THE POOLTEX TANGLE
by Maxwel | G ant

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

An amazing tale of crine that runs fromrailroads to ships, fromfactory
to penthouse, fromsmall town to the capitals of the world!

CHAPTER |
CREATURES OF THE M ST

THE | ate afternoon fog curl ed sluggishly across salt marshes that skirted
t he unseen waters of Long |sland Sound. Between the nmarshes and the | ow1ying
flats beyond ran a double line of ghostly railroad tracks. The scene was one
of
utter enptiness.

Qccasionally the fog swirled and thinned for an instant. In those
fleeting
monents the glimrering curve of other steel rails was visible. There were two
freight sidings at this point. Both spurs joined the main |ine by swtches
somne
thirty feet apart.

On one of these sidings two seal ed box cars, coupled, waited notionless.
The car farthest fromthe main line was there for a legitimte purpose. A
train
was due al ong presently, from Boston, to pick up that car and haul it onward
across the Connecticut line into New York. Its waybills were in order, its
consi gnnment | awf ul

The box car nearest the main line was a different proposition. It had
been
rolled there by experienced crimnals, working under a bl anket of fog for an
unl awful purpose. Its doors were properly sealed. A placard pasted agai nst one
of its steel panels bore the printed inscription: "TH S CAR CONTAI NS POOLTEX. "

Everyt hi ng about this second car was nornal - except its contents. It did
not contain "Pooltex." It was | oaded with sodden bal es of hay, whose wei ght
was
calcul ated to the I ast pound. The purpose of the invisible thieves was to
substitute this cunningly canouflaged car for a simlar one on the expected
freight train.

A master-crimnal had laid his plans with infinite patience. He was ready
now for the swift clinmax - one that woul d necessarily involve a col d-bl ooded
nmur der .

Hi s figure appeared suddenly through the tendrils of fog. He noved
cautiously from beside the fake box car. He crossed over to where the
legitimate car was waiting to be picked up. The sound of his faint chuckle was
netal lic.

After a quick inspection, he stepped across dripping rails to the barely
visible tracks of the main line.

He was dressed in a long black raincoat and pull ed-down hat. The face of
the man was conpletely covered by a black mask. His eyes were nere ruthless
pi n
points, glaring watchfully through narrow slits in the mask.

He took a small flashlight fromhis pocket and stood calmy waiting on
t he
shadowy ties. H s shrouded head bent grimy forward in order to hear the first
di stant warni ng of the approaching train.



THE masked man's ears were sharp. He heard the faint sing of the ghostly
rails long before he heard the train itself. Instantly his flashlight gl owed
once and became dark again. H's signal was answered simlarly fromthe gl oom
of
the siding where the hay-filled box car waited.

The I aboring puffs of a distant |oconotive becane audi bl e. The beam of a
headl i ght grew like a fuzzy white star in the thick mst.

The masked figure glanced swiftly at his watch. The tine was 4:00 p.m He
ran with agile speed toward the wet blur of near-by bushes. He was now as
i nvisible as the four henchnen to whom he had just signal ed.

He had uttered no word, issued no commands. None was needed.

The long freight train halted with a tortured squeal of steel-flanged
wheel s. There were nore than thirty cars in the string. On the roof of one of
the center cars, a brakeman stood w de-legged on the flat catwal k. A lantern
dangl ed from his wet fingers.

He was a young man, hardly nore than a kid. As the long train ground to a
wheezing halt, he swung hinmself down a vertical side |ladder and | eaped to the
ground. The side of the box car which he had just quitted was pasted with a
printed placard: "TH S CAR CONTAI NS POOLTEX. "

Wat ching the kid brakie frombehind his covert of bushes, the nasked
| eader of the crooks knew that his scheme was worki ng out accurately. The
Pooltex car on that notionless train was consigned to New York. Al the cars
behind it were consigned either to Phil adel phia or Washi ngton

The train would have to be broken behind this particul ar shipment,
because
the legitimate car waiting on the siding was al so consigned to New York. It
woul d have to be coupled on in front of those rear ones that were grouped for
Washi ngt on and Phi | adel phi a.

Warily the nasked observer stole forward from his hiding place. The young
braki e had al ready parted the coupling between the Pooltex car and the rear of
the train. He turned in the fog, lifted his lantern to signal the engi neer of
the far-off | oconotive.

Bef ore the dangling light could wave, the masked man | eaped behind his
victim He swng the butt of a heavy gun

There was an ugly crack as the weapon smashed agai nst the unsuspecting
brakie's skull. The victimpitched forward w thout a groan. Bl ood poured from
his broken head. His lantern fell to the ground.

The killer sprang away. He vani shed between the Pooltex car and the one
in
front of it. He broke the coupling mechanismw th swift efficiency. The whole
thing took less than a m nute. Wen he darted back to the fallen body of the
brakeman, the box car which the thieves intended to steal was now a conpl ete
unit in itself, broken front and rear fromthe two halves of the long train.

The brakeman's lantern still lay where it had fallen. The masked man
snatched it up and swing it in the manner of an experienced trainman.

In the dimess far ahead the whistle of the | oconotive tooted a reply.
The
forward part of the train drew ahead in the nist, |leaving behind it the rear
section and the uncoupl ed Pooltex car. It halted, waiting for the signal to
back.

THE master-crimnal ran like a dark streak to the enpty siding that
paral | el ed the occupi ed one. He unlocked the switch and threwit.

The Pooltex car was already beginning to roll. Four thugs were inpelling
it fromthe main line into the enpty siding. Each of themwas using a |ong
pi nch bar. The handl e of each inplenment was twi ce the thickness of a pickax,
and the steel-shod curve at the lower end fitted under the wheels of the car
like levers. Powerful jerks tooled the car along at a rapid pace once it got



started and acquired i nmpetus.

It passed over the turned switch and rolled onward al ong the siding.

Up ahead, the strange delay was irking the engineer. He couldn't see what
was happening in the fog, but he knew the job was taking an unusually | ong
time. He tooted his whistle inmpatiently for the signal to back up

The | eader of the gang turned, his slitted eyes grim Suddenly he saw the
qui ck code flash fromhis sweating confederates. Three brief dots from an
electric torch. "OK.," those flashes neant.

Hs lantern circled instantly. The train-began to back. The switch to the
first siding was open and ready. The train backed into the canoufl aged car
| oaded with hay and the regular car to be picked up. In a few nmnutes it was
over on the main track again. Another jarring bunp and the split train was now
coupl ed together in a long, unbroken I|ine.

If an inspection had been nmade, the train crew woul d have thought only
one
car was picked up

The train got under way. As it puffed onward into the fog with gathering
speed, the masked killer hung by one hand froma | adder rung, waving the
si gnal
of "all clear." Then he doused the lantern and | eaped to the flying ground
bel ow
hi s poi sed feet.

Crouched in the gloom the master-crook watched the train vanish. H's
crime had worked like a charm But it was not yet a perfect crine. There stil
remai ned the stolen box car to dispose of - and the body of the unfortunate
br aki e.

The killer laughed as he hurdled the sprawled figure of his victim He
hurried toward the hijacked car

THE seal s were already broken. Four thieves stared at their panting
| eader
as he leaped up into the car and snapped on his electric torch. Bal es of
dark-brown cloth filled the interior of the box car

The four henchnen were chuckling at their cleverness. But the | eader
didn't take anything for granted. He could see that the piled bales were
actually cloth. But were they Pooltex cloth?

He squatted on the floor alongside a bale. In one hand he held a thick
pl unber's candle. In the other he grasped a pint bottle that contained a
colorless liquid. It seemed to be half fluid and half withing gray snoke.

Swiftly the masked man nade his first test of the stolen cloth. He held
the hot flanme against the fabric. He grunted as he saw neither sparks nor any
spread of fire. Al that happened was a spreadi ng smudge of carbon where the
licking flame had touched. The snudge was brushed away in an instant, |eaving
the cloth unmarred. It wouldn't burn - couldn't burn!

The acid fromthe bottle nade a second and even nore satisfactory test.
It
bubbled in a swirling mass in a winkl ed depression which the killer holl owed
in
the fabric. Holding the puddled cloth carefully so as not to spill the
danger ous
acid against his hands or clothing, he allowed the testing fluid to spill to
t he
ground outside the car

The nonent it touched the dark weeds al ongside the track, the stuff
bubbl ed fiercely, hissing and fum ng. Werever a drop of the deadly fluid had
fallen, the weeds were conpletely eaten away by the corrosive power of the
aci d.

But the closely woven cloth in the crimnal's hand was entirely unharmed.
Li ke the candle flane, the bite of the powerful acid had been in vain. This



amazing fabric was the real thing!

In the near-by weeds a gruesone figure still lay notionless and bl oody.
The crimnal who had tested the stolen cloth junped fromthe box car and bent
over the inert body of the young brakie. He went rapidly through the pockets
of
t he corpse.

He found only trivial objects, until his exploring fingers dipped into
t he
i nner pocket of the brakeman's coat. The thing he took out was an old
dog- ear ed
envel ope. Apparently it was nothing to unnerve a crimnal as cool and daring
as
this killer had shown hinself to be.

Yet, as he glanced at the witing on the outside of that crunpled
envel ope, he gave a quick, incredulous cry. It was followed with a barking
chuckl e of delight.

The four henchnen stared at their chief with puzzl ed expectancy. They
wat ched hi m eagerly open the envel ope and read the letter. H s chuckl e becane
a
harsh | augh. He placed his find back in the dead young man's pocket and
re-buttoned the coat with steady fingers.

"Who do you think that dead brakie is?"

There was no answer fromhis staring henchnmen. He replied to his own
guestion with a single jeering nane.

" Cardona! "

IT was the | ast name on earth those crooks expected to hear. There was
i nstant confusion, a swift babble of excited words.

"You're crazy, boss! This dead punk is only a kid! Joe Cardona is bigger
heavier. A lot older, too."

"Who said it was Joe Cardona?" their |eader snapped. "This young sap's

nane i s Anthony Cardona - he's Joe's nephew. That letter | just shoved back in
hi s pocket was from Joe hinself. He was witing to the kid to ask hi mhow he
likes railroading as a career. Telling himthat some day he'll be a big
traffic

executive, if he works hard and sticks to business. How do you like that for a
[ucky kill?"

There was ugly nerrinment anmong them Joe Cardona was the nost fanous man
hunter on the New York police force. Every one of these four henchmen had
swor n
at one tinme or another to kill Joe. They had failed, of course, because Acting
I nspect or Cardona was too tough a bird to be rubbed out.

And now hi s nephew | ay stark and bl oody at their feet in a swirling

bl anket of fog somewhere in Connecticut. A swell bit of crooked luck! Killing
a
young punk that Joe |oved was the next best thing to killing Joe hinself!

The | eader's abrupt rasp ended the mirth of his men.
"Cet that box car noving! W' ve got enpty trucks to load and it's going

to
take tinme. Squint!"

"Yeah?"

"As soon as the Pooltex car is safely hidden, drive your enpty truck to
the spot up the line | showed you. Yesterday - and make it snappy! | want to

get back here in a hurry. Cone on - tool that car along!"

The pinch bars which the thugs had al ready used with such proficiency
agai n appeared. Miscul ar shoul ders strained. Then the car began to roll along
the track. It passed over the switch fromthe siding to the right of way. Then
it melted into the msty fog that blewin fromthe deserted salt marshes of
Long | sl and Sound.



The masked | eader didn't follow his nen. He turned the siding switch and
| ocked it. Except for hinself and the dead body of the rnurdered nephew of
Cardona, he was now al one.

Tossi ng young Ant hony Cardona's body across his shoul der, he nelted al ong
the right of way. He crossed the ties and made his sl ow way back to where a
gasol i ne hand car was waiting on the northbound track

He had been safe in leaving it there because he had an accurate know edge
when the next northbound frei ght was due. @ ancing at his watch, he saw t hat
he
had a full ten-minute | eeway in advance of the train.

DUMPI NG t he corpse on the square platformof the tiny car, the nurderer
started the gas engine. Wth a rhythmc throb, the car noved along the rails.
It increased its speed. Mle after mle it traveled - in the direction
opposite
to that taken by the stol en box car.

A white marker beside the deserted track showed that the car had travel ed
a fraction nore than twenty mles. Abruptly the man at the control sl ackened
his speed. He saw ahead the steel structure of a bridge that spanned a narrow
inlet. This was the place where he had planned i n advance to di spose of the
body of the brakeman.

The car stopped. Anthony Cardona's body was thrown overboard into the
racing waters of the narrowinlet. The tide at this place was strong and coul d
be depended upon to carry the corpse far out into the Sound.

Watching it for a griminstant, the nurderer saw the linp body vanish in
a
swirl of dark bubbles. He turned and ran with quick strides to the waiting
gasol i ne car.

This time he throttled the pace down to a sl ower speed. He crossed the
bri dge and kept his keen eyes ahead. He was | ooking for a blazed tel egraph
pol e
to the right of the track. A quarter mle onward he saw the mark that he
hi nmsel f
had carefully hacked with a hatchet.

He threw hinmself outward and | anded with a jounce on nmarshy |and. The
enpty gas car continued on its way. It would click nonotonously along unti
t he
gas was exhausted or it ranmed into a halted train ahead - the masked killer
didn't nuch care. All he cared about was a grimtriangle of facts: a stolen
box
car, the body of young Cardona, and the scene of the robbery itself. Two
angl es
had al ready been covered; the inlet tides would take care of the third.

Crossing the tracks away fromthe marshes, the nurderer pushed his way
t hrough brush until he emerged on a narrow dirt road. An enpty notor truck was
waiting there. The killer clinmbed to the cow ed seat al ongsi de the henchman he
had called "Squint." The truck returned along the deserted road, jouncing over
its rutted surface.

The two nmen on the seat |aughed softly. They were thinking of the grim
joke fate had played on Acting Inspector Joe Cardona: the death of his nephew.

Fate, however, was preparing a different outconme. The corpse of Anthony
Cardona was still in the inlet where it had been thrown by the crafty killer
The current had wedged it into weed-covered tinbers that jutted out fromthe
mudbank where an old jetty had once stood.

The force of the current was powerless to spin the body | oose fromwhere
it was jamed. The back-thrown head of the corpse kept staring with sightless
eyes toward the steel structure of the railroad bridge.

Two nmiles up the fog-hidden line, a trackwal ker suddenly halted his sl ow
i nspection tour. He had just seen a runaway gasoline car speed past him enpty



of workers. That car had no right to be there. Sonething wong down the |ine!
The trackwal ker turned instantly and retraced his steps. As he hurried
al ong the wet roadbed he had an uneasy sense that a nysterious voice in the
fog
itself was calling to him A voice, and yet not a voice - calling -
Ahead of himthe trackwal ker could see the dimoutline of the bridge over
the narrowinlet. He had a frightened feeling that something was badly w ong.
He began to run

CHAPTER |
MR. EAST AND MR WEST

LAMONT CRANSTON was bored. He sat in the ornate | ounge of the swanky
Cobalt Cub, pretending to read a newspaper. The afternoon and the evening had
conspired to ruin his social plans.

A heavy afternoon fog had caused the postponerment of a yacht race in
whi ch
Cranston had hoped to sail his trimlittle sloop to victory. Now his evening,
too, was spoil ed because a world-famed violinist had been taken suddenly il
and had cancelled his concert.

Cranst on yawned, glanced at the clock. N ne o'clock, and nothing in
prospect to rescue an enpty evening from dul | ness.

Hi s vapid yawns, his pose of indifference, were nerely parts of a mask to
cover a strange bei ng whom nobody knew. A hint of who that hidden nman mi ght be
was stanped on Cranston's intelligent features behind his spread newspaper

The | ong- beaked nose denoted virility and strength. The eyes behind
hal f-cl osed lids seemed to glowwith a fierce flame in their steady depths.
Hs
chin was square and taut, his lips firm

Lanmont Cranston was The Shadow

The Shadow was the world' s nost successful crimnal hunter. He chose the
pat hs of darkness in a grim single-handed warfare agai nst naster-crooks,
agai nst whomthe ordinary nethods of the police had proved powerless. Never
once had the secret of The Shadow s real identity been pierced.

Pol i ce Conmi ssi oner Weston was Lanont Cranston's best friend. So was
acting Inspector Joe Cardona. Both thought that Cranston was exactly what he
pretended to be - a wealthy idler with plenty of noney, who had gai ned
sonewhat
of a reputation as a globe-trotter. The Shadow encouraged themin this belief.

The Shadow rel axed suddenly in his confortable chair and laid the
newspaper idly in his lap. A nman was standing at the desk of the | ounge
tal ki ng
i n quick whispers to the clerk. Two things about the man interested The
Shadow.

First, his identity. Second, the fact that he seened worried, ill at ease.

The stranger at the desk was a personage about whom nuch had been printed
in the newspapers - and little actually known. H s nane was Edgar Pool. He was
a fanous inventor and owned many patents.

Up to a few nonths ago his Iife had been nore or | ess an open book. But
six nmonths earlier sonething had happened to change his habits. That sonethi ng
was the invention of an amazing new cloth fabric called "Pooltex."

Not hi ng nmuch was known about the material except that it was to be used
for a new type of soldier's uniform Its fornmula was a secret, its manufacture
jealously guarded in a plant in Massachusetts. Hints that |eaked into the
newspapers clainmed that the new cloth was fire-and-acid-proof. Mistard gas and
flame-throwers woul d be powerl ess agai nst sol diers who wore Pool tex unifornmns.

And whi spers added that although the closely woven cl oth was not
bul l etproof, its light metallic threads would slow the rip of a bullet and



turn
an ordinary casualty into a mnor flesh wound.

To this vague informati on The Shadow added a nore definite and om nous
know edge gl eaned fromhis own private methods of investigation. He was aware
that two powerful and warlike nations, who were arm ng abroad at feverish
speed, were interested in purchasing the entire output of Pooltex.

One of these nations had al ready succeeded in signing a contract with
Pool
and his financial associate, Roy Wallace. An agent of an eneny nation had
arrived secretly in the United States with unlimted credit. He was at present
engaged in a desperate effort to raise the bid and secure the indi spensable
cloth for his own country. On the outcone of his efforts mght rest victory or
defeat in the com ng war which every one knew was now i nevitabl e.

A cargo ship fromeach of these rival nations was now waiting
nysteriously
at piers on the New York water front. To The Shadow these facts tied up grimy
with the present agitation and worry of Edgar Pool

The Shadow s sharp ears heard Pool whisper: "It's queer that M. Wallace
hasn't phoned or sent a nessage. He told nme definitely he'd be here. Perhaps
he'll arrive later. | think I'd better wait. If he conmes, tell himl'mat the
bar."

Cranston del ayed a nonment or two, then he foll owed the nervous inventor
to
the bar of the club. Pool was standing al one, moodily sipping a drink.
Cranston
put in an order. Presently he began chatting with his conpanion

At first Pool was surly. But when Cranston introduced hinself, the
inventor sniled and becane cordial at once. Lanont Cranston's fame as a
travel er was wel |l known.

I nnocently, Cranston also let drop the fact that he was an old friend of
Acting | nspector Joe Cardona of the police departnent. He added that he was
thinking of killing a dull evening by paying a social call at the apartnent of
his good friend Joe, who usually had a fund of hair-raising stories to tel
about crimnals and gunmnen.

Pool rose instantly to the bait. H s nervousness was greater than his
caution. Before he realized it he was telling the snmooth, smiling clubman at
his el bow the source of the worry that was gripping him

Roy Wall ace, his business partner, was nysteriously mssing here in New
York. Both had intended to arrive together for a necessary busi ness
conf erence.

But Wal |l ace had changed his plans earlier that afternoon. He had fl own ahead
in
a fast plane.

Hi s ostensible reason had been a telegramfrom his daughter Lily, who had
just arrived from Washi ngton. Pool had believed that story at first; now he
doubted it.

"Why?" Cranston murmured, seeming only half interested.

The inventor |owered his voice. He told about a sum of noney Wl lace had
drawn fromthe bank before he left the little town in Massachusetts, where
their textile plant was |ocated. Five thousand dollars in cash. Carried in a
brand-new al l i gator bag that Wallace had bought on his way to the bank

Pool had found out about it quite by accident. By that tinme Wallace was
already en route in the plane. The two nen were supposed to neet here tonight
at the Cobalt Cub. But there was still no sign of the m ssing Wall ace.

"You suspect sonethi ng unusual ?"

Pool nodded haggardly. In a troubl ed whisper he told this new found
friend
political things The Shadow al ready knew.



"NATURALLY, | can't refer to these two foreign countries by name," Poo
said slowy. "Nor can | tell you the names of their secret agents who cane to
the United States to act for them | think you' Il understand the countries I
mean if | call one agent M. East and the other M. Wst."

"I understand perfectly,” Cranston said, his voice faintly grim

"W nmade a contract with M. West's governnent. The cloth was shi pped
this
afternoon. But M. East, after vainly trying to outbid his warlike conpetitor
has resorted to ugly threats. I'mafraid of theft - or worse! M. East swore
that the Pooltex will never reach the ship of his rival's government in New
York Harbor. Naturally, a contract is sacred with Wallace and nyself. W
refused to be bull dozed.

"Now |I'm afrai d sonet hi ng has happened to Wallace. He acted so queerly
before he left nme at the plant today. Wiy did he draw five thousand dollars in
cash? Was it a bribe to save his life froma foreign killer? And where is he
now?

"I"'mfrightened for his safety, M. Cranston - and for ny own safety,

t oo!

| don't need to tell you that M. East's governnment, or M. West's, would go
to

any length - any at all - to make victory in this com ng war certain. Do you
think I'm being overly suspicious about all this?"

Cranston set down his glass, paid the bar attendant. Wen the latter had
left them Cranston's voice was soothing and yet authoritative.

"Why not come with me to see Inspector Cardona? | certainly think he

shoul d know about this. And you'll feel better about your partner's safety,
I'm

sure, if the police take a hand. You can depend on Cardona for absolute tact.
The newspapers will never learn a hint of what's going on beneath the
surface. "

FIVE mnutes later the two nmen were in a cab speedi ng uptown. The fog
t hat
had lain over the city all afternoon was now gone. Rain was drizzling, and
there
was a mutter of thunder overhead. Traffic was unusually thick as if people,
hel d
in by the fog, were now pouring out to enjoy the shank of the evening.

Suddenl y Edgar Pool gasped and clutched at Lanont Cranston's sl eeve.

"Qui ck! Look! That cab that just passed us! Driver - turn around - follow that
taxi!"

Cranston's face peered swiftly. He saw the red tail-light of the cab that
had just passed them He realized that it was an inpossible task to overtake
it. In the swift instant he watched, the fugitive taxi had already been
swal l owed up in the heavy jamof traffic.

Their own driver voiced Cranston's unspoken thought.

"Sorry, gents. It can't be done. The cab's out of sight. | wouldn't know
it froma herd of el ephants.™

Lanont Cranston snmiled faintly. H's sharp eyes had done sonet hing that
neit her the hackie nor Pool had been able to accomplish. He had noted the
vani shing cab's license nunmber and it was already menorized in his accurate
m nd. As Lamont Cranston, the idler clubman, it was out of the question to act
i medi ately on the know edge he had just obtained.

He said quietly: "Qur driver is right. I'mafraid we can't do anything
but
continue on to Cardona's. Wio was in the cab?"

"Wal | ace!" the inventor gasped faintly. "My mssing partner!"

He expl ai ned why the sight of his business associate had so unnerved him
Wal | ace had seen Pool staring at him- and had tried to hide his identity! He



had turned his head away, jerked a handkerchief up in front of his face in a
vain effort to avoid Pool's amazed recognition

"He was not al one," Pool whispered. "There was a man riding with him- a
fellowwith the ugliest face |'ve ever seen in ny life! A thug!"

"Coul d you see any sign of a gun? Was the thug hol di ng hi m up?"

Edgar Pool shook his head slowy. There was fear in his gray eyes.

"It was no kidnap job," he quavered, his face still white. "Wllace
didn't
want to be seen! If he was being ki dnapped, he'd have screaned a warni ng or
waved to me to attract nmy attention. Instead, he tried to hide his identity!
What in Heaven's nanme is he up to?"

Lanont Cranston didn't reply. He had already spoken to their cab driver,
and the taxi was humm ng snoothly along on its interrupted journey. It halted
presently, and Cranston said quietly: "Here we are, M. Pool. W'Ill tell the
whol e story to Cardona."

THE neeting between the three nen was strange. Cardona was not his usua
good-natured self. H s swarthy face was unsnmiling, drawn in hard |ines about
the nmouth. He nodded at Cranston, grunted at the inventor. Cranston did not
i ntroduce his friend nor nention his nane.

Cranston, who knew Joe fromlong and intimate association, divined at
once
that some deep trouble was gripping his old friend. There were tears at the
back
of Joe's eyes. He was making a trenendous effort to control some deep enotion

Lanmont Cranston wal ked over to him laid a firmhand on the detective's
chunky shoul der.

"Somet hi ng has happened to you, Joe. I'msorry if we've intruded on
anyt hi ng personal. Wuld you rather we | eave at once?"

"They've killed him damm them Crooks, thugs, crimnal rats who hate ny
guts! They couldn't get me, so they went after a kid - a mere boy who never
harmed a fly in his life! Smashed his skull and tossed himoff a freight into
a
Connecticut inlet!"

There was deep shock in Cranston's clipped reply.

"You nmean Ant hony? Your nephew on the railroad?"

Cardona nodded. Regai ning his conmposure, he told about the gruesone
di scovery of a trackwal ker, the |ong-distance phone call that had brought
tragedy over the singing wire. A bright, ambitious kid just out of technica
school, learning railroading fromthe ground up. Slaughtered w thout
conpuncti on by a gang of thieves.

"Thi eves?" Cranston echoed softly. "I don't quite understand. Anthony was
just a brakeman. He woul dn't have nore than a dollar or two in his overalls
pocket . "

"The poor kid was just a fall guy,"’

Cardona grow ed, pale with grief.
"The
thi eves were after sonething big. Anthony must have di scovered them at the
actual theft. They stole an entire box car and its contents. It's vani shed -
no
one knows where.

"The theft wasn't discovered until the train reached the term nal yards
in
New York tonight. | had the news fromthe chief railroad dick only a few
m nut es
ago. "

"You nean he found the car m ssing?"

"Cleverer than that," Cardona replied. "He found a duplicate car jammed
with noldy hay. The trick was done at a siding somewhere between Massachusetts
and New York. No clue to tell where. Al the railroad dick knows is that the



car is gone, with every ounce of Pooltex cloth that it contained."

"Pool tex!"

Edgar Pool was on his feet, his cry a shrill bleat.

"I was right! M. East kept his word! H s ruthless government has stol en
what they couldn't buy! And - and where is Roy Wallace? Tell nme that!"

Cardona stared at the agitated inventor, who was waving wild arns in the
center of the room

"Who's this guy?" he demanded curtly. "Wat's he know about all this?"

"Sorry," Cranston nurmured in a level voice. "I forgot to introduce him
M. Edgar Pool, inventor of the Pooltex process. The stol en shipment canme from
his factory in Massachusetts."

CHAPTER 1 |
THE HAUNTED BALCONY

THE expression of surprise on Joe Cardona's face was only nonentary.

Wat chi ng hi m keenly, Cranston felt admiration for the stocky detective's
self-control. Not a trace of his own personal grief at the death of his nephew
was now vi sible on Joe's countenance. He was all man hunter now, a trained
public servant intent on getting to the bottom of what he divined would be a
difficult crime to unravel

How difficult and dangerous this Pooltex case was to prove, Joe as yet
had
no inkling. But The Shadow knew.

The Shadow sensed the presence of hidden crinminal forces engaged in a
m ghty conspiracy. Pool's fears and suspicions rai sed many questions. The
strange behavi or of the elusive Roy Wall ace rai sed others.

The Shadow possessed the first clue to the tangle in the shape of a
menori zed taxicab nunmber. He intended to act imediately on that know edge.
But
he woul d have to act as The Shadow, not as the rich clubman, Lanont Cranston.

The Shadow was eager to take his departure. Yet he tarried a nonent,
waited quietly while Cardona asked curt, searching questions and Edgar Poo
answered them There was a possibility that the agitated i nventor m ght
renenber some fresh angle he had failed to disclose to Cranston in their
earlier conversation

But the story Pool told differed only in its phrasing. The facts
concerning Wallace and the two warlike nations who were represented by agents
known only as M. East and M. Wst were the sane.

VWhen Pool had finished and Cardona stood frowning, digesting what he had
heard, Lanont Cranston sniled and shook hands with the stocky police official
mur mur ed sonet hi ng about a forgotten engagenent.

I n anot her noment Cranston was in the el evator dropping swiftly toward
t he
street level. There was a |large drug store on the corner and he entered the
pl ace. He descended stairs to the |ower |evel of the shop, where an entrance
connected it with the subway. There was a row of phone booths here.

The Shadow turned into one, dialed a nunber unrecorded in any phone book
and waited. There was a brief pause. Then:

" Bur bank speaking."

The clipped voi ce of The Shadow went into the transmitter under the
protection of his lightly cupped hand. It was a voice entirely different from
the cultivated draw of Lamont Cranston. It carried in its tones urgency and
aut hority.

The listener at the other end of the wire was The Shadow s trusted
cont act
man. He was avail able day or night for the receiving and transni ssion of
orders



and messages.

"Desire information taxi |icense nunmber," The Shadow said with distinct
clarity. "Nunber follows." He spoke, and the voice of Burbank repeated the
digits accurately.

"Clyde Burke to investigate at once. Want description of cab, name of
hackman, |ocation of hack stand. WII call for report in fifteen m nutes.

St and
by."

The phone clicked. Cranston passed through the subway turnstile and
boarded a train.

TEN minutes | ater The Shadow was in his |luxurious suite on an upper fl oor
of the Cobalt Cub. He spent the remaining five minutes in arranging certain
necessary garnents and articles in a small briefcase. Wile he worked at this
task he knew that C yde Burke was efficiently gathering the information he
desired.

C yde was the shrewdest newspaper reporter in New York, worked on the
Cassic. He had a wealth of official friends, and no avenue of investigation
was closed to him The fact that he was, in addition to being a reporter, a
trusted agent of The Shadow, was entirely unknown.

The Shadow pi cked up the phone and call ed the same nunber he had dial ed
exactly fifteen mnutes previously. The voice of Burbank replied with the
exact
i nformati on The Shadow had request ed.

Again Cranston left the Cobalt Club. In his hand he carried the snall
bri ef case he had been at such pains to prepare. He traveled south and west to
the corner of a busy thoroughfare near the Hudson River

A cab was parked there. It answered exactly to the description relayed to
The Shadow by Burbank. Its license nunber tallied with the one nenorized by
The
Shadow.

To make a swift deal with the hungry-1ooking chauffeur was easy for a
gentl eman of the sort Lanont Cranston appeared to be. He radiated wealth and
assurance. His fake reason for finding his old friend Wallace was trite enough
to sound convincing. And a twenty-dollar bill fromhis well-filled wallet
ended
the driver's feeble objections.

Cranston was driven to the sanme destination to which Roy Wallace had gone
earlier in the evening after his strange vani shing act.

The place was m dway down a quiet street. It was a first-class apartnent
hotel, with a doorman, a spacious | obby and an arcade corridor leading to a
si de entrance

The cl erk behind the desk was excessively polite - and excessively
st ubborn about recalling the nanme or presence of a man naned Roy Wall ace. He
flatly denied that Wallace had been at the hotel

The tactics that had worked so easily with the taxi driver failed to work
at all with this oily clerk. He turned nasty when Cranston showed hi mthe edge
of a twenty-dollar bill, threatened to have himejected fromthe hotel

One swift glance at the shifty eyes of the clerk and the experienced
Cranston knew that the fellow was |ying. He was undoubtedly being well-paid to
protect \Wallace - or perhaps the person in whose roomupstairs Wallace, at
this
nmonent, was undoubt edl y hi dden

But Cranston remai ned affable. He bowed, wal ked away with an apol ogetic
smile.

The twenty-dollar bill was still creased negligently in his gloved hand.
He held it thus for a deliberate purpose. Wile he had been tal king
fruitlessly
to the clerk, his eyes had noted a bell hop on a bench near by. The bell hop



had
heard the conversation. He had seen the twenty and Cranston had noted greed in
t he boy's eyes.

As Cranston turned away he saw the bell hop nod meaningfully at the bank
note and jerk his head slightly to indicate the corridor that led to the side
entrance of the hotel

Cranston sniled faintly as he passed beyond the suspicious scrutiny of
t he
desk clerk. H's bait had failed to attract one fish. But another was rising
hungrily to the lure.

M dway down the dimy lit corridor the twenty-dollar bill changed hands.
The Shadow acquired sonme interesting information

Wal | ace had entered the hotel with a tough-looking guy. The tough guy had
whi spered briefly with himand |l eft alnost inmedi ately. \Wallace had gone
upstairs alone in the elevator. He was now in Room 910, occupi ed by a nman
named
CGeorge MIton.

Mlton, according to the bell boy, was a snooth, good-I|ooking young man
with plenty of girl friends and apparently a | ot of nmoney. He had been away
fromthe hotel all day Iong and had returned only a short tine before Wllace
appear ed.

The Shadow nodded grimy. He thought about M. East and M. West, the two
foreign agents who represented powerful overseas nations on the brink of war.
A
man |like MIton woul d make an excel |l ent go-between. The whol e set-up suggest ed
greed and conspiracy. Unless Wallace was actually selling out his del uded
i nventor partner, he was acting in a very peculiar nmanner

There was no doornman on duty in the small side | obby. Only one el evator
It was operated by a stupid-1ooking youth. The Shadow rode up to the ninth
floor. He paused and |lit a cigarette with slow deliberation until the el evator
door slamred and the car descended. Then his notions becane swi ft and
soundl ess.

He peered through the keyhol e of Room 910. He coul d see Wl l ace
i medi ately. The factory owner was standing in the center of the room and
there was a new alligator bag at his feet. Wallace beckoned and the yout hf ul
good- | ooki ng face of George MIton cane into range of The Shadow s cranped
vi si on.

Instantly Wallace bent and unl ocked the alligator bag. He drew sonething
out and showed it to MIton, who sniled and nodded eagerly. The Shadow, t 0o,
was eager. The object that Wallace was showing to his greedy-eyed host was a
smal | bundl e of bank notes. The bag was crammed with sinmilar bundles.

Wl | ace repl aced the bundle of currency and cl osed the bag. The two nen
whi spered, but it was inpossible to catch a word. The panels of the door were
thick, and in the cloudy darkness outside thunder was runbling. But the shrewd
eyes of Cranston were not idle.

He watched the two conspirators draw chairs toward the partly shaded
wi ndow and resune their | ow voiced di scussion. The wi ndow was open a few
i nches. Through the gap under the shade The Shadow coul d make out sonet hing
t hat changed his plans suddenly. He saw the outline of a stone bal cony outside
MIton's w ndow.

He nmoved lightly down the corridor to the door of the adjoining room
912.

A gl ance through the keyhol e convinced himthat the roomwas enpty.

THE briefcase Cranston was carrying now justified its useful ness. Fromit
cane a small bunch of skel eton keys. The door of 912 opened silently.

Once inside, Lanont Cranston becanme an entirely different personality.
Fromthe briefcase came a black cloak that hid his expensively tailored suit.

The brim of a black slouch hat covered his forehead. Black gloves slid



over the strong whiteness of muscular fingers. Except for the powerful beaked
nose and the fiery glint in his eyes, The Shadow was now practically invisible
in the darkness of the enpty room

He opened the wi ndow softly and rain drizzled in his face. dinbing
acr oss
the sill, he saw that the edge of MIton's stone bal cony was not nore than
three
feet away. He didn't hesitate. A quick |eap and his gl oved hands caught a
grip.

I f he had slipped, his body would have smashed to bl oody pul p on the wet
paverment far bel ow - but The Shadow never wasted tine on the thoughts of
def eat .

He coul d hear the voices of MIton and Wall ace through the open gap bel ow
t he shaded wi ndow. The white shade was drawn to a point about three inches
above the wet sill and the voices becane clearer as The Shadow bent forward.

"How do | know I can trust you?" Wllace was snarling.

"That's part of the bargain,” MIton rejoined. "Five grand is cheap pay
for what you're getting. If |I should open ny mouth -"

Hi s sentence broke off suddenly into a startled yell.

"What is that?"

Fate had changed The Shadow s secure eavesdropping into a position of

instant peril. Fromthe rain-soaked sky a flash of Iightning had stabbed wth
dazzling brilliance. On the white wi ndow shade the grim sil houette of The
Shadow was thrown with startling vividness. The slouch hat, the beaked
profile,

t he cl oaked shoul ders were printed on the shade with revealing clarity.

It was this unforeseen accident that had brought the strangled cry of
alarmfrom George MIton. The shade flew up with a bang. MIton jerked up the
wi ndow, stared out into the rain-soaked bal cony. Then he yelled again; this
time with baffled rage.

THE SHADOW had al ready | eaped headl ong toward the sill of the adjoining
bal cony. Hi s arms drew himup and inward with al nost one motion. MIton saw
t he
dark legs of the intruder wiggle out of sight into Room 912.

The Shadow seized his precious briefcase. He fled into the corridor. As
he
appeared, the door of 910 was flung open and Roy Wall ace dived headl ong in
attack.

The Shadow el uded the clunsy rush of the frightened factory owner. His
gl oved fist struck Wallace on the point of the jaw and dropped himin a
qui veri ng huddl e.

A qui ck whirl and The Shadow was racing toward the bronze door of the
el evator shaft. He had al nost reached it when he threw hinself flat. A bullet
whi zzed over his head. The bull et made no sound except a light plop! CGeorge
MIlton had rushed fromhis roomand was firing froma silenced weapon.

Bef ore he could fire again or The Shadow could spring upward from his
prone position, the door of the elevator suddenly opened and a woman stepped
out .

She screanmed as she saw the bl ack-clad figure lying al nost at her feet.

"Thief! Burglar!" George MIton roared. "Catch him™"

The el evator boy darted stupidly forward. It was exactly what The Shadow
wanted. He had leaped to his feet. A straight-armblow sent the el evator
operator tunbling backward al ong the corridor. The woman had fainted.

Over her prone body went The Shadow in a grimleap. He was in the enpty
el evator, his briefcase still clutched in his left hand, before the on-rushing
MIlton could stop him The door slanmed. The car descended.

The Shadow worked fast on that swift vertical drop. Wen the bronze door
opened on the side | obby at the ground | evel, there was no bl ack-clad fugitive



in the elevator. Lanmpont Cranston energed fromthe car | ooking bored and
i ndol ent .

There was, as he had anticipated, no one in the tiny side |obby. The
dazed
operator of the elevator was marooned for the nonment on the ninth floor. No
doorman at the side street door to identify Cranston |ater

Cranston was out on the sidewalk now He crossed the street with a haste
t hat seened al nost |eisurely.

DI AGONALLY across the rain-swept street was the entrance to another
hot el .

Cranston entered, checked his briefcase and wal ked onward to one of the dining
r oons.

He ordered a glass of wine and a |ight supper. He was sipping the w ne
nmedi tati vely when he heard sounds of excitenment and commotion fromthe | obby.

He was faintly anused when his waitress told himthe cause. There had
been
a sneak thief in the hotel across the street. He had escaped and police were
| ooking for him

The waitress giggled. "It sounds crazy. Sonebody said he was a tal
per son
in a long black cloak. They claimhe junped out on a bal cony, hung froma
wi ndow
sill, stole an elevator and -

Cranston chuckl ed, dismissed the waitress. It was inmpossible to deternine
fromhis smling face what he was thinking. But his thoughts were clear and to
t he point.

He had two very strong reasons for solving this Pooltex tangle into which
he had become so unexpectedly involved. The magnitude of the crine convinced
himthat railroad dicks or the Connecticut police would be unable to nmake nmuch
headway. And then there was the personal angle of Joe Cardona.

The death of Joe's nephew had been a crushing blow Joe's hands were tied
by the matter of police jurisdiction. He would be unable to avenge poor
Ant hony' s death. But The Shadow could - and woul d!

VWen he rose fromthe table, The Shadow had his prelimnary noves clearly
in mnd. He would use Cyde Burke to investigate the liners in port bel ongi ng
to the warlike nations represented by the mysterious M. East and M. West.

Harry Vincent, The Shadow s nost trusted agent, would be notified
i Mmediately to get on the trail of the suave George MIton. A secret
five-thousand-dol | ar pay-off needed a conpetent | ooking-intol

CHAPTER | V
I NTERVI EWW TH A BLONDE

GEORGE M LTON sat quietly in an easy-chair in his |ocked hotel room
Wal | ace was gone. The house detective had just left. Al the excitenent was
now
over.

A queer snmile flickered across MIton's rather thick lips as he called,
"I't's OK, sweet! Cone on out!"

A cl oset door opened and a young wonan appeared. She was very pretty.

Bl onde, bl ue-eyed, she wal ked with an easy sway of her body that indicated she
m ght have had stage experience. As a matter of fact, she was a star in one of
Broadway' s current nusical hits. Her name was Viola Kent. She was engaged to
marry Edgar Pool .

Her engagenent to Pool expl ained her present promninence in the theater
Actually, Viola was not a very good actress or singer. But Pool was acting as



"angel " for the show, and one of his denmands to the producer had been that his
fiancee shoul d be starred.

Viola was the first wonman who had touched the inventor's rather
busi nessli ke heart. Pool expected to marry her after the close of the show s
run. He did not know that Viola Kent had no interest in himbeyond his noney
and influence.

VWen the tine cane that Pool was no | onger useful, Viola intended to
br eak
t he engagement on sone pretext and cast the deluded inventor adrift.

Her real interest was centered on the smiling, good-I|ooking personality
of
CGeorge MIton.

GRINNING, MIton rose fromhis chair and kissed her lightly. He was
entirely at ease now, but Viola was nervous. Her inpulsive visit to Mlton's
apartment a few nmonents before the arrival of Roy Wallace, and the subsequent
appear ance of The Shadow convi nced her that she was playing with fire.

Not that she didn't know what MIton's ganme was, or what was back of
Wal | ace's five-thousand-dollar gift. She knew MIton was a crook and she
didn't
care. She was willing to help him Col d-bl ooded wonen usually reacted that way
to the charm ng manners of this good-I| ooki ng pl ayboy.

Her slimfingers trenbled as she lit a cigarette. MIton patted her arm
| aughed with throaty satisfaction

"There's nothing to worry about," he chuckled. "Things are working out
like a charm "

"Who - who was that horrible spy in the black robe?" Viola shuddered.

"Probably a professional hotel thief. Those fell ows have to wear weird
di sgui ses to avoid discovery. He's probably scared stiff somewhere at his
narrow escape; glad enough he got away without a bullet in him"

Vi ol a | aughed, but the sound of her mirth was thin.

"It's not a sneak thief I'mworried about," she admtted shakily. "It's
about you and nme!" She nashed her cigarette out on a tray with a quick dart of
her pretty hand.

"You mean Pool nmay get wind of the fact that you're going to ditch him
for
me, darling? Forget it! He's like all scientists in love - a conplete,
self-satisfied fool ."

"l can handl e Pool,"

she said. "I'mthinking of Pool's technical adviser

his confidential assistant in the factory. That horrible, tight-Iipped,

gim et-eyed Doctor Andrew Leach! Leach is devoted to Pool's interests. I'm

sure

he suspects me of double-dealing. He's in New York tonight. Do you think he is
"I think you're letting your fears run away with your conmon sense,"

MIlton said. "Maybe this Doctor Leach is a ruthless sort of scientific bird.

Maybe he's capabl e of killing anyone who doubl e-crossed his enpl oyer. But |'m
a

pretty ruthless guy nyself when it cones to that. And besides, |'mpretty
crazy

about you, beauti ful

"I"'mnot letting Andrew Leach or any other screwy scientist spoil our
plans for a marriage cerenony. W'I||l nake a quick fade with plenty of dough to
an expensive villa on the Mediterranean."”

H s | augh was warm eager. He kissed her again.

"Scram now We've been lucky. Let's stay |lucky by not being seen too
nmuch
toget her. Wal k down a couple of flights before you take the elevator. [l



gi ve

you a ring on the phone |later on, to make sure you reach hone safely. And
forget about Leach, will you, beautiful? All you have to do is to continue to
ki d Edgar Pool al ong."

VI LA nodded. She had recovered her conposure. She |left the room and the
hotel w thout attracting any attention. There was a cab at the curb, but she
didn't take it. Better play safe, she thought, and pick up one on the near-by
avenue.

She was so engrossed in her thoughts that she failed to notice a coupe
parked at the curb of the street, m dway between two di stant street lights.
The
lights were so widely separated that the spot where the coupe waited was dark
in
the steady drizzle.

There was no one in the car. But the quick pad of footsteps on the
si dewal k brought Viola whirling about to face the building line.

A man had darted swiftly fromthe protection of a di mdoorway. H s hand
jerked briefly frombeneath his coat, and Viola saw the stubby outline of an
automatic pistol. The gun itself frightened her |ess than the cold nenace in
the man's face.

"Doctor Leach!" she gasped.

"The sane! Get in that car or I'll spray |lead through you, you crooked
little cheat!"

Hi s appearance recalled to her George MIton's grimdescription of the
man. Tight-1ipped, ginmet-eyed! A fanatical friend of Edgar Pool's, devoted to
the inventor's interests. Death in every lineament of his cold face!

He shoved her brutally into the coupe. He squirmed past her and sl anmed
the door. In an instant the car was in nmotion, driving slowy through the
rain.

The gun in Leach's free hand was an inaudible rem nder that it was best for
Viola Kent not to screamor raise a comotion. He drove with easy dexterity;
one hand controlling the wheel

"Are you - kidnapping nme?" she whispered in terror.

"Not at all! | nerely want to talk to you - and this seens the nost
satisfactory nethod."

Leach's voice was the clink of ice cubes against the rimof a frosted
gl ass. He accused the actress of betraying the confidence of her fiance. She
denied it, but Leach's snarl cut her short.

"I"'mnot killing you tonight nerely because I'mnot sure. Al | knowis
that you and George MIton seemto be nuch too friendly. |I'm advising you to
wat ch your step. If you cheat, 1'Il find out, and I'Il kill both you and

MIton!"

"Quite a gunman, aren't you?" she jeered from quivering |ips.

"Not a gunman;" he corrected sonberly. "A scientist. Wth not much
respect
for the so-called sanctity of human Iife. To nme you're just a pretty blond bug
in a test tube. Nothing nore

"I don't know why Pool |oves you, but he does. Play fair and nothing will
happen to you. Doubl e-cross Edgar Pool - as | suspect you're planning to do -
well, I won't waste my tinme or yours in threats!"

He stopped the coupe suddenly, threw open the door

"Now get out! Behave yourself and keep your nouth shut. Good evening."

The door slammed. The coupe sped smoothly away. It rounded a corner and
was gone

On the sidewal k, Viola Kent stood notionless, still cold with fear - and
rage - in the depths of her blue eyes. She was eager to phone MIton at once
and warn hi m about Andrew Leach. Her intuition had been right! Maybe Edgar
Pool



suspected her at |ast.

AT that very instant, Edgar Pool was uttering a choked cry of surprise.
He
was still in the apartnent of Joe Cardona where Lanont Cranston had left him
He
was staring at a man whom Joe had just admitted after a quick ring at the
doorbell had interrupted the conference between the two.

The visitor was Roy Wall ace.

Pool stared suspiciously at his partner. There was no nervousness or
guilt
perceptible in Wallace's face. He was smiling, holding out his hand, with just
the barest shade of enbarrassment in his manner

"Hell o, Edgar! They told me at the Cobalt Club that you' d gone to M.
Cardona's apartnent with a friend. Naturally, | hurried right over."

Pool was still speechless. Cardona's black eyes flashed with interest.

"Are you M. \Wallace?"

"Yes. | had an appointnment at the Cobalt Club with nmy partner, but
unfortunately | had to break it. My daughter Lily is in town, and she kept ne
| onger than | realized. You see nmuch -"

Pool found his voice at last. It was shrill, puzzled.

"What were you doing in that cab tonight, Roy? Wo was that thug with

you?
Way did you hide your face fromnme - and flee?"

"I - flee? | don't understand. | was in no cab. | came here in the
subway. "

Cardona, watching himnarrowy, thought that the air of surprise was
slightly overdone. He queri ed:

"You cane here straight fromthe Cobalt C ub? And before that from your
daughter Lily's apartnent?"

"Of course!"

"l suppose you heard the news,'

"What news?"

"About the theft of the entire Pooltex shipnent."

"What ?" Wall ace's jaw hung agape. "The Pooltex - stol en! \When? How? Are
you sure? W've got to notify the police at once! That cloth is the npst
val uable -"

"You're talking to a policeman now," Cardona grow ed, his black eyes
still
boring into Vall ace.

Wal | ace steadied. Cardona could detect no weakness in him If Wallace was
in cahoots with the gang that had stol en the shipnment, he was handling hinself
with entire self-possession. He insisted on hearing his partner's story about

Car dona suggested casual ly.

the taxicab in greater detail. He laughed it off pronptly as a nmistake in
identity.

"You can call ny daughter on the phone right now, if you wish," he said
earnestly. "Lily will verify what 1've just told you - that |'ve been at her

apartnment all evening."

He snmiled at his partner.

"Edgar, you don't really believe this fantastic nonsense about cabs and
t hugs, do you?"

POOL gul ped. He was about to ask about the alligator bag with the five
t housand dol Il ars drawn from a Massachusetts bank, but Cardona stopped himwth
a sharp look. It didn't suit Cardona to play all his cards at this tine.

"W nust return to the factory at once,"” Wallace said. "The theft nust
have been planned fromthere. You say it actually took place sonmewhere in
Connecti cut ?"



Pool nodded. "So | believe."

"In that case, I'mafraid M. Cardona or the New York police can in no
way
hel p us," Wallace said with a brief, flickering smle. "They |ack
jurisdiction."”

"That's right," Cardona, admitted. He seemed to have lost all interest in
the case. He gl anced at the clock, and yawned. The two partners took the hint
and | eft al npbst at once.

"The man's a fool," Wallace snapped. "W'Ill hire our own guards and sol ve
t he outrage ourselves! W want no unwel cone publicity, eh, Edgar?"

Pool nodded. He was worried about the international angle. Two overseas
nati ons had sent secret agents with bribes and threats to secure the coveted
Pooltex in preparation for war. Wallace was right: The case woul d have to be
handl ed with tact and secrecy. Cardona was out of it.

But Cardona wasn't. Upstairs in his apartnment, he was staring.
nmeditatively at his big clenched fist. He was thinking hard.

Not about Pooltex. About a lad with bl ack eyes and eager, youthful
anbitions to be a railroad executive. Dead, now - tossed with a smashed skul
into a Connecticut inlet. Joe Cardona's favorite nephew -

A groan escaped Cardona's taut lips. He was well aware that the New York
police had no jurisdiction in. this case. But Joe had personal plans of his
own.

CHAPTER V
LUNCHEON W TH CH P

CARDONA' S pl ans took himthe next norning to the private office of Ral ph
West on, comm ssioner of police.

Bet ween t he commi ssi oner and Cardona there was nore than mutual respect.
There was deep personal friendship. Weston was already aware of the brutal
nmur der of Joe's nephew. Staring synpathetically at Cardona's taut face, he
coul d guess what was in his subordinate's m nd

Weston's intuitive guess was correct.

In a |l ow voice, Cardona asked the first personal favor of his entire
police career. He asked to be relieved tenporarily fromduty; to be permtted
to turn in his shield; to do something as a man that was inpractical and
illegal for himto do as a cop

"You're absolutely determned to go to Connecticut, Joe?"

"Yes."

"How |l ong a | eave do you want ?"

"Long enough to nail a cold-blooded killer!™

"You understand we can't back you up in any personal investigation you

nmay
make. You'll be without authority of any kind; one | one man agai nst maybe a
dozen. "

"I understand, sir."

Weston held out his hand and they gripped strongly.

"Al'l right, Joe - leave is granted. I'd do the same thing were | in your
pl ace. Good luck on your hunt. If reporters ask where you are, I'Il tell them

you' re sonewhere on a vacation."

JOE CARDONA | eft the comm ssioner's office by a rear door and took a
private elevator to the street. It was Wston's own nethod for avoiding
publicity whenever he was directing a big case. Cardona congratul ated hi nsel f
that he had not been seen | eaving the building.

In this belief he was m staken

A sharp-eyed man in a light tan coat saw Joe | eave the rear door of the



building. Hs interest in Joe was no accident. He had trailed Joe fromhis
apartment to headquarters. Now he watched himget into a cab and roll swiftly
away.

The sharp-eyed man had no difficulty in follow ng, because he hinself was
in a cab driven by a hackie who knew every twi st and turn of downtown
Manhat t an

The driver of the second cab had an excellent police record. He was in
reality a crook in the service of crooks.

The passenger he was now driving so cunningly on the trail of Cardona was
the sane thug who had the night before acconpani ed Roy Wallace to the | obby of
CGeorge MIton's hotel. That stealthy ride had been taken in a bona fide cab

It had been a bad m stake, because it had enabl ed The Shadow to pick up
the first thread of a perplexing web. But the thug who now foll owed Cardona
was
unawar e t hat The Shadow had al ready taken a hand.

Li ke Weston, The Shadow had di vined Joe's reckl ess decision to go to
Connecticut as a lone wol f.

Cardona drove to a busy freight terminal. He entered a snoky brick
buil ding, and a nonent |later so did the driver of the pursuing cab. His
crimnal passenger waited outside.

The sharp-eyed thug funed at the delay. He had a good idea what Cardona
was up to. He knew that in that snmoky building Tom Marvin, chief railroad dick
for the New Engl and division of the freight system had his dingy office

That office had two entrances - one fromthe ground fl oor corridor of the
brick building, the other fromthe sunken area of the busy freight term nal
Unl ess the thug's idea was all wong, Cardona planned to enter Marvin's office
by one door and | eave by the other after a careful transformation in his
appear ance.

The driver returned presently to his cab, and there was eager talk
bet ween
the two crooks. The sharp-eyed man renoved his tan topcoat. He squirned out of
his well-pressed suit and another, dirtier suit was disclosed underneath. He
renoved collar and tie, roughed his hair, donned a greasy cap in place of the
neat fedora he had been weari ng.

Then he drew on the tan topcoat again, and his eyes veered toward a | ong
wooden fence that enclosed the sunken | evel of the freight yard.

A DOOR was open in that fence. A man |ounged there. He wore | aborer's
overalls, but he was not a |l aborer. He was a spy planted by a cl ever gang.

The sharp-eyed man stepped quickly through the gap in the fence and the
door closed. Both nen descended a steep flight of steps to the open yard
bel ow.

"Everything O K. ?"

"Yeah. Red is watching the dick's office. W think the fade-out will be
done on Track 17. There's a Boston freight waiting there - and it's been
del ayed ten mnutes already for no good reason."

"Ni ce work! The boss'lI| pay off extra on this. You stick here. I'Il take
the play fromRed."

The sharp-eyed man handed the tan topcoat to his grinning pal, then
vani shed |i ke an unkenpt hobo between a stalled |line of box cars. He was
headi ng across the yard toward Track 17. No one observed him He gained his
objective and waited patiently, out of sight.

Hs wait was not very |ong.

Down the cinder path came two oddly assorted figures. One was the
heavy-set Tom Marvin, the other was a shanbling tranmp. A dirty, winkled and
di sreputabl e specinen with a nop of tangled gray hair.

The sharp-eyed man drew in a quick breath of excitement. He knew the

tranp
was Joe Cardona, but not fromthe evidence of his own eyes. Joe had done a



marvel ous job with his disguise

On the roof of a near-by box car a |laborer with a thatch of flam ng red
hair stretched lazily. He held up ten spread fingers, then seven nore.
Sevent een!

Cardona's eyes watched the busy yard for a nonent. The red-haired nman was
no |l onger in sight. Cardona ducked | ow under the train and hurried along the
footpath on the other side. He di sappeared deftly.

The big freight train got under way. It rolled northward behind the tug
of
a powerful electric |oconmotive. Cardona rode with it. So did the sharp-eyed
man.

He lay quietly, waiting to nake his planned nove. That nmove woul d not be
necessary until the train was well over the New York line into Connecticut.

THE long train halted presently and the electric | oconptive was
di scar ded.

A steam engine took its place. Wrd was passed to the engineer and fireman to
i gnore the hobo with gray hair. Orders from Tom Marvin, of the railroad
pol i ce.

Cardona was now dozing lazily in an enpty gondol a car. But no brakeman
di sturbed himon that jolting journey deep into the marshy shore |ine where
Connecticut paralleled the Sound.

Cardona turned over lazily as he heard the sudden thud of slow footsteps.
A tranp as dirty as hinself had swung down over the lip of the gondola. A
sharp-eyed hobo with a friendly grin. He had a crunpled pack of cigarettes,
and
Cardona t ook one. They exchanged noni kers. The stranger's name was "Chip."

"Short for chipnunk,” he chuckled. "On account o' ne bright eyes, see?"

Cardona introduced hinself as "Blackie.” By the tine the train nmade its
first stop it was nearly noon. Chip said he was hungry, suggested a quick
panhandl e for grub

"This is the softest village along the whole Iine for a back-door npboch,"
he grinned. "And there's a jungle down in the holl ow where sone swell bos
usual ly hang out. O K., pal?"

"O K. ," Cardona said.

Any reluctance now m ght betray his real identity to the friendly Chip.
Besi des, Cardona was anxious to get a | ook at sone of those "swell bos" in the
"jungle." He'd never heard of a jungle at this point - and he had nade careful
inquiries of Tom Marvin back in the snoky brick building. He wanted to | ook
over that hidden jungle.

It mght be that a chance word dropped froma tranp woul d give himthe
first lead on the car thieves who had killed his nephew. Tranps were notorious
purveyors of grapevine information

Joe swung fromthe car with Chip and took a dirt road away fromthe a
stalled freight. They avoided the village and trudged onward to a scatter of
rural frame dwellings. Mist of them | ooked weat her-beaten and enpty. But Chip
seened to know his way, and went up a side lane to a cottage he said was
occupi ed by a soft-hearted old lady called "Ma."

"She's a Bible, sharp,"” he explained with a chuckle: "Likes to feed guys
who are out of luck and hungry. Al you do is listen to sonme guff about
heaven,
then eat till you bust. Cone on, Blackie!"

He rapped on the door, but there was no answer. He turned the knob. The
door swung open. It was unl ocked.

"Hey, Ma! This is Chip! How about a little grub?"

There was still no answer frominside the house. Chip stepped back
swearing faintly. H s nove placed Cardona between himand the doorway.

Suddenly his hand noved with the swiftness of light. A gun whirled into
vi ew and was swung at Cardona's partly turned head. It crashed w th murderous



i mpact and sent Cardona plunging inside the entry on his face.

DAZED, Joe heard the swift slam of the door and knew that his assail ant
had | eaped inside. He tried to roll over and clutch for his own weapon, but
hi s
arnms and body were paralyzed fromthat crushing bl ow he had received.

Bef ore he could draw an agoni zed breath, another blow struck him and the
wei ght of a muscul ar body pinned himdown on his stomach. The gun he had
failed
to reach was jerked from his pocket.

He was dragged to his feet. He stood there swaying, glassy-eyed. A kick
propelled himforward and he fell again. Through waves of pain he saw that he
was |lying on the floor of a roomenpty except for a few dust-covered pieces of
furniture.

There was a tel ephone on a griny table. Chip grinned as he saw his victim
blink feebly toward the instrunent.

"You didn't think you fooled nme, did you, Blackie? Blackie, hell! You're
Joe Cardona of the New York cops! Snoopin' around to find out who croaked your
nephew, huh? Well, you've found Hangout No. 1! W're gonna have three really
tough guys here in a little while. They'll conme in a fast car and you're goi ng
bye-bye. You're gonna get the sane dose your dumb braki e nephew got.

Wth his bright eyes slitted watchfully, Chip reached cautiously behind
hi m and unhooked the tel ephone receiver

CHAPTER VI
TWO WAYS WTH A ROPE

THE thug spat rapid words into the instrunent, his gun nenacing the dazed
detective while he tal ked.

Cardona lay flat on his face, the fingers of his extended hands tw tching
feebly. Hi s head buzzed with pain, but he was not as dazed as the crook at the
phone supposed.

He heard the swift, snarling words and knew that Chip's triunphant threat
was no bluff. Chip was yelling a | owtoned warning over the wire to three
crimnal pals, advising themto grab their high-powered car and speed at once
to the deserted cottage.

Joe's twitching fingers were quiet now. Apparently he had fainted. But
hi s
lidded eyes were open on a nmere slit. H s fingers were tight at the fringed
edge
of the ragged piece of carpet on which Chip stood.

The gunman finished his brief phone call with a chuckle. He reached
behi nd
himto prong the instrument. For a second the watchful gun barrel dipped
slightly. That was all Cardona wanted.

Hi s hands tugged with a nuscul ar heave. The carpet jerked forward and
Chip's heels went out fromunder him Wth a yell of surprise, he lost his
bal ance and toppled, striking his head on the edge of the table. The gun
bounced fromhis startled hand and fell nearby on the floor

Both nen lunged for the weapon. Cardona had the advantage of surprise,
but
Chip was a shade closer to the gun. His fist smashed down on Cardona's
ext ended
fingers, swept the gun away fromhim Again Cardona's skull felt the vicious
i npact of a pistol butt.

This time consciousness really fled fromhim

Chip's face was nmuddy with rage. The lust for nurder overcame his desire



to hold Cardona alive for the gang to torture. There were many police secrets
Joe knew that would be of i mense value to Chip and his confederates.

But all thought of caution had left the crook's brain. Cardona's nearly
successful trick infuriated Chip. He sprang suddenly away, dashed for the
ki t chen.

VWhen he returned he was carrying a tin dipper filled with cold water. He
spl ashed it over Joe's unconscious face, grunted grinmly as he saw the eyelids
flutter open.

"I want you to feel the slug that croaks you, dick!" he snarled. "Take it
- and take it right through the guts, where it will hurt the nost before you
die!"

The gun nuzzle slanted nurderously barely a few feet fromJoe's |inp
stomach muscl es. Cardona had no chance for his life. He was on the spot - at
the end of the trail - and he knewit.

Chi p' s hooked finger began to tighten with maddeni ng sl owness. The
trigger
qui vered inperceptibly.

Then suddenly the room was echoing with the sound of a freezing |augh.

Chip whirled, uttered a frightened scream

Facing himw th | evel ed guns was an awesone figure robed in cl oak of
bl ack, with slouch hat. The Shadow

Menaci ng eyes pierced the gl oomy room Not a word had been uttered by The
Shadow. The rasp of his whispering |aughter had been the only warning of his
pr esence.

CH P, interrupted on the brink of a vindictive nurder, |ost his head.
Rage
inmpelled himto a foolish action. Terror, too, whipped away his caution

He swung up his gun and fired pointblank at The Shadow.

There was doubl e flane and a double echo. Chip's bullet slanted into the
floor. The Shadow s sw ft shooting was the cause of that. A round spot of
bl ood
appeared on Chip's wist. H's gun clattered to the floor

Instantly he dived for it. It was swept up by his uninjured hand. Lying
si deways, he again tried to kill The Shadow with a snap shot from a prone
posi tion.

The result was a duplication of what had happened before. Bl ood appeared
on the left wist of the snarling killer

Cardona withed forward and grabbed the fallen gun. The Shadow had
crippled his thuggish eneny with two accurate slugs. Hi s purpose was to
capture
Chip, not to kill him Alive, Chip could be depended upon to react as other
crooks always reacted to The Shadow s net hods of extracting true underworld
i nformati on.

Time alone was all that defeated The Shadow s intent. He sprang suddenly
toward Cardona, swung the detective behind the black robe. He had heard
somet hi ng outside. The roar of a fast autonobile!

Cardona, too, heard the squeal of brakes as The Shadow swung hi m around.
The front door banged open and a figure steadied om nously on the threshold. A
sawed- of f shotgun spewed death as The Shadow hurl ed Cardona and hinmself to the
fl oor.

Then the twin guns in the bl ack-gl oved hands roared. The gunman in the
front doorway | eaped backward out of sight with a yell. But the situation was
still hopel ess.

Fromthe rear door of the cottage, feet were audible, racing toward the
front room A window slid up with a squeak and the barrel of another shotgun
was visible, pointing toward the two trapped nen.

The Shadow s strong heave forward saved Joe. Joe's feet raced ahead
toward



the foot of the narrow staircase that led to the second floor. He was too weak
to run at such a pace; The Shadow s nuscular armwas inpelling himlike a
staggering dumy up the stairs.

They raced down an enpty hallway to a rear room and The Shadow sl amed
t he door and shot the bolt home. Just in time. Slugs roared through the panels
of the barrier.

Cardona crouched against the side wall, replying blindly to that unseen
fire. A nod from The Shadow had ordered himto do so.

Under cover of the noise, The Shadow darted to the cl osed rear w ndow and
lifted it gently. He had seen sonething outside that nade his alert eyes
gl eam
The I ong, sagging clothesline ran fromimediately bel ow the windowto a tal
pole thirty feet or so behind the house.

AS The Shadow peered outward he heard a yell fromthe ground bel ow t he
wi ndow. One of the thugs was racing around the rear corner of the house. A
shot gun sl anted upward. The Shadow dropped the man with a single bullet.

The noi se of Joe's crashing gun and the rip of slugs through the | ocked
door fromthe hallway outside masked the sound of The Shadow s fire.

Swiftly he notioned to Joe to approach the wi ndow. H s own guns repl aced
t he defensive barrage that Joe had been spraying through the door. A quick
whi sper from The Shadow acquai nted Cardona with the only possible nmethod for
escape. He pointed briefly toward the clothesline.

Its fastening at the pole was a foot or two [ ower than the w ndow.
Gavity
woul d carry a man hanging fromthe |ower of the two ropes that ran through
strong pulleys. H s dangling body would whiz toward the pole with no effort on
his own part.

The gunman bel ow was a |inp huddl e on the ground. Chip was wounded in the
living roomdownstairs, both forearns broken by bullets. The other two of the
mur derous gang were still outside the door, trying to blast it fromits
qui vering hi nges.

Cardona gestured stubbornly for The Shadow to precede himto the pulley
rope. He did not understand why The Shadow was snmiling so strangely. O why a
kni fe gl eaned suddenly in one of the gl oved hands.

The Shadow was wel | aware that it was suicide for both fugitives to | eave
by the wi ndow route. The Shadow was planning to use the rope, but for a
pur pose
whi ch Joe hadn't dreaned of.

H's swift order to Cardona was so grimy authoritative that the detective
di sobeyed no | onger. Joe squirmed out the wi ndow, and in an instant his
dangl i ng body was plunmeti ng across space toward the clothes pole. Gavity
pul l ed himaway as the line whistled through the pulleys.

The Shadow s rel oaded guns masked the telltal e squeak of the w ndow
pul l ey. He saw Joe reach the pole, descend, and race across marshy ground
toward the hidden curve of a road. Joe was obeying orders. He vanished in the
direction of the sprawing railroad village.

THE SHADOW S pl an was to cut off the escape of the two uninjured gunnen.
He wanted them captured before they could race away in their high-powered
autonobile that still waited in front of the deserted cottage.

To this end, The Shadow s knife slashed through the clothesline outside
the wi ndow. G abbing the free end, he drew the rope into the room

Hi s gun kept up a steady roar through the panels of the bolted door

But his fierce gaze was now on the beamed ceiling of the room He had
seen
a square inpression there. It was the outline of a trapdoor that gave access
to



the closed attic above. There was a stout hook projecting fromthe beam
al ongsi de the trapdoor

To reach that hook was inpossible w thout clinbing on furniture - and
there was no furniture in sight. But The Shadow now held the | oose end of the
strong clothesline in his hand, and with it he nade a runni ng noose.

The noose swi shed upward and caught over the hook. A swift tug tightened
it. Hand over hand, The Shadow ascended. He reached the hook and worked
feverishly to thrust open the trap above his head.

He had to work fast, because the ceasing of his fire had told the
j ubi | ant
crooks outside that something was wong in that room They assuned that The
Shadow had been wounded. Their assault on the door grew nore reckless. It
heaved, splintered, fell inward with a mghty crash

As it did so there was a brief click. The trapdoor in the ceiling was now
cl osed. The Shadow was in the attic, hidden effectually fromhis enem es.

The two killers rushed to the open wi ndow. Yells of rage burst fromthem
when they saw the body of their confederate |ying on the ground bel ow. Beside
hi mwas the | oosened |l ength of a clothesline cut fromits pulley. The Shadow
had tossed that rope through the wi ndow a scant instant before he had cl osed
the ceiling trap.

Hi s device worked as he had expected it to. The crooks thought that
Cardona and The Shadow had slid down fromthe open wi ndow, had killed the nman
on guard in the rear, and were now raci ng away for help.

Both thugs turned and darted back through the corridor toward the stairs.
Their only thought now, was to get belowin a hurry and blast their two
escapi ng victims. The Shadow s plan was to reach the front of the house. It
was
in front that the crook's speedy autonobil e was parked.

STANDI NG at full height in the enclosed attic, The Shadow lifted his
gl oved hands and unhooked a scuttle in the slant of the roof. A quick heave
and
t he bl ack-robed body ascended through the opening and squirmed out onto the
r oof .

He was hal fway between the chimey and the edge of the gutter-pipe. He
was
on the point of sliding to the edge and dropping in a desperate attenpt to cut
off the thieves fromtheir parked car when he halted suddenly. He pressed his
sliding body flat against the slippery surface of the roof.

He coul d hear the gunnen racing around fromthe back of the house. Their
shrill yells indicated panic. The Shadow under st ood when he saw a cl oud of
dust
billowing along the narrow dirt road that led fromthe vill age where Joe
Car dona
had fl ed.

A car was speeding along that road. Cardona was visible, pointing ahead
with an excited hand. A policeman sat beside him A couple of brakenen from
t he
stalled freight train on which Cardona had ridden were hanging to the running
board of the car, brandi shing heavy w enches.

The crooks were trapped unless they fled i medi ately. To escape this
peri |
they were already carrying their wounded and dead pals to the waiting
autonobile. It roared away.

The Shadow had no chance to stop them Nor did he wish to do so now Hi s
own position was precarious. Clad in his guise of blackness, he had no desire
to expose hinself to obvious questioning from Cardona and hi s onrushing
rescuers. For the sake of the future, secrecy was necessary.

There was only one haven in sight, and The Shadow took it w thout



hesi tati on.

He wiggled swiftly toward the open nouth of a square brick chi mey. He
was hel ped by events bel ow. The crooks were already in full flight. The whine
of their powerful car vani shed down the road. It was foll owed by the roar of
Cardona' s hopel essly out speeded car

The Shadow vani shed inside the chimey. It was far froma tight fit, and
he risked a fatal fall if the soot-choked interior crunbled under his braced
hands and feet. But he gritted his teeth and descended inch by inch

Long before he reached the bottomthere were | oud voices and, footsteps
in
t he house. Cardona had failed to overtake the fleeing gunnen, as The Shadow
had
known. He had returned swiftly to the house, filled with apprehension at the
t hought of The Shadow s peril

He searched every floor, including the cellar, hunting for the body of
hi s
strange rescuer. He even exani ned the roof. But he found no trace of The
Shadow.

The Shadow at that nonment was hi dden al nost in the base of the chimey, his
f eet
straddl ed quietly above the wide firepot of a cold and abandoned furnace.

Cardona didn't waste any further time in a house he deci ded was enpty.
The
car roared back toward the village to send a police alarmover the wres.

A FEWninutes later there was a series of bunps and heavings fromthe
dept hs of the ancient furnace. The ash pit door opened. The Shadow energed on
hands and knees.

He was filthy fromhead to foot, covered with ashes, bleeding where he
had
wrenched the rusted bars of the ancient grate asunder. But his eyes were a
calm
i ndonmi tabl e fl ane.

He slipped Iike a phantom fromthe back door of the cottage. The body of
t he dead gunman was gone. The wounded Chi p was gone, too. The Shadow knew t hat
both had been carried to the crooks' autonobile and rushed away.

Reaching into an enpty rain barrel that stood under the eaves of the
silent house, The Shadow drew out a small briefcase. Garnents of black
vani shed
into the bag. A man wholly different fromthe nmysterious being to whom Cardona
owed his life appeared as if by magic. Only the flam ng eyes and beakli ke nose
were the sane.

The Shadow was dressed now in a neat gray suit such as a noderately
successful sal esman nmight wear. The car he backed out of a covert of bushes
not
far fromthe house seened to fit the salesman idea, too. It was a rusty brown
coupe, powdered with dust from country roads.

The Shadow tossed his briefcase inside and drove quietly away. He did not
hit up much speed until he had crossed the railroad tracks and turned into a
concrete highway. Then the special notor job under the dusty hood nade its
val ue evi dent.

The Shadow followed a sign that pointed north toward Massachusetts. H s
thin lips tightened as he drove toward the State line.

Hi s goal was a small nmanufacturing town called Kendall. Kendall was the
hone of many textile manufacturing plants. But The Shadow was thinking of only
one such plant. Pooltex!

He was very anxious to gain a closer view of the workmen and officials
enpl oyed by the | ovesick Edgar Pool and his sullen partner, Roy \Wall ace.



CHAPTER VI |
MJURDER BY ACCI DENT

CLYDE BURKE was standing, notionless at the cobbled end of a water-front
street along the South Brooklyn docks. H's pose was one of al oof indifference,
but there was an eager light in his eyes. He was staring over the stringpiece
at a huge freighter that was being |l oaded with scrap netal froma |ighter
al ongsi de.

The ship was foreign. The flag at its stern was a faniliar one, nmuch in
newspaper headlines and pictures. The overseas nation that owned that slip was
on the brink of war.

It was the nation that had tried vainly to bid for Pooltex fabric with
which to uniformits soldiers for the long-awaited struggle with its European
enemny. The secret agent whom Pool had called "M . East" was a ruthless servant
of this war-conscious nation

Clyde Burke was acting under the orders of The Shadow, relayed to him by
Bur bank. He had already visited another foreign ship in New York Harbor. It
bel onged to the rival nation served by "M. Wst." The purpose of Cyde in
visiting both these ships was sinple. He was endeavoring to trace the stolen
shi pnent of Poolt ex.

CGetting aboard the first ship had not been too difficult. Cyde, as an
ace
newspaper reporter, was in the confidence of nmany officials high in power. A
hi nt dropped by a Federal attorney told himthat there was a narcotic drive
now
in progress. Government agents were inspecting every cargo before a ship was
permtted to clear port.

Clyde had used this bluff to get aboard the ship of "M. Wst's" nation
He had come away convinced that the Pooltex lawfully consigned to that ship
had
not reached it. The ship was waiting nonotonously at its pier, using up
denurrage charges.

There was still some faint hope that police mght |ocate the vani shed
freight car with its valuable uniformcloth. But it was merely hope.

G yde was now ready to nake his fake "narcotic inspection" of "M.
East's"
ship - the one so grimy |loading scrap nmetal for shrapnel into its hold froma
huge magneti c crane.

Clyde had no trouble getting aboard. The visit of a governnent agent was
expected. The captain nodded grimy at his unwel cone visitor. He summoned two
sailors and ordered themto guide the supposed government agent about the
shi p.

CLYDE felt a quick sense of warning as he studied the faces of the
captain
and the two seanen. The latter were ugly, powerful fellows. They carried sharp
clasp knives at their belts. The outline of a hidden gun was visible in the
hi p
pocket of one of them

The captain | ooked even nore om nous than his crew. H's nane was Peter
Dakker. Cyde had a feeling that his suave story about drug investigation was
not believed. The very fact that Dakker forced a friendly smle and agreed to
| et Cyde nake a search of the holds for contraband was enough to put the
reporter instantly on his guard.

However, Cyde returned Dakker's smile and followed his two burly guides
down the deck and into a maze of encl osed passages.

He had no hope of finding any of the stolen Pooltex. If the stuff had



actually been snuggled to this ship, the chances were that it would be
cunni ngly conceal ed. Clyde's real intent was sonething entirely different.

He wanted to gain access to the cabin of Captain Dakker and examine it
for
papers and docunents. He had seen Dakker |eave the cabin and hurry back to his
post on the bridge.

The probl em was how to el ude these two brawny sailors who stuck to him
like | eeches on his pretended inspection

He found his opportunity in the very bowels of the ship. It was dimin
t he
poorly lighted cargo spaces. Small doorways connected one section with
anot her.

Cyde crawed forward to exam ne a pile of wooden cases.

The sailors were at the opposite side of the merchandi se space, one of
them hol ding an electric torch. The high tiers of boxes hid dyde fromtheir
suspi ci ous sight.

Instantly he tiptoed swiftly ahead. He had seen a bul khead openi ng that
led to a narrow corridor beyond. Just outside the opening was the gl eamof a
netal |adder that |ed aloft.

Clyde's action was pronpt. He slid the bul khead door softly shut. He
| ocked its I ever. Then he gripped a rung of the iron | adder and began to
ascend.

He knew it would be a few m nutes before his absence was discovered. The
sail ors woul d assunme he was poking around the cargo in that black, recessed
end
of the nerchandi se conmpartnent. In that precious interval the reporter hoped
to
have a swift | ook at Captain Dakker's desk

By the time the sailors discovered his absence and rushed aloft, dyde
woul d have finished his task. He would be ready with a plausible reason to
explain his sudden trip upward to the deck. He would say that he had seen a
seaman sneaki ng suspiciously fromthe hold with a small package and had
followed himto exam ne the package for contraband opi um

AS he energed on deck, Cyde saw that luck was with him He was not
observed. The huge magnetic crane was swi nging an enornous | oad of scrap mnetal
fromthe lighter to the ship. Voices yelled orders.

VWil e this was happening, Cyde Burke was noving swiftly along the port
deck, huggi ng the shadow of the overhangi ng superstructure.

The door of Captain Dakker's cabin was |ocked. Cyde took care of the
frail barrier with a skeleton key. He closed the door instantly behind him
stared about the enpty cabin with a beating heart.

The desk was against the wall, just al ongside an open door that led to
Dakker's small bathroom

Clyde had the desk-drawers open in a tw nkling. He searched them
frantically, |ooking for papers or docunments that m ght enable himto gain
i nformation about the Pooltex robbery.

Failure was all dyde found.

But it was a di sappointment that changed swiftly to hope. The bottom
drawer was peculiar. It seenmed to be extraordinarily shallow. So shallow, in
fact, that it occupied not nmore than two thirds of the space it was supposed
to. Clyde suspected instantly the existence of a secret drawer beneath.

Hi s hand worked with deft speed, searching for the hidden opening
nmechani sm

Suddenly dyde gasped with satisfaction. His finger tip had pressed a
smal | knob al nost flush with the joint of one of the massive desk legs. A
spring whirred and the secret drawer shot open

Clyde gl anced eagerly through a mass of | oose papers. He discarded them
qui ckly as he saw that they were routine sailing instructions, bills of |ading



and the like. The thing that drew his attention was a snmall |acquered box. The
box was | ocked and there was no sign of a keyhole or a release catch

Cl yde suspected that the | ock mechani smwas hidden in the crack that
di vided the ornamented |id fromthe box itself. The crack was w de enough for
a
very thin inplement to be inserted and pressed.

Clyde tried a key. Too w de.

VWhirling, he darted into Captain Dakker's bathroom H s eyes exam ned the
shel ves of a snmall nedicine cabinet. He saw what he was after - a discarded
razor bl ade.

Grabbing it, he dashed back to the secret drawer. Inserting the end of
t he
thin razor blade, he pressed and fiddled with the thing, trying to feel the
bottom end of the | ocked nechanism In a second or two he was successful. A
tiny plunger clicked and the lid of the box flew open

There was a pal e-gray envel ope lying inside - the only object in the box
and Cyde opened it with a quick tug of his excited fingers.

A letter was disclosed, typewitten on cheap stationery. It had neither
salutation nor signature. It had been posted in a small town in Connecti cut
t he
norni ng of the day before. Cyde's eyes raced through the nessage:

Everything is ready but extrene caution is necessary. Hold ship at New
York for three nore days to avoid suspicion. Then proceed to place already
agreed upon. The Pooltex will be crated and canoufl aged as ships biscuits. The
second shi pnent of Pooltex is now al nbst ready. Special guards have been hired
toride with the train, but a way has been found to -

That was as far as Clyde's eager eyes read. Wth an abrupt twi st of his
body he thrust the nmessage back into the box. He tossed the box back into the
secret drawer. His ears told himhe had waited too | ong!

Heavy footsteps were racing along the deck outside. A fist banged on the
| ocked door of the cabin. Someone was yelling a fierce string of foreign
oat hs.

The voice was that of Captain Dakker

THE door shivered suddenly under a heavy inpact. It crashed i nward. So
sudden had been the assault that Cyde had no tinme to close the secret drawer
in the desk. It yawned open, a dammi ng accusati on agai nst the reporter

Dakker came plunging into the room a gun glittering in his hairy fist.
Behind himwere the two scowling sailors whom Clyde had eluded in the dark
bowel s of the ship.

But Cyde had tine for one brief gesture that went unobserved by his
raging foes. H's hand slipped swiftly toward his averted mouth. The razor
bl ade
he had been using on the | acquered box dropped flat on his tongue.

He closed his nmouth and uttered no word. In all the fierce turnoil that
followed his swift capture, Cyde never once opened his taut |ips.

"Search him" Dakker screaned. "He's no Federal man. He's a damed spy!"

The search dooned C yde Burke. His press card was found, revealing his
true identity as a newspaper nan.

Fi sts crashed against Clyde's jaw, rocking his head. But he made no
effort
to defend hinself. His only thought was the razor bl ade hidden on his
qui vering
tongue inside his closed |ips. He knew the ruthless nethods of his foreign
captors. Death would be swift and sure. The razor blade was his only weapon.

He stood reeling with weakness fromthe rain of blows. H s wists were



tied in front of him No gag was placed on his nmouth, and C yde wondered about
that. But he soon di scovered why no gag was needed.

"You are going to die!" Dakker told himin a hoarse snarl. "The roar of
t he st eam exhaust will cover any cowardly cries you choose to nmake. There's a
lighter alongside, filled with |oyal servants of my country. You're going to
di e by accident! Crushed under tons of falling scrap iron! That is, unless you
confess instantly whom you are working for, and why you are here."

Clyde said nothing. The two sailors held himerect between them Dakker
rushed outside, and his voice could be heard uttering a string of orders.
Instantly the hum of the electrical crane ceased.

VWhen Dakker returned to the cabin he was grinning like a wol f.

"Tie himto the port rail," he ordered his nmen. "Just aft the wheel house.
W'll lose a section of rail when the scrap netal crashes. It will damage the
deck of the ship - but that will make the accident | ook all the nore
convi nci ng, yes?

"Under the debris will be the bloody pulp of a very foolish spy. The
bl ood
will be cleaned away quickly, the body tossed overboard. It will be a nost
harm ess but unfortunate accident - and give us an excellent excuse to del ay
our sailing for three nore days."

CLYDE was hustled along the deck and tied with his body facing the rail.
The lighter was noored on the river side. The scene was hidden fromthe gaze
of
anyone ashore. The steam exhaust vent al ongside the funnel of the ship nade a
hissing roar. It would drown any cry C yde nade.

Dakker rushed aloft to the bridge. The sailors retreated to safe spots.

A shrill whistle blew. The nagnetic crane began to lift a huge mass of
twi sted scrap netal fromthe hold of the half-enptied lighter. The only power
that held it fromfalling was the magnetic attracti on of the crane, held
st eady
by the electric current pulsing fromthe notor

Clyde realized that if the switch on the crane was suddenly cut off, the
vast wei ght of suspended nmetal would crash to the port rail of the ship,
smashi ng everything beneath it to matchwood.

The crane was now nmoving high in the air. The load of scrap iron swing
slowy toward the dooned man.

But Cyde no longer held the razor blade in his nouth. A dip of his head
and a twi st of his body brought his face above his hands that were fettered to
the ship's rail. The tying had been done hurriedly. Their haste gave Cyde his
slimchance for life. The razor blade fell into his cupped palm

He began to slice desperately, holding the thin steel between two cranped
fingers. H's watching enenies thought the jerky notions were the tw tchings of
nortal terror. They had had men die before; they were used to withings of
fear.

But Cyde's notions, though awkward, were the product of courage. He felt
atight |loop of the cord part. Blood dripped fromhis wist where he had
gouged
his flesh in that fierce slash.

The crane swung over the space that divided the ship fromthe lighter. It
was now noving slowy sideways through the air, approaching a spot directly
over Clyde's head.

On the bridge, Captain Dakker was watching. A silver whistle was in his
hairy hand. He was ready to clap it to his lips and blow a shrill blast. Wen
he did, the heavy mass of scrap would be released fromits magnetic bond wth
the crane.

Anot her cord parted. Sweat appeared in big drops on Cyde's pale
f or ehead.

Hs wists were | oose now, but he was still unable to jerk away fromthe



ship's
railing.

He dug fiercely with the sharp blade, oblivious to the flesh he was
slicing under the renaining cord.

As he did so he saw the silver whistle lift to Dakker's lips. A shril
bl ast echoed above the steamroar fromthe funnel exhaust.

The scrap metal dropped straight downward through the enpty air above
Cl yde's bowed head.

AS it fell, Cyde tore hinself free fromthe |ast severed strand of his
bonds. He threw hinself aft along the deck. Behind him chunks of rusted netal
struck with a trenendous inpact. The railing of the deck smashed |i ke
mat chwood. The ship heel ed over under that frightful blow

Clyde was on his feet now. He was running. H s body went over the smashed
rail and plunged head-first toward the green strip of water between the ship
and the lighter. He vanished bel ow the surface in a clean dive.

The vast splash fromtoppling chunks of scrap metal and deck wreckage
nmade
a sound that covered the puny splash of Clyde's arrowike dive. He went down,
down to the black, slinmy nud at the river's bottom Then, with |ungs bursting,
he began to ascend.

But he didn't | ose his sense of caution. He knew that Captain Dakker had
seen him go overboard. He was aware that nen on the pitching lighter had al so
wi tnessed his bold | eap fromthe wecked deck of the freighter

As he drifted upward to the surface Cyde used his cupped palnms to sl ow
his ascent. Through the green glimer of dirty water he visioned foreign faces
staring at the river - faces tense with the lust to kill.

Keepi ng prudently under the surface, he swamto the blunt overhang of the
lighter's stern. It protected himfromdiscovery while he took half a dozen

deep, gasping breaths, filling his depleted |ungs. Then he dived again and
swam
f or war d.

He was on the river side of the lighter now He swam bel ow t he surface,
following the line of the lighter's hull. He reached the edge of the pier
bef ore he again opened a gaping nmouth for air.

The darkness under the pier was wel cone. Cyde swamto the opposite side,
his ears buzzing with the shouts and yells that cane fromthe open slip where
t he damaged freighter |ay.

He grinned faintly at the wild commoti on. Men were rushing there from al
points of the water front, drawn by the echo of that grinding crash.

Capt ai n Dakker and his nen would be busy with fal se explanations to
police
and pier officials. They'd have no tine to pursue their desperate search for
t he
vi cti m who had gone overboard

Clyde Burke's head poked carefully into the daylight on the other side of
the wi de-covered pier. There was no one in sight.

Swiftly he swamto a ringbolt in the stout stringpiece that closed off
t he
street fromthe river. He lifted a dripping hand al oft and drew hinsel f
upwar d.

A minute or so later the water-soaked figure of O yde Burke vanished |ike
a sodden rat between nountai nous piles of crates and boxes. He made his way
along the water front, farther and farther away fromthe uproar and excitenent
behi nd hi m

There was a car parked on the greasy cobbles. The door on the side
near est
the river opened quietly. No one noticed the car drive slowy away toward the
el evated structure a block fromthe river. Once the shadow of the "el"



structure was reached the slow noving car made a swift turn. Its speed
i ncreased.

Clyde Burke was still on duty for The Shadow. Hi s m ssion was not yet
finished. He headed toward a spot where he knew he coul d change to dry clothes
and reach a tel ephone that would be private from curious eyes.

Over that tel ephone wire would go a quick call to Burbank, to be rel ayed
to The Shadow.

CHAPTER VI I |
TRI ANGLE OF TREACHERY

HARRY VI NCENT wal ked quietly al ong a crowded sidewal k with the absorbed
air of a man hasteni ng about his business. It was a tribute to Harry's skil
as
atrailer that he seemed to be bustling along like the other pedestrians. The
crowmd made wal king difficult, and he was forced to slow up many tines.

At such times he stared into shop windows or loitered for an instant at
the curb. Harry had been doing this deftly for sone time, and neither of the
two persons in whomhe was interested were aware for an instant that they were
under surveill ance.

The two persons were a half block ahead of Harry. They were a
wel | -dressed
coupl e who nmade a rather attractive picture in the bright sunlight. The man
was
George MIton. The woman at his side was the blue-eyed and very blond Viola
Kent .

Vincent's novenents suddenly becanme nore careful. The trail that had
started as a triangle - one following two - was now a four-sided affair.

Acr oss

the street, another wonman was quietly making her way through the hurrying
crowd.

So intent was she on the novements of MIton and Viola that she failed to
det ect

t he presence of Harry Vincent.

She was younger than Viola, and, if anything, she was prettier. Dark
eyes,
red lips parted slightly with exciterment, a slimboyish figure. Vincent, who
had
a conpl ete description of her from Burbank, recognized the girl immediately.

She was Lily Wallace, daughter of Edgar Pool's business partner.

It was inpossible to tell yet whether Lily's interest lay in MIton or
Viola. To find out accurately and report his findings as soon as possi bl e was
t he business of Vincent.

Hi s opportunity cane sooner than he expected. The coupl e ahead of him
paused at the street corner. After a brief conversation the two parted. MIton
continued up the busy avenue. Viola Kent crossed to the east and wal ked down
the side street.

Harry Vincent stood on the curb in the shadow of a parked truck. He kept
his eyes on a jeweler's doorway across the street. Lily Wallace was in that
doorway, pretending to admire a collection of rings in the showase.

Her hesitation was brief. In a noment she was again in notion, follow ng
the trail. She turned the corner into the side street. She had decided to
trail
Vi ol a.

HARRY made Viola's choice his.
He wal ked even nore slowy now because he knew that Viola's apartnment was



in a building mdway down this block. There was a cab parked not very far from
the entrance.

The cab was there by design. It contained still another agent of The
Shadow. Mobe Shrevnitz, best taxi driver in New York, and the smartest.

Mboe was parked there on the off chance that Viola mght call for a cab

in
the event she left the building in a hurry. She had gone out that norning
wi thout a glance toward the curb. But Me was patient and he was still on the

job. Until his orders were changed, Me would continue to park there.

Vi ncent nodded warningly to Moe, and then paid the cab no further
attention. An unexpected devel opment was taking place on the sidewal k ahead of
hi m

Lily Wall ace had increased her speed. She wal ked swiftly until she was
abreast of Viola, then glanced si deways and stopped with a smle of sinulated
surprise. The two wonen began to talk with every evidence of friendship.

Vi ncent woul d have given a |lot to have been able to hear what was said,
but the distance nade that inpossible. In a nonent the two wonen conti nued
onward together. They entered the building where Viola |lived, crossed the
| obby
and ascended in the el evator

Vi ncent coul d depend on Mbe Shrevnitz to cover the main entrance. The
tradesnen's entrance, on the side front, was what interested Harry.

BY not going upstairs, Harry m ssed the devel opment of another
i nteresting
conversation. The conference was taking place in Viola' s sunptuous apartnent.
Vi ol a sat back, arrogant, scornful, in a deep uphol stered chair, and her
carmined lips twisted in a sneer. She | ooked very nuch the actress.
"Don't you think you're being a bit inpertinent, ny dear?"
Lily Wall ace was standi ng, facing her hostess. If Lily, too, was playing
a
dramatic role, she was naking a good job of it. There were tears in her dark
eyes. Her attitude was one of pleading sincerity.

"You must listen to ne! Viola - please! I'mtelling the truth! You're
playing with fire. You'll be ruined if you don't believe what | say!"

"The fire, | take it, is M. George MIton?"

"Yes. | saw you wal king with himtoday. | followed you. | had to!"

"Why? Do you dislike the gentleman so much?"

"He's not a gentleman," Lily burst out. Her face was deadly pale. "He's a
crook! A blackmailer! Do you understand now?"

Her voice raced on before Viola could interrupt her

"I know he's a bl ackmail er because George MIton has already worked his
dirty game on me. He framed ne with |ying photographs! That's his business and
he makes it pay well. H's next nove is obviously to sink his hooks into Edgar
Pool. And you'll be the cat's-paw"

"What do you nean by that?" Viola snapped.

"You're Poole's fiancee. MIton knows that. He's out to win your

confidence and frame you in a scandal, as he did ne. |I'm asking you for help
and cooperation. Together, we can lure MIton into a police trap and end his
dirty career. | was afraid to speak openly to you before about this - but I'm

not, now. For a reason that | hardly dare even to nmention."

Her frightened voice quivered. It dropped to a barely audi bl e whisper

"I think George MIton is the brains behind the theft of that
mllion-dollar carload of Pooltex!"

Viola tensed. "Are you sure you realize what you' re saying?" she said
slow y.

It was the turn of the blond actress to be agitated. She rose from her
chair, began pacing up and down. Her blue eyes were |ike mca.

But a change took place in her lovely face as she wal ked. She sniled. She



patted Lily's armwith a trenbling hand. There was no | onger a trace of anger
in her velvet voice

"Perhaps you're right, ny dear. | - | have noticed a certain ruthl essness
about CGeorge MIton that has always worried ne. Qur friendship was perfectly
harm ess on nmy part - or so | thought. Thank you for warning ne. | shall drop
himat once. | couldn't bear the thought of anything com ng between ny
happi ness with - with dear Edgar Pool."

THE choked sob in her voice carried conviction. Viola Kent was acting a
snooth rol e, snoother than any she had ever played on the stage. As she paced
up and down, she kept tal king steadily. She wanted to distract Lily with the
flow of her repentant words. But she kept listening for a sound she had every
reason to expect to hear, very soon

It came in a monment or so - a sharp rap froma bronze knocker on the rear
door of the apartnment.

Viola smled wanly.

"Excuse me for a nmonent. That's the knocker at the service door.
ordered
some roses fromthe florist and ny maid is out today. Sit down, darling. Oh,
dear, where's my purse?”

She picked up her bag froma console table and hurried down a corridor
Turning swiftly as she wal ked, she made sure that Lily could not see her. She
took from her bag not the nmoney to pay for pretended flowers, but a penci
stub
and a scrap of paper. On the paper she wote hurriedly: "She's here. Living
room Left of doorway."

Passi ng t hrough the kitchen, she opened the service door. A man stood
there, his handsone face bl eak, his eyes asking a cold, pitiless question. He
dared not speak because of the fear that his whisper nmight carry clearly to
t he
[iving room

He was CGeorge MIton. He nodded as he read the note Viola held silently
in
front of him She shut the service door and |ocked it. MIton squeezed
noi sel essly past her and tiptoed along the corridor

There was a handkerchief in his left hand. Wth his right he passed a
smal | corked bottle backward to Viola, who followed silently behind him

A sudden leap carried MIton around the casing of the door and straight
toward the chair where the unsuspicious Lily sat.

Her back was toward him She had no warning whatever. Before she knew
what
was happening, MIton was at her |ike a panther. Miscul ar fingers choked off
t he
screamthat rose in her throat. The fingers tightened.

Viola sprang forward. She had uncorked the bottle that MI|ton had handed
to her. She was holding it out to himeagerly. He grabbed it, spilled sonme of
the contents on the handkerchief that was pressed over Lily's nouth and nose.

A sickening reek filled the warmair of the room Lily's struggles |ost
their youthful strength. Her waving arnms dropped sluggishly. Her head slipped
si deways.

Mlton held her for a few seconds |onger, then he let go with a barking
| augh. The drugged girl slid fromthe chair to the rug. She |lay notionless.

Vi ol a picked up the reeking handkerchief and ran to the bathroomwth it.
M Ilton opened the curtained |iving roomw ndow. He breathed in a deep gulp of
fresh air.

"Nice job," he panted to Viola.

"I told you she was trailing us,

the blond actress snapped. "Lily knows
a
| ot more than we thought she did. She cane up here to warn ne."



"What did she say?"

Viola told himand MIton ripped out an oath.

"We've got to get rid of her! | was afraid of this. She's got to be
snatched out of here right now |'ll keep her drugged in a place where she
can't open her damed nouth. "

M LTON swept up the body of Lily Wallace in his strong arnms. Viola
cautiously opened the service door. The arrow of the el evator shaft showed
t hat
the service lift was notionless at the basenment |evel

Viola I ed the way down the dimstaircase that boxed in the shaft. She was
as cool as a cucunmber, nodding quietly at each landing to indicate that the
coast ahead was clear.

The el evator door was closed at the bottom of the shaft. The two

ki dnaper s
crept swiftly past it, down a |ong whitewashed passageway that |led to stone
steps. Sunlight fromthe sidewal k splashed the top steps with brilliance.

Vi ol a paused in the sunlight and beckoned to her conpani on bel ow her. At
the sane instant, a sleepy taxi driver stepped on the starter pedal of his
engi ne. Mbe Shrevnitz had seen Viola. So had Harry Vincent, who was sitting in
t he back seat of the parked taxi.

CGeorge MIton energed fromthe basenent entrance with the [ ax body of
Lily
Wallace in his arns. The taxi was barely thirty feet behind a closed coupe to
which MIton was hurrying.

Vincent's sprinting feet nmade practically no sound, and MIton didn't
hear
him But Viola's scream warned the ki dnaper of his peril. He whirled an
i nst ant
before Vincent clutched at him

St aggering, he let go his hold on the unconscious Lily. Vincent caught
her
linp body as she fell

His instinctive action gave MIton the ugly opportunity for nmurder. A
pi stol whi pped fromhis pocket. MIlton's finger pressed the trigger. But the
flame that spat fromthe nuzzle slanted downward toward the paverment. A second
stream of flame had beaten it by a scant eyel ash of tine.

The roar of the shot cane fromthe taxi cab of Mbe Shrevnitz. Me's bull et
had struck MIton's weapon and skated it out of his grasp

VWi le the echo of two pistol shots still roared, Mbe came diving forward
like a stubby tornado. His swift appearance and the paralysis of MIton's gun
hand ended the battle with startling suddenness.

Viola was already in the closed coupe, screamng shrilly to her conpanion
to follow He sprang beside her, and the car shot away under Viola's grim
gui dance.

The street had become a bedl am of confusion. Men were shouting, wonen
dodgi ng i nto near-by doorways. A policeman was visible, racing down fromthe
avenue.

Vincent thrust the linmp formof Lily Wallace into the taxicab. Me
Shrevnitz | eaped behind the steering wheel. He had the cab spinning away
before
Harry coul d sl am the door

The lurch sent Harry to his knees on the floor, sliding Lily beside him
But the cab was roaring into flight under control of the city's smartest
hacki e. Moe took the corner on two wheels before the pursuing cop could
unlinber his artillery.

By the time the outdi stanced cop had sprung to a police box and was
spreading the alarm Me was doing very nicely at a nore respectabl e speed.
Less than a nmile away, over to the east of Manhattan, was a garage where no



guesti ons were asked whenever Me showed up in a desperate hurry. Lanont
Cranston owned that garage under the title of a dummy corporation

The taxi was lifted on an elevator to an upper floor, with Me stil
behi nd the wheel and Vincent and Lily Wallace crouched together on the rear
seat .

The streets outside echoed with the wild sirens of police cars racing
blindly in pursuit of a vanished taxicab

But on the upper floor of the garage, all was quiet except for the beat
of
Harry Vincent's heart and the faint moans of a girl recovering consci ousness.

CHAPTER | X
TH EF IN THE NI GAT

THE water-front information that Cyde Burke had secured was transmitted
to The Shadow wi thin an hour. But C yde would have been amazed had he known
t he
di stance that nmessage travel ed over the tel ephone wire fromthe spot where
Bur bank mai nt ai ned hi s unknown cont act headquarters.

The report was received in a hotel roomin a small manufacturing town in
Massachusetts. The nane of that town was Kendall. The Shadow had driven there
at top speed after his rescue of Joe Cardona.

In Kendall was |ocated the Pooltex plant. It was the purpose of The
Shadow
to know nore about the factory itself and the nen enpl oyed there.

Havi ng received Clyde Burke's report and digested the facts contained in
the letter that had been hidden in Captain Dakker's secret drawer, The Shadow
changed thought into action. He left his hotel and hurried to the Pooltex
pl ant .

It was late in the afternoon of a dull, gray day. Wrknen were | eaving
t he
factory in droves by the nain gate, their |abor for the day finished. The
Shadow
had little trouble maki ng an entrance through a small w ndow on a narrow
street
that skirted the rear end of the huge brick structure.

Only a single dimlight burned in the whitewashed ceiling. Machines were
silent now, covered neatly with canvas protection for the night.

The Shadow noved stealthily, yet with speed. He had been in this building
twi ce since he had arrived in Kendall. He knew exactly where he was headed.
Hs
goal was the | ocked | aboratory where Edgar Pool performed his technica
experiments.

In this roomwas a small, strong safe. The ai mof The Shadow was to open
that safe and observe the contents.

Hi s bl ack-clad figure crossed a corridor and descended narrow stairs. He
was very different now fromthe innocent-I|ooking sal esnan who had regi stered
in
the hotel a nile away fromthis factory.

The figure who now approached the | aboratory where Pool and his
assi st ant,

Doct or Andrew Leach, spent nost of their tine during working hours, was
conceal ed under cloak and hat of black. He tackled the | ocked |aboratory door
A careful pressure of The Shadow s sensitive ear against the panel had
convinced himthat the roomwas, for the monment, enpty of human bei ngs.

Hi s concl usi on was proved correct when the door opened noi sel essly under
hi s mani pul ati on. The tiny steel instrument that had opened the | ock
di sappeared under The Shadow s cloak. Its virtue was that it could open a |ock



wi t hout injuring the nmechanism The door closed again and the lock clicked
softly.

The Shadow was ready for a burglary in the interests of the |aw.

But he altered his plan before he had taken nore than a half dozen
cautious steps toward the safe and the desk alongside it. He heard a faint
sound fromthe door he had fastened behind him

Soneone on the outside was furtively trying to pick the Iock

FROM t he sounds, The Shadow could tell instantly that a professiona
burgl ar was at work. He had a grimdesire to know who that burglar was.

Darting noi sel essly toward the single wi ndow of the | aboratory, The
Shadow
lifted a flat metal panel that was set in the stone floor alnost directly
under
the w ndow.

An ordi nary observer mght have thought it was a trapdoor leading to
anot her room bel ow. But The Shadow, having al ready watched this | aboratory
from
the small wi ndow that faced the alley outside, knew that the opening into
whi ch
he now descended was nerely a square netal tank

It was a disused and dusty vat that had been used previously for sone of
Pool's chemical experinents. It nade a safe place fromwhich to observe the
nmyst eri ous marauder who was now working so stealthily on the | ock of the door

The door opened al nost instantly. The Shadow s sw ftness in crouching
down
into the tank sunk in the floor had barely sufficed to hide himfromthe gaze
of
t he man who now entered the | aboratory.

But the thief had no notion that anyone had preceded him He was
br eat hi ng
jerkily, tense with excitenent. He hurried across to the steel safe and the
desk
that adjoined it.

He began forcing open drawers in Edgar Pool's desk. H s eager fingers
exam ned papers swiftly, then tossed them aside as he probed to find whatever
it was he was seeking.

The Shadow watched froma crack of the Iid of his strange hiding place.

He
saw the man's face pass under the droplight. The features were revealed with
strong detail. He was a man in whom The Shadow was al ready keenly interested.

The fell ow was a workman enpl oyed in the Pooltex plant. H s name was Paul
Dom ni ck. At work in the factory, his bearing had been quiet and subm ssive,
no
different than the hundreds of nen who operated the whirring machi nes or
di pped
woven Pooltex fabric into the various baths that nade it acid and fl ame- proof.

But The Shadow had not been satisfied about this particul ar worknan.
Visiting the factory under his hotel alias - M. Arthur Harper - The Shadow
had
t aken occasion to scan many things and many nen during his tour of inspection

It had been easy to do so, for while the general public was not admitted
to the | aboratory or certain secret parts of the factory, it was customary for
gui des to conduct visitors through the roons where machines clattered and huge
| oons converted netallic thread into the close-woven cloth known as Pool t ex.

Arthur Harper's innocent eyes had not been idle on his inspection trip.
He
had made a mental note to find out nmore about this particul ar workman naned
Paul



Doni ni ck
Now he was watching this same Donminick rifling the papers in Edgar Pool's
private desk.

DOM NI CK grunted as he failed to find what he was after. He turned his
attention to the steel safe. But he had hardly knelt in front of the shining
di als when he whirled on his knees. Hi s hand plunged toward his hip.

The | aboratory door had suddenly clicked - this time fromthe proper
insertion of a key. It was flung open with a bang and a nan darted in over the
t hreshol d. The man was Doctor Andrew Leach, technical adviser to Edgar Pool

There was an automatic pistol in his hand. He fired pronptly as he sprang
at the kneeling thief. At the same instant Doninick's gun bl azed.

Both shots were ineffectual. The thief's awkward kneeling position had
thrown himoff balance as he whirled. His bullet slanted over Leach's | owered
head. But the sanme awkward tw st saved Dominick fromthe rip of the |aboratory
assistant's sl ug.

The two nmen crashed together and rolled in a heap on the floor. They
struggl ed desperately, fighting to gain possession of Leach's gun. Dom nick's
weapon had been batted fromhis hand by a fierce blow of the ragi ng Leach

The scientist's face was as dark and nmurderous as it had been on that
night in New York when he had seized and threatened the blond Viola Kent.

But this time Leach had no fragile woman to contend with. Dom nick was
strong and desperate to get away. He had | ost his own gun, but he managed to
get a death grip on the barrel of his eneny's weapon. H s superior strength
made itself evident al nost imrediately.

There was a cry from Leach as the gun changed hands. The scienti st
st aggered back, blood stream ng froma gash on his forehead. Another bl ow
struck himas he swayed dazedly. He toppled to the floor, rolled over, tried
to
regain his feet.

Dom ni ck had both guns now. He made no further effort to use them He ran
straight for the small wi ndow that cut the end wall of the room directly
above
the steel lid of the sunken vat in which The Shadow was hi dden

The Shadow had seen every detail of that swift fight. He had made no nove
to interfere. Nor did he do so now as the fleet-footed Dom nick | eaped upward
and drew hinself to the inner sill of the alley w ndow.

The Shadow had heard | oud shouts, the patter of running feet. He knew

t hat

hel p was com ng fast. To expose hinself was to court instant death froma
bullet. Wrse still, it neant the revealing of his presence inside the Pooltex
pl ant .

He divined that the web of death and intrigue that had brought him from
New York had its center at or near this grimlaboratory. He was as nuch
interested in Doctor Andrew Leach as he was in the unknown figure of Paul
Doni ni ck

THE SHADOW r enai ned perfectly quiet as the door burst open. Men rushed
pellmell into the stone-floored room Doctor Leach was reeling dazedly on his
long legs, his eyes glassy. Blood streamed from his gashed forehead. He tried
to shout, to point toward the w ndow where Dom ni ck had fl ed.

Four nmen nmilled excitedly about the wounded Leach. Two of them were
wor kmen. The other two were the owners of the factory.

Roy Wall ace | ooked very pale. There was unm stakable terror in his eyes.
Edgar Pool | ooked nore puzzled than scared. He stared in amazenent at his
bl eedi ng assi stant.

Leach put an end to the excitement with a gaspi ng explanation. At his
order, a workman | eaped up to the window sill. The man reported that there was



no sign outside of the vani shed Dom ni ck

"Quick!" Leach growl ed. "Double out to the head of the alley - both you
men! If you hurry across the work floor through the east gate you may cut
Dom nick off. If you see him shoot himdown!"

The two worknmen raced away. The sound of their heavy brogans di ni ni shed.
Leach eyed the two Pooltex partners with a sidel ong scrutiny.

Edgar Pool seemed unconsci ous of that |ook. But Roy WAllace twi sted his
face away, pretended to be watching the enpty square of the wi ndow through
whi ch Domi ni ck had nmade his escape.

"What's - what's it all nean?" Wallace faltered.

"Treachery," Doctor Leach replied coldly. "That fellow was trying to
st eal
the Pooltex fornula."

Edgar Pool uttered a short cry of disbelief.

"But how, could he? I - | don't keep the formula here.™

"Dominick didn't know that. | suspect he was after sonething nore
interesting." Leach grinned haggardly. "He was undoubtedly trying to find
i nformati on about the car of Pooltex that's due to | eave the factory tonight.
The second shi pnent!"

Both partners stared at Leach with sudden under st andi ng.

"But the car leaves here in fifteen mnutes," Pool gasped.

"Exactly! That's why I'mworried."

Wal | ace, who had been silent, forced a snile

"There are four conpetent guards aboard that box car," he pointed out.
"They are arned with a nachi ne gun. The doors are sealed. | nyself gave those
guards orders to spray lead at the first attenpt to open the sealed door. In
fifteen mnutes that car will be picked up by the train. After that it's the
i nsurance conpany's | ookout, not yours."

"Just the sane," Pool replied, "I think 1'd like to be there on the
si di ng
when the train | eaves. Cone on, gentlenen, there's not much tine left."

Wl | ace nodded. Both partners turned and started for the door. But Doctor
Andrew Leach, who had been staring at the stone floor of the laboratory with a
pecul i ar expression in his narrowed eyes, halted his enployers with a barking
wor d:

"Vait!"

LEACH S steady finger pointed toward the enpty vat sunk in the floor
bel ow
the alley w ndow.

"There's another man hidden in this | aboratory," he whispered. "Two of
them came in here. Only one got away. Look!"

There were browni sh footprints on the floor leading to the very edge of
the closed lid of the vat. They had been nade by Dom nick, but Leach didn't
know t hat .

In the fight a fewnnutes earlier, a glass retort filled with iodine had
been overturned. Domi nick had stepped in the stuff and had left a trai
| eadi ng
toward the sunken vat. Leach's guess about the trail was wong, but his
concl usi on was correct.

The Shadow stiffened in his hidden retreat.

Roy Wallace had a small pistol in his shaking hand. Its nuzzle was
poi nt ed
toward the closed lid of the vat.

"Cone out or I'll shoot!" he warned.

There was no answer to his chall enge.

Leach laid a finger across his lips, backed noiselessly, toward the side
wal | . There was a snall spoked wheel of netal there. It was attached to a pipe
line. The pipe ran across the wall from an overhead tank. It was connected



with
the vat in which The Shadow waited grimy.

The Shadow s eyes were at the slightly parted lid of the vat. He
understood instantly what the clever Doctor Leach had in mind

The spoked wheel on the wall was a valve. The tank above it contai ned
acid. Leach was about to fill The Shadow s hiding place with a splashing flood
of corrosive |iquid!

Bef ore the tuggi ng hand coul d wench the val ve open, a streak of flane
spat fromthe slightly lifted lid of the floor vat. A bullet chipped the wall
an inch away from Leach's tugging fingers. He gave a yell of fear and shrank
back.

At the same instant The Shadow energed from his dangerous prison with a
lithe upward junp. His leap carried himaway fromthe vat's edge. He stood
poi sed, nenacing, in the center of the room Twin guns jutted fromhis
bl ack- gl oved hands. His eyes were |ike reddish flanes.

H s cal mvoice uttered a comrand

Wal | ace hesitated. The small-calibered automatic he had drawn stil
quivered in his slack hand. He dropped it as he heard the rasping | augh of The
Shadow. He knew death was in that |augh unless he obeyed. Hi s surrender took
the heart out of his two conpani ons. They backed up against the wall. Another
gri m conmand made them turn about and face the wall. Their hands were el evated
hi gh above their heads with the palns flat against the masonry. Their backs
were toward the | aboratory door.

The Shadow s body noved toward the door. He nade no sound. The prisoners
were unaware that he had changed his position. Leach was the first to dare to
twi st his neck and peer. The noment he did so he uttered a cry of rage.

The | aboratory was enpty!

THE three men rushed fromthe roomin wild pursuit. They took the only
route logically open to The Shadow. It was a corridor that led to a w de-open
doorway in the south wall of the factory.

Qut side that door a bright arc light burned in the early night, flooding
the open area with brilliance. The steel rails of a siding were there. A
seal ed
box car waited on the track. It was the car containing the second shi pnment of
Pool t ex.

Locked inside the car were four resolute insurance guards with a machi ne
gun.

As The Shadow s pursuers tunbled outside into the blinding glare of the
overhead light, there was no sign of the black-robed figure who had vani shed
SO
nmyst eri ously ahead of them

The Shadow at this nmoment was still inside the factory. He had not run
t he
full length of the corridor on the ground floor. He was using shrewdly his
know edge of the plant's layout. Hal fway down the corridor was a snmall stee
door set flush in the concrete wall

The Shadow had flipped it open and closed it behind himw th one quick
gesture. Stairs loonmed in the darkness above him The stairs led to the second
floor. He sped upward like a black waith.

VWil e Leach and his two enployers were racing out to the railroad siding,
The Shadow was crossing the deserted machi ne room above. He sped past the
covered shapes of automatic |oons. On the far side a wi ndow opened and cl osed
agai n. The Shadow dropped silently into the darkness of a rear delivery area.

The Shadow made a swift and careful detour, rounding the distant corner
of
the sprawl i ng buil dings. He avoided the siding where the Pooltex car waited.
He
made for the spur line that connected with the railroad a half mle or so



away.
No one saw himflit like a bat through the gl oom

The Shadow was prepared now to take the initiative. He intended to ride
with the freight train that was due presently to pick up that seal ed and
wai ti ng car of Pooltex.

Prelim nary investigation had shown himthat trains for this siding
al ways
stopped for the necessary track clearance signals at a point not far fromthe
timbered structure of a railroad water tower. It was at this spot that The
Shadow i ntended to board the train.

CHAPTER X
BURGLAR BAI T

FI VE nen stood in the bright arc light brilliance that made the siding
outside the Pooltex plant as bright as day. Their eyes never left the car in
whi ch the precious cloth was seal ed. The car was now coupled tight to a
frei ght
train which had backed smoothly out of the darkness fromthe main |ine.

In a moment or two the train would begin its long journey to New York
The
faces of the five men were grim The treacherous workman, Paul Dom ni ck, had
made a clean get-away. So had the nysterious marauder in the black cloak. But
toni ght the cloth was being properly guarded.

Only a crinmnal mracle could west that consignment fromthe hands of
t he
nmen | ocked inside the box car at the end of the train.

Wal | ace and Pool stood together, conferring in whispers with Leach. The
other two nmen were the factory watchman and his assistant. Both had pursued
Paul Dominick in vain. They had reported that he was nowhere to be found.

A railroad brakeman stood near by with a lighted [ antern. He kept away
fromthe group under the arc light and made no effort to approach the | ocked
Pool tex car.

Hi s orders were strict. Having made sure that the box car was efficiently
coupl ed, he and every other nenber of the train crew were to | eave it al one.

A trai nman who approached that box car was taking his life in his hands.
At the first indication of tanpering with the seals, the guards within were
prepared to spray |lead fromthe nmachi ne gun which was set up on a tripod just
i nsi de the | ocked door.

A sudden toot fromthe | oconotive made a warning bellow in the darkness.
The brakie swung the lantern and the train echoed with ghostly bangings as it
got into notion. The brakie swung upward to the steel rungs of a vertica
| adder. Hanging there |like a nonkey, he rode steadily away into the gl oom

QUTSI DE the factory door, the rails of the siding stretched enpty under
the strong brilliance of the overhead |ight. Wallace and Pool remained there,
conferring in | ow voices. Andrew Leach stood apart fromthem staring up the
track where the freight had vani shed.

A voice said timdly: "Any special orders for tonight, M. Wallace?"

Wal | ace turned and stared at the watchman. He started to say sonething,
but he was interrupted by Leach. The | aboratory assistant said quietly:

"I"d like to make a suggestion, if I may. | think | have a sensible plan
and one that ought to be followed."

Wal | ace hesitated. But Pool nodded with instant interest. Leach's calm
voi ce seened to reassure him

"What did you have in mnd, doctor?"

"Just this. | think this factory, and not the car that just left, is the



spot to be watched for trouble.”

"Why?" Roy WAl lace interrupted.

"Because those two crooks put to flight tonight are well aware that the
car on that train is theft-proof. They won't dare to try what they did on the
first shipment of cloth. Unless |I'mbadly mistaken, one or both of those
cr ooks
is going to try to sneak into the factory here tonight."

"VWhy?" Wl |l ace repeated griny

"The Pooltex formula," Leach replied. "The forrmula itself is not kept in
the | aboratory safe, but Dom nick doesn't know that. O herw se, why should he
and hi s conpani on have nade such a dangerous attenpt to crack the safe

t oni ght ?
Mark my words, Dominick or his pal will be back again. | propose to give them
a

good reception!"”
H s voi ce becane cri sper

"Here is ny plan. 1'll nove a cot into the |aboratory and | ock nyself in.
['"lIl sleep there with a .45 automatic close to nmy hand. The nmonent the alley
wi ndow lifts, or the lock of the Iab door clicks, I'Il be ready in the dark to
nail our smart visitors. In fact, I"'min favor of encouraging themto sneak
in"

"How do you nean?" Pool asked.

Leach turned toward the two interested watchmen.

"Leave the east door of the factory unlocked. It offers direct access to
the | aboratory. Dominick will be afraid to try the w ndow again. But a
carel essly, open door will make things a lot easier for him He' Il think that

the excitement made us jittery and carel ess. Al so, keep your appointed rounds
so Dom nick won't becone suspicious."

Wal | ace | ooked doubtful. But Pool was convinced that his assistant had
hi t
upon a scheme that was both sinple and practical. In the end, Wallace agreed
to
t he strategy.

THE two wat chnmen carried a cot into the |aboratory. Leach arranged the
catch on the window so that a light pressure froma burglar's jinmy would
force
the netal guard easily fromits groove.

The | ocked door of a steel cupboard yielded a .45 automatic. Leach
exam ned the magazine and snmiled as he noted it was fully | oaded. He drew a
har d- backed wooden chair close to the cot and sat down.

"So | won't be tenpted to fall asleep,” he explained grinmy

The wat chnman and his assistant left to begin their nonotonous rounds of
the plant. Wallace and Pool shook hands with Leach, cautioning himto be
car ef ul

"Don't worry about ne,’

he said. "I'mlooking forward to tonight's party
with considerable interest."” His glance dropped toward the heavy .45 in his
| ean hand. "And pleasure,” he concluded griny.

He turned out the | aboratory |light and cl osed the door behind the two
partners. They left the plant by the east exit. They noted that the watchman
had |l eft the door an inch or so ajar, according to instructions. They did the
sane.

As they hurried down the alley to where their cars were parked they could
see the dimflash of a watchman's |ight on an upper floor. Satisfied, they
clinmbed into their cars and separated for the drive to their hones.

Each of the partners was now satisfied that every, precaution had been
taken. The Pooltex car on the freight was well guarded. So was the factory.

A form dabl e reception awaited The Shadow shoul d he return.



THE SHADOW however, had no intention of returning to that cleverly
prepared trap.

He had boarded the departing freight train as it halted at a switch to
pi ckup nore box cars, then await the signal to roll onto the main |line. He was
in the last place a brakeman would be apt to search for a stowaway.

Four units ahead of the sealed Pooltex car was the sleek, black roundness
of an enpty tank car. The Shadow knew it was enpty because he was hi dden
i nsi de
it. Hs feet rested on the rungs of a short |adder that was used by enpl oyees
when they entered the car to clean its interior

Above The Shadow s peering face was a turretlike projection capped with a
tight, metal cover. The cover did not exactly fit the neck of the turret. The
Shadow had propped a flat chunk of stone under it to make an aperture an inch
or so w de.

He coul d see and hear anything that went on outside his self-chosen
prison. There was nothing nuch to hear. But beyond the fringe of bushes that
lined the siding there was a patch of dark road. On that road The Shadow s
attention was now riveted. He expected something to devel op soon in that
quarter.

Hs intuition was correct. Hardly had the main line begun to quiver wth
the roar of the approachi ng passenger train for which the freight was waiting
t han anot her sound becane dinly audi ble on the deserted road beyond the
bushes.

A car rolled out of the darkness.

It was braked to a sudden stop. So hastily were the brakes applied that
t hey squeal ed a mechani cal protest. But the roar of the passing express
dr owned
out that mnor sound. The Shadow heard it because he allowed nothing else to
interfere with his observation.

He saw the car back out of sight into a covert of brush. A man | eaped
away
fromthe hidden autonobile. He ran with the quickness of a cat toward the
stalled freight train.

Wat ching intently, The Shadow was unable to see the man's face. The
stranger was masked in a black sil k handkerchi ef.

The freight had received the proper signal fromthe cleared switch and
was
al ready movi ng ponderously ahead. The nysterious figure ran al ongside and
swung
aboard with a rmuscul ar heave of his body. He vanished instantly two units
behi nd the tank car where The Shadow was hi dden

None of the train crew had seen this happen. The train crew was i gnorant
of the presence aboard of either The Shadow or this masked hijacker. The
hi j acker hinmself had no know edge that The Shadow was riding a few cars ahead
of him

The Shadow al one knew the full facts. Watching, he saw the nmasked face
peer cautiously and withdraw again. A flanme burned in the quiet depths of The
Shadow s eyes.

The train roared into the night with gathering speed. The whistle of the
puffing | oconotive far ahead was |ike a shuddering wail in the darkness.

CHAPTER XI
THE MAN ON THE G RDER
FOR a dozen nmiles or so nothing happened. Lights grew in the distance and

waned with a roar in the rear of the speeding train. Roads crisscrossed and
vani shed. Marshes spread out in the darkness and were in turn whi sked away by



mean clusters of wooden houses along the straggling rear ends of towns.

The Shadow mai ntai ned his careful watch on the car where the masked man
was hidden. But he did not allow his attention to stray too much fromthe
rushi ng countryside. He was by no neans certain as to what would actually
happen.

It seened incredible that one man coul d successfully overcone four arned
guards and steal a sealed box car and its contents. Was the nasked man aboard
expecting help from anot her quarter? The Shadow had no answer to that problem
as yet.

He continued to alternate his gl ances between the Pooltex car behind him
and the rushi ng darkness beyond the freight.

The | oconotive whistle wailed fromfar ahead.

Suddenly The Shadow saw two things that tensed himfor trouble. One was
the srmooth ribbon of a concrete road that abruptly began to run parallel with
the tracks. The second - and nore inportant thing - was the sight of a

speedi ng
automobil e on that |evel road.
The car was without illumnation of any kind except for its tiny parking

lights. Its speed was al nbst an exact match for that of the onrushing freight.
It seened to hover al nost exactly opposite the car where the nmasked nan
was hi di ng.
Suddenly The Shadow saw a tiny flash of light fromthe train. A brief

wi nk

of brilliance that was instantly gone. He guessed what it was. An electric
torch

in the hand of the nmasked stowaway.

The car speeding along the road pronptly answered the signal. Its parking
lights went out for a second and then flashed on again. To The Shadow t he
nmeani ng of this performance was cl ear enough. It nmeant: "Everything O K Ready
for action.”

But what action? The only possible service the crook in the speeding
aut onobil e was capable of on a wild ride like this was the passing of a
nessage
to the man on the freight.

It was absurd to think that a nessage could be successfully tossed
acr oss.

The road was nearly thirty feet away fromthe whizzing railroad ties. Even
with
a wei ghted envel ope the thing was inpossible, hopeless at such speed.

Yet The Shadow expected a message to be passed. He knew that the crooks
agai nst whom he was operating were nmen of inmagination and daring. Sone clever
met hod must be ready. He waited to see the outcone.

I T happened sooner than The Shadow anti ci pated. The autonobil e suddenly
began to speed ahead. Bit by bit it crept forward, gaining on the train's
speed
with every revolution of its wheels. Its bright headlights snapped suddenly
on,
reveal ing the road ahead with clear fidelity.

The Shadow saw that the road in front of the rushing autonobile was
curving inward toward the train. A quarter mnmile ahead the road made a sharp
right-angled turn and crossed the tracks. Was the car planning a suicidal dash
directly in the path of the roaring | oconotive?

Peering cautiously fromhis steel covert, The Shadow knew that feat was
al ready i npossi ble. The | oconotive was beyond the crossing. The long |ine of
freight cars were thundering past the blood-red crossing light.

The driver of the autonobile had a different plan - and The Shadow
guessed
instantly its purpose as he saw the car halt with a shuddering of its brakes.



I't
was facing the right of way, its white headlights bathing the sides of the
whi zzing freight cars as they runbl ed over the crossing.

The driver of the autonobile had | eaped swiftly to the roadway and was
facing the train. Hs clenched hand held a mssile, and he drew his arm
backward and sent the object curving through the air. The thing | anded in an
enpty coal gondol a.

The thrower didn't wait an instant. As the gondola roared onward he
dashed
back to his autonobile and funbled at the instruments on his dash.

The autonobile's bright lights started signal flashes. The Shadow | eaned
backward and counted them Three!

He knew why as he peered ahead toward the coal gondola. It was exactly
three units ahead of the car where the nasked man was | urKking.

The gondol a was directly in front of the tank car, but The Shadow made no
nove to retrieve that mysterious nmessage tossed aboard with such sw ftness and
skill. To show hinself now would be to act prematurely and perhaps risk |osing
t he ot her menbers of the hijack gang.

He crouched lower in the turret of the tank car as he saw t he nasked
man' s
head appear slyly above the roof of one of the swaying freight cars. The crook
was meking his way forward, peering behind himto make sure he was not
observed
fromthe caboose at the end of the train.

Fate took a hand at this point. It favored The Shadow. The masked man
suddenly bellied flat. He wiggled out of sight between the cars. He had seen
the yell ow glow of a lantern advancing in a rhythnic sway fromthe rear of the
train.

A brakeman was meki ng i nspection of couplings and brakes. He cane forward
car by car.

THE SHADOW was not deterred by the sight of this innocent intruder. H's
judgrment told himsonmething that the nasked man had failed to take into
consi deration - sonething that only The Shadow coul d foresee.

The braki e had been ordered to keep away fromthe seal ed Pooltex car. So
when he reached it, he turned, and retraced his sw nging steps back to the
caboose.

The Shadow had not waited to observe this. In a flash he was out of the
tank car and meking his swift way to the enpty gondol a just ahead. Before the
braki e had reached the Pooltex car and turned back, The Shadow was al ready
crouched below the tall sides of the swayi ng gondol a.

He saw the object that had been tossed into the car. It was a small netal
tube simlar to those used in departnent stores to carry cash and coin to
over head cashi ers. The Shadow scooped it up; forced it open with a deft twi st
of his lean fingers.

There was a typed nmessage on a fol ded paper inside. The Shadow crouched
in
a corner of the gondola and risked a brief flick fromhis tiny electric torch.
He read the nmessage with photographic accuracy.

Li ke the nmessage O yde Burke had seen in the ship's cabin of Captain
Dakker, this one had neither salutation nor signature.

Everyt hi ng prepared. Watch for 92 marker. Sane siding. Same net hod. No
wor d about Domi ni ck.

The Shadow s gl oved hand pl aced the paper carefully back in the netal
cylinder. He tossed the container to the floor of the gondola and retreated.

By

the tinme the brakie with his |lantern had reached the caboose at the rear of



t he
train, The Shadow was once nore inside the tank car

The brakie had failed to see the bl ack-cl oaked figure on its swift foray
after the nessage. Nor was the nasked man aware that unsuspected eyes had
already read that brief typewitten report.

In a few m nutes the masked crook came sliding forward. He dropped to the
narrow platformthat surrounded the squat curve of the sleek tank car, crossed
it wwth stealthy speed. The next noment he vani shed over the sooty sides of
t he
coal gondol a ahead.

The Shadow coul d have attacked at this juncture and taken his man w t hout
too much trouble. H's whole plan of procedure was now changed. He had deci ded
to | eave the train!

Hi s deci sion was based on the contents of the note he had just read. He
knew, definitely now that the second Pooltex shipment was dooned to be stol en
in the same manner as the first. The crooks apparently had no fear of the four
guards and their machi ne gun They were planning to steal car, merchandi se, and
the guards as well!

Just how the latter part of the mracle was to be acconplished The Shadow
did not know. But his reason told himthat he had to | eave this train at once.
He had to arrive in advance at the scene of the intended hijack, if he was to
trap every menber of the gang.

THE scene of the holdup itself was no longer a puzzle to The Shadow. A
sentence in the message he had intercepted danced in lumnous letters in his
brain: "Watch for 92 marker." At or very close to the "92" nmarker was the
siding where the freight would stop and the Pooltex car would vanish like its
pr edecessor.

The markers were white-painted posts that flashed by w th nonot onous
frequency al ongside the tracks. The sentence nmeant that the robbery was
pl anned
to take place approximately 92 niles from Boston

At least six nmen were clearly inplicated in the conspiracy. It would take
four men to nove the heavy Pooltex car to wherever it was to be hidden after
it
was successfully uncoupl ed. To these four men The Shadow added the nasked
figure
who was now reading the note in the enpty coal gondola. The crook in the
speedi ng autonobil e nade the sixth active nenber of the gang.

The appearance of a seventh was al so expected by The Shadow. This was the
still-m ssing Paul Dom nick, the workman who had nade so desperate an attenpt
torifle the papers in Edgar Pool's |aboratory. The Shadow was still uncertain
about this peculiar "workman."

Two possibilities were at war in The Shadow s mind. The first, and
simpl est, was that Dominick was an inside man for the gang. The second - a
very
renote possibility - was sheer guesswork. There was a fantastic chance that
Paul
Dom ni ck might be Joe Cardona in disguisel

The Shadow had had only a quick gl ance at Donini ck before that desperate
battle in the | aboratory. The face of the intruder had been a white blur under
a dimceiling light; and he had vani shed with a swift speed through the w ndow
that faced the alley.

It was possible, though not probable, that Dom nick was Cardona,
operating
on his owmn in a heartbroken effort to nab the killers of his nephew Bodily,
at
| east, there was sonme resenbl ance

In the absence of proof, The Shadow kept an open nind on this point.



VWi | e he pondered, the masked man reappeared fromthe gondola. He crossed
the tank car and returned to his hiding place near the Pooltex shipnment. He
was
conpl etely unaware of the presence of The Shadow, hi dden bel ow the cl osed
turret
of the tank car.

The Shadow wat ched over the roofs of the dark swaying cars for a |ong
time. Then, satisfied, he emerged fromhis steel covert and slid carefully to
the vertical |adder between the cars.

The train was roaring along at a terrific clip. It was inpossible to |eap
to the ground wi thout risking a broken neck. The Shadow waited, hoping for a
grade that would slow up the puffing | oconotive and | essen the speed of the
heavy train.

The uphill stretch he was waiting for came presently. The Shadow was
preparing to descend the rungs of the |ladder and hurl hinself deftly toward
t he
flying ground bel ow when abruptly he froze.

For the second tinme on the amazing ride, he nmade a conpl ete change of
plan. He no longer wi shed to |l eave this train!

THE reason hung directly ahead of the freight in the wi ndy darkness. A
steel bridge spanned the right of way. Under its crisscross of girders, the
| oconmotive had plunged with a shriek of its whistle. The |line of cars ahead of
The Shadow were whi zzi ng through the cut one by one.

Over their swaying roofs a human figure was dangling.

He was hanging fromthe central girder, coolly waiting his opportunity to
drop to the train that was passing swiftly a few feet bel ow his swi nging | egs.

Suddenly the horizontal girder was bare. The dangling figure had dropped.

CHAPTER Xl
CAR OF DESTI NY

THAT nysterious junper had displayed iron nerve. The inpact of his
dangerous fall knocked himflat on his face. He pitched forward, but his arns
spread, wide, and so did his legs. H s slide brought himclose to the edge of
destruction, but he nanaged to halt his slipping body before he plunged off
i nto space.

The train, having reached the top of the |ong grade, was now crowdi ng on
speed agai n.

The man rose slowy to his feet, and The Shadow was able to see himin
greater detail. A sinister fact was imedi ately evident. The fell ow was
dressed
in overalls and wore a peaked cap. He was disguised as a freight brakeman.
Mor e
than that, he had brought a train lantern with him

It swung fromhis wai st where he had tied it. The fall had evidently not
damaged the glass, for the lantern glowed presently in the man's hand.

It was inpossible at the distance that separated the pair for The Shadow
to determ ne accurately who the man was. His face above the yell ow gl ow of the
light was a pale blur. He began to nove stealthily along the car roofs toward
t he spot where The Shadow still clung to his | adder

The Shadow i nmedi ately stepped back to the tank car's base. A quick jerk
renoved his black slouch hat. A tw st, and The Shadow enmerged from his
conceal i ng robe. Robe and hat were tossed pronptly into the flying darkness.

The Shadow was wearing dirty, runpled clothing under his forner disguise.
He | ooked the perfect picture of a seedy and disreputabl e hobo. He conpl eted
the picture by tousling his hair and snearing his face with dirt fromthe



grease-covered coupling-bar

He pretended to hide. He did so awkwardly. He nmerely wanted to seemto
hi de. H s purpose was to be discovered by the fake brakeman who was now
advancing stealthily toward him

The Shadow had definitely recognized the stranger's face. The man from
t he
bri dge was Paul Dom nick! But was he, also, Joe Cardona, playing a | one and
dangerous gane to trap the killers of his nephew?

A second | ater The Shadow answered that inportant question in the
negative. \Woever this Dom nick was, he was not Cardona! The whol e structure
of
his face was different. The superficial resenblance of shoul der and chest that
had teased The Shadow s nenory di sappeared on cl oser inspection

DOM NI CK had halted, holding his lantern high. He glared at the figure he
had just detected.

"A bum eh? Conme out of there! Lemme see your face, hobo!"

The Shadow obeyed. He pretended fright and di smay. Pin-point eyes studied
hi m harshly. The fake trai nman's hand remained close to his hip. There was a
| unp there, and The Shadow knew a gun was ready if Dom nick suspected that the
tranp was not really what he appeared to be.

But The Shadow s unkenpt figure and his clever acting lulled any
suspi ci on
of treachery Dom nick m ght have entertained. H s whol e manner changed. He
| aughed with brutal harshness. He was playing his role of brakie up to the
hi | t
for the benefit of this casual tranp.

"OFf the train, bum Junp - or I'Il brain you!"

The gun | eaped fromhis hip. He held it butt forenost, ready for a
crushing blow if his order was di sobeyed.

The Shadow began to whi ne. Having proved that Dom ni ck was not Cardona,
he
was eager to |leave the train and beat these crooks by fast car to the scene of
t he i ntended robbery. But the speed of the freight made a leap at this tine
sui cidal. So The Shadow tenpori zed.

He did it so well that by the tine Dom nick |lost his patience and again
swung up the gun butt threateningly, the train was clinbing another grade.

The Shadow squirnmed obediently down the rungs of the |adder. A station
was
visible a few yards ahead and there were people on the platform Dom nick's
gun
slid out of sight. So did he.

The Shadow |l et go his hold and | eaped.

He hit the gravel just beyond the blur of the station and rolled
headl ong.
But he had | anded with ruscles rel axed and his hip and shoul der took up much
of
t he puni shing inpact.

As he straightened he becane conscious of the sound of heavy footsteps.
Feet were racing around the end of the small station. The Shadow had no chance
to beat a retreat. Hi s pursuer was upon himinstantly.

The Shadow recogni zed the uniformof a l|ocal policeman. The cop was
panting and triunphant.

"Anot her freight bum eh? Dropping off to panhandl e on the town! March
And don't try any tricks or 1'll ring a tune on your skull!"

Hi s hand twisted in the winkled coat of the supposed tramp. He chuckl ed
with satisfaction.

"We' || just stick you in the freight house, till | get a chance to see if
any nore of your brakebeam pals dropped off here. You're the ninth hobo in a



week, and | get fifty cents a head on every one |I round up for the township."

The Shadow said nothing. Time was flying, but there was nothing to do but
play out his role. The Shadow had to hire a fast autonobile somewhere, and a
fight with the cop woul d nake that course of action difficult.

He was shoved into a wi ndow ess roomin the freight depot and the door
was
| ocked behind him The footsteps of the cop crunched away on the gravel
out si de.

To a man who had broken out of scores of traps arranged by smart ki ngpins
of the underworld, getting out of the dark freight house room was not
especially difficult.

The Shadow piled a couple of crates together and lifted hinself to the
skylight in the slanting roof. He opened the rusted catch, after a little
wor Kk,
and wiggled through to starlit darkness.

A slide down a steep incline to the side opposite the railroad, and The
Shadow dr opped expertly fromthe |l ow roomto the ground.

He melted away toward the lights of the near-by town. He had to hire a
car
and be on his way before the officer returned and found hi m gone.

There was a watering trough near the entrance to a dark livery stable,

and
The Shadow washed hi s hands and face and conbed his hair to a nore orderly
appearance. The trouble was his clothing. It was still winkled and frowzy.

He'd have to depend upon his cultured voice and his personality as Lanont
Cranston to carry himthrough the awkward test of hiring a car. He had seen
up
the street, the neon sign of a place that rented cars. He entered the building
with an assured step.

In spite of his carefully prepared explanation for his appearance, he net
with a chilly reception. The conbination of a roll of bills and his untidy
cl ot hi ng made hi m suspect at once. The clerk on duty was regretful but firm
To
hire a car, M. Cranston would have to be vouched for by sonebody known in
t own.

The Shadow didn't wait to argue. He knew that at any nmonment his flight
fromthe freight house woul d be discovered by the railroad cop. Murmuring a
polite promse to return in a short while with proof of his identity, as M.
Lamont Cranston, The Shadow depart ed.

He turned away fromthe lights of the main street and began to hurry out
of town. As he wal ked, huggi ng the shadows whenever possible, his eyes
sear ched
the streets for a likely looking car. Fate had left himno alternative but
theft.

The minutes were flying, and the freight he had quitted was runbling down
the rails toward Marker 92! It was a race between crime and justice.

The Shadow cane to the end of paved streets and hurried al ong a macadam
road. He wat ched both sides of the road as he hastened al ong.

There were houses every few yards, but it was not the houses that drew
The
Shadow s urgent gaze. He was watching for private garages. People usually had
a
carel ess habit of |eaving autonobiles in the open when they visited friends.

The Shadow s vigilance was soon rewarded. Wiite brilliance flooded a
gravel driveway to the left of a dwelling set back fromthe road. The
brilliance cane fromthe headlights of a parked sedan of popul ar make. The

lights pointed toward the road and the sound of the sedan's engi ne made a | ow,
rhyt hm ¢ hunmmi ng.
Soneone had gone inside the house for a nmonent, |eaving the nmotor idling.
The Shadow kept in the Iine of a thick growth of hedge until the car



itself was between himand the dwelling. Its door was unl ocked. A glance
showed

that the ignition key was still projecting fromits slot in the dash. The gas
gauge showed a tank about three quarters filled - plenty of energy for the

di stance The Shadow had to travel.

The Shadow turned, his cal meyes sweeping over the gravel path. He saw a
heavy chunk of stone and picked it up. Cash equal to value of the car was
stripped hastily fromthe roll of currency in his pocket and laid in the
doorway of the open garage. The Shadow wei ghted his bank notes down with the
st one.

The light fromthe bulb in the garage ceiling would nake it inpossible
for
the startled owner of the car to overl ook what The Shadow intended to | eave as
a
generous bonus for his neans of transportation

It was The Shadow s inflexible rule never to victimze a decent citizen
wi t hout reconpense, no matter how great the emergency.

THE SHADOW st epped on the gas pedal. The car rolled slowy toward the
road, then increased its power in a sudden roar

The car's owner had energed al nost at the nmonent the car began to roll
He
yelled with rage as he saw his shining sedan whirl out of the driveway and
vani sh down the road in a hum of power.

Wth scarcely a pause the car owner turned, dashed madly back into the
house. He rushed to the tel ephone.

"Police headquarters!" he cried harshly. "Hurry, operator! My car has
j ust
been stolen. The thief is driving it down the Meadow Tur npi ke! "

The Shadow didn't hear this call, but he divined what was taking pl ace.
He
had seen the nman rush back into the house and realized what the sequel to his
theft would be. Police would be after the stolen car w thout delay.

Unl ess he could swerve off this arrow straight road and doubl e away
t hr ough back areas, he would be run down before he had covered nore than
two-thirds of his desperate race against tine.

He drove at reckless speed, slowing down to a nore innocent pace whenever
he passed a car on the dark highway. There were not many cars abroad at this
hour, but there were enough to cut down on The Shadow s efforts at top speed.

There was no sign of a side road.

The hi ghway ran strai ght ahead. On either side was the flat expanse of
| evel pasture |land, broken here and there by swanpy inlets fromLong Island
Sound. As a signpost whirled by, The Shadow caught a glinpse of the lettering.
Meadow Tur npi kel

The Shadow uttered a clipped sound of exasperation. He was on a
Connecticut trunk highway that stretched nonotonously across barren | ands for
mle upon mle without intersection of any kind.

Hi s only hope of eluding pursuit lay in the speed of the throbbing
engi ne.

Thi s thought had barely passed through his mnd when he saw the
reflection
of yellowlight in the rear-vision mrror. Turning his eyes for a |lightning
instant, he saw far behind hima single spot of brilliance Iike a yellow star

He knew what that advancing light neant. A notorcycle cop! The al arm had
been given. The near-by town had sent hel p whizzing to the ragi ng owner of the
stol en car al nost before he had time to hang up the phone.

A sibilant |augh burst fromthe tense |ips of The Shadow. H s answer to
that steadily advanci ng pursuer was a grinmer pressure of his foot on the gas
pedal .



Salt wind fromthe nmeadows whistled over the speeding car |ike the boom
of
a heavy gale. The niles of |level road that |ay ahead woul d determ ne the
out conme
of that wild race.

The Shadow woul d have been | ess confident of his chances had he known
what
the cop on the notorcycle was grimy counting upon

CHAPTER XI I'|
DOUBLE DOOM

VWHEN Paul Domi ni ck saw The Shadow rmake his forced |leap fromthe freight
train he grinned with relief. He had no suspicion, of course, of the rea
identity of his antagonist.

To Dominick the fellow he had just gotten rid of was a whining tranp,
butting in on a desperate game in which he had no concern. Dom nick didn't
know
that The Shadow had left that freight willingly.

He craned his neck as the train whisked away fromthe small railroad
station in the I ee of which The Shadow had junped. He witnessed the swft
tunmbl e the tranp took, saw the pronmpt appearance of the railroad cop

Dom ni ck crouched in a narrow aperture between the cars until the sparse
lights of the town were swallowed up in the envel opi ng bl ackness of the open
country. Then he straightened cautiously and stretched hinself to take the
cranp out of his muscles.

He clinmbed steep netal rungs to the jerking edge of the box car behind
hi m

He watched for a long tine before he noved upward into the open. No one
was visible atop the long, wiggling line of the speeding train.

Dom nick stared with particular anxiety toward a car a few units away in
the roaring darkness. This was the Pooltex car, where four armed guards were
conceal ed to repel any attenpt at crine.

Dom ni ck began to approach that car, noving with quick caution. He had
tossed his lantern into the howing wind that rushed by the freight. He didn't
need it now |If any brakies appeared fromthe distant caboose, he'd have
pl enty
of time to stow hinself away from prying eyes.

He reached the gap that separated the Pooltex car fromthe one on which
he
crouched | ow agai nst the sweep of the wind. He glanced down between the cars.
He
could see no sign of a figure there.

There was a man there, however, that Doninick had no know edge of; no
hi nt
of his presence was visible. A small wooden platform constructed cunningly
for
just this purpose, hid the figure of the stranger in the mask who had boarded
the train alnost in the shadow of the Pooltex factory.

That tiny platformon which he lay under the car itself had been arranged
by a crooked railroad enpl oyee, tenpted by a crisp hundred-dollar bill.

The only clue to the presence of man or platformwas the end of a
flexible
wire that projected fromunder the car and was | ooped tightly to a rusted bolt
near the clanking couplings.

Dom nick saw the wire and was tenpted to investigate it. But he was
afraid
to delay. Wth a quick breath of decision, he junped the narrow gap between



t he
cars and | anded with catli ke softness on the roof of the Pooltex car

DOM NI CK' S novenents were characterized now with extraordi nary caution
He
advanced on hands and knees. He was afraid of alarm ng the four guards
separ at ed
fromhimby only the thickness of the roof boards. He knew that any scuffle or
sound from above might bring a blasting spurt of |ead through the roof from
t he
machi ne gun inside the seal ed car

Crawming quietly along the flat catwal k, Dom nick kept his eyes open for
somet hi ng hi dden beneath the catwal k itself. Hal fway down the car's |length he
found it. It was an open ventilator, designed to admit air to the nmen in the
car below. The |id was bent back, exposing a view of the interior beneath.

Dom nick applied his eye to the opening. He could see a small cleared
space bel ow, where a table stood. Cards lay on the table. O her cards noved
back and forth through the air. The noving cards were held in the hands of the
four guards.

Dom nick could not bring their faces into view by craning his neck at the
ventil ator opening, but he could see the muscul ar hands and arns of the four
pl ayers - and sonething nore om nous. A .45 automatic pistol lay on a corner
of
the tabl e near one of the players.

Dom ni ck straightened to ease the tension in his bent knees. As he did so
he heard a faint whistle. For a nonent he thought it was a squeal of the
raci ng
wheels of the train. But it was repeated, and Dom nick turned and craw ed
swiftly back toward the gap he had crossed a nmonent or two before.

As he reached it he gl anced downward. He was startled to see the face of
a
masked man staring up at him The masked man was braced firmy against a
| adder
rung. He shot upward without a word.

Too late, Dominick tried to avoid the nmurderous hands that clutched at
him He was caught firmy about the neck and shoul ders and yanked downwar d.
The
purpose of that grimjerk was to throw Dom ni ck between the cars and grind him
to m nceneat under the spinning wheels.

The body of the fake brakeman turned conpletely over in the air. He
cat apul t ed backward between the cars. But his |legs struck the edge of the roof
ahead and he hung head downward |i ke an acrobat, clutching desperately.

His fingers closed on a netal projection of pipe. It saved himfrom a
headl ong fall to the ties that raced dizzily backward under the coupling.

Bef ore the masked man coul d renew his murderous attack, Dom nick managed
to wiggle away. He heaved his body upward to the slanting surface of the
adj oi ni ng box car to which he clung with instinctive self-preservation.

The masked murderer gave himno chance to recover, or to make a single
nmove to defend hinsel f. Before Dom nick's gasping nouth could draw breath, the
heavy body of his opponent flung itself upon him There was a flurry of feet
and fists. Domnick's dazed clutch was torn ruthlessly away. He was shoved
i nexorably toward the edge of the roof.

During all this swift struggle, neither of the two nen had uttered a
sound. What ever Domi ni ck's purpose had been in keeping silent, he was now
anxious to retrieve his error and sunmmon hel p. He knew he was no match for the
muscul ar killer who was forcing himover the edge of the car roof into
obl i vi on.

Hi s mouth opened in a despairing yell - a yell that was instantly
strangl ed i nto not hi ngness by the spread pal m of his eneny.



EVEN had he uttered it, it was doubtful if Dom nick's cry would have been
heard by the four guards. The struggl e was now going on a car away fromthe
wel | -insul ated card players. And an endl ess echoing roar had arisen to drown
any sound of thunping feet and gaspi ng breaths.

The roar canme fromthe crossed overhang of steel tinmbers. The train had
left the mainland and was crossing one of the many inlets that threaded this
coastal region of neadows and marshes. The heavy freight train nmade a
deaf eni ng
echo on the long steel trestle.

Dom nick battled desperately with every atom of his wani ng strength.

Under

his glaring eyes he could see the rushing edge of the steel trestle where the
ends of stout ties projected |ike broken teeth. They were teeth that could rip
a fallen human body into bl oody pul p and snapped bones.

H s head was hanging in space over the edge of the car. He felt hinself
slipping - falling - But just under his clutching hand was the topnost rung of
the box car's | adder. He caught at it, held tightly as he plunged downward.

H s foot swung against a | ower rung.

The masked man threw a | eg over the edge of the car. A heavy sol e stanped
with crushing force on the clenched fingers. Dominick lost his grip in an
agony
of pain. He swayed outward fromhis | ast vantage point. But as he did, his
f oot
ki cked against the car with gri mdesperation

The kick changed his fall into a wild forward | eap

Thr ough enpty darkness, he fell straight toward the line of stout ties
that bordered the edge of the bridge. He m ssed destruction by a mracle so
scant that he felt the searing scraps of tinmber ends against his plunging
body.

The next instant, bridge and train were blotted out in a mghty splash.

DOM NI CK didn't hear that splash. He was conscious only of the col dness
of
the water against his aching flesh, the queer runble of the stream of bubbl es
that rushed upward from his hal f-opened mouth. He tightened his lips
i nstantly,
tried to hold the precious air in his |ungs.

He was no | onger dropping plumret-like through black water. H s hands and
feet slithered drunkenly in slimy mud. He knew he was on the bottom

Hopel essly mired unl ess he could tear hinself free fromthe sucking nud
into which the shall owness of the inlet had plunged him

He tore hinself free at the cost of nost of the air in his gasping |ungs.
He began to rise in swift ascent. Hs upturned face saw the faint glimer of
the surface. He clawed feebly to reach it. His breath was going - He couldn't
stand anot her instant of that intolerable agony -

Hi s tight nouth opened. But as it did, his head broke the surface with a
pl ume of spray. Cold, reviving air sucked into his grateful |ungs.

But he was too spent to swm Twi sting on his back, he floated feebly.
The
steel trestle over his head was now bl ack and deserted. The freight train had
crossed the long bridge to the mainland and was al ready out of sight.

Rest ed, Dom nick swam slowy toward a vertical support of the trestle and
tried to hang on. But the upright steel was slimy with nmoss and his fingers
slipped and plunged his head back under the surface.

Agai n he fought doggedly for his life. Hs arms were as heavy as lead. It
cost himinfinite pain to nove them sluggi shly through the cold,
strengt h-sapping water. But by dint of splashing and weak kicks of his



wat er - | ogged shoes, he managed to claw hinsel f under the span of the bridge.
He
swam slow y toward sonething that filled himw th renewed hope for his life.

The obj ect toward which he floundered was an anchorage of the bridge. At
this point it was buttressed by a heavy tinbered support shaped |ike a wooden
boat. The "boat" was filled with nmossy green rocks and a thick surface of
gravel .

Dom ni ck hung there by one arm then the other, until he felt a little of
his strength returning.

He took a long breath, gritted his teeth. Then suddenly he haul ed upward
on his fingers that were curled over the massive tinber edge. Hi s body rose,
teetered for a desperate second - then Domi nick threw his chest and head
f or war d.

The wei ght of his upper body held himin a jackknife position. It took
hi m
years of dull effort to swing his sodden | egs over the edge. They cane up at
last. He rolled inward on his face.

Then he fainted.

THE masked man on the train wasted no time in conjectures about what had
happened to Domi nick. He had seen the splash in the water and had marked the
shudder of his victims body as it cleared the edge of the trestle. The masked
man msinterpreted that shudder

He thought it cane fromthe wench of broken bones as the body struck the
sharp edges of the ties. Just another body to be fished out of nurky water
| ong
after its features were bl oated beyond recognition

The masked killer began to descend cautiously into the space between the
car on which the fight had taken place and the Pooltex car just behind. He
reached downward and grasped the wire that had attracted Doninick's attention
when he had first passed over the gap between the cars.

The wire came | oose and was drawn swiftly outward. At its dangling end

was

a small, egg-shaped object which the masked nan seized with solicitous care.
It |ooked like a grenade. But it was no ordinary steel grenade filled

with

expl osive and scrap netal to be released at the pull of a pin. True, it had a
pin and the regulation palmlever to be kept depressed until the object was
tossed away. But the grenade itself was nmade of gl ass, except for the metal
surroundi ng the pin nmechanism And it was filled with liquid instead of the
usual , deadly cargo of shrapnel

It was carried in steady fingers to the ventilator opening in the roof of
the Pooltex car. The nmasked nman peered cautiously below He could see, as
Dom ni ck had seen before him the outstretched hands hol di ng poker cards, the
.45 lying ready for action on the table.

Softly he rel eased the pin of his queer bonb. He dropped the nmissile
straight through the ventilator. It struck the table bel ow, and al nost
instantly there was a flash as the pin mechani smstruck a spark in the cap
above the liquid contents.

An expl osion sent slivers of glass flying in all directions. They were
promptly hidden in a gush of thick, greenish vapor

The liquid fromthe burst grenade had been instantly vaporized by its
contact with air. It spread out |ike a heavy curtain, hiding the overturned
table and the staggering forns of the four card players who had | eaped
sluggishly to their feet.

The masked man cl osed the ventilator lid and waited. Wien he agai n opened
it he was careful to keep his lips tightly conpressed and to clanp his
nostrils
with a thunmb and forefinger. Some of the vapor curled upward through the



openi ng
in the roof and was whi pped away in the breeze roaring over the car's roof.

But the masked man had seen enough. He slamed the cover back and | aughed
lowin his throat.

He had seen the heads of two of the guards and the legs of the two
ot hers.
They were linp on the floor. Conpletely unconscious. Their machine gun as
useless as if it had been a block of wood or the plaything of a child.

THE masked man had acconpli shed the purpose that had brought him secretly
aboard this train. The prelimnary attack had worked Iike a charm

Al that was left now was to repeat the theft of the Pooltex car, exactly
as it had been handl ed before. Only this time four drugged guards woul d be
sunk
in a grave better than water - a grave fromwhich no corpse could ever rise.
No
clue whatever to tell where the robbery had occurred.

The masked man watched the track to catch sight of one of the white nile
markers that flitted by occasionally |ike slender ghosts. He saw one
presently,
read the figure on it with a grunt. The nuneral that flashed briefly past was
"83."

Less than ten nmiles to go!

The masked man stared into the blackness ahead with a tw sted grimace.
Everyt hi ng set!

CHAPTER XI 'V
HOBSON' S CHO CE

THE SHADOW S eyes were grim Every few seconds his gaze left the
onrushi ng
hi ghway t hat whizzed at frightful speed under the wheels of his commandeered
sedan. In his rear-vision mrror the reflection of that single bright |ight
behi nd hi mwas getting steadily |arger

The notorcycl e cop was gai ni ng!

The Shadow knew why. The roadbed was no | onger snmooth. Here and there the
surface had been renoved and replaced with a tenporary filling of earth and
cinders. This section of the highway was under repair.

The pursuing cop had counted on this natural obstacle. H's notorcycle was
roaring along at undi m ni shed speed. For himthe, bunpiness of the road was a
m nor matter. He was able to curve in and out anmong the bunps and hol | ows
wi t hout sl ackening his mad pace.

But The Shadow had no choice. He had to slow up or go bouncing off the
road into crashing ruin.

Hi s foot eased off gently on the gas pedal. Up ahead in the twin shafts
of
his lights he could see the outline of a bridge - or, rather, two bridges.

One was an ol d-fashi oned wooden structure; the other was raw, red steel
and only partly conpl eted. The road was under repair because of a new approach
that was being built to lead directly to this partially conpleted steel bridge
over deep water.

The road curved sharply, went upward over a dirt hunp and swung back in a
sharp L to the narrow wooden span that still took care of traffic.

As The Shadow reached the first curve, the pursuing cop was cl ose enough
behind to fire fromhis unsteady police gun. The shot was i neffectual

The slug mssed the rear tires of the fleeing car

The Shadow swung his wheel deftly and the sedan roared upward over the



earthen hunp. It dived down the steep grade to where the second turn swept
sharply toward t he wooden bri dge.

An instant |ater the notorcycle topped the rise. Again the cop's pistol
barked with a shattering report. The slug struck The Shadow s license plate
with a sharp ping! But the tires on the spinning rear wheels were stil
unhar ned.

The road itself did what the hasty marksmanship of the cop had failed to
acconplish. There was a coating of greasy, tarlike sludge on the road to act
as
a binder for the tenporary cinder fill. The front wheels of the sedan took the
curve beautifully, but no driver on earth could have prevented a rear skid on
that slippery surface.

The car twi sted broadside to the road. It went straight for the | ow
wooden
railing of the bridge. The Shadow s hand stayed on the wheel. But he was no
| onger attenpting to steer. The time for control was gone forever.

The Shadow knew he was doomed to hurtle through the darkness into the
waters of the deep inlet. He held the wheel nmerely to brace hinself against
t he
i nevitabl e pl unge.

The bridge rail snmashed |ike matchwood. The heavy car shot outward. A
tremendous splash arose as it struck the surface of the water and vani shed
from
sight. The autonobile had turned conpletely over in the air. It was sinking
upsi de down!

BRACED desperately in his seal ed prison, The Shadow felt hinself sinking
t hrough utter bl ackness. Only the pressure of blood at his ears and tenples
told himhe was no | onger upright. Through the cracks of door and w ndow
franes
he coul d hear the hissing pressure of water as it spurted inward in thin,
jetting streans. He couldn't see a thing.

There was a soft, sucking bunp, and the falling sensation ceased. The car
was resting on its top in the nuddy bed of the inlet!

The Shadow drew a deep breath. He knew that in the space of a minute or
two the interior of his prison would be filled with water fromthe relentl ess
pressure outside. He had twi sted hinself erect and was standing on his feet on
the inside of the roof.

Hi s hand reached for the catch of the inverted door. It was easy to turn
the catch. But forcing that door open against the water pressure was another
matter!

He worked tensely, bracing his feet against the shaft of the steering
wheel . The door was forced slowy open. An inch - another inch - The Shadow
forced his body into that tiny opening. It kept the door fromclosing and gave
hima powerful |leverage with his bent el bows. Another grim heave - and The
Shadow sl i pped | oose fromhis prison

The buoyant water seized himinstantly and bore himupward toward the
surface. The Shadow began to wave his extended hands with a fishlike, finny
noti on.

It kept himbelow the rippling top of the water. In the faint grayness
that marked the surface he saw a little to the left a deeper pattern of
darkness. It was a broad, straight |line. The Shadow knew it canme fromthe
over hang of the wooden bridge from which his autonobile had pl unged.

He swam cautiously under water toward this protection. \When his head
br oke
the surface he was directly under the planked flooring of the bridge. Hidden
by
a wooden support, he was able to see the near-by shore.

A figure was standing there, poised at the top of an earth enbanknent.



The
beam of a flashlight played jerkily over the disturbed water. It was the
not orcycl e cop

The Shadow di vi ned what was in the cop's mnd as the flashlight
illumnated the rising bubbles that frothed upward fromthe submerged car
bel ow. Nobody had risen fromthat entomnmbed autonobile. The fugitive was stil
caught in a watery prison - or so the cop thought. Hi s zeal for a capture had
di sappeared. H's only thought now was to save the unfortunate car thief's
life.

Swiftly the cop squirmed out of his tunic and kicked off his shoes. He
laid the flashlight on the edge of the bank so that its yell ow beam was
f ocused
directly on the spot in the water where the bubbl es boil ed upward. He took a
| ong breath and dived overboard.

The Shadow adnired the courage of this deluded cop. But there were bigger
things at stake to renmenber. An inportant robbery was planned not many niles
fromthis lonely spot; perhaps it was al ready under way. The Shadow had | ost
considerable tine. On his pronpt arrival depended the solution of a baffling
nmystery; but nore inportant, the safety of the lives of four innocent railroad
guards.

Fromthe careful preparations made for the crime itself, The Shadow knew
t hese guards would be killed pronptly in order to cover up any clue to the
vani shed Pool tex car or the scene of the robbery.

By the time the subnerged cop's head broke the surface of the water, The
Shadow had swmto the end of the bridge and was hidden there.

The cop took a long breath and dived again. The nmonment his upthrust |egs
vani shed, The Shadow bellied up the bank and darted toward the abandoned
police
not orcycle. He sprang into the saddle, kicked the silent engine into an
ear-splitting roar.

As he curved away, toward the wooden bridge, the cop's head reappeared.
He
heard the bangi ng expl osi ons of the cycle, saw a dripping rider shoot onward
across the rumbling bridge; but there was nothing the cop would do about it.

Long before he reached the shore, the sound of the notorcycle was a
di sappearing echo in the distance.

The Shadow sped reckl essly ahead, watching the nileage signs along the
deserted road. He saw one zip past presently, and it told himwhat he needed
to
know. Ninety mles from Boston

Two nmiles onward, in the dark region to the [eft where unseen freight
tracks pointed toward New York, was a white railroad marker. Marker No. 92!

THE SHADOW cut his speed. He could see diagonally ahead of him across
nmeadows and creek beds, the black structure of a warehouse. The railroad
evidently passed beyond it on the side of Long Island Sound. This was the only
possi bl e place for the hijack.

The Shadow had antici pated that a warehouse nust be in the picture,
because the freight would have to stop at a siding to pick up a legitimte car
schedul ed for delivery. Wthout such a stop, the thieves would be unable to
substitute their own fake box car for the val uabl e Pooltex shipnent.

The Shadow di snounted fromthe motorcycle and sent it splashing into a
norass of weeds and rmud that lined the far side of the road. He began to race
across the soggy nmeadow that |ay between him and the dark warehouse.

By the time he had crossed the reedy expanse of grass and ooze, he was
muddy from head to foot. But his speed never slackened.

He passed a long brick wall and approached the tracks of the railroad. No
sign of a freight train! It had come and gone! The |ong del ays that had
i nterrupted The Shadow s pursuit had ruined his plans as he had feared.



He raced past the front of the warehouse toward the east end. It was at
the east end that the sidings were | ocated.

The darkness was profound. Not an object noved in the night. The Shadow
hal t ed suddenly. He had been watching the warehouse for a clue as to what it
m ght contain. An illum nated sign near the roof answered his question. It was
a hay-and-grai n warehouse.

But it wasn't the sign that had halted The Shadow. He whirled to stare
down the dark railroad tracks. The brief flare of an electric torch had caught
his eye. He saw the glimering outline of a man's face - and sonethi ng nore
startling.

The beam of the light played for a scant instant on the side of a
noti onl ess box car. The Pooltex shipment!

O her figures crowded around the man who held that torch. Four of them
They hel d queer, |ong-handled inplenments, curved at the ends |ike enornous
hockey sticks. The Shadow knew enough about railroading to understand their
purpose: they were pinch bars used to tool a car along the track by using them
as | evers under the wheels.

As The Shadow watched, the four figures separated. The |ight went out.

But
he coul d hear the faint sounds of the moving box car and he knew it was being
rolled rapidly along. It vanished into conplete invisibility.

The Shadow began to nove stealthily forward. He had taken barely three or
four cautious steps when again he halted. This tine a human sound rooted him
nmotionless. It was the feeble cry of a man. It canme fromthe rear of the grain
war ehouse.

"Hel p! Hel p!'"

TERROR was in that distant scream The Shadow recognized in it the
despairing wail of a man face to face with death. He hesitated. It cost hima
grimeffort to abandon tenporarily his pursuit of the car thieves, but that
was
exactly what he did.

Rut hl ess as he was in the pursuit of crine, The Shadow was first of all a
human bei ng. He had heard only one man's cry, but he suspected there were
three
other victinms. The four insurance guards!

He raced along a straight siding that extended parallel to the east wall
of the warehouse. The spur ended in a steel bunper. There was a gasoline hand
car resting notionless on the rails a few feet fromthe end of the track
Beyond, the ground sl oped suddenly in a steep clay bank.

The terrified feeble cry in the darkness still continued. It cane froma
cupli ke declivity down bel ow that | ooked like the dry bed of a creek

The Shadow, peering, could see four huddled figures in the hollow Three
of them were |ying unconscious. The fourth was upright, his arnms wavi ng
desperately. Sonething queer about the appearance of those four figures made
The Shadow gasp

They were all |egless!

The upright man ended abruptly at his waist. The rest of himwas buried
out of sight. Fromhis struggling body, uneasy ripples noved on the dry
surface
of the creek bed.

Qui cksand!

CHAPTER XV
LI GHT I N DARKNESS

THE SHADOW real i zed t he answer the nmonment he saw those quivering ripples.



Anot her man woul d have rushed down the clay bank, darted heedl essly out to the
rescue of the sinking victinms. The Shadow substituted thought and observation
for foolish action.

He noted the gasoline hand car on the siding track. He saw al so a
projecting hook and a pulley in the second story of the grain warehouse. There
was no rope in this pulley that was evidently designed to lift bales of grain
al oft to that upper story. Nor did The Shadow intend to hunt for it.

Lying on the ground, neatly coiled, was sonething stronger and far nore
useful to his purpose. A steel-linked chain! It was the chain used to cradle
t he heavy bal es of hay and grain when they were swung upward by the groani ng
pul | ey bl ocks above.

Close to where the chain lay coiled was a stout oaken barrel. It was
filled with refuse, but all The Shadow was interested in were the staves and
the wire hoops that held them together

By itself the barrel was useless for his purpose. The chain, too, was
hopel ess for one man's strength to haul four nen out of that sucking grave in
t he qui cksand. But, used in conbination with the notionl ess gasoline car on
t he
siding, it suggested a daring piece of strategy to The Shadow s alert m nd

A tiny inplement appeared from The Shadow s pocket. It was a pair of
pliers equipped with sharp-nicked jaws for cutting wires. He clipped the wire
hoops fromthe barrel. A thrust of his foot kicked the | oosened staves apart.

He had already coiled the steel chain around his shoul ders. G abbing four
of the wi de barrel staves, he let hinself slide down the steep bank to the
edge
of the qui cksand.

The four victins were sinking steadily into their sucking grave. The
Shadow nade no effort to rush inmediately to their help. Such a course would
i nevitably have engul fed himbefore he could | oop their bodies with the chain
he was carryi ng.

He laid the four staves parallel on the ground. He | ooped them toget her
in
a double width with wire fromthe barrel. They | ooked now exactly |ike what
t hey
were intended to be - a pair of double-wi dth skis, approximtely eight inches
wi de. The Shadow pl aced a foot on each of them m dway between the slightly
curved ends, and he wired his shoes tightly.

He slid swiftly out on the treacherous surface of the quaki ng sand.

THE i nprovi sed skis nmade om nous, sucking sounds. The Shadow coul d fee
the sticky tug of the quicksand beneath him

He skimred toward the only one of the four engul fed men who was
consci ous.
He recogni zed the man as one of the insurance guards. The man's dazed eyebal |l s
were staring, nmilky-white fromthe effects of sone powerful drug. He clutched
at the leg of the skimm ng Shadow and nearly dragged hi m down.

The Shadow wr enched awkwardly away, keeping his bal ance by a trenmendous
effort. He knew that if he fell he was dooned. Before he could regain his
equi librium he would be sucked and held tight like a fly on gunmred paper. The
know edge of his peril spurred himto a grimsolution

He circled the clutching man, slid suddenly cl ose behind himand struck
himon the skull with the steel wire-cutter. The insurance guard' s head
sagged.
The Shadow had acted with merciful speed to save life, not to destroy it. He
was
free nowto work swiftly against the grip of the quicksand.

The light, flexible chain was | ooped about the shoul ders of each of the
four partially engulfed men. It tightened, holding themtogether as if they
were bal es of hay. Wen this was acconplished, The Shadow darted back toward



t he edge of the bog. Not once did he pause in his nmovenents over the nolten
sand. To pause woul d have been fatal

He reached the foot of the clay bank and ripped the inprovised skis from
his feet. Holding the end of the chain, which he had paid out behind himas he
retreated, he clinbed the bank and ran toward the gasoline car on the railroad
spur. He anchored the chain to the rear axle and started the engine.

There was a shuddering tug, the chain tightened - but the car remnained in
the sane spot. Its wheels spun vainly. The weight of the four men in the bog
made it inpossible for the car to gain traction enough to nove ahead.

The Shadow sanded the track in front of and behind the car's wheels. Then
he tried the engine again. For a second or so the wheels continued to revol ve
usel essly, then they took hold. The steel chain jerked. It began to race
tautly
over the ground behind the speeding car.

Instantly The Shadow throttled the engine. He halted the car and ran
back.

The | ooped victinms at the end of the chain were lying in a confused nmass at

t he

bottom of the slope of clay. But they were free fromthe quicksand! The
Shadow s clever brain and pronpt action had jerked themout of a living grave.

The force of the pull that had yanked them | oose was terrific. They were
bl eedi ng and unconsci ous. But they were alive!

THE SHADOW made no attenpt to carry themup the steep bank. Not once
during that daring rescue had he allowed hinself to forget that thieves were
raci ng away through the darkness with a stolen box car |oaded with val uable
Pool t ex cl ot h.

He darted back to the main line of the railroad. He raced through the
dar kness on the vani shed trail of those murderous hijackers. It was inpossible
to think that they could be very far away. They were, after all, only human.

Sonewhere near by there must be a spot where an entire box car could be
hi dden cleverly from prying eyes.

The Shadow hurried nearly a half mle before a possible solution to the
mystery occurred to him He turned fromthe track and followed a rusty spur
line that wound away through clunp of scrub pine and thorny bushes. The spur
ended presently in a hillock of sand.

But just before it ended, the track split. Another spur curved to an
abandoned two-story warehouse that rose in the darkness |like a ghostly shell

Nearly all of its windows were broken. The few that remained were thick
with dirt. The siding led straight to the closed door of this strange
structure
and vani shed inside. The door was plenty |arge enough to adnmit the passage of
a
box car.

But had the Pooltex car actually gone into this ghostly building? The
siding rails were thick with rust. So thick, in fact, was the coating of rust
t hat The Shadow becane instantly suspicious. Kneeling, he made an interesting
di scovery. The rust had been produced by chem cal action instead of slow
weat heri ng.

The Shadow snel |l ed the reddi sh flakes he snmeared on his forger. He was
fam liar enough with chemicals to detect the faint reek of a sul phurated
oxygen
conpound. A powerful reagent had been used by the thieves to produce this
deceptive covering of rust.

onservation confirnmed his judgrment that the stolen car had been pushed
i nside this ancient warehouse with the shattered wi ndows. The tall weeds and
grass growi ng between the rails had been bent and broken off by the passage of
the box car. Al along the siding, right up to the door of the warehouse, the
trail was |ike an accusing finger



The Shadow had no trouble sliding the entrance door aside on its track
The track on which it rolled was freshly oil ed.

But inside there was no trace of the box car. Nothing except the enpty
track that led straight to the side of a crunbling platform The place | ooked
as if it had been abandoned for years.

The Shadow snapped on his electric torch. It worked beautifully in spite
of his recent plunge into deep water. It was waterproof.

He di scovered at once a strange fact. Weeds grew everywhere in the
eart hen
floor - except for a square space where the track ended agai nst the
| oadi ng- pl atform bunper. The earth here seened to be very flat. The Shadow
suspected that soneone had very recently patted it neatly down with a shovel.

He worked busily at the edges of this unusual area with probing finger
tips. In a nmoment or so he uncovered the straight Iine of a definite crack in
the earth.

THE crack was undoubtedly one edge of a platform sunk in the ground,
canoufl aged with dirt to make it look like the rest of the floor. There was a
break in the rails at the outer edge. Soneone had filled the tiny gaps with
dirt to hide the existence of the break

The platformof a car elevator! But where was the controlling mechani sm
and how did it work?

The obvi ous spot was the bunper at the end of the track. The Shadow s
glance returned to it after a swift scrutiny el sewhere. He knew enough about
bunpers to know that this specimen contained one gadget too many. An obj ect
like a short length of pipe stuck up fromthe steel framework behind the
buffer.

The Shadow tried to twist it, but it was i nmovable. Pressing it down
brought no better result. But in twisting it, The Shadow felt the pipe tilt
slightly to the left. He pushed it harder, and it bent until it lay flat
agai nst the metal casing.

There was a slight click. The platformunder The Shadow s feet quivered.
It began to sink gently.

The nysterious el evator was descendi ng!

The Shadow went down with it to a gentle stop. His torch showed hi mthat
he was in an i mense chanber hol | owed out of the ground beneath the warehouse
area. It showed himnore than that. Directly behind him on a curved track
where it had been backed fromthe el evator, was an enpty box car

The Shadow recognized it instantly fromthe waybill and the chal k marks
on
the door. It was the car that had contained the first Pooltex shipnment from
t he
factory in Massachusetts. The one that had been stolen on that foggy afternoon
when young Ant hony Cardona had been so call ously nurdered.

There was no sight, however, of the car which The Shadow had | ast seen
vani shing down the freight [ine a moment or so before cries for help had sent
himracing toward the four insurance guards in the quicksand. The second
stol en
shi pment was still invisible, but he could guess where it had gone.

He was facing a long, horizontal tunnel cut through the earth. Tracks | ed
along the floor of that tunnel, apparently ending abruptly in a vertical wall
of earth.

But the track's abrupt ending was nerely an optical illusion. Follow ng
the beam of his electric torch, The Shadow di scovered that the track turned in
a sharp curve. The tunnel continued for a hundred yards or so and then curved

again. This time there was no illusion about the fact that the tunnel was
ended. It stopped in front of an enornous door
Just inside that barrier, filling the track and nost of the tunnel, was a

noti onl ess box car. The Shadow had found the second stol en Pooltex car! But



t oo
late to save the shipnent.

The seals on the door were broken. The car yawned enpty of the precious
cloth for which two overseas nations were willing to pay mllions -
particularly the warlike nation on whose grimy manned ship in New York C yde
Burke had so narrowy escaped with his life.

THE marks of deep footprints in the soft earth alongside the track showed
where the hijacked cloth had vani shed. The footprints led straight to the
barrier at the tunnel end.

No attenpt had been made to conceal the nechanismthat operated this
sturdy door. Apparently the thieves were convinced that their cave in the
earth
was detective-proof fromthe inside. A wheel and a valve controlled the
novenents of the door.

VWhen The Shadow turned the wheel he heard the faint hiss of conpressed
air. The heavy door slid sideways on rollers. It disappeared into a slitted
recess cut into the side of the tunnel

The Shadow had extingui shed his torch. For a nonent he coul d see not hing
but bl ackness before him He waited, listening intently for the sound of busy
feet and voices. But the silence was profound.

Fresh air blew gustily into The Shadow s peering face. He knew he was
facing the open air. He could snell the odor of salt from near-by marshes.

H s eyes becane accustoned to the blackness in front of him He saw t hat
it was a leafy screen. Bushes and vines had been twi sted together to forma
perfect canouflage for that square opening in the earth.

How perfect it was The Shadow did not fully appreciate until he had
wor nmed
his way through to the starlit darkness outside.

He was standing on the side of a clay bluff covered with tangl ed
vegetation. Above his head the bluff rose to a crest about thirty feet up
Bel ow, the bank descended sharply to a narrow dirt road.

The Shadow scranbl ed down to the road bel ow and i nredi ately he uttered an
excl amati on of disgust.

In the clay of the narrow road were the marks of heavy trucks. He could
see the turnings where those trucks had backed under the opening in the bank
to
receive the stolen cloth. The broad tread-marks of heavy-duty tires were
easily
di scernible. At least three trucks had driven away with the hijacked Pooltex.

The Shadow s dogged pursuit, slowed up by a series of unfortunate
i nterruptions, had been in vain.

But the tire-marks thenselves told hima definite story. They pointed,
not
south toward New York, where the ship of the nurderous Captain Dakker |ay at
its
pi er, but north!

FROM C yde Burke's report, relayed to himby the faithful Burbank, The
Shadow knew t hat Captai n Dakker expected to sail for an unknown destination in
three days. The truck marks in the soft clay of that rutted Connecticut |ane
verified what The Shadow al ready had deduced from his study of this amazing
case.

He divined instantly where Captain Dakker's el usive ship would sail when
it slipped away from New York

No matter what its clearance papers showed, Dakker's ship would sail for
Boston! There was no other solution possible.

One other fact nade The Shadow give vent to a harsh peal of l|aughter. He



was still uncertain about the identity of Paul Doninick. But he was definitely
aware of the identity of the masked man who had ridden on the speeding freight
train to gas four guards with a powerful drug.

The Shadow had noted the nasked man's height, the breadth of his
shoul ders, his gait of wal ki ng and runni ng. The Shadow had not seen this
cunni ng | eader of the crooks since he had left the train in the guise of a
frightened tranp. But he was satisfied he could lay a finger on himnow any
ti me he chose.

The Shadow, too, turned his footsteps to the north. He vanished like a
bl ack wraith under the pale stars.

CHAPTER XVI
CARDONA' S MOVE

JOE CARDONA sat in the spacious |obby of the Eagle Hotel. Joe's
appear ance
and his method of dress were altered considerably. He bore no resenbl ance to
t he
stocky detective familiar to | oungers and reporters at police headquarters in
New Yor k

Nor did he seemlike the frowzy hobo who owed his life to the pronpt
i ntervention of The Shadow several days earlier

Joe was neither well dressed nor shabby. A man whomit would be hard to
renenmber in a crowmd. He was readi ng a newspaper and he kept the pages spread
in
front of his face. He turned the pages, but not often

For a small industrial town |like Kendall, Mss., the Eagle Hotel was
unusual ly large. Its spacious | obby made Cardona's task fairly easy. An added
advant age was the pouring rain outside. As a consequence, nearly all the
chairs
in the | obby were occupi ed.

Joe had plenty on his mnd behind that newspaper. His private
i nvestigations had brought himunerringly to this town where the Pooltex
factory was | ocated. Three ot her people had preceded himto the Eagle Hotel -
a
trio in whom Joe was keenly interested.

He had punctured a tiny hole in the spread page of his newspaper. He was
wat chi ng the el evator. Suddenly he saw a man energe fromthe car and cross the
| obby with carel ess indol ence. But Cardona was not deceived. He recognized
urgency in the man's narrowed eyes and taut nouth.

The man Joe was wat chi ng was George MIton

The New York playboy went straight to a coin tel ephone booth and nade a
call. Cardona dared not listen in from an adjoi ni ng booth, although he
suspected the foxy MIton was calling fromdownstairs in order to avoid
possi bl e eavesdroppi ng fromthe switchboard girl at the desk.

MIlton energed in a mnute or two | ooki ng nore anxi ous than ever under
hi s
mask of indifference. He went back to the el evator

Cardona kept his eyes on the arrow of the elevator shaft. On the floor
where the car stopped, MIton had a room So did two ot her people who had
arrived secretly the precedi ng eveni ng.

ALMOST i mredi ately one of these two persons entered the | obby fromthe
dripping street outside. A dark-haired girl of an attractive Spanish type. She
took her key fromthe clerk and went upstairs.

The clerk snmiled because she was beautiful. Cardona sniled behind his
newspaper because the girl's disguise hadn't fooled himin the |least. Her



| ovely figure and her swaying wal k could not be altered as easily as her bl ond
hair. She was MIton's girl friend, Viola Kent.

There had been no nmention in the paper of a postponenent of the show in
whi ch she was starring. Evidently an understudy was carrying on in her role
whil e she made this sudden trip to a Massachusetts textile town.

She ascended to the same floor where MIton had gone. Five mnutes
passed.

Cardona never noved. Then a third figure hurried into the |obby in a wet,
shi ny

raincoat. This was Lily Wallace, daughter of Edgar Pool's business partner. No
doubt about her at all

And no doubt about what she was up to. She was trailing the disguised
bl onde, who had taken a roomon the sane floor with MIlton

Everybody seened to be interested in MIton, Cardona thought grinmy.
Lily's father had been to the hotel much earlier in the norning. He had
entered
by a side door and had gone straight upstairs. Wen he left MIton's room
Cardona had watched himfroma recess at the end of the hall

Roy Wall ace's handsone face had been white with rage. If ever the |ust
for
murder showed in a man's countenance, it had been evident in Wallace's as he
stealthily left the hotel

Cardona continued to read his spread newspaper. He intended to sneak
upstairs at the first quiet opportunity. He was particularly interested in
Lily
Wal | ace. She | ooked nervous, al nbst hysterical

JOE' S guess about Lily was right. She wal ked to her roomw th faltering
steps and cl osed the door. The nmonent she was inside, she began to trenble
uncontrol lably. A sob escaped her lips. But she bit it off with a grimeffort
at self-control. Her roomwas next door to the one occupi ed by George MIton
She crouched close to the wall and applied her ear to the thin partition

She expected a pronpt visit of Viola Kent, and she wanted to listen to
t hei r whi spered tal k.

For a long while Lily heard nothing. Two or three tinmes she altered her
strained position against the wall, stretched her stiffened nuscles. Then she
heard it! Something totally different fromthe rustle of whispered words she
had expected to hear.

There was a queer double thunp, like the | eap of heavy footsteps.
MIlton's
voice lifted in a strangled cry: "Don't! Don't!" It was followed by an ugly
t hud
and the sound of a body falling to the floor. Utter silence came after that.

Lily Wall ace swayed away fromthe wall. Terror rooted her |egs. The hotel
seened wapped in a dreadful quiet. No sound cane fromthe cl osed door of
MIton's room

A thought broke Lily's paralysis of nmotion. She tottered to her w ndow
and
peered out into the rain.

Her roomand MIton's faced on a rear alley. Fire escape steps led in a
steep slant to the dark pavenent below. As Lily peered she saw a hurrying
figure leap fromthe | owest platformand vanish along the rain-swept alley. A
nman.

A man whose broad back and stocky shoulders made Lily's heart stand stil
with a terrified surm se. She was convinced she had just seen her father nelt
into the shadows al ong that dim high-walled alley!

The thing that she had been dreadi ng had happened! Bl ackness swept before
her eyes. \Wen she recovered, she was lying on the floor near the open w ndow.
She saw the hands of the clock on her dresser and realized with a gasp that



her
col | apse had been only a minute or two in duration

Again Lily crouched agai nst the connecting wall. She listened tensely.

The silence next door was gone. Light footsteps were audi ble. Someone was
sobbi ng. A woman!

The sobbi ng ceased. A door squeaked. Lily noved stealthily to her own
door
and opened it gently, inch by inch. A woman was tiptoeing swiftly down the di m
I ength of the corridor to a roomat the far end.

The woman's head and body were wrapped in a hooded raincoat, but Lily had
no difficulty recognizing the figure beneath.

It was the disguised blond actress from New York

IN an instant, Viola Kent's door closed with a discreet little click
Lily's, too, closed. She was out in the hall al nost before she was aware that
she had nmoved. Her heart was beating with a force that seemed to split her
t hr oat .

She turned the knob of MIton's roomand entered, closing his door behind
her. She forgot to lock it. The sight of the gruesone thing on the floor drove
every other thought fromLily's nind.

Mlton's head lay in a horrible pool of blood. He had been struck down
with a savage blow to the skull. Then a knife had been drawn swiftly across
t he
unconsci ous playboy's throat. His clothing and the rug on which he lay was a
crinson shanbl es.

Mlton's right hand was clenched tightly. So taut was his grip that the
knuckl es were white.

Lily's stilled throat began to breat he again. She remenbered why she had
entered this room why she was taking so insane a chance on bei ng di scovered.
She forced the taut fingers apart. Lily, staring at the object in Mlton's
pal m threw a hand over her nouth to restrain her cry.

The object in the dead man's hand was a gold cuff link. It was sonething
Lily had seen many tines. She herself had bought these |links as a birthday
present. The initials "R W" were engraved in a neat design on the face of
t he
broken link. Roy Wallace - her father! And he had killed MIton

Swiftly, Lily clutched the damming clue fromMIlton's palm Blood sneared
her hand and the sleeve of her coat, but she didn't care. Her dress underneath
was cl ean and unspotted. She coul d di spose of the coat sonehow, and with it
t he
link that fate had delivered into her shaki ng hands.

She turned to sneak back to her own room As she took a cautious step
forward, the handle of MIton's door began to turn softly fromthe outside.

Instantly Lily flung herself at the door. Her hand darted out to lock it.
If she could throw the | ock and race down the fire escape as her father had
done before her -

Too | ate! The door was flung grimy open before Lily could fasten it. A
man stood quietly on the threshold with a stubby gun in his hand. Lily swayed
backward with a gasp of despair.

The man in the doorway was Joe Cardona.

CHAPTER XVI |
A SLICE FOR M LTON
THE fugitive who had | eaped fromthe | owest platformof the fire escape

to
the dim rain-swept pavenent of the alley was unaware that the frightened eyes



of Lily Wallace had seen hi mvani sh

He remai ned perfectly quiet for an instant, resting lightly on the balls
of his feet. The wet overhang of the tall hotel wall protected him He waited
with iron nerve in his dangerous spot.

But the rain kept hissing on the pavenent at his feet, and he was
confident that neither his quick breathing nor his presence in the alley was
evident to a single human bei ng.

Hi s shoul ders were wi de and powerful. Fromthe rear, his stocky body was
a
replica of Roy Wallace's. But there the resenbl ance ceased.

Wl | ace's broad, rather fleshy face and the sharp countenance of this
fugitive froma dead man's room had nothing in conmon. This nman's conpl exi on
was sallow, not ruddy. H s nose was pointed and thin at the nostrils.

He was the faithless workman who had tried to ransack the | aboratory safe
in the Pooltex factory. Paul Dom nick

He had made a clean get-away froma nasty spot. Luck was still with him
The drummi ng rain, beating down from bl ack cl ouds overhead, nade the alley a
dimtunnel | i ke expanse. The exit fromthe alley opened on a side street away
fromthe busy main entrance of the hotel

Dom nick was certain the street would be deserted by pedestrians. O if
anyone saw him they woul d assune that he was hurrying in order to escape a
drenching fromthe storm

He began to hasten down the alley, keeping close to the wall. As he
passed
a group of ash cans piled in enpty tiers near the head of the alley, he
veer ed.

H s slight sideward notion changed instantly to a wild junp. H s hand snapped
swiftly toward his hip.

A figure had risen from behind the ash cans. The Shadow

In the slant of the rain, his black-clad figure seened gigantic in
hei ght .

H s eyes held a fierce gleam He darted forward as Dom ni ck's hand pl unged
toward his hip.

DOM NI CK was caught in a grip of steel. He was whirled around on his
heel s
and sent plungi ng headl ong behind the ash cans. He tried to roll over and
regain
his feet with al nbst one notion.

But Domi nick's nmotion involved the use of a pistol. He had the weapon
partly out as he cane to his knees.

That hal f-conpl eted gesture was as nmuch as The Shadow pernmitted. The
crack
of a bl ack-gl oved fist against the base of Dom nick's ear sent himspraw ing
again on his face in nmuddy water. He lay linmply this tine.

The Shadow bent over him Both were invisible fromthe alley as well as
the exit to the street, where a grilled iron gate | ooned.

Swi ftly The Shadow searched his prisoner. The bl ack-gl oved hands m ssed
not hing. But what little they found drew a rustle of sibilant |aughter from
The
Shadow s lips. He replaced the objects in the same pockets from which they had
been taken.

Wth a swift, gliding notion, The Shadow turned and hurried to the
grilled
gate that blocked the alley exit. The Shadow eased through the gate and cl osed
it gently behind him He vani shed through the dark slant of rain.

Dom nick lay inertly where he had fallen. H s eyes opened presently,
stung
i nto consciousness by the cold, steady beat of the rain. He groaned faintly.



Then his dazed eyes cleared and he uttered no nore betrayi ng sounds.
Screened by the tiers of enpty ash cans, he allowed his worried eyes to
stare aloft. H s gaze went straight toward the wi ndow of the room from which
he
had fled. He stiffened as he saw the face of a man | ooki ng downward into the
alley fromthat wi ndow. The man was Joe Cardona.
But Joe's scrutiny was a hasty one. He withdrew his head al npbst
i medi at el y.

PAUL DOM NI CK crept from his dangerous hiding place. Pure luck had saved
hi m from di scovery. Had he collapsed a few feet farther after the nunbi ng bl ow
on his skull had robbed hi mof consci ousness, he would inevitably have been
seen by Cardona.

To that extent he was in the favor of the black-robed figure who had
beaten himso grimy to the attack. He wasted no tine in specul ati ng about The
Shadow s identity and purpose. Like The Shadow, he made a hasty retreat.

He nmelted past the alley gate. The few pedestrians who were hurrying
al ong
inthe rain paid no particular attention to the fugitive. He ran a brisk trot
to
where an aut onobil e stood par ked.

In a moment the engine sputtered and the car drew away fromthe curb. It
continued down the street toward the corner beyond the hotel entrance.

But this was not the real direction in which Dom nick planned to drive.

H s hands swung the wheel deftly. He turned the corner and drove back again
t hrough the next bl ock.

Presently he was headed toward the suburbs of the town of Kendall. H s

goal was the Pooltex plant.

MEANVHI LE, back in the hotel, Joe Cardona was busy with the grim busi ness
of the |aw

"Al'l right," Cardona growl ed. "Talk up!"

Lily Wall ace was standing barely a few feet from where the bl ood-drenched
body of George MIton lay. But she paid no attention to the gruesone corpse.
Her desperate eyes were glued on Cardona and on the object which lay in his
outstretched palm It was her father's initialed cuff Iink.

"I"ve told you the truth," she gasped. "A nan ran down the fire escape to
the alley fromthis room A man | never saw before!"

"No one el se ever did, either," Cardona rejoined. "That strange man is
t he
bunk!" He held out the bl oodstained cuff Iink which he had snatched from her
coat pocket after she had vainly tried to hide it. "Any idea who 'R W' is?
Guess real hard. Know anybody naned Roy \Wall ace?"

"My father is innocent," she said dully. "He was not in this roomor this
hotel . "

"No? | saw Wallace conme up to this floor not nore than an hour ago. He
sneaked back again - through the alley for safety. You covered his get-away.
You sneaked in here fromyour own roomto nake sure that -"

"No, no!"

"To make sure," Cardona continued evenly, "that no clues were left to
incrimnate him The cuff link was in MIton's hand. You pried it out. O do
you claimthat the fresh blood on your hand and your sleeve is a m stake,

t 0o0?"

Lily's lips tightened. The marks of terror left her pale face as abruptly
as though a sponge had passed over her countenance. She becane very quiet,
very
cal m

"I did take the link fromMIlton's dead hand," she adnitted tonel essly.



"My father was here earlier this norning, as you found out. He and MIton had
a

fight and the link was lost at that tine. MIton picked it up fromthe rug
when

Il - 1 came in."

"Are you trying to tell me that MIton picked it up - with his throat
slit
fromear to ear?"

"He was alive when | cane in," Lily said faintly. "I killed him™"

Cardona stared at her.

"O K So why did you kill hin"

"Because he was a rotten blackmailer! He franed me with |ying photographs
- horrible nude pictures that he made by superinposing one picture's head on
t he body of another. The fake picture was then rephotographed on a new
negative
and prints devel oped fromthat.

"MIlton boasted to nme exactly how he had done it with the aid of a
cr ooked
phot ogr apher pal. He demanded noney as the price of his silence. Father paid
hi m
five thousand dollars, but he came back for nore. Sol - | killed him"

Cardona shook his head.

"You' ve been using that blackmail gag as a cover-up ever since the start
of this Pooltex conspiracy. It's a phony excuse to alibi the pay-off made to
MIlton by your father for his split in the freight car robbery. MIton wanted
a
bi gger slice. He threatened to squeal. So Wallace gave himhis big slice -
across the throat!"

Cardona's eyes bored into the girl.

"Are you sure that this guy you clainmed you saw in the alley wasn't a
wor kman fromthe factory named Paul Domi ni ck?"

"I - 1 don't know anybody by that nane."

"O K Forget it! MIton, Dom nick and your slippery father are al
i nnocent bystanders!"”

THERE was bitter sarcasmin Cardona's voice. He seized the girl by the
arm
and wal ked her out into the corridor. In a fewsw ft steps he led her to the
roomat the end of the hall that was occupied by Viola Kent.

Joe knocked and waited. There was no reply.

Impatiently he rattled the knob - and to his surprise the door opened.
Viola had left it unlocked. The reason for her carel essness was evident to
Cardona at a gl ance.

The di sgui sed bl ond actress had fled fromher roomin a frightened hurry.
Drawers in her dresser had been pulled out and |left open. A pile of blackened
ash on the tiled floor bel ow an ol d-fashi oned mant el pi ece showed where papers
had been hastily burned.

Cardona's grimelation vani shed. He had expected to confront Lily with
this actress whom he knew was a secret friend of the dead man. Now Viol a
hersel f had fl ed!

Hurrying Wal |l ace' s daughter along with him Cardona raced down the hal
and punched the el evator button. He descended grimy in the car, unm ndful of
t he suspicious stare of the operator. The operator heard Lily's sobs, noted
t he
tight hand on her arm but there was a | ook on the face of Cardona that
deterred
any interference or questions.

Strai ght across the | obby Cardona strode. He paused at the desk, stil
holding Lily's wist.



"Did a dark-haired, Spanish-1ooking dame check out of here a few m nutes
ago?" he demanded. "She's registered here under the nanme of Gace Divine."

The clerk's face flushed.

"What are you doing to Mss Wallace? Let go of her! Who are you, anyway?"

"I"m Acting Inspector Cardona of the New York police - and | want sone
information fromyou in a hurry! Grace Divine just took a smart runout. \Were
did she go?"

The cl erk changed his tune instantly. He was aware that there was
somet hi ng queer about this Mss Divine. Her secret com ngs and goi ngs had
convinced himthat she was up to some crooked gane. In a tremul ous voice he
gave Joe all the information he had. G ace Divine had hurriedly left by the
front door of the hotel

"Come on!" Cardona told Lily.

In an instant, both were outside in the pelting rain. A cab noved up
al ong
the curb, and Joe and Lily got in. The cab driver answered Joe's curt
guesti on.

H's reply brought a frosty gleamto Cardona's eyes.

A shapely brunette had grabbed the cab just ahead of him the hacker
admtted with a renminiscent smle of pleasure. She had told her driver to nake
it snappy.

"Where did she go?" Cardona said grimy

"The Pooltex plant out on the edge of town."

Cardona's voice had the rasp of a heavy file in it. "Take us to the sane
pl ace. And make it tw ce as snappy!"

CHAPTER XVI | |
I NVI TATI ON TO DEATH

AT the Pooltex plant, the two partners and the technical adviser were in
conf erence.

"Are you sure that there was no m stake about that |ong-di stance cal
from
Connecticut?" Roy Wallace cried shrilly.

"None at all," Doctor Andrew Leach replied. H s face was grim "The man
who called up was M ke Broderick. One of the guards on the train. He and his
t hree comnpani ons were drugged inside the box car en route. They were tossed
into a qui cksand and left to die.

"Broderick remenbers that because he was partly conscious when he was
rescued. He fainted when the chain yanked hi mout of the bog. After he cane
to,
he was |ying near the rear of a hay-and-grain warehouse. That's all he knows."

"And the Pooltex car is gone again," Edgar Pool said harshly.

Wl | ace remmained silent, gnawing at his lip. He seened to be | aboring
under an excitenent which he tried to cover fromthe other two men. They were
standing in his private office at the factory under the glare of an overhead
i ght made necessary by the pouring rain and nmurky weat her outside.

"This tale of a robed stranger sliding over quicksand on skis to rescue
Broderick and his companions with a long chain - it sounds like an alibi, if
you ask ne," Wallace said faintly. "I don't believe it! Those guards are
crooked!"

"Somebody' s crooked!" Leach said shortly.

He stared at Wallace, but did not add to his brief remark.

"Your plan of hiding in the |aboratory here |ast night, doctor, didn't
work out so well,"” Pool nurnured. "Evidently Dominick rode with the train."

"No doubt of it," Leach groaned. "I never closed ny eyes once |last night.
And all the while | was sitting there like a fool, Domnick was mles away, in
Connecticut, stealing the second shipnent!"”



Pool picked up the tel ephone with a sudden gesture.
"What are you going to do?" Wallace asked him
"Do? 1'mgoing to call the Kendall police. It's high tine we had them

"W don't want police," Wallace said stubbornly.
"No?" A sudden voice rasped fromthe doorway. "Well, you're going to have
pol i ce whet her you want themor not!"

JOE CARDONA advanced toward the startled trio, still holding to the slack
armof Lily Wallace.

Her father recoiled for an instant. Then, as he recognized Lily and saw
that she was a prisoner, his face flamed with rage.

"Who are you? Ch - Cardona; eh? | told you in New York that you had no
jurisdiction in this State, and that still holds. Take your hand off ny
daughter's arm™"

"Father, be quiet! Don't talk. He's trying to frame you for a nmurder!™
Lily gasped.

" Mur der ?"

"Yeah," Cardona said. "A man naned George MIton. Sonmebody sl ashed his
throat fromear to ear over in the Eagle Hotel. And that sonebody was you, M.
vl | ace! "

"You're crazy!"

"Am | ? You visited MIton early this norning - or do you deny that?"

Wal | ace's face went suddenly a pasty-white. He made no answer.

"You had a quarrel with MIton," Cardona added curtly. "Your own daughter
has already admitted that. MIton headed the gang that stole the Pooltex. That
five thousand dollars you paid himin New York was part of his cut."

"Who says | paid himfive thousand dollars in New York?"

"I do." Cardona didn't add that his know edge of the transaction had cone
from an unsi gned note shoved secretly under his apartnment door on the norning
before he had left town. Cardona suspected that The Shadow had witten that
message, but officially he never admtted the existence of The Shadow.

"So you paid himthe noney," Cardona continued evenly. "He squeal ed for
nore dough, threatened to spill what he knew. And you killed him- you and
your
crooked pal, Dom nick, whomyou planted in this factory to help you."

"Sorry," a voice interrupted dryly. "I was planted in the factory, al
right, but not by M. Wallace. Get those hands up!"

An armed man stood in the doorway of the office. It was Paul Dom nick

H s face was etched in watchful lines. The gun that nmenaced Cardona was
steady as a rock. Joe's hands lifted in the air.

For a monent there was utter silence. Wallace and his partner backed
against the wall. So did Doctor Leach. Lily had darted to her father's side,
one armthrown protectingly about him

But Cardona never noved. He was stiffening hinself for a counter-attack
against the man with the gun. He knew the odds were against him but he had no
t hought of surrender. He was conscious of the little belly gun hidden in his
wai st band under the flap of his coat.

PAUL DOM NI CK sensed the peril in the eyes of the notionless detective.
He
| aughed thinly.

"Sorry to have to pull a rod on you like this, Cardona. It was the only
way to keep you fromblowi ng me apart before |I could get a word in. | was
afraid you wouldn't believe ny little story."

Hi s pinched snmile broadened.

"Thanks for the bum conplinent, but I don't happen to be a crook! 1've
got



a tougher job than that - and it dammed near earned me a broken neck | ast

ni ght
when | got tossed froma freight car roof! |I'man insurance dick fromthe
Washi ngton office of Argus Indemity."

"Ni ce enough," Cardona growl ed, "if you've got credentials to prove it."

Dom ni ck nodded. "My correct nanme is Paul Donnelly." His left hand
flicked
a leather folder out of his pocket and tossed it at the feet of Cardona. His
gun
remai ned steady while Cardona bent and opened it.

Cardona scanned the document and the pasted photo wi th narrowed eyes. The
thi ng was aut hentic. The agency manager of Argus Indemity was a persona
friend of Joe's and he recognized the famliar signature. He uttered a grunt
of
relief.

"OK I'mglad you pulled the gun on ne. I'd hate to blast you by
m st ake.

Cot any idea what's back of all this hijack and nurder?"

"The sane idea you have," Donnelly said. "I think the wise guy is M. Roy
vl | ace! "

Wal | ace was mouthing thickly in his eagerness to talk. Lily tried to
restrain himby throwi ng a desperate pal macross his nouth.

Cardona had his belly gun out now. Donnelly, too, kept his weapon
| evel ed.

But before anything could happen, a rapid clicking sound echoed fromthe
factory

fl oor beyond the private office. It was the swift echo of the high heels of a
womran, runni ng desperately.

THE door that Donnelly had swung shut behind himwas thrown violently
open
with a force that banged it against the wall. A woman plunged breathl essly
into
the room She was barely able to talk. Rain had streaked her dyed hair down on
her pal e forehead.

But Viola Kent's |owtoned words were |ike vengeful bullets spurting from
hard carm ne |ips:

"You sly, double-crossing rat! You killed him didn't you? Sneaked into
his room and sl ashed himto death!"

The glare of her blue eyes focused on the group cowering against the
wal | .

Wal | ace cringed as the eyes passed over him

"That's a lie!" Lily cried. "My father never laid a finger on MIton!"

"Who said he did?" Viola's voice rose shrilly. She was pointing with a
quivering finger straight at the face of her startled fiance. "Edgar Pool
Smart scientist! Sliny rat! That's who killed George MIton!"

"My dear, you nust have gone - quite insane," Pool whispered.

"Yeah?" Viola's veneer of breeding had cracked under the strain of her
rage and grief. She had been born on Tenth Avenue in a cheap tenement, and it
was now evident. She spat oaths until Cardona said grimy

"Stop that kind of talk and give us sone facts! Wat makes you think Poo
killed MIton?" H's gun swerved alertly.

"Stand still, Pool! Not a nobve out of you if you want to keep on living!"

"I never loved Pool,"” Viola cried. "I was using himto get ahead on the
stage. The man | | oved was CGeorge MIlton."

"Viola! You don't nean that," Pool cried. "You don't know what you're

sayi ng!"
"But Pool got wi se! Doctor Leach put himw se. Pool slashed MIton's
throat. He took the knife away with him™



"Was the knife m ssing when you entered MIton's roon?" Cardona asked
Donnel ly swiftly.

"Yes," the insurance dick replied. "I hunted for it, but couldn't find
it.
Then | heard Lily in the room next door and took a quick fade-out down the
fire
escape. Pool must have scrammed down the hotel stairs to the side entrance a
nmonent or so before | found the body."

"Ridiculous,” the inventor murrmured. There was sweat on his pallid face.
"Why should I kill a man for jealousy? I'mnot that rmuch of a lover."

"It wasn't love," Viola cried fiercely. "It was greed! Profits from
Pool tex that you yourself stole! You were foolish enough to drop a hint one
night in nmy apartnment after you'd had a bit too nuch liquor - and | told
MIlton. W found out what was goi ng on, where you were hiding the stolen
fabric. You have the stuff hidden -"

"Look out!" Cardona yell ed.

Cardona's eyes and Donnelly's had been riveted on the cowering figure of
Pool . Doctor Leach had drawn inperceptibly away fromthe group.

But as Cardona's eyes flicked suddenly sideways, he saw Leach's hand
lift.
A gun glittered. Leach's finger jerked on the trigger.

Cardona swerved aside, and so did Donnelly. The slug whistled between the
two detectives.

At the same instant Leach darted through the doorway. Pool was already
ahead of him Their fleeing feet drummed across the factory floor

They were plunging down a narrow stairway in the rear before Cardona and
Donnelly could fire a shot to halt them Cardona took the steps in three
flying
| eaps. So did Donnelly.

Ahead was a short corridor that ended in an open doorway. There was a
steel -1ined room beyond and anot her doorway. The second door slammed as
Car dona
sped toward it. He wasted precious time wenching viciously at the knob. The
door was inpassabl e.

Donnel Iy, who was a step or two behind Cardona, whirled suddenly. The
door
behi nd them had sl amred shut! Again a heavy bolt clicked. They were caught in
the high-ceilinged room Trapped for death!

Cardona realized the truth when he saw the piled ingots of copper
Donnel ly's voice at his ear was a whi sper of despair. As Paul Dom nick, he had
made it his business to learn every fact about this remarkable textile
i nventi on known as Pool t ex.

He knew it was woven fromnetallic threads of drawn copper. The copper
was
nmelted in a trenmendous bl ast furnace adjoining this storage room

Donnel ly pointed to the intervening wall. The square outline of a closed
panel was evident.

"There's a mechani cal device that pivots down fromthe ceiling and sweeps
t he copper ingots through that opened panel into the furnace. There's no way
of
avoiding it. They're going to start the furnace! They mean to roast us alivel"

As he spoke, a hinged section of the ceiling peeled away like skirt. It
dropped like a vertical wall on polished rollers. It nmoved steadily forward.
Files of copper ingots slid renorsel essly ahead of the nmoving barrier. The
room
became smaller and smaller. Donnelly and Cardona were forced to retreat step
by
st ep.

The panel in the adjoining furnace had opened.

Suddenl y Cardona heard somet hing that convinced himhe was | osing his



m nd. Fromthe depths of the cold furnace came an utterly unexpected sound.
The
gri m whi sper of sibilant |aughter!

A figure was visible in the panel opening. A face with a powerful beaked
nose and fl ashing eyes. A bl ack-robed arm beckoned to the two detectives. They
were being ordered to enter the cold furnace by a master detective whom
Car dona
had | earned never to disobey.

The Shadow

CHAPTER XI X
FI RE AND STEEL

FOR an instant, Cardona stood rooted. Donnelly's jaw hung agape. The
net al
wal I behind them shoved them t hrough the openi ng. The panel cl osed.

"Look!" Donnel Iy breat hed.

He was staring dazedly past the figure of The Shadow. He saw with
unbel i evi ng eyes what was piled in this brick-1ined chamber. Something utterly
unexpect ed. Bal e upon bal e of gray-brown cloth.

The stol en Pool t ex!

In that instant of stark amazenent, Cardona and Donnelly forgot their
peril. The Pooltex was acid and flame-proof. Edgar Pool had counted on this.
Hidden in the heart of a furnace, it would remain unscathed.

The hidden cloth had probably under gone a half dozen flam ng tests. It
was merely added proof that Pooltex cloth was the nost val uable invention for
warfare in the past fifty years.

The Shadow had al ready di scovered this grim hiding place. He knew why
Captai n Dakker's ship had waited so patiently at its pier in New York. He was
aware the ship was now on its way to Boston. The transfer of the cloth would
be
made there. It would be taken aboard as ship's biscuits.

The perfect crinme was now | aid bare. The Shadow had proved his case by
penetrating to the cold interior of a disused furnace.

But unli ke Cardona and Donnelly, The Shadow had not all owed hinself to
forget that the furnace was about to roar into flame. Pool and Leach had been
forced into mass nurder to save thenselves fromarrest.

The Shadow s voi ce hissed a warning. He pointed toward the two side walls
of the furnace. A horizontal row of netal nozzles projected. Each of them was
a
flame vent fed by outside nmechanism Through those deadly nozzles, vaporized
oi |
woul d blaze to nelt the ingots of copper that lay at their feet.

Shal l ow gutters in the floor would carry the nolten copper to the cl osed
panel at the far end of the fire-brick chanber. Fromthere it descended by a
chute to the floor below for cooling and drawing in the wire machi nes.

Down the barred chute where nolten copper would pour presently was the
only way out of the seal ed furnace.

But The Shadow sprang swiftly in the opposite direction. He ran toward
t he
bal es of Pooltex. He sent the cloth billowing on the floor in a tangled nass.
Donnel |y and Cardona were doi ng the sane.

In a moment all three of themwere wapped like mummies in the
cl ose-woven
textile. The Shadow nmade swi ftly sure that every atomof their flesh and
cl othing was covered by the tightly wapped material. He made them cover their
eyes with a double and triple layer of the fireproof Pooltex.

He didn't do the sanme for hinself. Wth two blinded nmen on his hands, The



Shadow had to tenpt death. He left one eye - his right - partly exposed. It
was

a nere slit, barely wide enough to allow a vague blur of vision - but it was a
gap in his arnmor, and he was grimy aware of the desperate chance he was

t aki ng.

ALL this had happened in a few seconds. Cardona's cry of amazenent,
Donnel ly's swift glance toward the deadly oil vents, and The Shadow s pronpt
action were al nost simultaneous. The Shadow took a shuffling step. The heavy
wr appi ngs of Pooltex inpeded his progress. But it was not that which caused,
himto stop suddenly, his head lifted sharply upward.

A scream echoed faintly from somewhere above the furnace. It was the
shrill cry of a woman in nortal terror. It was followed instantly by the dul
echo of a pistol shot.

The Shadow had no tine to ponder on the nmystery of that sudden
interruption from above. A |Iouder sound had now filled the fireproofed
interior
of the furnace: The hiss of vaporized oil spurting under heavy pressure from
t he
vents on both sides of the chanber!

The hi ssing becane a grinding roar as the flame of the automatic bl ower
systemignited the oil. Fire spread in a searing curtain, white-hot tongues of
flame were withing Iike living serpents over the crouched forns of Cardona
and
Donnel | y.

The Shadow s body supported them as they stunbled blindly backward |ike
wr apped nummi es. He drew themto their knees.

He could feel the searing heat like a bath of living light. H's covered
ears tingled with the roar of sound. The roaring of the ignited oil was |ike
the drunmming roll of thunder.

THE scream from the stone-floored room above the insul ated dome of the
furnace had cone fromthe terrified Iips of Lily Wallace.

She had followed the pursuing feet of her father. Roy Wallace had seen
Pool and Leach di sappear down the narrow stairway toward the receiving vault
for the furnace. He had heard the double clang of automatic doors bolting
behi nd Donnelly and Cardona. To Wal | ace, the neaning of that phenonenon was
ghastly cl ear.

He knew that his murderous associates planned to roast the two trapped
detectives alive.

Wal | ace whirled instantly. The controls were in the cutting room He
raced
through a corridor to the left. Instead of descending, he clinbed iron steps
to
a floor built like a nmezzanine level in the rear of the plant. It was here
t hat
the cutting roomwas |ocated - a bare area of concrete and steel where the
machi nes stood that chopped an endl ess flow of Pooltex cloth into the proper
wi dth to be wapped into bolts for shipnent.

Here, also, was the valve that controlled the giant oil blowers for the
f ur nace.

No one inpeded Roy Wallace on his mad dash for this spot. The plant had
been cl osed down follow ng the theft of the second shipnment. Wallace | eaped
t hrough a narrow doorway with Lily close on his heels.

He halted with a hoarse cry. Pool and Leach were ahead of him as he had
feared. Leach was crouched near the furnace val ve, tugging at the nmechani sm
whi ch seemed to be stuck. Pool was at his side, urging himto greater effort.

As Wl | ace halted at the threshold, he swung up the barrel of his pistol



But Pool, warned by the approaching thud of feet, was ready.

Lily's shrill screamwas cut short by the roar of the inventor's shot.
Wal | ace toppled forward, a spreading stain of crinson at the junction of his
chest and shoulder. He tried feebly to rise, then he coll apsed.

In the nmeantime, Leach had succeeded in turning the valve. There was the
panti ng wheeze of the distant blowers - then a steady, far-away roar as
i gnited
oi | spewed under pressure into the furnace on the floor bel ow.

Leach sprang away. A flying |eap brought himacross the roomto where
Lily
Wal | ace was fighting desperately with Pool

"Take her!" Pool panted. "Quick! The other hellcat is coning!"

LEACH understood. He could hear the clicking of high heels on the stone
floor outside. He knew Viola was racing toward the control room Snatching the
terrified Lily, he swng her around, struck her brutally on the tenple. She
slunped to the floor.

Pool took care of Viola as she rushed through the doorway. Leach was
al ready snatching stout cord froma wall |ocker

Leach tied up Viola first. She was twice as strong as Lily and struggl ed
desperately. But her exertions were in vain against the two men. In a trice
she
was hel pl ess.

Leach turned his attention to the dazed Lily. Wallace | ay unconsci ous,
with blood froma severed vein staining the floor beneath his shoul der.

The two trussed girls were jerked stiffly to their feet. Leach darted
across to the cutting machine. It was a shining thing like a guillotine. A
razor-sharp knife was fixed on a novabl e shaft that rose and descended to the
base of the machine, where the cloth was fed through to be chopped.

No guillotine knife was sharper than this blade. It was designed to shear
t hrough many thi cknesses of cloth made from copper thread.

Leach pulled a lever. The knife rose slowly upward. He jerked the |ever
again and the knife halted notionless at the top of its greased framework.

Lily Wall ace was dragged roughly forward by the ragi ng Pool. She fainted
as he thrust her head in under the suspended knife.

Pool said hoarsely: "Wth these three fools decapitated, and those damed
di cks roasted alive in the furnace - we'll have tine for a fast get-away.
ve'l |
be on the ship at Boston and on our way abroad! We can trust Dakker to hide
us!"

Leach nodded. Hi s hand jerked sideways toward the machine's |lever. Before
he could nove it, Pool halted him The inventor's eyes were fixed and
bl oodshot. He turned toward where the trussed figure of Viola was staring with
horrified eyes. Her terror made himcackle with | aughter

"Watch cl osely," he taunted. m | eaving you for the last so that you'l
have a full know edge of what's in store for you! Lily's death will be
pai nl ess. But you! 1'll see that your soft white neck is hacked very slowy by
a retarded knife! Al right, Doctor Leach!"

Viola screaned. The roomrang w th dreadful echoes. Pool nodded to his
henchman. Leach's fingers closed over the |ever that would rel ease the
suspended bl ade.

CHAPTER XX
HEART OF HORROR

AS The Shadow sank to his knees under the roar of flaming oil inside a
seal ed furnace, he was conscious of Cardona and Donnelly rather than hinself.



Streamers of flame |icked and curled over their bent heads, darted in yellow
tongues along the fireproof fabric of the Pooltex. No sparks danced on that
browni sh cloth; no snoldering fire ate through to sear the nen beneath the
tightly wapped covering.

But the heat was terrific. Except for the nonconducting qualities of the
cloth, the flesh would al ready have been broiled on their bones. Donnelly
swayed. Cardona was fast |osing consciousness.

The Shadow shuffled forward. Directly in front of himwas a solid wall of
flame. Beyond it was the end of the furnace where the vent was | ocated, down
whi ch nelted copper would pour presently to the cooling pits bel ow

The Shadow was aware that the vent door was insecurely fastened. He
hinsel f had forced it open fromthe outside when he had ascended to exam ne
t he
cold interior of the furnace. A quick tug would |l oosen it, slide it upward. It
was little nore than ten feet away. But in those ten feet was a barrier like
the flam ng cone of a vol cano.

The Shadow pierced its heart with a grimleap. Barely a second was
required for his passage. But in that second he felt hinmself blasted and
buffeted by a whirlwind of pain. He noved blindly, both eyes conpletely
covered. His muscles twisted. He was falling - and he was powerl ess to prevent
it.

But as he toppled forward his head struck sonething snooth and hard, and
he was dimy conscious that he had reached the wall of the furnace.

Hol ding his arm bent stiffly beneath the Pooltex covering, The Shadow
felt
desperately for the | oosened catch of the chute. The wrapped | ayers of fabric
defeated his sense of touch. He couldn't find it!

Again he tried, and again. And then click! The thernostatic rel ease he
had
previ ously danaged gave way. The door of the chute slid upward with a dul
cl ang.

For an instant The Shadow s head projected through the opening. He parted
the protecting cloth away from his mouth, breathing deeply. Then he was on his
feet, facing the sheet of flame between himand his conpanions.

They knew what he expected of them The Shadow had spat a brief order
into
their shrouded ears before he had made his grimplunge through the red heart
of
destructi on.

Hi s voice was |ike a brazen trunpet:

"Donnel | y!'"

The insurance dick tried to obey, but his will was |ess strong than The
Shadow s. He |l oonmed |like a gigantic, reeling shape in the nmidst of a crackling
i nferno. He came a step forward, another, then his body slipped sideways and
fell prone.

The Shadow s right eye peered through the tiny slit he had made in his
covering. The thunp of Donnelly's body had warned hi m what was happeni ng. He
saw the man fall in the split second it took himto peer and again cover his
eye.

H s eyeball was dazzled with |ight. The eyebrow was singed away in an
instant. But The Shadow had | ocated his man, and was diving lowwith a blind
clutch for the extended foot.

He dragged the insurance dick to the open chute and shoved hi mthrough
Donnel | y's body whi zzed downward from si ght.

" Cardona! "

The Shadow s trunpet call echoed with every atomof strength in his
scorched lungs. He repeated the name vainly. No answer cane fromthe depths of
the flame. No nmumy-w apped figure reeled into view

The Shadow crossed through that living hell to find Joe.

He found himflat on his face where he had fallen. A quick tug, a



straining lift, and Cardona swung upward in The Shadow s extended arns. The
Pool tex fabric hung | oosely over those hidden arns |ike an oversize cl oak.
Fl ane curl ed under the edges and gnawed at The Shadow s fl esh.

But The Shadow had turned and was staggering back again. He had pierced
the flame twice. Could he pierce it for a third time? Hs will was usel ess
NOW.

Al'l sense, thought, muscul ar coordi nati on was gone fromhimnow in the
agoni zed

pain that ripped through flesh and bl ood and nerve ends. Al he had left to
gui de himwas blind instinct.

Hi s body felt |ike baked stone. Not a muscle noved that he was aware of.
He couldn't stir, but he could see. MIlions of mles away fromhim bl ood-red
words were enbl azoned queerly on a black sky. "You are not paralyzed. You are

nmovi ng," the words read. It puzzled himuntil he felt sonething hard bunp
agai nst his body.

A solid wall! The Shadow realized suddenly that the dazzling words he
read
were a |lum nous thought in his own brain. A solid wall! The end of the
f ur nace!

H's collision with it had pierced through the black veil of unconsci ousness.

The Shadow dropped Cardona, felt for the opening of the chute. This tine
it was directly beneath his hand. If he had had to grope for it he would have
di ed where he lay. But through that opening cane fresh air! He was able to
twi st desperately and to shove Cardona's sl ack body through the opening.

Wth al nost the sane notion, The Shadow fol | owed, head-first.

Hi s whi zzi ng descent was stopped by a grinding inpact. He lay breathing
in
pai nful gasps. Feebly he drew the w apped covering of Pooltex cloth fromhis
head and f ace.

He was lying flat on his back in a stone trough sunk in an earthen fl oor
Cardona | ay beside him Donnelly was a foot or so away.

THE sight of his inert conpani ons gal vani zed The Shadow into action
Furmbl i ng, he unwound the wrapped | ayers of fabric around them Their faces
wer e
swol l en and crinmson fromthe tremendous heat through which they had been
dragged. The Shadow s own face felt as though it had been peel ed raw

Donnel Iy was out conpletely. Cardona's eyes fluttered open. He began to
moan faintly.

The Shadow had risen to his feet. The Pooltex cloth lay in a tunbl ed mass
where he had ripped it away. Not the slightest evidence of a burn or a scorch
was vi sible on that amazing fabric. The Shadow ran to the stone base of a
cooling fan. He bent - and the twin guns he had hidden there gleamed in his
hands.

Cardona saw himrun with silent haste toward the slant of an apparatus
that | ooked |ike a notionless escal ator

Gimy Joe tried to follow He pitched sideways on his face

The Shadow didn't pause. He renenbered the worman's scream fromthe fl oor
above.

The slanting escal atorli ke apparatus was really a series of square netal
buckets that ran aloft on an endl ess conveyor. The machinery for running it
was
not in use. The Shadow had no time to search for the |ever

He raced up the notionless incline, springing frombucket to bucket wth
fierce energy. The buckets were rubber-sheathed and nade no betrayi ng sound.

At the top was a | oadi ng space, fromwhich a short corridor led to a
cl osed door. The upper part of the door was a ground-gl ass panel

The Shadow s gun butt swung. The gl ass was batted out in a jangling
crash.



Jagged slivers remained in the frame, pointing |ike daggers at The Shadow s
throat as he peered through the smashed panel

Hi s eyes widened with horror. Pool was hol ding the unconsci ous body of
Lily wall ace under the suspended, knife of the cutting machi ne. Her head
lolled
in the grooved opening like a victimin a guillotine. Leach's hand was cl osi ng
on the lever to drop the wei ghted bl ade.

The crash of glass fromthe door wenched Leach around. Hi s hand |l eft the
| ever and dived for his gun. Pool, too, whirled. H s weapon spat flanme as he
darted backward fromLily and | et her unsupported body topple to the floor

The Shadow saw neither the flash of the weapon nor the fall of Lily's
body. He had gone head-first through the shattered glass the instant he saw
Leach's hand jerk involuntarily away from that om nous |ever.

Pool's bullet struck the casing of the door with a spiteful thwack!
Leach's gun bl azed.

But The Shadow was a difficult target. Hi s head had ducked hingelike in
m d-air as he dived, tucking itself inward against his arched chest. He took
the fall on his hunched shoul ders and the back of his neck. H's body turned
over in a swift sonmersault and he rebounded to his feet with a single notion

A BULLET sliced The Shadow s sl eeve. Another ripped across his jaw |like
t he passage of a red-hot blade. He felt the slow drip of blood, but not for a
second did he halt.

Hi s rush took himpartly past Leach. Before the | aboratory man coul d
whirl, The Shadow ramred into his partly turned ribs and threw him of f
bal ance.

Bot h men went down. Edgar Pool's bullet split the air above the ducking head
of
The Shadow.

The Shadow s heel kicked backward and caught the onrushing figure of Poo
squarely in the stomach. He heard a shriek of agony and the drumm ng sound of
the inventor's heels as he withed helplessly on the floor. But the scream was
drowned in the roar of a carefully ained shot.

The Shadow had beaten Leach to the trigger! A slug ripped into the
killer's chest at the exact spot at which The Shadow had ai med. The kick of
t he
bull et sent Leach backward, his gun falling from paral yzed fi ngers.

I n anot her nonent The Shadow was nmaster of the situation. Before Poo
could recover fromthe kick, he was tied tightly with some of the very cord he
had used to tie up Lily and Viol a.

Leach was no | onger a nmenace. He was breathing with short, painful gasps,
hi s hands pressed tightly over the wound in his chest.

A thunp sounded over near the opposite wall. Viola Kent had seen Lily
snatched miracul ously from beneath the suspended knife of the cutting nachine.
The reaction was too nuch for her horrified nerves. She had fainted.

The Shadow bent over Lily's father. \Wallace was bl eeding badly, but in no
danger of death. The Shadow drew a sigh of relief. Alive, Wallace would form
with his daughter and Viola a trio of w tnesses whose testinony would strap
Pool and Doctor Leach into the electric chair.

The Shadow had all the facts in his possession. Al The Shadow needed now
was their corroboration and a confession. He had al ready decided on a sinple
police nmethod to extort the latter. Pool and Leach were rats; they would react
like rats to The Shadow s schene.

The sound of stunbling feet came fromthe corridor outside the
snoke-filled room A man's face peered through the shattered gl ass of the
door.

It was Joe Cardona

Joe had managed to clinb the sane notionl ess buckets up which The Shadow

had sped. He lurched inside as The Shadow unl ocked the door and threw it open



Joe's face was gri mwhen he saw t he wounded Leach and the trussed figure of
Edgar Pool .

THE SHADOW S back was toward Pool. Pool couldn't see The Shadow s I|ips
nmove, nor could he hear the quick whisper fromal nost nmotionless lips into the
ear of Cardona. Joe nodded.

He wal ked over to where Pool l|ay trussed.

"Doctor Leach is dying," he said bruttally. "No use your trying to
pr ot ect
himany longer. He killed MIton, didn't he?"

The inventor's frightened eyes glared. He fell for the trap exactly as
The
Shadow had pl anned. He clutched at the straw of self-preservation. A dead nan
couldn't testify! Pool saw a desperate chance to take a prison sentence
i nst ead
of the searing agony of the electric chair.

"Yes," he gasped. "Leach killed MIton! Leach did it! | - | begged him
not
to. But he - he sneaked into the Eagle Hotel and slashed MIlton's throat."

"You lie, you double-crossing rat!" Leach's cl osed eyes had fluttered
open. They were stony with hate and fury.

Cardona i medi atel y bounded over toward him

"You're dying!" he grow ed. "That slug went right smack through your
l ungs! You got it trying to help Pool. You die - he lives. Do you want to talk
now? O do you want to die, a sucker to the |ast?"

Leach's lips bubbled froth. He was so eager to talk that his throat
gagged. Cardona supported himuntil the spasm passed.

"Al'l right. Go ahead!"

Cardona had fished a pencil stub from his pocket and an envel ope whi ch he
ri pped wi de open. He wote down the halting words exactly as they were
uttered.

Pool kept scream ng oaths in a high, cracked voi ce. The Shadow was no
I onger in the room He had descended the buckets to revive the unconsci ous
Paul
Donnel | y.

When Leach had finished his confession, Cardona thrust the pencil into
hi s
slack fingers. "Signit!"

VWhen Leach had conpleted his signature, Joe began to chuckle. Leach's
pal e
face stared up at hi munconprehendi ngly. There was gri m anusenment in Cardona's
| augh.

"You aren't going to die, Doctor Leach - not yet! That slug through the
upper wall of your chest missed the lung cavity. Wen you recover fromthat
wound, you're going to die sitting up! In the sane place Pool will die. The
electric chair!"

Joe's cold voice cut through Leach's cry with grimfinality.

"And | hope they burn you last so you'll have time to think it over. Poo
killed MIton. But you - you're the col d-bl ooded rat that nurdered ny nephew "

"MOST of it | understand, but not all," Paul Donnelly said slowy.

The insurance detective was still weak, but there was a quiet elation in
his eyes. The strong arm of The Shadow had gui ded his wavering feet to the
cutting room Donnelly was listening to Cardona. Cardona was repeating the
facts given to himby The Shadow.

The Shadow stood notionless and silent in the doorway where glass lay in
shattered fragnents. H s keen eyes were watching the corridor outside.

"Edgar Pool was the brains all the way through," Cardona said. "He



directed the stealing of the Pooltex and Leach did the job. It was Leach who
killed ny nephew. It was Leach who donned a bl ack mask and rode with the
second

shi pnment. That bluff of his about hiding all night with a .45 in the factory

| aboratory was a fake. He went out the wi ndow the nmoment the two watchnen |eft
hi m al one.

"MIlton cane into the case first by his successful blackmailing of Lily
Wal |l ace. Then Viola tipped himto sonething bigger. She got a hint of the
Pool t ex conspiracy one ni ght when Pool got drunk and let a word or two slip.
MIlton came to Massachusetts and denmanded his cut on the threat of a squeal
He
got his cut from Edgar Pool - a knife across his jugul ar!

"Wal | ace had already been to see MIton that norning in an effort to
recover the faked nude photos that were being held over his innocent
daughter's
head. There was a fight between them and Wallace |l ost his cuff link.

"Pool found it on the floor when he killed MIton. He shoved it into the
dead man's hand to frame his partner for nmurder and get rid of him™"

Cardona gl anced at Donnel ly.

"You nust have clinbed into MIton's rooma few mnutes after Pool nade
hi s get-away."

"Yes. | was suspicious of MIton all along, but | thought he was in
cahoots with Wallace. | beat it to the alley the moment | saw what had
happened. That's when The Shadow nailed ne, and found out who | was after
goi ng

t hrough nmy pockets.™"

Donnel Iy frowned.

"I still don't get Edgar Pool's notive. Wiy did he have to steal the
Pooltex cloth? It was his in the first place.”

"GREED," Cardona replied. "Greed - and patriotism if you want to call it
that. Pool is not a native of the United States. He's a naturalized citizen
He
was born abroad in the same country where Captain Dakker was born and the man
they call M. East. That country had quadrupled the bid for Pooltex cloth. But
a contract had already been signed with M. West's country, and Wallace, who
was the soul of honor, refused to cancel it.

"That |left Pool holding the bag. It left himwith the grimrealization
that if he didn't steal the cloth and get it to Captain Dakker's ship, his
country overseas would | ose the war about to be decl ared!

"So Pool stole the precious fire and acid-proof fabric and hid it in the
furnace of his own plant. A smart guy! He planned to sail with the loot from
Bost on on Captain Dakker's ship. The Shadow found out that Pool - or Poltsch,
to give himhis real name - holds a reserve comnission as colonel in his
native
arny. They'd have used himto produce tons of the nmarvel ous uniformcloth
based
on the formula which he still has in his possession. They would -

"That's not true about the formula," a weak voice interrupted. Roy
vl | ace
was staring at Cardona. Wallace was very pal e under his bandages. Lily's arm
supported himin the chair where he had been gently seated.

"The formula is mne," Wallace went on. "Wien | advanced the noney to
build the factory and install the expensive machinery, Edgar Pool assigned the
formula to ne as a guarantee. It's at present in a safe-deposit vault to which
| alone hold the key. In the event of Pool's death, the transfer agreenent
states that the fornula becones nine."

“"I't'"ll be yours," Cardona promised himgrimy. "The electric chair wll
take care of that angle.”



"The formula will go straight to the war departnent in Washi ngton,"

Wal | ace said feebly. "There will be no further sale to any governnent but the
United States. It will make Anerica the strongest nation in the world - and
will be the nost effective guarantee of world peace!™

CARDONA' S glance lifted to the glass-littered doorway of the room The
figure that had been standing there was gone. The doorway and the corridor
beyond it were enpty.

The Shadow had vani shed wi thout sound. The reason for his noiseless
di sappearance was evident fromthe fl oor below. Voices were raised down there
in excited yells. The tranp of rushing feet was audi ble. Cardona recogni zed
t he
heavy cl unmpi ng of police brogans.

He had no idea in which direction The Shadow had di sappeared. Even if he
had, he woul d have renmained loyally silent. The Shadow was a worker in
dar kness. The good he did cane because of utter secrecy in his personality and
nmet hods. Cardona, who knew his need for secrecy, would never utter a word to
break that seal of silence.

In the rainy murk beyond the factory a lithe, tall man in black stepped
into a parked car and drove quietly away. A sibilant |augh issued fromhis
lips. The Shadow had finished his work. He was content.

As the taunting | augh faded in the distance, its final echoes gave proof
of The Shadow s success. Once again crine had been nmet and vanqui shed.

THE END



