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CHAPTER I. WORD FROM THE PAST

SUNSET rays shone through an office window high above Manhattan's streets. There, two men were
seated at a flat-topped desk, engaged in earnest discussion.

Many New Y orkers would have recognized both those men. Therr names - like their pictures—had
appeared in the news at different intervas,

The man behind the desk was Curtiss Hadock, an attorney who had played a prominent part in political
cleanups. Hadock was dderly. His thin hair was gray; his face a trifle withered. His eyes, though, were
bright; they had akindy sparkle that offset the sternness of his Sraight profile.

The other man—a vigtor in the office—was Ludlow Rhyde, one of Hadock's clients. Rhyde was no
older than thirty; but hisface was a pale, tired one. At that, he had handsome features, topped by deek
black hair. When he managed to amilg, it offset his weariness of expression.

While Curtiss Hadock had been figuring as a champion of reform, Ludiow Rhyde had acquired a
blemished reputation. He was about to begin a new life; that was the reason for this conference.

"After dl, Mr. Hadock"—Rhyde spoke in a rueful monotone—"1'm a jailbird! My friends are sorry for
me but that doesn't dter the fact that | have just finished twenty months in the State penitentiary. | can't
shake it from my mind."
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Had ock tilted his head. When he spoke, the lawyer used a soothing tone.

"You were never a caimind, Ludiow,” he told Rhyde. "You were a headstrong young fool. Your
sepfather, Blake Hoburn, dlowed you too much money. After he died, you came into an annud income
of twenty-five thousand dollars. You spent it recklesdy; you were reckless in everything you did. Until
one night, two years ago -"

Rhyde interrupted with a nervous gesture. Then, steadying, he took up the tae himsdif.

"I drove out to the old hunting lodge," he recalled, soberly. "I had been drinking. | hit the curves a sxty,
like | dways did. That's why | crashed the old car that was turned across the road. | killed the driver,
poor fellow. He never had a chance!”

There was slence. Hadock broke it.

"The law was judified in terming it mandaughter,” declared the lawyer. "You served the minimum
sentence. You have paid the pendty. A clear future lies before you.”

Risng, Hadock stepped from in back of the desk to clgp an encouraging hand upon Rhyde's shoulder.

"You have new opportunities” said Hadock. "While you were away, the entire Hoburn estate became
yours. We had to wait, in case Hoburn's nephew appeared to dam it. If he had, the estate would have
been his But the timelimit is ended.”

RHY DE nodded. He recdled that detall. It was one reason why he had squandered money while he had
it. Waiting to seeif that nephew arrived was something that had given Rhyde the jitters. As he thought of
those past facts, he remembered the nephew's name.

"Dennis Carston,” spoke Rhyde, reflectively. "Poor beggar, it would be tough for him to show up right
now, when it's too late to collect. If he does, though"—the young man was earnest—"1'll take care of
him, from some of those millionstheat I've inherited.”

He arose and walked toward the door. Hadock followed; the lawyer showed an expresson of approval.

"You are generous, Ludlow,” said Hadock. "Too generous, sometimes. | believe you, when you say that
you will hdp Carston if he ever returns. Meanwhile, think of yoursdf. Look up some of your old friends™

"I intend to do that," returned Rhyde. "As a mater of fact, I've heard from one dready. Herbert
Widdington."

Had ock frowned.
"A neer-do-well," was his definition of Widdington. "He may want to borrow money from you."

"Probably,” smiled Rhyde. "But | know how to handle Herb. I'll tdl him that my affairs are dl tied up. I'l
pay the dinner checks; that's dl."

RHYDE |€eft the lawyer's office. It was nearly sx o'clock when he reached Times Square. Dusk had
Seitled; Broadway was aglow with light. Rhyde stepped from his cab and entered a garish restaurant.

The place was Brindle's, a popular medting place for those who were "in the money." Though the cafe
attracted certain big-shots of the underworld, it dso had customers of a sporty-sort.



Brindles was one of Widdington's favorite spots. Rhyde was not surprised that his friend had invited him
here. Just ingde the door, he received a hearty thwack on the shoulder.

Rhyde turned, to be greeted by a sdlow, mustached man whose eyes were squinty. It was Widdington,
his mouth forming a wide grin above his tuxedo collar.

"Helo, Lud!" greeted Widdington. "Gresat to see you! Come dong— I've reserved a booth.”

They went up a short stairway to a rear bacony. In the booth, Widdington caled a waiter, to order
drinks. Rhyde refused, so Widdington cdled for one drink only.

"Had afew while | was waiting," said Widdington, "but | can stand another. I've got alot to tdl you, Lud.
A lot!"

Rhyde lighted a cigarette and watched Widdington steedily. After the drink came, Widdington gulped half
the glass, then squinted across the table.

"I did abig favor for you, Lud," he undertoned. "One that amounts to a lot, now that youre worth a few
million bucks. I've heard the details. Since Dennis Carston didn't show up, the Hoburn money is dl
yours."

Widdington paused; his squint was shrewd.

"I don't like to tak about that automohbile crash you had, Lud; but I've got to mention it. I'd have been
with you that night, if | hadn't had a previous engagement.”

"I remember, Herb. You helped me alot, coming out there, after | got in touch with you.”

Rhyde amiled as he spoke. He thought he saw what Widdington was after. Probably a smdl loan, in
return for services rendered on that unfortunate night.

"I did hdp you a lat," ingsted Widdington. "A lot more than you knew, Lud. | saw the dead man. |
arranged his burid. Had a tombstone fixed with his name on it. Y ou remember his name, don't you?"

"Yes" Rhydes lips showed a wince at the recollection. "His name was James Silven. No rdatives, no
friends, Mr. Hadock never could find any. All we could do for Slven was give him a decent burid."

Widdington chuckled. His low tone was unpleasant to Rhyde's ears.

"No rdatives or friends," repeated Widdington. "No wonder none ever showed up! All we had to go by
were the cards that the dead man had on him. They bore the name of James Silven; but it wasn't the
man's right name!™

RHYDE stared. He had wondered a lot about Slven, puzzing over the fact that the fdlow actudly had
no one to dam him. This explained it; and it startled Rhyde. But the surprise was nothing compared to
the one that Rhyde was about to receive.

Widdington's squint had narrowed. He saw that Rhyde was tense. There was a chance that Rhyde might
guess what was coming, and Widdington wanted to spring it before he did.

Quickly, Widdington peered from the booth to make sure that no one was close. That done, the sdlow
men leaned across the table, to whisper:

"I knew that dead man, Lud. Knew him the minute that 1 saw him! That's why | knew he wasn't James
Siven; but | kept that to mysdf. | let him go as Silven, instead of tdling who he was. That's the big favor |



did for you, Lud!"

Widdington's lips were straight. His gaze, for once, was direct; he could forget his nervous squint, at this
important moment. Widdington had been waiting for nearly two years to gain his present opportunity.

Sowly, empheticdly, the sdlow man delivered the low-toned Statement:
"Lud, the man that you killed was Dennis Carston!™

CHAPTER Il. RHYDE HEARS ADVICE

LUDLOW RHYDE sat dlent. Widdington's eyes tried to ferret the pale man's thoughts. Widdington
expected comment, but he was not prepared for the cool sort that came. Rhyde's nerve returned.

"Cdl the waiter, Herb," he said. "Let's order dinner.”
Widdington's fig tightened; hislips twitched angrily. Then, in harsh whisper, he reminded.

"You took arap for mandaughter, Lud. That was because you had no mative to kill Carston—or Silven,
the name he was known by. But it would have been murder, if people had known the man was Carston!™

Rhyde snapped hisfingers to bring a waiter. He ordered dinner; and Widdington reluctantly did the same.
Asthe waiter started away, Rhyde arose.

"I'm going to make a telephone cdl," he told Widdington. "I want to talk to my lawyer."

Rhyde went down the steps, toward a telephone booth a the front of the restaurant. Widdington
watched him and regained a grin. Leaning from the dining booth, the sallow man beckoned.

A stocky, hunch-shouldered man edged from another booth to occupy the seat that Rhyde had vacated.
The fdlow was long-faced; his lower lip projected noticeably. He questioned:

"Anything doing?'
"He's fdlen, Badger," chuckled Widdington. "I'm ready for the build-up. Cal my apartment, later.”
"Badger" started from the booth. Widdington gripped the lippy man's arm.

"Thisis my game" reminded Widdington, his squinty gaze hardened. "It was mine from the start, when
Dennis Carston firgt came to see me, two years ago."

"l wasinit, though -"

"Sure! You knew that | bumped Carston and put him in that car, so Rhyde would ram it and think he
killed the guy. When Rhyde went up for mandaughter, | had to wait before | worked on him. But the

gamesin the bag!"
Badger grinned agreement.
"Yesgh," he said. "Rhyde's been in stir. He knows what the big houseislike. Hell think about the hot-seet

"Never mind. Remember, the game's mine and be ready when | need you. Youll get a cut if you keep
your trap shut.”



"Say, do you think I'd blab to Rhyde?"
Widdington shook his head. He ill had his grip on Badger's arm. He made another reminder:

"Youve worked for Kale Bewer," he told Badger. "Kae's a big-shot. HEd musdle into this game, if he
knew about it. He might promise you alot; but you'd get nothing. No hintsto Kae. Understand?'

Badger nodded. Widdington shot a squinty glance toward the front of the restaurant. He shoved Badger
from the table, with the quick warning:

"Rhydes out of the phone booth. Scram before he spots you. Cal me later, Badger.”

DOWN BY the telephone booth, Rhyde stopped at the cashier's desk to buy cigarettes. He was there
when Badger arrived.

The bulge-lipped thug was careful not to glance at Rhyde. He merdly paid his check and nodded to the
cashier, with the words.

"Hlo, Bob! Seen Kde Bewer lady?'
"Haven't seen him, Badger. HEs on adi€t, | hear. Say—I thought you were apd of Kaes."

"Sure! Haven't seen him, though, because I've been out of town. | just got back to-night. Stopping at the
Hotd Spartan.”

Badger went out. The cashier grinned as he turned to a husky waiter.

"Hear that?' asked the cashier. "Badger Grifflin thinks he dill stlands high with Kale Bewer. Maybe Kade
lets him stick around; but he knows that Badger is yellow. So does everybody dse. Badger Grifflin
would gl out on anybody that he wasn't scared of!"

The cashier was too occupied to notice Ludlow Rhyde. That young man was sanding by the counter,
gaing toward the wal. His fingers were twitching as they tried to open the fresh pack of cigarettes. His
paeness had increased.

Mechanicdly, Rhyde waked to the stairs. He sumbled, but caught himsdf. He approached the booth
seadily; but Widdington was smart enough to observe that Rhyde was shaky. After the fird course was
finished, Widdington questioned:

"Did you get hold of your lavyer?'
"No," returned Rhyde. "He had left the office and wasn't home yet. I'll see him later.”

"Therés nothing to worry about, Lud," said Widdington, smoathly. "As| figure it, Carston was going out
to find you, that night. Probably wanted to talk to you. He must have gotten mixed on the road. That was
why he was turning when you rammed him."

"But why was he usng another name?”

"I don't know. It doesn't matter, though. The point is, I'm the only man who knows that he was Carston.
What's more'—Widdington's amile was friendy— "I'm not asking a nickd to keep dlent. Only"— his
tone gained serious persuasion—"what | have told you may cost you money, Lud."

"Inwhat way?' Rhyde was puzzled.



"Other people knew Dennis Carston,” explained Widdington. "They have papers, other data, that might
gveadueif assembled. It would be wise to acquire dl that materid."

Rhyde pondered over the new angle. Widdington proceeded.

"I know who the people are)" he said. "l can get everything. It may take time, though; and it will mean
expense. Afterward, | can tdl you how much you owe me"

Widdington's suggestion was blackmail, covered with a veneer to make it look like a legitimate offer.
Rhyde, gpparently, was deceived. He asked:

"How much will the work cost?"

Widdington squinted creftily; then smoothly named the astonishing amount that gave his game away:
"One hundred thousand dollarsl"

Rhyde looked worried, as his pae lips tightened. At last, he nodded.

"All right, Herb," he said. "I think you will be able to count upon it. Within a few weeks, a mogt.”

THE subject dropped. The two finished ther dinner. Widdington was tactful enough to let matters rest;
Rhyde was anxious to avoid further discussion.

At eight o'clock, they parted outsde Brindl€'s. Rhyde told Widdington that he had registered at the Hotel
Galiath; that Widdington could expect to hear from him within a few days.

It was hdf past eight when Rhyde dighted from a cab in front of an old brownstone house near
Eighty-axth Street. Ringing the doorbell, Rhyde asked to see Mr. Hadock.

The attorney had arrived home and had just finished dinner. Rhyde was conducted to his second-floor
study.

It took Rhyde just five minutes to repeat, word for word, the conversation tha he had hdd with
Widdington. By the time Rhyde's account was complete, Has ock's face was flushed with outraged fury.

"The scoundrdl!" denounced Hadlock. "Thisis blackmalil, Ludlow! A case of absolute blackmail!”
"Herb asked nathing for himsdlf,” objected Rhyde. "He said he would have to buy up information.”

"He probably intends to sted it; to pocket the ful amount himsdf. A hundred thousand dollard
Outrageoud "

Pounding his desk, Hadock followed with advice that was precisdy the opposite of Widdington's.

"Forget the matter completely,” ordered Hadock. "If Widdington has nerve, he will thresten to make
facts public. If he does, we shdl charge him with blackmall. His own unwary statements will destroy his
game. The fact that he kept Carston's identity a secret for nearly two years will show that blackmail was
hismotive”

"But Widdington says that there are others” inserted Rhyde, "who might prove that the dead man was
Carston. And are weright to keep slent regarding Carston's death?”

"We have only Widdington's say-so on both those matters,” declared Hadock. "Since he has branded
himsdf a rogue, we are entitled to ignore him. | am your attorney, Ludlow. The matter is in my hands;



therefore, you are clear of blame. Ignore the matter from now on.”
"But if Widdington cals me a the hotel? What then?'

Hadock's amile was kindly. He opened a desk drawer and drew out some papers. He spread them on
the desk.

"Your stepfather owned a yacht named the Pauling” reminded the lawyer. "It is yours. It is ready for a
cruise. | recommend that you go aboard the Paulina to-morrow. Invite some of your old friends
privately, of course, so that undesirables like Widdington cannot flock dong.”

THE idea suited Rhyde. Hadock told him that the Paulina was moored in Long Idand Sound; that he
would order the captain to bring the yacht to an East River pier. Pdlor and worry began to dip from
Rhydes face.

"You are more than a counsdor,” Rhyde told the lawyer. "I needed ared friend, Mr. Hadock, and you
are such!"

"You can aways rely upon me, Ludlow,” assured Hadock. "l esteem you for your honesty. That virtue
adways wins my friendship.”

The lawyer conducted hisvigtor downgtairs. Rhyde halled ataxi, told the driver to take him to the Hotel
Galiath. Through the opened cab window, Hadock gave afind admonition.

"Forget Widdington," said the lawyer. "Asfor the others that he did not name, we shdl never hear more
concerning any of them.”

Hadock was pleased with his own prophecy, as he watched the cab depart. But the lawyer, though his
legd advice might be sound, was wrong when it came to predictions.

Those whom Widdington had mentioned without naming, would soon be heard from. Crime was aready
inthe making, fostered by a scheming brain. Crime that was more menacing than blackmail.

Herbert Widdington had spoken the truth when he said that Dennis Carston had been killed nearly two
years ago. Widdington knew the facts, and so did Badger Grifflin, for Widdington had admitted to thet
crook that he, Widdington, was Carston's murderer.

Buried crime had been brought to life Murder from the past presaged murder soon to come. Murder
thet could mean trouble for Ludlow Rhyde. Trouble, too, for Herbert Widdington and Badger Grifflin, as
wel as Kae Bewer, the big-shot whom the two had discussed.

For, aready, another figure was encroaching upon this circle wherein crime threatened. A being who did
not, as yet, know that murder brewed, but who would relentlesdy hunt down any killer who came across
the scene.

Thet opponent of crime was a person cdled The Shadow.

CHAPTER Ill. DEATH'S ADVENT

THE next day was Wednesday. Late that afternoon, Ludlow Rhyde checked out of the Hotd Goliath
and went aboard the Paulina

The yacht was scheduled to sall as soon as dl his guests came aboard. Rhyde cdled Hadock to tdl him
thet news; aso that he had not heard from Widdington. Hadock was pleased.



That same day, however, another guest checked out of a New York hote. That person was Badger
Grifflin, the stocky crook who claimed a close but discreet acquaintance with a big-shot named Kae
Bewer. The hotd that Badger left was the Spartan, a dingy East Side establishment patronized by the
underworld.

When guedts left the Hotel Spartan suddenly, it meant that they were planning crime, or seeking some
hide-out. That explained why Badger's trail was picked up later by awiry, hunchy man who moved more
waily than the crook.

The trailer was "Hawkeye€'; he was an agent of The Shadow. Hawkeye's chief was interested in the
adtivities of such suspicious characters as Badger Grifflin.

Hawkeye heard Badger make a telephone cdl from a booth in a Bowery pool room. Badger's end of the
conversation was dl that Hawkeye caught; but it was enough to prove that the trall promised results.

"Yegh, thisis Badger... Sure. I'll meet you... Yeah, Brindl€sis out... He might show up there...”

Hawkeye reported that to The Shadow; then continued dong Badger's trail. Soon afterward, another of
The Shadow's agents was assgned to the place that had been mentioned—Brindle's restaurant.

This agent was Cliff Mardand, a wdl-built, square-faced chap. The underworld knew Cliff as a
free-lance mobster. No one ever guessed that he actudly served The Shadow.

Herbert Widdington was at Brindl€s when Cliff arrived there; but the sallow schemer |eft soon after eight
o'clock. Cliff scarcely noticed him; for Widdington looked like a man-about-town, not the type of person
with whom Badger would have a connection.

Had dliff trailed Widdington, he might have acquired some ussful informetion.

Hawkeye, meanwhile, followed Badger to an old but well-kept hotd cdled the Brookland, which stood
near Twenty-third Street. It was dmogt hdf past eght when Badger reached there, and Hawkeye logt
sght of him just outside.

For severad minutes, Hawkeye was a loss. As he peered through the lobby window, he heard a voice
beside him:
"Report!"

It was the whispered tone of The Shadow. He learned of Hawkeye's difficulty and took over the trall. A
cloaked formin black, he entered an obscure sde door of the hotel and spotted Badger snesking from a
reception room. That place proved empty when The Shadow investigated it.

In less than ten minutes, Badger had held confab with some one unknown to The Shadow. Tha person
hed gone before The Shadow arrived.

Later, Badger reached a garage on the border of the underworld. The place was a blind for a notorious
gambling joint cdled "Carraway's." Badger was admitted upstairs; he began to play roulette.

Soon afterward, a tdl ariva in evening clothes appeared a the same table. The Shadow was checking
on Badger Grifflin.

AT nine o'clock, Cliff Mardand reported from Brindl€s restaurant by a telephone cdl to Burbank, the
agent who served as contact between The Shadow and active workers like Cliff. Burbank ordered Cliff
to Carraway's, to take over the job of watching Badger.



Jugt outside of the restaurant, Cliff encountered a bulky, thick-faced man, whose features were pudgy
despite ther hard-jawed appearance. A deep voice boomed a gregting, while sharp eyes surveyed Cliff.
The Shadow's agent received the grip of alarge, heavy hand.

"Hdlo, Cliff!" said the big man. "Haven't seen you for along while. You know these boys'—he indicated
two toughs who accompanied him—"s0 | don't have to introduce you."

"Glad to see you, Kde" returned Cliff. "Going to have chow at Brindl€s?"
Kde Bewer's laugh was sour.

"Not achance" he replied. "I'm on the bread wagon!"

"The bread wagon?'

"Surel When you're off liquor; you're on the water wagon. Well, I'm off food, except milk toast. That
puts me on the bread wagon."

"Itsadie," putinthetdler of Ka€'s companions. "Some croaker gave Kade the idea—and soaked hdlf
agrand for it."

Kae glared angrily at his henchman.
"You weren't asked for an opinion, Ding," he growled. "Sometimes you talk too much!”
"Sorry, Kae."

Cliff noted how quickly the lieutenant subsided. It was proof of Kal€es iron rule "Ding" Luff was
supposed to be a tough egg; but he didn't talk back to Kae Bewer.

The big-shot peered through the restaurant window; seeing no one whom he knew, he asked Cliff if he
was going up Broadway. Cliff replied that he was going to Carraway's; that he sometimes had good luck
there.

"It won't keep up,” laughed Kae. "Carraway's got those whedls fixed. Has to, if he wants to pay freight.
Tough racket, running a gambling joint."

"Kde knows better ones" put in Ding.
Ancther glower from Kade. The takative lieutenant quieted.

On hisway to Carraway's, Cliff cadled Burbank to report his chance meeting with Kale Bewer. At the
gambling joint, Cliff chose the table where Badger was wasting money. Cliff joined the play; The Shadow
left the place.

OUTSIDE, The Shadow donned black cloak and hat, that he had stowed in a vacant doorway. Soon he
arived at his sanctum, that blackened, hidden abode that was The Shadow's own headquarters.

Through earphones, The Shadow recelved reports from Burbank. Under a bluerayed lamp, The
Shadow made notations.

The Shadow recognized that Badger Grifflin was engaged in some plaot; but, for the present, it did not
seem pressing. The Shadow planned to watch Badger further, hoping for a future trail that would lead to
the unknown person who had met Badger at the Hotel Brookland. Crime, in The Shadow's opinion, was
not threstening immediately.



For once, The Shadow had adopted a waiting policy a the wrong time. From that night's events was to
come a gartling result. The Shadow, histrail postponed, was not to learn the sequel until the morning; the
time when others were to hear of it.

Dawn showed the yacht Paulina dill moored to an East River pier.

An hour later, Ludlow Rhyde stepped from a companionway to the deck. He rubbed his eyes, stared
down the river past aline of huge apartment buildings that fronted the shore. He gaped when he saw a
digant suspension bridge sretching between Manhattan and Long Idand.

A uniformed man approached. He was Captain Dunley, portly, genid skipper of the Paulina
"Why are we here, captain?' queried Rhyde. "I left orders to sal late last night.”
"Sorry, Mr. Rhyde. The guests were not dl aboard.”

"They said that they would be. When | |€ft the party at Luken's apartment” —Rhyde gestured toward the
shore—"it was only ten o'clock. They said they'd be here & midnight.”

"They came aboard,” informed Dunley, "but the Montagues did not arrive. They were on Long Idand.”
"That's s0. | forgot the Montagues.”

A girl in yachting costume came from the companionway. Rhyde greeted her with the words: "Hello,
Fran!" The captain added: "Good morning, Miss Lacdland.”

Frances Lacdand was surprised to find the yacht dill in New York. She was pleased, dso, when told
thet the yacht would not sall until evening.

"That means a crowd of us can go to the rodeo,” declared the girl. "Phil Yarndl will drive us to Boston in
his car, leaving a even to-night. Well rgoin you there, Lud. Unless you come to the rodeo with us”

"Not achance" returned Rhyde. "Early hours and alot of deep: that's my motto for the future”

Huffing her attractive blond hair, Frances started in for breakfast. Rhyde was about to follow, when he
heard a gasp from Dunley. A sailor had just brought a newspaper to the captain. Face ashen, Dunley
pointed to a headline.

"Read it, Mr. Rhyde."
Brows furrowed, Rhyde scanned the front page. Haf doud, he read snatches from the news account:
"Sdney Cleffard, retired banker—Shot through the heart—Body found in apartment—Place ransacked

"It was murder!" blurted Dunley. "Imagine it, Mr. Rhyde; a man shot to death in his Park Avenue
goartment. Poor Mr. Cleffard!™

"You knew him, captain?'

"Indeed | did' Sidney Cleffard once owned this yacht. In fact, it was Cleffard who sold the Paulina to
Mr. Hoburn. Too long ago, though, Mr. Rhyde, for you to remember it."

"I never cruised with my stepfather,” said Rhyde. "I didn't even know he owned the Pauling, urtil Mr.
Hadock told me”



The captain's eyes were moist with memory of Cleffard, the man who had given the skipper his berth.
Rhyde pointed toward the stern.

"Theflag, captain," stated Rhyde, soberly. "Have it lowered to hdf-mast.”

"Right, sr." Dunley grasped Rhyde's hand gratefully. ™Y ou—you understand how | fed about poor Mr.
Cleffard."

THE captain went to the stern of the ship. Rhyde stood with his yachting cap in his hand while the flag
ceremony was performed.

A tal, carefree young man stepped out from the companionway. It was Phil Yarndl. He saw the flag ank
to hdf-mast. Anxioudy, Phil asked:

" Somebody—somebody dead?”

"A friend of the captain's,”" replied Rhyde. "Sdney Cleffard. He knew my stepfather, too. Captain Dunley
is pretty broken up about it. It hit me hard, too, on Dunley's account.”

On the way in to breskfast, Rhyde showed Yandl the newspaper. They agreed not to mention it to the
others, since this cruise was planned for pleasure.

Nevertheless, Rhyde did not join the banter at the breakfast table. Phil Yandl noticed it. He thought that
Ludow Rhyde was dill thinking about the grief that Captain Dunley had shown a news of Cleffard's
murder. Y arndl's assumption was wrong.

Ludlow Rhyde was thinking about Herbert Widdington.

Rhyde was wishing that he could see Widdington this very morning, to hand the blackmailer a copy of the
newspaper and see how Widdington reacted to the news of Cleffard's death.

But Curtiss Hadock had said to forget Widdington. Rhyde thought it best to follow his lawyer's advice.

The murder of a man who had known Rhyde's stepfather was something that could very definitdy
concern the matter that Widdington had discussed. Chances were that Sidney Cleffard was one of the
men to whom Widdington had referred; one who possessed certain facts regarding Dennis Carston.

Rhyde no longer doubted the truth of Widdington's story. He was positive that Carston had actudly been
the menin that car, two years ago. The supposed James Silven, whose death had caused Rhyde to do a
term for mandaughter.

The law would investigate the murder of Sidney Cleffard.
Would the trall lead to Herbert Widdington?

Ludow Rhyde wondered. He wanted to think matters over, before voidng an accusation aganst
Widdington, even to Curtiss Hadock. Thiswould probably be a difficult murder for the law to andyze.

Such was Rhyde's surmise; and he was correct. Already, the law was finding difficulty in its investigation
of Cleffard's death. But soon, upon this Thursday morning, the law was to receive secret aid in its work.

The Shadow, too, hed learned of Cleffard's desth. When The Shadow investigated, even perfect crimes
could be solved.

CHAPTER IV. THE SHADOW'S CLUES



CLEFFARD'S Park Avenue gpartment was a secluded one; a place specidly designed for quiet. That
aspect had changed since murder had been discovered. Police were everywhere about the gpartment.

In charge was a swarthy, stocky offidd whose dolid face and serious expresson marked him as a
person long trained in hunting down crime. He was Joe Cardona, ace inspector of the New Y ork force.

Cardona was soon honored by the arrivd of the police commissoner - a fact which did not entirdy
please the ace.

Rdph Weston, the commissioner, was a man of military appearance, whose pointed mustache added to
hislook of briskness. He had a habit of wanting resultsin too great a hurry, when he came to a scene of
crime.

With Weston, however, was atdl friend named Lamont Cranston. Cranston was an impassive person,
with an immohile, hawklike face but languid manner. Cardona knew Cranston to be a millionare who
hed traveled everywhere; and the ace ingpector was aways glad to see Cranston. Results often came
when Cranston was abouit.

There was a reason for that—one that Cardona had not guessed. The person who appeared as Lamont
Cranston was actudly The Shadow.

"Mr. Crangston once conducted banking transactions with Cleffard,” explained Weston. "l invited him to
come here with me."

Cardona nodded. He turned to Cranston.
"Y ou've been here before, Mr. Crangton?"

"Never before” replied The Shadow, in a quiet, even tone that suited the persondity of Cranston.
"Sdney Cleffard lived in the country when | knew him.”

"You saw his home at that time?'
"No. We conducted our busness at his office"

"Too bad," decided Cardona. "Mogt of this guff mugt have come from Cleffard's old house" Joe pointed
about to furnishings as he spoke. "The more we know about what belongs here, the better we can guess
what has been taken."

THE SHADOW glanced about the living room. It was findy furnished with antiques. Nothing seemed out
of place; but one sofa bore bloodstains. Cardona saw The Shadow eye it. Joe spoke grimly:

"That's where we found the body, Mr. Cranston. Cleffard was sprawled out on the sofa. Looked like he
hed been taking a ngp there, when the murderer surprised him.”

Cardona referred to notes.

"One bullet through the heart," he declared. "The surgeon's report States that desth was ingantaneous.
Probable time: about deventthirty lagt night. The bullet was fired from a .38-caliber revolver. We will
have photographic copies of the microscope examination.

"The body was found less than an hour after the murder. An eevator men noticed that Cleffard's
goartment door was ga and came in here to ingpect. The murderer had two paths for a get-away: Either
by the stairway to the ground floor, or by the fire tower."



Weston raised an objection.

"The stairway would have taken him through the Iobby,” reminded the commissoner. "The murderer
might have been seen leaving by that route.”

"The doorman went off duty at eleven," explained Cardona. "No one was in the lobby. All the gpartments
in this building are large ones. There are few tenants. They keep only the elevator man on duty after
eeven o'clock.”

The Shadow spoke next. His query was a quiet one.

"Reports State that the place wasrifled,” he remarked. "I see no such Sgns here. From what rooms were
aticles golen?’

"Only from one" replied Cardona. "That was Cleffard's den. I'll show it to you."

He opened a door to alarge square room. Brilliant sunlight showed the place in totd disarray. Cleffard's
den contained a desk. Every drawer had been ripped open; papers and letters were scattered
everywhere.

A file cabinet stood beyond an overturned screen, which had once masked it. The murderer had pushed
the screen aside; he had treated the file cabinet as he had the desk. Chairs had been shoved to the wall;
rugs had been bundled up and thrown aside.

Even the articles from the desk and file cabinet had been subjected to rough treatment. Folders were
lying open; letters were out of envelopes; a cigar box had been emptied, its paper lining tossed among the
perfectos thet lay scattered on the floor. A amal wooden box of the tricky Japanese variety, had been
ripped apart and cast aside.

"The only things he left done™ growled Cardona, referring to the murderer, "were the pictures on the
wdl."

CARDONA'S comment seemed judtified. There were two dozen framed photographs upon the wals.
These indicated that Cleffard had been a man of sporting likes. Some of the pictures were of famous
pugiligs, the others showed celebrated race horses.

"He didn't bother with those," added Cardona. "What the killer wanted was swag. He may have made
hishaul, too. There's no way that we can tell.

"Look at that smashed box. Cleffard may have had jewesin it. Maybe he had a stack of money in the
desk. Those are things | want to know about; but there's no way of tdling."

"Why not?' demanded Weston.

"Nobody knows enough about Cleffard,” replied the ace. "He was close to eghty years old. He hadn't
mede any friends for the past twenty years. It seems like everybody who knew him wel is dead. That
was why | hoped Mr. Cranston could tdl us something about him. No one ese has been able to.”

The Shadow was looking at a gray-covered photograph dbum thet lay on the floor. Cardona smiled and
picked up the book.

"Not muchinit," declared Joe. "About eght pictures, pasted in the front pages. Snapshots of Cleffard's
bank and a couple of shots taken at the races. They're labded.”



The Shadow received the book; while Weston looked on, he turned the pages. Cardona was right.
Three photographs, carefully pasted; showed the bank building. The Shadow commented:

"They were taken within the past few years.

Weston nodded his agreement. Cleffard's bank, the Surrey Nationa, had been rebuilt five years ago. The
photographs showed the structure in its present state. The Shadow turned to the race-track photos. He
amiled dightly and remarked:

"Bowie, Maryland, three years ago.”

"Rignt," laughed Weston. "There's the bulletin board with the names of the horses. | see 'lron Duke' on
thelig. That was a grest race he ran, three years ago.”

"Here's a picture that fdl out,” put in Cardona, spying a photograph that lay beneath an envelope on the
floor. "Thisisan old shot. Look at that hansom cab; the topper the driver iswearing.”

Weston showed the photograph to The Shadow; then tucked it between pages of the dbum as The
Shadow placed the book aside.

"The murderer wasin here" declared Cardona, opening a closet door. "Here's a stack of framed pictures
that he didn't bother. All he did was ransack this box that's on the shdf. It's empty. He mugt have thrown
the junk around the floor."

Weston decided to move dsawhere.

"We have seen enough, Cardona,” declared the commissioner, aoruptly. "Come. Show me the fire
tower."

They started toward the door. Weston paused, to note that The Shadow was admiring the pictures on
the wall. The commissoner smiled, spoke an aside to Cardona.

"Crangton appears to be interested in race horses,” remarked Weston. "He can stay; he shdl rouse him
from his reverie before we leave"

THE moment that Weston and Cardona had gone, The Shadow turned from the wall. Quickly, he picked
up the photograph abum. He examined the pages that bore pictures. All had been taken with an
old-fashioned camera. The name of each photograph was written beneeth it; but no dates were marked.

All the photos had been pasted carefully; one of them, however, was loose a the corner. The dried paste
showed plainly againg the gray page of the dbum. The Shadow ran through the book, extracting the
loose photograph that Cardona had picked up from the floor.

The loose picture had dried paste upon its back. It had fdlen from a photograph dbum, but not from this
one. Not asngle page showed a mark to indicate a space from which a photograph was gone.

A soft laugh sounded from The Shadow's fixed lips. The photo of the hansom cab was at least thirty
years old; but it had been snapped with the same camera as the newer pictures. The dbum which The
Shadow held was obvioudy a recent one, into which Cleffard had pasted the last of many pictures which
he had taken over many years.

The Shadow had learned of something that the murderer had taken from this rifled room. The killer had
carried avay an old photograph dbum; perhaps more than one. The old picture had been loose. It had
dropped to the floor.



It was likdy that the thief had gone through the pages of any dbums that he had taken. That accounted
for the find loosening of the one photo that had dropped.

Reasoning thus, The Shadow formed a prompt and accurate concluson.

The murderer's red quest had been the acquisition of certain photographs. He had found them in an old
abum. He had known that to detach the pictures would be a give-away; for the titles would remain. He
hed preferred not to tear out pages.

Possibly this occurred to The Shadow immediatdy—the photographs would have especid vdue if
preserved in the origind abum.

At any rate, the murderer had covered histrail by taking the old dbum. Joe Cardona had seen nothing of
sgnificance in the dbum that had been left. Even the extra photograph—dropped by chance—had
dipped past. Cardona had found it, but overlooked it as a clue. It had taken The Shadow to spot the
evidence.

Thisimportant finding caused The Shadow to study the photographs upon the wall.

THE wal pictures were arranged in a somewhat regular fashion. Those of prize fighters were tdler than
they were wide; the pictures of race horses were square.

Above the door, directly in front of Cleffard's desk, was a lone picture: a square one, that portrayed a
horse cdled "Charlaan." The fact that this one picture held a place of honor was curious; for the horse
was an unknown, compared to the famous racers that adorned the other walls.

Stepping upon a chair, The Shadow made a discovery through close observation. Projecting from each
sde of the picture were lighter surfaces of wal paper. Some one had removed a low, wide photograph
to hang thisoneinits place.

Lifting the picture, The Shadow noted the dimensons of the faded space. That done, he replaced
Charlatan's likeness, stepped down from the chair and went to the stack of pictures that lay on the floor
of the closet.

Here, again, The Shadow found proof that Cardona had made a migeken statement. The stack of
framed pictures was somewhat irregular; wherever frames appeared, they were coated with dust, except
a one point. That spot was three pictures from the top. It was proof that the stack of discarded pictures
hed been handled.

Caefully, The Shadow looked through the pile of frames. Horses and fighters, dl of them; but of less
importance than the ones that Cleffard had placed upon the wall.

The answer was plain to The Shadow. The murderer had taken a specid picture from above the door. In
its place, he had put one that he had sdlected from the stack in the closet.

The dimensons of the stolen picture proved that it was quite different from the ones that remained.
Evidently, Cleffard had displayed a sngle picture that portrayed nether pugilig nor race horse. Yet it
mus be a photograph that covered some fidd of sport. Only pictures of that sort were in Cleffard's
collection.

Hearing footsteps in the outer room, The Shadow gralled in that direction. He found Weston returning
with Cardona. The commissoner was leaving; he expected his friend Cranston to join him.

They parted outsde the gpartment house. Weston's last remark to The Shadow was sgnificant:



"I there are any clues, Cardona will find them.”

The Shadow did not share the commissioner's confidence. As he stepped into a taxi, his thin lips wore
the faint trace of a amile. The Shadow had found clues of his own.

The Shadow—more than Cardona—had cause to delve into Sidney Cleffard's past. Through such
research, he could follow up the clues tha he had gained. Old photographs from an dbum; a wide
picture carried from awal—The Shadow could see a definite connection between the two.

His purpose was to learn what the stolen pictures might represent. The answer might come when The
Shadow had learned facts about Cleffard. The Shadow had ways to gan such informetion. Before
nightfal, he would be wdl upon histrall.

In the past, The Shadow had gained results with quests more difficult than this one. He saw success
gpproaching in his present investigation. Once facts were cracked, answers would follow.

The Shadow knew.

CHAPTER V. THE COVERED TRAIL

DESPITE The Shadow's discoveries at Cleffard's, the magter-deuth had found no link that connected
Badger Grifflin with it. Nevertheless, the fact stood that Badger had held a rendezvous last night with
some person whose identity The Shadow had not placed.

Therefore, as a separate enterprise, The Shadow was keeping his agents on Badger's trall.

Badger had gambled a Carraway's until dawn. With daylight, he perched on a couch in a Sde room of
the gambling joint and went to deep. Cliff left Carraway's, Hawkeye took up outside vigl in his place.

At three o'clock that Thursday afternoon, Hawkeye saw a car rall from the garage that served as a blind
to the gambling place. Badger wasin the car.

Sding into the garage, Hawkeye taked to a mechanic, saying that he was looking for a pa named
Badger Grifflin.

Hawkeye learned that Badger was going up to see Kae Bewer. The spotter shuffled away and put in a
cdl to Burbank.

At hdlf past three, Badger entered the lobby of an gpartment house severa blocks above Times Square.
There were three men on duty who posed as ordinary attendants; but, actudly, they worked for Kale
Bewer. The big-shot lived in this gpartment house and aways had vassas on guard duty.

"H'lo, Bolo." Badger nodded to athuggish attendant. "Is Kde upgtairs?'

"Balo" picked up atelephone from a mahogany desk and held brief conversation. He told Badger to go
up inthe elevator.

Ding Luff admitted Badger to Kale's sumptuous apartment. He conducted the vistor to an inner room,
where Kae Bewer was sanding near a window. Kae swvung about, to rasp the question:

"What're you here for, Badger?'
"Jug dropped in to say hello. Thought maybe you'd want to see me, Kde."
"About what?'



Badger did not reply. He was nervous. He didnt like Kal€e's glare; nor did he care for the way Ding was
watching him.

"About Cleffard?' demanded Kae, as if reading Badger's mind. "The duffed shirt that was bumped last
nignt?'

Badger nodded. He glanced at Ding, not wanting to have the subject discussed in front of the lieutenant.
Kae saw tha much.

"You're right, Badger," guffawed Kale. "Ding never heard me tak about Cleffard. Theré's no reason
though, why he shouldn't. | never had much to do with Cleffard. All | did wastry to get the old geezer to
put some dough into a race-track racket. He wouldn't ligten. That's why | tied up with Felix Lausch, the
Wl Street guy, instead.”

Thistime, red surprise showed on Ding's face. He had heard of Fdix Lausch. The man had committed
suicide, according to the newspapers. But Ding, knowing Ka€'s methods, began to wonder about that
report. He could figure what had redly happened to Lausch.

"Too bad about Lausch,” remarked Kae, dryly. "Things went sour in the market—he chucked himsdf
out of awindow. But we were talking about Cleffard. | never needed him, Badger."

"That'swhat | thought, Kale" said Badger, cagily. "Only | figured maybe Cleffard was a friend of yours,
that maybe somebody croaked him to rile you."

Kae shook his head. He stretched himsdf by the window; sunlight made a garish effect of the purple
dressing gown that the big-shot was wearing.

"See me later, Badger,” suggested Kde "Maybe | can use you. By the way' —beady eyes
narrowed—"where were you last night?'

"Down a Carraway's,” responded Badger, dlibly, "snking dough on that gaffed whed of his”

THERE was a buzz from the living room. Ding answered the telephone, to announce that Cliff Mardand
was downgairs. Badger looked worried at thought of another vistor. Kale opened a closet door to
reved atiny eevator.

"Scram,” he told Badger. "Y ou know the back way out.”

As the devator rumbled downward, Kae told Ding to have Cliff come up to the apartment. After that,
Kae added:

"Cdl Bolo and tdl him to work the old gdl in about five minutes. Faking it that Badger has shown up
downgairs, and | don't want to talk to him."

Ding made the cdl to Bolo. He had just finished when Cliff arrived outside the apartment door. Ding
admitted Cliff and took himin to see Kae.

"Hedlo, Cliff!" greeted the big-shot. "Glad you dropped in. I've been figuring out a new racket; thought
maybe you'd like to get inon it."

"I wouldn't mind," returned Cliff, steedily, "provided there's not too much grief.”
"There never iswith my rackets," snorted Kale. "The police can't crimp anything | run!”
"What about the Feds?'



Y ou mean getting me on income taxes? I've got that fixed. | stagger my take; spread the dough over a
couple of years. That gives me a chance to work it under the head of legitimate business. When it comes
to the taxes, | pay them. It's worth it."

Cliff was gaining an explanation thet had long been sought. He redlized how Kale kept his affars air-tight.

"I own this gpartment house," added Kae. "l pay draight saaries to the guys that work here. They tend
doors, run eevators, the place loses plenty of money on the books. That's why -"

There was a buzz from the other room. Ding, answering the telephone, caled in to interrupt:
"Bolo says Badger Grifflinis downgdairs.”

"That rat?" growled Kae. "Tdl him I've got no dough to lend him; If he's given an IOU and cant pay it,
let im take what's coming to him! That mug hands out too many phony markers. They've chased him out
of every joint in town except Carraway's!”

Kae snapped his fingers. He swung to Cliff.

"Say!" exdamed the big-shot. "You were down a Carraway's last night. Did you see Badger there?’
"Surd" Cliff nodded. "He was losng dough dl night.”

"So that's it!" snorted Kae. He cdled to Ding. "Tdl Bolo to give Badger the bum's rush.”

Kde kept Cliff a dozen minutes longer, taking vagudy about the new racket. He told Cliff to see him
often; when the time came, Kae would be able to use him.

When Cliff left, he fdt sure of one thing: that he had arived here ahead of Badger. He was dso
convinced that Badger had no standing with Kale Bewer.

Outsde, Cliff reported both those details to Burbank by phone, to be forwarded to The Shadow.
After Cliff's departure, Kde told Ding Luff:

"l don't want anybody to know theat Badger was here. He knew about it when | rubbed out Lausch.
Maybe he's got a crazy ideathat | croaked thisguy Cleffard.”

MEANWHILE, Badger was traveling untrailed, thanks to his departure by Kale's secret exit. He arrived
a an gpartment house east of Lexington Avenue and rode up to the eighth floor. He tapped a sgnd on
an gpartment door.

Badger was admitted by Herbert Widdington.

The squinty man was nervous. His mustache followed the twitches of his lips. Badger saw a stack of
newspapers on the table, besde an empty coffee cup. An untidy kitchenette proved that Widdington was
cooking his own medls.

"Y ouve seen the newspapers?' queried Widdington, hoarsdly.

"Sure"" Badger grinned as he sat on adumsy, thick-cushioned sofa. "A neat job, Widdington! It's got the
bulls guessing.”

Widdington's lips tightened. Tensdly, he demanded:



"Youthink | killed Sdney Cleffard?'

"Who dse?' queried Badger, gruffly. Y ou could use that quff that's missng from his apartment. Y ou told
me you needed it to put the clamps on Ludlow Rhyde."

Widdington paced the room. He stopped short, pointed wildy as he said:

"Il tdl you who dse could have done it. Kale Bewer! Maybe he's muscled in on my game. He could
have wanted that quff from Cleffard's. If Kde iswise to my game -"

"If hdswise" interrupted Badger, "it's because he's guessed it. I've told him nothing.”
"Youve seen Kade" exclamed Widdington. "When?"

"This afternoon, at his gpartment. | stand in with him, don't 1? What's he going to think if | never show up
to seehim?'

"What about yesterday?' demanded Widdington. "Did you go to his gpartment then?'
Badger shook his head.

"Why should | bluff you?' he asked. "I'm with you, Widdington. You said | went to Ka€'s on your
account. Kae knew Cleffard once. 1'd be sure of my dough if 1 kept mum. | wanted to find out how he
took it, after hearing that Cleffard was rubbed out."

Badger arose and gtrolled to the door. He stopped there; spoke dowly.

"Kadesagood guesser,” said Badger. "Maybe he could have croaked Cleffard. So I'll leave it fifty-fifty.
Maybe you handled Cleffard; maybe Kde did. Only, if any one asks me what | think, | don't know

anything.

"I won't saill your name, Widdington, because weve made a ded. | won't soill Kal€'s, because he's
death to any mug that talks. Hell croak any guy that muscles in on one of his rackets; but he don't mind
geding some other bird's game. When Kae's after something, it's a good ideato lay low.”

His hand on the doorknob, Badger added a mention of his own affairs.

"I was a Carraway's joint last night,” he informed. "Building an dibi. I'm going to cook another for
to-night. That's keeping me clear out of it, Widdington. What you do; what Kde does'—Badger
shrugged his shoulders— "that's up to each of you."

DESCENDING in the elevator, Badger showed a big-lipped grin. Whether it pertained to past or future,
no one could have guessed. Perhaps the grin indicated a definite fact: that Badger was pleased with his
own policy inthis game.

Badger had been cagey both with Kae and Widdington; a good plan, snce he was actudly hdping
murder by keeping himsdf out of the picture. The dibi sunt was a credit to Badger's smartness. So was
histalk of "fifty-fifty" as applied to Kale and Widdington.

For Badger was one man who could actudly have pointed out the murderer, even though he had kept
away from the scene of crime itsdf. That was something that the lawv might not suspect, if Badger came
under condderation.

The Shadow, however, would suspect it. Given the opportunity to regan Badger's tral, The Shadow
would make the big-lipped crook talk. What was more, The Shadow would certainly find the trail again.



Badger Grifflin would not have fdt so confident, had he known that his affairs were of interest to The
Shadow.

CHAPTER VI. THE SHADOW PREPARES

AT hdf past seven tha evening, a round-faced man came hurriedly through the portas of the exdusive
Cobdt Club. He was dressed in street clothes and carrying a briefcase. Gloomy-faced attendants stared
puzzled as they saw him dride into the grillroom.

Usudly, diners at the Cobat Club came in evening clothes. That was true of this particular member. He
was Rutledge Mann, an invesment broker, who made the Cobalt Club his habitat. It was the fird time in
hislong term of membership that Mann had ever made such a precipitous entrance.

In the grillroom, Mann saw a quiet personage seated at a corner table. The diner was in evening clothes.
Mann hurried over and drew back a chair. The diner looked up in feigned surprise. The light showed his
hawklike visage.

"Wdl, well, Mann!" he exdlamed. "Y ou mugt have rushed over here directly from the office”

"I did, Mr. Crangton,” returned the investment broker. "You wanted an immediate report on those
securities. | fdt that | should lose no timein arriving here -"

A quiet gesture served as interruption. Straight lips spoke in an undertone:
"No oneis close a hand, Mann. Y ou may report.”
Mann, one of The Shadows agents, brought papers from the briefcase.

"Further facts about Cleffard,” he reported. "He had other sporting interests. He was a yachtsman, at one
time. He owned a yacht cdled the Paulina.”

Behind Cranston's immobile face, a brain was remembering that picture space upon Cleffard's wall. It
was just the Sze for a framed photograph of a yacht.

"Cleffad s0ld the Pauling" continued Mann, "to Blake Hoburn, now deceased, Hoburn was the
gepfather to Ludlow Rhyde -"

"Who did time for mandaughter,” came Cranston's insartion. "He killed a man with his car. Rhyde must
be the present owner of the Paulina”

"Heis" acknowledged Mann. "A Wall Street acquaintance knows some persons named Montague, who
are leaving on for a cruise with Rhyde, to-night. The Paulinawill sal from the old Internationa Pier on the
East River. But | do not know the exact hour.”

Cranston's eyes showed keenly as Mann finished thet report. The broker, however, had further facts. He
produced more typewritten sheets.

"BECAUSE Hoburn's name was mentioned,” declared Mann, "I made inquiries regarding him. | heard
that Hoburn had only one other close friend beside Cleffard. The other friend isliving.”

"Hisname -"

"Is George Raskin. An ail promoter, his main office in Chicago. He has a amdl office here; but it was
closed when | telephoned. So | called Chicago by long distance.”



"Was Raskin there?'

"No. It appears that he was herein New Y ork. But he is expected in Chicago to-morrow afternoon. The
manager of the Chicago office supposed that Raskin is dready on histrain.”

"Then his plans are known?"

"No. That, at leadt, is fortunate. Raskin decided upon histrip only yesterday. | doubt that any one would
know that he may be en route to Chicago.”

"He has a New Y ork residence?"

"He did have, until recently. Then he moved into an apartment, to occupy it until the lease expired. The
Chicago manager did not know the name of the man from whom Raskin sublet the apartment; nor the
address. The man in charge of the loca office might know it. His name is Peterson and he livesin New
Jersey; but | have been unable to obtain an answer from his home.™

The Shadow considered. Mann furnished a last shred of information.

"Here is a picture of Raskin," he stated, passing The Shadow a smdl printed page. "It was in a
prospectus that he issued regarding ail investments. He would be easily identified.”

The Shadow studied the picture, which had been printed from an dectrotype. It showed George Raskin
as an ddely man with high-bridged nose and prominent forehead. The latter feature was conspicuous,
for Raskin was dmogt entirdy bald.

"A limited leaves the Grand Centrd Station a hdf past eéght,” remarked The Shadow, quietly. "It reaches
Chicago to-morrow afternoon. Thereis a chance that Raskin may go aboard that train.

"Contact Vincent immediady, a the Hotel Metrolite. Have him cover the train gate, make a find report,
then board the train. Vincent to cover Raskin if heis on board; otherwise, to contact himin Chicago.”

The Shadow was rigng as he spoke. Mann nodded, pocketing the picture, which he knew was for
ddivey to Vincent. The Shadow grolled from the grillroom.

A minute later, Mann followed, en route to the Hotdl Metrolite, where Harry Vincent, agent appointed
for the Chicago trip, would be found.

IT was saverd minutes after eght o'clock when a limousne stopped a short distance from the old
Internationa Pier. A slent, cloaked figure stepped from the car and paused by a parapet which bordered
the East River.

From this position, The Shadow could observe the old pier, together with the street that led to it.

A deek yacht was swinging out into midstream, its white sides visble againg the blackness of the water.
The glow of Manhattan showed the low superstructure of the boat. The yacht was the Paulina.

Nosing northward toward the treacherous water of Hel Gate, the yacht had begun its belated cruise. It
hed evidently cast off saverd minutes before The Shadow had arrived. The tide was coming up through
the channd; the boat's skipper had rdlied upon the current before caling for the motor full ahead.

Hilarious laughter reached The Shadow as the boat moved northward with increesng speed. A merry
party was in progress, the guests of Ludlow Rhyde were looking forward to a large evening during their
voyage down Long Idand Sound.



The Shadow watched the yacht glide past. He turned about and gazed toward the pier. He saw a taxi
whed away from the darkness near a corner. Another cab edged forward; its driver leaned out and
looked toward the inner end of the pier.

There were people there; alittle group of four. They paid no atention to the cab driver's beckons. While
the taxi waited, The Shadow followed the parapet. In thirty seconds, he was close to where the group
stood.

There were three girls and one man in the clugter. The girls were voiang impatient remarks.

"That's the way with Phil Yarndl," The Shadow heard one say. "He lé&ft us here and said that he would be
back in five minutes with the car. Probably well have to wait a hdf hour.”

"Unless we take a taxi,” suggested another. "One of the cabs judt left. There's another ill here, though,
with the driver making faces & us."

"Cdl him, Jerry," ingsted the third girl, to the man in the group. "We can go to the rodeo without Phil."

"Then what about afterward?" queried the firg. "Phil is going to drive us to Boston as soon as the rodeo
isover."

"WEell see im at the rodeo.”
Jarry inserted alaugh.
"Phil has the tickets," he remarked, "and there goes the taxi. We're out of luck, girls”

"Stranded on the dock," declared one, gloomily. "I wish we had stayed aboard the Pauling, even if Lud
Rhyde is a mope."

"Dont criticize Lud because he can't stand wild parties,” laughed Jerry. "He's not used to late hours. The
last two years have cured him of night lifel”

"So now he goes to bed a eght o'clock. W, | hope he gets some deep while the bunch is having dl
their fun. I'm sorry we missed that party that was garting on the yacht -"

"Here's Phill"

A LONG, trim phaeton svung up from the street that the taxi had taken! Phil Yandl leaned from the
driver's seat and beckoned the others into the car. The Shadow watched while the party pulled away.

The Paulina was gone; so was the car that had headed for the rodeo. The Shadow had learned only that
the yacht was bound for Boston, and that Phil Yarnal and his companions intended to meet it there. The
Shadow had formed no contact with Ludlow Rhyde.

Nevertheless, he regarded that young man as one who might gill be in a critical position. Sidney Cleffard,
friend of Blake Hoburn, had been murdered. Ludlow Rhyde was Hoburn's stepson and her. The
Shadow could see a possible connection. Because of that, The Shadow had decided upon new plans for
one of his agents.

Returning to the limousing, he opened the door so dlently that the patient chauffeur did not hear it.
Dropping hat and cloak, The Shadow strolled quietly away. He circled a corner; street lights showed him
inthe guise of Lamont Cranston.

The Shadow entered a drug store that occupied a corner of alarge gpartment house.



A clock showed seventeen minutes after eight. The Shadow entered a telephone booth. He dided a
number; a quiet voice responded:

"Burbank spesking.”

"Report!" ordered The Shadow.

"Awaiting word from Vincent," came Burbank's response. " Expected within ten minutes™
"Connect and cdl."

With that order, The Shadow noted the number of the pay dtation. He gave it to Burbank. Hanging up
the receiver, The Shadow waited.

Nine minutes passed. The telephone bdl rang. The Shadow raised the receiver and spoke. Burbank
answered with asngle word:

"Vincet."

Ancther voice came over the wire. It was Harry reporting to Burbank. The contact man had made a
double connection, so that both he and The Shadow could hear Harry's report.

"No d9gn of Raskin" came a clear-cut tone. "I'm watching from a booth in the Grand Centrd. All
passengers for the Chicago train have to stop at the ticket table before they go aboard. Raskin has not
arived.”

"Maintain watch," ordered The Shadow.

Burbank relayed the word. Two minutes passed; then Harry's voice
"Sill no 9gn of Raskin.”

One minute more until haf past eight. The Shadow gave new orders.

"Indructions changed,” he announced. "Vincent to take ten o'clock train for Boston. Inquire a hotels
regarding reservations made by Phillip Yanal. Contact Yarndl party. Report on Ludlow Rhyde, owner
of yacht Paulina, due in Boston to-morrow morning.”

With Raskin dready bound for Chicago, as matters indicated, The Shadow could see no immediate
threat againg the oil man. Ludlow Rhyde was closer; his connection with the case of Cleffard might be
more definite.

Y et The Shadow had not forgotten Raskin. When he returned to his limousine, he ordered the chauffeur
to drive him to the Cobat Club. Arrived there, The Shadow put in a cdl to Commissoner Weston's
gpartment, announcing himsdf as Lamont Cranston.

The Shadow was informed that the commissoner was not a home. He had gone out of town, but would
be back later in the evening, not before deven o'clock. The Shadow left word for him to cal the Cobat
Club.

Tha done, The Shadow grolled from the club. Stanley, the chauffeur, had the limousne parked across
the street. The big car pulled over; in the car, The Shadow gave an order in the quiet tones of Cranston:

"Madison Square Garden, Stanley.”



CHAPTER VII. MIDNIGHT DEATH

USUALLY, The Shadow found action to be imperative. On this Thursday night, he had encountered a
gtuaion that kept himidle. The Shadow's present formula was to search out those who were linked with
Sdney Cleffard. He had learned of two persons only. Both had Ieft New Y ork.

George Raskin had been afriend of Cleffard's; Ludiow Rhyde was merdy the stepson of a man to whom
the banker had sold a yacht. Of the two, Raskin seemed more important; yet either might furnish some
guide to a further quest.

Behind crime, The Shadow knew, acrimind mind was a work. Tha definition could scarcely fit Raskin,
whose al interests were honest ones, nor Rhyde, whose prison teem had been the pendty of
foolhardiness, not of intended evil.

The murderer who had dain Cleffard had done so with a purpose. He had stolen photographs, adong with
a framed picture that could wel be a representation of the yacht Paulina Behind these thefts, The
Shadow scented some peculiar intent. Blackmail was a mative that occurred to him.

Therein lay posshilities involving either Raskin or Rhyde. The ail promoter, however honest his present
dedings might be, could have some buried past. His sudden trip from New York could possbly be due
to matters other than ordinary business. Smilarly, Rhyde, whose penitentiary sentence must have irked
him, could conceivably have taken a cruise because of worriment.

Until he knew more concerning Raskin and Rhyde, The Shadow could do nothing. Raskin had been the
fird lead; The Shadow had dispatched Harry Vincent to look for him. With no trace of Raskin, The
Shadow had shipped Harry over Rhyde's route. But The Shadow had not forgotten Raskin.

The il man might need protection. That was why The Shadow had caled Commissioner Weston. Falling
to reach Weston, he had postponed the matter until later. There was no rush, with Raskin en route to
Chicago.

MEANWHILE, The Shadow had gone to the rodeo. Seated in a box a& Madison Square Garden, he
noted the party that he had seen at the Internationd FPier. Phil Yarnal was conspicuous among the three
girls for hisfriend Jerry wasin arow behind the others.

Ten o'clock passed. An hour of double importance. It was the time when Kae Bewer retired, according
to a report received from Cliff. It was aso the time when Harry was teking the ten o'clock train to
Boston; the last express before the one o'clock owl train thet carried deepers only.

Eleven o'clock; the rodeo was ended. Leaving the Garden, The Shadow followed closdly upon Phil
Yamndl's party. Their car was parked a few blocks away; waking, The Shadow heard mention of the
Fenway Hotel and a meeting with Ludlow Rhyde at noon. These were facts that Burbank could relay by
long distance to Harry.

Stanley had spied the figure of Cranston. Cruisng in the limousine, the chauffeur findly caught his master's
atention. The Shadow smiled; boarded the big car and ordered Stanley to take him to the Cobalt Club.

There was no message from Weston. The Shadow went to the lounge and idled there. Haf an hour
passed; suddenly, Weston appeared in person. The lounge room was deserted. The commissoner
approached hurriedly and put a question:

"What isit, Cranston? Something important?'

"Hardly, commissioner,” replied The Shadow. "What makes you so excited?’



"This Cleffard case” Weston sank in a large chair and accepted a cigar that The Shadow offered him.
"Jove, Crangton! It is baffling! Cardona is totdly a loss. His lagt report was as hodge-podged as a
Chinese laundry ticket."

"Y ou have |learned nothing concerning Cleffard?”

"Nathing of consequence. Many bankers knew him; but only casudly. If only there was some one -"
"Did you hear mention of aman named Raskin?'

Weston siwung about, startled.

"Raskin" he exdamed. "Where did you learn that name, Cranston?"

"Through a friend. | was taking about Cleffard. The man with whom | spoke recdled that Cleffard had
once been afriend of George Raskin."

Weston pounded afigt againgt an opened pam.

"I am supid” he excdlamed. "A cdl came to my agpartment this evening. It was from a man named
Raskin, with his telephone number. But The fdlow Ieft no message.”

"At what time this evening?"

The Shadow's question was abrupt. He had become suddenly dert. He had livened from his role of
Crangton; but Weston was too strained to notice the change.

"At about ten o'clock,” replied the commissioner. "I did not think it important enough to cdl the number
that he gave me. But | shdl cal hmwhen | return to my apartment.”

"Cdl him at oncel"

The Shadow's statement, though emphatic, was ddivered in Cranston's style. Something in the words
darmed the commissioner.

"Raskinisin danger?'

"I believe s0. | cdled his office this afternoon. He had left for Chicago. | consdered him to be safe, for
the present. | intended to ask you to communicate with the Chicago police. It is now apparent that
Raskin delayed histrip; probably, to talk with you concerning Cleffard.”

THE SHADOW had risen and was waking toward the door as he spoke. Weston was driding dong
besde him. They reached the teephones, Weston brought out a memo sheet that bore Raskin's
telephone number.

The Shadow saw the number; he knew that it must be that of the unlocated gpartment which Raskin had
rented from the regular tenant.

As soon as Weston had stepped into a telephone booth, The Shadow entered another and caled
Burbank. He had the contact man consult a specid directory tha listed telephones by exchanges and
numbers, indead of names. He learned that Raskin was living in an old-fashioned gpartment in the
Eighties

The Shadow stepped from the booth. He waited until Weston emerged The commissoner's long sesson
was explained by hisfirg remark. Weston had made two cdls.



"No answer from Raskin,” declared Weston, excitedly. "So | cdled Cardona. He had just arrived a
headquarters. Raskin had cdled there, a hdf past deven. But he left no number.”

The Shadow glanced at the lobby clock. It registered ten minutes after twelve.

"Raskin may have cdled from outside his gpatment,” suggested Weston. "We mugt keep cdling him.
When he returns, we -"

"We can go there in the meantime.”

"A good suggestion, Crangton. Yes, we shdl start as soon as Cardona arrives. | told him to speed up
here. Wait"—Weston snapped his fingers—"I mugt find out the address from the telephone number.”

"I have dready gained that information, commissoner. | made inquiry while you were making your cals.
"But the telephone company does not give street addresses from numbers -"
"They made an exception in my case. Here is Raskin's address. It is an apartment house.”

The Shadow and the commissioner went to the street. Stanley pulled over with the limousine. They
waited a few minutes, The Shadow was about to suggest that a message be |eft for Cardona, when a
police car pulled up and the acting inspector joined them.

Thetrio entered the limousine, Weston ordered a detective sergeant to join Stanley in the front seat. The
chauffeur whedled the big car and headed northward at The Shadow's ingtruction.

THE gpartment house proved to be an old-fashioned, isolated structure, with an iron fire escape dinging
to the sde wal above a cement passage. There was a lighted basement window thet reveded a sgn
marked: "SUPERINTENDENT."

Cardona rapped upon the door. A wan-faced man stepped into view.
"Does George Raskin live here?' queried Cardona. "Is hein his gpartment?’

"lI—I don't know, gr," sammered the superintendent flustered when Cardona flashed his badge. "Thet
is—wal, helives herein Mr. Smedley's old apartment. But | couldn't answer if heisin, Sr."

"Which gpartment?’
"No. 3 B, gr. It's on this Sde of the house.”
"You have a pass-key?'

The superintendent nodded. Fumbling, he produced a batch of keys and salected one. Cardona took it.
He joined the commissoner and The Shadow. They had overheard the conversation.

"Crangton has suggested a quiet entry,” remarked Weston. "I congder it advisable. Come, Cardona, and
lead the way. And you, Markham"—he turned to the rugged detective sergeant—"come with us aso."

They ascended in an automatic devator and reached the lighted third floor hdl. Weston stared at the
door marked 3 B; then gave aamile of relief.

"It's hut tight,” he whispered. "Not gar, like Cleffard's was. It is unlikdy that Raskin is a home; but
some one may have entered.”



"From the fire tower,” suggested Cardona. "It would st by one of these rooms.”
"True" agreed Weston. "Let us act cautioudy.”

Cardona unlocked the door, and managed it quietly. A gimmer of light greeted them. It did not come
from the firg room, which was a living room; the light was from a doorway beyond. It indicated a
bedroom.

After four paces, Cardona stopped short. The Shadow, at the outer door, wasfird to see the detective's
hand come from its pocket. Then the others spied the gleam of a revolver. Cardona beckoned with his
other hand. All joined himin the darkness by the wall.

"Look!" Joe's whigper was barely audible. "Those curtains in the other room! That window's by the fire

The others stared. The curtains covered awindow ledge; close beside it was a table. Projecting from one
gde of acurtain was a hand; itsfingers clutched the table edge, just above the drawer.

"The murderer!” whispered Weston. "He stopped when he heard us. It's gloomy there; he hopes that we
won't see his hand!"

WESTON'S gatement had merit. The light in the inner room came from a floor lamp. It was only through
luck that Cardona had spied the telltde hand. Moreover, the bedroom had not been ransacked, as had
Cleffard's den.

Cardona nudged Markham. The detective sergeant caught Joe's whisper and crept close to the door of
the bedroom. Steedily, Markham aimed a revolver sraight for the curtain. Then Cardona stole past him.
The Shadow, drawing closer with Weston, saw Joe make a cautious circuit toward the window.

"Great work," whispered Weston. He, too, had drawn a gun. "The rogue cannot see from his postion.
Cardonawill revedl him. Watch!"

The Shadow watched. He had produced no wespon. His face was immobile. It shared none of the
eation shown by Weston. The Shadow could fed no enthusasm. He knew the surprise that was coming.
His andyd's was keener than that of his companions.

Cardona had reached the window. Standing aside, to avoid the cover of the revolvers, the ace looked
upward. He saw that the heavy curtains were hed by a Sngle rod. The curtain beside the motionless
hand was bunched upward. Cardona thought that the murderer had drawn it toward himsdf.

Sowly, Cardona gained a grip upon the curtain on his Sde of the window. Ready with his revolver, he
sped a glance toward the living room and saw the dlitter of the other guns. A grim expresson on his
swarthy face, Cardona gave the curtain a vicious, downward yank.

Therod ripped away; curtains tumbled toward the floor. The extended hand did from the table. With a
chdlenging shout, Cardona amed to cover the figure that came forward. Then Jo€'s cry stopped on his

lips
Thefigure that followed the arm began to tumble, restrained no longer by the doubled curtain. Helplesdy,
it rolled to the floor; thudded there; flopped crazily and sprawled face upward.

Weston and Markham stopped, frozen, as they bounded forward into the room.

Joe Cardona had uncovered a corpse. He had reveded the victim; not the murderer. Circumstance had



prevented The Shadow from averting another death. The man who lay stretched upon the floor had been
shat through the heart. His bloodstained shirt front was the testimony.

Sanding just within the doorway, The Shadow studied the face of the victim. He saw fegtures that he
recognized: a high-bridged nose, benegth a prominent, baldish forehead.

The murdered man was George Raskin.

CHAPTER VIII. THE ABSENT CLUE

FOR two hours fallowing the discovery of Raskin's body, The Shadow was a spectator while the law
sought facts regarding new murder. As Lamont Cranston, The Shadow maintained dmost complete
Slence during that period.

A police surgeon came, to establish that George Raskin had died at midnight. There was irony in that
fact. At the hour named, Weston and Cranston were just about to meet at the Cobalt Club. At the time
of their get-together, Raskin was in his deeth throes.

Weston mentioned that freek of circumstance. He expressed the opinion that Raskin was dan by the
same man who had murdered Cleffard.

Cranston made no comment. He knew that Cardona was to make a microscopic examination of the
bullet from Raskin's body. If it bore the same markings as the dug that had killed Cleffard, Weston
opinion would be definitdy substantiated.

The matter of the murderer's entry was obvious to Weston. When the curtains of the bedroom window
were drawn back, the rusted rail of the old fire escape showed outsde. Having murdered Raskin, the
killer had only to draw the body to the window ledge and Suff the curtain benegth it.

There was space for the crimind to pass by the body when he used the fire escape as his exit.

One point, however; puzzled the commissoner. The more Weston considered it, the more it bothered
him. That was the condition of Raskin's room. Everything was tidy; a diginct contrast to the scene at
Cleffard's, where the murderer had rifled the place.

Weston kept muitering about that fact, until he redlized that he was getting no where. Cranston's slence
began to irk him. Peevishly, the commissioner questioned:

"Can you explain it, Crangton?"

"Thereisasample answer," was the quiet reply. "Raskin did not furnish this gpartment. Only the clothes in
the closat and the contents of the table drawers were his”

"But even those have not been thrown about -

"Nor was Raskin's body Ieft in view, with the apartment door gar. Those were oddities in the Cleffard
case, commissoner.”

Weston nodded, as he tugged a his mustache. He remarked, at lagt, that those were merdly peculiar
features of the case. What he wanted was an explanation.

"Perhaps those detals supply the answer,” suggested The Shadow. "You have assumed that both
murders were desgned; logicd enough, snce Cleffard and Raskin were once associated. It follows,
therefore, that the thefts could also have been designed.”



"But we do not know what was stolen. There may have been no thefts either at Cleffard's or here”

"On the contrary, commissioner, theft was obvious. The aiimind merdy had a greater task at Cleffard's
than here. There were more objects a hand; he had no time to replace things after a long search. To
cover his search for a specific object, he hurriedly disarranged everything in sght. To-night, he found
what he wanted, very promptly. So heleft everything shipshape.”

WESTON was impressed by the cold logic of the statements. So much o, that he began to bring out
articles from the table drawers.

Keen eyes watched himin the process; had Weston not been busy, he might have recognized the glint of
The Shadow's gaze. At one moment, Weston turned toward Cranston. His friend's eyes became lazy,
before the commissoner met them.

"From what you say, Crangton,” declared Weston, "the murderer istrying to puzzle us. He hopes that we
will fall to connect the deaths of Cleffard and Raskin.”

Cranston's head ddivered a quiet shake.

"Hardly so, commissioner,” he said. "The deeath bullets will probably match. The killer could scarcely
expect to cover the fact that one man committed both murders. He wants to cover the theft motive;
enough so that we cannot guess the nature of the objects that he stole.”

Crangton's hand indicated the open drawer. The gedture encouraged Weston's ingpection. The
commissoner brought out loose hills and papers. Next, he found three compact bundles of old letters,
thet were girded with gring at the center. Teking each packet in turn, he thumbed the loose ends, as one
would riffle a pack of cards.

As Weston tossed the packets back into a drawer, Cranston remarked, in meditative tone:

"I picture the murderer as a man long skilled in crime, crafty enough to cover his work with many useless
clues. Or dse -"

"Or ds=?'

"A man nerved to crime, who omitted points when he dew Cleffard; who remembered them when he
murdered Raskin. In brief, he is one of two extreme types.”

"Good reasoning,” commended Weston. "But where does it bring us? What did the murderer sted?'
Then, impatiently, the commissoner added. "I'm going to cdl Cardona. He's quedtioning the
Superintendent.”

THE moment after Weston strode from the room, The Shadow showed the same quick action that he
hed displayed at Cleffard's. He moved quickly to the table; from the drawer he picked out the objects
that Weston had lagt discarded: the packets of tied |etters.

At firg glance, the bundles seemed dike. But The Shadow had noted a dight difference when Weston
hed handled these. One pack had riffled more eesily than the others. That was why The Shadow sought a
comparison.

Hefound it. A sngle bundle was quite flabby. Neverthdess, it had been tied as tightly as the others. The
sangle gring looped across the center had cut deeply into the edges of the top and bottom envelopes. Yet
that sring was loose, at present.



Running through the envelopes, The Shadow saw that the postmarks were more than two years old.
Evidently these were letters that Raskin had received from friends. Some bore foreign stamps. But The
Shadow knew that he would end nothing of importance among them.

The reason: certain letters had been pulled from his packet. That accounted for the dight looseness of the
gring. Just as he had gained photographs at Cleffard's, so had the murderer olen letters a Raskin's.

The Shadow replaced the packets. He strolled to the door and lighted a thin cigar. He had just begun to
puff his panetdla when Weston returned with Cardona. The commissioner announced that the present
invedtigation was finished.

IT was nearly an hour later when a light appeared in The Shadow's sanctum. A long hand began
notations beneeth the bluish glow. The Shadow was summarizing facts that pertained to murder.

Both crimes had been done after ten o'clock. That was one definite point, but not a remarkable one.
Night was the logicd time for murder. Raskin, however, had been killed two hours later than Cleffard.
Tha might have been through design; contrarily, it was possible that Raskin could have been absent from
his apartment.

Y e The Shadow, weighing that possibility, decided otherwise. When he had cdled Weston, Raskin had
left a number for the commissoner to cdl. It seemed obvious, therefore, that he would have remained at
his apartment. Failing to receive a cdl there, he had telephoned headquarters.

Why had the murderer dlowed Raskin to make those cdls?
There was only one answer. The killer had not arrived until midnight.

The Shadow reached for the earphones. He put in a cdl to Burbank. He recelved three reports. Firs,
from Hawkeye: the spotter had been trying to again pick up Badger Grifflin's trail. As yet, he had been
unsuccessul.

The second was from Cliff Mardand. He had found an excuse for another cal on Kale Bewer. He had
found the big-shot at home during the evening. Others of Kae's acquaintance had been present; the
big-shot had not retired until even o'clock. Then he had sulkily ordered his friends to leave, complaining
that he was under doctor's indructions and had aready stayed up an hour too long.

Thethird report was from Harry Vincent. He had cadled Burbank immediatdly upon his arriva in Boston.
Hary was a the Fenway Hotd. He had found that Yarndl's party had reservations there. They were
expected by four-thirty in the morning.

The Shadow moved away from the light. When he returned, he carried a folder that he placed benesth
the light. He began a study of typewritten reports. Though brief, they gave suffident facts regarding
Ludow Rhyde.

That young man's wedth; his term in prison—two such conflicting factors had been suffident for The
Shadow to lig Rhyde among persons in his files. Included in The Shadow's data were statements that
pertained to the estate of Blake Hoburn.

There, The Shadow read aname Dennis Carston.

Two years ago, Carston had figured as the possible recipient of Hoburn's estate. He was the dead
millionares nephew; a closer rdative than Rhyde, the stepson. Rhyde, his own chances of inheritance a
stake, had followed a spending orgy that had terminated with the reckless ride out to the hunting lodge.



The name of James Silven was present as the victim of the automobile crash. There was nothing to show
aconnection between Slven and Carston.

In fact, dl conclusons pointed to the opposite. The Shadow scarcely noted the name of Silven.
However, his concentration upon Carston brought him to unusua conclusions.

Carston's time period for daming Hoburn's estate had ended during Rhyde's prison term. Rhyde was in
undisouted possession of the inheritance. Even his death would not benefit Carston, should Hoburn's
nephew suddenly arrivein New Y ork.

How close had Carston once been to his unde, Blake Hoburn?

The data provided no answer. The Shadow supplied a possibility. Carston could have known his uncle,
some years ago. If so, he could dso have been acquainted with his uncle's friends. Only two such men
were known to The Shadow; both had been murdered: Cleffard and Raskin.

THE SHADOW compared the Stuations of Carston and Rhyde. As matters now stood, Carston's loss
hed been Rhyde's gain. Once, the circumstances had been the reverse.

Crime, it seemed, could wdl concern the affairs of these two men. But in what connection?
To gan buried evidence. Such as photographs held by Cleffard; |etters owned by Raskin.

Such evidence was the type that served in blackmail. If blackmail was intended by some one, it could be
directed againg only one person: Ludlow Rhyde.

Intended by Carston? Not necessarily, according to The Shadow's survey. By any one who might know
too much about circumstances invaving the estate of Blake Hoburn.

The case could be complex. Some where in the train could be an informer, or go-between. A crook,
who could serve aman of huge aimind intent. The description fitted Badger Grifflin.

The Shadow made notations. The search for Badger must be pressed. It had suddenly raised itsdf to
paramount importance. But the word that The Shadow findly inscribed was not the name of an
individud. 1t was a 9ngle statement.

Murder!

Violent death had accompanied the theft of missng clues. Turning to crime, a schemer had gone the
absolute limit in his actions. Definite factors must have caused the plotter to exert such extreme measures.

The bluish light clicked off. A grim laugh sounded in the darkness. It was a tone of weird prediction.
Degth had struck twice; it could be planned again. The Shadow could see a motive for murder.

With that divined, The Shadow was confident upon one point. Whatever the difficulties that might beset
his path, doom could not strike again.

The Shadow would prevent it.

CHAPTER IX. THE LINK BETWEEN

IT was nine o'clock in the morning. A brawny police sergeant was seated at a precinct desk, scanning the
pages of the Friday morning newspaper. The sergeant crumpled the sheet and placed it aside.



"Waitll people read the evening newspapers,” he grumbled to an officer who stood beside the desk.
"That murder lagt night didn't get into the moring news. There's gaing to be plenty of howls from the
news hounds when they hear that Raskin hooks up with Cleffard.”

"Youre right, sarge," agreed the bluecoat. "That bulletin we got is dl the reporters need to make a big
dory."

"Y esh—the way those bullets matched. We're supposed to be on the lookout for a murderer, and weve
got no description of him. Great duff, Dolan!"

"Joe Cardona hasn't passed us much red dope, sarge. Except that the murderer must have been traveing
around town lagt night.”

"And what does that get us? He might be anybody in New York. He could walk into this precinct and
we wouldn't know him. That's it in a nutshel, Dolan. He might be anybody."

"Therés one guy he couldn't be."
The sergeant looked puzzled. Dolan grinned, and nudged his thumb toward a doorway.

"The drunk that shoved in here a eight o'clock lagt night," explained the policeman. "He's been dead to
the world ever since. It's a cinch he wasn't out a midnight.”

The sergeant looked at the date. He read the name of Benny Grifflin. There was no charge againgt him.

"Jug hdfway soused,” recdled the sergeant. "Afrad held swig some more and wind up in Belevue with
the rams. That's why he asked to be put in acdl overnight. Bring him out, Dolan.”

SOON, Dalan returned, bringing Badger Grifflin. The big-lipped crook looked pale.

"You was a pd, sergeant,” confided Badger. "I had to be put where | couldn't get no more hooch. A
couple of shots more and 1'd have been seeing purple crocodiles! | saw ‘em onct -"

"Here's your money." The sergeant handed over an envelope. "Sgn your name. | had to date you last
night.”

Badger sgned; then remarked:

"There an't many people cdl me Benny. If some dick comesin from headquarters and sees this moniker,
he might ask if it was Badger Grifflin. You can tdl him that's who | am-"

The sergeant's gaze diffened.
"Maybe you'd like to go down to headquarters and tdl them that yoursdlf, Grifflin."

"I haven't done nothing,” protested Badger, hadtily. "Don't ship me down to headquarters. It wouldn't be
hedthy for me" Badger became whiny, as he added: "Y ou get the idea, don't you?"

"Yeeh," returned the sergeant. "Quit blubbering and get out!”
Badger made a hurried departure. The sergeant nodded wisdly, and said to Dolan:

"A soolie! That's why he got jittery when | said | might ship him down to headquarters. Badger Grifflin.
I'm making a note of that name. I'll remember his face, too, the way he kept shoving it over the desk.
Say, Dolan, I've got it!"



"Got what, sarge?”

"What Griffin was doing here. He wasn't soused last night. He was framing an dibi! He wanted it known
that he was out of something. Some time, Dolan, you and mewill be caled on to say that Badger Grifflin
wasinacdl at this precinct, dl of Thursday night. I'm going to make a report on thid"”

FAR from the precinct, Badger dighted from a subway locad. He headed for Third Avenue, arived
outsde adingy shoe repair shop that fronted beneath an devated rallway.

Entering the shop, Badger nodded to the dull-faced shoemaker. He went through to a little dleyway;
took another door and went upstairs to an unlocked room.

The place was an untidy hide-out, strewn with newspapers. Badger rummaged among tabloids that lay
on arickety cot. He found aflashlight and pocketed it. Rasing the mattress, he uncovered a revolver. He
broke it open, counted the Sx bullets. Badger shoved the loaded weapon into his pocket.

From old clothes that hung in a closet, Badger brought a blue bandanna handkerchief, that came from the
pocket of a coat. He stuffed the bandannainto his hip pocket.

There was an overcoat, aso in the closet. As Badger svung it Sdeways, it thudded dightly againg the
wall. Thet indicated another gun; but Badger did not take it from the overcoat. One revolver was dl that
he intended to carry.

Departing from the room, Badger descended to the narrow dley. He did not go out through the shoe
repair shop. Instead, he followed the passage, took a turn and came out upon a Sde street. Badger's
hide-out had the necessary qudifications a front entrance and a secluded back one.

In his own shoddy fashion, Badger had made use of a measure that he had learned from Kale Bewer. On
acrude scae, Badger's abode matched the big-shot's apartment with its secret eevator.

It was not far to Widdington's gpartment; Badger make the trip in a few minutes His suit, though
wrinkled from his deep in the cell, was presentable enough for him to enter the apartment house.

Badger went up in the eevator; when he was done in the eghth floor hdl, he rapped cautioudy on
Widdington's door.

There was no response. Badger produced a key and unlocked the door. He dipped nedly out of view
and closed the door noisdesdy behind him.

It was fully seven minutes before the devator again delivered a passenger a the eighth floor. This arriva
was Widdington.

The sdlow man's mustache twitched nervoudy as he unlocked his door. Widdington stepped across the
threshold; then dropped back with a dartled gasp. He had seen Badger douched upon the
thick-cushioned sofa.

"It'sme" greeted the lippy crook. "Badger! Shut the door. Don't be jittery.”

THE door shut, Badger told Widdington how he had spent the night a the police station. The news
bothered the sdlow man. He liked the idea of Badger's dibi, but fdt that close contact with the law was a
mistake. Badger disagreed.

"It was the best way to work it," he lipped. "All I had to do was copy your act.”



"My act?' Widdington didn't understand.
"Yeeh," growled Badger. "The way you fake the jitters. | tried it mysdf, on the cops. They fdl for it."
Badger counted on hisfingers

"Wednesday, Carraway's. Thursday, the police station. To day is Friday; I'll have another dibi to-night.
Unless you need me"

Badger's tone was sgnificant. Widdington winced; then shook his head. Badger handed over the
duplicate key, gating that he wouldn't need it again. Widdington inquired anxioudy:

"Did they seethiskey at the station house?"

"Sure” replied Badger. "They took it with my money. But they didn't know who it belonged to. You
keep it; if I'm coming here again, I'll telephone you fird."

Badger was about to leave. He lingered, expecting a question. It came.
"What about Kale Bewer?' demanded Widdington. "Y ou haven't been to see hm agan?'

"Not a chance!" replied Badger. "You sad lay off. Anyhow, | was in the hoosegow dl lagt night. | won't
be seeing Kde."

Widdington tossed a newspaper upon the table. It was a copy of amorning journd. Badger eyed it; then
spoke.

"Anything else?'

"No," replied Widdington. Then, dowly: "Cdl me by telephone, if you think it is necessary. But be
careful, Badger. | want to avoid trouble.”

Badger opened the door and stepped out into the hal. Widdington haf arose, as if to cdl him back, then
settled down into the sofa.

Badger went down to the street. From the gpartment house, he headed in the direction of Grand Centrd
Station. He stopped at a news stand; evening newspapers were not yet on sde. With a shrug, Badger
headed back to his hideout, only four minutes away. He entered by the angled dleyway.

ONE hour afterward, Badger poked his lippy face into the shoemaker's shop. He put a question to the
dull-faced man at the bench:

"Did the boy leave that evening paper?'
"Over there)" grunted the shoemaker. "Y ou find it on the shelf.”
"Thanks."

Back in his upstairs room, Badger scanned the headlines by the window. The front page teemed with
news of murder. The death of George Raskin had been linked with the daying of Sdney Cleffard.

Anugly chuckle escaped Badger's evil lips. His dibi was good; better than the one before. He had had
no part in actud crime; yet he was as pleased asif murder had been his own.

The Shadow had divined correctly. Badger was the link between. But it would take a mighty threet to



meke Badger tdl what facts he knew. Silence was Badger Grifflin's policy. He had been paid to keep it.

CHAPTER X. THE BROKEN CRUISE

THE headlines that had intrigued Badger Grifflin were also of keen interest to Harry Vincent, as The
Shadow's agent sat at luncheon in the Fenway Hotel. The big print differed somewhat from the New
Y ork headlines, for Harry was reading a Boston newspaper. Nevertheless, the topic was the same.

Murder. Two crimeslinked by the law.

It was noon. Harry had good reason to be in the Fenway dining room. Fve persons were finishing
breskfagt at a table close by. Phil Yarndl and his companions had arrived at hdf past four and had not
appeared from their rooms until haf past eeven.

"Therés Lud"

One of the girls gave the announcement. From his table, Harry looked toward the door, to see a
pale-faced, dark-haired man who had entered. He knew that this must be Ludiow Rhyde.

The yacht owner spied the party. He came over to Yarndl's table. Harry noted that he had a folded
newspaper tucked benesath hisarm.

"Ready to take us to the boat?' inquired Yarndl, riang. "I've left my car in a garage, to stay there while
we cruise. We can go to the harbor in a couple of cabs.”

"Of course," stated Rhyde. "Is every one packed?'
"Not yet."
"Then hurry it. I'l look after the check."

As the members of the party started from the room, Rhyde hdd Yandl back. Hary heard ther
conversaion.

"Youve got to hdp me, Phil," said Rhyde. "Remember that murder we read about yesterday—Cleffard's
death?"

Yamdl nodded. Rhyde spread the newspaper.

"There was a second murder lagt night. Raskin, the dead man, was a friend of my Stepfather's; like
Cleffard was"

Phil Yanall looked stupefied.

"I didn't know ether Cleffard or Raskin," continued Rhyde. "But the connection is definite. It is serious,
too, because | received athreat before | left New York."

"A threet of death?"
"No. Blackmall. | can't give you the details, Phil; but it may have developed into this"
Yamdl was awed.

"I want you to go to New York, Phil," said Rhyde. "Take the two o'clock train. It will get you there
before eght. | shal wire my lawyer, Curtiss Hadock, to expect you. | shdl give you a message for him.
Tdl him that | am taking the Sx o'clock, ariving by deven.”



"We can meet you at Grand Centrd Station™?”

"Yes | can't go on the earlier train, because | have the yacht party to handle. There would be excitement,
talk, and what-naot, if | tried to explan matters to those scatter-brains.”

Rhyde gave further detals. Phil Yarndl was to start in his car for New York; but decided to take the
train instead. Taking the others to the yacht, Rhyde would explain matters quietly to the captain.

"Later," said Rhyde, "'l can leave and catch the six-o'clock train. The yacht will sail. At dinner, the guests
will find that 1 am not on board."

"Then the captain can saill the news?!

"Not about this matter. He will announce that a wire came from Providence; that you had a motor
accident there. He will say that | decided to go a once and help you out of trouble.”

"A swdl plan, Lud! That keepsit right between us and the captain.”

"Exactly! The crowd won't mind my not being on the cruise. They want a good time I'm after a quiet
voyage. The two don't fit together. Last night | didn't get to deep until two o'clock, with that crazy bunch
chasing dl about the deck. It's a wonder some of them didn't fal overboard.”

Yandl chuckled at the reference. He and Rhyde arose and went out into the lobby. Harry followed a
few minutes later.

ARRANGEMENTS worked as Rhyde had planned them. Yarndl's car was brought from the garage.
Languidly, and with laughing remarks about the usdessness of yacht cruises, Yandl drove away. His
jocularity was answered by jests from the others. The girls shouted "Landliubber” as Yandl's big car
swung the corner.

From the window of the lobby, Harry saw the crowd pile into a Sngle cab with Rhyde. Jugt as the taxi
was pulling away, Harry hurried to the street and jumped into another cab.

"Keegp dong with that bunch,” he told the driver. Then, as the cab started: "They thought they would
soring ajoke on me. | dept late; they figured it would be fun to leave me behind.”

"Where are they going?' demanded the driver. "Maybe | can pick a short route and beat them there.”

"Can't do it informed Harry. "They're going to some dock, to get aboard the yacht Paulina. | don't
know what dock it i, that's why they left me. They want to make me run up a big taxi hill, riding dl dong
the water front looking for the Paulina.”

Thetaxi driver laughed. He kept close behind the other cab; then dropped back a Harry's indruction.
The Shadow's agent remarked that he was trying a little scheme of his own. He did not want the others to
know that he had guessed thelr trick.

As a reault, the head cab had dready disembarked its passengers at the proper pier when Harry's cab
arived.

Paying the driver, Harry sauntered toward the dock. He looked back to see the cab pull away. The
Paulinawas tied at the end of the pier. Harry joined asmdl group of loiterers that was admiring the ship.

Harry saw Rhyde leave his companions and approach a man in uniform. This Harry knew, mugt be
Captain Dunley. Rhyde and the skipper went forward; they scanned heedlines together. Their conference



became a close one; dl that Harry could observe was a series of nods that became more frequent as they
proceeded.

Reaching a fast agreement, Rhyde and Dunley separated. Harry saw the yacht owner droll below.
Promptly, The Shadow's agent walked from the pier, to find a telephone. It was a full block before he
located one.

Harry entered a booth in a cheap restaurant and made a long-distance cdl to Rutledge Mann, in New
York.

The investment broker was out to lunch, but was expected back in twenty minutes. Harry glanced at the
restaurant clock. It showed quarter past one. Harry knew that he could cal Burbank; but Mann was the
proper contact for the present. Harry's report was one that could wait.

Stralling back to the pier, Harry remained there until twenty-five minutes of two. He then returned to the
cgar store and made another cal. Thistime he heard Mann's voice.

Briefly Harry gave details. Mann ingructed him to stay at the pier; to make another cdl at hdf past two,
unless an emergency should arise in the meantime.

THERE was no dir aboard the yacht when Harry again approached it. Captain Dunley was busy at the
bow. Some of the guests were on the pier; others lounged beneath a canopy on the rear deck.

If danger threatened Ludlow Rhyde, it would not gtrike here, in this setting. Of that, Harry fdt certain.
None of the gawkers on the dock looked like desperadoes.

Harry bided his time until nearly hdf past two. He went to make the cal that would bring indructions
from The Shadow. He talked with Mann by long distance. He received orders to cover Rhyde and come
back from Boston on the six-o'clock train.

This to Harry, involved present discretion. He knew that Rhyde would have to come from the pier; he
did not want the man to notice him, because he would see Rhyde later on the train.

Harry had escaped observation at the Fenway Hotdl; the pier, however, was more conspicuous. Rhyde,
if he fdt himsdf in danger, would suspect a follower to be an enemy rather than a friend.

Harry remained a the inner end of the pier, beginning his new vigl at twenty minutes of three. A quarter
of an hour passed; he noted activity upon the deck of the Paulina Ropes were drawn aboard; the
propdler churned. The yacht glided from the pier.

Had Rhyde decided to reman aboard?

Harry puzzled as the idlers strolled past him. Redlizing the need for inquiry, he stopped the last of the
loafers. Thefdlow was an old, bewhiskered man who carried a corncob pipe in one hand and used the
other to hobble with a cane.

Hary asked if the old men had seen any one come ashore. The ancient roustabout nodded. Harry
described Rhyde; again, the idler nodded.

"That was him," he informed. "The young fdlow with dark har. He come ashore a spdl ago; the captain
was waking dong with him."

"Jugt how long ago?"



"A short spdll. Mebbe an hour.”
"Or more?'
"Dont reckon so, gr; but | can't say. He went that way.”

The old man gestured his corncob toward the low, widespread line of buildings that marked the center of
Boston. Harry found ataxi and rode to a hotedl near South Station.

On the way, Harry calculated. He had made two cdls close together; a one fifteen and at about twenty
minutes of two. None after that, until half past two. That seemed the logicd time of Rhyde's departure;
paticularly because Rhyde was not taking a train until Sx o'clock.

Harry guessed that Rhyde had waited until as near saling time as he could. Catching an opportune
moment, he had probably left the Paulina at two-thirty, indructing Captain Dunley to sall at three o'clock,
before Rhyde's absence would be discussed by guests aboard the yacht.

No chance to trace Rhyde among the twidy streets of Boston. Harry decided to catch the six-o'clock
train for New Y ork. At the hotd, he put in aroutine cal to Rutledge Mann. That ended Harry's duty until
dusk. Nevertheless, Harry fdt uneasy.

He hoped that Rhyde would not encounter daylight danger in Boston. That period past, dl would be
wedll. Other murders had occurred after dark, dl of themin New York. If a menace threatened Rhyde, it
probably would not strike until after he arrived in Manhattan, a eeven o'clock.

That would be the time when Harry himsdf would reach New York. Although he did not foresee it,
Harry would be able to render service to The Shadow, from the moment thet the train trip ended.

Though his part seemed smdl, Harry was to be a definite factor in The Shadow's battle againg crime,

CHAPTER XI. THE CROSSED TRAIL

IT was seven o'clock in New Y ork. Dusk had brought early darkness. Agents of The Shadow were out
to regain their logt trall. They were supported by ther chief himsdf.

For The Shadow wanted trace of Badger Grifflin; and while Cliff and Hawkeye vidted places where the
missng man might be, The Shadow was aso roaming the confines of the underworld.

A human chameleon, The Shadow could suit himsdf to any locde. On lighted Streets, he appeared as a
well-dressed draller; not too congpicuous, but well enough attired to be welcomed in such places as
Carraway's gambling house.

In dingier digtricts, where dives invited hoodlums, The Shadow traveled in sweatered guise, passing as a
rowdy tough enough to gain entree into any hangout.

Where dark, secluded dleyways were concerned, The Shadow used his guise of black. A living wraith,
he covered awide area, hisvery presence unseen and unsuspected.

For these transformations, The Shadow utilized a movable base. While he stalked the underworld, a
taxicab cruised the fringes of the bad lands. Its sharp-faced driver passed up fares and scheduled his
twigted route to reach required destinations & given intervals.

The cab driver was Moe Shrevnitz, as keen a hackie as any in Manhattan. His was an independent cab,
uncontrolled by any company. Its actua owner was The Shadow.



In the back of the cab were dl the articles that The Shadow required for his own tour of the underworld.
Disguise kits, garments, ready for each transformation.

Hnishing each sector, in the garb that it demanded, The Shadow contacted Moe's cab a the next
mesting place. A few minutes sufficed for him to change his guise; then emerge for the next stage of his
unceesing search.

Compared to The Shadow's sysematic methods, Cliff and Hawkeye were limited to minor parts. Cliff
covered hangouts where he was known and welcomed. Hawkeye picked places where a prowler could
come and go unmolested. Each was adding to The Shadow's coverage, dthough ther chief was
accomplishing more than both agents combined.

Luck could wel play a part in the search for Badger Grifflin. The Shadow had counted upon chance; and
it came. It was Hawkeye who firg spotted Badger.

NOT far from the Bowery was a place cdled Mulley's Tavern. It had an updtairs bar, where smdl-fry
hoodlums congregated. Crap games were frequent in corner tables, dong the wals were bagatelle
meachines where players tried their kill and wagered bets among themsdlves.

Mulley, a brawny, shirt-deeved proprietor, kept order; he was aided in this duty by a pair of big-fisted
barkeeps. Little trouble ever occurred a Mulley's, for the riffraff who formed the dientde lacked
toughness. That was explained by the fact that Mulley's attracted ool pigeons. Thugs who were wanted
by the law stayed away.

Hawkeye visted Mulley's as a matter of routine. The little spotter gained a surprise the moment that he
arrived in the upstairs joint. Standing at the bar was Badger Grifflin. The crook was chatting with Mulley.

Sding to atable, Hawkeye watched. He saw Badger's protruding lip movein eager conversation. At last
there came a nod from Mulley. Badger shoved a hand into his pocket, produced a fat bank roll and
peded off afew hillswhich he shoved across the bar to the proprietor.

The transaction fitted with information that Hawkeye had received through Burbank. The Shadow had
andyzed Badger's case and had sent the news aong. Hawkeye knew that Badger was buying an dibi.

Wednesday night, Badger had been a Carraway's. He had not been located Thursday evening; but it
seemed likdy that he had chosen some safe spot. Here, on Friday night, he was due to stay a Mulley's.
He wanted the proprietor to remember it.

Mulley stood well with the law. Stoolies were safe a his joint. Anything that Mulley told the police would
be bdieved; for it was his policy to play straight. But Mulley was one who could do business on the side
without jeopardizing his pogition.

Why Badger wanted an dibi, Mulley neither knew nor cared. The crook had smply made it profitable
for Mulley to remember what he saw; and to tdll the truth to the police, if cdled upon later. A phony dibi
would not be supported by Mulley; but ared one would. That was the type of dibi that Badger required.

BADGER dgralled from the bar. He pulled a handful of nickes from his pocket and began to play a
bagatelle board. Hawkeye saw a couple of pasty-faced patrons meking their departure. He dipped dong
behind them.

Ten minutes later, Hawkeye reached a darkened dleyway. He waited there and lisened. He heard a
footfdl. He whispered, cautioudy:



"qliffl"

A response from the darkness. Hawkeye passed the word:

"I've spotted Badger. He's a Mulley's. Building an dibi. Y ou cover, Cliff. I'll get the word to Moe."
Hawkeye knew the taxi's schedule. He shuffled off through the darkness, while Cliff headed for Mulley's.

The updtairs joint was wel thronged when Cliff arrived. The Shadow's agent took his stand just indde the
door. He saw Badger shooting marbles a the game board, his ugly lip mouthing oaths as the marbles
missed the pockets where he had aimed to score.

There was a limp-shouldered idler close by Cliff. The fdlow looked like a dope addict. Cliff noted him
from the corner of his eye; for he had seen the man before and knew his name. He was "Hoppy" Ladhler;
and the "grgpeving’ had piped that he was a stool pigeon.

Hoppy was watching Badger.

A few minutes passed, while Cliff took care not to eye Badger too closdy. He suddenly noted a shift
beside him. Hoppy was edging toward the door. When Cliff turned about, the dopey-faced man was
gone. Cliff stepped closer to the hall.

Voices on the stairway. One was Hoppy's. The dope had met a pd. Cliff caught Hoppy's whisper:
"Hes dill there, Gink."

"Better scram, then, Hoppy," came "Gink's' answer. "l tipped off the bulls Cardonas comin' wid a
squad!™

"O.K., Gink."

Footsteps went down the stairs. Gink was leaving. Hoppy came back into the joint; looked about in
weary fashion then made his exit dso. Cliff saw prompt need for action.

Somehow, the law had decided to grab Badger. Why?2—Cliff did not know. No word had reached The
Shadow of Badger's Thursday night sojourn in a precinct cell.

It happened that the desk sergeant had findly sent his report to headquarters. Cardona had guessed that
Badger was traveling an dibi route and had posted stoolies to look for the lippy crook. But that sequence
of events was unnecessary to Cliff's decision.

Cliff was concentrated upon one point only. The Shadow wanted Badger. It was Cliff's job to see that
The Shadow gained him. If the law adso wanted Badger, The Shadow would see that the fdlow came
into the hands of the police. But The Shadow needed fird turn.

STROLLING over to the bagatdle board, Cliff watched Badger shoot the marbles. The crook looked
toward him; Cliff passed him a sharp nudge.

"Keep your eye on the game" he stated, in an undertone. "You know who | am, Badger."
Badger nodded. He was nervous, however; his next play showed it more than before.

"The bulls are after you," added Cliff. "l just heard a soalie il it. Looks like they're going to dtage a
roundup here, so's to grab you. Got a good hideout?"



Another nod from Badger. He was restless. Between two choices, he found it difficult. Hight would mean
the loss of his planned dibi; but arrest would meen a third degree. Badger didiked being grilled by the

police.
"Do asnesk," suggested Cliff. "Duck into the pool room around the corner and stick there. I'll watch for
goolies; then I'll join you."

Badger liked the advice. He was loath to flee directly to his hide-out, for fear that stool pigeons would
trail. Cliff's promise offered him a chance to learn how he stood.

Cliff stepped over to another game and began to play on his own. Badger finished out his nickd, gave a
disgusted grunt and gtrolled over to the bar. There he spoke to Mulley.

"Gaing down to make a phone cdl,” Cliff heard Badger say. "I'll be back in five minutes, Mulley."
The proprietor nodded. He looked at the clock. He was keegping close tabs on Badger's dibi.

Cliff finished his play just as Badger reached the door. He saw a pair of hard-faced customers that were
about to leave. Neither was a soolie thar exit offered Cliff a chance to groll out also. Cliff followed.

He knew that Badger would be jittery, and would not stay long at the pool room. The sooner that Cliff
joined him, the better. He could then gdl with Badger until he had a chance to contact ether Hawkeye
or The Shadow. In a pinch, he could accompany Badger to the crook's hide-out and thus learn its
location.

Cliff's plan was a good one. Chance, however, was due to ruin it.

HARDLY had Cliff reached the gairs before he heard a shout from below. Framed in the doorway to
the street was Badger. Two plain-clothes men had seized the crook; beyond them was the stocky figure
of Joe Cardona. The acting ingpector was dighting from a police car.

"It'sthe bulld" yelled Badger. "They're grabbing me™

The cry gained ad. Midway down the stairs were the two hoodlums who had preceded Cliff. They were
the toughest of dl who had been a Mulley's More than that, they were thugs whom the law wanted; they
hed taken a big chance in appearing so publicly.

The two thought that the raid was coming to ensnare them. With ugly snarls, they whipped out revolvers
and aimed for the detectives. Rling forward, they opened fire.

Badger writhed from the grasp of his captors. The detectives swung to meet the attack. They were late
with their shots. A bullet winged one plain-clothes man and dropped him, wounded, upon the sdewalk.

Joe Cardona had whipped out a revolver. With a straight shot, he downed the nearer of the two thugs,
who was aming a the wounded detective. The other plain-clothes man legped for the second ruffian; the
fdlow met him with a snarl and a quick am. The detective was caught flat-footed, blocking Cardona's
chance to fire.

A gun roared from the stairway. Cliff had pulled an automatic. His shot was accurate and timely. The
aming thug sank with a sickened groan; his gun am fdl. Gaining am, the unscathed detective ripped
bullets into his enemy.

Joe Cardona saw the result. He thought that the shot had come from a detective who had gained
previous entry to Mulley's. Joe turned to look for Badger. Already, another had covered the fleaing



crook.

That was Detective-Sergeant Markham, dill in the car. As Cardona saw Badger reach the corner,
Markham fired. His bullet staggered Badger. The crook wabbled as he rounded the corner.

"Geat hm!" shouted Cardona. "Get him!"

Markham and the saved detective joined Cardonain the chase. But the trio was due for opposition, of a
sort that they did not expect.

The thugs from the updairs joint had come down to join a band across the street. Three crooks,
douched in atouring car, had seen the arrivd of the police and the quick fight that had followed.

Wild with rage at the sght of ther fdlen pas, these thugs bounded from their car and zipped bullets at
Cardona and his men. Joe gave a shout for cover. He and the others dived to doorways.

Cliff, at the bottom of the stairs, began quick fire at the crooks. Guns spoke from the opposite direction.
Cliff whedled and dropped back into the doorway.

Two mobsmen from some hangout had been attracted by the gunfire. They had spied Cliff; like Cardona,
they had taken him for a detective. They were trying to drop The Shadow's agent.

Should they succeed, they would go through to get Cardona and his companions. It was Cliff's job to
take out these newcomers.

Cliff bagged one with two quick shots. The other dropped behind a big ash can and peppered bullets
toward the doorway. Cliff dropped back to cover jugtintime.

All during those swift seconds, bullets spattered about the street, while the staccato barks of revolvers
awoke wild commotion. Cardona and his aids were at bay. In diving for their doorways, they had lost the
advantage. Crooks were aming for the kill.

A TAXICAB wheded suddenly from somewhere. A fierce laugh sounded in the momentary Iull. The
thug by the ash can heard it; he hopped about, ydled wildly and amed for the cab, which was coming in
hisdirection. The crook's finger never pressed the trigger that it sought to tug.

Head and shoulders were looming from the cab. Burning eyes showed benegth the brim of a douch ha;
beneath them, gloved figs with ready automatics. Smultaneoudy, each .45 ddivered a bligering tongue
of flame. The aming gunman withered.

On roared the cab. The thugs who had come from the touring car wheeled about to meet it. They had
crossed the Street; they were on the curb near the entrance to Mulley's upstairs tavern.

Vidoudy, the trio amed. Moe Shrevnitz settled deep behind the whed, as he jerked the cab into a
sudden zigzag.

The mobsters had seen The Shadow. Their revolvers spat; dugs skimmed wide. Moe had tramped the
accelerator as he hunched. His cab seemed dmog to legp ahead of the aming revolvers. But The
Shadow, dill stretched from the window, was too prepared to lose hisam.

His automatics jabbed new bullets and recoiled like the guns of a cruiser's turret. Each echoing stab was
effective. Sx shots occurred in quick succession; and with them, enemies fatered.

Two crooks went down, their revolvers clattering. The third, though wounded, held his feet.



The cab swung suddenly at the corner. The last of the murderous trio took am. He was an open target
for The Shadow; but the cloaked fighter did not fire. It was unnecessary.

Cardona, Markham and the detective were piling out from cover. Thar revolvers ddivered a barrage
toward the aming thug. The foiled killer dumped before they reached him.

The Shadow's laugh faded as the cab swung the corner. Cliff, diding from his doorway, heard the grim
mirth end. A crowd was piling down the gairs from Mulley's, but these arrivals wanted flight, not battle.

Cardona, turning, saw them scatter and let them go. Cliff headed rapidly away under cover of the
dispersng throng.

COMMOTION reigned around the corner; but no one there connected Moe's cab with the fight. The
Shadow had dropped back from the window. Through the front, he was searching for signs up ahead.
His keen eyes spied what he wanted.

Nearly a block away, a hunched man was yanking open the door of a chance taxi. His hand was in his
coat pocket, bunching the cloth to indicate a gun. It was Badger, intimidating a taximan, as he boarded
the fdlow's cab.

The other taxi shot away before Moe could overtake it. The Shadow saw it round a corner on two
wheds. Badger's threat had gone over. The crook had gained a mode of flight, and was spurring his
uwilling driver to the greatest possible speed.

A whispered order from The Shadow. Moe heard it and nodded. Up again behind the whed, Moe was
Speeding to pursuit. Badger Grifflin, wounded, was heeding for his hide-out.

The Shadow was on Badger's trail.

CHAPTER XII. DYING WORDS

THE whole Manhattan police force seemed on hand to harass Badger's flight. That became evident by
the time the fleeing cab had traveled a dozen blocks.

Srens were whining everywhere. Joe Cardona had sped the darm. The radio patrol was dodng in to
trap the escaping crook. Luck, however, seemed with Badger.

Badger was directing the driver whose cab he had commandeered. The hackie was twiding & dmost
every corner, swvinging right or left, according to Badger's orders. Frightened for his life, the driver
preferred reckless driving to a bullet in the back.

Though capable at pursuit, Moe Shrevnitz could make no headway. He was lucky even to keep the trall,
which lengthened at intervas to more than afull block. As the cabs roared cross-town, a police car spied
them. Haf aminute [ater, Mo€'s cab was under pursuit.

The Shadow was in the middle of the trall. While Moe sought to close the distance between his cab and
Badger's, the radio patrol was trying to overtake The Shadow. For afew moments, Moe was desperate;
then a quiet laugh from the rear seat reassured him.

If Badger's cab kept up its speed, it would outdistance the patrol car. So would Moe, if he kept up the
pace. If Badger's driver fatered, Moe would overtake him. The Shadow would attend to matters before
the police arrived. The studtion did not offer the hazard that had firgt impressed Moe.

Other patrol cars were svinging into the chase. So were taxis and private automobiles that had been



boarded by policemen and detectives. Y et Badger's luck had held; the wild ride had reached the uptown
section of Lexington Avenue.

Then came the sudden finish. Swinging down a Sde street, Badger's cab stopped short at the crook's
order. Haf sprawling from the opened door, Badger made another gesture with his doubled-up pocket.
It meant for the taxi to clear the vidnity. The driver sped away, as rapidly as he had carried Badger.

The crook was out of sght dmost immediady. The cab, however, was spied by the passenger of
another taxi that had come around the corner. Moe had closed the tral in time for The Shadow to know
what had happened.

A whispered order. Moe dowed at the curb. The Shadow stepped from the cab; he merged with the
blackness of awal, while Moe rolled lazily ahead. Then came the roar of motors.

Petrol cars whizzed into Sght. Standing in darkness, The Shadow watched them overhaul Moe benesth
the ironwork of the Third Avenue elevated.

The Shadow had put his properties beneath the rear seat. Mo€'s cab had no occupant. The driver was
meking a good explanation. Apparently, he had merely chanced to be in this vidnity.

Then other police cars bobbed into 9ght dong the avenue. The Shadow saw explandions beng given.
Moe's cab pulled away, freed. The Shadow knew precisely what had happened.

Thetaxi driver who had carried Badger had reported to the police. The net would soon closein upon the
escaped thug.

A tiny flaghlight glimmered. It was near the spot where Badger had dighted. Guarded by folds of The
Shadow's cloak, the light glowed aong the sidewalk. It showed a blob of crimson. Badger's blood.

The light glimmered on a wall; then it moved dong and showed an opening. The guarded glow faded.
The Shadow had found a passage. The headlights of a patrol car suddenly lighted the sdewak. The
Shadow was gone.

The police, when they dighted, did not spy the bloodstain. They were searching doorways, benesth
steps, everywhere that a man might have hidden. Two bluecoats noticed the passage between buildings
and began ahunt in that direction.

MEANWHILE, alight had been turned on in Badger's hide-out. The drawn window shade hid the glow
from outside. The light, itsdlf, showed an dmogt doubled figure. Badger was in agony; his lower lip had
drooped.

Markham's bullet had clipped his left sde. Badger's pressing hand was stained with blood, that dripped
and formed splotches on the floor.

His right hand was in his coat pocket. He tugged it loose; the pocket itsdf turned insde out. Badger
managed a grimace. His hand and his pocket were empty. He had carried no gun to Mulley's. His gesture
toward the taxi driver had been a bluff.

A pang ended Badger's momentary chuckle. The crook fdtered, clamped his Sde and steadied. He
reached the closet; pulled open the door. With hisright hand, he found a box on a hidden shelf behind the

henging clothes.
His hand came out, dutching a thick bundle of bank notes. Badger stuffed the money into his pocket.



He reached for the overcoat. From its pocket, he drew the revolver that he kept there. Steadying, he
gripped the weapon with his right hand, while his left pressed more tightly againg his sde. Backing
dumsly from the closet, Badger whedled about, toward the door of the room.

He feared that invaders were close. His action indicated a willingness to shoot his way through a police
cordon.

But Badger had not expected a particular foeman to be close. The snarl that came from his lips was one
of startlement. A tall figure was standing in the doorway. The door, itself, was open wide.

There, Badger saw The Shadow.

The mygerious avenger had arived close behind his quarry. Slent in the doorway, he had observed
every action that the crook had made. For some strange reason, The Shadow stood weaponless. One
gloved hand rested on the doorknob; the other was againgt the side of the doorway.

Coincidentally, Badger, in turning, had amed his revolver directly toward the door. Had he faced an
armed policeman, the mobster would have fired. But sght of The Shadow overwhdmed him. Blazing
eyes made the wounded crook fdter. His gun hand wavered; sagged.

The Shadow made no utterance. Badger gasped; blinked his glassy eyes. For the fird time, Badger
redlized that The Shadow gripped no weapon. Sheer terror had made him think that he was covered.
Vagudy, he redized facts as they were.

For amoment, Badger's grip tightened upon hisrevolver. A product of the underworld, Badger was one
who had bragged often that he would like the chance to gain a pot shot & The Shadow. But in this crigs,
Badger faled.

The Shadow had expected it. He had viewed the weakness of the aimind; he knew that Badger's
wound was mortd. There would be litle chance for parley. The Shadow had placed his weapons
benesath his cloak, counting upon the move to gain Badger's confidence.

But The Shadow had taken arisk. Badger might have fired through sheer desperation. But The Shadow
hed decided that the odds favored his plan. He had taken the chance; Badger was lulled. Hislagt effort to
raise his revolver ended—partly through weakness, partly through bewilderment.

POLICE whidtles dhrilled from somewhere outside. Badger gasped; panting, he began to sag.

The Shadow stepped forward. His right hand gripped the crook's shoulder. Still holding his revolver,
Badger followed the guiding move and reached the tumble-down cot. He sank there, saring upward.

"Thereistime to spesk!" pronounced The Shadow, hisvoice asniger hiss. "To declare the next scheme
of the murderer whose plans you have served!”

Badger's eyes glowered. An oath was upon hislips. He tried to raise hisrevolver.

"The murderer who sought your own deeth,” added The Shadow, "because you knew too much
concerning him."

Badger's lips froze. His eyes opened wider. Fnding voice, he blurted the thought that The Shadow's
words had indigated.

"He—he double-crossed md™



The Shadow gave no answer. His gaze was fixed upon Badger's dartled eyes. The crook snarled
suddenly, "A double cross, nothing!" he gaculated. "Sending the bulls to grab mel What—what good
would that have done me? If I'd wised'— he panted for bresth—"if 1'd wised, | could have squawked.
It—it wasn't a double-cross &t dl -"

"There were others" reminded The Shadow, in his steady whisper, "beside the police”
Badger gulped. Inginctively, he formed a nod.

"Them guys on the street—yeah, they were there—they were there to get me, maybe. | thought they was
hdping me. | get it. They was guys that was sent —to rub me out!"

Badger had saized upon The Shadow's suggestion. Keenly, The Shadow had used chance circumstances
to his advantage. Gunplay had begun through the sheer accidenta presence of trouble-making thugs.

The Shadow, fallowing Badger, had decided that the lone crook did not know the facts. He had seen a
way to gain Badger's confidence, by appearing wegponless; to press that advantage through a play on
Badger's ignorance,

The Shadow's plan had worked. Badger's dying lips, twisted in pain, were ready to snarl informetion.

"YOU know the guy who double-crossed me" gulped Badger. "You—you want to get him—when he
pulls his next job—to-night! The last job - the easy one —where he don't need to rub out anybody
unless there's trouble.”

The Shadow nodded as Badger paused. He knew that inquiry for a name would stop Badger short. The
Shadow's nod was an urge. Badger gasped facts

"He's going to get aguy named Sendry. Martin Sendry—in his office. Sendry will—will be there, maybe.
He may get bumped if heis but he won't have to be—like the others -"

Badger had raised his head. The effort was too much. He fdl back. His eyes closed. He muttered
Satements that were half incoherent— references to the killer who he thought had double-crossed him.

"He got Cleffard,” mumbled Badger. "And Raskin. He—he had to rub them out. Maybe hell bump
Sendry—even if he don't have to. He—he had them get me—the double-crosser! Yeah, he -"

Badger's eyes opened. He saw The Shadow's burning gaze close to his own vison. A sudden change
showed on Badger's lips. With agonized effort, the crook wrenched into action. The last vestiges of his
grength were thrown into one furious effort.

Badger had guessed the truth; guessed it through The Shadow's close interes. To him came the
redization that The Shadow wanted the name of the murderer. With that assumption, Badger gained a
sudden knowledge.

He knew that he had not been double-crossed. The Shadow had bluffed him into reveding the scene of
coming crime. One moment more, and Badger would have babbled the name of the murderer—a name
which he thought The Shadow knew.

Instead, Badger whipped toward the wal with the lashing speed of a rattlesnake. Ralling, he jabbed his
revolver draight for The Shadow's eyes. In dying desperation, he tugged at the trigger. But a gloved hand
shat forth with a swiftness that equaled Badger's.

The Shadow's hand clamped the crook’s gun wrist. The aming swing jolted backward. Badger fired as



he received the recoil of The Shadow's counterthrust. The searing flame of the gun went wide of The
Shadow's head. It scorched the sde of The Shadow's hat brim, and the bullet buried itsdf in the ceiling.

For a moment, Badger was rigid. Then his tightened muscles yidded. From his lips came afind gurgle
Therickety cot quaked asit took the dead weight of Badger's crumpled frame.

The Shadow's quiz was ended. Badger Grifflin was dead.

THE SHADOW swung to the center of the room. Badger's gun, lost by his loosened fingers, went
clattering from the edge of the cot. That sound meant nothing to The Shadow. He was ligening to shouts
outdoors.

The police had closed in tightly. Soon they would have found the hide-out through blind search. But the
revolver shot had directed ther hunt. Officers were below the window, heading for the door that led
updairs.

Delay would prove disastrous to The Shadow's plans. He had one chance of exit. Soringing from the
room, he saw a stairway tha led upward. He took it, and reached the third floor while the police were
pounding to the second.

The Shadow saw an open room. It was empty; he made for the window. Swinging out into darkness, he
took advantage of the excitement below. Cdls were coming that Badger had been found. No vigilant
eyes were toward the third floor.

A projecting roof edge showed above the window. Leaning outward, The Shadow stretched up and
gripped the ledge. His body swung like a pendulum; then drew draight upward as his strong arms
functioned.

The city's glow showed the shrouded figure on the roof moving in speedy glide, toward other housetops
wedl away from the area that the police had invested.

The Shadow had finished one quest. He was on hisway to find a murderer.

Twice, crime had struck despite The Shadow. He would meet the next stroke when it came.

CHAPTER XIlI. THE STAGE IS SET

SWIFT events had consumed no more than a scant hour. It was just past eight o'clock when The
Shadow appeared in the vidnity of Times Square. No one would have recognized him; his guise was
unusud.

To-night, The Shadow had donned specia make-up for his search through the bad lands. His face bore
only a dight resemblance to the countenance of Lamont Cranston. Though masklike, it lacked the
cadmness that The Shadow so frequently preferred.

His features were squarer; more mobile. Only a dight contortion was required to give them hardness.
Thus The Shadow posed as ether respectable pedestrian or tough-faced thug, according to the places
where his search had taken him.

Across his arm, The Shadow was carrying what appeared to be a folded top coat. It was actudly his
cloak, with the douch hat buried benegth it. He was wearing a dark-gray fdt hat, as flexible as the black
headpiece which he had concealed.

On the dde street, The Shadow stopped, glanced at his watch; then looked for a cab. A hackie spied



him; but before the fellow could drive up, The Shadow had stepped into a nearer taxi. There was method
inhis choice. The cab that he was teking was Moe Shrevnitz's.

Moe gaped when he heard the quiet-voiced passenger give a destination. It was not long ago that he had
left The Shadow in an area where a tight police cordon was forming. Yet The Shadow had moved from
the law-surrounded district and was here at the corner.

Moreover, the cab driver could guess that The Shadow had accomplished his misson of locating Badger
Grifflin.

Driving northward, Moe speculated on The Shadow's amazing ability. Consdering the past, the taxi
driver remembered how he himsdf had once been saved from death through The Shadow's intervention.
That had been Moe's firs medting with his chief. Afterward, Moe had been reminded of his adventure by
Harry Vincent, who had sworn Moe into the service.

One reason, only, had gpparently caused The Shadow to choose Moe as an ad. The superchief dways
picked men whose lives he had saved. Harry—Cliff— Hawkeye—all could recite stories such as Mo€'s.

THE SHADOW had given an address on Broadway, above Ninety-sixth Street. It was twenty minutes
past eight when the cab pulled up in front of a samdl real-estate office which could be entered only from
the lobby of an old-fashioned office building.

The Shadow dighted, carrying a briefcase into which he had suffed his black cloak and hat. He gave
Moe ingructions to remain in the vicinity. He studied the name on the plate-glass window of the office. It
reed:

MARTIN SENDRY

Real Estate

Passing through the lobby, The Shadow entered the lighted office. The place was empty, but a door
stood gjar. The Shadow heard a querulous voice cdl from the inner offices

"Comein!"

The Shadow entered a room as large as the front office. Its walls were lined with large filing cabinets,
congpicuoudy marked with the dates of years. There was one space: awindow that led to an areaway.

A smdl, rotund man sat behind a large desk. He was middle-aged; his eyes looked owlish through their
big spectacles.

"My name" introduced The Shadow, briskly, "isHenry Arnaud. | came to rent a house. | want onein a
quiet section.”

Sendry turned to a filing cabinet behind him; one that bore no dates. While he looked through it, he
asked:

"How did you happen to come to me?

"Your name was referred to me by afriend.”



"Hm-m-m!" Sendry was fumbling in the files. "If my secretary were only here, thiswould be smple. But |
am dways done at night."

"Suppose | come back to-morrow. | have an gppointment that | mugt keep to-night.”

Sendry turned around. He said that he stayed open until midnight; that he could go through the ligts later,
and have a sdection ready when Mr. Arnaud returned. Casudly, The Shadow shifted the subject.

"You keep many records,”" he remarked, looking at thefiling cabinets. "They mugt prove very useful.”

"They are, Mr. Arnaud,” said Sendry, pleased that his sysem was admired. "l file every lease, every
document, according to years. The files are subdivided into months. | never index names; but tdl me an
address of a house or an apartment, | can check its rental periods. Under the proper year and month, |
find dl needed information.”

"Hardly complete” was Arnaud's objection. "Suppose | should rent a house from you, and two years
from now, some one would inquire about me. What could you tdl him?'

"Nothing!" snapped Sendry. Then, with agmile "It saves me a grest ded of annoyance, Mr. Arnaud, this
policy of paying no attention to names."

The Shadow smiled. He had good reason. He had learned why Sendry's life was not as deeply
endangered as those of Cleffard and Raskin. If documents bearing a name were stolen from this office,
Sendry would not be able to tdl what name had appeared on them.

"Of course" declared Sendry, "if some one asked about a particular house, | would have to search
through each year's record in order to find the names of dl the lessees. But that would not be difficult.”

The Shadow arose. He looked toward the outer office

"May | use your telephone, Mr. Sendry?' he inquired. "Perhaps | can arrange to cancel my gppointment.”

"Certanly, gr. Use this one, on my desk -"
"I might disturb you. | can use the onein the other office”

IN one sense, Sendry's position was secure. The Shadow knew that theft from his office would involve
only a forgotten record, taken from a particular file. Contrarily, Sendry wasin danger.

Theft was due to-night. The man's presence here might irk the murderer. Life was cheap to that crimind.
With two previous killings registered, he would probably not shirk a third.

The Shadow's telephone cdl was designed as a protective measure in behdf of Sendry. On the redtor's
desk, The Shadow had noticed aletter from Philade phia; one that bore a registered stamp. He had dso
read the name of the concern that had sent the letter.

The Shadow cdled Burbank on the outer telephone. He mentioned the name on the envelope. Returning,
hetold Sendry that his friend was out; but that he would call back.

Sendry nodded. He was going through the house lisings

Ten minutes of nine brought a clatter from the outer office. A telegraph messenger was bringing a ydlow
envelope. Sendry sgned.



"From Jennings Company!" he exclamed. "They want me in Philaddphia Odd that they said nothing
about it in the letter.”

"Veay important?' queried Arnaud.

"Yes" replied Sendry. "l am handling some leases for them. Thereisa train at nine-thirty. | must rush for
it. Suppose you cdl to-morrow, Mr. Arnaud.”

While Sendry was putting things away, Arnaud gtrolled to the outer room. He opened the glass-paneled
door. Wadding a dip of paper, he wedged it into the latch-socket. Sendry came out to draw down a
large green window shade that completely covered the plate-glass window fronting the street.

As they went out, Sendry wiggled the outer doorknob to make sure that it was latched. The Shadow
waited in the building lobby while Sendry closed the door. The owlish man peered back through the glass
pand; but to no purpose. If he had left anything, he couldn't see it, for he had extinguished the lights.

In Arnaud's fashion, The Shadow sgnded. Moe's cab wheded from across the street. As Sendry
bustled out, Arnaud hated him.

"Hereisa cab, Mr. Sendry. It will get you to the Pennsylvania Station.”
"Ah! Thank you, Mr. Arnaud. If you are coming my direction -"
"Sorry. | am taking the northbound subway.”

Sendry was aboard the cab. The Shadow gave a Sgnd that brought a nod from the driver. Moe was to
take specid care of this passenger.

THERE was a drug store ahdf block distant. The Shadow went there and put in a cdl to Burbank. He
received reports from Cliff and Hawkeye. Both were sgnificant.

Cliff had dropped in to see Kade Bewer. The big-shot had aready received news of Badger's death. It
hed been learned dmogt ingantly throughout the underworld. Though Kale lived in a better section of the
aty, he had plenty of contacts to pass him the information.

Kae was entertaining friends. His chief topic of conversation was a denid of any close acquaintanceship
with Badger Grifflin.

Cliff had managed to groll out and report to Burbank. He had gone back to Kale's. But he could be
summoned amply by a telephone cal. Cliff had told Kale that he expected one.

Hawkeye was lounging at a amd| restaurant near Kal€'s gpartment. He could be reached immediately.
The Shadow gave indructions.

Hawkeye to go to Penn Station and contact Moe. The two to ride back and pick up Cliff. Burbank was
to cdl Cliff and summon him, timing the call so that Cliff could make a quick connection near Kae's.

Then to the building that housed Sendry's office. The Shadow wanted agents stationed where they could
watch for entrants at the Sde or rear.

It was three minutes after nine when The Shadow arrived back at the office building. He had logt no time,
fdlowing his cdl to Burbank.

Moving into an obscure corner of the lobby, he opened his briefcase. From it, he drew hat and cloak.
Donning these, he folded the briefcase and attached it to his body benesth his cloak.



A dight dick of the doorknob was sufficient to enter Sendry's office. The laich had bardly caught. The
Shadow removed the wadding from the latch-socket. He closed the door slently.

The Shadow had calculated that Moe would reach the Pennsylvania Station by five minutes after nine.
Hawkeye, near an Eighth Avenue subway dation, would have just time to catch him there. By
nine-fifteen, Cliff would be with them; nine-thirty, dl would be here.

Moe was a speedy driver, however. He might make the round trip more quickly, if traffic proved clear.

The stage was set. All would be ready for the murderer. The Shadow was prepared for find vigil. But
even as he paused by the drawn shade of Sendry's front window, The Shadow sensed that crime was
coming early.

Motionless, the black-cloaked fighter paused in a slence broken only by muffled clock-ticks from
Sendry'sinner office.

CHAPTER XIV. SHOTS FOR THE SHADOW

THE only light which invaded Sendry's outer office was a trickle from the glass-paned door that opened
into the lobby. The glow from that source wasfitful. It was produced by the blink of an dectric Sgn atop
aBroadway hotd.

That 9gn was one with cregping letters that dowly formed a name, then burst into a blaze of bulbs. After
that, it went dmost black. The cregping glow gave no sgn of The Shadow. Only the find burst produced
aufficdent gleam to outline the black-clad watcher.

Between the outer and the inner office was a door with frosted pand. Sendry had closed it before
departure. That was why the clock-ticks sounded muffled. The Shadow had heard nothing from within;
but he had spied a momentary flicker of light againgt the frosted panel of the connecting door.

Some one was entering Sendry's inner officer. There was only one route by which the intruder could
come: through the little window from the areaway.

To get there, he must have prowled through some other office—one that offered access to the areaway
itsdf. The Shadow listened; he heard a scrgping sound. The window of the inner office was being

opened.

It was only ten minutes after nine. The Shadow decided to wait. He had counted on his agents.
Moreover, it was well to let the invader search for what he wanted. If he took longer than fifteen minutes,
it would fit with The Shadow's own plans.

Theintruder wasin the office. His flashlight was busy; it indicated his actions. The Shadow could tdl that
he was running the light dong the files that were numbered with back years.

Meanwhile, the hotel sgn delivered one of its lengthy-spaced flares. The brief brilliance showed The
Shadow close to the closed connecting door. Four seconds later, dl was darkness. Digant lights were
resuming their dow creep.

Three minutes passed. The Shadow could hear the opening of file cabinets, while the flashlight blinked
and moved. Then the light dwindled and steadied. The intruder had found the file that he wanted.

A pause. A ful two minutes New blinks, new mation. The man in the other room was moving toward
the window. He had found thefile that he wanted. He had taken the papers that he sought.



Quarter past nine. With luck, the agents might arrive at any time, for The Shadow had figured nine-thirty
as the dead line. A dday would help. Moreover, The Shadow wanted action. By rights, the man in the
other room should be the murderer whom he sought. The Shadow needed proof.

Another blaze from the far-off sgn. It showed The Shadow resting his hand upon the knob of the
connecting door. That barrier opened to the left. The window of Sendry's inner room was in the same
direction.

THE light blaze finished. The Shadow turned the knob slently, then with a clatter as he svung the door
toward himsdf. Ingantly, a flashlight went black at the window.

A momentary pause. No sound but the louder ticking of the clock. Then The Shadow piped a querulous
question, in a fasetto which passed perfectly for Sendry's.

"Who's there?'

No voice responded. Again, The Shadow spoke; ill in the same pitch:

"Come! Answer! Answer—or | firel"

One hdf second intervened. Then came the reply. Not by voice, but by the roar of agun.

Tongues of flame spat from the window. Bullets, dispatched in rapid fire, zimmed squarely for the center
of the doorway where The Shadow had issued hisfirg testy question.

With the echoes came a cry. The Shadow had started new words in Sendry's tone. They ended with a
dhriek, the thud of a spravling body. The Shadow had stretched his length upon the floor of the outer
office.

No living person could have received that hall of well-directed sted and 4ill survive. The murderer did
not wait longer, after his proof of identity. A claiter from the window of the inner office told that he had

legped to the areaway.

At that ingant, the blaze of the hotd sgn was repeated. Its glare showed The Shadow lying in the outer
office; but a an unexpected spot. He was not in front of the connecting door. He lay to the left, fully Sx
feet from the space through which the barrage had come.

Though moationless, The Shadow hdd an unusud postion. His head was not againg the floor; it was
raised, in ligening pose. Moreover, his right hand was ready. It gripped an autométic, which it pointed
toward the connecting doorway.

Had the murderer decided to view Sendry's body, he would have found aliving enemy. The Shadow had
shifted after hisfirs query. He had delivered his later words from a postion just left of the doorway. With
ventriloquid effect amid the darkness, he had deceived the murderer.

Pogtive that Sendry was in the doorway, the killer had loosed his shots. Decelved by The Shadow's
postion, he was sure that he had left a riddied corpse where a living men had been. The Shadow's
well-timed shriek had completed the illuson.

A SECOND window clatter followed the firdt. It was more muffled. The blaze from the Sgn showed The
Shadow risgng; then the light blinked off. The Shadow knew that the murderer had reached an office on
the other sde of the areaway. It wastime to follow.

The Shadow had no intention of letting the murderer know that his bullets had been futile On that



account, he paused long enough to shine atiny flaghlight toward the front of the outer office,

Bullets had imbedded themsdlves in plaster; one, partly deflected by a radiator pipe, had ricocheted to
the floor below the window. The Shadow picked up the warped dug.

Cutting through the inner office, he found the window open. He crossed the areaway and made clear
entrance to an empty office.

The killer had closed the door. The Shadow opened it; he heard a door dam from the back of the
building. With a swift, space-gaining stride, The Shadow continued the pursuit, his movement barely
audible.

The Shadow found the outer door. It opened into a cement-paved passage behind the building. With one
quick glance, The Shadow saw an escaping figure as it reached the side street. Then a man lunged into
view; he grappled with the fugitive

Arms flaled. The murderer sent his adversary sorawling and legped beyond the corner of the rear
building. The Shadow saw the downed man rall into the passage, just as a gun spoke from beyond.

Coming through toward the street, The Shadow recognized the blocker. It was Cliff Mardand. Unlucky
inthe quick fray, Cliff hed at least flung hmsdf to safety.

At the sidewak, The Shadow saw the fugitive murderer legp into a cab. The taxi wheded away,
rounding the corner before The Shadow could fire,

From the other direction, Mo€'s cab sped up. The Shadow shoved Cliff in and followed. Whizzing for
the corner, Moe sped out into Broadway.

The Shadow had gripped a police whidle that lay beneath a corner of the floor mat. He saw the other
cab cutting wide past traffic. He ddlivered awhidle blast that could be heard for blocks.

Moe stepped on the gas. Again, a chase was on.

Another dill burst of the whigtle urged the flesing cab to greater speed. Cliff, seated by The Shadow,
understood his chief's purpose. The Shadow wanted the murderer to think that the law was trying to
block his get-away. He would believe that Cliff was a plainclothes man who had heard the shots in
Sendry's office.

THE fleaing cab was heading northward. The murderer had adopted the same tactics that Badger Grifflin
hed used earlier in the evening. But his threat seemed greater than Badger's; his methods proved smarter.
The cab siwung a corner; when Moe came up, it was stopped there. A shaky driver was stepping to the
curb.

"Question him," ordered The Shadow.
Cliff thrugt his head from the window and quizzed gruffly:
"Which way did he go?"

"Through there." The trembling driver pointed to an gpartment house. "He was out while | was stoppin’; |
didn't have no chanct to lamp him. There's a hack stand on the next street.”

The Shadow passed an order to Moe. The cab shot forward, rounded the corner and into the next
street. There were no cabsin front of the gpartment house. The murderer had found a lone one. He had



grabbed it without threat and made departure.

This spot was five blocks from Sendry's. All had been quiet here; the cab at the stland had taken the killer
as an ordinary passenger.

There was no doorman a the antiquated gpartment house. The murderer had known tha fact,
gpparently. He had played a bold game and made a get-away.

Moe cruised about the neighborhood at The Shadow's order. While the hackie sought the logt trail, Cliff
reported:

"I got the cdl a Kae's. Just as he was saying good night and getting ready to turn in. Kae didn't suspect
anything when | eft. The cab was at the corner.

"Moe made it speedy, getting up to Sendry's. He dropped me a one corner; then took Hawkeye to
another. He was coming back when the fdlow popped out of the passage.

"I made a grab; but | never had a chance to see his face. He was lucky when he took a swing a me. |
ducked and lost my footing. | don't think he would have been tough, if | had managed to hold him."

The cab had reached Broadway. There was no Sgn of any suspicious taxi. The Shadow gave an order;
the cab drew up to the curb.

Cdmly, the cloaked deuth stepped forth into the night. Moe pulled away, with Cliff. They were to pick
up Hawkeye and contact Burbank.

AS the cab rolled off, a laugh sounded in the secluded gloom. Cliff heard weird, fading tones. He
detected triumph in the mirth. Despite the fallure to overtake the murderer, The Shadow had expressed
his satisfaction.

The answer, perhaps, might have been found in the rays of The Shadow's flashlight, which gleamed
besde a flight of old stone steps upon the slent street. The gleam showed The Shadow's gloved left
hand. In the palm lay the bullet that The Shadow had picked up in Sendry's outer office.

Two bullets had matched. The ones that had killed Cleffard and Raskin had both come from the same
.38. Thishullet differed. The Shadow needed no microscope to ascertain that fact. Though battered, its
Sze was apparent. It had been fired from a .32 revolver.

The murderer had adopted a new ruse. He had picked another gun. Was that because he had read the
newspaper reports of identical bullets? Or was it because of what Badger had said tonight: that murder
would not occur unless Sendry interfered with theft?

The Shadow did not hold the complete answer; but he had ganed a due that might be useful. His
possession of thisbullet told why he had deliberately drawn the murderer's fire. He had wanted the man
to perform actions that were not origindly intended.

Tha was auffident for the present. The Shadow's next task would begin a deven o'clock. That was
when a man would arrive with needed facts. Eleven was when Ludlow Rhyde would arive a Grand
Centrd aboard the six-o'clock limited from Baoston.

CHAPTER XV. AT THE TERMINAL

THE clock above the Grand Centrd Termind information booth showed the time as being close to
eleven. Near a corner of the vast concourse, Curtiss Hadock and Phil Yandl were walting a an



incoming train gate. The train was due in ten minutes, but Y arnal was showing uncurbed impeatience.

"You should have let me go up to Stamford at nine-thirty," said the society man. "I could have boarded
Lud'stran when it reached there at ten twenty-five. | could have ridden in with him and -"

"All that is beside the point, Yandl," interposed Hadock, testily. "The train has dready reached the
125th Street gtation. 1t will be herein afew minutes. Besides, the police commissioner isto join us.”

Hadock looked about. He saw a well-dressed man standing near. He noted a rugged, dmost hawkish
countenance. The lawyer's gaze met sharp eyes. There was a keenness in the stranger's glance.

Yandl interrupted Hadock's stare. The lawyer forgot the hawkish man and turned to see another arrivd,
who approached with military stride. Hadock recaled photographs of the police commissoner. A few
moments later, he was shaking hands with Weston. After that, he introduced Yarndl.

"I intended to send Inspector Cardona to 125th Street,” announced Weston, "but he was investigating
gunplay at a Broadway redl-estate office. So | sent Sergeant Markham to come in with Rhyde -"

Weston broke off. Hadock was looking nervoudy at the hawkish man near the train gate. That individud
hed overheard the conversation. He stepped forward to introduce himsdlf.

"Crangon!" exdamed Weston. Then, his face confused: "I beg your pardon! | mistook you for some one
dse-"

"That's dl right, commissoner,” interrupted the hawkish man. "My name is Bailey. Specid detective for
the New Haven Railroad. Detective-sergeant Markham arranged for me to be here.”

The news irked Weston. It wasn't Markham's job to arange for a ralway dick to be on duty.
Nevertheless, the commissoner decided that Baley could reman. A pleased smile formed on the lips of
the supposed detective. It meant more than Weston redlized.

Thisstranger was The Shadow. He was wearing the same guise as a Sendry's. The mdlow light of the
termind, coupled with The Shadow's undisguised height, had caused Weston to think of Cranston.
Seaing his face more closdy, Weston had rejected the resemblance.

That result was atribute to The Shadow's ahility at make-up. By a clever introduction, The Shadow hed
won an opportunity to watch with the others at the train gate.

THE train pulled in. Rhyde arrived; saw Hadock and Yarndl. He joined them. Harry Vincent appeared a
moment later; he set a suitcase near the train gate and began to mop his forehead with a handkerchief.

A few seconds later, Sergeant Markham arrived. He hadn't been quite sure of Rhyde's identity; but
seaing the commissioner, Markham gave a bluff amile and joined the group.

Harry heard an undertone besde him:

"Report!”

Harry thrust a folded envelope into awaiting hand. Again, The Shadow spoke:
"Await indructiond"

That meant for Harry to go to his hotdl. Picking up the suitcase, he strode away with the last of the
passengers.



The Shadow dgrolled over and joined the group. No one had noticed his momentary pause near Harry
Vincent. As Bailey, The Shadow had an inconspicuous pose.

Weston was too concerned with other matters to question Markham regarding the presence of a railway
detective. As The Shadow expected, the commissoner was ready to suggest an immediate departure.
Weston prefaced it by turning to Rhyde.

"We want to tak with you," Weston told the young man. "Mr. Hadock says that you have information for
us Facts regarding a man who -"

Weston paused of his own valition. Haslock inserted a suggestion.

"Suppose we go to my home" said the lawyer. "We can tak privatdy there. Mr. Rhyde can tdl you how
the matter began—with blackmail. He can name the man concerned.”

To Rhyde, Hadock added:

"Your telegram suggested caution. Furthermore, the story isyoursto tdl, Ludiow. | am your counsglor. |
can only advise, as | did before.”

Rhyde |ooked somewhat reassured. There was a trace of worriment on hisface; he had worn it snce his
arivd. He explained his anxiety.

"I've been worried," he told the group, "for fear that new crime might occur. We mug tak dl this over,
promptly!"

That suited Weston. He turned to Sergeant Markham.

"Come with us" ordered the commissioner. "But firs cal that office where Cardona is and tdl him to
reman there. Until he hears from me"

As Markham started for a telephone, Weston turned to the others and added:

"Ingpector Cardonaismy best investigetor. If there is need for prompt action, | can send him upon it, the
moment that we have concluded our conference.”

THE SHADOW, while ligening to the conversation, had camly opened the envelope that he had
recaived from Harry Vincent. It contained a coded message, which Harry had written on ralway
dationery in the lounge car.

Briefly, it told that Harry had looked for Rhyde in the diner, but had not seen him there. Nor had Rhyde
appeared in the lounge car. Harry had feared that he had met with harm in Boston, because the men had
hours to catch histrain.

At lagt, Harry had guessed the truth. Rhyde had reserved the drawing room of a parlor car and was
keegping out of sght. From then on, Harry had managed drolls back and forth through the train, hoping to
see a closed door open.

He had findly located Rhyde. When the train was leaving Connecticut, with half an hour more before it
reached Manhattan, Rhyde had come from his drawing room just as Harry was entering the car. He had
gone to the lounge and had remained there for the rest of the journey.

Harry had compiled his report while seated at a desk only a few feet from Rhyde's chair. He had held it
open as long as possible; hence he had been able to add a brief notation gating that Markham had come



aboard at 125th Strest.

No one saw the linesthat The Shadow scanned. The writing faded. The Shadow crumpled the paper and
thrud it in his pocket. He faced Weston, just as the commissoner turned in his direction.

"Thank you for being on hand, Mr. Balley," declared the commissoner. "There is nothing else for which
we shdl need you."

Markham had arrived to report on his cdl to Cardona. Weston gestured; Rhyde, Hadock and Yandl
followed him toward the taxi entrance. The Shadow stood aone.

Straight lips phrased an inaudible laugh. The Shadow knew where the conference would be held. He had
learned Hadock's name to learn the address would be easy. But The Shadow did not intend an
immediate trip to Had ock's.

He knew that there a name would be reveded; by ather Rhyde or Hadock— the name of a man
unknown ether to The Shadow or the law. That man would be a suspect in the murders of Cleffard and
Raskin.

Commissoner Weston would act. He had aready indicated what he would do. He would cal his ace,
Joe Cardona, and order him to make an arrest. Whether Cardona succeeded or faled would depend
upon finding the man.

Asin the case of Badger Grifflin. The Shadow could gain results by being ahead of the law. He could do
that as he had before: by garting from scratch with Cardona and outdistancing the case in the quest.

WALKING briskly from the tran gate, The Shadow reached a telephone booth and put in a cdl to
Burbank. He asked for a report; the contact man announced that Burke was a Sendry's with Cardona.

Ancther agent had entered the case. Clyde Burke, reporter for the New York Classc, had been
informed of the shooting in the real-estate office and had gone there. He was the very man whom The
Shadow could use in this emergency.

Leaving the termind, The Shadow took the subway shuttle train to Times Square. A few blocks walk
brought him to the street where Moe Shrevnitz was lined up with hackies who were awaiting the
after-theater trade.

The Shadow stepped into Moe's cab and gave a destination.

The address that he gave was directly across Broadway from the red-estate office of Martin Sendry.

CHAPTER XVI. BURIED EVIDENCE

LUDLOW RHYDE spoke tensdly from beside the desk in Hadock's study, while Commissoner
Weston faced him from the other sde. Hadock was behind the desk; Phil Yarndl was near the door.

"I served a term for mandaughter,” declared Rhyde, soberly. "In a motor crash, | killed a man named
James Slven -"

"l explained that to the commissioner,” interrupted Hadock. "Let metdl him the ret.” Turning, the lawyer
told Weston: "Silven, it appears, may have been Dennis Carston, another daimant for the estate which
Rhyde inherited."

Rhyde sank back, relieved. The ice was broken. Weston recognized the young man's postion, and
sympathized with him. His tone was friendly when he said:



"Proceed.”

"A former friend told me those facts" explained Rhyde. "His name is Herbert Widdington. He said
certain persons possessed evidence that would prove Siven to be Carston. He wanted to acquire that
data for me. The price set by Widdington was one hundred thousand dollars”

Weston's jaw set hard. Hadock saw it. The lawyer was prompt with his comment:
"I termed it blackmail, commissioner. | advised Ludlow to ignore the matter.”
"You wereright," asserted Weston. "Quite right!"

Rhyde spoke more egsily.

"That was on Tuesday," he explained. "On Wednesday, | boarded the Pauling, a ten o'clock in the
evening.”

"I drove you there" drawled Yarndl, "and the rest of us barged in at midnight.”

"Thursday morning,” resumed Rhyde, "I read of Cleffard's degth. | learned that Cleffard had once owned
the Pauling but that did not seem important. At eght o'clock, Thursday night, we salled for Boston on
the yacht.”

Thistime, Yarndl insarted a correction.

"You left at eight,” he told Rhyde. "A few of us went to the rodeo and drove for Boston afterward. Got
there a four-thirty in the morning, and dept until nearly noon. We were a breakfast, Lud, when you
camein from the Paulina to meet us at the Fenway Hotd."

Rhyde nodded. He was anxious to go further with his account.

"I read of Raskin's degth,” he told Weston, "and learned that he had known my stepfather. That's why |
told Yandl to drive to New York; and wired Mr. Hadock. With both Cleffard and Raskin dead, |
suspected Widdington of murder.”

"I understand,” said the commissioner. "So you sent your guests on ther cruise and came in by the
six-0'clock train. You have told me enough, Rhyde. We mugt apprehend Widdington. Where can he be
located?!

Rhyde looked to Hadock, with the query: "Don't you have Widdington's address?!

The lawyer shook his head. Rhyde fished in his pockets; found some folded papers. On one of them, he
hed written Widdington's address. He read it doud:

"Morningdde Apartments. But no street address.”

Looking through the telephone directory, Hadock found the address of the Morningdde Apartments,
read it off to Weston; then added:

"Near Lexington Avenue."

"Let me have the telephone” ordered Weston, briskly. "Meanwhile, Mr. Hadock, look up the office
telephone number of Martin Sendry, on Broadway."

AT Sendry's, Joe Cardona was glowering moodily in the outer office. Detectives were sanding by; so



were a few reporters. They had gained easy admittance to the place, for there had been no actud
murder.

Cardona was juggling a bullet, pried from the wall.

"It doesn't hook up with the murders of Cleffard and Raskin," asserted the ace. "The killer used a .38 on
those jobs. Here, some felow pumped away with a .32, and didn't hit anybody."

"He must have been jittery,” put in a reporter. "Maybe he wasfiring at a shadow.”

"There was nothing here to sedl,” added Cardona. "Unless it was old records. But I'm worried about
one thing: We can't locate Martin Sendry. If -"

The telephone bell began to jangle. Cardona turned a sour look toward a wiry, keen-faced reporter.

"If that's for you, Burke" he announced, "I'll throw you out! You had one cdl come here from your
office. One's too many!"

"I it's for me, Jog" grinned the reporter, "tdl them that I've gone. That will save you the trouble of
bouncing me"

He edged toward the door as he spoke. With hand on the knob, Clyde Burke waited, ready for
immediate exit. Cardona picked up the telephone. His response was a growl, that softened immediatdly:

"Yes, commissioner..." Cardona was nodding as he spoke. "Yes, I've waited here to hear from you.
What was the name? Willingham?... | see; Widdington. Two d's... Herbert Widdington, Morningdde
Apartments... Right away, commissoner..."

As Cardona hung up, he looked quickly toward the door, to see it dosng. Burke was gone. Cardona
amiled. Clyde was the only reporter whom Joe could not bluff.

The ace began to write down Widdington's name and address, while reporters clustered close:
"What's up, Joe?'

"Not athing,” growled Cardona. "The commissoner just gave me the name of one of Sendry's friends.
Sendry is over there, dl upset because his place was entered. I'm going over to see him. I'll be back.
You fellows say here”

"Youll cdll usif there's anything new?”

"Sure! But it's nothing. | don't want a pack of you at my heds, when I'm only going to tdl afdlow thet his
placeisdl safe”

Meanwhile, Clyde had crossed Broadway to a parked taxi. He started to enter. The driver poked his
head into view. "Sorry, dr. This cab is taken.”

It was Moe Shrevnitz. Clyde gave Widdington's name and address in an undertone. He had heard
Cardona’s words from the office door.

Moe nodded. An gpproving whisper came from the rear of the cab.

Clyde stepped back. The taxi shot away. Clyde srolled a little distance; then watched the lobby of
Sendry's building.



Two minutes later, Joe Cardona appeared, followed by two detectives but without accompanying
reporters. Clyde watched the trio srall to the corner and enter a police car.

Cardona had been ddliberate, because of the reporters being present. The Shadow had gained at leest a
ful four-minute leeway. The taxi was speedy. The advantage would be increassed. Clyde grinned in
pleased fashion as he waked toward a subway entrance.

IT was approximately midnight when Moe's cab stopped in front of the Morningdae. A doorman was
just ending duty; he was pushing back a row of potted shrubbery when he heard a question from the
gloom beside him. The doorman responded, hdf turning:

"Mr. Widdington's gpartment? On the eighth floor, sir. No. 8 D. | am not sure that he has comein, Sr -"

The questioner was gone. The doorman caught a glimpse of a tadl, griding figure entering the lobby The
vigtor was carying a briefcase.

The dlevator man let a passenger off a the eighth floor. There, The Shadow quickly donned his garb of
black. With along, thin key, he began to probe the lock of 8 D.

The task required no longer than a minute. The Shadow had effective measures for such locks. He
entered Widdington's apartment, to find it dark. The Shadow turned on the light.

With the door closed, he eyed the apartment. Looking for odd hiding places, The Shadow made a lucky
find. He saw a sofa, with itsthick cushions set three in a row. One end cushion was dightly askew.

The Shadow raised the cushion. He caught a glimmer from beneath the am of the sofa. With gloved
hand, he drew a revolver into view. The weapon was a .38 that had been wel polished, probably to
remove traces of finger prints.

The Shadow cracked it open. The gun was fully loaded; but its barrel told that it had been fired and had
not been cleaned.

The Shadow replaced the revolver and put the sofa cushion over it. He turned toward the door; then
stopped. He could hear the rumble of the elevator.

Was it Widdington or the police?

The Shadow sensed that the car was coming to the eighth floor. If it brought Widdington, time would be
too short to quiz the man. That opportunity was lost when The Shadow had not found Widdington at
home.

If the police were aboard the devator, The Shadow did not want to be found. He had no desire for a
mesting here with Joe Cardona.

The Shadow turned out the light. He swung toward the kitchenette. It contained a stove, snk and
cabinet. The last was of strong congtruction; but it had not been built into the kitchenette. Its top was
three feet short of the high caling.

The Shadow mounted the stove, caught the side of the cabinet and wedged himsdf upward and forward.
His cloaked figure moved horizontdly into the low space between the cabinet and the cdling. Black
within blackness, The Shadow lay hidden.

The eevator had stopped. A key rattled in the door. A sdlow, mustached man stood in view the
moment, that he turned on the lights. The Shadow knew that this must be Herbert Widdington.



CLOSING the door, Widdington paced back and forth. He stopped when he heard the noise of the
elevator; then clenched hisfigs and tried to forget his nervousness.

The sound of the eevator stopped. Widdington tensed as he heard the muffled chug of its door. Then
came a knock upon this own door; a voice that Widdington recognized:

"Mr. Widdington!"
Widdington hesitated.
"Letter for you, Mr. Widdington! It was on the eevator, but | forgot to giveit to you!"

Widdington eased. He knew the elevator operator's voice. The mention of a letter lulled him. He opened
the door of the gpartment. An indant later, The Shadow saw him come sprawling backward, to land
upon the sofa.

Joe Cardona had arrived. He and his two detectives were holding revolvers, flashing badges. They had
used the dlevator man as a blind. Entering, they had hurled Widdington back; now they had him covered.

"What—what's this?" spluttered Widdington. "I've—I've—I'm doing nothing! I've been to the movies-"

Detectives hauled the prisoner to his feet, frisked him, but found no weapon. They let Widdington sag
back on the sofa. They began a search of the gpartment, while Cardona kept Widdington covered.

The gpartment was sparsely furnished. Table drawers, bookshelves brought nothing. The detectives
overturned chairs, pulled up the rugs, then began to poke into the doors and shelves of the kitchen
cabinet.

One man started to dimb up on the stove, to investigate the top of the cabinet. The Shadow tightened.
He had not expected that the search would come this far. Widdington's chance occupancy of the sofa
hed worked ill.

It was Joe Cardona who unwittingly relieved The Shadow's dilemma. The ace growled to the dambering
Jetective:

"What's the idea, Kerry?'
"Looking up here, inspector,” the man replied. "Weve looked every where dse”
"YOU have? Guess again. Look herel”

With one hand, Cardona wrenched Widdington up from the sofa; with his revolver, he motioned toward
the cushions. Kerry and the other detective hopped to the sofa. They hurled away the cushions. Kerry
uttered an exclamation.

Out from the spot where The Shadow had replaced it, Kerry drew the .38 and held it up for Cardona's
approval.

Buried evidence had been found by the law.

CHAPTER XVII. THE BUCK IS PASSED

WIDDINGTON'S protest was frantic when he saw the gun. Panting, he tedtified incoherently that the
revolver was not his. Cardona slenced the sdllow felow with a growl.



"A .38-cdliber gun," observed Joe. "Loaded again. When we fire one of the bullets, it will tdl its own
dory."

"It isn't my gun," swore Widdington. "l never used a .38 -"

"Youve used other calibers, eh?' Cardona was quick to catch Widdington's dip. "Maybe you handled
that .32 to-night, at Sendry'dl"

Widdington chewed hislips, to stop words that were on them.

"So you knew Sendry,” snorted Cordona. "I thought so! You wanted to bump him, like you did
Cleffard!"

"I didn't kill Cleffard! Nor Raskin either -"
"Who asked you about Raskin?'

Widdington sank into a chair, gulping that he knew none of the persons named. Cardona snapped a pair
of handcuffs on the sdlow man's wridts.

"These Bean Specidswill hold you," asserted Joe. "Bracdets fit you, Widdington.”
"I want to talk to alawyer!"

"Weé're taking you to one. Well see the commissioner, too!"

Widdington tried afind protest.

"Badger lied to you!" he shrieked. "He wanted dibis because he was in it deep! He was framing
something -"

"Badger?' snapped Cardona. "You mean Badger Grifflin? Say—now you're tdking right! So you're the
ouy he was working with!"

"No!" protested Widdington. "Badger was working for Kale Bewer."
Cardona cocked his head. Widdington's outcry had thering of a true protest.
"Whered you get that dope?' quizzed Joe. "Was Badger here? Did he tdl you?"

"Badger came here," replied Widdington. "'l suspected he was a crook. Not when | fird met him—a few
years ago."

"It's not when you met him that counts. Did Badger tdl you he was in with Kale Bewer?"
"Yes That's why I've been keeping low. | was afraid of Kae. | thought— thought maybe hed try to get

me. |—I fdt helpless. If you arrest me, youve got to arrest Kade. Take him where you take me
only—only be sure there are enough officers to protect me"

CARDONA told Kerry to take Widdington over to Hadock's. Grimly, Joe assured the departing
prisoner that he would attend to Kale Bewer. After the others had gone, Cardona turned to the remaining
detective.

"I'm going to handle Kale Bewer done" asserted Cardona. "That may sound like a tough assgnmernt,
Tim, but I'l tdl you how Il do it. I'll invite Kale to come over and meet the commissoner. Kae won't



refuse. He's too smart.”
Joe consdered his own statement; then added:

"That's just it. Kale's too smart. Says he never goes in for killings but you can't run a racket without
them. Thisfdlow Widdington isn't a regular crook. When he accused Kale, it made me think. Palookas
like Widdington don't know much; but whet little they do know may be right.”

Cardona took afind look about the apartment; then motioned Tim toward the door.

"l was going to leave you here, Tim," said the ace, "but maybe it would be better if two of us dropped in
to see Kae"

Cardona and Tim departed. Dusty, The Shadow came down from his hiding place. He brushed his
cloak; then went out into the hall. The two detectives had taken the eevator. The Shadow chose the
darway of the fire tower.

TWENTY minutes later, The Shadow stood outsde of Hadock's antiquated resdence. Though the
street was gloomy, entry to the lawyer's home promised difficuity.

The commissioner's car had been cdled; it was parked by the curb. Two bluecoats were on duty, pacing
an area flooded by a street lamp.

The Shadow approached the house. He had just one lighted stretch to pass before he reached the steps.
He glided into the glow. A turning policeman looked his way. The Shadow whirled back into darkness.

"Who's there?"

The officer flashed a light; but The Shadow had moved farther. With a quick twigt, he gained the space
behind Weston's car. He was hidden there when the flashlight swung in his direction. The second
policeman had joined in the search.

Quickly, The Shadow whipped off cloak and hat; he jammed these garments, together with the flexible
briefcase, between the car's big bumper and the trunk which pressed close agang it.

Theydlow sde of the tall-lamp threw a glow upon the chromium-plated bumper. Stopping, The Shadow
saw his own reflection againg the mirrorlike polish of the metd. His fingers were speedy.

They plucked the sSdes of his face, drawing away the puttylike substance that had given a different shape
to hislower jaw.

That done, the fingers molded further. In swift seconds, The Shadow was looking more like Lamont
Cranston. His operations ended when footsteps pounded the sdewak, dmost beside him.

As policemen flashed therr lights from the near side of the car, The Shadow swung beyond. The chauffeur
was leaning toward the sdewalk, to join in the search. The Shadow rounded the front of the car.

"Hdlo, Cathgart! Where is the commissoner?'

The chauffeur recognized the leisurdy tone. He looked up to see Cranston. The policemen hopped
forward to grab the stranger; Cathgart stopped them with a laugh. This wasn't the fdlow they were
looking for; this was Mr. Cranston, the commissioner's friend.

The cops went into a puzzled huddle near the house steps. Cranston chatted with Cathgart; learned that
no one was to disturb the police commissioner. The chauffeur remarked that a detective had just brought



in a handcuffed prisoner. Cranston seemed disinterested; he strolled away.

Once past the big car, Cranston sidestepped from the curb. Out of Sght, he resumed his black attire. As
The Shadow, he peered forth, to see the policemen with Cathgart. They were asking the chauffeur to
Seitle a dispute.

One cop damed that the vanished stranger must have ducked benegath the car. The other swore that he
mug have headed for the corner. Cathgart avoided the argument by declaring that both were looking for
some one that they didn't even see.

IN a sense, that was true; for while the policemen were standing by the car, The Shadow cadmly
ascended the house steps. The cops had their backs turned; they blocked Cathgart's view.

Unobserved, The Shadow reached the darkness of the door. He didn't have to waste time with the lock.
The door was unlatched.

There was a servant in the lower hdl, but the man did not discern the opening of the door. The menid
stepped away; The Shadow came through the hdl and ascended the stairway. He found a gloomy upper
hdll; he saw light from a door that was gar.

The Shadow heard voices as he passed the doorway. He saw another door on the same side of the hdl.
It was open; it showed a darkened bedroom. The Shadow entered; he laughed softly as he spied a
connecting door that led between this room and the study.

From then on, The Shadow's course was one of extreme caution. He reached the connecting door;
turned the knob imperceptibly. Sowly, he pressed the door inward; the sharpest eye could not have
detected the careful mation.

At last there was a crack, so dight that it barely revealed a streak of light. The Shadow pressed the door
afraction of aninch farther. He could see into the study. He could hear the voices of the persons whom
he saw there.

Curtiss Hadock was seated behind the desk, Commissioner Weston and Ludiow Rhyde at ether side.
Phil Yarndl was ganding in a far corner, amoking a cigarette. By the opposite wal was a seated man:
Herbert Widdington, pale despite his sdllow complexion.

Widdington was flanked by Markham and Kerry; his cuffed hands were trembling. But he was enjoying a
brief respite of slence. All present were wating for some new arivas As The Shadow watched,
footsteps announced the persons expected.

Markham swvung the doorway from the hdl. Two men entered: Kae Bewer and his lieutenant, Ding L uff.
Behind the pair were Cardona and Tim. They had persuaded the big-shot to accept thar invitaion to
meet Commissoner Weston.

Kae Bewer wore awise grin as he nodded to the commissioner. He looked at the persons present, eyed
Widdington and shrugged his shoulders.

Weston had arisen; a his urge, Kale took a chair and motioned to Ding to seat himsdf beside him.

The Shadow saw Widdington look up; there was a gleam of hope upon the prisoner's hunted, twitchy
face. Widdington had passed the buck; the law had listened to his plea to bring Kale Bewer here.

The Shadow watched intently. This room housed a murderer. A stern avenger, The Shadow was keegping
vigl while the law began its effort to unmask the killer.



CHAPTER XVIII. CRIME CONFESSED

COMMISSIONER WESTON had supplanted Curtiss Hadock in the big chair behind the desk. Like a
judge looking over a courtroom, he prepared for the scene to come. Cardona, Markham and the two
detectives were ready should trouble arise.

"We have heard a saement from Ludiow Rhyde" announced Weston. "He was approached on
Tueday by Herbert Widdington, who told him that the man whom he had killed in a motor
crash—supposedly James Siven - was actudly Dennis Carston.

"Wednesday night, Rhyde was aboard his yacht. Thursday, he learned of Cleffard's murder. The yacht
sdled Thursday evening. Friday— to-day, or we might say yesterday, since it is past midnight—Rhyde
learned of Raskin's murder.

"He came from Boston on the six-o'clock train. He believes that those men were murdered because they
hed documents which linked Slven with Carston. We have accused Widdington of murder. He, in turn,
has named Kale Bewer."

"Me?' uttered Kae. "Say—where do | comein?| never heard of any of these lugs before! What is this?
Some kind of agame?' He turned to his lieutenant. "Ligten, to them, Ding. Accusng me!”

"You can't bump nobody when you're on a milk-toast diet," asserted Ding, with a grin. "Say, Kale, |
aways thought Joe Cardona was screwy. This provesit!”

Weston rapped for silence. He turned toward Widdington.
"We are ready for your satement.”
"Il giveit!" blurted Widdington. "All of it! Then you can see what Bewer has to say. He's the murderer!”

A growl from Kae. Weston pounded hisfist on the desk. Widdington changed his manner. He told facts
amply.

"Two years ago," he stated, "Dennis Carston came to New Y ork. He didn't know that Mr. Hadock was
Blake Hoburn's lawyer, so he looked me up to learn about the will. | talked to Carston; he decided that
he ought to see Ludiow Rhyde.

"I guess that's why Carston drove out to the lodge. There was an accident. | came out and saw that Lud
hed killed a man in another car. It was Carston; but he was identified as Siven. | didnt want to say

anything a the time -"

Widdington hesitated. Haslock snapped a query, asking if Widdington had been planning blackmail at
that time. Widdington winced; but Weston called for slence. He told Widdington to resume.

"I owe money," admitted Widdington. "I gambled a good bit; that's how | met Badger Grifflin. | saw a
way to make some easy cash and told Badger about it. When Carston had talked to me, he mentioned
Cleffard and Raskin as friends of his uncle. He said that either could prove that Carston was Hoburn's
nephew.

"Cleffard took alot of camera shots. He had some pictures that held taken of Carston, severd years
before. Asfor Raskin, Carston had written him some letters. If Raskin dill had them, they'd be a proof,
too."

Widdington paused for breath. Weston stared at Cardona; but before ether could make a comment, the



prisoner resumed.

"THE day after Carston came to New York," stated Widdington, "he rented an gpartment from Martin
Sendry. He sgned for the lease; that put his Sgnature in Sendry's files. It would match the sgnature on
Raskin's letters.

"That would prove that Carston had returned; and Cleffard's photos could show that Carston was the
same person as Siven. All that evidence would back my statements, if | wanted to make them.

"It fitted o good that | wanted to stedl dl that evidence. | figured that Rhyde would cough up cash when
he saw the documents. They'd be worth plenty to him, because without them, | couldn't prove that Slven
was Carston. | had to pay Badger, in case | needed him. But there wasn't any hurry about getting the
documents.”

Widdington shifted, pleadingly. He was trying his best to convince his listeners. They looked doubtful;
epecidly when Hadock interjected:

"S0 you resorted to murder, Widdington, in order to put through your scheme of blackmail!™

"No!" cried Widdington. He shook his cuffed hands toward Kale Bewer. "Theres the murderer! Badger
knew you, Bewer. He told you my name. He said he didn't; but he mugt have! He stepped out of it, so he
could build up dibis for himsdf, while you did the dirty work."

Kae Bewer was coolly contemptuous. He seemed to enjoy Widdington's accusations.

"Thisis good," sneered the big-shot. "I'm finding out why Badger acted like he did. Say, Widdington!
How come you haven't any dibis yoursdf?'

"You fixed thet, Bewer," groaned the prisoner. "Badger fed me the story tha you were tough. | stayed
where | was—in my apartment— after | heard of the fira murder. | was there the second night. To-night,
| went to the movies, but it was Badger who suggested it. What's more, he planted the revolver. He was
inmy gpartment this morning.”

Widdington's story was showing earmarks of sincerity. It was obvious that Kae could have planted the
goods on him through Badger. Kae saw that Weston wanted more than mere denid.

The big-shot put a question.

"Suppose | have dibis?' he asked Weston. "How would that handle this goofy story? Well? I'll let you be
the judge, commissoner. Ding Luff can tdl you that 1've turned in every night at ten o'clock, under
doctor's orders. Wait —I'm wrong. Last night, | stayed up until even. But to-night, | went to bed a
ten."

"Both murders were after deven,” admitted Weston. "I think, Bewer, that your dibiswill stand.”

"One moment, commissioner,” put in Cardona, from the doorway. "Let's put it this way. One man killed
Cleffard and Raskin. The same man went to Sendry's. He had a different revolver; but that explains
itsdf.”

THE Shadow was waiching Cardona. Joe had caught onto the very idea that The Shadow had gained
ealier. Revolver shots had not been needed a Sendry's, therefore, the murderer had not carried the
same gun.

The Shadow had divined thet fact before he found the weapon at Widdington's, but Cardona was going



upon the discovery of the gun.

"Thekiller didnt intend to bump Sendry,” explained Cardona. "With the lease gone, Sendry couldn't have
gven any red dope. But Cleffard and Raskin would have known what was missing from their places."

It pleased The Shadow to see Cardona take the very path that he himsdf had previoudy traced. The
keener Cardona developed, the better he would be for cooperation with The Shadow.

"Whether the .38 was planted,” decided Cardona, "or whether Widdington buried it, the gun wasn't
needed tonight. The murderer had a smdler rod; and for some reason, he used it. But I'll tdl you this,
Kae'—Cardona whedled to the big-shot—"you've got to have some better story than saying you went
to bed. What's more, youll need people beside Ding Luff to support it."

A grin appeared upon Kal€e's pudgy face.

"You think there's a back way out of my room," scoffed the big-shot. "All right—there is one. Come
down and I'll show it to you. | could have been a Raskin's, or Cleffard's, but | wasn't. I'm tdling you
that, because there's no chance in the world that 1 could have been at Sendry's to-night.”

Taking paper and pencil, Kale wrote alig of names and handed it to Cardona. Joe read the names of Bill
Rally, a bookie; Tony Y ork, anight-club owner. Added to those were others, induding Cliff Mardand.

"Ding will tdll you thet they were at the gpartment to-night,” assured Kale. "What's more, you can ask the
bunch yoursdf. They dl stayed until ten— except Mardand, who left a nine. What time was tha
fireworks up a Sendry's?'

"About nine-fifteen,” admitted Joe.

Kale settled back in his chair. He produced afa cigar, bit off the end. Lighting the smoke, he remarked:
"I guess the buck goes back to Widdington.”

The prisoner had dumped. He revived to make a feeble protest, that he addressed to Ludlow Rhyde.

"You ought to believe me, Lud,” whined Widdington. "I admit | tried to blackmail you a Brindl€s.
Badger was there. Tuesday night; he ducked out right past you, but of course you didn't know him. Only

"I might believe you, Herb," interrupted Rhyde. "But when aman ties up with a crook, it makes him look
like one. You tak as though you had known Badger along while™

"Only afew -

The Shadow, watching, saw the jerk of Widdington's lips. He looked toward Cardona, expecting the ace
to catch the dip. Joe did. "A few months?' he snapped. "Or afew years?'

"I don't know," gasped Widdington. "He—you couldn't trust Badger. Hed sdl out to anybody!”

"Sure he would," put in Kae. "That's why | never liked the rat. He belonged with other rats—like you,
Widdington!"

"Come back to my question,” jabbed Cardona, centered on Widdington. "How long did you know
Badger Grifflin?'

"More—more than a year," gulped Widdington. "Y es, more than a year."



Kae Bewer had shifted forward. Cardona had hit something, but hadn't fully redlized it. Before Joe could
shoot another question, Kae took over. The big-shot rasped a question at Widdington:

"More than two years? Back before the time when Rhyde had his auto accident?”
Widdington sagged. It was Rhyde who came to hisfeet, to jab accusations with a pointing finger.

"You murdered Carston!" he shouted. "That's it, Widdington. That's why you had to pay Badger. Your
schemes put mein prison for acrime | didn't commit!”

Widdington was nodding, hopelesdy wretched. Kae Bewer turned to Luff and chuckled:
"I hit the jackpot with that guessl"

WIDDINGTON began to pour his confesson. The Shadow lisened with the others. Facts came from
the accused man's lipsin gulpy sobs. The story was smple.

Carston had intended to collect the proofs himsdf, from Cleffard and Raskin. He had told that to
Widdington, in the little apartment that Sendry had leased.

Carston had money on him. Widdington had dugged him, on a wild impulse, figuring he could blame the
deed on Rhyde. That was why he cdlled in Badger.

Together, they had put the papers on Carston, to identify him as Silven. Knowing that Rhyde was going
out to the hunting lodge, they had fixed the old car across the road, with Carston init.

Carston's money was long spent by the time Rhyde came from prison. That was why Widdington had
cooked up the blackmail scheme; not only to get money for himsdlf, but to preserve Badger's Sllence.

Widdington sagged as he concluded that account. Markham and Kerry jolted him to his feet.

"I murdered Carston!" screamed Widdington, his eyes those of a madman. "I'll take what's coming to
me! But | didn't plan to kill Cleffard, or Raskin! | -"

Widdington was fighting, despite his handcuffs. His captors smothered him. Weston motioned toward the
door. Cardona took charge, helping the others to remove the prisoner.

"The truth is known," decided Weston, solemnly, while Widdington's incoherent screams il echoed
from the floor below. "Widdington has confessed his murder of Dennis Carston. That is sufficient.”

"He may deny it to-morrow," remarked Had ock.

"We have the facts that we require,” asserted Weston. "Widdington will go to the chair. It will not matter
if he denies the other murders. His mative was robbery; but when a murderer robs, he thinks nothing of
killing hisvictims"

Weston extended his hand to Kale.

"I congratulate you. For once, you have aided the law. It was your keen guess, Bewer, that caused
Widdington to break."

"Hear that, Ding?' laughed Kae. He turned, he saw his lieutenant gaping toward the front wal.
"Say—have you gone bugs, like Widdington?'

A laugh interrupted. A chilling taunt, that came from an inward-swinging door. Kale spun about; others



gazed with him. They saw the Sght that had frozen Ding L uff.

Framed in the doorway was a figure in black. Gloved hands gripped big automatics, but above those
guns, the saring group saw only eyes. Haming orbs, beneath a douch-hat brim.

Like a ped of doom, the eerie laugh echoed within repressng walls. Every man in the study felt a shiver.
Kae Bewer, product of the bad lands, was the fird to grasp the identity of that dread avenger. Kae's
gloss was gone; his nerve lacking, as he gulped:

"The Shadow!"
CHAPTER XIX. FINAL EVIDENCE
THE SHADOW stepped inward from the door.

Even his gtride was uncanny. He came forward like a being from space. His automatics moved; ther
muzzes roved. Men dhrank before the gesture,

Weston saw the burn of The Shadow's eyes. The commissoner moved back and took his place behind
the desk. The eyes had dmost spoken— to say that the story of crime was not yet finished.

Hadock and Rhyde dropped to their chairs, on ether Sde of the desk. Kade and Ding backed toward
the sde wal until they reached it. They stopped, ther hands hdf raised. Yarndl dumped, staring, into the
chair that Widdington had held.

"You have unmasked a murderer!” announced The Shadow, his voice a strange whisper, while his eyes
were fixed upon Weston. "A murderer whaose only crime was done two years ago!”

"Hekilled Carston,” answered Weston, steadily. "Y es, Widdington confessed that murder. But -"
"He has done no murder snce!™

Hadock started to rise from his chair. For the moment, the lawvyer was prepared to chdlenge the cloaked
intruder. One piercing stare of The Shadow's eyes upon him, and Had ock subsided.

"Widdington spoke the truth,” proclamed The Shadow. "His only mative agangt Cleffard and Raskin
was robbery. New murder would have been fally.”

"Then the gun was planted,” declared Weston. "By Badger Grifflin— as Widdington declared. But
Badger was a desperate character. He had agun of his own when he died.”

"Onethat he had not carried,” declared The Shadow. "He had placed his fird weapon a Widdington's.
He did so a the order of a murderer. | have come to name the murderer!”

Weston gaped. How The Shadow knew that Badger had not carried a gun was something that the
commissoner could not guess. He did not know that The Shadow had seen Badger's return to the
hide-out, where the crook had taken a gun from the coat in the closet.

But before Weston could speak, another man had found his tongue. Firgt fear ended, Kade Bewer was
coming to hisfedt.

"You can't pinthison me" he snarled. "My dibi stands! Why should | -"

"The murderer iswithin this room!"



Kae hdted at The Shadow's pronouncement. Sagging back into his chair, he adopted a whine.

"Why would | have bumped those lugs, Cleffard and Raskin? What was Widdington's game? Only for a
hundred grand. If I'd wanted to muscle in, wha good would murder have done? Cleffard knew what
Carston's photographs looked like. Raskin could have been cdled to back the letters. They'd have been
good guysto have dive, if anybody wanted to shake down Rhyde. What good would it have done me to
bump the pair? Nothing! It would have hurt me"

Kae was quaking as he made his plea. For emphasis, he had actudly described how he himsdf would
have attempted crime. The Shadow's laugh made the big-shot redize how far he had gone. Kale cringed.

"You murdered neither Cleffard nor Raskin,” declared The Shadow. "Like Widdington, you would have
lacked motive. The red murderer had a maotive. He was the only man who could have had one.”

The Shadow's eyes had turned. They were squardly upon Ludlow Rhyde, who was rigid in his chair.

RHYDE'S pde face had crimsoned. With his color had come chdlenge. Rhyde found action aong with
hisvoice. Both were rash. They showed him changed.

Reeching his feet, he snarled a chdlenge, while he shook a clenched fig toward the eyes that burned
upon him.

"I had amoative?' he chdlenged. "Yed With Cleffard dead, with Raskin gone, their evidence stolen, what
could Widdington have done? Nothing except stand the brunt of murder, as he has done.

"How could | have killed?' Straightening, Rhyde folded his arms and snarled his answer to The Shadow's
mockery. "l was a vicim of a planted crime, for which | served an unjust pendty. | was a dupe, whom
Widdington sought to blackmall. | knew nothing. | could not have learned -"

"Except through Badger Grifflin'™

Rhyde blanched as he heard The Shadow's fierce statement. He steadied; then paled agan at other
words.

"Badger Grifflin," repeated The Shadow. "Whom you must have seen when you talked with Widdington,
whose name you overheard.”

Silence followed The Shadow's chdlenge. Long since, The Shadow had divined contact between Badger
and Rhyde. Badger's own dying statement had shown him in league with the murderer. Widdington's
confesson had merdly supplied The Shadow with the potentia details of the contact.

"Badger sold out," gulped Kale, whose tremble had ceased. "Sold out, like the double crosser he wadl"
The effect upon Rhyde was electric. Reveded as a murderer, he seemed ready to glory in hiscrime.

"What of it?" he demanded. "What if | was smart enough to spot that Badger was there a Brindle's, and
hear his name and where he hung out? What if 1 got hold of him and bought him from Widdington, with
cash down? Sure, | taked to Badger! | saw him a the Brookland Hotdl. | learned dl that Widdington
knew, and more!"

There was a sgnificance in Rhyde's tone that Kale caught. The big-shot legped to his feet.
"l get it!" he shouted. "Y ou had to keep Widdington fooled. Badger told you how it could be done. You



worked it easy. Usng Badger, you made Widdington think that 1 was the killer. So Widdington would
lay low and be soft when they found the planted gun. Say, guy"—Kades tone showed genuine
admiration—"you learned plenty while you werein tir, didn't you?'

"Why not?" queried Rhyde. "1'd been in the big house, as you felows cdled it. When Badger spilled his
gory, | saw my way to rea murder—the kind 1'd heard about up the river. Saw my way to it, yes - but
no one will ever prove my crimed”

Rhyde stared toward The Shadow as he made this chdlenge. A laugh came from hidden lips. Rhyde's
confidence faded suddenly.

"ON Wednesday night," recounted The Shadow, "you returned to your yacht early. You left again; you
went to Cleffard's. You murdered him. You took an entire dbum that contained photographs of Dennis
Carston.

"But you did not notice the one picture that fdl out. Nor did you believe that any one would learn of the
framed picture that you subgtituted upon the wal. You removed a picture of the yacht Pauling, that your
connection would not be known too soon.”

Commissoner Weston stared when he heard this indictment. He remembered the detall of the loose
photograph. He wondered how The Shadow had gained these facts. It was plain that they were facts, for
Rhyde was sagging back againgt the corner of the desk.

"You returned to the Pauling” added The Shadow, "picking atime to board the yacht from the darkened
pier. You camein between two of those late groups of guedts.”

Rhyde clutched the table edge. He shot a look toward Yandl. From his corner, that young man was
dowly nodding. He could see how Rhyde had worked it.

"Thursday night,”" resumed The Shadow, "a party Ieft the Paulina to attend the rodeo. Those in the group
believed you aboard the yacht. Those on board believed that you had gone with the group ashore.”

Rhyde's lips were moving, wordlesdy.

"You murdered Raskin a midnight,” stated The Shadow, his eyes fixed on Rhyde. "You took the letters
that had come from Carston. The packet from which they were taken remained loose."

Another amazed stare from Weston.

"At midnight," reminded The Shadow. "So late that those on your yacht— had they suspected—would
have beieved that you were dready in the car with Yarndl. Your trip to Boston was not by car. You
took a deeper a one o'clock in the morning.”

The motions of Rhyde's face told that The Shadow had divulged the facts.

"To Bogton,” added The Shadow, "where you met Yandl a noon. You sent him to New York. You
went to the yacht; you bluffed the cgptain and sent the Paulina on its cruise. You wanted unsuspecting
persons to be gone, lest they be called as witnesses. You were staking your dibi on Yarndl, whom you
deluded.”

A pause. Then The Shadow dated: "You left the yacht shortly after one-thirty. In time to catch the
two-o'clock train for New Y ork—the train Yarnd! was on; but you didn't let him see you."

The Shadow had rejected Harry's theory of a later departure by Rhyde. Harry had talked with only one



man who had seen Rhyde leave; the old man on the dock had shown his inaccuracy & esimating time
intervas, by guessing that Rhyde had |eft "an hour before'—a time when Rhyde could not have gone.

The shot struck home. Rhyde's denching fids lacked dl strength.

"Andly, Rhyde" accused The Shadow, "you entered Sendry's soon after nine o'clock. You sole the
leases that bore Carston's name. You had gained your find evidence. You fired usdess shots. Sendry
was not there. | was the person whom you sought to kill."

TOTAL amazement gripped Rhyde. One point that had floored hm was the fact that Sendry had not
been dain—something upon which he had kept discreet slence during his chats with Weston.

Rhyde stared a The Shadow as if the black being were a wraith through whom solid sted could pass
without inflicting harm.

"You fled," added The Shadow, in his gniger tone. "You had just time to comfortably reach a train that
hed left Grand Central a hdf past nine”

No more words were needed from The Shadow. Rhyde's lagt dibi was killed. Phil Yarndl, from his
corner, voiced a sudden understanding.

"He caught the train at 125th Street,” expressed Yarndl, to Hadock. "The train that | wanted to take. He
hed time to get it. That train took Rhyde to Stamford. He had ten minutes to switch to the six-o'clock
limited from Boston. That's why he came in on that train!™

Weston was nodding.

"Makham saw him aboard,” remarked the commissoner. "It fits completdy. Rhyde, you are the
murderer!”

"l am!" snarled Rhyde, wheding. "I killed Cleffard and Raskin. It's out! All | wish is that 1'd made good
with those shots a Sendry's. But what else is there to tdl you? You've heard it dl.”

"You havel" The rasp came from Kae Bewer. The big-shot was glaing a Rhyde. "But what about the
phony you tried to pull on me? Making me the fal guy!”

"Think again, Bewer," rgoined Rhyde. "I came to Sendry's early. That was to give you an dibi. Like it
did. I wanted Widdington to take the rap."

"That'sa smart one" declared Kale. In admiration, he had forgotten The Shadow for the moment. Kae
swvung to Luff: "Say, Ding, thisguy isaregular!”

Ding nodded. Kale's bulky body blocked his view of The Shadow. Ding was shaing the big-shot's
restoration of nerve.

"If you'd come to me direct, Rhyde" volunteered Kae, "maybe it wouldn't have gone as tough with you.
| might have given you some advice."

"Sure" added Ding. "Kde knew Cleffard.”

"I had met him," admitted Kale. "But | dropped him like a hot potato. He wouldn't play bdl. | didn't need
Sdney Cleffard. | used Fdix Lausch, instead. Until he quit.”

Kde stopped suddenly with his last statement, redizing that he had taked too much. Ding missed the
sgnd. The takative lieutenant added afind phrase.



"And then you rubbed him out.”

A FIERCE laugh came as Ding interrupted himsdf. The Shadow had ddivered it. Strained, with Ding at
his ebow, Kde Bewer had let dip the one crime that could enable the law to reach him. Lausch,
supposedly a suicide, with his death amost forgotten, was suddenly classed avictim of murder, with Kae
Bewer the dayer.

Kae snarled amid The Shadow's mirth. He turned to face the looming guns. Ding saw the blaze of The
Shadow's eyes. He saw the effect on Kale.

Like a cornered rat, the big-shot bobbed his head in every direction, looking for a way of flight that did
not exig.

Kaes eyes met Rhydes. In that ingant, two men of murder gained the same quick thought. With one
accord, they threw themsalves forward, straight upon The Shadow.

Thar hands were quick as whips. Kae snapped a stubby revolver from his hip. Rhyde yanked the .32
which he had used a Sendry's. Hard behind the murderous pair came Ding, drawing an automatic.

Muzzles jabbed at The Shadow's face as he snapped forward to meet them. The cloaked fighter had but
one choice. Weston's early dismissd of Cardona had left the fidd amogt barren of aid. The Shadow's
guns spoke while murderers sought their triggers.

Back went the cloaked fighter, with sprawling forms beside him. Hdf to the floor, The Shadow shook
clear of Rhyde, who was rdling sdeways, his revolver fdling from his hand. Benesth Kae's dricken
bulk, The Shadow jabbed an automatic muzze sraight at Ding, just as the lieutenant fired.

Ding's shot went wide. The Shadow had him covered; but did not fire. At that ingant, a revolver barked
from the doorway to the hdl. Joe Cardona had returned.

On the dairs, he had heard the shots. Reaching the doorway, the ace had triggered a bullet to The
Shadow's aid—a shot at Ding.

Rhyde had come to his feet, againg the wal. He was trying to am. The Shadow, pulling from benegath
Kde, came up on one knee to beat the wounded killer to the am. Again, The Shadow had no need to
fire

A revolver barked twice from the desk. Rhyde crumpled, sharling. Commissoner Weston held a leaning
position haf across the desk, a smoking gunin hisright fig.

Like Cardona, Weston had adopted The Shadow's tactics in the pinch. Each had bagged a desperate
crook. Cardona, in from the door, was daring at Ding's flattened form; Weston was viewing Rhyde,
sprawled beside the wall.

Both looked to another spot. They saw Kae Bewer, mationless. The big-shot had not rdlied, as had
Rhyde. Kae had gone down to stay, when he had received a bullet from The Shadow's opening blast.

An echoing laugh came as a solemn kndl. It sounded from the doorway to the hdl. Weston, Cardona,
the others with them, turned to see The Shadow's black-clad form. They saw the burning eyes once
more - those eyes that had ferreted out clues to crime.

Then The Shadow was gone into the darkness of the hdl. Only the echo of his solemn mirth remained
within that room where murderers lay dead.



The Shadow had brought buried evidence to the law. With the law, he had settled men of crime.
THE END



