BROTHERS OF DOOM
by Maxwel | G ant

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

Through air reddened with the flam ng glow of mghty nmlls of stee
sounds
the strident scream of The Shadow s taunting |augh, as he neets the chall enge
of
the evil four who had nmade their terrible conpact as Brothers of Doom

One after the other, mghty barons of industry died on the threshold of

great success. MIlions were in their grasp; then came death! From
noti on-picture magnate to Wall Street millionaire - all were stricken down
with

t he suddenness of a neteor's flash. No warning. Then the unexpect ed.

Brot hers of Doom

Into each nurder scene cane these four nmen of evil - four gray-clad
fi ends
whose masked eyes held the glitter of prearranged nmurder! Brothers of Doom
showed no mercy; their evil work done, silently would they steal away, to plot
t he gruesome crinmes that would be their future strikes.

Rol I'i ng hi gh above the creeping fog, billow ng tongues of flane outlined
the ranbling, nmassive buildings that, flung across the New Jersey neadows,
nmade
up the Centurion Steel Co. Its fiery furnaces once cool, its interior silent
of
t he hoarse shouts of workers' voices, these sounds were heard again; the heat
of nolten steel felt, as new managenment took over the old conpany.

But into this rejuvenated industry crept the nenace that was Brothers of
Doom Through wreathing fog, their approach was unseen - unseen to all but one
pair of eyes. deamng, piercing eyes - that could penetrate the evil afoot.
The Shadow s eyes!

The Shadow

To this Master Crinme Fighter had come secret know edge that all was not
well within the empire of steel. Brothers of Doom wal ked abroad, and in their
bl oody wake was a trail of blood and disaster

Turn the page and read of the titanic struggle between this evil horde
and
The Shadow, and of the masterm nds of the steel industry who ruled their
enpire
of nmolten netal with hands as strong as the product they produced!

Follow the trail of The Shadow, as he noves fromstrand to strand of the
web of crime woven by the Brothers of Doom Turn over the page and start this
thrilling episode of The Shadow s, as he closes in on "Brothers of Doont

CHAPTER |
THE BROTHERS MEET

LOWNfog clung to the New Jersey neadows, giving a dank pall to the
eveni ng
air. Distant, above the |level of the creeping mst, were the glimrering lights
of aut onobiles, streaking an endl ess procession across the viaduct of the
Skyway toward the Holland Tunnel and New York City.

At intervals, huge electric |oconotives slithered along the enmbanknment of
t he Pennsyl vania Railroad, bringing long |ines of passenger cars, their



wi ndows

merry with light. Fromlower ground came the occasional runbles of steam
trains

along the Erie and the Lackawanna, their whistles wailing while their great
lights cleaved the fog.

Nat ure had marked those neadows as desol ate stretches. For years, the
di smal wastel and had been shunned. Then nman had cross-ribbed the area with
arteries of traffic: railroads and hi ghways reaching into New York City. That,
in turn, had nade the meadows strategic ground for factory sites; near to
Manhattan, with transportati on at hand.

As a result, big, ranmbling buildings had encroached upon marshy soil once
consi dered val uel ess. Built upon filled foundations, these structures stood
like |onely haystacks upon a flattened field. Far apart, they made darkened,
grinmy shapes anmid the shroudi ng bl anket of the fog.

One of those spectral masses was the plant of the Centurion Steel Co. It
consi sted of bl ocky, clustered buildings, that tapered upward to a centra
structure. Viewed froma distance, the plant resenbled a squatly pyrand

Cl ose at hand, an observer could see spaces between the buildings. The
m ddl e one was straight-walled, rising to a twelve-story height. Its | ower
floors housed the offices of the conmpany. Above were experinmental shops and
storeroons. All were dark at night.

Grunbling nmen were patrolling the nuggy area around the buil dings. They
wer e conpany detectives, assigned to such nightly duty; and they considered
their task a mean one. Two dozen in all, they net in pairs, at each end of
their sentry stretches. There, they paused to exchange condol ences.

"I"l1l be off this trick next Tuesday," grunbled one. "It'Il suit nme, too.
| still don't get the idea. Wiy've they got a whole crew of us? A couple of
wat chmen ought to be enough.”

"CQuess the old nman's jittery about his equiprment,” returned the other
dick. "They've installed a | ot of new machinery lately."

"Yeah? And who's going to haul it away? Nobody!"

"Somebody m ght cop some parts.”

The first dick snorted.

"I'f you ask ne," he confided, "I'd say that old Marcus Orstred doesn't
need his equipment. He'll be |licked before he ever gets it working.

Consol idated Metals will gobble this outfit inside of six nonths! They've got
a
smart man at the head of that organization."

"Sidney Thrake is smart, all right," agreed the other. "He took over two
nore plants last nonth. This is the kind of grip he's got on Consolidated
Metals; and it's the biggest corporation in this line."

A doubl ed fist was the dick's description, where adjectives failed him
The two separated, to resume patrol. Each, going in his own direction, was
swal | owed by the mst.

THE fell ow who had grunbled arrived near a light. It shone from besi de
one
of the small outlying buildings. Its glow was feeble and fog-nuffled. The
guard
listened. From a roadway that passed the plant came the soft nurnur of an
expensive notor, throttled down to faint rhythm

The noi se ended. Soon, the guard heard a slight sound beyond the fringe
of
light. Gipping a gun, he approached the darkness. A blocking figure halted
hi m
The patrol |l er whispered:

"Who' s there?"

No reply was spoken. Instead, a gloved hand nudged the guard's arm He
felt the rub of a silky gauntlet. The hand opened. In its palmlay a shining



di sk, the size of a half dollar. The token was all that the guard coul d see.
It
was coated with a lum nous substance, that gave it the weird gl ow.

"All OK. ," whispered the guard. "Go through!"

The fist closed. The figure crinkled forward. Watching, the guard saw the
outline of a dark-gray shape; al mpbst the color of the night fog. The garb was
tight-fitting, although it had a noticeabl e bul ge. The shoul ders were topped
by
a rounded hel net that extended over the head above them in the fashion of a
cow .

Anot her notor throbbed. Again, an unseen figure made a crinkly approach
The guard's whi spered chal |l enge was answered by the display of a |um nous
di sk.

The second visitor went through.

Five mnutes |ater, the conpany detective resuned his del ayed patrol. He
liked this night shift better than he clainmed. It gave himthe shivers; but it
was worth it. His regular weekly pay was thirty-five dollars. Fifty nore cane
in a nysterious envel ope, delivered by some unknown hand.

That extra fifty was the bribe for letting the strange passers through.
They came at intervals. Wio they were, what they were, the bribed dick neither
knew nor cared.

He knew that there were at |east four of them although that nunber did
not al ways pass. Al |ooked alike, fromthe glinpses that he gained of them
Tight-clad figures, bulgy in their dark, grimgray.

The reason why the nunmber vari ed was expl ai ned by an occurrence on the
other side of the steel plant. There, another conmpany guard was allow ng a
second pair of grayish stalkers to pass through. He, too, had recognized
i dentifying tokens that shone in darkness.

There were four of those visitors who carried ghostly, phosphorescent
di sks. Always four; but individually, they chose the route that suited their
conveni ence. They had bribed a pair of the two dozen patrollers, so that they
could al ways be sure of passing through the cordon, even if one of the fixed
guards happened to be of f duty.

Two weak links in the encircling chain were all that the four gray
passers
needed. Wthin the cordon, they did not neet imrediately. They had a speci al
pl ace for concl ave.

THE first of the four reached a corner of the central building. He
st opped
by a heavy door that |ooked as though it had been cl osed for nonths. He gave a
silent tap with one closed fist.

The gauntl et nmade no sound. Sone hidden instrument nust have magnified

t he
bl ow, for the heavy door slid open, noiselessly. It closed as soon as the
r apper
had passed.
At the end of a short passage, another door glided open. The gray-robed
man stepped into a tiny, lighted elevator. He faced a huge giant of an

operator, who towered head and shoul ders above him The fell ow was roughly
dressed; his dull face had a leering grin that exhibited fangish teeth.

"Up, Suda."

The gray-clad arrival gave the order in a deliberate nonotone, speaking
through a thin, tight-fitting mask that formed a portion of his roundish
headpi ece. Suda took the elevator swiftly upward, through a doorless shaft. As
soon as the masked man left the car, it went down again.

One by one, three nore grimvisitors were brought to the top of the
dar kened buil di ng. Each passed through a door and reached a square,
| ow vaul t ed



roomthat was |located in the exact center of the roof. The room was
wi ndowl ess;
outwardly, it would appear to be no nore than a portion of the roof.

In the center of the ceiling was a square-shaped opening wth heavy,
frosted glass. It | ooked |like a skylight, which in a sense it was. Seen from
above the building, it would have been taken for one. Actually, the square
panel was doubl e. That was proven by the fact that electric lights glowed from
withinit, to provide the illumnation for this secret room

Those |lights could be seen outside the building; but not fromthe ground
bel ow, nor even fromthe railroad enbanknment or the high autonobile roadway
that stretched across the nmeadows. They were visible only fromthe air; and
passi ng planes could not linger to identify their position

The lights had a peculiar greenish tinge, that produced a noticeable
ef fect upon the grayi sh garbs beneath it. Their color seemed an olive drab
showi ng pl ainly agai nst the dark plush cushions upon which the four were
seat ed.

The secret roomwas furnished in sunptuous style with tables of heavy
t eakwood; chairs that were thick in upholstery. Though the four had chosen
seats that were alike, three had drawn their chairs so that they faced one. It
was plain that they recognized himas their |eader

"The Brothers neet." The | eader spoke in the singular nonotone that al
adopted. "Qur long-awaited tinme has arrived. Each shall take his turn, to
strike for wealth. The others shall aid."

A pause. Three Brothers understood the fourth. H s statenment was the
expression of their own thoughts.

"Qur plans are fully made. Thrice shall we gain. Qur resources shall be
used for the final stroke, the greatest. My own."

There was no boast in the | eader's declaration. Every word carried the
steady weight of fact. Al was accepted; yet the listeners did not rise. They
were waiting for their chief to flash the news of their decision

The | eader stepped to the far wall. He pressed a switch, as slowy, as
nmet hodi cal |y as he had spoken. The greenish light blinked off; came on again.
The nmonents of bl ackness were irregular. They forned a series of dots and
dashes, that dispatched a coded message that sone di stant watcher could
observe.

Wth the finish, the light came on again. It remmined steady while the
| eader resumed his chair. Pointing to one of the Brothers, the chief waited
whil e the designated man arose and went fromthe neeting place. The | eader
al l owed sufficient tinme for the elevator to make a return trip. He pointed to
the second of the Brothers. After a sufficient interval, he notioned to the
t hird.

Al one, the |l ast Brother approached the light switch. He waited, as though
counting the passage of seconds. Hi s grayish gauntlet descended. Fina
bl ackness filled the wi ndow ess room

Gauging direction perfectly in the dark, the | eader wal ked to the
el evator. He reached it just as the door slid open. Suda grinned as the | ast
Brother entered the car

At the bottom the nasked man spoke an order. Suda was to descend bel ow.
He woul d be needed no nore tonight. That statenent given, the Brother foll owed
the route of the three before him

TVWENTY m nutes after the nmasked four had nade departure, a coupe stopped
close to the battered fence that surrounded the property of the Centurion
St eel
Co. Fromit stepped a being as weird as the Brothers thensel ves. He was
cl oaked
in black; his head was topped by a slouch hat. He was The Shadow.

This master of darkness entered the fog-shrouded prem ses. H s course was
noi sel ess for a short distance; then, deliberately, The Shadow scraped the



corrugated wall of a small tool shed.

Promptly, a company guard chal | enged. The Shadow di d not respond. When
t he
guard approached with revol ver and flashlight, The Shadow was gone.

O her sentries had sinmilar experiences, all around the cordon. The
results
were identical. Not one of the posted guards uncovered an intruder. Satisfied
with his circuit, The Shadow returned to his car.

It was The Shadow s avowed purpose to thwart crine. He had | earned of the
guarded steel plant on the Jersey neadows. He knew that val uabl e equi prent had
been installed there; that inmportant experinments had been in progress. Such
news was often of interest to men of crime. The Shadow had conme to learn if
t he
Centurion Steel plant happened to be well protected. He had found all guards
alert.

Driving up a long ranp to the Skyway, The Shadow halted his car before
joining the traffic on the high-level roadway. He | ooked toward t he neadows.
He
could see the central building of the steel plant, above the |owlying fog.
Its
roof was on a higher level than the one that The Shadow had gai ned. Green
lights would have been invisible, even if they had not been extinguished.

The fog stretched eastward, transfornming the nmeadows into a billow sea.
Lights of Jersey City shone fromthe lowridged hill beyond, |ike beacons upon
some ocean island. Past that, the sky was lighted with the vast gl ow of
Manhattan; but fromthis point, only one | andmark was vi sible.

That was the tower of the Enpire State Building. Al one, of al
Manhat t an' s
skyscrapers, it reared its dome above the bl ocking stretch of headl and. Like
an
uprai sed forefinger, it beckoned travelers toward the netropolis.

It was chance, not design, that caused the Enpire State tower to be
visible fromthis renote spot. No architect had planned the tower's height
with
that point in mnd. Nor had the central building at the steel plant been
reared
to gain a special view of the highest Manhattan tower. It had no apparent |ink
with the mghty spire of the Enpire State Buil ding, nore than one hundred
stories above the |evel of Fifth Avenue.

The renote connecti on was not apparent even to The Shadow. He had arrived
too late to uncover the gray-clad Brothers. Their conclave ended, their very
exi stence was as waithlike as the fog upon the nmeadows.

Brothers had voted to strike. Wth each thrust they intended to draw
their
shrouding veil still closer. That m ght deceive the law, but it could not
baffl e
t he cl oaked investigator who had nearly traced themto-night.

Brot hers of Doom woul d soon be destined for a nmeeting with The Shadow.

CHAPTER |
DOOM DRAWS CLOSE

Two nights later, a group of men were assenbled in the living roomof a
pretentious Long |Island hone. Despite their surroundi ngs, the neeting was nost
informal . Northrup Lason, the owner of the house, felt that his guests would
be
nore confortable when fully at their ease

Gray-haired and portly, Lason arose as a servant entered carrying a



dar k- brown snoking jacket. Smling, he took off his coat and vest, put on the
jacket in their place. As he buttoned the snoking jacket, Lason said to the
servant:

"Bring the drinks, Al phonse. W are ready for them"™

Lason was still smiling as he sat down. Donning that snoking jacket had
become a ritual with him He observed how the gesture had made hi s conpani ons
feel nore confortable. Those who had dined too well were unbuttoning their
vests, to relax nore easily.

Most were |ike Lason - men past middl e age, who | ooked prosperous. They
were here for business; that was apparent when Al phonse brought the drinks. A
few sips from gl asses; then the group waited for Lason to speak.

"To-ni ght, gentlenmen," announced the portly host, "our proposed
theatrica
chain will becone a reality. | know that you have | ooked forward to this
occasion."

Pl eased nurmurs fromthe group. Looks of anxiety faded from severa
faces.

"For several nonths," proceeded Lason, "theatrical stocks have been
selling very low They have stayed far bel ow par, while investors have been
awai ti ng our announcenent. We have regretted the delay; but it was necessary.
W needed to acquire one recogni zed property before our organization could
function."”

Nods of assent. Every one knew the situation. They knew, also, that Lason
had dickered with several theatrical groups. A man of great wealth, Lason was
positive of a purchase. Sooner or l|ater, sonme one would weaken and sell. That
time had cone.

"I was fortunate," declared Lason, with a smile. "I |earned that one nan,
Lewis Goth, had acquired full control of the Eastern Theater Circuit. He
purchased that stock for the conparatively small sum of one hundred thousand
dol | ars.

"To-day, | was told that G oth was on the edge of bankruptcy. | called

hi m

by tel ephone, and offered to buy his stock for the exact price that he had
pai d.

One hundred thousand dollars will prove a life-saver to Goth. He al nost wept

when he heard the offer.”

Smiles matched Lason's. Hi s associates knew well what the purchase woul d
mean. Lason had an entire mllion dollars ready to finance his new theater
chain. Wth the Eastern Circuit in the bag, at a price of one hundred thousand
dol lars, Lason would still have capital to buy out others. Their only resort
woul d be to sell out.

"Goth will be here to-night," concluded Lason. He picked up a sheaf of
fol ded papers. "Here is the sales contract, in triplicate."

Hardly had Lason conpleted the statenment, before Al phonse entered with
t he
announcement that M. Goth had arrived. Lason sent the servant to bring in
t he
visitor. Soon, Groth was shaking hands with the group

THE owner of the Eastern Theater G rcuit was a weary-faced man, whose
shoul ders seemed stooped from burdens. Hi s sloping forehead; his receding
chin,
gave him an appearance of weakness. Hi s eyes had sonet hing of an eager gl eam
as
t hey peered from above his pointed nose; but that was obviously because he had
found a way out of his difficulties.

Goth read the contract greedily. Wen he had finished, he displayed a
tired smle. He turned to the group

"You understand mny situation, gentlenen,’

he said. "I had hopes for the



Eastern Gircuit. | found that they were usel ess. Every one was waiting for the
Lason Chain to begin its operations. For weeks, | have been w shing one thing
only: that | could dispose of nmy circuit at the price | paid for it.

"This offer is nore than generous." He turned to Lason. "You are taking
over encunbrances that you can easily handle, but which | could not. You have
saved ne noney that | would surely have lost."

He drew a pen and signed the contracts. Lason applied his own signatures,
when Goth was finished. Wth a sigh, the peak-faced man sank back in his
chair
and accepted a drink that Al phonse brought him

"One thing nore," rem nded Lason. "That is the paynent. It will bind the
contract."

"I shall bring you the stock certificates," returned Goth. "To-norrow
nmorning - at your office.”

"Of course. But to-night, you shall receive the check for one hundred
t housand dollars. That will conplete the deal ."

Lason reached in his pocket, expecting to find the check book. He
realized
that he was wearing his snoking jacket. Al phonse had taken away his coat.

Lason | ooked for the servant; Al phonse was not about. Wth a wave of his
hand, Lason told Groth to finish his drink, stating that he could make out the
check when the servant returned.

THERE was a curious reason for Al phonse's absence.

The servant had gone to a side door of the mansion. Hs drab face showed
a
pronounced grin; his breath came in deep hisses as he hurriedly unlocked the
door. Stepping outside, Al phonse closed the door behind him He waited in the
dar kness besi de the house.

There came a | owtoned hiss, that the servant could barely hear. Al phonse
answered it with a whisper. There was a crinkly sound beside him

Staring downward, Al phonse saw a shining disk of light. He whispered
qui ckly that the door was open; that Goth was signing the contracts. The disk
vani shed as a fist closed over it. Al phonse heard the Brother enter the
mansi on.

More of those marked visitors were due. Al phonse waited to admit them He
listened for hissed whispers; watched for those shining coinlike tokens in the
dar kness.

O hers beside the Brothers were about the nmansion. Lason's grounds were
anple - running along three streets, with a small connecting | ane at the far
side. A touring car was cruising along streets and lanes, its lights di nmed.

At times, the car paused, while ugly voices spoke fromits interior
Mutters responded from spots beside the hedges. Skul kers fromthe underworld
were on duty, covering the noves of the Brothers. Ready for their thrust of
crime, those masked invaders were protecting their departure.

Dar kened cars, parked in the lane, told the direction from which the
Br ot hers had approached the nansion.

Traffic was Iight along the near-by streets. The nob in the touring car
wat ched all cars suspiciously. They saw a |inousi ne approach; doused their own
lights when it neared the corner. The linopusine turned |left, heading away from
the mansion. The touring car resumed its patrol

| mredi ately afterward, the |inmousine nosed back along the street that it
had taken. When it cane in sight of the Iights of Lason's mansion, a quiet
voi ce spoke through the speaking tube:

"This will do, Stanley. Turn off the Iights and wait here."

The steady voice was that of Lanont Cranston, wealthy nmenber of
Manhattan's Cobalt C ub. Fastidious and |eisurely, Cranston was usually seen
in
evening clothes after nightfall. When he alighted fromhis |inpusine on this



occasion, he was totally invisible.
He was The Shadow.

STEALTHI LY, The Shadow noved forward, unseen, unnoticed even by the
i nobusine's chauffeur. He reached the corner; sidled fromthe gl ow of a street
lanp. A wraithlike being, he glided across the street under cover of darkness.

Uncanni ly, The Shadow | ocated a crouched picket by the hedge. He avoi ded
t he t huggi sh | ookout; found a space where the hedge was thin, and worked
through without a rustle. Half a minute |later, he was approachi ng the near
si de
of Lason's mansi on.

Reports fromthe underworl d had brought The Shadow on this mssion. A ded
by agents, he had finally traced the |ocation where thuggi sh crooks were on
patrol. Their presence outside Lason's mansion was proof that a thrust was due
there. There was no token, though, of the robed Brothers who had al ready
ent er ed.

The Shadow knew that Northrup Lason lived in this house. The nillionaire
was a collector of rare paintings; he had a gallery of themon the second
fl oor
of the mansion. It was possible that crooks intended to pillage that gallery.
Their constant patrol could nean that they were waiting until Lason's guests
had left.

Hence, The Shadow s present purpose was to find a strategic position
within the house.

The wi ndows of Lason's living roomdid not open directly upon the |awn.
There was an encl osed sun porch between. It was dark, and offered a good post
from whi ch The Shadow could gain a first look into the living room Steps |ed
up to the sun-porch door. It was |ocked, but easily opened. The Shadow edged
into the encl osed darkness.

He saw a French wi ndow, open. Through it, he viewed the thronged living
room He saw Lason rising inpatiently fromhis chair.

"I shall get the check book nyself," announced the mllionaire. He
stopped, smiling, as he faced the door. "Ah! Here is Al phonse. \Wat has been
keepi ng you?"

"I was preparing nore drinks for the guests, sir -

"Good! Fetch my check book before you bring them You will find it in ny
coat pocket."

Al phonse departed, while Lason went back to his chair. The Shadow noti ced
Goth; he heard the peaked-faced man speak dubi ously.

"This sale helps me, M. Lason," remnded Goth, "but there are others

who

will not relish it. Sonme of the owners of other small circuits are hol ding
tight

to their stocks, hoping that they will rise.”

"What of it?" queried Lason. "None of themwas ready to hel p you out of
difficulties.”

"Perhaps they have difficulties of their own -

"Nonsense! They are hol ding out for outrageous prices. | shall pay them
fair sums, as | amdoing with you, Groth."

Al phonse entered with the check book. He handed it to Lason and went out
to get the drinks. Lason noted satisfied sniles on the faces of his
associ at es.

They were counting on this pronpt paynment that would conplete the deal with
G ot h.

The Shadow had recogni zed the purpose of this meeting. He knew of the
proposed theatrical chain; but had not heard of the sudden transition it had
taken, bringing it fromobscurity to reality.

He wat ched Lason funble with a fountain pen, angry because ink did not
flow He saw Groth, again eager; while the rest of the group retained their



expectant sniles.
Then, in one quick instant, The Shadow ti ght ened.

A SLI GHT sound had gai ned The Shadow s attention. It was fromthe other
side of the living room at the doorway fromthe hall. Looking in that
direction, The Shadow saw an intruder as weird as hinself.

The man fromthe hallway was clad in silkish gray. H s costune had the
tight fit of an athlete's attire; but it was bulgy, proving that its wearer
had
ordi nary clothes beneath. By using an oversize costune, a close fit had
resul t ed.

From t he shoul ders, the garb extended upward to form a rounded headpi ece,
like an aviator's helnet. That gear was part of the costume itself. It
i ncl uded
a thin, tight mask of the sane silky material. The mask hid the intruder's
face
conpl etely, except for narrow eye-slits.

For the first time, The Shadow had sighted a nysterious Brother of Doom

In his thin gauntlet, the Brother clutched a revolver. He held it
| ower ed,
whi l e he | ooked over the gathered throng. Men were clustered; the Brother
want ed
a definite aim Like a hunter picking out the fattest game in a herd of
grazing
prey, the nasked assassin stepped into the room He side-paced along the wall.

The Shadow produced a .45 automatic. Carefully, he took aimtoward the
Brother. One lift of the Brother's revolver would bring The Shadow s gunfire.
The stal ker, hinself, was being hunted.

At that instant, a startling change occurred.

Lason's pen had no ink at all. Instead of borrow ng another, Lason |ooked
up to call Al phonse. The millionaire saw the stal king Brother. A gasp left
Lason's lips.

O hers echoed Lason's cry. Chairs went clattering as nmen sprang away,
stunbl i ng agai nst each other as they sought protection behind tables. Lason
was
springing with them so was G oth.

The hooded Brother, his revolver lifted, started a hurried, weaving
stride
to reach the victimthat he wanted

The assassin's nove, alone, could not have saved him The Shadow had the
bul ge on this perpetrator of crine; was ready to drop himwi thin the next half
second. The .45 was noving with the Brother's weave. The Shadow s finger was
starting its trigger squeeze when the next event occurred.

Conpl ete bl ackness blotted the entire scene. Sone one in the cellar had
pul | ed the house switch. The Brother was lost in gloom so were the scranbling
men, the prospective victimanong them

Shouts, how's, the clatter of chairs, made tunult in the darkness. That
sudden obliteration of |ight had saved a woul d-be murderer from The Shadow s
bul | ets.

Brot hers of Doom were to gain success to-night, despite The Shadow s
pr esence.

CHAPTER 1 |

DEATH I N THE DARK

THE SHADOW fired into the bl ackness.
Hi s shot was intended for the masked Brother, though there was snall



chance of finding the man as target. At |east, so The Shadow t hought, a shot
woul d cause the assassin to turn toward the outer door

I nstead, the Brother ignored the gun stab. He was somewhere in the
dar kness, shifting anong the scranmbling men. Calmy, The Shadow waited for
somne
proof of the fell ow s whereabouts. It cane.

A revolver roared. The Shadow saw its tongue of flane. From far across
t he
room the Brother had ained to an inner corner. He was firing from anong the
frightened guests; The Shadow could not risk a shot in his direction

Again, the revolver blasted. A second later, it ripped a third nmessage.
Every shot pointed to that sanme inner corner, a spot that The Shadow coul d not
see. Those arrow i ke jabs indicated that the Brother had picked a target; yet
t he bl ackness was i npenetrabl e.

Wy had the killer fired those three shots with such precision?

The Shadow had no tine to answer the question. The gun flashes told that
the Brother was retreating as he fired, seeking to find the hallway door in
t he
gloom Myving into the living room The Shadow cal cul ated the interval
required
for the Brother to be clear of helpless nmen. Wen the right noment came, The
Shadow fired for the hallway door

The masked eneny had not forgotten The Shadow s first shot. Expecting
anot her, he stopped short of the spot where The Shadow expected himto be. At
t he nonent The Shadow fired, the Brother did the same. He ained for the porch
t hi nki ng that The Shadow was still there.

Bul | ets whistled through doorways, nissing human targets. New shots
echoed, as The Shadow and his foeman both shifted, seeking better position for
their duel. It was hide and seek in the darkness, each battler clever enough
to
keep fromharm s way.

The Shadow was skilled in such fray. A few shots nore - he woul d out guess
his adversary. Crooks had a habit of becomnmi ng overconfident in the darkness.
The Shadow handl ed them like a boxer, sparring for an opening. He fired again
fading as he did. H s foe returned the shot, as The Shadow expect ed.

This was the right opportunity. The Shadow drilled a bullet in the
direction of the hallway door. An answer canme, a wild shot fromthe hallway.
Instead of shifting, the Brother had bolted. His hurried dive had conme one
shot
sooner than The Shadow anticipated. By taking to flight, the killer had
started
a get awnay.

THE SHADOW had an antidote for that nove. He hurled hinself through the
dar kness, driving straight for the hallway door. He knew that when he reached
there, he would find the Brother by the sound of the man's mad scranble in the
hal lway. In flight, the killer could never tw st about and fire accurately at
the roomthat he had left.

Once again, The Shadow was due for the unexpected; this tine, a reversa
of the surprise that had come before.

Just as The Shadow wheel ed t hrough the doorway into the hall, the house
lights came on again.

The glare was blinding in its suddenness; but it was apparently a bad
break for the fleeing Brother. Thanks to the |light, The Shadow coul d spot him
before he reached the front door. That, in fact, was what The Shadow started
to
do, when a sudden sound made hi m change his course.

There was a click from another angle. The Shadow heard it, just as he saw
the first Brother hustling through the front door. Turning instantly, The



Shadow saw the side door; the click had told of its opening. Standing on the
t hreshol d was anot her Brother of Doom

The newconer was aimng for The Shadow. He |ost his chance to fire when
The Shadow turned. Swifter than his new foeman, The Shadow ripped t he opening
shot. It missed the masked man by a scant inch. The fellow did not wait but
ran
out the side door.

The Shadow started pursuit; for this new adversary was cl oser and woul d
have no chance to do anything but run. Before The Shadow had gone nore than
si X
paces, a door burst open and a man | eaped forth to block him

It was Al phonse. The servant had a small revol ver; he had been hiding at
the top of the cellar steps. The Shadow wheel ed so suddenly that he caught
Al phonse of f guard. The fellow tried to duck as The Shadow | unged upon him
Al phonse | ost his bal ance and his gun

Clutching wildly, he was |ucky enough to grip The Shadow as the cl oaked
attacker drove himback through the doorway. Al phonse's weight carried him
over
the top step of the cellar stairs. Unable to west free, The Shadow went with
him They forned a whirling pair as they took their headl ong plunge to the
stone floor bel ow

The Shadow still clung to his gun; and he managed Al phonse as they fell
The servant's body went beneath. It took the brunt of the fall. Wen they hit
the cellar, Al phonse sprawl ed. The Shadow went rolling farther, in an
acrobatic
twist. He cane to hands and knees against the far wall of the lighted cellar

Thr ough sheer | uck, Al phonse had conme through that breakneck tunble
wi t hout severe injury. Though weaponl ess, he was on his feet again, starting a
bar ehanded attack agai nst The Shadow.

AS The Shadow shifted sideward and raised his gun toward Al phonse, he saw
a figure that stood beyond the servant.

Gim insidious, a third gray-clad Brother was standing at a flight of
steep steps that | ed outside the house. The third Brother was the one who had
handl ed the light switch. Ready for departure, he had heard the crash of
tumbl i ng bodi es down the cellar stairs.

The Brother was taking aimfor The Shadow. Only Al phonse intervened. The
servant had not seen the Brother. He was driving across the nasked man's path
of aim That was a saving factor for The Shadow. He came up to grapple with
Al phonse, to use the servant as a shield.

The third Brother fired. Al phonse slunped into The Shadow s grasp.

Mercil essly, the Brother had slaughtered his own spy; and with doubl e reason
Al phonse was no | onger needed; by dropping him the Brother could take aim at
The Shadow.

The third of the nasked clan was to | earn how badly he had guessed.

As Al phonse's wei ght slunped upon him The Shadow fired. H s ai mwas
di sturbed by the dying nan's sag; but The Shadow had gained first fire. Hs
openi ng bl ast was wi de, but close enough to tell the Brother that another shot
woul d nean di saster.

Li ke the pair before him the Brother took to flight. He made an upward
spring for the outer door. He dived to the outside ground just as The Shadow
singed a second bullet at his disappearing figure.

The cell ar doors clanped shut. The Brother jamed a netal bar in place to
hold them The Shadow heard the noise as he let Al phonse's body fall away.
Pronptly, The Shadow dashed up the stairway that led to the hall above. There,
he sprang to the side door; reached it in time to hear notors throbbing from
al ong the | ane.

The Brothers had nade good their naddened escape. The cover-up crew was
following them The start was too great. It would be useless for The Shadow to



fol | ow.

Calmy, the cl oaked fighter went back to the hallway. There, he heard
commotion fromthe living room The Shadow stepped to the doorway and vi ewed
t he scene.

Men were too excited to notice the cloaked observer. Two guests were
fumbling with the tel ephone, trying to call the police. The others were in the
far corner, grouped about a propped figure that |ay agai nst a bookcase.

The victimwas Northrup Lason. They had pulled his snoking jacket from

hi s
shoul ders; they had opened his shirt to reveal wounds upon his chest. The
mllionaire had been the target for the Brother's bullets. Despite the

dar kness, the assassin had riddled Lason's heart.

It was Lewis Groth who recogni zed the glassy stare in the portly
mllionaire's eyes. Shakily, Goth turned to the others and in shaky voice
quavered the single word: "Dead!"

SI LENTLY, The Shadow glided away fromthe |iving-roomdoor. He crossed
t he
hal | way, reached the open front door and bl ended with the outside darkness.
Skirting the house, he passed the closed sun porch, to nake sure of no
| urkers.

Satisfied that the Brothers had departed with all their followers, The
Shadow knew that further protection was not needed in the nmansi on where
Nort hrup Lason | ay dead.

Killers had completed their full design. One Brother, alone, had given
t he
bull et thrusts to Lason's heart; but the others were as guilty as the actua
assassin. Every menber of that insidious group nust pay the penalty for
nmur der .

Such was The Shadow s verdict.

Sirens shrieked in the distance. The tel ephone call had reached the |oca
precinct. Police were coning to investigate the scene of crime. The case was
bi g enough to summon inportant officials. After they arrived, The Shadow coul d
return, to hear their sunmmary. Wth it, The Shadow ni ght form concl usions of
hi s own.

Police cars were cl ose when The Shadow reached the parked |i nousi ne.

St eppi ng noiselessly into it, he watched a small l|ine of cars pass the corner
They rolled into the driveway that led to Lason's nansion

The chauffeur of the |inmpusine had been aroused by the sirens. Alert, he
was staring through the wi ndshield. He was startled when he heard a qui et
Voi ce
t hrough t he speaki ng tube.

"There appears to be sone disturbance, Stanley. This is a poor time to
call. Drive along to the country club. | shall stop off during the return
journey."

The Shadow had renoved his garnents of black. They were tucked in a
secret
drawer beneath the back seat; a conpartnent unknown to Stanley. Even the
chauf feur had no inkling that the supposed Lanmont Cranston, owner of this
i mousi ne, was The Shadow.

As the big car reached a lighted boul evard, the passing glow revealed its
passenger. He was tall, clad in evening clothes. Reclining |eisurely upon the
cushions, he tilted his face toward the wi ndow. The |lights showed a cal m
count enance, hawki sh in expression. That face was i mobil e and naskli ke, save
for the burn of piercing eyes.

The Shadow was considering circunstances of crine.

Behi nd the death of Northrup Lason, he saw nore than insidious intent.
The
very manner of the nurder constituted a nystery. A sort that The Shadow had



never before encount ered.

Death in the dark.

Shots that had been dispatched with deadly accuracy, by a marksnan who
had
pi cked Lason out of a scranbling throng. GQuesswork by the killer could not
account for it. A dozen seconds had passed before the Brother had started his
fire in the darkness. Lason had changed position, fully twenty feet, fromthe
spot where The Shadow had | ast seen him

In contrast to the assassin's accurate aimtoward Lason was the fact that
|ater, when he tried to wing The Shadow, the Brother had shown no precision
Curiously, that catlike skill at seeing in the dark had applied in Lason's
case
al one.

There woul d be an answer to that riddle.

Seeking it would be The Shadow s first task, when - as Cranston - he
returned to the house where death had fallen. By solving the nysterious puzzle
of Lason's death, The Shadow would gain his first clue to the tactics used by
the Brothers of Doom

CHAPTER | V
DEATH S TOKEN

VWHEN Lanont Cranston arrived at Lason's, an hour or so |ater, he found
t he
police in full charge. Matters had devel oped as expected. Joe Cardona, ace
acting inspector of the New York force, had taken the job of investigation. In
addi tion, Cardona's work was being aided - or perhaps retarded - by the
presence of New York's police conm ssioner, in person

Ral ph Weston was the police comm ssioner. Wston was a man of mlitary
appear ance, straight-shoul dered and ponpous. He wore a short-clipped, pointed
nmust ache that seened to bristle as he nade brisk conments.

Cardona, in contrast, was a swarthy, stocky individual, who represented
t he experienced police officer. Joe had a poker face; he kept silent until he
saw good occasion to tal k. When he opened up, though, Joe was apt to say a
good
deal .

Cranston's arrival was a break for Cardona. It neant that Weston woul d
have sone one to talk to. The conm ssioner always took delight in inpressing
Cranston. Wenever his friend | earned that the commi ssioner had gone out on a
crime case, he usually canme along to find him

On this occasion, Wston supposed that Cranston had stopped at their New
York club and had there | earned the conmi ssioner's whereabouts.

Wi | e Cardona went about his business, Weston took tinme out to sum
natters
for Cranston's benefit.

The facts of the case were plain. Al the guests were business associ ates
of Lason, anxious to see his theater chain becone an established enterprise.
Al of themheld options on stock in the new chain, the monment it becane a
fact. Their dream was shattered with Lason's death. He was the key man of the
pr oposi tion.

Most pitiful was Lewis Groth. He had come here because he was at the end
of his resources. Creditors were threatening himw th bankruptcy. If that
cane,

Goth's holdings would go up with a single puff. He would | ose the entire one
hundred thousand dollars that he had invested in the Eastern Theater Circuit.

"Groth was on the ragged edge," conmented Weston. "He had his chance to
get back the noney, dollar for dollar. Lason's death ended it."

"Both Groth and Lason signed these contracts," remarked Cranston, hol ding



t he papers in question. "They constitute a conpl eted agreenent."”
"Dependent upon Lason's paynent," rem nded Weston. "That was not made."
He showed Cranston the check book. The top check showed scratches where
Lason had started to wite with his pen
"One mnute |onger," said Weston, sadly, "and Groth would have had his
nmoney. |f the check had been witten, he could cash it to-nmorrow, regardl ess
of
Lason's death. As it stands, Goth cannot collect. Lason's estate wll
certainly
refuse to go through with a business enterprise that depended upon Lason's own
managenent . "

CRANSTON | ooked across the living room where Cardona was conpleting a
qui z of the witnesses. He saw Goth's face, peaked and anxious. The man's lips
trenbled with a question. Sone of the others spoke to himw th reassurance.
Weston made | ow-toned comment to Cranston:

"They are telling Goth that the deal may go through. It won't, though
t hey have assured me privately of that. They may be able to hel p himhang on
to
his holdings for alittle while. In times of tragedy, Cranston, human nature
is
at its best. Those chaps took a tough bl ow through Lason's death; but they're
decent enough to think of the fellow who is worse off than they are.”

Cardona cane over to recomend that the w tnesses be allowed to go hone.
Weston agreed. He shook hands all around, thanked the nen for their testinony.
He returned the contracts to Goth. Wen all had gone, Weston received the
t esti nmony.

"The wi tnesses agree on mgjor points," he declared. "They all saw the
mur derer enter. He was of nedium height, dressed in tight-fitting clothes of
bl acki sh gray. He wore a tight hood with a mask of the same material. Thin
stuff, alnost like silk. He had gloves, with cuffs that made them | ook Iike
gaunt | et s.

"He was picking a target when the lights were blotted. That neans he had
foll owers; one sneak was in the cellar with the master switch. Evidently the
killer's idea was to intimdate the throng, and he succeeded. Every one
scranbl ed for cover in the darkness."

"Unquestionably, the nmotive was theft," declared Wston. "The nurderer
i ntended to keep Lason and the guests thoroughly intimdated, while his crew
sei zed the paintings fromthe upstairs gallery."

The police conmm ssioner continued tal king. Weston's entire narrative
contai ned no nmention of The Shadow. If w tnesses had glinpsed the cl oaked
fighter going through the doorway, they had probably m staken himfor the
Brother. In ninety per cent of its details, the police theory was w ong.

The | aw t hought there was only one Brother in the gane. Evidence had been
accepted as proof that Al phonse was |oyal. The notive, as the police had it,
was burglary. Lason's death was regarded definitely as a chance m sfortune.

Every one of those counts was incorrect.

THE SHADOW knew t hat there was a band of Brothers. He recognized Al phonse
as a traitor. He saw that the notive was to ruin all plans for a big
theatrica
chain. Wth that, The Shadow knew t hat Lason's death had been deliberately
i nt ended.

Nevert hel ess, The Shadow had gl eaned an inmportant point fromthe mnedl ey
of
facts that the police had obtained. He had | earned sonet hi ng about Al phonse's
actions prior to the entry of the Brothers.

It was obvious to The Shadow that Al phonse had passed those nurderers



t hrough. The servant coul d have done that while supposedly m xing drinks.
Coi ng
back further, there was sonething el se that A phonse had done. The servant had
brought Lason's snoking jacket.
Forgotten, tossed on a chair in the hallway, was the jacket itself. It

had
wi de lapels; its front was of the open sort, held only by buttons cl ose
t oget her

at the bottom The Shadow renenbered how t he guests had drawn the jacket from
Lason's shoulders in a natural effort to aid the dying man.

There were no bl oodstains on the jacket. The bullets had drilled above
its
open front. The snoking jacket had therefore been di sregarded as an exhibit
for
the aw. That nade The Shadow doubly desirous of exam ning it further

West on and Cardona were going back into the Iiving room They saw
Cranston
pause to light a cigarette. He was having trouble with his expensive |ighter
that usually worked so well. They did not wait for him The nonment that they
were gone, Cranston's eyes | ooked keenly about, to nake sure that no policenen
were on duty.

VWi ski ng the snoking jacket fromthe chair, Cranston stepped to a hallway
closet. He closed the door behind him In the blackness, he was as invisible
as
when he wore The Shadow s cloak. As he hung the jacket on a hook, he reached
for
a flashlight. That was when he stopped.

There was a glow fromthe snoking jacket itself - a spot of light no
| arger than a twenty-five-cent piece. Shining in the blackness, it was the
cl ue
t hat The Shadow wanted. He gripped it with one hand; produced his tiny
flashlight with the other. When the flashlight gl eamed, the |um nous spot
vani shed.

The Shadow was gripping the top button of Lason's snoking jacket.

The schene of death was plain. Al phonse, working at the order of the
Brot hers, had coated that button with [ um nous paint. Fromthe nmonent that he
had brought the snoking jacket to Lason, the victimwas slated to die in the
dar kness.

Li ghts had gone out exactly as intended. The Brother, noving anong the
frightened guests, had | ooked for a rounded spot of light. He, alone, had seen
it in the corner by the bookcase. Ot hers had been diving, frightened for their
l'ives.

The Shadow, fromthe porch door, had been at the wong angle to see
toward
Lason's chosen corner.

Wth the button as a shining target, the assassin had ained deliberately,
firing a few inches above it. He was sure that his bullets would inflict
nort al
wounds; as certain as if he had held Lason helpless in full light.

THE SHADOW exti ngui shed his flashlight. He watched the button for a ful
mnute. Its glow was dwindling slowy during that time. It began to fade nore
rapi dly. The | um nous paint was of the short-lived type. Wile Lason had worn
t he snoki ng jacket, the button had absorbed Iight, which had given it a strong
but tenmporary gl ow

Left in darkness, or in ordinary daylight, it would not absorb well.

Mor eover, passing hours would render it less effective, as was the case with
i nferior types of phosphorescent paint. By tonorrow, the paint would be al nost
usel ess. Fromthen on, that button would be no nore than an ordi nary one.



The Brothers had counted upon the clue being worthl ess before the police
began to regard the snoking jacket as a possible clue. Therefore they woul d
not
return to di spose of this evidence that Al phonse was no | onger able to handle
for them

Stepping fromthe closet, The Shadow became Cranston. Leisurely puffing
his cigarette, he net Weston and Cardona coning fromthe living room He
acconpani ed themout to his car.

The Shadow had found his clue. Though it gave no imedi ate lead, it
proved
the fact that he had so strongly suspected; nanely, that Lason's death had
been
designed. It also gave himan insight into the keen nethods of the Brothers.

That clue of the shining button was to prove nore valuable, later. From
it, The Shadow woul d be able to surnise another use for disks that gl owed
nmysteriously in the dark

CHAPTER V
CRI ME MARCHES ON

THREE days later, a large autonobile entered the gates of the Centurion
Steel Co. The time was five o' clock; departing steel workers gawked at the man
who stepped fromthe car. He was Sidney Thrake, head of the Consoli dated
Met al s
Cor por ati on.

Tall, porpous, with full, squarish face, Thrake glared sourly. He
beckoned
to a timd, browbeaten secretary who had acconpani ed:

"Come, Parkinson. W have no tine to tarry."

Entering the central building as though familiar with it, Thrake went up
to the sixth floor. Wth Parkinson in tow, he was adnitted to the office of
Marcus Onstred, the president of the Centurion Steel Co.

Orstred was gaunt and baldish. Hs tired face was streaked with deep
l'i nes
that indicated overwork. Meeting the snap of Thrake's eyes, Orstred stiffened
for the interview Thrake cane to business briskly:

"Consolidated Metals will buy this plant Orstred. Sell out before you
wast e nore noney. You have bought too nuch machinery on credit. You are
hopel essly in debt."

Orstred shook his head defiantly.

"W owned this plant once," rem nded Thrake, in a tone that indicated
pity. "We took out the equipnment; put it up for sale as a cast-off, never
dream ng that any one would buy it for a steel works. You nade a great m stake
in doing so."

"I have a good proposition,"” retorted Onstred. "I owe for ny machinery,
yes. But | have the processes of Ivor Yakroff, with full rights to his
i nventions in durable, |ightweight stainless steel. Did you know that,

Thr ake?"

"Only too well, Orstred. Consolidated Metals turned down Yakroff. That is
why he came to you. We did not need him W have formul as, processes, nolds -
all that we need. Furthernore, we already hold contracts to construct thirty
streamined trains at a million dollars each. The entire output in that field,
during the next twelve nonths."

To prove his statement, Thrake brought a sheaf of correspondence froma
bri efcase that Parkinson carried. Orstred sat half stunned; but he shook his
head at Thrake's resuned suggestion that he sell out. Wth a shrug, Thrake
turned and strode fromthe office, foll owed by Parkinson, who carried the
bri ef case.



DUSK was settling as Thrake's |inopusine scaled the ranp to the Skyway.
Cont empt uousl y, Thrake was | ooki ng down at the Centurion Steel Plant, as

t hough
appraising it as worthless. Parkinson was squinting at the financial page of a
newspaper.

"Your theatrical stocks have doubl ed to-day, M. Thrake," inforned the
secretary. "Since Lason's death, all the small circuits have done well. The

financial news states that banks have voluntarily | oaned noney to concerns
li ke
the Eastern Theatrical Crcuit that were ready to sell out or go to the wall."

"Hunph, " grunted Thrake. "I shoul d have bought some of those smaller
stocks, while they were low. " Then, testily, he snapped: "Put away t hat
newspaper, Parkinson! Do not bother me with small matters! | amthinking about

steel!"

Thrake made a sweepi ng gesture toward the nmeadows. The wave of his hand
i ncluded Onstred, along with the Centurion Steel plant.

"Equi pped with new machinery," snorted Thrake. "Bought fromfactories
t hat
| control. Wen they demand their payment, Orstred will not have it. He will
be
thrown into bankruptcy! | shall take over his plant, as it stands!

"Its assets will include Yakroff's processes and inventions. They will be
m ne, even though I do not need them That is business, Parkinson; big
busi ness. | gave Onstred ny final warning. He should have heeded it."

As the big car rolled eastward, into the gathering dusk that shrouded the
Skyway, Thrake added:

"I'f Orstred investigated closely enough, he would learn that | already
own
the property that he thinks is his."

WHATEVER t he financial status of the Centurion Steel Co., it was a fact
that the prenises |lay under a powerful dom nation. That was denonstrated four
hours | ater, after darkness had settled conpletely. There was no fog on this
occasi on; but the thick curtain of night was sufficient to hide the insidious
visitors who arrived there

Soft-purring nmotors stopped short of the barricading fence. Dark-clad
figures crept inward through the thick blackness. Picking the spots where
bri bed guards had gone on duty, Brothers of Doom di splayed their |un nous
t okens.

Passed through the patrolling cordon, they entered the central building
one by one, to reach the secret elevator where Suda was on duty. Lifted to the
secret meeting room between the roof |evels, the Brothers held concl ave
beneat h
the greenish Iight.

The masked | eader spoke in the singular nonotone that each Brother used.
Despite the steady drum of his words, a sense of elation was present.

"Qur first thrust brought success," announced the chief Brother. "The
death of Northrup Lason has already brought fruit. Qur profit, fully ripened,
will be half a mllion dollars. That is the first contribution to our required
f und!

"The tine has arrived for our second thrust. W shall strike to-norrow,
exactly as we have planned. Again, we shall be assured of success.”

The | eader paused enphatically. Two of the listening Brothers began to
speak. Their chief silenced themw th a wave of his gauntlet-clad hand.

"I have not forgotten The Shadow," he declared. "He interfered with our
past endeavor. He will not interfere again. W know that his only trail nust
have conme through watching the crew that we held in reserve.



"That crew is useful. Therefore, we shall use it, as before. This tineg,
however, those followers will be instructed - and aided - to acconplish a
single purpose. It will be their task to di spose of The Shadow after our own
work is conpleted.”

Wth that statenent, the masked | eader went to the wall switch. He began
to blink with the lights a dot-dash nessage that flashed a signal fromthe
skyl i ght above. The other Brothers watched the coded signal. In |owvoiced
nmonot ones, they expressed their approval. Their |eader's plan was a sure one.

WTH the finish of the signals, the Brothers departed. This tine, there
was no cloaked intruder arriving at the steel plant after they had left it.
The
Shadow bel i eved that all was well upon the Jersey neadows.

There was an aftermath, however, to the neeting of the Brothers. It
occurred in Manhattan, half an hour after the green-light signal had flashed.
A
t uxedo-cl ad passenger stepped froma taxicab on a side street near Broadway.
He
entered a small cigar store and nodded pl easantly to the proprietor, who
ushered himinto a rear room

There, the tuxedoed nman found a doorway into a darkened courtyard. He
ascended an inside fire tower at the back of an apartnent building. When he
reached the fourth floor, he stepped aside and tapped lightly on the back door
of an apartment. That door opened conveniently to a platformfromthe tower.

The door opened cautiously. The tuxedoed man whi spered:

"It's Case Hurrin. | want to see Mocker Shebly."

"Case" was admitted. Conducted through the darkened apartnment, he reached
alighted front room where a big nman was seated in an easy-chair. The two
began their conference.

Case Hurrin was a snoot h-1o00king custonmer. Hi s nicknane was wel | earned.
Case was noted for his ability to cover any one, any place, at any tine. He
had
ways of getting out of sight, that helped himin his spy work. Hence, Case
frequently sold his services at a high price, to big-shots in the underworld.

"Mocker" Shebly, bore his nickname because of the nmany unappreci ated
tricks that he had played upon the police. The law had tried to brand Mocker
as
t he head of a band of organi zed hoodl uns; but proof had never been obtai nabl e.

The reason was that Mcker was careful in his choice of followers. He
hired thugs on a short-termbasis. The personnel of his outfit changed
conpletely with each successive nonth.

"Just got a flash fromthe Four," confided Case. "The Shadow was in it,
there at Lason's. He nust have tagged sonme of your torpedoes."

"I know it," returned Mocker, gruffly. "That's why | sent three of them
out to Chi. Take a gander at this list, Case. It tells the guys |I've got on a
string. |'ve marked the three new ones that | picked."

Case shifted his wiry figure in the arnchair. H s |ean face lighted as
hi s
slitty eyes checked the names. Mocker, hard-faced, with outthrust lower lip
and
wi de flat nose, sat watching the go-between's expression.

"They're jake," decided Case. "Say, though - you m ght have taken on
aiff
Marsl and. He's a real bet!"

"The others were first in line," replied Mcker. "Ciff cones next. |'ll
use himwith the next shift."

Case pulled a slip of paper fromhis vest pocket and handed it to Mocker
The hard-faced crook read it. His grin was a gol d-toothed one, as he burned
t he



i nstruction sheet and poked the ashes to bits with the point of a pencil.

"The Brothers don't take chances," was Mcker's comrent. "I don't blane
them They're wise, the four of them These are swell orders, Case!"

"l thought you'd like them™

"I do. It nmeans covering the Brothers and foxi ng The Shadow at the sane
tine. Leave it to nme, Case."

W TH Mocker's assurance, Case departed by the route al ong which he had
cone. He picked up a cab near the cigar store on the rear street and rode away
for a mdnight sojourn at a night club. Case was pleased with the way matters
had wor ked out.

Per haps he woul d have been I ess joyful, had he remmined | onger in that
back street. Five mnutes after Case's departure, a cloaked figure noved past
the cigar store, just as its proprietor was closing for the night.

VWen the Iights went out, the shape cane closer; it paused a few nonents,
then resuned patrol. Near the next corner, that strangely gliding formwas
faintly visible for a fleeting second. After that, it merged wth darkness.

The Shadow was covering the domain of Mocker Shebly.

The Brothers were right in their supposition that The Shadow had trailed
t hem t hr ough nmenbers of Mocker's crew. They had nmade the guess that The Shadow
had actually | ocated Mocker's own whereabouts. Again, they were right.

The Brothers had risked one thing only. They took the chance that The
Shadow had not | earned that Case Hurrin was the go-between. There, perhaps,

t he
Brot hers had been favored by luck; but, for the present, they had nmade another
successful guess.

The Shadow s one trail still existed.

By wat chi ng Mocker, he woul d know when the Brothers noved to crine. Two
positive reasons supported The Shadow s belief. First, the Brothers could not
afford to be without a supporting band. Second, there was no outfit that could
conpare with Mcker's.

Si nce Mocker had made changes in his crew, the Brothers woul d have reason
to depend upon himagain. They would certainly do so, if The Shadow gave no
i nkling of his presence.

Using his accustonmed caution, The Shadow was keeping entirely out of
si ght
whi | e he covered Mocker's headquarters. He was satisfied that the policy would
bring results. \When Mcker started on another expedition, The Shadow woul d
foll ow, unseen.

Per haps The Shadow woul d have changed his own plans, had he known how far
the Brothers had gone with theirs. Brothers of Doom had gi ven The Shadow f ul
credit for his ways of strategy. They had tipped off Mycker to be ready for
what was to cone.

Thanks to Case Hurrin's |lucky evasion of The Shadow s patrol, the schene
of the Brothers remained hi dden. The Shadow would learn it when the right tine
cane. That tinme woul d be when the trap had cl osed.

The Brothers intended a thrust agai nst another helpless victim Wth it,

t hey expected - through Mocker - to insure The Shadow s doom

CHAPTER VI
THE NEXT NI GHT
VWEDGED bet ween two downt own buil di ngs stood a smaller structure that
| ooked li ke a bank. Its narrow front displayed barred wi ndows. A bronze plate

by the heavy, deep-set door bore the nane:

FROYD & CO



In a rear office of that |owroofed building, a group of nen assenbl ed,
early the next evening. One was seated at a desk; the others had chosen chairs
at random The man at the desk was Elwell Froyd, head of the financial house
that bore his nane.

"I called this directors' neeting," announced Froyd, in a crisp tone that
suited his dry, withery face, "at the suggestion of our secretary, M. Ralph
Vani bl e. "

Wth that, Froyd indicated a man on his left. Vanible was tall,

m ddl e-aged. His long, |oose-jow ed face was as sol etm as an undertaker's.
There was gl oom ness about his gaze that troubled the other directors.

Though Froyd conpletely controlled his own financial business, Vanible
and
the other directors were inmportant. They received fees for their services;
nost
of themheld small shares in the enterprise. Furthernore, they enjoyed the
prestige that went with being a director in Froyd & Co.

"We are floating some new foreign issues,”" explained Froyd. "Because of
that, simlar offerings fromsnaller financial houses have frozen. If we
proceed as planned, those rival issues will remain at a standstill."

There were pleased sniles fromall the directors except Vani ble. None had
need to speak his thoughts. Their verdict was that Froyd should proceed with
the sale of his new issues and | eave the owners of rival securities holding
t he
bag.

Froyd understood how his listeners felt.

"I am anxi ous to proceed," he declared crisply. "Pronpt action will crowd
the other issues off the nmarket. Delay woul d cause those conpeting securities
to flourish. To-day, however, M. Vanible went over the assets of this
conmpany. "

Froyd swept his hand toward a big vault in the corner of the room The
directors knew that it contained a | arge anount of cash and stacks of
securities, sone negotiable. Those represented the hol dings of Froyd & Co.

"M. Vanible found that we are overloaded with certain doubtful assets,"
added Froyd. "He wonders what m ght happen if we were forced to Iiquidate
them™

Pl eased | ooks turned to worry. Froyd becanme uneasy. It was Vani bl e who
cane to Froyd's rescue. The sol emn-faced man spoke:

"No cause for alarm gentlemen.” Such words were soothing, froma
pessim st like Vanible. "It is sinply a case for precaution. It wuld be very
unwi se to advertise the present condition of this conpany. Such a step would
shake the confidence of investors."”

Nods of agreenent. The directors knew that strong houses had frequently
avoi ded failure through silence during dangerous periods. Still, there would
be
the possibility of runmor. Vanible cane to that troubl esonme subject.

"Thousands of shares of other securities have been sold," he rem nded.
"Their purchasers - whoever they are - would profit greatly by the failure of
Froyd & Co. We nust do nore than nerely avoid runmor. We rnust spike it

"W can acconplish that by absorbing Froyd's doubtful assets. W can |end
hima quarter mllion, taking his frozen assets as security. Then the
condition
of Froyd & Co. may be advertised openly."

The suggestion left the listeners breathless. Then they began to buzz
anong t hensel ves. They popped questions to Vani bl e, who began to answer them
frommenmory. Froyd opened the big vault; brought out docunents and stacks of
securities for Vanible's reference.

VWHI LE this was in progress, Froyd and the directors thought nothing of



what was goi ng on outside the building. They had reason to feel secure, for

t he

establ i shnment was strongly protected. It was equi pped with a burglar-alarm

system that included sliding doors and gateways throughout the ground fl oor

Two wat chnen were on duty. One at the outer door, the other at an inner
post where the alarm systemwas |ocated. Unfortunately, the inner watchman
could not see the man who handl ed the big front door

At that noment, the front watchman was opening the door. He had no
legitimate reason for so doing, since Froyd and all the directors were in the
buil ding, with no nore visitors expected. The cause for the opening of the
door
was expl ai ned when a hand noved in the darkness outside.

A grayish gauntl et opened. Fromits pal mshone a | um nous disk. The
wat chman stepped back to adnmit a Brother of Doom

That masked man was not the only one who passed the bribed wat chman.

O hers foll owed, each with a shining token. Inside, they congregated, sneaking
t hrough the hi gh-roofed spaces that led to Froyd's own office. Cccasionally,

t hey passed through short, connecting passages; but always, they avoided the
pl ace where the inner watchnman was stationed.

Meanwhi l e, the bribed man at the outside door took glances at the street,
as though that were part of his duty. After ten mnutes, he saw a touring car
roll past. It turned a corner; a short while later, it made another trip al ong
t he secl uded t horoughf are.

VWen the car was out of sight, the watchman went back into the building;
but left the door unlocked. He approached a little alcove and lifted the
receiver of a wall tel ephone. He pressed a button to signal Froyd' s office.

"Some suspi ci ous-1 ooki ng people out front, M. Froyd," reported the
wat chman. "Shall | notify the police?"

VWi | e the wat chman was speaki ng, the unl ocked door nudged slowy inward.
A
cl oaked shape energed fromthe darkness. Silently, The Shadow glided behind
t he
wat chman' s back and reached the gl ooy interior of the building. Wen the
wat chman finished his call, he saw the door as he had left it.

INthe rear office, Froyd was explaining the tel ephone call to the
directors.

"Henry reports suspicious characters outside,"” said the financier. "Bah
He is stupid, that watchman. He had no reason to open the big door at all.
told himto lock it and keep it that way." Froyd used the tel ephone to cal
t he
i nsi de wat chman:

"Kater, contact Henry at the front door. Make sure that he has barred it.
Check the main roomwhen you return to your post."

The main portion of the floor was |ike a banking room w th various
partitions. There were various passages that fed to small offices and ot her
department rooms. These were lighted only at a few places; as a result, they
formed a gl oony maze.

The main room had a bal cony that extended all around it, like a
nezzani ne.

There were a few lights in the main room its white narble floor was plainly
visible fromKater's watch-post, which was on the far side.

The Shadow was entering the big roomfroma front passage, just as Kater
cane across the floor. diding beneath the shelter of the bal cony, the cl oaked
visitor chose a darkened patch and remai ned there, unnoticed by the watchnan.
The Shadow waited until Kater returned fromhis trip to the front door

The Shadow surm sed that Kater had gone to make sure the front door was
| ocked; that done, the watchman was returning to the post, where the alarm
controls were located. That made it bad, in a way, for Henry, for The Shadow



suspected the front watchman to be crooked.

To arrive here, The Shadow had trail ed Mocker Shebly and his crew.
Logically, that outfit should have come ahead of the Brothers. Henry's gane,
as
The Shadow saw it, was to report suspicious characters; then let them
over power
him That would give himan alibi

Thinking in terms of Mocker, The Shadow remmi ned unaware that the
Br ot hers
had al ready entered.

VWhat ever new fakery Henry tried, The Shadow barred Mcker fromthe
conference in Froyd's office. He was prepared to block off crine.

So The Shadow supposed. He had not yet |earned that the Brothers, going
ahead of their interference, were already at Froyd' s door. The Shadow mi ght
have di scovered that, had he not been del ayed by Kater's approach and return

Nevert hel ess, The Shadow deci ded that the closer his position to the rear
office, the better. Wth that decision, he began a stealthy trip toward the
back of the buil ding.

IT was the pronptness of the Brothers that nade The Shadow s trip too
late. In Froyd's office, the directors had satisfied thensel ves on the figures
that showed the condition of the banking house. They were anxious to |end
Froyd
nmoney; but they knew that they were taking doubtful assets as security. It was
Vani bl e who paved the way to action.

"We are taking no chances," affirmed the sol enmm-faced man. "W are

| endi ng

this nmoney on the reputation of Froyd & Co. By strengthening the concern, we
i nsure the repaynent of the loans. | amw lling to set the exanple for the
rest."”

From hi s pocket, Vanible drew a check book. He wote out a check for
fifty
t housand dol I ars, payable to Elwell Froyd. O hers, |ooking over his shoul der
saw t he anpbunt. They were willing to go as heavily as Vanible. Oher check
books were com ng out before Vanible had finished witing. The sol enm man was
just about to apply his signature when he heard a gasp from Froyd.

The financier had raised up fromhis chair. He was staring across the
desk, | ooking toward the door. There, Vanible saw the cause of Froyd's rigid
pose. Just within the doorway stood a tight-clad figure in dark gray. Eyes
peered through a slitted mask that formed part of a rounded headgear.

The Brot her of Doomwas gesturing with a big revolver. H's calculating
eyes were gleamng toward the bundles of securities that lay on Froyd' s desk.
Vani bl e dropped his pen and shrank back. The other directors gaped; they
rai sed
their hands. The Brother began to | ook around the group. Froyd saw
opportunity.

He reached for an opened desk drawer; pulled out a gun of his own.

That nove was the financier's |ast.

The Brother of Doom |l eveled his gauntleted fist. He fired straight-ainmed
shots while Froyd's hand was still funbling with the revolver that it had
produced. Three bullets found the financier's breast.

The first slug jolted Froyd; the second sagged him The third bullet
drilled his heart as he was sprawing face-forward across the desk top

St andi ng with snoking revol ver, the nurderous Brother of Doom centered
hi s
greedy gaze upon the spoils that lay on the desk beside Froyd' s body. Robbery,
apparently, was his notive; he was playing that part for the benefits of
Wi t nesses.

Actual ly, the Brother had acconplished sonething far nore di sastrous. He



had forced the unfinished business of this conference into public light. Wth
Froyd dead, the directors could not go through with their arrangenents.

Those bullets not only nmeant the death of Elwell Froyd. They spelled the
col | apse of Froyd & Co.

WHAT t he murderer wanted was a chance to flee wi thout going through the
burdensone pretense of a robbery. He knew, like the directors, that Froyd's
cash assets were conparatively small. Looking for opportune departure, the
Brother found it.

Froyd's gun had bounced across the desk toward Vani ble. The sol enm nman
was
grabbing for it, at the sane tine shouting to others to seize the nurderer
Two
men near the door were bold enough to start for the masked killer

Si dest eppi ng them the Brother whipped the key fromthe door. He sprang
out si de, yanking the door shut behind him He was quick enough to insert the
key and | ock the door before the directors could open it. Vanible's shots
cane,
bel at ed.

The Brother started a sneering chuckle as he turned fromthe door. The
sound died as he faced about. He saw a figure that |oomed upon himfromthe
near est passage. The nuzzle of a .45 was | ooming toward his eyes.

The Brot her of Doom was covered by The Shadow.

CHAPTER VI |
THE TRAP REVERSED

THE SHADOW had trapped a crim nal whose hands were soiled with guilt.
Froyd's nurderer stood threatened by pronpt vengeance. The schenes of the evil
Brothers were on the brink of failure. Despite their precautions, The Shadow
had outwi tted them

They had expected The Shadow, those four. That was why certain of the
Brot hers had remnai ned out of sight, while the chosen one went into the office
to slay Froyd. Lurking Brothers, however, had failed to note The Shadow s
appr oach.

They were in spots of darkness, watching the office door. There, they saw
t heir masked conpani on hel pl ess before The Shadow s aim Even their own spots
were insecure. |If they noved; they would give away their position. They knew
what that would nean.

Death first for the masked man at the office door; then the sane dose for
those who tried to help him The Shadow had stopped short at a vantage point.
The gane was in his hands; knowi ng that Mycker and the nob had not yet
ent ered,

The Shadow had time to deal with the Brothers as he chose.

Only luck could save the Brothers. It canme to their aid in this
ener gency,
froma source that neither they nor The Shadow had expect ed.

The Shadow had al |l owed for the possible arrival of Henry, the guard. By a
side turn, he was ready in case the crooked watchman came dashing through from
the front. The man whom The Shadow had di scounted was Kater. The | oyal
wat chman
shoul d still be at his post. For some reason, Kater had left there.

From a side passage, Kater saw The Shadow, he made a wild lurch toward
t he
figure in black. The Shadow straight-armed him but twisted with the nove. It
was a break for the Brother at the office door. The murderer saw a route that
prom sed shelter. He took it.



Kater sprawl ed under The Shadow s shove. Leaping out into the light, The
Shadow fired two shots after the first Brother. The killer turned a corner
j ust
as The Shadow fired. A second Brother blazed bullets in The Shadow s
direction.

The shots were wild; The Shadow turned and stabbed replies as the second
f oeman
ducked.

A third Brother did not wait. He was on the run before The Shadow neared
him Shots barked here and there; bullets ricocheted fromthe walls of
passages
and spots beneath the bal cony. Wth a second gun unlinbered, The Shadow was
bl ocki ng of f the escape of the masked Brothers.

In that chaos, Kater found his feet and ran madly back to the alarm
controls. Henry was there. That explai ned why Kater had gone after The Shadow.
Henry, however, had failed in the duty that he had taken over. He should have
yanked the alarmswitch and started the sliding doors.

Angrily, Kater shoved Henry aside and reached for the controls. He pulled
the first one; an alarmbegan to clang. But before Kater could start the doors
shut, Henry slugged him

VWhen Kater spraw ed, Henry took over. He raised a | oud shout that the
Brothers coul d hear.

ONE Brother nade a dive fromcover; cut through a passage that offered
escape. The Shadow had | ooked forward to that nove. Wth a surge of his own,
he
cane through a joining passage to bl ock the crook's escape.

The Shadow was ai m ng as the Brother bounded into view but before The
Shadow coul d fire, a steel door slithered across the passage in front of him

VWeel i ng about, The Shadow saw a second Brother trying to box him As The
Shadow fired, the crook hurdl ed away. After him The Shadow took aimas the
Brother dived for a corridor between two offices. As The Shadow fired, his
bul | ets were bl ocked. They thudded agai nst anot her door of steel that slid
shut
just in time.

There was still a route that led to the front. The third Brother was
taking it. The Shadow | aunched after him again, the tine space favored a
departing crook. Henry yanked another switch; the Brother got by a barrier
li ke
a rat squeezing through a hole. The Shadow was halted by a sheet of steel

Vani ble and the directors were still locked in Froyd's office. The main
floor was deserted except for The Shadow. He was boxed at last, but in a
| arge-si zed space. Henry had cl osed every steel door. There were other
swi tches, though, that the treacherous watchnman intended to handl e.

Two of those controlled steel gates that could block the stairs to the
bal cony. A third took care of another gate that protected the boothlike space
where Henry crouched above the sagged figure of Kater. That space had a gate
i nstead of a door, in case the inside watchman wanted to use it as a pill-box.
There was an al cove to which he could retreat if under fire.

Henry was about to close the bal cony stairways when he saw The Shadow
roundi ng a row of tel ephone booths that were used by Froyd's sal es departnent.
The Shadow was coning for the safety zone where Henry stood. The crook forgot
the stairway gates; made a grab to close his own. This tine, he was too late.

The Shadow fired a quick-timed shot. It clipped the watchman's forearm
The fell ow came staggering fromsecurity; he rallied to grapple with The
Shadow. There was frantic power in Henry's wild lunge. He forced The Shadow
back to the open floor; there, the cloaked fighter prepared to down the
wat chman wi t hout further ado.

An interruption cane from above. Amid the continued clangor of the alarm



gl ass shattered. A crew of huskies sprang in through a broken skylight, to
reach the bal cony. Mocker and his thugs were on the job. Taking the roof as
their route, they were on hand to finish The Shadow.

This was the pay-off of the trap. Brothers of Doom had thoughts of nore
than nmere escape, when they had piled out past the sliding doors.

Mocker's cover-up crew had changed its ganme. That thuggi sh outfit had
become a death squad. Finding vantage points along the bal cony rail, gunnen
wer e taking The Shadow as their target. Some might fall before their bullets
riddl ed The Shadow, but those shock troops from gangdom had agreed to take the
i ndi vidual risk. Getting The Shadow was worth it.

THE SHADOW hel d Henry hel pl ess when the crash sounded. As thugs |evel ed
their guns, the cloaked fighter took the only opportunity afforded him In the
center of the big room he had no chance to fade; and steel doors bl ocked the
passages that offered himsecurity. The one advantage that he held was his
grip
on the crooked wat chman whom he had yanked fromthe control boot h.

VWeel i ng, The Shadow swung that traitor as a living shield between
hi nmsel f
and the new i nvaders. Crooks did not hesitate. They opened fire for The
Shadow s
buf fer. Their gane was to shoot the watchman from his grasp

Gunmen either knew, or could guess, that the watchman had served the
Brothers. That did not matter. He was not one of their own crowd. Wth Mcker
shouting the unnecessary order, the nen fromthe bal cony poured bullets into
the victi mwho had becone The Shadow s shi el d.

The gane seened a sure one. The Shadow was hol di ng the saggi ng wat chnman
at
arms length. A few seconds nore, the dead weight would fall. In those
seconds,
however, The Shadow thought of nmore than nmere defense. Hi s own gun began its
punpi ng output, froma muzzle that he thrust from beneath Henry's dead and
[inpish arm

The Shadow s bullets told.

One aimng crook jolted; then another. A third | eaned over the bal cony,
hoping to clip The Shadow s shoulder with a side aim Another shot stabbed
from
bel ow, and the crook on the bal cony how ed and pitched headl ong over the rail

He was wounded when he started, dead after he finished the fall, for his
skul | cracked |like a breaking wal nut shell, when it hit the marble floor

Attackers shifted when that happened. They went back fromthe rail,
spreading for better position. Mcker shouted for themto lie flat; to aim
t hrough the posts of the netal rail. It was a smart order; for Mocker, last to
dive for cover, saw the watchman's body fall at |ast from The Shadow s grasp

Bef ore the crooks could gain their required aim The Shadow was dashi ng
forward. The shots that were fired at himdid no nore than chip the narble
floor; for the resunmed barrage was wild as it began. Two seconds |ater, The
Shadow had covered a space of thirty feet, to reach a stairway to the bal cony.

A thug saw himfromthe top of the stairs; fired once and missed. The
gorilla went backward, coughing the word that The Shadow was com ng up. It was
hardly necessary, that information, for the thug was sagging froma bl ast that
The Shadow delivered. The gunshot fromthe stairway was proof enough that
crooks coul d expect The Shadow.

FOR an instant, Mycker stood amazed. The Brothers had assured hi mt hat
t he
stairway gates would be closed. The trap, as arranged, would therefore have
been



a conplete one. Instead, it was open - and at the worst place possible.
Mocker's
crew, already depleted, was due for a flank attack from The Shadow.

W d-eyed, Mycker shouted for his band to take to cover. That neant the
skylight. The openi ng was wi de and only shoul der-hi gh. Gunmen dived through it
in pairs. Mcker nmade the |ast scranble for the roof, just as The Shadow
reached the top of the stairs.

I nstead of stopping there, The Shadow came onward. He reached the
skyl i ght
as Mocker's crowd was spreading. Hi s guns spoke before the gorillas could
flatten thenmsel ves and take aim The hoodl uns decided not to wait. There were
open wi ndows in an adjoining office building. They went through.

Two thugs tried to fire as they ran. Their flight ended as The Shadow
spilled themw th quick triggering of his gun. Mycker saw it; gave up his own
pl an of a pot shot. He went headfirst through a wi ndow and hit the fl oor
wi thin, just as The Shadow cracked the pane above him Mbcker was |ucky to
escape that bullet.

Brot hers of Doom were gone. Mocker and his nob were in mad flight. Sirens
were shrieking fromdistant streets, telling that the police would soon
arrive.

The aw woul d get its story from Vani ble and the other prisoners in the
directors' room

Kater, of course, would reveal Henry's treachery. The police would have a
better result than at Lason's. There, they had not even suspected Al phonse,

t he
butl er, as an acconplice. Here, they would know that the Brothers had one.

They would | earn, also, that a cover-up crew had been in action tonight.
Per haps Joe Cardona woul d guess that The Shadow had forced that fight. There
were facts, however, that the [ aw would neither |earn nor surm se.

Again a | one, masked killer would be held responsible. There would be no
evi dence to prove that the Brothers nunbered nore. Likew se, the |aw would
accept the crime as an attenpted robbery, instead of a successful attenpt to
elimnate El well Froyd.

There had been profit through Lason's death. There would be profit
t hr ough
Froyd's. Brothers of Doom woul d be the reapers. After that, further crine
coul d
be intended. The Shadow still | acked a trail to the evil Brothers.

Nevert hel ess, he had opened the way for one.

The Shadow had t hi nned Mocker's crew. That, in itself, was a step to a
future nmove, that could bring himto the goal he wanted. The Shadow s | augh
sounded with whi spered gri mess, as he left the gl oomof the roof.

That chilled mirth boded ill for Brothers of Doom

CHAPTER VI I |
STRENGTHENED LI NES

MORNI NG newspapers procl ai med the death of Elwell Froyd, with every
harrowi ng detail that could be acquired. The story that reporters told was the
one that the police gave them It began with the masked killer's entrance -

t he
same nurderer who had slain Northrup Lason.

Attempting new robbery, that killer had shot down Froyd during a neeting
of directors. Frustrated by Vani ble and others present, the masked mnurderer
had
fled. One watchman, Kater, had struggled with him The killer had sl ugged
Kat er;

t he ot her wat chman, Henry, had turned on the alarm and cl osed the steel doors,



only to be shot down by a cover-up crew that had aided the nurderer's escape.

These inaccurate details were partly the result of police investigation
and partly Kater's testinmony. The | oyal watchman had first confused The Shadow
with one of the nasked Brothers. After that, he had taken Henry's slug w thout
seei ng who gave it. Recovering consciousness to find Henry a dead,
bullet-riddl ed hero, Kater had taken it for granted that his fell ow watchman
was as | oyal as hinself.

The Shadow, in his quick shooting, had wounded several of Mycker's crew.
Only one had died; he was the thug who had toppled fromthe bal cony. The
ot hers
had managed a get-away with Mdcker. They were out of service, and would remain
on the shelf. That, however, was know edge that bel onged to The Shadow and not
to the | aw

The police credited Henry with dropping the crook fromthe bal cony; and
t hey conceded that the watchman had wounded perhaps two others, as evidenced
by
bl ots of bl ood on the roof.

The eveni ng newspapers cane out with details that the norning sheets had
not acquired. The reason for the neeting at Froyd's had | eaked out. The
directors, when quizzed, were forced to adnit the financial condition of Froyd
& Co.

One day |l ater, fresh news broke. The financial house of Froyd & Co.
cl osed
its doors. The announcenent produced huge activity in Wall Street. Until then
foreign securities floated by other houses had been selling | ow. They
skyrocketed with the failure of the Froyd institution.

ON the third eveni ng, Lamont Cranston dropped into the exclusive Cobalt
Club to find it cromded with nenbers, all agog over events in Wall Street.

Sone weal thy men stated openly that they had purchased small bl ocks of
t he
lucky securities, purely on specul ation. The number of shares on the narket
was
far in excess of the admtted purchases. Therefore it was generally conceded
t hat some persons nust have bought nore than they cared to claim There was
common tal k of purchases by proxy, through straw nmen who had represented sone
weal t hy buyer.

No one linked that possibility with Froyd's nmurder. The financier's death
seened too obviously the result of an attenpted robbery. Opinion was that no
one wanted to brag of too much fortune, because the issues that had profited
t hrough Froyd's death had been in poor repute. Any one who had hel d huge
bl ocks
of them woul d be considered | ucky, not brainy.

Behi nd that snpke screen lay the truth that The Shadow recogni zed. Sone
i ndi vidual had carefully arranged his plans beforehand, know ng that he would
gai n when Froyd di ed. That person bel onged to the insidious, tight-knit band
that called itself the Brothers of Doom

In one corner of the club, Cranston chanced upon two nmen who had net by
accident. He paused to overhear the conversation, because it referred to a
past
matter. The two nen were Sidney Thrake and Marcus Onstred.

Thrake was in a jovial hunor. The head of Consolidated Metals was clad in
eveni ng clothes. Hi s squarish face showed a snile; and he was as
sel f-i mport ant
as ever.

Orstred | ooked tired. He was wearing an unpressed business suit; which
i ndi cated that he had just arrived in fromthe Centurion Steel plant. H's
gaunt
face was tinged with worry.



"Hell o, Orstred!" greeted Thrake, indulgently. "You | ook as though the
at nosphere of the neadows did not agree with you. Maybe you've decided to
change your mnd about that sale.™

Orstred shook his head, indicating that he was not open to persuasion

"I meant to show you sone reports," remarked Thrake, carelessly.
"Parkinson had themin his briefcase, when | called the other day. They were
fromthe equi pnent conpanies that sold you plant machinery."

"Al'l this is useless, Thrake," returned Orstred. "I know that you contro
t hose compani es. They can throw nme into bankruptcy, if | do not pay. | shal
have time, though, to raise the noney."

"You won't get any contracts. |'ve tied themup. Muybe you've had sone

luck with these foreign bonds that every one is tal king about ?"

Orstred managed a weary snile

"I wish | had wal ked into sone |uck of that sort," he admitted. "But |
lack funds for investnents. Everything that | own is tied up in ny plant, as
you doubt| ess know. But what about yourself, Thrake? Wre you in on the ground
fl oor?"

Thr ake shook hi s head.

"No," he replied. "Those issues were too doubtful. Only fools would have
bought them It appears that fools are sonmetinmes fortunate."

There was bite to Thrake's last sentence, as if his words referred to
Onstred. It was plain that Thrake believed that Orstred's steel plant could
survive only through some stroke of sheer luck. Onstred caught the inference,
but showed no anger.

"Good night, Thrake," was all he said. "lI'mgoing hone. I work too hard
during the day to spend the evenings tal king shop. Sone tine | may prove to
you
that a man who knows his business and sticks to it, is never a fool."

THRAKE wat ched Orstred wal k wearily away. A hard smile weathed Thrake's
broad face; then he decided to forget the conversation. He drew two opera
tickets fromhis pocket; |ooked at his watch and decided that he could stay a
while at the club. He stal ked past Cranston w thout even noticing him

After a brief stroll through the club, Cranston reached the tel ephone
boot hs. There, he dialed a nunber. A quiet voice cane over the wire:

" Bur bank speaking."

"Report!"

The order canme fromthe lips of Cranston, but it was in The Shadow s
whi sper. Burbank, the contact man, reported:

“"Marsl and at Hotel Spartan. Vincent with him Expecting visit from Mcker
Shebly. "

That was the news The Shadow wanted. It neant that his agent, diff
Marsl and, reputedly a tough dweller in the underworld, had received a bid to
join Mcker's depleted crew diff had managed to include another in the
invitation. If matters went right, Harry Vincent would al so becone a nenber of
the outfit. Harry was one of The Shadow s npbst capabl e agents.

VWhen Cranston reappeared in the club foyer, Sidney Thrake was no | onger
there. Evidently the steel magnate had changed his mind and had decided to go
to the opera early.

AN hour | ater, The Shadow arrived near Mcker's apartment house. He
relieved a hunch-shoul dered wat cher named "Hawkeye," an agent whom he had
posted to keep tabs on all visitors.

The Shadow had inklings that some contact man paid visits to Mocker
bringing word straight fromthe Brothers. To-night, The Shadow suspected t hat
the Brothers were hol ding a concl ave.

That surm se was correct. Atop the steel plant on the New Jersey neadows,
the four were gathered in their secret room There, the | eader intoned:



"Qur second thrust has brought success. The death of Elwell Froyd has
doubl ed the profit in our coffers. Qur fund holds two contributions; it awaits
athird. Qur thrust will be made at the proper time. It will bring success!"

The | ast sentence carried a pronounced enphasis. To give it weight, the
masked | eader added:

"This time, The Shadow will be drawn on a false trail. No matter how he
fares, he will not neet us."

The | eader flashed a green-light signal. The details were pleasing to the
Brot hers. The nessage referred to action on a future night, involving noves
that could be held alnost to the |last mnute. That order given, the Brothers
di sbanded.

Because of that nessage, Case Hurrin did not pay a visit to Mocker
Shebl y.

It was unnecessary; and therefore unwi se. The Shadow, on watch at Mocker's,
continued his long wait, counting upon a visitor. The fact that Mocker did not
start for his appointnment with Ciff was proof that Mcker could be expecting
some one

It was nearly nidnight when Mocker came fromthe front door of the
apartment house, which was proof that he no | onger expected a visitor
M dni ght, The Shadow cal cul ated, nust be the time limt on which Mcker
oper at ed.

Mocker was acconpani ed by a bodyguard. The Shadow trailed the pair to the
Hotel Spartan, which was a favorite haunt for bigw gs of the underworld.

VWen he entered the old hotel, Mycker left the bodyguard in the | obby and
went upstairs alone. The Shadow knew t hat Mocker was calling on diff
Mar sl and;
that visit ended The Shadow s vigil. He could count on his agents to report
further.

MOCKER found two nmen awaiting him He knew Ciff Marsland, and regarded
his reputation highly. diff was m dway between the types that represented the
snoot h racketeer and the tough gorilla. H s features were well-nol ded, but his
square jaw carried a threat. H s bluish eyes and |ight hair gave himthe
appearance of an athlete; with it, there was hardness in his stare, ruggedness
in his manner.

Adiff introduced Harry Vincent. The stranger inpressed Mocker. He was a
cl ean-cut chap, less hardened than diff; but he | ooked husky enough to suit.
Seen together, diff and Harry had the appearance of a good team

Mocker seated hinself and thrust out his lower lip, to formhis
equi val ent
of a smle. Hs eyes were shrewd as they gl eanmed above his flattish nose. He
wasted no time in offering terns.

"You know what | want, diff," said Mocker. "I'm always shifting crews.
That nmeans a short-tinme job - but a sweet one - for you. The sanme goes for
your
pal. Half a grand each is the dough."

Adiff stopped short as he started to light a cigarette. H s expression
showed contenpt for Mpcker's offer

"What's wong, diff?"

"Fi ve hundred bucks," scoffed Aiff. "It isn't worth it, Mcker, when The
Shadow doses out pills."

"Who said anyt hi ng about The Shadow?"

"Nobody. | read the newspapers."”

"So do |I. The bl adders didn't say nothi ng about The Shadow. "

Aiff turned to Harry.

"Hear that?" he questioned. "I told you Mocker's nmob was in on that job
at
Froyd's. Here's Mcker practically telling us so, hinself."

For a monent, Mocker showed rising fury. H's expression changed suddenly



to one of keen admiration.

"You win, Ciff," he admtted. "But how did you figure The Shadow was in
it?"

"Plain as day, Moycker! That watchman coul dn't have been good enough to
stave off a crew like yours. The bulls don't know that you have an outfit; but
| do. That's why | figured you were in it. That neant you met up with The
Shadow. "

Mocker dropped all pretense.

"W ran into The Shadow, all right," he grow ed. "One of the guys we
| ugged away croaked. A couple nmore are laid up. Nobody clipped The Shadow,
wor se luck! He may be due again. Watta you say - a full grand each? Are you
on?"

"You bet we are!" returned diff. "You' re tal king real dough, Mocker; and

just for that, I'lIl put you wise to sonmething. If there's one guy that I'd

li ke

to meet, it's The Shadow! What's nore, |'ve sold Vincent on the sanme idea. A
little ante woul d make things right. A century each will do."

Mocker pronptly produced ten twenty-dollar bills; he divided them and
handed a hundred dollars each to diff and Harry. He paused at the door, to
conment :

"Brains suit me. You guys have got them | should have used you on the
last job. We'll be thinking of the next one, instead. Cone up to the joint
somne
time to-morrow. |'1l have you stay there, with the rest of the crew"

MOCKER was highly satisfied when he reached his apartnent. He knew t hat
he
woul d have good news for Case Hurrin. That, in turn, would be good news for
t he
Brothers; but they could wait for it, in the formof results. Wth diff and
Harry on the pay roll, Mocker foresaw trouble for The Shadow.

Qddly, there would be trouble. In this checkered chain of conbat between
The Shadow and the Brothers, thrusts were proving boonerangs agai nst those who
delivered them Luck, too, was playing a controlling part that it seenmed |loath
to relinquish.

The Shadow, in planting his own agents with Mdcker Shebly, had gained an
advant age that woul d have proven powerful in the past. In the future, it was
to
be a handicap as nmuch as a gain. Despite his preparations, The Shadow woul d be
forced to resunme his | one gane.

Brot hers of Doom had changed their evil tactics, as The Shadow was to
| earn.

CHAPTER | X
DOUBLE CONTACT

MOCKER SHELBY was satisfied with diff and Harry. They came hi gher priced
than other gorillas, but they neant business. Once on the job, they were ready
to take over any task assigned to them That relieved Mocker of a minor, but
t roubl esone, problem

Menbers of Mocker's crew had al ways grunbl ed at a special duty upon which
the flat-nosed crook insisted. That was keeping nightly watch at the rear door
whi ch Mocker terned the "back gate.” Neither diff nor Harry raised any
obj ection. Hence, they were assigned to that detail the first night that they
spent at Mdcker's apartnent.

Mocker, hinself, gave instructions to Harry, who was the first to take
t he



duty.

"There's just one guy that conmes through," informed Mocker. "You don't
have to know him his nane's enough. Wen you hear himspill his noniker, |et
himby. It's Case Hurrin."

Harry had heard of Case; but did not say so. He was not surprised that
The
Shadow had not |earned the identity of the go-between. Wrking for a secret
group like the Brothers was a stronger job than any that Case had ever
handl| ed.

The fell ow was suited for it, though, fromwhat Harry knew of him

Posted by the rear door, Harry had no way to pass the news to Aiff; for
Mocker had stated it privately. Wsely, both The Shadow s agents had refrained
from aski ng any questions that woul d arouse the suspicions of Mpcker's gunmen.
Harry decided that the word could wait.

Mocker had said nothing of an i mMmedi ate nove. That neant he was waiting
to
hear from Case; and it might be a | ong while before the go-between arrived.
The
odds were favorable. As Harry figured it, he could take a stroll outside when
Adiff took over the rear gate duty. That would be Harry's chance to contact
Bur bank and thus get the information to The Shadow.

A mere half hour proved that Harry's expectations were unfounded. It was
only a short while after dark when stealthy footfalls sounded fromthe fire
tower. Harry gave a | owvoiced chall enge; he received the response:

"It's Case Hurrin. | want to see Mocker Shebly."

Harry passed Case through. He watched the wiry visitor steal past a
dar kened doorway that led directly to Mxcker's own room Listening fromthe
fire tower, Harry made sure that Mycker had no other | ookouts posted.

Ther eupon, Harry chose a bold course.

Stealthily, he followed the route that Case had taken. It was tricky; for
there were roons with which Harry was only vaguely familiar, having seen them
but once. When he neared Mcker's door, which had a |light beneath, Harry ran
af oul of a chance chair; but caught it before it toppled.

CLCSE by the door, Harry could nake out the nmurnur of voices within. By
straining, he caught gruff words from Mocker. He decided that it was better to
listen under handicap than to risk a nove with the door. Harry had al ready
| earned the inportant fact that Case was the go-between. That was sonet hing
t oo
good to | ose.

Mocker said somet hing about the "Brothers" and added the word "tonight."
The term "Brothers" was appropriate. Harry knew that it fitted the masked nen
whom The Shadow had nmet in conbat. To Harry, "tonight" signified that there
was
a job for Mocker and his outfit.

VWen Case spoke, his snpoth-purred tone was too | ow to be understood.
Mocker's reply, though partly audible, |lacked information. Following it cane a
shift of chairs. The business was finished.

Harry started for the back door. He was across the room when he heard
Mocker's door clatter.

Instinctively, Harry paused; he was far enough ahead to use stealth
i nstead of speed. His wait proved fortunate. It gave hima chance to hear a
parting conversation between Case and Mocker. This tine, both voices were
clearly audible.

"Leave it to the Four," purred Case. "They'll be there! You' ve got your
own job, Mocker. Stick toit."

"It suits me," returned Mocker. "The Brothers are running the racket.
11
handl e ny end."



Harry was at the back door when Case arrived there. Convinced that a job
was due to-night, Harry's one worry was how to get off duty and shoot word to
The Shadow. He had | earned definitely that there were four masked crooks; for
Case and Mocker had used the terns "Four" and "Brothers" to mean the same

per sons.

VWile Harry still puzzled over his present problem Mocker arrived to
solve it for him

"Come on in, Vincent," ordered Mocker. "We're going out. |'m sending you

along to get the bus."

Harry left with another nenber of the crew, thus he had no chance to tip
off diff. In the elevator, Harry put his right hand in his coat pocket. He
used a stubby pencil to wite information on a tiny pad.

Qut side, Harry and his conpani on passed a parked taxi. Wadding the top
sheet fromthe pad, Harry flipped it with his thunb, straight fromhis pocket
edge.

The wad scal ed t hrough the cab wi ndow. That taxi belonged to The Shadow;
its driver was Mbe Shrevnitz, one of The Shadow s agents. Harry's report was
on
its way.

AT the Cobalt Cub, an attendant was paging M. Sidney Thrake and getting
no response. Marcus Onstred, comi ng through the foyer, heard the nane
announced. Mere mention of Thrake annoyed Orstred. He shook his head, as he
went downstairs to the grillroomfor a late dinner.

Anot her club nmenber was in the foyer. Lanont Cranston was idly snoking a
thin cigar, when another attendant approached himw th news that he was wanted
on the tel ephone. Entering a booth, Cranston heard the voi ce of Burbank
Met hodi cal Iy, the contact man gave Harry's facts.

Wthin twenty nminutes, The Shadow was outside Mocker's apartnment. He
waited a quarter hour nore; then Mocker's crew arrived to join Harry and the
driver of the touring car. Mdcker and diff came last; they went to find a
taxi . Mocker always travel ed separate fromthe nob, with a single bodyguard.

In the cab, Mocker nentioned the address of a downtown building that held
whol esal e jewelry offices. He named one concern

"Rotherwelt & Deprew," he said. "That's a fancy handl e. Maybe they've got
some fancy sparklers in that joint of theirs. The office is on the second
floor. We're going to cover the place."

VWHI LE Mocker's band was making its downtown trip, a man was preparing to
| eave the offices of Rotherwelt & Deprew. He was sone forty years of age,

m ddl e-si zed. Hi s face was roundi sh, rather pudgy; he had sl eek black hair,
snoot hly part ed.

Just as he drew the office key fromhis pocket, the nan heard the
tel ephone bell. He answered the call in drawing tone:

"Hello... Yes, this is George Deprew... Certainly, M. Rotherwelt is at
the Starview Hotel. Suite 1610... Yes, | amgoing there right away. Hope you
can join us there..."

Deprew | ooked about, as though he had forgotten something. He saw a stack
of account books and tucked them under his arm He extinguished the light;
| ocked the door when he went out.

Ten minutes later, Mocker's crew arrived and began to depl oy about the
buil ding, using a side alley and passages at the back. diff took a station
near a side door in the alley. It seened to himthat the cordon was | oose and
poorly arranged.

diff heard a whisper close beside him It was The Shadow. He told diff
what Harry had learned; in turn, Ciff stated Mocker's mention of the jewelry
firmon the second floor of this watched buil di ng.

The Shadow entered silently. Wth guarded flashlight, he found the



of fices

bel onging to Rotherwelt & Deprew. He noted that the door was | ocked, but not
protected with an al arm device. Using a clipper-shaped pick, The Shadow
ent er ed.

He saw an inner door with a line of light beneath it. It had an alarm
device, that had not been set. Inching the door inward, The Shadow expected to
see sone one in the inner room Instead, it was enpty.

There was a square vault in the far wall. Deprew had |ocked it, but had
evidently forgotten to | ock the door of this small private office. Looking to
the outer office, The Shadow saw an extension tel ephone resting close to the
tabl e edge, as though it had been set there in careless hurry.

The Shadow pictured events al nost as they had happened. Some one - a
person who bel onged here - had conme fromthe inner office, just as the
t el ephone rang. That person had answered the phone in the outer office. Having
cl osed the door of the inner office, he had not noticed that he had left the
lights on there.

Deprew s negl ect suited The Shadow doubly. The Shadow had gai ned pronpt
access to the inner office; and it was |lighted. Drawn w ndow shades enabl ed
The
Shadow to survey the room as he chose. He studied the vault; nmade sure of its
strength. He | ooked for strategic spots about the room

There was a chance, perhaps, that persons were due here. That would
account for Mcker's outfit being on the job. It would nean also that the
Brot hers of Doom woul d arrive. Neverthel ess, The Shadow saw opposite
possibilities. This scene was different fromthose that The Shadow had
previously w tnessed. Studying the situation, The Shadow deci ded that the
Brot hers had reversed their gane.

Knowi ng that The Shadow had uncanny aptitude at trailing Mdcker Shebly,
the head of the crine ring had del egated Mocker's crew to the task of trapping
The Shadow. Proof was present in the alley bel ow, where Mycker had stationed
his cordon | oosely.

The idea was to |l et The Shadow enter unnol ested. After allow ng
suf fici ent
time for himto pick this office as the spot where crime was intended, Mocker
and his fighters would close in to snare The Shadow.

THE SHADOW stol e to the outer door, opened it a trifle and listened. He
heard creepi ng sounds fromthe distant stairway, that carried through the
dar kness Returning to the inner office, The Shadow pressed a blind a half inch
i nward. Eye to the wi ndow, he saw crouched figures on the far edge of an
adj oi ni ng roof .

The Shadow s anal ysis was correct. Mcker's tribe was closing in for
battle. The Shadow was bottled better than ever before. That neant nore than a
trap. It signified that Brothers of Doomwere noving toward new crinme; toward
an objective that lay el sewhere. They had brought The Shadow to a blind quest
that threatened death, while they took a free route of their own.

It still lay within The Shadow s power to offset this half of the schene.
The Shadow s own agents were in with Mdcker's outfit. Wth their aid, The
Shadow coul d nmove silently and unnoticed fromthe snare, leaving it enpty.

That
was the course that The Shadow chose.

Stepping to the outer office, he closed the inner door behind him
Bl anketed in the darkness of the outer room he drew an automatic and glided
toward the door. A half mnute nore, The Shadow would be clear for his
departure. Suddenly, he halted his course.

An unexpected sound filled the darkened room It was the jangle of the
tel ephone bell, om nous in the gloom That sudden ringi ng nade The Shadow
wheel . Locating the tel ephone instantly, he lifted the receiver fromthe hook

The ringing persisted, as The Shadow held the receiver to his ear. In the



dar kness, he kept turning slowy, ready with his leveled automatic. Del ay
coul d

prove costly at this nonment. The call might be a ruse provided by the

Br ot hers,

to sl ow The Shadow s departure.

That ringing might be a signal - a tipoff to aid Mocker. Prolonged, it
could call for Mycker to withhold his advance. Ending abruptly, it could stand
as proof that The Shadow was here. If so, it would nmean a nass attack, at
once.

The Shadow took those chances. He had a reason for his hazard. The
tel ephone call mght bring himluck, instead of difficulty. Ginly, The Shadow
was seeking a quick clue to the real crine that the Brothers intended. He was
willing to accept the risk on the chance that the clue would cone.

As the buzzing ended, The Shadow spoke a quiet hello into the nouthpiece.
He waited for a responding voice. The one that cane furnished a surprise, even
for The Shadow. The gruff speaker whom The Shadow heard was the |ast man whom
he had expected to contact at this nonent.

The voice on the wire was that of Inspector Joe Cardonal

CHAPTER X
BATTLE W THOUT BULLETS

CARDONA i ntroduced hinself across the wire. His words told that he
t hought
he was tal king to George Deprew.

"This is Inspector Cardona," explained Joe, "calling fromthe Starview
Hotel. I"'mwith M. Rotherwelt. W were worrying about you, M. Deprew. "

The reply that Cardona received | eft himnonmentarily voicel ess. |nstead
of
t he speaker that he thought was Deprew, Joe heard the whisper of The Shadow.

"Deprew has gone," spoke The Shadow. "He should arrive shortly. State why
you are at the Starview "

It was several seconds before Joe took the cue. When he caught the idea,
the ace detective responded neatly. Wthout giving any inkling to Rotherwelt,
regarding the odd situation at the office, Cardona outlined information for
The
Shadow.

"I came up from headquarters," explained Joe. "Your suggestion was a good
one, M. Deprew. Since M. Rotherwelt had just returned from Europe, bringing
t hose uncut dianmonds, it was a good idea to have police protection

"The custoners are all here, ready to |l ook at them The |ast one just

cane
in; said he'd talked to you over the telephone, a little while ago. Don't
Wor ry
about the dianmonds; we aren't. W were wondering about you."

A noment' s pause. Cardona added:

"M. Rotherwelt says to be sure and bring the account books, so you can
tal k over business, afterward.”

The Shadow spoke as soon as Joe had finished. In brief, sibilant tones,

he
expressed:

"Keep cl ose watch! Suspect every one! Trust no one but yourself! Crine
nmay

strike shortly! Expect ny arrival!"

Joe had a pronpt answer:

"Yes, everything's fine, M. Deprew, up here in 1610. I'll do as you
suggest. I'Il be expecting you."



HANG NG UP t he receiver, The Shadow noved toward the door. He had gai ned
val uabl e news regardi ng events el sewhere, but he had | ost precious m nutes
here. The Shadow recogni zed that the nonent that he gripped the doorknob. He
sensed a slight sound fromthe gl oony hall outside.

Mocker had sent one thug ahead to try the door. Qthers would be foll ow ng
shortly, The Shadow s course was quick action. He felt the doorknob turn; he
added a slight twist of his own to speed the process. The door noved slightly
i nwar d.

Thr ough the crack, The Shadow saw a crouchi ng gunman. The fell ow had not
expected the knob to turn so easily; he started to draw back, raising a gun as
he | ooked upward. The Shadow s fist sliced downward. That nove was a silent,
wel | - made thrust.

The door had not opened wi de enough for The Shadow s fist to go through
but the space acconmmpbdated the thickness of the automatic. The Shadow had
grasped his .45 by the barrel. The handl e was through the door, projecting as
it drove for the thug's skull. The crook had no tine to avoid the bl ow

The heavy butt glanced on the fellow s skull above the tenple; and the
crash proved sufficient. The thug folded at the threshold. Wth a spring, The
Shadow was t hrough, across the stunned nman's shoul ders before they had settled
in their slunp.

Al ong the passage near the stairway, The Shadow saw a second hoodl um
awai ting the report of the first. By his quick | eap, The Shadow caught the
fellow flat-footed. At that nonent, he could have turned his gun about and
drilled the watcher where he stood.

Such a nove woul d have been unfortunate; for gunfire was something that
woul d produce delay. Instead of shooting, The Shadow made a | ong sweep for the
crook, to overpower himbefore he could raise his gun

The fell ow saw The Shadow s surge; spotted the uplifted autonatic,
reversed for another sledging blow Finding his |egs, the crook darted away.

At

t he darkened stairs, he dived for a side passage before The Shadow coul d reach
him The man was ahead of The Shadow, if he had gained that corridor, he could
have turned and begun a wild fire.

At that instant, a hand swng fromthe stairway. The crook coll apsed at
t he passage entrance; he was sprawl ed when The Shadow reached him diff
Marsl and was at the top of the stairs. He had cone just in time to deal the
needed bl ow that had been beyond The Shadow s reach

The Shadow poi nted down the stairway, then took to the side passage.
aiff
understood. His job was to rejoin Mcker and report mysterious occurrences
upstairs. The Shadow woul d be credited with downing both thugs. \Wen they
recovered, the second man - like the first - would testify that a cl oaked foe
had sl ugged hi m

On the landing, diff met Mcker. Qickly, diff gave the news:

"Both those gorillas are cold! | just stunbled on one at the top of the
stairs. The other guy is flat by the office door."

Mocker and an acconpanyi ng gunman hurried up the steps to find that diff
was right. Wiile diff and the gorilla stared as though dunfounded, Mocker
pointed to the passage.

"That's where The Shadow went," rasped Mycker. "There's a w ndow, opening
to the next roof. Conme along! We'll plug himwhen the rest of the crew start
shooti ng! "

QUT on the roof, The Shadow had al ready encountered the problem of the
waiting attackers. Men were crouched there, watching the barred wi ndows of the
inside jewelry office, where |ight showed very dimy through the drawn shades.

One thug was close to the hallway wi ndow from whi ch The Shadow had
dropped. The fellow did not budge. The Shadow supposed that he was Harry, and



gave a cl ose-up whisper. The gorilla turned with a savage snarl. The
identification was sufficient. Before the fellow could raise a shout, The
Shadow felled himin the darkness.

The thug's plop attracted the gorilla next in line. The Shadow heard a
shift in the darkness. Reversing his gun with a deft, |ong-practiced twi st,
The
Shadow shoved the nuzzle into the man's ribs and hissed his identity into the
crook's ear.

The thug stiffened with upraised arms. Wth free hand, The Shadow pl ucked
the man's revol ver before nerveless fingers let it drop

Anot her figure shifted closer. This tine it was Harry. He was the only
one
of the remai ning wat chers near enough to hear The Shadow. Putting away the
thug's revol ver, The Shadow reached for the nuzzle of Harry's gun. Shifting
hi s
own weapon away, he guided Harry's gun point against the frozen crook's back

No words were needed. Harry understood. He was to keep the man covered
whi | e The Shadow decanped. In the deep bl ackness along the roof, Harry was as
shrouded as The Shadow. No one coul d guess that he was working with his chief;
not even the thug whose ribs felt the poke of Harry's gun

Noi sel essly, The Shadow noved away. Tensely, Harry counted off thirty
seconds. Another half mnute, he could slide away and |l et the hel pl ess thug
give the alarm Suddenly, a flashlight glinmered fromthe very w ndow that had
served The Shadow. Harry's only course was to drop away before he was
di scover ed.

The nonent that Harry sprang clear, the thug in front of himdived for
t he
roof. He made a clatter as he rolled; Mcker's flashlight centered upon the
fellow WIdly, the thug pointed in the direction where Harry had gone,
shout i ng:

"The Shadowi He had ne covered!"

AN oath from Mocker. The flashlight shot its beamfarther. Harry had
changed his course; he was on the fringe of light. He was turning when the
gl ow
hit him Wthout an instant's hesitation, he stabbed shots at an imagi nary
figure farther away.

It was qui ck headwork; the best that Harry coul d possibly have used.

The Shadow had taken a different direction entirely, and at that very
nmonent was swi ngi ng over a darkened roof edge. If Harry had not acted, Mcker
woul d have swung the beam sidewards to make a di scovery that woul d have forced
The Shadow into battle.

As it was, Mycker thought Harry had spotted the cl oaked foeman. Mocker
added his own shots to Harry's. diff and the gunman with himfired al so.

Revol vers spurted from spots along the roof. The whole outfit was in action
when their flashlights showed no one at the far edge, they poured in that
direction.

Odering diff and the man with himto drag out the stunned nen, Mocker
| eaped fromthe wi ndow and joi ned his advanci ng band. At the roof edge, the
shots rattl ed agai nst the cobbl estones of an alley beneath. Flashlights spread
al ong those cobbles in search of a victim There was none.

"We've got to get him" gritted Mocker, "before the bulls get herel
There's another guy lying cold. Bring himalong, you lugs. Make it fast!"

As they put the unconscious thugs aboard the touring car, Mcker spoke
wor ds of conmendation that were heard above the shriek of approaching sirens:
"CGood work, Marsland! You gave us a quick tip-off. The sanme for you,
Vincent. You spotted The Shadow. If this whole outfit was made up of guys like

you, we'd have rubbed out The Shadow to-night!"

The touring car roared fromthe alley in time to slip the approaching



police cars. Mycker and diff scudded between two buildings to reach an
obscure

street. Crooks were making a get-away; and with them went The Shadow s agents,
established as the snmartest workers in the outfit.

Adiff and Harry deserved that credit. Their work had been far nore
i mpressive than Mocker supposed. They had retained their status with the nob,
whi | e ai ding The Shadow in battle without bullets. Through sw ft strategy,
hel ped by his snoot h-worki ng agents, The Shadow had lost no time in starting
for his nore inmportant venture

Agai n, The Shadow was headi ng for conbat with the Brothers of Doom

Joe Cardona would be on the job until The Shadow arrived. The detective
ace was prepared for a crimnal thrust, and was therefore in a position to
hol d
matters well in hand. The Brothers woul d be oversure regardi ng The Shadow,

t hi nking himharried by Mocker's crew.

Moreover, the Brothers, by their strategy, had placed thenselves in a
spot
where they would have to fight al one. Because of their own neasures, they
woul d
| ack Mocker's aid.

(dds favored The Shadow agai nst the Brothers of Doom The chance had cone
to thwart a schedul ed nurder and put an end to crime. Through speed, The
Shadow
expected to acconplish those two ains.

Yet, with all his speed, The Shadow could not regain the time that he had
already |l ost. Past minutes were to prove of future value for the Brothers of
Doom

CHAPTER Xl
DESPI TE THE LAW

AT the Starview Hotel, |Inspector Joe Cardona was watching an assenbl age
of
busi ness men in the living roomof Suite 1610. Two of these nmen were Joe's
greatest concern. One was Richard Rotherwelt, who had been here when Cardona
cane. The other was Ceorge Deprew, who had just arrived

Rot herwelt was an el derly, ponderous man, who slouched heavily in his
arnchair. His face was broad and baggy, ashen in color. H's downturned |ips
were tired; so were his listless eyes. It was only occasionally that
Rot her wel t
managed a snile or showed interest in his gaze.

Deprew, a considerably younger man, showed nore |ife. The round-faced
junior partner shook hands with the visitors, all of whom | ooked prosperous.
No
mention was rmade of Cardona's tel ephone call to the office, for it was
unnecessary. Deprew had brought the books that Rotherwelt wanted.

Cardona sunmed the circunstances surrounding this occasion

Ri chard Rotherwelt, a seni-invalid, had been in Europe for the past year
taki ng the nedicinal baths at Carlsbad. During his absence, the affairs of his
busi ness had rested with George Deprew. This norning, Rotherwelt had arrived
aboard t he Normandi e. Deprew had met hi mwhen the |iner docked; and Rotherwelt
had come directly to this reserved suite at the Starview.

During his year in Europe, Rotherwelt had picked up one hundred thousand
dollars' worth of uncut dianonds. He had notified Deprew, who had nentioned
t he
gens to a few de | uxe customers. Those possi bl e purchasers were the men who
had
cone to this suite. Both Rotherwelt and Deprew had vouched for every one of



t hem

Nevert hel ess, Deprew had worried about Rotherwelt's possession of the
unguarded gens. Uncut di anonds were the very sort of swag that crimnals mght
seek. Once stolen, such genms could be cut in secret, fashioned into finished
jewels. They could be offered on the narket at nmore than their original val ue,
with identification inpossible. That was why Deprew had cal | ed headquarters,
to
arrange for police protection.

Cardona had undertaken the assignment because of its size. Rotherwelt had
received himcordially. Joe had dined with the elderly man, here in the suite.
Al the while, the chanbis bag with the dianonds was resting safely in
Rot herwel t' s pocket.

Then, like a voice fromthe void, The Shadow had spoken

JOE could not forget that surprise response that had conme when he called
Deprew. Joe knew from past experience that when The Shadow foresaw crine, it
was actually due. Some time during this very evening, a crimnal thrust would
occur within this very suite.

Rot herwel t' s di anonds were the |ogical stake.

Fine swag for a nmaster thief, those dianonds. The set-up made Cardona
think of recent thrusts; ones that had failed and woul d therefore spur their
perpetrator to greater effort.

Joe was remenbering the foiled attenpt to steal Lason's paintings; the
broken effort to steal the contents of Froyd's vault. The law still considered
t hose attacks as unsuccessful tries at robbery. In recollecting them Cardona
al so pictured the descriptions of the masked Brothers; but he thought in terms
of one, not nore.

Nevert hel ess, Cardona pictured others besides a | one attacker. He
renenbered the cover-up crew that had figured in previous crines. That did not
worry Cardona. He was posted. He coul d handl e anyt hing that happened here.
There woul d be no murder to-night; nor robbery, either

Best of all, Joe could count on The Shadow. Fifteen mnutes nore, the
cl oaked battler would be near at hand. Cardona preferred The Shadow over a
whol e squad of headquarters detectives. Crine was due for a bad fall.

Rot herwelt's guests were anxious to see the uncut dianonds. Deprew was
openi ng the account books for Rotherwelt; but they decided nmutually to
post pone
their own business until afterward. Rotherwelt reached for the bag of
di anonds.

Cardona stopped him

"Just a minute, M. Rotherwelt," suggested the ace. "I want to nake sure
that everything is all right before you begin."

Rot herwelt nodded obligingly. So did Deprew. Cardona tried a door that
| ed
into another suite. He found it |ocked. He entered Rotherwelt's bedroom which
was lighted. He found it enpty; and inspected the bathroom where rows of
Rot herwel t's medi ci ne bottles stood upon a shel f.

Joe noticed a half-filled glass containing a pinkish liquid. It was
covered with a small plate.

Cardona had seen Rotherwelt m x that conpound earlier and drink half of
it. It was a digestive medicine that Rotherwelt took in separate doses, an
hour
or so apart.

The bedroom like the living room had a door that led into an adjoining
suite. That door was al so | ocked. Neverthel ess, those connecting doorways were
a bad factor. They nmade Cardona decide that his own post should be the
corridor, where he could watch for any one who m ght arrive on this floor

Joe planned a sinple procedure. He would open the door of Rotherwelt's
living roomand stand outside. Then he could cover the corridor and al so view



the inside scene.

"Al'l ready, inspector?"

Rot herwelt put the query when Cardona returned to the Iiving room Joe
shook hi s head.

"Just a minute, M. Rotherwelt," he replied. "I want to open the door to
the corridor -"

A RAP at the nentioned door brought interruption. Cardona whi pped out a
st ubby revol ver, grabbed for the door and yanked it open. H's swarthy face
registered a grin as he lowered his gun. The nan who had knocked was the house
detective, a chap nanmed Murthell

Seei ng the house dick, Cardona had a new idea. He told Murthell to remain
in 1610 for a few mnutes. Going toward the el evators, Cardona stepped into a
si de passage and found an energency door that led to a fire tower.

Joe found that the door was properly latched; that it could be opened
only
fromthis side. That was all the ace wanted to know. He was confident that no
i nvading killer could enter fromthat direction

Returning to the suite, Joe questioned Miurthell: "Got a gun?"

A puzzled | ook showed on Murthell's | ongish, sallow face as he nodded.

"CGood!" decl ared Cardona. "Cover the corridor. Keep an eye out for any
snoopers. Stay cl ose enough to give ne quick word, if you see any one that
| ooks suspicious. "

Wth that, Cardona stepped into the big room closed the door al nost
shut .

Turning to the group assenbled at a table, he remarked:

"You can bring on the dianonds, M. Rotherwelt."

The elderly jewel er nanaged a snile. He produced the chanois bag. The
uncut gens slid to the table. The visitors began to examne themwth eye
m cr oscopes, while Cardona watched. From where he stood, Joe coul d hear
Murt hel | pacing the corridor.

Unfortunately, Cardona could not see the house dick. Therefore, he failed
to observe the changed expression that had come upon Murthell's face. |nstead
of puzzlenment, Murthell was registering a sly, conspiring | ook as he peered
back toward Cardona's door

Qui ckly, the house dick slipped to the passage that ended with the fire
tower. He opened the steel barrier that Cardona had exam ned. Listening
intently, Murthell gripped a revolver. He heard a stir in pitch darkness. A
| um nous spot appeared in the blackness. It was a glowi ng netal disk in the
open pal mof a gauntleted hand.

Murt hel | beckoned the Brother through. Wth a pass-key, the house dick
opened a door that came before Rotherwelt's suite. The tight-hooded Brother
entered a darkened room Murthell closed the door gently. He stepped along to
1610, to pass the word that all was well.

After that contact with Cardona, Murthell paced back toward the
el evators,

He nade another quick trip to the fire tower, found another Brother waiting
with
| um nous disk. Hardly had the second Brother entered, before a third appeared.

One of the pair followed Murthell. At 1610, the dick edged up to the
door ;
as he spoke to Cardona, he slipped the pass-key to the nasked man who
acconpani ed him Cardona saw Murthell's eyes at the door; heard the dick
i nform

"Everything' s jake. Want me to take another | ook around?"

As Cardona nodded, he did not see the nasked man who was sidling past
Murt hel I . The house di ck bl ocked the view The gray-clad Brother was a
difficult figure to notice under such conditions. By the time Murthell |eft
t he



door, the Brother was entering the roomjust past Rotherwelt's suite.
Murthell strolled up, took the passkey. He strolled back to contact the
third Brother near the fire exit.

MEANVHI LE, a curious, silent episode was occurring in Rotherwelt's
bedroom The connecting door clicked, muffled. Into the |ighted roomcanme the
creeping figure of the first insidious Brother

Catli ke, the crinkle of his costunme al nost noisel ess, the nurderous
i ntruder crossed to the bathroom Despite the darkness, he saw the
saucer-covered glass that held Rotherwelt's nedicine.

The Brother raised the saucer. From between thunb and forefinger, he
dropped a lum nous pellet that glowed like the disk he carried. The pil
struck
the liquid; fizzed silently as it dissolved. Darting nol ecul es added ghostly
light to the contents of the glass. Pinkish fluid took on a ruddy gl ow

Slowmy, the fiery effect | essened. The Brother stepped away. At the door
he moved qui ckly; nmade back for the roomfrom which he had cone. He was out of
sight, with the connecting door closed, just as Rotherwelt canme slowy in from
the Iiving room Rotherwelt had renenbered his nedicine.

Rot herwelt was not al one. Cardona had seen the bulky jeweler rise from
hi s
chair. Follow ng, Joe watched Rotherwelt cross the bedroom

At that nonment, the Brother's deed was on the verge of discovery, for a
dyi ng sparkle remained within the nedicine glass. It happened, though, that
Rot herwel t bl ocked Cardona's view. Rotherwelt, hinself, did not see the
gl owi ng
gl ass. He was | ooking for the bathroomlight.

VWen the Iight came on, the |um nous tinge was | ost. Rotherwelt renoved
t he saucer; picked up the glass. He turned his profile toward Cardona. As
Rot herwel t drank, Joe saw the glass and supposed it to be as innocent as
bef ore.

Cardona convoyed Rotherwelt back to the table, where custoners were
talking prices with Deprew. The junior partner asked Rotherwelt's opinion; the
el derly man heard the anpbunts and gave his agreenents.

"Satisfactory offers," he declared. "Suppose we register themin the
account book. Let ne have the final one, George."

Deprew handed the book to Rotherwelt. Slowy, the bul ky man began to
t hunb
the pages. He cane to the figures that told the present bal ance of the
busi ness.

Looki ng up toward Deprew, Rotherwelt gave an inarticul ate gargle.

"What's the trouble, Richard?" questioned Deprew, in alarm "Are you
it

Rotherwelt's eyes were bulging; their fixed stare went beyond Cardona,
toward the outer door of the room For the nmonment, Joe had forgotten that
door.

He was concerned with Rotherwelt. It was the jeweler's gaze that nmade Cardona
turn.

The door was open. There stood a tight-clad figure in garb of grayish,
silklike texture. Eyes glittered through a slitted mask beneath the
close-fitted hood. A Brother of Doom was master of the scene. His gauntleted
fist clutched a revolver; his threat of crime allowed no dispute.

Deprew and the custoners stared along with Cardona. As they did, a change
cane over Rotherwelt. His ashen face whitened conpletely. Hi s hands, groping
for the uncut di anonds, becane suddenly linp. The jewel er's heavy head pl unped
forward to the table. A sighed death gasp escaped his lips.

The Brot her of Doom who occupied the doorway had no need to pull his
trigger. Death had struck with his arrival - doomto Richard Rotherwelt, this
night's intended victim



Crime had won again, despite the | aw

CHAPTER Xl
THE SHADOW CONNECTS

MEN turned instinctively when they heard the thunp as Rotherwelt
col | apsed. Cardona forgot his own dilemma, to stare toward the dead jewel er.
He
saw Rotherwelt's hands cl asped to his heart. They had nade their | ast
spasnodi ¢
nove in that direction

Li ke others, Cardona thought that sight of the masked Brother had
pr oduced
an overstrain. Rotherwelt, Joe renmenbered, had been warned to avoid al
excitement. H s death was |ogical, under the circunstances; but despite its
apparent accident, it was nurder

The masked man at the door was here with crimnal intent. Rotherwelt's
col l apse was the direct result. The |l aw held such cases to be nmurder. Joe
Cardona stood witness to the fact.

The t hought struck home. Joe guessed what the killer's course would be:
New rmurder, with Joe as the victim In previous crines done by the nasked
rai der, sone persons had been spared. But not Joe Cardona, whose stubby
revol ver still glimrered in his |owered hand. The ace inspector was too
dangerous an obstacle, to be allowed to |ive.

Wth his guess, Cardona took quick action. He sprang about, diving for
t he
door of the bedroom hoping to fire as he ducked.

The masked Brother already had Cardona covered. Fromthe doorway, his
revol ver | oomed straight for Joe's heart. Death could blast fromthat
st eady- ai ned weapon before Cardona had a chance. Al that could save Cardona
was the unexpected; and it cane.

An el evator door rolled open at the end of the hall. Fromit surged a
bl ack- cl oaked shape that bow ed over an astoni shed operator, who had not
guessed that he carried this nysterious passenger

As he sprang into view, The Shadow saw the ai m ng Brother at the door of
1610. He pressed the trigger of his automatic before the woul d-be rurderer
could fire.

There was not hing wong with The Shadow s aim Quick though it was, the
cl oaked avenger had picked his target. The factor that saved the masked
Br ot her
was the sudden attack that canme from another direction. Fromthe fire tower
passage, Murthell sprang for The Shadow, just as the naster-fighter delivered
his gun bl ast.

Wth |l eft hand, Murthell grabbed The Shadow s arm with his right, he
shoved his own revol ver up toward The Shadow s heart. The stab from The
Shadow s .45 went inches wide, splintering woodwork beside the Brother's
shoul der. Urged by desire for self-preservation, the masked crook forgot
Cardona and dived al ong the corridor

The Shadow faded from Murthell's grip. Tw sting, dropping, he lowered his
left shoulder. It was clear when the house dick fired. The bullet scorched
past
The Shadow s ear. An instant later, Mirthell was clutched by The Shadow. Wth
a
terrific spin, The Shadow haul ed the fellow toward the side passage

Murthell made a wild grab for the corner of the main corridor and caught
it. H s nove was a bad one. The Brother in the corridor had opened fire,
hopi ng
to clip The Shadow, not caring if his bullets found the treacherous house dick



al so. Those shots cane as Murthell grabbed. The bribed detective took the
sizzling slugs. He dropped inert, in The Shadow s clutch

IN Rotherwelt's living room Cardona saw the retreat of the masked
Brot her. Hearing the shots, Joe guessed that The Shadow had cone. Starting
across the living room Joe headed for the outer door. There was a clatter
from
the far side of the room Cardona wheel ed short, to see a Brother of Doom
bound
t hr ough.

Joe took the second foeman to be the first one, supposing that the killer
had ducked through the next room He | eaped toward the attacker, sw nging for
aimas the Brother did the same. The two net; each took a side step to avoid
the other's gun. Both nade the sane surprise nove: a grapple, with a
cr oss- hand
gun stroke.

The masked man's slash was quicker. It jarred Cardona's el bow, and that,
fortunately, broke the full force of the blow There was reserve power,

t hough,
in the glancing, netallic stroke that hooked the base of Cardona's skull. The
ace slipped sideways to the floor

Deprew and the others had found thensel ves, at sight of Cardona's
bravery.

They were | eaping for the masked eneny, bringing chairs, canes, ash stands
every
i mprovi sed weapon that they coul d nuster

Dodgi ng the swinging mssiles, the Brother sprang for the corridor. He
was
t he sane one who had pulled a clever nove at Froyd's, for he repeated it. Wth
a
qui ck yank, he took the key fromthe door and pulled the barrier shut behind
hi m

At that nonment, The Shadow surged fromthe side passage, seeking the
first
Brot her who had retreated. The second crook cane into his path. The Shadow had
both at bay. One was scranbling for a far wi ndow, the other was | ocking the
door to 1610. The Shadow s | augh, echoing through that corridor, was a
si ni ster
taunt that froze both adversaries.

Surrender or death. They had their choice. They took the former. Quns
dropped as hands went up. The Brothers started a sluggish, reluctant approach
at The Shadow s comrand.

Wth nmerciless, gibing tones, The Shadow ordered speed. He stepped
forward, gesturing with his gun hand, to force the pronptness that he wanted.

A door whi pped open at The Shadow s very shoulder. Fromit sprang the
third Brother - the actual assassin who had assured the death of Rotherwelt.

I f The Shadow had turned to meet that surprise attacker, sure finish
woul d
have been the cl oaked fighter's fate.

Doom was i ntended by the Brother; quick death that the others had failed
to give. Hs gun was leveled; its muzzle was poking hard for The Shadow s
shoul der. Wth all his speed, The Shadow coul d never have swung in tinme to
beat
that shot.

I nst ead, The Shadow gave a terrific side lunge, his |left shoul der driving
furiously upward. Wth that heave, he spraw ed into the darkened room bow ing
t he gray-nmasked man ahead of him A trigger finger yanked; but the gunshot
spat
upward. The Shadow had nullified the Brother's aim



They hit the floor, The Shadow and that eneny, rolling into a quick
grappl e. The Shadow nmade a side-sweep with his gun hand. It was straight for
his adversary's head; but a lucky armfling stopped it. As The Shadow cane to
his feet, his eneny took a plunge from hands and knees, out through the door
to
the corridor.

GUNS regai ned, the other two Brothers were at the door. The Shadow di ved
into darkness as they fired, to gain a safe spot of his own. He caught the
knob
of a metal bedstead; swung cl ear about, away fromthe wld, useless volley.
The
Shadow cane to aim The Brothers dashed off just as he opened fire. The
Shadow s sl ugs whistled through vacancy.

In mad flight, the nasked tribe had not taken time to slamthe door. The
Shadow was after themwi th furious speed. He reached the corridor to see the
trio in an elevator. Miurthell had stopped it there, with its doors closed, to
be ready for the get-away. The Brothers were safely inside; the doors were
cl osi ng when The Shadow fired. Bullets flattened agai nst steel

Good luck followed that bad break for The Shadow.

The doors of the next elevator slid open. An operator and another house
detective sprang out, looking for Murthell. Before they saw the false dick's
body, they spied The Shadow hurtling toward them They sprang aside to avoid
the black clad aval anche.

The Shadow never stopped. He |l eaped into the el evator; slamred the doors
with a single nove. A few nmonments |ater, he was speeding the car downward

The Shadow knew where the Brothers would end their drop. The hotel had a
little-used nmezzanine, that afforded exit by an obscure stairway to a rear
entrance. By taking that route, the crooks could avoid the | obby.

Jerking the elevator to a quick stop at the bal cony fl oor, The Shadow
hurried out. An enpty elevator, its shaft doors open, stood as proof that the
Brot hers had gone ahead. Reaching the short stairs, The Shadow made for the
rear street.

There were the Brothers, two of them scurrying off through the dark. The
Shadow fired after them Their |ives seemed charmed against his bullets. One
made a | ucky scranble past the front of a parked car; the other, cutting
t hrough a narrow passage, was saved by the steelwork of a hal f-opened gate
t hat
The Shadow coul d not see.

Cangs froma car fender and the nmetal gate told that The Shadow s
bul l ets
had m ssed their human marks.

The third Brother opened fire. He was boxed, on the same side of the
street as The Shadow. There was a lighted stretch of pavenent that the Brother
wanted to avoid. Hs only inmedi ate hope was battle; so the killer began it.

H s shots were worse than futile. He could not see The Shadow in the
darkness. All that he did was reveal his own position. A cab was stopping by
the curb. Frantically, the Brother ceased his useless fire, to nake a dash for
it.

THE SHADOW S gun was enpty. Rather than reach for another weapon, he took
a qui cker course. Springing from darkness, he reached the rear of the cab just
as the Brother arrived at the front. In the darkness of this back street, both
The Shadow and the Brother were evasive figures that no one could have
recogni zed.

The Shadow saw the Brother thrust his |left hand through the open w ndow
where the driver sat - a gesture so short and rapid that, for the nmonent, it
seened mneani ngl ess. An instant |ater, the Brother was grabbing for the rear



door. The Shadow fell upon him

They grappled in the darkness, driving up against the cab. The Shadow
expected it to speed away; instead, it remai ned where it was. The door had
opened, the driver was craning out, clutching a revolver. Like Mirthell, that
taxi driver was another of the many who served the Brothers.

Wth a quick swing, The Shadow sprawl ed the Brother to the sidewal k. He
lost his own footing on the curb. The cabby junped down fromthe front seat.
He
was between The Shadow and the Brother, unable to see either in the darkness.
Then, for sonme reason, the fellow junped in The Shadow s direction

Comi ng up, The Shadow sl ashed away the nan's gun and rolled himon the
sidewal k beside it. During the brief fray, the Brother cane to his feet,

j urped
aboard the cab and yanked it into gear. The taxi was ripping for the clear
bef ore The Shadow could stop it.

Qui ckly, The Shadow dashed out into the street, cloaking his enpty
automatic and drawing a fresh gun

The cab wheel ed the corner just as The Shadow opened fire. The third
Brot her was safely away in maddened flight.

A patrol car shrieked from darkness. The Shadow sprang to the curb
beyond.

Looki ng back, he saw the dethroned taxi driver picking up the lost revol ver
There were shouts fromthe police car. The thuggi sh taxi man did not heed them
I nstead, he ained for the patrol car

The Shadow had the crook covered, but did not fire. Shots ripped fromthe
patrol car; others cane fromthe rear door of the hotel, where another officer
had arrived. The crooked cabby spilled dead. Like Al phonse, Henry, Mirthell,
he
had received death as an award.

Brot hers of Doom were generous. They dealt death to their own henchnen,
along with other victims. They deferred that doomonly until they had finished
with the services of those who worked for them After that, oblivion seal ed
t he
[ips of nen who m ght speak

DEPARTI NG t hr ough dar kness, The Shadow consi dered those dead tools of the
Brot hers. Neither Al phonse nor Henry had been clever. Mirthell, perhaps, was
smart; but the cabby had been clunsy. Yet the cab driver had denonstrated an
ability which all of those dead traitors seemed to possess.

He had identified a Brother of Doomin pitch darkness. So had the others,
al t hough the point had not inpressed itself upon The Shadow until he, hinself,
had wi tnessed a denonstration

That thought afforded an odd contrast. This very night The Shadow, with
all his keenness, had made a m stake in the dark. He had confused a crouching
thug with Harry Vincent.

| mredi at el y, The Shadow connected present with past. At Lason's, one of
the Brothers had shown uncanny ability in the darkness. The answer, in that
case, had been a | um nous painted button. The Shadow recogni zed where the
Brot hers had found that idea.

It came froma device that they already used. Lum nous disks, to identify
t hensel ves to their followers. They had sinply applied it to aid in the nurder
of Lason.

To-night, a Brother had flashed such a token to the cabby. Cupped in a
gauntlet, the disk had been invisible to The Shadow, but the cab driver had
seen it. That was why he had attacked The Shadow. He had picked the fighter
who
had no gl owi ng t oken

Previ ously, The Shadow had anal yzed the notives behind rmurders. Brothers
of Doom were elimnating certain nmen, because such deaths pronised gain to the



masked killers. To-night, The Shadow had gained a vital fact fromHarry
Vincent. That was the name of the man who brought orders direct fromthe
Brot hers; nanely, Case Hurrin.
To those facts The Shadow had added a new di scovery: the secret of the
[ umi nous disks. It was the last |link that The Shadow needed. The nurder of
Ri chard Rotherwelt was the last crine the Brothers of Doom woul d acconpli sh.
VWhen their next thrust came, those nasked nmurderers would find their plot
uncovered by The Shadow.

CHAPTER XI I'|
THE LONG VAI T

THE details of Rotherwelt's death made big news. The | aw had positively
est abl i shed the existence of a nasked nmurderer, who garbed hinself in
tight-fitting gray, and fought with uncanny skill. The killer had struck
agai n.

For the third tinme, the nurderer's attenpted robbery had been thwarted.
The uncut di anonds were | eft untouched upon Rotherwelt's table. O fsetting
that, the killer was charged with double death. The first was regarded as an
accident, for which the murderer was responsible: the death of Rotherwelt.

Cl assed as heart failure, the death seenmed too obvious to denmand a
conpl ete autopsy. The law, recognizing only one masked nurderer, could not
pi cture any evidence of an adm nistrated poison.

The other death was Murthell's. Like Al phonse and Henry, the dead house
detective was honored as a man who had died while perform ng |oyal duty.

The Shadow anal yzed Rotherwelt's death correctly. He knew that Brothers
of
Doom woul d not have left it to chance. Wth a group of them engaged in crine,
the act of poisoning Rotherwelt's medicine was easy and likely. Cardona's
statenment included nmention of Rotherwelt's medicine. That gave The Shadow t he
answer .

The Shadow coul d al so see the purpose of such death. The Brothers wanted
to make sure of Rotherwelt's death. They had | earned that Cardona was at the
hotel suit. Foreseeing that Joe might be a difficult custoner, they had taken
no chance on a slip.

Rot herwelt's death did not produce financial reactions, as had the
nur der s
of Lason and Froyd. The firmof Rotherwelt & Deprew was financially sound; but
the death of the senior partner had been quite a bl ow to George Deprew.

The business was chiefly Rotherwelt's. Deprew s job was that of
management, at a good salary, with a small share of the profits. During
Rot herwel t's year abroad, business had been sl ow. Deprew had hoped that
Rot herwelt woul d put nore noney into the concern, after he sold his uncut
di anonds.

Si nce those gens belonged to Rotherwelt, the estate took charge of them
Exam nati on of the conpany's books showed that its total assets, in cash and
gens, totaled one hundred and twenty thousand dollars. That was consi dered
sufficient for Deprew to continue business w thout further capital

CURI QUSLY, a few nights after Rotherwelt's death, the Brothers of Doom
hel d another neeting in their secret room above Orstred's steel plant. There,
t he masked | eader stated to his three conpani ons:

"Qur third thrust has succeeded. The death of Richard Rotherwelt has
added
another half mllion to our profits. Qur needed fund is conpleted. Hitherto,
we
have been forced to show rapid action



"That circunstance is changed. W can bide our time with ease. Events
will
develop as we wish. Al that can force us to i mediate action is an unexpected
energency. In that case, we shall neet.

"Unl ess the unforeseen occurs, we shall continue as al ready pl anned,
hol di ng our next conclave at its proper tine."

The | eader flashed no signals that night. The green lights were
ext i ngui shed, and renmi ned dark. Only Suda, the huge grinning servitor
retained a vigil over the secret abode where the Brothers of Doom had net.

Though the Brothers of Doom did not recognize it, their period of
i naction
was fully apparent to The Shadow. He received occasional reports fromHarry
and
diff - always to the same effect: Mycker Shebly was idle, but keeping his
crew
together. That indicated that the outfit would be needed | ater

The Shadow had ot her proof, of his own.

Case Hurrin had not contacted the Brothers.

Ever since that night at Rotherwelt's, The Shadow had kept cl ose upon
Case's trail. That was not difficult, for Case frequented the liveliest night
clubs in New York. Sometines The Shadow went to those places as Cranston; on
ot her occasions, he disguised hinself in different garb

At times, he left the job of watching Case to a reporter naned C yde
Bur ke, another of his agents. At other intervals, Hawkeye, the little spotter
kept tabs outside the spots where Case had st opped.

Four Brothers; therefore, four crines.

So The Shadow reasoned; and he had expected an interval between the first
three and the last one. It would nmark the final, strongest effort nmade by the
Brot hers of Doom They were building up to some grand pay-off. Wen that cane
due, it would be the right tine to strike.

DURING this interlude, there was an epi sode that had a significant
beari ng
on the future. Sidney Thrake paid another visit to the Centurion Steel plant.
As usual, Thrake was acconpani ed by Parkinson, his secretary, and the
ponpous steel magnate was nore affable than generally. Mircus Orstred, pale
and
weary-eyed, was quick to observe Thrake's nood, and pronptly put hinself on
t he
def ensi ve. Thrake saw the expression on Orstred' s gaunt face, and delivered an
i ndul gent | augh.

"Come, QOmstred," said Thrake. "I know that you are thinking of the old
proverb: 'Beware of the Greeks bearing gifts.' You believe that | have cone
here to trick you with some offer. You are wwong. | have brought the offer
but
there is no trick.

“"Name your own price for this plant. | shall pay it. Qur orders for
stream ined trains have forced us to consider expansion. Rather than build a
new plant, we are willing to buy yours. At your price, provided that it is

anywhere within reason."

For a few nonments, Orstred stroked his thin chin as though he m ght
consi der the proposition. Then, in dry tone, he questioned:

"What is the trouble, Thrake? Have you | earned that your processes are
faulty? I's that why you are maki ng your offer? So that you can buy Yakroff's
f or mul as?"

Thr ake shook hi s head.

"W are holding tests next week," he replied. "On full scale. To prove
that our steel is structurally superior. At the same tine, we shall start our
regul ar production. Qur product will be satisfactory. To be frank, Orstred, we



want nothing to do with Yakroff.

"I'f we buy this plant, we intend to put in our own processes. You can
charge us what you paid for Yakroff's services and inventions. W shall wite
them of f the books. Now that we understand each other, what about the sal e?"

Omstred' s nmind was changed. He reached to the side of his desk, picked up
a small steel casting, which he handled like a piece of light alum num
I ndi gnantly, Onstred decl ared:

"This is Yakroff's work; yet you say you will have none of it. Let ne
tel
you, Thrake, this steel is lighter, stronger, better, than any you can
pr oduce!

If -"

"W have specifications,"” interrupted Thrake. "W shall supply them"

"This is the steel of the future -"

"But mne will be the steel of the present. | have the orders, Orstred.
They are all that count. This plant will go out of business, |ong before that

future of which you speak. It is unwi se, sonetinmes, to think too far in
advance. "

OVBTRED cl anked the piece of steel upon his desk. He arose fromhis
chair;
wal ked dejectedly to the window. He | ooked over the buildings of his plant,
sadly at first; then with a sense of satisfaction. Wen he turned about,
Orstred showed a face that was tinged with decision

"Not for sale," he declared, firmy. "I intend to stay in business.
Begi nning with next week, this plant will include a night shift. | shall turn
out ny steel with double confidence. First, that | can gain the required
orders, despite you. Second, that | can borrow nobney on my prospects, in order
to pay the equiprment bills that are due next nonth.

"As for lvor Yakroff, | have double confidence in him Not only because
ﬁfs past work; but because of his present experinments. His | aboratories are
3:?% new formulas. He has produced further alloys, as good - if not superior
:ﬂose that he has already supplied. The time will cone, Thrake, when you woul d
like to deal with Yakroff. You will be too late!"

Thrake waited for Orstred to say nore. Orstred had finished. Wth an
anused | ook, Thrake arose and beckoned to Parkinson. At the door, Thrake gave
a
sad shake of his head. His parting comrent was a sarcastic one.

"Overwork has tired you physically, Orstred. You are trying to recuperate
t hrough sheer nental energy. Your imagination has carried you away. | am sorry
for you."

PERHAPS Orstred t hought that Thrake had bluffed. Such was not the case.
As
Thrake's |inousine drove up the ramp to the Skyway, Thrake indul ged in conmmrent
to Parkinson. The steel magnhate pointed to the Centurion Steel plant.

"Not enough work to keep it going," he remarked. "Yet Orstred tal ks about
ni ght shifts. The added expense will ruin himconpletely. He has already
carried the burden of two dozen watchnen, on duty every night, to protect
speci al equi prent that no one wants."

Thrake was still thinking on the subject when the |inobusine rolled
t hr ough
the Hol |l and Tunnel underneath the Hudson River. This time, he stated:

"I was right, when | told Orstred that his imagination had carried him
away. The man is afflicted with inpossible dreans! H s hiring of those



wat chiren

proves it. His faith in Yakroff is childlike. | have net Yakroff. The fell ow
is

al nost a fanatic!”

The big car stopped for a traffic light, only a few bl ocks distant from
the Manhattan exit of the tube. As he | ooked northward fromthe w ndow, Thrade
could see the tall tower of the Enpire State Building, |ighted against the
sky.

It rose above the lowbuilt midsection of Manhattan

Just across the street fromwhere the car had stopped was an ol d,
five-story building of brick, squatly and antiquated. Its top story showed
wi ndows that glimrered with a brilliant blue light. At nonments, bursts of
vivid
spar ks broke fromwi thin.

"That's odd, Parkinson," remarked Thrake. "That place reninds nme of

steel . "
"It should, sir," returned the secretary. "It is Yakroff's |laboratory."
"No!" excl ai med Thrake. Then, realizing that Parkinson would not joke, he
added: "lIs it actually Yakroff's place?"

Par ki nson nodded and tapped the briefcase.

"Those letters from Yakroff," he remi nded. "They bore that address.
Probably you did not notice it, M. Thrake."

Thrake settled back as the car started. He | aughed as he took a |l ast | ook
at the sparkling w ndows.

"Yakrof f | ooks busy," he scoffed. "No wonder! Onrstred is promsing hima

fortune! Those letters were odd, Parkinson. | nust read them again. Yakroff
said he would like to talk to ne. But he seened to indicate that he had
not hi ng

to sell. They sounded as though Onstred had so praised the man that he has
begun
to feel a grudge against ne."

The linousine rolled northward to the pretentious but ol d-fashi oned house
where Thrake lived while in New York. Thrake dined there; later, he appeared
at
the Cobalt Cub. Orstred did not arrive there. He had stayed |late at his stee
pl ant .

Wil e Thrake was at the club, he received a call from Parkinson. A
tel egram had come, stating that all was ready for the tests at the Pittsburgh
plant. Chatting with friends, the head of Consolidated Metals mentioned that
he
woul d | eave for Pittsburgh the next day.

VWi | e Thrake was speaki ng, Cranston chanced to happen by. He overheard
Thrake's plans, but gave them no special attention. Cranston was |eaving for
an
evening at a de |luxe ganbling establishnent, where Case Hurrin was expected.

The Shadow had chosen the direct plan of keeping vigilant, but
unsuspect ed, watch on Case. That, he was confident, would lead himto the
Brot hers of Doom Through Case, The Shadow coul d anticipate the final stroke
of
t he masked supercrim nal s.

There was logic in The Shadow s plan; at the sanme tine, an oddity
exi st ed.

Whi | e thinking of Case, The Shadow had passed up a person whose coning

pur poses

woul d have a direct bearing on the next neeting of the insidious Four.
That man was none ot her than Sidney Thrake.

CHAPTER XI V



THRAKE' S RETURN

THE Pittsburgh plant of the Consolidated Metals Corporation was a small
city that covered many acres. Though it had its own officials, Sidney Thrake
rul ed supreme, whenever he was there. The president of the plant, a
m | d- manner ed i ndi vi dual named Dannard, becanme nothing nore than a "yes-nman"
when Thrake arrived.

The expected tests had been postponed when Thrake reached Pittsburgh
That
did not matter, as Thrake had much to do while in the city. He remained there
over a weekend; and on Mnday, the tests were in readiness.

In Dannard's huge, nagnificent office, Thrake shook hands with the
representatives of railroads that had contracted for the fleets of streanlined
trains. The visitors were much inpressed by the pompous czar of the stee
i ndustry. At three o'clock, announcenent cane that the tests were ready.

Just as the representatives were starting out, a superintendent came in
and spoke to Dannard. The nildish president |ooked troubled. He requested
Thrake to wait for a few mnutes. As soon as the rest were gone, Dannard
expl ai ned.

"There has been trouble with the sheets,"” he said. "This superprocess
calls for tremendous heat. We had no difficulty until to-day."

"Then why should it begin?" demanded Thrake. "What is the answer,

Dannar d?"

"W have attenpted sustai ned production, which was not necessary in the
past."

"Why shoul d that cause difficulty? You can keep up the heat, can't you?"

"Yes, M. Thrake -"

Dannard stopped. That was as far as he could go. He gestured to the
superintendent, who put the condition bluntly:

"The equi pnent just won't stand up under it, M. Thrake. That was all owed
for, we thought. Tests made it | ook like there'd be no trouble. But there is."

Angrily, Thrake abused the experts who had devised the process. He called
for Dannard's files. They were brought. Thrake told Parkinson to check them
Thunbi ng t hrough sheaves of papers, the secretary announced:

"They seemto all be here, M. Thrake. Exactly as finally approved in New

York. "

Thr ake i gnored Dannard, to question the superintendent:

"What will be the result of it?"

"Slow production,” replied the superintendent. "Wth a great deal of
uncertainty. Wth nore equi pment, |like we have at present, we mght be able to
nmeet production schedule. But we will need it in a hurry."

"You'll have it!"

"A different process would help. There ought to be one. But you can't
t ake

out nmuch time to start new experinments, M. Thrake."

THRAKE t hanked t he superintendent for his candid information. No nore
m nutes coul d be spared. Wth Dannard and Parki nson, Thrake set out for the
huge test building where the finished speci mens of |ightweight steel were to
be
proven.

Specifications called for a featherweight steel that woul d stand doubl e
t he shock of the heavier, old-fashioned product. The added resistance was
essential, because streamined trains would travel at much hi gher speed than
those that they replaced. To prove the new product beyond all doubt, a daring
test had been arranged.

Doubl e tracks had been laid in through both open ends of the big test
bui |l di ng. As soon as Dannard gave the word, two shifting | oconotives, one at
each end of the sanme track, started puffing toward each other. Each shunted a



steel railway car ahead of it. The cars were regul ati on coaches, supplied by
one of the railroads that had contracted for the streanliners.

Workers cl ocked the cars as they cane; waved armsignals to the engi neers
of the shifters. The little |oconotives halted, the cars coasted i nward at
constant speed. Wen they neared, they seened to |leap at each other for the
crash.

The inpact was terrific. The vestibules bent as the cars jarred upward.
When they settled, the coaches showed definite signs of damage, although they
had stood the shock rather well.

Thr ake was pl eased.

"The cars buckled," he undertoned to Dannard. "That helps. Qur steel wll
certainly fare no worse."

Thrake was due for a surprise.

The shifting engi nes were busy on the other track. Watchers drew fart her
back, as two shiny cars of stainless steel cane gliding inward. The new cars
had double the inpetus. Sliding on roller-bearing wheels, they made a snooth
sight as they approached.

Pride of the Consolidated Metals Corporation, these cars were slithering
to disaster. They nmet with a roaring clangor. As Thrake had predicted, they
did
not buckle. Instead, they tel escoped.

The front ends wi thered back |ike crushed paper. Jamm ng at each other's
throats, the cars clutched into a mass of tangl ed weckage. Ri pped sheets of
bent steel curled beside the tracks. The cars had smashed as badly as a pair
of
wooden coaches.

Conmotion reigned anong the railroad nmen. Their faces showed amazenent.
Thrake's jaw was set, as he eyed the ruined steel. He turned to Dannard.

"CGet those fellows to your office," he ordered. "Be tal king to them when
I
conme there."”

TWENTY minutes later, Thrake wal ked in on a hubbub. Dannard, behind his
desk, looked like a dried peanut in an oversize shell, as questions popped
from
every side. Thrake stopped in the center of the room He spoke in a voice that
booned above all others.

"CGentlenen! A few words, please!"”

The tal kers silenced to hear the big "voice of steel." Thrake reduced his
tone to a | ower key; but he spoke with all his accustoned self-inportance.

"l have | earned the source of trouble," declared Thrake. "The steel used
in the test cars was the result of an experinmental process. It stood strain
under test; but strain is not shock."

There were nods of agreenent.

"Intense heat is necessary to our process," added Thrake. "It was too
severe for certain equipnment; and was therefore reduced. The ni stake was not
| earned until to-day. Had I known it, | would have postponed the test."

Thrake turned to see Dannard nmoving his lips incoherently. Coolly, Thrake
guest i oned:

"Those are the facts, are they not, M. Dannard?"

"Yes," gul ped Dannard, in his usual form "Yes! But -"

"But we have rectified matters. Am| correct?"

Dannard could do no nore than gul p another "Yes."

"Qur new process goes into effect this week," announced Thrake. "It will
allow us to push all equipnent to the limt. The first steel that we produce
will go into new cars. Qur test will be repeated for your satisfaction."

No one could raise objection. The listeners knew that Thrake held signed
contracts. Those orders called for steel that would nmeet requirenments. |If
Thrake could produce it, as he clained, a new test would prove it. The first



failure would be nullified.

Thr ake beamed confidence all around, as he shook hands with every one.
The
visitors were smling when they left. They not only adm red Thrake's gameness;
they believed that he would nake good with his proni ses.

VWhen Thrake cane back into the office, he found the superintendent with
Dannard. The m | d-mannered president was repeating all that Thrake had said.
The superintendent was listening with doubt; and even Parki nson registered
uncertainty.

"I told you I would handle matters,"” said Thrake to Dannard. "The whol e
i dea was to send them away pl eased. | acconplished that nuch.”

"Yes," began Dannard. "But -"

"No 'buts' about it, M. Thrake," inserted the superintendent. "W're
licked fromstart to finish. |I told you we coul d produce under forced
conditions. | nmeant that we could produce the steel that was in those cars.
Since they're done, we have nothing. Unless, as M. Dannard tells ne, you can
find a new process."

"I shall have one," declared Thrake. He turned to Dannard: "Do you
remenber that fellow Yakroff?"

Dannard's eyes lighted for a nmoment.

"Yes!" he exclainmed. "Yakroff had a process. But you told himwe didn't

want it. And later" - the gleamfaded fromhis eyes - "later, you decided that
Yakrof f had not hing, after all."
"Since then," informed Thrake, "Yakroff sold his process to Onstred."

"Can you buy out Onstred?"
"No. But Yakroff has experimented further. He has new formnulas; he is
maki ng even better steel. | intend to acquire it."

THRAKE or dered Parki nson to produce Yakroff's correspondence. Thrake read
one letter; handed it to Dannard. Wen he cane to the second, he kept it; and
did the same with the third.

Thrake pursed his lips and | ooked at Parki nson. The secretary shook his
head doubtfully. Dannard did not notice it; but the superintendent did. He saw
somet hi ng behi nd Thrake's rel uctance.

Taking the first letter back from Dannard, Thrake thrust all three to
Par ki nson and told himto put themin his briefcase and summon a cab. To
Dannard, he said:

"I"'mgoing to the airport. There is just time to catch the New York
pl ane.

You will hear fromme to-norrow "

On the way to the airport, Thrake told Parki nson that he was going into
New York al one. He ordered the secretary to return to the plant and settle a
few details with Dannard; then cone in by later plane, or train, whichever
suited him

"Take a sleeper, if you wish," suggested Thrake. "I shall not need you
until to-nmorrow norning. Renmenber those tel egranms, Parkinson; also those two
letters that | dictated. By the way - |let ne have the Yakroff correspondence.”

Par ki nson fished in the overstuffed briefcase. They were at the airport;
in his hurry, the secretary could not find Yakroff's letters.

"Never m nd," snapped Thrake. "Find themyourself and destroy them
Yakrof f made ridicul ous statements in those letters. | want to forget them |
shal | hunor the fellow when | see him"

A few hours |l ater, Thrake's plane was descending at Newark Airport. Of
on
t he nmeadows, puffs of flane were wallowi ng fromthe stacks of the Centurion
Steel plant. Orstred's enterprise had begun its night work, turning out the
very sort of steel that Thrake wanted.

Thrake grimaced as he saw the sight. His lips finally stiffened in a
cont enpt uous curl .



A car was waiting when Thrake stepped fromthe strip. Parkinson had w red
New York to have it at the airport. A dapper chauffeur saluted, as Thrake
stepped into the autonobile. The big car left speedily, taking the road that
| ed eastward to the Skyway.

THOUGH the Centurion Steel plant was using a night shift, patrolling

guards were still on duty there. They formed the usual cordon am d the
deepeni ng dusk. A low ground fog was creeping slowy, making blackness
conpl ete

al ong the soggy soil.

One of the bribed guards halted. dowing in the darkness, a |um nous disk
poi sed before his eyes. The guard |l et a Brother through; whispered that the
way
was cl ear between two unused buil di ngs. Soon, a second Brother arrived and
fol | oned.

On the far side of the plant, a third Brother found a route to the secret
nmeeting. M nutes passed; then the fourth Brother appeared. He was the | eader
but that fact did not becone evident until he had gone up in the elevator with
Suda.

VWhen he arrived in the nmeeting room the [ast Brother of Doom found the
others waiting, under the glow of the green light.

"To-night," declared the |leader, in his singular, disguising nonotone,
"we
must act as we have planned. The circumnmstances that we anticipated have taken
pl ace. W were not sure that they would happen; but we were prepared in case
t hey occurred.

"We shall strike at once! There is no time for delay. MIlions of dollars
lie at stake! Swiftness will bring success. It will also balk our |one eneny,
The Shadow. W shall send our call, thrice repeated. Then we shall nove to our
final goal."

| mposingly, the | eader noved to the wall. His gauntleted hand gripped the
switch. Green light was blotted. Blinks of light sent their nessage through
t he
ni ght. The signal once given, the | eader waited, allowi ng time before he
repeated it.

The Brothers of Doom had risen to pronpt action. Seeningly, those masked
killers had sprouted fromthe ground, to nmeet in this inmportant concl ave.
Though only a few hours had passed since the failure of the tests in
Pittsburgh, word had reached them Their night's nission was the afternmath of
the earlier episode in a city nearly four hundred nil es away.

Si dney Thrake, speeding by plane, had reached Newark before the neeting
hour. That fact directly concerned this conclave of the Brothers. It had
speeded their final plans. They were ready for action despite The Shadow.

Though The Shadow was watching Case Hurrin, the living link to the needed

trail, he was far fromhis final neeting with the Brothers of Doom

Death woul d confront The Shadow, in all its nenace, before this quest was
ended.

CHAPTER XV

THE DEATH PLUNCGE

BROTHERS OF DOOM were wi sely waiting to repeat their nessage. They knew
that Case Hurrin might not be ready to receive the first coded blot-outs. In
fact, it chanced that Case, at that particular nonent, was hurrying to the
appoi nted spot. That was the one place in all Manhattan from which the signals
coul d be seen

Case's destination was the observation tower of the Enpire State



Bui | di ng.

VWen Case stepped fromhis cab, on Thirty-fourth Street, he | ooked around
to make sure that no one was following him His slitty eyes were wary. The
lips
that adorned his |l ean face showed a snile. Case was satisfied that he was
unobser ved.

The go-between was m staken. Across the w de street, a shadowy figure was
alighting from anot her cab. That shape clung to darkness |ike a haunting
wraith. The Shadow saw Case enter the Enpire State Buil ding

The night was cold and wi ndy. Few visitors were going to the top of the
bui | di ng, although the visibility was good. Case paid his fee and went up with
a few ot her passengers. They changed to the tower elevator and arrived at the
mai n observation floor

At the left, Case saw the restaurant, with a few late diners present.
Case
turned to the right and entered the sunptuous |ounge room where a few other
visitors strolled about. He crossed the | ounge and went out to the observation
promenade that circled the tower.

There, Case found hinself alone amd the driving chill of the w nd. Bel ow
lay the vast glitter of Manhattan: nyriads of tw nkling wi ndows; areas of
brilliance, like Tinmes Square. The splendid sight had no charmfor Case.

He went to the west side of the pronenade; |ooked away fromthe dazzle.

H s gaze was toward the Hudson River, black except for the few nmoving lights
of

tugs and ferries. Beyond, Case eyed the dull glow of New Jersey cities. He saw
the flat, darkish expanse of the nmeadows.

Case stepped to one of the |arge observation tel escopes along the
par apet .

He sighted it westward, to a dimspot on the meadows. He dropped a dinme into
t he
tel escope. A click dropped a black disk fromin front of his eye.

Case saw the sight he wanted. Enlarged by the tel escope, dimlight becane
di scernible. Case viewed the dull outline of a building top. He focused the
tel escope; adjusted it a trifle. Case studied a green glow that shone fromthe
sides of a low, squatly skylight.

VWil e Case was sighting the gleamfromthe secret meeting-room another
visitor arrived in the lounge roomthat Case had left. The arrival was Lanont
Cranston. He was carrying a well-packed bri ef case.

Cranston strolled out to the promenade. Fromthe door, he saw Case
outlined beside the tel escope.

Bl ack garments canme fromthe briefcase. A cloak slid over shoulders; a
sl ouch hat topped a head. Cranston had become The Shadow, invisible in the
pat chy darkness of the pronenade. Stealthily, the cl oaked shape noved toward
Case.

AT that noment, Case was watching a change in the green glow Blinks gave
a signal. Case caught the dots and dashes. He delivered a grunted chuckl e, as
he stepped back fromthe tel escope. Case's shoul der al nost brushed The Shadow
as the go-between turned and started to the south end of the western
pr onenade.

The Shadow did not follow |Instead, he took advantage of Case's
departure,
to peer through the tel escope. After view ng the green glow, The Shadow | ooked
above the tel escope to nake sure of the direction. Though the green |ight had
not flickered, The Shadow knew that it nust have sent a signal. Mre than
t hat,
he identified its location

The green light represented the Centurion Steel Co. The Shadow had
di scovered the headquarters used by the Brothers of Doom



As The Shadow t ook anot her peer through the tel escope, the black blind
flicked across. Case's dine paynment had finished its time linit.

The Shadow | ooked for Case. The fellow had stopped at another tel escope;
he was training it in a southward direction

Qui ckly, The Shadow approached; he was beside the parapet, only a dozen
feet away, when Case left the telescope. Hurriedly, Case entered the | ounge
room Through the wi ndow, The Shadow saw himenter a tel ephone boot h.

Taki ng advant age of the tel escope's open eye, The Shadow turned to the
vi ew Case had seen. He saw the top floor of a |ow building in downtown
Manhattan. Lights were flickering, sparkling, within the wi ndows. The Shadow
recogni zed that floor as the experinental |aboratory run by Ivor Yakroff.

Weeks ago, when he had first checked on doings at the Centurion Stee
Co.,

The Shadow had | earned of Yakroff. The Shadow had dropped that investigation
thinking it an unnecessary one. Here was proof that nmatters had been deeper
t han The Shadow supposed.

Seen through the tel escope, there was no m staking Yakroff's lab. It was
practically unnoticeabl e when viewed by the naked eye; but the |l ens magnified
it to perfection. Mreover, the tel escope showed the exit of the Holland
Tunnel, just beyond Yakroff's buil ding.

STEPPI NG away fromthe tel escope, The Shadow wat ched Case through the
| ounge wi ndow. Case had finished his tel ephone call. The Shadow presuned t hat
he had contacted Mdcker by tel ephone, instead of by a personal visit.

Earlier to-day, Harry Vincent had reported that Mycker was on pins and
needl es. He had seenmed to be expecting some news on this particular date. Late
in the afternoon, Mrcker had remarked that he intended to go out, taking the
crewwith him They had been ready to start when Harry managed to send a
report.

Mocker coul d have been waiting for a quick call from Case. If so, he had
received it.

The Shadow saw a di sadvantage in starting for Mcker's. It would be a
| ong-shot, reaching there before the crew set out. The Shadow woul d have taken
that chance, if it had not been for Case. For sone reason, Case had remi ned
in
t he I ounge. He was paci ng back and forth, |ooking at his watch

The Shadow di vi ned the reason

Case was following a regular routine. He expected a repetition of the
message fromthe Brothers. Having nothing else to do, he was waiting here for
it. Sometines, perhaps, the Brothers added special conmrent when they
di spat ched
their | ast nessage.

By staying along with Case, The Shadow could intercept the nessage
itself.

That woul d be better than trailing Mcker

After ten minutes, Case canme out to the wi ndy pronenade. He went to the
first telescope that he had used. He fished out a dine, dropped it in the
sl ot .

The Shadow, closing up behind him heard the coin's click

An instant |ater, Case was nunbed by a sensation nore chilling than the
wi nd. The ice-cold nuzzle of an automatic pressed his neck. His ears heard the
whi sper of a sinister [augh. The crook's bl ood went frigid.

Case coul d scarcely hold his footing as The Shadow, pushing the
automati c,
shoved himaway fromthe tel escope. Hands uprai sed, Case faced the parapet,
shivering as he stared beyond it. Holding the man hel pl ess, The Shadow t ook a
| ook through the tel escope.

For ten long seconds, the green gl ow remai ned constant. Then it began to
bl i nk. The bl ack dots and dashes were in ordinary Mirse. The Shadow read them



as they cane:
"Send Mto cover lab on top floor of -
At that point, The Shadow was interrupted; not through any break of the
nmessage, but by a nove from Case. The crook perforned a double action. He made
a tw sting novenent away fromthe gun nuzzlie. At the sane tine, he voiced a
wi I d, gargled shout.

| NSTANTLY, The Shadow swung away fromthe tel escope; not toward Case, but
cl ear about. The Shadow recogni zed the cause of the crook's cry. It meant that
Case had gai ned a chance for aid. The Shadow was sw nging to nmeet unexpected
attackers.

They were at hand.

Conming fromthe door of the |ounge, they forned a surging trio: Mocker
and
two thugs. They nmust have been sonewhere near the Enpire State Buil ding when
Case called them On that account, Case had told Mocker to stop here first.

Case must have sensed that The Shadow was cl ose. Jittery, he had wanted
protection; and Mocker was here with it. As ill luck had it, Mcker had |eft
diff and Harry bel ow

The one break in The Shadow s favor was the fact that Mucker and his
t hugs
had seen nothing when they heard Case's shout. The Shadow s form was invisible
agai nst the tel escope. That gave himhis chance to make his swing effective.
He
was slashing with his automatic as the crooks poured upon him

Conpl ete surprise would have swept the attacking trio, if Case had not
managed a new shout that he gave:

"The Shadow "

The frantic call was lost in the wi nd; but thugs were close enough to
hear
it. They swung at bl ackness; a revolver hand was | ucky enough to break the
drive
of The Shadow s forearnms. A second |later, The Shadow was grappling with the
trio.

One crook-fired gunshot coul d have spelled The Shadow s finish. The
cl oaked fighter was equal to the energency. Hi s gun hand bl ocked, he swung his
free arm H s gloved fist clipped an attacker's chin; recoiling, that sane
hand
pl ucked at a revolver and snatched it froma crook's grasp.

As he flung the weapon backward over the parapet, The Shadow tw sted away
fromthe only armed attacker capable of fight. Wth a hard, side-tripping
SWi ng
of his right foot, he tunmbled the nan to the concrete.

Mocker was the thug whose gun was gone. Savagely, he sprang for The
Shadow s throat. Sw nging, The Shadow net a sudden |lunge from Case, who was
pitching back into the battle. Twi sting past the tel escope, The Shadow nade a
vaulting junp up to the parapet. He intended to reverse it with a downward
drive upon his enem es.

Case made an upward clutch before The Shadow coul d conpl ete the maneuver.
The two | ocked - The Shadow bearing down upon Case, using himas a nonmentary
buf fer. The Shadow s gun hand was free; he was ready to gain the bul ge on
Mocker, when that crook made a wild attack

W TH Mocker cane the other pair; both supporting thugs were usel ess, but
on their feet. Since Case was in their way, they heaved hi mupward, using him
as a ramto shove The Shadow back upon the parapet.

Rol i ng sidewards, The Shadow reached to grab the tel escope. That grip
was



all he needed to tw st back inside the parapet and gain the anbush of
dar kness.

It was Case who bal ked The Shadow, in a manner that the fell ow never
i nt ended.

Case's |light weight was partly responsible for what happened. Wth The
Shadow s pressure ended, Case took an automatic |unge; thanks to the
propel i ng
power of Mbcker and the huskies. Being wiry as well as light, Case tw sted as
he
went; his withe was as rapid as The Shadow s tw st.

As The Shadow s fingers scraped the snmooth surface of the tel escope, Case
grabbed for the cloaked figure's neck. The Shadow tried to sledge himwth the
automatic. At the sane nonment, Mycker and the others grabbed at The Shadow s
shoul ders.

Case went rolling outward as The Shadow swung. WIldly, the wiry crook
tried to restrain hinmself by clutching The Shadow s throat. Mocker, m ssing
hi s
grip, managed a hard shove. That, coupled with Case's hel pless roll, produced
the result that followed.

Locked together, two figures shot outward off the parapet. Moycker and his
t hugs stopped short, their hands upon the bare concrete. The other conbatants
were gone. The Shadow and Case Hurrin had pitched in a headl ong plunge from
t he
par apet of the observation pronenade.

One thousand feet lay between that fatal rail and the ground bel ow. Death
woul d be sure at the end of that tremendous plunge. The Shadow and Case Hurrin
were off on a dive that was to end in doom

CHAPTER XVI
RETURNED FROM BELOW

As he went fromthat parapet, The Shadow saw void beneath him Case was
under neat h The Shadow, the crook's face was gapi ng upward. Across Case's
shoul der, The Shadow gai ned t hat awesone vi ew of space that dwindled to
nm croscopi ¢ proportions.

Then, instantly, came bl ocki ng whiteness that rushed up toward The
Shadow s eyes. Smashing concrete produced a barrier, three stories bel ow the
observation rail. Case hit that |edge skull first. The blow jarred The Shadow
cast himaway fromthe crook's relinquished clutch

The falling fighters had struck the suicide break that |ay bel ow the
tower. Tine and again, that projecting floor had stopped the voluntary junps
of
woul d- be suicides. Even to those who | eaned fromthe parapet to | ook, that
projection could not be noticed.

It was an even break for many who | anded there. If their outward spring
proved hard enough, they would bounce farther and take the whole plunge to the
ground. If short by a foot - sonetimes, even by inches - they would remain
sprawl ed upon the | edge.

Sonetimes the wind was a factor. It proved that way to-night. Wistling
around the tower, the half gale was |ike a nonstrous creature seeking to pluck
its prey. Wiipping, it snatched at the two shapes that rolled apart upon the
| edge.

Case Hurrin was dead - his skull cracked, his |linbs broken by the
thirty-foot fall. The Shadow was jolted; but only slightly hurt, for Case,
beneath him had taken the full inpact against the cruel stonework.

Lungi ng over the ledge itself, The Shadow caught a one-hand grip upon a
stone projection. He clung there, monentarily. From where he | ay, he saw the
body of Case Hurrin, head and shoul ders out fromthe | edge, arns dangling



downwar d.

Fi erce wi nd whi sked those arns, spun themlike the blades of a fan
Case's
body trenbled as if alive. It shifted to a nore outward angl e; sagged
si dewar d,
sinking. Tw sted | egs bobbed upward. The wi nd seened to snatch them The
cor pse
of Case Hurrin slipped downward, backward, to resune its plunge.

A nmoment | ater, that body was a spinning mannequin, dininishing to
toyli ke
proportions as it whizzed through hundreds of feet of intervening space.
Wiirled
strawmike in the wind, the crook's remains were carried clear of the |ower
wal I's. A mere dot when it finished the drop, the body spread into a tiny,
noti onl ess bl ob

The Shadow, too, was sliding; but his slip was restrained to inches. Wth
a one-hand grip, he fought the elenents. One | eg was past the | edge. The ot her
was draggi ng hard agai nst the stone. The Shadow s toes dug for a hold. As they
made that futile effort, his foot encountered a raised bl ock of ornanental
st one.

The Shadow s grip was double; hand and foot. He held it. Wth a backward
strain, he urged his weight inward. Hs armtightened around the bl ock beside
it. The Shadow s pull turned to a roll. He flattened, back upward, safely on
the I edge, while the thwarted wi nd whined its disappoi ntment above him

There, The Shadow rested.

FROM t he parapet above, three thugs were peering downward. They saw only
t he bl ackened space. They did not stretch far enough to view the | edge, nor
could they spy Case's body. Bl ackness suited them

They voiced their enthusiasmw th oaths. To them the |loss of Case Hurrin
meant not hi ng. The Shadow was dead; that was all that counted.

Mocker Shebly tugged at his two foll owers.

"W're laming," he told them "W can't stay here, you lugs! Slide out -
that's what we've got to do - before there's a lot of holler!™

The t hugs cane down fromthe parapet. Sidling along with Mcker, they
went
t hrough the al nost deserted | ounge and reached the elevator, just intine to
join a small group of descending visitors.

VWen they reached the street, Mycker gave one henchman a w se nudge.
Peopl e were running to the far side of the Enpire State Building. There were
shouts along the street. Sone one had reported a crash fromthe | ow roof of an
adj oi ni ng bui | di ng.

"Some guy's junped off the Enpire State -

Mocker heard that call and altered it as he and his gorillas hurried to
their touring car.

"They should have said a 'couple of guys'," he chuckled. "That's what
they'Il find on the roof. Two! Only we won't be here to see it. W' ve got
anot her place to go."

At the touring car, Mdcker shoved one thug aboard. He kept the other one
to travel with himby taxi. He gave orders to the touring car's driver; then
to the passengers, he spoke the pl easant news:

"W croaked The Shadow Of the top of the Enmpire State Building! That's
who the saps are | ooking for! The Shadow "

Mocker had no tine to add that Case Hurrin had al so taken the plunge. He
consi dered that fact superfluous and uni nmportant. Even the Brothers of Doom
woul d not care about Case's death, since it had been necessary in the
elimnation of The Shadow.

Harry and diff were anmong those who heard Mocker's news. As the touring
car started forward, both were gripped by the same idea. Though The Shadow had



survived many ordeals, this was one that seened beyond hope. Neither agent
doubted that his chief was dead. Both had the stern duty of carrying on with
The Shadow s pl ans.

That nmeant that they nmust block the Brothers of Doom

The first step was to nullify Mcker and his crew. Harry and diff had
heard the address that Mycker gave. If the touring car could be stopped and
its
underwor | d passengers di sposed of, The Shadow s agents could travel on al one,
to
handl e Mocker and his single bodyguard.

After that, the way woul d be open to reach the Brothers, when they
arrived
at Yakroff's.

WHAT Harry and diff needed was cooperative effort. They had their chance
to plan it as the touring car rolled swiftly southward. Thugs were jesting
anong t hensel ves, w se-cracking about The Shadow. Words of praise were added
regardi ng Mocker and his net hods.

"Leave it to Mocker," the driver was saying, while the others |eaned
forward to listen. "The Shadow ain't the first tough nut he's cracked. | can
tell you about a lot of others -"

"How about it, diff?" whispered Harry. "Shall we take this bunch?"

"I"'mready," undertoned Ciff. "You handle the driver. Make hi m shove for
a side street."”

Harry shifted in the driver's direction. diff shot a | ook back through
the rear wi ndow. Seeing no cab that m ght be Mdcker's, diff pulled a gun and
swung it in the faces of the men around him

"Reach, monkeys!" snapped Ciff. H s crisp tone neant business. "I'm
taking over! Vincent is with me. This heater's hot." He jabbed the nuzzle at a
thug who hesitated. "Who wants the first pill?"

No one requested a bullet. Ciff Marsland had a rep at handling a gat.
Harry was acting in support of diff's statement. H s gun was poked behind the
driver's ear.

"Next turn left," ordered Harry. Then, as the driver tried to shift, he
added: "Rather crack up, would you? Go ahead! Do it! You won't know it when we
smash! "

The driver decided to accept Harry's threat. He pressed the brake pedal
eased the car into the side street. Wth hands up, the thugs began to pile out
at diff's order. Harry sprang to the street; came around to the curb, to keep
the gorillas in |ine.

The job was to hand this bunch to the law. The fact that the thugs
carried
guns woul d produce their arrest. It would nean a dash afterward, for Harry and
Adiff, to get back to the touring car. They were ready to worry about that
| ater.

Unfortunately, they found earlier troubles.

Just as diff joined Harry, a taxi swng in fromthe corner. Its door was
open; Mocker junped to the curb before the taxi stopped. Through sheer | uck
he
had spotted the touring car's turn; had guessed that something was sour

Wth Mcker cane his bodyguard, both aiming. The |ight was good enough
for
themto spot The Shadow s agents. Harry and Ciff swung hard to neet their
fire.

Shots never cane.

Captive gorillas had spied Mcker. Their hands dropped downward; sped
forward as they lunged for The Shadow s agents. Harry was hurled to the
sidewal k; diff was sprawed into the touring car. Their guns were gone when
Mocker arrived. He glared at the new prisoners.



"A couple of w se binbos," sneered Mdcker. "Springing some racket of your
own! Thought you could slip it past ne, only you didn't. | ought to let you
have it, right here!"

Henchnen hoped that Mycker woul d give the order for slaughter. |nstead,
he
told themto bind and gag the prisoners. To appease his muttering crew, Mocker
told them

"Case Hurrin is through. I'mworking direct with the big-shots from now
on. There's a way | can reach them but | never used it. | wasn't supposed to,
unl ess Case went out. The big-shots would like to talk to these pal ookas.
They' Il get their chance."

Bound and gagged on the floor of the touring car, The Shadow s agents
recei ved the snarls and kicks that thugs chose to give them The cover-up crew
was on its way again, minus the services of two nenbers. Moycker kept close
behind, in the cab.

MEANVWHI LE, searchers below the Enpire State Buil ding had found the
smashed
body of Case Hurrin. They took himfor a suicide. Looking up, they eyed the
massi ve hei ghts one thousand feet above. The observers were too far below to
wi tness a sight that would have made them forget Case's plunge.

The Shadow was scaling the wall above the suicide | edge. H s route was
doubly precarious; for he was weakened by his jolt, and the wind was as fierce
as ever. This time, a drop could nmean the sane fate that had overtaken Case
Hurrin.

Danger was greatest at the top. It was a |long reach for the parapet; The
Shadow gai ned a slender grip with his nunbed fingers. Icy blasts hauled at his
swaying figure. It was a tug between The Shadow and the gale. Then, with the
finish of a heavy gust, The Shadow | urched i nward over the parapet.

He fell safely beside the tel escope where Case had watched the signals
fromthe neadows. Rising, The Shadow found his briefcase; he packed his bl ack
garments. He linped into the deserted | ounge and made a tel ephone call to
Bur bank.

There was no stir in the observation tower. Visitors were being watched
as
they descended; if they |ooked |ike eccentric persons, they were questioned,
on
t he chance that they m ght know somet hi ng about the suicide who had pl unged
bel ow.

Forcing his linmp into a casual stroll, The Shadow passed inspection in
t he
gui se of Cranston

Attendants saw his briefcase; took himfor an out-of-town business man
who
had finished a day's calls with a trip to the observation tower.

On Thirty-fourth Street, The Shadow s cab was ready. It had been summoned
from Ti mes Square, by Burbank. At The Shadow s order, the cab headed
sout hwar d
Ri ding for Yakroff's |aboratory, The Shadow agai n garbed hinself in black

Despite the fray on the Enpire State Building, the hurl into space, the
climb up fromthe suicide | edge, there was still tinme left to balk the naster
scheners. The m nutes that The Shadow had | ost night be bal anced by the tine
required for the Brothers to ride in fromthe Jersey neadows.

That was the chance on which The Shadow ganbl ed. He counted on a cl ear
pat h t hrough Mocker's thuggi sh cordon, knowi ng that his agents were with the
Crew.

So they were. But Harry and diff had a new status with that outfit.
Hel pl ess prisoners, they could not aid The Shadow. They needed the help of the
chi ef whom they believed dead.



Returned fromthe abyss of doom The Shadow woul d be due for new trouble
from Mocker's crew before he could reach the Brothers of Doom

CHAPTER XVI |
MASSED CRI ME

WHEN Mbcker reached the squatly brick building near the Holland Tunnel
he
made pronpt arrangenments that fulfilled instructions. He stationed the touring
car on a side street, with two henchnen to watch the prisoners. He took the
rest of the depleted crew along with him

Oiginally, Mcker's outfit nunbered eight, including hinmself. Thus
Mocker
set forth with only three followers; but that number was sufficient. Their job
was sinply to guard a blind alley and small courtyard in back of the brick
bui I di ng.

The courtyard marked the bottom of an ol d-fashioned fire escape that hung
fromthe building wall.

Odinarily, Mcker would have remained with his underlings. To-night, he
had anot her m ssion. He needed contact with the nysterious Four whom he
served,
but had never seen. Case's death made that necessary. There was a way to reach
those Brothers; also a nethod by which to recognize them in emergency. Case
had expl ai ned that matter to Mdcker, in the past.

Sidling fromthe blind alley, Mcker went to the front of the building.
He
paced warily past a large front door that was barred for the night. He
strol |l ed
into the gloomof a side street until he reached a small side door, that was
| ocked but not formidable. Fromthere, Mcker went back to the avenue.

In his back-and-forth pacing, Mcker was maki ng hinsel f sonmewhat
conspi cuous. That meant no danger; for no police were close. Wat it did mean
was that Mocker would be seen by the Brothers, who were al nost due. That woul d
bring the contact that Mycker wanted.

After five minutes. Mdcker heard a sound near the secluded side entrance.
He shifted beside the darkened steps, bringing out a revolver. A thrusting
hand
pressed his arm The fist opened. Mycker saw a | um nous di sk poised in the
dar kness.

It was the token of the Brothers. Every one of the Four carried such a
coin, so Case had said. A nonotoned voi ce demanded why Mycker had nade
cont act .

"Case is croaked," whispered Mocker. "He went off the top of the Enpire
State Buil ding! He haul ed The Shadow with him It was curtains for The Shadow,
too!"

There was an approving nmurmur in the darkness. Mycker sensed that other
figures had joined the first Brother; but he was not sure that they totaled
four.

"There's sonething el se," added Mocker. "Two of the outfit went hayw re!
Tried to take over the rest of the crew, after | spilled the dope about The
Shadow. W grabbed them "

There was a nonotoned question for nore details. Mocker explained that
Harry and Ciff were prisoners in the touring car. The first Brother conferred
with those beside him After a few nonents, he drew a second disk froma tight
pocket and placed it in Mcker's palm

Briefly, the Brother gave the | ocation of headquarters; told himto take
the prisoners there. The speaker expl ai ned that Mycker coul d pass the conmpany
guards by showing the token to the right one.



"Bring two men with you," concluded the Brother. "Wth the guard aidi ng,
you can carry the prisoners through.”

MOCKER heard footsteps on the sill that fronted the side door. A key
grated heavily. Brothers of Doomwere taking that route to Yakroff's
| aboratory. Mocker's job lay el sewhere. Since he already had two nmen in the
touring car, he decided to fix matters in the alleyway; then go away.

Qddly, the darkened space below the fire escape becane a spot of action
bef ore Mocker reached it. A figure was creeping inward, noving noiselessly in
t he darkness. The Shadow had arrived at the place where crime threatened.

H s guns beneath his cl oak, The Shadow was gropi ng t hrough, avoiding
Mocker's three thugs. To offset his linp, The Shadow needed a hand grip
agai nst
the wall. He did not expect to use his guns here bel ow. Sonmewhere in this
bl i nd
spot, he should find either Harry or Ciff.

VWen he reached the inner limt of the bl ocked space, The Shadow had
| earned that his agents were not present. That was unfortunate. It meant sl ow
work in the darkness. Were the agents were was sonething that did not matter
for the present. The Shadow s purpose was to reach Yakroff's.

There was a thug close by the bottomof the fire escape. Despite the
fellow s presence, The Shadow took a bold course. Stretching high in the
dar kness, he managed to reach the hinged steps that hung above his head. He
started to draw those steps downward.

Iron groaned rustily in the darkness.

The thug heard it. Wth a quick grow, he flicked a flashlight toward The
Shadow. A gl oved hand cl anped upon the torch before the crook gai ned nore than
a nonentary glinpse. The Shadow caught the fellow s throat, started to tw st
himtoward the wall

The Shadow s right | eg weakened. He slipped; before he could regain his
bal ance, the other two hoodl uns were upon him Bashed back agai nst the wall,
The Shadow s only chance seened a wild battle; gunfire that would give away
hi s
presence to the Brothers.

That issue was al nost forced, when the choked thug, breaking free, gul ped
to the others:

"The Shadow "

Locked with their adversary; the others heard the cry incredul ously. This
could not be The Shadow. The cl oaked avenger was dead. C anpi ng The Shadow s
arnms against the wall, they halted in disbelief. That nmoment's respite enabl ed
The Shadow to shove a fist beneath his cloak

Starting a slow draw, he waited for the instant when his identity would

be

proven. The rel eased thug was picking up his flashlight, to throwits rays
upon

the wall, when a hard voice growl ed just beside him

"Hold it! Who've you got there?"

It was Mocker. Coming fromthe side, he jabbed his revolver toward the
spot where crooks clutched The Shadow. The thug | owered the flashlight,
muttering that it was The Shadow returned to life. Mycker sneered his
cont enpt .

"Yeah? Have you gone screwy? Woever this lug is, I'll find out!"

AS Mocker shoul dered forward, The Shadow performed a daring nove
Qui ckly,
he had anal yzed the reason for Mycker's tenporary absence at a neeting between
t he gang | eader and the Brothers.

On the chance that the ruse would work, The Shadow deliberately let his



.45 slide back beneath his cloak. He brought his forearmforward with a jerk.
Hs fist opened in front of Mycker's eyes.

There, Mcker saw another |um nous disk

"Let this guy go," ordered Mocker. "He's the McCoy. One of the big-shots!
Move out! | want to talk to him"

As henchnen shifted away, Mycker produced his own di sk; he showed it
proudly to the arrival whom he believed was the fourth Brother, here on

speci al
m ssi on.

"Sorry | wasn't here," apol ogi zed Mocker. "I had to pass the word that
Case was croaked. | was around at the side, talking to the others. They'l
tel

you about it."

The Shadow put away his disk; wi thout a word, he reached for the hinged
section of the fire escape. Mycker heard it creak; supposed that the Brother
wanted to get up to Yakroff's. oligingly, Mocker hel ped The Shadow pull down
t he hi nged extension

VWi | e The Shadow was movi ng upward, Mocker gave orders to his three
guards.

"I'"'mgoing back to the car," he told them "Stick here. There's others
like the guy that just went up; but they'll all be going out the other side.
| f
anybody tries to make it down the fire escape, give 'emthe works! That's what
you're here for."

THE top floor of the squatly building was divided into four roonms, all in
arow The first, at the front, was an experinental shop. Next cane the actua
| aboratory; behind it, a small office. The | ast space, opening to the fire
escape, was a |l arge storeroom

The shop was dark; there were lights, though, in the | ab, where Ivor
Yakrof f was at work al one. The inventor was an eccentric-1ooking fell ow,
frail,
but energetic. His thin, whitish face was twitchy. H s eyes had an odd,
excited
gl eam A shock of bushy gray hair added to his peculiar appearance.

Yakrof f was busy at a bench, working out a chem cal process. Big beakers
and bottles stood along the shel f. Wenever Yakroff reached for one, he
steadied it carefully. Those chemi cals had been placed with neticul ous care.
They were dangerous to handl e.

The office was lighted; its door stood half open. Yakroff heard the
jangl e
of the tel ephone bell. He replaced a beaker; set a test tube carefully in its
rack. Then, with a nervous bound, he dashed for the rear office.

There was a slimgirl seated at the desk, going over stacks of papers.
Her
face was thin, like Yakroff's; but her manner was quiet. Her eyes were as keen
as the inventor's; the wild glint was |acking and that nade them attractive.
Dar k-haired, the girl possessed an exotic beauty.

She was reaching for the tel ephone when Yakroff stopped here. daring
t he
i nventor screaned in high-pitched tone:

"Do not touch it, Robina! Let that tel ephone ring! Here" - he pulled the
recei ver fromthe hook and clanmped it upon the table - "that will settle it."

"Cal myoursel f, father," urged Robina. "There is no reason why you shoul d
ignore a call -"

"Sh-h-h!'" Yakroff glared. "Sone one may hear."

He picked up the receiver, listened with cocked head. He heard a gruff,
demandi ng voice; then the click of a receiver. Yakroff hung up. He chuckl ed.

"Was it M. Thrake agai n?"



Robi na asked the question. Yakroff shook his head.
"Perhaps," he replied. "Perhaps not. Whoever called said something about
poli ce headquarters. Bah! It nay have been Thrake, trying to trick nel"

LEANI NG across the desk, Yakroff tapped the papers that Robina had
sort ed.

"Thrake wants these,” he told his daughter. "My new fornul as. That's why
he called ne to-night, to bargain for them He shall never have them They
bel ong to Onstred. "

"But Orstred still owes you noney," objected Robina. "He has all the
processes he needs. He cannot buy these -"

"I shall give themto him Wy? Because Thrake wants them Do you know
what Thrake offered me? A half mllion dollars! Yes, and he begged ne to take
it

Yakrof f drew hinmself erect, proud as a peacock. Robi na showed amazenent;
her face becanme troubled. She tried to hunor her father

"Perhaps you are wong about M. Thrake," she said. "You claimthat he
conspired to injure you; that he sought to steal your inventions. You said so
inthe letters that you wote him"

"And | neant it!"

"But could you prove it, father? After all, M. Thrake nerely refused to
buy your processes when you first offered themto him It was his privilege to
refuse them if he chose."

Yakroff's glare focused steadily. The inventor wagged his forefinger. He
twitched his lips, while he declared, shrewdly:

"Thrake refused to buy. Yes. Because he was cunning. He thought he could
buy out Orstred and take nmy processes. That failed. Thrake has conme to ne.

"Again, he is crafty. He plots against ne. He does not want to buy. His
intent is to steal. He is trying to |l earn when we | eave to-night, so that he
can enter and seize ny formulas. W shall take themw th us, Robina -"

The girl interrupted with a stifled cry. Her face showed her first belief
in the charges that her father made. She stared toward the | aboratory door
Cutching his precious papers, Yakroff sprang about.

He saw a nonstrous figure clad in tight costune of silkish gray. Hooded,
masked, the intruder showed only his eyes. They stared, cold, through narrow
slits. Behind that insidious invader stood three others. Al four held ained
revol vers. Yakroff's fears stood proven. An evil thrust had arrived. Brothers
of Doom were concluding their crimnal strokes. They had come for Yakroff's
fornul as.

Brot hers of Doom were ready to declare their terns.

CHAPTER XVI | |
TRAPS OF DOOM

| VOR YAKROFF showed the chall enge of a fighting bantam as the | eading
Brot her stepped forward. He placed one hand upon the precious fornulas,
doubl ed
the other into a shaking fist that defied the nuzzle of the Brother's gun

Robi na caught her father's arm to restrain him She could not rmake him
listen, until the gun nmuzzle al nost pressed Yakroff's forehead. Then, hearing
a
voi ced threat fromthe Brother, along with Robina's entreaties, Yakroff sagged
back into a chair.

He saw that fight was usel ess. Dejectedly, he watched the masked Brother
gather the forrmulas, with the conment:

"These belong to us!"

The words were like a signal to the other three Brothers. Leaving the



victins to their | eader, they hastened out into the |aboratory. Staring,
Yakrof f saw them sei ze beakers that were filled with |iquids.

"No, no!" The inventor shouted excitedly as he came to his feet. "Not
t hose! Leave them al one! They coul d cause destruction!"

"W intend destruction."

The col d nonotone of the chief Brother supplied the interruption
Instantly, Yakroff realized that there would be no nercy fromthese rogues. He
made a wild leap for the chief Brother

Taken unaware, the Brother lost his aim He slugged savagely with his
gun.

Yakrof f, ducking, made a wiry attack that drove the Brother to the |aboratory
door. For a noment, they |ocked upon the threshold. Beyond them Robina saw

t he

other Brothers, ready to hurl the beakers.

There was sonething el se that no one saw. The Shadow was swinging in from
a side wi ndow, over the sill, he was taking aimfor the chief Brother, holding
his shot only until Yakroff could twi st away. The Shadow had found the neta
door between storeroom and office; but it was riveted shut. Some worker of the
Brothers had fixed it that way, for a death trap.

That was why The Shadow had swung from wi ndow to wi ndow, shrouded in the
dar kness of the night. He was seeking a chance to finish crime, in the nonents
that renai ned

That chance was suddenly bani shed.

The chi ef Brother, jabbing his el bow upward, gave a hard jolt to
Yakroff's
chin. The frail inventor flew backward, straight in The Shadow s direction

The Brother, recoiling, went through the doorway. He was out of The
Shadow s sight; and before the cl oaked fighter could spring through the
wi ndow,
conpl ete catastrophe arrived.

The other Brothers flung their beakers toward the doorway. The gl ass
containers hit the door frame and the floor. As glass shattered, there was an
i nst ant aneous confl agrati on.

Spattering chemicals ignited with a roaring spurt far greater than the
Brot hers had expected. The conbustibles hurled their liquid flame. There was a
puf f of sul phuric snmoke that conpletely clouded the doorway. A crackle
foll owed, throughout the | aboratory. Flames becane a hol ocaust; |ike burning
tongues froman inferno, they swept after the evildoers who had begun them

THE get-away that the Brothers made was the nobst fortunate of any that
t hey had acconplished. They hurtled fromthat vol canic outburst; through the
wor kshop, they reached the freight el evator that had brought themup fromthe
street.

Once escaped, the Brothers were doubly fortunate. The roaring |aboratory
was a furnace that served as a barrier to hold back the one enenmy who could
have dealt with them The Shadow was unable to foll ow

Fl ames were whipping into the little office, puffing as far as the desk.
There, Robina was bravely handling the tel ephone, dialing for the operator as
cal My as though haste were unneeded. Yakroff, com ng up beside the desk,
heard
hi s daught er speak

"Cperator... Call police headquarters. Crine, here at Yakroff's
| aboratory..."

Yakrof f snatched the tel ephone from Robina's grasp. He pointed to the
nmetal door at the rear of the office, urging the girl to open it. Coughing as
he inhal ed the fumes fromthe snoking acids, Yakroff gul ped:

"Tell the police - that | - Ivor Yakroff - accuse Sidney Thrake -

Vol umes of snoke were envel opi ng Yakroff. Flames seared toward himwith
the funes. The office was abl aze. Yakroff choked as he dropped the tel ephone



and sprang to join Robina. He came fromthe snoke, to stop short at the closed
netal door.

"I can't open it!" gasped Robina. "It's bolted! W are trapped!"

Fl ames | ashed the wi ndow frames. The office was filled with lurid light.
Am d the oncom ng snoke, the trapped pair sawthe fire lick in fromthree
si des. Woden walls were burning furiously. Arising barrier of fire was
lifting clear above the | aboratory roof, ready to wash down like a tidal wave
and engul f Yakroff and his daughter

Dul I, puny sounds cane from beyond the nmetal door. They were shots from
The Shadow s automatic. Back in the tenporary safety of the storeroom The
Shadow was bl asting the stout rivets that held the bl ocking door.

Fanned by a sweeping wi nd, the wave of flane came downward; its crest was
a jagged line of fire that could wither with its touch. Robina and her father
shrank agai nst the nmetal door. Powerful arms rolled the barrier open. |Inventor
and girl sprawl ed through to safety, just as the sizzling wave scorched the
deepest wall line of the office.

SMOKE bill owed through. Flames rose anew to roar for the doorway that the
rescued pair had taken. The Shadow was gui di ng Yakroff and Robi na toward the
fire escape. Just as they reached it, there was a muffled blast fromthe
flame-swept | aboratory. Fire had reached stores of chem cal expl osives.

The office wall shattered as the building shook. Flanes roared into the
storeroom Yakroff pointed excitedly to boxes stacked in a corner

"More expl osives - there -"

No effort could have served to halt that com ng blast. The one nove was
escape, before the explosion struck. The Shadow was on the platform of the
fire
escape. H s cl oaked formwas outlined against the flanmes. Mocker's three
remai ni ng wat chers saw him from bel ow. Sight of The Shadow, returned froma
hellish mass of fire, was sonething to amaze them

Wldly, they fired at the cl oaked foeman, whose very presence seened
unreal . Their shots thudded agai nst the open netalwrk of the quivering fire
escape. Unscat hed, The Shadow returned the gunfire, picking his targets easily
by the light of flanmes that gorged from every w ndow.

One thug sprawl ed. Anot her staggered. The third started away, stunbling
as
he went. Reachi ng back, The Shadow haul ed Robi na and Yakroff to the fire
escape.

He started themon their downward run. The Shadow f ol | owed.

Upper portions of the fire escape were droppi ng when they reached the
bottom Licking flames had caught that portion of the outer wall. Metal was
nelting under the heat. Any freak of the flanmes would bring themto the
expl osi ves which luck al one had reserved for |ater destruction

Raci ng along with Yakroff and the girl, The Shadow passed the three
t hugs.

The first was notionless; the second was rising savagely on hands and knees.
The

third had stopped at the entrance of the alley. He junmped in fromthe corner
to

ai mas he saw The Shadow shove Robi na and Yakroff along the street in the
opposite direction

That |ast thug never dispatched the bullets that he hoped would drill The
Shadow s back.

A titanic detonation came fromthe old brick building. The last stretch
of
roof was hoisted high in the air. The rear wall of the old building burst
outward. Tons of crunbling brick poured upon the three thugs who had served
Mocker Shebly. Like the two who were hel pl ess, the aimng crook was entonbed
beneath that shattered nmass of masonry.



Si dewal ks rocked as wi ndows clattered everywhere. The Shadow was spraw ed
wi th Yakroff and Robina. First to rise, he helped themto their feet; hurried
thema half bl ock onward. There the trio boarded The Shadow s cab.

The fleet taxi was off like a bullet. Twisting fromstreets where patrol
cars appeared, it made for the entrance to the Holland Tunnel .

AS the cab rolled into the westbound tube, the night air was filled with
the terrific clangor of fire engines conming to the ruined building.

Ri di ng through the tunnel, The Shadow tal ked to Yakroff. The bushy-haired
inventor heard those statements with an anazenent that Robina shared.

The cab reached the New Jersey side; took swiftly for the Skyway. As they
whirled al ong the high roadway, Yakroff extended his thin hand to receive The
Shadow s firm cl asp.

Gimduty lay ahead. Yakroff was ready to aid The Shadow. Like The
Shadow,
the inventor would cone as another victimfromthe grave, to settle with
Brot hers of Doom

The cab made speed al ong the Skyway. Traffic was light; patrolling
officers took it for a taxi that was bearing bel ated passengers to Newark
Airport. They let it exceed the speed limt.

At the high spot of the Skyway, along the mile stretch between the great
bri dges spanning the Hackensack and the Passaic Rivers, The Shadow poi nt ed
across the neadows.

There, Yakroff saw the flam ng puffs that cane fromthe tall chi meys of
the Centurion Steel plant. But neither he nor The Shadow spied any trace of
t he
greeni sh light above the central office structure. That gl ow was invisible,
even
fromthis angle.

The cab reached the desired ranp; it sped downward to the meadows. It
wheel ed to a darkened space just outside the fence surrounding the steel
wor ks.

There, The Shadow spotted Mocker's touring car. He had found the route that
crooks had taken.

Creepi ng through darkness, The Shadow approached the cordon of conpany
guards. The dank ground was dark, despite the night activity in certain
buil dings. Conming close to a patroller, The Shadow stroked a gun rnuzzl e al ong
t he rough wall of a | ow outbuilding.

The guard chal |l enged. The Shadow s | eft hand uncl enched. Hung in the
dar kness, the guard saw the |um nous di sk. He came cl ose, whispering:

"The way's clear! Slide on through! | just hel ped them|ug those guys
downstairs -"

The guard had m staken The Shadow for one of the Brothers. That was why
he
was expl ai ning how he had ai ded Mocker with the burdens of Harry and diff.
The
bri bed man ceased his statenment when he found hinself in error. A gun muzzle
t hat poked his ribs gave himthe sudden information.

The Shadow spoke a sibilant signal. Yakroff crept up to join him H's
daughter remained in the taxi. The Shadow supplied the inventor with the
guard's gun. The captured guard quaked as a sinister tone comuanded:

"Lead the way!"

The prisoner had heard of The Shadow. He knew the identity of the dread
captor. He had tal ked too nuch, that guard. He had no chance to crawl. Wth
hands lifted, he took the straight path to the corner of the central building
where the Brothers had their entrance.

Strong barriers lay between. It would be The Shadow s task to force them
Nor could he delay in that endeavor. The Shadow had verified a situation which
had struck himas a likely one. He knew that Harry and Ciff were prisoners.



Li ves of those agents lay at stake. Need for new rescue was inperative.
The Shadow had effected such deliveries in the past. He was prepared to
r epeat,
no matter how great the difficulties. That was to prove a | arge undertaking on
t hi s occasi on.

The Shadow was to face a test that wi tnesses would decl are inpossible of
acconpl i shnent, even when they saw The Shadow neet it!

CHAPTER XI X
THE MOLTEN FLOOD

VWHEN Mocker and his hel pers had entered the secret doorway in the
bui I di ng
on the neadows, Suda had received them The giant servitor showed them through
a
massi ve doorway beside the elevator. Mocker, his nmen, and the aiding outside
guard took the prisoners down into a forgotten, stone-floored cellar

Suda had | ocked the door behind them He had taken the guard up in the
el evator, which he had | eft bel ow. Suda was gone for five m nutes. Wen he
returned, with the elevator, Brothers of Doom stepped forth.

Coldly, the Four eyed the prisoners. The | eader questioned the captives
in
hi s singular nonotone. Harry and diff had nothing to say. Steadily, the chief
Brot her rem nded themthat The Shadow was dead. The statenment produced no
resul t.

In the corner of the cellar stood a concrete platform Steps led up to
it;
and beyond the platformlay a squarish, hollow cavity the size of a snall

swimmng pool. In the front was a solid grating, set deep. Made of thick
net al
it was made to operate up and down, like a w ndow sash

That grate was actually the sluice of a dam Once lowered, it would |et
any contents of the vat pour forth in a streaning fl ood.

From anot her corner, Suda slid two oblong netal nolds that were nounted
on
rollers. They were just the size of coffins. Al one, Suda picked up Harry and
planted himin one of the hollow nolds. He did the sane with diff, using the
ot her container. To keep the prisoners fromwithing, Suda strapped themto
nmetal rings at the sides of the nolds.

Mocker and his brace of thugs watched the process with interest. They saw
Suda roll the deep nolds to the far corner. The giant servant grinned as he
pushed t he heavy boxes side by side, shoving their ends beneath the
shutterlike
sluice. The grating was just w de enough to accommpdate both nol ds.

The | eader of the Four Brothers pointed Mcker and the thugs to the
cor ner
platform When they arrived there, the | eader stated, in his droning tone:

"W bury our dead alive. W entonmb them so that their remains are
forgotten forever. Each becones the occupant of a solid block of steel. Suda
will performthe operation."

GRINNING fromthe platformbeside the enpty tank, the big man
denonstrat ed
the sinple operation of the sluice. It had a round knob on the inner side.
Suda
pushed that knob with a wi de steel bar that was shaped sonething like a
crowbar. The sluice went clear down. Stooping, the big servant grasped the



knob
and pulled the sluice up to its shut position

The Brot hers nodded. They wal ked to the el evator and Suda fol |l owed,
| eavi ng Mocker and his gorillas wonderi ng what woul d conme next. They amused
t hensel ves by exchanging ugly gibes for the benefit of Harry and diff.

VWhen Suda returned, he marched directly to the corner. He took a | ook at
the prisoners. Satisfied, he mounted the platform He went to the rear wall,
and tugged at a |l ever that Mocker had not previously noticed.

Instantly, large plugs opened in the walls. From big pipes cane a
sluggi sh, silver stream that sizzled as it poured into the waiting vat.

That heavy liquid was nolten steel, drawn from sone secret outlet. Like
boiling lava, it was filling the tank that | oonmed above the heads of Harry and
Adiff. Staring face upward, the prisoners could see the sluice that kept the
boiling mass fromreaching them They could hear the hiss of the nmolten netal

Mocker saw the system Suda would wait until the tank was filled with
burning, liquid steel. He would dip the crowbar down through the bubbling
pool ,
engage the control knob and press the sluice clear to the bottom

VWen that grate was gone, the nolten nmetal would pour into the nolds
wher e
Harry and diff lay staring. They would be entonmbed in bl ocks of steel, as
soon
as the nol ds had cool ed. Mocker had | earned the neaning of the Brother's
prom se.

The horror of the death pl eased Mdcker. G ven to savagery, he liked to
see
victinms take the ugliest routes to the hereafter. This was vicious doom
better
than any that Mcker could have designed for the hated prisoners who had
served
The Shadow.

Mocker gloated, as he waited for the noment when Harry and Ciff would
see
that cataract of white-hot |iquid cone pouring over them

The prisoners had realized what they could expect. Their jaws were set
grimy. Mocker decided to ook into the tank, so that he could informthe
victins of what was due.

"Just about half full," he reported. Mycker exaggerated that detail
somewhat. "It's coming fast, too! Plenty nore than we'll need. A quarter of it
woul d bury you pal ookas!"

Mocker's second estimate was correct. Harry and Ciff lay deep within
their nolds. The Brothers were generous with the amount of steel that they
allowed a victim

"Hal fway up," repeated Mocker. This tinme, he was just about correct.

"Maybe Suda ought to let it go, right now No. I'll have himwait. The
Br ot hers
will be back to see the finish."

Wth that comrent, Mcker |ooked toward the open el evator. He thought he
heard a cl ank sonewhere above; but the sizzle of the nolten steel, so close at
hand, made hearing difficult. Mocker listened intently. He | ooked toward the
stairs. Suddenly, with a wild yell, he whipped out a revol ver.

A bl ackened figure had weaved to the bottom of the stone steps. Mcker
saw
the glint of burning eyes; he spied the nuzzle of an automatic. Conplete
recogni tion seized him even though the sight was incredible:

"The Shadow "

MOCKER S thugs pulled their guns, to join fire with him Their effort was
hopel essly bel ated. Only Mdcker managed to shoot, as The Shadow s .45 began



its

ripping fire. Mocker went first, his gun hand jouncing as his revol ver
spurt ed.

The t hugs sagged, wounded, as bullets bored in their direction

Yakr of f was behi nd The Shadow, ready to cover other enenmies. Only one was
left; that was Suda. Yakroff saw The Shadow aim for the ugly faced giant who
served the Brothers.

Suda, stripped to the waist, was atop the platform H s eyes were glaring
viciously, his skin was glistening fromthe intense heat that cane fromthe
half-filled vat beside him

Suda was hol ding the crowbar. He poked it viciously down into the nolten
steel. Wen it passed the surface of the liquid metal, the crowbar reached the
control knob. The Shadow was stabbing shots. Suda took two bullets; he gave a

| ast pushing effort, then staggered along the platformtoward the wall. As he
slunped to his knees, he bashed the crowbar against the wall |ever, breaking
it
conpl etely.

The nolten tide was still pouring fromthe wall pipes. It would be
m nut es

before the boiling torrent overflowed the vat; but there was anot her nenace

t hat

was instantly due. Yakroff saw it and shrieked to The Shadow. The inventor was
pointing toward the sluice above the tight-clanmped nolds that held Harry and
aiff.

Suda's jab with the crowbar had shoved the sluice hal fway downward. The
rise of simrering netal was fringing the upper edge. Fifteen seconds nore, the
deadly, molten nmass woul d pour across the brink, disgorged by the filling vat.

The first splash of that white-hot steel would start the scal di ng doom of
The Shadow s hel pl ess agent s!

The Shadow perforned an astoundi ng deed.

Flinging away his automatic, he reached the platformin five trenendous
strides. He took the steps with a single bound. As he came, he stroked his
right wist with his left hand, peeling away his right glove. Flattening on
t he
pl atform The Shadow stretched squarely above the sizzling tank of nelted
steel .

As Suda gaped fromthe wall, The Shadow thrust his bare right hand
downward into the nolten mass. He dipped it clear to the el bow, with that
qui ck, valiant nove. The thrust ended as he gripped the subnmerged contro
knob.

Pul i ng strai ght upward, The Shadow yanked the sluice grate up to the top
| evel
of the vat!

Hi s hand did not hesitate an instant. Releasing, it whipped upward, clear
of the white-hot liquid. Boiling steel dripped from The Shadow s fingers. H s
bare hand was unscat hed, despite that burning ordeal amid a liquid heated to a
tenmperature of nore than a thousand degrees!

Only Yakrof f understood how The Shadow had acconplished it. The natura
nmoi sture of the skin produced a vapor that offset the effect of the nelted
steel. A seeningly incredible denonstration; yet one that was a scientific
fact. For brief nmonents, The Shadow s hand could endure that heat, its flesh
saved fromthe scal ding power of the liquid netal by that tenporary film of
noi st ure.

One lingering nonment |onger, the seething liquid would have bitten
t hrough. The Shadow had perforned his quick task within the brief linmt that
nature all owed.

STUNNED by the seening mracle, Suda gaped. Then, with a fierce bell ow,
t he wounded giant found his feet. He hurled hinmself upon The Shadow, who cane



up unarnmed to meet him Hamike fists gripped The Shadow s shoul ders. Suda
gave
a hard heave, hoping to pitch the rescuer into the hissing vat.

The Shadow twi sted away fromthe big man's clutch. A pang caught Suda. He
doubl ed, sidewards, as he lost his hold. Wth a long, tottering quay, Suda
pl unged headlong into that fatal |iquid wherein he had tried to hurl The
Shadow.

As the nmetal splashed, The Shadow was springing fromthe platform Bl obs
of that steel lava did not reach him The high grate stopped the splashes that
went frontward toward the prisoners. Suda was gone fromsight, swallowed in
t he
bed of nolten foam He did not reappear. His terrible death was instant.

The Shadow and Yakroff tore at the bonds that held the prisoners. Harry
and diff cane free. The Shadow pulled both to safety, for Yakroff |acked the
strength. The Shadow regained his automatic. He pointed toward the el evator
Wth Yakroff and the agents follow ng, the cloaked rescuer |ed the way.

Steel splattered over the raised sluice, just as they reached the
el evator. A streak of the nolten nmetal swept the platform The overfilled vat
was pouring forth its excess | oad.

The Shadow sl anmed the el evator door, started the car upward before the
spreading tide could reach it.

There had been no need to | ook after Mdcker and his thugs. Al three were
dead. The Shadow had been forced to rapid, conclusive action when he net that
trio. The lifel ess bodies of the crooks could remain am d the creeping,
swal | owi ng steel as it hardened on the concrete fl oor

Time was too short to consider the dead. Living foemen nust be nmet. Wth
three nen ready to join himin action, The Shadow was speeding to neet the
Brot hers of Doom As the el evator whizzed upward, The Shadow passed spare
automatics to Adiff and Harry.

The car reached the top of the shaft. The Shadow slid the door wi de.
Ahead
lay the entrance to the secret nmeeting room Leading the drive, The Shadow
whirled through to the den that glowed with greenish |ight.

As the door burst inward, the | eader of the Brothers sprang fromhis
chair, gun in hand.

The other three were slower as they cane about to face the invaders.
Their
eyes showed frantic through the mask slits; their hands were hasty as they
grabbed for weapons. Like their |eader, they saw a shape that they took for an
apparition - an incredible being back fromthe halls of death.

Trapped in their own abode, Brothers of Doom stood confronted by The
Shadow. Their relentless foe had reached the one place that they considered
secure fromall invasion

This time, The Shadow was bringi ng doom

CHAPTER XX
CROCKS UNVASKED

BEHI ND t he swi ftness of The Shadow s attack lay his know edge that the
Brot hers did not expect the elevator until they sumoned it. That being so,
t he
sound of the sliding shaft door had told them somet hing was wong. The
Shadow s
only course was to speed into the neeting room before the Four could prepare
for a defense.

Qutstripping his own foll owers, who were hardly started fromthe
el evat or,
The Shadow al nost gained the result he wanted. One eneny al one was ready. He



was
the | eader of the Brothers. His three acconplices, |like The Shadow s aids,
wer e

left behind in the whirlw nd rush

Two guns were ainmed for an instant duel. The Shadow hel d the chi ef
Br ot her
covered. The master-crook's revol ver was ainmed for The Shadow. Fingers were
ready on triggers. The nmouths of deadly weapons were due to spurt their fury.

Al that differed were the sudden springs that the two fighters gave.

The Shadow made a half wheel to the right, fading away fromthe door; but
he held his big gun like an anchored pivot, its nuzzle straight toward the
aimng Brother. The nasked foe did not use such tactics. He |unged straight
forward. H's armwas forced to swing to follow the direction of The Shadow s
f ade.

Those differing noves told their story, a half-second |later. The roars of
two guns split the hush of the teak-furnished neeting room Tongues of fire
thrust from nuzzles, each toward a living target. For a full second, neither
battler halted.

The Shadow s fade becane a spin, as swift as the whirl of a crazed

dervish. The Brother's lunge continued forward, |ike the charge of a maddened
bul . Suddenly, both fighters halted.
The Shadow pull ed up beside the wall, gripping a table. His left arm was

stretched rigid. Hs fingers were strained in their clutch. The Brother's
bull et had gi ven hima deep-scorched fl esh wound, just above the el bow The
swi ng of the nmurderer's gun had been inches behind, in its endeavor to foll ow
the line of The Shadow s heart.

Si mul t aneously, the chief Brother stunmbled. His surge ended with a fall
his arms flinging wide. The revolver went fromhis | oosened grip as he
flattened face forward on the floor. The jar rolled himheadl ong. Half
somersaulting, he rolled sideways and | ay notionless. H's body was contorted,;
hi s masked face stared toward the ceiling.

Directly over the killer's heart was the mark of The Shadow s bullet.

Bl ood was tinging the tight garb that showed olive drab in the greenish |ight.
The spreadi ng crinson | ooked bl ack beneath the gl ow. That darkened splotch
synmbol i zed the evil of the dead | eader, who no |onger ruled the Four

FOR a monent, the remaining Brothers gaped. Then, with wild shouts, they
sprang apart, |ooking for The Shadow. A fierce, taunting whi sper answered
t hem
They saw their adversary against the wall. H s right hand was cool ly swi nging
its automatic back and forth, to keep the three Brothers hel pl ess.

Each thought that the .45 was ained for him Al dived for separate
shelter, hoping that The Shadow would first pick some other victim No shots
cane; instead, The Shadow s nockery turned to a stern order that halted the
three crooks.

Turni ng abruptly, each saw why The Shadow had hurried theminto scattered
positions. Three nmen had arrived fromthe elevator. Harry, Ciff and Yakroff
each had a separate Brother as an easy target. Should any Brother attenpt

fight
agai nst the man who covered him The Shadow s big gun woul d produce i nmedi at e
support.

One blast fromthat .45 meant death. The proof was present on the floor
in the person of the evil |eader, whose |ife had ended through conmbat with The
Shadow.

The three masked crooks dropped their revolvers. They cringed as they
rai sed their hands. They were a cowardly |ot, when trapped. They had | ost
their
| eader; they could no | onger count upon each other's support. Nor could they
depend upon Mocker Shebly and his vani shed crew. The three Brothers needed no



words to tell themthat Mcker and his gorillas had been obliterated.

Harry and diff stepped deeper into the neeting room Yakroff copied
their
nove. Each stepped behind a Brother. They turned the three crooks so they
forned
a line, all facing The Shadow.

The cl oaked avenger approached the Brothers. He studied their masks with
a
penetrating gaze that seened to pierce the tight-drawn cloth. The Shadow knew
the faces behind those masks. He identified them one by one, as he put away
hi s autonati c.

"Lewis Goth."

Pronounci ng the nane. The Shadow used his right hand to whip the
Brother's
mask upward. The hood went back from Goth's head, to show the man's pointed,
sl opi ng count enance.

"You bought the Eastern Theater Circuit," accused The Shadow, "when its
val ue was lowest. No one wanted it while Northrup Lason planned a huge
theatrical chain. Lason's death al one was needed to rai se the val ue of your
circuit.

"You arranged that death, through the Brothers. As alibi, you accepted
Lason's offer to buy at your original price. You pretended that his death was
a
bl ow t hat neant your ruin. Instead, your circuit rose in value, along with
many
others. Wen you finally sold it, you nmade a half mllion in profit."

The Shadow turned to another Brother, speaking the nane:

"Ral ph Vanible."

The Shadow ri pped back the hood to reveal Vanible's solem face, sickly
in
the greenish Iight.

"You were a director for Froyd & Co.," stated The Shadow. "Know ng t hat
Froyd hel d doubtful assets, you used proxy nethods to purchase foreign issues
fromother financial houses. You brought up Froyd's condition at a directors
neet i ng.

"Pretending to favor Froyd's interests, you were the first to offer
hel ping himwith | oans. The Brothers entered and Froyd was nurdered. That
forced a public statenment regarding Froyd' s financial condition. Loans were
thwarted by his death. Froyd's conpany fail ed. Trading was heavy in rival
foreign issues. Your proxies brought you a half mllion, to match Goth's
contribution."

THROUGH wi th Vani bl e, The Shadow stepped to the third Brother. He
pronounced the nane:

"George Deprew. "

A rip of the mask showed the pudgy face of Deprew. In cold, steady tones,
The Shadow di vul ged details:

"Rotherwelt controlled your partnership. The business was actually his.
While he was in Europe, you falsified sales and padded the accounts wth
pretended | osses. You whittled down assets fromnearly a mllion dollars to
| ess than two hundred thousand.

"Rot herwelt was murdered before he saw t he books. The estate accepted
your
figures as accurate. You gained a half nillion in stolen funds."

The Shadow was not through with Deprew, but his next words had direct
bearing on the other Brothers, also.

"Your game, Deprew, carried the condemming proof that supported ny
previous theories. You had Cardona at the hotel, for an alibi; but you |left
your office as a trap. | recognized it as such. | learned also that the



Brothers were called the Four. In each conmbat, | encountered only three. That
proved that the fourth - a different Brother in each instance - was engaged in
speci al duty."

Movi ng away, The Shadow reached the body that lay on the floor. He
poi nt ed
to the masked face of the dead nan.

"Your profits were pooled to support the designs of your chief. Your
anbi ti ons were puny, conpared to those of this man: Marcus Orstred!"”

As he announced the nane, The Shadow pull ed away the | ast mask. The gaunt
face of Onstred lay displayed, in greenish pallor. Correctly, The Shadow had
naned the chief crook in the gane.

Marcus Onstred - not Sidney Thrake.

"Onstred bought this plant,"” declared The Shadow. "He purchased machi nery
on credit. He acquired Yakroff's first fornulas. He sawto it that Thrake's
process would fail. That was to | eave Centurion Steel equipped to handle the
contracts held by Consolidated Metals. Thirty million dollars was the stake.

"Wth funds produced by the Brotherhood of Doom Onstred could neet his
debts. Thrake, unable to foreclose on the nachinery, would find his own plants
idle. One by one, Orstred would acquire them to rmake hinself conplete master
of Anerica's greatest industry!"

Those words told why the Brothers had tried to nurder |vor Yakroff.
Onstred al ready held processes. He wanted to keep new ones from reaching
Thrake. Moreover, Yakroff's death was a burden to be planted on Thrake,
| eavi ng
himin a bad position to conbat Orstred's rise to the head of a vast stee
enpire.

Just how deeply the Brothers had nanaged their plot against Thrake was
somet hi ng soon to be discovered. From Orstred' s bl oodstai ned costunme, The
Shadow produced the bul gi ng papers that the master-plotter had taken from
Yakrof f. Soon afterward, The Shadow extingui shed the green lights. That grim
gl ow was never to shine again.

AT his home in Manhattan, Sidney Thrake was seated behind a table in an
upstairs room facing two persistent questioners - Conm ssioner Wston and Joe
Cardona. Wth them the visitors had brought Parkinson, Thrake's secretary.
The
secretary had arrived by plane from Pittsburgh

"The facts are plain, Thrake," declared Weston. "Cardona received an
anonymous call at headquarters, telling himto call Yakroff."

"Which | did,"” put in Joe. "He wouldn't tal k. But he called back
accusi ng

you of something. | went and found his place gone up in snmoke. Yakroff and his
daughter died in that fire."

"I kept calling Yakroff fromhere," retorted Thrake, angrily. "I finally
went down there. | was anazed to see the place in ruins! | -"

West on snapped Thrake short. He ordered Parkinson to give his testinony.
"When | cane in fromPittsburgh,” declared Thrake's secretary, in a

reluctant tone, "I made a tel ephone call here; but no one answered. | went to
Yakroff's, knowi ng that M. Thrake intended to get the inventor's fornul as.
found that there had been a fire. | was concerned over M. Thrake's safety. So

I notified the police -

"That | wasn't here?" broke in Thrake. "That | wanted to see Yakroff?
That
nmeans not hi ng!"

"Not hi ng, " announced Conmi ssi oner \Wston, "except for these."

On the desk he placed the letters that Yakroff had witten to Thrake.
Thrake started to reach for them glaring as he did. Weston pocketed the
letters. Thrake blurted:

"I told Parkinson to destroy those letters -



"So he told us," interrupted Weston. "He forgot to do it. He renenbered
the letters when we quizzed him He told us about the trouble in your
Pittsburgh plant, where you stated in front of witnesses that you intended to
get those formulas. These letters indicate that Yakroff would not have sold
t hem

"W have a conplete case, Thrake. In witing, Yakroff has branded you a
thief. Over the tel ephone, he delivered a | ast-ninute accusation. You started
that fire, Thrake. You murdered Yakroff. You may have stolen his fornul as; but
you wi Il never use them"™

To Cardona, Weston added: "lInspector, arrest the accused man."

BEFORE Joe coul d snap handcuffs on Thrake, a ghoulish, clunping sound
riveted every listener. It cane fromthe darkened stairway. As Weston and
Cardona junped up, pulling revolvers, an anazi ng procession canme into the
room

Three oddly attired, gray-clad nmen were acting as pall bearers for a
fourth, whose body lay stretched on a thin, wi de board. Their glumfaces were
in plain view Wston recognized the living entrants as they placed the slab
upon the floor. He exclainmed their nanes:

"Groth - Vanible - Deprew -"

It was Thrake, rising horrified fromhis table, who pointed to the dead
figure on the slab and cried:

"Marcus Orstred!”

Into the roomcane Ivor Yakroff. Solemly, the inventor approached
Thr ake.

The steel magnate stared as if viewing a ghost. So did Weston and Cardona,
when

they heard Thrake gasp the inventor's name. Thrake sat dunfounded, when
Yakr of f

handed hi mthe regained formulas, with the statenent: "They are yours, M.
Thrake. At your own price."

There was a sudden scuffle. Parkinson, white as marble, was bolting for
the door. He stopped short in the hall. Sight of a menacing bl ack-cl oaked
figure made himquail. Unseen by others, the eyes of The Shadow bored their
accusati on upon Parki nson

The secretary realized why three Brothers of Doom had brought the dead
fourth here wi thout resistance. They knew that The Shadow still held themin
control.

Par ki nson staggered back into the room His trembling |ips gul ped their
conf essi on:

"I filched your formulas, M. Thrake! | - | gave themto the Brothers!
They altered them - returned them- your processes were no |onger correct.
Then

- then to-night, | sent that tip-off to Inspector Cardona, telling himto cal
Yakroff. | kept the letters that you told nme to destroy. Al that was ordered
by the Brothers. | - | served themto betray you, M. Thrake!"

In the silence follow ng Parkinson's confession, the three Brothers
| ooked
uneasily toward the door. They saw The Shadow al nbst on the threshold. Each
gul ped a sentence.

"Al phonse served us al so," expressed Goth, "when |I arranged for Lason's
nmur der . "

"And Henry, the watchman," admitted Vanible. "W needed hi mwhen | paved
the way to Froyd's death."

"Murthell, the house detective," added Deprew. "He hel ped us. | managed
the details of Rotherwelt's finish."

Under the guns of Weston and Cardona, the three Brothers poured out their
conpl ete confessions, while Thrake called headquarters, at the conmm ssioner's
order. Parkinson, huddled in a corner, was waiting to add nore testinony when



t he unnmasked trio cane to Omstred's story, which their dead | eader could not
tell.

Al the while, the confessing crooks shivered at thought of The Shadow,
covering themfromthe darkness of the hall. They still quivered when
approaching sirens told that officers were arriving to take away the
nmur derers.

From the hallway's bl ackness canme a whi spered token - a fading | augh that
sounded |ike an echo of the mrth that the Brothers had heard so strident, in
their secret neeting room That taunt fromthe past was fading; it told a
parting triunph.

The Shadow s quest was finished. Marcus Onstred, naster of crine, was
dead. Wth his body, the |law had gained three living nurderers in G oth,

Vani bl e and Deprew.

The Shadow had conquered the Brothers of Doom

The future would bring to The Shadow the strangest episode of his entire
career. He would neet a man who - |ike The Shadow - could anticipate crine
before it took place! "The Shadow s Rival" worked hand in hand with the police
department, and so amazing were his deductions that the police would clean up
gang after gang in the very enactnent of their crine! Wuld The Shadow s | ong
reign as Arch foe of Crine be toppled? In the future only, lay the answer, as
The Master of Darkness vied with "The Shadow s Rival" in a titanic battle of
wits!

THE END



