THE RADI UM MURDERS
by Maxwel | G ant

As originally published in "The Shadow Magazi ne," Septenber 15, 1937.

Greater than the terrible penetrating power of radium was the
penetrating
power of The Shadow s mind, as he ferreted out the evil schemes of a naster
villain who held in the palmof his hand the secret of The Radi um Mirders.

CHAPTER |
THE LCST ROAD

BALMY breezes from Long |Island Sound wafted across the broad veranda of
t he
Regatta C ub. The cool night air streanmed through the pal atial |obby, and
brought a smle to the lips of a clerk who | eaned indolently on the marble
desk.

A rasped voice ended the clerk's reverie. A thick-set man was poundi ng on
the desk. The clerk saw lips that had a bitter downturn; a flattish nose with
wi dened nostrils. Above were bushy brows, over bul gy eyes. The cl erk knew t hat
face.

"VWhat - what is it, M. Jadway?"

The clerk's stamrer was apol ogetic; but it did not appease the thick-set
cl ub menber.

"Tel ephone calls came for ne last night," snapped Jadway. "At ten
o' cl ock.

But | was not notified."

"I wasn't on duty last night, sir -

"You're on duty tonight," interrupted Jadway. "I'mdriving over to the
Hllside Country Club in Westchester, so renenber it! If any one calls tell
t hem
| am here."

Jadway strode fromthe club. The clerk nopped his forehead. The job was

an
easy one at this exclusive North Shore club, except when menbers |ike U sus
Jadway found some fault. Jadway was the sort who could have an enpl oyee fired
as

qui ckly as he could snap his fingers.

Jadway, the clerk had been told, was a nillionaire.

O hers had heard that same story including wealthy nmenbers of the Regatta
Club. Al had been hoaxed. Actually, Ursus Jadway was a swi ndl er of deepest
dye.

He was a confidence man who used del uxe nethods. Hi s haughty manner, his
pret ended weal th were shans.

Jadway' s true character had been uncovered by one person only. That
i nvesti gator was The Shadow.

H dden master who defeated nmen of crine, The Shadow had studi ed cases
wher e
weal t hy dupes had been plucked of fortunes. Behind those sw ndles, The Shadow
had seen the evil genius of U sus Jadway.

The Shadow had placed a trusted agent on the swindler's trail.

Soon after Jadway's departure, a young nman entered the | obby of the
Regatta
C ub and asked for the pretended mllionaire. The clerk inforned the
guesti oner
that Jadway had gone to the Hillside Country C ub.



The young man was Harry Vincent, an agent who worked for The Shadow. Five
mnutes later, Harry was driving a swift coupe in the sane direction that
Jadway
had taken. It was Harry's job to report on all contacts that Jadway nade; and
SO
far, Harry's work had taken himto three specific places.

One was the apartnment house where Jadway lived, in New York Gty. The
second was the Regatta Cl ub, on the north shore of the Sound. The third was
t he
H 1 lside Country C ub, near the Hudson River

The three spots were like the points of a triangle. But at none of them
had
Harry seen Jadway start any conference that | ooked |like the build-up of a
swi ndl e.

IT was a twi sty route through Westchester County, between the Sound and
t he
Hudson. Harry thought that he knew the byways perfectly; but halfway along his
journey, he struck unfamliar territory.

A slight fog had risen beneath the noonlight. Harry felt the engi ne
| abor,
as the coupe took a winding hill. The slope was new to him He was on the
wWr ong
r oad.

The top of the hill offered a left-hand fork that | ed dowmward. Harry
t ook
it; he ran into a stretch of rough road. Half a mle produced a well -paved
fork
to the right. Taking that route, Harry struck a twisty hill that was steeper
than the previous one.

He crossed a road that followed the contour of the hill. He tw sted anong
thick trees; then cane to a clearing. The fog had | essened on this high
ground.

At the top of the hill, Harry | ooked off into the clear nmoonlight. He

stopped his car in wondernent.

Qutlined agai nst the night sky was a huge house that dom nated the crest.
Its walls were grim gray stone. Fromits high front ran two wi ngs. The nearer
was two stories high; the farther wing nust have had four floors, for it was
vi si bl e beyond the closer w ng.

Near the rear of the lower wing was a turret, two floors in height,
t opped
by a cone-shaped roof. It could once have been the end of the building, but at
present, it had an addition that led to a three-story annex at the back of the
bui I di ng.

The annex connected both wi ngs of the house, thus form ng a courtyard
within the strange ol d buil ding.

The mansion was weird and gloony - a forgotten edifice lost on the
hilltop.
Its seclusion was that of a w lderness, although there were many towns in this
vicinity.

VWhat inpressed Harry nost was the repressive effect that gripped the
house
itself. Though many wi ndows were lighted, they were dim as if vast roomns
swal  owed all the glow that they possessed.

The road evidently ended at the house. Harry drove forward; he intended
to
follow the driveway beneath a front portico and swing around a circle that was
visible in the noonlight. But as he cane to the porte-cochere that covered the
driveway, he was forced to jamthe brakes in haste.



A car was already parked there, blocking Harry's route. The coupe's
lights
showed a squatly, wide-built roadster, with low top

Sight of that roadster gave Harry Vincent a new surprise. He recognized
t he
car instantly. It was the very autonobile that he had set out to trail.

The squatty roadster belonged to Ursus Jadway!

FACTS were expl ained. At last, Harry understood why Jadway nade trips
bet ween Long Island Sound and the Hudson Ri ver. Sonewhere between, at this
forgotten mansion, the swindler had a stopping-off place. Hs trips were
bl i nds
to cover his visits here.

VWhat ever crooked scheme Jadway was pronoting, it certainly involved
sonmeone
who lived in this gray-walled house.

Harry smiled to hinself. So far he had kept out of Jadway's sight;
therefore, he could see an excellent way to | earn what the sw ndl er was about.
That nmethod was to enter the house and neet the owner hinself.

Harry extinguished the lights of the coupe. WAl king past Jadway's
roadster,

he ascended stone steps to the front door. Seeing no bell, Harry pounded upon
a
huge brass knocker. Ten seconds later, bolts were drawn.

The door opened inward; by the light froma great, dimhall, Harry saw a
stalwart servant.

The man | ooked dull; but he was certainly brawny. H's shoul ders were
al nost

as wide as his stocky height. His arns had the long swing of an ape's. Harry
saw
beady eyes that blinked froma chunky face. Thick lips nmoved, as if to nmutter
a
guestion. Harry did not wait for the servant's coning words.
"CGood evening," said Harry. Then, in casual tone: "I am M. Vincent."
The servant | ooked puzzled. He nuttered:
"You cane to see Professor Dorth?"

"Yes," returned Harry, boldly. "He may not expect ne; but he will be glad
to see ne."

The servant notioned for Harry to enter. He closed the door, slithered
t he
bolts in place. That done, he conducted Harry across the huge hall, to a

forty-foot living room Harry took a chair and watched the api sh man go back
t hrough the hall.

The living roomfitted Harry's idea of the interior. It was gl oony,
despite
the dozen lights that Harry counted in table |Ianps and wall brackets. One end
of
t he room had bookshel ves running fromcorner to corner, clear to the ceiling;
yet Harry could scarcely discern the books.

The end of the roomwas alnbst a blot of darkness. Side walls and corners
wer e vague and deep. Drawn curtains indicated the presence of deep-|edged
wi ndows. This room could shelter a host of unseen spies.

Harry felt that the huge house had swall owed him The sensation caused a
chill, that nade hi mapproach a fireplace. There, the pitiful crackle of dying
enbers afforded the only sound within the hush of surrounding walls.

At last, Harry heard another noise. Footsteps, coning closer, from
somewher e beyond the great hall. They reached the hall itself, and crossed it.
Still, Harry could see no one in the gl oom

Suddenly, a white-coated figure appeared at the living-roomdoor. Harry



could see a face, also; but the formseenmed | egless, until the nman was al nost
at

the fireplace. Then Harry noted that he was wearing black trousers bel ow his
white coat.

THE man's face was a darkish one, topped by sleek light hair, parted at
t he
left. He | ooked about forty years of age; his expression was a solem one. In
purred tone, the man inquired:

"M . Vincent?"

"Yes," returned Harry. "Are you Professor Dorth?"

"No. My nane is Van Bryck. | amchief technician here. Do you conme from
t he
Superior Pl acement Bureau?"

Harry had a qui ck dash of thoughts. Van Bryck supposed himto be sone
applicant for a position in the household. To pose as such would give The
Shadow s agent an opportunity to |l earn what Ursus Jadway was seeking here.

"Why, vyes," replied Harry. "That is, a friend told me that there was a
j ob
here. He had learned it fromthe Bureau. But |I didn't go there nyself -

"I see." Van Bryck accepted Harry's explanation. "Read this letter, M.
Vi ncent . "

The letter was fromthe Superior Placenent Bureau, dated a day ago. It

was
addressed to Professor Lycurgus Dorth. It stated that the Bureau regretted

t hat

no suitable applicant had been found for the post of secretary. That fitted
wel |

with Harry's bl uff.

"My friend probably knew nothing of this," said Harry, glibly. "He told
ne
about the opening, a few days ago. But if there is no job -"

"There is," interposed Van Bryck. "Professor Dorth has just concluded a
busi ness arrangenent that will make a secretary necessary. Are you prepared to
remain here, M. Vincent?"

Harry smiled. In his coupe was a packed suitcase that he always carri ed.
He
told Van Bryck that he had brought his |uggage, in case he | anded the job. The
techni ci an was pl eased.

"W can attend to the suitcase later," he told Harry. "Professor Dorth
will
see you first. This way, M. Vincent."

Harry followed the technician across the gloony hall. They took an inner
corridor that |led deep into the house.

They came to a square-walled room Van Bryck notioned Harry to a chair in
a
deep, dimcorner. The technician went through a farther door; made an
announcement and returned. He sat down near Harry.

SOON, the far door opened. Two nen stepped fromit. One was Ursus Jadway,
whose big lips showed a snmile. The other was unquesti onably Professor Dorth.

Tall, but bent of form Dorth was about Jadway's height. The professor's
face was a sharp one; but so pale that it al nost matched the shock of white
hai r
that tapped his head. Keen, blue eyes gleamed fromDorth's dryish features.
The
hand that he extended to Jadway | ooked like a scrawny cl aw

"Good night, M. Jadway," said Dorth, his tone gleeful. "Everything rests



with you, fromtonight onward."

"A wi se decision, professor," returned Jadway, in bluff fashion. "Your
i nventi on needs pronotion. | can handle it."

"Be sure to see Rune,"” rem nded Dorth, "soon after he arrives in New
Yor k.

He will reach the Hotel Moreland at m dnight."

"Leave it to me, professor,” prom sed Jadway. "I'Il talk to Prescott
Rune.

"Il sell himon the idea."

Dorth acconpani ed Jadway out through the passage. Van Bryck arose and
pointed to the roomthat the pair had left.

"Wait in the professor's study," he ordered.

Harry entered a well-lighted room He saw a desk with a chair in front of
it; and seated hinself to await Dorth's return

There was a slight click fromthe doorway that Harry had |left. Van Bryck
had cl osed the door to |l eave Harry alone in the study.

The Shadow s agent was free to snmile at the facts that he had | earned.

Ursus Jadway was going into New York. That woul d place hi munder The
Shadow s own observation. Hence Harry could remain here and make the
acquai ntance of Lycurgus Dorth.

By taking the job of secretary, Harry could learn facts regarding a man
naned Prescott Rune, whose nane had been nentioned by both Jadway and Dorth.
Evidently, Rune nust hold an inportant part in matters to cone.

Had Harry Vincent even guessed the part that Prescott Rune was to play,

he
woul d have lost his present elation. Gimevents were in the making; but The
Shadow s agent had failed to gain even an inkling of the horror that the
future
hel d.

By staying in this weird mansion, Harry was postponing contact with The
Shadow. That postponenent, though circunstances justified it, would |ater
handi cap The Shadow in a struggl e agai nst hi deous, ruthless crine.

CHAPTER |
ANOTHER VI SI TOR

VWH LE he awaited Professor Dorth's return, Harry took opportunity to
observe the room about him Professor Dorth's study was a nobst curious place;
that fact told Harry in exactly what portion of the house the room was
| ocat ed.

The study was circular in shape. Therefore, it was obviously situated in
the rounded turret that ended the rear of the two-story wing. In view ng the
house from outside, Harry had been positive that this wing ended in a dead
wal I,
for the three-story addition beyond it appeared to be of |ater construction

Here, inside the turret itself, Harry saw proof of his earlier opinion
This room had only one door; that was the one through which Harry had entered.

The room had wi ndows, arranged in pairs. There were two such sets. One
pai r
of wi ndows opened on the front of the house; the others, directly opposite,
opened into the inner courtyard. Harry could see the w ndows; he observed that
they were barred on the inside.

One notable feature of the roomwas the thickness of its walls. They were
solid and covered with heavy wall paper that |ooked al nost |ike a tapestry.
The
doorway through which Harry had entered was a deep one, with fully three feet
of
space fromthe wall to the door



Simlarly, the inner window franes were a three-foot depth.

Fromthe front wi ndows, Harry saw the lights of an autonobile sw ng al ong
the driveway. It was Jadway's car, departing. A few nminutes later, Harry heard
t he study door open. Professor Dorth entered.

Wth a smle upon his withered face, the professor took a chair behind
t he
desk, his back toward one of the courtyard w ndows.

A desk lamp threw a pl easing gl ow upon Dorth's features. He | ooked so
friendly that Harry was sure the professor was the sort of dupe that Jadway
would try to swindle. Dorth's tone, however, showed sone shrewdness.

"M. Vincent," said the professor, "your work here will be very
i mportant.
Therefore, | insist upon the utnost secrecy; also that you remain here

constantly."

Harry nodded his acceptance of the terns.

"I aman inventor," continued Dorth. "I have produced a substance that is
simlar to radium A chemical compound that retains its radioactive qualities.
Certain men wi sh to invest in the manufacture of this synthetic radi um

"A pronoter named Ursus Jadway approached ne. He is the man who just |eft
here. He wants to handle financial matters for me. But | amnot sure of
Jadway' s
honesty. | decided that | needed a secretary, after all, to help me keep check
on Jadway."

The statenent pleased Harry. Since the professor suspected that Jadway
was
a crook, it would be easy to trap the swindler when the right time came. Wen
Dorth made his next statenment, Harry had even nore admiration for the
prof essor's foresight.

"Perhaps" - Dorth was smling wisely - "you heard ne nention the name of
Prescott Rune, who will arrive in New York late tonight. Rune wants to invest
in
my invention. | did not tell Jadway that Rune is stopping here on his way into

New York. didden, ny chauffeur, went to neet his train at Harnon. Rune is due
here any mnute."

DORTH had scarcely finished before there was a rap at the door. It was
t he
api sh servant. Dorth addressed the fell ow as Tardon

The servant announced that M. Rune had arrived; that Van Bryck was
bringing himto the study.

Prescott Rune arrived. He was a portly, gray-haired man whose manner was
mld and pleasant. Dorth introduced himto Harry; as Rune seated hinself, Van
Bryck joi ned the group.

"Here are the papers,"” said Dorth, to Rune. "Made out as we agreed, when
you |l ast visited here. W can sign themtonight. Van Bryck and Vincent can act
as Wwitnesses."

Rune read over the docurments. He brought a large fountain pen fromhis
pocket and signed. Dorth took the pen and did the same. The pen passed to
Harry,
who signed on a witness line. Van Bryck did the sane.

"You will hear froma man named Ursus Jadway," Dorth told Rune. "He is a
New York promoter, who wants to push ny invention. |I told himthat he could
proceed. "

"But | have purchased full rights!" exclained Rune. "You have mny payment
of
two hundred thousand dollars! | expect to see your radioactive powder
exhi bi t ed

at the nedical convention, in New York. That is why | came here this week."
"Of course," assured Dorth. "Meanwhile, Jadway approached ne. | am



suspi cious of him because he | earned of ny invention despite ny efforts at
secrecy. | told himto see no one except persons whom| naned."

"That's why you gave himmy nane?"

"Yes. So that you can size the fellow He does not know that the
i nvention
bel ongs to you. If Jadway seens honest, you can use himlater, to pronote the
i nvention. If you consider hima doubtful character, postpone any decision

Jadway wi |l cone back to ne; and | shall tell himthat | do not need his
servi ces. "

"You have a good busi ness head, professor. Unless you signed an agreenent
wi th Jadway. "

"l signed nothing."

Dorth | ooked at his watch; and decided there was just tine for Gidden to
take Rune to a branch-line station named Wodbury, where the portly nman coul d
catch the last train into New York.

Van Bryck opened the door for themto pass; as Rune went by, the
techni ci an
handed him his fountain pen

"Thank you, Van Bryck," |aughed Rune. "Mst people forget to return
fountain pens. It is pleasing to neet an exception."

Van Bryck produced a sheaf of expense sheets and asked Harry to put them
in
proper shape. There was a typewiter on a table near Dorth's desk, so Harry
went
to work. Van Bryck watched a while; then went out. Alone, Harry finished the
report sheets.

He had time to type a brief note of his owm. It concerned sone snall
i nvestments; Harry addressed it to Rutl edge Mann, a New York broker. Mann was
an
agent of The Shadow. He would forward the letter, thus inform ng The Shadow of
Harry's present address.

Pocketing the letter, Harry went out through the | ong passage. He found

Van
Bryck in the living room

"Hello, Vincent," greeted the technician. "I was just conmng into see if
you had finished. Professor Dorth has retired. @idden is just back fromthe
station, ready to put your car away. You will find himout front."

HARRY went out through the front door, to encounter a stocky man in
uni f orm
who introduced hinmself as didden. The fellow flicked a flashlight under the
porte-cochere; Harry gave himthe key to the coupe as they wal ked toward the
car.

"Any mail, sir?" queried didden. "I'mdriving to town early in the
nor ni ng. "

It was the very opening that Harry wanted. He gave A idden the letter
t hat
was addressed to Rutl edge Mann. The chauffeur pocketed it and hel ped Harry
haul
his bag fromthe coupe.

Tardon appeared fromthe house and took Harry's bag. Harry followed him
into the house and up a long flight of gloony stairs. They reached a room
| ocated in the high wing of the house.

Al one again, Harry reviewed all that had happened. He was sure of his
guess
that Professor Dorth was smart enough to deal with Ursus Jadway. Dorth had
proven that in his conversation with Prescott Rune. Jadway was bei ng bl uffed;
for he did not know that Rune had al ready purchased full rights to Dorth's
i nventi on.



As for himself, Harry felt secure. He could easily keep on with the part
t hat he had undertaken. Once The Shadow had received Harry's letter from Mann
there woul d be new orders. This house, though gloonmy and weird, was a place
wher e danger was nerely imagi nary. Such was Harry's opinion

THE SHADOW S agent m ght have changed his viewpoint, had he been able to
gai n another glinpse of Professor Dorth's study. That turret roomwas stil
illuminated; it held two occupants: Professor Dorth and Van Bryck. The
technician's statement that the professor had retired was a fal sehood.

Prof essor Dorth was scanning the pages of a letter. Finished, he folded
t he
note and thrust it back into its envel ope. The flap of the envel ope was | oose.
Poorly gummed, it had not remained cl osed.

"So he gave this to didden," snorted Dorth. "Bah! | knew the fool would
try to send a letter fromhere!"

"It doesn't state nuch," remarked Van Bryck. "There is a chance, though
that it is witten in code."

"I shall study it tonorrow," declared Dorth. "If it is a code, | shall
solve it. A code will prove definitely that Vincent is working for Ursus
Jadway. "

"And if it is not code?"

"Then we shall know that he is in the enploy of soneone else. In either
event, Vincent will remain here, lulled into the belief that he is secure.”

Van Bryck pondered, then shook his head.

"W nust be wary, professor," he insisted. "Vincent may | earn too nuch.”

"Learn too nmuch?" echoed Dorth. "He has | earned too nmuch al ready!"

"But he suspects nothing as yet."

"We shall Iet himsuspect sonething. We shall watch his reactions, Van
Bryck. They may be of value as we proceed. Renmenber: we hold this fellow
hel pl ess. Wth Tardon, didden, half a dozen others whom Vi ncent has not seen
we shall have no trouble in disposing of himwhen circunstances require it."

Leani ng back in his chair, Professor Lycurgus Dorth delivered an
i nsi di ous
chortle, revealing an evil nature that the professor had wisely veiled when in
t he presence of visitors.

The glare of Dorth's eyes was om nous. Van Bryck observed it and was
pl eased. The technician, as vicious of nature as the professor, was convinced
upon one point.

Van Bryck was sure that Harry Vincent would remain alive and unharned
only
so long as Professor Dorth chose to tolerate the new secretary's presence
wi t hin
this strange mansi on of evil.

CHAPTER 1 |
DEATH S LONE CLUE

THE trip from Wodbury to New York City required about fifty m nutes;
hence
it was about twenty minutes after el even when Prescott Rune came into G and
Central Station.

He took a cab to the Hotel Mreland, registered there and was assigned to
Room 1218. He left orders to be called at eight-thirty in the norning.

Rune started unpacking his suitcase. This took about a dozen m nutes;
when
he had finished, he lifted the bag froma trunk rack and placed it on the
fl oor.



Rune gasped. His lips twitched froma tw nge of violent pain. Doubling
hi s
portly body, he pressed both hands to his heart. H s expression becane
bew | dered. VWhatever the attack, it was a sort that Rune had never before
experi enced.

The pain continued. Rune nade a feeble outcry. Wen he tried to
strai ghten,
he staggered. Pangs of agony expressed thensel ves upon his face, as his hands
tugged at the buttons of his vest. Finding his fingers nervel ess, Rune started
for the tel ephone. He never reached it. Instead, he spraw ed upon the floor

The stricken man tried to cram to the door. He flattened five feet short
of his goal. The mirror of a closet door reflected his face; Rune was wild as
he
eyed his own distorted countenance. It was a denon's visage, nocking him

Rune gave a final quiver, and lay still.

For five minutes, shaded |anps threw their gl ow upon the twi sted figure.
Then came the tingle of the tel ephone bell. Rune neither heard nor stirred. He
was dead.

DOM in the | obby, a short while later, Ursus Jadway received the clerk's
report:

"Sorry, sir. M. Rune does not answer."

Jadway glared angrily at the clock above the desk

"If M. Rune cane in at mdnight," began Jadway, "he ought to be awake.
It's only ten minutes after twelve."

"M. Rune arrived at half past eleven,"” inforned the clerk. "He left
orders
to be called at eight-thirty. If you will |eave your name, sir -"

“I"l1l call himin the nmorning. Since he's gone to sleep, | won't disturb
him"

As Jadway strode fromthe desk, a tall, calmfaced stranger |et him pass.

The new guest stated that he had luggage in a taxi, waiting outside. The clerk
called a bell boy. The tall arrival followed.

VWen the bell boy had unl oaded the cab, the stranger spoke to the cab
driver, in whispered tone:

"Fol | ow Jadway! Report to Burbank. Tell himto call Henry Arnaud at the
Hotel Morel and.”

The tall stranger was The Shadow. Hearing nothing fromHarry Vincent, The
Shadow had wat ched Jadway's Manhattan apartnment. He had trail ed Jadway here,
in
a cab manned by one of his own agents - Moe Shrevnitz, taxi driver. Having
overheard the conversation at the desk, The Shadow i ntended to stay at the
Mor el and.

As Arnaud, The Shadow asked for a top-floor room The Mrel and had j ust
twel ve floors; and he had noticed Rune's nane on the register, with the
[isting,

1218. The clerk offered Room 1212; the new guest thought it too near the

el evators. He received 1220, instead. That room was next to the one occupied
by

Rune.

Reachi ng his room The Shadow opened a suitcase and donned garnents of
bl ack. A cloak rendered himalnmost invisible in the roomlight. H s disguised
face was lost fromsight beneath the brimof a slouch hat. A being of
bl ackness,

The Shadow stepped out into the hall, to listen at the door of 1218.

The carpet was too thick to allow light beneath the door. A key bl ocked
t he
| ock; the Shadow, however, began operations with a tiny pick-like instrunent.
In



anot her half mnute, he would have silently entered Rune's room to |earn of
death there. A chance interruption was the factor that halted The Shadow.
The tel ephone bell was ringing in Room 1220.
Returning quickly to his own room The Shadow answered the call in the
t one
of Arnaud. It was Burbank, The Shadow s contact agent, reporting that Jadway
was
back in his apartnment. Hangi ng up, The Shadow saw no further need to enter
Rune's room
Si nce The Shadow had heard the ring of his own tel ephone bell, while he

was
in the hall, he had nerely to open the transomin order to hear any tingle of
t he phone bell in 1218. He could then listen in fromthe hallway, if a cal
cane

for Rune.

That seemed sufficient, even to The Shadow, for he was dealing with Ursus
Jadway, who had a bad listing only as a swindler; not as a crimnal who dealt
in
mur der. Unquestionably, Jadway woul d use strong-armmen if he saw hinmself in a
tight spot; but there was no indication that Jadway feared Prescott Rune.

On the contrary, Jadway's whol e manner of action indicated that he was
seeki ng Rune as a dupe for some new swindle. Therefore, The Shadow s tine to
listen in would be tonorrow norning, when Jadway call ed.

MORNI NG arrived. The Shadow was wakened from his customary |ight sleep
by
the jangle of Rune's tel ephone bell. The ringing persisted, while The Shadow
was
getting into his clothes. He was fully dressed before the bell stopped.

Stepping into the corridor, The Shadow coul d hear no voi ce beyond Rune's
door.

An el evator stopped at the twelfth floor. As Arnaud, The Shadow st epped
back in his own room He watched while a bell boy arrived to pound on Rune's
door. Gaining no response, the bell hop hurried back to the el evator

Rune's failure to answer the phone call had al arned the downstairs clerk
A
scare could spread quickly at a placid hotel |ike the Mreland. The bell boy
woul d soon be back with the house detective. The Shadow did not linger; it
woul d
be advant ageous to be el sewhere, if there proved to be sonmething wong with
Rune.

Packi ng qui ckly, The Shadow went downstairs. VWile he was paying his
bill,
he noted that the bell boy was absent. He had probably gone upstairs on
anot her
el evator, taking the house dick. That proved to be the case.

There was a ring fromthe tel ephone bell behind the desk. The clerk
answered it. The Shadow heard his gasp

"What ? Dead! You say that M. Rune is dead?"

Staring, the clerk saw a tall form going through the doorway to the
street.

He called to the cashier

"Who was that who just checked out?"

"M. Arnaud," was the reply. "From Room 1220."

Excitedly, the clerk dashed to the street. A taxi swung from sight around
the corner. The Shadow had rmade a conpl ete departure.

LATER that sane norning, a tall, hawk-faced stranger strolled into the



| obby of the Hotel Moreland. H's resenbl ance to Henry Arnaud was so slight
t hat
the cashier did not notice it. The visitor inquired for Police Conm ssioner
Vst on.
"Sorry, sir. The comr ssioner can see no one -
"Tell himthat M. Cranston is here," interposed the stranger. "M.
Lanont
Cranston. "
A call to Room 1218 brought a reply to send M. Cranston there
i medi at el y.
The Shadow s thin lips wore a smle. As Lanont Cranston, nillionaire clubnman,
he
was al ways a wel cone arrival, when he called upon his friend the police
conmi ssi oner.
In 1218, The Shadow found Weston. Wth the comm ssioner was a stocky,
swart hy-faced police inspector. He was Joe Cardona, ace sleuth upon whom
Vst on
depended. Both greeted Cranston. They saw hi m| ook about as he shook hands.
There was no body on the floor; Rune's corpse had been renoved. Hi s bags

and apparel were still here, however, plus a collection of personal effects
t hat
West on had been exam ni ng besi de the w ndow.
"A strange nmurder, Cranston," informed the conm ssioner. "Prescott Rune,
a
Cl evel and manufacturer. As near as we can determine it, his heart was
subj ect ed

to radium burns. But there's no radiumon his body."

"And no way any one could have taken it away," put in Cardona. "This room
is tight. Wndows cl anped; door |ocked on the inside."

Ponderi ng, The Shadow was ready to place the time of Rune's death as
before
m dni ght, the night before. Not knowing the turn of Cranston's thoughts,

Vst on
made a different guess.

"I know what's in your mnd, Cranston. You think it happened before Rune
was found here. That isn't the answer. He wal ked in here by hinself, |ast
ni ght .

W' ve put a dark-roomtest on everything he carried. Nothing shows a radi um
gl ow.

"W have two suspects, however. Last night, a stranger called to see
Rune.

A man described as bull-faced, with bushy eyebrows. Al so, a guest who
regi stered
as Henry Arnaud and took Room 1220."

"Arnaud doesn't count," put in Cardona. "Hi s having the next room neans
not hi ng. There's no connecting door between; and Arnaud didn't ask for 1220.
The
clerk gave himthat room™

Cardona had nmade good choice in picking Jadway as the proper suspect. But
The Shadow was confident that Ursus Jadway had gai ned no opportunity to plant
a
quantity of radiumupon Prescott Rune. If Jadway happened to be responsible
for
Rune's death, he had certainly made a foolish and unnecessary step, calling at
the hotel |ast night.

Yet, Jadway night lead to the actual mnurderer. That was why The Shadow
decided to keep the unknown caller's nane a secret. Jadway was clever. If the
law i nquired for him he would depart for places unknown. The Shadow i ntended
to
track Jadway before that coul d happen



WHEN Cranston | eft Room 1218, he did not go downstairs. He had kept the
key
to 1220. He entered there while the commi ssioner and Cardona were stil
tal ki ng
in Rune's room After they went out, Cranston's tall formenerged from 1220
and
stopped at the door of 1218.

Qui ckly, he probed the |ock. His picks opened it easily, for he knew the
exact type of key that was used.

I nside the room Cranston was no longer the leisurely clubman. Wth the
swi ft precision of The Shadow, he made his own inspection of the articles on
t he
tabl e by the w ndow.

There was a wal l et, sone |oose coins, a fountain pen, watch, check book
and a few other itens. Though these had been subjected to a test, The Shadow
was
not satisfied. Thoughtfully, he tapped the upper |left pocket of his own vest.
That was the spot where the radi umwas probably planted on Rune.

| mredi ately afterward, The Shadow exam ned Rune's fountain pen. He

unscrewed the barrel and studied the rubber filler. It was a full inch too
short. Working on the barrel, The Shadow gave it a reverse tw st. A short
 ength

unscrewed fromthe tip.

It was an extension, fitted so tightly that the eye could not discern the
join. Moreover, it had a left-hand thread; to fool the ordinary handl er

From the cuplike container, The Shadow poured a quantity of grayish
powder
t hat resenbl ed burned ashes. He found a hotel envel ope; dunped the powder into
it. He replaced the fake tip upon the fountain pen and left it as he had found
it.

Pocketing his envel ope, The Shadow | eft the room He sidled into a
passage,
just in tine to avoid Joe Cardona and a plain-cl othes man, when the pair
arrived
up fromthe | obby. They went into 1218 to gather Rune's effects. Lanont
Cranston
was gone when they came out into the corridor

HALF an hour | ater, The Shadow was in a room where black walls glistened.
This was his own | aboratory; he was naking an inportant test with the grayish
powder. He poured it on a sheet of thin paper; wapping the powder w thin, he
pl aced the packet on a small, horizontal screen

The Shadow extingui shed the lights. The | ab becanme pitch dark, except for
one spot. The screen beneath The Shadow s hands renmai ned agl ow.

The screen was coated with phosphorescent zinc sul phide. Upon it were
brilliant streans; they were radioactive enmanati ons. The Shadow noved a
bl ack- gl oved hand above the screen. The emanati on vanished; with it went the
greater part of the phosphorescence. The glow returned; fresh enanati on was
di f f used.

H s experinent ended, The Shadow turned on the lights.

The Shadow had identified the grayish powder. It was a conpound of
actinium a substance far nore radi oactive than radium but of |esser
dur ati on.
Conpar atively, a conpound of pure actiniumwould fall to half its value in
f our
seconds; while an emanation of radiumwould require four days for such a
mar ked



decr ease.

The conpound was not ordinary actinium but it showed qualities sinilar
to
that element. It explained two facts: the death of Prescott Rune; also why a
dark-roomtest had failed to show a gl ow fromthe fountain pen that contained
the fatal powder.

Subj ected to hi gh-powered radi oactive enanati ons, Rune had suffered the
burns that produced his death. Had the fountain pen been exam ned at that
tine,
it woul d have reveal ed a phosphorescent glow. By norning, its emanations had
becorme too feeble to penetrate the barrel of the fountain pen. It had taken a
| aboratory test of the actual powder to show the remants of radioactivity.

The Shadow had uncovered scientific nurder of a new and devastating sort.
No time could be lost in tracing the perpetrator

From the | aboratory, The Shadow entered another room his sanctum
Pi cki ng
up ear phones, he called Burbank. The contact nan gave a report on Ursus
Jadway,
furni shed by agents whom The Shadow had ordered on watch

At nine o' clock that nmorning, Jadway had been trailed to the Hillside
Country C ub. The sw ndl er was playing golf there.

Ten minutes after Burbank's report, The Shadow appeared upon the street
in
Cranston's guise. He was carrying a |light bag that contained his black
gar nent s.

St oppi ng off at the exclusive Cobalt C ub, he lunched with Comm ssioner Ral ph
Vst on.

The Shadow s next destination was the Hillside Country Cub, in
West chest er
County. There, he expected to begin an inportant trail. The Shadow had di vi ned
an inportant fact - that Ursus Jadway nmust have a stopping off place between
t he
Hudson Ri ver and Long | sl and Sound.

The Shadow intended to trail the swindler to that spot. There, The Shadow
woul d find the source of the doomthat had struck down Prescott Rune.

CHAPTER | V
AT THE NMANSI ON

IN his plan to trail Ursus Jadway, The Shadow had gi ven speci al thought
to
Harry Vincent. Wen |ast seen, the agent had been on Jadway's trail. Since
nmur der had entered the game, The Shadow knew that Harry m ght be in danger
Fol | owi ng Jadway was the best way to gain news of Harry.

At Dorth's old mansion, Harry had no inkling of danger. He had risen in

t he
morning to find the old house gl oony, even by daylight. Dorth's study was
wel | -1ighted, however; and time passed rapidly while Harry sorted stacks of

bills and attended to uni nportant correspondence that the professor gave him
At four in the afternoon, Van Bryck entered to renmind Dorth of the hour

"Ah, yes," nodded Dorth. "I had forgotten that James Farradon is com ng
today. He will probably drive in fromthe South, as usual. Take Vincent to the
| aboratory, Van Bryck. | shall join you later."

Harry felt a double interest. He wanted to see the | aboratory; he was
al so
anxious to |l earn who Janes Farradon m ght be. He had heard no previous nention
of Farradon; and the nane was not included in any of the letters that Harry
had



filed for Dorth.

Van Bryck led Harry to the front of the house; then clear through the far
wi ng, to the rear annex. They descended a flight of steps and entered a | arge,
stone-floored room

The pl ace was equi pped as a | aboratory - with benches, |ong shelves that
hel d bottles and beakers. There were several |arge machi nes that |ooked Iike
violet-ray | anps. Van Bryck saw that Harry had observed them so he expl ai ned
t heir purpose.

"W use these," stated the technician, "in our experinments wth
radi oacti ve
subst ances. This nachine" - he pointed to the |argest contrivance - "mght be

termed a radioactive charger.”

Harry | ooked puzzl ed. Van Bryck expl ai ned further

"You were present when Professor Dorth talked with M. Rune," remn nded
Van
Bryck. "You heard them mention the radioactive powder."

Harry nodded.

"Prof essor Dorth devel oped the powder after |ong experinents," resumed
Van
Bryck. "H s effort was to produce a synthetic conposition that woul d have the
same power as radium He succeeded in producing substances that natched the
effects of such elenents as actiniumand thorium which are radi oactive; but
it
was not until recently that he devel oped a conposition that is the equal of
radiumitsel f."

"I see," remarked Harry. "Then this new powder is the substance for which
Prescott Rune purchased full rights?"

There was a nonentary glint to Van Bryck's eyes as the technician heard
Harry's question. Van Bryck's lips pursed as he restrained a smle. Harry did
not notice these expressions; he was | ooking at the machine that Van Bryck had
i ndi cated. When Van Bryck replied, his tone was as dry as before.

"That is correct," stated Van Bryck

"Prescott Rune bought full rights for two hundred thousand dollars."

TURNI NG Van Bryck pointed to a small safe in the corner of the
| aboratory.
"That is where we keep the synthetic radium" he remarked. "Perhaps you

will glinpse it later, Vincent. Naturally, | amtelling you all this in
confidence. You understand, of course, that Professor Dorth's invention wll
eventually be worth mllions. That is why he has been forced to preserve such
secrecy.

"In fact, it explains why the professor has cut hinself off fromthe
wor | d.

Per haps you have wondered because there is no tel ephone here; also that no
newspapers are delivered. The answer is that Professor Dorth wants nothing to
di stract himor those who work for him"

Leaving Harry to roam where he wi shed, Van Bryck went to a | aboratory
bench, and lighted a Bunsen burner. He began a test with a reddi sh powder,
stopping at intervals to consult a notebook

Harry said nothing to interrupt Van Bryck's experinment. A question had
cone
to Harry's mnd, but he did not voice it. Harry was wonderi ng why Professor
Dorth had peddled an invention worth millions, wthout getting nore than two
hundred t housand dollars for the rights.

It was a nmost puzzling question, particularly because Prescott Rune had
been the purchaser. Rune had inpressed Harry as anything but a bargain driver.
In fact, Professor Dorth had warned Rune agai nst Ursus Jadway, as though
fearing
that Rune woul d be unable to guard hinself against the sw ndl er



Sonmehow, the circunstances did not fit. Dorth was a shrewder nan than
Rune;
yet Rune had gained Dorth's invention for a fraction of its val ue.

True, Dorth was a friendly sort, who m ght have set two hundred thousand
dollars as his goal, willing to let Rune gain all beyond that sum Yet it was
odd that Dorth had not reserved sone rights to the invention; at least a form
of
royalty paynment, should the profits reach a high mark.

VWil e Harry was pondering over this matter, the door of the |aboratory
opened and Professor Dorth appeared. The old inventor was acconpanied by a
tall,
st oop- shoul dered nman whose eyes had a sharp gl eam and whose |lips forned a
gr eedy
smle. This, Harry knew, nust be Janmes Farradon

DORTH did not introduce the newconer. The two wal ked across the
| abor atory
to the safe in the corner. Van Bryck stopped work at the bench and foll owed,
motioning to Harry to do the same. They cane cl oser and stood aside while
Dorth
tal ked wi th Farradon.

Vi ewi ng Farradon at close range, Harry did not |ike the man's | ooks.
Farradon seened to be a man of influence and wealth; but he carried an air of
sel f-inportance, which he had denonstrated when he ignored Harry and Van
Bryck.

In both attire and nmanner, Farradon carried his pose of inportance. He
was
wearing clothes that were exaggerated in style; gray-striped trousers, topped
by
a frock coat. His right hand nmade a gesture as he swept it toward a sl anted
i nsi de pocket on the left side of his coat.

Wth a grand air, Farradon produced a gold cigarette case, opened it and
extracted a cigarette. He replaced the case, and raised a lighter fromthe end
of a watch chain. Holding both cigarette and Iighter, Farradon put the
cigarette
in a holder, placed the latter to his lips and struck a |ight.

Prof essor Dorth was opening the safe. Fromit, he brought a square wooden
box, neasuring about four inches across.

"Let me have the box," snapped Farradon, between cigarette puffs. "I w sh
to exam ne the seals for nyself."

Meekly, Dorth handed over the box. Farradon laid it on a workbench. He
extingui shed his cigarette against the stone window sill; then held the box to
the light. Harry saw seals upon the box. They were intact. Farradon was
sati sfied.

The visitor allowed Dorth to open the box. It |ooked heavy for its size;

t hat was expl ai ned when Dorth brought out a small |ead casket, alnobst the size
of the wooden one. Farradon had lighted a second cigarette, he extinguished it
hurriedly, so that he coul d exanmine the | ead casket.

The inner box had seals; they, too, were unbroken. Farradon nodded his
sati sfaction.

"Bring the dark lens, Van Bryck," ordered Dorth. "W shall let M.

Far radon
exam ne the contents."

Farradon's cigarette case was enpty. From a pocket of his frock coat, he
produced a fresh pack of cigarettes. Ripping the pack, he stowed the
cigarettes
in the case while Van Bryck was bringing the dark |ens.

It was bl ocky, like a box cover; and had a dark glass in the top. Above
it,



Van Bryck drew up an oval shaped tel escopic tube.

Farradon opened the | ead casket. Harry saw a small quantity of bl ackish
powder in a thinble-like cavity. Farradon put the dark | ens over the hol | ow
He
| ooked down through the oval tube, as a photographer woul d, about to snap a
caner a

Farradon's chuckle told that he was pl eased by what he saw. Van Bryck

t ook
away the dark lens. Farradon returned the casket to Dorth.

"The powder has retained full intensity for one nmonth," decl ared
Far radon

"You may proceed with the manufacture of the required quantity. How |l ong will
you need, professor?"
Farradon was |ighting another cigarette, when Dorth answered: "At |east
three nonths."
"Very well,'
that | have already paid you two hundred and fifty thousand -

deci ded Farradon. Then, in sharper tone: "Renenber, though

FARRADON cl i pped his words short, when Dorth gave a warning gesture.
Farradon noticed Harry; Dorth bridged the gap by coolly introducing his new
secretary. Politely, Dorth invited Farradon to cone up to the study. The two
left pronptly.

"Farradon is a friend of Rune's,'
Harry.

"That's why he is allowed here. The professor let himseal up the powder a
nont h

ago, to test its radioactive duration for hinself. W keep the powder in a
| ead

casket, the sanme as they do with radium?"”

Van Bryck | ocked the wooden box in the safe. He picked up Farradon's
enptied cigarette pack; crunpling both the paper and the inner foil, he tossed
the wad into a wastebasket. He suggested that Harry go with himto the |iving
room

was Van Bryck's pronpt commrent to

Though it was an hour until sunset, the living roomwas al nost dark
Tar don
was fixing a fire in the grate; Van Bryck told himto light the lanps. Just
then, Dorth and Farradon arrived fromthe study.

Van Bryck stepped into the hallway; he plucked Farradon's |ight overcoat
froma rack by the front door

As he hel ped Farradon slip his arnms into the coat, Van Bryck | ooked
toward
the floor. He stooped to pick up something.

"A pack of cigarettes, M. Farradon," remarked Van Bryck. "It fell from
your overcoat pocket."
"An extra pack?" queried Farradon. "I did not know that | had one."

Farradon took the pack and dropped it in his pocket. Professor Dorth saw
hi m out through the front door, with Van Bryck foll ow ng.

Seated in the darkness of the living room Harry Vincent was deep in
t hought when he heard the whine of Farradon's departing autonobile.

At last, certain facts were plain to Harry. He knew why Professor Dorth
had
so obligingly sold his invention rights to Prescott Rune for a paltry two
hundred t housand dollars. He knew al so why Dorth was so conpetent to deal with
a
swi ndl er |ike U sus Jadway.

Prof essor Dorth was hinmself a swindler. That fact had escaped Harry down
in
the | aboratory, when James Farradon had started to mention the sum of two
hundred and fifty thousand dollars. Farradon, |ike Rune, was a purchaser of



ful
rights to Professor Dorth's radi oactive powder

Farradon was sharper than Rune; yet both had been bluffed by Dorth. Each
had bought an invention that had been sold to the other; and Farradon, the
w ser
of the two, had paid the higher price.

Van Bryck was supporting Dorth in the crooked game. The technician had
tried to cover up the slip by telling Harry that Farradon was a friend of
Rune's; the statement had been a clever bluff, but Harry knewit for a lie.

Harry gai ned new suspicions. Perhaps there were others, besides Rune and
Farradon, to whom Dorth had sold rights. Possibly the invention was a fake,
despite the test to which Farradon had put it. \Wat puzzled Harry was how t he
gane woul d end. Eventually, he supposed, swi ndled nen would find out the
truth;
then there would be trouble for Professor Lycurgus Dorth.

Confident that The Shadow woul d soon arrive here, Harry resolved to | eave
that problemto his chief. Harry's own part, he decided, would be to keep up a
good front meanwhile; to pretend that he had not caught on to Professor
Dorth's
schenes.

I gnorant of the fact that Prescott Rune was al ready dead, Harry did not
realize the depths of Professor Dorth's nad, insidious schenes.

Mur der was the method by which Dorth had planned to rid hinself of
troubl esone claimants for his supposed invention. Last night, Prescott Rune
had
been sent forth fromthis house to die. Tonight, the sane fate was in store
for
Janes Farradon.

There was urgent need for The Shadow s pronpt arrival at this house where
doom was fostered.

CHAPTER V
THE BROKEN TRAI L

AT the time of Farradon's departure from Dorth's mansion, U sus Jadway
was
crossing the side veranda of the Hillside Country Club, after a second
ei ght een
hol es of golf. Seated upon the veranda was a silent personage whom Jadway did
not observe. The Shadow was awaiting Jadway's return fromthe golf course.

Jadway was acconpani ed by ot her nmenbers of a foursome; the group was
bound
for the locker room It was half an hour before Jadway reappeared with two of
his friends.

The trio seated thensel ves on the veranda and ordered drinks. One man
unf ol ded an eveni ng newspaper that he had obtained in the club house.

The Shadow was cl ose enough to observe the group. In his guise of
Cranston,
he | ooked |i ke a chance nenber of the Hillside Country C ub. Watchi ng Jadway,
The Shadow saw the bull-faced swi ndl er eye the newspaper that one of the other
men hel d. Apparently, Jadway noted a conspi cuous headline; for he | eaned
si deways to view the outspread sheet. The other man spoke.

"Here's odd news!" canme the exclamation. "A strange death reported at the
Hotel Moreland. Wealthy man fromthe M ddle West found dead from radi um
burns. "

"What was his name?" inquired Jadway. "How did he happen to be carrying
radi um around wi th hi nP"

"Hi s nane was Prescott Rune," replied the nman with the newspaper, "but



t he

radi um angl e seens to be unfounded. The headlines shout about radi um burns;
but

no radi umwas found on the dead man."

The Shadow saw relief on Jadway's face; then puzzlenment. Jadway gul ped
t he
remai nder of his drink; then drew a big cigar fromhis pocket.

Wat chi ng Jadway's flattish profile, The Shadow anal yzed the thoughts that
were in the swindler's mnd.

Jadway had guessed this norning that sonethi ng was wong, when Rune did
not
answer his tel ephone call. He had probably not supposed that Rune was dead.
Jadway' s | ogical reaction was to think that Rune had gai ned suspicion of a
swi ndl e schene, and was dodging it. On that account, Jadway had shi ed away
from
troubl e.

Here, on the veranda of the Hillside Country C ub, Jadway had gai ned his
first news of Rune's death. He listened for nore details.

"Sonmebody cane to Rune's hotel at nmidnight," read the man who hel d the
newspaper. "He wanted to see Rune; but Rune's tel ephone wasn't answered. There
was a tel ephone call this nmorning, for Rune. The police think the same man
nmade
it."

Jadway shrugged his shoul ders, as though his interest in the matter had
passed. His bluffness regai ned, he arose.

"I"'mdriving over to the Regatta Cub," infornmed Jadway. "There's sone
sort
of a shindig there tonight. I'lIl call you fellows tonorrow, to arrange anot her
golf gane."

Jadway entered the club house and made a tel ephone call. Strolling past
t he

cl ub house door, The Shadow saw the swi ndler conme fromthe booth and sit down
to

read a magazi ne. The Shadow t ook an obscure chair on the far side of the

ver anda.

THI RTY m nutes passed. The sun had set; long streaks of dusk were
stretching across the golf course, when a black sedan pulled up in front of
t he
club house. A few minutes later, Jadway cane out and entered his sporty
roadster.

A oom was shroudi ng the veranda rail beside The Shadow. Easing across the
rail, The Shadow went to his own car, which was in a parking space at the
si de.

The Shadow circled the club house. His route was timed to perfection. He
saw Jadway's roadster rolling along the main driveway. The Shadow fol | owed,
keeping his trimcoupe at a set distance behind Jadway's car

It was an odd pursuit, for Jadway seemed in no hurry. He turned on his
dim
lights as he took the road toward Long Island Sound. The Shadow copied the
nove,

a fewmnutes later; but with his lights on, he let Jadway gain nore di stance.

Peering into the rear-view nmrror of the coupe, The Shadow saw sonet hi ng
t hat he expect ed.

The bl ack sedan had taken up the coupe's trail

Traveling without lights, that car was unquestionably filled with nen
whom
Jadway had summoned. Ordinarily, the swindler had no need for a cover-up crew
but he had been w se enough to have one always in reserve.



Under suspicion of Rune's nmurder, Jadway was runni ng no chances. He
i ntended to have thugs on hand to aid him should he be chall enged anywhere or
any time.

The Shadow gave Jadway's car nore | eeway. Knowi ng the route fromHarry's
reports, he decided to | ook for suspicious spots along the way, rather than

tag
the roadster too closely. That night deceive the cover-up crew
Sl ackeni ng speed, The Shadow saw Jadway's tail-light disappear into a
cl unp
of woods.

During the next nile, The Shadow saw no sign of the roadster; nor were
there any turn-offs along the road. There was one point where the hi ghway
turned
sharply. There, The Shadow s headli ghts showed an old barn at the turn of the
r oad.

Just after The Shadow s speedoneter had clicked a nmle and two-tenths, a
warning sign glistened in the headlights. It marked a crossroads - a place
wher e
Jadway coul d have turned. Ordinarily, The Shadow woul d have paused to consi der
the best route, but he suddenly found good reason not to |inger

Headl i ghts burned brilliantly from behind him There was a roar of a
swiftly gaining car. It was the black sedan, no longer playing its game of
hi dden observati on

As The Shadow kept straight on at the crossing, the brilliant lights
t agged
close to the rear of his car. It was plain that the sedan intended to trai
t he
coupe closely fromthis point onward.

THE stunt woul d have been a good one, had The Shadow not known that the
sedan was trailing him Because of his know edge, The Shadow di vi ned the gane.
Sonmewhere within the past mle, Jadway had managed to | eave the main

r oad.

The Shadow s trail was broken. He had need of another nove to trick the
pur sui ng

sedan.

Slightly increasing his speed, The Shadow watched the road ahead. After
another mle, he saw what he wanted: a filling station on the right side of
t he
r oad.

The Shadow swung the coupe into the station, pulled up beside a gasoline
punp and |l et the pursuing sedan roar past. He saw the other car disappear
beyond
a turn.

The service station man cane froma little wooden shack. The Shadow
ordered
himto fill the coupe's tank with gasoline; to check the oil and water, and to
put air in the tires. Wiile the attendant set to work, The Shadow renoved his
small bag fromthe car and strolled into the little shack

Choosi ng an obscure corner, The Shadow opened the bag; fromit, he took
cl oak, hat and gloves. Swi ftly, he donned his black garb; then chose a small
rear wi ndow through which to | eave the shack

I n darkness, The Shadow noved to the far edge of the little building. The
ground was bl ackened, except for the lighted space in front of the service
station. Avoiding that illum nated area, The Shadow glided invisibly toward a
clump of bushes near the edge of the road.

He had not long to wait. Soon, he heard the approach of sneaky footsteps.
Two nmen edged up in the darkness; they paused | ess than six feet fromwhere
The



Shadow stood. The invisible listener heard their | ow whispers, as they watched
the service station attendant, busy with The Shadow s car

"The mug ain't in his bus, Caul key," observed one of the two thugs.
"Quess
he's gone into the little house."

“I"1l lamp the joint, R p," returned "Caul key.

"You stick here. Get

r eady
when he comes out. Hop on the running board and bean him |f the gas station
guy
don't wise to nothing I'Il join you."

"Yeah. And when we go past Silk's sedan, I'Il give the blink so's he'l
know we' ve took the mug with us."

"OK, Rp."

Caul key moved away, followed the edge of the Iighted space, just as The
Shadow had done. Waiting in the darkness, The Shadow renai ned close to "Rip."'
Fromthe brief conversation, The Shadow had | earned various facts.

Fromthe reference to "Silk," he had guessed the identity of the ruffian
who headed the band of thugs in the sedan. A crook named Silk Marron had
recently di sappeared from Manhattan, taking a crew of picked "gorillas" wth
him Cbviously, this outfit was in the enploy of U sus Jadway.

Trailing The Shadow s coupe, Silk had stopped the sedan just past the
turn
in the road. He had sent Caul key and Rip back to reconnoiter; to bag the
occupant of the coupe and carry himaway in his own car. It would be up to the
t huggi sh pair to dispose of their victim while Silk Marron went his own way
with the remai nder of the band.

UNW TTI NAY, Silk Marron had played into The Shadow s hands. That fact
was
proven soon after Caul key began his foray toward the service station. R p saw
Caul key edge past the shack; a nonent later, the watching hoodl um heard a
whi spered laugh alnost in his ear

Wldly, R p spun about in the darkness. It was the very nove that The
Shadow want ed.

A long arm hooked Rip's el bow and circled the thug' s neck. Viselike
fingers
gripped Rip's throat. Powerful shoul ders hoisted the hoodl um upward, twi sted
hi m
and fl attened hi mback downward upon the turf. Rip's head took a jolt, The
t hug
subsi ded.

Searching Rip's pockets, The Shadow found a roll of adhesive tape. He
pl astered a strip over Rip's nouth, rolled himface dowward and bound his
wists with his own belt.

Caul key was returning by the tine The Shadow had finished the job. The
second thug sneaked into the bushes; hearing a stir, Caul key whi spered:

"The mug ain't in the shack! C non out to the road, Rip -"

Bl ackness aval anched upon Caul key. The Shadow spraw ed the t hug beneath
t he
bush; caught his armin a warning twist. A gloved hand pl astered tape over
Caul key's nmout h. The crook had suspenders instead of a belt, so The Shadow
used
t hem as bonds.

Gat hering revol vers and bl ackjacks fromthe underworld pair, The Shadow
returned to his car. Wen the service station attendant approached, The Shadow
had one hand ungl oved. He thrust a pair of dollar bills into the man's hand,
told himto keep the change. The coupe was off before the fell ow had a chance
to
| ook for the driver's face.



Swi ngi ng the turn, The Shadow saw the glisten of the black sedan. He
bl i nked the coupe's lights. By the tine he reached the end of a straight
stretch, the coupe was coning along. Silk Marron believed that Caul key and Ri p
had rmade their capture.

Turning into a side road, The Shadow extinguished lights and let the
sedan
pass. Returning to the highway, he reversed his route. He passed the service
station and the crossroads, until he reached the mle stretch where Jadway
coul d
have di sappeared. The Shadow stopped his car, facing the abandoned barn that
mar ked the sharp curve

On the hard ground, The Shadow saw faint traces of tire marks. He could
see
a purpose that the barn might serve, it could be a special canouflage to throw
off trailers. A device intended for energencies; therefore the sort that
Jadway
woul d use in tonight's pinch.

But there would have to be soneone in the barn. O herw se, Jadway woul d
have had to pause to open the door

TURNI NG of f the lights, The Shadow crept fromthe coupe. Near the barn
he
heard a slight scrape fromthe door. Someone had slid it slightly open, to
wat ch
t he dar kened coupe.

Drawi ng back, The Shadow drove his right fist shoul der high, straight for
t he opening. The punch ended with a jolt.

There was a thunp inside the door. Edging in, The Shadow used a
fl ashl i ght
to reveal a groggy, rough clad man upon the barn fl oor. The Shadow had found
t he
side of the watcher's jaw. The fell ow had sl unped when he received the punch
from out si de dar kness.

The Shadow bound this new prisoner with chicken wire, which was strewn
about the old barn floor. He used the last of Rip's adhesive tape to gag the
wat cher. Stowing the man in an enpty stall at the side of the barn, The Shadow
slid back the big door

He went out to his coupe, turned on the lights, and drove the car into
t he
barn. He cl osed the door behind him

Reentering the coupe, The Shadow | ooked ahead. The glare of the lights
showed what he had expected. The rear of the barn was partially denolished; it
showed a space sufficient to all ow the passage of an autonobile.

Beyond was a broad expanse of barnyard; then a broken fence. The Shadow
saw
the ruts of an old road that led off through the trees, evidently to sone
hi ghway.

The Shadow had uncovered a cl ever device used by Ursus Jadway when the
swi ndl er feared followers during a journey to Professor Dorth's secl uded
mansi on.

A man, stationed in the barn, had been ready for a distant signal from
Jadway' s approaching car. He had slid the door open for Jadway's entrance;
closed it the nmonent that the swindler's car had entered.

Jadway had gone through, leaving Silk Marron and his henchnmen in the
sedan
to take care of any suspicious followers. Hs trail broken, Jadway had
conti nued
his course to the house upon the hill.

The Shadow, however, had di scovered the broken trail. Though he had not



yet

| earned of Professor Dorth's strange nmansi on, he was soon to do so. As he
followed the rutty road behind the barn, The Shadow cane to a stretch of
narr ow

but well -paved highway. Taking it, he ascended a slope; a treeless stretch
gave

hima chance view of a distant hill

Moonl i ght had cone fromthe horizon. It was sufficient to reveal high
| evel s of ground that were sil houetted agai nst the eastern sky. In the
di st ance,

The Shadow saw the outline of Dorth's gray-walled house.

The ol d mansion was the only habitation in this portion of the lonely
countrysi de. Sensing the inportance of the distant house, The Shadow chose it
as
his goal .

CHAPTER VI
HARRY LEARNS TOO MJUCH

DESPI TE t he fact that The Shadow had uncovered his trail, Ursus Jadway

had

gai ned consi derabl e di stance on his pursuer. The Shadow had lost time in
returning to the trail. Mreover, he was handi capped in his choice of
torturous

roads that nmight lead himto the mansion on the hill.

Hence Jadway arrived at Dorth's with nearly half an hour's | eeway.
Pul l'i ng
up beneath the porte-cochere, the bull-faced swi ndl er alighted and pounded t he
bi g knocker on the front door.

Bolts gritted; the door opened Tardon peered out to view the visitor.
Wth
a curt bow, the apish servant adnitted Jadway.

Two nen were seated in the gloomof the living roomwhen Jadway passed.
Those two were Harry Vincent and Van Bryck. They heard Jadway speak to Tardon
whi | e wal ki ng through the hall. Thus both recognized the visitor, despite the
fact that they could scarcely see Jadway's figure in the gl oom ness of the
hal I .

To Harry, Jadway's arrival was a fortunate occurrence. It promni sed
opportunity to learn nore of Professor Dorth's methods.

Al though Harry felt sure that Dorth could not expect to sw ndl e Jadway as
he had Rune and Farradon, it was certain that the professor would have to
bl uf
this rival swindle artist. Harry had seen evidence of such bluff on Jadway's
previous visit.

Unfortunately, Harry did not expect an invitation to the conference
bet ween
Dort h and Jadway; nor could he think of any excuse for a visit to the
professor's turret-shaped study.

M nut es passed while Harry sat before the fire, w shing he could overhear
t he conversation between Dorth and Jadway. Van Bryck was seated beside a
tabl e,
jotting chem cal formulas in a notebook. Suddenly, the technician arose and
delivered a pl eased excl amation

"I"ve discovered sonething, Vincent!" exclaimed Van Bryck. "The very
chemi cal solution that Professor Dorth requires! One of our problens has been
t he handling of radioactive substances. What we have needed has been a proper
solvent for lead. | have nade |liquid conpounds in the past, and have di pped
gloves in them But the cloth has always stiffened and cracked when dry.



"This new formula will work! It offers the proper amount of |ead content,

yet the treated cloth will remain flexible. Professor Dorth will be pleased
when
he sees the result. | amgoing to the | aboratory at once."

Ri si ng, Van Bryck gl anced at his watch; then added:

"If Professor Dorth should inquire for ne, tell himthat | shall be in
t he
| aboratory for at |east the next half hour."

VAN BRYCK departed fromthe living room Harry heard the dying echoes of
the technician's footsteps. Eagerly, Harry arose and crept out to the deserted
hal . Now was his opportunity to visit Dorth's study.

Once in the hallway, Harry gazed keenly in every direction. Satisfied
t hat
the catli ke Tardon was not about, Harry stole along the passage that led to
t he
study, moving rapidly each time he came to a lighted spot; pausing nonentarily
am d patches of darkness. He reached the square-wall ed anteroom out si de of
Dorth's study. There, Harry paused.

The study door was ajar; fromits edge cane a streak of |ight. Listening,
Harry coul d hear the murnur of voices within the brilliant, round-walled room

Step by step, Harry advanced. When he reached the door, he paused. The
voi ces were audible. Harry risked a | ook through the openings.

He saw Professor Dorth behind his desk, facing Ursus Jadway on the
opposite
side. The two were engaged in discussion; neither was gazing in Harry's
direction. Harry held his position and listened intently.

Prof essor Dorth was speaking. The old inventor's tone had a dryish
crackl e
that was delivered in sincere fashion

"I ASSURE you again, M. Jadway," declared Dorth, "that | amdistressed
to
learn of this death. | regarded Prescott Rune as a personal friend, even
t hough
| had scarcely ever seen the man."

"But what about those radi um burns?" denanded Jadway, gruffly. "How did
Rune get then?"

"I sent hima sanple of my radioactive powder," returned Dorth. "He

examned it and sent it back. | warned himthat it must handl ed carefully;

t hat

it must be carried in a |l ead container. Rune, apparently, neglected to foll ow
ny

instructions."

"There was no radi um found on his body -

"OfF course not! The powder had been returned. Rune's death was due to
after-effects. It is what we term a post-radi um poi soni ng. "

Jadway grunted; then commented: "It's odd the police didn't think of that
t heory."

"Not at all," assured Dorth, in his dry tone. "They are used to
consi deri ng
radiumin very small quantities. The amount of radioactive powder that | sent
to
Rune was far in excess of the usual quantity handled by experts. | assure you
again, M. Jadway, this was a case of delayed results, due entirely to Rune's
own car el essness. "

"Il take your word for it, professor,"” decided Jadway, rising fromhis
chair. "It's put ne in a bad spot, though. You know, of course, that | was the



| ast person to inquire for Rune before he died."

"You told ne that, M. Jadway. But you also stated that you did not |eave
your nanme at the Hotel Moreland."

"That's the only good point about the nmess. Naturally, professor, | don't
want to put you in a jam That's why | decided not to talk to the police."

"l understand."”

Prof essor Dorth chuckled slightly as he nmade the statement. Harry caught
the significance. Dorth knew that Jadway could not afford to come in contact
with the aw. Should the police investigate Jadway's past, they would
certainly
uncover his swindling career. To charge Dorth with murder would be a m stake
on
Jadway' s part

Harry could see Jadway's face at the noment of Dorth's chuckle. Jadway
| ooked worried; it was plain that he had not caught the nmild sarcasmthat
Dorth
expressed.

A positive thought struck Harry inmedi ately. Jadway had actually fallen
for
Dorth's bluff. After all, that was not surprising. Jadway, intent upon a
swi ndl e
schene, was so concerned with his plans to acquire Dorth's invention that he
had
failed to guess that the professor was as great a sw ndler as hinself.

"WE nust forget Rune," remarked Dorth, sadly. "After all, M. Jadway, we
may consider Rune as a victimto science. H s death was unfortunate, but it
shoul d no | onger concern us."

"I guess you're right, professor," agreed Jadway, in a tone that showed
relief. "Only there's one thing we can't forget. Rune was one of the big-noney
men on your list of prospects.”

"There are others,"” remarked Dorth. "One man, in fact, may arrive in New
York tonight. It would be wise for you to interview him M. Jadway."

Jadway chewed his large lips in nervous fashion. He was beconing jittery
regardi ng Dorth's prospective custoners.

"Maybe |'d better wait a while, professor,"’
Rune's death, you know -"

"There are reasons why you should not wait," inserted Dorth. "The nman
whom
you must interviewis naned Janes Farradon. He is visiting a friend in New
Yor k.

began Jadway. "On account of

Since | did not know where Farradon would be, | tel egraphed his hone in
Baltinore last night. | told Farradon to call your apartnent by tel ephone
after

he reached New York."

Jadway gaped. Dorth smiled and added:

"Do not worry about Farradon. He never heard of Prescott Rune. \Wen he
t el ephones you, he will probably give his address. | advise you to go there
and
see him"

"But Farradon may have read of Rune's death!" exclai med Jadway. " That
will
put me in deeper, professor!™

Dorth shook his head.

"Quite the contrary,” he insisted. "Wen you neet Farradon, you can tel
hi mthat neither you nor | ever heard of Prescott Rune. You can add that it
woul d be unwi se to even nention Rune's name, because of the adverse sentinment
that mght be raised in regard to radi oactive experinents.

"Farradon is a keen business man, who is probably prepared to invest a



large sumin ny invention. He will agree with you, M. Jadway."
Harry saw a gl eam upon Jadway's face. The swi ndler had taken the bait. He
was noddi ng, to show his agreenent with Dorth's plan

“I"1l go right back to New York," decided Jadway. "I stayed away from ny
apartment today; but my valet is there. He would have tipped ne off to any
trouble, when I called himup this afternoon. I'lIl go back to the apartnent,

to
be there when Farradon calls. You're right, professor; it would be wise for ne
to talk to Farradon."

EVEN whi | e Jadway spoke, a horror seized Harry Vincent. In |earning of
Rune's death; Harry had guessed Dorth's gane.
Dorth had carefully kept Jadway ignorant of the fact that Rune had been

in

this very house |ast night. Sonehow, Dorth had murdered Rune and had fixed the
trail to Jadway. A faint trail, perhaps, but one that had started the police
in

search of an unknown caller who had stopped in to see Rune at the Hote
Mor el and.

As he had dealt with Rune, so would Dorth handl e Farradon. Instinctively,
Harry realized that another victimwas nmarked for death. Again, the trai
woul d
point to Jadway; this tine, it would be nore apparent than before.

Jadway woul d be sought by the law. His only course would be flight, to
avoid a questioning that would nake trouble for hinself as well as for
Pr of essor
Dor t h.

Harry felt no qual ns regardi ng Jadway. He was a crook; he deserved to be
duped. The horror that gripped Harry concerned James Farradon. Sonetine
toni ght, death would strike himas it had found Prescott Rune. How, Harry
coul d
not guess; he knew only that nmurder was due.

For a monent, Harry was ready to make a dash to the garage for his car
Harry wanted to contact The Shadow, to warn his chief of the harmthat
t hreat ened Janes Farradon

Bef ore he could nove, Harry found it necessary to remain within the
ant eroom Doubl e circunstances forced his choice. U sus Jadway was stepping
toward the door of the study; Professor Dorth was rising to follow him

As Harry drew back into the gl oomof the anteroom footsteps sounded from
the I ong passage that led to the front of the house.

Evidently, Van Bryck had cut short his experinents in the |aboratory, for
Harry recogni zed the footfalls as those of the technician

Real i zi ng that persons would soon arrive fromtwo directions, Harry dived
for a deep corner and found a hiding place behind a | arge chair.

Temporarily, Harry felt secure. Concerned with thoughts of James
Farradon's
plight, Harry did not consider his own situation. He overl ooked the
possibility
that Van Bryck m ght have noticed his absence fromthe Iiving room

Harry Vincent had | earned too much. In so doing, he had overstepped his
boundaries. Harry was to learn nore; nanely, that this old house held threats
nore real than those of the darkened depths within the walls of gloony, silent
r oons.

CHAPTER VI |

THE ROOM OF DEATH



A MOMENT after Dorth and Jadway reached the anteroom Van Bryck arrived
to
nmeet them The technician nodded to Jadway; then flourished a notebook in
front
of Professor Dorth.

"Look, professor!" exclaimed Van Bryck. "I've found the formula we
want ed.
If -"

"One monent, Van Bryck," interrupted Dorth. "We can discuss that matter
after M. Jadway has gone. Were is Tardon?"

"He was in the hall, sir, when | came through. Ah! Here he is."

Harry, watching fromhis hiding place, saw Tardon arrive fromthe
passage.
In the gl oomof the anteroom the w de-shoul dered servant | ooked nore
feroci ous
than ever. Harry saw the apish man display a grin as his name was nentioned.

"Conduct M. Jadway to his car," ordered Dorth, speaking to Tardon. "If
Gidden has returned fromtown, tell himthat | wish to see him If he is not
back, | eave a note for himin the garage. Then return here, Tardon."

The servant nodded; then turned and conducted Jadway al ong t he passage.
Dorth turned toward the study door. Van Bryck sl apped him hastily.

"It's the lead solution, professor,” explained the technician. "I have
prepared a new forrmula -"
"A new one?" queried Dorth. "I thought that the | ast was satisfactory.

You
showed me a gallon of the liquid preparation in the |aboratory."

"This new formul a may prove better,"” insisted Van Bryck. "If you will
| ook
at ny notations, professor -"

"Come into the study. The light is better there.”

Van Bryck hesitated; Harry wondered why. If he had guessed the reason
Harry woul d not have felt so secure. At last, Van Bryck decided to foll ow
Dorth
into the study. Wen both had entered, they closed the door behind them

Harry saw a chance for quick departure, but decided not to take it. He
was
uncertain about Tardon. If the servant happened to neet didden outside, he
woul d return quite pronptly; and Harry did not want to encounter himin the
hall. It would be better to wait; to | et Tardon cone back and enter the study.
Then the way woul d be cl ear.

Nevert hel ess, Harry edged from behind the chair. He crept to the center

of
t he anteroom | ooked al ong the passage. He turned toward the door of the
st udy.
A chance thought inpelled himto make use of this interval; to peer in
upon

t he conference between Dorth and Van Bryck. Perhaps they m ght be di scussing
facts that pertained to Janmes Farradon

Though the risk was great, Harry tried the knob of the study door. It did
not yield; as he increased pressure, it continued to resist. Harry could not
understand it. So far as he knew, the door had neither |ock nor latch. The
knob
had never stuck before, and Harry had used the door often

VWhat ever the explanation, it was unwi se to neddle further. Harry noved
away
and again waited in his corner. As he lingered, he heard the distant purr of a
departing notor. It was Jadway's car, pulling fromthe front of the house. To
Harry, that meant that Tardon's return mght be inmmrediate.



QUTSI DE the house, keen eyes had witnessed Jadway's departure. From a
space
bel ow t he mansi on, The Shadow was standi ng besi de his coupe. He had reached
t he
top of the hill; he had pulled his coupe into a clearing at the side of the
r oad.
The Shadow nmoved forward. H s eyes were upon the old house. He could
di scern the peculiar gloomthat cane fromits w ndows. As Harry had done, The
Shadow was visualizing the interior of the |ong-walled building.

He particularly noted the light that gleamed fromthe w ndows of the
turret, for those ground-floor openings showed nore Iight than other w ndows.
Skirting toward the front of the mansion, The Shadow paused. He had
observed a singul ar phenonenon. The light in the front wi ndows of the turret

was
fadi ng before a creeping bl ackness, as if sone unseen hand were pulling dark
shades straight across the openings.

Not only was the occurrence odd because the bl ackness cane across instead
of down; it was peculiar because both w ndows were being shaded at equa
speed.

Then came a difference. The wi ndow on the right showed |ight on both
si des
of the shade that slid across it; but the window on the left becane totally
obscured. After that, a new bl ackness crept across the right-hand wi ndow, to
totally eclipse it. The turret was conpletely dark

Seconds passed. Light slid slowy across the window at the left. It was
foll owed by a short space of darkness. Suddenly, both wi ndows began to show an
edging gl ow that increased until they were entirely illum nated.

The Shadow waited a dozen seconds; then continued toward the front of the
house.

Despite the fact that he was considering the singular behavior of the
st udy
wi ndows, The Shadow was as alert as ever. Just before he reached the
protecting
roof of the porte-cochere, he heard the crunch of gravel. The sound was so
slight that only the keenest ear could have detected it.

The Shadow waited. He saw a slight glow as the front door opened; agai nst
it, he discerned the wide bulk of a squatty figure.

It was Tardon. The apish servant had returned to the house; and The
Shadow
guessed from what spot he had come. Of beyond the mansion, another buil ding
was
vi si bl e beneath the nmoonlight. It was the garage. Since the man had cone from
t here, The Shadow deci ded that an investigation would be worth while.

KEEPI NG cl ose to the shelter of the house, The Shadow covered the space
to
the garage. He slid the door slightly to one side, entered the garage and
pr obed
its depths with the guarded blinks of a flashlight.

A license nunber showed on the rear of a stored car. The Shadow
recogni zed
it as Harry Vincent's license plate. The Shadow had the explanation of his
agent's absence. He knew that Harry could have foll owed U sus Jadway here; and
gai ned admi ttance to the house. There was al so the chance that Harry had
encount ered troubl e.

Exam ni ng the uphol stery of the car, The Shadow found no marks to
i ndi cate
a past fray. He noted the absence of Harry's suitcase, which indicated that
Harry might be a guest in the mansion



As he turned toward the garage door, The Shadow glinpsed whiteness in the
path of his flashlight. It proved to be an envel ope, gumed to the interior of
t he door by neans of the flap.

Carefully, The Shadow rai sed the envel ope; found a note within it. The
nmessage was a clumsy scrawl, that read:

Prof want to see you in study.

It was obvious that the servant fromthe house had |l eft the nmessage for a
chauf feur. That information gai ned, The Shadow repl aced the note in the
envel ope. He stepped fromthe garage and slid the door shut. His flashlight
bl i nks were ended.

For a brief interval, moonlight reveal ed a gliding, black cloaked shape.
Then all signs of The Shadow were gone. He had reached the | oom ng darkness of
t he mansi on.

I NSI DE t he huge house, Harry Vincent had experienced a new spell of
i npati ence. He was wondering why Tardon had been so | ong del ayed in coning
from
t he garage. Perhaps the servant had found other tasks before returning to
Dorth's study.

Wth that thought in mnd, Harry again crept fromhis corner and peered
al ong the passage. Seeing no sign of Tardon in the gloom he |ooked toward the
study door. More than before, he had an inpelling desire to try the bal ky
knob.

Harry made the test. This time the knob yielded with the utnpst ease.
Harry
edged the door a half inch inward. He saw Professor Dorth seated behind his
desk, talking to Van Bryck. Both were engaged in deep discussion; but their
voi ces were subdued to a nurnur.

As he strained to listen, Harry suddenly renenbered that there was stil
a
i kelihood of Tardon's return. He drew the door shut; began to rel ease the
knob.

At that instant, Harry sensed novenent behind him He spun about, too
| at e.

A bul ky figure junmped upon him Huge, hanmlike hands caught his throat and
sl ammed hi s head back agai nst the study door

Harry sagged in the clutch of a nonstrous foe. His attacker was Tardon
The
soft-treadi ng servant had emerged fromthe gl oomof the passage, to fall in
tigerish fashi on upon an unexpected prey.

The thunmp of Harry's head was heard within the study. The door popped
open.

Groggy in Tardon's grasp, Harry saw Dorth gloating fromthe threshold, with
Van

Bryck beside him Dorth clucked a command. Tardon dragged Harry into the
round-wal | ed room

| mredi ately, Dorth closed the door. Wth hopping stride, he nmade for the
space beyond the desk. There, he stooped and raised a strip of wood that ran

bet ween the two wi ndow | edges. The action revealed a small, hidden switch.
Dorth
pressed it.

Harry was still in Tardon's grasp, but the apish man was no | onger

throttling him Hence Harry saw and noted all that happened.

First, there was a slight click, alnost inaudible, fromthe door of the
room That accounted for the fact that the knob had previously resisted
Harry's
pressure.



Instantly after the click, the roombegan to nmove. Its action was snooth;
undi sturbed by any noi se of hidden mechani sm The notion was circul ar
startl ed,
Harry realized that the entire room- floor, walls and ceiling - was a massive
turntabl e, working upon a vertical axis.

AS the walls perforned their steady circuit, everything in the room
remai ned the sane; the only oddity concerned the wi ndows and the door. Harry
under st ood why the doorway was deep, with the door itself at the outside edge.
He al so saw why the room had deep window sills, with the windows fixed far
out .

The roomwas |i ke a huge cheese box, set within the house walls. The
wal |'s
of the roomwere solid, except for cut-out spaces that matched the door and
t he
wi ndows. Through these novi ng openings, Harry saw the inside surface of rough
gray walls. Then, as the roomcompleted a half circle, the nmotion stopped.

The openings that had fitted the rear wi ndows were now at the front. The
spaces formerly at the front wi ndows served those that opened into the
courtyard. Each pair of wi ndows were identical. The wall spaces fitted either
set.

Natural ly, Professor Dorth's desk was at the front of the roominstead of
t he back; the remai nder of the furniture had al so reversed its position.

The doorway was the nost peculiar feature. Instead of opening into the
anteroom it offered access to a space directly opposite. There, Harry saw a
smal | square-wall ed room sone five feet across.

It was a secret chanber, cunningly contrived; for it actually belonged in
the rear annex of the nmansion; not in this wing that had once been the end of
t he house.

The tiny roomwas filled with a weird, phosphorescent glow Half slunped
to
the floor, Harry was close to it, for Tardon had carried himjust inside the
door and the doorway was now t he opening into the secret chanber.

Looki ng upward, Harry saw that the little roomhad a thick glass ceiling.
That surface served as a mamoth | anp that poured its vivid rays down to the
fl oor.

Prof essor Dorth pointed. H s chuckle was an order. Tardon hoisted Harry;
half flung himinto the secret room The evil-faced servant stood gl owering
from
t he doorway. Harry knew that resistance woul d be usel ess.

"I tolerated your presence here, Vincent," announced Dorth, in a harsh,
dry
tone, "only because | chose to observe your actions. | believed that you cane
here as a spy, sent by Ursus Jadway, to |earn what night happen between his
visits.

"Perhaps | was wong. Jadway has enem es. You may be soneone sent to
wat ch

himinstead of ne. | have not tine to question you upon the subject; probably

your statements would be unreliable. Whichever the case, it does not matter
"I'f you are serving Jadway, your disappearance will sinply hasten his

acceptance of the warning that | have decided to inpress upon him I|f you are

servi ng someone el se, that person will suppose Jadway to be responsible for

your

fate."

DORTH paused. Harry stared upward. The diffused Iight fromthe flat gl ass
ceiling was delivering a peculiar, penetrating warnth
"No one will know your actual fate," remarked Dorth. "I amgiving you the



puni shrent that | have delivered to the usual neddl ers who have sought to

interfere with ny chosen nethods. To save you trouble, Vincent, | mght remark
in parting that the gl ass above you i s unbreakable."
Harry still stared at the phosphorescent |ight. He heard another chuckle

fromDorth; this tinme, it was far fromthe door. Half rising, Harry | ooked
qui ckly through the opening, to see Dorth beyond the study desk. Wth a
sliding

nmoverrent of a bony forefinger, Dorth pressed the wall switch.

Instantly, the study wall began to revolve. Harry came to his feet, ready
to leap out. Tardon, at the doorway, drove a |long armthrough the closing
space
and thrust Harry's chin backward with his beefy hand.

As Harry sprawed on the floor of the little room Tardon's hand whi sked
back to safety. The door space glided shut. Al that Harry saw was a circling
wal | .

On his feet, Harry clutched futilely at a slippery, netal surface. Then
cane an opening, alnost shoul der high. It was one of the w ndow spaces,
passi ng.

Tardon was at it; he swung both fists |like cudgels, beating Harry back

As Harry rallied, the second wi ndow space came past. Again, Tardon was
there with his tremendous hands. Harry warded one thrust; the next one clipped
hi m

The wi ndow space was gone, and Tardon with it. Slippery walls finished
their half circuit. Harry pounded usel essly upon the barrier when it stopped.
He
realized that the blows of his bare hands could not even be heard in the
circular room beyond.

Harry's breath came in short gasps; not fromexertion, but fromthe heat
whi ch gripped this close-walled room once all outside connection had been
ended. Vainly, he | ooked up to the glowing ceiling, realized that it would be
usel ess to attack the glass that Dorth had declared to be unbreakabl e.

For the first tinme, Harry felt the full power of the glow He understood
the nature of the weird light. These were the burning rays of some radi oactive
subst ance, invented by Professor Dorth. They filled every inch of the square
room and their power carried death!

Harry Vincent's sojourn in this evil nmansion had reached its final hour
To
Harry cane the realization that whatever life remained to himwuld be
dependent
upon the time required for the rmurderous rays to deliver burning death.

CHAPTER VI I'|
BELATED WORD

PROFESSOR DORTH S revol ving study had conpleted the half circuit that
restored it to its normal position. From behind his desk, again at the rear of
the room Dorth chuckled a statement of doom

"Ten mnutes will suffice,"” declared Dorth. "That treatnent will finish
our
| at est troubl e-maker!"

"You were wise to set the tine switch for twenty mnutes,” remarked Van

Bryck. "Sometinmes the heat is slowin gaining full intensity."

"Not when we allow an advance time," rem nded Dorth, "as we did tonight,
Van Bryck."

"I had forgotten," said the technician. Then, in a dubious tone, he
added:
"I think, though, it is a nistake to have the time switch in the cell itself."

"Why so?" demanded Dorth. "We have to keep a notor switch there also. Two



are as easily conceal ed as one."

"Both are bad. Suppose a prisoner should find thenf"

"Bah! Inpossible!" Dorth was enphatic. "They are invisible, Van Bryck,
except when the trap is dropped. No prisoner could reach them except with a
special instrunment."

As Dorth spoke, he drew his hand fromhis coat pocket to display a thin
strip of netal with a hook-1ike end. The inplenment was slightly shorter than
an
eight-inch ruler that lay on the professor's desk. Dorth opened a drawer;

t ossed
both articles into it.

"Open the door, Van Bryck," he ordered. As the technician obeyed the
conmand, Dorth turned to Tardon: "I knew that we could rely upon you, Tardon
You timed your return perfectly.”

"I't was M. Van Bryck who planned it, professor," stated Tardon, in his
heavy tone. "W both saw that Vincent was gone fromthe living room but it
was
M. Van Bryck who guessed where he had gone."

"And | sent you out to the garage," chuckled Dorth, "before I had a
chance
to read the statenent that Van Bryck had witten with his notes. It was just
as
wel |, Tardon. Both Van Bryck and | agreed that Vincent would stay in the
anteroomuntil after you came through.™

Van Bryck had opened the door and was standing beside it. Dorth arose;
renenbering the wall switch, the professor turned about and dropped the strip
of
wood that covered it. Then he approached the door

"Come, Van Bryck," he ordered. "W shall go to the |laboratory. You may as
wel | accompany us, Tardon. You can wait in the front hall for didden; to tel
himthat we have gone to the | aboratory."

THE trio noved through the anteroom Tardon stopped suddenly. His eyes
gl eaned |i ke those of a puna as he stared toward the darkened corner where
Harry
Vincent had fornerly renai ned hi dden

"Always wary, eh, Tardon?" queried Dorth. "Sone day you may uncover a
ghost
in this old house. If there are ghosts" - Dorth chuckled maliciously - "there
shoul d be many haunting these walls."

"One man hid here," remi nded Tardon. "Were one hides, another can do the
same. "

"Provided there is any one to hide hinself," inserted Van Bryck. "If
there
is such a person, we can trust you to discover him Tardon."

Prof essor Dorth nodded in approval of Van Bryck's statenment. Both watched
Tardon creep closer to the corner, hands extended, like a huge gorilla in
sear ch
of prey. Tardon stopped |less than five feet fromthe wall.

Satisfied that no one was lurking in the pitch-black space, the huge
servant rel axed. Turning about, he followed Dorth and Van Bryck al ong the
passage to the front of the house.

Wi le footfalls still echoed: there was notion in the corner toward which
Tardon had gl ared. Bl ackness seenmed to materialize, to stretch itself forward
and assume a living shape. A cloaked figure reached the dimcenter of the
anteroom A bl ack-sleeved armlowered itself to reveal burning eyes beneath
t he
brimof a slouch hat. A fist was visible, gripping an automatic pistol

The Shadow had cone to the anteroom Like Harry, he had tested the door



to
the study. Finding it |ocked, he had waited for a short space, intending to
attack the barrier if necessary. Then Van Bryck had opened the door

Instead of attacking the trio in the room The Shadow had noved away to
dar kness; for he had seen that the three were coming fromthe study. Reaching
hi s chosen corner, he had been prepared for battle, but had preferred to |et
hi s
enem es go unnol ested when Tardon failed to discover him

The Shadow had heard enough to sense that trouble had conme to Harry
Vincent; and that the study held the secret of the harmthat had overtaken his
agent .

Dorth, Van Bryck and Tardon were gone fromthe passage. Quickly, The
Shadow
opened the study door. He stepped into the room which was still illum nated
for Dorth had not turned off the lights. O osing the door, The Shadow st epped
promptly to the wall between the two rear w ndows.

From the anteroom he had gained a slanted vi ew past Van Bryck's
shoul ders,
to see Professor Dorth drop the strip of wood between the w ndow | edges.
Fi ndi ng
the little panel, The Shadow probed for the hidden catch that held it. The
strip
cane upward. The Shadow pressed the switch that he saw beneath it.

THE turntable room began its revolution. The notion did not surprise The
Shadow. He had expected it. The peculiar eclipse of the front wi ndows, that he
had wi tnessed fromthe outside, had given himan inkling of the secret which
bel onged to this strange room

VWhen he had cone fromthe garage, to find the front door unbolted, The
Shadow had i mredi ately picked this portion of the house as the one spot that
needed first investigation

The | ocked door of the study had indicated events within. The silent
revol uti on of the room substanti ated The Shadow s belief that machi nery had
been
in action at the tinme he had reached the outside anteroom

As the roomturned, The Shadow saw two w ndow spaces pass the opening at
the far side. He glinpsed the scintillating flashes of light fromthe cel
wherein Harry Vincent lay. By the time the room had conpleted its half
circuit,

The Shadow was standi ng by the doorway. A puff of hot air greeted himas the
doorway cane to a stop

On the floor of the light-filled cell, The Shadow saw Harry Vi ncent. The
pri soner was crunpl ed, overcone by the glare of the phosphorescent ceiling
| anmp.

Springing into the cell, The Shadow raised Harry and carried himout into
the study. He placed his hel pless agent in an arncthair; |owered the adjustable
back so that Harry lay alnpbst flat.

Harry's eyes were closed. Hi s skin was reddish and dry. Despite the heat,
he had not perspired. The Shadow recogni zed the power of the |light that forned
a
roof to the death cell. Its horrible, withering rays were capable of sapping
al l
nmoi sture froma human body. A short while |onger, and the |ife-absorbing gl ow
woul d have conpleted its nission of destruction

How soon Harry woul d recover, was a question that The Shadow coul d not
answer. H s rescue, however, had been in tinme; for the flush was slowy fading
fromHarry's skin, and drops of perspiration had appeared upon the forehead
above the cl osed eyes.

From beneath his cl oak, The Shadow produced a small bottle filled with a



purplish liquid. He pressed the elixir to Harry's lips, but the drops of
liquid
brought no i medi ate effect.

M nut es passed. The heat fromthe horror cell had trebled. The Shadow
knew
that he had saved Harry fromits greatest intensity - the period when a dozen
seconds beneath the rays could prove as disastrous as the earlier intervals of
m nutes. Letting Harry rest, The Shadow turned to watch devel opments within
t he
cell.

The Shadow was not concerned with the possible return of Professor Dorth.
This round-walled room in its present condition, was a suitable haven. Should
Dorth return, The Shadow could use it as a fortress. If Dorth did not cone
back,
The Shadow woul d be prepared to postpone the issue until |ater

To The Shadow, present minutes offered opportunity to witness fina
occurrences within the roomwhere Harry had been placed. He believed that
somet hing woul d occur after a given tine-space; for Dorth had not renained to
stop the nechanismwhen it had run its course.

More m nutes passed; The Shadow estimated a full ten fromthe tine when
he
had drawn Harry fromthe trap

Then two lingering mnutes, slower than the others, while vivid |ight
bl azed fromthe ceiling, hotter than a desert sun. The cell crackled with the
torrid blaze. The air before The Shadow s eyes was wavery. It ended when a
muf fled click came fromthe floor of the cell. The glow of the ceiling faded;
si mul t aneously, the cell floor noved.

| MPELLED by a hi dden mechani sm the floor dropped downward. Bel ow, plain

by
the dinming ceiling Iight, The Shadow saw a stone-walled pit. Dropping to the
edge of the cell, he peered to the bottom

In a dungeon space beneath, he saw the whitish phosphorescence of hunman
bones.

Sl anted on one side, a leering skull grinned upward. Another skull showed
face downward. The Shadow saw ot her rounded objects of the same size. He knew
that the bodies of nore than two victins had been dropped into that terrible
pit. Flesh had soon departed fromthe skeletons of dried and withered victins
who had suffered the torture of the radi oactive light.

The Shadow saw the fate that had been intended for Harry Vincent. But he
did not spend his full tinme in contenplating the gruesone contents of the pit.
The Shadow noted the trap that had swung downward in the floor. He saw that it
was heavily hinged; but on one side only.

Anot her click; the floor was coni ng upward.

Bendi ng downwar d, The Shadow | ooked beneath the side wall toward which
t he
| oose end of the trap was noving. There, he saw the shine of netal; two
swi tches, side by side. Next to them The Shadow di sti ngui shed an object that
| ooked li ke a bar of netal; against it, set in a notch, an arrow indicator

The Shadow saw this by | owering his shoul ders bel ow the normal |evel of
t he
floor. He was forced to bob upward and swing clear as the trap cane into its
usual position. The floor |ocked. The Shadow tested it with a pound of his
gl oved fist.

A weird | augh, repressed, came from hidden |ips as The Shadow energed
from
the cell where only feeble light remained. By the |last glow, he could see a
narrow space, no nore than a quarter inch, between the | ocked end of the floor
and the wall above it. The Shadow knew how the trap had been set.



Stepping to Dorth's desk, he searched and found the nmetal instrument with
t he hooked end. He knew that Dorth had used this to probe beneath the cel
wal
- to pull one switch that would start the light; to set the indicator on a
tinme
device that would throw back the light switch and rel ease the trap door for
i medi ate burial of a victims body.

The second switch was there to control the revolving wall of the study. A
useful device; for it would enable Dorth to use the cell as a secret roomfrom
whi ch he coul d depart when he chose. By its use, Dorth could hide away and
return the study to normal, open to a search by any chance intruders.

THE SHADOW had gai ned the facts he wanted. He pressed the switch on the
wal | behind Dorth's desk. The turntable roomrevolved; while it noved, The
Shadow agai n approached the linp, notionless formof Harry Vincent.

Rai sing Harry, he laid himover one shoul der. Wen the room had conpl et ed
its circuit, The Shadow opened the door to the anteroom

@un in his free hand, ready for chance battle, The Shadow advanced al ong
t he passage. At the end he stopped; he heard voices in the front hall. Gidden
had arrived; Tardon was speaking to himas they wal ked toward the far w ng of
t he house. Tardon was telling the chauffeur that he was wanted in the
| aboratory.

The Shadow stepped silently across the great hall; Tardon and didden had
passed from sight. The Shadow reached the door and opened it while he dangl ed
the automatic with one finger. He swung Harry past; then cl osed the door
Before
The Shadow was cl ear of the porte-cochere, he heard the grind of bolts. Tardon
had returned to | ock the front door

The night air revived Harry. He spoke feebly as The Shadow placed himin
the car bel ow the house. The Shadow gave Harry a taste fromthe little bottle.

As the coupe coasted down the slope, Harry nurnured i ncoherent words. As
the nmotor purred, near the bottomof the hill, the sound aroused Harry to new
effort.

I n gasping tone, The Shadow s agent voiced the words:

"Farradon - another victim- |ike Rune! Janes Farradon - he cane today.
Dorth told him- to call Jadway - New York apartnent house -"

Harry subsided; the effort had overcone him Wth his gasped statenent,
he
had managed to deliver belated word of coming crine.

The Shadow had | earned that new death threatened.

CHAPTER | X
NEW TRAGEDY

AT the precise tinme of The Shadow s departure fromthe mansion on the
hill,
two nmen were seated in the living roomof a small penthouse in Manhattan. One
was Janes Farradon, attired in the same frock coat that he had worn during the
day.

The ot her was the owner of the penthouse - a |ong-faced chap who wore a
tuxedo and who held a half-filled glass while he |ounged in an easy chair.

VWhenever Janes Farradon nade friends, he chose persons of wealth. This
pent house owner was a man who had noney. Hi s name was Carton Thurl eigh; his
principal occupation in |ife was the squandering of a fortune that he had
acquired froma rich uncle.

Farradon had net Thurl eigh on a Mediterranean cruise; and had received an
invitation to stop at the latter's penthouse whenever he happened to come to



New
York. This was the first time that he had accepted the invitation

Farradon, though wealthy, was mserly. He cared little for Thurleigh's
conpany; but he had accepted the idler's invitation to stay at the penthouse
because it saved himthe expense of a hotel. That was a large item because
Farradon |iked luxury. Despite his stinginess, he always stopped at the best
hot el s.

Thurl ei gh was the opposite of Farradon. The idler spent noney freely;
nmade
friends wherever he went. He liked to have guests at his penthouse; Farradon
was
not the first chance acquai ntance whom he had invited here. Thurleigh
however,
never let guests interfere with his own pl ans.

"Sorry, |'ve got to go out tonight," drawl ed Thurleigh, fromhis easy
chair. "The place is yours, though, Farradon. Make yourself right at hone.
Plenty of drinks in the refrigerator, any time you want one."

"Thanks," returned Farradon. "You don't mind if | invite another chap
her e,
to tal k over sone business?"

"You mean that fellow Jadway? The one you' ve been trying to get in touch
with all evening?"

"Yes."

"Invite himhere, if you can get hold of him Maybe you'd better give his
apartment another buzz, right now "

Farradon nodded, deciding that the idea was a good one. Fromthe inside
pocket at the left of his coat he produced his gold cigarette case. Opening
it,
he di scovered that he had snoked the |ast cigarette.

Thurl eigh noted it; the idler picked up a cigarette box fromthe table
besi de him

"Have one of these, Farradon."”

Farradon started to reach for a cigarette; then shook his head. He did

not
care for the brand that Thurlei gh snoked.

"I have another pack in my overcoat," he remarked. "It will fill ny
cigarette case. The new supply will be sufficient for this evening."

FARRADON stepped to a little entry, found his overcoat and brought out a
package of cigarettes. He opened it, extracted a cigarette and placed it in
hi s
hol der. He lighted the cigarette; then continued to open the pack farther

He stowed all the cigarettes in his cigarette case and slipped the latter
back into his left inside pocket.

Crunpling the enptied cigarette pack, Farradon tossed it into a netal
wast ebasket. It |anded there with a slight plunk that nade Thurleigh stare
from
his chair.

The idl er watched Farradon pick up the tel ephone and dial Jadway's
nunber .

Farradon held a brief, inpatient conversation; then hung up the receiver.

"It was that dunb val et again," he told Thurleigh. "He says that when
Jadway arrives, he will give himthis address. But the fell ow doesn't seemto
renenber it properly.”

"Better keep calling," remarked Thurleigh, rising fromhis chair. "Well
"Il be on ny way. Maybe the party won't anount to nuch. If it doesn't, I|'l
conme back here.”

Thurl eigh left the penthouse. Farradon strolled about the Iiving room
stopped by the window to study the glitter of Manhattan's lights. This



pent house offered a magnificent vista that term nated with the broad,
twi nkling
expanse of Central Park

Munbling to himsel f, Farradon cal cul ated the ampunt that he woul d have
had
to pay for a suite of roons in a hotel that was simlarly | ocated.

A dozen m nutes passed. Farradon strolled across the living room and
pi cked
up the tel ephone. He hesitated a few nonents; then decided to make anot her
cal
to Jadway's apartnment.

Though Farradon did not know it, his |life was suspended in the bal ance.
That tel ephone call was to prove a grimm stake.

Farradon turned the dial. He received a busy signal. Inpatiently, he hung
up; dialed again. This time, he heard the ring of a bell. A jerky voice
answered; it was Jadway's Japanese val et.

"Hel |l o!" Farradon spoke snappily. "Any word from M. Jadway?... Wat's

that?... You say he called this apartment tw ce?

"What was his idea?... Didn't you give himny address the first tine?..
What is that?... Ah, you say he is coming here, after he puts his car away?
Good! ... What? You say he told you that after he made his first call?

"Then why did he call again?... You don't know, eh?... The tel ephone
nunber? | see. He asked for ny tel ephone nunber when he nade the second call.
Then perhaps | shall hear from himbefore he cones here..."

FARRADON hung up the receiver; wal ked toward the wi ndow. This was to
prove
his final m stake. As he reached the wi ndow, the tel ephone rang. Soneone had
been trying to get the penthouse; Farradon's own call had del ayed the incom ng
one.

Had he still been close by the tel ephone, Farradon woul d have found no
trouble in answering the ring. As it was, he had thirty feet to go; and that
space was to prove form dable.

Farradon paused to extinguish a cigarette in an ash tray He started
t oward
the ringing tel ephone; then halted.

A sudden pain had struck himabove the heart. It was like a knife thrust.
Farradon w nced; then continued his pace toward the tel ephone. As he reached
it,
anot her pain staggered him He doubled; waited a few monents; finally lifted
t he
receiver.

"Hell o." Farradon's voice was weak. "Yes, this is M. Farradon... Wat's
t hat ?"

W nci ng from anot her pang, Farradon managed to gasp a response to
instructions that came across the wire:

"What's that? Get - get rid of ny cigarette case? Take - take it from -
fromny pocket - at once -"

The receiver slipped from Farradon's fingers. Gipped by another pain,

t he

greedy-faced man sagged agai nst the wall. Dom nated by a sudden horror
Far radon

thrust his right hand to his left inner pocket. He plucked at the netal
cigarette case. It slipped fromhis touch

Pangs were overpowering; but Farradon kept on with his effort. He managed
to pull the cigarette case hal fway fromhis pocket. A thrust of pain rmade him
quiver; his fingers lost their hold and the cigarette case settled back inside
hi s coat.

That was the end of Farradon's attenpt. Clawing the air hel plessly, he



slunped to the floor and withed there in agony. In his tw sts, he knocked
over
the tel ephone table. H s hoarse shrieks sounded in the nouthpiece of the
tel ephone as it lay upon the floor. Wth a final cry, Farradon rolled upon his
back and lay still.

A click answered fromthe tel ephone receiver. The speaker at the other
end
had hung up. The author of the all-inmportant warning knew that James Farradon
was dead.

IT was half an hour before a new sound di sturbed the secluded penthouse.
Thi s noi se was scarcely audible. It canme fromthe door outside the entry. The
knob turned; the door opened to show a figure clad in black

The Shadow had cone to this spot of death. O osing the door, he stepped
forward to survey the body of James Farradon

Distorted in death, Farradon's face showed the agony that he had
under gone.

H s worst pangs had cone i mediately after The Shadow s call. Had Farradon
managed to heed The Shadow s instructions, his life would have been saved; for
deadly burns had then taken no nore than a prelimnary effect.

It was The Shadow who had call ed Jadway's apartment the second tine; in
di sgui sed tone, he had tal ked to the Japanese val et, who had ni staken The
Shadow s call for another from Jadway. From Harry Vincent, The Shadow had
| earned of Farradon's cigarette case, while they were riding to the nearest
t el ephone.

Al this had been futile. The blame was squarely upon Professor Lycurgus
Dorth. The Shadow s next task would be to deal with the murderous inventor. To
handl e Dorth effectively, it would be wise to offset all details of the
nmurderer's schenes.

One of Dorth's plans was to force a trail to Jadway, so hot that the
swi ndl er would deemit wise to flee. There were two ways to counteract that
portion of Dorth's canpaign.

One was to keep Farradon's death a nystery, thus keepi ng Jadway
temporarily
secure, to be dealt with later as a swi ndler who deserved puni shment. The
ot her
was to turn Jadway over to the law, thus forcing himto confess what he knew
about Dort h.

O the two plans, The Shadow chose the first. He knew that Jadway's
arr est
m ght be quickly learned by Dorth, in which case the nurderer could decanp. It
was preferable to keep Jadway free from suspicion, since he had played no
act ual
part in nurder.

Thus deci ded, The Shadow rai sed the overturned tel ephone table, placed
t he
t el ephone upon it and hung up the receiver. Stooping above Farradon's tw sted
body, The Shadow saw the edge of the gold cigarette case, sparkling in the
gl ow
fromthe living room He drew the case fromthe dead man's pocket; turning, he
shielded it in the folds of his cloak

The case reveal ed no gl ow, but when The Shadow opened it, he saw a strip
of
phosphorescent light. That |um nous stretch was a single cigarette. The Shadow
pl ucked it fromanong the others. Turning toward the light of the living room
he held the cigarette between his fingers. It glowed no | onger

Tearing open the cigarette, The Shadow found a quantity of grayish
powder ,
that poured into his gloved palm The ends of the cigarette were stuffed with



tobacco, to cover the powdery substances that |ay between.

Thi s was anot her dose of Professor Dorth's actinium conpound. It had done
its work, like the powder in the fountain pen that Van Bryck had exchanged for
the one that Prescott Rune carri ed.

THE SHADOW f ol ded the actinium powder in a small piece of paper that he
found in the wastebasket. There, also, he saw the wadded renmi ns of Farradon's
cigarette pack

Lifting the wad, The Shadow noted that it was unusually heavy. He found
t he
answer. This cigarette pack had been wrapped with special |ead foil

That inner w apper had served to retain the actiniumrays. The
radi oacti ve
conpound had taken no effect upon Farradon until he had opened the cigarette
pack and placed the cigarettes in his case. The rays that could not pass
t hr ough
| ead were able to penetrate other netals.

Thus Farradon's death had sinply been deferred an essential part of
Dorth's
policy, since the professor wanted Farradon to rermain alive until evening.

The Shadow used a portion of the lead foil to wap the bit of paper in
whi ch he had placed the powder. Though the radioactive effect had dwi ndled, it
was best to keep it ineffective.

As he viewed Farradon's body, The Shadow understood how wel|l Dorth had
pl anned the death. The professor had estimated that it would probably be a
whil e
bef ore new murder woul d be uncovered. By that tine, his actinium powder woul d
be
as traceless as it had been with Rune.

Just as Dorth had known the type of fountain pen that Rune carried, so
had
he known the brand of cigarettes that Farradon snoked. Van Bryck had nade a
perfect switch of fountain pens. Simlarly, the technician had easily planted
a
cigarette pack on Farradon, letting the new victimthink that the cigarettes
were his own.

Harry Vincent had failed to detect Van Bryck's noves. That was not to
Harry's discredit; he had not known that Dorth planned murder for either Rune
or
Far radon

The Shadow was ready for departure. He halted, however, before stepping
t hrough the entry. The Shadow had | atched the door of the penthouse; sounds
told
hi mt hat someone had arrived there. A key was rattling in the lock

@iding back into the living room The Shadow saw a conveni ent doorway
t hat
led to a bedroom Stationing hinmself in darkness, he waited. He heard the door
of the penthouse open; caught the sound of footsteps, then an excited cry.

A man cane into the light of the Iiving roomand stood transfixed as he
gazed at Farradon's body.

The arrival was Carton Thurleigh; The Shadow recogni zed that he nust be
t he
owner of the penthouse. Thurleigh had seen Farradon's body the nonent that he
opened the door; he had swung the door half shut and had bounded forward to
study the sprawl ed form

Thurl ei gh' s observation was sufficient to tell himthat Farradon had mnet
a
vi ol ent death. The nurdered man's face bore signs that told a silent story of
hi s horri bl e end.



THE SHADOW wat ched Thurl ei gh | ook about the Iiving room Seeing no one,
Thurl ei gh picked up the tel ephone. He lifted the receiver; with a shaky
finger,
he di al ed the operator. The Shadow heard hi m speak

"CGet me police headquarters!”

As he called his brief statement, Thurleigh turned to stare through the
entry. The Shadow saw himdrop the receiver on its hook; let the tel ephone
drop
back upon the table.

Thurl ei gh' s hands cane up; shakily, the tuxedoed man backed across the
living room Footsteps followed him A broad-shoul dered, bull-faced man cane
into view, holding a |l evel ed revol ver

It was Ursus Jadway. The swindler had taken tine to | eave his car in the
garage; after some delay, he had come directly to Thurleigh's penthouse, in
order to neet James Farradon. Jadway had found the door open; he had overheard
t he begi nning of Thurleigh's call to the police.

There was a gl are upon Jadway's face that marked himas a crook who could
resort to nore desperate tactics than those used by a swindler. The grip that
he
hel d upon his gun was proof that murder would be to his liking.

Steadily, The Shadow drew an automatic from beneath his cl oak; |eveled
hi s
own .45 toward Jadway.

So long as the swindler failed to pull the trigger of his revolver, he
woul d l'ive. Should he attenpt to riddle Thurleigh, Jadway woul d die. The
Shadow
was prepared to deliver halting bullets the instant that Jadway's trigger
finger
showed a qui ver.

CHAPTER X
CROCKS THRUST

"YOUR name is Thurl ei gh?"

Jadway purred the question as he covered the penthouse owner. The
swindler's words were a contrast to his manner. It was one of Jadway's swi ndle
nmet hods, that suave way of talking; but it did not sound effective froma man
who brandi shed a revol ver.

Thurl ei gh, however, had no better choice than to reply. The shock of
findi ng Farradon's body had passed; Thurlei gh was cal m enough to face Jadway's
gun.

"Yes," he announced, "I am Carton Thurl eigh."

"I thought so," remarked Jadway. "So Janes Farradon was a friend of
yours.
That's Farradon, | suppose, lying there on the floor."

A sudden gl eam canme to Thurleigh's eyes. He renenbered a reference that
Farradon had made to Ursus Jadway. Farradon had stated that he had never net
t he
man who was to conme here tonight. Recalling that statement, Thurleigh blurted:
"You are Ursus Jadway?"
Jadway gl ared. Thurleigh regretted his question. He realized suddenly

t hat

it woul d have been good policy to pretend that he had never heard of Jadway.
"Yes, |'m Ursus Jadway," voiced the swindler. "Wat else did Farradon

tel

you?"



"Not hi ng," stated Thurleigh. "He sinply said that he expected you here
tonight. That is why he kept calling your apartment. Your Japanese val et was
t he
person who answered."

"Who el se did Farradon nention?"

"I told you that he said nothing else. He kept his business to hinmself."

Jadway considered Thurleigh's statenment; decided that the | anguid nman was
speaking the truth. After a pause, he questioned:

"Why were you calling the police?"

Thur | ei gh managed a forced | augh and a shrug of his shoul ders.

"After all, M. Jadway," he commented, "when a man cones hone
unexpect edl y
and finds a guest dead on the premises, he is required to notify the [aw "

"And just what else,"” queried Jadway, "did you intend to tell the
pol i ce?"

This time, Thurleigh thought out a reply.

"I intended to say nothing," he declared, "unless questioned. | suppose,
under ordinary circunstances, that | should nmention the fact that Farradon
tel ephoned you. If you can offer a good reason why | should not do so -"

"I can do that," inserted Jadway, abruptly. "Frankly, M. Thurleigh, ny

own
life has been in danger. That is why | carry a revolver. | had reason to
bel i eve

that Farradon was in danger; that is the reason for ny visit here. Finding
Farradon dead - seeing you beside the body - | naturally took you for the
nmur derer.”

JADWAY' S statenents were jerky; he was thinking themout while he went
al ong. Thurl ei gh, annoyed by Jadway's charge, made the m stake of a sarcastic
remark.

"Naturally, you thought | nurdered Farradon," he said. "You found ne
t el ephoni ng the police."

Jadway' s heavy brows furrowed angrily. He was maddened by Thurleigh's
sarcasm Fiercely, Jadway queri ed:

"You think that | have lied? You think that because | canme here, | was
responsi bl e for Farradon's death? Perhaps you think that | -"

Jadway stopped short. Thurleigh was noving forward, an eager gl eam upon
hi s
face. Al nost mechanically, the man was uttering the thoughts that had fl ashed
t hrough hi s brain.

"Murder at the Hotel Moreland!" exclaimed Thurleigh. "Prescott Rune, the
dead man who had a visitor! A visitor with bushy eyebrows, the clerk testified
a man with a heavy voice -

Thurl ei gh was descri bing Jadway, and the words nmade the swindler jittery.
Jadway backed away instinctively, despite the fact that he held a gun in his
hand. Thurl eigh's voice stopped; madly, the languid man | eaped for Jadway.

It was a smart nove. Thurl ei gh caught Jadway off guard. Mboreover, he
showed
a speed that Jadway had not expected. Thurlei gh was upon the sw ndler, too
qui ck
for Jadway to take new aim The two |ocked in a vicious struggle, Thurleigh
j abbi ng Jadway's gun armtoward the ceiling.

As they westled, Jadway drove the gun rnuzzle at Thurleigh's head.
Thurl ei gh dodged; 1ost his footing. He sprawed to the floor. Leaping away,
al nrost to the center of the room Jadway ainmed toward his spraw ed opponent.

A sharp hiss sounded fromthe side of the room Looking up before he
fired,

Jadway saw the rounded nmouth of an automatic; above it, burning eyes that



vi ewed
hi m from beneath the brimof a slouch hat.

The swi ndl er was faced by The Shadow. Jadway had heard of that form dable
foe. He let his revolver clatter to the floor

The Shadow stepped forward. Hi s whi spered tone was sinister. Jadway
shuddered as he raised his arns.

"Speak!" commanded The Shadow. "Tell all you know about Janes Farradon.
State why he was here in New York. Tell where he canme from nanme the cause of
his death."

"I - 111 talk!" gul ped Jadway. "Only - only, | can't tell ruch. |
never
net Farradon while he was alive. |I didn't -"

Jadway hesitated. Through his brain flashed the very idea that The Shadow
had sought to place there. Jadway suddenly believed that The Shadow knew
not hi ng
of Professor Dorth and the mansion on the Westchester hill.

Jadway saw sudden advantage through flight. He wanted to bl uff The
Shadow,
to stage a get-away. That was precisely what The Shadow wanted. Hi s
i ntervention
had saved Carton Thurl ei gh; the sooner that Jadway departed, the better. The
Shadow was paving the way for Jadway's flight, even though the crook did not
realize it.

JADWAY saw only that the path to the door was clear. He began a sideways
shift, blubbering as he tried to edge into the entry.

The Shadow | et Jadway get clear of the gun muzzle, knowi ng that the nman
woul d bolt when he saw opportunity. Jadway nade a nore perceptible shift;
tightened for a spring toward the door

It was Thurl ei gh who spoiled the situation. The rescued man had risen
from
the floor. He had seen The Shadow, then he had | ooked toward Jadway, to
observe
that the swindler was unarned.

As Jadway rmade a final shift, Thurleigh guessed his nove. Wth a shout,
Thurl ei gh sprang forward, just as Jadway darted for the entry.

Agai n the enem es | ocked. They canme spinning toward The Shadow, they
rolled
to the floor. Stepping aside, The Shadow pl aced hi nsel f between them and the
entry, for it offered the best vantage point. He was ready to |l et Jadway by,

i f
the swi ndler managed to get free; but all the while, The Shadow saw a possibl e
nenace.

The two strugglers had rolled close to Jadway's gun. There was a chance
that one mght grasp it.

Jadway made the first clutch and m ssed. Thurleigh did better. He grabbed
up the gun; juggled it with his fingers. Jadway gave a fierce, wild shout.

That
bul l'i sh bell ow coul d have been directed to the doorway, for Jadway was staring
straight toward The Shadow. Jadway's cry was nore than one of nere alarm

The Shadow wheel ed - not an instant too soon

As he faced the doorway, The Shadow saw the door sw ng i nward. Tough
faces
glared fromthe hall; past the shoul ders of two thugs, The Shadow saw a vi sage
that he recognized. It was the face of a dangerous nmob | eader: Silk Marron

Ursus Jadway had contacted his henchrmen while en route to the penthouse.
The swindler had told the strong-armsquad to follow Silk and the gorillas
had
arrived in time to hear Jadway's shout. They were on hand with ready guns.



They
recogni zed The Shadow as the adversary who bl ocked their path.

TONGUES of flane ripped through the entry. Red-hot bullets seared from
t he
bl asting guns. But Silk and his squad were not the first to fire. The Shadow
had
opened proceedings with a spurt fromhis .45.

As he fired, The Shadow faded. H s hand, however, held its aim boom ng
an
unerring barrage.

The Shadow s bullets found the two front thugs. They fired as they fell
those evil fighters; but their shots were wasted. Bullets whined above The
Shadow s droopi ng shoul ders; the slugs shivered the wi ndows that fronted on
Central Park. Jadway and Thurleigh, rolling on the floor, were below the |ine
of
fire.

Silk Marron did not wait for a taste of The Shadow s lead. As his
shi el di ng
henchnen fell away in front of him Silk made a dive for the hall. Oher thugs
st anpeded toward the el evator. They knew that death awaited them al ong the
narr ow passage that The Shadow guar ded.

Bef ore pursuing, The Shadow whirled about, to see how matters stood with
Jadway and Thurl ei gh. Jadway had clutched the nuzzle of the revolver; he was
tuggi ng the gun from Thurleigh's fingers. The Shadow sprang for Jadway, j ust
as
the swindler wested free and cane to his feet.

Savagel y, Jadway struck at The Shadow with the reversed revol ver.

Si dest eppi ng, The Shadow ai med. Jadway sprang for the entry. Thurleigh, coning
up, acted in a wild, blind fashion. He grabbed the first person in his path:
The

Shadow.

Sprawl i ng under Thurleigh's blind attack, The Shadow gave a hard | unge
with
his shoulders, to send the bewi | dered man rolling across the floor. Jadway had
| eaped over Farradon's body. At the door, he nanaged to reverse the revolver,
hopi ng to ai mat The Shadow.

On, hands and knees, The Shadow tongued an automatic bl ast that
splintered
woodwor k besi de Jadway's ear. It was The Shadow s last bullet; but Jadway did
not guess it. The Shadow was cagey enough not to reach for a fresh automatic
at
t he monent.

Still seeing a nuzzle pointed toward him Jadway dived away. He ran for
t he
cl osing door of an elevator; Silk spied himfromw thin and yanked the door
open. An instant l|later, The Shadow swung out fromthe penthouse door; but
Jadway
had al ready gai ned the el evator and was sliding the metal door shut.

The Shadow fired parting shots with a fresh gun. They fl attened agai nst
t he
cl osed door of the elevator. The dial showed the elevator in descent.

The Shadow did not return to the doorway of the penthouse. He coul d hear

an
excited voice within; it was Thurleigh, recovered but weaponless, calling the
police. Two bodies lay on the floor of the hall; the forns of those thugs
woul d

support Thurleigh's story of the gun fray.
Jadway had escaped, as The Shadow wanted. Unfortunately, the | aw would be



hard upon the swindler's trail, a situation that The Shadow had hoped coul d be
post poned. To offset that, however, would be the fact that Jadway woul d not
delay in flight. He would be smart enough not to return to his apartnment.
Confident that Ursus Jadway would have tinme to nanage a get away, The
Shadow knew that matters would rest as he wanted them so far as Professor
Lycurgus Dorth was concerned. That was the vital issue. The murderer cane
first
in The Shadow s plea for action

FI NDI NG a stairway, The Shadow made a speedy descent. This apartnent
buil ding was a | ow one, only eight stories in height. The Shadow reached a
rear
street; he was nmoving off through darkness when he heard the whine of an
approaching radio car, coming to Thurleigh's call.

Jadway and Silk had nade good their flight. Professor Dorth, when he
| earned the news, would feel confident and secure. Al was prepared for The
Shadow s next visit to the lonely mansion on the hill.

CHAPTER Xl
THRUSTS | N THE DARK

M DNI GHT was | ong past. Professor Dorth's |onely mansion stood sil ent
beneat h the moonlight, a ghostly edifice despite the solidity of its grim
gray
wal I's. Every light within that mansi on had been extingui shed. The occupants
wer e
asl eep.

Beneath the noonlight, a solitary figure viewed the old nansion. C oaked
in
bl ack, this visitant seened as spectral as the house which he so carefully
observed. He | ooked |like a ghostly being, cone to haunt the nmansion of nurder

The Shadow had returned, prepared for a sojourn within Dorth's
st ronghol d.

H s car lay hidden near a road at the bottomof the hill. The Shadow had crept
up the slope on foot. H's present pause was nmade w th purpose. The Shadow was
studying the old house, |ooking for the best npde of entry.

Qutside walls offered no direct opportunity; for their w ndows were
barred.

The Shadow knew, however, that there were inner wi ndows facing the courtyard.
They woul d probably offer a neans of entrance, if they could be reached.
Therefore, The Shadow s task was to scale the outside wall.

Dar kness sheltered the near side of the house, for the noon had passed
beyond the grim building. The near side, in which the turret was | ocated, was
only two stories in height. It offered the shortest route over the roof.

VWhen he had picked the spot he wanted, The Shadow advanced. He reached
t he
poi nt where the turret joined the rear annex.

Thi s connection was made to The Shadow s order. The rounded wall ended
agai nst a square end of stone. This offered a triangular space, with surfaces
on
each side. In total darkness, The Shadow began an upward cli nb.

At the top, The Shadow rested upon the conical surface of the turret
r oof .

To his right was the wall of the annex, a story higher. Straight ahead was the
hi gher wing on the opposite side of the inner court. It did not quite block

t he

light fromthe descendi ng noon; peering downward, The Shadow coul d see



unbarred
wi ndows within the courtyard.

The junction between rounded turret and square-ended annex was the sane
within the courtyard as on the outside wall. Easing fromthe turret roof; The
Shadow began a steady descent.

Hs formwas only nonmentarily visible in the noonlight; Once within the
triangul ar wall space, The Shadow becane a blotted shape. Wen he reached the
courtyard, he was in a blackened pit, free to nove at will.

THE SHADOW chose a basenent wi ndow at the rear of the building. From
statenments made by Harry Vincent, he knew that the |aboratory was | ocated
there.

The Shadow found grated w ndows; but the fastenings were | oose. Dorth had
evidently deemed it unnecessary to make continued inspection of gratings that
were | ocated within the courtyard

In total darkness, The Shadow silently | oosened the bars. The job was
perfect; when he pressed the | aboratory wi ndow i nward, he was able to draw the
grating shut behind himand jamits rusted fastenings into place. He cl osed
t he
wi ndow; found a shade above it. He drew the blind; then noved about the
| aboratory and pulled down ot her shades.

Using a flashlight, The Shadow found a light switch. He pressed it; the
| aboratory filled with light. The Shadow began an inspection of Dorth's
nmechani cal equi pnent .

After exam ning the machines that Harry Vincent had seen, The Shadow cane
to a workbench. Upon it, he saw a pair of cloth gloves that had once been
white
their present color was a dull, silvery gray.

The gl oves were dry; they were flexi ble under The Shadow s touch; but
when
he lifted them The Shadow found t hem heavy.

Van Bryck's talk of a chemical forrmula had not been mere bluff. The
techni ci an had actually given these gloves a protective treatnment in a | ead
solution, so that they could be used in the handling of radioactive
subst ances.

Looki ng bel ow t he wor kbench, The Shadow saw a rounded jar with a flat
gl ass
top half off it. The jar was nearly filled with a dull-colored |iquid.

Di ppi ng a bl ack-gl oved finger into the solution, The Shadow raised it to
the light. The liquid slowly penetrated the thin cloth; it dried while The
Shadow watched it. It did no nmore than give a slightly grayish shinrer to the
bl ackness of The Shadow s gl ove.

Movi ng away from the workbench, The Shadow | ooked al ong the | aboratory
shel ves. He found | abel ed bottles, discovered |ead containers; but these were
enpty. He approached the safe in the corner; renoved his | eft-hand gl ove and
tested the conbination with long, sensitive fingers.

Thi s ol d-fashi oned safe was easy to The Shadow s expert touch. It swing
open within three m nutes.

I nsi de, The Shadow found t he wooden box, no | onger seal ed. He took out
its
| ead casket, opened it and studi ed the powder that was inside. Shielding the
front of the safe, The Shadow gai ned enough darkness to view the powder as
effectively as with a dark lens. He turned the casket; tilted it, to let the
powder shift.

The Shadow | aughed softly; his mrth was nuffled by the confines of the
safe. He noted that the glow of the powder was |ike a nebula, that shifted
every
time he jarred the casket. As he cl osed the casket and replaced it, The Shadow
had the conplete answer to the methods used by Professor Lycurgus Dorth.



THE ol d inventor was unquestionably a genius, who had a full know edge of
radi oactive conmpounds and their reactions. He had devel oped acti ni um conpounds

that could kill - as denpnstrated in the cases of Rune and Farradon. Hi s
light,

in the secret roomoff the study, was al so a deadly device; dependent,
pr obabl y,

upon a conpound of thorium a radioactive el enent nore sustained than
actinium

But Professor Dorth had di scovered nothing that could conpare with
radi um
Hs talk of a synthetic powder was pure fake. The contents of the | ead casket
consi sted of a pul verized conpound into which Professor Dorth had introduced a
nmere speck of true radium The val uel ess powder absorbed the radi um enanati ons
and thus produced a glow that could continue for nmonths or years.

James Farradon had fallen for the gane sinply because he had thought the
entire quantity of powder to be radi oactive. He had been w se enough to know
that Professor Dorth could not possibly own a quantity of radiumequal to the
amount of powder in the casket.

Farradon had not guessed the real facts. The Shadow had di scovered the
truth by his experinments with the casket. He had shifted the mnute bit of
radi um and had seen the center of the gl owi ng powder change.

Dorth had duped Prescott Rune; had sw ndl ed himof two hundred thousand
dollars. He had bluffed Janes Farradon to the tune of a quarter mllion. Both
men had t hought Dorth honest; they had kept their transactions secret. Dorth
had
ended their lives to cover up his crookedness.

Since Dorth had swindled two victins, it was quite likely that there
coul d
be a third; perhaps even nore. That was why the old inventor rermained in his
secl uded mansion. Spider-like, he was waiting for new victins to enter his
web.

O her dupes would cone here, to be sent away to a nysterious death.

Rune and Farradon had arrived on successive days. Tomorrow, a third
victim
woul d probably appear. That was the tine which The Shadow nmust await. He
want ed
to do nore than finish Dorth's career of crine.

The Shadow was anxious to learn the identity of a prospective victim
whose
case resenbl ed these of Rune and Farradon. Such a man, if free to tell his
story
to the law, would be able to expose Dorth's past. The deaths of Rune and
Farradon would be laid to the villain who had contrived the nurders.

To remain in this mansion would be a sinple task, except for one factor.
That was Tardon. The huge, ape-faced servant was a veritabl e watchdog. He had
nearly spotted The Shadow in the darkness of the anteroom earlier tonight.
Chances were that wherever The Shadow prow ed, Tardon mni ght appear

THERE was one hi ding pl ace where the apish servant woul d never |ook. That
was the secret death-room beyond the wall of Dorth's turntable study. That
room however, was scarcely a suitable hiding place for The Shadow. Once
wi t hin
it, he could never know when Dorth cane into the study.

It would be better to | ook for other hiding places; to be prepared to
nove
fromone to another, outwitting Tardon if the man becanme suspicious. As
prelimnary to this policy, The Shadow deci ded to roamthe house; to choose



prom nent points for his canpaign of secrecy. Ready for such procedure, he
ext i ngui shed the |laboratory lights and rai sed the shades.

Movi ng fromthe | aboratory, The Shadow stole along the first floor
corridor
of the three-story wing. He used his flashlight guardedly. He found severa
spots that offered useful haven. One was a closet beneath an ol d stairway.
Anot her was a short entry that led to a barred side door.

Reaching the living room The Shadow found deep recesses at each side of
the fireplace. These were excellent hiding places. Even with a fire burning,
no
gl ow woul d reach to those obscure and i nconspi cuous dept hs.

Movi ng t hrough the darkened hal |l way, The Shadow silently ascended a
stairway to the second floor. Feeling his way through darkness, he net closed
doors. He discovered one that was partly opened. It led to a long corridor
Wien
opened, the door offered a hiding place behind it. This was a val uabl e
di scovery.

M dway al ong the passage, The Shadow halted. Hi s keen ears had heard the
creak of a floor board. The Shadow |listened; he caught a closer sound. Onr nous

silence followed; during it, The Shadow pressed against a wall, found a door
and
silently opened it.

Probing with one hand, he touched a wall. The space was an enpty cl ot hes

cl oset between two rooms. The Shadow cl osed the door, all but a tiny crack. He
l'i stened.

There were no nore creaks. Instead, there was a sudden click. Lights cane
on along the hall, revealing the very spot where The Shadow had so recently
been. The Shadow heard a | oud grunt fromthe front of the corridor
| mredi at el vy,

a door opened from somewhere along the hall. A gruff voice questioned:

"What's up, Tardon?"

There was a reply fromthe front of the corridor. It canme in Tardon's
voi ce; he was the man who had turned on the lights and delivered the warning
grunt.

"Somebody's in the house," grow ed Tardon. "Get the rest of the nmen while
I
tell the professor.™

THE SHADOW heard footsteps in the corridor; he peered fromthe clothes
closet to see a brawny ruffian in trousers and pajama jacket, poundi ng upon a
door. The man noved al ong and hamrered at anot her barrier

The Shadow was | earning facts that Harry Vincent had not uncovered.

Tar don
was not the only servant in this mansion. Dorth had a staff of at |east five
nor e.

Munbl ed voi ces sounded from roonms. The poundi ng nman called through a
door way:

"This is Donbrey. Get up, everybody! Tardon thinks some guy is in the
house! "

Donbrey's back was toward The Shadow. Chancing a | ook to the front of the
hal |, The Shadow saw t hat Tardon had gone to summon Dorth. Across the hall was
a
stairway, the same one that The Shadow had seen on the ground floor. It was
better than the clothes closet.

The Shadow gl i ded across before Donmbrey turned about. He was at the
stairs
when Donbrey fini shed poundi ng on a door

The Shadow s first thought was to go downward; but before he could take a
single step, a voice called frombelow. It was Van Bryck. The technician sl ept



on the first floor. Van Bryck was com ng up; he had heard Donbrey poundi ng on
t he doors above.

Qui ckly, The Shadow took a stairway that led up to the third floor. He
reached a turn and waited.

Many voi ces babbled. Fromthe confusion finally cane a harsh command. It
was Dorth's voice; the old inventor had cone at Tardon's call. Dorth was
overruling objections offered by Van Bryck and Donbrey.

"Tardon may have i nmagi ned he heard soneone,"” declared Dorth. "Any
trifling
noi se woul d arouse him as you say. But if he heard someone in this corridor
there's only one way the person could have gone. That is to the third floor."

Grow s of approval; then Van Bryck's coment:

"This side stairway is the only way up. If any one is there, we can trap
him"

"Right!" agreed Dorth. "Let Tardon go first. The rest of you follow"

Qui ckly, The Shadow noved up to the third floor. He had tine for a quick
flashlight glow, enough to show himthat Van Bryck was correct. This floor had
a
corridor and several roons; but it was cut off fromthe rest of the house.

The Shadow made for a roomat the end of the corridor. Monlight showed a
wi ndow t hat opened into the courtyard. Raising it, The Shadow saw a | edge,
narrower than the sole of his shoe. Neverthel ess, he stepped out. Gipping the
top of alittle roof above the wi ndow, he closed the window itself; then swing
to one side.

He was not an instant too soon. Lights canme on within the room Dorth's
servants, swarm ng everywhere, were hard upon The Shadow s trail; though only
one of them - Tardon - believed that they were seeking an actual person

As he clung to the wall that projected fromthe roof, The Shadow heard
t he
wi ndow open. A head and shoul ders thrust thenselves into view They were
Tardon's. The api sh servant was coning out on the roof.

WARNI NG words cane harshly fromwi thin the room Professor Dorth had
arrived to witness Tardon's action

"No need to search farther, Tardon!" called Dorth. "No one woul d be out
there. That ledge is too narrow for safety. Cone back here, Tardon!"

The servant did not heed his nmaster's shout. Cl ear out of the w ndow,
Tardon had turned as he gripped the wi ndow frane. He had swung straight toward
The Shadow. The moonlight showed the black clad intruder against the roof
edge.

The Shadow shifted. Tardon saw opportunity. He shot one |ong arm strai ght
for The Shadow s head; with the other, he grabbed for the beam above the
little
wi ndow. He caught that projection, close beside The Shadow s hand. Odds were
with Tardon; his free fist, swi nging w de, seened due to clip The Shadow.

Had The Shadow faded, or tried to duck away, he would have lost his own
hol d. I nstead, he dodged forward, darting his head beneath Tardon's notionl ess
arm the one that served as pivot for the apish fighter's sw ng

Tardon's clouting fist found enptiness. The Shadow, flatteni ng backward,
j abbed his own free hand for the ape-like face. The Shadow, too, was | ate.

Tardon had put his whole weight into that |ong, hard thrust. He had
count ed
upon an inpact to stop the tremendous stroke. The power of his free arm was
t oo
great for the hand that clutched the beam above the w ndow.

Tardon lost his grip; his foot slipped with it. Cawing wildly, he was
hurtling outward as The Shadow j abbed.

Luckily, The Shadow had tried a short punch only. Oherw se, he m ght
have



over bal anced hi nsel f when he m ssed. He managed to choke his blow, to retain
hi s
grip above the w ndow.

As Tardon's squatty body pitched away fromthe | edge, The Shadow grabbed
the wi ndow beamwith both hands. Disregarding the noise of his scranble, he
pul | ed hinsel f up above the long projection of the wi ndow.

Dorth and the others never noticed the scrape of The Shadow s short
ascent .

Al that they heard was a wild yell that trailed down into the courtyard. A
terrific clatter sounded as Tardon crashed; with it, a dull, bursting sound:
t he

cracki ng of the apish man's skull against the cenent.

Prof essor Dorth peered fromthe wi ndow, stared down into the bl ackened
dept hs where the sprawl ed shape of Tardon forned a dead mass. Dorth | ooked
al ong
t he roof, glanced upward; then pulled his head back into the w ndow. The
Shadow
heard hi m speak to his followers

"The fool!" expostulated Dorth. "You heard nme tell Tardon to stay off
t hat
| edge. There was no one out there. This is a fine end to a usel ess chasel!

Tar don
i magi ned too nuch; he paid for it.

WTH this epitaph to his murderous servant, Dorth snapped instructions to
Donmbrey, telling himto go downstairs with the others and bring in Tardon's
body. Footsteps departed fromthe room

After a brief silence, The Shadow swung down from atop the w ndow r oof
and
slid back through the opening.

Soon there was noise in the courtyard. Voices echoed whil e Donbrey and
hi s
conpani ons were carrying Tardon's dead body indoors. The Shadow waited unti
t he
house was stilled, then stole along the third-floor corridor and descended the
stairs.

He reached the |l aboratory; there, he renoved his hat and cloak in
dar kness.

Beside them he laid automatics and other articles that he carried. For a
whi | e,

there were slight sounds in the |aboratory, while The Shadow noved about.
Finally, all noise ceased

The Shadow had chosen a corner where he could take a cat nap until dawn.

Van Bryck, Donbrey, the others in Dorth's enploy - none afforded worry to
The Shadow. He knew that he could easily remain hidden fromthose bl underers.
Tardon had been the only obstacle to The Shadow s canpai gn of secret sojourn
within this mansion.

Thr ough overzeal, Tardon had obligingly elimnated hinself as a nenace to
The Shadow s pl ans.

CHAPTER XI

DORTH MAKES PLANS

MORNI NG dawned cl oudy; by m d-afternoon, a drizzle had begun. Professor
Dorth's mansi on was half obscured by mist; its interior was as gl oony as at

ni ght. Roons and corridors were lighted; but, as usual, the glow ng | anps were
feebl e am d the huge expanses of the great house.



Donbrey was stationed in the large front hall. He had taken over the
duties
of Tardon. There was a contrast, however, between the new servant and the ol d.
Whenever Donbrey wal ked about, his footsteps clattered and brought back echoes
from gl oony walls of massive roonms and corridors.

Only two persons had known the secret of silent motion within this
mansi on.
One was Tardon; he was dead. The other, The Shadow, was a silent dweller in
t he
house.

Secrecy had been as sinple as The Shadow had anti ci pated. Dorth, Van
Bryck
and Donmbrey were the only ones who wal ked about the house; every one of the
t hree gave advance sounds of approach

During long intervals, The Shadow calmy reclined in an easy chair,
stationed in an obscure corner of the living room Wen he heard footsteps, he
glided to one of the recesses beside the fireplace.

Prof essor Dorth had spent nobst of the day in his study; Van Bryck had
been
busy in the laboratory. The first inportant break came after three o'clock
when
Van Bryck appeared, passed Donbrey in the hall and took the passage toward
Dorth's study.

The Shadow heard this fromhis corner chair, where he was out of sight
from
the hall. He wanted to foll ow Van Bryck, but Donbrey was between. Rising, The
Shadow noved silently to the door of the living room to await any tenporary
departure that Donbrey m ght make.

VWi | e The Shadow wat ched the burly servant, there was a knock at the
front
door. The Shadow rermai ned notionl ess whil e Donbrey answered the sunmons. It
was
@i dden; the chauffeur delivered some nmail and a newspaper that he had brought
fromtown. Donbrey closed the front door and bolted it; then started for
Dorth's
st udy.

This was The Shadow s opportunity. Silently, he followed.

Donbrey went through the | ong passage, crossed the anteroom and knocked
on
the study door. The Shadow was not far behind. He edged into the anteroom
behi nd Donbrey's back; he glided to a corner and crouched there as the door
opened.

Donbrey delivered the mail and the newspaper to Van Bryck; he started to
turn away, when a call fromthe study stopped him

"Wait, Donbrey!" Professor Dorth spoke from behind his desk. "I may have
a
nmessage for Gdidden. Wait while I | ook over the mail."

THE SHADOW coul d see Dorth behind the desk, for Donbrey stepped just
i nsi de
the study. As the old inventor was opening his letters, he cackled words to
Van
Bryck.

"Go on, Van Bryck," he ordered. "What is it you were about to tell nme?"

"Not hi ng very inportant, professor,” returned Van Bryck. "It sinply
concerns the lead solution. |I have discovered that it is subject to rapid
evaporation. "

"Why not ?" demanded Dorth. "It dries alnost inmredi ately, when applied to
cloth.”



"That woul d not necessarily signify evaporation," objected Van Bryck. "I
t hought that in pure liquid state, the solution would retain its ful

quantity.
I was wong."

"How did you find it out?"

"I forgot to cover the jar properly last night. This afternoon, | found
t he
quantity reduced by about fifteen per cent. | would estinmate an evaporation
rate

of about one per cent an hour -
Dort h chuckl ed an interruption
"Never mind the | ead solution,"” he chortled. "Listen to this, Van Bryck.

A
letter fromPrice Wadsford."
"He will arrive tonight?"
"Yes, as he promised. He is coming in fromCanada. He will arrive on the

Green Mountain Express.”

Van Bryck delivered an excl amation

"That's the train that comes down by the branch lines!" he ejacul at ed.
"1t
makes a flag stop at our own station, Wodbury, at 10:15."

"At 10:18, to be exact."

"How does Wadsford happen to be taking that jerkwater train?"

Dort h | aughed.

"l suggested it to Wadsford, the last tinme he was here," said the

professor. "I said that it would be easy for Aidden to neet himat the
Wodbury
station. Wadsford will have tine for a brief visit; after that, he can take
t he
late local into New York."

"A good idea," comended Van Bryck - "having Wadsford cone in at
Wodbury.

Only one bad feature, though. He may have a Pullman stub in his possession.”
"W can manage to coax that fromhim®" returned Dorth. Then, turning to

t he

door: "Donbrey, tell didden to be on hand. W shall need him™

DOVBREY departed; Van Bryck came toward the door. Dorth stopped the
technician with a sudden excl amati on. The professor had picked up the

newspaper .
"What's the trouble, professor?" queried Van Bryck, anxiously. "Any
slip-up

on Farradon?"

"No," returned Dorth. "It's about Jadway. The police are after him™"

"For Farradon's nurder?"

"Yes! They found his trail sooner than | expected. Look at this, though
Van Bryck. Here's sonething we didn't guess about Jadway. The fellow has a
nob. "

Van Bryck stepped to the desk and seized the newspaper. He scanned the
front - page columm; then whistled

"Silk Marron," he comrented. "l've heard of that fellow, professor! |
guess
that Silk and his crowd have travel ed al ong with Jadway. That nakes it all the
better. Jadway will be regarded as a public enenmy. He will be at large for

somne
time to come. Long enough to be bl anmed for whatever happens to Wadsford."
Dorth was restlessly drunming the top of his desk. A far-away glint had
domi nated the professor's shrewd eyes.
"The situation is altered, Van Bryck," decided Dorth. "It is possible



t hat
Jadway has guessed how | doubl e-crossed him He may realize that | have reaped
profit fromhis difficulties; that he is the dupe, not I."

"What of it?" snorted Van Bryck. "He won't be able to blab. The police
are
hot after him"

"He is nore than a nmere fugitive," declared Dorth. "Jadway has dangerous
henchnen at his disposal."

"Whi ch neans nore nen to keep under cover -

"Exactly!" Dorth pounded the desk as he delivered his exclamation. "What
Jadway needs is a hide-out that is large enough for his band. It nust also be
a
pl ace where the police will not search.”

"Where can he find it?"

"Ri ght here. This house would suit himperfectly!"

The Shadow saw Van Bryck gape at Dorth's statenent. To The Shadow, it

cane
as no surprise. He had already foreseen such a possibility; he had known what
Dorth was | eading up to, the nonment that the professor began his harangue.

"Jadway will realize," declared Dorth, "that | have been cl ever enough to
keep ny deeds covered. He will play the fox. | predict, Van Bryck, that Jadway
will come here tonight. He will be neal y-nout hed, pretending that nothing has
happened to him"

"I doubt it," began Van Bryck. "Jadway will surely know that you have
read
t he newspapers."

"He may not be sure of it," objected Dorth. "I have al ways pretended
i gnorance of outside affairs. At least, Jadway will think that he can bl uff
ne."

"Suppose he does come here?" queried Van Bryck. "Jadway won't risk
bri ngi ng
his mob, unless he thinks that he can intimdate you. He won't be able to do
that, unless he has sonething to pin on you. You covered everythi ng when you
did
away Wi th Rune and Farradon."

PROFESSOR DORTH arose and paced the area behind his desk. The old nman's
dryish lips curled in angry fashion. He | ooked toward the door and scow ed.

"That fool Tardon!" he ejaculated. "If he were still alive, | could use
him He would be the proper outside man, to watch for Jadway, to see if the
fellow brings his foll owers when he cones.”

St oppi ng at the desk, Dorth seized pen and paper. He wote a hurried
scraw ; thrust the nessage in an envel ope. He passed the envel ope to Van
Bryck.

"Gve it to didden," ordered Dorth. "Tell himto go to town, to cal
VAt t
Schedl er and repeat what | have witten. didden can contact Matt after he and
his nen arrive."”

The nane of Matt Schedl er was known to The Shadow, quite as well as that
of
Silk Marron. Matt, like Silk, was commander of a gorilla crew, but he had been
qui te passive during recent nonths.

The reason for Matt's idleness was explained. He was in the pay of
Prof essor Dorth, sitting back with his crew, waiting for an emergency call.

"This house is secure," announced Dorth, to Van Bryck, "as long as we

have
Donmbrey and the other servants in readiness. But we want no trouble here,
particularly fromJadway. If Jadway gets into trouble el sewhere" - Dorth

chuckl ed, gleefully - "it will not injure us."



"I understand," smiled Van Bryck. "Matt and his bunch will pick a battle
with Silk's crew '’

"Perhaps,"” nodified Dorth. "The instructions tell Matt what he is to do.
When G idden contacts him he will receive his final orders. Go, Van Bryck.
dve
t he nessage to didden."

Van Bryck wal ked through the anteroom Dorth paced the study; then |eft
t he
circular roomand foll owed the passage that the technician had taken

Dorth had left the lights on in the study; an indication that he intended
a
prompt return. Neverthel ess, The Shadow entered. He had time for a brief
i nspecti on.

From Dorth's desk drawer, The Shadow renoved the flat netal tool with the
hooked end. From beneath his cl oak, he produced a device that resenbled it.
The
Shadow had prepared an instrunment of his own, during the time that he had
spent
in New York, after the encounter with Jadway. He wanted to nake a fina
conpari son.

In length and thickness, The Shadow s strip of metal was identical with
Dorth's. The Shadow replaced the original in the desk drawer. He noved from
t he
study; glided rapidly along the passage. As he neared the outer end, he heard
f oot st eps.

Each side of the passage entrance had a rounded hal f-post as an ornanent.
The Shadow took the one on the right, for Dorth was comng fromthat
direction.

Behind the hal f-pillar, The Shadow forned a tall blot, |ike an extension of
t he
dar kness that was nornally there.

Dorth, chuckling to himself, wal ked past; his shoul der al nost grazed The
Shadow s sl eeve. Oblivious to the presence of a living watcher, Dorth wal ked
al ong the passage, reached the study and cl osed the door behind him

THE front hall was tenporarily deserted; for Van Bryck had sent Donbrey
out
to didden, with the nmessage. Van Bryck was in the living room warm ng
hi nmsel f
before a fire that Donbrey had started. The Shadow took to the main staircase.

He reached the top; there, he turned to the right and entered the
second-fl oor passage of the lower wing. This, The Shadow had di scovered,
consi sted of a corridor with enpty roons.

Secluded in the upper darkness, The Shadow pondered on the matter of
Dorth's nessage to Matt Schedl er. He analyzed Dorth's situation, critically.
He
knew that Dorth preferred to have Jadway at |arge; hence there would be no
encount er between rival bands unl ess Jadway ventured in this direction
fol I oned
by Silk Marron and an outfit of thugs.

Then there would be battle, on the | ower ground below this house. A
runni ng
fight, with Matt Schedl er seeking to draw Silk Marron fromthe vicinity. The
law, should it intervene, would never suspect that the nob warfare concerned
t he
ol d mansi on

There was another possibility, and The Shadow was confident that Dorth
had
foreseen it. That possibility concerned Ursus Jadway al one. There was a chance



that the swindler would come to his house in his usual fashion, unprotected by
Silk Marron and the thugs.

Jadway did not know that Dorth's house was a trap. Both Rune and Farradon
had di ed outside. Jadway knew not hing of the tornent cell in which Dorth had
mur dered various victinms, prior to his inprisonment of Harry Vincent.

I f Jadway came al one, would Dorth have Matt Schedl er stop hinf?

The Shadow received the answer to the question. It came from sonething
t hat
he had heard Dorth say to Van Bryck. Dorth had mentioned that G idden would be
used as contact. That neant that Jadway, if he came al one, would be
unnol est ed.

G idden woul d contact Matt Schedl er while Jadway was present in the
mansi on. Harm woul d come to Ursus Jadway after he had left Dorth's; not
bef ore.

The reason for such policy was plain to The Shadow.

Dorth, ever canny, could see value in a visit from Jadway; the old
prof essor was | ooking forward to a neeting with the swindler, to learn
Jadway' s
| at est inpressions concerning the deaths of Rune and Farradon

Li ke Dorth, The Shadow believed that Jadway would arrive tonight. He was
ready, noreover, to gauge the exact time of the visit. It would come soon
after
ei ght o' cl ock, when darkness had fully settled. That tine pleased The Shadow.

For in his calcul ations, The Shadow had not forgotten the nost inportant
fact that he had | earned by listening in on Dorth and Van Bryck. Mre vital
t han
Jadway or rival crews of thugs, was one man whose nane and whereabouts had
been
nmenti oned.

That man was Price Wadsford, due to arrive at 10:18, on the G een
Mount ai n
Expr ess.

In Price Wadsford, The Shadow saw a nman whose case was identical wth
t hose
of Prescott Rune and Janes Farradon; a potential victimwho had al ready been
swi ndl ed of wealth by Professor Dorth, and who was scheduled to die on that
account. Toni ght, The Shadow had gotten a forewarning of crine.

VWhat ever el se night be required in way of strategy or action, The Shadow
woul d keep careful check on his nost inportant plan. That plan was to pluck
Price Wadsford, the scheduled victim fromthe threatening toils of Professor
Dor t h.

CHAPTER XI I |
JADWAY TAKES THE BAI T

El GHT o' cl ock had passed. Only a few m nutes had ticked by since the hour
at whi ch The Shadow expected Ursus Jadway to arrive. Froma corner at the head
of the stairs, The Shadow coul d di scern a single, obscure figure in the great
hal I .

It was Donmbrey, stationed there in case a visitor should arrive. The man
seened alert, as if listening for sonething. The Shadow knew t hat Prof essor
Dorth had al so guessed eight o' clock as the tine for Jadway to appear, and had
told Donbrey to be ready.

The Shadow had gi ven thought to Jadway's probable action; he had decided
t hat Jadway woul d cone here al one. Even though he might plan a capture of the
mansi on, as a hide-out for Silk Marron and the crew, Jadway woul d first
require
know edge of how matters stood at the nansion



He coul d gain that best by a usual sort of visit, with a friendly chat
bet ween hi nsel f and Professor Dorth.

A di stant sound reached The Shadow s ears. It was the purr of a car
not or ,
on the hill. Donbrey heard it; he strained to listen

Wth a grunted | augh, Donbrey went to the front door. He stood there
wai ting. Donbrey intended to | ose no tinme when he admitted Ursus Jadway.

The Shadow noved downward on the stairs. He reached the bottom
undet ect ed
by Donbrey, who was listening at the door. A runble sounded outside; a notor
st opped.

As The Shadow reached the passage to Dorth's study, there was a poundi ng
at
the front door. Bolts screeched as Donbrey drew them

The Shadow was in a corner of the anteroom when footsteps sounded al ong
t he
passage. Domnbrey appeared, acconpani ed by the man whom The Shadow expect ed:
Ursus Jadway.

VWhen Donbrey rapped on the study door, it pronptly popped open. Professor
Dorth bowed and waved a hand in greeting as he adnmitted his visitor.

Donbrey departed al ong the passage; but The Shadow did not stir. He
expected another arrival; the man appeared al nost i mediately. It was Van
Bryck.

He knocked at the study door and Dorth adnmitted him The Shadow had expected
Dorth to call Van Bryck into this inportant conference.

Movi ng forward, The Shadow reached the study door; turned the knob and
pressed for an opening. Through a quarter-inch crack, he eyed Dorth and Jadway
at the desk. He heard the dry tones of the professor

"THIS is terrible, Jadway!" exclained Dorth. "To think that Farradon
shoul d
have been as stupid as Rune. | cannot understand this doubl e ignorance."

"It was bad enough for them professor," declared Jadway. "But it is
t ough
for me, also. You say you haven't read the newspapers; well - they garbled
everything. It seens that Farradon was stopping at a penthouse owned by a nan
nanmed Thurl ei gh

"I went there and found Farradon dead! Thurleigh had heard Farradon cal
ny
apartrment. He wanted to know if ny name was Jadway. Wen | told himyes, he
started to call the police. He actually accused ne of nurdering Farradon

"l mght have stayed to explain matters; but Thurleigh pitched hinself on

me. | lost my head; when | managed to bowl over Thurleigh, | left in a hurry.
Called ny Jap valet; but it was too late. The police were already at the
apartnment."

Si nki ng back in his chair, Jadway nopped his forehead in hopel ess
f ashi on.
Pl aintively, he added:
"They haven't traced ne yet, professor; but I'"'min a terrible jam You' ve
got to get me out of it, somehow. After all, maybe you can explain these
deat hs.
If there was only sonme way to nake the whol e ness clear -
"Be calm M. Jadway," interposed Dorth, soothingly. "Van Bryck and | can

aid you. There is another man, however, who can do even nore. He will be here
toni ght."
"Who is he?"

"A man |ike Rune and Farradon,"” replied Dorth. "One who was to be a
prospective customer for your stock pronotion canpaign. He actually handl ed ny
synthetic radium 1|ike Rune and Farradon. But | know that he used proper



precautions."

"Then he could testify -"

"That the deaths of Rune and Farradon were accidental ? Most surely! |
t hi nk
he woul d be glad to do so. Do you agree, Van Bryck?"

The technician nodded.

"This man is a wealthy Canadi an," declared Dorth. "His nane is Price
Wadsford. He will arrived at Wodbury station at 10:18. He is coming in on the
Green Mountain Express.”

"Wyodbury station?" queried Jadway, quickly. "That is on this branch
['ine,

isn't it?"

"Yes," nodded Dorth. "You can only reach the station by taking the back
road that |eads over the hill. It is about twenty-five mnutes' ride from
her e,

for the road is a poor one."
Turning to Van Bryck, Dorth added:
"Remi nd me, Van Bryck, to have didden called at quarter of ten, so that

he
will have anple tinme to reach the station."
“"Shall | tell himnow, professor?"
"Yes." Dorth picked up pen and paper. He scrawmled a brief note. "G ve
this
to didden. He will then have no excuse if he forgets the exact train tinme."

THE SHADOW nmoved back to darkness, to |let Van Bryck pass through the
anteroom The technician was readi ng the note; The Shadow saw a smile upon his
sol emm i ps.

That note was an order to didden, to contact Matt Schedl er near the
bott om
of the hill. Matt and his crew were to wait for Jadway, who had obviously cone
wi thout Silk Marron and his band. But the note - so The Shadow divined - told
nor e.

Jadway' s eagerness when he heard of Price Wadsford; Dorth's cunning
nmention
of the back road to Wodbury station these told The Shadow where the ambush
woul d be.

Dorth was giving Jadway an opportunity to nmeet Wadsford before the
Canadi an
arrived at the house on the hill. Jadway had swal |l owed the bait. He had shown
it
by hi s eagerness.

The Shadow did not nmove back to the study door. Instead, he waited for
Van
Bryck's return. The Shadow knew t hat nothing nore of consequence woul d pass
between Dorth and Jadway. The professor would continue to soothe his visitor
Jadway woul d play his part of apprehension

As before, the pair were matched in a battle of wits; and Dorth was stil
out shi ning Jadway, despite the fact that the sw ndler had guessed that the
prof essor was a nman capabl e of crine.

The sound of a departing car told that didden had gone with Dorth's
nmessage. Soon, Van Bryck reappeared and entered the study wi thout knocking. A
while later, there was a nuffled sound of didden's return. Soon, the door of
t he study opened and Dorth came out, clapping Jadway upon the shoul der

"Tardon will show you out," declared the professor. Then: "Ah! | forgot!
Tardon has taken his first night off in many nonths. | have a man naned
Donbr ey,
serving in his place. Were is Donbrey? Not here? Van Bryck, suppose you usher
M. Jadway to the door."



As Jadway started, Dorth rem nded:
"Remenber, M. Jadway, you can stay here as | suggested. W can chat

unti |
M. Wadsford arrives."

"I must make a | ong-distance call," returned Jadway, snmoothly. "It wll
be
safe fromthe village. No one knows ne there. | shall be back before el even,
pr of essor. "

Eyes glittering, Dorth watched Jadway depart with Van Bryck. Wen they
had

gone fromthe passage, Dorth uttered a contenptuous |augh; he stepped back
into

his study. The nonment that the door closed, The Shadow took the passage to the
hal I .

WHEN he reached the front of the house, The Shadow di scovered that Jadway
had not yet gone. The swi ndler was standing at the front door, chatting with
Van
Bryck. The door itself was open; since Donbrey was not in sight, The Shadow
assuned that the servant had stepped out doors.

Si nce both Jadway and Van Bryck were occupi ed, The Shadow had excel | ent
opportunity to glide, unseen, past the darkness of the big stairway. In this
fashi on, he reached the living room he noved to the front edge of its w de
door way.

The Shadow was cl ose enough to catch the conversati on between Jadway and
Van Bryck. Their words were sinply a repetition of the chat in the study.
Jadway
was expressing concern; Van Bryck was trying to allay his worries. To The
Shadow, it seenmed to be a stall on the part of Van Bryck. The reason was
expl ained a few nonents |ater.

Donbrey appeared at the front door, followed by didden. Unnoticed by
Jadway, the chauffeur gave a quick-nod to Van Bryck. More expressive than
wor ds,
that nod neant that didden had contacted Matt Schedl er. The trap was set for
Jadway.

"Show G idden to the study, Donbrey," ordered Van Bryck. "Professor Dorth
may wi sh to see him You understand about neeting the 10:18 toni ght, don't
you,
didden?"

"Yes, M. Van Bryck."

Wth these words, didden foll owed Donbrey toward the passage to the
st udy.

Van Bryck shook hands with Jadway; then ushered the sw ndl er through the door
When Jadway had descended the outside steps, Van Bryck stepped back into the
hal | and cl osed the big door

For a monent, it seened that Van Bryck intended to throw the bolts. Then
he
changed his m nd. The chauffeur would have to | eave the house; hence there was
no use | ocking the door until after his departure.

Van Bryck strolled into the living room passing The Shadow en route.

Coi ng

to the deepest wall, the technician threw a lanplight on the large stretch of
bookshel ves. He began to pick out certain reference vol unes. Thus engaged, he
failed to observe the notion that occurred at the doorway of the living room

Emerging fromhis | atest hiding place, The Shadow crossed the hall. He
reached the front door; opened it far enough to admit the passage of his tall,
wiry form The door closed with The Shadow s departure. It shut so silently
t hat
Van Bryck heard no sound what ever



Pressed agai nst the blackness of the wall, The Shadow | ooked down t he
steps. He saw Jadway's roadster beneath the roof of the porte-cochere. Jadway
had not yet started the notor; nor had he turned on the lights. In fact, there
was no sign that Jadway was even in his car

I N back of Jadway's roadster was a sedan. That car bel onged to Professor
Dorth; it was the one in which didden had driven to contact Matt Schedl er
Returning fromhis trip down the hill, G@idden had been forced to halt when he
reached the porte-cochere, for Jadway's roadster blocked his route.

The chauffeur could have reached the garage by going leftward around the
drive; but since he had intended to enter the house, he had pulled up in back
of
Jadway' s car.

G idden had left the cowl lights on, but their glow was feeble. Drizzly
rain formed a mist that shrouded the sedan. As The Shadow noved al ong besi de
Jadway' s car, he heard scraping sounds beyond the sedan. Reaching the second
car, he passed it and peered to the right.

By the glow of the ruddy tail-light, The Shadow saw Ursus Jadway.

The swi ndl er was crouched by the back of didden's sedan He had taken the
cover fromthe gasoline tank, to insert a | ength of rubber tube that he had
brought from his own car.

Jadway had drawn a nmout hful of gasoline through the tube; he was w ping
this lips with a handkerchief, to rid themof the taste. The tube was acting
as
a siphon, draining off gasoline fromthe sedan's tank

The Shadow saw Jadway's game. The swi ndler had planned to drive to the
Wodbury station, to intercept Price Wadsford, which was exactly what
Pr of essor
Dorth had expected. But Jadway had seen another opportunity.

By draining the sedan's tank, he intended to cut its gasoline supply to a
nmere dribble; enough to start Gidden fromthe house, but insufficient to |ast
as far as the Wodbury station. There was still nearly two hours before the
train woul d be due. Jadway was staging a smart trick before he started.

Qddly, Jadway's action served The Shadow al so. The Shadow had not hoped

to

reach his car before Jadway drove fromthe mansion. At best, he had counted
upon

hurrying down the hill to his coupe and following in time to overtake Jadway

after the unsuspecting sw ndl er had been bl ocked by Matt Schedl er
Jadway' s siphon job, if it took five mnutes |onger, would enable The
Shadow to race for Wodbury station ahead of Jadway.

REACHI NG soft turf, The Shadow found a rough path and hurried down the
slope. It was a short-cut, this path; The Shadow reached his hi dden coupe in
four mnutes flat.

Starting the car, he swng to the nuddy road that led to the station

Hitting thirty mles an hour, The Shadow reached the top speed that this
precarious road all owed. He knew that he was gai ning nore distance than
Jadway,
for the swindler would be in no haste, particularly on a bad road.

Sonewher e ahead | ay danger. Matt Schedl er and a crew of thugs woul d be
ready for the first car that came this way, believing it to be Jadway's.

Though prepared for action, they would not be over wary. They were
wai ting
for a man whomthey believed to be a dupe. Instead, they would find an
opponent
prepared to offset their measures. A surprise was in store for those |urkers
that served Professor Dorth.



At the wheel of his coupe, as capably as when afoot, The Shadow coul d
t ake
a speedy, elusive course that would throw attackers into confusion. CQut
guessi ng
a crew of thugs was sonething that he had done before; yet there was always a
chance that sonme unexpected hazard night arrive.

How great that chance hazard; how close to death it was to cone, The
Shadow
did not know. Nor had he any inkling of the horrible climax that was to foll ow
his encounter with Matt Schedl er and the thuggi sh guardians of this |onely
r oad.

CHAPTER XI V
DEATH RI DES THE DARK

A FEWnil es al ong the nuddy road, The Shadow came to a sharp turn. H's
headl i ghts showed a railroad enbanknent; he had reached the branch |line on
whi ch
t he Woodbury station was |ocated. The road foll owed beside the railroad.

The Shadow knew that this particular branch was doubl e-tracked only to
t he
second station farther out than Whodbury; for there, conmuter traffic ended.
After that, it becane a single-tracked division to New England, with only a
few
t hrough passenger trains a day.

As he slowed his coupe to avoid skids on the nmuddy road, The Shadow heard
a
roar above him A brilliant searchlight cleaved the msty drizzle; a fast
frei ght, outbound, overtook The Shadow s car. The frei ght was traveling at
nor e
than thirty nmiles an hour, which had previously been the limt of The Shadow s
speed.

The road i nmproved as The Shadow passed a nuddy stretch. He pressed the
accel erator, increased his speed to nearly forty mles. He was keepi ng pace
with
the | oconotive of the freight train; he pulled slightly ahead of the big
engi ne
in the course of the next mle.

This was to The Shadow s advantage. Every curve of the railroad track was
mat ched by the dirt highway. The | oconotive's searchlight sent a glare far
nor e
powerful than that of The Shadow s car. It flooded the road as well as the
tracks.

Far ahead, The Shadow saw a narrow bri dge beside the railroad enbanknent.
It was where the highway crossed a small creek. The searchlight showed two nen
standing by the bridge; one was holding a red |antern, that seened unlighted

against the brilliance of the |oconotive's headlight.
On the near side of the bridge, pulled beneath a tree, was a parked
touring

car. The lanps of an automobile could not have shown that nachine; but the
| ocomotive's searchlight did. In an instant, The Shadow was fully aware of the
trap that had been set for Jadway.

The nmen at the bridge intended to stop Jadway with the red lantern. Wile
they held himin conversation, others would arrive fromthe parked touring
car.

The Shadow saw a way to beat that gane.

He sl ackened speed; let the | oconotive draw ahead of him As the

searchlight went past the Iline of the bridge, The Shadow saw the red | antern



pl ai nly.
No | onger facing the |oconotive's glare, the two men spotted The Shadow s
approaching car. One was swinging the red lantern, to halt the coupe.

THE SHADOW pul l ed up to the right of the road. As he stopped, he slid his
| eft hand beneath his cl oak.

The man with the lantern thrust his face into the opened wi ndow on The
Shadow s side of the coupe. He shouted |oudly, so that his voice could be
heard
above the rattle of freight cars that were passing al ong the enbankmnent.

"Can't go through this road, bud!" informed the thug. "The bridge ain't
safe! You'll have to turn around -"

As he shouted, the hoodlumcame up with his free hand, to plunk a
revol ver
muzzl e on the | edge of the car wi ndow. The Shadow had al ready gripped the
handl e
of an automatic; as the thug made the nove, The Shadow whi pped his left hand
frombeneath his cloak, with a terrific, short-snapped backsw ng.

The back of The Shadow s gl oved hand cli pped the hoodl um s chin. Carrying
the full weight of a .45, The Shadow s fist had the power of a nule's kick
The
blow lifted the thug clear fromhis feet; sprawmed himto the far side of the
road, while the lantern scaled away and clattered into the ditch, where it
smashed.

H s hand stopped short, The Shadow tw sted, ainmed his automatic through
t he
wi ndow on the right, which was al so open. Just as he turned about, a
fl ashl i ght
glared full in his face. It was flashed by the other thug who had been at the
bridge. This attacker had come up to the right side of the car

The Shadow fired squarely into the glare of the flash.

The burst of the .45 was confined to the interior of the coupe. Cutside,
its report was drowned by the heavy rattle of the clanking freight cars. So
was
the yell that came fromthe man who had flashed the |ight. But Matt Schedl er
and
the thugs in the touring car knew exactly what had happened.

As The Shadow janmed his coupe in gear and shot the trim car whining
acr oss
the bridge, rapid jabs of flame came fromthe darkness. The tat-tat of a
submachi ne gun was | oud enough to be heard above the clatter of the freight
train. The quick fire was too | ate. The Shadow was away before it began

In the rear-view mrror of the coupe, The Shadow saw headlights flash
from
the touring car. The car started forward; halted a nonment while The Shadow
i ncreased the distance. Matt Schedl er was picking up the thug whom The Shadow
had knocked out, along with the hoodl um who had been wounded by The Shadow s
bul | et.

The short delay was to The Shadow s liking. It determ ned his policy.

Wth a good head start, The Shadow could lead Matt's band a wild chase
for
many mles. They would travel farther and farther fromDorth's; yet, all the
whi l e, the course would be northward, toward the inbound express which carried
Price Wadsford

Sonmewhere along the |line, The Shadow woul d have to give his pursuers the
slip; perhaps neet themin brief conbat.

For his plan was to neet the train on which Price Wadsford was ridi ng,
and
acconpany the Canadi an sout hward to Wodbury. Thus was The Shadow



acconpl i shi ng
two deeds at once: drawing Matt Schedler on a false trail which he thought was
Jadway' s; al so, arranging to nmeet and warn Price Wadsford of inpendi ng danger

AS he sped the coupe forward, The Shadow caught up with the freight
| oconotive. He saw the glaring searchlight shine upon a small railroad
station.

The Shadow knew that this was Wodbury.

There, the road curved away fromthe tracks; but came back to them again.
Once nmore, The Shadow was beside the thundering | oconotive.

I nstead of passing the big engine, The Shadow stayed beside it. The
| oconotive's searchlight enabled himto pick a better course al ong the nuddy
r oad.

The freight train slackened speed near a station that was perched on the
edge of the enmbanknment. It had reached the end of the double tracks; the crew
had to await orders before running over the single-tracked section of this
['ine.

That forced The Shadow ahead of the stopping | oconotive.

Rai n had increased; the road was a mass of nuck. Wthout the aiding
searchlight, The Shadow was running into trouble. Only through expert handling
did he keep his car fromthe ditch. Wth the treacherous road, he could
aver age
no better than thirty mles an hour

Matt Schedl er, however, was gaining with every mle. Fromthe wheel of
t he
touring car, he used the lights of The Shadow s coupe as a beacon. Each tine
t he
coupe floundered, Matt knew that it had hit a bad spot. Matt was ready for the
nuddi est stretches.

Wthin twenty nminutes, the touring car had the coupe w thin range of
machi ne-gun fire. Matt was restraining his eager sharpshooters. Alittle
cl oser,
they could riddle the coupe with certainty.

Froma viewin the rear-vision mrror, The Shadow gauged the distance and
recogni zed Matt's plan.

Gimy, The Shadow | aughed; his fierce mrth betokened change of action
There was only one way to deal with these pursuers who still believed that
t hey
were after Ursus Jadway. That was to turn the chase into an anmbush

There was a turn in the road, a hundred feet ahead. The road was hi gher
here; it had come up to the level of the railroad tracks.

Once he made the turn, The Shadow i ntended to drive his coupe off the
r oad,
skidding it about as he extinguished the lights. A reckless feat; but if it
succeeded, The Shadow would be the first to open fire. Wth two automatics
bl azi ng from darkness, The Shadow woul d have a chance to stop the touring car
as
it rounded the turn.

THE SHADOW pressed the accel erator. The coupe | eaped for the turn ahead.
Si mul t aneously, the touring car roared fromin back. Matt was giving it the
gas,
t hi nki ng that the coupe was seeking a get-away.
WAt chi ng the sharp curve ahead, The Shadow drew an automatic with his
ri ght
hand. He kept his left hand on the wheel; for the curve was to the left, in
t he
direction of the railroad tracks.



As he took the curve at top speed, The Shadow suddenly |l eft the shelter
of
trees. He saw a clear stretch outlined in a blinding glare, that came with a
roaring sound from beyond the right side of the car. A puny warning sign was
outlined beside the road; beyond it, the glisten of wet steel rails, bathed in
that terrific light.

The road had struck a grade crossing. Fromthe north was speedi ng a huge
| oconoti ve, bearing down upon The Shadow s car; the only warning was the
manmmot h
beam from t he searchlight, which The Shadow did not see until the edge of the
crossi ng.

It was a sout hbound freight, for which the other train waited. Gobbling
t he
last fifty feet of track, it seened intent to crush the coupe.

The Shadow s foot never left the accelerator. He held to his speed; the
coupe bounded across the track and wal |l owed through nud beyond. Safe by forty
feet, The Shadow pressed the brakes.

The coupe did a partial spin. At the right wi ndow, The Shadow was ready
with automatics, to blast the touring car if it made the crossing. If Matt
halted to let the train go by, The Shadow would have tinme to prepare a better
anmbush.

As he gazed toward the grade crossing, The Shadow w tnessed a clinmax that
made hi s plans unnecessary.

From the bend whizzed the touring car; the faces of its nurderous crew
wer e
shown in glaring detail, for the freight |oconotive had thundered to the
crossing. Matt Schedl er had sped into far greater danger than The Shadow. Hi s
only chance was to skid the touring car away fromthe | oconotive's path.

Matt's foot nust have frozen on the brake pedal. His car did not lose its
speed. It leaped |ike a hound upon the edge of the tracks. Fromthat bounce,
it
seened to clinb the huge front of the |ocomptive. The thug-Iladen car
t el escoped
like a cardboard toy.

Clawing figures were hurled high fromthe engine's pilot. Shrieks were
| ost
am d the road. The denolished touring car vanished in fragnents. Its occupants
were gone when the |oconotive's bulk blotted the crossing from The Shadow s
gaze.

Frei ght cars rushed by, their speed decreasing. The Shadow had no need to
remai n upon the scene. He knew that the train crew would find no survivors.

A band of nurderers had been wi ped to not hi ngness. Professor Dorth's
out si de crew was gone. The Shadow was relieved of a necessary task that had
formed a prelude to his principal objective. Need of chase or ambush were both
el i m nat ed.

The coupe had stalled with its skid. The Shadow started the notor; turned
the car in the road. He resuned his northward route, sw nging a bend and
com ng
parallel to the tracks on this side of the railroad.

Eight miles would bring himto a station where the G een Muntain Express
made a regul ar stop. The Shadow had half an hour to reach that point before
Price Wadsford's train arrived

CHAPTER XV
THE SHADOW S RETURN

IT was quarter of ten; lights were di mupon the station platformin the
town of Brewing, twenty-two mles north of Whodbury. The station agent,



stepping fromthe waiting room paused to speak to a prospective passenger who
was standi ng under the shelter of the platformroof.

"The express is due in a couple of minutes,"” inforned the station agent.
"She's a little late, on account of the weather; but maybe she'll make it up
getting into New York."

In a quiet tone, the prospective passenger thanked the station agent for
the information. Thus encouraged, the agent offered further facts.

"No. 6 got held up down the line, so | hear," he said. "Ht an autonobile
at a grade crossing. She's pulled ahead, though, and the pike's clear. They
had
to hold up No. 11 - she's another freight - so's the express can go through
No.

11 usually neets the express here -

The agent broke off as a searchlight shot its beamfroma curve above the
station. He hurried along the platform while the stranger watched the
sl ackeni ng approach of the incom ng | oconotive. The train was the G een
Mount ai n
Expr ess.

Baggage cars and day coaches forned the forenost portion of the train.
Then
cane a club-diner; after that, a parlor car. The waiting passenger boarded the
di ner-1ounge and took a seat in the |ounge section. He tendered a ticket to
New
York and paid a Pull man fare.

There were no passengers in the diner section of the car, for the hour

was

too late for nmeals. The only ones aboard the | ounge section were three
chatting

yout hs who were returning froma vacation

Soon after the train had pulled away from Brew i ng, the new passenger
ar ose
and wal ked back into the parlor car

Thi s passenger was tall and leisurely of manner. H's features had a
hawki sh
aspect; they | ooked al nost masklike. His eyes were keen; but they had a
faculty
for covering a natural sharpness that would have excited attention from
observers.

Over his arm the passenger fromBrew ing was carryi ng what appeared to
be
a light raincoat, black in color. The coat was noist with rain; that could
have
been accounted for a faint, grayish tinge.

The brim of a dark hat projected frombeneath a fold of the supposed
rai ncoat; there were other objects, bul ky ones, but their shape was hardly
noti ceabl e.

The Shadow had sinply adopted a namel ess role. He | ooked |ike neither
Lamont Cranston nor Henry Arnaud, another of his disguises, although he bore
consi derabl e resenbl ance to the former. Cranston's features were the type that
The Shadow ordinarily preferred; a few adept touches would al ways suffice to
make hi s present countenance become that of the mllionaire.

The parlor car had few occupants. There were two nen who could be Price
Wadsford. The Shadow noticed a suitcase beside one man's chair; the bag bore a
custonms sticker. That identified the Canadi an. The Shadow approached and sat
down in the next seat.

PRI CE WADSFORD was a m ddl e-aged man, with square-jawed face and
gray-tinged hair. His long-fingered hands were restless as they gripped a
magazi ne; his eyes blinked nervously as they gl anced up



Wadsford noted that he was under observation by The Shadow. The fact
annoyed him He eyed the stranger suspiciously.

Wth a slight smle, The Shadow spoke a qui et question:

"You are Price Wadsford?"

Wadsford hesitated; then nodded.

"I thought so," remarked The Shadow, his tone scarcely nore than a
whi sper.

"You answer the description given ne by Professor Dorth. | have sonething
i mportant to tell you, M. Wadsford."

Wadsford' s eyes were qui zzical. The Shadow | ooked beyond hi m and poi nt ed
to
an open door.

"The drawi ng-roomis enpty,"” he said. "Suppose we step inside, where no
one
will disturb us."”

Wadsford nodded his agreement. Carrying his cloak, The Shadow entered the
drawi ng-room and cl osed the door. Wadsford had foll owed cl ose behind him He
was
prompt with a question

"What has happened?" he asked. "Nothing about the invention - | nean,
not hi ng has happened to Professor Dorth?"

"Not hi ng," replied The Shadow, "except that there will be danger if you
visit him There is no time for |engthy discussion, M. Wadsford. | need your
full confidence!"

"Concer ni ng what ?"

"The visit to Dorth's. | intend to go in your place!"

Wadsford cane to his feet, glaring at The Shadow, who was seated in the
chair nearest the door

"Professor Dorth warned ne of this!" exclaimed Wadsford. "He told me to
beware of strangers who night seek facts concerning his invention. If -"

"Cal myoursel f, M. Wadsford," interposed The Shadow, his eyes fixed upon
the man. "I said before that time was limted. | intend to give instructions,
your part is to follow them"

Wadsford's teeth gritted. Angrily, the man reached for the doorknob. The
Shadow ext ended an intervening hand. He caught Wadsford's forearmin a rigid
grip.

"Rermai n here," ordered The Shadow, "until we have nade our arrangenents
concerning -"

Wadsford interrupted with a sudden action. Twi sting, he lunged for The
Shadow, trying to thrust back the armthat held himat |ength. Wadsford's
t hr ust
was powerful; he started a shout as he came. The Shadow st opped hi m short.

The gripping hand tightened; it tw sted. Wadsford withed; The Shadow s
free hand cl apped upon his lips. Wth a shove, The Shadow sent his attacker
hal f
across the draw ng-room then used Wadsford's own weight to pull hinmself to
hi s
feet.

G anpi ng his forearm about the nman's neck, The Shadow added a qui ck choke
that dropped the fellow linply into a chair.

WADSFORD gasped hel pl essly; he was dazed by the jujitsu thrust. The
Shadow
cl anped the man's hands behind him bound themw th a | eather thong, that he
had
carried on this expedition in case of trouble with Dorth's dead servant,
Tar don.
He used Wadsford's handkerchief to gag the nman. Another strip of |eather took
care of Wadsford's ankl es.



It was swift work; and with doubl e reason. Wadsford was recovering by the
ti me The Shadow conpl eted the task; noreover, The Shadow had rmuch to do within
t he com ng m nutes.

The Shadow had dropped his cloak upon a chair, with the bul ky objects
beneath it. Staring with w de-opened eyes, Wadsford saw himlift the cl oak and
| ay aside a brace of automatics. He watched The Shadow pick up a flat box,
whi ch
proved to be a make-up kit.

Pr oppi ng Wadsford back against a chair, The Shadow rested the make-up box
in his own lap. Eyeing a mirror, |ooking beyond it, he began a facial
transformation

Steadily, carefully, he bulged the contour of his forehead; squared his
jaw;, added a putty-like substance to his cheeks. It required | onger for The
Shadow to shape his nose |ike Wadsford's. Then, with a warni ng whi sper, he
| eaned across and pulled the gag from Wadsford's teeth.

The prisoner nmade no outcry. He was as awed as he was hel pl ess. The
Shadow
studi ed Wadsford's lips; tightened the gag between the man's teeth; went on to
conpl ete his nake-up

As a final touch, he took a shell-gold tooth fromhis nake-up kit and
fitted it over one of his own bicuspids, to match a gold tooth that glittered
from Wadsford' s own nouth.

Packi ng his make-up kit, The Shadow followed with a careful search of
Wadsford's pockets. He found various itens that he wanted, including
Wadsford's
Pul  man ticket stub. Rising, The Shadow pi cked up his various bel ongi ngs,
turned
out the draw ng-roomlights and opened the door

He saw the porter sitting idly at the front of the car; the attendant was
the only person faced in The Shadow s direction. A nmoment |ater, the porter
dozed. The Shadow stepped fromthe draw ng-room and cl osed the door behind
hi m

Reachi ng Wadsford's Pull man seat, The Shadow found a briefcase beside the
suitcase. He opened it, drew out a sheaf of papers and packed his own
bel ongi ngs
- cloak, guns and make-up kit - instead. Wadsford's suitcase was not full. The
Shadow added t he papers that he had taken fromthe briefcase.

THE porter was coning along the aisle. The Shadow saw hi m| ook toward the
draw ng-room the porter chanced to notice that the door was closed. He
st epped
toward the door, as if to open it. The Shadow called to him in a querul ous
tone
that resenbl ed Wadsford's:
"Porter! Cone here!"
"Yes, sah!" The porter bowed, eyeing The Shadow and taking himfor
Wadsford. "What is it, sah?"
"I amgetting off at Wodbury."
"I know, sah. Pretty near ten minutes to Wodbury, yet. The conductor
will
be in here -
"Never m nd the conductor. Take my bags to the platform Then go | ook for
t he conductor."”
The porter hesitated, puzzled. The Shadow added:
"I want to nmake sure that the train will be stopped at Wodbury.
Soret i mes
there is a slip-up with these flag stops."
The porter bowed, picked up the two bags and carried themto the
pl atform



Soon he returned with the conductor, who snilingly announced that the train
woul d surely stop at Wodbury.

The Shadow notioned to a rack overhead; the porter brought down
Wadsford's
hat and overcoat, to help The Shadow don t hem

In the commotion, the porter had forgotten all about the draw ng-room
door.

Moreover, the train was nuch closer to Wodbury. Since The Shadow i nsisted
t hat
he must be on the platformwhen the train stopped, the porter followed him
out .

The Shadow gave the nman a dollar tip; they waited for the few m nutes
t hat
remai ned. The train slowed; the porter opened the door

The Shadow alighted the instant that the express stopped. He received his
bags fromthe porter, who scrambl ed back aboard. The train pulled out
i medi ately; and The Shadow calmy watched its departure.

He doubted that the porter woul d bot her about opening the door of the
drawi ng-room Even if he did discover Wadsford before the train reached New
York, it would be unlikely that the prisoner would nmention Professor Dorth
unti |
he talked with the police

By the light of the station platform The Shadow examined a letter that
he
had taken from Wadsford's pocket. It proved to be word froma hotel, that a
room
was reserved for Wadsford. The Shadow would be able to conmmunicate with
Wadsford
| ater.

A voi ce questioned The Shadow.

"Are you Price Wadsford?"

It was Jadway. The Shadow faked a facial twitch that resenbl ed Wadsford's
manner. He nodded.

"My nanme is Ursus Jadway," informed the swindler. "Professor Dorth asked
ne
to neet you, as his chauffeur was del ayed at a garage. Let ne have your bags,
M. Wadsford. You can wait in ny car, while | tel ephone the garage to tell the
chauffeur that | have met you."

The Shadow wat ched t hrough the station w ndows, while Jadway made the
tel ephone call. He easily divined Jadway's actual purpose. The swi ndl er was
sumoning Silk Marron and the crew from sone near-by hide-out.

COM NG fromthe waiting room Jadway clinbed behind the wheel of the
roadster and started for Dorth's. He nade no comments to his passenger, except
to express annoyance at the di sagreeabl e weat her

Jadway was canny. He had probably intended to talk to Wadsford during the
ride to Dorth's; but had changed that plan. Conming in with Wadsford would give
Jadway sufficient advantage when he dealt with Dorth.

Driving slowy, Jadway stopped when he saw a car stalled on the road.

"Hell o, didden'" he exclainmed. "Wat's the troubl e?"

The Shadow saw d i dden gape. The chauffeur blinked at Jadway as though
viewi ng a ghost. Finally, he gul ped:

"I'"mout of gas."

"CGet in the runble seat,"” ordered Jadway. "I have M. Wadsford here with
me. W'll take you up to the house."

G i dden obeyed, dunfounded. He had supposed that Matt Schedl er and
conpany

had | ong since handl ed Ursus Jadway.
Reachi ng the house, Jadway told Aidden to carry the bags inside.



G idden was still too stupefied to nmake objection. The Shadow knew why
Jadway wanted the chauffeur inside. Silk Marron and his men woul d soon be
com ng
up the hill. Jadway wanted their approach to pass undetected. Gidden was the
only man who might see the invaders in time to give the alarm

Wi le didden held the bags, Jadway pounded at the door. Donbrey opened
it;
st epped back wi th goggl e-eyes when he saw Jadway. The Shadow entered al ong
with
Jadway; and didden foll owed, shaking his head behind their backs, so Donbrey
coul d see.

Van Bryck appeared fromthe living room The technician paused at sight
of
Jadway; then smoothly covered his surprise.

"So you are back, M. Jadway?" he inquired. "Ah, good evening, M.
Wadsford. Professor Dorth expects both of you in the study."

Van Bryck led the way, leaving Gidden in the hall w th Donbrey. The
Shadow
spoke to the chauffeur and asked for his briefcase. Aidden handed it to him
The Shadow foll owed Van Bryck and Jadway.

This time, The Shadow s footsteps echoed with the others as they wal ked
al ong the passage to the study. The Shadow was no | onger a shrouded wat cher
within the confines of this mansion. He had cone openly, playing the role of
Price Wadsford

Prof essor Lycurgus Dorth was due for a surprise, |like the others who had
been astoni shed to see Ursus Jadway alive. Fromhis know edge of Dorth's
i ngeni ous ways, The Shadow was confident that the professor would have a
counterthrust; one that would surprise Jadway when the pinch arrived.

It woul d be The Shadow s turn to introduce the final elenment in the
com ng
sequence; a surprise of his own that would do for both of these participants
in
crime. That mght be difficult, while he passed hinself as Price Wadsford.

One point, however, remained in The Shadow s favor. It had not taken him
I ong to assume the appearance of Price Wadsford; it would require himbut a
fraction of that time to again become The Shadow.

CHAPTER XVI
CROCKS CONCUR

WHATEVER wonder nent Prof essor Lycurgus Dorth may have felt at w tnessing
the double arrival of Ursus Jadway and Price Wadsford, nothing expressed
itself
upon the old inventor's features.

Van Bryck, leading the way to the round-walled study, did not have
opportunity to speak to Dorth before the others entered. Hence the professor's
first inkling of what had happened came when he saw the faces of Jadway and
Wadsford, side by side.

Ri si ng behind his desk, Dorth chuckled an i nmedi ate greeting, holding out
his hand to The Shadow, whom he took for Price Wadsford.

"Wl conme! " exclaimed Dorth. "I amglad to see you again, M. Wadsford."
Turning to Jadway, he added: "Your arrival is nost timely, M. Jadway, Since
you

cane in with M. Wadsford, | suppose that Van Bryck has al ready introduced you
to him'

"I introduced nyself," returned Jadway, his tone suave. "l happened to
neet

M. Wadsford at the Wodbury station. | brought himhere in my car."



"Indeed!" Dorth smiled as he made exclamation. Then, in puzzled tone:
"Where was G idden? | thought that he had gone to the station to neet M.
Wadsford. "

"I't was sonething of a coincidence," explained Jadway, smoothly. "I was
headed this way, professor, returning as you suggested. | recalled that the
express was due; and | drove over to the station. didden was not there; so
met M. Wadsford when he stepped fromthe train. On our way here, we net
@ idden. He had run short of gasoline."

The Shadow saw a sharp glitter fromDorth's eyes. It faded quickly. The
prof essor had caught the inference; had guessed that Jadway was responsible
for
Gidden's trouble on the road.

O her thoughts were in Dorth's mnd, and The Shadow divined them Dorth
supposed that Jadway had net the coming guest in order to talk with himwhile
riding fromthe station. Logically, Dorth thought that Jadway woul d have
i nduced
The Shadow - presumably Wadsford - to go el sewhere than the nansion.

The fact that Jadway had actually brought Wadsford here nmade Dorth
bel i eve
that the two had exchanged i nportant conments on the road; had | eagued
t hensel ves and cone here together, to demand a showdown from Dorth.

That was where Jadway, for once, had outsnarted the old professor. Jadway
had discreetly avoi ded questioning the arrival whom he thought was Wadsford.
Jadway knew, however, that Dorth would believe otherw se. Jadway had put Dorth
on the defensive; the old professor would be forced to hedge, in order to
 earn
how matters stood between Jadway and \Wadsf ord.

That del ay was exactly what Jadway wanted; for it would allow time for
Silk
Marron and his henchrmen to reach the nmansion.

Jadway had al so guessed that if he talked too nmuch to Wadsford, he m ght
rai se doubts in the visitor's mnd. Jadway had been wise with that decision

The Shadow renmenbered how suspi ci ously he hinself had been received by
Wadsford, aboard the Green Muntain Express. Unquestionably, Jadway was
starting
well in this game of wits, although he was working entirely upon bl uff.

THE SHADOW was ready to help Jadway's bluff. He felt that the sw ndler
deserved a chance to aid in bringing Dorth to justice; for Jadway, hinself,
was
a victimof Dorth's intrigues.

True, Jadway was a swi ndl er who deserved puni shnent, and he had showed
mur derous intent against Carton Thurleigh in the latter's penthouse; but that
score was one that could be settled |ater. The Shadow woul d attend to it when
the time was right.

Bot h Jadway and The Shadow were facing Dorth across the latter's desk.
Van
Bryck was standing just within the study door, which he had cl osed. Jadway,
nevert hel ess, seened confident. He began the opening discussion in snmooth
f ashi on.

"I have not yet explained matters to M. Wadsford," stated Jadway, with a
qui ck gl ance toward The Shadow. Turning toward Dorth, he added: "I thought
t hat
you woul d prefer to introduce the subject, professor.”

Jadway' s gl ance, his suave tone convinced Dorth that the sw ndl er had
l'ied.

Dorth was sure that Jadway had gained facts from Wadsford during the ride from
the station. The professor rested his el bow on the desk; set his smooth chin
in



hi s cl awi sh hand.

"OfF course," declared Dorth. "It would be best for me to explain. You
see,

M. Wadsford, M. Jadway cane here with a pronotion plan. He wanted to
i nt er est
ot hers, besides yourself, in ny synthetic radium"

The Shadow blinked in Wadsford's fashion. Spluttering, he began:

"But that was not our plan, professor! I - | understood that you -

"I know," nodded Dorth. "You understood that you were to have sole rights
to ny invention. My negotiations with M. Jadway did not disturb that
arrangenent. They were intended for your advantage, M. Wadsford. You see, M.
Jadway | earned of certain nmen who had noney to invest. That is correct, is it
not, M. Jadway?"

"Of course," agreed Jadway. "They were nen who al ready knew about the
i nvention -"

"Not precisely," interposed Dorth, quickly. For the first time, his face
expressed anxiety. "Rune and Farradon were nmen who had studied the
possibilities
of radioactive substances. That was all."

A hard smle fitted itself to Jadway's |ips. The swindler had his
opportunity, and took it before Dorth could intervene.

"Any friend of yours would be interested in radioactivity," asserted
Jadway, facing Dorth. "That is why | knew that Rune and Farradon woul d be good
prospects.”

DORTH | ooked anxiously toward The Shadow, hoping that Jadway's inference
woul d slip by. Jadway, too, was sharp with a glance at the personage whom he
t hought was Wadsford. The Shadow di spl ayed a troubl ed | ook.

"I do not understand this!" he exclainmed. "Do | understand you correctly,
M. Jadway, when you state that your prospects were friends of Professor
Dort h?"

"Ask the professor,"” returned Jadway. "He can tell you."

The Shadow turned to Dorth. Slowy, the inventor nodded.

"Rune and Farradon were friends of mine," he adm tted. Thinking quickly,
Dorth was sure that this fact had al ready been di scussed by Jadway and
Wadsf or d.

"They were nmen of discretion. | felt that you might like to deal with them
M.
Wadsford. "

"You never nentioned themto nme!" expostul ated The Shadow. "You told ne
that | was the only person who knew of your synthetic radium™

"So you were," bluffed Dorth. "I can explain all this later, M.

Wadsf or d.
For the present, let us -

"Wait a minute!" The grated words cane from Jadway. The swi ndler was on

hi s

feet, glaring straight toward Dorth. "You told ne differently, professor.
W're

going to get to the bottom of this!"

Jadway faced The Shadow.

"Let's hear your story, Wadsford," added Jadway. "We'll listen to it
wi t hout interruptions. Just what kind of a deal did Dorth make with you on
this
i nvention of his?"

The Shadow had the answer. He knew that Dorth nust have sold Wadsford
fal se
rights to the invention, just as he had with Rune and Farradon. Calmy, The
Shadow repl i ed:

"Professor Dorth sold me exclusive rights to his synthetic radium The



i nvention belongs to ne. | have proof of that fact, anong the papers in ny
bri efcase. Let me show you, M. Jadway."

Reaching for the briefcase, The Shadow opened the top; slipped his hand
within, as if to draw out a stack of papers. Pausing a noment, he added:

"Perhaps you would be interested in knowi ng the amount that | paid for
t hose exclusive rights."

"I would," retorted Jadway. "Spill it, Wadsford!"

Bef ore The Shadow needed to fake a reply, Professor Dorth spoke from
acr oss
the desk. His chin still in his palm the old man cl ucked:

"Wadsford paid three hundred thousand dollars."

"So that was it," jeered Jadway. "l guessed pretty close to your gane,
Dort h! Rune and Farradon coughed up dough, too, didn't they? That's why you
had
to croak them wasn't it?"

THE SHADOW had gri pped an automatic. He saw somret hi ng whi ch Jadway had
not
noted. While Dorth was eyeing the swindler, Van Bryck was creeping forward
from
the door. The technician's hands were extended, ready to grip the back of
Jadway' s neck.

Dorth, too, was on the nove. Wiile his left hand remai ned notionl ess,
supporting his chin, his right was creeping slowy for a desk drawer. The
Shadow
knew t hat Dorth was going for a gun

Two seconds nore, and The Shadow woul d have whi pped forth a .45, to take
conmand of the scene. It was Jadway who changed the situation. The bull-faced
swi ndl er detected the creep of Dorth's right claw

Wth a sudden bell ow, Jadway sprang to the center of the room swi nging
away from Van Bryck's path. Wth a quick jerk, Jadway whi pped a revol ver from
his pocket. Hi s position gave himinstant opportunity to cover both Dorth and
Van Bryck.

"Up with them" snapped Jadway. Then, as Dorth and Van Bryck obeyed, he
added: "Just stay as you are, M. Wadsford. I'Il |ook out for you."

The Shadow renmai ned notionless. Wth disdai nful snort, Jadway
concentrated
upon Dorth, who sat pitifully with his hands uprai sed.

"So you grabbed of f sucker noney," jeered Jadway. "Made a goat of ne,
whil e
you pulled a con gane of your own! How much did you tap the others for?"

"Rune paid two hundred thousand,"” admtted Dorth. "Farradon delivered two
hundred and fifty thousand."

"Whi ch nakes seven hundred and fifty grand," total ed Jadway, adding
Wadsford's three hundred thousand. "One nore sucker and you' d have been a

mllionaire! Say - maybe you did have nore com ng. How about it?"

Dorth smiled dryly.

"Perhaps,"” he replied. "The gane is still good, Jadway. It may interest
you

to know that Rune and Farradon cane here before they died, just |ike Wadsford
cane tonight."

"You pl anted sonething on then®?"

"An actini um conpound, " returned Dorth, calmy. "It finished them and
faded, to | eave no evidence. Van Bryck swi tched Rune's fountain pen, to give
hi m
one that contained the powder. He handed Farradon a fixed package of
cigarettes.”

"That's right," put in Van Bryck, stolidly. "Tonight, | have a speci al
wat ch, prepared for Wadsford."



Jadway darted a | ook toward The Shadow. He saw that he was wearing a
heavy
gold watch chain running fromone top vest pocket to the other. The stemof a
| arge watch was projecting fromthe pocket on the |left. The Shadow had taken
these itens from Wadsford

"Let's see you nake the switch," suggested Jadway. "No nonkey busi ness,
Van
Bryck. Remenber, I'mquick with a trigger when | have to be!"

VAN BRYCK | ooked toward Dorth, who nodded. Sol emmly, the technician
approached The Shadow, who arose in nervous fashion, still clutching his
briefcase. He shifted toward the door. Jadway stopped himw th snooth tone:

"Stay as you are, M. Wadsford. We both want to see this."

Van Bryck stepped behi nd The Shadow, who was facing Jadway. The
techni ci an
remar ked:

"I intended to hel p Wadsford on with his coat. Like this -"

Sliding his left hand to the front of The Shadow s vest, Van Bryck
snoot hl'y
pl ucked the watch fromthe pocket; detached it fromthe sw vel-catch at the
end
of the chain. He did the whole nove with finger and thunb of his left hand and
| et the watch chai n dangl e.

Jadway saw Van Bryck swing his hand to his own pocket, drop Wadsford's
wat ch and bring out another that | ooked identical. Wth a snoothing notion
agai nst The Shadow s coat |apel, Van Bryck attached the duplicate watch and
| et
it drop in The Shadow s vest pocket.

A smile of admiration spread upon Jadway's thick lips. In alarned
f ashi on,

The Shadow pul |l ed out the watch that Van Bryck had planted upon him tore it
fromthe chain and flung it to the floor. Jadway's grin increased. Dorth saw
it

and remar ked:

"Seven hundred and fifty thousand dollars! Too bad, Jadway, that you
spoi |l ed the gane."

The professor shook his head sadly.

"W shoul d have arranged it differently," he said. "I was afraid of you,
Jadway, for | guessed that you were a swindler. | hesitated about proposing a
plan that | had in mnd."

"What was that?"

"To have you provide nme with prospects,” returned Dorth. "Mre wealthy

nen
i ke Rune, Farradon and Wadsford. You could roamat l|large; gain their
confidence; send themto me. Wth such contacts, | could gain the mllion that

you mentioned. You could acquire the same anount for yourself."

An avarici ous gl eam showed in Jadway's eyes. Slowy, the sw ndler nodded.
In specul ative fashion, he spoke:

"I't would still work. | could use an alias out Wst. The police would
never
bag ne."

"The deal is still open,"” said Dorth. "On a fifty-fifty basis, Jadway."

"What about this guy Wadsford?" demanded Jadway, nudgi ng his free thunb
toward The Shadow. "You can't plant anything on him Dorth. He's wi se."

"Wuld you care to have me di spose of hin?" clucked Dorth. "As the first
nmove in our partnership?”

"Go to it," ordered Jadway. "If you've got a nethod, it suits me. O
course, | can plug himright now "

"That will be unnecessary."



WTH this dry rejoinder, Dorth turned about in his swivel chair. He
rai sed
t he wooden strip between the w ndows; pressed the switch beneath. The door
| ocked with a click; the roombegan to revolve.

New admirati on showed on Jadway's face; the swindler's snile was both
evi
and conni ving. Jadway | evel ed his revolver toward The Shadow.

"Hol d that pose, Wadsford," snorted Jadway. "One funny nove and I'Ill plug
you! We're going to see what the professor has for you."

"It will please you, Jadway," chuckled Dorth, standing behind his desk.
“In
a nonent, you will realize the full opportunities that our partnership
offers.”

Jadway | aughed harshly. He had proven hinself as deep-dyed as Dorth.
Crooks
had concurred; they had deci ded upon the death of Price Wadsford. Before them
stood the cringing victim his face twitching in a manner that seened to
denot e
real terror.

Neit her Dorth nor Jadway realized that those facial contortions could be
fei gned. They never coul d have guessed that their intended victimwas The
Shadow.

CHAPTER XVI |
TURN ABOUT

THE circul ar study finished its half revolution. The Shadow was huddl ed,
al nost agai nst the open space that had once marked the door; but which had

becone the entrance to Dorth's horror cell. His left hand still clutched the
handl e of the briefcase. H's right was again inside the bag.
Jadway thought that it was still frozen to the papers that The Shadow had

i ntended to bring out.

The briefcase was turned end toward Jadway. All the while, The Shadow was
gripping an automatic, his finger on the trigger. At any instant, he could
have
ended this farce; sudden blasts through the | eather woul d have dropped Jadway
before the plotter could fire.

Such action would have left Dorth and Van Bryck dunbfounded, easy prey
for
The Shadow. Nevert hel ess, The Shadow desisted fromthe nmove. He was willing to
continue his part as Price Wadsford for a while |onger. The Shadow had gi ven
Jadway a chance to play square. The crook had not taken it. Therefore, Jadway
deserved the sane fate as Dorth and Van Bryck

Yet The Shadow was giving himthe absolute limt, to see if he wavered at
the sight of an innocent nan going to doom It was only one chance in a
t housand
t hat Jadway woul d do so; yet until the swindler had actually participated in a
nove of nurder, The Shadow intended to let himlive.

Standing in front of the death cell, The Shadow was franed in a glare of
flickering light. Professor Dorth's thoriumlanp was burning downward fromthe
ceiling. Jadway grinned as he saw the glow. He knew that it nust indicate a
deat h devi ce.

"No man can live five minutes in that cell,"” remarked Dorth, as he stood
behi nd his desk. "I always set the light before certain guests arrive. It has
had time to gain full intensity."

"What' Il it do to Wadsford?" queried Jadway. "Burn himto a crisp?"



"It will wither him" chortled Dorth, "as it has done with previous
victins!" Jadway | eered viciously, jabbing his revolver toward The Shadow.

"Back up!" snapped Jadway.

Mechani cally, his |ips wavering piteously, The Shadow noved back into the
horror cell, still clutching his briefcase and the gun within it. Jadway
shapped
an order to Dorth:

"Close himin!"

It was the verdict for death. It marked Jadway as a murderer. Dorth
pressed
the switch; the wall turned and the openi ng was cl osed.

As the w ndow hol es went by, Jadway saw the terrified face of \Wadsford;
t he
vi ctimappeared too scared to nove. Jadway | aughed gl oatingly at the view

THE room finished its turn. Jadway | owered his revol ver and swing toward
t he desk. He questi oned:

"No chance of that |ight shutting off?"

Dorth pointed to a | anp near the door of the room It was on a tiny
tabl e;
it was the only lanp that was not |ighted.

"When the thoriumlight is extinguished," remarked Dorth, "that |ight

will
becone illuminated. It is attached to the circuit."
"I'f it burns five mnutes |onger, Wadsford will be dead?"
"He will die in about four mnutes," stated Dorth, "but the thoriumglare

has about twelve minutes to run. Wadsford has been in the cell for exactly one
m nute. "

Van Bryck nodded agreenent. The white-coated technician knew all the
details of Dorth's devices.

"We can talk terms, in the neantine,’

deci ded Jadway. "By the way, we
won' t
be disturbed here, wll we?"

"The door is again unlocked," replied Dorth, "but Donbrey will not cone
here unless | send for him"

"CGood," stated Jadway. "It will be all right for Van Bryck to listen in
on
t hi s?"

"Of course," chuckled Dorth. "He shares nmy full confidence."

Jadway swaggered across the room juggling his revolver by the trigger
guard. He finally stopped to face the desk

"You put me in a jam professor,"” he declared, "but I can crawl out of
it.
Figuring that 1'll nake a million bucks on the deal, it's worth it. | can w nd
up in South Anerica, when | get ny load of kale. There's one point, though
t hat
we' ve got to settle.”

Dorth seated hinmsel f; nodded to Van Bryck to take a chair. Jadway came to
the point in question

"The split ought to start fromscratch,” affirmed Jadway. "You' ve al ready
made a haul of seven hundred and fifty grand. That dough is part of the deal."

"Part of the two million," agreed Dorth. "W can settle that later."
"I"1l give you a good proposition," suggested Jadway. "I'Il bring in one
sucker, to run the total over a mllion. W'll split fifty-fifty and keep on

fromthere."

Dorth consi dered the plan; nodded his approval

"One thing, though," added Jadway. "What about that swag you've taken in,
up to date. Do you still have all of it?"

"I have the entire anount," returned Dorth. "I financed this whole plan



on
my own capital. | have not been forced to draw a single dollar fromthe
profits.”

"CGood! Can you show nme the cash?"

Jadway put away his revol ver as he asked the question. He strolled toward
the door; waited there, as if expecting Dorth to rise and | ead hi m somewhere
in
t he house. Instead Dorth sinply notioned to the front of the desk and ordered:

"Open it, Van Bryck."

THE t echnici an stooped and pressed the center panel at the front of the
desk. The panel eased inward; slid beneath another, Jadway saw that the pane
was of steel; its release showed a shall ow strong box, that was w de and high
to make up for its lack of depth.

Stacked in tight packs were bundl es of currency that alnost conpletely
filled the secret strong box. Jadway saw that the bills were of high
denom nations. A quick estimate told himthat the full amunt was present.
Jadway nodded in pl eased fashion. Dorth pointed toward the lamp on the little
tabl e.

"The gl ow still operates,

remarked the professor. "Four minutes are
gone.
Wadsford is dead!"

Wth this announcenent, Dorth | ooked toward the door. H's eyes showed
sudden al arm as they spotted Jadway's hand creeping toward the sw ndler's coat
pocket. Wth a harsh shout, Dorth shot a claw for the desk drawer that
cont ai ned
hi s own gun.

Van Bryck heard Dorth's cry. The technician pounced toward Jadway, too
| ate. As he whipped out his gun, Jadway used his other hand to yank the door
i nward. A | ong-nosed nan-bounded through, flashing a .38; behind himwere four
ot hers.

Silk Marron had arrived with his crew.

Van Bryck stopped short; Dorth sank back hel pl essly. The flash of
brandi shed guns told themthat fight was useless. Wth his band inside the
room
Jadway cl osed the door. He pointed to the open front of the desk.

"That's ours,"” Jadway told Silk. "I get my half of the dough; you fell ows
split the rest. | told you that there would be gravy here."

"We'll all take it on the lam" rejoined Silk, |ooking toward his thugs.
"l
told you nugs that this guy Jadway was tops."

Nudgi ng back toward the passage, Silk added:

"W bagged the chauffeur and the flunky when we was coming in. Tapped 'em
on the konks, wi thout maki ng no noise about it. They was a cinch, |ike you
figured, Jadway."

Jadway nodded. His glare was fixed on Dorth. Jeeringly, the nurderous
swi ndl er predicted the professor's future.

"You tried to pass a rap to ne," sneered Jadway. "Wen it didn't work,

you
figured a way to nake nore dough, going halves with ne. That's one tinme you
turned out to be a sucker. Showed me your swag; well, it's enough. It's easier

to grab what's here than to go after nore, especially with a doubl e-crosser
l'i ke
you -"

A click fromthe door nade Jadway turn. As he | ooked, the room began to
revol ve. Weeling toward the professor, Jadway shout ed:

"What are you pulling here? Starting this trick room around agai n?"

"I didn't touch the switch," began Dorth. "It's in back of me - on the

wal



"Press it right now Stop this turntablel™

"I can't, until it's finished its turn. Listen to ne, Jadway" - Dorth was
rising, his expression anxious "there's only one person who coul d have managed
to make this roomrevolve. And that's -"

"That's you, you doubl e-crosser!”

BAW.I NG t he accusation, Jadway jabbed his revolver toward Dorth. A white
shape | eaped from beside the wall, to grab for Jadway's gun. It was Van Bryck;
t he technician knocked Jadway's arm aside as the swindler fired. Dorth did a
di ve behind the desk

Revol vers coughed. A fusillade fromSilk and his thugs riddled Van Bryck
as
Jadway warded off the attacker. Van Bryck fell; the thugs jabbed shots at the
desk, hoping to shoot through the woodwork and clip Dorth, who |ay beyond. The
bull ets were stopped by the steel panels that formed the front of the desk.
Those surfaces were nerely painted to | ook |ike rmahogany.

"Cet around the desk!" shouted Jadway, in the center of the revolving
room
"Plug Dorth! Gve it to the cursed old faker -"

Jadway' s command ended abruptly. The room had conpleted its half turn

t he

glow fromthe death cell was shining through the opening that had reached the
far wall. Like Jadway, Silk and the four thugs were turned away fromt hat
spot ;

but all heard the chilling sound that issued fromthe secret room

They wheel ed about, those rogues, to face a new opponent - one whomt hey
had not expected here, yet whose mirthless | augh had warned them of his
strength. They had heard the |augh of The Shadow, upon the threshold of the
torture roomthey saw the dread being, hinself.

Cl oaked in black, with slouch hat on his head, The Shadow was standi ng
with
ready automatics. Those gun muzzles, projecting fromgloved fists, betokened
doomto nmen who deserved to die.

The Shadow had dropped the part of Price Wadsford; inprisoned in the cel
of doom he had donned his chosen garb

It was The Shadow who had rmade the roomrevol ve, by jabbing a hooked
strip
of steel beneath the end wall of the cell. Through that tiny crevice, The
Shadow
had engaged the hidden switch that Dorth had installed in case he chose to use
the cell as a place for his own conceal nent.

Regardl ess of whether Dorth and Jadway strengthened or dissolved their
partnership, The Shadow had waited until they would believe himdead. He knew
that his return would then bring consternation to his foenen.

The Shadow had turned the tables upon nen of crime; but by revolving the
room so he could again enter it, he had cone face to face with a full squad of
desperate killers.

CHAPTER XVI | |
DOUBLE BATTLE

THE SHADOW S chal | engi ng | augh was the best of opening noves. It brought
a
uni fied response fromthe killers whom he was set to battle; but that was to
The
Shadow s advantage. He wanted his enenmies to act alike, not singly. There was



al ways greater hazard when some | one foe showed unexpected initiative

Sil k was the quickest of those who spun about; beside himwas a thug who
showed al nbst equal speed. Both fired as they wheel ed; their shots were too
hasty. The bullets thudded the walls beside the opening; neither marksman had
time for a new jerk of a revolver trigger

The Shadow s automatics blasted ami d the echoes of his |augh. They were
t hunderous, those reports, for their sounds were anplified by the confines of
the death cell. The effect of those |ong-tongued stabs was i mediate. Silk and
his fellow killer sprawl ed side by side, close to Van Bryck's body.

The Shadow shifted forward; then back; he was past the edge of the cell
away from vi ew when new thugs fired. He poked the nuzzle of a .45 out fromthe
cell, picked off another killer with a single blast.

It was too nuch for Jadway. The swi ndl er bell owed a command to the two
t hugs who renai ned.

Both | aunched forward, intent upon trapping The Shadow. As they sprang,
their black-clad foe | eaped suddenly in view, stabbing quick shots at the
coners. The forenpst thug fell headl ong; the other, lurching across his
spraw ing pal, fell upon The Shadow and began a frenzied grapple.

This was the one form of attack that The Shadow had sought to forestall.
Once thugs discarded guns to clinch, they could make trouble; for such wild
tactics ruined The Shadow s aim His only course was to beat down his foenan,
keepi ng the thug's body between hinmsel f and Jadway.

The swindler was in front of Dorth's big desk, standing above the body of
Van Bryck, which nade a gory sight, its white coat splotched with crinson.

Jadway did not realize the spot that he was in. Half a mnute nore, The
Shadow woul d be free to deal with him to catch himflat-footed, fromwthin
t he
cell. At that instant, however, another man acted to prolong Jadway's life.

The man who nade the nove was Dorth; he performed the deed for his own
benefit, not for Jadway's. Comi ng up from behind the desk, Dorth snapped the
wal I switch, which was once nore capabl e of making the roomrevolve. Dorth
t hought to trap The Shadow in the cell.

AS the roomstarted to revol ve, The Shadow saw it. Fromthe threshold of
the cell, he made a huge forward | unge; sent the grappling thug rolling to the
floor. Arns wi de, The Shadow had no chance to aimfor Jadway; instead, he
hurtled forward and dived for Jadway as the big man fired.

A bull et singed The Shadow s shoul der; the flesh wound did not stop him
He
drove a bashing blow with one automatic. As Jadway ducked, The Shadow f el
upon
him The two rolled to the floor; Jadway canme on top. He gave a triunphant
shout .

Dorth, crouched over the top of the desk, realized all that Jadway fail ed
to guess. He saw why The Shadow had | et Jadway cone above him It was because
of
t he t hug whom The Shadow had propell ed across the room

That killer was rising, |ooking for a revolver. He would be back again in
the fray; The Shadow was using Jadway as a shield agai nst him

Dorth pressed a button at the side of the desk. It was a summons to his
hi dden servants, in their upstairs quarters. They had failed to learn of Silk
Marron's entry, for Silk and his thugs had quietly handl ed didden and
Donbr ey.

However, Dorth's servants woul d now know t hat an emergency exi sted.

From his desk drawer, Dorth drew his revolver. d oating, he watched the
fray upon the floor, while the circular roomconpleted its revolution

As The Shadow rolled, Dorth saw a peculiar glisten to the garb that he
was
wearing. The black garnents - cloak, gloves and hat - all carried a slight



grayish tinge. It told why The Shadow had dared the gl ow of the horror cell
Dorth renenbered Van Bryck's report of the evaporated | ead sol ution. He had
regarded it as inconsequential at the tine. He knew, at last, that it had been
i mportant.

Dorth realized that The Shadow had visited the | aboratory; soaked his
bl ack
garnments in the protective liquid. Garbed in his own cloak and hat, The Shadow
had becone i mMmune to the penetrating effect of the deadly thoriumrays.

THE room had stopped its half circuit. Dorth | eaped to the door and
gr abbed
the knob, ready to adnmit his servants when they arrived. He was counting upon
Jadway hol di ng out agai nst The Shadow, so that both would be victins when the
reserves arrived.

Dorth had by this tinme realized that some ill fate nust have overwhel ned
Matt Schedl er and the outside crew

Just as Dorth opened the door, a nuffled shot came fromthe floor. Dorth
saw the last thug topple. The fell ow had found a revol ver; had been waiting
for
a chance to clip The Shadow. Spotting the crouching thug, The Shadow had
managed
to twist his right-hand automatic and thrust it beneath Jadway's arm to down
t he nenaci ng t hug.

The door was open; there were shouts and footfalls at the far end of the
passage. Another muffled shot cane fromthe floor. It sounded just as Jadway,
half rising, tried to sledge The Shadow with a stroke of his revolver.

Jadway' s bl ow never fell. Instead, the nurderous swindler did a sideslip
and rol |l ed dead upon the floor. The Shadow had pressed his automatic to
Jadway' s
heart, and had yanked the trigger simultaneously.

Dorth's servants were surging through the anteroom Flat on the floor
The
Shadow used his one good armto punp two final bullets fromhis automatic. One
man spraw ed dead; a second staggered, clutching his right shoul der, while his
revolver fell to the floor

There were two nore servants; Dorth snarled for themto come ahead. They
paused too | ong.

Snatching up his other automatic, which lay |less than two feet away, The
Shadow was ready for the last pair of servants when they aimed. He sprayed
three
bull ets straight for the door. Dorth's |last henchmen sl unped.

Dorth, hinmself, was springing back to the desk. He wanted its protection
Across the top, he ainmed for The Shadow, fired one wild shot and ducked. The
Shadow had dropped his second automatic, to pick up Jadway's revol ver.

Fromthe anteroom Dorth's wounded servant managed to grasp the doorknob
with his left hand. Saggi ng outward, he pulled the door shut after him he
wanted no nore battle. Wakened by his shoul der wound, the nan had barely
enough
strength to nake his one protective nove.

Dorth heard the door slam Wth a canny chuckle, the old professor
pressed
the wall switch. The room began to revolve. Peering fromthe side of the desk,
Dorth saw The Shadow, half risen on the floor. Dorth ducked as the revol ver
muzzle turned toward him He was prepared to play a waiting gane.

The Shadow, wounded, would seek refuge. Hi s only place would be the
hor r or
cell. That would afford himas good a barrier as the desk which served Dort h.
| f
The Shadow entered the cell again, there would be a chance to trick him- so



Dorth reasoned.

EVEN whil e the roomrevol ved, The Shadow acted in a manner that nade
Dorth
chuckl e. He seened to be taking the bait; with backward craw, he was novi ng
toward the opening that would soon be the entrance to the cell of doom

VWen the room stopped, The Shadow was but a few feet fromthe opening. He
made a final effort; then slunped and flattened on the fl oor

Dorth saw the bl ack cl oak outspread. The grayish tinge was clearly
visible
against the vivid flicker that still cane fromthe ceiling of the death cell
The thoriumlight had gained its highest intensity; the cell walls were
crackling with the heat.

The Shadow lay silent, his arms obscured beneath his cloak. Dorth thought
that he | acked effort to nove farther. Wth fiendi sh chuckle, Dorth pounced
out
fromthe desk; bounded forward, aimng as he cane. He intended to riddle The
Shadow wi th every bullet in his gun, delivering the six shots from cl ose
range.

As Dorth pressed the trigger for the first, a report sounded fromthe
fol ds
of The Shadow s cloak. A flash froma revolver nuzzle ripped straight for
Dorth's body. Dorth had taken the bait; not The Shadow. Feigni ng conplete
col | apse, The Shadow had drawn the murderer from his place of safety beyond
t he
steel -fronted desk.

Dorth bounded upward as the bullet clipped him H's own gun barked; its
bull et ricocheted fromthe unbreakable glass in the roof of the death cell
Dorth's armhad jogged with his body; he had fired upward.

Staggering wildly, Dorth lost his gun; he clanped both hands to his body
and reeled forward, blindly. He stunbled upon The Shadow, |ost his footing and
pi tched headl ong, straight through the opening into the crackling cell

As he writhed upon the floor, Dorth realized where he was. Screamning, he
tried to gain his feet; he failed

The Shadow was rising; he steadied and turned toward the cell. He saw
Dorth
claw the sides of the cell; then sag. The nurderer was withering under the
devastating rays of his own death device.

The cell had reached its fury point, wherein a single mnute would
suffice
for death to overwhel man unfortunate occupant. Though Dorth deserved deat h,
The
Shadow had no desire to see himsuffer so horrible a fate, even though it was
the sort of retribution that belonged to the old professor.

The Shadow stepped toward the cell; then wavered. H s wound had brought a
| oss of blood; he was too weak for heavy effort.

Clutching the wall of the room The Shadow tried to steady. He heard
Dorth
utter a | ast gasped scream saw the nurderer stretch upon the floor of the
cell.

Hardly had Dorth's fate been settled before a click sounded; the glaring
ceiling
light faded; the floor sagged downward.

Dorth's body slid through the trap; passing from The Shadow s view, it
dropped to its final resting place. A crash told that the ol d professor had
| anded anong the bones of his own victins.

AS the floor canme up, The Shadow steadied. He crossed the room pressed



t he
swi tch behind the desk. The turntable revol ved, the opening closed to blot out
the fading glow of the cell that had swallowed its own creator

Ri ppi ng away his cl oak and garments beneath it, The Shadow uncovered his
wounded shoul der. He wadded a handkerchief in place, to stanch the fl ow of
bl ood. Hi s dizziness | essened as the roomceased to revolve. Carrying Jadway's
gun, The Shadow opened the door to the anteroom

The wounded servant had craw ed to a corner; he was lying there
unconsci ous. The Shadow continued through the passage; crossed the huge front
hal | and found the front door unbolted. He descended through the
port e-cochere;
felt the wel come spray of cold rain.

The fresh air revived The Shadow. Wth steadier stride, he continued to
t he
garage and rmanaged to open the sliding door

Entering Harry Vincent's coupe, The Shadow backed the car fromthe
gar age.
He headed down the hill; near the bottom he swing into a nuddy side road and
turned off the lights.

The Shadow had heard the approach of other nmotors. He watched while three
cars passed, picking the road up the hill

VWeeling out into the road, The Shadow drove ahead. He was bound for
better
hi ghways, that would |l ead himto New York. He knew what those arriving cars
had
signified. Price Wadsford, discovered aboard the express, had decided to
i nform
the law that there m ght be trouble at Professor Dorth's.

Murder was ended at the mansion on the hill. Killers had met the doom
t hat
t hey deserved. Professor Dorth's fake invention would be uncovered with his
death devices. Ill-gained swag woul d be recl ai ned.

A strange | augh sounded fromthe speeding coupe. The noist air throbbed
its

eerie echoes of that mrth. The strident, nmirthless tone faded; only the
patter
of the beating raindrops remained, to tattoo their quiver on the roof of the
departing car.

The Shadow s triunphant |augh had ended. It was a knell for nen of crine;
a
token that told of justice delivered. The schenmes of Professor Lycurgus Dorth
were ended; so were those of Ursus Jadway, who had shown hinself a nurderer of
equal cali ber.

Those crooks who had matched their wits agai nst each other had found an
end
to their thirst for ill-gotten wealth. Dorth and Jadway ali ke, had been
out mat ched by The Shadow.

THE END



