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CHAPTER |. DEATH DEFERRED
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THE man who stopped inside the doorway of the Cobalt Club was stubby in build, shabby of attire. His
plain face looked weather-beaten beneath his grizzled hair. He had taken off his hat - awed, perhaps, by
luxurious surroundings of New Y ork's most exclusive club.

Strong, squeatty fingers clutched the hat against the buttons of a threadbare overcoat. Colorless eyes
peered from the man'sflattish face, scanning everywhere, for someone the man expected to see.

The desk attendant questioned sharply:
"|s someone expecting you here, Sr?"'

That query wasthe usua opening to get rid of undesired vistors. The grizzled man did not catch itsirony.
Bluntly, hereplied:

"l must see Mr. Cranston. Mr. Lamont Cranston.”

The statement brought a gape from the attendant. Few members of the Cobalt Club would ever expect
s0 shabby avigtor asthisone, and Lamont Cranston least likely of al. Cranston was a reputed
millionaire, who favored only the most select circles.
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Recovered from his surprise, the attendant decided that the shabby man was either acrank or a
masquerader. He was ready to dismiss him curtly, when he remembered standing instructions concerning
Mr. Crangton.

All vistorswho inquired for the millionaire were to be treated cordidly. If Mr. Cranston happened to be
absent, they were to be encouraged to remain until he arrived, or could be reached by telephone. The
personnd of the club thought the order to be awhim on Cranston's part. They had never guessed the true
reason.

Lamont Cranston was The Shadow. Master-fighter who battled crime, he frequently covered histrue
identity under the guise of Cranston. There was dways chance of emergency wherein The Shadow might
require ameeting with some unexpected person. Therefore, he had issued the standing order.

"Sorry, Sr." The attendant used his most genia tone. "Mr. Cranston has not arrived thisevening. You are
welcometo wait here, inthelounge or library."

The weather-beaten stranger looked in the directions indicated. He glanced back at the outside door. He
balked at theidea of remaining in the club.

"Tdl Mr. Crangton I'll be back later."

"Hewould like you to remain -"

"I have acab outside. I'd rather ride around awhile. I'll be back. | wouldn't disappoint him."
"Your name, Sr?"

"Captain Danid Cray."

The attendant blinked as he heard the title. He wondered just what kind of a captain Cray could be. Cray
saw the attendant's expression; fidgeting with his hat, he explained:

"Better make it Skipper Cray. Old Skipper Dan, master of the schooner Hatteras. Mr. Cranston will
remember me, when you mention the name of the old five-magter.”

With alast look around the club lobby, as though doubting the attendant's statement of Cranston's
absence, "Skipper" Cray planked his battered hat on his grizzled brow. Turning, he shuffled toward the
outer door.

THERE was one man who had noticed the conversation at the desk. He was a club member of brusgue
manner and military appearance, whose short-clipped mustache went well with his broad fegtures. Every
one knew that club member. He was Ralph Weston, New Y ork's police commissioner.

Among hisfriends Weston counted Cranston. The commissioner was therefore interested when he saw
the vigtor who inquired for the millionaire. Stepping over to the desk, Weston asked:

"What did that fellow say his name was? Skipper Cray?'

"Y es, commissioner,” replied the attendant. "He claimed that Mr. Cranston would recognize the name.”
"Y ou asked him to wait here?’

"Y es. He declined. He seemed nervous about it."

Weston |ooked toward the inner rooms. They were deep, gloomy places, dmost like caverns. Oncein



the lounge or the library, a person would be cut off from exit to the Stret.
Wasthat why Cray refused to wait?

AsWeston asked himself the question, he decided that he ought to know more about Skipper Cray.
Striding through the outer door, Weston reached the sidewalk and looked along the street. He did not
see Cray. Turning to the doorman, Weston demanded:

"Whereisthe man who asked for Cranston?”
The doorman looked blank. Weston gave other details:

"The squatty man, with gray hair. Hisface |looked weather-beaten. He camein, holding hishat likea
beggar.”

"Thet fdlowm!"

The doorman pointed to ataxi, some thirty feet dong the street. The cab was starting to pull from the
curb; its driver was having trouble unwedging it from between two other cars.

"He got in that cab, commissioner,” said the doorman. "Want meto cal him back?"
"No. Wait amoment.”

Weston watched the cab, hoping for aglimpse of Cray. Asthe commissioner stared, the doorman spoke
suddenly:

"Here's Mr. Cranston now, commissoner.”

Weston looked to see alimousine halting at the club entrance. The doorman sprang to the car door; atdl
figurein evening clothes rose leisurdly to step to the curb. Weston saw ahawkish, masklike face. He
recognized Lamont Cranston.

Looking aong to the cab, Weston saw that it was amost clear. In another ten secondsit would be gone.
Weston wanted to witness the meeting between Cray and Cranston. He saw the chance dipping from
him. Weston showed speed. He shouted:

"Crangton!"

Ashisfriend looked toward him, Weston pointed to the cab with one hand; beckoned with the other.
Starting aquick jog toward the cab, Weston waved hisarms and called:

"Wait! Wait there, Cray! Hold that cab!"

The cab stopped abruptly, its nose toward traffic. It was Weston's turn to halt, an instant later. 1t was not
sight of Cray that stopped Weston; in fact, he did not glimpse the Skipper's face.

What Weston did see was a gun muzzle that jabbed through the opened rear window, just behind the
cab door. The revolver was aiming squarely for the police commissoner.

WESTON was rooted. Totally astonished, he made himsdlf a perfect target. His white shirt front, his
tuxedoed shoulders were aplain sight againgt the green cedar treesthat lined the wall of the Cobalt
Club.

Asthe cards stood at that moment, New Y ork City was due to have anew police commissioner on the



MOorrow.

Fortunately, other eyes had seen the glistening gun muzzle. They were the hawkish eyes of Cranston,
whose gaze had followed the commissioner's dash. While Weston hated, while the murderer in the car
poised his gun hand for sure aim, The Shadow sprang to action.

Though he still wore the evening attire of Cranston, he showed the speed that characterized The Shadow.
With whippet speed, he took adiving lunge across the sdewalk, straight for Weston. The commissioner
was bulky; but Cranston's drive bowled him over like a pillow-load of feathers.

With low, hard shoulder lunge, The Shadow sent Weston headlong through the cedars that fronted the
Cobalt Club. Hitting the space beyond, Weston plumped flat behind the wooden, earth-filled boxes at
the bottom of the trees. The crash was a hard one; particularly for Weston's dignity, but it preserved him
for the office of police commissioner.

The revolver stabs that came from the cab window sent bullets whistling past the very spot where
Weston had stood.

Those dugs did not find the figure of Cranston. The well-clad rescuer was on hands and knees, below
the line of fire. The murderer saw him, dipped hisgun to firelow. The aiming wesgpon veered atrifle.
Cranston was coming to hisfeet. The gunner expected to clip him as he took aforward step.

Instead the figure of Cranston bounded backward with atwist. Without a glance at the cab, The Shadow
had guessed what the murderer's move would be. The gun spat its deadly bullet. The shot waswide.

Swinging hadtily to gain another shot, the marksman was belated. Hislast bullets szzled abovethe
deserted sdewalk, asthe figure of Cranston dived between carsthat lined the curb.

Twicefailed, the man in the cab chose flight. His gun muzzle jabbed the cab driver's neck. The hackie did
not walit to question whether the revolver still held bullets. He had not counted the gun blasts. Hisonly
thought was to obey any ordersthat came from the rear seat, and trust that he would be alowed to live.

Waiting only until apassing car rolled by, the cabby started his machine out into traffic. Some cars had
sped clear; others were veering to the curb, their driversfrightened by the gunfire. There were shouts
from the sidewaks; shrillsof police whitles, but al werefar away.

The avenue had opened into a zigzag path. The scene was set for the getaway of the cab that had
brought Skipper Cray to the Cobat Club. A killer'sthrusts had failed; but the man himsdlf was on the
way to freedom.

CHAPTERII.CRIME'SVICTIM

COMMISSIONER WESTON, peering through the cedar branches, saw the cab beginitsflight. His
jarring fall, the reverberations of the gunfire, had combined to jolt Weston from his dumfounded state.
Weston cursed the fact that he was powerless. He, commander of law in New Y ork, with thousands of
men at hiscall! Watching amurder-maker depart without a chance to stop him!

AsWeston stared, he saw an amazing sight.

The cab was clear, dowing momentarily asthe driver yanked the gear to high. That instant gave an
opening, if anyone could take it; and one pursuer did.

Springing from beyond a parked car, just behind the space that the cab had |eft, was the figure of
Cranston. Weston was amazed at the swiftness of hisleisurely friend. With long, racing bounds, Cranston



was gaining on the cab. His chase ended with a spring that would have done credit to abroad jumper.

Just as the cab whipped into high, Weston saw Cranston land upon the rear bumper. Clutching the spare
tire, the millionaire clubman gained ahold. He did not stop there.

Crowding through the cedars, Weston reached the curb to spy Cranston making a swift upward climb
that ended on the cab top. Spread flat, he was above the stedl turret top, where bullets could not reach
him. Cranston had become a menace to the murderer.

That cab was marked. Wherever it went, traffic cops would see the clinging figure on the top. At any
time, he might make a surprise attack through one of the windows. Weston saw Cranston's hand move to
apocket. He remembered that hisfriend carried agun, by police permit.

The murderer had heard the thump upon the top of the cab. He must have recognized that he was
menaced by an armed pursuer, for the cab's course showed that the man within was giving new orders.
At the corner, the cab siwung hard to the |eft. The driver was trying to shake off The Shadow.

Weston saw Cranston take measures of hisown. Herolled to the high side of the cab, like ayachtsman
trimming ship. Asthe cab straightened, there was Cranston, safe on top. That was Weston's last view for
awhile. The cab had turned the corner.

ON the cross street came an obstacle that the murderer had not expected; with it, opposition that
threstened The Shadow.

Heeing cars from the avenue had partly blocked traffic, enough to hat the cab. They had gone against
traffic on aone-way street; and so had the cab, because the murderer thought aleft turn would be
tougher for The Shadow.

There was a space to the left of the tangled cars that were hafway aong the cross street; but the hackie
could not take it. Other automobiles weretrying to force through that narrow opening.

The cab jolted to a stop. The man insde was helpless. He could not reach the enemy on the cab top. If
he opened either door, he would fal prey to an attack from above.

If Weston had been there to witness that scene, he would have credited hisfriend, Cranston, with sure
victory.

That was before the opposing factor entered.

While The Shadow awaited the murderer's move, acar managed to thrust through from the opposite
direction. It was along, dull-colored touring car. Guns bristled from itsrear seat. Banked thugs were
there, ready for action.

They heard awild shout from within the cab. They saw the sprawled figure of Cranston on the top. Their
guns svung. They were the cover-up crew, stationed near, to insure the cab's flight.

The Shadow had no chance to meet this opposition. His position gave him no opportunity to shift. He
took the only course that offered. Gunmen howled asthey saw hisfashionably clad figureroll quickly
toward the right side of the cab top. Asrevolvers barked and a machine gun ripped, The Shadow was
dropping headlong to the curb, the cab a barricade between him and the death crew.

Crooks could not fire through the cab windows. The man whom they sought to cover wasinsde. The
murderer, in turn, wastoo late to guess The Shadow's move. Before he could swing to the window on
theright, the figure of Cranston had dropped below it.



Asthetouring car whizzed past, the murderer took another course. He shoved open the door on the | eft;
dammed it shut behind him. Diving among the tangled cars ahead, stooped low as he scurried, he came
to agtalled cab at the very front. He leaped aboard it, jabbed the driver with his gun.

All that was holding up that hackie was afender, locked with another car. The gun muzzle made him
forget the detaining factor. The cab whipped away, ripping its own fender along with the other. It took
the next corner at full speed and rattled into the clear.

The Shadow did not see the murderer's departure; but he heard the door slam. He leaped to the rear of
the stalled cab, to open fire at the touring car. Thugs saw the white shirt front of Cranston's attire; but
they missed their chance to open fire. The fighter whom they took for a high-hat meddler was quicker
with thetrigger.

The Shadow's bullets whined among the hoodlums, clipping the machine gunner and the pal beside him.
The driver stepped on the gas, while the others fired wild, hopeless shots from their departing car.

The Shadow aimed for arear tire; but could not fire. A sudden veer to the left carried the touring car
beyond a parked automobile.

POLICE carswere shrieking their approach along the avenue. The touring car swung |eft at the corner,
to flee southward on the avenue. The Shadow saw other cars speed after the thuggish crew. Then came
apouring of carsalong the side street. Thefirst wasapatrol car, with Commissioner Westoniinit.

"Thank Heaven, you're safel" exclaimed Weston, as he pounded The Shadow's shoulder. "What about
the murderer - thefdlow who tried to kill us?'

"He escaped,” was Crangton's cam reply. "The gang covered his dash to another cab ahead.”

Thedriver of the cab the murderer had first been in, stumbling from the front seet, heard Cranston's
statement and nodded. The hackie recognized the police commissioner and mumbled his apologies.

"I couldn't do nothin' else, commissioner,” he explained. "How it al happened, | don't know. Therewas
an old-lookin' guy told meto drive him to the Cobat Club an’ wait there. | waskind of dozin' whilel
waited. Next thing, a gun was poked against my neck -"

"We understand,” interrupted Weston, brusquely. Then, to The Shadow: "I know the identity of the man
who fired the shots. He claimed to be afriend of yours, Cranston.”

"A friend of mine?'

"Yes. But he acted suspicioudy at the club. He didn't want to wait there; and no wonder. He would have
been trapped, if he had started gunfire there.”

"What was his name, commissoner?’
"He cdled himsdf Cray. Skipper Dan Cray -"

Weston saw areflective gleam in the eyes of Crangton, asthough they were visuaizing aface from the
past. Weston added brief descriptive details of Cray's appearance:

"Grizzled hair - flat, weather-besten face - shabby clothes - hishat held tight in his hands -"
With nods, The Shadow marked each point; then spoke, in the reminiscent tone of Cranston:
"Skipper Dan. Old Daniel Cray -"



There was doubt, and Weston recognized it. Cranston, the judge of men, would not believe Skipper Dan
Cray to be afiend who dedlt in murder. Weston chewed hislips.

"Theré's no doubt about it, Cranston,” expressed the commissioner, dmost angrily. "l saw Cray mysdif!
The doorman knew which cab he entered. It was the only cab he could have boarded. Thisvery cab,
beside us!

"That'swhy | shouted to Cray. He fired the shots, as soon as he heard me. Even the driver hasidentified
him. Y ou may think well of Cray, but you're wrong thistime, Cranston. Cray was the man who tried to
murder both of us. The man who fled and escaped.”

AS Weston fumed, he saw anew expression on Cranston's face, as though the tall listener was
winnowing the facts as he received them, separating the false from the true. When Weston had finished,
he saw hisfriend step toward the cab. With one hand on the door, Cranston spoke.

"Sometimes even facts can deceive us," hetold Weston, solemnly. "When they do, we know that we
have bridged those facts with false conclusions. | believe you when you say that Skipper Cray cameto
the Cobalt Club; that he entered this cab to ride away.

"| agree dso that the interval was short; so brief that Cray could not have left the cab. But when you infer
from those factsthat Cray fired the shots, you are mistaken. Daniel Cray was not the man to dedl in
murder. He would have done his utmost to prevent it!"

Cranston's hand turned the doorknob. The door came dightly open, toward the curb. Only the hand of
Crangton restrained its swing. Weston saw solemnity upon those hawkish features. The tone from
Crangton's steady lipswas like aknell:

"The man who escaped did more than attempt murder, commissioner. He accomplished it! That waswhy
he began his gunfire when you tried to hat him. Hereisthe proof.”

The strong hand swung the cab door wide. A huddled masstilted from the floor of the cab, lurched
outward, sprawled to form a human shape. It struck the cab step; rolled over and lay face up on the
curb.

From between the buttons of a threadbare, bloodstained coat projected the handle of aknife that was
thrust deep to the victim's heart. Above the coat collar stared aface, its colorless eyes glazed with death.

Weston knew that face. He had seen the man, dive, only adozen minutes ago, in the lobby of the Cobalt
Club. The murdered man was Skipper Dan Cray.

Despite their masklike appearance, the features of Lamont Cranston were grim. The Shadow foresaw a
quest of coming vengeance, againg the unknown killer who had murdered Danid Cray.

CHAPTER I1l. PAST LINKS

A SWARTHY police officer joined Weston and Cranston in the grillroom of the Cobalt Club. Weston
had chosen that convenient headquarters to conduct hisinquiry into the death of Skipper Cray. The
arrival was Acting Inspector Joe Cardona, Weston's ace investigator. Joe knew Cranston; he nodded
affably tothe millionaire.

Cardona brought news from outside. The thug-manned touring car had gotten away. Though machine
gunners had failed to bag The Shadow, they had at least accomplished one purpose. Their entry, their
crosstrail took pursuing police carsin the wrong direction, alowing Cray's murderer a complete escape.



Thearrival of Cardona opened the next stage of the inquiry. The details of Cray's death established,
Weston turned to Cranston, to ask:

"Just what do you know about Skipper Cray?"

"Hewas owner of the schooner Hatteras," replied Cranston. "I took afew cruises on that old
five-magter, years ago. Cray retired; the Hatteras was junked. After that, | received afew lettersfrom
him."

"Concerning what subject?’
"Sunken treasure.” Cranston's elbow was on the table, his chin in his hand, as though he thought the

subject trivial. "Cray believed that he had located an old Spanish galleon, somewherein the West
Indies"

Weston became alert. He pictured Cray the possessor of an important secret; sufficient cause for
murder. He wondered why Cranston had not jumped to the connection. If he had noted hisfriend's eyes
at that moment, Weston would have redlized that Cranston had long since picked the link.

It was The Shadow's purpose to preserve hisidentity. Emergency had forced him to act with whirlwind
gpeed that was hardly in keeping with the leisurely manner of Cranston. By returning to hisindifferent
pose, he was reestablishing himsdlf asthe indolent clubman.

"Gad, Crangton!" barked Weston. "Thisisvitd! Can't you see that's why they murdered Cray?"

"It might be," came the musing reply of Cranston. "Cray frequently spoke about atreasure chart that he
possessed. An old map, made on parchment; it gave the location of the galleon.”

"Y ou saw the chart?'

"No one saw it. Cray wanted to sdll it; but his price was too high. He wanted fifty thousand dollarsfor his
map. That would be a pretty steep initia investment, considering that the galeon lay in fifteen fathoms of
water."

"] see. It would cost alot to raise the treasure.”

"If there happened to be treasure. Most of those galleons carried gold. But that was something Cray
could not guarantee - gold on this particular galleon.”

WESTON began to drum the table. He was picturing Cray as he had seen the fellow. Suddenly, Weston
snapped:

"A man as poor as Cray should have been ready to bargain; to accept asmaller payment, perhaps with a
promise that he would receive ashare of the treasure.”

Crangton'slaugh was aquiet one.

"Cray's gppearance deceived you, commissioner,” hetold Weston. "The Skipper waswell off. He
believed that he had yearsto live; but he was out of active service. Cash on the nose was Cray's motto.
He said that some day, someone would buy his chart for the full price of fifty thousand. If not, he would
leave the treasure quest to his grandchildren, when they grew up.”

The mention of Cray'srelatives awakened Weston to amost important question; one that had increased
in consequence because of the treasure chart.



"Wheredid Cray live?'

"I don't know," replied Crangton. "Heforgot to mention his addressin the last letter; and when | wrote to
the old address, my letter was returned. Cray had afriend, though" - Cranston's lips showed the
semblance of asmile- "afriend named Will Tasper, who had once served as mate on the Hatteras.
Tasper, | believe, hasacigar store somewhere in town.”

Weston sent Cardona hopping for acity directory. They consulted it, a ong with atelephone book.
Tasper's cigar storewas listed in the city directory; but the place had no telephone. Weston checked the
Third Avenue address.

"Somewhere in the Nineties," he decided. " Send word to the radio patrol, Cardona.”

Cardonahad areport within ten minutes. A patrol car had located the cigar store; the place had closed
for the night. From inquiry at a delicatessen, the officers had learned that Will Tasper livedin alittle
gpartment on the second and only floor above his cigar Sore.

They found out something else. Tasper shared the gpartment with Cray. The old sea captain was well
known in the neighborhood. Sometimes - rarely, though - he tended the cigar store while Tasper was

away.
The upgtairs apartment was dark, like the store. Either Tasper had retired, or he was out somewhere.

The officersin the patrol car were waiting further instructions. Cardona asked Weston if he wanted them
to wake up Tasper, assuming that the man was at home. Weston decided againgt it.

"WEll go there oursalves,”" declared the commissioner. "Order the patrol car to cruise the block, on
lookout for any suspicious persons. Cal my officid car, Cardona.”

Astheingpector left the grillroom, Weston saw Crangton rising. Increduloudly, the commissioner
exdamed:

"What! Aren't you coming with us, Cranston?"

"I have had enough exercise thisevening,” wasthetired reply. "It islate. | am going home, to New
Jersgy "

"We may need you when wetalk to Tasper.”

"I never met the fellow. He wasn't mate on the Hatteras when | took the schooner cruises. Sorry,
commissioner, but | couldn't hep youintheleast.”

WESTON'S expression was testy, as he watched Cranston stroll upstairsto the lobby. With some
friends, Weston might have remained persstent, even changing his request to acommand. That was
impossible, though, in Cranston's case. Weston owed too much to Cranston's previous efforts. He could
not insist that hisfriend go to further trouble.

Outside the Cobat Club, Lamont Cranston entered hislimousine. Asthe door closed, he spoke an order
through the spesaking tube to the chauffeur. Though histonewaslesurdy, hisingructions proved thet his
purpose had changed. He did not order the chauffeur to drive to New Jersey. Instead, he spoke:

"Times Square, Stanley. Stop near Forty-sixth.”

At Forty-sixth Street and Seventh Avenue, Lamont Crangton dighted from hislimousine. Hefound a
streamlined cab. It was empty; but the flag was up, stating: "Hired." Stepping into the cab, The Shadow



gave an order: asnister, whispered tone. The driver responded with prompt action. The cab Started
eastward.

The Shadow was heading for the vicinity of Tasper's tobacco store. He was Cranston no longer. He had
changed hisvoice; he was dtering hisattire. Pulling out acleverly contrived drawer from benegth the cab
seet, The Shadow produced garments of black. A shrouding cloak dipped over his shoulders. He
clamped adouch hat to his head.

The cab had reached an avenue. It was whedling north. Moe Shrevnitz, The Shadow's driver - and,
secretly, one of his agents - was the speediest hackie in Manhattan. He would reach Tasper's ahead of
Weston's officid car. Weston dways found last-minute detail s that delayed his gart.

There was another man, however, whom The Shadow hoped to best, provided the person had become
an entrant in the race. That possible rival was Cray's murderer.

All dong, The Shadow had cdculated the time element.

He knew that the murderer's second cab had headed south. Police cars had come from the north.
Though the murderer had outraced them, he must have forced hisdriver to carry him well toward thetip
of Manhattan. There, he would logicaly have covered histrail - by asubway ride; another cab; any
device that would mean security.

Meanwhile, Joe Cardona had come to the Cobalt Club, arriving there very soon after the excitement.
Little time had been lost finding the lead to Tasper. The Shadow was confident that the time element was
in hisfavor. Not only because he expected to reach Tasper's sooner than the murderer could; but
because hewould be there if the murder did come.

That waswhy The Shadow had purposdly stalled events at the Cobdt Club. If Weston and Cardona had
made ahurried start for Tasper's, Sight of the commissioner's car would cause the murderer to postpone
hisvigt. If matters worked the way The Shadow wanted, he and the killer would arrive dmogt a the
sametime, with Weston showing up alittle | ater.

There was one obstacle: the cruising patrol car. The Shadow expected no difficulty in dipping past it, and
he figured that the killer would not suffer from the handicap. Nevertheess, there was adefinite"if" upon
which thewhole quest hinged.

If the murderer came. There was a chance that he might have other plans. At the sametime, therewas
something that the murderer wanted; something that would certainly be at Tasper's.

That something was Cray's treasure chart.

SKIPPER CRAY had aways kept the chart in his own quarters, whether aboard ship or ashore. He had
never told The Shadow, nor anyone else, where it was hidden. Undoubtedly, he had altered the method
of concealment from timeto time. Cray had not brought the chart to the club. He had carried no large roll
of parchment; he certainly would not have left his most valued possession in the cab.

The chart could only be at Tasper's. Sooner or later, it would be bait to bring the murderer. Tonight,
amogt this very time, wasthe best bet.

The streamlined cab nosed from aside street, just after the patrol car cruised past. The Shadow spoke a
whispered command. The cab stopped; a cloaked figure dlighted and glided into the darkened block
wherethe cigar store was located.

Through a passageway between two buildings, The Shadow was nearing the open area behind rows of



squatty houses. Blended with blackness, he was seeking secret entry to the tiny apartment that had been
the home of Skipper Cray.

CHAPTER IV. THE MAN IN THE DARK

THE SHADOW quickly located the rear door of the tobacco shop. It was locked. The Shadow's testing
pressure told that it was bolted from the inside. Windows beside the door had bars; but they were none
too tight. It would take only afew minutesto force one.

The Shadow, however, chose another course. It was one that required agility of asort that few
possessed; but after that, it offered quick entry. He scaled the brick rear wall of the two-story building,
came on aline with the darkened upstairs windows.

Theflat roof was only afew feet above. Gripping the edge, The Shadow chinned to the top. He saw
something that looked better than the windows - an old, battered skylight near one side of the roof.

Creeping along the roof, The Shadow reached the skylight. He found it loose; but he handled the weak
fastening carefully, to make no noise. Hardly had he opened the skylight before he heard a purring noise
from the front street. Peering over the roof edge, The Shadow saw the police commissioner's car.

Back to the skylight, The Shadow dropped softly through, lowering the frame just before he took the
dlent fall. He was at the end of atiny halway that terminated in acloset. Thiswas agood vantage point
to retain.

There were sounds from downstairs. hammerings at the door of the cigar store. There was no response;
the police took other measures. Glass tinkled, proving that Weston had ordered Cardonato break in
through the store.

Shuffled footsteps from the cigar store. Men werelooking for astairway. Therewasalull asThe
Shadow listened; during it, he caught a sound that he had not heard before.

Someone was cregping through this very halway, coming closer to The Shadow in the darkness. Bregath
camewith asharp hiss; then stifled. The prowler's hand groped along the wall and found a doorknob.
The Shadow could hear the dmost inaudible click of the knob.

A faint flurry of air told that the door had opened. In the next interval of silence, The Shadow reached
forward, touched woodwork with hisfingers. Hefelt it dowly ease avay. The door was closing; it shut
tight, but with no noise. There was no click from the knob, which was away from The Shadow. He had
touched the door near the crack.

Whoever the man in the darkness, he was ready. He had moved into aroom; he was holding the door
shut and gripping the knob to prevent itslatching. Already, feet were clumping on the sairs. Lights
showed beyond the corner at the other end of the hall. They gave The Shadow aview of the closed
door. It wasfully shut, as he had caculated.

SILENTLY, The Shadow stepped back to the inner end of the hall and opened the closet door without
noise. He moved into a space where old clothes hung. He copied the move that the other man had made,
closing the door by inches; but The Shadow paused when atiny crack remained. Through that opening
he could il view the hall.

Lights swung the corner. Flashlights, still coming from the stairs, showed Joe Cardona, with a
plain-clothes man beside him. Joe stopped at the first door on hisright, knocked and called for Tasper.
Therewas adoor on the left. Joe rapped in the same fashion.



He cametoward the inner end of the hall. Therewas adoor to hisright; another to hisleft. Behind the
latter lurked the man whom The Shadow had heard in the darkness.

Following Joe, plain-clothes men were opening the doors at which the inspector had knocked. It was
obviousthat they would do the same farther dong; and they were making plenty of noise about it.
Cardona thumped the door on hisright, using arevolver to strike the woodwork.

Thistime, his strokes were asummons.

The door on the left dung open. The hidden man was willing to wait no longer, guessing that he soon
would be found. He came springing out, a crouchy, snarling attacker, aming arevolver straight for Joe
Cardona.

The ace ingpector heard the rush and spun about, back against his own door.

Hisrevolver unready, Joe saw murder in the beady eyes of the snarly, flatnosed man who flung upon him.
Thelights of Joe's own squad were giving the attacker histarget. In that instant, Cardona thought that he
was through.

Joe never glimpsed the action from the inner end of the hall, only eight feet away.

The moment that the side door trembled for its sudden outward swing, The Shadow flung wide the closet
door. He materidized ingtantly from the hanging clothes; launched himsdlf, atorrent of blackness, straight
for the snarling man's path of fire.

The side door, flung hard, went by just as The Shadow reached it. His right hand shooting forward,
gunless, The Shadow caught the crouched man's gun hand with a plucking twist.

Therevolver barked, asits muzzle svung toward the ceiling. The bullet hit three feet above Cardona’s
head and fifteen inches to hisleft. Spinning about, The Shadow whirled the crouched man toward the
room that he had | eft.

The fellow hooked the side of the doorway with hished. His gun went completely from hishand ashe
spilled. The Shadow took adive beyond him, in the hal. The snarly man came up; started for The
Shadow with clawing, murderousfists, hoping to clutch the cloaked neck. Cardona saw The Shadow's
left hand moving, with abig automaticinit.

Thiswas Joe's turn to save The Shadow. He aimed for the crouched man asthe fellow drove toward
The Shadow. Ingtantly, The Shadow's gun came up with asweep - not for the attacker, but toward Jo€'s
revolver. Stedl met stedl, as Cardonatugged the trigger.

Thistime, it was Joe's bullet that whistled wide of its human mark. Deflected from its path, Joe's gun sent
adug through the vacated doorway.

WHEN the crouching man landed on The Shadow, he bounded back as though he had hit a brick wall.
Coming up with ashoulder twist, The Shadow stopped the drive; plunged the man with astrong right arm
heave. Thefellow bowled squarely upon Cardona; the two floundered on the floor. Joe's gun was gone
from his numbed fist. It was a hand-to-hand grapple.

The squad of detectives saw the strugglersrise. They could not pick Joe from his adversary, well enough
for gunshots. They pitched upon both wrestlersto drag them apart. Flashlights were knocked
everywherein the grapple.

Cardona, knowing what his men were about, shouted hisidentity as he ceased his struggles. Thefirgt



flashlight that a detective redeemed was turned upon the ugly, hook-nosed face of Joe's attacker.

That glow did not show The Shadow. He had reached his feet beside the closet door. His hands reached
to the door top. He vaulted upward; his soft shoe found the knob. A rising streak of black, The Shadow
sped his hands to the skylight. His shoulders drove it upward.

Ashis head and arms went out to the darkness of the roof, The Shadow's foot found the door top; it
poised there an instant, then kicked the door shut with adam.

Detectives heard the bang. One rushed to the closet door and whipped it open, to thrust among the
hanging clothes. When he came out of the closet, puzzled, the dick looked up. The skylight was shut. The
detective shrugged. It wasimpossible for anyone to have gone by that route. Probably Cardona or the
snarly prisoner had kicked the closet door in the last moment of their struggle.

Commissioner Weston arrived at the rear of the squad. He saw the prisoner; onelook at the ugly face
was al he wanted. Weston expressed his thought:

"The murderer!"

Crouched, the prisoner showed fight as he heard the accusation. Detectives held him tight. Cardona
ordered a search through the rooms along the floor. There was awitness to what followed; one whose
closeness Cardona did not suspect. The Shadow had eased the skylight upward. He was looking down
a an angle, into the hdl, as a detective turned on alight switch.

The ugly faced prisoner muttered something, but changed his expression to a glare when Weston faced
him. The commissioner decided to wait until the search was complete. Detectives were in every room,
turning on more light. Others came up from the store below; al were solemn with their headshakes.

Weston centered on the prisoner.
"Y ou murdered Cray," he snagpped. "That'swhy you came herel”

The ugly faced man grimaced blankly. His eyes showed alook that Weston took for anger. The Shadow
saw theface turned into the light, and had a different thought concerning the man's expression.

"So you deny it!" demanded Weston. Then, triumphantly: "Very well! What have you donewith
Tasper?'

The prisoner'sface still held its strained look. The Shadow had identified it as horror, that had stunned
the ugly man when he heard of Cray's death.

"Come!" snapped Weston. "What about Tasper?'

The repetition of the question brought relief to the prisoner. His glare changed to one of chdlenge. His
thick lips curled into a smile as he retorted, hoarsdly:

"Tasper? Y ou want Will Tasper? Isthat who you're lookin' for? I'm Will Tasper!”
WESTON |ooked dumfounded. The prisoner chuckled proudly.

"Yeah, I'm Will Tasper,” he repeated. "Here, protectin' my own diggin's, like | gotta right to do. Watchin'
out that | don't get murdered, like you say Dan Cray was. How'd | know you was a bunch of cops?’

The skylight closed softly initsplace. A black-clad figure moved across the roof. Obscured against the
blackened wall, The Shadow descended into the unwatched darkness below. Another visitor - the



expected murderer - had failed to arrive. If such aperson had intended to come at dl, his plan would be
changed, now that the law had taken contral.

Clues, for the present, would depend upon Will Tasper. The Shadow planned a prompt return, to hear
the testimony offered by the pa of Danidl Cray.

CHAPTER V. TASPER TALKS

TWENTY minutes later, Crangton's limousine pulled up in front of Tasper'scigar store. The downgtairs
was lighted; heads and shoulders showed through the grimy front window. A policeman on the Street
stepped promptly to the limousine, with the question:

"Mr. Crangton?'

For amoment, the eyes of Cranston showed actud surprise at the fact he was expected. Hisreply,
however, was smply acasua nod.

"The commissioner'swaiting for you, r," informed the bluecoat, nudging toward the building. "Hesin the
cigar sore”

It was Weston's turn to show amazement, when he saw Cranston enter. Without knowing it, Weston
explained the very matter that wasin The Shadow's mind.

"Jove, Crangton!” exclaimed the commissioner. "Fifteen minutes ago, | caled your homein New Jersey. |
left word for you to come here at once. Here you are, aready -"

"| was delayed at the Holland Tunnd," interposed Cranston. "I decided to call New Jersey. | received
your message just after you hung up.”

The story satisfied Weston. Briefly, hetold hisfriend of the fray upstairs; then pointed to Tasper, who
was seated in acorner of thelittle cigar store. If ever aman looked stubborn, Tasper did.

"We can't make him talk," declared Weston. "He won't believe Cray's dead - or at least pretends he
won't. He thinks that even though we represent the law, we're up to sometrick.”

"Ayel" put in Tasper, from his corner. The man's face was sour, histone surly. "That'swhat | say, atrick!
Skipper Dan'l Cray was no man that ever needed help from any landlubbers. "Twarn't hisway to go
quedin' tothelaw.”

"That'swhy | caled you," said Weston to Crangton. "He said helll talk to friends of Daniel Cray; no one
de”

"An' you're no friend to Dan'l," snapped Tasper, glowering at Weston. "Nor to me!™

CRANSTON intervened. He took up the job that Weston wanted. He talked to Tasper, and the mate's
beady eyes opened. The Shadow followed a course that brought results. He spoke as though he doubted
that Tasper had actualy known Cray; but made it evident that he - Cranston - had been on the best of
terms with the dead schooner master.

Into the quiet speech of Cranston came references to the old Hatteras. Tasper's sour ook turned to a
grin. He nodded his baldish head; and findly cameto hisfeet with an outstretched paw.

"I wouldn't 'a took you for a seafarin’ man, matey," he gaculated. "But you've shipped plenty often, |
reckon. Y ou knowed Dan Cray like you was his own brother! Only" - he sammered; then gulped his



first Sgn of emotion - "iswhat they tell me red? Was Dan - was he murdered tonight?"

Cranston's nod was the reply that Tasper dreaded. He bowed his head; his shoulders showed atremor.
Soon, he steadied.

"Dan Cray was hale when he was gone from here tonight,” he affirmed. "But he spoke no word of where
hewas agoin' to."

Tasper beckoned toward the stairs. He wanted Cranston to go up; his gesture included Weston and
Cardona. Joe was about to bring aong members of the squad, when he saw a shake of Cranston's head.
Joe told the detectives to Stay in the store.

That pleased Tasper. The crouchy man stopped at the counter and donated a box of cigarsto the
plain-clothes men. His recent enemies grunted their appreciation.

Upstairs, Tasper indicated the first room on the right. Weston and Cardona had seeniit before, but did
not know its significance. Tasper grinned toward Cranston.

"Remember it, Sr?'

"The furniture from the cabin on the Hatteras." Cranston noted familiar objects. "The corner table and its
benches; the old desk. Y es, thereis Cray's medicine chest; and that haf-length mirror with the hickory
frame”

"Dan wasright proud of these, Sir. | can seehimyet - in front of that mirror, givin' hiscap itstilt.”
"Someitems are missing, Tasper. The round-shaped chairs; that old-fashioned bed -"

"They'rein the room across the hal. That was Cray's bunk room. Mineis next to this. We shared this
hereroom likeaparlor.”

MOTIONING to the benches, Tasper invited his guests to be seated. L eaning across the table, he spoke
in ahoarse whisper:

"It's settled now. Werefriends. I'll deny nothin' any longer, since I've spoke with Mr. Crangton. It'struth
that they was after Dan'l'streasure chart.”

"Who were 'they'?" inquired Cranston. "Did you ever meet them, Tasper?'

"No. Therewas an oldish man, though, that | saw onetime. Hewasin acar that drove up, bringin' the
cap'n home from somewhere. Kind of long gray hair, he had. Thick, here at the back. A long face, too -
adour one, with big spectaclestipped to the end of hisnose.”

"Hisattire?" questioned Weston. "Could you describeit, Tasper?'

"Not very wdll, sr. He was wearin' a soft felt hat an' an overcoat with abig fur collar. Twasn't enough
for him, that collar. He had abig cloth muffler, too, pokin' out from under hislong chin.”

Sudden recognition gleamed from the eyes of Cranston. Firm lips moved momentarily, but did not spesak.
Those eyes showed another flash, when Tasper added:

"He looked shrewd enough to be a treasure hunter, that old fellow. That'swhat Cray said hewas, too - a
treasure hunter.”

"But he mentioned no name?"



The question came from Weston. Tasper shook his head emphatically.

"That was afortnight ago," mused Tasper. "Funny thing, too. There was afellow came here the next day,
to ask for Cap'n Cray. Gave me his card; leastwise | thought he did, but | couldn't find it afterward.”

"Y ou remember hisname?"

"Seemslikeit was Weed. | couldn't be sure for certain. Mebbe he wanted to sell somethin’; that could 'a
been dl. You see, sir, Cap'n Cray wasout alot. Testin' hisland legs, he used to cdl it. There was no
tdlin who he met, or how often.”

There was a pause. Tasper had taxed his recollections. Cranston's voice quietly reminded him of his
former subject:

"Regarding the treasure chest -"

"Ah, yes, Mr. Crangton." Tasper nodded emphaticaly. "It's here, Sir; of that I'm sure. | never saw it -
nobody did but Cap'n Cray - yet it warn't no imaginin' on his part. ‘Look for it, Will,' he used to say,
while puffin' on hispipe. Look I did, but never found it. He described it, too - a big parchment, of size
likethis™

Tasper gestured. His hands spread to indicate an imaginary object some two feet wide. Then made an
up-and-down motion, spreading again to show athree-foot height. With asweep of hisarm, heindicated
the furniture, and added:

"Y ou're welcometo search.”

WESTON and Cardona seized the invitation. They took down the hickory-framed mirror and looked on
thewall in back of it. Therewas no sign of achart hanging there. Weston went to the table and began to
tap it, leaving Cardonawith the mirror.

Joe noted that the rear of the mirror was unpapered. He tapped the solid glassitself, scratching the
smooth, painted surface with hisfinger nalls.

Hanging up the mirror, Cardona joined Weston and hel ped him sound the table. That done, they tapped
the benches. Joe suggested that they tap the table legs, in case one might be hollow and hold the
parchment map rolled indde it. The legs sounded solid; so did the hickory frame of the mirror when
Cardona applied hisknucklesthere.

Cranston's eyes watched the search. They roved toward the medicine chest, which was abulky affair.
Weston opened the front and pried into empty pigeonholes and drawers. Cardona brought a piece of
string and measured from front to back, to check the dimensions. Inspection proved the back of the
chest to be athin one, made up of horizontal boards grooved and tongued together.

"Nothing here," decided Weston. "Our search was a thorough one. Do you agree, Cranston?”
"Not quite," replied Cranston "Y ou did not measure the depth of those pigeonholes at the top.”

"We measured at the bottom," admitted Weston. He peered into the cabinet, stooping to gain hisview.
"Jove! | believe you've uncovered something, Cranston! Those top compartments do look shallow.”

Weston began to probe inside the cabinet. He saw Cranston work at the top cross-board on theright. A
spring clicked; Weston hurried around to find Cranston diding away the top board, to revea ahidden
space that ran along the back of the cabinet.



The secret section was divided into small compartments, each lessthan six incheslong. The dividing
partitions made it useless as a hiding place for any object of large dimensions, such asthe missing chart.
Some of the small compartments were empty; others contained afew odd papers.

"A common feature of the medicine chests used on ships," Weston heard Cranston remark. " Sea captains
usualy haveto put certain drugs where crew members cannot reach them. Too bad the chart is not here,
commissoner.”

"Look at this, Cranston!" Pawing through the papers, Weston had found a letter. "It'sfrom Morton
Baybrook, the Wall Street promoter!”

AS Crangton, The Shadow expressed instant surprise. The name of Baybrook was one that he would
naturaly recognize. Known widdy in financid circles, Baybrook had promoted various new enterprises,
awayswith success.

If anew type of industry needed devel opment; when specid air routes were planned; when unusua
inventions promised results, Baybrook was dways ready to father them. His unerring judgment in such
ventures enabled him to find backersfor such promotions.

Baybrook's commissions, plus stock sharesthat he purchased, had mounted steadily. The promoter was
areputed millionaire. With capitd of hisown, Baybrook wasin a position to increase hiswedth through
proper choice of new ventures. His name had become the sterling mark in fields of new investment.

Weston was reading Baybrook's | etter. 1t was addressed to Daniel Cray. The commissioner held the
note so that Cranston could see its contents:

DEAR CAPTAIN CRAY:

Y our terms are satisfactory. | am prepared to pay the full
purchase price of $50,000. Please call & my office whenever you
wish to complete the transaction,

Sincerdly,

MORTON BAYBROOK.

"Dated two days ago,” remarked Weston. "Cray must have received it day before yesterday. Do you
know anything about this, Tasper?'

"Nary aword from Dan," returned Tasper, with an emphatic headshake. "There was aletter came
yesterday; and he was gone from here dl the forenoon.”

Weston rummaged for more |etters and found afew from Baybrook. All suggested that Captain Cray call
at the office. Apparently, the purchase of the treasure chart had been amatter of some discussion.
Weston asked Tasper if he had ever seen or heard of Baybrook. Another headshake came from the
mate.

"Never once," declared Tasper. "Baybrook? The nameis new to me. | can swear to this, commissioner:
Captain Dan'l never took that chart from here.”

"Humph!" Weston studied the letter. "That means he didn't go through with the dedl .”

"Wrong, commissioner.” It was Cranston who spoke. From beneath allittle compartment, he produced a



flat, thin book that had escaped Weston's notice. "Hereis Danidl Cray's bank book. Look at the list of
deposits.”
Weston's eyes opened when he saw the figures. All the way down the page were smal amounts, until the

very last. That fatal deposit was dated the previous day. The amount stood out conspicuoudly. On that
date, Daniel Cray had deposited fifty thousand dollars.

"Baybrook paid him!" exclaimed Weston. "The chart was bought!" He siwung to Tasper: "Maybe youre
wrong about the treasure chart. Cray may have had it somewhere else.”

Tasper looked perplexed. It was The Shadow who offered the next suggestion, in the quiet style of
Crangton:

"Suppose, commissioner, that we pay avisit to Morton Baybrook."

Theidea struck Weston as excellent. He made prompt arrangements for headquarters men to stay on
duty, leaving Tasper with them. The Shadow counted the number of the squad as the men came upgtairs.
He was satisfied that al would be well.

Five minutes |ater, Weston and Cardona were riding away in the commissioner's car. With them was
Weston's friend, Lamont Cranston. He had sent hislimousine back to the Cobalt Club. Histhin lips
formed the faintest semblance of asmile. Thisvisit to Morton Baybrook promised red devel opments.
Full facts concerning Daniel Cray might well be learned tonight.

Perhaps that smile would have faded, had The Shadow foreseen the events that this evening still held in
store. New desth, new thrusts from a superman of crime, were aready in the offing.

Behind the murder of Skipper Danid Cray lay an ominous scheme of evil, its very purpose still hidden
from The Shadow.

CHAPTER VI. WESTON'SBLUNDER

MORTON BAYBROOK lived in a Park Avenue apartment. The promoter was at home when the
vidtorsarived. Ushered into aluxurious living room, they found Baybrook awaiting them.

The promoter was a short, pudgy man with short-clipped mustache and baldish head. He was energetic;
and tonight, al his surplus motion was of anervous sort. Announcement of the police commissioner's
name had keyed Baybrook instantly.

Baybrook knew both Weston and Cranston by sight. He nodded to both, as he thrust out his pudgy
hand. The greeting ended, Baybrook lost no timein giving the question that wasin hismind.

"What's happened, commissioner?' he asked, hoarsdly. "Isit something that concerns Captain Daniel
Cray?'

The Shadow saw Joe Cardona eye Baybrook closdly. Schooled in blunt police methods, Joe wanted to
demand why Baybrook asked the question. Fortunately, Cardona decided to let Weston act as
gpokesman. The commissioner, though brisk, was more tactful than Joe.

"Yes" replied Weston. "We have come here on Cray's account.”
Baybrook showed momentary relief.
"I've been waiting for Cray," he declared. "All last evening, today and tonight. He should surely have



arived thisevening.”

Weston was regarding Baybrook solemnly. The promoter noticed it. He gripped Weston'sarm and
demanded in ahoarse tone that carried strained hopefulness:

"Y ou've seen Cray? Y ou've taked to him? Tell me - whereis Cray?'
"Dead," replied Weston. "He was murdered more than an hour ago, Baybrook."

The Shadow saw Baybrook's eyes grow beady. They werelike little dots, lost between fattish eyelids.
Baybrook's lips twitched; with an effort, he recovered from his nervousnessto ask:

"Did you find the -" The pudgy man hated abruptly. "Did Cray leave any message for me? Or - or
anything that - that belonged to me?”

"Do you mean the treasure chart?'

Weston's question snapped Baybrook back to normal. For amoment, he stared at the faces of both
Weston and Cranston; he took a short ook at Cardona. Then, with anod, he declared:

"Yes. | mean thetreasure chart. | am glad that you have found it. | purchased it from Cray, yesterday."

WESTON shook his head. He motioned Baybrook to achair and began abrief account that started with
Cray's murder. He told of the subsequent visit to Tasper's; the mate's assurance that the chart was till on
the premises. Weston described the futile search for the chart; and the discovery of the letters and bank
book.

The Shadow was watching Baybrook. The promoter's pudgy face showed many flickers of emotion.
Sorrow, worry, hope, doubt - dl came at different portions of Weston's narrative. When the
commissioner was through, Baybrook sank back in hischair.

"l am till at sea," he admitted. "Y ou assure me that the chart has not been stolen, and yet you have not
found it. The search that you madefor it was thorough -"

"Perhaps not thorough enough,” interposed Weston. "We may need to know more about Cray. Perhaps
you can help us”

"l knew that he had atreasure map," returned Baybrook. "Or claimed to have one. But he may have
deceived me. Perhaps he had reached his dotage. He could have believed that he had such amap; and
made Tasper think so."

"Cray had the map." The Shadow supplied the statement in the cam tone of Cranston. "He mentioned it
years ago, when he was younger and more active. What the commissioner would like, Baybrook, is
some report concerning Cray's recent actions. Perhaps you can provide such information.”

Weston suppressed a pleased smile. Cranston had pressed the very point to which the commissioner had
been leading.

"l heard of Cray sometime ago,” explained Baybrook. "I wrote to him, and invited him to my office. He
told me about the treasure map; assured me that it masked the actua location of the sunken galleon,
Isabella. He wanted fifty thousand dollarsfor the map, and he refused to bargain.

"He said that others had offered him less; that, recently, he had been promised sharesin the venture, if he
would deliver the map. Cray would not listen. He wanted fifty thousand dollars, cash. That wasthe way



heleftit."

"Did Cray say who made the other offers?’ questioned Weston.

"No," answered Baybrook. "I asked him. He said that he dways kept such matters confidential .”
"He never spoke of aman named Weed?"

"No. He mentioned no names at all."

Weston nodded for Baybrook to proceed.

"TWO days ago," testified the promoter, "1 wrote Cray telling him that | would buy the chart. He cameto
my office yesterday morning, but he did not bring the chart with him. He wanted to see the cash firdt. |
gave him acheck for fifty thousand dollars.

Weston looked incredulous. Baybrook smiled and drew awallet from his pocket. He produced afolded
sheet of paper and handed it to the commissioner.

"Cray signed this agreement,” declared Baybrook, "in the presence of witnesses. A promiseto deliver the
map locating the lost galleon Isabdla; to return the full sum of fifty thousand dollarsif hefailed to do so."

Weston read the agreement and passed it to Cranston. Cardonalooked over Cranston's shoulder to
read it.

"| expected Cray herelast night,” proceeded Baybrook. "He did not come. | supposed that he would
vigt the office today. Hefailed to do so. It struck me that there could be one reason why he did not
deliver the chart. He may have feared that my check would not go through the bank."

From hiswallet, Cray brought a cancelled check. It wasfor fifty thousand dollars; it bore Baybrook's
signature and Cray's endorsement.

"I sent to the bank for this cancelled check,” explained Baybrook. "It was brought here after | came
home from the office. | was convinced that Cray would come here tonight; that having both the
agreement and the cancelled check, | would surely receive the treasure chart. Instead, you tell methat he
went to the Cobalt Club and was murdered there. | cannot understand it, commissioner.”

Weston looked puzzled on his own. It was Cardonawho introduced an answer.

"It looks clear to me, commissioner,” affirmed the ace inspector. "Maybe Cray ran into somebody else
who wanted the chart. Maybe he was threatened. Hed naturally be leery about delivering it, if he
expected trouble.

"So he went to see Mr. Cranston; probably to ask his advice. Maybe he thought Mr. Cranston would
know Mr. Baybrook. Weve got the proof that other people were bothering Cray. Tasper told us about
an old guy, and another fellow named Weed."

Weston nodded; added a comment of hisown.

"We can't be too sure of Tasper," decided the commissioner. "He may have bluffed us about the redl
hiding place of the chart."

Weston looked for Cranston's agreement, but learned nothing from hisfriend'simmobile expression.
Actually, The Shadow did not agree with Weston. He had sized up Tasper, and recognized the mate as
honest.



"| shal call headquarters,” declared Weston, "and give indructions to Detective Haggerty. Hewill bea
good man to put in charge of Tasper's tonight. We can make a thorough search there, tomorrow. May |
use your telephone, Mr. Baybrook?'

"Certainly, commissioner. It isin the halway. One of the servantswill show it to you."

"Thank you. Meanwhile, Baybrook, you can keep these" - Weston returned the agreement and the
cancelled check - "as your claim upon the treasure chart, when we find it."

BAYBROOK chatted with Cranston while Weston was gone. Cardona prowled the room glumly, trying
to think of away to crack the case. When Weston returned, Cardona was prepared to leave. He was
surprised when Cranston raised a halting hand.

"One question,” was Crangton's quiet remark. He turned to Baybrook. "Tell me, Baybrook, just why did
you consder atreasure chart to be agood investment?it seems far more speculative than your usual
enterprise.”

"Itis" admitted Baybrook. "In fact, ayear ago | would not have given it thought. Treasure-hunting,
though, has become an exact science in the last twelve months. Let me show you my promotion materid,
Crangton."

Baybrook opened atable drawer; brought out alarge portfolio. Spreading it, he showed stacks of
newspaper clippings, with report sheets of technica experts. All concerned the activities of Professor
Glidden Prumbull, at present engaged in raising the sunken frigate Grenadier.

"That isgoing on right herein New Y ork City," declared Baybrook. "The Grenadier sank in the East
River, nearly two hundred years ago, carrying severd millionsin gold. Prumbull was hired to locate the
frigateand raiseit.

"He has been successful. According to these latest accounts, the Grenadier can beraised at any time.
The sdvaging corporation is merely awaiting the opening of the World'sFair."

The ligteners were familiar with facts concerning the Grenadier; but Baybrook's clippings covered
additiona details. Among them was a short newspaper account stating that the raising of the frigate would
be afeature of the coming internationa expostion. It happened that the exposition grounds extended to
the forgotten channel near Hell Gate where the Grenadier lay among rocks six fathoms under water.

"Millionsin treasure aboard that vessdl," remarked Baybrook. "Y et the salvagers are willing to leave it
there while they regp mere thousands from their exhibit. After al, though; the bottom of the East River
makes a sure safe-deposit vault.”

Baybrook folded away the clippings. He added:

"Prumbull's success has shown me that sunken treasures can be raised. | intend to promote a corporation
to salvage the Isabedlla. Stock in such an enterprise will be bought speedily, thanksto the publicity
attending the Grenadier.”

Weston was about to speak when he saw Cranston reach for the folder of clippings. The commissioner's
friend brought out alarge photograph of Professor Glidden Prumbull.

"An interesting personality,” came Cranston's quiet tone. "Either agenius or an eccentric. Observe that
mass of gray hair; those spectacl estipped forward. Cold weather does not suit the professor. He wears
both afur collar and amuffler.”



Point by point, Cranston was driving home areminder. Cardonawas thefirst to catch it.

"That'sthe fellow!" gaculated Joe. "The old man that Tasper mentioned! The onein the car outside the
cigar sorel”

"Jove, Cardonal" put in Weston. "Y ou've struck it! Prumbull would have a purposein meeting Cray. He
might want that chart. Go out to the hall telephone, Cardona. Call up Prumbull.”

"What sdl | tdl him?'

"Say you're from the Waterways Commission; that you want to know about soundings aong that
channd. Make an gppointment.”

CARDONA was back in five minutes, with the information that Prumbull lived on Long Idand. Joe had
talked with Prumbull's daughter; the professor was attending alecture and would not be home until late.

"WEell leave matters until tomorrow," decided Weston. "We shdl cal on Prumbull in the morning, taking
Tagper with us™

"Suppose, though,” proposed Baybrook, anxioudy, "that something should happen to Professor
Prumbull. If he chanced, in some remote way, to be connected with Cray's degth -"

"Weshdl handle dl posshilities,” interrupted Weston, with atight-lipped smile. "That isthe law's
business. If Professor Prumbull happens to possess Cray's chart, the worst move he could make would
beto leavethecity."

"I meant no accusation againgt Prumbull, commissioner. | feared that he might bein danger.”

"Hardly s0," declared Weston. "The chart is your property, Baybrook, not Prumbull's. Fortunately, you
arewel| protected here. We can let Professor Prumbull wait until tomorrow.”

The visitors departed, ushered out by two of Baybrook's servants. They entered Weston's car; the
commissioner ordered the chauffeur to take them to the Cobalt Club. On the way, Cranston was silent.
He preferred to hear Weston's comments and opinions, aong with Cardonas. L ater, as The Shadow, he
could act upon hisown. In view of Professor Prumbull's absence, however, no action promised for
tonight.

To The Shadow, one point was vitd; the presence of apolice squad at Tasper's meant that all was safe
there. Cray's hidden chart would remain untouched, while the law remained in charge there. The
Shadow, therefore, was considering the facts learned at Baybrook's, when Cardona made aremark to
Weston.

"I think I'll go up to Tasper's," decided Joe. "Maybe Haggerty's got something to tell me.”
"No, no," objected Weston. "No oneisto go to Tasper's.”

"Why not, commissoner?"

"Because of arrangements | made with Haggerty, when | telephoned him.”

Instantly, the features of Lamont Cranston became aert. Weston had made some change regarding
Tasper's, matters there could be different than The Shadow supposed.

"l am not so sure of Tasper," mused Weston, dowly. "So | ordered Haggerty to remove the squad. If
Tasper intends some secret move, he will attempt it. Haggerty and two other detectives will be keeping



watch, however. They are outside, covering Tasper'sfrom across the street. That iswhy it isunwiseto
go there, Cardona.”

THERE was no objection from Cardona, asthe big car stopped at the Cobat Club. Apparently, Joe
thought Weston's move agood one. To The Shadow, it was ablunder that promised menace.

Tasper would not leave that cigar store; but there was one man who might seek opportunity to enter,
since the police squad was gone. That man was the murderer of Cray, the killer whom The Shadow had
previoudy expected to find a Tasper's.

On that occasion, the murderer had been too late. His chance had come again; and he would be shrewd
enough to know that there might be outside watchers representing the law. The odds favored the
murderer dipping past Haggerty and the other headquarters men.

There was only one way to offset Weston's blunder; that was for The Shadow to make a prompt trip to
Tasper's, as he had before. Though he affected hisleisurely manner, to complete the part of Cranston,
The Shadow lost ho timein saying good night outside the Cobdt Club.

Hislimous ne was waiting there. Almost before Weston and Cardonaredlized it, Lamont Cranston wasin
his own car. The big machine pulled away, supposedly bound for New Jersey. Once around the corner,
the chauffeur received new ingtructions.

In Cranston'stone, The Shadow gave an address near Tasper's store and ordered the chauffeur to hurry.
As the spesking tube dropped from The Shadow's | eft hand, his right was reaching for abag upon the
floor.

Black garmentsrustled. Lips whispered agrim laugh, heard only by the mysterious being who uttered the
tone. That laugh was solemn. The Shadow was embarking upon a serious quest; one that promised an
actual meseting with amurderer, bound for a second kill.

When Cray's murderer arrived at Tasper's, he would come with more than one purpose. Not only would
he seek the treasure chart that Cray had legitimately sold to Baybrook. The murderer would also be
prepared to dispose of aman who might remember too much. That unfortunate man was Will Tasper.

Weston's blunder was Tasper's desth warrant. The Shadow was racing against time, to save afresh
victim from impending doom.

CHAPTER VII. REVEALED BY THE SHADOW

ALL lay slent in the darkness behind Tasper's cigar store. The Shadow reached that destination without
difficulty, for Haggerty and the two dicks were watching the front of the place. They felt sure that Tasper
would give himself away if he came downgtairs. The possbility of someone entering the cigar store had
not occurred to them.

Testing the back door, The Shadow found it bolted. The window barswerein place. It would take afull
five minutes for anyone to remove them; and putting them back, from insde the window, would be
overdifficult.

The Shadow chose hisformer route. He reached the roof; took a peek to the street. Haggerty and the
headquarters men were where they belonged. The Shadow went to the skylight; made a descent as sillent
asthe previous one.

The Shadow had undertaken a double purpose. Not only was he ready to prepare atrap for amurderer;



he had a chance to be active while he waited. The Shadow was prepared to resume the search for
Cray'streasure chart. He had watched Weston and Cardona make their futile hunt; hence The Shadow
had eliminated much of the process.

In fact, he had gained a distinct impression of where the chart might be found. The Shadow had seen the
possibility of amost ingenious hiding place, large enough to hold the precious map.

The doubtful factor in the present expedition was Tasper. The Shadow wanted to operate without
disturbing the old mate. It waslikely that Tasper would prove to be alight deeper. That meant noiseless
work on The Shadow's part.

Ghodtlike, the cloaked visitant moved through the blackness of the hallway. Stopping outside Tasper's
closed door, The Shadow listened. He heard heavy breathing, punctuated by an occasiond, satisfied
snore. Tasper was adegp; but the sound indicated that he would wake quickly if disturbed.

That was why The Shadow did not enter Tasper's room. Instead, he moved past the closed door and
followed adong the hdl to the little parlor that contained Cray's furniture. Softly, The Shadow opened that
door; eased into darkness and closed the barrier behind him.

Immediately, The Shadow recognized that matters were not right. The room was pitch-black; the front
shades had been lowered. The Shadow could see no reason why Tasper should have drawn them. It
would certainly be unwise for Tasper to hunt for the missing chart after the law had gone.

No onewas in theroom; The Shadow could sense that from the slence. Y et the drawn shadesindicated
avistor - one who had not only been here, but who intended to return.

Gliding toward the windows, The Shadow reached the front corner at the | eft; he placed his hand upon
the knob of a connecting door that led into Tasper's room. The Shadow listened; he noted the absence of
asound that he had previoudly heard. Tasper's heavy breathing had stopped.

The Shadow's hand turned the doorknob. Pressure told him that the door was locked. Hisfingers
reached below the knob, found no key there. The key had been on this side of the door when The
Shadow had watched Weston and Cardona search the parlor.

This new find, coupled with Tasper's silence, added definite menace to the Situation.

The Shadow chose the quickest route to Tasper's room. He crossed the parlor and glided out through
the hall, leaving the door open behind him. He reached Tasper's door, found it unlocked. As he moved
inward, The Shadow heard adight sound from across the room. The noise resembled the gentle closing
of adoor.

Dull light from the street outlined the interior of Tasper'sroom. The mate was lying slent in anarrow bed
againg thewall. The Shadow approached; he flicked the rays of atiny flashlight upon Tasper'sface. The
glow showed an uptilted visage, with eyesthat bulged, lipsthat were drawn.

Will Tasper was dead; murdered!

THE glimmer of The Shadow's flashlight reached the bed covers. They were stained with blood - fresh
gore that oozed from Tasper's bare, tattooed chest. Projecting from above the dead man's heart was a
knife handle, aduplicate of the one that had extended from Cray's body.

Cray's murderer had dirked another victim. As swiftly, as skillfully as he had knifed the old sea captain,
he had done the same with Tasper. That killer knew how to thrust along, sharp point straight to the
heart.



Instantly, The Shadow visudized the murderer's moves.

Thekiller must have arrived at least adozen minutes ago. He had entered through arear window;
unbolted the back door, to go out and replace the loosened window bars. He had come through the
back door again, bolting it. Upstairs to the parlor; there, the murderer had lowered the shadesto begin
his search.

Hearing Tasper's breathing, the murderer had gone into the bedroom. He had locked the connecting
door, intending to do the same with the door to the hall. That would have kept Tasper a prisoner; but the
murderer, still annoyed by the mate's heavy breathing, had decided upon death instead.

The knife-thrust must have come immediately after The Shadow had |eft the halway door, to enter the
parlor. Tasper's snores had drowned any sounds that would have told The Shadow of the murderer's
presence.

With Tasper dead, the killer had unlocked the door that led into the parlor. He had gone through there
again, to resume his search for the treasure chart. That was proof that the murderer had gained no inkling
of The Shadow's presence.

Double vengeance spurred The Shadow, as he moved toward the connecting door. His actions were
perfection in their ease and silence. Finding the door unlocked, The Shadow drew it toward himsdlf so
smoothly that no one could have detected the move a more than afive-foot distance.

Edging into the sllent parlor, The Shadow crouched ready with his automatic, listening for any move that
might betray the murderer. Seconds passed; the silence continued. The Shadow heard adight squeak
from across the room. It came from the hallway door.

The Shadow had |eft that door open, in hisroundabout trip. The murderer had noticed it, while The
Shadow was viewing Tasper's body. Knowing that someone else was present in the tiny gpartment, the
killer was making aclever withdrawal.

The Shadow moved from his corner. Whether the killer heard adight swish, or merely timed the move,
the result was the same. The murderer countered in fashion of his own. There was afumbling sound from
the light switch by the halway door. The parlor was suddenly filled with light.

The murderer made that move, his arm thrust through the half-opened door. Not only did the gleam
reved The Shadow; it gave the killer achance for an instantaneous move. As hisleft hand whipped out
through the space beside the door, hisright followed with athrowing move.

From the darkness of the hdlway the killer'sfist digpatched a gleaming knife, that whirred straight for The
Shadow's path. That hurl was as straight, as deadly in intent, as any revolver shot. It was meant for The
Shadow's heart.

THE unseen killer made one error of judgment. He mistook The Shadow's sweeping surge for astraight
drive toward the door. He was not familiar with The Shadow's theory; that acurved line could often
prove the best course to agiven destination.

The Shadow waswhirling as he came, swinging for the shelter on his own side of the door. The knife
skimmed smultaneoudy with The Shadow'stwist. The sharp point and tapering blade cleaved through a
fold of cloak deeve. Like an arrow, the knife reached the corner that The Shadow had left. It quivered as
it drove deep into the woodwork beside the opened connecting door.

Before the murderer could make another move, The Shadow had reached the cover of the hallway door.



Heyanked it inward; took along, hard plunge for the killer, just asthe man dived for the darkness of the
hallway, heading toward theinner end.

Odds were momentarily with The Shadow. The murderer changed matters with asurprise move. His
dive looked like mad flight; enough so to partly bluff The Shadow. Instead of departure, the killer wanted
fight. His start was afa se one, intended only to carry the battle into darkness.

The crouchy jump ended in asurprising halt. Thekiller spun about with remarkable speed, just as The
Shadow overtook him. He jabbed a gun hand upward to meet the lashing dedge of The Shadow's
downward-swinging arm. The Shadow's gun-weighted fist met the revolver that hisfoeman had so swiftly
produced.

Weapons clanged. Thekiller grappled. The Shadow was locked with a squirmy fighter who seemed
skilled at every form of combat. The murderer fought vicioudy; he gave ground toward the inner end of
the hall, but even that was done with purpose. It carried the battle farther into darkness.

Guessing the murderer'sintent, The Shadow sprang asurprise of hisown. He pressed hard; gained a
solid grip. With awrench, he twisted back toward the parlor doorway, taking his opponent completely
off balance. Aningtant later, The Shadow held full control.

Speed was the way to keep hisfoeman helpless. The Shadow whirled the squirming fighter straight along
the hall toward the outer end. They whedled past the open doorway, never stopping in thelight. The
killer's gun went clattering. He was plunging headlong, his hands outstretched ahead of him, completely at
the mercy of The Shadow'sdrive.

The Shadow did not use his gun hand; for his elbow was crooked about the killer's neck, while his other
hand had abelt grip at the man's hip. A dedging stroke, however, would be unnecessary. The Shadow
had adifferent jolt in store.

Hewas lunging his helpless adversary straight for the darkened stairs that led down to the cigar store.
Thekiller was due for adeserved plunge that promised to leave him stunned; in proper shape for delivery
to the law.

Help came to The Shadow's luckless enemy. It was a chance break, better than any that the murderer
could have planned.

THE SHADOW stopped short at the head of the stairs. His arms sped onward; his hands dropped,
releasing the bewildered killer. Launched into space, the murderer wastwisting as he clawed the air. As
his plunge began, there was a heavy clatter from that path below.

Fashlights glimmered; two went sailing as the diving murderer landed squarely upon Haggerty and the
two men from the street. They had seen the parlor lights, reflected through Tasper's window because of
the opened connecting door.

Haggerty managed to twist aside as the murderer bowled the detectives to the bottom of the sairs.
Turning hisflashlight upward, Haggerty saw The Shadow. The headquarters man reasoned that the
cloaked fighter was an enemy; that the man who had been pitched down the stairs was Tasper. With a
shout Haggerty leaped up to block The Shadow.

Twisting back into the hallway, The Shadow grappled with Haggerty, expecting to hold him while the
men below fell upon the murderer. Instead, the detectives made the same mistake as Haggerty. They
came dashing up the stairs, leaving the supposed Tasper to rise and join them.



Instead, the murderer was ready for his get-away. He was shaken, but his plunge had been broken by
the detectives. He had a sure, swift route to escape, through the front door of the cigar Sore.

The Shadow recognized what had happened, as the dicks came dashing upward. He dung Haggerty to
one sde; tenacioudy, the fellow managed adeaying grip until the othersarrived. A few moments later,
The Shadow was mixing it with adetermined trio that tried to shove him toward the lighted parlor.

Flinging away his automatic, The Shadow gave ademongtration of swift jujutsu holds. One grappler took
along spill that carried him clear to the inner end of the halway. When he came out of it, the detective sat
againg thewall, holding his head between his hands, waiting for the building to stop its revolutions.

A hdf minute later, the second detective took aflying dive for The Shadow, who was backed againgt a
closed door on thefar sde of the hall. The Shadow twisted away, clinging to the doorknob, turning it
with his clutch. The detective rammed the door shoulder-first; The Shadow's hand released. The door
banked inward; the dick sprawled hafway across an empty room.

Haggerty was aming arevolver from the doorway of the lighted parlor. The Shadow lunged; hurled
Haggerty backward and plucked away his gun. As Haggerty came up from hands and knees, The
Shadow faked a dugging motion with the revolver. Haggerty dived; The Shadow dung the revolver
abovethefelow's head.

The gun sailed across the room. It crashed the big hickory-framed mirror that hung between the
windows. Haggerty heard astrange, chilling laugh from the halway. Though mirthless, the tone had weird
sgnificance. The doorway was empty; The Shadow had gone. Haggerty heard the laugh trail from
below.

REALIZING that he had blundered in battling The Shadow, Haggerty stood puzzled. At last he heard
footsteps from the stairs, then a shout that he recognized. A few seconds later, Haggerty was at the
doorway of the parlor, meeting Joe Cardona. Despite Weston's order to the contrary, the ace detective
had risked a private trip to this vicinity, and had seen the lights from Tasper's window.

Haggerty started to gulp what news he knew. His statements were disconnected, ending with the puzzled
words:

"When The Shadow dung my own gun a my head, | couldn't figureit. Look, Joe; he missed me, but he
busted the big mirror -"

Haggerty broke off. Cardona had begun to stare - and it was Haggerty's turn to blink. Both were looking
at the mirror; its shattered front reved ed afeature that only The Shadow had suspected.

The mirror was made of double glass: two thin mirrors with a space between. Thusitsfront showed a
reflecting surface; its back a silvered surface, painted over. When Cardona had seen that mirror
previoudy, he had taken it to be an ordinary one.

The depth of amirror was something that could not be gauged by ordinary observation. That was why
the secret of the double glass had proven o effective. Broken, the front of the mirror reveded something
more important than areflection of the room.

Between the shattered sections of the glass was asheet of thick parchment, amost the size of the mirror
itself. Odd chunks of glassheld it in place, like apicturein aframe. Upon the parchment were
heavy-inked linesthat showed it to be a map.

The Shadow had uncovered the missing treasure chart. Though too late to prevent Tasper's death, The



Shadow had accomplished an important result. The price that had produced murder was no longer
hidden.

Killers could seek Cray's precious chart no longer. The Shadow had givenit to the law.
CHAPTER VIII. ABOARD THE BARGE

AT noon the next day, the police Commissioner's car |eft the Cobat Club carrying three passengers:
Weston, Cardonaand Cranston. The first stop wasto be on Park Avenue, to pick up Morton
Baybrook. On the way, Weston talked to hisfriend Cranston.

The morning newspapers had carried news of Cray's murder; the afternoon sheets had gained the added
details of Tasper's death. Weston reviewed matters for Cranston's benefit, including some points that had
escaped the press.

"The Shadow nearly hated the murderer,” declared Weston. "Unfortunately, Haggerty blundered. He
thought that the killer was Tasper. We managed, however, to kegp mention of The Shadow from the
newspaper accounts.”

Crangton's lips showed the semblance of a smile. Much though the police relied upon The Shadow, it
was awaystheir policy to take credit for themselves. That did not disturb The Shadow; in fact, he
preferred the law's policy.

In battling crime, The Shadow chose to shroud himsdf in mystery. Criminds feared an enemy whom they
could not reach; one whose very existence was often denied. Crooks invariably knew - or guessed -
what lay behind the news. They dreaded The Shadow al the more.

"I gave thetreasure chart to Baybrook thismorning,” resumed Weston. "It isin abank vault, where no
one can touch it. Baybrook istherightful owner; the receipt and the cancelled check are proof of that
fact. The fifty thousand dollars deposited by Cray will go to the old captain's heirs.

"The treasure chart can stir up crime no longer. A murderer wanted it, because he knew that he could use
it to hunt the treasure secretly. Once the chart came into the light, secrecy was rendered impossible.
Cardona has seen it; | have seen it. So has Baybrook, and his bankers. Anyone of us could name the
approximate |location of the Isabella.

"Hence, if the chart were to be stolen, the murderer could never useit. Hewould give himself away by
going after the treasure. Baybrook is safe; his desth would be usaless to the murderer. Thekiller'sgame
isended! Itisour turnto find him!"

Although Weston gave emphasisto hisfind sentence, The Shadow knew that it carried no weight. The
police had failed to gather a single clue from either murder. Fingerprints had been absent from knife
handles; also from the gun that the killer had dropped a Tasper's. The murderer had evidently used
collodion on hisfingers, to avoid leaving prints. The glassy substance had worked.

It was seldom that crooks could prepare themselves againgt the fingerprint emergency; but this murderer
had been forced to take precautions. Planning knife-thrusts for both victims, with athird blade ready for
The Shadow, he had known that he might leave wegpons along histrall.

THE big car stopped at Baybrook's. The promoter joined the party, and displayed real zest. Weston had
telephoned him regarding the trip, and Baybrook had gladly consented to go aong. The purpose of the
journey wasto interview Professor Glidden Prumbull.



The limousine crossed an East River bridge, then turned northward. Baybrook paused in conversation, to
remark:

"I thought that Professor Prumbull lived some distance out on Long Idand.”

"He does," declared Weston. "But heisnot at home. | sent two detectives there, this morning. Prumbull
and his daughter |€eft for the sdlvage barge, in the East River channd.”

"Of course! Naturally, Prumbull would be working there. | suppose he drivesin every day."
"He ridesin by motor boat. His homeis near the Sound and the water route is more direct.”

Soon the limousine reached the fringe of the new exposition grounds, where buildingswerewell in
progress. The structure of a half-completed "sky-ride” towered as a skeleton landmark. Off to the left
glistened the waters of the channels.

The car pulled up to asmal wharf, where two headquarters men were waiting with alittle motor boat.
They pointed to a barge anchored offshore. The arrivals boarded the motor boat; it chugged out toward
the barge.

The eyes of Cranston were keen, asthey surveyed the barge. It was along, flat vessdl; but it was topped
with severd wdll-built cabins. On the shore sde of the barge was ahuge meta pipe that extended down
into thewater. It served asavertical airshaft, leading to the sunken Grenadier.

Thejob of raising the old frigate was one of modern engineering. Through the air-filled metal pipe, men
had goneto the interior of the sunken ship. There, they had inserted air-tight contai ners, connected by
smdll pipesto the barge above.

All the machinery was on the barge. Once pumps began their work, water would be drawn from the
meta chambers, filling with air, they would rise, bringing the frigate with them. With timbers badly rotted
by time, the Grenadier would lesk water like asieve. The intended process had been widely publicized

by the newspapers.

WHEN the motor boat reached the barge, it dmost fouled atrim speed boat anchored there. Thelittle
craft bore the name Flyaway; it was the boat that Prumbull used to travel back and forth from the salvage
barge to hishome.

A tall, stoopy man appeared upon the barge deck to shout at the arrivals. The Shadow recognized him
ingtantly as Glidden Prumbull, with shocky hair and spectacles. The professor waswearing his
fur-collared coat and muffler.

With Prumbull was a girl who was probably his daughter. She tried to quiet the professor while he shook
hisfist toward the little motor boat. Husky crew members assembled to grin; one chucked aladder over
the side. Weston was thefirgt to climb aboard the barge. The barge crew lost their grins when they heard
who he was.

"| am the police commissioner,” said Weston to Prumbull. " These gentlemen are with me.”

"Y ou could be the governor,” snapped Prumbull, in aharsh, high tone. " Still you would have no right to
foul my speedboat! Bah! That hdmsman of yoursisatyro!”

Prumbull glared while the headquarters men passed aline to the barge crew. Once the motor boat was
hitched, safely away from the Flyaway, the professor's challenge ended. Abruptly, he shook hands with
Weston; then introduced the girl as his daughter, Dorothy.



"May wetak privately, professor?"

Prumbull looked over his spectacles, puzzled when he heard Weston's request. At last, the professor
gave acurt nod. He led the way to a cabin. Weston motioned for his companionsto follow. Dorothy
decided to accompany her father.

The cabin looked like a combination office and bedroom. There was a dilapidated desk in one corner,
strewn with papers. Chairs were old and rickety. There was an unmade cot at one side of the cabin; at its
end, a small washstand. Dorothy drew a spread over the cot to tidy its appearance. She closed the door
of aclosat, where clotheswere hanging.

"The night engineer uses the office as abunk room," gpologized the girl. "I think we have chairs enough,
though. Will you al be seated?'

The pleasantness of the girl'stone offset her father's raspy manner. With the casua gaze of Cranston, The
Shadow classed Dorothy Prumbull as an unusua person. She was attractive - a blonde, who would have
looked well in free clothes. Instead, she was attired in rough tweed skirt, old leather jacket and
low-hedled shoes. Nevertheless, her plain garb did not hide her natural charm.

Plainly, Dorothy had given up socid lifein order to encourage her father with hiswork. She wasthe
outdoor type of girl, and seemed to enjoy it aboard the barge. At the same time, her prompt effortsto
make the place presentable showed that she also knew housekeeping methods.

The Shadow was convinced of two things concerning Dorothy. Fird, that if Professor Prumbull had
engaged in any shady business, his daughter did not know about it. Second, thet if her father should
encounter trouble he would find Dorothy loyd, provided that he deserved her help.

PROFESSOR PRUMBULL had opened adoor at theinner end of the cabin. It showed a stairway
leading down into the hold. In the manner of alecturer, Prumbull announced:

"Thisleadsto the air shaft. It forms the entrance by which we reach the sunken frigate, Grenadier. When
| go below, to the bottom of the channel, | superintend the lowering of the air-tight compartments. Each
weighs nearly two tons-"

"Pardon me, professor,” inserted Weston. "We did not come to hear adiscourse on salvaging
operations.”

The professor blinked curioudy - as though he could not understand why avisitor had any other
purpose.

"We came," added Weston, "to ask you about Daniel Cray.”

The look that came over Prumbull's face wasfar different than the expression that Baybrook had shown
the night before. The professor's dryish lipstightened; his eyes showed a glare above their spectacles. His
voice was hoarse as he rasped:

"WhoisDanid Cray?"
"Formerly captain of the schooner Hatteras," replied Weston. "He was murdered last night.”
"Humph," grunted Prumbull. "What has thet to do with me?"

Weston produced a copy of the evening newspaper; handed it to Prumbull with the query:



"Haveyou seen this?"

The professor read the headings that concerned the recovery of the treasure chart. His eyes showed light.
They narrowed.

"Thistells of aman named Tasper," remarked Prumbull. "Y ou spoke of a Captain Cray."

"They lived together." Weston produced a morning newspaper that was folded in his pocket. "Cray was
murdered first - asthis account will tell you. Don't you read the newspapers, professor?”

"Never!" snagpped Prumbull. "Ask my daughter. She will tell you the same. Humph! Cray. What makes
you think | knew him, commissoner?"

"Y ou were seen by Tasper, in acar outside of the cigar store. Cray was with you."

Even as Weston spoke, Prumbull's manner changed. From atesty challenger, the professor became a
shrewd, persuasive speaker. He chose hiswords cannily.

"I knew Cray," he declared, emphaticaly. "I denied it because | promised Cray | would tell no onethat |
had ever seen him. Since Cray isdead, | can spesk.”

"Y ou wanted to purchase Cray's treasure chart?'

"Not exactly.” Prumbull gave adight headshake. "1 wanted Cray to come here and seewhat | had
accomplished in salvaging the Grenadier. | believed that he would then agree to go partnerswith mein an
expedition to gain the treasure from the Isabdlla”

"At whose expense?'

"My own. | shdl be paid one hundred thousand dollars when thiswork is complete. Enough to finance
the expedition, but not to buy Cray's chart in addition.”

"l see. So Cray came here?’

"No. He refused any terms but hisown." Prumbull'stone was testy again. "Asaresult, | dropped my
offer entirdy.”

PRUMBULL spoke as though he considered the matter closed. He left Weston puzzled. At lagt, the
commissioner put another question.

"Do you have any letters?' he asked. "Or any other notations given you by Cray? Did he say anything
about other persons wanting to buy the treasure chart?!

"I never corresponded with Cray," snapped Prumbull. "1 stopped at the cigar store once, and found him
aonethere. I had seen his name mentioned in anautica journd, the only magazinethat | ever read. We
met afew times - for lunch, for dinner. Neither he nor | mentioned anyonedse.”

Weston tried another tack.

"Perhaps Cray may have come herein your absence,” he suggested. "I should like to ask your crew
membersif they ever heard of him."

"Y ou're quite welcome to do so, commissioner.”

Prumbull put the offer in atone that indicated indifference. He listened listlessly while Weston introduced



Cardona; and spoke of Cranston asafriend of Cray's. Prumbull's eyes shone, however, when he learned
that Baybrook was the purchaser of the treasure chart.

"I should liketo raise the Isabellafor you," hetold Baybrook, "Any time you wish, | can show you how |
have succeeded here. Y ou will be interested, no doubt -"

"At another time," interposed Baybrook. "Communicate with me later, professor.”

Weston started out on deck. Since Baybrook followed, Prumbull went aong, hoping for another talk
with the promoter. The Shadow waslast. He paused to let Dorothy go out ahead of him. The girl smiled,
with the comment:

"Thank you, Mr. Cranston.”

Dorothy stood at a distance while Weston and Cardona quizzed the crew members. Prumbull was with
Baybrook, repesating his offersto show him more about the salvaging operations. Baybrook was
nodding; but tactfully postponing matters.

Dorothy could hear each crew member give his name to Cardona. She was conscious, suddenly, that
someone was near her. She looked about, to see Lamont Cranston. He, too, was listening intently as he
heard the names.

A CHANGE had come over Dorothy from the moment that she had heard her father admit that he had
known Daniel Cray. She sensed that one visitor - Cranston - had observed her emotion, and understood
the reason. Dorothy had regarded her father's conflicting statements as deceit; for the moment, it had
shaken her loyadty.

AsWeston completed his questioning of the crew, Dorothy turned to The Shadow. In afrank tone, the
girl sad:

"Y ou must pardon my father, Mr. Cranston. He makes mistakes, especialy when he does not ask my
advice. He never told me about this man they call Captain Cray. | was shocked to hear father deny his
own statement; but | fed that he was confused.”

Dorothy was reassured by the quiet smile that came from Cranston. Shefelt that at least one of the
vigtorswas afriend. She was willing, therefore, to answer promptly, when she heard the quiet question:

"Areadl of the craw members here?!

"Why, yes" responded Dorothy. Then, with asmile: "My father was right when he intimated that they
knew nothing about Cray. They have been shaking their headsto every question.”

"Y ou spoke of anight engineer, Miss Prumbull."

"l had forgotten him. Heis hardly amember of the crew. He spends most of the day ashore. Heis not
here at present.”

"Hisname?"'
"Hisnameis Curtin Weed."

Thefeatures of Lamont Cranston did not display the dightest change of expression. Weston and
Cardona had reached the motor boat; Baybrook was drawing away from Prumbull, in order to follow.
With abow, Cranston spoke quietly:



"| trust that we shal meet again, Miss Prumbull.”

Riding shoreward in the motor boat, The Shadow listened to grumbles from Weston and Cardona. They
felt that they had drawn ablank with Professor Prumbull. They did not see the smile upon the lips of
Lamont Cranston.

In his short stay on the barge, The Shadow had located the one clue he wanted; the whereabouts of the
man named Weed, mentioned by Tasper asavisitor to the cigar store.

Curtin Weed, night engineer of the salvage barge, would soon come under The Shadow's observation.
Thistime, the bungling of the law would not impede The Shadow's progress.

CHAPTER I X. GHOSTSFROM THE PAST

NIGHT had come to Manhattan; but whether light or darkness ruled outside, al would have been the
same in the black-walled room where The Shadow was at the present. That room was a chamber of
absolute gloom when The Shadow was absent. When he came there, it glowed with bluish light; but only
inasinglecorner.

The room was The Shadow's sanctum, its location known to the mysterious master of darkness aone.
Upon a polished table, beneath the focused rays of the shaded blue light, long fingers handled clippings
and typewritten sheets. The Shadow was planning anew campaign.

Fingersinscribed notationsin bluish ink upon white paper. Theink dried; faded into nothingness. Only the
blank sheet remained, ready for more notes. That was the way The Shadow reviewed the past and
mapped the future. Hiswritten words were like registered thoughts, retained only in hisown brain after
he had completed them.

The Shadow's analysis of eventswas adirect one. Cray had negotiated with Baybrook and had
completed the sale of the treasure chart. In so doing, he had certainly disappointed one possible
customer: Professor Glidden Prumbull.

Guided by some mistrust or doubt, Cray had sought The Shadow and had been murdered. Thekiller had
cometo Tasper's; had done another murder there, in avain effort to locate the missing chart. Professor
Prumbull, interviewed, had disclaimed any present interest in the chart. Police investigation had hated at
that point.

The Shadow had carried his own quest further. He knew that Curtin Weed, night engineer aboard the
salvage barge, was a man who had aso sought out Cray. That meant that Weed, too, could have known
about the treasure chart.

Last night, The Shadow - as Cranston - had left Morton Baybrook at the latter's gpartment. At that exact
time, Professor Prumbull had supposedly been attending alecturein New Y ork. Curtin Weed, according
to the requirements of hisjob, should have been aboard the salvage barge. Those were not absolute
dibis.

Intrigue and menace surrounded the matter of Cray's treasure chart which, in turn, concerned the sunken
gdleon, the Isabella. Among The Shadow's clippings were old, yellowed leaves that mentioned the lost
galleon. Some authorities believed that the | sabella did have treasure aboard.

Compared to those clippings, however, were huge masses of fresher ones, dl pertaining to adifferent
ship, the Grenadier. It was known pogtively that the Grenadier had carried at least five million dollarsin
gold when she had gone down in the East River channdl.



Why should amaster-crook - one who would not stop at murder - prefer the Isabella over the
Grenadier?

The question had no logica answer. To The Shadow - thinking of criminas, not treasure hunters - the
reverse seemed the likely case. A supercrook would choose the known treasure aboard the Grenadier
rather than a speculative hunt for thelost Isabella.

Morton Baybrook had remarked, last night, that the bottom of the East River made an excdllent vault for
millionsin gold. That had been true for nearly two hundred years. Prumbull's submarine operations had
suddenly dtered the Situation. As proof, The Shadow brought clippings from the pile.

Those newspaper accounts, months old, told how the diving shaft had reached the sunken Grenadier.
There, Prumbull and others had actually viewed the sheathed iron door of the frigate's treasure room.

Another clipping described the hold of the salvage barge. There, diving suitswere dwaysin readiness, in
case of some emergency. Sometimes lesks might spring in the air shaft. Divers would be called upon to
make repairs. The Shadow saw another possibility.

Clad in adiver's suit, aman could descend the air shaft, and continue after he reached the bottom. Mere
yardswould bring such aventurer to the actual strong room of the Grenadier. Such an expedition could
produce results, if properly managed.

The bluish light went out. A whispered laugh chilled the sanctum. It marked The Shadow's departureon a
new tour of investigation.

THE East River lay dark that evening. The glow of Manhattan did not reach the waters of the isolated
channd that marked the location of the Grenadier. Lights from the exposition ground, where night work
wasin progress, were hemmed in by the high surrounding fence. The hulk of the salvage barge formed a
blackened mass amid the |apping waters of the channel.

A few lights glimmered from stumpy masts above the barge. They were incandescents that gained their
eectricity from the smal power plant aboard the barge. There were so dimmer lights, marking the
windows of the office building at one end of the barge; and asort of forecastle at the other end.

A man was seated at the office desk. He was of blocky build, rugged of face; yet his countenance looked
unhedthy. Thelips above his heavy jaw showed arestlesstwitch. His eyes, deep in their sockets, looked
bloodshot inthelight.

The man turned nervously when he heard footsteps outside the cabin. He saw along-faced crew member
gtanding there.

"What isit, Shaw?' demanded the square-jawed man. "Any trouble?’

"Just thought | heard a boat scrape, Mr. Weed," drawled the long-faced man. "Guessed mebbe you had
vistors. So| cometo see”

"I'll call you when | need you," snapped Weed. "That will be soon enough, Shaw. I'm making ingpection
in haf an hour."

"They're coming tonight for the empty ail cylinders,”" reminded Shaw. "The boat's due 'mogt any time."

Soon after Shaw departed, astreak of blackness edged in aong the office floor. Weed did not observe
it. He was going over papers at the desk. The black patch would have made him jittery, had he noticed
it. So would the eyes aboveit, if he could have seen them.



The Shadow had arrived aboard the salvage barge. He was gaining hisfirst view of Curtin Weed.

A tugboat steamed close by the barge. There was a noticeable thump from outside. Weed arose and
came from the cabin. Shaw and three others of the crew appeared from the forecastle.

The Shadow, withdrawn in the darkness, saw them open a hatch and descend aladder into the centrd
hold. Big empty cylinders came out; they were rolled into a scow, drawn by the tug. The men grumbled
at theweight of the cylinders.

"Y ou've no cause to complain,” The Shadow heard Weed tell them. ™Y ou had plenty of ashcansto hoist
out, before | took over thistrick. Using oil instead of cod has cut your work in half."

WHILE thelast cylinders were rolling aboard the scow, Weed announced that he was making
ingpection. He told the men to remain on deck until he returned. One of the crew - Shaw - went with
Weed into the office cabin.

There, Weed unlocked the door that led to the front hold. The Shadow saw both men descend the steps.
Otherswere il busy at the scow. The Shadow glided into the office and took Weed's route. The front
hold was deserted when he reached it. The Shadow saw the opening of the vertica air shaft. Both Weed
and Shaw had descended its spiral steps.

Between the front hold and the center hold was a heavy meta door, fastened with big locks. The
Shadow remembered that Weed had jingled alarge chain of keys. Asnight engineer, Weed was
entrusted with everything aboard the barge.

The front hold held diving suits and pumps, along with other equipment for repair work. The barge, itself,
was an old dilgpidated vessdl; but no money had been spared in equipping it with al necessary
apparatus.

Ringing footsteps echoed from the metal shaft. Weed had taken hislook at the sunken Grenadier; hewas
coming up, sending Shaw ahead of him.

The Shadow headed for the stairs to the cabin. He was through the office, out to the dimness of the
deck, when the men arrived. Weed dismissed Shaw and locked the door to the front hold.

Long minutes passed. Weed was back at his desk, on lone duty, for the crew had gone to the forecastle.
The Shadow waited; some time before, he had detected atrifling sound, like the scrape of the boat that
he had used to reach the barge.

A figure came softly across the deck.
Dorothy Prumbull stepped into the light of the office cabin.

The girl did not see The Shadow. Weed, however, caught the sounds of Dorothy's approach. He looked
about quickly; appeared surprised when he saw the girl. Dorothy stepped in to talk to him. The Shadow,
drawing closer, heard every word that followed.

"Y OUR father isnot here, Miss Prumbull,” said Weed. "He stopped last night, on hisway to the lecture

"I know," interrupted Dorothy, her tone a soft one. "I |eft father at home, adeep. | cameto talk to you,
Mr. Weed. The police were here this afternoon.”

"I know it," acknowledged Weed, watching Dorothy as she sat down beside the desk. " Shaw told me.”



"Did hetell you why they came?’

"Something about that sea captain who was murdered. Cray was his name. It appears your father knew
him once, as near asthe crew could make out. But | didn't seeanythinginit.”

Weed swung back to the desk, as though the matter had been settled. Dorothy leaned forward; spoke
persistently.

"Matters have gone wrong on thisbarge," she said. "I heard it said that you don't like your job, Mr.
Weed. Tdl mewhy. | must know!"

Weed sat reluctant; at last, he faced the girl. His rugged face showed strain. He chewed hislipsfor afew
moments, then steadied, to declare:

"l wasn't the first man to hold thistrick as night engineer. There were three ahead of me. Do you know
what became of them?'

"l understood that they gave up their jobs," replied Dorothy. "That iswhat my father told me."

"They quit, al right," asserted Weed. "But nobody knows why, or what became of them. First there was
afdlow named Cuyler. He disappeared like that." Weed snapped hisfingers. "A day man named
Linthrop took his place. Next thing, he was gone!

"It looked like nobody could be had to take the job; but afellow named Borick happened dong. |
remember Borick, because | took on aday job while he was on the night shift. | was new, right then.
That'swhy | thought nothing about it, when Borick suddenly turned up missing.

"Y our father talked meinto taking the night shift. Since then, I've heard the crew doing alot of talking.
Cuyler, Linthrop, Borick - why did they quit? That's always the question - and nobody knowsthe
answer!"

Weed buried hishead in his hands. The Shadow noted Dorothy's expression. The girl appeared to have
more nerve than Weed, for her look showed contempt. In fact, Dorothy thought that Weed might be
faking. She sounded him with aquick question:

"What has happened while you've been here, Mr. Weed?'

"Nothing." Weed raised his head to make the admission, "That'sjust it, though. Somehow, | keep
thinking of what I've heard. I've gotten so | hate this night shift! Look™ - Weed pointed to the clock - "it's
half past ten. The crew'sturned in. Anybody, anything could come aboard, between now and four in the
morning. That's when | wake the early members of the crew, and turn in for acat nap of my own.
They'relong, unholy hours, those!

"Always, | kegp thinking of my early evening inspection trip; and the next one I've got to make, at four,
when | wake up the crew. It's cold, chilly - like atrip into the grave - going down that big pipe. It haunts
me, dl night long! | think of ghostdl™

"Ghosts from the Grenadier?' Dorothy smiled as she shook her head. "Never, Mr. Weed. That ship sank
two hundred years ago."

"Ghosts from the past three months,” retorted Weed. "Cuyler's ghogt; Linthrop's; Borick's -

"Forget them." Dorothy's tone was steady, rebuking, as sherose. "'l came hereto tak serioudy, Mr.
Weed; not to listen to meaninglesswords. The whole troubleis plain. Those other men went through the



same strain that you have undergone. They were ashamed to admit that they were scared. That waswhy
they walked out without notice.”

"Perhapsthey did," admitted Weed, sheepishly. "I've got to quit being jittery. Maybe you could suggest a
cure, Miss Prumbull.”

"I can," spoke Dorothy, from the door. "Walk out like the others did. A night engineer can dways be
replaced, Mr. Weed."

THE SHADOW withdrew asthe girl went past. He saw Weed, staring angrily, fuming as he chewed his
lips. The man either thought that he had said too much, or not enough. Something was rankling him, as he
sat down at his desk.

The Shadow moved to the side of the barge. He heard the scrape of Dorothy's speed boat; listened a
while, until amotor throbbed from somewhere dong the channd. The girl was starting back home. The
Shadow stepped to asmall rowboat; he drifted shoreward and rowed toward the little dock, a hundred
yards below.

He avoided splashes with his oars until he was distant from the barge. He sllenced his stroke again, ashe
neared the dock. Despite the river tide, The Shadow eased the boat noiselessly along the dock edge, to
ashort stretch of beach. Stepping ashore, he listened.

There were sounds on the dock. Watchers had heard his approach.

Stealing to a spot beside the near-by road, The Shadow entered a hidden coupe. He started the motor;
shoved the car into gear as he snapped on the lights. As he took to the road, men came dashing up from
the dock. The Shadow whizzed past a parked touring car. A watcher opened awild fire after the coupe.

The shots went wide. Back from the coupe floated The Shadow'strailing laugh. He was past a curve,
driving southward toward the road that led into Manhattan. Crooks had missed their chance for battle;
they were the same thugs who had covered the murderer's escape near the Cobalt Club.

Whoever had sent them here knew that The Shadow might be avisitor to the salvage barge. A
supercrook had made another thrust, having thugs on detail, where he - for some reason of hisown -
could not be at this hour. The Shadow had outwitted the hoodlums instead of battling them. Thereby, he
had outguessed the murderer.

Those thugs would be bolder in the future. The master-crook would use them again, thinking that The
Shadow feared them. On that coming occasion, The Shadow might learn something useful; the thugs,
themsalves, might give aclue to some strategic spot chosen by the enemy.

Tonight, their presence sgnified only that they were watching the salvage barge. That merely proved The
Shadow's theory, that the sunken wreck of the Grenadier had been concerned in crime.

L ater, The Shadow reached his sanctum. His hands plied through clippings, beneath the blue light. He
found obscure references that he wanted. He made alist of sourcesthat might bring new information. He
inscribed three names: Cuyler, Linthrop and Borick.

Plucking earphones from thewall, The Shadow listened for aquiet voice, that announced:
"Burbank speaking.”

The Shadow gave ingtructions. Burbank, his contact man, was to pass the ordersto other of The
Shadow's secret agents. With the orders, The Shadow repeated three names - those of the forgotten



night engineers. In gleaning facts regarding the salvage operations on the Grenadier, agentswere to
constantly seek datathat concerned Cuyler, Linthrop and Borick.

"Ghostsfrom the past.”" That was the term that Weed had gpplied to the men who had held the night job
before him. The Shadow intended to invoke those ghosts. Dead or alive, those three would figurein the
next move.

The Shadow knew.
CHAPTER X. THE LAW INTERVENES

TWO days had followed The Shadow's visit to the salvage barge. It was | ate afternoon, and a dreary
day outsde. Asusud, darkness reigned in The Shadow's sanctum, except for that lighted corner that
denoted The Shadow's presence.

Reports were abundant. Agents had done real work. Harry Vincent, who could pose as a member of
any profession, had visited the salvage barge by day, applying for atechnical job as engineer. Clyde
Burke, reporter for the New Y ork Classic, had checked up the addresses of the three ghosts.

While Rutledge Mann, an investment broker, had learned factsin financid circles, Cliff Mardand, an
agent who covered the underworld, was looking for cluesin that sector.

The sdvage corporation was alarge company, too heavily interwoven with officias for anyone man to
have adominant part in theraising of the Grenadier. The company expected to distribute its gain among
hosts of small stockholders. It had contracted with Prumbull for the flat price of one hundred thousand
dollars, based on a prospective three-year operation. That fitted with Prumbull's own statement.

Prumbull had dready received advancestotaling seventy thousand dollars; and had probably sdted it
away. The rest would be due the day the Grenadier was raised; but the professor would probably be
paid in advance, since the corporation itsalf was holding back the gala day, on account of the World's
Fair.

Though one hundred thousand dollars might be considered big money, there were rumors that Prumbull
had wanted double the sum. That was logical, since thiswas no ordinary savage job. It was one that
promised millionsin profit.

The Shadow, himsealf, had witnessed Prumbull's eager effortsto make adea with Baybrook, on the
raising of the Isabella. That was proof that the professor wanted more than his hundred thousand dollars.

The corporation paid al the employees. It had books and other records; from them, Mann gained the full
names of the three ghosts. Those names lay before The Shadow, in their right progression:

Luden Cuyler
JamesLinthrop
Ambrose Borick

Tothelist, The Shadow had added another pair of names; onesthat even Weed had not mentioned.
They were those of two crew members. George Myden and Frank Jenrow.

They were but two of many who had come and gone from the job; but they had something in common
with the three night engineers. Neither Myden nor Jenrow could be traced after they had quit the salvage
barge.



Clyde Burke checked the days when al five had last been seen. He talked with people who knew them.
Though the reporter's work had been thorough, every trail ended in ablank.

Cliff Mardand, working in the underworld, came through with oneimportant fact. A crook named
"Sugs' Jenrow had been bumped off, afew months before. Slugs, it appeared, had double-crossed
some members of amob. They had located him, purely by chance; the bump-off had been the result.

From that, The Shadow drew a definite answer. Jenrow had been a crook, stationed aboard the salvage
barge. Chancing anight trip ashore, he had run into the wrong people.

Cliff waslooking for old pas of Jenrow - hoodlums who might spill afew facts about the thug. Such
informants might give alead to other namesthat The Shadow wanted.

THERE were numerous other facts; some might prove useful later. Meanwhile, The Shadow preferred to
have matters rest until he learned the important details that he was &fter.

The Shadow recognized that the murders of Cray and Tasper had been forced, through some
complication arising with the treasure chart. So far asthe Grenadier operation was concerned, dl would
be quiet there, despite Weed's expressions to the contrary.

The Shadow had not forgotten Curtin Weed.

The present night engineer had certainly taken over ajob that had given trouble in the past; but he had
held it longer than any of his predecessors. Records showed that a night engineer had not been necessary
until after the salvage job had reached itsfina stage.

Cuyler, first to handle the shift, had lasted only three weeks. Linthrop, his successor, had held thejob for
two weeks. Borick had stayed on for nearly amonth. Weed had taken over three months ago and was
dill there.

Apparently, thejinx was ended. Why, then, had Weed become jittery? The Shadow saw areason that
Weed had not mentioned to Dorothy. In fact, Weed had deliberately tried to deceive the girl on one
point. He had pretended that he had never heard of Captain Danidl Cray until after the police had visited
the barge.

Facts - asindicated by Tasper'stestimony - told that Weed had not only heard of Cray, but had made a
definite effort to meet the old sailor. Weed thought that he had covered that detail. Therefore, the fellow
was staging some specid game.

Therewasirony connected with the Situation. The law had heard of Weed; but had not discovered that a
man of that name was night engineer aboard the barge. Professor Prumbull knew Weed; but had not
learned that his subordinate had paid avist to Cray.

The Shadow held the key position, and he was watching Weed through "Hawkeye," a clever spotter.
Hawkeye spent his nightsin ashack just off the exposition grounds and trailed Weed into town in the
morning. He watched the Twenty-fifth Street rooming house where Weed lived. In the afternoon, he
followed the engineer back to the barge.

Hawkeye had reported definitely that Weed had not been followed by spiesfrom the underworld; and
Hawkeye, familiar with dmost every vicious face in the badlands, was not aman to be mistaken.

A tiny light glimmered from the sanctum wall. The Shadow reached for earphones, expecting areport
from Hawkeye, on the chance that Weed had made an early trip to the barge. Instead, Burbank's steady
voice forwarded news from Clyde Burke.



The reporter was at police headquarters. Joe Cardona had just received acall from Commissioner
Weston. Ingtructions were for Joe to meet his chief at the Cobalt Club. Something was hot.

The earphones went to the wall. The sanctum light was blotted with atwist of The Shadow'sfingers.
Silence reigned in the darkened room. The Shadow was on hisway to intercept the meeting.

TWENTY minutes|ater, Lamont Cranston aighted from hislimousinein front of the Cobat Club. Ashe
grolled to the entrance, he saw Cardona standing just inside the door. Cranston paused for aleisurely
handshake. With asmile, heinquired:

"Whereis Commissioner Weston?"

"An easy guess, Mr. Cranston,” chuckled Cardona. "The only reason I'd be here would be to meet the
commissioner. He's due any minute, and maybe" - Cardonalooked about warily, to make sure that no
one else was near - "maybe he's got some new dope on the Cray case. He was up to see Baybrook.
Cdled mefrom there, infact.”

Cranston looked ready to stroll away. Cardona urged him to remain, sure that Weston would be glad to
seehim.

Such was the case when the commissioner arrived, afew minutes|ater. His car was outsde; seeing
Cranston, he wanted him to come aong with Cardona. In the car, they found Baybrook. Weston gave
the chauffeur an address on Twenty-fifth Street.

The number was the house where Curtin Weed lived; the very place that Hawkeye was covering for The
Shadow.

"Baybrook had acdler this afternoon,” announced Weston briskly, asthe car rolled dong. "He had a
servant telephone my office, because he thought | would like to know it. The caller was Professor
Prumbull."

Cardonabecame dert. Cranston, lounging in the cushions of the rear seet, gave acasud query:
"Moretalk about working for you, Baybrook? When you're ready to raise the | sabella?”

"That wasit," answered Baybrook. "The professor said that he could supply equipment; and could dso
hire atrained crew. | told him that we would consider the matter later. We were at the door when
Commissioner Weston arrived.”

"I madeit look like achance vist,” put in Weston. "Prumbull did not know that Baybrook had sent word
to me. Y ou know our policy with Prumbull. Were feding things out, not Ietting him think that we might
consder him with any doubt.

"That'swhy | joined in the conversation. Prumbull finished with the mention that there was one man on
whom he could not depend. That was the night engineer. Thefdlow isreliable enough; but he doesn't like
the job. Prumbull happened to give the man's name. What do you suppose it was, Cranston?'

Crangton's expression indicated that he could not even make a guess. Weston announced triumphantly:
"Hisnameis Weed!"
"Weed?' queried Cranston. "Have we heard that name somewhere?"

"At Tasper'd™ put in Cardona. "Weed was the fellow who came looking for Cray!"



"Precisdly,” declared Weston. "1 asked Prumbull where Weed lived, and he gave me the address. Weed
doesn't go on duty for an hour. We ill have a chance to reach him before he goesto work."

"And the professor,” questioned Cranston - "where has he gone?”’

"He left for the sdlvage barge,” replied Weston. "It was good policy to let him return there. We shdl
question Weed independently. If the fellow acts suspicioudy, we can arrest him.”

"And what will the professor think?"
"He will suppose that Weed decided to quit the job. Weed practicaly said that he might do so."

THE limousine dowed, turning into Twenty-fifth Street. It rolled aong the one-way thoroughfare, the
chauffeur looking for house numbers on theright. Cranston lowered awindow at his|eft elbow; extended
his hand to flick ashes from acigarette.

Long fingers moved, giving an up-and-down signd. Cranston's keen eyes saw the hunched figure of
Hawkeye, shambling past adoorway. The spotter caught the sgnd; gave an upward nudge of hisown
hand in return.

The response meant that Weed was dtill at home. Absence of any other gesture signified that all was
clear. It would be The Shadow's part, as Cranston, to sit quietly by while the law opened its negotiations
with Curtin Weed.

The Shadow would continue that part, unless circumstances demanded otherwise. There was alwaysthe
chance that issues might develop, particularly in acase like this one. Matters were degper than the law
supposed. Behind the deaths of Cray and Tasper lay past circumstancesinvolving the Grenadier.

The Shadow remembered those five men who had disappeared. Beneath his calm, surface guise of
Crangton, he was linking events, considering whether chance, aone, had caused Professor Prumbull to
mention the name of Curtin Weed to Baybrook and Weston.

The Shadow suspected hidden motive. His assumptions of that sort were usudly correct. This easy
approach to Weed's shabby residence could be the harbinger of swift events. Despite the calmness of the
scene, and Hawkeye'stip that al was well, The Shadow was preparing for trouble.

The Shadow's readiness was fortunate. Within the next five minutes, his skill was due to meet aheavy
test. The Shadow's aertness was the one factor that would alow a chance against formidable odds.

CHAPTER XI. THRUSTS AT DUSK

WESTON'S limousine stopped a few doors before the house that bore Weed's number. Joe Cardona
stepped out to the curb and lowered the folding seat that he had used. Baybrook was at the right side of
the car. He dighted to make way for Weston.

Rather than wait donein the car, Cranston followed. The four stood beside the limousine, beneath the
gathering dusk of the dreary day. Weston pointed to high steps, leading up to the old house that bore the
proper number.

"Inquire for Weed," said the commissioner to Cardona. "'Bring him down here, inspector.”

AsWeston spoke, a cab wheded up. Passing the halted limousine, the taxi stopped directly in front of
Weed's house. The driver craned to observe the number that showed against the light from a glass pane
above the door. The cab horn tooted.



Cardona decided to question the hackie. He held a short conversation with the man; came back to report
to Weston:

"Weed ordered that cab. He ought to be out here any minute, commissioner.”

"Good," decided Weston. "Wait on the house steps, inspector. The first person to come out will be
Weed."

Cardonadid as directed; but he had along wait. The cab horn tooted intermittently; still, Weed did not
appear. Weston began to grow impatient.

"I wonder if thefellow saw us," he remarked to Cranston and Baybrook. "He may have looked out a
front window. If theres aback door to that house, Weed might decide to useit. | think I'll send Cardona
around there.”

"Wait." Cranston spoke quietly, as he gripped Weston'sarm. "Watch the front door. | saw it gart to
open.”

Weston gazed; noted that Cranston was right. The door moved again; boldly, thistime. Out stepped a
blocky man, whose figure was framed againgt the dull light of the entry. Cranston's keen eyes recognized
the arrival asWeed. The other observers smply guessed that this was the man they expected.

Weston moved forward; Cranston and Baybrook followed. They were adl near the bottom of the steps,
close enough to hear Cardona accost the blocky man. Gruffly, Joe questioned:

"You're Mr. Weed?"

For amoment, the night engineer halted, one step above his questioner. He looked as though he intended
to dive back into the house; but Cardonawas close enough to grab him. Weed's hollowed eyes stared
toward the waiting cab.

"I'm from police headquarters,” announced Cardona, deciding it was time to end Weed's doubts. "We
want to talk to you, Weed."

"How do you happen to know my name?" Weed snapped the question, "Who told you where | lived?'
"Youll find out later. Y ou're Curtin Weed, dl right.”
"Yes. I'mWeed. But how do | know you're from headquarters?’

CARDONA dtarted to draw back his coat, to flash hisbadge. He waswary al thetime, hisright hand
ready for agrab, if Weed tried a duck-out. Cardona, though, had missed a guess. If Weed had raised a
hand to start a punch, Joe would have stopped it; but Weed, figuring that very attempt, did not have to
giveateltademove,

His position, one step higher than Cardonad's, gave Weed an advantage that Joe did not recognize.
Weed's|eft fist clenched suddenly at hiship. It delivered a sharp, upward jab that went no higher than the
man's own chest.

That blow was high enough to find Cardona'sjaw. The quick clip lifted the ace clear off hisfeet, sent him
gprawling down the steps to the sdewalk.

As Cardonarolled, Weed followed his punch with a downward leap. He sprang across Cardonaand
made abound for the cab. Hisright hand flashed into view, bringing arevolver. He did not op to aim a



Cardong; nor did he bother with the witnesses waiting only adozen feet away.

Weed brandished the revolver toward the cab driver; he shouted for the fellow to start away. The cabby
had no other choice. Asthe door dammed, he felt Weed'srevolver jab his neck. The cab started.

Weston, meanwhile, was grabbing for arevolver. It came from his pocket; the gun caught the cloth and
dipped from the commissioner's fingers. Weston saw Cranston make a quick stoop to get the weapon. It
was adeft move, for hetook it dmost asit hit the sdewal k. Weston shouted to hisfriend:

"Aim for the cab, Cranston! Stop Weed!"

With Weston's outcry came a sharp whistle from acrossthe street. It wasasignal from Hawkeye;
understood only by The Shadow. Weston gaped in startlement as he witnessed Cranston's actions.

Revolver in hand, the tal clubman turned to push Cardona benegath the high steps of the old house.
Weston, jumping forward to hat the foolishness, was met with astraight-arm shove that toppled himin
Joe's direction.

Cardonahad taken anew tumble, down four steps to a basement entrance. Weston, floundering, fell with
him. Both rolled to the bottom. Asthey raised their heads, they saw why Cranston had delivered such

Speedy treatment.

Weed's cab had gained its start; but another car had arrived. It was atouring car, roaring in from behind
thelimousine. A spotlight glared toward the house steps. A thuggish cover-up crew had arrived. A
machine gun was swinging to takeam.

WESTON and Cardonawere out of harm's way. Cranston was beside the house steps, ready with the
revolver; he could have dived for cover when hefired. There was another man, however, to be
consdered. That was Baybrook.

Caught on the middle of the sdewalk, Baybrook was facing the street. Instead of diving back to the
house front, he made a start for the protection of Weston'slimousine. He had twenty feet to go before he
reached it. The dash would carry him directly into the line of the machine gun's swing.

Baybrook had one chance to make it. That chance depended upon the actions of the machine gunner. If
the thug with the "typewriter" was overdetermined to get Crangton, he might swing the gun muzzle past
Baybrook before beginning fire. After al, Cranston was armed, and Baybrook was not.

The Shadow did not leave matters to chance. Warned by Hawkeye's signal, he was far more ready for
the emergency than anyone supposed. Weston and Cardona gaped as they saw the bold move that
Cranston took.

With one bound, the tal clubman overtook Baybrook; caught him with aleft-hand grip before he had
gone more than five feet toward the limousine. As Baybrook spun about, too startled to redlize what had
happened, Cranston hauled him straight back for the cover of the basement opening on the other side of
the high steps.

At that ingtant, al seemed ended. The muzzle of the machine gun covered Cranston and Baybrook. They
could not have reached the shelter that Cranston had chosen. They would be a double target for the
spraying fire, when it began.

Baybrook saw it. Frantically, hetried to dive for the new shdlter. Cranston's grip still held him; and with
apparent purpose. Thetall fighter was steadying to aim across Baybrook's arm. That hid the fact that
Cranston's gun was ready.



Cardona saw drategy in the move. It was the sort that would make a machine-gunner delay histrigger,
thinking that his targets were sure ones. The Shadow's method worked; the machine gun did not speak
ingtantly from the dowing death car. The muzzle lingered for a scant second; then came an unexpected

stab from Cranston'srevolver.

A well-timed bullet sank the machine gunner to the car floor. Cardona saw Cranston twist, to send
Baybrook stumbling down to the basement. From beside the high steps, Cranston aimed again; jabbed a
sharp shot for another thug who was grabbing for the machine gun.

A howl told that Cranston's bullet had clipped the second foeman. The driver of the death car pressed his
accelerator. The car roared away, as members of its crew managed to get the machine gun into action.
With aclatter, the gun sent a stream of bullets spattering back aong the sdewalk.

THE barrage was belated. Weston and Cardona had dropped to cover. So had Baybrook. Cranston
was stabbing shots over the edge of the high stone steps. He was out of the machine gun's path; hisdugs
werewinging for thetiresof thefleaing car.

Another revolver was barking from across the street. Hawkeye had joined the action. He, too, had steps
for cover. Hurtling down to the street, the rear of the touring car was peppered with hating shots. It
dewed at the corner; climbed the curb, clear to the house fronts. Thugs went diving from the opposite
Sdeof thecar.

Cardonas spot had been abad one from which to fire. Joe's turn came when the gunmen abandoned
their car. He legped out from cover and dashed for the corner, firing on the way. When he reached the
touring car, Joe found a dead thug on the floor beside the machine gun.

The remaining hoodlums had fled, taking their wounded comrade with them. When Weston'slimousine
came up, bringing Cranston and Baybrook with the commissioner, Joe made a dejected report. There
were plenty of placeswhere rats could scurry for shelter in thisdistrict.

Asfor Weed, his cab wasfar out of sght. The night engineer had made a complete get-away. Patrol cars
arrived; they brought no report of the missing cab. Police began to scour the neighborhood for hoodlums;
but to no avail. There were too many subway stations and available taxicabsin this neighborhood.

When Weston came back to hislimousine, after directing the man hunt, he found Cranston there with
Baybrook. The commissioner extended his hand with the congratul ation:

"Great work, Cranston! Y our aid was astimely asit was at the Cobalt Club. | am only sorry that you did
not have a chance to bag the murderer.”

"Which murderer, commissioner?"
"Weed, of course! He had his cover-up crew here again. It was obvious."

Cranston considered. Weston puzzled over the expression that hisfriend displayed. Baybrook, too, was
interested, when Crangton quietly remarked:

"The circumstances are different, commissioner. When Cray was dain, you had proof that murder had
actualy been committed. Thekiller tried to drop you when he fled. Tonight, Weed committed no murder.
Nor did hetry to shoot Cardona, who blocked his path.”

Weston grumbled in admission that Crangton's finding was correct. He came back to the matter of the
cover-up crew. Cranston had another comment on that score.



"What proof have you that the thugs were with Weed?' he questioned, quietly. "Their car wastaking the
same direction as the taxicab. Perhaps they intended to pursue Weed."

"A long guess, Crangton,” objected Weston. "I admit that it could be apossibility. Nevertheless, the fact
stands that Weed fled from the law. Y ou can not whitewash the fellow.”

Cranston's lips showed asmile. The Shadow had aready decided to convey his own knowledge to the
law, since the police had progressed so far.

"Weed was dissatisfied with hisjob," reminded Cranston. " Perhaps he feared something.”
"An odd supposition, Cranston -"
"Based on Weed's flight. The man could have doubted that Cardonawas actudly a police inspector.”

"Weed did make awild bolt for it," put in Baybrook. "He was certainly scared of something,
commissoner.”

"Or putting up abluff," declared Weston. "But how can we find out? Weed is gone; we can't question
him until wefind him."

"Y ou might visit Professor Prumbull," suggested Cranston. "Maybe the answer will befound on the
sdvage barge.”

Another nod of agreement came from Baybrook. The promoter saw Cranston'slogic. So did Weston,
the commissioner bellowed for Cardona, and announced that they would make an immediate start to vigit
Professor Prumbull.

Crangton's smile was steady. With the knowledge that he had previoudy gained, The Shadow was
confident that he could subtly press mattersto the proper issue, when the party reached the salvage
barge.

Thrusts at dusk had failed against The Shadow. The game had shifted; The Shadow was ready to direct
it as he might choose.

CHAPTER XII. THE SHADOW DICTATES

PROFESSOR PRUMBUL L was aboard the barge when the delegation arrived. He met the visitors at
the door of the office cabin and stared in perplexed fashion over his spectacles. Before Weston could
announce the reason for the vist, Prumbull remembered something.

"About that night engineer, commissoner,” remarked the professor. "Weed has not come on duty this
evening. | intended to have atalk with him. Perhgps heismerdly ddayed; but -"

"I don't think you can expect Weed," interjected Weston, crisply. "We went to see him a short while ago.
Hetook to flight."

The professor |ooked astounded. His amazement increased when Weston gave the details of the fray on
Twenty-fifth Street. He began to sammer:

"l -1 can't undersand it -"

"Mr. Crangton furnished a suggestion,” interposed Weston. "He wants me to ask you just why Weed
intended to quit his job here. Perhgps that might explain matters.”



"It couldn't." Prumbull shook his head. "Weed was unreasonable. That was al."

Again, the quiz was coming to astandstill. Prumbull turned from Weston, to eye Crangton. The
professor's expression was gpologetic - asif hewould explain, if he only could. Cranston's keen gaze
went beyond the professor; his eyes centered on Dorothy, who wasin the cabin.

The girl showed her former expression - frankness, plus determination to say nothing against her father.
With Weston ready to end the quiz, Cranston suddenly put questions. They were addressed to Prumbull;
but the speaker watched Dorothy.

"Just how long,” queried Cranston, "did Weed work here?!

"A few months," parried Prumbull. " Perhapslonger.”

"Who held the job previoudy?"

"A man named Ambrose Borick, as nearly as| can remember.”
"And before Borick?"

The professor laughed, as though he thought the matter trivial. He shook his head, with the reply: "There
may have been others. | disremember.”

"Perhaps your daughter would remember. May | question her?"

PRUMBULL smiled shrewdly a Cranston's request. The professor knew nothing of Dorothy's night visit
to the barge. He thought that his daughter was acquainted only with the day personnel. Hence Prumbulll
nodded, not redlizing that he was due for asurprise.

"The names, Miss Prumbull?" queried Crangton. "Can you give them?"

"Yes," declared the girl, emphatically. "Thefirg night engineer was Cuyler. Heleft in afew weeks. So did
the next man - Linthrop. Borick, the third, lasted less than amonth. Findly, Weed -"

"What happened to the others?' broke in Weston.

"They were unrdliable," snapped the professor, answering for his daughter. "They were like Weed.
Dorothy, | forbid -"

Prumbull wastoo late with his objection.

"They disappeared,” informed Dorothy, steadily. "That was why Weed claimed to be afraid. He spoke of
ghogts-"

"l am puzzled because Dorothy has learned these facts," snapped Prumbull, suddenly. "Yes, | admit that
the three | eft suddenly. But why" - hisvoicerosein chdlenge - "why should | have reported it to the
police? Those men | eft the barge before they disappeared. The crew can testify to that."

Cranston spoke again, watching Dorothy.
"Tel me, professor,” he asked. "Did any of the crew members also disappear?'
Prumbull tried to hedge. It was Dorothy who answered, boldly:

"Y es. Two men left so suddenly that their departure caused comment among the crew. One was named



Myden; the other, Jenrow."

Cardonawas making notes of the names. Weston looked to Cranston, expecting advice from hisfriend.
It came promptly.

"Apparently thereis mystery here," emphasized Cranston. " This barge should be watched. The people
aboard should be protected.”

"| shall station men aboard,” agreed Weston. "I shall dso supply aguard for Professor Prumbull. 1t will
be along duty, of course; for the Grenadier will not be raised until the expostion opens.”

"The old frigate can be raised earlier,” reminded Crangton. ""As police commissioner, you have authority
to order it. | believe" - he eyed Prumbull - "that the Grenadier could be raised within three days.”

The proposa brought enthusiastic comment from both Weston and Baybrook. Prumbull raised an angry
chdlenge.

"Raising the Grenadier ismy task," stormed the professor. "I shall dlow no interference! My plans must
not be altered -"

"Father!" exclaimed Dorothy. "It should not matter to you. At onetime, you objected to the delay.”

"l intended to take my time during the next few weeks," declared Prumbull. "With everything arranged, |
could turn the actud raising job over to others.

"It would be better to be here yoursalf. Y ou have said frequently that you could raise the Grenadier
within twelve hours notice.”

Prumbull subsided. He noted questioning looks from al around him. Apologeticaly, he explained
himsdf.

"l am hagty," admitted Prumbull. "All these discussions perturb me. | say thingsthat | do not mean. After
al, | have nored say in the matter. Do as you wish, commissioner.”

WESTON made prompt arrangements. He told Cardona to go ashore in the motor boat and summon
four headquarters men who were there. Two were to stay on the barge; the other pair to accompany
Prumbull and Dorothy in their speed boat.

Prumbull winced at thefina order. Possibly he regarded the headquarters men as spies, holding him
under technical arrest. Weston softened the matter with the remark:

"Weed isafugitive, professor. He may hold agrudge against you or your daughter. Y our protectionis
advisable."

Mention of Weed caused Prumbull to mutter something about putting a crew member on duty in place of
the night engineer. The professor stepped from the office; walked across the darkened deck. They saw
him start down into the forecastle.

Weston and Baybrook went forward, to find lanterns on the deck. They would need them to guide
Cardonas return trip in the motor boat. There had been difficulty in the former arrival at the barge.

Crangton and Dorothy stood at the entrance to the office cabin. The girl spokein friendly tone; her words
showed gratitude.

"Y ou have settled agreat dedl, Mr. Cranston,” she declared. "Whether Weed was right or wrong, he



knew something. He talked about ghosts asif they were red. Ghosts of the men who held the job before
him. | shall be glad when the Grenadier israised.”

"| thought you would," returned Cranston. " That waswhy | questioned you, Miss Prumbull. In the future

Dorothy shrieked an interruption. The cry was not necessary. The Shadow had not only seenthe girl's
sudden change of expression; he had sensed a scuffling motion somewherein the darkness toward the
other end of the barge. The move that he performed was twofold.

Crangton's quick hand gave a shove against Dorothy's shoulder; the push spilled the girl to the bottom of
the cabin door. With atwist, The Shadow recoiled; hisarm, extending, served to jolt him away in the
opposite direction. The double move was instantaneous, it had to be, for delay would have brought
death.

Cleaving from the darkness, aknife whirred squarely through the space where the two had stood. The
long point of the blade splintered the edge of the door frame. The knife clattered into the cabin.

THAT throw had been intended for The Shadow. It was atoken from the murderer who had failed to
deliver death on a previous occasion. Whether or not the killer had identified Cranston as The Shadow
was aquestion. It was quite likely that he smply regarded Cranston asamenace in hisown right.

It was impossible to locate the source from which the blade had come. Bounding from the splintered
door frame, the knifeitsalf could not tell its exact direction. The Shadow knew that Dorothy had spied it
highintheair, glittering in the light that shone from one of the Sumpy madts.

It was plain, only, that the knife had been hurled from darkness near the other end of the barge; that the
hand that tossed it was expert even at so great arange. Cranston's hand drew arevolver, ashiseyes
sought to pierce the darkness. There were sounds from up ahead. Dorothy's shout had been heard.

Professor Prumbull came bounding suddenly from the forecastle. Baybrook dashed in from the side,
where he had been watching for the police boat. Weston shouted from farther along, bawling for lights.
Dorothy spoke quickly to Cranston:

"The searchlight! It's above the forecastle!™

Reaching the forecastle, Cranston was joined by Prumbull and Baybrook. The professor shouted to
scour the deck with the light; Baybrook cried that he was sure he had heard a boat bump the side.
Crangton satisfied both. He turned on the floodlight, sent its rays along the deck, then out to the water
between the barge and the shore.

The gtretch of channd was anarrow one, above the rocks that held the sunken Grenadier. Boats did not
ordinarily usethat route; they preferred to come from the dock, a hundred yards below. The searchlight,
however, showed that one voyager had chosen the shorter course.

A rowboat was completing the scant yardage. Arms gave atidd stroke; the boat crackled among rocks.
Over the bow went a scrambling figure, to dive beyond a cluster of rocks and dried bushes. Even
Crangton's quick hand lacked timeto take long aim at the fugitive.

That blocky figure was familiar. So wasthe hdf savage, half hunted face that showed over alowered
shoulder. The man was gone, picking away through the fence of the exposition grounds; but he had been
recognized. Weston, nearest to the end of the barge, shouted the name:

"Curtin Weed'"



CARDONA and his men came scrambling aboard the barge, too late to be of use. Weed was ashore;
they were on board. That settled the matter. From a distance came the sound of a starter; the harsh grind
of acar in gear. Roads led everywhere from the exposition lot. Weed was away to another flight.

"Weed wanted to murder you, Cranston,” declared Weston, solemnly. "That settles our question. The
crew was Weed's, there on Twenty-fifth Street.”

"Miss Prumbull was standing with me," reminded The Shadow. "The knife could have been meant for
her. | would suggest, commissioner, that you doubl e the guard to protect Miss Prumbull and her father.”

Professor Prumbull offered no objection. His face showed a shrewd smile. He seemed satisfied that
suspicion rested upon him no longer; Weed's vist to the barge came as avindication of the old
professor.

Cardonaremained aboard the barge, to take full charge there. As Weston and his other companions
were riding back to Manhattan, the commissioner commented:

"Weed's guilt is proven. He must have watched Prumbull during the day. That was how he learned of the
professor's negotiations with Cray. Weed wanted to keep Prumbull from gaining the treasure chart. He
resorted to double murder to accomplishiit.”

"l am not so sure of that, commissioner,” objected Baybrook. "Did you notice the smirk on Prumbull’s
face, when you put the blame on Weed? Perhaps Weed only came to see what was going on aboard the
barge. Prumbull could have thrown the knife."

Consdering the matter, Weston decided that Baybrook was right. Weed might actualy fear Prumbull; if
s0, Weed was adupe, not amurderer. Those gunmen on Twenty-fifth Street could have been sent to rub
out Weed. Despite those possibilities, Weston was unready to entirely throw over his own theory
regarding Weed. He intended to have the law hunt down the fugitive.

Oddly, Lamont Cranston offered no comment. There was agood reason for his silence. He had
accomplished al that he required, when he had practically dictated Weston's order for the immediate
rasing of the Grenadier.

The Shadow was willing to await the day when the old frigate would emerge above the channd waters.
The cluesthat would cometo light on that occasion were the onesthat The Shadow wanted. New
evidence would pin crime on the killer to whom guilt belonged.

Mystery that lay aboard the salvage barge came from a source far below. Dorothy Prumbull had spoken
- jestingly, perhaps - of ghosts from the old Grenadier. In asense, those specters might be more real than
Dorothy supposed. Moreover, they could bring testimony of affairs more recent than two hundred years

ago.

The Shadow had arranged to lay those ghogts. That done, it would be histurn to move againgt the
murderer. When The Shadow chose to name the killer, the man'sfull crimes would stand undenied.

CHAPTER XIIl. FROM THE DEPTHS

|F the Grenadier had been an ordinary sort of ship, Police Commissioner Weston would not have
honored its raising with his presence. Weston's response to Cranston's suggestion had at first been no
more than an officid order to the salvage company, stating that the frigate must be raised at once.

That, Weston decided, would end operations on the barge. Trouble would be gone from the remote river



channel. But, as dayswent by, it developed that much morelay at stake. The name of the Grenadier
smashed the front-page headlines of every New Y ork newspaper.

Gold was the reason. Millions of it, aboard the Grenadier. The public had admost forgotten the old frigate,
during the dow progress of the salvage operations. With the great day dmost a hand, apathy was
ended.

Firgt came reports from police aboard the barge, stating that crowds were flocking to the shore; theat it
was almost impossible to keep curious boats away. Weston ordered more men on duty. The salvage
corporation put up afence on the extension of the exposition grounds and made prompt effortsto collect
admissons

The public tore down the fence. It went up again, protected by a score of policemen supplied by the
commissioner. Turnstiles clicked merrily. Crowds grew larger and larger. Weston was forced to send out
ahundred reserves and provide police boats to keep away other craft.

All thisannoyed Professor Prumbull and delayed hiswork; at least, so he claimed. It was not until the
fourth day that the hull of the Grenadier actudly thrust above the surface, to reveal amass of rotted
timbers, with dimy remains of mastslying on the decayed deck.

At mid-afternoon, Commissioner Weston boarded the barge, accompanied by Cranston and Baybrook.
Joe Cardonawasin charge, talking things over with officials from the salvage company. Weston assured
the officidsthat al precautions had been arranged.

There were twenty officers aboard the barge; hundreds along the shore. Police boats were drawn up in
the channd. A powerful, modern tug was waiting to receive the treasure from the Grenadier; the gold
would immediately be placed in strong boxes.

Escorted by police boats, the tug wasto travel to the foot of Manhattan Idand, where an armored truck
awaited the gold on adock protected by an army of police. From there, the route would lead to the
Federal Reserve Bank.

No crimina band could possibly muster enough strength to attack that modern caravan. As Weston
outlined every detail, he saw pleased smiles replace the worried looks of the corporation officias.

THE Grenadier formed an odd sight, looming high out of water, supported by the massive air tanks.
Professor Prumbull announced that he had been eevating the frigate dowly, to avoid any troublesometilt.
The sides of the old rdlic gaped with holes; but the thick timbers were stronger than the ruined decks.

From the side of the barge, Prumbull pointed out a strong portion of the frigate.

"That marksthe strong room," he declared. "Theinterior must certainly be reinforced with sheets of
metd, like the door. That portion of the ship was not only the strongest, it also escaped the rocks.”

Weston remembered that Baybrook had once remarked that the bottom of the East River was afine
safe-deposit vault. Prumbull's statements were proving that very fact. The professor seemed to show
enthusiasm over the accomplishment of histask. Salvage officids, crowding about him, were aready
making promises of a handsome bonus.

One obsarver, however, detected nervousness in Prumbull's manner. That viewer was Lamont Cranston.
Standing with Weston, Cranston watched the professor. Someone stepped up beside him; awoman's
voice spokein an undertone:

"May | tak to you, Mr. Cranston?”'



Turning, Crangton faced Dorothy Prumbull. The girl drew him aside, and confided:

"Father isnot quite himsdlf today. | fear that the strain will be too much. Will you help meto look out for
him, Mr. Crangton?"'

"Certainly! | presume that he has been working hard.”

"He has. Day and night. The crowds on the shore haveirritated him. The police - lways close at hand -
have made him feel cramped. Time and again, he has said that he was ready to give the work up, and let
someonedsefinishit.”

Dorothy eyed her father for ashort while, then added:

"Hisworst spell wasthis morning, after the hull was actudly in sight. He stopped operations and told me
that he intended to go home. Everything was at astanddtill for haf an hour. Then he resumed; but he
made me promise that | would be ready to take him home as soon as he wasfinished.”

Turning, Dorothy pointed to the side of the barge. The Shadow saw the Flyaway; the speed boat was
held by asingle rope, ready to cast off.

"Weshdl gointhe Flyaway," said Dorothy. "I would like you to come with us, Mr. Cranston.”

HIS agreement given, Cranston turned to watch a gangplank go from the barge to the old frigate. Crew
memberstested it; plain-clothes men followed them on board the Grenadier. A ladder was put down
through ahole in the deck. Men began the descent.

There was something eerie in the scene. Delay had held the boarding of the Grenadier until late afternoon;
the crowds aong the shore were dmost obscured by the gathering dusk. Lights were beginning to
glimmer from police boats, for the channel, too, was dark. Daylight persisted, however, upon the deck of
the barge and the hull of the Grenadiier.

Word was shouted that the path was safe. Commissioner Weston started aboard the frigate; looked
back, to motion to Cranston and Baybrook. They crossed the gangplank; officials followed, inviting
Professor Prumbull.

The old man smiled; shook his head wearily. Cranston saw this action, and looked toward Dorothy. The
girl nodded that she would remain with her father until Cranston returned.

Heavy insulated wires were passed through the deck of the Grenadier. The lower passage was flooded
with eectric illumination, a contrast to the candldight that the frigate had known in its prime, two centuries
before. Footing was bad along the dimy deck below, where men from the barge had put broad boards
to cover the danger spots.

Cranston and Baybrook joined Weston in front of the old strong room. There, they viewed the shesthed
door; it was nailed shut. Shaw was one of the crew who had come from the barge. He explained matters
to Weston.

"That'sthe way the old prof found her," said Shaw. "Nailed tight shut, commissoner. Guessthat wasthe
way they carried gold in those days.”

"Did you go down the tube?" asked Weston. "Could the strong room be viewed from the bottom?”

"It could," declared Shaw. "Right close, too. A diver could've got to it easy. We wasitching, dl of us, to
get busy.”



"Get busy, right now!"

Weston motioned the salvage officias closer. Watching from the background, Cranston saw Shaw and
another crew member rip at the strong-room door. Timbers eased out smoothly; rotted chunks dropped

away.
"Kind of lesky," grunted Shaw, "Just as well, though, or the place would be full of water. Mogt of it's
trickled out.”

More boards eased. The sheathing metal began to bend downward. Shaw let the sheeting drop; rusted
portions broke. A gap yawned, where planking should have been. Two crew members gave afina rip.

"A cinch,” confirmed Shaw. "Easier than we ever thought it would be. Were ready for thelights,
commissoner.”

Two detectives stepped up, bringing a spotlight on aheavy extension cord. They hung it on arusted hook
just above the strong-room door. The glarefilled the treasure room; men crowded forward, expecting to
seethe glitter of gold coins from broken, rusted coffers.

Instead, they viewed a hideous scene.

THE strong room was devoid of treasure. Empty, overturned coffers were strewn againgt itswalls. Those
were unimportant, compared with the objects that covered the center of the floor. There, in ghastly
postures, lay three staring corpses.

They were the puffed bodies of murdered men; not skeletons from the crew of the Grenadier, but
cadaversthat still bore flesh. Upturned faces seemed to cry for recognition. It was given, in the horrified
voice of Shaw. Pointing to the most gruesome carcass of thelot, the fellow gul ped:

"It'sCuyler!"
"And Linthrop" - a second crew member was pointing to another body - "yes, it's Linthrop!"

"Thethird onés Myden!" came the word. "He wasn't night engineer. He - he was one of the barge crew!
Likeud"

Men were shuddering away from the terrible sight. Small wonder, for decomposition had set in upon
those corpses. The salty channd water had preserved them only enough for scant recognition. The
salvage officials started for the upper air. Crew membersfollowed them. Pae-faced detectivestrailed.

Only three remained. Commissoner Weston was frozen, held by the horrifying sight. Through hisbrain
ran the true meaning of these crimes. Some master-crook had used the air shaft to reach the strong room
of the Grenadier. Aided by adiver, he had removed the gold. Certain men aboard the barge had
interfered. This death had been their fate,

Baybrook, close to Weston, was staring with alook of horror. He was gulping his own impressions:
thoughts that had aready struck Weston.

"They took the treasure" - Baybrook's words were gasps - "someone did - he wanted Cray's chart - to
go after more -"

"And murder was no obstacle,” gritted Weston. "Y ou're right, Baybrook. It was Weed - or else -"

Weston looked upward, toward the deck. He was thinking of Professor Prumbull, waiting on the barge.



Weston shot another glance at the treasure room, with itstrio of corpses. That was enough. He groped
for the ladder; and Baybrook, choking, hurried with him.

One person done remained: Lamont Cranston.

His eyes viewed the bodies. They burned with the fire of The Shadow's gaze. Though The Shadow had
expected thissight, its grim redity gave him urge for immediate vengeance. A certain factor caused himto
retain hiscamness.

There were three bodies;, no more. The Shadow had alowed for four - eiminating Jenrow, the crook
who had been taken for aride. Horrified observers had identified Cuyler, Linthrop and Myden. The
fourth man, conspicuoudly absent, was Ambrose Borick, the night engineer who had preceded Weed.

There was significancein that absence. It meant much to The Shadow. It fitted with atrend of theory that
he had aready started. Not the bodies that were present, but the one that was missing, furnished a proof
that The Shadow had awaited.

HALF aminute later, Lamont Cranston appeared at the top of the ladder, coming to the frigate's deck.
His keen eyes were dready intent, for shouts had sounded while he was making the upward trip.
Cranston saw Weston, dipping on dimy boards, pressing toward the gangplank.

Already, Shaw had reached the barge. Sickly of countenance, the fellow was gulping what he had seen
below. The word was going about. Professor Prumbull heard it; stared sharply across at Weston. The
commissioner spied Prumbull. Shaking hisfist, Weston shouted:

"Arrest him! Arrest Prumbull! Heisresponsble-"

The order ended as Weston's foot crashed through a rotted timber; buried to one knee, Weston waved
Baybrook ahead, ordering his companion to see the matter through.

"Tell Cardonal" stormed Weston. "Don't let Prumbull get away! He knows about that gold - those
terrible murders-"

Baybrook saw Cardona pressing toward Prumbull. Joe had heard the shout. So, for that matter, had the
professor. Weston's order, not to let him get away, acted like an dectric spark. In aflash, Prumbull's
weariness was gone.

Before Dorothy could stop him, Prumbull shoved wildly through athrong. He grabbed the neck of a
blocking plain-clothes man; pitched the fellow against Cardona. Tearing loose from other hands, the
professor made loping strides across the barge deck; he cleared the rail with along vault and landed in
the Hyaway.

The speed boat responded to the first press of the starter. Prumbull whipped the tying rope clear with a
sngle motion. The FHyaway churned the current; sped like awhippet off between the police boats. The
swift craft was whizzing away in the clear when Cardona arrived to fire vain shots from the sde of the
barge.

Cardonds action gave the police boats the first inkling that there was trouble. With srens shrieking, they
started to the chase - as useless an effort as Cardonas gunfire. The Flyaway had cut through aside
channd, off toward Long Idand Sound. Searchlights from the police boats failed to spot Prumbull's
craft.

On the deck of the Grenadier; Cranston watched Baybrook haul Weston from the hole. Firm lips formed
the semblance of asmile; from them, dmost inaudible, whispered the laugh of The Shadow.



That tone was mirthless. It betokened ill for the murderer, whose identity The Shadow knew. Hight - like
Weed's or Prumbull's - wasfolly for any man, whether innocent or guilty.

The innocent seldom could travel beyond The Shadow's protection. The guilty could never outreach the
vengeance of The Shadow.

CHAPTER XIV. THE LIVE GHOST

THE next day's newspapers carried headlines that told of New Y ork's most prodigious crime. There was
something colossal about the five-million-dollar robbery of the sunken Grenadier, and the wholesdle
murder that accompanied it.

Insidious, too, was the fact that while the public had scarcely followed the salvage operations, prolonged
for so many months, the evil had been secretly under way. The strong room of the sunken frigate had
indeed proved a perfect vault; but it had hidden evidence of crime instead of expected treasure.

There was no longer any mystery about how the crime had been accomplished. The set-up was both
sample and effective. At nights, adiver had gone down the air shaft; equipped with diving helmet, he had
penetrated to the strong room. Each time, he had come back with a portion of the gold.

The treasure had been hidden in the ashes that had been taken away from the salvage barge, and
reclaimed afterward. Probably a specia crew had managed the scow that took away the ashes.
Whatever the exact case, the police were a aloss. The only real credit that they could take was that of
ordering theimmediate raising of the Grenadier.

Questioned on that point, Commissioner Weston had naturally stated that he had suspected something
might bewrong. He did not add that the original suggestion had come from hisfriend, Lamont Cranston.
Weston either forgot that, or decided that Cranston would not care for the notoriety.

The obvious method of the crime did not, however, produce the facts that the public wanted. Two
guestions were in every mind: Who was the murderous supercrook; and where was the gold that he had
golen?

To find the murderer was most important. With that accomplished, the treasure might be recovered.
Therefore, the law was seeking news of two men: Curtin Weed and Glidden Prumbull. The case againgt
each was about equal.

The night engineer had taken over a post that nobody wanted. He could easily have designed the deaths
of his predecessors. Cuyler, Linthrop and Borick. Once on the job, Weed would have had accessto the
ar shaft and the strong room. At nights, he could have removed the treasure piecemedl, unmolested.

Weed, incidentally, had changed over from coa-burning to oil equipment, afew weeks after he had
become night engineer. That time might have marked the finish of the treasure theft.

Againg Professor Prumbull lay equd evidence. There were frequent times, particularly in the early
evening, when he had been donein the office cabin. He could easily have gone after the treasure himsdlf.
His reason for murdering the night engineers would have been sufficient.

They were the only men who, through some chance, could have guessed that something was wrong
below. Granting that Prumbull was the murderer, Weed's nervousness and flight would be explained.
Weed could actualy have feared Prumbull.

Whoever was guilty had needed an accomplice. The police, at least, had decided who the accomplice



was. They had linked up the crooked crew member, Frank Jenrow. They had learned that he was Slugs
Jenrow, the thug who had gone for aride afew weeks after Weed had taken over the night engineer
job.

Jenrow's part accounted for the murder of the other crew member, George Myden. Probably, Myden
had found out something about Jenrow, and had reported his suspicionsto Weed or Prumbull, whichever
was the murderer.

Weed would have quit as night engineer, when therising of the Grenadier began. It was recalled, too,
that Professor Prumbull had intended to start on vacation as soon as the hoisting of the frigate was under
way. Either could, therefore, have planned a get-away.

The question of the treasure afforded a point on which al theorists agreed. The gold must still be
somewherein New Y ork. The master-thief could not have risked shipping it elsewhere, until after he had
been clear to go with it. The raising of the Grenadier had been too prompt to alow either of the suspects
to take the swag from its present hiding place.

Police were checking every truck that went in and out of the city. They were watching all water
shipments. The law believed that the murderer was cooped somewhere in the city, biding histime and
expecting along wait.

REVIEWING these facts and theories, The Shadow agreed with the most definite ones. That was not
surprising, for he had reconstructed the removal of the gold prior to his suggestion that the Grenadier be
raised. He dso accepted the likdihood that the gold was till in New Y ork, with the murderer waiting for
theright timeto removeit.

There was one point, however, upon which The Shadow concentrated, as he went over clippingsin his
sanctum. It was something that the police had amost ignored; yet it had impressed The Shadow from the
moment that he had first viewed the corpses on the Grenadier.

That was absence of one victim: Ambrose Borick, the third man to have held the post of night engineer.

The police explained the missing corpse with the theory that Borick had been murdered ashore; hence
there had been too much risk to stow hisbody in the Grenadier. That did not impress The Shadow.
Murder had been smoothly handled in the case of Cuyler and Linthrop.

The Shadow had his own theory concerning Borick. He was working on it, as reports from agents
tetified. Every one of The Shadow's aids was searching for traces of alone man: Ambrose Borick.

The search was easier than before. It was being conducted in the underworld, where talk was buzzing
among theriffraff. In scumland, as much as anywhere, the astounding robbery of the Grenadier wasfresh
news. The name of Ambrose Borick was known aong with others. It naturally came into discussions.

Evening had arrived. The Shadow was awaiting reports from agents. If no new ones came, heintended
to scour the underworld himself, following leads of hisown. Y et The Shadow believed that such a
process would not be necessary. At thefinal minute of hisvigil, he looked toward thewall. A soft laugh
whispered from The Shadow's lips as he saw thetiny signd light appear.

It was Burbank, reporting news from Cliff Mardand. At the Black Ship, anotorious gangland dive, Cliff
had heard asmall-fry crook called " Clicker" Haggy talking big about things he knew. Clicker had claimed
past acquai ntance with aman named Ambrose Borick. Other toughs had given him the laugh; one had
brought Clicker another drink, on the strength of springing agood gag. Clicker was il at the Black
Ship, deepin hiscups.



The Shadow extinguished the blue light. He crossed the darkened sanctum; opened the drawer of ahuge,
metd filing cabinet. He found the record of Clicker Haggy; learned that the hoodlum was of little account,
judged by gangland's standards.

Clicker, however, did have many acquaintances, although Borick was not listed among them. The
Shadow noted the names of Clicker'sformer pals, and chose one. He looked up the other man's record.
It suited.

Drawers did from thefiling cabinet as The Shadow drew them. Each locked automatically at adifferent
spot. They formed aflight of stepsleading to the top of the cabinet, just below the celling.

Thelight showed The Shadow's cloaked figure asit moved swiftly upward, following theimprovised stedl
steps. Hands pressed the celling; apane did back. Hardly had The Shadow gone through the secret exit
before the panel closed noiselessy. The drawers of thefiling cabinet were soundless, asthey glided into
closed postion. The light extinguished in the same autometic fashion, producing tota darkness.

THE Black Ship was a spot where many maobbies thronged. Frequently, the place was crowded; hence
when Clicker Haggy heard achair dide on the opposite sde of histable, he scarcely looked up from his
maudlin stupor. Clicker had drunk so much that the room was going around in circles. He simply gained a
blurred impression of atough-jawed face above a sweatered neck.

"You're Clicker Haggy, aint you?"'

The question made Clicker look up again. Hetried to focus on the face opposite him, but could not
recognize it. This mug was tough enough, though, to suit Clicker. So wasthe raspy voice. Clicker
nodded.

"I'm Kip Logo." The speaker shoved ahand acrossthe table. "Ustabe agood pa of Noggy Rastion,
before he went to the hot seat.”

Clicker remembered the lamented "Noggy"; he had aso heard mention of "Kip" Logo. Nevertheless, he
managed adoubtful snarl:

"Yeah?Youantkiddin' me?
Kip saw the blurred face shove forward. The rasped tone challenged:

"Say, mug, where dyaget that stuff? Noggy ustatell meyou wasaregular! If you think you can pull wise
crackson Kip Logo -"

"It an't that, Kip." Clicker steadied enough to whine his defense. "They wasrazzin' me, awhile ago, thass
al. Thought maybe they'd got you to pull another gag on me."

"Y esh? About what?'

"About me havin' knowed that bird Borick that was workin' on the ship-raisin’ job."

A grunt camefrom Kip Logo.

"What if you did know Borick?" he questioned. "There ain't nothing goofy abot it, is there?!

Clicker grinned. He was glad to meet someone who lacked what his other pals thought was a sense of
humor.

"Guessit ain't funny, after al,” decided Clicker. "All I was goin' to tell 'em was that Borick ustahang out



over the Ace High hock shop. Therésaguy livin' up there now, an' maybe he'susin' thejoint for a
hide-out. | seen him sneak out, a couplatimes, dong about ten o'clock, headin' for alunch wagon.”

Sustained talk made Clicker bleary. Dizzily, he flopped his head to his elbow and sprawled acrossthe
table. Kip Logo shrugged, and arose. He strolled from the Black Ship and walked afew blocks, where
he looked about; then stepped into aramshackle coupe.

When that car pulled away, its driver was a shrouded blot of blackness. The Shadow had finished with
the part of Kip Logo. He had gained the facts he required from Clicker Haggy .

BACK at the Black Ship, the throng increased. A tough-faced waiter shook Clicker; asked himiif he
wanted another drink. Clicker was dead to the world.

Two new customers were growling that they wanted atable. The waiter motioned to apd. Together,
they hauled Clicker from the table; pitched him through aside door to the dley, amid Bronx cheersfrom
onlooking hoodlums.

When Clicker cameto his senses, something was pounding hard againgt the soles of his shoes. Clicker
grunted; sniffed the cold outsde air. It revived him - a change from the tobacco-tinged atmosphere of the
Black Ship. A big hand hauled Clicker to hisfeet. The hoodlum stared into the stern face of ahusky
patrolman.

"It'syou, huh?' jeered the copper. "Thisisthetime I'm running you in, Clicker! | been looking for drunks
along thisbesat. They been looking for a chance to ask you some questions over at the station house.”

If there was anything Clicker dreaded, it was atrip beyond the green lights of the police station. He knew
why he was taking this one, as the patrolman shoved him aong. There was a shortage of stool pigeons.
Clicker wasthe sort of small-fry who would fill the bill. Cops had ways of persuading whining hoodlums
tosgn up asstoolies.

A few daysfor drunkenness, and Clicker would come out afull-fledged stool pigeon. Worst of all, to
make him gtick to his new calling, he would be made to squawk something for astarter. Clicker knew
plenty that he didn't want to tell, for his own safety. As hishead cleared, he began to wonder what bluff
he could hand the law.

The name of Borick thrummed through Clicker's befuddied brain. That wasit: Borick! Good enough for
abluff, if the bullswould listen. Mumbling to himsdf as he sumbled adong, Clicker began to cook up a
story that would pass, even though he himsdlf did not believeit.

Clicker'stae wasto contain more truth than he supposed. That truth was to produce a strange sequence
of events, concerning a personage whose very name would have closed Clicker'slips. The Shadow.

Tonight, The Shadow had uncovered aliving ghost. He was watching for Ambrose Borick, aman that
the law thought dead. The Shadow intended, thistime, to gain results before the police could interfere.

The chance arrest of Clicker Haggy was destined to close The Shadow's long sought trail.
CHAPTER XV. DEATH'SSILENCE

AT nine o'clock, the hour of Clicker's arrest, a conference was going on at the house of Morton
Baybrook. Present were Commissioner Ralph Weston and Inspector Joe Cardona. With them, they had
brought Dorothy Prumbull. Weston was explaining matters for Baybrook's benefit.

"We havetold Miss Prumbull everything,” declared Weston. "Still, shewill not tell uswhat she knows.



We thought that she might fed differently, if you talked to her."
"About the Cray matter?' queried Baybrook.
"Yes" replied Weston. " Apparently, she doubts the details as we have given them.”

Baybrook turned to Dorothy. His expression was serious, yet kindly. It formed adistinct contrast to
Weston's overbearing manner and Cardona’s hard-faced attitude.

"l bought the treasure chart from Cray," asserted Baybrook. "I knew, from the man's attitude and words,
that he had talked of it to others. Cray certainly feared that someone intended to stedl the chart.”

"But he never accused my father of -"
"He never mentioned your father's name, Miss Prumbull."

Dorothy gave Baybrook a grateful look. The girl's attractive face showed its determination, as she turned
to Weston and Cardona.

"Do you see?' demanded Dorothy. "Mr. Baybrook supportswhat | have claimed. My father never
threatened Cray. The old sea cgptain did not mention him."

"We never claimed that," blustered Weston. " Tasper described aman who resembled your father.
Professor Prumbull aso admitted that he knew Cray.”

"Weed was mentioned also. Tasper knew his name. Y ou forget, too, that Weed threw the knife at Mr.
Crangton on the barge.”

"No one saw who threw the knife. Professor Prumbull could have tossed it, as easily as Weed. We must
beimpartid.”

"One moment, commissioner,” interrupted Baybrook. He turned to Dorothy. "Arethey trying to learn
whereyour father isat present?

"Yes," acknowledged Dorothy, grateful for Baybrook'sintercesson. "I havetold them | am not ableto
tdl.”

"Which may mean,” put in Cardona, "that you won't tell. Not that you can't tell.”

"Y ou are asking too much, commissioner,” declared Baybrook. "Y ou say you wish to beimpartid; yet
you are putting the burden on Prumbull. Y ou must not forget that Weed is till at large. Why not
postpone this questioning, while Miss Prumbull is disturbed by her father's absence?"

"All right," snapped Weston, " Show me agood reason.”

DOROTHY expressed relief. She looked hopefully toward Baybrook. The promoter smiled; but seemed
at loss. Hewaswilling to act as arbiter between Dorothy and the law; but asolution seemed difficult. At
last, one struck him.

"Suppose you make this agreement,” suggested Baybrook. "While reasonable doubt exists asto the
professor's guilt, no questions are to be asked of Miss Prumbull. If new evidence establishes his quilt,
Miss Prumbull, in her turn, will answer questionsfredy.”

Weston pondered. The arrangement sounded fair, athough Weston was reluctant to allow it. Baybrook
turned toward Dorothy, with aquestioning air. The girl took the opportunity.



"| agree," shedeclared, firmly. "If you prove my father guilty, | shal do everything in my power to bring
himtojudticel"

The prompt statement made Weston bdlieve that Dorothy knew something. He was considering her
arrest, on the ground of obstructing justice. At the sametime, he saw advantage in letting her return,
unqguestioned, to the hotel where she had lived since her father'sflight. At last, Weston choseamiddie
course.

"| shall reserve decison,” he declared, "until tomorrow. Y ou may return to your hotel, Miss Prumbull; but
we shall expect -"

Weston saw aservant enter, with some announcement. Halting, the commissioner waited to hear what
the man had to say. The servant announced that |nspector Cardona was wanted on the telephone. While
Joe was going to the hall, Weston concluded his speech.

"We shdl expect,” hetold Dorothy, "that you will remainin your hotdl, subject to call. That isdl.”
"Thank you, commissoner.”
"Thank Mr. Baybrook. The arrangement isthe result of hisdecision.”

Before Dorothy could express her thanksto the friendly promoter, Cardona came bounding into the
room. Joeforgot hisusua close-mouthed policy. Seized by enthusiasm, he exclaimed:

"Weve got anew bet, commissioner! Ambrose Borick istill divel™
Dorothy looked startled. Weston was speechless. Only Baybrook managed to utter:
"Borick? The dead engineer?"

"He's not dead,” returned Cardona. "A stoolie held at a precinct Sation just told that he saw Borick
sneaking out of an old hide-out, over ahock shop. Maybe the fellow was scared, like Weed was." Joe
happened to see Dorothy's face redden. He added: "Or like Weed pretended he was."

"We shdl go there at once," decided Weston. ™Y ou will excuse us, Baybrook?'
"l - | should liketo go to my hotdl," sammered Dorothy. ™Y ou promised that, commissioner.”

Weston looked as though he would like to take back his promise. Baybrook intervened with the
Saement:

"l shal summon a.cab for Miss Prumbull.”

IT was hdf past nine when Hawkeye sneaked around a corner to reach the front of the Ace High
pawnshop. The place had closed & nine.

From a darkened spot across the street, The Shadow was watching the second floor, which showed no
light. Hawkeye could not even find The Shadow in the darkness; but he whispered words that he knew
his chief would hear:

"A big car just parked on the next street. Looked like the police commissioner's -"

A shilant whisper ordered silence. Around the corner came afigure recognized by both The Shadow
and Hawkeye. It was Joe Cardona, coming aloneto call on Ambrose Borick. Cardona stopped at the
door that led upstairs. He found it locked; but the fastening was crude. Cardona decided to manhandle



it.

In watching the pawnshop near the corner, The Shadow had planned according to factslearned from
Clicker Haggy. Chances were that the man whose window opened above the three-bal sgn would
proveto be Borick. Since Clicker had seen him doing a sneak on recent nights, Borick might be due
again at ten o'clock. There was no reason why Borick would suspect that his hide-out was known.

Therefore, The Shadow had chosen to ignore the maze of aleywayslocated behind the pawnshop. They
offered routes of exit; but with Borick unsuspicious, they would not be used. Rather than station agents at
every rathole, The Shadow had preferred to use Hawkeye asarover.

Cardonas arriva jolted matters badly. If Borick happened to be on hair-trigger edge, he might hear Joe's
entry and take to the rear. Rather than overload Hawkeye with too much ground to cover, The Shadow
preferred to count on Cardonataking along while with the lock. That would give Hawkeye a chance to
assemble other agents and cover al routes.

A low-toned order. Hawkeye did away, leaving The Shadow to watch Cardonad's progress. For a
minute or more, Joe fumbled; then luck happened hisway. The lock gave suddenly, under atwist of a
skeleton key that Cardona had clumsily inserted. The Shadow saw Joe enter the building.

The Shadow's only course was to follow. Joe |eft the door unlocked; he was scarcely at the top of a
darkened stairway before The Shadow arrived at the bottom. Y et Cardona detected no sounds of The
Shadow's entry.

Muffling hisfootsteps, Cardonafollowed a halway on the second floor. He saw atiny streak of light
along thefloor. He halted outside a closed door and listened.

Cardonawas immediately rewarded, when he heard akey turn in the lock. The door moved inward,;
Cardonamade alunge.

THE move wastimely. Whipping out his gun as he hit the door shoulder-first, Cardona drove through,
bowling aman clear across the room. The fellow sprawled in crouched position, proof that he had been
peering out to the hall when Joe surprised him. He was wearing hat and coat; but his hat fell off ashe
came to hands and knees.

Cardona saw asdlow, long-nosed face. Beady eyes blinked from beneath aforehead that was topped
with thin, gray-stresked hair.

"Get up, Borick." Cardonakept the fellow covered, while using his free hand to close the door and turn
the key. "I'm an ingpector from headquarters. | want to talk to you."

"Not" - Borick hestated, blinking - "not Cardona?"
"Y ou guessed right. | see you've been reading the newspapers.”

Joe nudged his head toward a stack of journalsthat stood on arickety table. He let his eyesrove farther.
Thiswas the middle room of alittle gpartment. Its windows opened on atiny court, which told why no
light showed outside to the street. A door led to the front room; another to arear room.

Cardona stepped inward from the hallway door. Since he had locked it, he forgot about it. Since Weston
was not along, Cardona decided to ask questionsin his own way. Joe's system was to accuse prisoners,
makethem fed guilty.

Theoreticaly, the law conddered personsinnocent until proven guilty; but that suff belonged to the



courtroom. In Joe's opinion, it was the bunk, even there.

"We're wise to the whole works, Borick," growled Cardona. "Weve nabbed Weed; and got the
professor, too. Both of them have spilled their stories; and so we've landed the killer. Better come
clean.”

Evenin hiswildest hunch, Cardonawould not have implicated Borick in crime. He was sure that the
fellow was hiding out through fear. Such awitness, however, would talk only through dread. By making
Borick think he had been accused of something, Joe expected an outpouring of denid. He had claimed
that both Weed and Prumbull were prisoners, so that Borick would no longer dread whichever man he
thought had wanted to kill him.

Hence, Cardona's bluff produced the most startling result that Joe had ever experienced. Borick's nerves
wereragged. Thefdlow fell for everything. He sagged toward a chair near the front of the room; raised
his hands shakily and amazed Cardonawith the whined plea:

"I didn't help with the murders!. | swear it! He did thosejobs aone! | helped stow the bodies, yes -
because he threstened me. But it was the robbery he paid me to help him with."

Cardona stared, goggle-eyed. There was adight sound behind him; Joe never heard it. He wasin no
condition to remember the forgotten hallway door. Borick's confession had left Joe as numbed asif he
had taken aknockout punch.

Borick was too strained to seeit.

"He can't lie about me!™ continued Borick. "I've got papers he gave me - they'rein the back bedroom -
aong with some of the gold. OId British coins, with the head of King George on them! Proof they came
off the Grenadier!"

CARDONA cameto himself. Thiswas his chance to make Borick name the murderer. He could settle
the question between Prumbull and Weed. Wisdly, Cardona came back to his bluffing tactics.

"I'll giveyou abreak, Borick," gruffed Joe. "We've nabbed the bigshot; but he's trying to deny what he
first told us. It's not in the records yet; and what we want isafirst-classwitness. Y ou state hisname, so |
can tegtify later that | got it from you. That puts you on the side of the law. Get it?"

Borick swallowed the words with an eager nod. His mouth was open like atrout's, gobbling the bait. He
craned forward; licked hisdried lips. Just asif witnesses were present, he uttered:

"The murderer'sname?I'll tdl it. He -"

The door at the rear of the room thumped open as Borick spoke. Before Borick could complete his
sentence, arevolver roared itsinterruption. Thistime, amurderer had chosen aquicker wegpon than a
knife, for hewanted no fina gulp from Borick'slips.

The flame that spurted from the darkened bedroom backed a leaden-pellet thrust for Borick's heart. The
bullet clipped the squed er'stime of life to asingle second. With ajolt, Borick pitched sdewaysfrom his
chair; twisted and flattened face upward, his mouth gill open initsfishlike fashion.

The State'slone witness was dead. A murderer had plucked his accomplice from the very hands of Joe
Cardona. Again, thelaw had intervened to block a quest that The Shadow had carried amost to
accomplishment.

CHAPTER XVI. TRAIL OF GOLD



THE murder of Ambrose Borick was but the first step in akiller'sintention. That fact hit Joe Cardonaas
he saw the dead man tumble. Whedling toward the bedroom, Joe saw the gleam of arevolver muzzle
through the partly opened door. He could not see the face of the man in the darkness behind it.

Joe redlized only that the crouching killer had marked him for the spot. A second more would mean Joe's
finish. Joe Cardona, ace of the New Y ork police force, had been nabbed off guard. His own gun was
lowered, pointed toward the chair that Borick had occupied. The killer's gun was due to stab the moment
that hisvictim moved.

In that instant, Cardona heard a sound that duplicated a previous one. Before, the inward jolt of a door
had meant degth; thistime, it was ddiverance. A gibing laugh sounded as the halway door svung
inward.

The laugh of The Shadow!

Instantly, the murderer's gun muzzle swung from Cardona, to cover the outer door. The revolver blazed
while on the move. Its shot was too early; the bullet went wide. With the revolver blast came the roar of
The Shadow's autometic. It wastoo late, for the murderer was diving deeper into the bedroom as he
fired. Joe saw The Shadow's bullet splinter the inner door.

The murderer was gone; and Joe thought that he a one knew it, for The Shadow was till on the outer
threshold. With awild spring, Cardona snatched the chase from The Shadow. Without a glance toward
his cloaked rescuer, Cardona barged through to the bedroom. He saw the murderer clambering from a
window.

Joe made agrab. Thekiller ducked adedge of the ace's gun and started to jab his own revolver toward
Joe'sface. The Shadow fired again, from the bedroom door; the shot meant new rescue. Though it failed
to get thekiller, it whined so close to the man's ear that he was glad to et Cardona drop.

As Joe spilled away, The Shadow fired again. Thekiller was swinging safely, dong alittle roof. Reaching
the window, The Shadow saw him diding into the rear room of an adjoining house. He was amost
through; but his overcoat had caught on anail beside the window frame.

The Shadow drilled two shots with smooth precision, whistling each bullet dong the very surface of the
outer wall.

Those dugs splintered woodwork; tore through the cloth of the overcoat. Therewasarip asthekiller
wrested through the window. Fortunately for him, his hip had moved an extrainch inward. The Shadow's
bullets barely scorched hisskin.

Asthekiller went through the next house, The Shadow clambered over hisown sill, to drop from thelittle
roof. He knew that the murderer was coming out again, somewherein arear aley, for he certainly would
avoid the front.

Cardona, coming to hisfeet, realized that he had no chanceto follow.

JOE'Sfirst action wasto turn on the light in the bedroom. He saw a battered bureau with drawers open,
asuitcase with the top lifted. Both had been rifled; atin box must have contained the gold that Borick
mentioned; also the damaging papers. The box lay in the suitcase, totaly empty.

The murderer had been working smoothly, pocketing the evidence while Joe talked to Borick. Coally, he
hed delayed to the final moment before delivering death.

As Joe raced out through the room where Borick lay, he found another token of smooth work, but of a



different sort. The key of the outer door was turned in the lock. The Shadow had handled it with silent
pliers, from the outside.

Thefront street was Jo€'s objective. There, he could summon aid; close anet, perhaps, before the
murderer got away. In the darkness at the back, The Shadow could handle matters aone.

Of that Joe was confident; and present happeningsjustified his clams. Stalking through blackness, The
Shadow was intently listening for sounds of the murderer'sarrival. The token came. A cdllar window
grated, only adozen yards away.

Sowly, The Shadow approached; edging acrossalittle dley, he snapped on aflashlight. The glow
showed the window; the murderer was just beyond it.

The man was crouched, his back toward The Shadow. Hisleft hand was shoved into the bulging pocket
of his coat, above the ragged stretch of torn cloth. Hisright hand, dightly outward, gave the reflection of
agun.

The murderer bounded, rabbit-fashion, the moment that The Shadow's light came. He pounced beyond a
stack of ash cans; with a shift the Shadow could have picked him farther on. Aninterruption halted The
Shadow's move. From dong the aley came the bark of guns.

Once again, the killer had summoned the gunmen that served him. They had come down thet rear dley,
to open fire at sght of The Shadow'slight.

Instantly, The Shadow doused the flash. Changing position, he stabbed shotsin return. A moment later,
he did asideways dive, taking a path through the darkness, dong the killer'strail.

Lights blinked from the corner of ashort passage. They were squarely in The Shadow's eyes. Plunging
upon apair of arriving thugs, The Shadow grappled. He pitched one crook aong the passage; dugged
the other with a glancing stroke. Spinning around, The Shadow was ready to meet new gunfire. He
pumped quick shotsin the direction of revolver spurts.

Weaving here and there, The Shadow took quick effective aim. Gunmen were scattering, dmost ready
for retreat, when new shots ripped from along aleyway. The Shadow's agents had arrived.

Their flashlights showed thugs scattering for every outlet. Thugs were on the run when the agents neared
The Shadow. Quickly, The Shadow ordered his own aids to the chase.

THE Shadow had guessed the purpose of the thugs. Tonight, they were deployed, not massed. Their
game was to keep the fight bobbing about the neighborhood, while the killer made his get-away. So far,
the game had worked.

The Shadow was back, dmost at the spot where he had spied the killer coming from the cdllar. Gunshots
were barking in distant places. Thugs no longer cared if The Shadow was at the starting point. Thelir chief
had made his departure.

The Shadow's flashlight glowed. No traces of footprints showed upon the cement that covered the space
behind the houses. There was something, though, that glistened at the very edge of the cdllar window.
The Shadow stooped; hisfingers plucked agold coin from the ground.

The coin was of English mintage. It was old; it carried the head of George I. The date was 1715; the coin
was from the Grenadier. A coin that Borick had filched while helping rob the strong room of the frigate;
evidence that the murderer had reclaimed tonight.



The Shadow remembered the killer's bulging pockets. He also recalled those shots dong the house wall.
Although The Shadow's bullets had not wounded the supercrook, they punctured the bottom of a pocket
stuffed with gold. The murderer's wrench, perhaps, had added to the tear. The exact cause was
unimportant to The Shadow. The result wasthe part that counted.

In hisflight, thekiller wasliteraly dripping gold. From the pressure of his hand above, coins squeezed
through the bottom of his pocket. A sweep of The Shadow's flashlight showed another glint of gold,
twenty feet from the cellar window. The Shadow took up thetrail.

Police srenswere shrieking from afew blocks away. Gunfire was spasmodic. Crooks were ducking out,
their work finished. The Shadow's agents, too, were spreading; the fray had been asfutile asa sham
battle.

Speedily, The Shadow was traveling through passages and aleys, picking up coinsaong the way.

From thirty to forty feet were the longest intervals. The coins showed how cunningly the murderer had
twisted histrail. At certain corners The Shadow spread hislight in three directions, postive that one
would show another ancient coin. In each case, he spotted another telltale piece of gold.

Crossing astreet; The Shadow followed new passages behind old buildings. They led him at another
angle. He crossed a second street; then athird. The dozenth coin lay in ablind aley. The Shadow knew
that the killer had scaled awall ahead.

Moving out to the street, The Shadow started around the block. Nearing a corner, he saw afigure
ducking from view. The Shadow hissed an order; Hawkeye appeared. The Shadow gave him prompt
ingtructions. Hawkeye hurried away.

Rounding the block, The Shadow found another passage coming out on the Sde Street. It had atelltae
coin.

The Shadow had gained ground on the murderer. He found agold coin in the gutter on the far side of the
dtreet. Another in aspace behind afilling station that was closed for the night. Thetrail led through an
empty store, out to aside street.

JUST as The Shadow reached the sidewalk, a car pulled away and wheeled toward an avenue where an
elevated ran. The car had no lights; the glow from the corner showed it to be awide-built coupe of the
convertibletype.

The car was across the avenue, out of gun range, before The Shadow could have aimed for it. Thelights
cameon, too far away to identify the license plate; but The Shadow noted asingle taillight, short
bumperettes, and a spare tire with an old-style leather cover.

Thelast gold coin lay at the exact spot where the car had been parked. The Shadow waited, watching
other carsthat came aong; also taking long looks to see how far the coupe traveled before it turned.

A cab arrived. The Shadow stepped from between two parked cars, to halt it with asharp signd. It was
The Shadow's own cab, cruising through.

Through Hawkeye, The Shadow had ordered all agentsto cruise the streets outside the police cordon.
Hawkeye had contacted the cab firdt. It had reached The Shadow in time to resume the trail.

The route lay westward. The Shadow picked the exact avenue where the coupe had made itsturn. From
then on, it was guesswork; the coupe had gone north, that was al The Shadow had seen. After adozen
blocks, The Shadow ordered areturn, thistime a zigzag route ong side streets.



The route led through the twisted streets of the Greenwich Village section of the city. Near the corner of
an avenue, The Shadow saw a parked car that looked like the one he wanted. He alighted, moved
gedthily into the parked car. A brief inspection told him that it was probably a stolen machine that the
killer had used and abandoned.

Pulling out the seat, The Shadow gleamed a flashlight beneath. He found two coins of the Georgian era,
that had dipped from the killer'storn pocket. The Shadow kept them. Thiswas onetrail that he intended
to close behind him.

The car was parked conveniently closeto an aleyway. The Shadow resumed the trail and found it as
twisty asthefirst. Oddly, gold coins were fewer, dthough the murderer had no longer beenin haste. The
Shadow found one, in alittle patch of mud. He had to explore five short aleyways before he found
another, wedged edgewisein cracked paving.

Moving more dowly, the crook had heard coins clatter asthey dripped. He had gone back over thetrail,
to gather them up. He must have found some on the floor of the coupe; and thereby supposed that they
were al he had dropped in the stolen car. If he had drawn the seat forward, he would have pulled the
two coinswith it, for The Shadow had looked deep to find them.

The odd coinsthat The Shadow had found later were ones that the crook had missed in hishurried
search. Already, The Shadow was well distant from the coupe. One more coin might be dl that he
needed. It took The Shadow haf an hour to find that required clue.

The coin was beneath agrating in the sdewalk of astreet so narrow that it was scarcely more than an
aley. There was only one way in which the crook could have dropped it there. He had stepped across
the grating to make a short-cut to alittle passage beyond.

There, The Shadow reached the heavily barred back door of a closed house that was aforgotten relic of
the old village. Three stories high, it had boarded windows that |ooked asif they had been sedled for
many years. The very obscurity of the house made it seem inconspicuous. Noted closdly, it wasas
formidable asafortress.

Silently, The Shadow moved away in the darkness. Thetrail of gold was complete. Whether or not a
murderer was within those portals, his treasure was there; and would not soon be removed.

That fact was al The Shadow needed, to prepare his next move against the master of crime.
CHAPTER XVII. THE SHADOW'S PROOF

AT four o'clock the next afternoon, Joe Cardona entered the modest hotel where Dorothy Prumbull was
aguest. He caled the girl's room; she arranged to meet him in an obscure parlor that adjoined the |obby.
The moment that she was seated opposite Cardona, Dorothy knew that shewasin for an ordedl.

"I'm ready to hear you talk, Miss Prumbull,” asserted Joe. "We cracked the gold-robbery case, last night.
I've cometo find out where your father is."

"Thisisabit previous," protested Dorothy. "Commissioner Weston called me this noon, and said that he
would tak to me persondly.”

"I know that. You'reto be at Baybrook's at eight tonight. Y ou worked that, because you figured
Baybrook would stand by you; and the commissioner didn't redizeit.”

"Nevertheless, ingpector, | fill have those ingructions.”



Triumphantly, Cardonabrought an envelope from his pocket. He showed the girl the message it
contained. It was an order from Commissioner Weston, giving Cardonathe right to quiz al witnesses at
any time he chose.

"Commissioner Weston should not have donethis" protested the girl. "He alowed me twenty-four
hours."

"Wrong, Miss Prumbull,” returned Cardona. "He gave you until today. No exact hour was specified.
Before | come back to my question, there's something | want to tell you. Borick talked last night, before
your father shot him."

Cardonawas trying the same bluff that he had worked with Borick. In fact, it was the success of that
bluff that had caused Weston to accede to Cardona's request for this present quiz. Joe had been
surprised at the result of hisformer bluff; he was due for another astonishing experience. Dorothy's
intuition floored him.

"l see" declared the girl, coldly. "Y ou lied to Borick, to worry him. It worked; so you are trying the same
tacticswith me. | am sorry, inspector. | have nothing to say. At eight o'clock tonight | shal spesk, if you
have the proof | want!"

Cardona cameto hisfeet; for amoment, his face showed anger. Then a spreading redness denoted
embarrassment. Joe smiled, saf-conscioudly.

"All right, Miss Prumbull," he said. "It didn't work. | don't want you to hold a grudge, though. 1t won't
help either of us."

"l understand,” returned Dorothy. "It al comes under the heading of what you call your duty. I, too, have
what | consider aduty, ingpector.”

Thegirl extended her hand; Cardonareturned the shake, with the compliment:
"You'reagame one, Miss Prumbull. I'll be glad when we see things the same way."

WHEN Cardonahad gone, Dorothy sat gazing from the window; her eyes were thoughtful, her lips
moved as though speaking. Suddenly sensing that someone had entered, Dorothy compressed her lips
and turned about, startled. She smiled when she saw Lamont Cranston.

"Cardonas quiz was ashort one," remarked Cranston, in his casud tone. ™Y ou must havetold hima
great ded, Miss Prumbull.”

"I did," laughed Dorothy, "but not what he expected. But how did you know about it, Mr. Cranston?"

"l met the commissioner at the club. He mentioned the matter. Heinvited meto join him at Baybrook's,
tonight.”

"And then sent you here, as he did with Inspector Cardona?"

Cranston's dight smile showed that he accepted Dorothy's question as ajest. To Dorothy came
recollections of her previous meetings with Cranston. She felt an immediate return of the trust that she
had experienced.

"I regard you as afriend, Mr. Cranston.” The gift spoke serioudly. "As good afriend as any whom | have
met during thistrouble. A friend like-"



"Morton Baybrook?"

"Yes. | am glad that you will both be present tonight, when | will be asked to tell where my father can be
found."

Crangton's eyes met Dorothy's. The girl felt their hypnotic power. She heard lips phrase the statement:
"Youwill tel whereyour father is
Dorothy tried to frame a protest. Shefailed. Again, the cam voice commanded:

"You will tell because you have no other choice. If your father isinnocent, he should not remain hidden. If
heisguilty, you must remember your promiseto tell everything to thelaw.”

By smplelogic, The Shadow had accomplished the result that othersfailed to gain. The supposition that
Prumbull could be innocent reached Dorothy's sense of loydty for her father; showed her thefalacy of
keeping an innocent man under cover.

The possibility of guilt was one upon which Dorothy had dready committed hersdlf. She knew the
importance of a promise. She had given her word to Weston, and her integrity would not permit her to
bresk it.

Dorothy knew that Cranston had come to help her; that he was thinking of her welfare, no matter what
her father's case might be. Like Baybrook, Cranston took the stand that Dorothy was certainly innocent
of al crime, and should therefore be treated fairly. Recognizing that, the girl preferred to rely entirely
upon thisfriend who had so clearly shown her the proper course.

"I shal tdll you where my father is" declared the girl, in alow, strained voice. "Heisliving at the Phoenix
Hotel, under the name of Rufus Matterson. Hisroom number is618."

Cranston's expression did not change. Again, he spoke decisive words.

"Thereisatask for you," hetold Dorothy. "A singular one; but it is recommended by a mysterious
personage upon whom we can rely."

It struck Dorothy that Cranston meant The Shadow. She had heard mention of a cloaked being who had
intervened during the sequence of recent crime. Dorothy listened, intent.

"Inten minutes," declared Cranston, "a cab will stop at the side door of this hotel. It will be astreamlined
cab with ablue light on the step. Y ou will enter it and follow ingtructions.

"Meanwhil€" - Cranston had risen - "it would be best to go first to your room, to obtain your hat and
coat. That will occupy most of the required ten minutes.”

CRANSTON drolled in the direction of the lobby. Gloom wasfilling the hotel parlor; for windowswere
few and the afternoon was | ate.

Dorothy felt as though she had awakened from a dream. Words throbbed through her brain - repeated
thoughts that she could not forget. She knew that she must follow Cranston'singtructions; but somehow,
they seemed to have come from an unknown source. The whole interview was like avision; Dorothy
amog believed that she had imagined it.

The girl went to the lighted lobby. She looked for Cranston, but did not see him. A wise-eyed man
watched her from acorner past the desk. He was a detective, posted by Cardona. Though he saw



Dorothy, the dick had failed to notice Cranston.

Dorothy went up in the elevator. The detective kept watching to seeif she returned. At the end of seven
minutes, the dick's vigil was suddenly broken. A commotion broke out at the front door of the hotdl.
There was acrash of glass; the doorman shouted. The detective hopped out to the sidewalk.

The doorman was grabbing awell-dressed young man who had just used a brick to shatter the window
of aparked coupe. He was trying to enter the car when the doorman seized him. The detective flashed
his badge; pushed the doorman aside with the announcement:

"I'll take care of thisguy!"

The young man appeared unperturbed. He produced alicense card and other papers of identification, to
prove that his name was Harry Vincent and that he was the owner of the coupe. The dick wanted to
know why he had used the brick.

" left the door locked on theinside," explained Harry. "Found myself locked out. The window was
cracked; | intended to replaceit anyway. So | smashed it open.”

The doorman remembered that he had seen a cracked window in the parked coupe. The detective was
forced to admit that it was not a crime for aman to break awindow of his own car. He remembered his
duty in the hotel and went back to his pogt.

MEANWHILE, an elevator had reached the lobby. Dorothy left it; crossed to the side door. She had
just stepped to the side street when the watch-dog detective came in through the front door.

The streamlined cab pulled up as Dorothy arrived. The driver's face was muffled. The moment that
Dorothy wasinside the taxi, she looked for the familiar card that bore the driver's name and photograph.
There was none; instead, Dorothy found an envel ope projecting from the frame where the card should
have been.

She knew that the message must be for her. Opening the envelope, she turned on the dome light, and
read anote inscribed in blueink. Ingtructions were definite.

Dorothy wasto leave the cab a a certain corner in Greenwich Village and walk four blocksaong a
designated route. She wasto study various houses on the way; at the end of the stroll, she would find the
same cab awaiting her.

Dusk was thickening in Greenwich Village when the cab reached there. Dorothy was amost ready to
congder the note ahoax. She remembered it perfectly, but decided to read it again. Unfolding the paper,
sheheld it to thewindow. A street lamp cast its glow upon ablank sheet.

The message from The Shadow had vanished!

It was asif an unseen hand had stretched from nowhere, to obliterate that writing for dl time. Dorothy felt
an uncanny chill; her last doubts ended. L eaving the cab, she started a ong the route that The Shadow
had designated.

The sky was dill light enough to show the tops of old-fashioned buildings. Dorothy cameto aV corner
and took the street to the left. She saw a house set back from the others; it had a heavy front door; its
windows looked as though they had been boarded for years. Because of its odd position, the house
evidently had arear door on the narrower street that had forked from this one.

Dorothy paused to gaze curioudy at the old house. She was acrossthe Street fromiit, plainly visible



beneath alight. A car, coasting dong the next cross street, made adight jolt; it pulled up to the curb past
the corner.

Asthe girl started toward the corner, four men alighted from the touring car. A fifth, the driver, remained
in the machine, watching his thuggish fellows creep beside the darkened wall. Dorothy turned the corner;
the waiting men pounced upon her.

Their sweep overwhelmed the girl. She was lifted from the sdewalk; her attempted crieswere fifled. A
dozen seconds more, she would have been a prisoner in the touring car. It was a hoarse shout from the
driver that halted the capture.

He had seen what others did not notice. A blackened shape was springing from the opposite corner,
whirling straight for the thugs. Two crooks dropped Dorothy, leaving her to the others; asthey pulled
revolvers, The Shadow hit them like aliving avalanche.

A hand clamped one thug's throat; pitched the fellow headlong. The second rowdy ducked asafisted
gun stroked in his direction. The crook took the blow on the side of the head; he sumbled upon the step
of the car.

One of the other pair released Dorothy to grab agun. Thegirl twisted half free from her last captor. The
Shadow jabbed a gun muzzle for the fellow's eyes. The thug dived into the car, shoving Dorothy from the

tep.

The Shadow caught the girl with hisfree arm; whirling, he carried her to the shelter of adoorway. He
was holding her in adeep, protected space, when he turned to aim.

The respite saved the crooks. Those on the curb were scrambling aboard the touring car. The driver
shoved the car into gear. Asthey jolted away, crooks started awild revolver fire. Timed to their hasty
shots came the bursts of The Shadow's autometic.

Though The Shadow had a moving target, he was on firm ground. The stabs of his .45 clipped members
of theaming crew. Firing from the jouncing automobile, shooting for a half-obscured target, none of the
crooks came within three feet of scoring a hit. The driver whipped the car around a corner, carrying the

cover-up crew away from The Shadow's devastating bullets.

BEFORE Dorothy could redlize that the fray was ended, the streamlined cab sped up beside the
doorway. The Shadow thrust the girl inside, and joined her.

Asthetaxi whedled northward, Dorothy caught glimpses of the cloaked being who wasriding with her.
She saw eyesthat burned from beneath the brim of adouch hat; at moments, she gained an impression of
ahawklike profile that seemed vagudy familiar.

The cab took a side street. The darkness within was absol ute. The Shadow spoke whispered words that
carried astrange sihilance;

"Say nothing of your adventure. Stay at the hotel until half past seven. The police commissioner's
limousinewill cal for you. After you reach Baybrook's you may spesk concerning your father.”

The cab was stopping near the corner of Eighth Avenue. The Shadow's gloved finger pointed toward the
window on Dorothy's Side. Acrossthe street the girl saw aneon sign, bearing the name of the Phoenix
Hotel.

The girl gasped; The Shadow had pointed out the place where she had told Cranston that her father was
daying.



As sheturned toward The Shadow, Dorothy heard adight click, like the closing of the cab door. The
taxi rolled forward, came into the glow of the avenue. Dorothy saw vacancy beside her. Silently,
mysteriously, The Shadow had stepped into the night.

Why had The Shadow wanted Dorothy to visit those streetsin Greenwich Village? Why had enemies
tried to kidnap her there? What was the purpose of The Shadow's new ingtructions?

Soon, Dorothy would learn the answer to those questions. For the present, only The Shadow knew.
CHAPTER XVIII. TRAILSTWIST

WESTON'S big car caled a seven-thirty. Dorothy joined the commissioner and Cardona. Asthey
started for Baybrook's, Weston explained the reason for his persona call.

"Y ou left the hotdl today," he chided. "That was againgt our rule, Miss Prumbull."

"| took ashort ride," explained Dorothy. "That was dl, commissoner.”

"Y ou went to see your father?'

"No. Tonight, however" - Dorothy spoke firmly - "I believethat | can tell you whereto find my father.”

Weston started another question; Dorothy remained silent. The commissioner decided it would be best to
say nothing more until they reached Baybrook's. Dorothy's words sounded like a promise.

Baybrook greeted them in his apartment. Weston asked if Cranston had called; and Dorothy looked
about hopefully, expecting to see the clubman.

"Cranston telephoned,” informed Baybrook. "He said that he would not be here for the quiz, but to leave
word where he could find you afterward."

Though Baybrook did not know it, his news was practicaly amessage for Dorothy. It meant that the girl
wasto state her father's whereabouts, as she had agreed. Dorothy knew where they would go afterward.
That would be to the Phoenix Hotdl.

A clock was chiming eight when Weston announced:

"Miss Prumbull, | fed that | must extend our agreement. We have not definitely proven your father's guilt.
Nevertheless-"

"Y ouwould liketo question me?
"I would. Frankly, | think you know where Professor Prumbull is.”

"I do," admitted Dorothy. "If heisinnocent, he should seeyou. If heisguilty” - she shuddered - "I must
keep my promise to speak. | hope, though, that you will approach my father tactfully, when | tell you
where heis | must go with you."

Weston was dmost floored by the girl's sudden willingness to speak. Helost no timein accepting the
terms. Dorothy camly stated that her father was in Room 618 at the Phoenix Hotel.

"We shdl go there a once!" exclaimed Weston. Y ou come with us, Baybrook. We should have
Cranston aso. Call the Cobalt Club, Cardona. Leave word where Cranston can find us.”

WHEN the group reached the Phoenix Hotel, Cardona sought the house dick and explained matters. He



promptly received a pass-key. They went to the sixth floor; the house detective pointed out 618, at the
end of acorridor.

"It'sasuite," hewhispered. "A smal living room, and a bedroom beyond it. The living room connects
with 616, if you want to go through that way."

"WEéIl go sraight in,” decided Joe. "Give methekey."

As heworked quietly on the door of 618, Joe pulled arevolver, holding it so Dorothy and the others
could not seeit. The ace had ahunch that Professor Prumbull would make trouble. Joe did not intend to
take chances, if the old man was the wanted murderer.

Though he made some noise with the key, Cardona was unheard. He found the reason when he passed
the door. Hewasin atiny entry, with another door at the | eft. Joe grinned when he saw that it had no
lock.

Easing the inner door, Cardona saw aliving room, lighted by a ceiling chandelier. Professor Prumbull was
seated at adesk, hdf crouched. The old man displayed alistening attitude, although he was not watching
Cardonas door. The professor was watching the connecting door from 616.

Prumbull rose. His hand showed arevolver. Without ceremony, Cardona sprang through from the entry.
Prumbull jumped about; Joe saw his eyesflash. Thinking that Prumbull would shoot to kill, Joe aimed.

Things happened fast. The door from Prumbull's bedroom popped open. A long shape in black surged
upon Cardona before he could pull hisgun trigger. As Joe sprawled, he saw that his attacker was The
Shadow.

Prumbull let hisgun fall. Realizing that The Shadow had made shots unnecessary, Cardona grunted his
thanks. He raised his revolver to keep Prumbull covered. To Joe's surprise, The Shadow made another
rapid move.

Continuing across the room, The Shadow reached the door that connected with Room 616.

Cardonaremembered that Prumbull had been watching that door. While Joe wondered what was
beyond, The Shadow whipped the door open.

A man from the other sSide gave afierce shout and surged through. A revolver glistened; The Shadow
dashed it with hisautomatic, knocking the revolver to the floor. There was a momentary grapple; another
prisoner camerolling across the floor, weaponless, to flatten at Cardona's feet.

The Shadow wheded into Room 616; he closed the door behind him. Almost forgetting Prumbulll,
Cardona stared gawking at the blocky fellow whom The Shadow had pitched in as added bounty. Eyes
blinked from arugged face; lipstwitched in anger.

The man from 616 was Curtin Weed!

Both suspectswere in Cardonas hands! One could be deadly, in a pinch. Joe wished that The Shadow
had remained; but that proved unnecessary. Already, aid was arriving. Weston and the house dick had
heard the commotion. They piled in from the hdl, both with drawn guns.

WHEN Baybrook entered with Dorothy, they found Prumbull and Weed seated in chairs. Cardonawas
holding Prumbull; the house dick had Weed covered. Weston, brusgue and important, was starting
guestions. He quizzed the professor first.



"Why wereyou in hiding?' demanded Weston. "Why did you flee from justice in thefirst place? We want
facts, professor!”

"I know that," declared Prumbull, dryly, "and | have been waiting for you to obtain them. Can't you see,
commissoner, that al this has been framed against me? | fled through sheer desperation!

"All those last days, when | wasraising the Grenadier, | felt that something terrible would follow! | tried
to calm my fears. | could not. When you came upon the frigate's deck, shouting for my arrest, | could
gand it no longer.”

Dorothy stepped forward.

"l believe him, commissioner,” declared the girl. "I called him here, by telephone. Hetold medl this."
"It isthe truth, commissioner,” pleaded Prumbull. "If you will listen further -"

Weston waved an interruption. He turned to Weed.

"What have you to say for yourself, Weed?"

"Only that Prumbull isguilty," returned Weed, bitterly. "I've been hiding out, too. But I've had achanceto
read the newspapers. | guessed Prumbull’'s game. He wantsto pin it on me. He could have, until one

thing happened.

"Y ou found Borick." Weed grinned, triumphant. "Y ou learned enough to know that he wasin it. That
proved me innocent; because | wasn't needed. | wasthefall guy, who followed Borick on thejob."

The explanation was a strong one. It was Cardonawho fired an objection:
"If that was 0, Weed, why didn't you cometo us?'

"Because | wanted to trap Prumbull,” returned Weed. "I knew he used to cometo thishotel for lunch. |
thought he might be stopping here. Tonight, | took a chance and came here. I'd gotten asfar asRoom
616, when you butted in."

Baybrook spoke to Weston in an undertone. Dorothy knew that the promoter was giving asuggestion
that might aid her father. She saw Weston nod. He questioned Weed:

"How do you happen to know so much about Professor Prumbull?”
The question proved a boomerang, when Weed answered.

"I knew there had been trouble aboard the barge,” he said. "I feared Prumbull; | wanted to learn the
gamein back of it. Daytimes, | watched him. | saw him meet Cray; they came hereto talk business.

"They argued heavily. | figured that Cray wasworried. That'swhy | went to Tasper'sand left my card
there. | wanted Cray to get in touch with me. Next thing | knew, he had been murdered; and Tasper,
too."

WESTON was impressed. He turned his accusing gaze toward Prumbull. The professor stroked his chin
and looked toward Dorothy. The old man's eyes were shrewd, as he questioned:

"Suppose | told you where the gold was, commissioner?"

The question tartled Weston. Almost spontaneoudy, he started the statement: " That would prove -"



Weston was going to add the words: "your guilt”; but he caught himsdlf. Instead, he demanded:
"Y ou actualy know wherethe goldis?'

"l do," ingsted Prumbull, "or at least” - hisexpresson waswise - "I think | do. Y ou see, commissioner, |
was not the man who stoleit. Will you let me talk to my daughter, lone?!

Weston finally agreed to the request. The two were to go into the bedroom, but leave the door gar, with
Cardonawatching. As soon as Dorothy accompanied her father into the inner room, Joe took up his
guard, holding an amed revolver.

The words that passed were inaudible, but Cardona was sure he heard mention of the name " The
Shadow"; it made him remember that The Shadow had been here. Joe wondered how much The
Shadow had learned. Whatever it was, the case would probably go against Prumbull.

How could the old professor know where the gold was unless he had stolen it?

Joe asked himsdlf that question, and decided that the professor's shrewdness was that of an insane
murderer. When Prumbull and Dorothy came from the inner room, Joe expected the professor to
propose some crack-pot plan. He was not prepared, however, for the absurd suggestion that came.

"My daughter and | must leave here done," declared Prumbull. "We wish to make sure about the stolen
gold. When we havefound it, we shdl call you."

Camly, Prumbull. picked up hat and coat and made to start from the suite. So astounded were the
listenersthat they watched him go dmost to the entry door, Dorothy with him. It was Weston who made
the intervention. He strode over to block Prumbull's path.

"Such absurdity!" exclaimed the commissioner. Y ou want to leave here to begin another flight!"
"l have asserted my innocence,” argued Prumbull. "I desire achanceto proveit.”
"And remember, commissioner,” added Dorothy, "I led you here.”

Weston was too outraged to bluster; he smply gestured the two toward their chairs. Standing by the
entry door, Prumbull and Dorothy had their backs toward the light switch. No one saw the black-gloved
hand that crept in from the entry. It was completely covered.

The Shadow's fingers pressed the switch. The room was blotted with unexpected darkness. The door
jabbed inward, bowling Weston backward. It whacked shut, two seconds later.

Weston bellowed for light; Cardonawas afraid to shoot, because the commissioner wasin the way.

It was Weed who found the switch and turned on the lights. Blinking, like the others, he stared toward
the door. Prumbull and Dorothy were gone. Weed turned pleadingly, asif to prove hisinnocence.
Weston nodded. Weed was acceptable. The fellow pulled open the door.

The entry, too, was empty. The outer door was jammed. So was the connecting door to 616. It took
three minutes to get a door open, while Cardonawas jiggling the telephone hook to cdl the desk. The
house dick ended that by pointing to acut wire.

Weston roared commands, as Baybrook and Weed finaly loosened the outer door. Like agenerd, he
ordered dl hisfollowersto the chase, with the words:

“Get Prumbul! Hes guilty!”



Again, pursuit of afugitive had begun. Strangdly, thisflight had been managed by The Shadow!
CHAPTER XIX. THE GOLDEN LURE

ONCE theway was clear, the pursuers dashed for the elevators. Weston saw the house detective stop
to pick up ahalway phone. Sending the man aong, Weston took the instrument and made the call to the
dek.

Just as an eevator arrived, the commissoner bellowed that Professor Prumbull had been seeninthe
lobby; that he had gone outside and had driven away in a cab. Weston shouted for the chase to continue,
while he cdled headquarters.

Connected with an outside wire, Weston handled those detailsin afew minutes. He thought that he was
aonein the corridor when he started for the eevators. He paused, mildly surprised, at sght of Lamont
Crangton, gralling toward him. Weston'simmediate concluson was that hisfriend had comeupinan
elevator. He remembered that he had sent word for Cranston to come here.

Since otherswere on thetrail, Weston took time out to tell Cranston what had happened. Ruefully, the
commissioner admitted that the chase was belated. He added the findl detail:

"They saw Professor Prumbull leave the lobby and drive away. He escaped as cleverly as before.”
"Somewhat handicapped, however," remarked Crangton. "Thistime, his daughter iswith him.”

Weston did not catch the subtle purpose of the remark. It made him forget Prumbull and think of
Dorothy.

"That's odd, Crangton," mused the commissioner. "What could have become of the girl?'

Cranston's eyes roved along the corridor. They noticed one door that was different from the others; it
bore no number, and it was set farther out. He approached the door and opened it. Dorothy umped
limply into view, from the confines of a clothes clost.

WESTON sprang over to help the girl to her feet. Dorothy looked dazed; she spoke weakly as Weston
plied her with questions. At last, she saw Cranston and smiled. She knew that she could talk, since her
friend had arrived.

"My father pushed mein there," explained Dorothy. "He did not mean to be so rough. He smply wanted
to save mefrom therisk of being with him.”

"Y ou are hisaccomplicel™ stormed Weston. "1 am going to arrest you, Miss Prumbull!™

"Perhaps," observed Crangton, camly, "Miss Prumbull can tell you where her father has gone. She might
even take you there, commissioner.”

Weston's manner changed. Eagerly, he questioned: " Can you, Miss Prumbul?"

"l can," replied Dorothy, serioudy. "My father told me where the gold was, when he talked to me. He
expects meto join him; and heisready to explain everything. But you must be fair, commissioner; come
donewithme"

Weston hesitated. He heard Cranston insert a smooth suggestion:

"Why not start, commissioner? Leave herein acab - and | shdl tel Cardonato follow. Miss Prumbull



can explain matters while you are on theway."

Weston remembered Dorothy's previous determination. He was forced, also, to admit that she had
played fair in her former bargain. He agreed. Thetrio descended in an devator to find the lobby
deserted. The chase had carried far from the hotel.

Therewas astreamlined cab outside; as Weston boarded it with Dorothy, he saw Cranston signal aong
the street.

"Thereis Cardonaat the corner," was Cranston's remark. 'Y ou can start, commissioner.”

Evidently, Cranston was purposely mistaken; for there was no sign of Cardona after the cab had started
away. Cranston went back into the lobby, wrote a note and left it for the inspector. That done, he picked
up abriefcase from the corner of the lobby. He went outside and hailed a cab for himself.

IN the streamlined cab, Dorothy had spoken an order to the driver, so softly that Weston had not heard
it. The cab nosed southward, passing patrolling police cars. Every one had scattered in the search for
Prumbull. Weston was more interested, however, in what Dorothy had to say.

"Today," informed the girl, "my father received amessage. He was told where the gold could be found.
Hewas given other ingtructions, and hefelt it best to follow them.”

"They included this new flight of his?'

"Inasense. Hewas ordered to leave, one. Since you forbade it, he had to choose flight.”

"Who gave those orders?’

Dorothy's eyes were large and sincere asthey met Weston's. The girl was positive as she spoke aname:
"The Shadow."

Weston's confidence came back. He redlized that The Shadow had played an active part throughout the
episodes of crime. Though eccentric, Prumbull could hardly have cooked up a bluff involving The
Shadow, for no one knew that Weston actually recognized the existence of the being in black.

At that moment, Weston was ready to trust Dorothy. Before the commissioner could change hismind,
the cab stopped at aV corner in Greenwich Village.

Dorothy conducted Weston to the rear passage that led to an old, boarded-up house. In the darkness,
the heavy door was scarcely visible. Weston and the girl were but dimly outlined againgt the grayish door,
as Dorothy whispered:

"Thisiswhere my father said the gold would be found.”

Though the door looked formidable, Weston tried it. To his surprise, it opened. Using aflashlight, the
commissioner discovered amusty hallway. There was an opened door at the left. The flashlight showed
stepsthat led downward.

"The gold must bein the cdlar," supplied Dorothy. "L et us go down there, commissioner.”

Weston might have hesitated, through caution; but the girl's tone was too brave to brook refusa. The
commissioner led the way; they came to the bottom of the steps. Across the cement floor of the cdllar,
Weston picked out an opened doorway.



They went in that direction, through a short, arched passage of solid stone. There were steps at the
bottom; they led to asmal, cement-walled room.

Asthe flashlight beamed upon the far wall of the low-roofed dungeon, it showed four metal coffersina
row. Thelidswere opened; massed gold reflected the flashlight's glow.

Weston forgot everything € se as he rushed to the coffers. Therelay the stolen millions, bulging from the
new chests that contained them. Weston'sfist pawed deep into the metal. Old coinstrickled from his
fingers; clanked back into a coffer.

"L ook at the dates!" exclaimed Weston to Dorothy, as she stood behind him. "Thisis certainly the
treasure from the Grenadier! We have found the secret storeroom!”

"Listen!" Dorothy's tone was a breathless warning. Do you hear something?”

Weston let thelast coinsfall. He doused the flashlight; mumbled that he heard nothing. A moment later,
he fancied that afootstep echoed through the darkness. Before he could locate it, Weston heard aharsh,
ugly chuckle. That sound, too, was elusive in the close-walled cavern.

Weston had even lost the location of the passage that they had entered. He recogni zed the direction as he
heard aclick. With that sound, light filled the treasure room. Weston saw adifferent glitter above the
lowermost step. He was staring at the muzzle of a.38 revolver.

It was Dorothy who recognized the face above the looming gun. With atone that showed true anguish,
the girl exclaimed the name of the murderer who had at last shown himself in thelight:

"Morton Baybrook!"

GAZE hardened, the promoter stared from the step. His pudgy features no longer showed their
friendliness. Mdice predominated that mustached face. Angrily, Baybrook snarled:

"How did you come here, commissioner? The girl started out with her father."
Before Weston could speak, Baybrook nullified his own question.

"Never mind the explanations,” he snorted. "1 suppose old Prumbull outran his daughter. So you took his
place. Too bad for you, commissoner. Asfor Prumbull, | shdl finish him later!”

Hands lifted, Weston continued to gape. Baybrook enjoyed the commissioner's amazement. He kept
moving hisrevolver, to hold Dorothy helpless dong with Weston. Coldly, Baybrook announced:

"I murdered Cray! After | robbed the Grenadier, with Borick'said, | needed to plant the goods on
Prumbull. I knew hewas negotiating for Cray's chart. So | bought it outright. Cray thought he had
enemies. | encouraged him in that belief.

"I did it too well. He suspected something. He decided to seek Cranston and ask advice. | wastrailing
him; | took the first chanceto kill him. Why not? Asthe new owner of the treasure chart, with proof that
it was bought and paid for, my position was established.

"The chart was missing. There was another opportunity. Y ou telephoned Prumbull from my apartment, to
learn that he was a alecture. A servant overheard your order, commissioner, when you removed the
guard from Tasper's. | went there; | killed Tasper, to make it appear that amurderer was il seeking the
chart that belonged to me. New evidence against Prumbull -"



Baybrook's lips scowled sourly as hisvoice hated. His pudgy fight fist loosened; hisrevolver clattered to
the floor. Hands raising, he sumbled forward as he heard a hissed command.

As Baybrook wavered sideward, Weston and Dorothy saw the cause. Pressing Baybrook was a
cloaked captor. The Shadow, stepping silently from the passage, had arrived to press a cold gun muzzle
againgt the back of the murderer's neck.

THAT pressure relaxed. Baybrook turned; his eyes were beady, hisarms were quivering helplesdy as he
faced The Shadow. Thekiller'slips could no longer utter words. The Shadow supplied the next
Satement.

"The evidence lay againgt yourself, Baybrook." The accusation brought sibilant echoes from the stony
walls."Y ou waited for Cray to come to you, when any man in your position should have goneto him,
after purchasing the valued chart.

"A murderer, lurking to kill Tasper, would have entered as soon as the police withdrew. Y our attack
came long afterward. Y ou arrived there in just about the time required to travel from your apartment after
the commissioner had |eft there.”

Such wasthe cold analysis of Baybrook's own statements. Impersonally, The Shadow added further
facts.

"The proof was postive the night Weed fled,” toned The Shadow. "Y ou cleverly drew a statement from
Professor Prumbull, in which he mentioned Weed. Y ou sent men to Weed to follow and murder him,
knowing that it would go againgt Prumbull.

"There, Cranston seized you, to draw you to cover. While doing so, he faced your machine gunners.
Their fire did not begin. It could not. They recognized the one man whom they were ordered not to
injure. That man wasyoursef.”

Baybrook'slips delivered awordless snarl. Denia was useless; other facts unnecessary. Dorothy realized
that it was Baybrook who had thrown the knife on the barge. The murderer had reason to get rid of
Cranston, who had given him trouble at the Cobalt Club and at Weed's place of residence.

To Weston came the memory of the night at Baybrook's, when Cardona had received the report
concerning Borick. Until this moment, Weston believed that Dorothy might have cdled her father from
her hotel; or that Weed had chanced to visit Borick. The smple fact was that Baybrook had started out
to deal with Borick the moment that the othersleft his gpartment.

"Tonight" - The Shadow'stonewas sinigter - "I visited Professor Prumbull. 1 told him that his daughter
had already approached the house where the gold was hidden; that the murderer's cover-up crew had
tried to abduct her.

"That was why Prumbull talked aone with Dorothy, so that you, Baybrook, would think that she had told
him that she knew where the treasure lay. Believing that the two had started here, but that their course
would be roundabout, you found your chance to come direct.

"Y ou opened the way to this golden snare. Y ou saw two persons enter. Y ou believed that you had
trapped the pair who knew your secret. Instead, you have proven your game of crime in the presence of
New Y ork's police commissioner. The case againgt you stands compl etel”

AS The Shadow's denunciation ended, a sudden change struck Baybrook's pudgy face. Beady eyes
gleamed; hard lips began atriumphant leer. Baybrook had caught asound from the cellar passage.



The Shadow, too, had heard it.

With anudge of hisgun hand, The Shadow |eft Baybrook to Weston. The commissioner tugged a
revolver from his pocket, to cover the murderer. The Shadow wheded up the steps; through the
passage. His automatic blazed an unexpected greeting to the gunmen crew that was snesking through the
outer cdlar.

Crooks withered under that barrage. They dashed for the floor above, their revolvers unfired, leaving
sprawled men on the way. The Shadow had emptied hisfirst gun; he was stabbing shots with another. He
stopped, retaining asingle cartridge. He looked back through the passage.

Amid hisown fire, The Shadow had heard puny barks from Weston's revolver. Baybrook had dived for
the commissioner. If he had taken bullets, they failed to sop him. The pair struggled squarely at the foot
of the stone steps. Dorothy was after Baybrook's forgotten gun; but the girl wastoo late.

With awrench, Baybrook plucked the revolver from Weston'sfist. He juggled it as he twisted away;
caught it as he wanted it. The murderer amed as the commissioner lunged toward him.

Steadily, The Shadow squeezed his automatic trigger.

Thelast shot bored aong the passage. The bullet found Baybrook'stemplein its path. Thekiller
sprawled sdeways as Weston grabbed him. The revolver clattered; the commissioner snatched it.
Covering the flattened man, Weston found no need to fire.

Death showed on Baybrook's upturned face. Lead, not gold, was the metal that the murderer had
acquired asafina trophy of hiscrimes.

OUTSIDE the old house, guns were booming. Agents of The Shadow had closed in upon the fleeing
cover-up crew. Thugs were sprawling, scattering. Those who staggered through to neighboring streets
fell into the hands of arriving police. Joe Cardona had picked up Cranston's message at the hotel.

As Dorothy and Weston came from the house, they met Cardonaiin the glare of flashlights. Weed was
with Joe; together, they heard the detail s that cleared Prumbull and pinned the crimes on Baybrook. As
they started out toward the corner, Dorothy gave aglad cry.

A coupe had edged past a patrol car; its door opened, and Professor Prumbull sprang forth to greet
Dorothy. Following ingtructions from The Shadow, the professor had joined Harry Vincent in the latter's
coupe. He had stayed there, away from harm, until The Shadow'sfinal mission was accomplished.

The coupe barely stopped. Asit wheeled away, the door swung wide. Harry reached to closeit; a
springing figure stopped his move. From the darkness of the sdewalk, The Shadow joined his agent, to
depart in Prumbull's stead.

Asthe coupe swung the corner, a parting token sounded from the open window. Sinister, triumphant
mirth declared the victory over crime. The chilling mockery trailed asthe fleet car vanished.

The Shadow's laugh had told itstale of justice.

In the near future, "Brothers of Doom™ would be the next to meet the fate that was The Shadow's justice.
Although stern and relentlessin hiswar againgt crime, The Shadow would alow "Brothers of Doom” to
take part in the titanic struggle between mighty barons of stedl before he passed find judgment!

Then it would be The Shadow againgt "Brothers of Doom”!



THEEND



