prisoner in
Swift
fashion. Waiting by the opened wi ndow, The Shadow kept steady watch downward.
H's vigil ended when a coupe rolled to a stop just past the darkened front of
t he apartnent house. The driver turned out the lights; apparently changed his
m nd about them for they blinked twice. After that, they remai ned off.

There was a suitcase in the corner near the bedroom door. The Shadow
opened it, clunped the contents and stowed his cloak and hat along with the
make-up kit and other itenms. He shuffled fromthe apartnment and went to the
automatic el evator. The hallway |ight showed hi mas Skibo Hadl en. The disguise
was conpl ete, even to Skibo's hat and coat and the vanqui shed crook's
sui t case

Reaching the street, The Shadow nade quick steps to the coupe, avoiding
the street |anps as he cane. The car was conveniently parked; The Shadow kept
hi s head huddl ed, as he entered it and cl osed the door quickly.

Easing the suitcase to the floor, The Shadow gl anced si del ong at the
driver as the car started. The hunched figure at the wheel was certainly that
of Slink Ratzler.

"CQuess you're wonderin' what's up," canme Slink's hoarse whisper. "There
ain't much to tell you, though, Skibo. Turk's playin' safe; that's all. That's
why he sent me to get you."

"dad to hear that," returned The Shadow, in a tone that copied Skibo's
grow . "I thought nmaybe the bulls had spotted Turk."

"Not where he is," chuckled Slink. "Wait till you see the joint, Skibo.
And they won't spot himafter he | eaves there. He's goin' to have a
hand- pi cked
hi de-out. One that | got for him"

The Shadow put no further questions. Slink, in his turn, nade no further
efforts at conversation. He drove northward al ong an avenue; notioned for his
conpani on to keep deep in the car whenever they passed lighted districts.
Plenty of police were about tonight. Slink did not want themto spot the face
of Ski bo Hadl en. Nor did The Shadow desire it. That face was the passport
whi ch
was carrying himstraight to a lair of crine.

VELL north of Forty-second Street, the car rolled along a bl ock of
br ownst one houses. Most of them were dark and untenanted, despite their
excel l ent condition. They were antiquated residences, of a type no longer in
dermand.

Swi ngi ng around the bl ock, Slink came to a shabbier street in back of the
br ownst one houses. Garages and warehouses showed anong clusters of old brick
houses. This street told one reason why the brownstone houses were no | onger
popul ar. Their back yards opened into a nuch-1|ess-pl easant nei ghbor hood.

Past the warehouse, Slink gave a final |ook. Satisfied, he jerked the
wheel and shot the coupe into a narrow, blind alley that ended where a brick
wal |l ran fromthe warehouse to the back yard of a dil api dated brick buil ding.
Slink extinguished the lights and halted the car

He whi spered to The Shadow

"Stick close behind nme, Skibo. I'lIl show you the way through!"

Slink crept along the brick wall; felt for a wooden gate and opened it.
The Shadow was right behind him They crossed a yard behind a brownstone house
and entered a wi de passage between two of the bul ky brown buildings. The
fronts
of the brownstones were joined, to block farther progress.

Slink chose the side door of the house on the left. He unlocked it with a
skel eton key. The Shadow j oi ned hi mi nsi de.



Once the door was closed, Slink risked a flashlight. They went up a
flight
of creaky stairs; at the top, Slink blinked the Iight upon the second door to
the right. He rapped a signal

He doused the flashlight and opened the door. The gl ow of a shaded
electric lantern revealed a | arge, unfurni shed room

W ndows were tightly shaded on the inside, so that not a flicker of Iight
could penetrate to the outside night. At the far end of the roomwas the only
sign that told of former occupancy: a fireplace with paper and a bundl e of
brushwood stuffed within it, to offset snow and rain fromthe chi mey.

There was a nearer sight, however, that comranded greater interest.

The electric lantern was resting on a soap box. Beside it, on the floor
was a steel box; closed, but with broken lock. It was the container that
cr ooks
had carried fromthe Northwark National Bank, the night before: the box that
had
contained a mllion dollars in cash

From beyond the lantern stepped a squatty figure. A yellowed face grinned
inthe glowto show a set of griny, fangish teeth. That |eer was Turk Dorth's
notion of a welcone to Skibo Hadlen and Slink Ratzler

The Shadow had reached his goal. He had found Turk Dorth, along with the
vani shed swag.

CHAPTER VI
THE M DNI GHT MEETI NG

TURK DORTH shoul dered forward as if he neant to shake hands. The Shadow
st epped back fromthe fringe of the lantern's glow, to decline the greeting.
H s desire to avoid the handcl asp served a doubl e purpose.

By shifting, The Shadow noved far enough away to prevent Turk from
di scovering that he was not the real Skibo Hadlen. In addition, he gave Turk
the inpression that he was here for a showdown.

Turk's ugly lips gave a wince. He knew that he had been accused of
deserting his followers the day before. He could see good reason why Ski bo
woul d be sore. Turk wanted to square hinself. Therefore, he tal ked; which was
what The Shadow want ed.

"It was a tight squeeze, last night, Skibo," insisted Turk. "You was on
the lam you wasn't there to see it. D you know who was up there by the
corner?

The Shadow "

The Shadow growl ed sonet hi ng about Turk hopping off in the arnored car
I't
sounded like a question. Turk took it as such and answered:

"Sure, | took to the wagon, Skibo! It was the only way to take The Shadow
of f the other boys. | rattled the Tomry gun down the street when | went past.
He was lucky to get away. It gave the rest of the guys a break - the ones that
was still outside the bank. There was cars there to pick "emup. | sawto
t hat,

Ski bo. "

The Shadow s mutter was | ess harsh. Turk | ooked pl eased. He stooped
besi de
the steel box, opened it and di spl ayed packages of crisp green currency. The
nmoney was the sort that Leddi son had described; all bills of high
denom nati on
The contents, however, were far short of the stolen nmillion. The box was
nearly
hal f enpty.

"That shows you how I squared the boys," asserted Turk. "They was to get



ten grand apiece; but | made it twenty, on account of some being croaked,
whi ch
made | ess for the divvy. There was sone of 'em got double, like I'd prom sed.
They've taken it on the lam like they was supposed to do.

"Wth you an' ne, it's different, Skibo. Qur best bet is to lay | ow,
unti |
the bulls are through | ooking for us. You know the deal we made. Two hundred
and
fifty grand for me; a hundred to you, for being the front. Here's your dough
Ski bo. "

TURK parcel ed out thick bundles of currency. The Shadow received theny he
t hunbed bills of big denom nations: five hundreds and thousands. He stuffed
themin his inside pocket, where they forned a thick, bulgy packet.

Buttoning his coat, The Shadow turned up the collar, as if to give it
better shape. The raised collar covered the |lower portion of his face, which
was most conspicuous in the light.

"I cut Slink here in on the deal,"’

expl ai ned Turk. "Gave himan old

thirty

grand that was left over. 1'll tell you why, Skibo. You an' ne has got to lay
| ow an' keep our eyes open. The only eyes we've got is Slink. He's picked a
hi de-out for us; we'll stay there together, while Slink slides out an' keeps
us

posted. How s that Skibo?"

The Shadow grunted his approval . Turk suggested an inmredi ate departure
for
t he hide-out. The Shadow nade an objection, in the growl ed tone that passed as
Ski bo' s.

"I'"ve got ny own place for keeping hot noney," he told Turk. "I'Il go
back
to the apartnent and pack up. I'Il stow this dough where |I figured on putting
it. You can send Slink around to pick me up, a couple of hours from now "

The suggestion was fair enough. Turk did not grasp its real significance.
The Shadow i ntended to go back to Skibo's apartnent; to plant the hundred
t housand dollars on the captive crook. After that, he would ride with Slink to
Turk's new hi de-out.

Meanwhi l e, the | aw woul d receive sone mysterious tip-offs. The police
woul d go to Skibo's apartnment and Turk's hide-out, to capture both crooks and
their internediary, Slink. The Shadow woul d have no trouble slipping out of
si ght.

Turk mssed all this. He was concerned only with The Shadow s st at enment
about "hot" noney. Turk objected to it.

"This dough ain't hot, Skibo," he declared. "I burned the books that cane
out of the bank. Shoved themin the furnace at the old hide-out. W can pass
this mazuma anywhere. There's one thing, though, that | want you to see ne
do."

Turk counted out the final bundles fromthe steel box; he separated them
into two groups.

"Two hundred and fifty grand for nme," announced Turk. "An' the sanme for
the guy that was back of this whole deal. That's what he asked for - a quarter
of the dough; an' he's getting it."

The gane was out. Turk's statenent was proof that the entire bank robbery
had been inspired by an inside tip. Fromthe way Turk spoke, it was plain that
Ski bo knew the fact. Convinced The Shadow was Ski bo, Turk was willing to speak
openly.

"Don't ask nme who fixed it," continued Turk, his ugly tone as frank as he
could make it, "because | don't know. Woever it was, knew the whole lay in
t he
Nort hwark National. He slipped me the word when the crew was to shove in that



chandelier. He told ne the way you was to start it, Skibo; and it went through
like he said it would.

"I knowed where the swag was. | could have picked up that duplicate
record
book wi t hout asking Jennery where it was; but | was supposed to ask him It
was
a clockwork job, even though The Shadow busted in on it. I'd Iike to have
bl asted t hat bank, though. That part of it was sort of left up to ne."

Turk shook his head regretfully. The Shadow said nothing. Silence on the
part of the supposed Ski bo made Turk wonder if his story had been accepted.
"I'"ve handed you the | owdown, Skibo," Turk raised his tone, angrily. "Maybe
you think I'm handi ng out bal oney, huh? You're wondering how | got all this
dope wit hout ever knowing who slipped it to me. Well, that's an easy one to
answer. There was a guy who brought ne all the orders, straight fromthe
bi g-shot. That guy knows who the big-shot is.

"The fell ow that piped through the orders is a cab driver named Mophrey.
A
guy that used to run booze in the old days. The bi g-shot must have knowed it,
for he gets hold of Mophrey an' tells himto | ook me up. Mphrey cones to ne
with the news that an inside guy at the bank wants ne to lift a mllion bucks.
It sounded screwy; but when Mophrey gives nme the details, it listened good.
Al
the word that came to ne was through Mophrey."

Turk bundl ed his own quarter mllion into the steel box. He took the
remai ni ng bundl es - another quarter mllion - and carried themto the
fireplace. There, he pulled out crunpled newspapers; wapped the bills inside
them Turk pushed the big wads under the brushwood.

"There's the big-shot's dough,"” he declared. "Two hundred and fifty
gr and.

St owed where nobody would ever think to | ook for it. Right where the big-shot
said to leave it."

Comi ng back fromthe fireplace, Turk produced a watch and held the dial
toward the electric lantern.

"This turnip's running fast," he growed. "It says twelve o' clock; but it
ain't quite mdnight yet. It's tinme we was out of here - according to what
Mophrey told me. Fromthe way he tal ked, | figured Mophrey's supposed to cone
here an' lug that dough for the big-shot."

Hoi sting one end of the steel box, Turk told Slink to take the other. The
two started fromthe room The Shadow foll owed, carrying the electric lantern
He extinguished it when they reached the bottom of the stairs. Qutside, he
foll owed Turk and Slink through the back route to Slink's coupe.

The pair put the box in the |uggage container at the back. They entered
the car; Turk stunbl ed agai nst the suitcase that The Shadow had brought.

"W can take this bag al ong, Skibo," whispered Turk, through the opened
wi ndow. "You'd be bringing it over to the new hide-out, anyway."

"Better let ne have it," returned The Shadow. "I got to do sone packing,
Turk. I'"lIl hop a cab back to my joint."

THE SHADOW started out fromthe all eyway; paused to notion that the way
was clear. He was wal king toward the corner when Slink's car passed him As
soon as the coupe was out of sight, The Shadow retraced his steps to the
al  eyway and continued through to the passage between the brownstone houses.

He had every reason to return

It would be a few hours before Slink would show up again at Skibo's. In
the neantime, there was every likelihood that Mophrey would arrive to carry
away the share of swag that Turk had left for the big-shot. Instructions to be
out by mdnight indicated that Mophrey would arrive soon after that hour

A distant clock was chimng twelve. It was The Shadow s hour of
opportunity. If Mophrey arrived soon, The Shadow could trail the fell ow when



he

carried away the quarter mllion. At the end of the trail, The Shadow woul d
find

the traitor who had plotted crime within the walls of the Northwark Nationa
Bank.

He had covered his trail so conpletely that the | aw would never find it
t hrough investigation at the bank. But the trail of the quarter mllion
dol l ars
woul d be sufficient to end the plotter's career of hidden crime. In the space
bet ween t he brownstone houses. The Shadow opened his suitcase and renoved his
garb of black. He discarded Skibo's hat and coat; donned the black garnents
that rendered himinvisible against the night. Looking for a place to stow the
sui tcase, The Shadow chose the brownstone house on his right.

He tried the Iow cellar wi ndows; found one that was | oose. He levered it
upward and downward; placed the suitcase on a wide | edge and | et the w ndow
drop back in place.

The Shadow started for the doorway of the house on the left. He tried a
thin skel eton key and opened the door without difficulty.

The Shadow paused to press a gl oved hand agai nst the inside pocket of the
coat that he wore beneath his cloak. The pocket was bul ky, overweighted wth
t he bundl es of currency that The Shadow had shoved there while posing as Ski bo
Hadl en. The best place for the noney was in Skibo's suitcase. The Shadow
turned
about, intending to go back to the cellar w ndow of the adjoining house.

A sound nmade The Shadow pause. It was the nmuffled throb of a car notor
that idled into silence as someone turned off the ignition switch. The fading
thrum came from beyond the brick wall in back of the brownstone row It
announced the arrival of Mphrey, the taxi driver who formed a vital link in
The Shadow s intended trail

The Shadow gave up his plan of a quick trip to the cellar. He eased
t hrough the door of the enpty house, closed it and | ocked it behind him

Movi ng
snoot hly upward on the creaky stairs, The Shadow reached the bl ackened
second-story hall. A few blinks of his flashlight showed hima conveni ent

doorway opposite the room where Turk had stowed the bundl es of bank notes in
the fireplace.

A hundred thousand dollars of swag tucked thick in his own inside pocket,
The Shadow waited silently in a deep-set doorway, watching for the man who was
com ng to uncover the remaining quarter mllion

CHAPTER VI |
VANI SHED EVI DENCE

A KEY clicked fromthe door on the ground floor. The sound was scarcely
nmore than a scrape, but The Shadow could hear it in the silence of the
dar kened
house. There was the soft thud of a closing door; again the key click
slightly
| ouder. Then footsteps that brought creaks fromthe stairs.

The Shadow coul d hear the breathing of a nman who passed himin the
dar kness. The fell ow opened the door across the hall; left it slightly ajar.
The Shadow coul d see the gl ow of a flashlight. The beamtold himthat the
i ntruder was noving toward the fireplace.

@iding forward, The Shadow entered and cl osed the door so softly that
t he
man at the fireplace could not hear it. Turning, The Shadow studied the nman's
actions. It was a sinple matter, for the fellow had set his flashlight upright
on the floor. The beamfromthe | ens showed his face plainly.



The man was Mphrey, the taxi driver. Above a poorly shaven face, The
Shadow saw the visor of a chauffeur's cap - the sort that taxi drivers
frequently wear. It was Mophrey's only attenpt at a uniform for belowthe
fellow s stubbly chin, The Shadow saw the collar of an ordinary coat.

Mophrey was crinkling the newspapers in the fireplace. The Shadow saw him
open them and thunb the ends of the bundled bills. Mphrey was sinply assuring
hinsel f that the quarter million was there. He was not attenpting an exact
count .

The taxi driver's next action was to turn off his flashlight and pocket
it
in the darkness. He struck a match on the brick front of the fireplace. The
Shadow wat ched the tiny flame approach the crunpl ed newspapers. A noment
| ater,

t he paper was abl aze. Licking flanes rose toward the dried brushwood. In the
i ncreased |ight, The Shadow saw a singul ar sight.

The bundl es of currency were still showi ng fromthe newspapers. Nophrey
was burning up the swag that had been left by Turk Dorth. Two hundred and
fifty
t housand dollars were going to the fl anes!

SPONTANEQUSLY, The Shadow sprang forward. There was still time to prevent
t he destruction. \Watever the reason for Mphrey's action, The Shadow di d not
intend to see the noney burn. Quick work could stop it. First, a rapid
encounter with Mphrey; then swift grabs to pull the bundled bills fromthe
rising fire.

Mophrey did not hear The Shadow comi ng. The crackle of the flanmes drowned
t he approach. By rights, Mphrey should have shared the fate of Skibo Hadl en;
but luck was with the crooked taxi driver. Just as The Shadow sprang, Mophrey
cane up fromthe fireplace and swng toward the door, intending to nmake a
hurried departure. H's nmove brought himface to face with The Shadow.

Instantly, the taxi driver saw the lunging figure in black. The flanes
fromthe fire provided all the Iight he needed. Mophrey showed hinself a quick
wor ker in a pinch. Shooting his arms ahead of him he nade a flying tackle
straight for The Shadow s | egs.

To neet the attack, The Shadow si destepped, and shot one arm downward. He
hooked Myphrey's knee as he went past. The grab changed The Shadow s nove into
a side roll. He landed face upward, carrying Mophrey with him Twisting to
continue his roll, The Shadow hinged his free hand upward, found Mophrey's jaw
and pitched the fellow to the wall.

Apart, both fighters rallied instantly. Mrphrey gave a bellow, as he
rammed toward The Shadow. Meeting the drive, The Shadow encount ered NMophrey
with equal force. The two jolted straight upward; staggered sidew se as they
wrestl ed across the floor. The grappl e becane a deadl ock.

Across Mophrey's shoul der, The Shadow coul d see the fireplace. Fl anmes had
reached the brushwood; the fire was roaring like a furnace. It was too late to
rescue the noney that Mophrey had consigned to destruction.

The Shadow had counted on that currency to serve two purposes. He wanted
it as atrail to a supercrook; he had expected it to serve as evidence after
the master crimnal had received it.

Bot h chances were lost; and with their passing, The Shadow recogni zed
anot her fact.

Mophrey, sent here to burn the noney, would have no reason to visit the
master crook at all. The only way to learn that hidden man's identity was to
make Mophrey reveal it.

That was why The Shadow al | owed the deadl ock to continue. Near the wall,
he had a chance to jolt Mphrey's head backward and stun the fellowwith a
single blow. That would have | eft Mphrey in no condition to tal k. Therefore,
The Shadow passed his opportunity.

Keepi ng the grapple equal, he swayed back and forth with Mophrey while he



wor ked his gloved fingers slowy toward the taxi driver's throat.

MOPHREY knew what was coming, but he could not stop the approach of those
fateful fingers. One slow m nute passed, while the flanes continued their
crackle and threw a grotesque glare upon the panting figures. The Shadow s
hands reached Mophrey's neck. Knuckles poked the thug' s chin upward.

Del i berately, The Shadow gai ned his grip.

Choki ng hands nmade Mophrey's eyes bul ge. Sagging, the taxi driver stared
upward toward The Shadow s gaze. Mphrey could not see the faked face of Skibo
Hadl en, for The Shadow s back was toward the fire and his slouch hat hid his
false features. Al that Mphrey could view were eyes that burned |like the
firelight; fierce optics that shone as orbs of doom

To Mophrey's distorted vision, those eyes were nerciless. They conmanded
speech; but gave no prom se of reward. Mphrey withed; tw sted half toward
t he
fireplace. Hi s tongue thrust fromhis opened nouth, as he gul ped hopel essly
for
br eat h.

Rel entl ess fingers | oosed their grip; tightened again as Mophrey managed
to take air. Once nore, they eased. Mphrey understood.

"Il - 1"l squawk," he panted. "I'll tell who sent me here - why he
wanted nme to burn the dough -"

The taxi driver panted hard. Half dizzy, he swayed in The Shadow s
cl utch.

St eadyi ng, he licked his lips and began his tale.

"The guy's with the Northwark National," spoke Mphrey. "He knows
everything on the inside there. Wien he told me how I coul d nake big noney. |
Mophrey halted. His head had tilted sidewi se. Hi s eyes were | ooking

t oward

t he door. But Mphrey, even with that chance gl ance, |earned nothing that The
Shadow di d not know. What Mphrey saw, The Shadow heard, despite the continued
crackle of the blazing fire.

The knob of the door was turning. Mophrey saw its tw st; The Shadow heard
its novenent.

Instantly, The Shadow shifted. He wheel ed Mophrey toward the door
Pressing the taxi driver's throat with his | eft hand, The Shadow t hrust his
right beneath his coat, to gain the hol stered automatic that hung above his
[ eft hip.

Though The Shadow acted speedily, the shift del ayed him The door swung
open before The Shadow could bring his automatic to aim A revolver nmuzzle
shone beyond the doorway. The barrel of the gun was laid upon a left arm that
covered the face of the aimng man crouched in the hallway.

The Shadow knew t hat the big-shot had arrived in person. He had probably
foll oned Mophrey's cab; had wondered why the taxi-man did not return within
t he
ti me appoi nted. The master crook had therefore decided to take matters in his
own hands.

CROUCHI NG downwar d. The Shadow shoved Mophrey's figure to armis length
Conpl etely shielded by the taxi driver, with a space between, The Shadow
started a side shift. He intended to |lunge Mophrey straight toward the door
then wheel for the wall as the man fell. Froma new position, The Shadow coul d
gain a quick shot for the doorway.

The master crook crossed The Shadow s pl an

Just as The Shadow started Mphrey forward, the man in the hallway opened
fire. He blazed his shots point-blank for Mophrey. Bullets drilled the back of
the taxi driver's neck. Mphrey's head went |inp, as he |left The Shadow s



grasp. An inert mass, Mophrey curled to the floor

Those bullets, three in a row, ended the taxi driver's life. The naster
crook was through with Mophrey. He preferred to nmeet The Shadow al one, rather
than trust to Mophrey's aid. Mreover, his quick shots di sposed of a squeal er
who could tell the naster crimnal's identity.

Wth those precise shots, the hidden crine naster placed The Shadow in an
i mediate dilemma. Starting for the wall, to escape the fire-glow, The Shadow
was still in the Iight when Mophrey fell. He had no tine to fade farther; his
only chance was to beat the hallway gunman to the shot.

The Shadow wheel ed, straight toward the revol ver nuzzle that | oonmed in
hi s
direction. He thrust his right armforward; he turned obliquely, so that his
right side would offer the only target.

But before The Shadow coul d compl ete his novenent, his opponent acted.

Ai ming squarely for The Shadow s breast, just bel ow the cl oaked right
shoul der, the master crook fired.

Wth the flash of the gun, The Shadow staggered. The master crook had
scored a direct hit. He saw The Shadow flounder to the floor and spraw in the
bl ackness of the corner. No notion cane fromthe cl oaked figure.

Mophrey's nurderer was satisfied that he had slain The Shadow. Swi ngi ng
t he door shut, the killer started down the creaky stairs.

A SI NGULAR event occurred, the monment that the door had closed. There was
motion in the corner. Blackness shifted, wavering, out into the |ight.

M racul ously, The Shadow had come to hands and knees. He was groping to regain
his lost automatic. He found it.

At first, The Shadow s notions seened |ike those of a nortally wounded
fighter, rallying with his |ast ounce of determ nation. That picture changed.
The Shadow found his feet. He scarcely wavered, as he started toward the door
Despite the bullet that had clipped him The Shadow was showi ng a burst of his
accust oned speed.

Shovi ng the door open, The Shadow hurried to the stairs. He did it
wi t hout
his flashlight, gripping the banister as he started downward. In the darkness,
he took a false step. Before he could recover hinself, a board fromthe creaky
steps splintered beneath his weight. The Shadow |l ost his grip on the rail
went
to the bottomof the stairs in a | ong, bounding pl unge.

Though he took the finish of the fall with his shoul ders, The Shadow
slithered on and ramed head-first against the door. Only the slouch hat kept
t he bl ow from knocki ng hi munconsci ous. As it was, The Shadow swayed groggily
as he gripped the doorknob and drew hinmsel f upward.

Agai n, he groped for the dropped automatic; found it and opened the door
It was unl ocked. The departing murderer had not bothered to use a key.

As he reached the space between the brownstone buil di ngs, The Shadow
coul d

hear the distant shrill of police whistles - proof that the gunfire in the
enpty

house had been heard. The sound did not deter him Head throbbing, he started
blindly toward the brick wall. H's usual bent for caution was gone with the

bl ow that his head had taken. Al that his brain could grasp was that he nust
overtake a nurderer.

Instinct rescued The Shadow, however, when he neared the wooden gate. He
heard the barrier grate on its hinges. The Shadow dropped back toward the
br ownst one houses.

A gun spoke fromthe gate. The murderer had stopped there; he had heard
The Shadow s approach. H's shot was w de. The Shadow answered with two flam ng
punps of his automatic; he shifted nechanically as he conpleted the fire.
O dinarily, The Shadow s bullets would have told. Tonight, he was too groggy



to
take accurate aim
The murderer fired back. H s bullet sizzled wide in the darkness. Then
t he
gate slamred. The naster crook was gone.

VWHI STLES, shrilling closer, brought disjointed thoughts to The Shadow.
The
police were coming; they would be too late to nab the murderer, but they would
find Mphrey's body. This was no place for The Shadow to remain. His right
nove
was departure, also

Then came the throbbing recollection of Skibo's suitcase, on the | edge of
the cellar window in the house next to the one where murder had been done.

The Shadow started back to that wi ndow. He found it, as he crept al ong on
hands and knees. Hi s head was bothering himworse then ever, as he stooped
forward. He could hear shouts, along with the approachi ng whistle blasts. He
was in no condition to travel farther

Knowi ng it, The Shadow rai sed the wi ndow, encountered the suitcase and
pushed it inward fromthe | edge. He heard it smack the concrete floor of a
deep
coal bin.

The Shadow crawl ed inside on the | edge. Pulling the wi ndow shut, he
fumbled for the catch. He located it; lying on his side, he strained to hook
the bar in place. He conpleted the action and relaxed his grip. Half over the
i nner edge of the | edge, The Shadow toppl ed.

Despite his groggi ness, he made a valiant effort to stemhis fall. He
grabbed for the window bar. He missed it and tried to grip the | edge instead.
H's fingers found no hold in the stone surface. Shoulder first, The Shadow
rolled fromthe I edge and | anded with a clatter on the concrete floor bel ow

After that, The Shadow did not stir. The fall had knocked him
unconsci ous.

QUTSI DE, the police had found the house they wanted. Entering, they saw
the flickers fromthe fireplace upstairs. They went up and found Mphrey's
body. Word cane in that a taxicab was parked in the rear alley. Soneone had
spotted a car speeding away, but had not nanaged to get the nunber. The police
knew that the murderer had gotten away.

Nevert hel ess, they searched the vicinity. They even scoured the space
bet ween t he brownstone buil di ngs and found the cellar wi ndow where The Shadow
had entered the adjoi ni ng house. One policenman flashed a |ight through the
wi ndow. He saw the fastened catch; beyond it, the doorway of the coal bin,
with
cobwebs across it and dust streaked al ong the fl oor

The of ficer was convinced that no one had used that cellar as a route. He
failed to see The Shadow, for the | edge cut off the flashlight's beam

The police conpleted their search and went away. The silence of night
envel oped the row of brownstone houses. The nystery of Mphrey's burning of
t he
currency remai ned unsol ved. The trail of Mphrey's nmurderer was |ost.

Preci ous hours were passing. In them Slink Ratzler would go to Skibo
Hadl en' s. Wondering, when Skibo would fail to appear, Slink would search and
find the captive. He would take Skibo with himto the new hi de-out, where Turk
Dorth was stationed. That would be a place unknown to The Shadow.

Trails fromthe past would be gone when The Shadow awakened. Hi s task of
seeking a master nurderer would begin again. Yet, with those handi caps, The
Shadow woul d still have reason for congratul ations.

Toni ght, The Shadow had been marked for death. He had taken a bullet



straight froma nurderer's gun. Despite that shot, delivered where it should
have killed, The Shadow had survived to continue his quest for the naster

cr ook

whose straight-ained blast had fail ed

CHAPTER VI I |
FALSE WEALTH S TALE

I T was nearly dawn when The Shadow s face appeared at the w ndow of the
deserted cellar. He had recovered consciousness slowy; it had taken a | ong
while for himto recuperate to a point where he could lift his body.

The space between the brownstone houses was still pitch-black; but The
Shadow nust have recogni zed his surroundi ngs. He gave a weary |augh, that told
of renenbered facts.

The Shadow | oosed the wi ndow catch; stretched his armto push the frane
outward. A puff of fresh air revived himsonmewhat; but his strength fail ed
when
he tried to draw hinmself up to the wi ndow | edge. Mwving around in the pit, The
Shadow stunbl ed on the suitcase. He opened it; brought out the make-up Kkit.

Seated on the floor, The Shadow |ifted the box lid and used the little
light to snear away the remmants of his make-up. He no | onger needed the face
of Ski bo Hadl en; nor did he intend to risk showi ng those features to policenen
who mi ght be patrolling the streets.

After nolding his face to the fam liar countenance of Cranston, The
Shadow
packed the make-up kit in the suitcase and swung the bag up to the | edge. He
tried the clinb again; this tine, he gained a hold by the wi ndow frane and
pull ed hinmself up to the ledge. Carrying the suitcase, he crawl ed through the
wi ndow, found his feet and wal ked unsteadily to the rear alley.

Once he reached the warehouse, The Shadow rested. Peering al ong the
street, The Shadow saw that it was deserted. Gray tinges of dawn were above.
Increasing light would make it difficult to travel in guise of black. The
Shadow renmoved his cl oak and hat and stuffed theminto the suitcase. They
filled it to capacity.

Carrying the suitcase, The Shadow wal ked al ong the street. Though hatl ess
and overcoatl ess, he was not conspicuous, for the day was dawning mld. He was
attired in street clothes; for he had wi sely discarded his evening attire
after
| eaving the Cobalt Cub, Iast night.

At a near-by corner The Shadow entered a cab, gave an address. He settled
wearily in the rear seat. As he rode, he speculated on the future.

Matters had gone badly. Qut of the night's work, The Shadow had gai ned
only a ten percent success. That ten percent was represented by the bundl ed
money still in his inside pocket: the hundred thousand dollars that he had
recei ved as Skibo's share of bank swag.

The cab stopped near a doctor's office that was | ocated on the ground
floor of a pretentious apartnent house. The office had a doorway of its own;
beside it, a plate that bore the nane :

RUPERT SAYRE, M D.

After paying the driver, The Shadow produced a key and unl ocked the door
of the office. Inside, he went through an anteroom and reached a little
bedroom There, he placed Skibo's suitcase in a corner and took off his coat.

Hangi ng the coat over a convenient chair, The Shadow went out to the
anteroomand put in a call to Burbank. He ordered the contact man to send
agents to Skibo's apartnent.

Resting in an arnchair, The Shadow dropped off to sleep. The ring of the



t el ephone bell awakened him Burbank reported that Skibo was no |onger at the
apartment near Twenty-third Street. As The Shadow supposed, Skibo had been
found and rel eased by Slink.

Going into the bedroom The Shadow ki cked off his shoes, stretched
hi nmsel f
on the narrow bed and went to sl eep. He considered such rest the nost
i mpor t ant
asset that he could gain; he knew that sleep mght rid himof the dul
headache
that still bothered him

I T was nine o' cl ock when another person arrived at the office. The
newconer was Doctor Sayre hinmsel f. Though young, Sayre was a man of serious
bearing and reserved appearance. H s nmanner suited the inportant reputation
that he had gained as a medical practitioner

Sayre crossed the anteroom was about to enter an inner office when he
noted a fol ded sheet of paper tucked in the dial of his tel ephone. The paper
was fromone of Sayre's neno pads. Sayre opened it, found it blank. For a
nmonent, he was puzzl ed; then he sniled.

Sayre went through the passage to the bedroom He saw the figure
stretched
on the cot and recogni zed the upturned face of Lanont Cranston

The doctor nodded and went out to his office. He understood that the
bl ank
message neant that he had a visitor who would want to see himlater

A long while ago, Rupert Sayre had undergone a series of adventures in
which his life had been saved by a nysterious being called The Shadow. (Note:
See "Master of Death,"” Vol. VII, No. 2.) Since then, Sayre had sworn
al | egi ance
to his rescuer. On nore than one occasi on, The Shadow had call ed upon Sayre
for
speci al services. Certain events had caused Sayre to identify The Shadow as
Cranston; at |east, the physician knew that The Shadow someti nes adopted t hat
personality. Therefore, sight of Lamont Cranston told Sayre that his visitor
was The Shadow.

BETWEEN appoi ntments, Sayre | ooked into the room where The Shadow rested.
At el even o' clock, he found The Shadow seated on the edge of the bed. Sayre
m xed hima prescription; while The Shadow drank the nedicine, the physician
waited to hear what details he nmight tell

"I had a bad fall, doctor," remarked The Shadow, dryly. "Or, rather, two
bad falls. First down a stairway; then into a cellar. The first fall was due
to
a pang that struck me right here.™

The Shadow tapped the right side of his chest: then opened his shirt
front
to show a round, red bruise. He tightened his |lips as Sayre pressed a rib.

The physici an shook his head; then remarked:

"Not broken; but it nust have received a sharp bl ow. Just how hard was
it,

M. Cranston?"

"Sufficient to knock nme down," replied The Shadow. "I felt the pain
afterward, when | was at the head of the stairway."

Sayre nodded: then | ooked perpl exed.

"What ever the missile," remarked Sayre, "l cannot understand why the
bruise is such a small one. | exam ned a patient once, who had been ki cked by
a
horse. His bruise was sinilar to this one, but considerably larger. Wuld you



mnd telling ne, M. Cranston, just how you received this -

The Shadow reached to the chair where his coat hung. Fromthe inside
pocket, he pulled out the bundles of noney that he had received from Turk
Dorth. He passed themto Sayre. The physician uttered his astoni shment.

A hole was drilled straight through the bills and the bands that
encircl ed
them Inbedded in the last tier of currency was a revol ver bullet.

The shot fromthe master crook's gun had found the wadded noney. That
accounted for the fact that The Shadow was still alive. The inpact fromthe
bull et had staggered him the slug fromthe gun had left its mark against his
rib. That was the limt of the bullet's actual damage.

DOCTOR SAYRE renmoved the bullet fromthe thick-stacked noney. He handed
the cash to The Shadow, studied the bullet and laid it aside. He decided to
bandage the bruised rib. He obtained cotton and gauze, formed a pack and
bandaged it agai nst The Shadow s chest. Wen The Shadow cl osed his shirt and
put on his coat, the pack forned a bul ge hal fway beneath his arm

Sayre | ooked quizzical, as though he expected The Shadow to rel ate new
details of last night's adventure. A slight smle framed itself on The
Shadow s
lips. In a quiet tone, The Shadow cl osed the subject, by making the remark:

"You mentioned a patient who was kicked by a horse. Suppose you tell ne
about that incident, doctor."

Sayre rel ated about a pol o player who had intended to use a borrowed
horse. He had dropped his nallet near the horse's hoof; as he stooped, to pick
up the mallet, the pony had kicked himin the side.

"The chap was |ucky not to have received a pair of broken ribs,"
concl uded
Sayre. "Very lucky, considering the circunstances. Since he was playing pol o"
Sayre's smle broadened - "he did not happen to be carrying a wad of noney in
his inside pocket."

That was Sayre's last reference to the noney that The Shadow carried. A
buzzer sounded fromthe anteroom Sayre went to see another patient. The
Shadow
arose and went to the window of the little bedroom He slipped the band froma
package of money and began to study the bullet-drilled bills.

To Rupert Sayre, the noney had no significance except that it had served
as a buffer against a bullet. To The Shadow, however, the noney had a nore
i mportant neaning. These bills could give the answer to Mophrey's odd action
of
burning up the quarter mllion dollars that Turk had left in the fireplace.

The Shadow had already junped to a |ogical theory. He knew that the bills
coul d produce the proof. Hence his exami nation of the noney was a thorough
one.

The Shadow studied one bill after another, as he held themin the light.
Noting certain marks, he began to check the stacks nore rapidly, |ooking for
telltale details. Wien he had finished, he divided the bills into separate
piles and placed themin his side pockets.

The Shadow s smile told that his solution was the correct one. It
reveal ed
why Mophrey had been ordered to burn the noney.

Every bill that The Shadow had received from Turk Dorth was a
counterfeit.

Fal se noney - not real cash - had stopped the death bullet. The counterfeit
currency had been good enough to fool Turk and his band. They were not experts
in the detection of initation nmoney. They had taken their swag straight from
the vault of the Northwark National; hence had no reason to suspect that the
funds were counterfeit.



TO The Shadow, false wealth told its tale. Mophrey's burning of the
quarter mllion; the bills which The Shadow had just exam ned - both solved a
riddl e and opened a new trail.

A master crimnal had duped Turk and the other bank robbers. The raid at
t he Northwark National had been designed purely as a cover-up for previous
crinme. A master crook, on the inside at the Northwark National, had renoved
t he
real reserve fund and substituted counterfeit currency in its place. Know ng
that the fal se funds would not stand |later inspection, he had planned the
robbery to get rid of the counterfeit and throw suspicion el sewhere.

Turk and his crowd were hol di ng noney that was hotter than they thought.
They could be forgotten for the present. The Shadow s real trail would be at
the spot where crime had originally been done.

At five o'clock this afternoon, The Shadow woul d nmeet the nmaster crook in
person, within the walls of the Northwark National Bank

There he would find the brainy crimnal who held the real nillion; the
man
who used Mophrey to contact Turk. That cunning schener had nurdered Mphrey to
close the trail. He had shot The Shadow poi nt-blank, hoping to elininate the
cl oaked i nvesti gator.

Knowi ng that he had failed to kill The Shadow, the naster thief would try
agai n. The Shadow was | ooking forward to that com ng effort. This time, The
Shadow woul d be ready.

A new thrust fromthe scheming pilferer mght prove an inportant clue in
the final establishment of the crimnal's identity.

CHAPTER | X
THE BANK CONFERENCE

PROVPTLY at five o' clock, The Shadow stepped froma taxi in front of the
Nort hwar k Nati onal Bank. Inside, he was conducted to the president's office by
a guard, and was greeted by Al exander Leddi son. The white-haired bank
pr esi dent
notioned himto a chair near the wi ndow and sat down beside him

Joe Cardona was at the president's desk; the police inspector nodded a
wel conme, when he recogni zed The Shadow as Lanont Cranston

There were three others present. One was Daniel Jennery, the cashier; the
second Ral ph Creeve, the head teller. The | ast was the bank watchman, Brady,
who had been on duly at the tine of Turk Dorth's raid. The Shadow i nmedi ately
elimnated Brady as being of consequence. He concentrated upon the others whom
Cardona qui zzed

As a prelimnary, Cardona gave a statenent of newy gained facts.

"Last night," he told the group, "a taxi driver naned Mophrey was found
dead in an enpty house. There was a fire in the fireplace. In the ashes, we
found a few remmants that | ooked |ike bank-note paper. Mphrey's cab was in
t he
al l ey out back.

"From the evidence, we believe that the old house was a neeting pl ace
where Turk Dorth divided the stolen mllion among his crew, including Skibo
Hadl en. Mophrey nust have come in on it, sonehow. Probably he knew sonet hing
about the robbery, and demanded a cut. Qur guess is that Turk paid him then
shot him Mophrey, afraid that the police would arrive, chucked his noney into
the fire before he died."

Cardona's sunmmary was a good one, despite its inaccuracy. The facts
supported it reasonably well. The Shadow knew that the paper used in the
counterfeit noney was simlar enough to governnment paper to pass as genuine



when found in ashes.

Soneti mes, poor guesses |led to good ones. The present case was an
exanpl e.
Cardona had | earned, at |east, that Myphrey was in the game. Therefore, he had
a
chance to hit the real truth before he was through. In fact, Cardona's next
statement showed that he was heading toward the right track

"Turk Dorth got information somewhere,"” declared Joe, in a convinced
t one.
"My hunch is, that Mophrey knew who it came from and broke into the gane that
way. So we've checked on Mophrey, through a I ot of other cab drivers. W found
out that he used to park his hack around this nei ghborhood. Here's Mophrey's
pi cture" - Cardona planked a cab driver's license on the desk - "and what |
want to know is, have any of you ever seen hin®"

LEDDI SON pi cked up the photograph and studied it carefully. He shook his
whi tish head.

"I use cabs occasionally," he declared, "when my chauffeur is not
available with the linmousine. | do not recall a cab driver who | ooked I|ike
this
one."

Leddi son handed t he photograph to Jennery. The cashier held it close to
his blinky eyes. He squirmed his |ips nervously; gave a good exhibition of his
habi tual jitters. Suddenly, he raised his head.

"I never use a taxi," he said, quickly. "I live at the Hotel Marigold,
seven stops north by subway local. | always ride the subway, even on rainy
days.

"Never a cab. Creeve rides in them though. He always takes a cab."

Wth a quick shift of his hand. Jennery shoved the picture to the head
teller. Creve's stolid face showed no change of expression. The square-jawed
teller took the photograph between both hands, centered his eyes upon the
picture. After a long, deliberate scrutiny, he shook his head.

"Never saw this chap," affirned Creeve. "Jennery is wong, though, when

he

says that | always take a cab. | generally do, because | don't like the
subway;

and ny apartnent is on the other side of town. Sonetines, though, | walk to
t he

el evated and ri de hone that way."

"That's news to me," snapped Jennery, taking Creeve's statement as a
personal matter. "I've always seen you start for the corner to find a cab."

"I'f you didn't scranble for the subway in such a hurry,” retorted Creeve,
"You m ght see ne let the cabs go by, once in a while. Like I did last night."

Jennery started to say sonething; then pursed his |lips. Cardona was quick
with the question:

"What were you going to tell us, Jennery?"

The cashier hesitated then replied:

"Only that | happened to see Creeve call a cab last night. W were here,
both of us, going through records, to see if we could find any reference to
t he
serial nunbers of the stolen reserve fund. When Creeve left, at half past
eleven, | went with himto the side door. | saw Creeve hail a cab that was
parked across the street."

Jennery shot a quick glance toward Creeve, to see what the teller's reply
woul d be. Creeve smiled indul gently.

"Jennery is wong twi ce," declared Creeve. "First, it was nearly m dnight
when | left. Second, the cab that | called didn't conme. The driver was out of
it. So | walked to the elevated."

Jennery started to dispute the matter of the tinme. He claimed that he had



stayed at the bank at |east half an hour |onger than Creeve; that it was just
after m dni ght when he - Jennery - had departed. Jennery call ed upon Brady for
support; for the watchman had | ocked the door after the cashier left. Brady
couldn't renmenber just when Jennery had gone out.

ALL the while, Cardona watched both Jennery and Creeve, listening to the
cashier's statenents, looking for the teller's reactions. The Shadow knew t hat
Cardona was guessing close to the right facts. Joe believed that the naster
crook mght be an inside man at the bank. He was coming to the correct
concl usi on, that Mphrey had been a contact between the chief crimnal and
Tur k
Dor t h.

From that, Cardona reasoned that Mophrey m ght have taken the big-shot to
the neeting place; that the two could have gone in to collect the cut left by
Turk Dorth. Mphrey coul d have denanded nore noney than the big-shot intended
himto have.

Cardona had a hunch that the master crook - not Turk - had finished
Mophrey. All that Cardona failed to figure was the fact that the stol en funds
were counterfeit.

One thing was out st andi ng.

Both Jennery and Creeve were trying to establish the point that they had
been at the bank at mdnight, the tinme of Mphrey's nmnurder

Ei ther Jennery or Creeve might be the inside man. The two could not be in
t he gane together; otherw se, they would have avoi ded argunent. |If Creeve had
actually left the bank as early as Jennery clained - nanely, at half past
eleven - the teller could certainly have gone to the neeting place either with
Mophrey, or in tinme to find the taxi driver there.

However, that did not inplicate Creeve; for Jennery could hinself have
left the bank within five mnutes after Creeve's departure.

Cardona | ooked toward Leddi son, to see the bank president's reaction
Until the present, Leddi son had di sagreed with Cardona's suggestion, that an
i nside man coul d have tipped off the bank robbers to their proper course.
Jennery's angry outburst toward Creeve had produced a change in Leddison's
attitude. It was plain that the bank president regarded Jennery's utterances
as
an accusation toward Creeve.

Cardona saw a doubl e possibility. Jennery night be opening a trail to the
real crook. On the contrary, Jennery m ght be doing just the opposite;
shifting
bl ame that really bel onged to hinself.

It was Creeve who ended Jennery's chatter. \Wether Creeve felt hinself
suspected; or whether he figured Jennery as a crook who was trying to clear
hi nsel f, Creeve did not show He sinply changed the subject.

"You're upset, Jennery," asserted Creeve, bluntly. "You haven't gotten
over it because | called you yellow |I'msorry for that. | thought you'd
fallen
for a phony story, when you said that there was a bonb in the chandelier. Wen
t he bonb was found there, it proved that you were right."

Jennery | ooked sour when he heard Creeve's apol ogy. Lips twtching, the
cashier sank back in his chair and funbl ed his hands nervously. Creeve fished
for a cigarette, lighted it.

Leddi son gl anced toward Cardona, who was eying both Jennery and Creeve.
The Shadow sat notionless, resting his weight on his left el bow He was
favoring his injured right side. Sayre's bandage bul ked above The Shadow s
ribs; but the coat The Shadow wore showed no sign of a bullet hole. The Shadow
had put on a new suit after |eaving Sayre's.

I T was Leddi son who broke the silence. In a precise tone, the bank



presi dent spoke to Cardona.

"It is nearly half past five, inspector,’
| eave
at six o'clock. Let us continue with our discussion of the circunstances at
t he
time of the robbery."

It was plainly established that the mllion dollars had been under
frequent surveillance; that only the authorized persons had been all owed
access
to the vault. Assistant cashiers and |l esser tellers knew about the noney, but
Leddi son had given strict orders that none of them- nor even the directors -
be told about the protective neasures. Only Jennery and Creeve were supposed
to
know that the head teller's cage was the key-spot for releasing tear gas and
setting off al arns.

Cardona brought up the point that nminor tellers had noved toward Creeve's
booth, while the robbery was in progress. After a short discussion, it was
deci ded that they had guessed it would be the proper place to be, once the
robbery had started.

Al'l during the discussion, The Shadow was reflective. He had come here as
Cranston, in order to pick out the master crook. He had gained all the
i nformati on he needed.

Hi s present purpose was to let the criminal know that he, Lanont
Cranston,
was The Shadow, in order to coax the supercrook into a nmove that night be a
self-betrayal. In order to acconplish his design, The Shadow needed a break
before six o'clock. It was a quarter before the hour, when the break cane.

A uni fornmed chauffeur, who had just arrived with Leddi son's |inousine,
entered the bank. Leddi son nodded to him said:

"I shall be ready at six o'clock, Rollin."

"Very well, sir," returned the chauffeur. "Do you mind if | go for a
sandwi ch and coffee? | can | eave the |inousine out front."

"CGet your coffee. But be back by six o'clock."

The chauffeur hurried away. The Shadow rose from his chair and | ooked
t hrough the high-silled wi ndow, to see Leddison's |inpusine near the front of
a
space where signs said "No Parking."

As he stretched, The Shadow gave a sudden w nce; he pressed his right

rem nded Leddi son. "l nust

hand

agai nst his chest. Turning about, The Shadow gave a forced smle, as he said
to

Leddi son:

"I see that you have parking rights in front of the bank. Wuld | be
al | owed the same privil ege?"

"Of course," returned Leddison. "That space is for persons who have
business in this bank. That applies to you, M. Cranston, since | invited you
here.”

"May | call the club?"

The Shadow pointed to the tel ephone on Leddi son's desk. The bank
pr esi dent
nodded. The Shadow di al ed the Cobalt C ub; he asked to speak to the doornan.
The
connection nmade, The Shadow ordered his |inpusine to the bank

"Tell Stanley to be here by six o'clock,"” he said. "He will recognize M.
Leddi son's |imousine. He can park in back of it."

As he hung up, The Shadow gave new evi dence of pain. He faked it well,
saggi ng toward the chair where Cardona sat. Cardona sprang to his feet;
steadi ed The Shadow until he regained his bal ance. Joe put the quick question

"What's the trouble, M. Cranston?"

"Not hi ng serious," replied The Shadow. G ngerly, he stroked the bul gi ng



bandage that covered his injured rib. "I had an accident, yesterday afternoon
| have to be careful how | nove about. Last night was worse than today. | had
to keep nmy shoul der doubled to prevent the recurrent pain."

The Shadow hunched his shoul der downward as he spoke. He heard Leddi son
titter words of concern; saw Jennery eye himw th blinking eyes; noted al so
that Creeve was interested. It was Cardona who asked:

"You had an accident, M. Cranston?"

The Shadow sniled regretfully, as he sat down in his chair.

"A polo pony kicked ne," he replied. "It was a strange horse, that went
skittish when | dropped a mallet near its heels. | was fortunate to escape a
broken rib."

The Shadow had repeated Doctor Sayre's story of another accident. He
expected it to be believed by all but one person present. The disbeliever
woul d
be the nmaster crook. He was one who could know that a bullet was the actua
m ssile that had encountered The Shadow s rib. Fromthat, he would recognize
the real identity of Lanobnt Cranston

How soon the nurderer of Myphrey woul d take advantage of his new
know edge, was a matter of conjecture. Coming events woul d probably decide the
killer's course. Chances were that he would seize upon the earliest
opportunity.

Fromthis noment on, The Shadow woul d be ready for his adversary's nove.

CHAPTER X
THE THRUST AT SI X

JOE CARDONA' S qui z had ended before The Shadow made the tel ephone call.
Hence Cardona had no need of further questions after The Shadow made his
subtle
statenment of identity, for the benefit of the master crook. Conpletely
obl i vi ous
of The Shadow s ruse, Cardona arose from Leddi son's desk, to announce that
there
was no need for further conference.

Dani el Jennery was pronpt in departure. The nervous cashier hurried out
of
the office; stopped at his own desk for his hat and coat. He continued out
t hrough the bank, evidently anxious to conplete his daily routine of a subway
ride to the Hotel Marigold.

Ral ph Creeve was slower in departure. The teller crossed the banking
room
went beyond his wi ndow and came out again with his hat and coat. Creeve was
opening a wall et when he left the bank, thumbing a small batch of dollar bills
to see if he could afford taxi fare to his apartnent.

Leddi son ordered Brady, the watchman, to go on duty for the night.

Wth Cardona and Leddi son, The Shadow strolled to the center of the
banki ng room where the president pointed up to the vacant space where the
heavy chandel i er had hung. Cardona was giving specifications regarding the
bonb
that the police had found, when Leddi son's chauffeur came in fromthe street.

"It's alnmost six o' clock, sir," announced the chauffeur. "The car is

r eady

"Very well, Rollin," interposed Leddison. "I want you to mail sone
letters
for me. Then wait in the linmousine. | shall be there, shortly." The letters
wer e

in the office. Leddison brought them out, handed themto Rollin. That done,



t he
bank president shook hands with Cardona and The Shadow.

"You wi |l have our continued cooperation, inspector,"” he told Cardona.
"Phone ne at my honme, any tine you wish to hold a special conference. Al so
keep
me posted regardi ng any new devel opnments or theories concerning the robbery. |
have to nake ny own reports to the directors.”

"There's no telling how long this case will drag out," returned Cardona,
glumy. "We're up against a stone wall, on account of those |ost record books.
That's where Turk Dorth was smart, grabbing those books that showed the serial
nunmbers. "

THE SHADOW had no reason to linger, so he wal ked with Leddi son toward the
mai n door. Brady had locked it just after Rollin went out. That seenmed to be a
habit w th bank watchnen, |ocking doors and reopening themas often as
possi bl e.

Brady | ooked di sappoi nted when he saw The Shadow and Cardona cone al ong
wi th Leddi son. Three persons comi ng out together cheated him of two additional
chances to unlock and | ock up again.

Rollin was back fromthe mail box, standing beside Leddi son's |inousine.
Whi | e Leddi son shook hands agai n, another big car pulled up and parked behi nd
the first one. Stanley had arrived with The Shadow s car.

Bot h Leddi son and The Shadow offered Cardona a lift; but Joe declined,
sayi ng that the subway woul d take himdirectly to headquarters. He wat ched
Leddi son and The Shadow enter their respective |inousine.

Looki ng toward the second car, Joe saw The Shadow doubl e slightly and
pressed his injured side as he stepped aboard.

Leddi son's big car started away. Hearing the noise of its notor, Cardona
happened to gl ance after it. Joe eyed the curb; an object lying beyond it. A
rounded bul b of blackness lay in the street, at the very spot where Leddison's
I i mousi ne had been

Cardona started toward the curb; then suddenly changed direction. He
flattened back agai nst the bank wall, shooting his arms wide in a gesture
toward The Shadow s car

Stanl ey had started the |inpusine forward, straight toward the rounded
object in the street. The chauffeur was | ooking squarely ahead. He could not
see the black nenace, for it was hidden by the Iinousine's high radiator

The Shadow s view was even nore limted than Stanley's; but fromthe rear
wi ndow, The Shadow di d see Joe Cardona. He understood Cardona's warning
gesture.

Lifting the speaki ng tube, The Shadow spoke two cal m words:

"Reverse, Stanley."

The chauffeur was trained to follow orders pronptly. The big car was in
| ow gear; Stanley shoved the clutch pedal the instant that he heard the
conmmand. He pressed the gear |ever forward; the shift meshed into reverse. The
[ i nousi ne whi ned rearward, away fromthe bl ackened sphere that |ay beside the
curb.

During the two seconds in which the big car changed direction, Cardona
did
a long dive for the closed door of the bank. Joe stretched full Iength upon
t he
| owest marbl e step. Head sidewi se, he saw the linousine slithering farther
backwar d

Wth that canme the bl ast.

THE roar that booned fromthe curb was terrific. Fire scorched outward
Chunks of paving skyrocketed along with portions of the curb, to rattle
agai nst



the granite wall of the bank and scatter out into the avenue. Passing
aut onobi | es skidded for the sidewal ks, as though they had been shuffled there
by t he expl osi on.

Cardona scranmbled to his feet, lowered his arns fromhis head and | ooked
for The Shadow s car. He saw it, halted forty feet away. The door opened; the
tall figure of Lanbnt Cranston stepped forth. Cardona joi ned The Shadow and
pointed to the gap that had appeared in the street.

"Lucky you saw ne, M. Cranston," declared Joe, breathlessly. "I spotted
that bomb just after M. Leddison's car pulled away. It was set for him
Sonebody knew that he was going to be here until six o'clock.”

Pul I'ing out his watch, Cardona saw that it was only ten seconds past the
hour. Joe nopped his forehead.

"Tal k about |ucky ones," he declared. "Leddi son gets clear. You start
right intoit. Then you're away fromit, just in tine. Here cones Leddison
back. | don't know which of you is the luckier, M. Cranston.”

LEDDI SON had heard the explosion froma half block up the avenue. Rollin
wheel ed the |inousine back to the bank

H s pompous manner forgotten, Leddi son popped fromhis big car and
hurried
up to learn the details. Cardona gave them Joe was handling a length of wire
that had been blown in fromthe curb

"It was a regul ar pineapple, that bonb," explained Cardona. "Sat right
under your car, M. Leddison. The fellow that planted it nust have known your
habit of doing everything right on schedule. This piece of wire could have
been
hooked to sone cl ockwork. "

"You nmean that the bonmb was set for six o'clock?" exclainmed Leddi son
" But
who could have wanted to do away wi th ne?"

"Turk Dorth, for one," replied Cardona. "Or the fellow that Turk's
wor ki ng
for. There's somebody in back of this whole gane, M. Leddi son. Somebody a | ot
closer to this bank than Turk Dorth."

"I don't doubt it," expressed Leddison. "Not after this. But who could
have nanaged to put the bonb beneath ny car without Rollin's know edge?"

Cardona | ooked toward the chauffeur, who had joined them Joe questioned:

"How | ong were you away fromthe car, when you went to get coffee?"

"Nearly fifteen mnutes,"” testified Rollin. "I didn't stop at the car
when
| came back. It was so close to six o'clock that | came right into the bank
when
| arrived here."

"Did you see Jennery come out? Or Creeve?"

"Nei t her one."

Cardona began to calculate the tinme el enent, counting on his fingers.

Fi ni shing his check-up, he decl ared:

"Jennery was gone about seven mnutes, Creeve about five. That allows
plenty of time."

"For what ?"

The excl amation came from Leddi son. The bank president showed a horrified
expr essi on.

"Time for sonebody to plant the bonb," replied Cardona. "R ght where it
woul d get you M. Leddison."

"But where could the person have had the bomb conceal ed?"

"I can think of two places. Fromone of those |ocker boxes in the subway
station." Cardona gestured toward a subway entrance. "Or froma cab parked
over
on that corner.”



Leddi son' s expressi on showed unbelief. Cardona saw it and furnished a
further statemnent.

"I know what you're thinking, M. Leddison," he declared. "It sounds I|ike
' maccusi ng Jennery or Creeve of attenpted murder. | could, all right;
because
anyone that | suspect of the bank robbery could be suspected of murder, too.
O
account of that fixed chandelier; and on account of Mophrey's death.

"But |I'm maki ng no accusations. I'msinply stating the facts that 1've
| earned, and the things that could be possible. Jennery could have brought
t hat
bonb fromthe subway station. He had tine. Creeve could have brought it froma
taxi, waiting for him He had time, too.

"Still, it could have come straight from Turk Dorth. Suppose Turk, or
somebody el se, had a car parked hereabouts. Seeing your |inousine here, with
t he chauffeur gone - seeing Jennery cone out - then Creeve -"

Cardona hal ted. Leddison finished the statenent, in a tone of relief.

"I see," he nodded. "They woul d have supposed that | was comning next."

"That's it, M. Leddison," acknow edged Cardona, abruptly. "The nmain

poi nt
is that the bonmb was planted for you. | suggest that you guard agai nst any
future trouble."

"I amsafe at home," assured Leddi son. "I have conmpetent servants. | am
sure that | shall be able to rely on Rollin, in the future."

"I'f you want police protection, you can have it."

"I'f you think it best, inspector. Certainly."

FROM t he police who had arrived at the scene of the explosion, Cardona
detailed a guard to foll ow the banker home. Leddi son depart ed.

Cardona wal ked over to The Shadow s car. Meeting The Shadow s cal m gaze.
Joe spoke in a confidential tone.

"Maybe you thought it dumb of me, M. Cranston," remarked Cardona,

"l aying

of f of Jennery and Creeve the way | did. | softened it, there at the finish.
In

fact, | kept rmum about sonething that popped into my head while | was

nment i oni ng Turk Dort h.
"Turk could have been waiting out here, watching for either Jennery or
Creeve. The right one - or maybe we ought to call himthe wong one - could

have tipped Turk to plant that bonmb. Still, the inside man could have done it
all alone, like | suggested first.

"I could sell Leddison on ny opinion; but I'"mnot going to try to. 1'd
rather smooth things over; let Jennery and Creeve stay on their jobs. I'm
goi ng
to give themrope, for a while. That mllion-dollar snatch was a big job. Too

big a job for one man to arrange and then rest easy."

Cardona eyed the piece of wire that he held. He pocketed it on the chance
that it mght produce a slender clue to the naker of the bonb.

VWen The Shadow rode away, he saw Cardona still on the sidewal k, staring
at the gray walls of the Northwark National Bank, as if their grimgranite
masked the answer that the ace inspector wanted. Paranount in Cardona's nind
was the | atest question: Who had placed the bonb to bl ow up Al exander
Leddi son?

No one coul d have answered that question; not even the bomb-setter. The
bonb had not been placed for Leddison. Its wire had been set beneath the whee
of Leddison's linousine, so that pressure would start a quick-timed blast to
weck the car that followed.

The bonb had been intended for The Shadow.

Ten minutes after |earning that The Shadow and Cranston were one, the



master nmurderer had tried to take The Shadow s life. So cunningly had the
attenpt been handl ed that even its failure had not reveal ed the perpetrator's

pur pose.
The Shadow knew that the thrust had been nade for him He had no doubt
regarding the identity of the master crook. Yet, like Joe Cardona, The Shadow

i ntended to await some new devel opnents.

VWen they came, The Shadow woul d nmove. Through his noves, he could ennmesh
the master crook in a web of circunmstances that the | aw woul d recogni ze.

At the end of the trail would be the actual million dollars that lay in
t he hands of one man.

CHAPTER Xl
THE TRAI L FROM THE PAST

THE next night, a man with a big suitcase registered at a small Mnhattan
hotel . The new guest was darki sh of conpl exi on, gl oony of manner. Hi s heavy
nmust ache was droopy at the corners. He looked like a traveling representative
for sone cheap whol esal e house that no | onger had a worthwhile clientele;
hence
hi s choi ce of a shabby hot el

The nustached man regi stered under the nane of J. E. Fal kin and asked for
a display room which fitted the clerk's guess that the guest was a sal esman.
He al so gave the clerk two trunk checks; and told himto send up the big
| uggage when it arrived.

A few hours later, J. E. Falkin was stationed in a fourth-floor room
with
a display of cheap stationery spread on a long table. H s door was | ocked,
however, which expl ai ned why the nmustached nman was seated at a desk in the
corner, going over long lists that had nothing to do with the sale of witing
paper .

Those lists had come fromhis suitcase. They carried a nunber that
represented a secret service operative. Anyone closely connected with the
United States Treasury Departnent woul d have recogni zed the nustached nman as
Vic Marquette, one of the npbst conpetent investigators in the governnent
servi ce.

The T-man was expecting a visitor, for at intervals he paused in his
st udy
of the lists and glanced toward the door of the room On those occasions,
Marquette listened intently, as though he anticipated a silent arrival from
out side. When a signal finally cane, it justified Vic's expectations.

The slow, pulsated taps that throbbed fromthe door were scarcely
audi bl e.

Counting them noting their pauses, Marquette recogni zed the token that he
expect ed.

The T-man went to the door; he pressed the light switch, darkening the
room except for the corner by the witing disk. There, a single shaded | anp
showed the table and the lists upon it; also the corner of a trunk that
Mar quette had not yet opened.

Vi ¢ unl ocked the door and stepped aside. He discovered that the hallway
light was out. As he stared into darkness, Vic saw nothing. Al that he could
hear was a slight swish, that told himthat his visitor had entered.

An invisible hand drew the door fromthe T-man's grasp; closed it and
turned the key. A whispered voice spoke in the darkness. Marquette foll owed
t he
speaker to the corner.

There, for the first tinme, he saw his visitor. A cloaked shape canme into
the Iight. Beneath the brimof a slouch hat, Marquette saw the reflected gl eam
of burning eyes. Marquette's visitor was The Shadow.



"THERE are the lists," announced the T-man, in an undertone. "I brought
everything, after | received your nessage. |If you can tell us where all these
big notes are conming from you'll be giving us the answer to sonmething that's
stunped the whol e departnent."

The Shadow pointed to the lists, using an ungloved finger. Vic saw a
glittering gemupon The Shadow s hand; he had seen that stone before. It was
The Shadow s girasol, a priceless fire opal that he displayed as a token to
hi s
agents and others whom he trusted. Marquette noted the |isted nunbers that The
Shadow i ndi cat ed.

"Hundred-dollar bills," announced Vic. "Passed in Louisville, Kentucky.
Every one of the fifteen notes was a counterfeit. The fell ow bought a new car
we got on his trail after he left towm. He had a smash-up when we chased him
Ht by a | oconpotive and mangled to a pulp. No chance to identify him but he
didn't answer the description of anyone we knew about."

The Shadow went farther down the list. He stopped again. Mrquette
offered
nore details.

"That thousand-dollar bill showed up in Mam,

he declared. "Two nen

t ook

it into a bank there. They wanted it changed. The cashier detected it as a
counterfeit; he called the police to arrest the pair. They put up a gun fight,
both were killed. One was a local racketeer; the other a small-fry crook who
m ght have cone from anywhere."

The Shadow checked two nore cases. One concerned counterfeit nmoney in
Buf fal o; the man who passed it had fled to Canada. The other case had resulted
in the capture of a man in St. Louis. He said that he had been given his noney
i n Chicago, and thought that the cash was genui ne.

Mar quette had seated hinmself in a chair beside the witing desk. In a
perpl exed tone, the T-man announced:

"There's no explaining this flood of bad currency. Queer-noney shovers
don't go around with guns, as a regular habit. \Wat's nore, we can usually
check back along their trail, picking up evidence here and there. Every one of
t hese cases has been a blind one.

"Why did they try to pass the noney so openly; shoving it through banks;
using big bills, that excited suspicion? Wiy did they try to battle it out?
It's hard to convict a man just on the strength of a fewbills in his
possession. W've got to trace back to the nmoney factory; get hold of other
bills, or plates.

"There's the oddest part of the whole thing. We can't begin to figure
where the stuff was printed. W know who the engraver is. He's old Ti mWdrup
a crazy fanatic who can't hide his fancy style when he fakes a governnent
not e.

But Ti m has di sappeared. He's buried somewhere. He nmay be clear out of the
country, for all we know. "

MARQUETTE had sunmed his troubles. Miuch though he relied upon The Shadow,
Vic did not expect an answer to the riddles. Dejectedly, the T-man watched The
Shadow reach beneath his cloak. Wien he saw the | ong-fingered hand conme into
vi ew agai n, Marquette sat goggl e-eyed.

The Shadow had produced a huge fistful of npbney that corresponded wth
t he
very sort that Marquette had just discussed. As Vic received the bills, he saw
their hi gh denom nations; under the direct glow of the table | anp, he spotted
the little curlicues and other enbellishments that denoted the workmanshi p of
t he wanted engraver, Ti m Wadrup

Vic's discovery was overtopped by another feature that the counterfeit



di spl ayed. That was the hol e punched through the center of the stacks.
Marquette recognized it as a bullet hole.

"Where did these cone fron®"

As Marquette put the question, The Shadow produced the bands that had
once
girded the fal se noney. They, too, had their bullet holes; but they bore a
tiny,
printed bank mark that Doctor Sayre had not noticed when he had vi ewed t hem
Mar quett e excl ai med

"Fromthe Northwark National Bank! Part of the swag that those burglars
grabbed there!"

The Shadow s whi spered | augh corroborated Marquette's utterance. The
T- man
had the key to the whole story. In terse syllables, Marquette gave the
t hought s
that came to him while The Shadow |i st ened.

"A counterfeit reserved fund!" ejacul ated Marquette. "The robbers took
phony nmoney. Each man received his divvy. They scattered, thinking they could
pass the cash. That's why they wal ked i nto banks and ot her places openly. It
tells why they thought they were safe. It gives us another answer, too; it
tells why they all acted tough. They thought that they had been recogni zed as
bank robbers; that the nunbers of the stolen bills had been |earned.”

Mar quette stopped. He realized that these facts were plain to The Shadow.
Instead of talking further, Marquette put a question

"How did you get hold of these? Did you get any lead to their source?"

"They were given to ne by Turk Dorth," replied The Shadow. "He thought
that he was handing themto Skibo Hadlen. At that tinme, Turk nentioned that
hi s
other men had |l eft New York. They carried approxi mately four hundred thousand
dol lars of the counterfeit bills."

Mar quette had cal cul ated the bundles with the bullet hole. He knew they
represented one hundred thousand doll ars.

"That |eaves half a mllion," remarked the T-man, "still held by Turk
He'll be wi se enough to hang on to it. By this tinme, he may have heard what's
been happeni ng.

"Turk has a quarter mllion," corrected The Shadow. "He gave an equa

share to the man who told himhow to rob the bank."

| T dawned upon Marquette that the bank robbery had been an inside job.
Bef ore he could piece the details, The Shadow gave them The statenents fitted
so perfectly that the T-man could find no flaw

"The Northwark National was robbed |ong ago," decl ared The Shadow, "by
one
man - a shrewd crimnal - who is connected with the bank itself. He renoved
t he
reserve fund; he substituted the counterfeit. Through Mophrey, a taxi driver -
whom he nurdered, later - he arranged for Turk to stage the robbery.

"To conpletely dupe Turk, this naster crook demanded a quarter mllion
Turk left himthat anmount in counterfeit bills. Since the only purpose of the
demand was to make Turk think the nbney genuine, the master crimnal sawto it
that his share of the | oot was burned."

The Shadow s statenment bespoke such cl ose know edge of the case that
Marquette guessed the cause of the bullet hole in the counterfeits that The
Shadow had retained. The T-man coul d al nbst picture the encounter between The
Shadow and the naster crook.

"Qur adversary has closed every trail," declared The Shadow, "except one
that involves the past. At the very beginning of his crimes, he took a
dangerous step. He arranged for the engraving of certain plates, and the
printing of counterfeit noney. It nust have been a special order, so that the



fal se bills would have the denom nations and the total value of the reserve
fund in the Northwark National."

"That's right," exclaimed Marquette. Then, with a shrug of his shoul ders:
"But the job went to old Ti mWdrup. The big-shot has stowed Ti m away
somewhere. How are we going to find Tim to get the goods on the brain who
hi red hi n?"

"Contact was not direct,"” replied The Shadow. "No bank official could
have
risked a neeting with a known counterfeiter. Sonmeone served as a contact to
Wadr up, Just as Mophrey was the link to Turk Dorth.

"The contact man woul d necessarily be a shady character. One, however,
who
pl ayed safe enough to nmeet a bank official; yet crooked enough to know a
counterfeiter |ike Wadrup."

"Atall order," put in Marquette. "Wat sort of a man could fill it?"

"A green-goods nan."

THE SHADOW S answer hit home. Instantly, Marquette saw the |ink. Crooks
who handl ed "green goods” were certainly safe players. Their ganme was to
approach some busi ness nan. They woul d give the victimsone real noney, but
tell himthat it was counterfeit. They woul d suggest that he pass it at sone
bank, to see that it stood the test. The victimwould do so: the noney, being
real, would pass w thout question

The green-goods man's next nmove would be a direct offer. Ten thousand
dollars of this remarkabl e counterfeit noney, in return for a thousand dollars
cash. The victimwould pay his thousand; the green-goods man woul d gi ve him
t he
recei pt for an express package.

The dupe would go alone to the express office, so as not to excite
suspi cion. He woul d take the package home, open it and find it wadded with
bl ank paper.

The green-goods racket left the victins helpless. If they cried that they
had been swi ndl ed, they would have to adnit that they had tried to buy
counterfeit noney. The sw ndl er could not be reached as a counterfeiter, for
he
used real noney in his gane.

Nevert hel ess, there were tinmes when the green-goods gane slipped. Those
cane when a prospective dupe went to a bank official and told how the
green-goods nman had approached him Bankers, if quick on the job, could make
it
troubl esone for the green-goods handl ers. Many | arge banks had infornmation
regardi ng such swindlers

That was how the big-shot at the Northwark National Bank had nmade his
first steps to crime. He had | ooked over the lists of green-goods nen; picked
one who was a snooth worker. Finding the fellow, he had given himan unusua
proposition: a green-goods gane that was on a straight business basis. Twenty
or thirty thousand dollars - perhaps nore - in return for a mllion of
counterfeit cash.

BEFORE The Shadow coul d request it, Marquette had hurried to his unopened
trunk. Unlocking the trunk, Vic produced files of nanes and other infornmation
all pertaining to green-goods nmen. The treasury department had such data on
reference. Marquette had brought it along, for green-goods records had been
mentioned i n The Shadow s message.

"We don't run into many of these fellows," admtted Marquette. "but we
file away all the informati on we have concerning them Were they were seen
| ast; what kind of notes they tried to pass. Those facts are all nentioned,
don't see how they'll help, though."



Steadi |y, The Shadow went through the records, continuing a search that
Mar quette woul d have given up as hopeless. At last, he drew out a typewitten
sheet and gave it to the T-man.

The record bore a photograph of a man nanmed Fred Hady, a | ong-nosed,
short-chi nned man whose eyes showed shrewdness even in the picture. Hady's
profile was a graphic index to his character

"Cbserve these."

The Shadow s finger pointed to a record of Hady's latest activities. In
North Carolina, Hady had tried a green-goods swi ndle on a tobacco whol esal er
but the dupe had shied off, keeping the noney that Hady had gi ven him

"Trying the racket with sone hundred-dollar bills!" Exclained Marquette,
as he noted the serial nunbers nentioned in the record. "That was going after
it ina big way. Usually, those birds stick to fives and tens. Say, Hady nust
have plenty of cash, handing a fell ow a handful of hundreds and telling himto
try themat the bank -"

"If Hady is the contact whom we seek"”, inserted The Shadow, "he was
probably paid in noney fromthe actual reserve fund of the Northwark National
That woul d account for his possession of large bills."

"I get it," acknow edged Marquette. "We'll |ocate Hady. He's the key-nman
to the big-shot that the police are after and the counterfeiter that the
department wants. You'll hear fromnme when we |locate him"

THE SHADOW had risen. He stepped fromthe range of |ight. Marquette
foll owed hi mtoward the door and waited for The Shadow to depart. Three
m nut es
passed; Vic spoke, and received no answer. He pressed the light switch

The Shadow was gone. He had unl ocked the door, stepped out and closed it
so silently that the T-man had not heard him Mrquette opened the door, saw
that the corridor light was shining again. Wth a smle, Vic closed the door
| ocked it and went to stow away his records.

Vic Marquette had forgotten one thing only: that this was a gane of
Ccross-purposes, in which crook had swi ndl ed crook. Such a game was due to
bring
qui ck shifts of action that could nullify the best of plans.

Even the plans of The Shadow.

CHAPTER Xl
CROOKS TURN SLEUTHS

AT the very tinme of The Shadow s departure from Vic Marquette's hotel
room a shuffling, thin-faced figure was passing along a street three bl ocks
away. Clad in overalls and carrying a rattly tool case, the fell ow | ooked Iike
some carpenter's apprentice who had been working on a night job.

The tool carrier who was shuffling across the avenue was Slink Ratzler
the "eyes" of the wanted bank robbers.

A block along, Slink stopped to rest his tool kit on the sidewal k. He was
near a news stand; funbling in his pocket, he produced a few coppers and
bought
a newspaper. He opened it to the comic page, grinned wanly as he read the
funny
strips. Folding the newspaper with the cartoon page outward, Slink picked up
his tools and ranbl ed al ong.

Slink arrived at a cheap room ng house. He lugged his tools up to the
third floor. He went into a roomat the back, took off his overalls and hung
themin a closet. There were other clothes there, but Slink did not don them

I nstead, he used a skeleton key to open a connecting door into a room
farther front. It was a better roomthan the first one. Slink |ocked the door



behind him went to a closet and brought out better clothes.

Slink played the part of two roomers at this house. After he had washed
the pastiness fromhis face, brushed his hair back and straightened his
shoul ders, he | ooked quite different fromthe shanbling apprentice who usually
appeared in overalls.

Al'l that Slink carried with himas reminder of his forner character was
t he newspaper that he had bought. He carried it beneath his arm when he |eft
the room ng house attired in a well-fitted suit. But he had turned the pages
of
t he newspaper so that it now showed the sporting page instead of the conics.

Slink headed for the nearest subway station. He rode one stop in a | ocal
t hen changed to an express. One stop nore, he energed from underground and
wal ked a brisk half block to a presentabl e apartnent house. Slink took the
elevator to the fifth floor; unlocked the door of a small apartnent, where he
tossed his hat and coat upon a chair.

This, too, was one of Slink's many residences. As at the rooning house,
he
had a key that unl ocked a connecting door. But before he used the key, Slink
rapped three tines.

WHEN Sl i nk stepped through to the adjoining apartnent, he found two nen
awai ting him They were Turk Dorth and Ski bo Hadl en. Both were on their feet.
Turk saw the newspaper; took quick, linpy strides to snatch it from
Slink's hands. Angrily, he turned over the pages to get fromthe sporting news
to the front page. dowering, Turk scanned the headlines. Skibo shoved a hard

face over Turk's shoulder, to get a | ook of his own.

The pair were after news reports fromother cities; itens which concerned
the activities of supposed counterfeiters. They happened upon sone of the
reports that Vic Marquette had nentioned to The Shadow.

"That settles it," grow ed Turk. "Dunk Gunley was the guy they got in
Loui sville; and Hop Wannick took it in Mam . He knowed that guy Carraby down
there - the fellowthis bladder calls a local racketeer."

Crunpling the newspaper, Turk slamed it upon a table; he gave vent to
hi s
rage by snarling at Skibo.

"You t hought you had a holler,’

decl ared Turk, "because The Shadow di d

you
out of a hundred grand. Well, the dough woul dn't have done you no good. It's
phony! From now on, |'Il do the squawking. | was clipped for a quarter
mllion.
By a guy that's as smart as The Shadow. Maybe smarter.”

"You'll get over it," put in Skibo, in a hard tone. "I did. Anyway,
you're

better off than I am You can shove the queer."
"What do | know about getting rid of phony cash?" demanded Turk. "It

ain't
nmy racket. Never was and never will be."

"Why don't you peddle it to some guy who can shove it?"

"What would |I get for it? About two bits for a grand. |1'd rather have hot
paper than this queer stuff. Nobody will handle it. First off, it's been
spotted. Besides that, it's all in big bills. I haven't got anything as snall
as a century even. | gave all of themto The Shadow. "

During the argument, Slink had picked up the newspaper. He found a
headl i ne that neither Turk nor Skibo had noticed. Slink came shaking the
newspaper toward the pair.

"Lanp this!" he croaked. "Sonebody tried to bunmp old Leddi son. Stuck a
pi neappl e under the guy's car!"



TURK grabbed the newspaper for the details, read themavidly. \Wen he was
t hrough, he started to throw the journal in the wastebasket. Skibo took it
from
hi m

"Keep your shirt on, Turk," suggested the front man. "This may nmean
something to us."

"Yeah? What ?"

"The bulls seemto have the idea that you planted that pineapple, to
begi n
with."

"Al'l right. What of it? W know | didn't plant it."

Ski bo sat down, waved his conpanions to chairs. He came to his point in a
hurry.

"You knew there was an inside guy," Skibo told Turk. "But he night have
been anybody in that bank. Even sone clerk that was w se enough to | ook
around.

Vel |, whoever he is, he's getting shaky. The bulls are getting too close to
hi m

and Leddison is the guy that's encouraging them It says so, here. One

st at enent

from Leddi son; the other from Joe Cardona

"It says here that the explosion came right after Cardona had finished a
qui z at the bank. Two guys had just left there. One was that cashier, Jennery.
The other was Creeve, the head teller. Suppose one of themis a phony. That
woul d make hi mthe nug that doubl e-crossed us; and he'd be the bozo who tried
to croak old Leddi son, too."

Ski bo's theory brought a grunt from Turk. The squatty crook saw the
connection and came to a pronpt conclusion

"That makes Creeve the guy," declared Turk. "He outsmarted us. Told us to
put the heat on Jennery; and nake himpull out the guy who controlled the
alarnms. It worked out just like Creeve wanted it. He made suckers out of us,

that guy!"

Turk cane to his feet, and added:

"We'| | get Creeve, and put sonme real heat on him He'll do sone fast
tal ki ng, the double-crosser! He'll cough over the dough that's conming to us -

the real nmazuma that he grabbed for hinmself."

Ski bo' s head was shaking sl owy.

"I don't pick Creeve as the guy we want," asserted Skibo. "My bet is that
Jennery is the phony."

"That jittery guy?" snorted Turk. "He's got no nerve. You ought to know
that, Skibo, the way Jennery fol ded when you talked to him"

"I remenber. That's just why |I'm picking Jennery, Suppose he's the phony
and wants to slip a fast one past us. \What does he do? He tells us that when
we
crack the bank, we're to work on him So we do; and he does everything | tel
him That nakes himlook |like a sap; and he covers hinself swell. What's nore,
not hing could slip up. Jennery did everything we told himto. Sure he did.
Because he wanted to see us haul out that phony cash."

Turk listened intently to Skibo's analysis, but remmined unconvi nced. He
shook his head, and replied:

"I still take Creeve. The whol e job would have gone sour, if he hadn't
wal ked out fromin back of that wi ndow of his. You figure that Jennery faked
the jitters. | don't. |I dope it that Creeve knew Jennery was yell ow and woul d

do whatever you told him That made it easy for Creeve."

NEI THER Ski bo nor Turk was willing to change his choice. They argued back
and forth for a while, and finally came to agreenment on another point: nanely,
that the suspected doubl e-crossers shoul d be wat ched. They deci ded that the
spying job belonged to Slink



"Il take it," declared Slink. "I know where Creeve's apartnment is. And
Jennery lives at the Hotel Marigold. But | can't case both of themjoints. An'
if | keep hopin' fromone to the other, where aml goin' to wnd up?"

"Stick to Jennery's," returned Skibo. "That's where you'll get results.”

"Take Creeve's," grow ed Turk. "He's the guy."

Slink prevented further argunent by producing a coin fromhis pocket.
Looki ng from Ski bo to Turk, he announced:

"Jennery is heads. Creeve is tails."

Skibo flipped the coin. It fell tails upward. Skibo gave a sour grunt.
Turk grinned; nudged his thunb toward the door, with the coment:

"CGet going, Slink. Creeve was tails; so tail him"

HALF an hour later. Slink arrived across the street fromthe East Side
apartment house where Ral ph Creeve lived. Sliding into a doorway, Slink |ooked
upward to a wi ndow t hat he knew was Creeve's. The wi ndow was darKk.

Slink watched the front of the apartnent house. After twenty ninutes, he
saw a man stroll up and enter the doorway. Slink recognized Creeve from
descriptions.

Creeve paused to light a cigarette. Slink could see the teller's stolid
face; noted Creeve glance toward a taxicab that came slowy al ong the block
There was a suspicion in Creeve's manner that made Slink take a quick | ook
toward the cab. He saw a nan hunched in the back seat; glinpsed a nervous face
that twitched. Instantly, Slink guessed that the man in the cab was Jennery.

Apparently, the cashier was using a taxicab for a change; spending his
nmoney to keep tabs on Creeve. Evidently, the teller suspected it; Slink
t hought
it likely that Creeve had spied Jennery in the cab. Slink watched the taxi
turn
the corner, then he | ooked back to the apartnent house.

Creeve had gone inside. Amnute or two later, the lights came on in his
apartment. Slink heard pl odding foot-steps com ng al ong the sidewal k; he noted
a patrol man who was inspecting doorways. Sliding fromhis hiding place, Slink
sneaked to the corner. He was gone when the cop arrived there.

Soon afterward, a figure stirred froma deeper doorway farther up the
street. The patrol man had flashed a light into that recess, but had seen no
one
there. The shape that unblended itself from darkness was the cl oaked form of
The
Shadow.

Li ke Slink, The Shadow had spotted Creeve's return to the apartment
house.

He had al so seen Jennery peering fromthe passing cab. The patrol man's chance
arrival had prevented The Shadow from observing Slink's hasty departure. Like
the law, The Shadow had missed the trail that could have led to the hide-out
where Turk and Ski bo were | ocat ed.

Slink was lucky to escape The Shadow s detection. H s |uck, however,
woul d
not hold perpetually, if he continued to roam Manhattan as a spy for Turk and
Ski bo. The Shadow had not forgotten those two. He knew that Slink would serve
as their "eyes." Crossed trails would be likely in the future.

Crossed trails, however, could destroy the best of plans and force quick
shifts of action. Tonight, a nmeeting with Slink Ratzler would have been in
keeping with The Shadow s purposes.

Post poned, it was to produce a different result.

VWet her or not the crossing of Slink's path would prove an advantage in
the future was sonething that The Shadow hi msel f could not predict until the
tinme arrived.

VWhen crooks turned sl euths, anything mght devel op



CHAPTER XI I'|
THE MAN FROM SAVANNAH

THREE nights later found The Shadow at the Cobalt C ub, seated in the
library. In the leisurely fashion of Cranston, The Shadow was scanni ng a
typewitten nmessage that had recently been delivered to him The note was from
Vic Marquette. It referred to matters that The Shadow had di scussed with the
T- man.

Secret service operatives had | ocated Fred Hady in Savannah; but the
green-goods nman had |l eft the Georgia city by boat for New York. Hady's
departure had been a chance one. He did not know that a T-man had been | ooki ng
for him No operatives had gone aboard the boat. Hady was coning into New York
toni ght, unwat ched.

The Shadow had sent a reply to Marquette. It was to the effect that The
Shadow preferred to handl e Hady on arrival. Marquette's present note was a
reply, in which Vic agreed to refrain fromaction until he heard from The
Shadow. Therefore, The Shadow had cal | ed Burbank and ordered the contact man
to
post agents at the proper pier.

This was the first night that The Shadow had resuned the gui se of
Cranston
since the explosion outside the Northwark National Bank. The next day, Lanont
Cranston had supposedly gone on a trip from New York and had not been expected
to return for ten days. Since that period had not passed, The Shadow s
appearance at the club | ooked like an early return. News of it would not reach
the master crook until later. Then, Cranston mi ght be out of town again.

It was time for Burbank's call. The Shadow strolled to the | obby. He was
near the tel ephones when a call was announced for M. Cranston. Stepping
promptly into a booth. The Shadow received Burbank's report.

Hady was in New York. The green-goods man had brought no trunk; hence The
Shadow s agents had not been able to learn his destination by inquiry at the
pier. Instead, they had trailed himby taxicab. Hady had regi stered at the
Hot el Mari gol d.

| mredi ately, The Shadow | eft the club, entered his |inousine and told
Stanl ey where to drive. The Shadow was going to the Hotel Marigold in a hurry.
Hady' s choice of that hotel was both unexpected and significant.

The Marigold was an apartnent hotel; nost of its guests were there on a
monthly basis. It was odd that Hady, who stayed but a short time in any city,
shoul d pick a hotel Iike the Marigold. That was the unexpected part of the
situation. The significant portion was that Daniel Jennery lived at the Hote
Mari gol d.

VWHI LE The Shadow was still riding to the Marigold, a squint-eyed man was
wat ching the hotel fromthe wi ndow of a Chinese |aundry across the street. The
man | ooked |ike a Chinaman, for his face was yell ow agai nst the pane. Better
[ight would have shown that the color was the result of a snmeared paste. The
wat cher from the wi ndow was Slink Ratzler

A man cane wal king al ong the street, with short, brisk strides. H s head
was bobbi ng nervously; his blinky eyes were scanning everywhere. The arrival
was Dani el Jennery. Slink saw himgo into the hotel

It was odd that Slink was spying Jennery; for his job had been to watch
Ral ph Creeve. The answer cane, however, when a parked cab pulled suddenly from
the curb and rolled away. In the back seat was a nan whose face showed plainly
to Slink, just before the cab passenger took a quick | ook into the hotel
| obby.

The man in the cab was Ral ph Creeve. Tonight, Creeve had reversed the
gane. He was keeping tabs on Jennery.



Slink came out through the front door of the laundry. It bore a sign that
stated: "Closed." Slink |ocked the door with a skeleton key. Wal king along in
stolid Chinese fashion, he kept clear of lights until he reached a tiny drug
store in the next block. There he sidled through the door, entered a darkened
t el ephone booth in a deep corner. The pharmaci st, busy naking a prescription
did not observe the entry of the fake Chinaman.

Slink called a number. Over the wire, he passed quick information

"Creeve's been casin' the Marigold... Yeah, ever since five o' clock..
Paid a taxi driver to let himsquat in a hack... Sure. He was waitin' to spot
Jennery. ..

"Yeah. | kept out of sight. Faked that | was a chink and got into an
enpty
laundry... The lock was easy. |If Creeve saw nme, he thought | was a Chinese..
Yeah, Creeve beat it after he saw Jennery cone in. He may still be around
her e,
t hough. ..

"Listen, Turk. There's something else." Eager to spill the news, Slink
forgot hinself and nentioned Turk's nane. "There was a nmug came in a while

ago,
an' | knowed him He's a phony. A guy that handl es green goods. H s nane's
Fred

Hady... Yeah. He's at the Marigold. Sure. I'Il get his roomnunber... Wat's
that? You' re leaving the hide-out?... Al right, Turk, 1'll neet you, only -"

SLINK broke off, as he heard the click of Turk's receiver. He began to
realize that Turk had cone to sone quick conclusion, after hearing about Fred
Hady. The connection dawned on Slink

Green goods and counterfeit noney were different; but they were close
enough to allow a link. Turk had seen it; probably Skibo, too, for Slink had
heard the two buzzing together while he tal ked over the wire.

Crouched in the phone booth, Slink produced a tube of cold cream he
sneared it lavishly to renove the yellow paste fromhis face. He nopped his
features with a handkerchi ef and pocketed the greasy cloth. Wen he left the
t el ephone booth, he no | onger resenbl ed a Chi nanan.

Slink's delay, however, had |lost hima chance to witness a new arrival at
the Hotel Marigold.

The Shadow s |i mousi ne had stopped on the avenue near the hotel. On foot,
The Shadow was nearing the doorway that Slink had so recently watched. The
Shadow was still guised as Cranston; with him he was carrying a light,
flexible briefcase.

The Shadow entered the hotel. He laid his briefcase against the front of
a
cigar counter that adjoined the desk. Wile he was picking out sonme cigars,
The
Shadow noted the hotel register. New guests were infrequent at the Marigold.
Hady's name was the last on the list. The Shadow noted the room nunmber as 315.

On his way to the el evator, The Shadow spi ed sonething el se: a narrow
passage that formed an exit to the rear street. A doorway hal fway al ong the
passage indicated a courtyard that mght formthe outlet to a fire tower. The
Shadow rode up to the fourth floor; there he | ooked for the fire tower and
found it at the end of a passage, |ocated as he had expected it to be.

The next to the last door on the corridor was nunbered 415. The |ast door
was a blank, the entrance to a kitchenette. That neant that 415 was a suite;
315, on the floor below, would be the sane.

It was possible that Hady had asked purposely for one of these suites.
Per haps he wanted to be where he could make a hasty exit by the fire tower. It
was al so possible that he wanted to place hinmself where he could conveniently
receive a visitor fromoutside; one who could cone secretly, up through the
fire tower.



The Shadow used the tower to reach the third floor. There, he passed the
bl ank door on the corridor; l|istened outside the door of 315. There were no
sounds fromw thin; no Iight gli mered beneath the door, for it was
tight-fitting. The Shadow tried the door and found it | ocked.

USI NG a thin pick. The Shadow probed the | ock. He placed an automatic in
hi s hand and pressed the door inward, sliding the muzzle of the gun through a
one-i nch space.

Peering above the gun barrel, The Shadow saw a lighted living room wth
panel s that indicated a raised wall-bed on the other side. The suite consisted
of a convertible bedroom wth bath and kitchenette.

No one was visible in the roomi but there was a corner toward the
bat hr oom
door that bl ocked off The Shadow s view Entering, The Shadow first noted the
darkened arch that led into the kitchenette. Keeping that spot in view, he
edged to the projecting corner. H's next view was a sidelong glance, toward
t he
space in front of the bathroom door

There, The Shadow saw somnet hing that woul d have rooted an ordi nary
observer and made himforget all else. There was a crunpled figure on the
floor; that of a nan who wore a dressing gown. The man was dead; but to The
Shadow, the sight commanded vigil ance. The |ighted bat hroomwas enpty; a
gl ance
told that. The Shadow turned quickly toward the archway to the kitchenette,
gave
it his full attention.

St eppi ng sidewi se, he straddl ed across the sprawl ed body, all the while
covering the kitchenette, where a lurking eneny still could be. The |augh that
canme from The Shadow s |ips was mirthless; |lowtoned, sinister, it carried a
chal | enge that any lurker could hear. It told that The Shadow woul d be ready
for any thrust from anbush

The Shadow s chal | enge sounded when he was beyond the body. From his
vant age poi nt, The Shadow coul d exam ne the dead victim and at the sane tine
be prepared for instant action in the direction of the kitchenette.

Satisfied that any enenmy would remain in cover, The Shadow | ooked toward
the face of the dead man, that |ay cheek against the floor

There was no mni staking that |ong-nosed, weak-chinned profile. The Shadow
had seen its photograph in Vic Marquette's records. The dead man was Fred
Hady,

t he green-goods worker whom The Shadow had picked as the contact through whom
a
mast er crook had used to obtain a mllion dollars in counterfeit currency.

Li ke Mophrey, Hady had outlived his useful ness. The man from Savannah had
been put away by the scheming crimnal whose evil brain had seen advantage in
new nur der.

CHAPTER XI 'V
TRAI LS CROSS

THE manner of Hady's death was plain. The green-goods man had been shot
t hrough the heart. The killer had used a gun wapped in a hotel towel; the
bul | et-scorched nuffler lay at the dead man's side.

The Shadow, hinself, could testify that the shot had been well silenced.
He knew that it nust have occurred within the past few m nutes. Hady had not
been long at the hotel; the fact that he had unpacked his suitcase, to put on
dressi ng gown and slippers, proved that his death had been del ayed.
Cal cul ati ng



the tine elenent, The Shadow was sure that the nurderer could not have had
tinme

to leave. It followed, therefore, that the master crook was actually | urking
in

the kitchenette.

Instantly, The Shadow |istened for any sounds that would indicate the
killer's creep toward the far exit into the corridor. None cane. Evidently,
t he
crook had decided to remain a while, confident that his presence was not
suspect ed.

d anci ng downward at Hady's body, The Shadow saw that the dead man's |eft
hand was doubl ed beneath his shoulder. Its fingers were spread in starfish
fashi on. From beneath them projected the corner of a thin, seal ed envel ope.
The
Shadow pul | ed the envel ope from under Hady's hand. The ease with which it cane
i mpressed him

Hady' s hand | acked pressure. It had never held the envelope. It was bait,
t hat envel ope, placed there by the nmurderer. It told why the killer |urked
cl ose by.

The master crook expected The Shadow here. That was | ogical enough, since
The Shadow had covered Mphrey. Their hotel room however, could not make an
effective trap; and the master crook had no desire to meet The Shadow i n open
conbat. The Shadow s bullet-proof ability had unquestionably inpressed the
nmurderer. The master thief had known not hing of The Shadow s i npersonation of
Ski bo; therefore could not have guessed that The Shadow s protection had been
a
wad of counterfeit currency.

The supercrook's real hope was to lure The Shadow to sonme lair; to render
hi m hel pl ess before attenpting a death-thrust. This envel ope could be the
decoy. The nurderer hoped that The Shadow would find it. That was why he
| urked; because, if The Shadow did not cone, the killer would have to renove
t he envel ope hinsel f.

EDA NG toward the outer door of the room The Shadow stopped by a corner
table and turned on a light that was there. He knew that the |urker could hear
the click of the light switch. Picking up a sheet of paper that lay on the
tabl e, The Shadow tore it in half.

The ripping of that witing paper formed a perfect illusion of sound.
Hearing it in the kitchenette, the lurking nurderer gained the distinct
i npression that The Shadow had torn open the envel ope.

By peering fromthe edge of his doorway, the killer could see Hady's
body,
with the envel ope missing frombeneath its spread hand. Taking it for granted
t hat The Shadow had opened the envel ope, the killer did not have to peek
farther.

Li steni ng. The Shadow heard the creep that he expected. The killer was
sure that the bait was taken. He was making for the outer door of the
ki tchenette. The nonment that he detected the lurker's stir, The Shadow acted
qui ckly. He held the unopened envel ope against the glare of the table lanmp's
strong bul b.

The Shadow had counted on the thinness of the manila envel ope. The light
penetrated it. Against the bulb, The Shadow could see a slip of paper within
t he envel ope; the glow plainly reveal ed a nessage, typed in capital letters:

COVE TOMORROW AT 8:30 P. M
PROWPT. USE 911. WLL BE
OPEN. | MPORTANT. W

The Shadow drew the envel ope away fromthe light; he slid it beneath his



cl oak. The signature, "W" could mean. Tim Wdrup, the counterfeiter. Nunber
911 was probably the address of a building that gave access to Wadrup's hidden
nmoney factory. Listening, The Shadow heard no farther notion in the
kitchenette. He decided that the killer had paused at the outer door

expecting

somet hing el se. The Shadow acted in the manner that he knew t he rurderer woul d
expect .

Turning out the table | anmp, The Shadow went back to Hady's body, naking
just enough noise to indicate his nove. Stooping, he saw a wal |l et that
projected fromthe dead man's inside pocket. Fromit showed the edge of a
busi ness card. The Shadow renpved the card; on it, he read the statenent:

NOBBY SHOE REPAI RERS
Best Wrk - Lowest Price
911 Gannett Street

The Shadow s | owtoned | augh was one that signified the pleasure of a
rea
di scovery. As it faded, he heard the slight click of the door that led from
kitchenette to corridor. The nurderer knew that The Shadow had found the
pl anted card. Satisfied, the killer was naking his departure.

FOR a few seconds, The Shadow renai ned notionl ess. During that period, he
made a qui ck analysis. The message and the card were bait, intended for The
Shadow only. The nmurderer's lingering tactics proved that he had not wanted
themto reach other hands. Therefore, if the | aw discovered these clues al ong
wi th Hady's body, it mght enmbarrass the nmaster crook.

Anyt hing that night tangle the schener's plans could prove val uabl e.
Reasoni ng thus, The Shadow produced the seal ed envel ope and tucked it beneath
Hady's hand, leaving it nore exposed than before. To clinch the matter, he
added the shoes repair card, putting it upon the envelope so that its white
surface was conspi cuous agai nst the duller manil a.

As he conpleted the process, The Shadow heard a muffled click. For the
nmonent, he thought that it cane fromthe distant door between the kitchenette
and the corridor, for the sound was an elusive one. It was possible that the
mur derer had decided to return; therefore, The Shadow shifted to cover Hady's
hand, while he faced the bl ackness of the kitchenette.

An instant |ater, The Shadow | earned that he had been m staken regardi ng
the source of the sound. It had come froma closer spot. The Shadow turned
toward the door of the roomin which he stood. That door had opened.

On the threshold was a scrawny, peak-faced man whose nmouth grinned |ike
an
ape's, as he yanked a revolver fromhis hip. The arrival was Slink Ratzler.

The sneaky spy had acquired a passkey and had come to Hady's room
Slink's
entry had been stealthy; it had nmonentarily decei ved The Shadow. Spotting the
bl ack-cl oaked i nvestigator, Slink was responding to the usual urge of the
under wor | d.

Death to The Shadow

But Slink could not have finished The Shadow. He had betrayed his entry a
hal f second too soon

As Slink funbled badly for the trigger of his gun, The Shadow perforned a
fade-out. He had the cover he wanted: the darkness of the kitchenette, |ess
than a dozen feet away. Shifting downward as he made his crisscrossed
si desteps, The Shadow actual ly dw ndled into nothingness as Slink ai ned.

Gapi ng at darkness, Slink realized that his del ayed ai mwas his good
fortune.

Had Slink managed a wild gun-stab, The Shadow woul d have answered it with
a tongue of flane from bl ackness. As it was, Slink stood flat-footed,



hopel essly unable to guess where to aim The Shadow saw no need to fire.
Sl i nk,
however, realized a necessity of his own. He knew that from somewhere in
dar kness, a gun muzzle was |leveled directly toward him

Wth a hoarse cry, Slink dived out into the corridor. He gulped to
sonmeone
beyond t he door:

"The Shadowi He's in there!"

A SQUATTY, wide-faced nman shouldered in fromthe hall. Hi s darkish
glowers; his ugly, stained-tooth grin showed that he doubted Slink's tale. The
arrival was Turk Dorth. The bank robber snorted, as he followed Slink's
pointing finger toward the kitchenette.

"You're seeing things," sneered Turk. "Look, Slink."

Turk shifted the door in and out. Its partial blocking of the roomlight
caused wavy streaks of blackness along the floor, and even added a patch of
gl oom upon the wall near the witing table.

"Jittery, ain't you?" queried Turk. "Anything black |ooks |ike The Shadow
to you. Here, conme on through; but don't close the door tight."

Slink entered timdly, shifted the door al nbst shut behind him Wrried,

he wat ched the glide of blackness fromthe wall. Wndering whet her he was
ri ght

or wong, Slink crept along in back of Turk, still keeping an eye on the
ar chway

to the kitchenette.

Then came a grow from Turk, that made Slink junp about and stare in the
direction where Turk gazed.

Turk Dorth had reached a spot where he could view Fred Hady's body. Sight
of the dead nman nade Turk comment:

"Who got hin? Jennery or Creeve? You said one was inside - the other
out si de -"

Slink shook his head as Turk paused. Slink could not guess the answer.
Turk notioned toward the tel ephone on the witing desk, and growl ed the order

"Call Jennery's room Find out if he's there."

Slink complied, using a forced voice that did not resenble his own, even
t hough it mght not have sounded |ike Hady's. While Slink was calling, Turk
st opped besi de Hady's body, found the envel ope and opened it. He read the
nmessage, and chuckl ed as he conpared it with the card.

"Jennery ain't in his room" Slink gave the news as he hung up. "That
nmeans he coul d have bunped this guy and taken it on the |am Just as easy as
Creeve coul d have."

"Sure," agreed Turk. "Don't worry no nore about Jennery, though. | got
anot her idea, Slink."

Turk was pocketing the nmessage and the card. He was positive that he was
the first man to acquire this information. The position of Hady's hand nade
Turk think that the man from Savannah had pulled the articles fromhis pocket
while in the mdst of death throes. Turk was about to inmpart that information
to Slink, when sonething nade his ugly lips freeze with words unuttered.

TURK DORTH had seen past Slink to the outer door of the room Turk's
fingers tightened on the gun handl e that showed from his pocket; then refused
to pull the weapon forth. His leer, despite its ugliness, was sickly. Slink
Rat zI er bobbed about as he saw Turk stare. Slink, too, stopped rigid, his gun
unr ai sed.

The door of the room had opened silently inward; its surface, with the
nunber 315, was plainly in view It was the doorway, though, that made the two
crooks stare. Blackness had arrived there, to blot out the glow of the
corridor.



Agai nst the background stood a cl oaked shape - that of a sinister being
whose eyes were firelike, as they burned above the |evel ed nuzzles of big
automati cs.

The Shadow had noved through the kitchenette and out into the corridor
Silently, he had reached the main door of the suite. His circuit conpleted, he
had trapped Slink Ratzler, the spy who had first sighted him and Turk Dorth,

t he wanted bank robber. Trails had crossed. The result, at this nonent, stood
conpletely in The Shadow s favor

CHAPTER XV
DEATH COVERS DEATH

THE entry of The Shadow provided a m xture of prospects for Turk Dorth.
The bank robber was trapped, and knew it; but The Shadow s full purpose was
somet hing that Turk could not guess.

The | aw wanted Turk; therefore, The Shadow was after him The |aw,

t hough,

cl assed Turk as the nurderer of Mophrey; hence wanted him for nore than bank
robbery. The law did not know the full facts; but it was possible that The
Shadow did. If so, Turk saw a chance to dicker

The Shadow s first action indicated that he knew nore than the | aw
Movi ng
slowy into the room Kkeeping his automatic on a steady sway between Turk and
Slink, The Shadow reached the table where the tel ephone rested. As he pl aced
his free hand upon the instrunent, he gestured with his gun. In whispered
t one,
he ordered Turk and Slink to drop the revolvers that they still clutched with
nunb fists.

Crooks let their guns clank the floor. Turk scow ed, for he saw The
Shadow s purpose. The Shadow i ntended to summon the |aw. That offered the best
way to dispose of this pair who had the ability to interfere with his trail to
a nmaster crook.

There was a purpose in The Shadow s nove that Turk did not guess. The
Shadow knew that Turk had found the envel ope; had read its message and had
pocketed the telltale card from Hady's pocket. The Shadow wanted those itens
to
reach the police. Turk's capture would produce that result.

To Turk, the fact that he had found the envel ope unopened was proof that
The Shadow had not | earned the message concerni ng tonorrow night.

Therefore, Turk had nore than nere freedomto fight for. He had a clue of
his own, to lead himto the doubl e-crosser who had urged himto the theft of
counterfeit noney.

Turk's venomtoward The Shadow was matched by his desire to settle scores
with a supercrook. That was why Turk began a hurried protest, when he saw The
Shadow reach for the tel ephone.

"Don't call the bulls,"” argued Turk, his tone raspy despite his hel pl ess
position. "l got sonmething that you can handle better than they can. [l
spill
it, if you give ne a break."

The Shadow s burning eyes gave Turk little confort. Their piercing gaze
told that it was not The Shadow s policy to conprom se with crooks. Turk
changed his tone to a plea.

"I cracked the Northwark National," he admitted. "I'mwlling to take the
rap for it. Only there wasn't nothing in the job, except a |oad of queer
dough.

You're wise to that; you got a mttful of the bum paper yourself.

"I didn't shove it on you, though. That dough was supposed to be the rea

McCoy, right outta the vault. There was an inside guy that pulled it on us.



He's the lug that croaked Mophrey."

Turk stopped, beads of perspiration fornmng on his wide forehead. H s
yel l owi sh face had lost its confidence. He saw that he was naking no
i mpressi on
on The Shadow. Turk made a last effort to square hinself, asking nothing in
return.

"I can tell you who the lug is,” he blurted. "He's Creeve, the head
teller
at the Northwark National. O if he ain't Creeve, he's Jennery, the cashier of
the bank -"

TURK ended his blurt unfinished. He realized that he had nade plain his
own uncertainty. The Shadow had probably picked both Creeve and Jennery for
i nvestigation. If Turk had positively placed the goods on one or the other
hi s
testi mony woul d have been of value. As it stood, it sinply showed Turk to be a
bl uffer.
Turk saw one chance to correct his nmistake. That was to conme clean with
the story of the envel ope that he had plucked from beneath Hady's dead hand.
H s face soured. Reluctantly, his ugly lips started to phrase that
i nformati on.
"There's sonething el se. Sonme real dope | can slip you -
Again, Turk halted; his expression was al nbost the same as before. The
Shadow s eyes detected a slight difference; a flicker of eagerness on Turk's
ugly face. In a flash, The Shadow recogni zed that Turk had glinpsed an outside
hope.

Looki ng straight toward The Shadow, Turk could see the door fromthe
hal lway with the corner of his eye. He had spotted soneone in the corridor
Danger lay fromthat direction - danger for The Shadow.

Instantly, The Shadow whi pped away fromthe tel ephone table. He did not
swing toward the corridor door. Turk and Slink would have |iked that nove; it
woul d have given them a chance to snatch up their discarded guns. |Instead, The
Shadow cane directly toward the men he covered. H's gun hand thrust suddenly
toward Slink, loomng its muzzle straight for the sneak's eyes.

Slink did a dive, as if the automatic had touched off a spring. Headl ong,
he hit the floor of the kitchenette, expecting the blast of bullets to foll ow
him Instead, there was silence.

The Shadow reversed his spin, to bear down on Turk. Far tougher than
Slink, Turk was a hard man to bluff; but he fell for The Shadow s ruse. Turk
t hought that The Shadow had threatened Slink, merely to get rid of one
pri soner
for the moment. He took The Shadow s second swing as one that neant business.

Turk copied Slink's nove, but in the opposite direction. Wth a wild
| eap,
he cl eared Hady's body and | engt hened hinself for the tiled floor of the bath
room beyond the projecting corner of the alcove. It was not until he |anded
that Turk realized that The Shadow had staged a doubl e bl uff.

The Shadow never stopped his speedy whirl. He finished his swing while
Turk was clearing Hady's body. The finish of The Shadow s tw st brought him
face toward the corridor door

There The Shadow spied nore than Turk had seen.

Al that Turk had spotted was a peeking face that he had recogni zed as
Ski bo Hadl en's. The Shadow saw the full figure of this new eneny. Skibo was on
the threshold, with drawn revolver, trying to aimfor The Shadow.

As he saw the cl oaked fighter come about, Skibo fired.

Hi s shot was wi de and high. The bullet zoomed above The Shadow s
shoul der,
crackl ed the gl ass of a wi ndowpane beyond the corner that hid Hady. The Shadow
had not only tw sted out of line, he had dived forward. He was coming in on



Ski bo.

The crook tried to aimagain. Diving straight toward the door, The Shadow
swung his armupward in a prodigi ous sweep. His automatic struck the barrel of
Ski bo's revol ver just as the crook pulled the trigger

Wth the clash of netal, Skibo's gun spoke. Its bullet found the ceiling
just inside the door.

Skibo did a | ong, backward sprawl into the corridor, losing his revol ver
as he |l anded. Pl anking one foot on the weapon, The Shadow pivoted back toward
the room He covered it, ready if either Turk or Slink nade a nove to craw
forth and try to reclaima revolver. At the sane time, The Shadow was ready
for
qui ck action if Skibo nmoved fromthe corridor floor

In one quick sweep, The Shadow had rendered the crooked trio powerl ess.
He
had not fired a shot; and he had turned Skibo's wasted gun blasts to
advant age.

They were an alarmthat woul d be heard throughout the hotel. They nmade a
t el ephone call unnecessary. Those shots would bring the police. The Shadow
could depart the nmoment that the law arrived.

Tense seconds passed. The plight of crooks seened conpl ete. Any conqueror
ot her than The Shadow woul d have considered victory a surety; and woul d have
been so intent upon holding the three crooks hel pl ess that he woul d have not ed
not hi ng el se.

To The Shadow, however, this situation called for increased vigilance;
not
because of the helpless trio, but on account of other possible factors.

There was one spot that needed observation. That was the doorway to the
fire tower. The Shadow watched it with edged gl ances. One well-tined glinpse
told himthat his precauti on was wi se.

That door was in notion. It had opened a scant two inches. Through the
crack came the sane om nous gun muzzle that had crept into view the night of
Mophrey' s murder.

The master crook was in the gane again. Evidently, he had del ayed his
departure. Hidden, as always, the killer was again prepared for a thrust
agai nst The Shadow.

THE corridor offered no bulwark for The Shadow. It would be futile to use
Ski bo as a shield. The nurderer would drill himas he had done wi th Mphrey.
The .38 had crept into sight with uncanny precision; its nuzzle was training
for a shot as certain as the one that had found The Shadow a target on a
previ ous occasi on. The Shadow s only course was to neet the murderer's own
gane.

The Shadow made a shift as if to dive along the corridor, away fromthe
tower door. He reversed it; with a quick stride forward, he sprang into Hady's
room His free hand was on the side toward the tower door. Wth it, The Shadow
whi pped out a second gun; as he shoul dered into the cover of Hady's room he
shoved his fresh automatic out past the edge of the door frane, training for
the fire tower.

The nurder's .38 booned a bel ated shot. A bullet whistled through the
corridor where The Shadow had been. Hard upon that shot cane the response of
The Shadow s .45; a slug flattened agai nst the tower door, |less than a half
inch fromthe nmurderer's fist. Again canme the speaking .38. Its pellet
splintered wood fromthe door frane above The Shadow s gun.

Anot her shot was due. It was The Shadow s turn. His next bullet was
scheduled to clip the nurderer. Fortune saved the master crook

Fortune in the shape of Turk Dorth. Sounds of the fray brought Turk into
action. Quessing that The Shadow was engaged, Turk sprang out to view One
bound across Hady's body and Turk had reclaimed his revolver fromthe fl oor

The Shadow heard the clatter; he wheeled in fromthe doorway to put Turk



out of action. The nove gave opportunities to Skibo Hadl en and Slink Ratzler
Both piled into the roomon hands and knees, Skibo grabbing his gun fromthe
corridor as he canme; Slink |ooking for a chance to snatch up his own | ost
weapon.

They were quick, those two; but The Shadow was swifter. Instead of firing
at Turk, he nmade an unexpected bound across the roomtoward Slink. Turk,
firing
wi | d, saw The Shadow jar Slink with an el bow shove. The Shadow was naking for
the kitchenette, where he could handle all conmers from anbush. Wth a bell ow,
Turk | eaped to bl ock The Shadow off.

The Shadow sl edged a backhand bl ow. Turk took a gun-wei ghted fist behind
the ear; went staggering across the roomtoward Skibo. The Shadow reached the
kitchenette while Skibo's aimwas half bl ocked. Losing nerve, Skibo bolted out
into the corridor. He stopped short, just beyond the doorway.

Face to face, gun to gun, Skibo was up agai nst the nurderer who had fired
fromthe tower door. In that instant, Skibo recognized his adversary. Sight of
the foeman settled all question regarding the identity of the inside man who
had doubl e-crossed the robbers at the Northwark National Bank

Turk, half groggy, saw the gl eam upon Skibo's face. So did Slink, as he
crouched upon hands and knees. They saw Skibo's |ips nove, as his trigger
finger started its squeeze. A gun roared; but no flanme spat fromthe nuzzle of
Ski bo' s revol ver.

The nmurderer had fired first.

Skibo jolted; his finger stopped his pressure. Wth a sickly, incredul ous
| ook upon his face, Skibo Hadl en sank and coil ed dead upon the fl oor

SCURRYI NG footsteps told that the nurderer was dashing toward the fire
tower. He reached the darkness that he wanted. Fromit, he turned to see a
figure suddenly gain the corridor. The Shadow was through the kitchenette,
com ng out by the corridor exit that the rmurderer had used before.

Hi dden in darkness, the killer dived for a stairway. The Shadow f ol | owed.
Shots roared fromthe fire tower - The Shadow shooti ng downward, the naster
crook blasting up frombelow. Bullets were useless on those darkened turns.

When he reached the second floor, The Shadow heard a clatter fromthe
courtyard. Sounds of the nmurderer's flight faded.

Ret ur ni ng upward, The Shadow reached the third floor. Fromthe tower
door,
he saw Ski bo's body stretched in front of Hady's room From a distance cane a
dull clang; the slamof an el evator door. The Shadow knew its mneaning.

Turk and Slink had started a getaway. They had chosen the el evators; had
intimdated an operator, to make himecarry themto the ground floor. A dash
t hrough the | obby would bring themfreedom Again, the | aw woul d be decei ved.
The police would believe Fred Hady to be the victimof a raid staged by Turk
Dorth, in which Skibo Hadlen - as one of the raiders - had died.

Departing by the fire tower, The Shadow reached darkness bel ow; nade
qui ck
departure through an openi ng between two rear buildings. He reached his
i nobusi ne, amid the whining of approaching sirens. He was riding away before
the police arrived.

Hi s bl ack garb packed away, The Shadow summari zed results. Death had
covered death. The rnurderer of Mphrey and Hady had killed Skibo in order to
cover his identity. So far as crooks were concerned, the killer was stil
unknown. Turk Dorth would still be undecided in choosi ng between Dani el
Jennery
and Ral ph Creeve.

That pl eased The Shadow. He knew the identity of the superkiller, and
wanted to keep his know edge to hinsel f. Mreover, circunmstances had produced
an odd result that promi sed definite consequences. The Shadow s thoughts
concerned the note that had been on Hady's body.



The master plotter thought that The Shadow had taken that nessage; that
Turk Dorth knew nothing of its existence. Turk, in turn, was confident that he
al one had read it; that The Shadow, surprised too soon by Slink, had not had
time to open the envel ope.

The Shadow coul d foresee results fromthe doubl e deception. The ignorance
of his foenmen prom sed a sequel to tonight's unfinished fray.

CHAPTER XVI
PLANS AT DUSK

IT was |late the next afternoon. O oudy skies were bringing early darkness
to Manhattan when Joe Cardona alighted froman el evated train near the shabby
old hotel where Vic Marquette was regi stered under the name of J. E Fal kin.
Approaching the hotel, Joe |ooked to see that the | obby was clear. Satisfied,
he went up to Vic's room and knocked.

Mar quette opened the door. The T-man | ooked somewhat annoyed when he
observed his visitor. Nevertheless, he adnmtted Cardona, closed the door and
noti oned the police inspector to a chair. Cardona grinned, when he | ooked over
Vic's display of stationery. Then Joe canme down to business.

"Hope you don't mind ny barging in like this," began Cardona. "W've
wor ked together in the past. That's why | took the liberty of breezing in
here.”

Mar quett e nodded, but nade no coment.

"It was just luck that | learned you were in town," continued Cardona.
"Bad | uck, maybe, from your viewpoint; but good luck fromni ne. Wien we found
that fell ow Hady dead | ast night, we came across his steanship ticket from
Savannah, so we got in touch with the police there, by |long distance."

"And they told you | was in New York."

Marquette snmiled sourly. Cardona knew why. Vic figured that Joe al ready
knew everything that the police could tell; and a great deal nore besides. Joe
rubbed his chin, thought a while. He decided to play his trunp card.

"l know The Shadow is in on this case,"” comented Cardona. "That's one
reason why | canme here. |1've worked with The Shadow, just l|ike you have. That
sort of puts us in the sane class, Marquette."

Cardona's remark scored. Marquette's manner changed. Vic went to the
door,
listened to make sure no one was outside. Returning, he drew up a chair beside
Cardona and becane confidenti al

"You're after a bank robber," declared Vic. "I'"mafter a counterfeiter
You'll get Turk Dorth, just like I'Il get TimWdrup - when The Shadow fi nds
them The only difference is, he didn't need any information from you
regar di ng
Dorth. That's why he didn't bother you. He needed some facts from nme, though
regardi ng Wadrup. "

Marquette's statenment sounded | ogical to Cardona. Joe listened, while the
T-man conti nued:

"The Shadow is after soneone else. A bigger shot than either Dorth or
Wadrup. A man who is nore than a link. One who is the big brain behind the
wor ks. "

Cardona' s eyes opened and Marquette noted it. The T-man pulled out his
wat ch, sighed and renarked:

"It's half past seven. Are you willing to stay with me until half past
ei ght ?"

"Sure," agreed Cardona, taking a chance on a quick hunch. "I've got
nowhere else to go."

"You will have," returned Vic, "after | hear from The Shadow. Since
you're

sticking here, 1'll let you in on sonething. The key to this whol e gane was



t he

cash that was taken fromthe Northwark National. It was bad paper, every
dol | ar
of it!"

| F Joe Cardona ever expressed surprise, he did it when he heard
Marquette's statement. H s poker face faded. Through Cardona's mind flashed a
mul titude of thoughts; as he classified them he began to stamer.

"Then somebody - sonebody was a doubl e-crosser! It wasn't a straight job
or maybe - Wait, it could have been a frame-up, to put Turk Dorth in a jam
Wait, Marquette! I'mgetting it. A cover-up! Sonebody sw tched phony dough for
good - bagged a million cold - shoved the blanme on Turk -"

Mar quette was slow y noddi ng. Cardona shot a question:

"Whi ch was it? Jennery or Creeve -"

Mar quett e shook his head.

"I don't know," he admitted. "I'monly going on what The Shadow t hought
it
right totell me. | had word fromhimtoday; | guess he figured he owed it to
me. You see, Hady was a link to the big-shot, just |ike Myphrey was. So |
agreed to lay off Hady, until after The Shadow had finished with him

"Hady was bunped before The Shadow got there. That's why The Shadow felt
I
had a right to the details. There was a note on Hady's body. It told himto
cone
to 911 Gannett Street at half past eight, tonight. The Shadow wants ne to wait
until after that time."

Cardona understood. \Whether the note was a genuine sunmons or a hoax, The
Shadow could handle it better than either the police or the T-nmen. Cardona
knew
The Shadow s ability at stealth; and it was plain that Marquette al so
recogni zed
it. The Shadow had shown keen judgnent in postponing all other action unti
after the tine nmentioned in the note.

Joe asked no further questions. He figured that Marquette had told him
enough. Cardona sinply expressed his thanks; repeated his willingness to
remain
with Marquette until after the T-man had heard nore from The Shadow.

Mar quette began to pack up the boxes of stationery, while Cardona paced
the room speculating on the possibilities that this new information could
produce. Joe was anal yzi ng everything that concerned Creeve and Jennery,
trying
to picture which of the two could have handl ed the job of sw tching the noney
in
t he bank vault.

Either was in a position to do it, Joe reasoned. The job would have had
to
be done on a night when the vault was open. A ticklish proposition, perhaps;
but
not inpossible, considering the sinple nature of Brady, the watchman.

VWHI LE Marquette packed and Cardona nulled, the m nutes passed in | azy
silence, until the ringing of the tel ephone roused both nmen to al ertness.
Cardona popped to his feet, then sat down again, knowi ng that it was
Vic's
job to answer. Marquette spoke over the tel ephone, then handed the instrunent
to
Car dona.



"For you," declared the T-nan. "Headquarters."

Cardona held a short conversation; conpleted the call and explained its
reason.

"Sergeant Markham knew | was up here," he told Marquette. "That's why he
called. He had word from Leddi son, the bank president. A conference at the
Nort hwark National, tonight at nine."

Mar quette | ooked di sturbed, wondering how that would effect Joe's prom se
to remain until word arrived from The Shadow. Cardona guessed what was
bot heri ng the T-man.

"I won't have to get there on time," he told Vic. "What's nore, you're
wel cone to cone along with ne. | didn't think we'd have the conference
toni ght,
because Leddi son had to find out if both Jennery and Creeve could be there."

Marquette's eyes showed interest.

"You're going to quiz that pair again?"

"W were going over the books," replied Cardona. "To check themup with
some special statements fromthe board of directors. It didn't mean nuch; only
a chance to keep tabs on Jennery and Creeve wi thout themknowing it. |'ve been
giving them free rope.

"Maybe, though, | won't be, after tonight." Joe's swarthy face showed a
grin of anticipation. "If The Shadow cones through for us, we may have enough
new dope to pick the right bird. 1'd like to have you in on it, Marquette.
Wadrup for you; Dorth for me; maybe The Shadow will give us the big-shot,
fifty-fifty."

The t hought pleased the T-man. Marquette shoved his trunk shut and | ocked
it. He was about to make comment when the tel ephone rang again. Marquette
pi cked up the receiver, spoke a hello, then listened. H s |lips wre a smle
when he hung up.

"For both of us," he commented. "We're in |uck, Cardona."

"From The Shadow?"

"Yes. Only he handled it neatly. He'd hung up before | answered. The
clerk
gave ne his nessage.”

"What was it?"

"Sinply to be there at quarter past eight instead of half past; and to
bring my friend al ong. The nessage didn't nention where to be, or who the
friend was; but both are easy to guess.”

CARDONA nodded agreenent. It was |ike The Shadow, sending through a cal
t hat woul d have no significance except to the person who received it. Since
Marquette knew that The Shadow expected to be at 911 Gannett Street at half
past eight, it was obvious that he wanted Vic there ahead of tine.

As for the friend, Marquette was operating al one. Therefore, the answer
was that The Shadow had | earned that Cardona was with the T-man. Joe smil ed at
t he thought that The Shadow had probably been outside this very hotel up unti
alittle while ago. He could have seen Cardona arrive

Mar quette was | ooking at his watch.

"Ei ght o'clock,” he remarked. "Where's Gannett Street?"

Cardona gave the |ocation; then added:

"It's fifteen mnutes, at |east, by cab. W'Ill have to travel fast,
Marquette, if we want to get there by quarter past."
"Let's go."

The two |l eft the hotel room separately. They rejoined outside. Cardona
had
gone first; he was in a cab when Marquette arrived. Joe gave the driver an
address on Gannett Street that he figured would be half a block from911

Men of the | aw were responding to the call. They were confident that a
surprise lay in store; one that would bode ill for crooks, particularly a
master crimnal who played a hidden hand. They were right in their belief that



t he unexpected was due.

VWhat neither Marquette nor Cardona guessed was that the surprise was to
be
their own, and The Shadow s.

CHAPTER XVI |
CRIME'S LAIR

GANNETT STREET | ay south and east, bel ow the nunbered streets of
Manhattan. It was in a nei ghborhood where old houses were crowded between
antiquated | oft buildings. Wol esal e houses had their quarters here, but nost
of them were obsol ete busi nesses. Gannett Street was dead during the day. It
was buried after night arrived

No. 911 was a house that |ooked like a relic. Once it had been a nmenber
of
a row, the houses on each side of it had been torn down. In their place were
| oft buildings, |oom ng on each side. Their bulky walls seened to support the
solitary house between them No. 911 was ready for collapse, but it had
nowher e
to fall

Across the street another |oft building made a grimy mass in the night.
Its huge front was bl ackened with accunul ati ons of smoke and dust. Unti
toni ght, no one had ever |iked the appearance of that |oft building; but at
last a visitor was pleased with it. The Shadow had found that darkened wall
exactly suited to requirements.

Beneath the loft building's shelter, The Shadow was invisible as he kept
steady watch toward the house opposite.

A weat her - beat en si gn announced the Nobby Shoe Repairers as the occupants
of the tiny ground floor of No. 911. It was obvious that the repair shop had
been cl osed for nonths. The fringe of a street |anp's gl ow showed a rickety
door pulled half fromits hinges. Strips of wood had been nail ed across the
openi ng; but nost of them were cracked and | oose. The enpty house probably
cont ai ned nothing worthwhile; and therefore was |eft open to prow ers.

The [ um nous dial of The Shadow s watch showed seventeen m nutes past
ei ght when a taxicab stopped near a corner and two men alighted. The pair
edged
al ong under the cover of the first loft building; they guarded their course so
effectively that they remmi ned obscure, even to The Shadow.

VWen they reached the front of 911, they were cagy about noving into the
light. Huddl ed together, they tried the boarded opening and found that the
strips of wood were nerely hung to the nails that held them

Faces away fromview, the two opened the rickety door and entered. Their
final passage enabl ed The Shadow to gain an inpression of their build, but not
of their faces.

Until that nonent, The Shadow had accepted these nmen as the two whom he
had originally expected: Turk Dorth and Slink Ratzler. The actual arrivals did
not match the crooked pair. Turk and Slink contrasted greatly, when side by
side; for the forner was squatty, the latter frail and thin. The two nmen who
had gone into the building were al nost of a size.

The Shadow did not speculate long regarding their identity. He was
confident that they could not be crooks set to trap anyone who entered. Any
such crimnals woul d have been on the ground | ong ago. The only nmen who m ght
have cone here at this tine - outside of Turk and Slink - would be
representatives of the | aw

Vic Marquette knew of the trap at 911. Vic, operating strictly al one,
could have nmet but one other man who m ght acconpany hin nanely, Joe Cardona.



THE SHADOW S next action was proof that he had not sent the nessage
sumoni ng Marquette and Cardona to this spot. Coming fromthe shelter of the
| oft building, The Shadow glided swiftly across the street. He avoided the
street |anp; came to the doorway from an angle and bl ackened hi nsel f agai nst
the farthest side.

Boar ded fastenings were blotted fromsight; but The Shadow s shape did
not
take on an outlined formas he made his entry. Affixing the slats in their
former place, The Shadow nade qui ck progress through the darkened depths of
t he
shoe-repair shop

Unfortunately, Marquette and Cardona had made speed al so. The Shadow
hoped
to overtake them before they reached a danger zone; but he soon | earned that
they had penetrated too far for warning.

At the back of the shoe shop, The Shadow s flashlight glinmered upon an
opened trapdoor that showed a rickety stairway |eading below. It was the only
route that Vic and Joe coul d have taken, but any glare of their flashlights
was
out of sight.

The Shadow descended. He cane to the rear of the cellar. He found a
narr ow
openi ng, where bricks had been renmoved. Beyond was a passage that took an
i medi ate turn. Stepping through the space, The Shadow foll owed a course that
i nvol ved a steady progression of corners. The underground passage had been
squeezed between the foundation lines of old buildings. Short flights of steps
brought the route farther bel ow the surface. They indicated that it would
finish bel ow an ordi nary basenent | evel

No | onger able to overtake Marquette and Cardona, The Shadow sl owed his
pace to study the path as he went al ong. Sonewhere, there would be a trap
probably one that would open for a new victim after others had gone through
If Vic and Joe blundered into such a snare, it wuld be The Shadow s task to
find it and avoid it.

A short, downward pitch of steps; below them a smooth cenment fl oor
Fl ashl i ght inspection told The Shadow t hat he had reached the | owest |evel.
The
flooring here indicated special preparation. Sonewhere ahead | ay an
under gr ound
den; either a subcellar beneath sone ol d house, or an abandoned bit of subway
construction, forgotten after many years.

The place was too el aborate to consider it a nmere snare. It was certainly
alair; therefore, any trap would lie along this last stretch of cement.

Throwi ng a beam ahead, The Shadow saw that the passage ran straight for a
dozen feet, then turned at a right angle. The floor was too snooth to be
fitted
with a trapdoor. The walls and ceiling were supported by posts and beans of
steel. The thin girders | ooked |ike huge staples, formng the letter "U
upsi de
down. They made a corridor like the vestibules between the cars of a railroad
train.

Those wal |l projections were the sort that coul d conceal mechanica
devi ces, capable of trapping the passer. The Shadow reasoned that the trap
nust
be beyond the corner. Marquette and Cardona had passed this portion of the
one-way path. There was nothing to show that they had encountered trouble
before this point.

SLOALY, The Shadow noved forward. His ears were strained for any sound.
They caught one that an ordi nary approacher woul d not have noticed: a faint



runbl e that was scarcely audi bl e. The Shadow detected the sound only because
his ear was close to the wall on the right. It was al nbst that he sensed the
vi bration that the sound transnmitted to one of the steel supports.

Hal ti ng, The Shadow stretched prone along the cenent; just managed to
| ook
to the right, past the corner. There he saw the corridor, open. It ended in a
flight of three steps, a dozen feet away. Beyond was the corner of a vaultlike
room No one was in sight within that deep chanber.

Hi s recollection of the runbling sound gave The Shadow the answer to the
riddle of the open way. More posts |ay ahead. The |ast girders fornmed a double
arch at the very top of the steps. Those housed a sliding door that could
automatically close the passage as soon as soneone stepped into the vault
bel ow.

The door was closed, ordinarily. Somewhere in the first portion of the
beamed passage, a visitor passed a device that nmade the barrier slide open
Probably a photoelectric cell, with a dark beam invisible to the eye. Thus
t he
trap was equi pped to lure the approacher. He would not know of its existence
until he had passed through to the steps.

On his feet again, The Shadow passed the turn. He was in a safety angle
fromwhich he could retreat; as long as he renai ned here, the barrier would be
open. Retreat would cause it to close; that was why The Shadow st ayed.
Marquette and Cardona were bel ow. The Shadow was keeping the way open for
t hem

Nei t her of the two appeared. A whole minute ticked by, yet The Shadow
heard no stir. He doubted that death could have struck this soon; for he nust
have been only a half mnute behind the nen ahead. The likely answer was that
Vic and Joe were being held by sone restraint that they could not shake.

The Shadow had wanted to avoid this trap entirely; that was why he had
awai ted the arrival of Turk and Slink, intending to |l et them nake the danger
test. He could no | onger dodge the snare, for Marquette and Cardona were in
it.

Mor eover, The Shadow had an explanation that fitted the circunmstances; one
t hat
i ndi cated that he would find both men safe, for the present.

The master crimnal had set this trap only for one person: The Shadow.
The
luring of Marquette and Cardona had been an afterthought. They had been
sunmoned
early, so that they could be held as hel pl ess witnesses to The Shadow s
arrival
The supercrook woul d take no chances after The Shadow came. The Shadow was
expected at this very nmonent.

A SWFT gl ance at his watch gave The Shadow the tinme as eight-thirty. It
had taken Marquette and Cardona a full four minutes to come fromtheir cab to
t he shoe shop and make their actual start. Six minutes nore for the journey.
The Shadow cal cul ated three nore for his own arrival and approach, with the
short delay that followed.

He knew that his lingering tactics would excite suspicion below If he
del ayed too | ong, trouble would begin. Unquestionably, the open door was
visible fromwi thin the vaulted room

The Shadow s retreat would show that he had scented the trap. It m ght
mean pronpt death of the men whom he had conme to rescue. The Shadow s advance
woul d place himin the sanme predi canent that Vic and Joe had found. It could,
however, forestall the death of the prisoners for a while at |east.

Consi dering the i medi ate future, The Shadow saw a possible gain if he
took the seenmingly fatal step. It was a ganble, with his own life at stake;
but



The Shadow was ready for the hazard.

Drawi ng an automatic fromhis cloak, The Shadow put away his flashlight
and advanced. Ahead was a dull glow fromthe vaulted room Quiding by it, The
Shadow passed the last pair of steel posts. The nmonent that he reached the
short flight of steps, the expected occurred.

Behi nd himcane a repetition of the runble that he had heard before; this
time, close enough to be plainly audible. The Shadow felt that sw sh of air
that came when a steel door slithered across the passage in back of him

Looking to his left as he entered the underground lair, The Shadow saw
Marquette and Cardona facing the far wall. Beside themwas a flat-bed printing
press; stacks of paper and counterfeit currency lay bundl ed near a table that
was piled with engraved plates. This was the hidden plant in which TimWdrup
had turned out a mllion dollars in false currency, to fill the order of a
mast er crook

BEYOND Vi ¢ and Joe was a contraption that explained why the pair had not
attenpted a return to the passage.

It was a screen of thick-nmeshed wire, strong enough to prove a barrier
agai nst bullets. The wire guarded a platform beyond which lay an open
door way.
Braced by steel posts, the wire nesh could not be rempved. In addition, it
formed a stronghol d.

The screened platformwas a pill-box, equipped with a machi ne gun. Seated
on a stool behind the weapon was a rakish, gray-haired nan, whose face
di spl ayed a madnman's grin as it leered through the wire mesh. His |ong, bony
fingers clutching the machine gun, the fell ow was ready to begin a sl aughter
at
the first noment the nood seized him

The Shadow knew the man's identity. He was Ti m Wadrup; his counterfeiting
work forgotten, the old engraver had becone a guardian of this lair. H's
machi ne gun ready for its sweeping sw ng, Wadrup had covered Marquette and
Cardona the nmonment the steel barrier slid shut behind them

Ti m Wadrup had expected a third arrival. The gleamin his insane eyes
told
that his elation was conplete. Against the shiny steel of the passage door
Wadr up saw The Shadow.

Wth gleeful cackle, the old counterfeiter swung the machi ne-gun nuzzle
to
cover the cl oaked avenger

Such was the wel cone to The Shadow within this dungeon of death.

CHAPTER XVI | |
THE LAST DECREE

TO Vic Marquette and Joe Cardona, the swing of the machi ne-gun's nuzzle
signified that slaughter would begin. Helplessly, they turned about fromthe
center of the room to see The Shadow marked by the ai mof Wadrup's weapon.

Faced by death, The Shadow nade a calm deliberate nove. He placed his
aut omati c beneath his cloak, folded his arns and awaited the barrage of
bull ets. From his hidden lips cane a sinister |augh that vibrated uncannily
t hrough the vaulted room The mrth seened to nock the gray-haired man at the
machi ne gun

Chilling silence foll owed The Shadow s taunt. Puzzled, Mrquette and
Cardona turned to see WAadrup's reaction. Through the screen they observed the
counterfeiter crane forward. Leaning his el bow on the machi ne gun, Wadrup
lifted his trigger hand and stroked his chin. He cackled crazily, in answer to
The Shadow s chal | engi ng mrth.



"My master was right," chortled Wadrup. "He said that The Shadow woul d
| augh at death."

Tappi ng the machine gun with his bony finger, the old counterfeiter
trailed a gl eeful chuckle, and added:

"You do not fear this weapon. You have guessed that | do not intend to
use
it, unless necessity commnds."

The Shadow was stepping forward. Wadrup sprawl ed his el bows on the
machi ne
gun, to watch the black-clad visitor approach the printing press. The
counterfeiter cocked his head as The Shadow st opped by the table and picked up
one of the engraved plates. A smle weathed Wadrup's |ips when The Shadow
reached for a bundle of counterfeit currency, to study it in detail

It dawned upon Marquette and Cardona that The Shadow had chosen the one
way to handl e Wadrup. The crazy counterfeiter could be hunmored. WAdrup's great
pride was his worknmanship. He was willing to grant a respite while The Shadow
adnmred the plates and the bills.

Monentarily, Wadrup's expression showed a scow. Hi s finger noved in an
itchy manner toward the machi ne gun. He thought that The Shadow was fi nding
fault with the false bills. Wadrup's smile returned, when The Shadow stepped
toward Vic Marquette and passed the bills to the T-man.

Vic heard a whisper from The Shadow. The T-nan caught the cue. It was his
turn to take the burden. Looking at the bills, Vic shook his head, as though
uni mpressed by the criticism Tapping the fake currency, he began an argunent
inits favor. Wadrup craned forward to catch Vic's coment.

"Cl eaner than our own engravers could make it," voiced Marquette. "The
only trouble with this stuff is that it's too good. Wait until | |ook at one
of
t hose plates."

Wth The Shadow, Marquette stepped to the table, Iifted one of the
engravi ngs and conpared it with the counterfeit bills. Wadrup saw The Shadow
beckon to Cardona. Joe canme over to the table and joined the conference.

Slowmy, Wadrup's snile | essened; his lips took on a hardness. The crazed
counterfeiter's reaction had ended. Wadrup knew t hat The Shadow s action was a
stall.

Cunni ngly, Wadrup watched the trio by the printing press. H s eyes were
catlike; he was letting mnutes pass only that he could make the cli max
stronger.

Fortunately, Wadrup could not hear the whispered words that The Shadow
uttered. In guarded tone, The Shadow was instructing his conpanions to keep up
their pretense; to be ready for a conming break. Neither Marquette nor Cardona
could guess fromwhere the break would arrive; but their nods told that they
woul d be prepared for it.

Wadrup' s harsh cackle was the interruption that brought a finish to The
Shadow s instructions. The savagery of the counterfeiter's tone told that he
had tired of the ganme. The Shadow | ooked toward the nmetal screen. Wadrup was
| eaning forward, his face pressed against the netting.

"Fool s!'" scoffed Wadrup. "You think that | am weak enough to let you
live.

Bah! | could kill you where you stand! | woul d have sl aughtered you | ong ago,
had | chosen. But there is another - ny master - whose orders | obey. He told
me that | could delay your death, as |long as you were hel pl ess.

"There is a better way than by this." Wadrup tapped the machi ne gun as

t hough the weapon were a puny toy. "A way that will bury all evidence. MWy
press
- nmy engravings - those extra bills; all will go along with you. They will be

crushed to powder, with your forgotten corpses!"”
Stretching upward, Wadrup swung his armto indicate the doorway behind
hi m

"There lies the way to safety,” he taunted, "Wen ny naster arrives,



shall join him The door will close behind us. Five minutes will remrain; then
will come an explosion that will crunmble this roomto dust.

"Gat her your evidence." Wadrup's voice was up to an elated pitch. "Plates
and bills are yours. There is nore besides: real noney - the sanples from
whi ch
| worked. The lists that were copied fromthe nunbers of the actual currency
in
the bank's reserve funds. Find them keep them They are safe in your hands."

CALMY, The Shadow renmpved a sheet of paper that he had seen projecting
frombeneath a pile of blanks. It was the list to which Wadrup referred. The
Shadow passed it to Joe, who clutched it as nechanically as Marquette had
t aken
a sanple plate and a bundl e of counterfeit bills.

Wadrup wat ched The Shadow reach anbng the stacks, to find the small pack
of real cash that the counterfeiter had mentioned. Again, Cardona's numnbed
fingers took this batch of evidence when The Shadow proffered it.

Al'l that Cardona coul d think about was the doorway beyond Wadrup
Marquette's eyes were turned in the sane direction. Wadrup chortled his
pl easure; then snarled. He wanted The Shadow to weaken also; to stare rigidly
toward the opening that doomed nen coul d never reach

"You woul d like to see ny naster?" Wadrup's query was for The Shadow s

benefit. "Watch the doorway then, for he will be here soon. Wen he beckons,
shall go. The door will close. Beyond it is a switch that will close the door
and set the tinme fuse.

"Perhaps ny master will let ne press that switch.” The nadman withed his
fingers in a gesture of evil anticipation. "Perhaps he will choose the task as
his own. You three will never know. After that door has closed, you will live

five m nutes |onger -

Wadrup's voice trailed to a sudden break. Lost though he was in his own
mad t houghts, the counterfeiter could see the sudden start that Marquette and
Cardona gave nutual ly.

Their sudden excl amati ons made The Shadow cease his indifference toward
Wadrup. Even the bl ack-clad investigator |ooked quickly toward the screen and
t he doorway beyond.

Suspecting sonet hi ng, Tim Wadrup bobbed about. A barrier was sliding
snoot hly across the opening. Before the counterfeiter could do nore than
shri ek
a frenzied protest, the gliding door thunped shut.

WADRUP, |ike the three intended victinms, was trapped. The master crook
had
arrived in a passage beyond, to hear the old man's frenzi ed statenents.

W t hout
stepping into view, the ruthless nurderer had | earned that The Shadow was
trapped along with Marquette and Cardona.

The hidden killer had pressed the switch. He was gone, with five m nutes
| eeway before the blast would strike. He would be out through his own
passageway; away fromthis vicinity when the explosion came. Wth his nove,

t he
mur der er had added anot her prospective victim He had doomed Ti m Wadrup al ong
with the three prisoners.

The deed was in keeping with the superkiller's style. He had mnurdered
Mophrey and Hady, two nen who knew his identity. Fromthe day that he had nmade
hi nsel f known to Wadrup, the naster crimnal had planned to rid hinself of the
counterfeiter. He had needed Wadrup's aid in the preparation of this
underground trap. The tine of Wadrup's useful ness was past.

The truth dawned on the counterfeiter. Madly, Wadrup sprang for the



cl osed
door; he beat against it, clawed the shiny steel. Hatred, not terror, was his
inspiration. In his madness, Wadrup forgot the machi ne gun and the prisoners.

The Shadow s wat ch showed eight-forty; but the tine was no | onger
important. All that mattered was the five mnutes that Wadrup had nentioned as
being the final period before this lair would be shattered. The break that The
Shadow expected was al ready overdue. Unless it cane al nost inmredi ately, death
woul d be sure

One factor al one had swung to The Shadow s favor. Until this nonent, he
had faced the problem of offsetting Wadrup's nachi ne gun when the nonment cane.
The Shadow had pl anned a point-blank fire at the |oonm ng nuzzle, with the
printing press as his entrenchment. That woul d not be necessary whil e Wadrup
was frantically trying to claw open the far door

Turni ng, The Shadow pointed to the door through which he had entered.
Hearing his command, Marquette and Cardona started for the cl osed sheet of
steel. Each clutched his trophies in his left hand, a revolver in his right.
But neither guessed what was comi ng next. They knew that the door could not be
opened fromthis side, even if The Shadow essayed it.

MARQUETTE and Cardona halted, as they reached the barrier. Looking over
their shoul ders, they saw The Shadow ri ght behind them H s automatic was out
frombeneath his cloak. It was | eveled toward the door; his whisper ordered
hi s
conpani ons to be ready. Hopel ess though it seemed, Marquette and Cardona
copi ed
The Shadow s ai m

A dozen seconds |ingered; the only sounds that disputed the room of doom
were the screeches of old TimWdrup. Then, at the end of those interm nable
nmonents, came the result on which The Shadow counted. As if inpelled by The
Shadow s gaze, the door of the front passage slid open

For a full second Marquette and Cardona stared, unbelieving; then cane

t he
answer to the nystery. Fromthe blind angle canme two figures. Revolvers
glimered; lips snarled, as two pairs of eyes saw Vic and Joe upon the steps.

New visitors had ventured to the underground lair - a pair whom The
Shadow
had expected at hal f past eight, but whom neither the master crook nor Tim
Wadrup had expected at all. The automatic door had slid back to admt the
timely pair: Turk Dorth and Slink Ratzler

Turk and his toady had crossed The Shadow s trail before. They had
repeated their mstake, to produce the very break on which The Shadow had
depended in his rescue of Marquette and Cardona.

CHAPTER XI X
THE LAW MOVES ANEW

REVOLVERS barked wildly, as crooks faced nmen of the law. Turk Dorth was
the first to fire; he had dodged back toward the angle of the passage. H's
shot
was bad, for Cardona and Marquette were diving | ow upon the steps. Joe fired a
return bullet as he flattened; but his effort was as wide as Turk's.

Slink and Marquette were aimng, gun for gun. Before their fingers could
press triggers, an automatic booned fromthe bottom of the steps. Shooting
| ow,
The Shadow bl asted a shot between the shoul ders of Cardona and Marquette. Hi s
bul l et winged Slink Ratzler.

Joe and Vic sprang forward as The Shadow fired again, this time for Turk



Dorth. The Shadow s linted field of range brought luck to the squatty bank
robber. Turk dived back past the corner, unscathed, with Marquette and Cardona
after him

Bot h nmade a qui ck dash. The Shadow had ordered it. The reason was pl ain,
when they passed the opened door. The barrier responded when they crossed the
i nner beamof light. It was sliding shut before The Shadow coul d reach the
st eps.

The Shadow had foreseen this. The opening was w de enough for only two.
He
had instructed Vic and Joe to keep going, once they started. Wen they passed
t he beam beyond the angle, the door woul d open again. Unfortunately, the
rescued nen had an obstacle. Turk Dorth was alive to block their exit.

The Shadow s bit of bad luck - that restricted shot toward Turk - m ght
| eave hi m dooned bel ow.

The Shadow had rescued Marquette and Cardona. It was their turn to
reverse
the favor.

A brief half mnute was all that had passed; but in that tine, another
factor had returned. The Shadow had not forgotten old Ti m Wadrup. Turning
about, he saw the counterfeiter staring fromthe closed door beyond the
screen.

Wadrup had heard the gunfire that preceded the exit of Cardona and Marquette.

Seei ng The Shadow, Wadrup realized what had happened. Frustrated in his
vengeance toward the master crook; placed in a spot where he was sure to die,
Wadrup saw one | ast opportunity to release his venom He sprang for the
machi ne
gun, intending to riddle The Shadow with a hail of bullets.

WTH a minute nearly spent, The Shadow had no time for strategy. He took
to the steps, pressed hard against the closed door, ready for the nmonent that
it opened. Aimng across the room he punped rapid shots that clanked the
nmuzzl e of Wadrup's nachi ne gun

A smal |l | oophol e woul d have enabl ed The Shadow to clip the nan beyond the
screen. But Wadrup's screened pill box needed no | oophol es and therefore had
none. The Shadow s one chance was to put the machi ne gun out of conmm ssion

The range proved too great. The bullets that clanked the | oom ng gun
nout h
nmerely nicked it, as they deflected.

WAdrup was sw ngi ng the nmachi ne gun as his bony fingers sought the
trigger. Two seconds nore were all that the crazed counterfeiter needed. This
time, the luck becane The Shadow s. The bl ocking door slid suddenly past his
shoul der. Pressed agai nst the openi ng edge, The Shadow | aunched into the
passage. He was gone before the door was conpl etely open

Wadrup howl ed his disappointment. Viciously, he fingered the gun trigger,
on the hope that The Shadow woul d return

Sonet hi ng had happened in the passage, just beyond Wadrup's range of
vi sion. Weeling through, The Shadow | ocked squarely with a driving figure. He
had his chance to aim but his gun was enpty. The Shadow s only course was a
grapple. The light fromthe steps gave hima view of his opponent. The nan who
had net The Shadow was Turk Dort h.

The cl osing of the door had brought darkness to the passage. Turk had
gri pped with Cardona and Marquette. Joe, renenbering The Shadow s adnonition
had managed to break free and continue onward. He had passed the outer beam
i nvi sible nechani sm had operated to open the door and gi ve The Shadow outl et.

Vic was still at the angle. The T-man was witness to the struggle between
The Shadow and Turk Dorth, for they were against the light fromthe | ower
lair.

Vic waited, although he could do nothing. It was inmpossible to distinguish one
[ urching struggler fromthe other



Bri ef seconds brought a sudden finish. Vic saw a cl oaked arm go backward
against the wall, as Turk pressed The Shadow. A gloved arm shoved hi gh, broke
free. Its fist sledged downward, carrying the weight of an automatic. Whether
the bl ow struck or mssed, Vic could not see. Both grapplers took a dangerous
lurch toward the steps to the room bel ow.

It was old Ti mWadrup who first saw the finish. He was covering those
steps with his machi ne gun. He saw a bl ack-garbed formlunge into view, then
twi st about. To WAdrup, it |ooked as though The Shadow s cl oak peel ed away, as
a figure roll ed headl ong down the steps. Before huddl ed arns could halt the
fall, Wadrup broke | oose with the machi ne gun

The rain of bullets jounced the body like a puppet figure, twisted it,
writhing, back upward on the floor. The steel barrier had slithered shut above
t he corpse, when Wadrup stopped his fire.

A yellowed face |ay sidewi se on the floor, turned toward Wadrup's
pill-box. Wadrup cackl ed happily; his chattered | augh was to continue during
the three minutes of life that still remained to him The squattiness of the
corpse neant nothing to the crazed counterfeiter

Wadrup was to die without the know edge that The Shadow had el uded him
The man who had plunged fromthe steps was Turk Dorth.

PAST the cl osed barrier, The Shadow was gl eaming his flashlight. He was
at
the angle where Slink Ratzler lay dead at the feet of Vic Marquette. Up ahead,
Joe Cardona heard The Shadow s tone. Joe stepped aside to |l et The Shadow | ead
t he way.

Joe or Vic might have blundered along the path to safety. The Shadow,
apparently, had renenbered the turns in reverse fashion fromhis downward
trip.
He paced the way with uncanny speed. The nmen who foll owed himthrust through
t he
dar kness, taking the flashlight's glow as their unfailing beacon

They had reached the | evel of the old house cellar when the expl osion

cane
from bel ow.

It was a dull, strange runble, that blast. The whol e ground qui vered,
| ong

echoes poured upward fromthe depths; crashes came from col | apsi ng passages.
The

reverberations ended as a ceiling tunbled from above the |last steps that the
escaping trio had passed. That fall bl ocked all sound fromthe tonb that had
swal | owed Ti m Wadrup and his counterfeiting plant.

Smal | stones shook | oose al ong the passage where The Shadow | ed t he way.
They gl anced off his shoul ders and those of the two who followed him The
openi ng anong the bricks was changed when they reached the cellar of 911. So
were the rickety steps that led to the ground fl oor.

The Shadow warned his conpanions to wait, while he crept up the steps.
Cardona and Marquette followed, in turn, each al one.

Gaps had broken in the fl oor of the abandoned shoe-repair shop. The sweep
of The Shadow s torch showed dangerous cracks along the walls, stretches that
were slowy | engthening. Those tokens showed need for speed along the finish
of
the route. The Shadow flicked his |ight ahead, ordered his compani ons through

There was a runble fromthe old house, as the rescued men sprang across
the sidewal k. Turning as they reached the street, they saw The Shadow s |i ght
com ng through the tilted doorway. The brick front wall |eaned toward the
street. Its mass plunged with a quiver as Vic and Joe flattened agai nst the
bui I di ng across the way.

They saw t he downcom ng structure engul fing The Shadow | i ke a descendi ng
tidal wave. It was the speed of his long strides that carried himclear of the



crashing pile. The Shadow was across the curb, within a dozen feet of Vic and
Joe, when the shaken masonry hit the street.

Boundi ng bricks were all that reached The Shadow, their force was spent.
The Shadow s |ight snapped off as he turned to view the gap that had reached
the ground | evel between the two |oft buil dings opposite. Al that remnai ned of
No. 911 was a pile of debris that stretched beyond the center of the street.

IT was half a minute before Joe Cardona could shake off the numbness that
gri pped him Speaking to Vic Marquette, he found that the T-man had
experi enced
t he sane reaction. Cardona, though, was thinking quickly. He voiced his
t hought s
in disjointed phrases:

"The brain behind it - the one who trapped us - he's gone to the bank -
nine o' clock -"

Mar quette caught the significance. Woever he mght be, the inside man
who
handl ed crime would have to be at Leddi son's com ng conference to cover up his
recent action. The killer had made a final decree of death; had seen it to its
apparent conpletion. To disavow all connection with it, he would have to reach
t he Nort hwark National Bank by nine.

The nmurderer had gained anple tinme to make the trip. The question was how
soon Cardona and Marquette could reach the sanme destination. Joe's watch
showed
that it was ten minutes before the hour. A speedy taxi trip would get themto
t he bank soon after nine.

Cardona started to draw Marquette toward the corner; then renenbered
somet hi ng. Joe brought out his own flashlight, ran its gl ow al ong the wall
besi de him He expected to see The Shadow, but the cl oaked rescuer was gone.

As he turned off the flashlight, Cardona heard an answer to his action
just as if his use of the |light had been a spoken question. A parting |augh
toned from somewhere in the darkness; its quiver carried the note of a
conmmand.

The Shadow had heard Cardona's words to Marquette. He had gai ned news of the
com ng conference. His final |augh was an approval of Cardona's plan

The | aw had gained the final trail that it desired. Like ghosts froma
tomb, Joe Cardona and Vic Marquette were on their way to find the master
nmur der er whose decree of death had been amended by The Shadow.

CHAPTER XX
DI SPUTED EVI DENCE

THE cl ock outside the Northwark National Bank showed quarter past nine,
when Cardona and Marquette arrived there. The big front door was cl osed; but
lights showed through barred wi ndows. Those of the president's office were
nost
conspi cuous. Their glow indicated that the conference had begun

I ndi cati ons changed, however, when Cardona and Marquette turned the
cor ner
that brought themto the night door on the side street. They ran squarely into
a
man who was standing there. He was Ral ph Creeve, the head teller

Though usual Iy enotionl ess, Creeve showed a change of expression when he
saw Cardona. He | ooked suspiciously toward Marquette, as if wondering who the
T-man was. Then, with a slight [augh, Creeve renarked:

"CQuess you'll miss out on the conference, too, inspector. |'ve been
wai ting here since quarter of nine, trying to get in."



Cardona eyed Creeve steadily; w thout changing his gaze, Joe nudged his
thunb toward the night bell and questioned:

"Have you rung it yet?"

"I said that |'ve been trying to get in,
"Nobody answers. The bell isn't working."

Joe was about to ask another question, when a cab wheeled up to the curb.
Fromit stepped Daniel Jennery. The cashier's face tw tched when he saw
Car dona
standing with Creeve.

"I - 1 didn't know you intended to be here, inspector,’
Jennery,

"I understood - from M. Leddison, of course - that this was to be purely a
bank

matter. I'msorry that | was late. | nust say" - Jennery winced a snile -

"t hat

| amrather astonished."

Once again, Cardona was confronted with equal possibilities. Both Creeve
and Jennery had indicated surprise; but both had covered it, each in his own
fashi on. Wiich of them had amazerment at sight of Cardona, alive, was sonething
that Joe intended to determine. It struck Cardona that the best way was to get
the conference started. He concentrated on the matter of the night bell

"Creeve says it's out of order," Joe told Jennery. "He can't get in."

A sharp snmile showed on Jennery's lips. The cashier eyed Creeve
suspi ci ousl y.

"Nonsense, "'

returned Creeve, testily.

expressed

decl ared Jennery. "That bell is never out of order."

STEPPI NG up, Jennery jabbed the bell-button in brisk, nervous fashion. He
waited, with a confident smle, his eyes blinking as they stayed on Creeve. At
the end of half a minute, Brady opened the door. The watchman recogni zed the
arrivals.

"What's wong with the night bell,"’
sl eepi ng somewhere, Brady?"

"Been right here, M. Creeve," grunbled the watchman, "like M. Leddi son
told me to be. Been waiting here since eight o' clock, he has. In his office,
expecting you might be early.”

Cardona nudged Marquette. The T-man kept close to Creeve, an arrangemnent
upon whi ch Joe and Vic had deci ded. Jennery had stopped to try the night bell
Cardona remained with him Wen the cashier jabbed the button, the bel
cl anged
fromthe opened door.

"It's jamred, maybe," comrented Creeve. "Jennery poked it hard. That's

demanded Creeve. "Or have you been

why

it | oosened." Leddison was at the door of his office when the group arrived.
He

was annoyed at Creeve and Jennery for their tardiness; then sniled as he
turned

to Cardona

"I thought you were always punctual, inspector," remarked Leddi son. "I
cannot chide you as | do ny enpl oyees; but, after all, | expected them here
early."

Leddi son had observed Marquette. Cardona introduced the T-man. Mention of
Marquette's nanme brought all instant response from Leddi son. The bank
pr esi dent
shook hands with Vic; then plucked a meno pad from his desk.

"This will interest you, inspector,"” said Leddison to Cardona. "It was

here on ny desk when |I arrived at eight o'clock.”

The pad contai ned a nessage for Cardona from headquarters. It stated that
he woul d find Marquette at the Anboy Hotel, registered under the name of J. E
Fal kin. The pad was stanmped with the time: 4 p.m



"That was hal f an hour before | called headquarters!" exclai med Cardona
to
Marquette. "They said they'd been trying to get me, to tell me what the
Savannah
police had reported. Only they didn't say they'd given the dope over the wre.
You say you just found this, M. Leddison?"

"I left the office at three," explained the bank president. "I returned,
this evening, at eight."

Cardona renenbered that Brady had nentioned the tine of Leddison's
arrival. Joe was doing sone quick cal cul ation. There had been a | apse of four
hours while the nessage had |lain on Leddison's desk. That could explain
pl enty.

"Who received this nmessage?" queried Joe. "Sonmebody nust have stanped
it."

"A secretary answered the tel ephone,” the reply was made by Jennery. "She
told me that there was a nessage from headquarters, to be left here for
| nspect or Cardona."

"And you told her -"

"To stanp it and leave it on M. Leddison's desk, in case you called.
Afterward, | forgot it."

"You read the nessage then?"

"No. | was at ny desk outside."

"Who cane into the office?"

"No one. That is, | saw no one enter -

"But you think someone was in there?"

"Yes. Creeve night have been.”

Cardona swung to the head teller. Creeve's eyes glittered their anger
toward Jennery.

"I"l1l explain that," snapped Creeve. "I left sone statenents on Jennery's
desk. They came from M. Leddison's office. Yes, | was in there; but it was
before four o' clock. |I took the statenents to nmy wi ndow, checked them and
brought themto Jennery's desk. | put themthere after four."

THE rivalry between Creeve and Jennery had broken out anew. Leddi son
rapped for silence; when it came, he spoke to Cardona.

"Kindly tell us," requested Leddison, "just what bearing these
circunstances have on the case.”

"A good suggestion," returned Cardona, facing Jennery and Creeve.
"Somebody | earned about Marquette being in town and guessed that | was up
there
seeing him The two of us were decoyed down to Gannett Street. We just escaped
a
bi g expl osion there. There was a fellow, though, who didn't get out of it.
That
was Turk Dorth."

"The crimnal you sought!" exclaimed Leddi son. "Then he set the expl osive
there -"

"Not a chance," broke in Cardona. "The place we raided was a
counterfeiting plant. W brought al ong sone evidence that will interest you,
M. Leddison." Cardona turned to Vic. "Yours first, Marquette."

The T-man fished in his weighted pocket, brought out a flat netal plate
that he had carried fromWadrup's table. He laid the plate on Leddi son's desk.
To it, he added some of the crisp counterfeit bills fromWadrup's overrun

Leddi son showed puzzl ement. He asked what connection these coul d have

with
t he bank robbery. Marquette gave the answer:
"These bills match the stuff that was taken fromyour vault, M.
Leddi son.
Your whol e reserve fund was counterfeit!"”



"I npossi bl e!" excl ai red Leddi son. "We could not be deceived by fraudul ent
currency. No one could have foisted such bills upon us."

It was Cardona's turn. Joe produced the list that went with the sanpl es
of
real noney.

"A couple of loose bills that were sneaked to Wadrup," expl ai ned Joe,
tappi ng the cash. "Here's the list of the bank fund. VWadrup printed
dupl i cat es,
just so things would be covered if the fund was checked, bill for bill."

BEFORE Leddi son coul d make conmment, Jennery was on his feet. Excitedly,
the cashier pointed to Creeve and broke | oose with the accusation

"There's the culprit! | knew that it nust have been an inside job. This
proves it! | can say what | think. Since the noney was exchanged while it was
in our vault, no one can dispute nmy argunent. Creeve was too willing to cone

fromhis post the night the robbers were here."

Jennery curbed his excitenent; his eyes stopped their blink and his gaze
narrowed as he added:

"Even tonight, Creeve had an alibi. He clainmed that the night bell would
not ring. He wanted us to think that he had been outside here for the | ast
hal f
hour . "

Jennery's accusation swng attention to Creeve. The teller received the
cashier's thrust with a contenptuous smile. Wen Jennery had subsi ded, Creeve
actual Iy | aughed.

"Jennery speaks of mnmy opportunities,” he declared. "He forgets to nention
that he had the same. He had access to the vault. He could have swapped the
currency. He was the first man whom the raiders approached. He showed hinsel f
yel l ow t hat ni ght, because he wanted the robbery to succeed.

"As for tonight, when Jennery pressed the night bell, it rang. He could
have jamed it beforehand, to prevent my early entry, because he wanted to
accuse ne of crime. He says that | have no alibi. Were is his? It's odd that
Jennery, the subway rider, should show up here in a cab. Wiy did you,
Jennery?"

The cashier sputtered an excuse. He had del ayed at the hotel; being | ate,
he had thought it necessary to take a cab fromthere. Mention of the hotel
br ought anot her smooth question from Creeve.

"You live at the Marigold, don't you, Jennery?" quizzed the teller
"That's the place where Hady was murdered [ ast night. Not very long after you
arrived there, was it?"

Creeve's question brought a shrewd return from Jennery. The cashier

shapped:
"How do you know when | arrived back at the hotel |ast night?"
"Because | saw you," replied Creeve. "|I was outside in a taxi -"

"So you could watch for Hady!"

Jennery sl apped his stroke home before Creeve realized the fault of his
own statenment. The teller chewed his lips; then stormed his reply.

"I was watching you, Jennery, because you had been snoopi ng around where
I
lived. | had to cover you, in self-defense. You re the crook and you know it!
Your gane was to plant suspicion on ne!"

"Quite the opposite,” sneered Jennery. "You brought Hady to the Hote
Mari gol d because | lived there. You wanted to throw suspicion ny way. | didn't
realize it at first; but, later -"

LEDDI SON was poundi ng the desk sternly. Cardona and Marquette were on
their feet, revolvers drawn. Jennery cringed back in his chair at sight of the
guns. Creeve sat rigid, his face sullen



"The | aw wi Il deci de between you," pronounced Leddison. "Wth the
evi dence
at hand, the true culprit can be revealed. Let ne add the only testinony that
I

can offer. This evening, | decided to hold a conference here. | called
I nspect or Cardona and left word for him After that, | called you, Jennery;
and

you al so, Creeve

"It seens obvious that since | set the conference at nine o' clock, one of
you - the culprit - decided to act before that hour. That explains one
i mportant point. It tells why Cardona and Marquette were hoaxed, and drawn to
the trap that they have mentioned."

Leddi son finished with an outward sweep of both arms, to indicate that
t he
case had entirely left his hands. Marquette nudged Creeve with a gun muzzl e,
forced the stolid teller to his feet. Cardona did not have to urge Jennery.
The
cringing cashier came up with his hands shaki ng pleadingly.

Gravely, Leddison | ooked from Creeve to Jennery. Hi s headshake expressed
both sorrow and doubt. He seened to regret the treachery that had conme within
these walls; at the sane time, he was displaying the sane puzzl enent that
ot hers had shown before, over the choice between Jennery and Creeve.

Mar quette and Cardona, too, were perplexed. Vic kept a steady eye on
Creeve, who m ght prove dangerous. Joe, fearing nothing fromJennery, had
opportunity to gather the exhibits from Leddi son's desk

As he did, Cardona | ooked again toward the bank president, in hope that
Leddi son mi ght have thought of sone new angl e.

The change that Cardona saw on Leddi son's face was a startling one. The
ponpous man was staring straight toward the door of the office; his bantam
figure was rigid. The sound that came from Leddison's |lips was a sharp intake
of breath.

Cardona swung in the direction of Leddison's gaze. A burst of sardonic
mrth acconpani ed Joe's pivot.

Jennery heard it and sank to a chair, aghast at the sinister tone. The
| augh brought a reaction from Creeve, whose clenched fists trenbled. Both saw
the figure of The Shadow on the threshold; that cl oaked shape, w th burning
eyes above the | oom ng nuzzle of an autonmatic.

The arrival of The Shadow had quailed the innocent with the guilty. To
Cardona and Marquette, it neant an answer to the question that vexed them All
doubt regarding a man of super-crinme would be cleared before they left this
of fice.

The Shadow had cone to reveal the identity of the master brain who had
covered a million-dollar theft with ruthless nurder

CHAPTER XXI
CRI ME REVEALED

THE SHADOW S entry startled nen accused of crime. It astounded Vic
Marquette and Joe Cardona. The last they had seen of The Shadow was at the
house on Gannett Street. Sonmehow, he had arrived here with them

It was Joe Cardona who guessed the answer. He renenbered the incident at
t he ni ght door; how Marquette had gone ahead with Creeve, while Joe remai ned
with Jennery. After that, Joe and the cashier had wal ked in together. It was
not until they joined the group ahead that Brady, the watchman, had returned
to
cl ose the door.

It struck Cardona that The Shadow had been a witness to the outside
scene;



that his keen brain night have detected a flawin Creeve's story, or
Jennery's.

It was plain, too, that The Shadow had |istened outside this office door; that
he knew all the details of the accusations hurled by Jennery and Creeve.

Coul d The Shadow change the bal ance of evidence, to weigh the scales
agai nst one or the other? Could he provide new clues, obtained in his own
i nvestigations, to bring the nmurderer to light?

To Joe, The Shadow s arrival nust mean that he could crack the case; and
Vic Marquette shared the opinion. The gl ances exchanged by police inspector
and
T-man were proof of their nutual belief.

The words that The Shadow spoke were a pronouncenent that foretold a
judgment. They crept through the stilled room and brought back strange echoes,
as though the walls thenselves were in The Shadow s service.

"A nmurderer is with us," spoke The Shadow. "He has gained his spoils. He
has di sposed of all who aided his purpose. He has closed every trail. No
guestioning can make himbetray his nmoves of crine."

Movi ng sl owy, The Shadow s automatic changed its line. It noved across
from Creeve to Jennery; back over the same field.

"That rurderer belongs to the |law, " added The Shadow. "Therefore, the |aw
shall have him Once facts are told, the truth will be apparent. W begin with
one assunption. The killer had access to the bank vault. That fact is
recogni zed.

"He renmoved a million dollars. He placed false funds in the vault. He
arranged a robbery, to cover up his crine and make his wealth secure. |In doing
so, he left all details to the robbers thensel ves.

"Recal |l the circunmstances of that robbery. Consider one detail that has
been overl ooked. To secure his unearned funds, this man of crine needed his
own
life. It was sonmething that he would not hazard."

The words drilled hone, yet their significance did not quite dawn upon
Joe
Cardona, the man nost closely associated with the case. As Cardona pondered,
The
Shadow spoke agai n.

"I speak to one man," he announced. "I tell a rmurderer that the thrust he
made to conceal his own identity was the proof that | required. It placed the
indelible print of crime upon him | allowed himliberty; he used it for

further murder. But his crimes were directed only agai nst the acconplices who
served him nmen who deserved their fate."

AGAI N, The Shadow s statenment was only partially clear to Cardona. The
ace
saw why The Shadow had | et the case continue. The di scovery of Wadrup's
counterfeiting lair had been worth the delay in bringing a crimnal to
justice.
What Joe could not figure was how the nurderer had reveal ed hinself to The
Shadow.

However, The Shadow expected the killer to understand; that was
sufficient. It nmeant that the master of crime could bluff no longer. If he
i gnored the law, he would have to face The Shadow. The murderer could expect
no
mercy fromthe black-clad being whose Iife he had so often tried to take.

Silently, The Shadow stepped back to the doorway. He shifted out into the
di mess of the banking room He was |eaving the lighted office to the |law but
The Shadow s presence still remained. He was an invisible listener, waiting to
hear all that followed.

Unl ess a crimnal spoke up, The Shadow woul d return. That was sufficient
threat; but Cardona decided to apply an urge of his own.



Movi ng to Leddi son's desk, Cardona took his stand beside the bank
president. He notioned Marquette to a spot where the T-man woul d have a flank
coverage on both Jennery and Creeve. The door needed no guard. The Shadow was
sonewhere outside it.

Vic saw logic in Cardona's suggestion and noved to the position that Joe
i ndi cat ed.

"We' || go back to the start," declared Cardona, grimy, to Jennery and
Creeve. "Which one of you fixed things so he took no chances?"

"Not |," pleaded Jennery. "I was threatened fromthe first -

"Threatened by nen you hired," broke in Creeve. "Their guns were spiked,
so far as you were concerned. You bluffed it, Jennery!"

"You were the bluffer, Creeve. You pretended that you wanted to nmake a
fight for it."

"And you stopped me. How could | have known that you would do that?"

"Because | had been told about the bonb -"

Jennery stopped short. His twitching face showed that he was reliving the
scene of the robbery. His blinky eyes were bulging in their sockets. Jennery
forgot Creeve; forgot everything but his own dil enma. Concentrating upon
Cardona, the cashier gasped a plea that was inspired by his recollection of
The
Shadow s st atenent.

"That's it!" cried Jennery. "That's what he meant! The bonb - in the
chandelier! It proves ny innocence! That bonmb was set to go off - with nen
outside to handle it - witnesses said that Turk Dorth gave the signal - only
somet hi ng happened to the nen outside -"

GULPI NG for breath, Jennery reached the desk, planted both hands upon it
and held his crablike pose. He tilted his dryish face toward Cardona. He
cur bed
hi s nervousness as he added, in nore coherent fashion

"Can't you see that the bonb proves ny innocence? How could | have been
secure, with Turk Dorth handling it? It was too dangerous for a bluff, that
bonb. It would have hel ped if the bank had been bl own. Turk Dorth wanted to
bl ast the place."

"You know a | ot about Turk Dorth, don't you?" put in Cardona, gruffly.
"Where did you dig up that fron®"

"From your own findings," returned Jennery. "Those crooks - Turk and
Ski bo
- woul dn't have given thensel ves away, if they' d expected to | eave w t nesses.
You said that yourself, inspector."

Cardona renenbered that he had said it. If anything was certain, it was
the fact that Turk had wanted to bl ow the bank. It accounted for Skibo's open
entry; his bold chat with Jennery. It explained why Turk had not covered his
[inpy stride.

In fact, Cardona had seen the nerit of Jennery's entire argument. Joe's
sharp questions were nerely a matter of policy. Jennery's fitting reply
clinched the matter. Jennery was right.

"You're clear, Jennery," decided Cardona. "Sit down, while | talk with
Creeve. "

The teller was leaning forward fromhis chair, his face el ated. He spoke
up for hinself.

"You can forget me, too," declared Creeve. "I was in the same boat with
Jennery. If that chandelier had been touched off, 1'd have gone to blazes with
him"

Wth that, Creeve turned in his chair, thrust out his hand to Jennery, as
token that their fetid was quits. Puffing from excitement, Jennery received
Creeve's clasp. Cardona eyed the pair suspiciously.

"Wait a minute," snapped Joe. "This doesn't fit. Somebody got into that
vault beforehand, to haul out the real million. If it wasn't one of you two,



who el se could -
An incredible answer halted Cardona. Before he could phrase the
ast oni shi ng thought that struck him Joe saw Marquette nake a quick shift. Vic
was facing the desk; he was swi nging his revol ver past Cardona. The T-nan
uttered an order that nmeant business:
"Hold it, therel One inch nore and I1'll shoot! Up with them"

CARDONA swung about. He saw the man whom Vic's gun covered. Al exander
Leddi son had been spotted in a cunning nove. Though standing, the bank
president had his hand on a line just below the desk. His fingers had found a
desk drawer; were starting a dip when Vic had seen it.

Leddi son's hands cane reluctantly upward. Cardona covered him nmet the
glare of fierce eyes that peered froma distorted, purpled face.

Mar quette reached the desk with a bound, snatched out the revolver. The
T-man frisked the bank president, while Cardona kept him covered.

Jennery and Creeve sat as silent wi tnesses. To them the unbelievable had
been reveal ed. Yet there was no other answer. Qutside of Creeve and Jennery,
only one man had | one access to the bank vault. That man was Al exander
Leddi son.

The bank president had been absent at the tine of the robbery. Absent as
he al ways was, on Friday evenings; but on that occasion, because of an
i nsi di ous reason

Leddi son, the brain of crinme, had expected Turk Dorth to do his worst. An
expl osion after the robbery woul d have covered any chance trails to the master
of crime. That was why Leddi son - through Mophrey - had urged the installation
of the bonb-bearing chandelier as Turk's prelimnary nove.

The expl osi on had m ssed; but Leddi son had been prepared. He had shifted
suspicion to Jennery and Creeve; divided it between them Those snart tactics
had kept the | aw uncertain.

Jennery and Creeve had furthered Leddi son's purpose by their suspicion of
each other. By pushing the investigation hinself, Leddison had covered up the
one weak point. Only The Shadow had spotted the fact that the man who managed
crime would not have dared be in the bank the night the robbers cane.

The Shadow had noted nore - sonething that only Leddi son knew. The
Shadow s statenment to the nurderer had made Leddi son's bluff a holl ow one.
Leddi son had understood The Shadow s declaration, that the nurderer had
betrayed hinsel f.

Leddi son renmenbered how The Shadow had cone here as Cranston. He recalled
his own pl easure when he had heard The Shadow give a pretext regarding his
i njured side.

Leddi son had seen The Shadow at the club the night before, guised as
Cranston. At that tine, The Shadow had di splayed no sign of a recent injury.
Theref ore, Leddi son had guessed the true cause of the hurt: the bullet that
Leddi son himsel f had fired.

That was why Leddi son had pl anted the bonb beneath his |inousine, to
bl ast
The Shadow s car when it foll owed. Leddison had overlooked the result if his
nmove failed. H's thrust had given himaway. Neither Jennery nor Creeve had
seen
The Shadow as Cranston, the night before. Neither had reason to doubt The
Shadow s story of being kicked by a horse.

Leddi son's crime was known. Wth one statenment, The Shadow had gi ven the
law its trail to the master crook. Wth a second statenent, he had shown
Leddi son the folly of denial. The rest had been a certainty.

Five mnutes after The Shadow had stepped fromthe Iinelight, Al exander
Leddi son stood exposed as the man of nurder whose capture the | aw desired.

CHAPTER XXI |



WEALTH REGAI NED

WHEN hi s fum ng faded, Leddi son became cal m Fl anked by Cardona and
Marquette, the crooked bank president could make no further nmove. His |ips
formed a sour downturn, as he seated hinself in his chair.

It was the last time that Leddi son woul d occupy this desk as president of
the Northwark National Bank. H s choppy profile showed a change of expression
Leddi son's proud air had returned. He seenmed resolved to make the nost of this
final occasion.

"Deni al woul d be useless,"

boomed Leddi son, choppi ng each sentence short.

"My ganme is exposed. | failed to cover up the past. | was sure that | could
therefore, | took no precautions to care for this emergency."”

Per haps Leddi son's | oud tone was normal. Possibly it was intended to
carry

fromthe room to where The Shadow |istened. Wi chever the case, Leddison was
admtting conplete defeat, that all could hear. Jennery and Creeve, the nen
upon whom he had shifted the burden of suspicion, were witnesses to Leddison's
conf essi on.
"I wanted that mllion," resuned the master crook. "I knew of Fred Hady.
I
sumoned him here. He came, thinking that he would have to explain sone
swi ndl e
that he had attenpted. | saw that he was unrecogni zed by anyone in the bank. |
gave him sanples of currency fromthe reserve fund, which had a slight surplus
over amllion. | told Hady what | wanted. He agreed to sign up Ti m Wadrup."
Leddi son paused; he hesitated a nonment, then shrugged his shoulders as if
not hi ng matt er ed.

"Rollin, nmy chauffeur was in it," he declared. "I had himlook for a
suitable man to contact bank robbers. He found Mophrey. He told Mophrey to
cruise around here. | rode in the cab; told Myphrey what | wanted. He arranged
the rest.

"After the robbery, |I let Mphrey know that the funds were false.
of fered hima share of the real nmoney, if he would burn the counterfeit noney
that was left for me. |I followed Mphrey and killed him | had planned at
first

to delay his nmurder; but the occasion called for imrediate action."

LEDDI SON did not nention The Shadow. Perhaps he had some notion that he
could curry favor with the master sleuth who had defeated him Whatever the
reason, Leddison kept to the same policy with his next statement.

"I had a small bonmb in ny |linmousine," he declared - "one which | had
pl anned to put in Mphrey's cab. After a conference in this office, | saw a
chance to befuddle the trail. Jennery and Creeve had gone. | passed a note to

Rollin, with some letters, telling himto fix the bonb beneath my |inpusine.

"The passage of the car wheel started the short-tined fuse. The bonb
expl oded. That bl ast could have been set either by Jennery or Creeve; but you,
i nspector" - Leddi son | ooked shrewdly toward Cardona - "were inclined to bl ane
it on Turk Dorth. By that time, Turk knew that he was doubl e-crossed. So the
bonb - presumably placed for ne - deceived himalso. It nade himconfine his
pl ans of vengeance to Jennery and Creeve."

Leddi son refrained fromnention of the bonmb's nore inportant purpose -
that of finishing The Shadow. Yet, without that, the facts were sufficient to
establish Leddi son as a naster schener.

Cardona saw why the trail had becone nore conplex, as it went al ong.
Eventually, it would have left Turk Dorth so tangled in the affairs of Jennery
and Creeve that one or the other of those innocent nmen woul d have been
over burdened with circunstantial evidence.

"Toni ght," concluded Leddi son, "I found this nessage from headquarters.



had al ready arranged a trap for The Shadow. | saw a chance to take two others
with him That was why | called Marquette's hotel from here.™

Leddi son's face showed a malicious gleam He was thinking of how he had
mur der ed Fred Hady; how he had planned the end of Tim Wdrup, along with The
Shadow. He was pl eased at recollection of his own scheme to enmesh Cardona and
Marquette. Then, with a snarl, Leddi son added an afterthought

"How you escaped the trap, | do not know Except that it nmust have been
The Shadow s work -"

"We' || come to that later,"” interrupted Cardona. "Wat we want to know
right nowis where you've got the mllion dollars. Say!" Cardona | ooked past
Leddi son to the president's private safe, which stood against the wall. "Maybe
you stowed it here! That safe of yours wouldn't have been hurt by an expl osi on
in the maiin room You'd be the only man who'd have a right to open it."

CARDONA" S hunch was right. It explai ned why Leddi son's whol e gane had
col l apsed with his exposure, as The Shadow had foreseen. Once suspected,

Leddi son woul d have to open his safe for the law s inspection. The noney woul d
conplete his incrimnation

"Open the safe," ordered Cardona, "and while you're doing it, give us the
answer to sonething el se. How did you get down to Gannett Street and back
agai n, between eight and nine? You had tinme to nake it; you had your own route
into Wadrup's. But who let you in and out of the bank? Is Brady a crook, Ilike
Rol I'i n?"

Leddi son made no reply. He was thunbing the conbination of the safe. The
bi g door came open. The bank president pointed out the package that contai ned
the mllion dollars.

Cardona ordered Jennery and Creeve to tear the w appi ngs. They conpli ed.
Real currency showed its green stacks, with the high figures of big bills.

Eagerly, the cashier and the teller began to count the noney on the desk.
As they thunbed the sheaves of bills and checked themw th the list from
Wadrup' s, Cardona cane back to his former question

"\What about Brady?"

Leddi son shook his head.

"I could not afford to have an acconplice here in the bank," he decl ared.
"I wanted a conplete alibi. Wile the bank was undergoing alterations,
arranged a few details other than the chandelier. Qut of fairness to Brady, |
thi nk that you should know t hem "

Leddi son swung the door of the safe half shut. He pressed the dial
i nwar d.

It clicked. Leddison twisted it to the right.

"That disposed of the night bell,"” he added. "Naturally, there were tinmes
- like tonight - when | could not risk having Brady answer a call and bring
someone in here, to find ne absent. This connection was in operation while
Creeve was pressing the button outside. | had turned off the switch before
Jennery arrived, for I was back here by then."

Leddi son gave the knob another turn to the right.

"Anot her wired hook-up," he stated. "This controls the | ock on the night
door. It has opened automatically. And one can go in and out without calling
Brady. "

"Wait a minute," snapped Cardona. "Even with the night door open, you
couldn't have wal ked past Creeve."

"An excell ent point, inspector," approved Leddison, dryly. "It is one
t hat
| foresaw. So | installed another - and a better - route for passage."

STEPPING to the corner past the safe, Leddison reached into his pocket.
Cardona and Marquette were ready with their revolvers, even though Vic had
frisked Leddison, to find no weapons on him All Leddi son brought out was a



penkni f e.

He opened a bl ade and probed a crevice in the corner of the wall, beside
a
cl oset door. Swinging the door outward, Leddison revealed the interior of the
cl oset.

The knife blade had contacted a switch. The rear of the shallow closet
showed the edge of a sliding door. In a cranped space beyond the opening was a
spiral staircase, leading to the floor above

"This was installed during the bank alterations,"” remarked Leddi son. "I
have other servants, as conpetent as Rollin. One is an electrician and
mechani c; anot her a cabi net-maker. They cane in as workmen. Since | hold a
| ease on the second floor office above this one, the task of arranging a
private outlet was sinple."

The remai ning details were obvious. One point, however, inpressed Cardona
wi th Leddi son's cunni ng. The bank president had not let his own nen instal
t he
bonb- | aden chandelier. That job had been left to Turk, so that the bank robber
woul d not guess that other devices had been placed inside the bank

Jennery and Creeve had finished their quick count of the noney. Cardona
ordered themto wap the bills. He turned to Leddi son, with the brisk
announcemnent that they were going to headquarters.

The ponpous crook w nced; |ooked at a clock on his desk. The tinme was
f our
m nutes of ten; but Cardona saw no significance in the fact. He forgot that
Leddi son's conferences were invariably tinmed to exactly one hour

"I have nmore to tell," expressed Leddison. "I would prefer, if you are
willing, to conplete nmy confession here in the office -"
"Go ahead," interposed Cardona. "You nmight as well finish it, while we're

on the ground."

"It's about the nmoney," began Leddi son. He stepped toward the bundl es on
t he desk. "Jennery and Creeve have found it a few thousand dollars short of a
full mllion. Let ne have the small bundle; the one with the hundred-dollar
bills."

The package was not yet wapped. Jennery passed it over; then continued

to
wrap the other bundles, aided by Creeve. Leddi son began to sort the
hundred-dollar bills, muttering to hinself. Cardona gave a gl ance toward
Mar quette, caught the T-man's nod.
Vic agreed with Joe that Leddison was trying to stall for tine.
"Cut it," ordered Cardona. "It's time for us to start to headquarters."
Leddi son | ooked up fromthe noney. His eyes saw the clock, its hands
i ndi cating the exact hour of ten. He remai ned notionless, as though his ears
had detected a distant sound. Straightening, Leddison uttered a boonming cry:
"This way! Hurry! Look out for The Shadow - outside the office door

THERE was a clatter fromthe big banking room the dash of approaching
men; guns spoke; bullets raked the space where Jennery's desk was | ocated. No
shot responded from The Shadow.

Al exander Leddi son had tricked the |aw. H s opening of the night door had
admtted Rollin and other followers pronptly at the stroke of ten. Warned by
Leddi son's cry, the attackers had bombarded the spot whi ch Leddi son had
pi ctured as The Shadow s position.

Li ke Leddi son, Cardona and Marquette were positive that The Shadow had
been clipped. Joe and Vic bounded to the door of the office, to open quick
fire
on the invaders. They came face to face with five nen headed by Rollin.

Cardona and Marquette dropped back, firing as they regained the cover of
the office. Bullets splintered the doorway that they had | eft. The surge cane
onward. A nonent nore, the defenders woul d have been overwhel ned by the sweep



of nunbers.

Shots fromthe flank interrupted. The Shadow had chosen Creeve's own
booth, strongest of the tellers' w ndows. He had gone there, mnutes ago, to
cover any trouble that m ght be due.

Rol I'i n wheel ed, as he heard The Shadow s fire; saw a nman sprawl behind
him The chauffeur shouted for the crew to get The Shadow.

Crooks fired in unison. Their bullet-bearing cartridges were as usel ess
as
bl anks. The Shadow was | ow above the | edge; his eyes and gun nuzzle al one were
visible, and they were protected by the bars through which he fired. H's
foenmen, though, were plain targets.

Cool ly and deliberately, The Shadow coul d have picked off the entire
band;
but there were others who relieved himof that privilege. Since crooks had
turned toward The Shadow s wi ndow, Cardona and Marquette gai ned a chance for
flank fire; and used it.

The Shadow dropped Rollin. Joe and Vic took the rest with a fierce
barrage
of point-blank shots that enptied their guns. Echoes of the fray died in the
bi g
main room

Vic pointed to the outer door, where Brady was coming groggily toward the
office. Rollin had slugged the watchman, upon neeting himnear the door; but
Brady was not badly hurt.

Cardona renenbered soneone ot her than Brady. He thought of Leddi son
Turning toward the office desk, Joe saw the bank president struggling with
Jennery and Creeve. Marquette swung also, just in tine to see Jennery spraw
to
the floor, unhurt but out of conbat.

Creeve was husky enough to halt Leddi son; but the sinew teller was
battling a desperate nan. He punched for Leddi son and mi ssed. Leddi son's hand
cl awed the desk, found a rounded nmetal paperwei ght and hooked upward to
Creeve's jaw. The weighted fist staggered Creeve. He sagged.

LEDDI SON stood al one, as Cardona ai ned and tugged at his revol ver
trigger,
forgetting that the gun was enpty.

Mar quette threw away his own revol ver as he bounded forward. He sped his
hand to his pocket, tugged out Leddison's gun. It caught as he pulled it;
slipped as Vic gave a jerk. The | oaded revol ver ski med past Leddi son and
clattered to the cl oset door

Leddi son performed two actions. Wth his left armhe circled the stacked
bundl es of currency that represented the greater part of a mllion dollars.
Boundi ng away with his spoils, he stooped at the closet door, to grab up his
revol ver.

Sur pl us packages tunbled fromhis grasp. Leddi son ki cked them beyond the
secret door and | eaped after them

There, the bantam crook turned with his gun

Leddi son was dangerous. Bundles of noney lay at his feet. Another pile of
fl abby packages ran in a stack fromhis left hip to his shoul der, supported by
his left arm Above glimered the barrel of Leddison's revolver, matched by
t he
triunphant glitter of his eyes.

Leddi son wanted nore nurder. He saw nmen scranbling for the cover of the
desk and the door of the safe. He nmight have clipped any of them but he
preferred another target. Fromthe office door, Leddison heard the challenge
of
a fierce, sardonic |augh

The Shadow was arriving to neet the master crook



Rat her than pull the switch that would cl ose the path behind him
Leddi son
aimed for the office door. The Shadow whirled through before Leddi son expected
him The crook fired quick, inaccurate shots that sizzled wide.

The Shadow s gun nuzzle swung to aim as Leddi son made his second mi ss.
Cranped by the base of the spiral stairway, Leddi son managed to bob his head
and right arm past the edge of the sliding door

He was after the switch with his gun hand. A turn of his body kept only
his left side exposed. The | oosely packed bundles of bills protected him just
as a wad of noney had once served The Shadow. Leddi son's stacks were |arger
It
seened certain that no bullet could penetrate a |ayer that thick

Nevert hel ess, The Shadow fired. Leddison jolted. He swayed back into
Vi ew,
the bundles tunbling fromhis arms as he staggered forward. Hs left hand
clanped to a spot near his heart. The Shadow s shot had done nore than jolt
t he
crimnal. It had given Leddi son his death wound.

CARDONA and Marquette were springing forward. The Shadow canme with them
for they bl ocked his path of fire.

Leddison rallied; tried to aimfor the driving men. Vic and Joe spread,
The Shadow swept between them to thrust back Leddi son's gun hand. The
revol ver
hit the floor; Leddison's clawi ng hands went to The Shadow s throat.

Wth a strength that seened incredible for his small body, Leddi son
actual ly hurled The Shadow around toward the cl oset door. Jamred to the wall,
The Shadow s gun hand was cranped. He managed to get hold of Leddison's
fingers.

Twi sting, The Shadow pulled his gun hand free, for a stroke that would
have ended the crook's dying struggle. A gun spoke before The Shadow coul d
strike.

Joe Cardona had picked up Leddi son's gun. Jabbing it to the
master-thief's
side, Cardona had fired in The Shadow s aid. The added shot ebbed the |ast of
the crook's strength. Leddi son crunpled from The Shadow s grasp.

Cardona stooped over Leddi son's body, saw the nmurderer's eyes glare
glazily as his winced lips coughed their |last evil gasp. Marquette, picking up
a bundle fromthe floor, saw the hole that The Shadow s bullet had made on its
route to Leddi son's body.

Renenbering how a pad of bills had once saved The Shadow s |ife,

Mar quett e

ri pped open the package. | medi ately, he saw the m stake that Leddi son had
made.

The crook had picked up the bundl es exactly as Jennery and Creeve had piled
t hem

Loosely bundl ed, the bills were one upon the other. The Shadow had fired
at the edge of the stack; where Leddison had failed to drive a bullet through
a
t hi ck sheaf of papers, The Shadow s slug had knifed its way through a stack
t hat
spread when it received the pressure.

A HOLLOW I augh ended the silence. It canme fromthe spiral stairway.
Looki ng beyond the spot where bundl es of wealth lay ready for reclaim
Marquette and Cardona saw a cl oaked shape novi ng upward.

VWen Jennery and Creeve joined the gazing nmen, The Shadow was gone. He
had



chosen Leddi son's private outlet, to | eave the domai n where the bank president
had plotted crime and paid the penalty.

Only the echoes of The Shadow s | augh remmined. Quivering, they seened to
linger, bringing a chill clangor fromthe steel steps of the spiral stairs.
There was triunph in that solemm mirth. It told that justice had been served.

The Shadow, departing, had delivered the fruits of victory to the | aw

The Shadow woul d taste the fruits of victory again - but it would be acid
in his nmouth until he came face to face with "Quetzal ."

To Lower California would go The Shadow, as an undercover agent of the
United States government - to conbat "Quetzal," superspy! Then would the
fruits
of victory taste sweetest to the Master Crine-fighter!

THE END



