RACKET TOMN
by Maxwel | G ant

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

Racket eers and nobsters take over an entire city! At point of gun they
enforce their edicts - until they neet up with the Master Avenger of Crine,
t he
Shadow

CHAPTER |
THE DEATH CRASH

THE Daylight Limted was chugging slowmy through the city limts of
Par kl and. One passenger viewed the city with an intense gaze, noting
nunber | ess
grade crossings that explained the linmted s slackened speed. He was a
swart hy,
stocky-built man, who was seated in a Pullman car. The porter had al ready
carried his bag out to the vestibule.

That passenger's nanme was Joe Cardona, and his destination was Parkl and.
Cardona was ace inspector of the New York police force; he had cone to
Par kI and
on a mssion that seened strangely renpote, as he eyed the passi ng panorana.

Fadi ng daylight showed well-kept streets; orderly lines of autonobiles
waiting at the gates of crossings. Were street lights glimered, they
outlined
the fronts of prosperous-looking stores and theaters. At intervals, between
wel | -built houses, Joe spied the pleasant parks for which the town was noted.

Then came the city's center; an electric sign marked the nodern Park
Hot e
amd a sky line of office buildings, the tallest a dozen stories high. Cardona
arose fromhis Pullman chair as the linmted clanked to a stop at the ornate
stone station that served this city of sixty thousand inhabitants.

Not hi ng wrong with Parkland, fromthe surface view that Cardona had
gai ned. The city looked like a swell place to live, as well as being sonething
of a resort. But that wasn't the way it had been pictured to Joe, when
del egates fromthe city's chanber of commerce had pl eaded with the New York
police conmm ssioner to send his ace inspector to Parkl and.

Those chaps had told of hidden crime that could not be spotted. They had
sworn that the town was racket-ridden; but with no crine-|leader visible. The
city officials were free fromcorruption, with the police force | oyal, but the
civic machi nery seened i nadequate to cope with present conditions.

That was why responsible citizens wanted Cardona's services. They figured
he could find out what was wong in Parkland. Every other man m ght be a
cr ook,
for all they knew. Perhaps Cardona could pick out sone of the bad ones.
Certainly, he could reorgani ze the police force on a nore efficient basis.

A TRIO of friendly greeters wel comed Cardona on the station platform Joe
had net themin New York

The spokesman of the greeters was a man nanmed Walton. He had his car at
the station; he took Cardona in the front seat and put the other two nmen in
back. Just as the limted was pulling out fromthe station, the sedan started
along a street in the same direction, following the line of the railroad
tracks.



"W're going out to Mayor Carley's," explained Walton. "He's giving a
smal | di nner for you, Cardona. After that, he'll probably tal k about the ness
here in town."

"Any new devel opnment s?" questioned Joe, "since | saw you in New York?"

"No," returned Walton, "and that's the worst of it. The nmoney's being
drai ned fromevery business; and where it's going, or how, nobody knows. That
is, nobody who's willing to talk."

Wal t on paused, shaking his head, as he eyed the street ahead. The
headl i ghts showed a tree-lined avenue. There were houses on one side; on the
ot her, a high hedge that screened the railroad.

"There are strangers in town," declared Walton, "but they have noney and
| ook respectable. No, we can't accuse them of these rackets. In a way, the
whol e thing seens to have started locally. It began with a huge real -estate
smash.

"dd Warren Kni ghtson was the cause. He owned many properties; held
options on others. He controlled building-and-1oan associ ati ons. Every one
foll owed Knightson's lead, until, suddenly, every enterprise of his went
br oke.

From then on -

Wal ton's words ended. Wthout warning, he was confronted by an energency
that threatened sure death to hinmself and every one in the sedan. Joe Cardona
clutched the sill of the opened wi ndow, his own right foot janmi ng at an
i magi nary brake pedal

At twenty-five mles an hour, the sedan had reached a corner that was
obscured by trees. It had the right of way; but that wasn't going to save the
passengers froma trip to the cenetery.

A bul ky truck was roaring down a slope fromthe right, about to cross the
avenue. To the left, that cross street went over the railroad tracks, where
there were no gates; nerely a warning signal that was starting its blink while
a huge bell jangl ed.

The truck driver was ainmng for the tracks before the train came. The
sedan was rolling squarely into his path.

Cardona saw the truck driver yanking at the handl e of a huge energency
brake that had no effect whatever, for the truck was weighted with a | oad of
crushed stone. Walton couldn't swing left, for his speed was too great to nake
the turn. The nove woul d have wecked himon the railway tracks, in the path
of
the Iimted.

He saw the warning lights; the steel tracks burnished by the glare of the
| oconmotive's searchlight. H's foot on the brake pedal, Walton realized that he
was heading for a deadly stop, for the truck was al nbst upon him He did the
best he coul d.

Veering for the left side of the avenue, he smashed his foot to the
accel erator and gave his car the gas.

As the sedan whi pped forward, Cardona saw the truck driver let go the
brake handl e and start a huge tug at the wheel. He, too, was doing the natura
thing. He was yanking the truck to the right. As luck had it, that nove was
of fsetting Walton's spurt.

Though Cardona didn't analyze it in those exciting instants, the noment

of
the crash had sinply been postponed for a matter of another second. The truck
was due to denolish the sedan a short distance beyond the corner, instead of
at
the spot where the streets actually crossed.

Rescue cane, though, with a speed that eclipsed a hurricane. Rescue,
fraught with danger for the person who provided it.

NO one in the sedan was | ooking to the left. None saw the trim coupe that
had | eaped suddenly fromthe other side of the railway tracks, straight across



the path of the locomptive. It was there, outlined vividly by the searchlight,
hurtling for the safety of the corner that the sedan had just passed.

An ordinary driver would have been worryi ng about his own plight; he
woul d
have had both hands on the steering wheel, as the pilot of the | oconotive
al nost
nosed the rear wheels of his coupe.

Not that driver. He gripped the steering wheel with his right hand al one,
as his head and left armthrust fromthe open w ndow beside him The
| oconot i ve
didn't worry him He had cal cul ated that he would beat it over the grade
crossi ng.

He wasn't watching the sedan. It was using his own tactics: speed to
avert
col lision. What he sought was to avert the truck's mad careen to the right.
Coul d that be halted, the sedan would cl ear

The driver of the coupe was garbed in black. The light fromthe
| oconot i ve
showed a sl ouch hat above cl oaked shoul ders. The extended left hand forned a
tight, black-gloved fist that gripped a .45-caliber automatic. A trigger
finger
pressed.

The t hunder of the |oconotive, the screech of brakes were drowning sounds
that nmuffled the gun's report. But the stab fromthe automatic's nuzzle was
plain. It tongued straight for the driver of the swi nging truck. The bull et
found its mark.

The coupe was off the railroad tracks, the loconotive a blur of blackness
behind it. The sedan was slithering for safety, rescued by the fraction of a
foot. For the truck driver, slunped behind his wheel, was no | onger yanking
hi s
juggernaut to the right.

Its wheel s had straightened; it hurtled across the avenue at an angl e and
bashed its big bul k against a box car on a siding.

The sedan stopped. The lights of the grade crossing were no | onger
bobbi ng
with red when Cardona and Wal ton reached the denolished truck, for the train
was
past. Crushed in the truck's weckage was the driver. The snmash had killed
hi m

Cardona' s professional eye saw nore. Joe pointed to the dead man's
shoul der.

"Sonmebody clipped him" declared Cardona. "That's why he coul dn't handle
t he brakes or straighten the wheel!™

Joe's guess was wong. That bullet had averted tragedy, instead of

causi ng

it. The truck driver had faked his play with the hand brake. The shot fromthe
dark had halted his | ast deeds. Hands that were still yanking to the right
wer e

nunbed. A pressing foot had been literally pulled fromthe truck's accel erator
pedal .

The nysterious rescuer was gone. He and his coupe had di sappeared, unseen
by Cardona and the men whose |ives he had saved. He had acconplished his
vani sh
by swinging his car to the right, extinguishing the lights, as he parked
beneat h
t he darkeni ng coverage of overhanging trees. Dusk was fully settled. The coupe
was | ost in gl oom

Keen eyes watched fromthe coupe while Cardona and Walton hustled back to
the sedan. They drove to a service station around the next corner, in order to
report the accident. Wen the sedan had nade the turn, there was a gli nmer



from
the Iights of the coupe.

Housed in darkness, the black-clad driver started his car forward. As he
drove beneath the hush of the tree-lined avenue, his unseen |lips provided a
strange, solem |augh, that whispered mrthlessly through the thickened dusk.

That tone was the | augh of The Shadow

CHAPTER |
CRI ME'S VERDI CT

THE SHADOW S deeds did not pass unseen; nor was his | augh unheard. Soon
after the coupe had left, a taxicab pulled froma driveway deep beside an old
house and headed for the center of Parkland. The cab stopped in front of a
three-story structure called the Knightson Buil di ng.

That building represented the first of the real-estate enterprises that
had made Warren Kni ghtson a rich man. Wen Kni ght son had gone broke, the
bui | di ng had been taken over by receivers. A barber shop occupied the
ground-fl oor office that had once been Kni ghtson's headquarters.

The passenger alighted fromthe cab. He was a dapper-1ooki ng man,
fastidiously dressed. Hi s face was mld; his manner was fussy. He gave the
driver a ten-dollar bill and pointed himin through the entrance of the
buil ding. To all appearances, the driver was going into the barber shop to get
change.

I nst ead, he went past the door of the barber shop and waited at the foot
of a stairway. He was a big, ugly l|ooking rowdy, that cab driver; but he
| ooked
no tougher than the dapper man, when the latter joined him Once clear of the
street, the cab passenger dropped his fastidious manner. Hi s chin had a hard
thrust, as he grow ed:

"Al'l right, Dingo. Let's go up and talk to Mart."

They went up to the third floor, to an office door that bore the | egend:

OLD LI NE | NSURANCE COWVPANY
M Kil gay, Manager

Inside the office, they found Kilgay awaiting them He was a man of
medi um
hei ght, with dark hair and sall ow conpl exion. H s face was a square one, that
bore a pleasant smile. But when he saw t he dapper man, Kilgay changed. His
eyes
flashed, with nerciless glint. H's snmle hardened at the corners of his lips.

"What's happened, Ducky?" he denmanded. "Didn't Wecker nake a go of it?"

"Ducky" shook his head.

"So Wecker didn't rub out Cardona." Kilgay's tone becane a hard purr.
"You' d better give ne the whol e dope, Ducky. Maybe we'll have to croak
W ecker.

Quys that fliv don't go with ne."

"Wecker's already croaked," grow ed Ducky, in the tone which so poorly
fitted his appearance. "What's nore, you can't blame the guy. He was bearing
down with all he had."

"Then what went sour?"

Ducky hesitated; then turned to "D ngo."

"You tell him Dingo."

"There's not much to tell, Mart," said the husky cabby. "Walton was
trying
to get clear, and Wecker had himbottled. Then, like that" - Di ngo snapped
hi s
fingers - "out pops The Shadow from across the tracks! He puts a slug in



W ecker, so's he can't handle the truck. So he mi sses Walton's bus and cracks
up when he rans a freight car."

| F Ducky and Di ngo expected Mart Kilgay to show trenors at nention of The
Shadow, their guess was a bad one. The fake insurance man becane savage in his
manner; but he classed the presence of The Shadow as a nui sance, rather than a
nenace.

"Did he tail you here?"

Mart rasped the question. It brought a goggly | ook to Dingo's squinty
eyes.

The cab driver shot an anxious glance toward the door. It was Ducky who
spoke up, nervously:

"I - 1 don't think he did, Mart. His car was started again, before ours.
Only - well, he could have laid for us."

"And if he did," snorted Mart, "he tailed you! Which neans that The
Shadow
was wal king into sonething. Dingo Swark, a tough guy" - Mart grunted, as he
| ooked at the jittery cab driver - "yeah, tough enough for slugging guys in
all eys or handling a crew of gorillas!"

"As for you" - Mart turned to the dapper man - "they told ne Ducky
Murrick

was the guy to handle the front of a racket. I'Il give you credit for that,
Ducky. But the lugs that said you were tougher than you | ooked, nust have
gi ven

me a bum steer.”

Mart opened the office door. Fromthe front end of the floor came the
nmuf fl ed crackle of an electrical instrument. Bluish light was flickering
beyond
a gl ass-panel ed door. Mart grinned.

"Go to Doc Arland's office," he told Dingo. "Tell himl want to see Brace
Lurbin, the guy that's in there supposed to be getting an electric treatnment.
After that, scram back to your hack; and post the boys to be |ooking for The
Shadow. "

When Di ngo had gone, Mart tal ked to Ducky, clipping his words with a
harsh, confident tone.

"When | cane to this burg," recounted the big-shot, "it was to settle a
grudge with an ol d geezer naned Warren Kni ghtson. This was my home town; but
nobody renenbered ne when | came back, using the name |'ve got now. What ny
old
noni ker was, doesn't matter

"Nei ther does the reason why | was sore at Knightson. | just never I|iked
the old sourpuss, fromthe time he threatened to have ne sent to reform
school .

Anyway, putting the skids under himwas a cinch. So easy, that | figured this
whol e town was a sucker burg. You know the rest of it, Ducky."

DUCKY knew it well enough. The call had cone from Parkl and, summoni ng
every racketeer who was on the | oose. Pickings were ripe in Parkland, for the
"right" guys who would take orders. Like "Doc" Arland, Ducky Murrick had been
anong the first to arrive. Mart had nade them his |ieutenants.

Doc posed as a specialist in electrotherapy, giving treatments that
requi red no physician's |license. Ducky ran a whol esal e gown shop, on the
second
floor of this same building. Mart expected to buy the Knightson Buil ding
| ater;
he said he got a laugh out of the name, every tine he wal ked t hrough the door
Until to-night, Mart Kilgay had found plenty of cause to |augh

Acquainted with every form of racket, he had taken over the town in



whol esal e fashion. Doc and Ducky were the "fronts" who put smpoth propositions
to | ocal business nmen, acting always as though forced by pressure. They had
shoved the dirty work along to many of the suckers thensel ves, and there was
trouble for those who didn't listen

Trouble that came from Dingo Swark, at Mart's order. For Mart had gai ned
secret control of Parkland s three taxicab conpanies, and the drivers had been
gradual |y replaced by Di ngo's hoodl uns.

If it cane to a clash between Mart Kilgay and the |aw, Parkland' s force
of
fifty-odd police would be outnunbered two to one. Mart had a hundred shock
troops; and four times as many reserves, in case of a pinch

But Mart wasn't hoping for that. Besides Doc and Ducky, there were plenty
of other fell ows who posed as new business nmen in Parkland. Al took orders
fromMart; and all got theirs, with a cut to the big-shot. Hotels, theaters,
restaurants and ni ght clubs were paying plenty up the line to Mart Kilgay. So

were groceries, filling stations and the Iike. Parkland was a racket town, and
Mart Kil gay was king.
O her crooks were welcone - if they were snoboth ones. There were

pi ckpockets. Dope peddl ers were on the job, too, which accounted for an influx
of so-called tourists who were actually hopheads. You had to have the "cokies"
here, Mart argued, so there'd be sonebody to buy the "snow "

Di ps and dope sellers paid their price to Mart. So did the dope users.
Mart had a squad of shake-down artists on the job, naking them cough over cash
for the privilege of staying in Parkland.

A sweet set-up, as Ducky sawit. But there was plenty of trouble due. Joe
Cardona was bad enough; The Shadow nmade it worse. But Mart Kilgay stil
mai nt ai ned his contenptuous smle. He was wearing it when Doc Arland arrived
with "Brace" Lurbin.

Doc was a tall, bal d-headed man, whose face had a horsy | ook. Doc wore a
bushy, bl ack nustache.

Wth Doc was Brace Lurbin, so called because he toted a brace of
revol vers. Brace could use that pair of shooters; but he'd never had the
chance
since he joined up with Mart. Guns hadn't been needed in Parkland; but it
struck
Ducky that they would be, very soon

Brace was Mart's ace in the hole. Hi s wide, flat, high-cheeked features
were the face of a killer. H's eyes, steely through their narrowslitted |ids,
were the sort that would be steady above the barrel of a big revolver. Brace
had his guns on him The bul ges above his hips were proof.

"YOU RE getting a chance to use those snoke-wagons, Brace," rasped Mart.
"I got a job for you."

Brace took the news in poker-face fashion. It was Doc who shot the eager
shar p- pi t ched question

"You're having Brace rub out Cardona?"

"I guess Dingo told you that Wecker fluked," retorted Mart, "Did he tel
you who el se was in town?"

Doc supplied a headshake.

"The Shadow " informed Mart. "That's who Brace is going to croak."

Doc Arland gaped. So did Ducky Murrick. That didn't bother Mart; he
want ed
Brace's reaction. Mart saw the two-gun man bring a slowgrin to his thick
lips.
Brace spoke in a harsh guffaw

"The Shadow, huh?" queried Brace. "That's a good one, Mart! | tell you
what; you point out The Shadow and I'Il croak him™

"That's just what |'mgoing to do," rasped Mart. "That's why |'ve been
keepi ng you under waps, Brace. I'"'mnot going to flood this town with a nob of



t or pedoes, when one trigger-man's enough. You want a guy to |ocate The Shadow
for you? Al right, I've got five hundred.”

The i dea dawned on Brace. Dingo's taxi drivers, con nen, dips, small-fry
crooks everywhere - they were the eyes that would find The Shadow. The word
had
gone out through Di ngo. Woever spotted The Shadow woul d pass the news al ong,
until Brace heard it.

"New York's nmade to order for The Shadow, " spoke Mart, "but this burg
isn't.

"The Shadow can't keep under cover and stay here. Even our own bunch

won' t
know you're the trigger-man, Brace. That gives you the edge on The Shadow. You
croak The Shadow;, |'Il handle Cardona. |'ve fixed dunb dicks before."

The glare of Brace's narrowed eyes told that the assignnent suited him
He

strolled fromthe office, unfastening the front button of his coat as he went.

"That guy can reach for a rod when he needs it," approved Mart, speaking
to his lieutenants. "It's curtains for The Shadow. "

Doc Arland and Ducky Murrick believed the big-shot. Wen Mart Kil gay
pointed the finger, it neant sudden death. Crinme's spies were everywhere in
Par kl and, the town that Mart already owned.

This city of rackets could prove itself unhealthy for The Shadow.

CHAPTER 1 |
CROOKS SEE THE SHADOW

THE death of a truck driver naned Luke Pardee was a story that the
newspapers could not ignore. They didn't know that he was a crook, whose pals
called him"Wecker." But they did have proof that Wecker had been shot at
t he
wheel of his truck.

That was nore than accident. It brought big headlines the next norning,
with a picture of Wecker's denolished truck

The story was totally twi sted. The newspapers had it that sone one had
wi nged Wecker, in the hope that his truck would bear down on Walton's car
But
the nmuddl ed facts made it all the worse. The evidence indicated definitely
t hat
some hi dden big-shot had tried to erase Joe Cardona, within twenty m nutes
after the ace detective had arrived in Parkl and.

The Shadow, in handling the nurderous Wecker, had turned Mart Kilgay's
death thrust into a boonerang, that was scaling back toward the big-shot. The
| aw woul dn't pin the goods on Mart, just yet, but it had a chance to cranp his
style.

Joe Cardona could do nore than nerely give advice to the |oca
authorities. He was starting with an opportunity to investigate an attenpted
crinme.

Al that next day, the city buzzed with talk of the truck crash. It
filtered to the small-fry crooks who served Mart Kilgay. Fromthem it worked
up to the lieutenants. The Shadow had started trouble in Parkland. Runor had
it
that some of the town's bol der business nmen were getting ready to shake off
t he
shackl es of the racket ring.

G umest of all strangers in Parkland was Brace Lurbin. Brace had been
told to pick up news about The Shadow. But Mart's hordes weren't producing it.
They had too much el se to think about.

The end chair in the barber shop in the Knightson Building was a swell



pl ace to pick up grapevine information. Half of the barbers were working for
Mart Kilgay, and they fornmed a |line | eading away frominner end. \Woever

par ked

in that chair could get an earful, if he belonged to the crowd.

That was why Brace sauntered in there, that evening, and took that
particul ar chair. He stroked the back of his neck and said he'd have a
hai rcut .

As the barber tucked the bib around his neck, Brace grow ed, in an undertone:

"Any dope on The Shadow?"

The barber shook his head. He knew that Brace was in the racket, but he
hadn't been told that this custoner was | ooking for The Shadow. Nor had Brace
advertised that he packed a pair of rods on his person. He had a vest with
special flaps that could cover the guns when he took his coat off, provided he
kept his el bows back. That hel ped while he was clinbing into the barber's
chair.

"Not a thing," whispered the barber, as he clicked his scissors.
"Somet hi ng may be piped, though, before the night's through -"

"Psst!"

Brace's interruption nade the scissors stop their clicking. Fromthe side
of his lips, Brace gave the order

"Take a gander into that mirror in back of you. Maybe you'll see what |
see, through the glass door."

The barber put down the scissors by the mirror. He picked up a pair of
clippers; then discarded themto take the scissors again. He was straining his
eyes as he noted the reflection of the door. Returning, he voiced to Brace:

"What was it?"

"A shadow, on the floor;" returned Brace. "It slid away, while you were
looking in the mirror. Didn't you spot it?"

"I wasn't looking at the floor outside the door," admitted the barber
"That was too lowto see in the mirror. Say - do you think it was The Shadow?"

"Maybe. Who's upstairs?”

"Only Ducky Murrick," began the barber. Then, recognizing that Brace
rated
well in Mart's organi zation, he added: "And the guy that handl es t he hacki es.
D ngo Swark."

"You're sure Mart isn't up there?"

"Positive! He went out half an hour ago. So did Doc Arland.”

Brace decided to let the barber finish a quick hair trim but told himto
do it inside five mnutes. Brace hadn't been ordered to protect guys I|ike
Ducky
and Di ngo, while |ooking for The Shadow. He'd cover up in Mart's case; but
t hat
was all.

THERE was good reason for The Shadow to be in the vicinity of the
Kni ght son Building. Mart Kilgay's rackets were undergoing a strain that
demanded i nportant conferences anmong his lieutenants. A visit by Dingo to the
of fice building meant that the head of the taxi nob had news too private to be
pi ped al ong the grapevine.

Dingo Swark felt secure, as he sat in the little office that fornmed part
of Ducky Murrick's whol esal e dress shop. Wth wi ndows | ocked and shades ti ght
drawn, Dingo was spilling sone inside information

"The squawk's conming fromthe theaters,"” asserted Di ngo. "They don't I|ike
the strangle hold that Mart's got on their bank-night racket."

"Why shoul d they holl er?" demanded Ducky. "They stuck an extra dime on
t he
admi ssion price, didn't they? They can afford to give out five hundred bucks
on
bank ni ght. Every one of those six houses is doing big business.”



"Sure! Only they don't like the way we've got it fixed. It's risky
busi ness, switching the nunber that the kid pulls out of the box, so one of
our
bunch will get the dough."

"The suckers haven't wised to it yet. W always have a different guy
there
to collect. W use enough nolls, too. Listen, Dingo, you know what this racket
means. Three grand a week; and that just about pays the freight for our
outfit."”

D ngo nodded.

"All 1'"'mdoing is telling you," he insisted. "The bank-night stuff is
goi ng sour, unless you watch it. Mart ought to knowit, in a hurry."

"He'll know," assured Ducky, "and he'll find the way to handle it. He'll
drop in on George Larnobn, the guy that manages the Crystal Theater."

"Larnon knows who Mart is?" queried Dingo, surprised. "I thought you were
the front for that racket, Ducky."
"I was - and still am Only, we had to sell one guy on the idea and sel

himright! So we picked Larnmon. He doubl e-crossed the rest of them Every tine
some theater manager begins to beef about the racket, Larnon tips us off. Mart
sees him personally; and they dope out sone way to scare the squawker."

The news pl eased Dingo. He asked if Larnon received a cut for his
services. The question brought a contenptuous snort from Ducky. That wasn't
Mart's way of worKking.

"Larnon doesn't own the Crystal Theater," explained Ducky. "He just
manages it. He was raking in sonme dough on his own, by faking the ticket
nunbers. We spotted it; that's why he listened when we talked to him He's
still working his own gyp on the owners; and they're the ones who put up the
five hundred bucks on bank night. Wiy should Larnmon worry? If he -"

Ducky's hard tone ended. H s expression reverted to a baby-faced stare.

He
| ooked |i ke the Ducky who posed as a nodiste. The gasp that he gave came in
fal setto pitch.

Ducky was gazing toward the door, which he had | eft open in case any one
entered the dress shop. There were lights in the main room they caused the
sight that had startled Ducky. Upon the threshold of the office, Ducky saw a
streak of bl ackness, that was fading at an angle.

Sone intercepting formhad caused that shadow. The figure, itself, had
gone from sight before Ducky noticed it. Only one eavesdropper could have
possi bly approached with such silent glide, to listen in on the conferring
croons and then retire.

It was Dingo who gul ped the answer: "The Shadow "

As he uttered the name, Dingo whipped a revolver fromhis pocket. Ducky's
nerve returned. His teeth gritted as he yanked open a desk drawer to pick out
a
gun of his own.

The bl ackness was gone fromthe doorway. Dingo, bolder than he was wi se,
took a long spring out into the showoom Ducky stopped at the door

Ducky expected to see Dingo sprawl; clipped by quick shots from The
Shadow s guns. \Wat Ducky was counting on was a chance to supply a return
fire.

But The Shadow had chosen stealth instead of battle. Dingo reached the
show oom
safely; stood there, gawking in sheer anusenent.

Ducky joined his tough-faced pal. H s expression, too, showed
bewi | derment. Though the show oom was twenty feet square; despite the fact
t hat
its lights reveal ed every possible cranny, the place was enpty.

The two crooks circled slowy, turning their gun nuzzles in every
direction. As they finished that circle, they came face to face, staring at
each ot her bl ankly. That streak of bl ackness on the fl oor had been real; sone



living being nust have caused it. Neverthel ess, that being had vani shed in the
same ghostly fashion.

Al nost under the observing eyes of two quick-witted crooks, The Shadow
had
performed a spectral fade-out that brought new astoundment to his enenies.

CHAPTER | V
THE VAN SHED SHADOW

I T took Ducky a full mnute to gain a sensible reaction regarding The
Shadow s di sappearance. Dingo was still staring stupidly when the suave smle
cane to Ducky's sallow features. He saw Ducky nmove back to the doorway of the
of fice.

"Look, Dingo" - Ducky's whisper was cautious - "over at the hallway door.
The Shadow coul dn't have cone in fromthere. |I'd have seen him because it's
on
aline with ny desk."

"Yeah?" grow ed Ducky. "Then where did he cone fronP"

Ducky pointed to a rear corner of the showoom indicating a door topped
by a transom

"That |leads into the storeroom" he whispered. "It's the only place The
Shadow coul d have cone from"

"But how d he get in there to begin wth?"

"Through a door at the end of the hall. Maybe he came in earlier - to
st ow
his black rig until he needed it. W can bag him Dingo, if we're quick!"
" How?"

"I'l'l handl e this door. You take the one at the end of the hall. W'l|
both cut | oose as soon we barge in there."

Dingo liked the idea. He realized that Ducky nust be right. Dingo stepped
to the hall door, put his hand on the knob.

There was a qui ck, but cautious, rap fromthe other side of the door. It
cane in arat-tat-tat that Dingo recognized as a signal. The ugly faced crook
gave the hoarse query:

"That you, Mart?"

"No." Dingo recognized the hard tone fromthe other side. "It's Brace!"
Di ngo opened the door. Brace Lurbin peered in fromthe hall. H s keen
eyes
were quick to note the strained expression that was mutual w th Di ngo and
Ducky.

A wi se expression registered on Brace's wide, flat face.

"You guys seen The Shadow?"

"W seen sonething on the floor,"'
noved away -"

"The sane thing that | spotted downstairs. Were did he go?"

It was Ducky who pointed to the corner door that led into the storeroom
Brace | eaned his head back; saw the door at the end of the hall. Ducky didn't
have to tell himthat there were two routes into that storeroom

"He's still there, then," decided Brace. "lI'd have nmet himin the hall if
he'd tried to slide out to the stairs. |I'll handle this hall door. You take
t he
i nsi de one, Dingo."

Dingo started for his post. Brace beckoned to Ducky. He wanted the
soft-1ooking crook to stand in a m dway position, to give a signal that would
start the others on a properly tined attack.

But Ducky had another idea. H s headshake showed that his gathered wits
wer e wor ki ng wel I .

Hopping into the office, Ducky came out with a pineappl e-shaped object.

i nformed Dingo. "A lot of black, that



He
grinned as he showed it to Brace. Lifting off an outer case, Ducky held a
fragile bonb within.

"Tear gas," said Ducky. "I'Il chuck it through one of those transons. Get
posted, Brace. You'll hear it crack."

AN approving grin came from Brace. Two big revolvers in his fists, the
trigger-man noved to the end of the hall. Ducky crossed the showoom Near
Dingo's corner, he planted a light chair and carefully ascended it. Wth
delicate touch, Ducky budged the revolving transom

Through a tiny crack, he could see into the storeroom Two wall lights
were glowi ng there, as Ducky always |left them One gave a view that made the
crook chuckle. Beyond a row of tailor's dunmi es stood a screen. It was at an
angle, in a corner near one light.

The material of the screen was dark, but very thin. The |ight showed
through it. Beyond the screen, Ducky could see the outline of crouched,
cl oaked
shoul ders; above them a broad-brimed slouch hat.

The Shadow was waiting the attack; but he had taken a hiding place that
suited an ostrich. Ducky's next nmove was a cinch

He swung the transom wi de, then chucked the gas bonmb through the opening,
scaling it on a long, high arc that would carry it past the screen

The bonb smashed. Snmoky fumes partly obscured the Iight; but Ducky could
see the result. The cloaked formwas tilting forward. It toppled the screen
The two came crashing to the floor, just as Brace and Di ngo ripped open the
doors, to enter.

Arms across their faces, the two were aimng, in squinty fashion, to
avoi d
the tear gas. They saw the sprawl i ng shape of The Shadow, and woul d have
riddled
it but for Ducky's sudden warning. The tear gas coul dn't bother Ducky, up by
t he
transom He gave an order to hold it.

Funes cl eared. The attackers saw the spraw ed figure nore plainly. It
| ooked rigid; bulgy. Ducky knew why. Comi ng down fromhis chair, he entered
t he
storeroom and whi pped up the hat and cl oak

The framework of a dressmaker's dummy rolled across the floor. Again, The
Shadow had chosen to depart and | eave crooks guessing. This time, however, he
had been forced to supply themwi th proof of his visit. Proof in the formof a
di scarded cl oak and hat, that they could keep as enpty trophies of their
l'iving
eneny.

Ducky found an unl ocked wi ndow. He opened it, stared down into a
bl ackened
courtyard. That was where The Shadow nust have gone. A sheer descent of
twenty-five feet; for the court was depressed to a basenment |evel. Brace
nodded
as Ducky poi nted.

"“You cover,'
bl i nks
of the flashlight will tell you when I'mthere."

VWil e Ducky funmed with the hat and cl oak, Di ngo watched the courtyard.
Soon, three blinks came froma corner of the building. Then the flashlight
gl eaned steadily, here and there.

Brace was boldly searching the courtyard, confident that in case of
troubl e, Dingo would supply a barrage from above.

The test did not arrive. Brace scoured the courtyard to find The Shadow
absent. There had been plenty of time for the cloaked prow er to nmake anot her

said Brace to Dingo. "I'm going down and around. Three



get - away. From bel ow, Brace gave a grow to inform D ngo that he was com ng
up.

MEANVWHI LE, Ducky heard footsteps fromthe hall. At first, he had been
jittery; but when the paces continued to the third-floor stairs, Ducky knew
that it rmust be Mart Kilgay. The bi g-shot had announced earlier that he woul d
be back in his office before the evening ended. Carrying The Shadow s cl oak
and
hat, Ducky went upstairs.

That |eft Dingo al one when Brace returned. The two-gun man noted Ducky's
absence, and snapped out a sudden question to D ngo:

"Where's Ducky?"

"Mart came in," replied Dingo, sourly. "Ducky went up to see him That's
where we gotta go, too; and I'mtelling you that Mart's going to be sore.™

"What about ?"

The question struck Dingo as a dumb one.

"What about ?" he rapped. "Because we didn't use our noodles! W didn't
nail The Shadow. Mart don't like things to fluke. First it was Joe Cardona,
getting clear of Wecker. Right now, Ducky's telling Mart that the bank-ni ght
racket is going sour.

"And to top it, we're going to tell himthat The Shadow made dunmmi es out
of us. Maybe you can | augh that one off; but | can't. You gotta think fast and
talk fast, when Mart's sore.”

"The Shadow made a dunmmy out of hinself," sneered Brace. To enphasize the
jest, he nudged his thunb toward the dressnaker's dumy that had shaped the
cloak and hat. "That's a wi secrack; but it nmeans plenty. It was The Shadow
t hat
fl uked, not us."

Dingo didn't grasp it.

"Why do you think The Shadow pul |l ed that gag?" demanded Brace. "I1'IlIl tell
you why. To make nmonkeys out of us. He wanted us to barge in here and shoot
that screen full of holes.”

"That's so!" exclainmed D ngo, with a dawni ng nod. "Then the cops woul d
have breezed in here."

"Sure thing," added Brace. "And they'd have wondered what you were doing
up here - and me - shooting up the joint. Ducky could hand them an alibi for
hi nsel f, because this is his place. But our tal k woul dn't have gone over."

Brace shoved his revolvers back into their holsters. Dingo put his own

gun
away. He was grinning when Brace notioned to the door. Together, the pair went
up the stairs, Brace remarking on the way:

"We've got our story, Dingo, and Mart's going to like it. Wen he begins
to hand out gold nedals to guys that used their brains, we'll be the first in
line to get them The Shadow tried to slip one past us to-night; only we were
too smart to fall for it."

Di ngo renenbered that it was Ducky Murrick who had supplied the actual
brai nwork; but he didn't nmention that to Brace. The trigger-man was going to
take some credit for himself, and his remarks showed that he expected Dingo to
do the sane.

It wouldn't matter to Ducky, either. Results were what counted in this
gane. The Shadow had vani shed; but his ruse had failed. Crooks had held their
strong position, despite The Shadow s strategy. That would count with Mart
Kil gay. The bi g-shot would be ready for The Shadow, if the bl ack-garbed
prow er
tried his stunt again.

CHAPTER V



CROOKS TAKE COVER

DUCKY was gl ad when his two pals reached Mart's office. The big-shot had
seen the cloak and hat that Ducky carried. The result was a cross-fire of
guestions that Ducky had to answer. Mart was so savage in his criticismthat
Ducky actually flopped in his chair when the others arrived. They could take
it
for a while.

Mart started on Dingo; and didn't give hima chance to spring an excuse.
But when he swung to Brace, the two-gun man was ready. He had an answer for
Mart's first question.

"What was the matter with you?" denmanded Mart. "Were your dukes
paral yzed?

Couldn't you yank a rod from your hip?"

"Sure | could," returned Brace, bluntly, "if 1I'd been working for The
Shadow. That's what he was listening for - a lot of shooting that woul d have
put us all in wong."

The logic struck Mart instantly. He let Brace talk some nore.

"You're right, Brace," admitted Mart, finally rising behind his desk.
"There's times when a guy is smarter to hold his trigger than he is to snap
it.

You fell ows showed the right stuff in the pinch."

Mart's last display of anger was directed toward The Shadow s hat and
cl oak. He grabbed those garments with a yank; flung themat Dingo, with the
rasped conmand:

"Hang those duds in the closet! Lock it and stick the key in the desk
drawer. 1'd like to see The Shadow come back for them Only he won't. He's
probably got another outfit."

Wil e Dingo was thus engaged, Mart turned to Ducky.

"You were trying to tell me about the theaters,"” rem nded the big-shot.
"You said the racket was going sour. Let's hear about it."

Ducky repeated details that he had heard from Di ngo. Taxi drivers had
pi cked up reports that bank nights were to be run on a new basis. Theater
managers had evidently started the runors through the ushers; thence to the
publi c.

"You'd better talk to Larmon," concluded Ducky. "He's the fellow that can
fix it. Only, there's going to be nmore trouble, now that people know Cardona's
in town. He's sonebody that they can squawk to. If you can get rid of him
Mar t

“"I"lIl talk to Larmon," interrupted the big-shot. "I'll handl e Cardona
too. Go on downstairs, Ducky, where you belong. And you, Dingo - scram Stick
wi th your cab and keep the other hackies posted. The one guy we' ve got to get
i s The Shadow. "

Mart sat stroking his hard chin, after his lieutenants had left. He had
kept Brace in the office, just in case he needed the trigger-man. Mart was
trying to dope out sonme way to trick The Shadow. He couldn't think of any new
one.

"I'"'mgoing over to see Larnon," he announced suddenly. "I don't need a
bodyguard, but | want you to come al ong, Brace. Just in case The Shadow tries
to mooch in on ny business."

IT wasn't far to the Crystal Theater, so Mart wal ked. Brace sauntered
al ong, sone distance in the rear, so that people would not suppose that the
t wo
wer e together.

Mart bought a ticket at the box office. That was al ways his way when he
dropped in on Larnon. No one knew t hat the nobl eader was acquainted with the
t heat er manager.



Brace, coming separately, stopped to | ook at a billboard. Mart paused to
count his change. Wthout |ooking toward Brace, he undertoned:

"Scram for half an hour. That's when I'll be comi ng out again. I'Il tinme
it, so be here.”

Mart went into the theater. Brace finished his scrutiny of the billboard
and sauntered away.

Neit her Mart nor Brace had gl anced at the all eyway beside the Crystal
Theater. A look would have told them nothing; for the blackness seened quite
enpty. In fact, there was no stir there for sonme tinme after Mart entered the
theater. The thirty-m nute period was about hal f gone when notion occurred.

A cl oaked shape glided through the darkness, to pause by a bl ackened
buil ding wall. Keen eyes | ooked up toward the theater's office w ndow. The
Shadow had trailed Mart to his new destination. Garbed in new attire of bl ack,
he was oni nous and invisible.

dinging like a bat to the brick wall, The Shadow nade his way up to the
wi ndow.

The wi ndow was unl ocked. d oved fingers worked it upward, noiselessly, to
a space of three inches. As voices reached his ears, The Shadow rai sed the
shade imperceptibly. Through a one-inch opening, he saw Mart Kilgay in
conference with George Larnon.

The t heater manager was an undersized man of frail build. He seenmed hal f
pl eased, half worried by Kilgay's unexpected visit. Fromtheir conversation
Mart had evidently watched the novie for a while, before he cane into the
manager's of fice.

"The racket's getting shaky, Mart," admitted Larmon, in a wheezy whine.
"I't won't do me much good to talk to the other nmanagers. |'ve been shouting
"wolf' all along."

"You're going to talk to Joe Cardona," Mart announced.

He chuckl ed as he saw Larnpbn's eyes pop

"Why not ?" demanded the big-shot. "Somebody's due to spill the beans. So

you're el ected, before the clucks get around to doing it. That will help us
two

ways. It will make you | ook on the |evel; and Cardona will believe the line
you

hand him"

"I get it," nodded Larnmon, with a sudden grin. "The other nanagers wl|
be
glad to let ne take the dangerous job of spokesnman. But what | tell Cardona
won't help himmuch. Only -"

"Only what ?"

"Only, what am| going to tell Cardona?"

Mart thought for a mnute; then replied:

"I'"1l have that figured out by to-norrow night. You're seeing Cardona at
ei ght o' clock. Make a note of it, so you won't forget it."

Larmon made a notation on a nmenmo pad that forned part of a desk cal endar
As he wrote, he questioned:

"How wi | | Cardona know about this appointment ?"

"Wite hima letter,” ordered Mart. "Miil it after the theater lets out,
so he'll get it to-norrow afternoon. Use your own stationery, and tell him
you'll drop in to see himat his hotel roomat eight o'clock sharp. To give

hi m
facts of inmportant value."

Larmon went to his typewiter. He clicked off the letter and showed it to
Mart. The bi g-shot nodded his approval; Larnon signed the letter. Wile the
manager was typi ng an envel ope, Mart glanced at his watch

"I"mleaving," announced Mart. "There'll be a cab here for you, at
quarter
of eight to-norrow night. Keep out of sight in the cab, when it stops near the
Park Hotel. 1'Il get in and talk to you. We'll frame a story for Detective

Car dona. "



MART went fromthe office. The Shadow eased the wi ndow tight. But before
he coul d begin his descent, he sensed that sonething was w ong.

A nmotor was throbbing fromthe street outside the alley. Turning his
head,

The Shadow saw a cab driver slide from behind his wheel and scurry across the
street to talk to another hackie. Easing down fromthe w ndow, The Shadow

cl ung

to the sill and watched the first driver point in his direction.

The fell ow had spotted The Shadow s sil houette agai nst the |ighted w ndow
shade. He was sending the second cabby around the block to watch the other end
of the alley. In another few m nutes, the word woul d be out. Dozens of crooks
would hemin their quarry.

Stealth was still The Shadow s policy. He dropped into the alley; nade a
quick start into its blackened depths, unseen by the cabby who watched the
outlet by the theater.

VWen Mart Kil gay reached the street, he saw that sonething was up. Three
cabs were at hand. A couple of dips were also on the job. Al were watching
t he
al | ey.

Mart's fists tightened. If they' d cornered The Shadow, he hoped the word
had reached Brace.

Anot her cab wheel ed up, with Dingo driving it. Before Mart coul d contact
D ngo, another man appeared. It was Brace, strolling toward the theater, to
cover Mart's departure. The triggerman was on time, to the dot.

Di ngo | eaned fromhis cab. Mart notioned himto | eave it.

Wth Brace and Dingo beside him Mart arranged a qui ck canpai gn.

"Brace goes into the alley," he instructed. "You stay with nme, Dingo, so
we can cover this end."

Brace eased into the alley, huddling close to the wall, his flashlight
showi ng guarded blinks, while his other fist carried a gun. Shifting past the
corner, Mart and Dingo waited. They saw the blinks dw ndle; then return.

"Nobody along the Iine," informed Brace. "Only there's a blind alley in
back of the theater. He may be in there."

"The ol d stage entrance,"” recalled Mart. "They keep it | ocked fromthe
i nside. The Shadow s in that blind alley. Let's get him"

Brace needed no urge to |l ead the way. He halted when he reached the
cul -de-sac, only to let the others know that they were to come no farther.
Brace took a peek past the corner.

"Look, Mart," - Brace was breathless - "there's a |light the other side of
the fence, and you can see what's bel ow the fence!"

Mart saw, when he thrust his head around the corner. A crouched shape
with
sl ouch hat was close in the shelter of the fence. Mart grabbed the
triggerman's
arm

"Gve it!" he hoarsed.

Brace's big revol ver spoke, jabbing three quick shots for the huddl ed
target. Loud clangs echoed fromthe blind alley; but the cloaked figure did
not
toppl e. Brace nouthed an oath as he sprang forward. Three seconds |ater, he
was
whi ppi ng away a cl oak and hat to reveal an ash can beneat h.

"The sane gane again," growed Mart. "Left us these; and used the ash can
to hop the fence!"

To the tune of police whistles, Mart and Brace escaped with Dingo in
Di ngo's cab. Sone distance away, the cab stopped. Brace was to go to his
quarters in the Park Hotel; Mart to his apartnent. Dingo then drove away,
keepi ng The Shadow s hat and cl oak as souvenirs.



Mart hoped to nmeet The Shadow again. To-night's fiasco had provi ded Mart
with a new and cunning schene. One that could settle two problens: It would
strengthen the theater racket, and dispose of Joe Cardona.

Crooks were taking for cover to-night; but, to-norrow, they would be on
hand agai n. That was when Mart Kilgay woul d have an answer to The Shadow s
gane.

CHAPTER VI
THE FRAME- UP

LATE the next afternoon, a letter was delivered at the Park Hotel. It was
addressed to Joe Cardona; but he didn't find it when he came in at six
o' cl ock.

A slinky clerk had renmoved that letter fromthe box.

Mart Kilgay's schene was nmoving, so snoothly that even his |ieutenants
were not informed. Mart knew how to reach the nost lowy of his followers, by
tel ephone calls in which he used special passwords. The big-shot had picked
t he
men he needed for the com ng job.

Cardona left the hotel for a stroll. The streets were lighted; the town
| ooked anything but worried. Every one seenmed to know Joe Cardona. A clerk
nodded to himfroma cigar-store wi ndow. A newsboy spoke his nanme when he
tried
to sell Joe a newspaper.

The proprietor of a shooting gallery offered Cardona free shots at the
targets; the girl in a theater box office gave hima smle. Soda jerkers waved
a greeting when he entered a drug store. Joe felt Iike buying aspirin instead
of cigarettes. This job was giving hima headache.

How coul d anybody pick out crooks, fromfriendly people |like these?

There were fellows on the street who | ooked Iike dips; but if they were,
they didn't hail from New York, for Joe had never seen them before. Sone tax
drivers were tough-1ooking rmugs; but Cardona coul dn't remenber them from any
police line-up

Arriving back at the hotel, Cardona found an invitation for dinner. It
was
froman elderly | awer naned Louis Wenwold. Joe had net himat the mayor's
house, and had liked him The invitation said that Wenwold would be at the
Pal ace Restaurant, a half block fromthe hotel. So Joe went there. On the way,
he read anot her nessage.

Sone one had called the hotel by tel ephone, but had |l eft no name. The
person, whoever it was, was going to call again, after eight o' clock. Cardona
decided that the matter might be inportant. \Wien he sat down at the dinner
table with Wenwol d, he told the |awer that he woul d have to | eave before
ei ght.

Wenwol d was withery and dry-faced, |ike an ancient numy; but his tight
lips had a friendly snile. He |listened synpathetically to Cardona's criticism
of the Parkland police.

"I"'ve told themplenty," declared Cardona. "Maybe |'ve put nyself in
wrong, but |I'mhere to make things nove. The trouble is, | can't even find a
starting point. Al 1've learned is that an old duck naned Warren Kni ghtson
gypped half the town; and since then, it's been anybody's turkey."

"They have bl amed a great deal on Warren Kni ghtson,"” observed Wenwol d, in
nmedi tative tone. "That has caused themto overl ook the nost inportant factor
in

his case.”
"What was that?" asked Cardona, eagerly.
"Hi s innocence," sniled Wenwold. "I was Knightson's attorney. | can

recogni ze when a man is hel pless.”



An idea hit Cardona.

"You nmean that Knightson was franed?"

"I think so," declared Wenwol d. "There was a peculiar angle to the
Kni ght son case. He clainmed that he had thousands of dollars, nostly in
negoti abl e securities, with which he could have paid his creditors. He went to
the bank at three o'clock one afternoon and took the funds from his
saf e-deposit box. He thought that no one knew about it."

"But sone one did?"

"So Knightson testified. The funds were stolen fromhis hone, during
di nner, before the creditors arrived. Knightson clainmed that he had been
robbed, and went to his office to get the list that would have proven it. The
list was al so taken."

"Coul dn't he renmenber what the securities were?"

"Some of them yes. But he did not have the nunbers. It sounded like a

feeble alibi. So feeble, that | believed it. Sone one" - Wenwol d enphasi zed
t he
words with a wag of his forefinger - "still has those securities! If we could

find them with the original list, which was certified by a notary, we m ght
trace the man who actually started crine in Parkland. The man who, in ny
opinion, is in back of all these rackets that no one will discuss."

VENWOLD S statenents inpressed Cardona so nmuch that he did not notice a
cab that rolled slowy past the restaurant window. In that taxi was a man who
was to play a big part in Cardona's i mediate future. The passenger was Ceorge
Lar non.

Mart Kilgay saw the cab fromthe wi ndow of a cigar store. The big-shot
stepped into a tel ephone booth and made a pronpt tel ephone call. After that,
he
cane out and joined Larnon in the cab. Cardona did not see that meeting; but
there was an observer who did.

The Shadow was in the darkness of a coupe, parked by a side alley near
t he
Park Hotel. Fromhis position, The Shadow had a perfect opportunity to follow
the cab or its occupants. The alley was shrouded by the |l ower floors of the
hotel; it furnished the sort of darkness that The Shadow |i ked.

As the cab rolled past The Shadow s darkened coupe, he saw Di ngo at the
taxi's wheel

Foot on the starter, The Shadow waited until the cab had reached the next
corner. There it turned slowy right. It struck The Shadow i nstantly that
Di ngo
was circling the block. There was a service entrance at the rear of the Park
Hotel . There was a chance that the cab intended to stop there.

Droppi ng fromthe coupe, The Shadow started through the alley on foot.
Though he noved swiftly, he was only at the hal fway mark when Di ngo's cab
rolled past the rear end of the alley, along the narrow street at the back of
the hot el

Twenty seconds | ater, The Shadow was peering fromthe corner. The cab was
stopped at the curb. It started away, two seconds after The Shadow spied it.
The passengers were out. They had gone in through the service entrance. The
Shadow covered that space rapidly; but when he reached the door, he found it
| ocked.

His ear close to the door, The Shadow heard the runble of an ascending
el evator. He knew that Mart and Larnmon were taking the service elevator up to
the sixth floor, where Cardona's roomwas |ocated. Indications were that
Lar non
woul d be waiting there when Joe arrived.

The Park Hotel was shaped |ike a square-blocked U wth the points toward
t he back. Those wi ngs were connected by a smaller structure that housed the
dynano roons, with the kitchens above it.



The extensi on was about one story and a half in height. It blocked The
Shadow s view of the floors above. Cardona's w ndows opened into the
courtyard,
hence The Shadow coul d not see them

A trip around the block neant double delay. Not only would The Shadow
require tine to reach the hotel |obby; he would have to discard his cl oak and
hat, to appear in another character. He decided, instead, to scale the rear
extension and find a wi ndow by which he could enter

The clinmb would require three to four mnutes, for the wall was snooth.
There were grated wi ndows, set at odd intervals, which forced The Shadow, to
ascend at an angle. The tine element did not seem essential; but, as luck had
it, much was to happen during those next few m nutes.

THE service el evator had already reached the sixth floor. There, Mart
stopped it; notioned for Larnbn to wait. Mart snapped out the lights,
whi spering that they could sneak fromthe el evator

But Mart did not open the el evator doors. Instead, he reached into a bag
of waste paper that was just below the light switch. Fromit, he pulled a
buried revol ver.

Coolly, Mart fired three shots in the darkness. He moved the gun slightly
fromleft to right, to make sure of a nortal hit. The roars fromthe gun were
terrific, within that tight-closed space, but steel walls and doors confined
themto the elevator.

Mart turned on the light. Larnon was spraw ed on the el evator floor.

W ping the revolver with a handkerchief, Mart dropped it back into the

wast epaper bag. He opened the door. A linber man awaited him Above his
peaki sh

face, the fellow wre a derby hat. He was Givlen, the house dick at the Park
Hotel. He was the man that Mart had called by tel ephone, fromthe cigar store.

They lost no time with Larmon's body. They carried the frail weight into
a
room and shoved it through an open wi ndow, to a darkened outside bal cony. Mart
put a quick question to Givlen:

"You're sure the rods match?"

"Positive," replied the house dick, "Cardona thought he had to register
his gun in this burg. So he showed it down at headquarters. You used his rod
in
the elevator. The one |I left in his trunk is a dead ringer for it.

"All set, then. Scram "

Givlen made a quick departure through the room He was |ucky to get away
intinme, for events were conming swifter than either he or Mart antici pated.

Qut in the hallway, the house dick saw a light that indicated an el evator
was conming up. He shot a quick |ook toward the service el evator; nade sure he
had closed its door. Wth that, Givlen ducked around the corner

Joe Cardona was in the ascending el evator. Beside himwas a passenger who
| ooked |i ke another guest. Cardona never suspected that the fell ow had been
waiting for his return to the hotel. That other passenger was one of the
pi ckpockets that Mart Kil gay had i nmported from another city.

Just as the elevator slackened for the sixth floor, the dip nudged
agai nst
Cardona. From his pocket, the light-fingered man brought an envel ope, which he
slipped into Cardona's pocket instead. It was the letter that Larnon had
witten; and the envel ope had been opened. O everly, the pickpocket added it
to
the letters that Cardona had previously found in his mail box.

The room that Cardona unl ocked was the very one through which Mart and

t he
house di ck had carried Larnon's body, Inside, Joe turned on the lights. He
noticed a breeze fromthe wi ndow, he swng toward it. Fromthe corner of the



wi ndow, Joe saw a gl eam ng revol ver.
There was a strained voice fromthe balcony. It seemed forced; half
whi ne,
hal f growl. The sort of voice that couldn't be identified. Its words were a
threat:
"Stick 'emup, copper!™”

CARDONA conplied. He couldn't see the man outside, for the blackened
bal cony ran past the edge of the wi ndow. But the gun gestured as the voice
added:

"Back into the corner! There, by the trunk!"

Gimy, Cardona retreated. He was |ooking for a break. Maybe he coul d
grab
a chair and heave it; or duck into a near-by closet. Then, like a gift, cane a
break that was nade to order

"Open that trunk;" whined the voice. "Hand over any papers you got there.
No reaching for your pocket. If you grab a gun, | shoot!"

Hi s back to the wi ndow, Cardona had his chance. H's gun was in the trunk
It shone fromthe tray the noment that Cardona lifted the lid. There wasn't
any
trick to it, either. Cardona could see the cartridges in the chanbers.

Wth a swift grab, Cardona scooped up his revol ver and wheel ed about. He
was bl asting shots at the wi ndow as he cane around.

The gun wasn't showing there. Instead, a figure gave a funny, sideward
lunge. It shoved toward the path of Cardona's fire; then away again. There was
a whiny shriek; as Cardona halted his trigger tugs, he glinpsed the figure
again. It straightened upward at the w ndow edge; gave a backward pitch over
t he bal cony rail

Instants seenmed eons until the crash came fromthe courtyard. H's gun
snoking fromhis fist, Cardona stood rigid, staring at the enpty w ndow.
Vaguel y, the ace grasped the fact that his quick work with the trigger had
sent
a man to doom

Cardona's own word would be the only proof that he had acted in
sel f-defense. That story might be difficult to sell, when Joe talked to the
Par kl and poli ce.

There would be a ot nore for Joe Cardona to explain; with plenty that he
couldn't answer. Mart Kilgay and his crimnal followers had franed the ace
i nvestigator who had come to cl ean up Parkl and.

CHAPTER VI |
BATTLE BELOW

THE barks from Cardona's revol ver were a spurring force to The Shadow.
Those quick shots started when the cl oaked clinmber was just below the top of
the rear extension to the hotel. The last blast still echoed fromthe depths
of
Cardona's room when The Shadow cane above the | edge.

The Shadow saw Larmon's figure hurtling down fromthe bal cony; heard it
crash in the confined space of the courtyard. Losing no tine, The Shadow swung
hi nsel f over the edge of the roof.

Hi s next | ook was toward Cardona's wi ndow. He saw Joe, staring fromthe
i ghted background. The Shadow needed no further proof that Cardona was shaken
by his own deed. In his right senses, the ace woul d never have put hinself
into
open Vi ew.

A figure had swung fromthe end of Cardona's balcony to land on a simlar



rail ed space just beneath. Mart Kilgay had again outw tted Cardona. Heaving
Larnon's body was sinply Mart's first nove. Dropping out of sight was the
sequel

It worked, so far as Cardona was concerned; but The Shadow spotted Mart
before he could crawl through the fifth-floor window At that instant, The
Shadow had his chance to settle crime in Parkland. He jabbed a quick
successi on
of bullets at the fifth-floor bal cony.

Mart went diving through the open wi ndow of the room beneath Cardona's.
Luck, not foresight, insured Mart's escape. The outer rail of the bal cony was
of picket design, its posts only a few inches apart. From The Shadow s angl e,
they formed an actual barrier that bullets could not penetrate. Every shot
gl anced fromthat protecting wall.

Bef ore The Shadow coul d reach a new position, Mart was gone.

So was Cardona. He heard the ping of the bullets just beneath him and
t hought that some marksman was trying to pepper him Joe dived back into the
room

The Shadow wanted to view the face of the nurdered man who had been
t ossed
down into the courtyard. Quickly, The Shadow dropped fromthe inner wall.

A few seconds later, a gloved fist focused the beamof a tiny flashlight
upon the features of George Larnon.

THE di scovery did not surprise The Shadow. He had been considering this
prospect fromthe nonent that he spotted Mart Kilgay on the bal cony. The
Shadow
had uncovered the main feature of Mart's frame-up.

Larmon's letter to Cardona, when produced, would stand as proof that the
t heat er manager had cone on a peaceful errand. There could be any one of
several reasons why Larnmon had gone out to the bal cony. Maybe he had been
followed to the hotel; perhaps he had heard sone one knock at Cardona's door -
any such argunents woul d be sensi bl e.

A man wouldn't mail a letter incrimnating hinmself before he attenpted a
nmur der .

The letter was sonething that could cone afterward, along wth other
details. Soon, police would flood this courtyard; for many persons nust have

heard the crash of Larnmon's fall. It wouldn't do for The Shadow to be here
when
t hey cane.

There was just one question to be answered at this noment. That was
whet her or not Larnmon had a gun on his person

If the dead man proved to be armed, Cardona would have a story. But there
was no gun on Larnmon. The Shadow found that out in a search that took |ess
t han
twenty seconds.

Cool |y, The Shadow produced an extra gun of his own. He w ped the weapon
on his cloak; set the handle in Larnon's dead fist. Wth a squeeze of his
gl oved hand, The Shadow pressed Larnon's fingers upon the weapon

Li ghts were showi ng from ground-fl oor wi ndows. The court was on the
baserment |evel, the windows around it were grated. The arrivals would need
| adders to cone down into the courtyard; but that did not stop themfrom using
flashlights.

Taki ng the revol ver by the muzzle, The Shadow drew it from Larnon's fist.
Qui ckly, the cloaked figure blended with a darkened corner of the courtyard,
while a flashlight beam went past.

The gl ow wasn't sufficient to show The Shadow, but it reveal ed Larnon's
body. The Shadow heard shouts to hurry with the [ adders. At the w ndows, he
saw
the uni fornms of |ocal police.



The man who held the flashlight was keeping it steady on Larnon's body.

At

the very fringe of the beam The Shadow saw a chunk of bl ackness. It was cl ose
to the wall, a dozen feet from Larmon's body. The bl ackness was the square
entrance to a small drain pipe.

Edgi ng al ong the wall, The Shadow eased his hand downward to | ower the
revolver into the drain. H s fingers encountered a grating as he laid the gun
at the bottom Deftly, The Shadow twi sted the revolver so that its barre
dropped point-first through the grating. Only the dark butt of the gun kept it
dangling in place.

The beam of the flashlight began to nove. Wth a silent whirl, The Shadow
reached another corner of the courtyard and started a rapid clinb to the top
of
the rear extension. By the time the courtyard filled with police, he was fl at
on
the roof of the rear extension, listening to what occurred bel ow

There were nmunbl es of recognition fromofficers who knew Larnon's face.
Sonebody spoke about a gun; there was a search of the body. Then, as
flashlights | owered, The Shadow peered fromthe | edge to see two policenen
carrying Larnon's racked formtoward the | adder at the front of the courtyard.

It would not have spoiled The Shadow s plan if the police had found the
pl anted revolver. It was better, though, that they nissed it, No one el se was
going to search this courtyard after the officers had gone their way. Crooks
woul d shun the spot. The gun would remain until the tine when The Shadow
want ed
it produced.

In crawing fashion, The Shadow crossed the roof and took a drop into a
dar kened sector of the rear street. His formwas reveal ed nonentarily as he
neared a light; no eyes were there to see it before the shape again bl ended
with bl ackness.

Nor were there ears that heard the rasped whi sper of The Shadow s | augh
a
sinister tone that told of other work ahead. Even at this nonent, further
ci rcunmst ances coul d be devel opi ng agai nst Joe Cardona. The Shadow pl anned to
uncover those inportant details.

IN his roomon the sixth floor, Joe Cardona was staring glumy froma
chair. H's revolver lay on a table beside him Givlen was in the roomwth
him The derby-hatted house dick was solemly finishing a tel ephone call.

"Don't worry, inspector,"” urged Givlen. "You' ve told me what happened;
and it nakes sense. The boys down at headquarters will figure the sane.”

"Maybe they will," admitted Cardona. "But naybe they won't. \Who was it
shot? Did you find out?"

"A fellow naned George Larnon." Givlen's face betrayed a well-faked | ook
of trouble. "He manages the Crystal Theater. That's the only bad part about
it.

Larnon isn't the kind of guy that would be shoving a gat in through a w ndow. "

Givlen picked up Cardona's revol ver.

"I"l1l meet the elevator,” he said. "I'lIl tell themyou turned your gun
over to me. That'll make things | ook better, for a start."

"Thanks, Givlen."

Hi s eyes fixed gloom |y toward the wi ndow, Cardona forgot Givlen the
nmonent that the house dick left the room But Givlen hadn't forgotten
Car dona.

The action that he perforned was one that concerned Joe very definitely.

Givlen' s quick footsteps were lost in the deep carpet of the hotel
corridor, as he hurried for the service elevator. Arriving there at a half
run.

Givlen yanked open the door and dropped the planted gun into the wastepaper



bag
that stood there. In its stead, Givlen brought out Cardona's own gun

Agai n, the house dick held the weapon that he had stolen from Cardona's
trunk; but, in the interim Mart Kilgay had used Joe's .38 to nurder George
Lar non.

Thought of that nmade Grivlen grin. A swell frame-up; nobody but Mart
coul d
have thought of it.

The house di ck shut the doors of the service elevator and jogged back
along the corridor until he reached the Iine of passenger el evators.

Givlen was standing there, solem as before, when doors opened and a
pai r
of policenen piled fromthe elevator. The forenost grow ed:

"Where's Cardona?"

"In his room" replied Givlen. "Don't get excited. Here's his gun. He
turned it over to ne."

"He admits the shooting?"

"Sure! He says that Larnon shoved a gun in through the w ndow. Cardona

had
to work quick, or Larnmon would have plugged him Say" - the house dick | ooked
puzzled - "is there something cockeyed about the story he told nme?"

"Plenty!"

The policeman took Joe's gun from Givlen. He and his compani on headed
for

Cardona's room with Givlen follow ng. Joe heard thementer and arose to neet
them The cop who had the .38 shoved it under Cardona's eyes with the bl unt
guesti on:

"I's this your revol ver?"

Cardona studied the weapon. It was the first tinme that he had really
| ooked it over. He nodded.

"It's the one you used on Larnmon?" demanded the policeman. "And the gun
you surrendered to Givlen?"

"Certainly," replied Cardona. "That's all admitted."

"O K Let's go down to headquarters."

Cardona of fered no objection. Even the brusqueness of the local police
did
not surprise him The jolt cane when they reached the elevators. Givlen
supplied it.

“"I"l1l be down to headquarters later," said the house dick. "I'd like to
see how big a gun that Larnmon guy had on him™

"You'll have a long look, Givlen," volunteered one of the cobs. "There
wasn't any gun on Larnon. You ought to have | ooked into that before you
swal  owed the line that this guy Cardona handed you!"

The el evator doors clanged shut. As they closed, Givlen saw the stare of
bewi | dernment that came upon Cardona's swarthy face. As the elevator thrunmed
downward, the house dick tilted back his head and gave a raucous | augh

Givlen wouldn't have mi ssed that pay-off for a hundred bucks. Joe
Car dona
was through in Parkland; framed with a mansl aughter charge. This was one spot
from whi ch no one could pull Joe Cardona.

No one, in Givlen's opinion, included The Shadow.

CHAPTER VI |
EVI DENCE REGAI NED
GRIVLEN did not hurry to make contact with Mart. Instead, the house dick

attended to a few essential details. He went back to the service el evator
pocketed the gun that he had placed there in the wastepaper bag. He took the



service car down to the basenent and canme up through to the | obby.

A wide-faced man strolled in fromthe street. The house dick recogni zed
hi m as Brace Lurbin. Wen Brace went to the tel ephone booths, Givlen found a
chance to join him

"Where's Mart?" growl ed Brace. "I got alot to tell him™"

"Up in Room 406, " returned the house dick, "playing pinochle."

"Wth the alibi artists, huh? That's where | should have been. |'m going
up to see him"

"Tell himeverything was O K "

Brace | ooked puzzled at Givlen's remark. The house di ck grinned.

"Mart will know what | nean,"” he said. "Tell himl'll be up there in
about
ten mnutes."

Room 406 was the "alibi factory" for Mart's outfit. Fake sal esnen,
drifting in and out of Parkland, used it as their pinochle headquarters. Their
real purpose was to accept any one in the game who gave the right countersign
Such visitors could always depend upon an alibi fromthe pinochle crowd.

They didn't know that Mart Kilgay was the big-shot. Mart had matters so
much his own way that alibis, though provided, had never been needed.

THE door of 406 opened when Brace gave the right rap. Brace strolled in;
saw that the two tables were filled. One of the stooges offered to drop out of
a gane; but Brace shook his head and said he'd be back |ater

That was enough for Mart. As soon as Brace went out into the hall, Mart
cane to join him The big-shot took the trigger-man into a room across the
hal I .

"Where were you to-night?" demanded Mart. "I thought you'd got a line on
The Shadow by this tinme."
"So did I," growl ed Brace. "Instead, he gave ne the runaround. Sonmebody

shoved a phony runor al ong the grapevine. Said The Shadow had been spotted out
at the Cub Cagliari. So | chased out there."

"The Shadow nust have piped that one hinself," snarled Mart. "That's how
he ducked you, Brace. | should have w sed you to what was up. If | had, |
coul d
have kept The Shadow off ne."

"Say, what's the | owdown?" quizzed Brace. "First, Givlen says to tel
you
everything' s jake. Then you say The Shadow was in it. The two things don't
fit."

Mart indulged in a wise smle. The news from Givlen pleased him

"I croaked Larnon," explained Mart, "and | used Cardona's heater. Givlen
switched rods on the guy. | had the stiff lying on the bal cony outside the
wi ndow. When | poked a rod in at Cardona, | let himget to his trunk. He cut
| oose with the phony gun. | shoved Larnmon's body down into the courtyard.™

A smle curled the corners of Brace's lips. It showed his approval of
Mart's crafty stunt.

"I wasn't taking chances, either," added Mart. "The .38 that Givlen
pl anted had some of those amalgambullets in it. They | ook real and give a
ki ck
to the rod; but they go bl ooey."

Brace nodded. He knew about the special bullets. He didn't have to be
told
the rest. He voiced it for hinself:

"What did Givlen do? Switch the rods again, afterward? So the slugs in
Larmon wi |l match Cardona's rod?"

"Yeah," replied Mart, "and the right rod has gone to headquarters. That's
what Givlen neant when he said it was O K. "

"But where did The Shadow cone in?"

"He spotted ne" - Mart's tone was a sour one - "and nearly clipped ne.



Don't ask me how he wised to it. The thing's got ne beat. But you're not to
bl ame. | should have had you cover."

The door started to open. It was Givlen, grinning as he displayed the
duplicate gun that he had taken from Cardona.

"I told you they matched," said the house dick. "You should have been
there, Mart. It was a cinch! And when Cardona heard fromthe cops that Larnon
didn't have a rod -"

"I know," rasped Mart. "He | ooked sick! Like he was nmeant to. G ve that
rod to Brace, so's he can sink it somewhere.”

Brace thwacked his hips, already encunbered with a pair of bigger
revol vers.

"You'd better take it, Mart," he suggested. "I got nowhere to put it."

“I'"'mplaying pinochle," said the big-shot. "You'd better get rid of it
yoursel f, Givlen."

"A cinch," returned the house dick, pocketing the revolver. "Just forget
all about it, Mart."

THE trio separated. Mart went back to his pinochle. Brace took an
el evat or
to the ground floor. Givlen lighted a cigarette, and strolled along the
fourth-floor corridors as if on a tour of inspection. He came to a stairway
and
started down to the third fl oor

Givlen always used the stairways, going fromfloor to floor

Al nmost at the third floor, the house dick stopped suspiciously. The
stairs
wer e dark ahead; and beyond, a blot extended into the third-floor corridor
That
streak of blackness was notionless; but it forned a silhouette that oddly
resenbl ed a hawki sh profile topped by a slouch hat.

Funbl i ng, the house dick pulled the revolver that he was supposed to put
in sone permanent resting place. That move, itself, was proof of Givlen's
nervousness. As he ained at the shadowy shape on the floor, Givlen forgot
t hat
the .38 contained only dumy bullets.

Step by step, Givlen descended, his eyes bul ging strai ght ahead. Al nost
at the bottom of the steps, he halted. He thought he heard a whi spered tone
beside him The profile was still notionless on the floor; but that didn't
hel p. The whi sper was real. It came |like a shuddering | augh, confined to
Givlen's ears.

Wldly, the house dick wheel ed. The sil houette noved; but Givlen didn't
see it. Before he could point the useless gun, solid blackness engul fed him
Fi ngers pressed his throat with a paralyzing torture that tingled clear to
Givlen's finger tips. The gun dropped froma hand that couldn't feel it go.

Givlen subsided upon the steps. Powerful arms hoisted himto the | anding
and left himthere on the darkened floor. Givlen was as cold as if he had
taken a dose of knock-out drops.

The cl oaked figure of The Shadow emerged fromthe darkness of the stairs,
to pick up the revolver that had tunbled to the corridor. The Shadow saw
instantly that it was the type of gun that Cardona carried; and that the
weapon
was of the sane cali ber.

Br eaki ng open the revol ver, The Shadow found three enpty chanbers. He
renoved another cartridge and studied it in the light. The bullet |ooked
genui ne; but when The Shadow renoved a gl ove and scraped with his finger nail,
he noted that the netal scratched.

The Shadow took out the remmining cartridges. He put the revol ver beneath
his cloak and faded into the bl ackness of the stairway that |ed down to the
ground fl oor.



QUTSI DE the Park Hotel, Dingo Swark was seated at the wheel of his cab
when Brace Lurbin strolled up. Leaning on the | edge of the open w ndow, Brace
inquired in | ow tone:

"Any one spotted The Shadow?"

"Not yet," returned Dingo, in the sane cautious fashion. "The boys are
al l
busy gabbi ng about Joe Cardona. Mart sure franed that guy! Wat's nore, he's
fixed the theater racket. Wth Larmon croaked, all the other managers will
think they're next. They'll guess that Cardona didn't do it. But that won't
help him"

Brace rasped an oath that included nention of Joe Cardona.

"Forget the lug," he told Dingo. "Cardona's due for a rap. Good! But that
doesn't take out The Shadow. Buzz these nobbies that run the hacks and see if
they've spotted him 1'Il be in the barber shop."

Brace stal ked away. Dingo grunted. Nobody would be neeting up with The
Shadow t o-ni ght. What did Brace expect The Shadow to do - clinb into a cab and
gi ve sone thuggi sh driver the | augh?

VWil e Dingo was snorting over that idea, a passenger entered his cab and
ordered briskly:

"City hall, driver. Pronptly!"

Dingo didn't | ook back at his fare; for he figured the passenger was sone
city official. He reached the city hall and stopped beside a dark row of cars
parked at an angle. A five-dollar bill fluttered through the w ndow into
Di ngo' s hand.

"CGot anything snaller?" quizzed Dingo. "Maybe | can't change this -

Di ngo stopped short. He turned on the done light. The rear seat was
enpty.

Dingo's eyes blinked their surprise. It was his ears that received the answer
to
that riddle.

From dar kness beside the cab; close, yet inpossible to |ocate, came the
rasped nockery of a sinister |augh. That taunt was not new to Dingo. It was
t he
| augh of The Shadow.

Ten seconds later, Dingo's cab nearly toppled as it jounced high over a
corner curb. Badly scared, Dingo was streaking off for safety as rapidly as
t he
ol d hack coul d haul him

CHAPTER | X
THE FRAME THAT FAI LED

MATTERS were | ooki ng bl ack for Joe Cardona, within Parkland' s city hall.
Joe was in the coroner's office, watched by a pair of detectives. On the
coroner's desk lay the revolver - Cardona's own gun - that had produced the
death of George Larnon.

The coroner was sunming the case.

"Larnon's body is at the norgue,"” he said. "The death bullets will be
brought here. We shall use a |l aboratory test to learn if they were fired from
this revolver."

"Meanwhi l e" - the coroner referred to some report sheets - "there are

somne
other angles to be considered. Detective Tyler has been to Larnmon's office.
There, he found a notation in Larnon's handwiting, stating that the dead nan
had an appoi ntnent for to-night.

"That appoi ntnment, Cardona, was with you. It was marked for eight



o' cl ock."

Cardona showed real surprise

"First I've heard about it!" he exclainmed. "There was a tel ephone call,
asking ne to be back at the hotel at eight -"

"W have checked on that," interposed the coroner. "W know that the
caller left no name. But one of the hotel clerks renmenbers that a letter came
for you to-day; the envel ope had the name of the Crystal Theater printed on
t he
corner."

Cardona shook his head. He pulled sone letters fromhis pocket and slid
t hem across the desk.

"Here's my mail," said Joe. "Look it over."

The coroner stopped at the third envel ope in the batch. He showed it to
Cardona with the question:

"What do you call this?"

Cardona's poker face lost its stolid expression. The letter was the very
one that the coroner had nentioned. Mreover, the envel ope was opened. Before
Joe's staring eyes, the coroner renoved the letter and spread it on the desk.

"From Larnmon," declared the official, "stating that he would be in your
room at eight o' clock. Waiting there, to give you inportant information
Didn't
you read this letter, Cardona, after you opened it?"

"I don't even remenber the letter," protested Joe, weakly. "If | had -
well, 1'd have known who Larnon was, wouldn't [|?"

The coroner shrugged. Before he could answer, the door opened and an
attendant announced that Louis Wnwol d had arrived, to act as Cardona's
attorney. Placing the letter with the other exhibits, the coroner conducted
Joe
to an outer office, where the | awer was waiting. The detectives went al ong.

THI NGS happened pronmptly in the secluded inner office. Curtains parted at
a wi ndow; from between them canme The Shadow. He had scal ed the outside wall to
make silent entry. This was the opportunity that he had awaited.

The Shadow pi cked up Cardona's .38; he cracked it open and renopved the
cartridges. He slid the enptied gun beneath his cloak. In its place, he
br ought
out the revolver that he had taken from Givlen. Speedily, The Shadow inserted
the cartridges that he had |l eft on the desk. He placed the substitute gun at
t he precise spot where Cardona's .38 had been

Voi ces sounded as the door opened i nward. The Shadow was on his way to
t he
curtains. Darkness swallowed him the drapes rustled as they closed, but no
one
saw them Nor did any one hear the slow shutting of the w ndow sash that
foll owed. The Shadow cl osed the wi ndow as snmoothly as he had opened it.

Head tilted, Louis Wenwol d eyed the evidence that the coroner showed him

The | awyer | ooked toward Cardona; asked if he would like to talk with him
privately. Joe shook his head.

"My story stands," gruffed the ace. "I never saw that letter. The first
I'd ever seen or heard of Larmon was when a gun poked through ny w ndow.
That's
why | cut | oose.”

"You never saw a revolver in Larnmon's hand, and you know it!" whi pped out
the coroner. "Larnon was unarmed. No one could have been in the courtyard when
he fell there, because the police arrived i nmedi atel y!"

Cardona cane angrily to his feet.

"It's a frame-up!" he blurted. "Who's responsible, | don't know. Only I
don't trust anybody - not even your |ocal police force! This evidence won't
hol d! "



Wenwol d quitted Cardona. The | awer's headshake refuted the last portion
of Joe's statenment. Wenwol d recogni zed the case as a franme-up; but he al so saw
that it was strong enough to stand.

Lighting a long, thin cigar, the |awer began to pace the floor. The
puffs
of snoke that curled fromhis lips didn't help himtoward a sol ution

That came unexpectedly.

A detective entered the coroner's office, bringing a note that had
arrived
for Wenwol d. The | awyer opened it; began to read terse statenents witten in
vivid blue ink. Hal fway through the note, Wnwold paused in astoni shment.

The first words that he had read were vani shing, one by one, as if wi ped
away by an invisible hand.

The awyer rallied fromhis surprise. He scanned the remaini ng sentences.
Hol di ng the paper in both hands, he saw the rest of its contents di sappear
Wenwol d's lips tightened in a dry smle. Crunpling the sheet of paper, he
tossed it into a wastebasket.

Turning to the coroner, the | awer asked:

"Who is the nost trustworthy nman avail abl e?"

"Detective Tyler," was the pronpt reply. "He found the notation in
Larnmon's office."

"May | use Tyler and another nman, to seek new evi dence?"

"Certainly. Tyler is in the outside office."

VENWOLD went to see Tyler. Wen he returned, the | awer began a crisp
statement of his own. He was banking on information that he had gai ned from
t he
nysteri ous nessage.

"l understand," said Wenwol d, "that sonme shots were fired fromthe rear
extension of the hotel, imediately after Cardona shot at Larnon."

Cardona started to say something. Wenwol d notioned for silence. The
coroner was nodding. He stated that there had been shots from bel ow. That was
in the evidence.

"Then |l et us consider this theory.'

Wenwol d spoke sl owly, between puffs
of

his cigar. "Larnon was on the balcony with a gun, exactly as Cardona has

st at ed.

When Cardona fired, Larnon sprang away. He was safe, at the end of the

bal cony.

Until those shots were fired from bel ow. "

"They were the bullets that picked off Larnon and hurtled his body down
into the courtyard. Some person unknown is responsible for Larnon's death; not
| nspect or Cardona."

The theory didn't make sense to Cardona. He knew that the shots from
bel ow
had been fired after Larnon's fall. He wanted to say so, but a warning glance
from Wenwol d stopped him It was fair enough, trying to beat a frame-up by
bringing in twi sted facts.

"Must | state again and again that Larnon had no gun?" demanded t he
coroner. "Must | also add that we intend to conpare the bullets in Larnon's
body with the markings of this revolver barrel? The gun that Cardona admits is
the one he fired?"

The coroner was pointing to the revolver. Looking at the gun, Cardona
suddenly became uncertain. It flashed to his mnd that Givlen had carried
t hat
gun fromthe hotel room Joe shot a quick glance toward Wenwol d. He saw t he
| awyer's head shake. Joe said not hing.

The coroner did not notice the exchange of |ooks between prisoner and
attorney. New arrivals were here - nmen fromthe norgue, bringing the bullets



t hat had been dug from Larnmon's body. The coroner picked up the revolver to
send it out for a full test. Snoothly, Wenwold intervened.

"One nonent, coroner,"” said the lawer. "I wish to reiterate that
I nspect or Cardona has declared that revolver to be his own. Is that fully
under st ood?"

"Certainly."

"Then," advi sed Wenwol d, "place a mark upon it, so that there can be no
guestion later."

oligingly, the coroner supplied the mark. The revolver started its trip
to the | aboratory. Wenwol d | eaned back in his chair and pulled his cigar
contentedly. As he watched the | awer, Cardona felt a sudden return of
confi dence.

A man couldn't take this whole nmess as easily as Wenwol d did w thout
havi ng sonmething to work on. Joe eyed that crunpled sheet of paper in the
wast ebasket. An idea had begun to click. The paper was so wadded that Joe
coul d
see portions of both sides. There wasn't an ink mark on it.

From t he past, Cardona renmenbered nessages from The Shadow. |nked |ines
t hat vani shed when read. Maybe The Shadow was in this. If he had entered, a
real surprise was due

It cane. There was a rattle of the office door. In bounded Detective
Tyl er, another dick at his heels.

"You were right, M. Wenwold!" shouted Tyler, "Look at this gun!" - he
was
dangling an automatic. "W found it in the courtyard! You were right when you
said it mght have slid out of sight somewhere. It was wedged down a drain."

THE coroner was on his feet, suspicious as he glared at Wenwol d. He was
t hi nki ng that sonmebody coul d have tossed that automatic into the courtyard.
Wenwol d ignored the coroner's gaze. He sinply asked Tyl er

"Did you finger-print it?"

"We did," replied the detective. "Here's the sheet. The finger prints
tally with others that we just took from Larnon's body. W stopped at the
nor gue, |ike you suggested.”

Wenwol d drew his cigar fromhis lips and pointed it toward the coroner

"Let him see the evidence," the lawyer told Tyler. "It's his job to
certify it."

The coroner's suspicion ended. The new evi dence | ooked i ndi sputable. The
coroner made new notations on the report sheet; then said:

"Thi s ends any nansl aughter charge. W can accept Cardona's story that he
shot Larnmon in self-defense.”

"I'f he shot Larnon at all," rem nded Wenwold. "We'll know that very soon
| hear themreturning fromthe | aboratory."

A detective cane in, carrying the marked revolver. He handed it to the
coroner.

"The slugs weren't fromthis gun,” announced the dick. "They cane from
anot her .38, but they don't match the test bullet that we shot fromthis one.
The photos are coming up as soon as they're devel oped."

Wenwol d arose; notioned Cardona to cone along with him Dryly, the | awer
comment ed:

"You won't need us any |onger, coroner."

"Only for this" - the coroner was finishing his report - "the verdict
t hat
| intend to give. 'George Larmon was slain by a party unknown, while
attenpting

armed entry into Room 628 at the Park Hotel. The resistance offered by Joseph
Cardona, occupant of that room was |awful; but had no bearing upon the
subsequent death of George Larnon.'"

Joe Cardona was in a daze as he wal ked with Louis Wenwold fromthe city



hall. There were questions that Joe would have liked to ask the | awer; but he
refrained. Sonething in Wenwol d' s specul ati ve | ook gave Cardona the hunch that
the attorney, hinmself, was short of a full explanation

There were two points that seened certain to Cardona. He hadn't drilled
Larnon, even though he first believed he had. Nor had The Shadow fired those
death shots - not even to protect Joe. Larnon had been nurdered by a party
unknown. Though the law s facts were entirely twi sted, they had produced the
correct verdict.

As Wnwol d and Cardona started away in the |awer's car, a parting |augh
toned fromthe row of darkened autonobiles that projected fromthe curb.

Lowtoned, that mirth did not reach Cardona's ears; but the strange
nockery carried a double significance.

The Shadow s laugh told of the triunph that he had gained to-night, in
defeating the franme-up of Joe Cardona. It betokened new thrusts for the
future,
when The Shadow woul d stri ke down men of crine.

CHAPTER X
FROM THE PAST

A CURI QUS deadl ock existed in Parkland during the few days that foll owed.
On the surface, it |ooked good for Mart Kilgay's gane of greed. The death of
Ceorge Larnon had kept the bank-ni ght racket on a paying basis.

No one could figure just why Larnobn had sent Cardona a letter, then cone
to threaten the ace investigator. That kept people guessing, particularly the
ones who thought they had known Larnon best. They were the other theater
nmanagers.

They didn't know which side of the fence Larnon had been on; but he had
played with fire, and had paid for it. They stopped the runors concerning the
bank- ni ght policy. Nunbers were sw tched as usual when the draw ngs were made.
Six theaters - the Crystal included - paid their weekly tribute of five
hundr ed
dol l ars each, through the persons who were planted with the w nning nunbers.

That was small satisfaction to Mart Kil gay.

Beneath the snooth surface lay trouble. Joe Cardona was the visible
reason. Reinstated with the local police, Cardona was begi nning a system of
organi zation that woul d grow stronger day by day. Mart didn't dare to strike

If the big-shot tried to nmurder Cardona, by accident or otherw se, public
i ndi gnati on would sweep the city. If Mart attenpted another frame-up, it
woul dn't work. The local authorities were too apol ogetic toward Cardona to
bel i eve anything that did not favor him

Behi nd Cardona stood an invisible protector, The Shadow.

That nysterious avenger was the real threat; and his power seened nore
substantial than ever before. Since the time when Dingo had made a terrified,
bel ated report that The Shadow had ridden in his cab, no one had spotted the
slightest trace of the cloaked fighter

The nost usel ess nenmber of Mart's outfit was Brace Lurbin. Al the target
practice that the trigger-man could find was at the | ocal shooting gallery,
with a.22rifle.

LATE one afternoon, Mart sat at his desk, scanning an eveni ng newspaper
It told of a raid conducted by the |ocal police, that had resulted in the
capture of a group of dope peddl ers. Joe Cardona had engi neered that victory.

It didn't put Mart in a jam because the dope sellers didn't know he was
the big-shot. But it clipped off a source of incone.

Angrily, Mart crinkled the newspaper and started fromhis office. He
stopped in to see Doc Arland; found the fake nmedico testing a new electric



appl i ance. He showed t he newspaper to Doc.

"W've got to get rid of Cardona,” snarled Mart. "He's queered one graft;
by to-morrow, he'll be starting on another. We can't kill him we can't frane
him What else -"

Mart stopped hinsel f.

"Say, Doc" - Mart stroked his chin as he stared out through the w ndow -
"did you ever stop to figure what Cardona is here for?"

"To clean up the town."

"Right!" Mart | ooked down toward the street. "And when Cardona's finished
with it, he'll go back to New York. So will The Shadow. "

Turni ng around, Mart faced Arland with outthrust jaw.

"That's what we're going to |l et Cardona do," rasped the big-shot. "We'l
have himclean up and get out!"

Arl and shook his head.

"I't won't work," he objected. "You can throw over sonme of the rackets and
lay low with the others. But until Cardona's pinned sonething on sonebody, he
won't be through here."

“I"1l find somebody to take the rap,"” promised Mart. "I fixed old nman
Kni ght son, when | first came to town. This is a bigger proposition; but | can
swing it."

MART was still pondering on that subject when he began a | one strol
t hrough t he busi ness bl ocks of Parkland. He was thinking of prom nent persons
inthe city, rejecting themone by one. There wasn't any one who suited Mart's
need. Half al oud, the big-shot grow ed:

“I'f I could only hear of the right guy -"

Mart was going to hear of one, just around the next corner. But he was
due
for a big surprise first. As he turned that corner, a woman's voi ce gave
startled recognition:

“"Mart!"

The big-shot stared into a lovely, rounded face. He saw bl ue eyes that
once had danced with their sparkle, back in the |Iong-distant past. Eyes that
| ooked tired; but regained their gl adness when they nmet his. Sweet |ips showed
a quivering smle. Mart could feel the trenble of the small hand that settled
on his arm

There wasn't any gruffness to Mart's voice when he spoke. His tone had a
softness that would have amazed his fell ow racketeers, although his words
explained it:

"Hello, sis!"

"I didn't know you were back in Parkland, Mart,
"Why didn't you let me know?"

"I 1 ooked you up in the phone book, Ruth," replied Mart. "You woul dn't
think I'd forget ny sister, would you?"

"You forgot me for a good nany years."

"I know. But that was because | was in bad here. | cleared out when they
had ne slated for a stretch in the reform school."

"It was your own fault, Mart. You could have stayed here if you had
behaved yourself. W all wanted you to stay."

Mart didn't care to argue that point with Ruth. Wether or not he
bel i eved
that his sister was right, he was at |least feeling a new enotion. It was
renorse, not for the crines that he had done but because he had negl ect ed
Ruth's wel fare. She | ooked as if she needed help, too, with her tired | ook and
the threadbare overcoat she wore.

"Listen, sis," confided Mart. "There's something you' ve got to pronise

said the girl, softly.

ne.
" musing a new noniker - a different nane, than ny own. | call nyself Mart
Kilgay. You're not to |l et any one know who | am Pronise?"



Rut h nodded. She had always trusted Mart.

"You see," continued Mart, "I'min the insurance business. Thought this
woul d be a good town for it. |I figured |I'd do better under ny new nane; it's
one |'ve been using ever since | left here. Mart Kilgay. That's ne."

"l shall renenber,

"You're married?"

Rut h nodded. Mart scowl ed as he surveyed his sister's attire. He grow ed:

"Looks |ike the guy hasn't done nuch for you."

"He couldn't," protested Ruth. "He lost his nmoney, Mart. Until then
everything was lovely. And since then" - the girl's lips were brave - "he's
been as splendid as ever. Tom s the best husband any wi fe has ever had."

"dad to hear that, Ruth," acknow edged Mart. "You say it |ike you neant

said Ruth, with a smle. "My nane is changed, too.

it."

He | ooked at the frayed hand bag his sister carried. It was pitifully
flat. Before Ruth realized it, Mart had the bag open and had thrust a wad of
bills he tugged fromhis pocket into the enpty bag.

There was five hundred dollars in that roll. Tears blurred the luster of
Ruth's eyes.

"I can't take all that noney fromyou, Mart -"

"Forget it, kid! It makes up for a lot I forgot to do. I'll have nore for

you when you need it. Now, tell nme what's the trouble.”

Rut h gave her story. Tom had | eft Parkland soon after he and Ruth were
married. He had gone into business for hinself, in another city. Al had been
well until Tom s father |ost nmoney. Tom had pawned his own business to help
out. His father had failed; the noney had never been repaid.

"The old man nust have been a fine guy," snorted Mart. "Who was he,
somebody here in town?"

Rut h nodded; then replied: "Tom s father is Warren Kni ghtson, the
real -estate man."

THE rage that surged through Mart Kilgay w ped out every jot of better
enotion. He had forgotten that Warren Kni ghtson had a son; just as Ruth no
| onger remenbered that it was the old man who had taken Mart to task, so many
years ago.

Ruth saw the anger on Mart's face; but msunderstood it.

"I know what they think of Warren Kni ghtson,"” she protested. "But Tom
doesn't believe it. Nor do |I. Anyway, Tomwasn't concerned in his father's
failure. Tomis back here trying to straighten out matters. W' ve been here
for
weeks; but very few people knowit. They are all so prejudiced agai nst Tom s
father, that we couldn't -"

"I know," interrupted Mart. His fists were unclenched; he was talking in
the crisp tone that had | ong deceived people. "That's why | saw red, Ruth.
There's no reason why Tom Kni ght son shoul d suffer because they're sore at his
old man. 1'Il fix that."

"You will? Can you, Mart?"

"Sure! Don't say anything to Tom about it. Al that sonmebody's got to do
is break the ice. Tomcan get his real estate nmoving; and people will forget
the old man. Leave it to me, Ruth.”

Gently, Mart patted his sister's shoulder. He staged that soothing act so
snoot hly that the gl addened girl never suspected the real thoughts in her
brother's m nd. Mart was deadliest when he put on a pl easant pose.

"I"lIl see you later, kid," he told Ruth. "Renmenber to keep mum on
everything I've told you. One word would spoil all of it."

THERE was a sequel, though, to Mart's gift, that would have horrified his
trusting sister. It took place in Mart's office, where the big-shot sat in
conference with Doc Arland and Ducky Murrick. As Mart related his neeting with



Ruth, the vicious tone of his voice told that his own selfishness and hatred
had wi ped out all pity for her plight.

"Joe Cardona's building-up to nab a big-shot," jerked Mart. "All right,
we'll build one for him The one guy in town that people will figure could be
behi nd our rackets, when they find out he's here. That's Tom Kni ght son

"They've got his old man | abel ed as a crook, haven't they? Al right,
11
pass it down the line. I'Il take it out on the whol e Knightson famly. That
i ncl udes ny sister, since she's Tom Knightson's wife."

Neither of the listeners felt any synpathy for Ruth. They liked Mart's
attitude. The crinme |eader noted it, and added a few remarks that were
unconplinmentary to any one's sister. He wound up with the statenent:

"She's found it tough, marrying that Knightson guy. But she'll think she
had it easy, after | begin to crack down! And she'll be helping it, wthout
getting wise. That's the neatest part of it."

The confidence in Mart's evil tone was proof that his plans were made.
Rackets were due to flourish anew in Parkland, when Mart Kilgay unl oaded his
gui It upon an innocent man.

"They'll all be satisfied they' ve got the right guy, when |I've fixed Tom
Kni ght son," sunmed Mart. "And that includes Joe Cardona and The Shadow "

CHAPTER Xl
CRI ME' S PROLOGUE

ANOTHER week had passed in Parkland, with the law increasing its
strengt h.

Wth the hel p of Cardona, dope peddl ers had been cl eaned out of town. Pressure
was being put on pickpockets, and they were lying | ow

It was evident what Joe was after. Once the town was cleared of |esser
crooks, he could make a drive agai nst the bigger ones.

By the use of a city ordinance, Cardona cut down the nunmber of taxi
drivers. The | ast ones taken on were the first to go. Thus the ranks of Mart's
rovi ng nobbi es had thinned, and anong the |atest to be dropped was Di ngo
Swar K.

Wrry was losing its hold upon the citizens of Parkland, thanks to
Cardona's efficiency. There was one nman, however, who was findi ng business
better for a reason he could not quite explain. That man was Tom Kni ght son

Rut h's husband was a |ikable young fell ow, although he didn't cone up to
all the clainms that his wife made for him Tom was cl ean-cut and a hard
wor ker ;
but bad breaks jarred himnuch nore than Ruth supposed. Until |ast week, he
had
been ready to | eave Parkland wi thout going through with his original intention
of rebuilding his father's broken business.

Then Ruth had produced a reserve supply of nmoney. She had paid the office
rent to the end of the nonth; and the next day, sone custoners arrived. They
were ol d residents of Parkland, who seened ready to give Tom a break

They wanted Tom Kni ghtson to rent properties that they owned; but they
didn't say that they had been inspired to that wi sh by threats from unknown
channel s.

Tomlisted the properties; and within two days, he had themrented to
strangers who happened into town. News of his quick work nust have spread; for
nore and nore business was pouring into the tiny office.

To-nmorrow, Tom Kni ghtson was nmoving into |arger quarters, to take care of
his increasing business. Al so, he and Ruth were going to move fromthe squalid
roonms where they | odged, to a better place.

Hi s day's work ended. Tom wal ked al ong the main street of Parkland,
noddi ng affably to people who greeted him But Tom woul d have | ost all future



hopes, had he been able to listen in on a conference which was under way in
Mart Kilgay's office in the Knightson Buil di ng.

MART had summoned his |lieutenants. Doc Arland and Ducky Miurrick were
seated opposite him sharing his confident |ook. D ngo Swark, slouching in a
corner, had a disgruntled air, for things didn't |look so bright to him Brace
Lurbin, last to arrive, was standing just inside the door. H s wide face wore
an expression of stoical indifference.

"It's all set," announced Mart, in short-clipped tone. "We've built up
Tom
Kni ght son to where we want him Everybody in this burg knows that the guy's
back
in town and doi ng business in a big way."

"They know that about Joe Cardona, too," put in Dingo, sourly. "Gve him
anot her week, and there won't be any gorillas left running the hacks. You know
what's comi ng next, don't you?"

"Sure, | do." Mart purred his answer. "Migs wi thout enploynent are going
to be pinched for vagrancy. That neans that you and those fired hackies will
have to lam ™"

"Then where' |l you be?" demanded Dingo. "Wth only half an outfit left,
and me not here to run it?"

"There's been a lot of trailers rolling into town," returned Mart,
snoot hly. "Take a wal k down to the trailer canp, D ngo, and you'll find your
ol d pals back again. They're lying low until you need them That's going to be
soon. "

VWil e Dingo gaped his admration of Mart's nethod, the | eader ramed his
fist hard upon the desk.

"We're going to crack things wide!" rasped Mart. "So far, we've laid off
the rough stuff. But, to-night, it begins. When crime hits this burg, Cardona
will get busy, thinking we're on our last legs. He'll go after a head nan and
he'll find one. The guy in town that's coining the biggest dough - Tom
Kni ght son! "

Settling back in his chair, Mart |ooked straight at Dingo.

"The first job is yours,"” said Mart. "I rigged it so it would come into
your line. You're going to crack McCleer's jewelry store. |1've fixed the whole
lay for you."

From a desk drawer, Mart produced a batch of papers that bore the name of
the A d Line Insurance Conpany.

"I insured McCleer's joint," he stated. "That gave nme a chance to | ook
over the safe and the alarm system Here's the conbination to the safe, D ngo.
Don't worry about the alarm A fake gas man went in there this afternoon to
read the neter, and he fixed the alarm system

"There's a watchman inside; all you' ve got to do is slug himso he won't
wake up. The sanme with old McC eer, when you find himin his office. | happen
to know that he's going to be there to-night."

Di ngo's face was eager; but it showed one trace of doubt, as he
guest i oned:

"You want nme to croak both of thenP"

"Why not ?" snapped Mart. "Tom Kni ghtson's going to take the rap, later

He
m ght as well go up on a nmurder charge. One nore thing, Dingo. There was a box
left in MCOeer's office today. It's got a pineapple in it. After you' ve
grabbed the swag, stick the bomb in the safe and start the fuse. Don't forget
to |l ock the safe door."

"So the pineapple will blowit,"
t hi nk the box was souped.”

"That's the idea."

nodded Di ngo. "Afterward, the bulls wll



MART arose. Hi s nmanner told that he wasn't finished with his instructions
to Dingo. The big-shot went to the closet and opened the door. Fromthe shelf
above The Shadow s hangi ng garments, Mart brought down a bottle of |iquor and
some gl asses. He poured a drink for hinself; put the bottle and gl asses on the
desk.

VWil e others were hel ping thensel ves, Mart gestured his thunb toward the
bl ack garb in the closet.

"Brace will be | ooking for The Shadow," reninded Mart, eying Dingo. "So
you won't have to worry about him™"

Di ngo gul ped his drink, as if to drown out the thought of The Shadow.

"You're on your own," added Mart. "So pick your own system The |ess guys
t hat know about this job at McC eer's, the better. But if you want a crewto
cover you -"

"I won't need anybody," put in Dingo. "I'Il take it alone. If only -"

"Only what ?"

"I"'mthinking of that open space in back of the jewelry store." D ngo was
staring as he spoke. "There's a light in back there. It's the only place
anybody coul d spot ne."

"Nobody's going to spot you, if you stick close to the wall." Mart
paused;
then gave a hard snmile as an afterthought. "W didn't spot The Shadow, the
ni ght
he laid low in back of the Crystal Theater."

There was a sudden change in Dingo's stare. H's eyes did not change
direction; their squinty look nmerely steadied, as Dingo' s |eathery |ips
produced a snile.

“I'"l1l handle it alone, Mart," informed Dingo, w sely. "Al'l alone.
Renmenber
t hat nobody covers. Wen am | due there?"

"Nine o'clock," returned Mart. "On the dot."

Hol ding his grin, Dingo watched Mart pick up the bottle and gl asses. The
bi g- shot replaced themin the closet and cl osed the door

Di ngo arose; he retained his wi se | ook as he glanced around the group
Mart hadn't caught on to Dingo's sudden inspiration. Nor had the others, as
Di ngo judged their faces.

"Nine o' clock," affirnmed Dingo. "And renenber - nobody covers!™

The neeting ended. It was dusk when the plotters reached the street, one
by one. Dingo sneaked away along an alley. He didn't want to be seen around
Par kl and, since he was no |longer a cab driver.

There were eyes, though, that foll owed D ngo's course. The darkness of
rear streets shrouded a noving shape that the crook neither saw nor heard.
From
somewher e, The Shadow had cone to take up Dingo's trail.

Ever alert, the cloaked investigator had picked out the very crook who
had
been chosen for a murderous deed of crine.

CHAPTER Xl
THE CLOAKED VI CTI M

I T was half past eight when Brace Lurbin strolled past the barber shop on
the ground floor of the Knightson Building. As the trigger-man stared through
the wi ndow, the innernost barber gave a wigwag with his razor

Brace entered the building | obby and waited by the connecting door. The
barber found an excuse to come there. In a quick whisper, he told Brace:

"Mart wants to see you!"

That meant Mart nust be in the office. Brace went up to the third fl oor
He found Mart at his desk, bottle and glass beside him Mrt had finished



several drinks, for the bottle was al nost enpty. But Brace remenbered that
booze sel dom had nuch effect on him

"Sit down, Brace," ordered the | eader. "Wuere've you been?"

"Around town, same as usual," grunbled the trigger-man, "Listen, Mart,
this Shadow stuff is hooey. I"'mtelling you, the guy's cleared town!"

"What makes you think that?"

"I"'mnot the first bird that's gone gunning for The Shadow. From what
I've
heard, he doesn't dodge the guys that try it. If he's still here, he ought to
have showed up by this tine."

Maybe Brace was right; but Mart had an answer.

"The Shadow wi ||l be back here soon enough,” he told Brace. "When
MCl eer's
safe blows and the cops find himcroaked, along with the watchman, The
Shadow s
going to figure that Cardona needs a hel ping hand."

"That suits ne," returned Brace, starting for the door. "I'Il see you
l[ater, Mart. I'mgoing to head out for the Club Cagliari before nine o'clock."

"What're you goi ng out there for?"

"Just in case The Shadow is around and | ooking for me. That ought to keep
hi m away from Di ngo."

"Vait!"

Mart came up from behind his desk. He had not forgotten the reason why he
had left word for Brace to drop in. It concerned The Shadow.

"Suppose The Shadow s still here," suggested Mart, "lying | ow, but
keepi ng
tabs on everything. Don't you think there's a chance that he'd be watching
D ngo?"

"Not much," returned Brace. "I still say Dingo's yellow"

"Dingo's good with the | ead pipe," he said. "Wat's nore, it's time he
| ammed out of town. Dingo's the right guy; but he's got the wong idea. W
gotta cover him"

"Bad stuff," was Brace's opinion. "You can't shove a crew into that
jewelry store. Some cops might get wse."

"W don't need a crew. Come al ong."

MART took a swig fromthe bottle and parked it on the closet shelf. He
made a contenptuous gesture toward the hat and cl oak that hung bel ow. He and
Brace left the office. Mart ordered a stop when they reached Doc Arland's
door.

Arland's office was dark, when Mart opened it with a duplicate key. He
found his way through a maze of electrical appliances that |ooked Iike
fat-bellied dwarfs in the di nmess. Stunbling over a box, Mart stooped and
brought out a heavy suitcase. He carried it to the door, where he told Brace:

"This just came in to-day."

"What's in it?" inquired Brace. "It looks like it weighed half a ton."
"A special rifle, with a silencer,” informed Mart. "I can put it together
in three mnutes. Maybe we'll need it."

Down on the street, both men | ooked out to see that they were unspied.
Mart led the way to a parking lot. They boarded Mart's coupe, with the
sui t case
on the fl oor between them Mart drove a roundabout course that brought themto
anot her parking | ot, wedged between two ol d buil di ngs.

The ot was too inconvenient to attract many evening custoners, for
parking restrictions were lifted fromthe main streets after six o' clock. No
one was on duty, to collect dimes; and there were only four cars on the |ot.

Mart parked his coupe near a brick wall. Dragging the suitcase fromthe
car, he pointed Brace through a tiny gate into a narrow passage.

There, Mart stopped at the side door of an enpty house, which was soon to



be denolished. He wenched away the slimfastenings. The two entered and went
up a stairway. Mart found the room he wanted; he told Brace to raise the
wi ndow. The trigger-man managed it w thout nuch noi se.

Once the griny pane no | onger obstructed the view, Brace saw where they
were. The wi ndow opened into the rear space behind the jewelry store.

The scene proved that Dingo's worry had been justified. The light on the
rear wall of McCleer's store illumnated nost of the square area. Mart hadn't
taken chances with that light. The watchman would certainly report it if he
found it out.

"I't's lucky we decided to cover,"” Mart grunted. "Some harness bull m ght
just happen to conme through here at the wong tine. |If Dingo does a neat
sneak,

t hough, he won't have nuch trouble. He can open that door in half a mnute."

Mart's watch showed ten minutes of nine. It wouldn't be | ong before he
and
Brace woul d witness Dingo's arrival. Whatever Dingo's technique as a prow er,
he
woul d certainly be visible when he neared the door. In anticipation of that,
Mart decided to assenble the special rifle.

It took himlonger than the three mnutes that he had specified. The
drinks that he had taken, plus the darkness of the |ookout post, caused Mart
to
fumble. A big clock was chimng nine fromthe di stance when Mart had fini shed.

"That clock's ahead of time," grow ed Mart, |ooking at the |unmi nous dial
of his watch. "This turnip says three mnutes of nine -"

"Psst!"
Brace's warning nade Mart stare fromthe wi ndow. There was a stir at the
edge of the courtyard; notion along a griny wall. Sone one had arrived from
t he
street.
"ITs Dingo," nmuttered Mart. "Doing like I told him- sticking to the
wall. Say - he's handling it neat; only he's a couple of nminutes ahead of tine
"Li ke he ought to be," put in Brace, "so's to be sure of making it by
ni ne
o' cl ock."
"CGot a rod ready? Just in case sonmebody spots hin®"
"Sure. You watch Dingo, Mart. |'Il cover the edges."

There was a tense | apse of ten seconds. Suddenly, Mart gripped Brace's
el bow. Fromhis throat, the big-shot rattled the fierce news:

"Take a gander, Brace. Tell me if that's Dingo."

Brace | ooked. The approaching figure was al nbst at the light. Crouched,
its shape was difficult to observe. There was sonething weird in the prower's
approach to the door. An instant later, the formwas outlined against the
wal I,
as it made a | ong nove for the doorway.

Mart and Brace saw t he shrouding folds of a black cloak; above it, the
fam | iar shape of a slouch hat. Mart's whi sper was venonous:

"The Shadow! Plug him Brace!"

"Wait, Mart," returned the trigger-man, his voice a trifle shaky. "W got
hal f a minute yet -"

"While he gets inside? To lay for Dingo?"

As Mart jabbed those questions, he | ooked toward Brace. He saw his
conpani on straining his gaze. Brace's gun hand was | owered. For a nonment, Mart
was infuriated. Then, an answer struck him

"Shove that gat away," ordered Mart. "l get you, Brace. You're figuring a
bi g snoke-wagon nakes a | ot of noise. Take this."

Wth that, Mart pushed the special rifle toward Brace. The |latter gave a



nervous headshake. Brace's left hand pushed Mart back. He didn't want the
rifle.

"Hold it, Mart -"

Mart saw the notion of The Shadow s figure at the door of the jewelry
store. The cl oaked shape was edging inward. Brace's delay had given himtine
to
get the door unl ocked. That was enough for Mart.

"You're yellow, Brace," snarled the big-shot. "As yell ow as Di ngo ever
was! "

A hiss finished Mart's sentence. It didn't come fromhis lips. Wile he
spoke, Mart was hoisting the rifle to his own shoulder. H s press of the
trigger produced the sizzle beside Brace's ear. Mart's aimwas straight for
t he
center of the blackened doorway; and his single shot scored a hit.

Cl oaked shoul ders heaved outward; the |ight showed The Shadow perform ng
a
twi sted stagger. Mart's voice delivered a pl eased oath when he saw the human
target spraw .

"That clipped him Brace! How d you like the way that silencer worked?"
Then, angrily: "Say, yellow guy, what've you got to say for yourself? Looks
i ke one peek at The Shadow took the nerve out of you."

"“I'"'msaying nothing," returned Brace. H s words were choppy. "Not just
yet."

"Keep The Shadow covered," ordered Mart. "Maybe he's only faking. He's
smart enough to know that these silent shooters only hold one slug."

Mart broke the rifle apart and packed it in the darkness. He was wat ching
Brace; the trigger-nman was stolidly covering the black-clad victimwho |ay
bel ow t he wi ndow. The packi ng done, Mart | ooked out to make sure that The
Shadow had not noved.

"Come along," grow ed the big-shot. "W've got time to haul away The
Shadow before Dingo gets here.”

They left the suitcase in the coupe and cut through a short route to the
back of the jewelry store. Wile Brace watched, Mart pulled the slouch hat
from
the head that wore it. He tugged at The Shadow s cl oak; felt the weight of the
body beneat h.

"Croaked," pronounced Mart. "The slug took himin the neck
The cl oak ripped under Mart's pull. The inert body did a slow, sideward turn.
An ugly face, with glazed eyes and fishlike nmouth, came beneath Mart's
scrutiny. For the first time, the big-shot thought he was feeling the effects
of the liquor that he had consuned. Mart's voice was subdued wi th astoni shnent
as he uttered:

"Di ngo Swark!"

SHAKI LY, Mart still clutched the hat and cl oak; but he seemed to feel the
courtyard spin as he stared at Brace. The trigger-man didn't share Mart's
ast oni shnent .

"You woul dn't listen, would you?" Brace's hard voice knifed Mart's
eardrums. "You wouldn't give me tine to tell you I thought it was D ngo."

"What made you guess it, Brace?" gulped Mart. "Figuring that The Shadow
wasn't in town?"

"That was part of it," replied Brace. "But the rest was sonething
renenbered, all of a sudden. You'd have renenbered it, too, if you hadn't been
soaki ng up the booze, Mart. Dingo was taking a |ong squint at the cloak and
hat
you had in your closet, this afternoon.™

"That's right!" renenbered Mart. "He was | ooking right past me. That's
what gave himthe idea. If The Shadow could do a sneak in a black outfit, so
could Dingo. He had one, too, down at his place. These -"



Mart gestured with the garnents that he held. He turned savagely toward
the door of the jewelry store.

"We'll go in there ourselves, Brace!"

"Shh! Hold it, Mart."

Brace's warning was tinmely. They had nade too much noi se. The wat chman
nmust have heard themand put in a call for police. Awhistle shrilled fromthe
front street. Mart |egged for the parking lot, carrying the cloak and hat.
Brace wasn't far behind him

They coul d hear the pounding foot-beats of police, coming to the spot
where Dingo's body lay. But there was sonething el se that caught Mart's ears
while he was on the run. It was a strange, sibilant |augh that cane from sone
untraceabl e spot.

"Hear it, Mart?" panted Brace, as he overtook the big shot. "The Shadow
He was around here, after all! He nust have spotted Dingo and | et himgo
t hr ough! "

Mart was shoving the starter of the coupe when Brace added:

"I'"mgoing back after the guy. |I've been waiting for this chance -

"Not with those coppers,” snapped Mart. "You'll get your chance when our
own guys are around to cover. The stunt's queered to-night; but that don't
matter. Forget what | said about you being yellow You won't have long to
wai t,

Brace. To-norrow -"
Mart didn't add the details of what was due to-nmorrow. He was driving

from
the parking lot, putting on speed to avoid police cars that wailed fromthat
vicinity. But the snarled oaths that fumed fromthe big-shot's |ips were proof
to Brace that Mart intended plenty.

To-ni ght, The Shadow had out guessed Di ngo Swark, thereby staving off a
thrust of crime. He had let Mart hinmself elininate the thug assigned to the
j ob.

To-morrow, The Shadow woul d have nore to deal with. Mre, perhaps, than
he
coul d handl e.

CHAPTER XI I |
D VI DED CRI MES

ALTHOUGH The Shadow had put a twist into Mart Kilgay's plans, the
bi g- shot
benefited fromhis own mstake. Mart hadn't sent Dingo just to get the few
t housand dollars' worth of swag in McCleer's safe. What Mart wanted was to
stir
up excitenment in Parkland; and Dingo's death did it.

VWho shot Dingo was a nystery; but Dingo's purpose wasn't. The | ead pipe
that was on his body proved that he intended to slug the watchman and the
jeweler. The fixed burglar alarmtold that the way had been paved for Dingo's
entry.

Crime had reared itself in Parkland, even though it had not struck. The
town was startled, as Mart wanted it to be. It fitted his schemes for the next
day; plans that Mart figured would be too nuch for The Shadow.

There were only two nen to whom Mart confided, for he needed them both.
They were Ducky Miurrick and Doc Arland, always accessible, for their offices
were in the building. Even Brace Lurbin wasn't in on what was brewing; for it
woul d have been bad policy for Brace to visit Mart's office, the way things
st ood.

It was half past six when Mart left his insurance office. He left a
nmessage at the barber shop and went to the Park Hotel, where he nade a few
tel ephone calls froma pay booth. At half past seven, Ducky closed his dress



shop and went out.

The only nenber of the racket ring who renained in the Knightson Buil di ng
was Doc Arland. He had regular office hours in the evening. To-night, however,
hi s appoi nt nrent book was enpty.

There was a side wi ndow that opened froma little roomwhere Arland kept
ol d equi pnment. Wiile he waited, Arland | ooked fromthat w ndow and grinned.

The tel ephone bell rang. Arland answered it; Mart was on the wire. Arland
i nfornmed himthat Ducky had gone out to the Club Cagliari, fifteen nminutes
drive fromthe center of town. Aloud, Arland repeated instructions that cane
from Mart

"Hal f past eight? Sure, 1'lIl tell Ducky. He's due to call... | get it.
Ei t her one of us can hold things off if there's a hitch... Leave it to us,
Mart..."

Arl and thought he heard sonet hing when he hung up the receiver. He stole
to the door of the office, peered toward the stairs. He watched a streak of
bl ackness that lay along the dimy lighted hall. It worried himfor a while;
then Arland went back into the office. That was when the bl ackness
di sappear ed.

Doc Arland's end of the tel ephone conversation had been heard by The
Shadow.

DOMNSTAI RS, Brace Lurbin strolled into the barber shop, where the clock
showed quarter of eight. He ran his fingers up the back of his neck, to show
that he didn't need a hair trim

"Just stopped in to say hello,"” he told the end barber. "Wat's new,
Chol | y?"

"Not hi ng much," replied the barber. "Except that a couple of good
pi nochl e
pl ayers just came to town."

It was a nmessage from Mart. The big-shot was cooking an alibi, and Brace
was privileged to do the sane. Brace started out, but Cholly stopped him

"CGot a good story, Brace," said the barber. "Fromone of the custoners.”
Then, close to Brace's ear: "l saw it - that shadow you spotted - sane place
it
was before. Only five m nutes ago!"

Brace cl apped Cholly on the back.

"A good one, Cholly," he said. "See you later."

Brace headed pronptly for Doc Arland's office. He entered with a drawn
revol ver. Arland gave a junp; then showed relief when he recognized the
trigger-man.

"One of the barbers spotted The Shadow," informed Brace. "Was he up
her e?"

"I don't know," adnmitted Arland, chewi ng his pasty lips. "I hope he
wasn't, because he could have heard a lot. Mart called up and so did Ducky.
W' ve got two jobs set for half past eight, so The Shadow can't clanp down on
both. Ducky's giving the flash at the Aub Cagliari; |'mdoing the sane for
t he
Par kl and Trust Conpany, next door."

Brace motioned for silence. He opened the door and peered out into the
hal I . Anxi ous-eyed, Arland craned over Brace's shoulder. He pointed to a
cor ner
by the stairs.

"There was a shadow, right there," said Arland, huskily. "That was a
whil e
ago. Maybe you ought to stick around, Brace."

Brace stole toward the stairs. He nade a careful inspection and cane
back.

He went to the front wi ndow, gave a | ook across the street. He notioned to
Arl and.



“I"l1l be over there, Doc," he said, "in the alley past the Star Theater

My car's on the next street. I'Il be covering the door. If you think The
Shadow s around again, wigwag nme, once, like this. Only I don't think The
Shadow wi I | chance it coming in here, with nme on watch."

Brace spoke that with hard-voiced confidence that eased Doc Arl and.
Thought s of The Shadow, however, aroused anot her specul ation. Arland expressed
it:

"He may have headed for the Club Cagliari."

"You'll hear from Ducky, if he has," said Brace. "If that's the dope,
gi ve
me a double wigwag and I'Il hop out there."

Arl and wat ched until he saw Brace sidle into the alley opposite. Mpping
his forehead, the phony nedico resolved to be alert. He hoped that Ducky
wasn' t
running into trouble out at the Cub Cagliari

| T happened that Ducky was due for trouble that he didn't know about.
Ducky was seated at a table near the side door to a veranda. While he watched
the floor show, he was listening for sounds from outside.

Ducky had presumably come here to | ook over sone costunes that the
management thought could be inproved. H's actual purpose was to flash the
signal for lurking crooks to enter. That was to come at half past eight,
unl ess
the crew was del ayed. Mart had ordered a batch of thugs in fromthe trailer
canp.

Only five minutes to go. Ducky smrked as he glanced at his watch. This
was going to be a swell job; the crooks were coming in with tear gas, to
bonbard the place. In the comotion, they intended to grab all that they could
get; then decanp.

The swag, however, was uninportant. This job was intended to bring havoc
that woul d make all Parkland conscious of crime in its mdst.

There was dar kness along the wall behind Ducky. It led to the obscure
t el ephone booths. Ducky, watching the floor show, failed to see the notion
t hat
stirred behind him

Dimlight by the tel ephones barely showed the cl oaked form of The Shadow,
as his gloved hand lifted a receiver. This was The Shadow hi nsel f, no
imtation
of the sort that Mart and Brace had seen the night before.

The nunber that The Shadow di al ed was Doc Arland's. He heard Arland's
voi ce cone husky across the wire; the tone proved that the crook's nerves were
on the edge where The Shadow wanted them Hi s |lips close to the nouthpiece,
The
Shadow spoke in a precise tone that was easy to inmitate.

He was using the type of talk that was customary with Ducky Muirrick
Though that crook was only thirty feet away, he could not hear the voice above
the strains of the orchestra.

"Hell o, Doc," spoke The Shadow. "This is Ducky. Part of the outfit is
here; but the rest are fixing a flat tire. We're going to hold it unti
quarter
of nine."

Arland's hoarse voi ce gave agreenent.

"If you see Brace," The Shadow added, "you'd better send himout here.
You
renenber the tinme The Shadow kept Wecker fromfinishing Joe Cardona? | saw
t he
car The Shadow drove that night, and the same bus just showed up here. If
Brace
cones right away, he'll have his chance to get The Shadow. "



Arland' s reply was one of eager approval. The Shadow hung up the
receiver;

a few seconds later, he clipped the tel ephone wire. Not only in that booth but
intwo others adjoining it.

There were stairs to a balcony that fringed the walls of the club's main
floor. The Shadow ascended them and cane to an office that bore the nanager's
nane. The Shadow expected it to be enpty; and it proved so.

He cut the wires of the nanager's tel ephone; and with that nove, he
i solated the A ub Cagliari.

On a side highway, four miles outside the city limts, the fancy road
house was di stant from any other building. The qui ckest way by which news
coul d
be carried woul d be by autonmpbile, once the tel ephones were out of conm ssion

JUST as The Shadow glided to the stairway, a husky waiter bobbed into
view. He was on his way to the manager's office, bound on some errand that he
promptly forgot when he saw The Shadow. That waiter chanced to be one of a
group that had been planted here by the racket ring.

Head downward, the thug hurled his chunky shoul ders toward The Shadow. He
bow ed the cl oaked fighter clear to the rail of the darkened bal cony. As they
| anded, the thug was on top. H's quick hand pulled a bl ackjack and t hwacked
t he
weapon toward The Shadow s skul |

A j abbi ng hand gri pped the descending wist. It arrived with the speed of
a trip-hamer; the clutch of the closing fingers had the power of a vise. Not
only did the waiter's hand | ose the bl ackjack; it twi sted, and his whole arm
went with it. Then his body floundered, under the wenching | everage that The
Shadow suppl i ed.

As the waiter flattened, there was a swi sh above him The Shadow was on
his feet, with no time to bother further with the thug.

From across the balcony rail, he saw a tiny spurt of ruddy flame in the
dar kness where Ducky's table was |ocated. The zero hour was here. Ducky had
lighted a trick match, as a signal for outside thugs to attack

By the gl ow of autonpbile headlights beyond the veranda, The Shadow saw
figures piling for the open door. They were enem es who would strike the
instant that they entered, out of a darkness that some had al ready reached.

Vaul ting the bal cony rail, The Shadow seened to poise himself in nmid-air
as he straightened downward in the bl ackness. Arms spread, with the cloak
sl eeves wi de, he | anded squarely upon a table surrounded by four diners.

Worren shrieked as the black mass spread upon the table, obscuring the
gl asses and chi naware that crackl ed beneath The Shadow s crash. The Shadow had
doubl ed to take the force of the drop

Before the diners realized that a human bei ng had | anded ami dst them he
was | aunching for the center of the dance fl oor.

One of the nmen who formed an adagio trio was sending the girl menber of
the troupe in a long spin through the air. As the girl arched into the high
pi rouette, The Shadow cane sweeping into the spotlight, directly beneath her
whirling form

Big guns were in The Shadow s fists. As he halted, he ained toward the
darkness of the veranda door. A half-second later - at the instant when the
girl dancer | anded safely in the arnms that awaited her - The Shadow s fierce
| augh burst high above the nusic of the orchestra.

Musi ¢ ended with The Shadow s taunt. He provided his own acconpani ment
for
the aria that he uttered. It cane fromthe autonatics that he w el ded. d oved
fingers pressed their triggers. Pumping nuzzles tongued their deadly hail for
the bl ackness toward the veranda door

For the first tine since crine had cone to Parkland, crooks had arrived
in



massed formation. The Shadow was on hand to greet them

CHAPTER XI V
DOUBLE DELI VERY

IT was blind battle for The Shadow, madness that no other fighter would
have dared to attenpt. But The Shadow had cal cul ated the conditions that had
caused himto use this nmadcap met hod.

The Shadow knew that crooks had come to hurl confusion into the Cub
Cagliari. Chances were their guns were pocketed, for later use. Gas bonbs were
their |ogical weapons.

By qui ck bombardnent, The Shadow strove to scatter the entering horde
before they could acconmplish their first purpose. He was underneath the
spotlight in time to do it. He could hear the clatter that followed his
echoi ng
shots, as the invaders dived back for the outside porch, sone sprawing on the
way.

@uns barked; but not fromthe veranda door. The rest of the crooked
waiters had pulled revolvers, to fire at The Shadow.

Bl ackness swal | owed the bounding figure of The Shadow. Once in the
ver anda
doorway, he wheel ed; picked out the waiters who had guns. Quick shots clipped
those traitors in staccato precision

The Shadow didn't forget the thug on the bal cony. He winged himw th one
wel | -ai med shot that brought himheadl ong over the rail, to crash a table
beneat h.

Patrons of the club were settling the wounded waiters. The Shadow swung
about and sprang to the veranda. Ducky, crouched beneath a table, fired shots
that mght as well have been bl anks; for he ained at a place that The Shadow
had left.

The outside crooks had rallied. They had guns instead of gas bonbs, for
this new attack. The Shadow net the surge before the outside crew expected it,
on the veranda itself.

Sl edgi ng gun-strokes were The Shadow s cl ose-range tactics. Attackers
sprawl ed beneath the flaying power of those netal cudgels. As the renai nder
di ved, The Shadow sprayed fast fire before they had a chance to aim i pping
bullets rolled their human marks to the ground beyond the porch edge.

The Shadow was down the steps, sweeping |ow through the darkness, with no
guns spitting behind him Police whistles shrilled; there were a few cops
stationed in front of the Club Cagliari. Oficers who did regular nightly duty
there.

They were enough to handle the crippled crooks.

The Shadow s car was sone di stance away. He could not waste time going
after it. Aeaming a flashlight into one crook sedan, then another, he picked
the car that had a square wooden box resting on the floor in front of the rear
seat. Springing to the wheel, The Shadow shoved that car in gear

A gi bing | augh was his departing token. It brought spasnodic, useless
shots fromthe guns of a few wounded crooks. In firing, they becane victins of
anot her ruse. Arriving officers picked out the few who were still capabl e of
battle. Betrayed by their own futile fire, the last of the raiding band were
subdued by the police.

FIVE m nutes were all that The Shadow had required to cut his way to
freedomwi th a squad of broken enemes in his wake. Valuabl e mnutes, of which
he had ten nmore. Enough to reach the center of Parkland, at the clip The
Shadow
dr ove.



Fifteen minutes was the usual tine required to reach the isolated C ub
Cagliari. The Shadow was confident that he could cut that tine by one-third.

In doing so, he stirred up trouble. No news had come of the raid at the
ni ght club, for the tel ephones were usel ess; and no radio car was stationed
there. But The Shadow s ride was sufficient in itself to bring pursuers on his
trail.

As he rocketed al ong the short-cut to Parkland, sirens whined behind him
Every notor-cycle cop that The Shadow passed was pronpt to give chase.

The Shadow wanted those chasers on his trail, provided they did not cone
cl ose enough to pepper himwith bullets. He couldn't win a long race in the
strai ght away agai nst the notor cycles; but he counteracted that by tw sting
fromstreet to street as he roared into the outskirts of Parkland.

A police car joined the chase; another cane later. Only once did The
Shadow have to cut away fromthe zigzag route that he wanted. That tenporary
shift helped nore than it hurt. The police thought it was the change of
direction that they expected.

VWhen The Shadow finally cut back toward the city center, he could have
shaken his trailers by the nove. Deliberately, he slackened pace for half a
bl ock just to be sure he didn't |ose those persistent pursuers.

There was one picture that came to The Shadow as clearly as if he had
viewed it. That was Doc Arland, standing at the side w ndow of his offices.
The
Shadow had | earned enough by his trips to the Knightson Building to know what
Arl and was about.

The bal di sh man was actually there; his long, horsy face was drawn, his
eyes blurry as he watched the street. He could see cars rolling past; knew
t hat
some cont ai ned crooks who awaited his signal

But Arland was nmethodical to the |last degree. He had fallen for that
phony
tel ephone call that he thought cane from Ducky. The word had been to hold it
fifteen minutes. Arland was goi ng on that order

VWhat Doc Arland didn't know was the fact that The Shadow - not Ducky
Murrick - was dependi ng upon the punctuality for which Doc was noted. The
Shadow want ed those fifteen m nutes, and thought that he was getting them
O fsetting The Shadow, however, was another factor: the big clock above the
public library, that Arland could see fromhis w ndow

That was the clock that had chinmed too early the night before. It was
still ahead of tine, by a full three mnutes; and Doc Arland didn't know it.
He
was waiting nervously for the two hands to point to nine. He saw t hemreach
t hat
position, with a slight jerk.

Arland sprang to an old electrical machine; wheeled it to the w ndow and
clicked the switch. Blue sparks crackled; filled the window with a purplish
gl ow from which Arland wi thdrew. Just a usual test of his electrica
equi pnent ,
so he could say, if asked; but, tonight, it was the signal for crine.

Doc Arland had clipped three of the vital m nutes needed by The Shadow.
One was regained, thanks to the fact that certain autonobiles had passed from
vi ew before the signal was given. Wrriedly, Arland counted that one |ong
m nute; then his horsy lips opened for a | ong, pleased sigh

A SEDAN with another State's license hauled up to the open space in front
of the Parkland Trust Company, which kept open at night until nine. A loca
sedan pulled in back of it; then another out-of-towner. The m ddl e car was
squarely in front of the bank door. Three of its five occupants remnmined
i nsi de
the car, while the other two | eaped to the curb.



Each of the other cars disgorged a full quota of five nen. A dozen
strong,
the group piled for the entrance of the bank, pulling masks up over their
faces
with their left hands, while their right fists produced revol vers.

Ei ght poured into the bank. Four formed two pairs, on each side of the
wi de doorway, to take care of any attack fromthe street. A policeman spied
them he blew a whistle that brought other blue-clad nmen. The four outside
guards started fire.

Pedestrians scattered for cover, while the four thugs, spreading, were
driving the police to shelter. The three in the sedan were ready to cut |oose
t hrough opened wi ndows. The raid was on in full; so quickly started that it
brought swi ft action inside the bank

Hol di ng the middle of the banking floor, the nmasked crooks were ready for
busi ness. Like other institutions in Parkland, the trust company was not
equi pped to stave off supercrime. An alert teller m ght have grabbed a gun
under average hol dup conditions; but this band was too form dable. Every man
in
t he pl ace was covered.

Two minutes were occupied in the swift noves that put crine in control
Those narked the end of a tinme limt that crooks knew nothi ng about. The
unexpected cane, wth amazi ng suddenness, out on the main street.

A roaring sedan swept through stalled traffic. It swerved to a racking
stop al ongside the three cars that the crooks had left.

The shriek of brakes told the men in the mddle car that the arriving
machi ne neant trouble. Crouching | ow, behind protection of the doors, they
shoved their revolvers toward the car beside them

Qui ck shots could not have clipped those desperadoes. By the very
swi ftness of his arrival, The Shadow had given themthe bul ge. But he had a
renedy that he delivered before a single thug could shoot.

The Shadow s hands were off the wheel as he shoved the foot brake. He was
stretched back, giving hard | everage to that stop; and his right hand was in
t he wooden box that lay on the sedan's fl oor

Wth one nove, The Shadow plucked a rounded object and gave it a toss
t hrough the wi ndow of the sedan that the crooks were using as a fort.

Revol vers
barked as the nmissile | anded. Those shots nissed The Shadow in his stretched
position; and they were the last the crooked trio fired.

The bonb smashed. Tear gas filled the parked sedan. That bomb was but one
of many that the band of raiders had taken to the Club Cagliari. By capturing
t he bonbs, The Shadow had gai ned the very amunition he required to put a
finish to the second crew s work.

VWHI LE t hree sagged crooks were clawi ng at their faces, The Shadow bundl ed
a batch of bombs and hurtled fromhis captured car. Springing between parked
machi nes, he streaked across the sidewal k. His strident |augh pealed forth as
he sprang through the doorway of the bank

Ei ght crooks forgot the tellers; turned to aimat the foe whose nmighty
chal | enge had proclained his dread identity.

The Shadow s arm was swi nging as they turned. A bomb smashed a counter in
the very nmddle of the throng. Its fumes swept the crooks as they sprang away.
They were shooting as they went; but they couldn't aimin such haste.

More bonmbs were comi ng. The Shadow pl aced them where they did the nost
good.

Most of the attackers were down; but a few, with masks clutched tightly
to
their faces, were staggering past The Shadow to reach the outside air. The
Shadow s cl oaked sl eeve was raised to his eyes, as he turned about to avoid
t he



appr oachi ng funes.

Bedl am had arisen fromthe street. Half of the police in Parkland were
arriving on the job.

The Shadow hi nsel f had brought them Cops were flinging thenmselves from
motor cycles. Others were shooting frompolice cars. Bullets raked the four
t hugs who were out in the street. Mre slugs dropped three who cane pell nell
fromthe bank.

A dozen loiterers on the street had started to pull guns, proclaining
t hensel ves as a reserve squad. They regretted that nove as they scattered.
Police pistols were spitting fromevery direction. The |last of the crooked
tribe took it on the run.

Cool |y, The Shadow turned to face the banking floor. The tear gas had
settled around the crawling figures of crying thugs. A sw ft passage was
possible, to a side door that was bolted on the inside. Hs armstill raised,
The Shadow crossed the floor with a | ong, steady stride.

Peering tellers gaped. Startled bank patrons, eyes running tears, gawked
as though they viewed a ghost. To them The Shadow was a superhuman figure,
whose daring, unheral ded arrival passed all explanation

They saw hi mreach the side door and pull the bolt. The door swung open
with one | ong step, The Shadow faded into the blackness of the obscure side
al | ey.

Wth departure, that amazing being |l eft the nost astounding of all tokens
- a shivering laugh, nore eerie than the challenging mrth that had announced
his arrival. The weird tone rang like a note of retribution; solem as a
knel |,
it told that nen of crime had gained the only results that they deserved.

Echoes faded, to | eave a profound hush that swallowed all sounds from
beyond that battleground. Strained |listeners remained notionless with awe.

They had heard the nost uncanny tone that any human |ips could utter; the
triunph laugh of The Shadow

CHAPTER XV
MART TAKES OVER

IT was after ten o' cl ock when Mart Kilgay rapped cautiously on the door
of
Room 406 at the Park Hotel. The pinochle gane had ended abruptly, nore than an
hour ago; for there had been so nuch shooting along the streets that the
pl ayers, like every one el se, had rushed down to the street.

There was sone one in the room however. A harsh question greeted Mart's
knock: "Who's there?"

Mart announced hinself. He entered to find Brace Lurbin trying to figure
out a way to play solitaire with a pinochle pack. Brace chucked the cards
across the table. His bluff face | ooked worri ed.

"What about an alibi, Mart?" questioned the trigger-man. "I got to have
one."

"Givlen's fixed it," replied the big-shot. "He's been around to see the
pi nochl e crowd. You were here with them until the shooting started. Here's a
list of the guys that were here, with their w nnings. You |ost twelve bucks."

Brace lost his sickly | ook as he nmopped his forehead with a fancy
handkerchief. Mart could always see to it that his pals had an ali bi
Mor eover,

Mart's didn't conflict with Brace's; for Mart had run into a good break
t o- ni ght .

"I muscled into a service-club dinner," explained Mart. "In the banquet
room here at the hotel. | was sitting al ongside of Joe Cardona, all the tine.
Wien the fireworks started, he chased outside and | stuck with him so I'm
sitting pretty."



"There's one guy that won't be" - Mart's gaze hardened - "and his nane's
Tom Kni ght son! He was at the dinner, too, but he got a business call at eight
o' clock. | fixed that one. Knightson is still out at an enpty house that he's
trying to rent, waiting for a customer who won't show up."

The snoot hness of Mart's pl eased tone ended. He came to the subject that
irked him that of The Shadow.

"I"ve heard from Doc and Ducky," growl ed Mart. "It seens Doc got a cal
he
t hought was from Ducky; but it wasn't. It was a gag sprung by The Shadow, to
hol d off the bank job while he handled the Club Cagliari."

Sudden enl i ght enment spread over Brace's features.

"So that's the gag, huh?" grunted the trigger-man. "That's why Doc Arl and
gave a wi gwag al ong around half past eight. He had it right, tipping ne to
head
for the Club Cagliari; but when | got there, The Shadow was gone.

"I didn't stick my nose inside the joint. Too many coppers. |nstead,
hopped back to town. It was worse here. Cops grabbing every guy they didn't
like the looks of. It took nme pretty near an hour to sneak in here and tip off
Givlen where | was."

Mart nodded. Grivlen had told himof Brace's difficulties. Mart was gl ad
that the trigger-man had slipped the law. He was going to need Brace's big
guns; for the police were rounding up hoodlunms right and left, cutting down
t he
nunber of Mart's forces.

"The Shadow s handed us a jolt," rasped Mart, "but he hasn't queered the
gane. It's ripe, just like | wanted it. Just as good as if we'd put the jobs
across; maybe better.

"Cardona's a hero. Al he needs is to snag the big-shot. He'll have his
chance; |1'mgreasing the skids, to-nmorrow. The guy that Cardona's going to get
is Tom Kni ghtson! That's my job to fix; I'mtaking over."

THE next day brought the hubbub that Mart wanted. Citizens of Parkland
prai sed the law, but added the shout that crine nust be obliterated fromtheir
fair dommin. Suspicious characters were rounded up, but the police were forced
to rel ease nost of them

Mobbi es at the trailer canp had ditched their revolvers, to show bank
rolls instead. That proved they were not vagrants. The cops found guns
everywhere - a full kegload of them- but no persons adm tted ownership of the
weapons.

Mart still had a small force of arned men. They were phony taxi drivers
who had passed nuster and knew where to keep their guns hidden

Mart Kilgay dined that evening at the Pal ace Restaurant with | ocal
busi ness nmen, that included McC eer, the jeweler. Choosing his words, Mart
sunmed matters for his |isteners.

"Some one is back of these outrages," said the big-shot. "A hidden
crimnal who pulls the string, while he poses as a respectable citizen, like
one of us. W nmust be on watch. He has nade a pile of cash fromhis rackets.
He
may give hinself away by becom ng too prosperous."

Mart saw assenting nods that pleased him He spied sonething el se that
suited. Through the front w ndow of the restaurant, he saw a brand-new
aut onobi l e, driven by Tom Kni ght son.

Mart's brother-in-law was on his way to visit prospective real -estate
purchasers. They woul d keep hi m busy for the next few hours. Mart had arranged
t hat .

After shaking hands with his business acquai ntances, Mart went to the
parking | ot where he kept his car. It was dark there - a likely place where
The
Shadow m ght lurk; but Mart wasn't worried.



It was after he had driven away that a hi dden shape stirred within a
seem ngly enpty coupe. Another car rolled fromthe |ot.

Mart arrived at a small house of a bungal ow type, sonme blocks fromthe
city's center. The place was freshly painted; newy tenanted. Wen Mart rapped
at the door, it was Ruth who adnmitted him

The girl greeted her brother with a glad cry. She conducted himinto a
wel | -furnished living room Ruth's eyes were tearful

"W owe so nuch to you, Mart -"

"Forget it, sis," Mart faked a sheepish air. "The five hundred bucks I
gave you wasn't nuch."

"That wasn't all, Mart. Luck has come Tom s way, because you sent people
to see him O course, he doesn't know -"

"What do you want Tomto do?" quizzed Mart, abruptly. "Lose the
confi dence
he's got in hinmself? That's what he would do, if he figured it was ne - not
hi m
- who was responsible for the boost.

"That's why we've got to keep it quiet, sis. Particularly" - Mart's tone
was sly - "because |I'm counting on doing sonething even bigger."

Ruth's lovely eyes were rounded with surprise. Mart saw Ruth's | ook, and
knew that it was right for the com ng gane.

"Tom s under a cloud,"” stated Mart, "on account of his old man. He wants
to clear his father. Maybe there's a way to do it. Do you know Louis Wenwol d,
the | awyer?"

"I have heard of him" replied Ruth. "He was the attorney who represented
Tom s father. | never knew M. Wenwol d, though."

"You'll meet himsoon." Mart was brisk. "But renmenber, sis, munmis the
word. Just as before.”

Rut h nodded. She was only too glad to continue her pronise. Ruth was
eager
to hear the rest. She was sure that Mart had struck sonething worth while.

"I"VE been putting two and two together;" inforned Mart. "You see,
Venwol d
clains old man Knightson is innocent. His argument is this: Warren Kni ghtson
had
a lot of securities with which he could pay his creditors. He had a list that
went with them

"I know," put in Ruth. "Both were stolen."

"Sure! But those securities were registered; if sold, they could be
traced. Whoever stole Knightson's securities didn't have a chance to sell them
wi thout incrimnating hinself. That's what I'mtrying to explain. The crook
still has them"

"About the list, I've got a hunch that naybe it wasn't taken. O d Warren
Kni ght son may have given it to sonebody; and then forgotten it. Wth a notary
public, for instance, |ike Arthur Lockett."

Mart settled back in his chair. Ruth had never heard of Lockett; but she
was naturally curious to know why Mart had specified that particular person
She asked if there was any reason

"In a way, yes," said Mart, as he lighted a cigarette. "Lockett is a
funny
old fossil; and he used to be a friend of Toms father. He's forgetful, too. |
pl aced a fire-insurance policy on his office equiprment, and he nmade up an
i nventory to find out how much the junk was worth.

"One item was val uabl e papers. Affidavits and such that he's kept in his
files for years. He said they weren't worth nuch to him those docunents
weren't; but some people might be worried if anythi ng happened to them So
had hi m put a rough value on the lot and let it go at that."

Ruth's interest increased. She remenbered that the nmissing |ist had been



attested by a notary. Warren Kni ghtson had used it as proof of his assets, to
save opening the safe-deposit vault. But he had not been able to find it when
t he emergency cane.

Ruth recalled, too, that her father-in-law had suffered an actual shock
when the securities were stolen fromhis hone. Tom had been inforned of that.
Broken by his loss, the old man could easily have forgotten that the |list was
el sewhere than in his office

"Go and see Wenwold to-norrow, " advised Mart. "Make out that the idea is
your own - to ask Lockett, the notary, for a look at his files. You see" -
Mar t

shook his head as he rose fromhis chair - "I'd look like a chunp if |
suggest ed
it. I should have thought of it before this.

"Besides, you're the right person to make the request. It mght be a
giveaway if | showed an interest in the case. | want to stay what | am- Mart

Kilgay - because |'ve nade good since | took ny new nane."

To Ruth, Mart's statement seemed one of utter nodesty. She thought that
her brother had a heart bigger than any other in the |and. The girl was
beam ng
when they reached the front door, she scarcely noticed that it was unl atched
when she drew it open.

Ruth was wi stful, as she spoke parting words: "If you could only, neet
Tom Mart -"

"That will come, later,"” inserted Mart, briskly. "Wait until he's up
wher e
he ought to be, before we tell himwho | am Only, | nmay neet hi msooner" -

Mar t
snapped his fingers suddenly. "Say, Ruth, 1'mgoing to give Toma cal
t o-norrow "
"What about ?"
"Some real estate. |'ve done fairly well in Parkland, and |I've been
| ooking for a good investnment. Land's going up in this section, and 1'd be
wi se
to buy sone. It will be another lift for Tom™

RUTH | i ngered in the doorway, until Mart had reached his car. Her happy
wave of farewell was the sort that would have nelted many a hardened heart;
but
not the chunk of rock that pounded out Mart's |ife-beat.

His reaction was a |l owsnarled oath, too guarded for Ruth to hear. The
hi gher Tom Kni ght son went, the farther he would tunble, when Mart pulled out
the props to-nmorrow. And with Tom s hopes woul d go those of his loyal wife,
t he
si ster whose goodness had produced Mart Kilgay's hate.

Mart's car was gone; the door of the house was closed. In the bl ackness
of
the little lawmn there sounded another tone of mirth, its whisper as subdued as
Mart's evil scoff. A cloaked figure glided swiftly for a side street, where a
dar kened coupe was parked.

The Shadow had silently entered the house to overhear the tal k between
Mart and Ruth. He had noved outside before they arrived at the front door. The
Shadow knew details of Mart's com ng schene. He could foresee certain
necessary
st eps.

The Shadow was speeding on his way to prepare the antidote for the poison
that Mart intended to deliver

CHAPTER XVI



FUNDS FROM THE PAST

MART KILGAY did not drive directly to his office. It was better to nake a
stop at the hotel; to |l ook around a bit before he attended to sonme private
busi ness. That was where Mart made sonet hing of a mi stake.

The Shadow, too, was bound for Mart's office, and had tine to reach there
ahead of the |eader of crine.

Entering unseen past the barber shop, The Shadow saw a customer reclining
in Cholly's chair. He was getting a shave, and his face was tilted back from
sight. He wore heavy shoes |ike those that Brace Lurbin often sported; but the
uprai sed feet weren't sufficient to identify the custoner.

Once he reached Mart's office. The Shadow used a tiny flashlight. He
i gnored the closet where his old cloak and hat were hanging. The little tine
that he had was needed for another purpose. The Shadow twi nkled the little
light on the front of Mart's squatty safe.

A tough strong-box, that one. Neverthel ess, The Shadow began operations
on
Mart's safe.

The process that The Shadow used was unusual. He produced a stick of
br owni sh substance that | ooked |ike a conbination of putty and wax. He rubbed
it on the dial of the safe. If a safe-cracker had been on hand to watch that
operation, he would have supposed that The Shadow was trying to "soup" the
dial. That had a ridicul ous touch. No charge of tricky explosive could blast a
saf e conbi nati on.

However. The Shadow continued that process. Wiatever el se he m ght have
i ntended was destined to | ong postponenent. Keen ears heard ascendi ng
f oot st eps
on the stairs. The Shadow whi sked toward the door, extinguishing his Iight as
he
went. He was in the hallway, |ost past a turn, when Mart arrived.

Mart found nothing to prove that The Shadow had nade a visit here.
Nevert hel ess, he was taking nothing for granted.

He drew the blinds of the office wi ndows; turned on a well-shaded desk
| anp. Stepping to the door, he listened. He thought he heard sounds in the
hal . Mwving out, Mart caught a glinpse of darkness by the stairs; a tiny
pat ch
that was gone an instant |ater.

Matt didn't show |l ack of nerve. He whi pped out a revolver and sprang to
the stairway. Peering downward, he saw gl oom bel ow, except for the di mglow
furnished by the light in the second-story hall. Mart watched steadily. He
t hought that his gaze covered every avail able foot of space.

Pocketing his revolver, Mart went back into the office. As soon as he was
gone, solid blackness materialized fromthe stairway wall and continued its
descent.

INthe office, Mart was nmuttering to hinmself. He wasn't totally
sati sfied.

Every tine he went toward the safe, he fancied he heard something in the hall
He nade three trips back and forth, wasting a good six mnutes. Just as he was
ready to give up that pacing policy, he did catch a sound fromthe stairway.

Foot steps were comi ng up; cautiously, but with creaks that nade a
gi ve- anay.

Leveling his revol ver through the crack of the door, Mart held a steady
bead for the spot where the intruder was due to appear. A wi de face poked into
sight. Mart recognized Brace Lurbin.

Again, Mart put away his gun. He opened the door and beckoned to Brace.
The trigger-man joined him Mrt wanted to know what brought him

"Cholly saw you cone up," explained Brace. "I was in the barber shop, and



he mentioned it. | figured maybe you'd been trying to get hold of ne at the
hotel . "
"I was,'
get an eyeful of the hallway. Just in case The Shadow barges up here.
"CGot a heater? |I'mnot packing mne to-night." Brace thwacked his hips.

rejoined Mart. "You're just the guy I want. Cover that door, and

"l
don't know the bulls as well as you do. | couldn't laugh off a couple of big
rods if they stopped ne on the street.”

Mart handed Brace his own gun. The trigger-nman gave the .38 a heft, as
t hough he consi dered anything smaller than a .45 to be a toy. The rod was a
nifty, though; Brace's approving nod showed that it suited him Stepping
t hrough the door, Brace took up hallway duty.

The trigger-man wasn't interested in what Mart intended to do. Cooking up
crooked schenes was the big-shot's business. Stooped at the safe, Mart,
gl anced
over his shoul der; was pl eased when he saw that Brace was beyond the door

As Mart's thunb and fingers gripped the dial, they fixed there in normal
fashion. It was when he had given several turns to the conbination that Mart
gai ned his first inpression of The Shadow s interrupted work. Mart's fingers
had a sticky touch as he lifted them

Puzzl ed, Mart rubbed thunb and fingers together. They were snmooth. Mart
forgot all about the waxy sensation. He opened the safe; brought out a flat
nmetal box and carried it to the light.

GREEN paper showed when Mart opened the box. On the desk, Mart spread
securities that showed big figures. These were the trophies of his first job
in
Parkl and - the one piece of crookery that had ruined old Warren Kni ghtson.

They were the funds filched from Kni ghtson's hone. The securities that
t he
ruined man swore he owned, only to find that no one believed him wth the
exception of his own attorney.

There was cash in addition; bills of high denom nations. Altogether, the
funds total ed cl ose to one hundred thousand dollars. Big swag, that nost
crimnals would have tried to liquidate, despite the risk. Not Mart Kil gay.
Hs
job had been one of vengeance.

Mart had cl eaned up plenty, though, with the coll apse of Knightson's
busi ness, for he had known that it was comi ng. Mreover, he had been profiting
heavily since. One hundred grand was | ess than a nonth's "take" for Mart
Ki | gay.

It had irked him though, to know that these funds of Knightson's |ay
usel ess. He had intended to unload themlittle by little. He was gl ad,
to-night, that he had del ayed that plan

By sacrificing this one batch of stolen wealth, Mart Kilgay intended to
clear the way for an annual profit of one nmillion dollars. H s high-pressure
rackets woul d be good for another year, at |east, when he had finished his
present schene.

Wth the funds was the list that Mart had also stolen. It was in the form
of an affidavit, bearing a notary's seal. Not Lockett's, but that of another
notary in Parkland, a man who had died a while before Warren Kni ghtson went to
ruin. Mart began a careful check-up of the securities.

Thi ck stock certificates, crisp bank notes crinkled as Mart sorted them
The big-shot's eyes showed a greedy gleamin the |light. One hundred thousand
dollars was far too big a sumfor what he needed. Twenty grand woul d be
enough.

Mart put aside one fifth of the total, choosing securities only. H's
fingers handl ed the papers deftly.

Keeping twenty thousand in securities, and the list, Mart put the rest



back into the safe. When he spun the dial, he again | ooked at his fingers;

t hen

studied the shiny dial itself. No traces of The Shadow s preparation were

visible. Mart did not guess that any one had been tampering with his safe.
The | eader of crine inserted the securities in an official-Iooking

envel ope that bore no name. He placed the envel ope in his pocket and did the

sane with the securities list. As he started to rise fromthe desk, Mart saw

Brace conming in fromthe hall door.

"Thought | heard sonething,"” inforned the trigger-nman. "Wen you're ready
to scram you'd better let nme slide ahead.”
"I'mall set,"” returned Mart. "Co ahead, 1'Il follow. V&t for me; 1'lI

need you to cover later, Brace."

WHATEVER Brace had heard, he found nothing during his downward trip. Mart
joined himat the outside door; Brace returned the big-shot's gun. Mart
ordered
himto trail along, until they reached the parking Iot.

There, Mart drove for a destination several blocks away, Brace riding
with
him Mrt's goal was a tiny arcade, that was lined with small offices. Brace
acconpani ed Mart to the darkened back of the arcade. The trigger-man renai ned
there with the gun.

The office to which Mart nade easy entry was one that bore the nane of
Arthur Lockett. Wth a flashlight, Mart found an old filing cabinet. Anbng a
bat ch of dishevel ed papers, he stowed the certified list that bore the names
and numbers of securities and currency that had once bel onged to Warren
Kni ght son

Mart kept the envelope with the twenty thousand dollars in securities,
until after he and Brace had returned to the Park Hot el

Shortly afterward, there was a visitor to Mart's room a sly-faced chap
known as "Billy the Dip." He was the respectabl e-1oo0king pickpocket who had
shoved the Larnon letter into Cardona's pocket.

Wth Brace doing | ookout duty froma roomthat adjoined Mart's, the
bi g- shot had no qual ms when he tal ked to the pickpocket. He gave that rogue
t he
envel ope containing the telltale securities and voiced | owtoned instructions
that brought a grin to the dip's sly features.

Wen the pickpocket had gone, Mark disnissed Brace. Standing alone at a
wi ndow of his hotel room Mart |ooked out upon the lighted streets of
Par kI and,
where vigilant police kept up a steady patrol

So far as the |law was concerned, the riddle of crime would be solved
to-norrow ni ght. Tom Kni ght son woul d be behind bars, a scapegoat in place of
Mart Kilgay. Joe Cardona would be finished with his mssion. The ace woul d
| eave; and The Shadow woul d fol | ow.

Par kl and woul d again be a racket-run town - a city where the greed of
Mar t
Ki | gay stood doni nant.

Mart m ght not have pictured that vicious future, had he known of The
Shadow s visit to his office. Instead, he would probably have posted guards at
the office, to make sure that The Shadow di d not resume operations at the
saf e.

Such precautions woul d have been usel ess. As night continued, Mart's
office lay dark, silent and enpty.

The Shadow s work was fi ni shed.

CHAPTER XVI |



THE TRAP CLI CKS

AT hal f past four the next afternoon, Mart Kilgay was naking a tel ephone
call fromhis office. Hi s voice was snoothly deceptive. Its tone carried an
affectionate touch.

"Wenwol d's in his office, sis," spoke Mart. "You'd better get there right

away. And listen: If you do have luck - if Lockett has that list - let Wnwold
handle it.

"Yes, you get home right away. Gve nme a call so | can know what
happened... That's the idea. | can do a lot nore when | know how t hi ngs have

gone... Good-by, sis."

A man entered the office as Mart conpleted the conversation. The arrival
was Tom Kni ght son. That young man heard Mart's final words, including the term
"sis"; but that supplied no clue. In fact, Tom woul d have been bow ed over had
he been told that Mart was talking to Ruth. Because of Mart's alias, Tom could
not identify the crimnal as Ruth's |ong-absent brother

Tom introduced hinself to Mart, with the statenent that one of his
custoners had advised the visit. Mart nodded his head.

"You're handling a property I'd like to buy," said Mart. "The old Redwood
mansi on, on the turnpike. Wat are they holding it for?"

"Thirty thousand dollars," returned Tom "A pretty high price."

"Do you think they'd take twenty?"

"I doubt it, M. Kilgay."

Mart brought a bundle of securities fromhis desk. Tom wat ched hi m sort
them They were utility bonds, that Mart had actually purchased; quite a
contrast to the stolen stuff that he had entrusted to Billy the D p.

"These may bring better than twenty thousand," observed Mart. "I'Il tell
you what we'll do, Knightson. You take these to Jennings, vice president of
t he
Par kl and Trust. Leave themthere for himto value, while you hop out to the
Redwood pl ace.

"Offer themtwenty thousand, cash. If they want nmore, call Jennings. Ask
himthe total that he's figured and give it as a final offer. Maybe the few
extra thousand will swing the sale.”

Tom agreed. He offered to give Mart a receipt for the utility bonds. Mart
suggested that Tomwite out the nanes of the securities and their nunbers, so
there could be no error.

Tomdid it; and affixed his signature. Mart pocketed the detail ed
receipt.

He thrust the securities into an envel ope, which he seal ed before he handed it
to Tom

LEAVI NG Mart's office. Tom bunped into a man coming up the stairs. The
bl under seemed accidental; but it wasn't. The arrival was Billy the Dip. The
pi ckpocket's hat tunmbled to the steps. Politely, Tom picked it up

The envel ope was sticking from Tom s inside pocket. Billy the Dip reached
for the hat also; as he did, his free hand cane fromhis coat, bringing his
own
envel ope between thunb and forefinger. Wth one nove, the pickpocket stowed
t hat
envel ope into Tom s pocket and plucked away the ot her envel ope between two
fingers.

Conti nui ng downstairs, Tom renenbered the inportant envel ope that he
carried. He brought it fromhis pocket to nake sure he still had it. The
envel ope was in his hand when he reached the Parkland Trust Conpany.

Jenni ngs was busy; so Tomleft the envelope with a secretary, along with
a
note stating what he wanted.

Meanwhile, Billy the Dip dropped in on Mart and handed himthe sw tched



envel ope. Mart opened it; took out the utility bonds and put themin his safe.

The situation was a sweet one. Unwittingly, Tom Knightson had left an
incrimnating batch of securities at the bank. Funds that had once been stol en
from Tom s own fat her!

AT about that tine, Louis Wenwold received Ruth Knightson in his office.
When the girl told himthe reason for her visit, the | awer shook his head.

"There is not one chance in a thousand that Lockett has that m ssing
list," he declared. "Still, we can find out. Suppose we go over to the
arcade. "

They found the notary in his office. Wzened and testy, Lockett grunbled
his willingness to | ook through his files. He adnitted that the affidavit
m ght
be found there; but he wasn't hopeful. The only possibility lay in the fact
t hat
odd papers frequently bobbed up in Lockett's files.

After ten mnutes of rummgi ng, Lockett canme up with the | ong-wanted
affidavit. Blinking amazement through his spectacles, the notary handed the
planted list to Wenwol d.

The | awyer's usual dryness vani shed. He cut |oose |ike a school boy, as he
brandi shed the certified paper before Ruth's pleased eyes.

"Thi s vindicates Warren Kni ghtson!" excl ai ned Wenwol d. "It proves that he
di d possess the wealth that he claimed was stolen! It gives the | aw sonething
to work upon. If these securities can be uncovered, or traced, we may bring
t he
crimnal to justicel

"It is not a case for me to handle, with you as my client, Ms.

Kni ght son
This find nmust be made public, at once. Wth your permission, | shall notify
| nspect or Cardona."

"That's what | want you to do," asserted Ruth. Then, renenbering Mart's
adnonition: "l shall leave it entirely in your hands, M. Wnwold."

Ruth hurried home. As soon as she arrived, she tel ephoned Mart's office.
Her brother seenmed delighted at the news. He advised Ruth to remain at hone;
and take good fortune calmy.

"I"'mwaiting here until Tom conmes back," nentioned Mart. "Wen he starts
hone, 1'Il call you."

Mart gave a gl oating chuckl e when he had hung up the receiver. He had an
idea that it would be a long while before Tom started hone. As events were
shapi ng, Mart's guess | ooked right.

SUMMONED by Wenwol d, Joe Cardona had cone to the arcade. The ace agreed
with the | awyer that old Warren Kni ghtson stood vindicated. Joe didn't want to
| ose any time tracing the funds that were listed in the affidavit.

"Maybe the crook had nerve enough to try to peddl e themhere in town,"
suggest ed Car dona.

"Don't forget, though," rem nded Wenwold, "that the certified list was
not
stol en, as we thought. Therefore, the thief would be cautious about unl oading
his spoils."

Cardona agreed with that. Like Wenwold, he had taken Mart's bait. Both
t hought that the list had been in Lockett's files, all along.

"Suppose we check with the | ocal banks," said Cardona. "That's the first
step. Most of themare closed, for it's close to six o'clock."

"Call the Parkland Trust," advised Wenwol d. "They stay open |ate.

Jenni ngs
there mght help us."
Cardona made the call. Wenwol d heard himtell the story to Jennings. The



vi ce president nust have asked for a description of the stolen securities, for
Joe reached for the list. He called off the names of the securities and their
nunbers, intending to finish with the serial nunbers of the currency. Cardona
never reached that point.

Wenwol d saw the ace hang up the receiver, with a grimstare on his face.
The | awyer coul dn't understand what had happened not even when Cardona
i nqui red:

"You say that Tom Kni ghtson's w fe hel ped you find the list?"

Wenwol d nodded.

"That makes it tough," declared Cardona. "I'mmighty sorry for that girl
If there's any job I hate to go through with, it's this one. Jennings just
recei ved a bunch of that stolen paper, to turn into cash. It came from Tom
Kni ght son! "

Wenwol d st ood anmezed. Despite his dislike for the situation, the | awer
saw how perfectly the facts pieced. The one man who coul d easily have pilfered
old Warren Kni ghtson's wealth was Tom for the son had access to his father's
horre.

Tom presumably, had not been in Parkland at the time of his father's
failure; but that nmeant nothing. A secret visit would have been an easy
matter.

"I"ve noticed Tom Kni ghtson," said Joe. "He was cryi ng poor-nouth, they
said, until about ten days ago. Then things began to ride high. He's been
cl eani ng up dough Iike nobody's business. It's a cinch that he hasn't been
doing it through real estate, though he's nade it | ook that way.

"Local people have been buying fromhim and so have a | ot of strangers.
That's the way rackets are usually handl ed. The fell ows who collect pass it up
to the big-shot through fake business transactions."

JCE reached for the tel ephone. He called police headquarters and made
bri sk work of his painful duty. Cardona had | earned from Jennings that Tom was
out at the old Redwood nmansion, for Jennings had received a call fromthere.
By
the tine Cardona stepped fromthe arcade, a pair of police cars were there.
Joe
st epped i nto one.

Loui s Wenwol d wat ched the lights of those police cars as they
di sappear ed.

They were heading for the main street; fromthere, they would take the
t ur npi ke
and intercept Tom Kni ghtson on his way back fromthe Redwood pl ace.

Sadly, the old | awer wal ked toward the city hall. He knew that Tom woul d
want himas an attorney; but this was one case that Wenwol d woul d have to
refuse. Toms father was still Wnwold's client. That neant another |awyer
woul d be needed. Wenwol d woul d have to take up cudgel s agai nst Tom

That wasn't the part that hurt. Wen the | aw brought in its prisoner
Wenwol d woul d have a duty as tough as Cardona's. He would have to call Ruth
and
tell her of her husband's arrest, with the devel opnments that had produced it.

ANOTHER man saw the rolling police cars, and his ugly glee was quite the
opposite of Wenwold's sorrow. Mart Kilgay was standing at Doc Arland's front
wi ndow when the notor squad went by. Arland was there; so was Ducky Mirrick

"There goes bad news for Tom Kni ghtson," gl oated Mart, as he peered
toward
the darkening street. "They' Il bring the guy in soon. It's time for you
fell ows
to get started. Before the news gets sonewhere else.”

The |ieutenants | ooked uneasy. Mart saw it.



"Cold feet?" he snarled. "Say - if the noll don't count with ne, why
shoul d you guys worry about the job?"

"The moll don't worry us," retorted Ducky, in the hard tone that he used
anong his pals. "But the job does! It don't come in our line."

"The crew will handle it," rasped Mart. "You' ve got to be there to see
t he
job's done right. I can't use Brace; he's lying low, till he's needed. If"
Mart's grin was a confident one - "he's needed at all."

Wth a wave of dismissal, Mart started his lieutenants on their way. He
followed to the stairs; before he stepped toward his own office, he added:

"Don't worry about The Shadow. By this time, he's | earned that Cardona's
after Tom Kni ghtson. That will keep The Shadow guessing, for a while."

VWhen Doc Arl and and Ducky Murrick reached the street, their own
confi dence
had returned. They passed the all eyway beside the Parkland Trust Buil ding
wi t hout bothering to glance toward its depths. That was one reason why they
failed to see the shrouded figure that was lurking in the darkness.

The whi spered | augh that came fromthe deep gl oom was proof that The
Shadow knew nmuch nore concerning Mart Kilgay's dirty work than the big-shot
had
even begun to suppose.

CHAPTER XVI | |
RUTH BRI NGS NEWS

RUTH was busy preparing dinner in the bungal ow kitchen when the tel ephone
bel I rang.

The call was from Louis Wenwol d. Ruth stood horror-struck when she heard
the [ awyer's mournful news.

"Tom - Tom had the stolen securities?" she gasped. "But - how did he get
thenf... He says they were given to himby Mrt Kilgay? Wy, | -"

Ruth hesitated. It was belief in Mart that stopped her. She didn't see a
threat that prom sed to cut short any statement concerning Mart. The front
door
had wedged open. A revolver nmuzzle was gleaning in the hallway |ight.

“I"1l call you later, M. Wnwold," prom sed Ruth, brave despite the
quiver in her voice. "Yes. At city hall..."

She hung up, and hurriedly dialed Mart's nunber. Her brother was not
surprised by the news of Tom s arrest. He told her that he had received a cal
fromcity hall on the same subject. But his final words - they sounded kindly
were sufficient to | eave Ruth hopel ess.

"I gave Tom sone bonds," she heard Mart say, "but they were not the ones
he clainmed. It's a bad ness, sis. I'll do all | can to help; but I'mafraid
Toms in it deep."

Anot her revol ver was | oom ng fromthe dining roomas Ruth hung up the
receiver. Athird appeared, in the gloomof a little entry that led to the
ki tchen. Ruth saw none of the threateni ng weapons. She was staring at the
t el ephone.

At that nmoment, Ruth had come to a decision. It was a choice between Tom
and Mart; and her newer |loyalty was stronger than her old belief. \Watever
Tom s faults, he wasn't a crook. The decency that Mart had shown was not hi ng
but a cover-up for his crimnal nature. Ruth had been duped by her brother and
she knew it; but wi thout proof.

Nevert hel ess, the proof was to be thrust upon her

Ruth saw the gun at the front door. She turned toward the dining room
then in the direction of the kitchen. Qther bristling weapons bl ocked t hose
outlets. Into the Iight noved the nen who threatened her; nasked thugs |ike



t hose who had i nvaded the Club Cagliari.

The extent of Mart's vicious treachery left the girl dunfounded. She knew
instantly what these enem es wanted.

She was to be abducted, so that the world would think that she had fled
after hearing Wenwol d's news. Probably, her death would follow, franmed to | ook
i ke suicide.

From t he approach of the masked crew, Ruth realized that they preferred
to
avoid gunfire while here. It was that thought that gave her a wild hope of
escape.

Turning, Ruth sprang for the stairs. Wth snarls to halt, the three nen
| oped after her. Others bobbed into sight. Ruth heard sone one hiss:

"Snatch the noll, before she starts a squawk!"

Ruth tried to scream She was too |late. A huge paw swooped up fromthe
bottom step to clutch her dress at the back of the neck. The tug of the
gar ment
choked her. Wth both hands, Ruth ripped the cloth. The dress tore half from
her
shoul ders, leaving a strip of cloth in the thug' s hand.

Free, Ruth tried to scranble farther up the stairs. She stunbled; felt
hersel f spraw i ng downward

Then canme the amazi ng sequence that entirely changed the scene.

AN arm gri pped Ruth as she fell. It was a |ong-reaching arm of bl ackness
t hat came swi shing downward fromthe darkness of the stairs. The armtwi sted
the girl about; blackness blotted her figure fromthe view of the thugs who
wer e poundi ng upward toward her

Ruth was flung higher up the steps, where she | anded, clutching the
bani ster posts.

Against the light fromthe |ower hall, she saw the rescuer who had
i ntervened. He was a being cloaked in black, a slouch hat fitted to his head.
He was still spinning fromthe whirl that he had taken to lift Ruth upward.

Never halting, the black-clad fighter |aunched hinself upon the nmen bel ow.

There was chaos in the hallway. Flinging back the nearest opposition, The
Shadow used those thugs as buffers against the rest.

Revol vers spoke; their savage stabs nmade Ruth shudder. Crooks had taken
the first shots; but The Shadow s | augh still nocked them Ruth saw a foenman
slip from The Shadow s grasp. That thug had stopped the bullets meant for The
Shadow.

In with the staccato barks of the revolvers cane the roar of an
autonmati c.

Its bursts were thunder in that |low hall. The Shadow was turning, as he warded
of f the slugs of two attackers. He was poking his shots past the el bows of the
men who tried to sledge him dropping the marksmen who attenpted revol ver

shot s.

One of the sluggers shoved a gun nuzzl e beneath The Shadow s hat brim
Rut h screeched a warni ng that The Shadow heard after he had used his own
anti dot e.

There was a nuffled gun blast with the begi nning of Ruth's scream The
ai m ng thug sagged. The Shadow had pressed a gun muzzle to the killer's heart,
to fire that one needed shot.

The last surge rolled The Shadow back to the steps. Three foenmen were
upon
him Ruth didn't see that two were crippled; the third wi thout a gun. She
t hought that The Shadow needed aid; nore than she coul d give.

Ruth came to her feet as the struggle began. She ran for the top of the
stairs.

There was an open w ndow above a | ow roof - the path by which The Shadow
had entered through the cordon of crooks. Ruth scramnbl ed through; clanbered



down a trellis where ranbler rose thorns plucked her hands and face.

She saw two cars stopping on the street. Cutching the remants of her
dress, Ruth shouted for hel p. Four men sprang from a sedan and cane dashi ng
toward her. They were al nost across the |lawn, when Ruth saw that they had
guns.

"It's the moll - grab her!"

Ruth tried to regain the trellis. She was boxed in a corner of the wall.
Because of the gunfire that they had heard, the reserve crew was ready to
deliver murder as the quickest way to end Ruth's outcries.

That was the nurder crew s mi stake.

A wi ndow splintered fromthe ground floor of the bungal ow. Through the
shivering glass came a | ong, cloaked shape in black. The Shadow had settled
matters indoors. He was his own reserve squad, when it came to the outside
Crew.

THE SHADOW | anded squarely beside the startled thugs. As they swung to
aim
for his lowered form he came up with a long, driving bound. He slugged wth
hi s
enpty gun, while he fired with a fresh automatic that his other hand had
dr awn.

Two t hugs took bullets. The other pair sagged groggily, fromthe strokes
The Shadow had delivered. They were clinging to their cl oaked opponent; but
t he
fight that they gave was feeble. The Shadow reached out to clutch Ruth's arm

Decepti on was the wi se course at that nmonent. The other car, a coupe, was
standing by, its occupants ready to open fire. The Shadow knew t he men who
wer e
init: Doc Arland and Ducky Murrick. The lieutenants were practiced marksmnen.

Hi s own guns al nost enptied, The Shadow woul d have to pick up other
weapons. Such delay might bring shots, disastrous to Ruth. The plan that The
Shadow chose was better. He whispered words to the girl. Ruth understood.

A cluster noved fromthe corner of the bungal ow. Ruth, her arns behind
her, was staggering along, half surrounded by a semicircle, consisting of The
Shadow and the two groggy crooks he dragged.

Wth The Shadow in the center of the trio, the appearance of the group
totally deceived the watching |ieutenants.

They thought that Ruth was in the grasp of the thugs; for neither Arland
nor Ducky coul d see The Shadow. They supposed that the girl's weak resistance
caused the zigzag course. They watched; saw the cluster reach the sedan

Under cover of the car, The Shadow thrust the thugs into the rear seat
and
told Ruth to crouch there. Taking the wheel, he slamed the doors and drove
away, blinking his lights as he nmade qui ck departure.

Taking the signal to nmean that all was well, Mart's two |ieutenants drove
away. They woul d have liked to stay and pick up The Shadow, they were worried,
al so, about |eaving the shattered crew behind. But they figured that their one
bet was to clear the vicinity and get back to their offices. They couldn't
afford to be Iinked with the fray.

The lieutenants had need for haste. Shots had been heard; a police car

was
comng to the scene. The coupe dodged it; but The Shadow deli berately changed
direction to cross the police car's course. He heard a shrill whistle. He gave

his car the gas.

Shots came fromthe police car. The Shadow answered themwi th two | ast
stabs from his second gun; shots that were as wide as the police fire.

Ruth couldn't understand it for the nonment; then, the sedan swung a
corner, where The Shadow deliberately ran it up on the curb. Ruth heard the
| ast whi spered order that he gave. She spoke her understandi ng, as her rescuer



slid to the ground and cl osed the door

The Shadow was absent when the police car arrived, some twenty seconds
later. Piling out, the officers stared into the car; saw the front seat enpty.
They spotted the two groggy thugs in the rear; they saw Ruth tug away from
hands that could not hold her

"It's agirl!" gulped a cop. "They've handl ed her rough, too! Keep those
rats covered, while | help her out."

FIVE m nutes later, the police car was whining toward the center of
Par kl and, with Ruth Kni ghtson huddl ed between the two officers. Her lips were
smling; her eyes sparkled as she brushed away the wi sps of hair that covered
t hem

Rut h was bringing news of thwarted crinme. The cops had |iked her story;
SO
woul d Joe Cardona, when she arrived at city hall. These facts were the sort
t hat
woul d danage the gane that Mart had perpetrated. Ruth was joyful that she
coul d
do her part to aid Tom

Wth her gladness, Ruth Knightson felt a surge of overwhel m ng gratitude
toward her nysterious rescuer, The Shadow.

CHAPTER XI X
THE SHADOW S PROOF

EVI DENCE was bui | di ng heavily agai nst Tom Kni ght son. That young nman's
ast oni shment had begun with his arrest. It had increased when he arrived at
t he
city hall in custody of the police.

There, Tom was shown the securities that he had left at the Parkl and
Trust, together with the incrimnating Iist that had cone from Lockett's
files.

Tom s denial that he had | eft those securities at the bank was refuted by
Jenni ngs. Tom hinself, had narked the envel ope for Jennings. The vice
president had opened it in the presence of his secretary and the cashier. Al
swore that the securities were the ones that Tom had delivered to them

Mart Kilgay was Tom s only hope. That was why Tom asked that the | aw
sumon the pretended i nsurance broker. It was the worst nove that the accused
man coul d have made. He was playing straight into the hands of the crook who
had franmed him

On arrival, Mart was pronpt to testify that he had given Tom a different
batch of stocks. As proof, he produced the detailed receipt that bore Tom s
own
signature. It hadn't occurred to Tomthat such a paper would add to the case
against him but it did.

"So what ?" qui zzed Joe Cardona. "M . Kilgay gave you sone utility bonds;
you were supposed to turn themin at the bank. Instead, you shoved across sone
stol en stuff. Come on, Knightson. You mi ght as well confess the whole gane!"

"But it was the sane envel ope," protested Tom "The one that Kilgay gave
ne."

Mart's eyes hardened; but his voice was smooth as he turned to Joe
Car dona.

"Kni ght son checked nmy bonds hinsel f," asserted the crinme |eader. "He took

themin the envelope. As | remenber it" - Mart added a lie that he knew woul d
go across - "the envel ope was one of ny usual ones, with nmy nanme in the
corner.

This envelope is a plain one."



"Whi ch neans," put in Cardona, "that you accuse Knightson of a new theft,
in addition to the present charge agai nst hin®"

Mart flashed a | ook of well-faked surprise. He becane suddenly anxious
regardi ng his own property.

"That's right!" he exclaimed. "My securities are gone! You' ve got to get
t hem back, inspector!"”

"We'| | get them " Cardona was grim He turned to Tom "The set-up is a
pl ai n one, Knightson. You saw a chance to unl oad sone of the swag you've been
hol di ng. You kept Kilgay's good securities and passed the stolen stuff on
Jennings. You figured you'd swing the real-estate sale that Kilgay wanted, and
he'd never get w se."

Tom began to protest. It reached ignoring ears. Cardona |ooked to
Vénwol d,
as though seeking the lawer's opinion. The attorney shared Joe's theory.

CARDONA had Tom Kni ght son handcuffed, started an order for the dicks to
take Tomto a cell. He figured that the prisoner would drop his sham after
he' d
cooled a while.

Joe held the order when he heard conmotion outside the office. Cthers
wer e
staring with himwhen the door swung open

There was Ruth Knightson, with the escorting policemen. One glance at her
di shevel ed attire told that she had been through battle. Ruth had tw sted the
remmants of her house dress to forma skirt. She was wearing a policenman's
coat
above it.

Ruth l et one of the officers speak first.

"Anmob tried to snatch her,"” inforned the cop, with a gesture toward
Rut h
"She says sonebody stepped in to stop it; and whoever it was, did a good job.
He
left a flock of cripples lying out there."

Ruth saw the handcuffs on Toms wists. She hurried to her husband's

si de,
to tell himthat all was well. Wile Cardona was getting nore details of the
fray at the bungal ow, Ruth | ooked up to see Mart. She pointed to the crook

"He is the man that is responsible!" accused the girl. "Mart sent those
nmen to seize nme!"

"She's crazy," said the big-shot, snmoothly. "W is this woman, anyway?"

Ruth was too dunfounded to retort. Mart was infornmed that Ruth was Tomi s
wi fe. The big-shot had a sudden idea.

"That explains it," Mart told Cardona. "I guess she's all right. Probably
her husband has her buffal oed. Maybe, though -"

"Maybe what ?" qui zzed Car dona.

"It's just a guess,"” replied Mart, with a [augh. "Figuring out what
cr ooks
are up to, is part of your line; not mne. Only I'd say that Knightson wasn't
sure about how nuch his wife knew "

"If he's the big-shot that you say he is, that gang nust have been his.
Havi ng them grab his own wi fe would keep her fromtal king out of turn. It
woul d
make himl ook |ike an injured party, besides."

Mart's logic was a clincher. It went across with Wenwold, as well as with
Cardona. Both remenbered that Ruth had uncovered the missing list. If she had
nmenti oned her proposed search to Tom that would account for the kidnaping
attenpt.

Coolly, Mart Kilgay had turned Ruth's arrival to his own advantage. Mart
was thinking fast; a junmp or two ahead of every one el se.



"Too bad," nmused Mart. "A husband turning against his own wife -

Ruth's chal | enge produced an interruption. Again, her accusing finger was
straight toward Mart. She seized upon the words that the crook uttered.

"Why speak of husbands?" demanded Ruth. "When a brother renounces his own
sister - his only sister - and tries to nmurder her, that shows himfor a
villain! This man" - she turned to Wenwol d while her finger still waved toward
Mart - "is ny brother!"

PERFECT amazenent showed on Mart's face. He played a gane of conplete
denial and did it with confidence. No one could ever prove that Mart was
Ruth's
brother. Forgotten in Parkland, the crook could produce a faked life's history
establishing hinself as Mart Kil gay.

"Ruth had a brother,"” began Tom eagerly. "They called him Mart -"

"So that's the bluff," interrupted Mart. He appealed to Cardona. "It's a
stall for time, inspector; but let themhave their fun. Wien |I'm proven to be
Mart Kilgay and no one else, it will be just one nore count agai nst
Kni ght son. "

Knowi ng Mart of old, Ruth realized her hel pl essness. He had al ways been
able to argue black into white. Ruth thought he had outgrown that old habit;
she was coming to realize that, instead, Mart had increased his pernicious
ability.

Wenwol d' s synpat hetic | ook, his headshake, were a sign to Ruth that the
| ess she said, the better. If Wenwold couldn't believe her excited statenent,
woul d Cardona? Ruth wasn't sure

Joe seened disposed to listen; but the girl had a sickening feeling that
Cardona consi dered her involved in crime with Tom It still was possible that
t he kidnap attenpt had begun as a fake, even if some one had intervened.

Actual |y, Cardona was thinking along that |ine; but he was considering
The
Shadow s angl e. Joe knew that only The Shadow coul d have staged that battle at
t he bungal ow. The question was whether he had |let Ruth cone here to clear Tom
or to prove the girl's conplicity in crime. There was one person who coul d
gi ve
t he answer.

The Shadow:.

Timed al nost to Cardona's thoughts, the tel ephone bell rang. Joe reached
for the tel ephone; a hunch gripped himat the same instant. Cardona knew t hat
he woul d hear a whi spered voice across the wire, the noment that he identified
hi nmsel f.

The voi ce cane.

Low, even-toned, The Shadow s words reached Cardona's ear alone; and Joe
listened. H s expression was pokerfaced as thought he were receiving a nere
routine report. Actually, Cardona was |earning his own next nmove - the way
wher eby he could solve crinme's riddle.

The Shadow was di scl osing his own proof to Joe Cardona, that the | aw
itself mght trap the master-crook who controlled all crime in this city of
gr eed.

CHAPTER XX
CRIME'S RALLY

STOLIDLY, Joe Cardona hung up the receiver, to nake a nonot oned
announcement inplying that he had received a police report.

"Some of that gang canme fromthe trailer canp," said the ace. "W'll take
a look there, later. Meanwhile, let's finish this inportant business."

Joe turned to Mart.



"I'"'mfor you, Kilgay," said the ace, bluntly. "They tried to frame nme in
this town; and it |ooks |like you' ve been picked for the same dose. It doesn't
go!"

"Thanks, inspector,"” returned Mart. "I'mglad you ook at it that way."
"We'|| settle it once and for all," continued Cardona. "Look, Kilgay.
Here
are the stolen securities that Knightson left at the bank. Did you ever see
any
of them before?"
"Never!" rejoined Mart. "I'Il take oath to it."

Cardona produced the list that had cone from Lockett's files. He held it
in front of Mart's eyes. The big-shot studied it and gave a close | ook at the
notary's seal. He heard Cardona ask

"You never saw this affidavit?"

"Positively not!" replied Mart. "I swear to that, too."
Cardona |l aid the evidence aside. He rummged in a desk drawer and brought
out some sheets of paper. He picked up a pencil; notioned Mart toward the

desk.

"I want you to dictate a statement, Kilgay -"

Choppi ng his sentence short, Cardona acted with a speed on which The
Shadow had depended. He whi sked away a pi ece of typewiter paper, to reveal a
snoot her sheet beneath. Wth the same nove, Cardona let the pencil scale
acr oss
t he desk.

As Mart watched the sudden notion of Joe's right hand, Cardona's |eft
cl anped hard on the crook's right wist and yanked it forward. Before Mart
could tug away, Joe's right hand swooped upon the big-shot's spread fingers.
Hard, firmy, like the precise application of a rubber stanp. Cardona
flattened
Mart's thunb and finger tips upon the snpoth paper.

Wth a strong shove, Cardona sent Mart reeling away fromthe desk,
shappi hg an acconpanying order to two detectives:

"Hol d Kilgay! Don't let him budge!"

@ aring frombetween the men who gripped him Mrt watched Cardona apply
brush and bl ack powder to the snmooth paper. Mart's finger prints etched into
vi ew. Cardona inspected thenm next, he beckoned to Wenwol d and ot hers.

Still holding the brush, Cardona dabbed al ong the green borders of stolen
securities. Finger prints cane into view. Strong |light showed the perfect
mat ch. They were Mart's inpressions, reveal ed on stolen swag that he had sworn
he had never seen before tonight!

VWHI LE t he others were absorbing that discovery, Cardona held the old
affidavit to the light. Setting the paper on the desk, he nade anot her stroke
with the brush. The all-inportant docunent showed another replica of Mart's
finger prints.

"You' ve convicted yourself, Kilgay," declared Cardona, sternly. "These
wi t nesses have heard your statenments. You never saw the stolen securities nor
the affidavit; yet your finger prints are shouting fromthem Let's hear you
explainit."

Mart had no expl anation. The detectives tightened their grip as he tried
to struggle. The crook subsided; but his |ips showed sullen notion. The words
that he muttered were as dirty as his look. Since Mart didn't care to answer
the present question, Cardona did it for him

"You stole Warren Kni ghtson's funds," accused Joe, "and the affidavit,
al so. How you switched the securities on Tom Kni ghtson doesn't matter. You
managed it, just like you planted the affidavit in Lockett's files. W don't
need to know any nore."

There was nore; and Mart renmenbered it. That sticky safe dial, |ast
ni ght .



He coul d guess who had waxed it. The Shadow had been there. Foreseeing Mart's

gane, The Shadow had used that special substance to inplant Mart's finger

i mpressi ons upon the necessary docunments, w thout the big-shot's know edge.
Though Cardona did not follow Mart's thoughts, Joe had the safe in mnd
"W're going over to your office, Kilgay," announced Cardona. "You'l

open
that safe of yours for us. Init, we'll find the rest of the stuff bel ongi ng
to

Warren Knightson. There'll be something else, too; your own utility bonds, the

ones that you gave Tom

"You're holding his receipt for them but you' re the person who has them
Looks like he'll have the new theft charge against you. Al right, nen" - Joe
nodded to the detectives - "put on the bracelets and start himgoing."

THERE was dynanmite in Mart Kilgay. Cardona knew it, but thought the crine
| eader to be helpless in the presence of nearly a dozen captors. But Mart
Kil gay never followed rul es; even those of crimnals. Crossing the dope was
hi s
favorite type of work.

In a space of tine that seened instantaneous, the big-shot ended his
plight, to again becone the public eneny that all Parkland dreaded.

Wth a furious twist, Mart spun fromthe grip of the detectives. H's |ong
bounds carried himpast bl ockers near the door. H s hand yanked a revol ver; he
turned to fire as he reached the hall. Mart found Cardona ready.

VWil e others scranbl ed asi de at Cardona's shout, the ace had his own gun
drawn. Joe and Mart exchanged a pair of shots each, in a short-lived duel that
brought no results. Both were hasty, dodging as they pulled their triggers.
Mart didn't wait for nore.

The stairs were handy; the crimnal took them Cardona |ed the pursuit,
foll owed by a foursone of detectives. They could hear Mart shooting as he
reached the door below, warning all comers that bullets would reward any one
who tried to capture him

Mart's luck came strongest when he reached the street.

Arrived at the door of the city hall, Cardona and the squad expected to
wing the crook in the mdst of flight. But Mart had spied a passing taxi, with
one of his own gunners at the wheel. He was aboard it, firing his |ast
cartridge back toward the city hall, when the pursuers gai ned sight of him

The taxi wheeled the corner before Cardona's marksnmen could riddle it.

Turmoil followed - of a sort that the city had never before seen

As the cab zipped along the main street, Mart was |eaning fromthe
wi ndow,
brandi shing his enpty revol ver as he shouted the cry for riot. He was
procl ai mi ng hinmself the big-shot; calling on all henchnmen to thwart the law s
chase.

Crooked cab drivers heard the sumons. They shoved their taxis into the
paths of police cars that came in fromside streets. Others sped away to
spread
crine's alarm

Mart had reached the Knightson Building. Followed by a quickly assenbl ed
squad, he dashed indoors. Crooks barricaded doors and wi ndows. In brief
m nutes, the buil ding becane a fortress.

It was to be Mart's headquarters, while battle raged outside. Wen
needed,
he and a group of shock troops could sally forth. Mart was hol ding that, unti
the right tinme.

The bi g-shot was confident that his roving hosts could scatter the forces
of the law. In quitting Parkland, Mart intended to | eave the town a shanbl es.



THAT probability had occurred to Joe Cardona. It expl ained why the ace
did
not follow Mart. |Instead, Joe conmandeered a car; with a small group of
detectives, he sped for the trailer canp. As he neared that spot, Joe saw a
flood of cars pouring for the city's center

There were enough guns in that crom to stave off Cardona's flank attack
But Mart's full mass of reserves was not on the nove. There was battle in the
trailer canp itself.

As soon as the first rush had begun, agents of The Shadow bobbed from
trailers, to take care of the rest. Half of Mart's fifty reserves were on the
way. The rest never started. Men who actually belonged in the trailer canp
rallied to aid The Shadow s agents. Thugs were spraw i ng everywhere, under the
unexpected sortie.

Cardona caught the situation at a glance. He ordered pursuit of those
twenty-odd who were heading for the heart of Parkland. Wth police guns
harrying themfromthe rear, the nob outraced the pursuit. As Cardona's car
swung a corner, he and his few conpani ons cane suddenly into the thick of
t hi ngs.

Mart's reserves had stopped on a side street. There, they had joi ned
anot her horde of crooks who had sprung fromspots in town. The npb nust have
totaled fifty; and both ends of the block were covered by a handful of
protecting gunners. Before Cardona could cl eave his way through, he saw why
t he
nob was here.

Crooks were converging at the shooting gallery. The place was a blind. It
bel onged to Mart Kil gay; the shooting gallery was the big-shot's arsenal

Gai ning the shelter of a doorway, Cardona gripped a useless, enptied
revol ver. He saw crooks clear the counter of the shooting gallery, to get at
racks of rifles.

Those guns weren't the usual .22s that were used in target shooting. They
were rifles of larger caliber; and there were enough to supply the fifty
killers who wanted them A dozen already had their guns; in three nore
m nut es,

t he whol e force would be arned

Joe knew what that would nean. Mart Kilgay would come from his stronghold
to take command. The city would be | ooted; buildings put to the torch. Wat
woul d happen to hel pl ess persons who had taken refuge in many buil di ngs was
somet hing that Cardona hated to think about.

Cardona stopped short as he heard the sudden boom of gunfire. He saw
spurts of flame that stabbed from an unexpected spot - the bl ackness that
formed a background for the targets in the shooting gallery.

Wth that blast canme another sound that Cardona recognized. It was the
burst of a mocking, all-conpelling | augh, that made a strident battle cry.

The Shadow, again within the mdst of enem es, was giving the fierce
chal | enge that he backed with sizzling slugs frombig gun nuzzl es.

CARDONA saw crooks heel about. They saw The Shadow s cl oaked figure, I|ike
a canoufl aged pattern against the white targets and the bl ack background of
t he
shooting gallery. Those who had rifles ained them Cardona heard the crackle
of
t hose guns.

The Shadow never halted his withering fire. He had the edge agai nst the
dozen who opposed them He was burning bullets into those riflenen and the
mlling throng behind them Gunmen couldn't get the aimthey wanted, amd the
surge of jostling arns and el bows.

Rifles, twisting in | oosened hands, furnished only a scattering of wld
shots that picked tin ducks and clay pipes fromracks behind The Shadow s
shifting shoul ders. Sprawling on their weapons, crooks were out of the fray.



Sone of those behind themtried to snatch up the fallen rifles. Those stoopers
tasted fresh bullets from The Shadow s autonati cs.

The nob broke. Springing forward, The Shadow sl ugged down foenmen who were
trying to grab guns froma rack. He hurled one enptied automatic into the ugly
face of a crouching rifleman who al one renai ned unwounded. He flung the other
.45 at the scattering group on the sidewal k.

Wth a qui ck sweep, The Shadow gathered up a rifle and cleared the
count er
with a | ong vault.

The Shadow s | augh peal ed anew, as he trained the rifle and swng it in a
semcircle toward the scattering nob. Attackers dived for cover, where they
crouched with hands raised in surrender

Tur ni ng, The Shadow began a quick barrage for the end of the bl ock where
Cardona' s detectives had been halted. Quardi ng crooks knew that their
revol vers
could not match that long-range fire. They scattered.

The Shadow rai sed a beckoni ng hand to Joe Cardona. The detective ace
understood the gesture. It was The Shadow s call for the law to take over the
captured shooting gallery; to use the weapons that crooks had planted for
t hensel ves.

Lone- handed, The Shadow had turned the tide in the favor of the |aw

CHAPTER XXI
BRACE MEETS THE SHADOW

THE capture of the arsenal did not nmean that the cause was won. Crooks
had
been faring well beyond the corner that led to the main street. Taxi-driving
t hugs had out maneuvered the police cars. Loose crooks had dug up revol vers
from
many hi dden pl aces.

Joe Cardona and his small group had their hands full, rounding up the
reserve crooks. In addition, they had to guard the shooting gallery. The
problemwas to get word to fighting police, that | oaded weapons could be had
in
plenty. Once those rifles reached the right hands, the law could triunph.

There were crackles froma fresh rifle, handled by The Shadow. Cardona
saw
the cl oaked fighter's plan. The Shadow was firing for the corner of the main
street, to drive off the few crooks clustered there.

They scattered, like the others had. Flinging his rifle across the
counter, The Shadow pi cked up anot her | oaded one that an attacker had let fal
on the sidewal k.

Bef ore Cardona could reach him The Shadow was maki ng | ong strides toward
the main street. He was off to clear the way for hard-pressed police to gain
this outlet. Once they reached the side street, the cops would find the
shooting gallery.

To Cardona, The Shadow s new drive | ooked |ike suicide. Once he reached
the main street, he would be an open target. Crooks would snipe himfrom
anbush. The chance was too desperate, even for The Shadow.

Grabbing a rifle, Cardona shouted for his nen to hold the shooting
gallery. On the run, Joe followed The Shadow.

The instant that The Shadow turned the corner, Cardona could hear the
fresh burst of opposing guns. Wen Joe arrived, he saw that his fears were
realized. There was The Shadow, zigzagging in the mddle of the street, while
snipers tried to clip him

They hadn't done it yet. Those crooks were wary; and the range was | ong.
The Shadow paused suddenly; a shot fromhis rifle nipped a thug who was ai m ng



froma doorway. A twi st; another rifle shot; a second crook spraw ed out from
cover.

Cardona liked that system Fromthe corner, he began long-range fire with
his own rifle. Every sniper that Joe handl ed neant further progress for The
Shadow. |If The Shadow coul d reach the next cross street, victory would be
sure.

It was beyond there that the police were congregated.

Vainly, the cops were firing at the Knightson Building. They couldn't get
cl ose enough to stormthat stronghold; for every surge was answered by a toss
of gas bonbs fromthe w ndow. Ducky had provided those useful missiles; and
every burst of tear gas drove off the police.

Smart headwork on Mart's part. He was baiting the police; keeping them
here until his riflemen showed up. Mart hadn't |earned that the sharpshooters
had failed to get their weapons.

The Shadow s rifle was enpty. He reached a spraw ed sniper; picked up the
fellow s revolver. He seened to tw st hinself away, before another hail of
bull ets cane. Cardona saw hi mdown a crouched gunman with a revolver slot.

Joe chucked his own rifle; took tine out to reload his revol ver. Cardona
was far enough behind The Shadow to reload in safety.

CARDONA saw The Shadow wheel, to fire the one shot remaining in his
revol ver. Joe was hoping that The Shadow had reserve weapons; but doubted that
he woul d have tinme to draw them Cardona's own bullets were gone; his gun
hamrer clicked an enpty chanber. In this pinch, there was no time to rel oad.

The Shadow was wheel i ng away, |osing the precious ground that he had
gai ned; but retreating tactics could not save him In fromthe corner wheel ed
a
pair of taxicabs. From behind The Shadow, three nore cars were com ng up. The
first was a coupe; the next a sedan, the |ast was another taxi.

Killers in those cars could have dropped Cardona where he stood; but they
were after bigger game. They wanted The Shadow. Cars veered as the cl oaked
fighter | eaped to the sidewal k. The coupe was the first to reach him Cardona
saw a gun shoved fromthe w ndow.

It was all up with The Shadow, in Cardona's opinion

The cl oaked fighter nade one |last effort, that seened as futile as it was
heroi c. The Shadow sprang for the coupe, to handle the lone man who was in it.
Wth a side tw st, The Shadow yanked open the door; clanped his other hand
inside to grab the crook's gun

Hi s foeman cane up fromthe wheel. The Shadow | ocked with him inside the
car.

More than a dozen thugs spread around the coupe, to be ready if The
Shadow
won the fray with his | one adversary. Cardona was out of it, for a couple of
extra men had spotted hi mand were punping shots that sent Joe to cover.

The struggle in the coupe finished with the sound of a nuffl ed gunshot.
Bristling guns were | evel ed when the door swung open; but it was not The
Shadow
who stepped forth. Instead, crooks saw Brace Lurbin. The trigger-nman was
wear i ng
a broad grin.

"It took me to get him" boasted Brace. "I told Mart what woul d happen
when | ran into The Shadow Only | thought | wasn't going to get the chance."
Brace paused; he was hol ding one big revolver in his right hand. He

pul | ed
the mate fromhis other hip. Nudging a gun toward the huddled victimin the
coupe, Brace rasped:

"CGet rid of The Shadow, you guys! Stow him sonewhere, if he hasn't
croaked. I'mgoing through to talk to Mart."

Li steners were anmazed. They started to tell Brace that he would have to



shoot his way through a cordon of cops. Brace responded with a sneer

"The Shadow was carvi ng through you guys, wasn't he?" demanded the
trigger-man. "And | got The Shadow, didn't |? See these snoke-wagons?" Brace
rai sed his revolvers with a shake. "They say |I'mgoing up to see Mart!"

BRACE started of f. Wl conmi ng crooks hailed The Shadow s conqueror. Back
at
t he coupe, others were gleefully hauling Brace's victimto the sidewal k. The
Shadow s cl oak was twi sted around the slunped formlike a shroud. Rowdi es
pulled it away and picked up the slouch hat fromthe floor

A thug who tal ked fromthe corner of his mouth was pronpt to identify the
pasty features that the crooks saw

"Chee!" he voiced. "It's Cuckoo Berkell! De guy we t'ought was a sappo,
down at de trailer canp. An' he was De Shadow, all de tine!l"

"Sure," voiced another. "He was foxin' us! Some boob told me he was one
of
t he hopheads that Cardona run out of town. An' himtellin' us he was wid the
nob. "

Sone one growl ed to pack The Shadow into a taxicab. There was life in the
linp shape of "Cuckoo" Berkell. How long it would | ast was a question
particularly in the hands of these sworn enemies to The Shadow. But before the
crooks could start, they had battle on their hands.

Cardona had survived a quick dash back to the corner. Reaching the
shooting gallery, he had spied a couple of autonpbiles swinging in fromthe
trailer canmp. The Shadow s agents were bringing along visiting tourists, after
wi nning the battle anong the trailers.

Cardona had the rifle squad he wanted. He cane around the corner of the
main street at the head of a dozen willing fighters. They saw the |inp,
cl oaked-wrapped figure that was going into the sedan. Rifles blasted a
wi t hering chal | enge.

Mobsters fled under fire. Cardona detailed nmen to carry The Shadow to
safety. Still leading the drive, Cardona neared the Knightson Building in tine
to witness what was going on outside it.

Cops and crooks were exchanging a fusillade of bullets that kept both
forces under cover. Suddenly, a long-linbed battler sprang across the street.
It was Brace Lurbin, his guns spouting |ike vol canoes. The trigger-nman wasn't
stopping to take aim

Brace's shots were neant to keep the police too lowto fire; and they
succeeded. Heads were ducked while bullets whistled over them The police
poked
into sight the nonment that Brace had reached the opposite sidewal k; for half a
second, Cardona thought that they would manage to wing the fell ow.

Then came a fl ock of bonbardi ng gas bonbs fromthe wi ndows of the
buil ding. Aimed for the cops, those mssiles stopped the fire. Ducking, police
| ost their chance to drop Brace. Cardona tried to renmedy it with a rifle shot;
but he couldn't get the range in tine.

One bullet was all Cardona fired. It whined above Brace's head, to
ricochet fromthe building wall. Steel shutters opened from a ground-fl oor
wi ndow, and Brace scranbl ed through. Cardona arrived to take up a nore
i mportant matter: the siege of the building itself.

I NSI DE t he bel eaguered fortress, Brace went upstairs. Crooks were at
every
wi ndow, peering through partly opened shutters, ready to chuck their few
remai ni ng bonbs. They had revol vers, also; but Mart had told themto hold
their
fire for the present.

Brace found Mart in Doc Arland' s office.



"Thanks, Mart," voiced the trigger man. "I knew you'd get the idea when
you saw ne running for it. That tear gas hit just in time. The boys were quick
with the wi ndow, too."

"What're you here for, Brace?" snapped Mart. "I figured you'd bring the
rifle crew That's what we're stalling for."
"I had to get The Shadow," informed Brace. "I nailed him So he's out."

Mart's eyes glistened at the good news. He thwacked Brace on the
shoul der.

"Wth The Shadow t hrough," declared Mart, "it's a cinch! W won't wait
for
the bunch with the rifles. W can handl e Cardona and the cops."

"Except for one thing," corrected Brace. "They've got the rifles, Mart.
Wth a bunch of fighting bozos fromthe trailer camp to use them"

Doc Arland was shoving Ducky Murrick fromthe wi ndow, as Brace spoke. Doc
cl anped the shutters just in tine. The sharp ping that cracked the netal
barrier was followed by a hail of bullets. The sound told Mart that the slugs
had issued fromrifle nuzzles.

"So The Shadow npoched into the shooting gallery, did he?" Mart's
guestion
showed contenpt. "And that makes Cardona think he's got us, huh? W'll show
hi m
what he's got. Trouble, from something worse than rifles!”

Turni ng about, Mart indicated Doc Arland' s electrical equiprment with a
sweep of his arm To Arland and Ducky, he snapped the order

"Unpack the typewiters!™”

The crooks pulled the equi prent apart. The upright standards of
el ectrica
appl i ances were the nuzzl es of nmachine guns, that had |long awaited this
occasion. As other parts fitted into place, the roomlights showed Mart's
smile
of antici pation.

"We' || shove these downstairs," said Mart. "Another shot of tear gas and
we'll make a break for it. They'll hear these typewiters talk!"

The curl at the corner of Brace's |ips showed his relish of the future
But Brace thought of sonething el se.

"What about the stuff in your office, Mart?"

"W gotta pack it," returned the big-shot. "Hop in there and get started,
Brace. I'll cone in and open the safe.”

Brace left. Mart waited to see the machi ne guns set up. He noted Doc
Arland staring puzzled at one nuzzle; then another. Ducky started an
i nspection; gave an excited cry.

"Spi ked!" exclainmed the lieutenant. "Every one of theml There's not a
good
gun in the lot!"

Li ke his lieutenants, Mart stood silent. He heard a rifle bullet snmack
t he
cl osed shutters. That remnmi nder of the present nmenace stirred Mart's nenory of
a
past one. He realized that The Shadow had penetrated to this very office -

days

ago, maybe weeks - to identify the electrical apparatuses as what they
actual ly

ver e.

Power ful , needed weapons were turned to worthless nmetal. Spiked nachi ne
guns were The Shadow s | egacy to Mart Kilgay and his remaining nen of crine.

CHAPTER XXI |

THE BLAZED TRAI L



SAVAGELY, Mart regained his desire for action. He yanked a revol ver from
his hip; told Arland and Ducky to do the sanme. Turning to the door, the
bi g- shot beckoned.

"We're shooting it out!" rasped Mart. "The tear gas; then these rods.

W' ve got gorillas downstairs, all ready to go."

"They'll quit when they know what's happened. Mart," objected Arland.
"You
told themyou' d have machi ne guns."

"Nobody' s got a show agai nst those rifles," added Ducky. "W're through
Mart. That's all."

Mart didn't |lose his confidence. He thunbed along the hall. Hs
i eutenants | ooked toward the door of the rear office.

"You' ve forgotten Brace?" quizzed Mart. "You saw himshoot his way in
here, didn't you? Al one?"

Mart's words brought nods.

"Al'l right," added the |eader. "Wat about going out? He'll do the sane.
Those cops will scatter |ike nonkeys when they see Brace com ng through. But
this time" - Mart's eyes were vicious - "he'll be shooting to kill! Wth us
ri ght behind him"

Mart coul d never have played a better bet. Hs confidence in Brace was
shared by the others. The |lieutenants needed no further order to follow Mart
started for his office, with Arland and Ducky behind him

"Hey, Brace!"

Mart spoke the words as he opened the office door. He stopped to gawk
about. The room was |ighted, but enpty.

Mart was badly puzzled. He hadn't heard Brace go downstairs. The w ndow
was shuttered tightly. Brace couldn't have been clipped by a pot-shot fromthe
rear of the building.

Nevert hel ess, Brace was gone, with no hiding place to hold him The door
of the closet was half open. Inside, Mart could see the cloak and hat of The
Shadow, hanging there. Mart blinked. There was sonething funny about that
cl oak
and hat. They were closer to the door than they bel onged.

As Mart stared, that black garb noved. The cl oak bul ged fromthe shape of
a figure beneath it. Burning eyes shone from beneath the hat brim Like a
mat eri al i zi ng ghost, the form of The Shadow i ssued into |ight. From hi dden
lips, Mart heard a sibilant |augh

d oved hands held mammot h guns; but they were not The Shadow s
automati cs.

They were the .45 revol vers belonging to Brace Lurbin; the snoke-wagons that
Mart had hired to produce The Shadow s deat h!

Rooted, Mart couldn't fathomit; nor could the gawki ng men behind him
Not
until The Shadow deliberately tilted back his head so that they could glinpse
his face. The flattish features that they saw were not the hawklike ones that
runor attributed to The Shadow.

The Shadow s face was the countenance of Brace Lurbin.

| T | ooked masklike, that visage, when crooks realized the truth. Al npst
instantly, riddles were explained. Mart Kilgay understood why Brace had fail ed
to uncover The Shadow. As Brace Lurbin, The Shadow had joined up with Mart's
own outfit.

Qui ck vani shes were expl ai ned. That night in Ducky's storeroom The
Shadow
had arranged his hat and cl oak; then beconme Brace. On another occasion, he had
staged a simlar change in back of the Crystal Theater

Brace hadn't been on a false trail the night of Larnon's murder. He had
been busy at the Park Hotel, perform ng nore kal ei doscopi c changes. As Brace,



The Shadow had divined Dingo's plan for entering the jewelry store. Still in
t he gui se of Brace, The Shadow had added his creepy |augh while follow ng
Mart .

On the night of double crine, The Shadow had an alibi for Brace; the
claim
that he had seen Doc Arland's signhal. Brace hadn't been across the street
wat ching for that flash.

To- ni ght The Shadow, surrounded by crooks, had pounced on the thuggish
driver of a chance coupe. Leaving his cloak and hat with the victim he had
reveal ed hinmself as Brace. Crooks had aided himto penetrate into Mart's
headquart ers!

Earlier, The Shadow had watched the plot devel op agai nst Tom Kni ght son;
he
had heard the plans for Ruth's abduction. He had spi ked both of those noves,
just like the machine guns in Arland' s office.

THE SHADOW was here to clear crooks fromtheir fortress; to save the
l'ives
of dozens of police. As a beginning, The Shadow had Mart covered; but the
bi g-shot saw a chance to preserve hinself at the expense of others.

Heavi ng backward, Mart went between Arland and Ducky, shoving theminto
the doorway. They didn't realize the betrayal. Their guns were up; each
i eutenant was eager to get the first shot at The Shadow.

@ oved fingers tugged revolver triggers. Wth his pair of guns, The
Shadow
beat both crooks to the shot. Mart's l|iving shields sagged away, guns dropping
fromtheir hands. Mart fired, but his slugs found no better target than the
cl oset door. The Shadow was fading while Arland and Ducky fell.

A .45 blasted a bullet through the crack of the open door, to skimMart's
coat sleeve. The crinme |eader did a wild dive and made the stairs. He turned
to
fire; ducked downward when he saw The Shadow s gun muzzl e shove into sight.
Wth
a clatter, Mart headed for the bottomof the stairs.

During that mad race, the big-shot shouted, calling thugs fromtheir
stations to neet The Shadow s drive. They cane, to find The Shadow aim ng for
their doorways. Guns roared a constant fray that Mart still heard when he
reached the ground floor. He rallied the gunmen at the | ower w ndows; chased
themto the stairs.

Fromthe front door, Mart saw the result. Along the entire route, The
Shadow had been droppi ng foenen, always a junp ahead with his aimand fire.
Hs
revol vers were punpi ng downward when the |ast reserves aimed up fromthe
bott om
of the stairs. Mart couldn't see The Shadow, all he could watch was what
happened to his crew

There were four of them withering as they fired. Two sprawl ed before
t hey
could tug their triggers. Athird was sagging as he fired. H s drifting gun
sl amred usel ess bullets into the stairs bel ow The Shadow.

The last man fired savagely; his aimlooked good to Mart. That was
because
t he big-shot couldn't see The Shadow s shift.

Li ke an echo to the thug's shot cane the answer from The Shadow s gun.
The
last of Mart's downstairs crew spilled crazily at the bottom of the steps.

From above cane the chilling cry that reached Mart's marrow. It was the
strident |augh of The Shadow.

Wth a wild yank, Mart pulled back the bar that held the big front door.



He shoved the barrier outward; as it swung, he scooped up a pair of gas bonbs.
He hurled them ahead of him as he dashed out toward the sidewal k. Mart saw
figures scud as the tear gas exploded in the mddle of the street.

On the curb, Mart halted, aimng his gun to open fire. Fromthe doorway
behi nd hi m peered The Shadow. A gl oved hand gripped a revol ver that The Shadow
had picked from beside a fallen crook. The Shadow was ready to drop Mart
before
t he big-shot could pull his trigger

It happened that The Shadow s bul |l et was unneeded.

@uns spoke fromall about, with Mart Kilgay as the common target. Wth
that medl ey of revolver barks and rifle shots, the crook spun crazily,
buffeted
by bullets. The Shadow saw hi mtopple to the gutter. A dozen nmarksnen coul d
t ake
credit for ridding Parkland of that public eneny.

JOE CARDONA was the first to reach Mart's body. Looking toward the door
of
t he buil ding, Joe saw The Shadow approach. Waving his rifle, Cardona notioned
every one back.

Agents of The Shadow saw the nove and knew what it neant. A coupe started
from beyond the corner; The Shadow was standing with Joe Cardona when the car
arrived.

Bri ef words were exchanged. The Shadow expl ai ned the nmanner of his
amazi ng
reappearance. He pointed to the doorway; Cardona knew that the way was cl ear
to
Mart's office. There would be found the evidence that the |law required: stolen
funds, proving Mart's guilt along with Tom s i nnocence. Cardona would find the
secret records of the racket ring.

The Shadow st epped past the bullet-riddled formof Mart Kilgay. The coupe
started with its cl oaked passenger. Herded crooks watched its departure. Those
t hugs were hel pl ess under the guns of police and |oyal fighters fromthe
trailer canp.

Joe Cardona gave his arnms a |ong, wi de sweep. Hats canme fromthe
sweat - streaked foreheads of |[oyal men. Hands waved those hats while rousing
cheers cane from husky throats. Rescued citizens of Parkland, clustered at
many
wi ndows, joined in the shouted acclaimfor The Shadow

As the coupe swung the corner, they received The Shadow s answer. A
gl oved
hand swng a slouch hat fromthe wi ndow, in recognition of the hoarse-voiced
cheers. A shivering laugh trailed weirdly; its fading tone seened to |inger
like a living echo.

To Joe Cardona had conme the realization of a long desire. Oten, in the
past, The Shadow had conquered crine, to turn the credit over to Cardona. By
bani shing evil fromthis city of greed, The Shadow had produced a new success
for Joe Cardona.

At last, Joe was able to return the conplinment. He had provided the
sequel
that he wanted. The Shadow s departure had been no unseen nove, |eaving
not hi ng
but a bl ackened void. The cl oaked conqueror of crime had gone anmid the roars
of
public approval that he had so | ong deserved.

This time, Joe Cardona had passed the credit to The Shadow.

THE END






