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Four Napol eons of crime ruled the city's rackets Iike an enperor of
old--but it was The Shadow who knew where the real power lay: with the Fifth
Napol eon

CHAPTER |
THE CROOKED SHADOW

Two nmen were wal king with disciplined steps along a broad, stone-fl oored
corridor of the State prison of Sing Sing. Their goal was the office of the
war den. The faces of the two men were etched in harsh relief. Their steps nmade
clicking echoes.

One of these nmen was a convict about to be released. H s nanme was
"Lifer" Stone. There was a sneering smle on his face. H s eyes kept watching
his shadow as it slid swiftly ahead of himalong the smooth corridor floor
Hi s shadow was |ike hinself--crooked.

One of Lifer's shoul ders was hunched considerably [ ower than the other
as the result of a police bullet that had ripped into himat the time of his
arrest. H s shadow intensified this deformty.

Lifer's conpani on was the head prison keeper. He flushed as he heard the
convi ct chuckle. He knew what Lifer was thinking. A confirned crimnal with a
vi cious record, he was about to be released in spite of anything the warden
could do. Perhaps underworl d weal th had acconplished this niracle; perhaps
crooked outside influences.

Lifer opened the warden's door hinself. He strode swiftly toward the
desk where a tired-1ooking gray-haired nan sat in the slanting sunshine that
cane through a broad wi ndow behi nd him

"Hi yuh, Toots!"

The trusties, working quietly at typewiters and filing cabinets, gasped
at the effrontery of the grinning ex-convict. The warden's fist clenched and
then rel axed. There was nothing he could do now, and Lifer knew it.

"You got a lousy hotel here, pal! |I can't recommend the dunp; an'
ain't comn back here no nore. | just thought you'd like to know "

"I"'mafraid you are com ng back again, Lifer," the warden said, slowy.
"You're a confirmed and vicious crimnal. You' re being released to-day in
spite of ny recommendation to the contrary. If you'll listen to a few plain
wor ds of advice--"

"Tell this chief screw of yours to unlock the can and | emre out. That's
all I"'minterested in!"

The warden shrugged. Advice was futile. His pen scratched briefly, then
Lifer signed his nane with a scraggly flourish. The warden handed hima crisp
five-dollar bill.

"Thanks for the cigarette dough,"” Lifer sneered. "Look ne up, if you
need a |l oan some tinme. A nonth fromnow, |I'Il have nore jack than you make in
a year!"

H s voice hardened. "And get this, pal! You can tell it to Police
Conmi ssi oner Weston, to inspector Joe Cardona or to any other damm copper
whose health you'd like to protect! It ain't gonna be safe to pester nme, see?
| got friends on the outside! Figure that out any way you like!l"

He turned arrogantly on his heel and followed the head keeper fromthe
room

When he was released into the outside, he hurried swiftly away through
the sunshine, a sinister figure in a cheap suit of clothes and prison-made
shoes. Hi s crooked shadow glided ahead of him



He reached the outskirts of the town of Ossining and noved | eisurely
along toward the distant railroad station. To his left was a brick garage
building with a dingy "TO LET" sign swi nging over its decayed front. He
reached the corner and was turning toward the long hill ahead when suddenly he
halted. A shiver of superstitious awe ran coldly along his spine.

"Lifer Stone! Cone here!"

The command was pitched very |low, alnobst a whisper, but it was a whisper
that carried dearly to the ears of the rel eased convict.

It wasn't the words that frightened Stone. It was the voice itself.

Lifer Stone's own husky voice was calling to himn

LIFER whirled with a frightened oath. The summons cane fromthe head of
a narrow alley that ran between the garage and the building next door. There
was a man lurking there. Only his shadow was visible, stretching flat and
bl ack on the sunlit sidewalk.

Sonet hi ng about that shadow nade the hair crawl on Lifer's scalp. The
head was tilted, the left shoul der hunched oddly. Lifer had heard his own
voi ce; now he was seeing his own shadow

"Lifer Stone--cone here!"

Lifer's hand dropped to his hip before he realized he had no weapon
Terror stiffened him Inch by inch, Lifer forced hinself to walk toward that
projecting shadow of hinmself. He peered around the edge of the brick wall--and
his mouth flew open to enmit a scream of terror

He was staring at the crouched and notionless figure of--hinmself!

Before Lifer could utter a sound, the figure in the alley sprang at him
Hands cl osed on the convict's w ndpipe, strangling himinto silence. He was
dragged down the alley with a powerful jerk. A door in the side of the garage
wal | opened and both men vani shed. The door cl osed.

Qutside in the narrow, dusty alley the sunlight blazed as before. There
was no indication that anything unusual had happened in this unfrequented part
of Gssi ning.

But inside the garage, Lifer Stone was al ready unconscious. Strong
fingers had probed for nerves in the back of his neck, had applied pressure to
them Lifer was out cold.

H s mracul ous doubl e sprang away from himand glided swiftly toward a
tel ephone on a wall bracket. Except for the tel ephone and the grimfigure in
prison-rel ease clothes, the garage was enpty. Lifer No. 2 jerked a watch out

fromthe pocket of his ill-mde suit and glanced at the dial. Then he | aughed.

He had timed and executed his attack with remarkable precision. It stil
| acked sixty seconds till the monent when he intended to make a very inportant
phone call .

H s | aughter made eerie echoes in the enpty garage. Joe Cardona woul d
have recogni zed that sound. So would a score of the toughest crinminals of the
underworl d. Hearing it, they would have cringed. For the mirth that bubbl ed
fromthose grimlips was the om nous |aughter of The Shadow

As the second hand on his watch noved to sixty, The Shadow unhooked t he
t el ephone recei ver and whi spered a nunber. There was a brief pause, then over
the wire cane:

"Bur bank speaking."

"Plan conpl ete. Shipnent ready. Stand by to transmit order in thirty
seconds!"

The Shadow hung up the receiver. The voice with whom he had just tal ked
was that of Burbank, his trusted contact man. Personally unknown to any of The
Shadow s many agents in the ceasel ess war on crinme, Burbank was avail abl e at
any hour of the day or night for the receipt and transm ssion of orders. At
present, the rest was up to two clever agents who were waiting with a swift
sedan not five mles fromthis garage.

The Shadow glided toward the rear wall. Hi s armand hand seened scarcely
to nove, yet in an instant he was gone. A door painted to resenble stone had
slid open for an instant, revealing a small recess within the wall. Then it



cl osed without a click

The eyes of The Shadow, watching at a tiny peephole, were able to
observe the notionless body of Lifer Stone, and beyond himthe | ocked street
entrance of the garage.

FOR not nmany over five mnutes, The Shadow s watch ticked faintly in his
open palm Then he nodded slightly and placed it in his pocket. He had hardly
done so when there was a sound outside the garage.

A car was drawing to a stop. A man outside unl ocked the street door and
slid it open. A taxi drove in.

The man at the door closed it and hurried to the unconsci ous ex-convi ct
on the floor. He lifted Lifer in a strong grip and placed himin the rear of
the taxi. He was hel ped at his task by the cab driver, a thin, nondescript man
with steady eyes.

"O K dyde?"

"All set, Me."

There was no further talk. Me slid behind the wheel of the taxi. A lap
robe in the back covered the unconscious captive. The garage door was opened
once nmore by the man called Cyde. Me drove the car out with deft speed and
the door slid shut and was | ocked on the outside. The whine of the taxi
di mi ni shed down the street.

The sibilant |aughter of The Shadow echoed as he stepped from his hiding
place in the paneled wall. He knew he could depend inplicitly on the loyalty
and obedi ence of those two resolute kidnapers. The thin man at the wheel of
the cab was Mde Shrevnitz, the smartest taxicab driver in New York. The ot her
man was Cl yde Burke, of the O assic, best known of New York's newspaper
reporters.

Bot h were agents of The Shadow. They woul d keep Lifer Stone out of
circulation, until they heard from The Shadow.

The Shadow did not |eave the garage i medi ately. There was still anple
time before the train would arrive at the Gssining station to take himto New
York in the guise of Lifer Stone. To travel there in the body and the clothing
of Lifer Stone was The Shadow s gri m purpose.

H's plan was a far-reaching one. It had to do with the crimna
activities of a group of millionaire racketeers who called thensel ves "The
Four Napol eons." The Shadow was not deceived by the title. He knew that five,
not four, was the correct nunmber of these wealthy | awbreakers. Behind them
directing them was a Fifth Napol eon

To find and destroy this Fifth Napol eon was the reason for The Shadow s
strange disguise. He was planning to fight crine with crine, to penetrate into
the lairs of the underworld fromthe inside.

There was al ready another menace to the Napol eons. "Tiger" Mrsh! Like
the Fifth Napol eon, Tiger Marsh was a crimnal enigma to the police. Al that
was known about himwas that he had energed suddenly as a power in Manhattan
he had given defiance to the Four Napol eons and was prepared to west from
themthe rich spoils of thievery. A vast undercover war inpended.

The rel ease of Lifer Stone from Sing Sing was undoubtedly part of the
war .

Sonebody wanted to use his evil wits and his nurderous gun

But Lifer Stone was no | onger headed for New York. The Shadow was taking
his place. He was deliberately courting death, and he knew it.

THE SHADOW sl i pped out the side door into the alley and began to wal k
toward the railroad station. It was alnost tinme for the train to arrive when
he reached the depot. People took one swift |look at his clothing and his
pallid face and edged away.

The conductor on the train gave The Shadow a sharp | ook when he took his
ticket. As he noved along the aisle, The Shadow coul d see hi m whi spering
furtively to some of the passengers. He knew what the conductor was saying:

"See that fellow back there in the corner seat by hinself? He's a



convict! Mist have been just released fromSing Sing! You can always tell by
their faces. Dead white--like a fish's belly."

The Shadow had used a special bleaching liquid on his skin, to convince
people like that conductor. But it would not be so sinple when he arrived in
Grand Central Station in New York. Unless he was m staken, |nspector Joe
Cardona woul d be there. Crooks, too; perhaps the very ones who had arranged
the real Lifer's release

Wth his pallid face turned toward the w ndowpane, The Shadow wat ched
the | andscape fly past. He knew he had deliberately entered upon one of the
nost dangerous exploits of his whole career

He was pitting hinmself against the power of the Fifth Napol eon

CHAPTER I I.
DOUBLE DANGER

RALPH WESTON, police conmm ssioner of New York City, stared grimy at the
three nen assenbled in his office at police headquarters. H's nouth was tight,
his jaw line rigid.

" Car dona?"

"Sorry, conmissioner. Not a single lead, so far. Not even the shred of a
cl ue! Not hing!"

"Judge?"

"No success. | have, as you know, a dozen of the brightest young | egal
i nvestigators in the city on ny staff. They've failed to uncover a single
penny of the millions in racket noney that we know The Four Napol eons have

extorted fromfrightened business nen. No income tax has been paid on that
vast sum The trouble is to locate it--and to prove ownership. Unfortunately,
we have been able to do neither.”

"“"M. Daniel?"

"I guess I'Il have to say ditto. |'ve got every reporter | can spare
assigned to investigate the racket situation. Nothing but runmors, and al
phony when we succeed in running them down."

Joe Cardona scratched a match with a vicious spurt and Iit a cigar. H's
swart hy face showed anger. Cardona regarded every crimnal outside of jail as
a personal insult to hinself. He was the city's ace detective, acting
i nspector in the departnent, and the strong right arm of Comm ssioner Weston

The man call ed "judge" was ol der than Cardona. He | ooked nore the
student type, as if he had spent nany years poring over |egal opinions and
court docunents. But his eyes were like cold crystal. H s name was Paul
Sherman. He had been appointed by the governor as a special district attorney
to prosecute and convict racketeers.

The third man at the conm ssioner's conference was Fred Daniel. He was
there as nmanagi ng editor of the New York C assic, the newspaper on which C yde
Burke was a star reporter.

Dani el was a dynam c newspaper man, whose rise had been swift and
dramatic. Under his able direction, the paper was wagi ng an aggressive
crusadi ng policy against crine and crimnals. Daniel was the youngest man in
the room handsonme, and alert to his finger tips. He was engaged to nmarry
Judge Shernman's daughter

The purpose that had drawn these nen together for a conference of war
was a brief news itemfrom Sing Sing prison. A convict naned Lifer Stone had
been suddenly rel eased and was on his way to New York. To Weston and Cardona,
this fact seemed enornously significant. But Fred Daniel was inclined to pay
smal | attention to it.

"Akiller--yes," he said curtly. "But hardly a big-shot. Gentlenen;
we're after bigger game than a punk like Lifer!™

"You mean The Four Napol eons, of course," Weston said.

Joe Cardona nodded in agreemnent.

He was thinking of four ugly names: Charlie Boston; M ke Hanmmer; Andy



Martin; Con Platt. These were the successful racketeers who enjoyed the
underwor |l d ni ckname of The Four Napol eons.

The ni ckname came fromtheir physical appearance. Pudgy, well-fed,
sl eek, they preyed on the entire city with four well-regul ated rackets.

H gh-priced | awers protected their gunmen and collectors. Their take ran into
mllions. Yet none of the four paid a cent of inconme tax.

When arrested and exam ned, they showed incones of |less than five
t housand api ece, and expenses that |eft the governnment ow ng them noney. They
had no occupati on except to hang around ni ght clubs. Their incomes cane from
l ucky bets at the race track, or so they said. It was inpossible to prove
ot herw se.

None of them had the brains or ability to have organi zed the vast net of
city-w de rackets they headed. They snirked when they were called The Four
Napol eons. But they | aughed | oudest when underworl d whi spers suggested the
possibility of a Fifth Napol eon--a sinister genius of crime who directed their
activities.

A Fi fth Napol eon?

"Don't be silly!" Charlie Boston sneered at the police, when he was
guest i oned.

CHARLI E was the slickest and nost tal kative of the four. He was al so the
fondest of wonmen and liquor. Con Platt was the greedy one. M ke Hammer was the
toughest. Andy Martin the neanest.

Their characters and physical appearance were an open book to Judge
Sherman. But to find the definite evidence that would smash their rackets and
send themto jail--that was sonething not so easy. In fact, so far, it had
been i npossi bl e.

It was further conplicated by the sinister figure of a rival nobl eader
naned Tiger Marsh. Tiger Marsh was |like the Fifth Napol eon, a figure al nost
| egendary. Bit by bit, his nane had | oomed across the underworld, until now he
controlled a nmob al nost as powerful as the entrenched racketeers.

War had broken out between Tiger and the Fifth Napol eon, for supremacy.
Seven men had al ready been nurdered--two of theminnocent citizens who had
been shot down before they could escape fromthe fusillade of nobster bullets.

Rurmor was all that Comni ssioner Weston and Joe Cardona had to go by.
Reports agreed that Tiger Marsh was a tall, powerfully built man, with a shock
of red hair, and eyes like blue ice. H's place of headquarters, the source of
his wealth, were unknown. But his grimdeclaration of war against the Fifth
Napol eon was no secret. Four of the nmobsters killed in the | ast week were
menbers of Tiger's nob."

Joe Cardona had been chewing grimy on his cigar while the buzz of talk
went on.

"There's only one way to get a toehold on this case, and that's to find
the man that both gangs are eager to hire. | nmean to find him-and nmake the
rat tal k!"

"Who's that?" Fred Daniel asked in his quiet voice.

"Lifer Stone. He was released from Sing Sing to-day by some crooked
hocus-pocus. He's due at Grand Central in a half hour. \When he gets off the
train, 1'mgoing to be there. I'lIl have this Lifer Stone in custody so quick
that--"

"You can't arrest a man nerely because he's an ex-convict," Fred Dani el
pointed out with a faint smile.

"That's true. But there are some new | aws on the books that will give ne
a nice handle to work with. Don't forget it's against the law for a man to
consort with known crimnals.”

The newspaper editor gave a brief nod of conprehension

"I"ve got a hunch," Joe continued, "that Lifer Stone will be nmet at the
station by a henchman of the gang that sprung himfromjail. If the two try a
qui ck sneak together, I'mgoing to trail themand find out where they go. If

they get wise to ne, I'lIl arrest themboth, toss "emin the can and see what a



little sweating will do!"

Cardona cl apped his derby on his head, nodded a brisk farewell to the
others, and left the roomw th a quick step

"I'd prefer not to have any one arrested until | have the evidence for a
cl ear-cut case against these killers,"” Judge Sherman nurmnured.

"Leave that to Joe Cardona,"” Weston replied, dryly. "Sonetimes it takes
an arrest to get evidence. |'mhoping Joe will attend to both details."

THE SHADOW noved slowly with the crowd that drifted up the ranp fromthe
train platformto the vast open concourse of Grand Central Station. He entered
the waiting roomand began to wal k aim essly about, as though killing tinmne.

Al most i mredi ately, he becane aware that a nan on one of the benches was
interested in him The fellow | aid down the newspaper he had been readi ng and
began to drift unobtrusively across the room

The Shadow recognized himwith a thrill of satisfaction. He was a snmooth
crook named "Tick" Miurphy. The Shadow knew him for what he was--a "fixer," a
smart underwor !l d go-bet ween.

As Tick Murphy stepped cl oser, he gave The Shadow a swift scrutiny. H's
voi ce was barely audible:

"Hello, Lifer! Welcome to the big town!"

"Who says |'m Lifer?" The Shadow spoke briefly fromthe corner of his
nmouth. Hi s words were sullen

"Don't be that way, pal," Tick said quickly. "lI've got a proposition for
you. Big dough froma big-shot! Let's get out of here and grab a cab."

"Never mind the cab. Spill your stuffl™

Tick's eyes veered nervously. There was no sign of any plain-clothes nen
around, but he was afraid to linger in a public spot with a convict just
rel eased from Sing Sing.

"O K W'Ill talk outside. Tail ne."

He handed Lifer a cigarette, for the benefit of any casual observers,
and left himabruptly. The Shadow fol |l owed. Hi s purpose was twofold. Hs
di sgui se had fooled Tick, but he was not sure yet whether it was good enough
to fool the police

The absence of detectives in the station puzzled him He had expected
Cardona to be there. He wanted to test his appearance on the sharp eyes of
Joe. That was why he insisted on trailing Tick Murphy on foot, rather than
taking a cab. He had a shrewd hunch that Cardona was sonewhere in the
nei ghbor hood.

A coupl e of blocks to the east, Tick Mirphy halted, glanced back, and
vani shed into a dark doorway. The Shadow did not follow him He waited outside
until Tick emerged, |ooking angry and suspi ci ous.

"What's the idea? We can't talk out here!”

"Here or no place, pal. There's plenty of guys hate ny guts. Maybe your

boss is one of "em | ain't takin' no chances."
"O K" Tick shrugged. "Ever hear of The Four Napol eons?"
"Maybe. "
"Maybe, hell! It's the biggest nob in town and you know it!"

"How much dough for nme if | tie in?"

"Wite your own ticket. They need your trigger finger and they' |l pay
big prices. They have al ready, dope! Who do you think sprung you out of the
bi g house?"

"I wouldn't know. "

"Well. I"'mhere to tell you--
"Here comes trouble! Watch yoursel f!"

Hi s voi ce broke off suddenly. He swore

THE SHADOW knew what the trouble was when he saw a familiar figure
wal ki ng briskly toward them It was Joe Cardona.

"Hello, Tick! Hello, Lifer!" was Joe's greeting. "I thought |I'd give you
boys a chance to talk things over before | laid the finger on you."

There was fury in Tick Murphy's hard smle. But his voice remained calm



"Go roll your hoop, dick! You got nothing on either of us."

"No?" Cardona ignored him He kept his grimeyes on The Shadow. There
was hostility and contenpt in his gaze. The Shadow knew he had passed the
second identification test successfully, even before Joe spoke.

Then Cardona chuckl ed. He said, "You should have studied | aw while you
were in the can, Lifer. They've passed sone neat ones while you were up the
river. For instance"--his voice hardened--"it's against the | aw nowadays for a
crook to be found consorting with a known crimnal. |'mtaking you two punks
down to headquarters for a little chat."

"Try and make me tal k," Tick grow ed.

"Maybe you won't," Cardona admitted, with that same grin of triunph on

his dark features. "But 1'll bet apples that Lifer will! He'll tell us what
you were propositioning himabout--or he'll go right back up the river! And
this tinme he'll stick!"

Joe crowded close to Lifer and began to frisk himexpertly. Tick swayed
backward as if he were cowed. Suddenly, his hand darted from his pocket. There
was a netallic glitter as his clenched fist struck Cardona a terrific blowin
back of the ear.

Cardona went down like a felled ox. Tick slipped brass knuckles from his
uncl enched hand. They were streaked w th bl ood.

"Quick!" he snarled. "Let's go!"

Both nmen whirl ed. Cardona |ay unconscious on the sidewal k. Tick was
j erking anxiously at the supposed convict's arm The Shadow had to go through
with his grimbluff, or ruin his whole plan of canpaign. It had cost hima
grimeffort not to interfere with the attack on Joe. But to have interfered
woul d have been to tip his fake identity to both Joe and Tick

He nade up his mind instantly, and started to flee with his crooked
conpani on.

It was too |ate. People had w tnessed the savage attack. Wnen were
scream ng. Men were racing fromthe corner toward the pair.

In the quick confusion, The Shadow cleverly contrived to separate
hi nsel f from Ti ck. He saw the murderous go-between | eap, gun in hand, toward
the startled driver of a parked taxicab. The gun went into the driver's back
The car rocketed around the corner, driving people out of its path |ike
flushed quail.

A pedestrian who tried to nmenorize the cab's nunber went down in the
gutter with a bullet through his body.

FOR a precious second or two, The Shadow was unobserved.

He darted into the dark doorway behind himand raced at top speed to the
rear entrance of the house. He sprinted across the back yard and swung over a
fence. Down an alley he sped, and through a di mwhitewashed cellar. He energed
on a quiet street and glanced swiftly up and down. Then he wal ked quietly to a
light delivery truck that was parked at the curb, got in and drove away.

The Shadow stayed with the truck for ten mnutes. He figured it would
take that |ong before the real driver becanme aware of the theft and warned the
police. Ten minutes' |eeway was plenty for The Shadow

He left the truck in front of a corner coffee pot and went in through
t he avenue entrance. But he didn't stay inside. He left by a side door and
ducked down a near-by subway entrance. Another ten minutes and he was entering
a cheap hotel, nodding neaningfully to the clerk behind the shabby desk.

The clerk's nod was as grimas The Shadow s. Everything had been
arranged beforehand. The clerk expected Lifer Stone. He handed him a room key,
and his voice drifted warningly into the guest's ear as The Shadow bent cl ose
over the desk for an instant.

"I'"ve given you a roomin the rear. Second floor back, on an alley. Fire
escape handy for a quick scram"

"Swel Il What about a rod?"

"@un and amunition on a shelf in the clothes closet."

The swi ft interchange of whispers had taken only an instant. There were



a few ugly | ooking | oungers hangi ng around the dusty | obby of this thieves

fl ophouse, but none of them showed any interest in the new arrival. The Shadow
was protected by the power of Lifer Stone's reputation as a killer with a
nasty tenper. None of these crooks would butt in on himunless he deliberately
gave themthe high sign

The Shadow nmuttered thanks. Wth a scow and a hunch of his left
shoul der, he shanbl ed past the elevator and clinbed a flight of narrow stairs
to the second floor. He inserted his key into the |ock and entered a bare room
that contained only a bed and a cheap bureau

The wi ndow was open and he gl anced out and made sure that the fire
escape led to the rear alley, as the clerk had pron sed.

The Shadow sniled grimy, as he strode to the closet to get the gun and
ammunition waiting for him

But as he jerked the door open he becane suddenly still. A man was
crouched inside. An automatic pistol pointed steadily at The Shadow s heart.

"Cet 'emup, Lifer!"

The face of the man with the weapon was |ike cold ice. The Shadow
recogni zed a crimnal antagonist.

"Back up and turn around!"

A qui ck pal mthrust along The Shadow s body convi nced the gunman that
Li fer was unarned

"Sit down on that bed. | want to talk to you!"

"Don't get excited, pal," cane The Shadow s words in Lifer's tones. "I'm
open for a proposition from The Four Napol eons, but not if they're going to
get tough about it! Besides, |'ve already talked with Tick Mirphy. You're
|ate, pal."

"Yeah?"

The intruder's gun renai ned om nously steady. Hi s chuckle was |ike a
croon of death.

"You're takin' a little walk down that fire escape with me. The guy |
work for ain't so sure about you. He thinks maybe you nmight be a stooge for
t he cops."

"He nust be a sap! W is he?"

"Ti ger Marsh! How do you |ike that?"

The Shadow didn't answer. He sat perfectly quietly on the edge of the
bed, watching the om nous nuzzle of the nobster's gun. He had no intention of
bei ng ki dnapped, and led like a | anb to sl aughter

But he was entirely unarned.

CHAPTER |11 .
THE FI FTH NAPOLEON

Four men sat lolling in deep leather chairs in the electric-lit silence
of a strange bl ank-wall ed room

The roomin which these men sat had neither doors nor wi ndows. They had
arrived, one by one, froma secret elevator whose vertical shaft was conceal ed
in one of the sonber walls. A certain earthy snmell in the air suggested that
t he chanber night be many feet underground.

Plenty of nmoney had been spent on the arrangements for this snug retreat
for crooks. It was, in fact, the focal point of the organized crimnal rackets
of New York. Police would have had no trouble identifying the four
wel | -dressed scoundrels who sat in their chairs waiting with an air of grim
expect ancy.

The Four Napol eons!

The man with the expensive cigar in his fat fingers was Charlie Boston
head of the arson racket. Next to himwas Con Platt. Con controlled, through
his killers and collectors, the rich pickings that cane frommllions of tons
of foodstuff that rolled daily through the freight yards to feed the hungry
maw of a vast netropolis.



M ke Hammer took toll from builders and | abor unions. Andy Martin was
the czar who bl ed nmerchants and storekeepers and restaurant owners--and killed
themw th hired triggernmen when they tried to resist his demands.

The secret of their crimnal power lay not in thenselves, but in the
organi zi ng geni us of another man. Their gl ances kept noving toward the bl ank
wal | behind an enpty desk that stood al one.

They were waiting for the arrival of the Fifth Napol eon

Suddenly, there was a faint humm ng sound. The wall behind the desk slid
open. It noved slowy because it was nmade of solid-steel. The hum came from a
conceal ed notor.

A figure appeared. He noved into view like a pillar of crimson flame. He
was robed fromhead to foot in scarlet, the deep color of blood. H's face was
hi dden behind a silken red mask. He wore scarlet slippers and gl oves.

For a second, the slitted eyeholes in the mask surveyed the four nen in
the leather chairs. There was utter silence in the room Then the Fifth
Napol eon glided to the chair behind the desk

Suddenl y, he spoke. Hi s voice was the tremul ous, high-pitched quaver of
a very old nman

"Napol eon No. 1--report!"”

Charlie Boston cleared his throat nervously. He gave a full account of
his activities for the past twenty-four hours and the amount of oot his
racket had coll ected. The robed | eader nodded, and nmade a notation in a small
| eat her - covered book

"Napol eon No. 2!"

M ke Hammer answered pronptly. Con Platt foll owed. Then Andy Martin. The
staggering sunms they reported were entered in the book by their unknown
| eader. He chuckled, and slid the book into a pocket inside the lining of his
r obe.

"Everything is going very nicely, gentlenmen--including the probl em of
M. Lifer Stone!"

AN el ectric tension seenmed to flowinto the quaver of the Fifth
Napol eon's voi ce. Whether his extrene age was a disguise or not, he radiated
power and triunph. The four rogues who had becone mllionaires by follow ng
his orders and doing his bidding, sat stiffly alert

"As | anticipated," the Fifth Napol eon whi spered in his squeaking voi ce,
"Lifer Stone arrived to-day at Grand Central, having been rel eased from Si ng
Sing by a power he doesn't yet understand. He was net by an agent, who tried
to conduct himto us for a conference. That agent failed!"

There was an audible murmur fromthe tense listeners. To have a henchman
fail on a job mght be to incur the displeasure of their grimcrinson-robed
| eader. Yet none of the four dared to ask the Fifth Napol eon for the nanme of
the culprit.

"The penalty for failure is death!" the ugly whisper continued. "Let it
be a warning for the future. The agent who failed us has been traced and is
dead! Forget himand listen carefully to what | have to say."

For the next few mnutes, the four pudgy racket |eaders listened to an
amazi ngly accurate account of what had happened to Lifer Stone, fromthe
nmonent he had arrived at Grand Central up to the instant he had fled fromthe
unconsci ous body of Joe Cardona.

"I"'mnot at all sure about this man Lifer," the Fifth Napol eon
continued, harshly. "H s actions since his release fromjail have been
peculiar. | suspect the influence of a powerful opponent, who has sworn he
intends to destroy us and take over the profitable rule of the underworld in
this city."

"Tiger Marsh!" Charlie Boston snarl ed.

"Exactly! Have any of you found out anything definite about Tiger's
physi cal appearance or where his headquarters nmay be?"

There was silence, until M ke Hamrer spoke.

"Not hi ng," he grow ed, "except the runors |'ve already reported to you.



Tiger is supposed to have made nmillions racketeering in Detroit. He's tied up
every crook in the city who isn't already a nenber of our organization. W' ve
tried to bribe sone of themto get a line on his headquarters. No |uck on
that. Either they don't know, or they're afraid to tell.

"As for the appearance of Tiger--the runors say that he's a tall man,
with flam ng-red hair and deep-bl ue eyes."

The robed | eader took a sheet of paper fromhis desk and tore it slowy
into four equal pieces. He scraw ed a mark on one of them folded the four
scraps of paper and shuffled them Then he handed a paper to each of his four
| i eutenants.

They exam ned them carefully, each shielding his own in the holl ow of
his palm It was inpossible to tell fromtheir expressi ons who had received
t he marked paper.

"The man who has received the black cross,"” the Fifth Napol eon said,
"will find and bring here, to this headquarters the convict known as Lifer
Stone. | want to see himface to face. If he really intends to work for us, as
he promi sed, | want to know that. If he's a treacherous liar and is already
hooked up with Tiger Marsh, | have the instrunents of torture to find out."

"Do you think it's safe to bring himhere, even blindfol ded?" Con Platt
asked.

The Fifth Napol eon's | aughter was shrill.

"Lifer will be subjected to scientific deception every nonment of the
time he is here. The earthy odor fromthose concealed air vents will tell him
instantly that he is in a cavern deep under the earth. The el evator in which
he will be brought here is a nodern one, conpletely enclosed. It will be
i npossible for him-even if he were not blindfol ded--to know whether he is
goi ng up or down! We've made tests ourselves and we know

"Then there's the little matter of the subway train overhead."

H s crinmson hand noved out of sight under the edge of his desk. He
pressed a conceal ed button. It was an exact duplication of the thunderous roar
of a subway train. The Fifth Napol eon waited an instant, then he pressed a
second button. The roar of the train was repeated--only, this tinme, it was a
train passing overhead fromthe opposite direction

Con Platt chuckl ed; he was satisfied. So were the others.

THE Fifth Napol eon rose fromhis desk. He glided toward the wal |
opposite the spot where the el evator shaft was conceal ed. There was a snall
knob projecting fromthe surface and the crinson-robed | eader noved it with a
deft twi st of his gloved hand.

Instantly, a panel slid aside, and brilliant sunlight flooded the diny
it chanber. A wi ndow was reveal ed. Beyond the wi ndow was the open sweep of
bl ue sky and the distant pinnacles of tall skyscrapers.

"Thirty-five stories in the air," the Fifth Napoleon nmuttered. "I defy
Lifer Stone or any one else to discover the truth!"

The deceptive panel over the w ndow cl osed wi thout sound. The Fifth
Napol eon went back to his desk. Under his bl ood-red robe and mask he wal ked
with the solid tread of a young, heavily built man. But his bent shoul ders and
the thin squeak of his voice told a different story.

The true secret to his hidden identity was unknown to the four well-fed
i eutenants who served him

They waited to be dismissed fromthe conference. One of themwas charged
with the task of bringing Lifer Stone back to this sinister room

"Napol eon No. 1!" the thin voice said.

Charlie Boston rose without a word and | eft the roomby the secret
el evator. Five m nutes passed.

"Napol eon No: 2!"

M ke Hammer departed with the sane absolute silence. Then Con Pl att
left; and after him Andy Martin.

The Fifth Napol eon rose slowy to his feet. He glided toward the wall at
the rear of his desk. He lifted no hand, nade no notion whatever, yet there



was a faint whirring sound and the steel barrier slid aside. Hi s scarlet robe
vani shed and the wall again becanme bl ank and solid.

He | eft behind only the echo of a laugh. There was no squeak in it, no
thin quaver of an aged man. It was deep, full-toned, filled with the strength
of yout hful 1ungs.

The Fifth Napol eon was far fromdecrepit, either physically or nentally.
Had The Shadow heard that chall engi ng | augh he woul d have known instantly he
was facing the hardest battle of his career--against a genius of crime in the
prime of life!

CHAPTER | V.
FLAME AND WATER.

THE SHADOW at this precise instant, was facing death froman automatic.

Qpposite himin a cheap hotel roomstood a tensed killer. The gunman was
a henchman of Tiger Marsh. He stared along the barrel of his weapon at the
fake Lifer Stone.

"CGet up off that bed! Walk over to the w ndow "

The Shadow got up slowy. He was trying to bluff for tinme. He kept his
gaze away fromthe cl oset door, where he knew a | oaded gun was |ying waiting
for himon the top shelf.

The nobster's gun jerked sideways.

"Take it nice and slow over to that wi ndow Down the fire escape to the
alley. There's a guy waitin' bel ow-so no nonkey business, if you wanta neet
Ti ger Marsh in one piece!"

There was no chance whatever for The Shadow to nake a dive for the
cl oset door and his waiting gun. He stepped over the window sill to the
fire-escape platform The back alley was deep in shadow. Across a rear yard
was the blank brick surface of a warehouse wall. Down below, a nan waited in
t he shadow of the wall. Hi s gun made a | unp under the |oose flap of his
unbutt oned coat .

The Shadow reached the bottomfire-escape platform He dropped ten feet
to the pavenent of the alley. The man bel ow sprang close. A gun stuck grimy
into The Shadow s ri bs.

"O. K. Digger?" the second thug whispered.

"Yeah. Let's go!"

They squeezed past a pile of enpty ash cans and out into the sunlight of
a side street. Cars were parked along the curb, and there were a few
pedestrians nmoving in both directions. But no one noticed anything peculiar
about the three men who wal ked so closely together toward a sedan that was
waiting at the curb.

"Int" "Digger" said. "Eddie, you take the wheel. I'Il shove this mug in
t he back."

Suddenl y, The Shadow seemed to col |l apse. Hi s body dropped to the
paverent. He had heard the om nous roar of an approachi ng automobile. Qut of
the corner of his eye, he had seen the jutting nuzzle of a Tommy gun

Digger saw it an instant after The Shadow. He screaned a shrill warning
to Eddie. Their guns swung upward.

But the split-second of delay was all the hijacking car needed. The
scarlet flare fromthe pistols of Tiger Marsh's henchmen was drowned in the
stuttering pap-pap-pap of the Tormy gun. Digger's bullet shattered a
second-story wi ndow in the buil ding opposite. Eddie had no chance to fire at
all.

He pitched headlong to the sidewal k, his face stream ng bl ood. D gger
whirl ed, took three drunken steps toward the alley and went down |ike a bundle
of rags.

The orders of the Fifth Napol eon were being grimy carried out by
shar p-shooting hijackers. They had no intention of losing Lifer Stone to Tiger
Mar sh



THE thug with the Tonmy gun sprang to the pavenment and began to rush
toward The Shadow

It was a bad mi stake. Wile Eddie was gasping his |ast breath, The
Shadow was rolling behind his prone body, snatching the pistol fromhis |inp
hand.

He used Eddi e's dead body as a horizontal shield. Slugs ripped over The
Shadow s head and spattered against the brick wall behind him But The
Shadow s gun was blazing now. It roared twi ce--so fast that the two shots
sounded |i ke the | ong-drawn echo of one.

A blue hole flicked into the forehead of the advancing killer. Another
bullet ripped away two front teeth and crashed through the back of his skull

The Tommy gun fell from his hands. He stood swaying on his toes for a,
ghastly instant. Then he was down and The Shadow was racing toward the
hijacker's car. The Tommy gun was cradled at his chest for fast shooting.

A bull et whistled past The Shadow s ear. Another singed the flesh of his
bent forearm But the chauffeur of the nobster sedan was firing wildly. Before
he coul d steady his aim he crunpled under the wheel of the car

The Shadow tossed the smoking Tormy gun inside the back of the sedan. He
grasped the wheel. A kick of his foot and the idling nmotor roared. He pushed
out the body of the chauffeur

He was still in a desperate predicanent. Down the street a policeman was
racing swiftly forward. The Shadow sent two bullets from Eddie's pistol at the
panting bluecoat. He fired high. H s purpose was nerely to slow up the cop and
force himto take cover

He succeeded in this strategy. The cop pivoted and threw hinsel f behind
the protection of an ash can

Strai ght eastward The Shadow drove, roaring recklessly through avenue
traffic. Behind him he heard the explosion of pistol fire. A taxicab had
taken up the dangerous chase. The cop whom The Shadow had nonentarily
outwi tted was hangi ng precariously to the running board of the taxi, punping
bull ets toward the vani shing sedan

From t he avenue The Shadow had just crossed cane the sound of a
screamng siren. A police car, attracted by the shooting, was racing to the
aid of the |lone bluecoat on the taxi's running board.

The Shadow knew he was pocketed. Four bl ocks ahead of himwere the piers
and wharves of the East River. A turn north or south into the heavy traffic of
trucks and drays would nean al nost instantly a crashing collision and the end
of The Shadow s life in a hail of police gunfire.

The cops had recogni zed the chemical "prison pallor" of the fugitive's
face. They had noted the crooked | eft shoul der. They had recogni zed Lifer
Stone, a convict for whoma general police alarmwas out for the assault on
| nspect or Car dona.

The Shadow gave them no chance to close up the gap of a block or so that
separ ated pursuers and pursued. As he whizzed toward the East River, he
i ncreased his reckl ess speed. He drove onto a wharf at sixty mles an hour

Longshoremen and stevedores sprang aside with oaths of terror as the
roaring sedan raced straight for the stringpiece at frightful speed.

The Shadow s face peered sideways for the space of a split-second. He
saw a gravel barge nmoored in the slip alongside the shore end of the pier. In
anot her instant, the sedan struck the stringpiece at the end of the pier with
a crash that blew out both front tires.

The car bounced upward. It flew far out over the surface of the river,
turning conpletely over in md-air. It struck upside down with a trenendous
spl ash.

THE SHADOW braced hinself for that splash. He had wiggled upright as
the car turned over. He was clutching the sill of the opened wi ndow as it
struck the water. He could feel the tremendous inpact and the swift roaring of
bubbl es past his submerged ears.



One | eg was al ready outside the wi ndow franme, but The Shadow still hung
grimy to his grip. He wanted to sink deep with the car before he let go. To
rise too swiftly to the surface would ruin his intent.

He felt a heavy jounce as the roof of the overturned car struck the
bottom Black mud swirled past his w de-open eyes. He dived free, avoiding the
nmry bottom bel ow hi m

He swam toward the overhang of the pier; using a powerful breast stroke
to pull himalong under the surface of the water. Hi s |legs thrashed without a
stop until his lungs were al nost bursting. He expelled the air slowy until a
sudden upward tilt brought his head above water

He was in profound darkness under the flooring of the pier. Beside him
was the black hull of the gravel barge. He could hear faint yells and the
thunp of racing feet on the planks above his head. Cops and | ongshorenmen were
racing toward the stringpi ece where the sedan had made its fatal plunge.

The Shadow took a deep breath. Again he dived. He swam around the stern
of the barge, keeping well below the surface. Between the barge's stern and
the piling that protected the end of the slip was a scumy space of water
about two feet wide. The head of The Shadow energed in this tiny area. He
gl anced upward.

No faces were visible fromeither the stern of the barge or the street.
Every one within earshot had rushed out to the end of the pier, drawn by the
tremendous splash of the wecked sedan

A rope dangled fromthe barge. It didn't quite reach the level of the
wat er, but The Shadow, by a quick thrash of his powerful |egs, nmanaged to
catch the dangling end and hold tight. He went hand over hand up the rope.

The squat structure of the barge's cabin shielded his dripping figure
fromthe pier. He rolled out of sight behind the coanming. But only for an
i nstant .

Craw ing swiftly on hands and knees, he reached the open hold, where
tons of gravel lay. He squirned over a tinber and I et hinmself drop. The | oose
gravel slid away under his feet like polished rice. Lying flat, he burrowed
deeper.

The gravel slid over him hiding himconpletely. He kept his pal ms over
his mouth and nose so that he might have a tiny pocket in which to breathe.

He coul d hear shouts and orders fromthe distant pier head. Qut there,
police were diving into the river in a grimsearch for the drowned body of
Lifer Stone. Cranped, bruised and aching, The Shadow smled. He closed his
eyes and rel axed his muscles in order to conserve his tired strength.

CHAPTER V.
SPI DER AND FLY.

"I THINK you're being utterly ridiculous! Wat's wong with Charlie
Bost on?"

Et hel Sherman stared angrily at her father as she asked the question.
Judge Sherman was angry, too, but he repressed it with a grimeffort.

"I don't like to have friends tell me that they've seen you dancing at a
night club with a man who's a notorious crimnal."

"Charlie Boston a crimnal?" Ethel echoed, indignantly. Then she
| aughed. "Really, father, just because you' ve been appointed a speci al
district attorney is no reason to | ose your sense of proportion. Charlie
woul dn't hurt a fly! He's a perfect gentleman and an excel |l ent dancer
Everybody calls hi m Napol eon because he's such a fat, pompous little fellow. |
think he's cute. | like to dance with him-and |I'm not going to be bundl ed off
to Washington like a silly schoolgirl."

Judge Sherman shrugged hel pl essly.

"Ask Fred, if you don't believe me," he said. "Fred is an experienced
newspaper man and he knows exactly what Boston is. That's why | asked himto
cone here to reason with you."



Fred Daniel's dark eyes | ooked unhappy as the girl swung scornfully
toward him

"lt's true," he said in a low voice. "This fellow Boston is a well-known
crook. For you to be seen dancing in public with himis--is like playing with
firel™

"So I"'mplaying with fire, eh?" Ethel's voice rose. "Wose fault is
that, Fred? Have you taken ne out lately? W' re supposed to be engaged, but
fromthe | ook of things--"

"Ethel!" Fred Daniel cried. "You don't nean that!"

"I do! | never see you! Busy, busy, busy! You think nore of your job as
managi ng editor of that silly old dassic than you do of me! You won't take mne
dancing, and you won't let any one else. Wll, I'mnot going to Washi ngton

even if you are jeal ous of Charlie Boston!"

Fred Daniel's good-looking face flushed. He started to make a quick
rej oi nder, when a | ook from Judge Shernman stopped him

"You'll really have a good tinme," Sherman told his daughter, with gentle
persuasion. "MIIly is your best girl friend. You' ve told me yourself what a
good sport she is. Wiy not do this just to please ne? It will only be for a
coupl e weeks."

Et hel hesitated. Then, suddenly, to the amazenment of both nen, she
sm |l ed. She |eaned forward and ki ssed her father

"You're right! I"'msorry I've made such a fuss. | haven't seen MIly in
ages. It will be fun to visit her!"

She turned and went up the stairs. They could hear her calling gayly to
her maid to pack her traveling bag. Fred Daniel was still puzzled by the swift

change in his fiancee's deneanor. But Ethel's father chuckl ed.

"I know her better than you, Fred. She's as changeabl e as a weat hervane.
Al she needed was a little persuasion. | do wi sh, however, that you' d show
her little nmore attenti on when she returns fromher trip. You really have been
devoting too much attention to your job on the newspaper."

Fred Dani el nodded.

"This racket prosecution has had me up to ny ears in work. If we could
only get a lead! W' ve doubl ed our newspaper reward for information concerning
The Four Napol eons and this blasted Tiger Marsh, and not hi ng happens. There
isn'"t a crook in the underworld who dares open his nouth. And |I'mworried
about Ethel. If she were kidnapped--"

"Why shoul d any one ki dnap her?"

"You never can tell, when two powerful gangs are battling for supremacy.
They m ght use her--either the Napoleon outfit or Tiger Marsh's gang--as a
hostage to hold off prosecution by the police."

"Forget it! That's nonsense!" Sherman murmured.

"You're probably right, sir. | guess I'mgetting a swell case of jitters
from overwork.'

BOTH nen smil ed. However, they would not have felt so easy about the
probl em of the girl upstairs, had they known the real reason why she had

changed her m nd so suddenly. She was still angry at her fiance and her
father, and still grimy determ ned not to go to Washington for an enforced
vacati on.

Her father's reference to the fact that her friend MIly was a good
sport, was what had changed Ethel's mind. A plan had shaped itself instantly
in the mnd of the headstrong girl. She'd let MIly help her out. A
| ong- di stance tel ephone call from Newark would do the trick nicely.

Et hel Sherman had admitted readily to her father that she had gone
dancing many tines with the smooth Charlie Boston. But she had hel d back one
i mportant piece of information. She had a date with Charlie in New York this
very night. She intended to keep that date. It would serve her father right,
she thought, for trying to bully her.

Such were the thoughts of the silly girl as she cane gayly down the
broad staircase with her traveling bag. She felt |ike the heroine of a novie.



She'd have a wonderful tine, dining and dancing in New York for a week or so
wi th pl easant conpanions. She'd live in a quiet hotel under an assuned
nane- - and good-natured Charlie Boston would take her to sone of the exciting
pl aces she'd al ways wanted to see. Prize fights, burlesque shows--things |ike
t hose.

A taxicab took the smiling trio to Pennsylvania Station. Judge Shernman
saw that his daughter was confortably settled in her Pullman. Fred Dani el
bought her magazi nes and candy. They stood on the | ower platformwaving a
pl easant farewell as the train pulled out.

The instant the train was in notion, Ethel Sherman had rung for the
porter. She gave hima five-dollar bill and showed hi m her |uggage.

"I"'mleaving the train at Newark," Ethel said. "I want you to take
charge of ny bags. Wen the train gets to Washington, a girl friend of mne
will neet you at the station and take the baggage. I'll tel ephone your nunber
ahead so that she can't miss you. Just wait on the platformuntil she comes.”

"Yas' m"

In a few nmore nminutes, the train halted al ongside the narrow over head
pl atform at Newar k. Ethel Sherman rose quietly and got off. She found an
i sol ated tel ephone booth in a far corner of the station. She put through a
| ong-di stance call to Washi ngton. When she finished tal king, her eyes were
shining. MIlie was a good sport. She giggled excitedly and pronised to do
what Et hel asked.

Then Judge Sherman's headstrong daughter put through another call. This
time, she tel ephoned to near-by Manhattan. The curt voice of Charlie Boston
answered. Hi s voi ce changed m racul ously when he understood who was on the
wire. He becane affable, jovial

"Where are you, babe? | thought we had a date for to-night?"

"W have, silly! That's why I'mcalling you. I'mover in Newark."
"What the dickens are you doi ng over there?"
"It's a long and anusing story," Ethel giggled. "I'Il tell you all about

it when | see you. How about neeting ne at the Hudson Terminal in twenty
m nutes? |'mtaking the Tube back."

"O. K babe. I'll be there. You can depend on old Uncle Charlie
Bost on-- Good-time Charlie, that's ne!"

H s throaty | aughter sounded pl easant and reassuring to the excited
girl. She hung up and left the booth. She felt nore and nore like a novie
heroi ne about to start on a highly romantic adventure. Charlie Boston wasn't
exactly a handsome hero, but he was better than nothing.

ETHEL t ook the Hudson Tube back to New York. Charlie Boston was waiting
for her at the exit gate.

They found a secluded bench in a dark corner of the station, and Charlie
listened attentively to the girl's explanation of her fake trip to Washi ngton
and her swift return from Newark. A sultry gleamcane into his creased eyes.
He nmasked it instantly by droppi ng heavy eyelids.

"Can you trust this girlfriend of yours to drop a telegramto your man
and cover your alibi?"

"Of course!”

"That's swell!" He began to | augh softly, patting her armwith a gesture
of amusenent and admiration.

"WIl you take ne to all those interesting places you prom sed?"

"I sure will!l" H's eyes flicked toward her innocent profile. "Say--where
are you going to stay?"

"I"ve got ny plans all figured out." Ethel nentioned a sedate woman's
hotel on the West Side. "I've always wanted to live in a hotel. 1've got
plenty noney to carry me for a week or two. |I'll buy a suitcase and sonme nore
cl ot hes--and t hen--night clubs, and lots of excitenent, eh, Charlie?"

"Right!" he said. "Let's go."

An hour or so later, Charlie left Ethel at the entrance of the highly
respectabl e woman's hotel she had sel ected as her residence while she was on



her reckless vacation in New York. She carried a brand-new bag, with a
conplete new outfit of clothing. On a slip of paper in Charlie Boston's pocket
was the fake name Ethel Sherman was going to use.

"To-norrow ni ght at eight?" she whispered.

"Right!"

They pressed hands briefly, and Charlie did a discreet sneak before the
doorman got too close to him He walked rapidly for a block or two, his eyes
hard, his nouth strained. He could feel perspiration on the palns of the hands
clenched in his pockets. But there a triunphant twist to Charlie Boston's
tight rnouth.

He took a cab to a midtown bar and grill and wal ked through to a rear
room The door in the back was | ocked, but Charlie had a key that took care of
that. No one in the grill paid any attention to him though every one of the
t ough- 1 ooki ng | oungers recogni zed him

There was nothing in the back roombut a couple of chairs, a table and a
t el ephone. Charlie Boston sunk his fat lips into the transmtter and called a
nunber in a | ow voi ce.

He was answered al nost inmredi ately by the quavering, high-pitched tones
of the Fifth Napol eon

Gimy, Charlie told his crimnal master what had happened. He gave the
name of the hotel, the assumed nane that Ethel Sherman had taken. He told of
MIly and the airtight alibi in WAshington

"You' ve done excellently!" the quavering voice on the wire replied. "In
the neantime, act discreetly so as not to alarmthe girl and put her on her
guard."

"Don't worry," Charlie Boston grinned. "Danes are ny specialty--1 know
how to handl e them "

He hung up with a shaky hand. Wnen were Charlie's one weakness. The
menory of Ethel's pretty face conjured up a pleasant picture in Charlie's
m nd.

He | ocked the door of the little roombehind him and had several drinks
at the bar. It was after mdnight before be clinbed unsteadily into a taxicab
and drove to his expensive private hone on the West Side.

CHAPTER VI .
TI GER S PREY.

THE nei ghbor hood where Charlie Boston lived was a quiet one. H s house
was a plain three-story brownstone dwelling, like the other respectable
dwel lings that |ined both sides of the block. The only difference between t hem
was that Charlie's house was detached fromthe rest of the row An
alley--barred with a gate--on either side led to the rear

The key to those alley gates was in Charlie's pocket. He nade sure they
were | ocked before he went up the front stoop

There were a few envelopes lying on the table in the front hall. One of
them had no address on it and bore no stanp. He ignored the others and ri pped
this one open; It contained a five-hundred-dollar bill. He grinned, and

slipped the bank note into his pocket.

Movi ng down the dimy lighted hall, he made for the closed door of the
living room H s bodyguard, "Butch," would be waiting there, playing a sleepy
gane of solitaire. The pudgy racketeer wanted to ask Butch who had brought the
envel ope with the five hundred dollars. There were so many suckers who paid
weekly tribute for protection that it was hard to keep track of themall.

But Charlie's grin faded fromhis |lips as he opened the heavy door that
closed off the living roomfromthe hall. The roomwas pitch-dark. Anger made
Charlie's voice curt.

"Hey, Butch! You asleep, you | azy bun"

There was no answer. Charlie's hand felt for the wall switch, then
suddenly halted. There was sonething om nous about that silence. It was not



like Butch to doze over a deck of cards. And why should he turn the light out?

Charlie stood perfectly still, both hands sliding toward his pockets. A
gun tightened grimy in his right hand. His left clutched a tiny electric
torch. He took a noiseless step forward into the darkened room

The bright beam of his torch threw a revealing pencil of light. The
light quivered, Charlie Boston uttered a shrill oath of fright. Butch was
lying flat on his back on the floor, with his dead eyes w de open toward the
ceiling. There was crimson ooze on his forehead, where a heavy-caliber bull et
had drilled through the bone.

Boston had barely uttered his gasp of fright when froma dark corner of
the room cane a scarlet spurt of flame froma silenced gun. The bullet that
whi zzed toward the startled racketeer knocked the flashlight fromhis nunb
grasp. The light went out, plunging the roominto utter blackness.

The bl ackness was only nmonentary. The bright dazzle of a second electric
torch cut a tunnel of sharp, revealing light. It focused on the eyes of
Boston, blinding himutterly. Even had he been able to see, he would not have
recogni zed his foe. The killer's face was a white blur behind a handkerchi ef
mask.

"Take it, you punk!" a deep voice snarl ed.

The silenced gun nade a faint plopp! in the room Boston reel ed back
agai nst the wall and dropped his weapon. He tried to clutch weakly at the wall
as he fell. Death overtook himbefore he could conplete the gesture. He struck
the floor in a sodden heap.

THE killer wasted no tine exam ning the body of the victim Wth a
hi ssing breath of triunph, he hurdled the linmp form of Boston and approached a
card table. He scattered sone of the cards on the floor. He overturned chairs
and smashed a coupl e of whi sky gl asses.

Then he darted back to Charlie Boston and banged the racketeer's dead
hand agai nst the wall until he skinned the knuckl es.

He wanted the scene in the roomto resenble the grimend of a quarre
over a card ganme. Wen he had satisfied hinself that the picture was good
enough to fool the police, he fired a shot fromButch's pistol into a sofa
pillow He did the sane with Boston's weapon.

Powder marks dappled the pillow, but the killer intended to take that
reveal i ng pi ece of evidence with him Wat he was | eaving for the police to
find was a bullet hole w thout powder marks in the back of the sofa. He left
anot her one in the wall just above the spot where Charlie Boston |ay.

In the darkness, The nurderer's feet made no sound. The only evidence of
nmoverrent in the roomwas the tiny beamfromhis powerful torch. It skipped
along the wall and hesitated on the surface of a silken tapestry. A gloved
hand drew the tapestry aside. Behind it was a small steel safe door sunk flush
with the surface of the wall.

The gl oved hand of the killer began to spin the dials of the safe. In a
monent or two there was a slight click, and the door swng open. The |ight
fromthe torch probed into the holl ow of the open safe, and again the killer
chuckl ed.

Fromthe safe he took a queer haul. It seenmed an insignificant reward
for so daring and brutal a double murder. But the thief was satisfied. He nmade
a hasty bundle of two or three | eather-covered account books. On top of them
he | aid a bunch of stuffed envel opes and a pile cancel ed checks.

He found paper and cord in a rear room and nmade a neat package of his
| oot. Then he closed the safe and | ocked it, replaced the tapestry.

He tiptoed into the rear room where a wi ndow was lifted hal fway up from
the sill.

Suddenl y, he stopped short with a gasping gurgle. A pair of invisible
hands had cl anped on the flesh of his throat from behind, shutting off his
wi ndpi pe. The electric torch fell to the floor. Wth a trenmendous effort, the
killer threw hinself forward, toppling off balance and pulling his invisible
attacker with him



They rolled in desperate conbat on the floor, etched in the narrow beam
of light that streamed fromthe fallen torch

The man who had attacked the murderer of Charlie Boston was now dinly
visible. He was robed in black fromhead to foot. H's hands on the killer's
throat were |ike patches of darkness. He tried to rip the mask fromhis
opponent's face, but his effort m ssed.

It was a false nove. It enabled the killer to jerk hinmself free. He
roll ed backward and caught at the bundl e he had stolen from Charlie Boston's
safe. He threw the loot flying toward the opened w ndow behi nd hi m

But his bl ack-robed foe struck the wist a quick blow and defl ected the
mssile, so that it struck the sill and rebounded back into the room Again
the withing killer took catlike advantage of a split second's opportunity. He
was on his knees like a flash and springing to his feet.

He | ashed out with his toe at the body of his eneny. The bl ow caught his
bl ack-robed foe in the stomach, toppling himheadl ong. The man in the
handker chi ef nask reached the open sill of the w ndow w th sobbing haste.

He dived out head-first.

There was a thud in the paved rear courtyard. Then the patter of flying
feet died away in silence.

The man in the rear room of the brownstone house made no effort to
pursue the killer. He had failed in his effort to uncover the murderer's
identity, but he had succeeded in sonething equally as inportant. He had
within his grasp the thing he had visited this quiet home to obtain.

Wth a bend of his supple body, he reached down and picked up the
paper - w apped parcel that had been abandoned by the escapi ng nurderer

The bl ack-robed figure | aughed. The sound was |ike a sibilant whisper of
doom It was the |aughter of The Shadow. His figure and face were nore
di stinct now, as he picked up the torch that lay on the fl oor

The brim of a black slouch hat covered the whol e upper part of his face,
except for the piercing gleamof his eyes and the strong beaklike nose. H s
cl oak hung partly open where the struggle with his foe had ripped the fabric.
The scarlet Iining of the garment was |ike a smear of bl ood.

The Shadow s novenents became swift. He was turning to | eave the room
when he heard fromthe front door of the silent house a sudden om nous sound.
The rattle of a skel eton key!

The Shadow cl utched his precious |oot closer to his body. He nelted
swiftly toward the rear of the house. Before the opening door out front was
squeaking faintly on its hinges, The Shadow had dropped quietly to the
courtyard in the back. He becane instantly invisible.

H s bl ack cloak nerged with the surroundi ng darkness. It was inpossible
to tell whether he was still standing there in rigid silence or whether
al ready be had noved toward the alley that led to the street.

Meanwhi | e, other cautious feet were making stealthy progress across the
front hall. Two men were edging toward the doorway of the darkened front
parl or where Charlie Boston and his dead bodyguard | ay bathed in bl ood.

The darkness reassured them A hand slid cautiously along the inner wall
of the roomand the light switch clicked.

The sight of the two dead nmen on the floor brought a quick gasp fromthe
burgl ars. One of them backed instantly to the doorway and watched the hall and
the staircase, his eyes and his weapon stiffly alert.

The second thug made a hasty exami nation of the bodies of Charlie Boston
and his slain bodyguard.

He grinned sneeringly as he saw the overturned table, the scattered
cards, the smashed whi sky gl asses.

He was too smart to be fooled by the faked evidence of a drunken
quarrel. He tiptoed to the rear wi ndow and observed that the sash was raised.
Then his faint whisper called his conpanion

"Somebody beat us to the job! I'Il bet a grand he cl eaned out Charlie's
saf e before he scramed!"



"Tiger's gonna be damed sore!™

"You're tellin' me!" There was uneasiness in the clipped snarl. "Tiger
ought to be outside by this time. Get out to the front door and give himthe
signal ."

Foot steps faded. Fromthe front of the house canme the brief sound of a
whi stle. The thug returned presently with a tall, rmuscular man who thrust him
contenmptuously aside. The tall nan viewed the two bodies on the floor with a
snarl of baffled fury.

"Who do you think gunned them chief?"

"Lifer Stone! It couldn't have been any one else. |I've been |eery of
that guy ever since he got out of stir. Did you find the safe?"
"No. "

THE tall nman's eyes studied the room They were deep-blue and utterly
ruthless. Hs hair was a carroty red. It was easy to see why Tiger Marsh's bid
for underworl d power had frightened Charlie Boston and the other Napol eons.

The man's whol e bearing radiated strength and an evil assurance. H s two
henchnen quail ed as his blue eyes bored into them

Suddenly, Tiger's glance fixed itself on the wall of the room He
chuckl ed I oudly. Then he strode toward the silken tapestry. He had noted a
slight variance in the flat surface of the fabric. It was apparent to himthat
the tapestry had been recently rearranged. A clutch of his muscul ar hand
ri pped the hanging fromthe wall.

The hi dden safe was disclosed. He notioned to one of his henchnen.

"Al'l right, Fingers! Get that tin can open!"

"Fingers" crept closer to the safe. The reason for his nicknanme becane
apparent when he reached for the dials of the safe. He used no tools except
his sense of touch and an ear for listening. For nearly ten minutes he
mani pul ated the dials with grimconcentration. Sweat ran down his tense face
and dripped fromhis chin.

Suddenly, there was a double click. The steel door swung open

Tiger thrust the cracksman aside with a fierce sweep of his arm He
pl unged his hand into the safe and explored its deep interior

The profanity that instantly filled the roomwas the nore terrible
because it was uttered in so low and quiet a tone. Tiger's hand cane enpty
fromthe safe.

The two henchren avoided his wathful blue eyes. They were afraid to
make any comrent, for fear of drawing Tiger's ire to thensel ves.

They knew what his plan had been. He had intended to hijack Charlie
Boston's records and docunents. Wth the records of paynments, the names of the
victinms and the roster of professional "firebugs" in his possession, he could
take over the whole arson racket and profit fromits rich pickings in tribute.
Now t he whol e daring plan had gone haywire.

"Lifer Stone pulled this wise job," Tiger snarled. "He nust be a stooge
for the D. AL There's no other answer. That's why he got out of jail so
neatly. O K --we'll take care of M. Lifer Stone!"

The blue eyes were as cold as ice under noonlight.

"You guys scram Lifer mght have been smart enough to phone the cops,
after he made his get-away. Don't go near ny headquarters till you phone in
first. There might be a tail on you. Did you wi pe that safe clean?"

"Yeah," Fingers said.

THE two thugs crept down the stairs to the basenment. Tiger Marsh watched
from behi nd the shaded wi ndow until he saw them enter a parked car near the
corner and drive quietly away. Then he grunted, and |left the house hinself.

A policeman saw Tiger enmerge fromthe quiet basement of the brownstone
The cop had already noted the stealthy departure of Fingers and his pal. He
had begun to race noiselessly forward to investigate. Tiger Marsh stepped
al nost into the cop's arns.

Instantly, the red-headed crimnal |eader swng his fist. It caught the



cop a powerful blow on the point of the jaw, tunbling himbefore he could duck
away.

Tiger fled to the corner and out of sight as bullets began to punp after
him H's car was parked around the cornet. In an instant, he was behind the
wheel , jamming his foot hard on the accel erator

The car was in wild flight before the pursuing cop rounded the dark
corner. The cop steadied hinself and fired at the vani shing autonobile, but
t he di stance was becoming too great for certain aim

The cop raced for a call box. He unhooked the tel ephone and sent an
excited call into his precinct house. Instantly, the police systembegan to
act with hair-trigger precision. In less than two nminutes, every patrolnman in
Manhattan knew that a nman answering the description of Tiger Marsh was roaring
t hrough the streets of the Wst Side on a desperate get-away.

Ten mnutes later, Tiger's car was found. But Tiger hinself had
vani shed. The car offered no clue. It had been stolen froma dentist in the
Bronx the norni ng before.

| nspect or Cardona was at the scene. So was Police Comm ssioner Wston
hurriedly roused fromhis bed. They raced back to Charlie Boston's house in
Weston's car and nade the gruesone discovery of the double murder

Weston stared at the bodies, and his eyes were perpl exed. But Joe
Cardona kept his eyes on the rifled safe in the wall. He guessed instantly
what had happened. But his conclusion was a wong one.

He placed the blame for the murder and the theft on Tiger Marsh. He
woul d have been | ess cocksure had he seen the pale face of Lifer Stone. The
convict drove quietly through darkness a mle or two away. There was a
paper - w apped parcel lying on the seat of Lifer Stone's car. On it was printed
in hastily scrawed letters the nane and address of special district attorney
Sher man.

A faintly sibilant [augh of triunph cane fromthe tense |lips of the
pseudo- convi ct. The Shadow s pl ans were begi nning to take shape.

CHAPTER VI | .
TWO- ELEVEN- NI NE

IT was well past mdni ght when The Shadow arrived in the nei ghborhood of
Judge Shernman's hone.

A policeman, wal king his |onely beat, gave The Shadow s car a quick
scrutiny as he drove past. He nmade no effort halt the autonmpbile. He was on
watch for some one quite different in appearance from The Shadow. He wat chi ng
for a man with flam ng-red hair and deep-bl ue eyes.

The police were on the | ookout for Tiger Marsh. His unlucky nishap as he
fled fromthe slain bodies of Charlie Boston and his bodyguard, had drawn the
entire attention of the police to Tiger hinself.

The Shadow t ook no chances. He drove eastward and doubl ed back agai n.
When the car again appeared, the cop was well toward the other end of his
beat .

The Shadow s goal was the quiet home of Judge Sherman. Hi s eyes gl eaned
as he braked the car. He picked up the paper-w apped parcel he had hi dden
under the seat. The Shadow had al ready exam ned t he books and papers that made
up that parcel

He knew that it forned a conpl ete expose of the arson racket that had
been so | ong domi nated by Charlie Boston under the | eadership of the Fifth
Napol eon. There were records of paynents, lists of victins and--nore
i mportant--the address and tel ephone nunber of every inportant firebug in the
city.

The death of Charlie Boston was not in itself sufficient to break up the
organi zed arson racket. But these daming docunents in the hands of Judge
Sherman woul d provi de the evidence for a whol esal e round-up and convi ction of
Boston's gang. It would wi pe out at one blow an inportant source of the rich



crimnal revenues of the Fifth Napol eon

The Shadow | eft the engine of his car running softly. He ran up the
front steps of Judge Shernman's darkened home and |laid the parcel carefully on
the door-sill. He pressed the doorbell with a |ong push. Then he turned and
raced back to his waiting car.

H s speed was justified. In barely a few seconds, he was behind the
wheel and the car was racing away. But fast as he was, he was al nost
recogni zed.

THE front door of the Sherman home opened swiftly. A fully-dressed man
sprang into view and peered after the vanishing car. It was Kendall, the
special district attorney's trusted butler.

He uttered an oath as the car containing The Shadow whirl ed around the
corner. He had been unable to recognize the nysterious visitor who had | eft
the bundle that lay in the doorway at his feet.

He picked up the package and examined it. He noted that it was addressed
to his enpl oyer. Sonething about the appearance of that hastily wapped parce
made the face of the butler grow. He tore a tiny corner of the w apping apart
and tried to exanmine the contents. He saw the | eather back of an account book
and a sheaf of papers.

One swift glance was enough for Kendall. It was exactly what he had
feared. Like the police earlier that evening, he nade an instant deduction and
a wong one. Hs frightened guess was the nan who had delivered the parcel was
Ti ger Marsh.

Quietly, he shut the front door. He began to tiptoe along the hall to
his own living quarters in the rear basenent

He had al nost nade it safely when a voice called sharply fromthe
staircase above: "Kendall! Are you up? Wio was that at the door?"

The butler's face twi sted murderously. He | ooked swiftly right and |eft
for a place to hide the parcel in his trenbling hand. But he had no tinme to
get rid of it.

Judge Sherman had al ready descended the stairs fromhis bedroom He
wearing a | oose bathrobe thrown hastily over his paj amas.

"What have you got there, Kendall? Did some one bring a package for ne?"

"Er--yes, sir. That is, not exactly sir."

Haltingly, the butler told his story. Judge Sherman took the parcel
Curiosity gave way to eager interest, as he exam ned the contents.

"CGood heavens!" he breathed

A swift glance at the books and docunments told himthat fate had
delivered into his hands conpl ete evi dence agai nst Charlie Boston and his
arson nmob. Kendall, the butler, knewit, too.

He said, haltingly: "lIs--is it inmportant, sir?"

"Damed i nportant! Wio brought it? Are you sure you didn't see his
face?"

Kendal I shook his head. He had no intention of bringing Tiger Mrsh's
nane into the picture. The Fifth Napol eon would take care of Tiger! In the
meantime, the all-inportant task was to get hold of those daming records that
spelled ruin to one whol e segment of the Fifth Napol eon's underworld enpire.

Kendal | ' s wooden face deceived Sherman conpl etely. He had good
references, and performed his duties with deft ability.

"I"lIl take care of these docunents, Kendall," Shernman said. "Suppose you
go to bed.”

"Very good, sir."

THE butl er wal ked slowy down the hall and descended the stairs to the
baserment. But the nonment he reached the bottom he slipped off his shoes and
hurried noi sel essly back to the main hallway. He listened at the foot of the
stairs for the closing of Judge Shernman's bedroom door

If Sherman didn't |ock the door, the butler planned to enter that room
and steal the parcel. Standing crouched in the sem darkness of the | ower hall



he licked dry lips and listened for the bang of the door

He heard it. It was followed by the curt click of the |ock

Kendal | 's | ast chance was gone. There was no way of entering the bedroom
fromthe outside of the house. The butler was well able to pick the [ ock, but
he was afraid to make the try; Sherman was a |ight sleeper

Kendal I abandoned the notion of robbery as too dangerous. Perhaps it
woul d be better to retain his identity as a trusted servant and remain in the
house--as was his duty to the Fifth Napol eon

The butl er shivered suddenly. He renenbered the shrill, quavering voice
of the Fifth Napoleon. He tiptoed cautiously down the hall to the tel ephone
st and.

Shi el ding the instrunent against his body, he dialed a secret nunber. It
was the first time he had ever called that nunmber. He was under strict orders
to do so only under the direst necessity. The voice of the Fifth Napol eon
answered al nost i mredi ately.

The butler identified himself by number. Wth his |ips cushi oned agai nst
the transmitter, he whispered a quick report of what had happened.

Silence followed. The butler's tense anxiety could not bear the strain
after a second or two.

"You'd better get in touch with Charlie Boston, at once!" he blurted.
"He'd never allow anything as inportant as that to be stolen. He nust have
been killed by Tiger Mrsh!"

He knew he had nmade a ni stake as soon as the words left his lips. He
began to stutter an incoherent apology. The shrill, snarling voice of the
Fi fth Napol eon cut through his pani cky whisper

"You fool! What do you nean by nentioning names on a tel ephone wire?
Report to-nmorrow norni ng at headquarters for discipline!"

Icy fear dropped Iike a cold sponge al ong Kendall's spine. He knew the
i ntonati on of death when he heard it. Yet such was the discipline of the Fifth
Napol eon that the butler dared not plead for his life.

He said in a dead gasp: "Orders received and acknow edged by Agent
2-11-9."

"Di smssed!" the voice on the wire snarl ed.

Kendal | cradl ed the phone with a shaking hand and crept silently
downstairs to his room Hs face was beaded with cold sweat. Unless the Fifth
Napol eon deci ded that Agent 2-11-9's usefulness as a spy in the househol d of
the special district attorney nerited a reprieve for his blunder, Kendal
woul d get the sane grimtreatnent that had been dealt out to Tick Mirphy:

Deat h!
The terrified butler shuddered.

CHAPTER VI I I .
FI ND THE WOVAN

ETHEL SHERWVAN sat quietly in a tastefully furnished bedroomof a
respectable hotel. Her face was as white as chal k. Her eyes were staring
hel pl essly at the black headlines of a newspaper:

CHARLI E BOSTON SLAI N

Not ed Racketeer and Hi s Bodyguard
Shot to Death in Gangster War.

Pol i ce Search Centers on Tiger Marsh.

A sob choked Ethel Sherman's throat. She turned to the second page of
the tabloid with a cringing gesture. Headlines running across the entire top
of the second page read:



MYSTERI QUS VEI LED WOVAN
SQUGHT AS " MJRDER FI NGER!

Et hel Sherman knew with a feeling of utter despair that the veil ed woman
was hersel f.

Charlie Boston had been recogni zed when he had net Ethel at the Hudson
Term nal on her swift return from Newark. Police and reporters were proceedi ng
on the natural assunption that Charlie's well-known weakness for wonmen had
been used by his underworld enemies to lure himto his death. District
Attorney Sherman had i ssued a statenent declaring that the veil ed woman was
the key to the crine.

Et hel shuddered. Hunted! By her own father, who thought she was safely
i n Washi ngton at the honme of a girl friend!

She sprang from her chair. Her only thought was to tel ephone her father
tell himwhere she was, beg himto come and get her. The newspaper story of
t he murder had opened Ethel's eyes to the desperate war for crimnal supremacy
t hat was bei ng waged by New York's rival underworld kings.

But when the voice of the judge cane on the wire, Ethel changed her
m nd. She called her fiance, Fred Daniel, at the managi ng editor's desk of the
C assi c.

A schene to save herself fromthe consequences of her own folly |eapt
into her mind. She'd confess to him get himto drive her to Newark and take
the first plane out for WAshington. She could count on MIly to protect her
secret. Her father would never know that she had sneaked back to Newark to
keep a reckless date with Charlie Boston

Fred Daniel's voice was surprised but delighted when he heard her

"Hello, darling! It was sweet of you to call ne from Washi ngton."

"I"'m-1'"mnot in Washington, Fred. |I'mhere--in New York!"

"What ? Are you j oki ng?"

"Please listen! |1've got to see you at once!" She gave himthe nanme of
the hotel, and added breathlessly: You can't come up to nmy room because it's
against the rules in a wonman's hotel. I'Il neet you in the small sitting room
downstairs. Please, Fred--hurry! I'min dreadful trouble!"

"Troubl e?" There was worry in his |ow voice. "Wat sort of trouble?"

"Murder!" she gasped, and hung up

ETHEL went to a secluded sitting roomin the rear to wait for Fred
Daniel. It was still early enough in the nmorning for the roomto be enpty.

Fred's face was white as he entered a few mnutes later. They sat
together on a sofa in a dimcorner, and Daniel's face got paler as he |istened
to her frightened story.

She told himwhat she wanted himto do. He shook his head.

"Fly to Washi ngton? You can't!"

"Whay not? It's the only safe thing to do."

"It's the nobst dangerous,” he whispered, his eyes watching the doorway
for chance intruders. "It isn't your father you have to fear--or the police.
It's the mobsters who' Il be conbing the city |ooking for you. Tiger Marsh will
nove heaven and earth to shut your nouth with a bullet! The Fifth Napol eon
will think you aided Tiger to kill Charlie Boston. You' re caught between two
fires. Darling, you ve got to stay hidden here!"

She nodded trerul ously. She knew that Fred Dani el was tal king conmon
sense. She agreed to follow his advice. But she made him pronise not to
breathe a word of where she actually was to her father. She realized at | ast
that if a hint of his daughter's friendship with Charlie Boston should | eak
into the newspapers, it would ruin Judge Shernman's value as a public
prosecutor and bl acken his career forever

Rel uctantly, Fred Daniel agreed to deceive Ethel's father for a few days
longer. His jaw ti ghtened, as he warned:

"Don't |eave your roomfor an instant! Have your neals sent up. And
don't go out on the street for any purpose whatsoever! I'll keep in touch with



you by phone. "

Ethel's eyes filled with tears. She wal ked back to the el evator, and
Fred Daniel left the hotel by a side exit.

Wth his nouth drawn into a hard |line, he drove straight to the house of
Judge Sherman. By the time he entered the living roomof the special district
attorney's home, he had managed to twist his lips into his usual carefree
smile.

But one | ook at Sherman nade the newspaper editor's heart sink. The
Judge's eyes were like polished ice. He said in a crisp, curt voice: "Sit
down. | want to talk with you."

Sherman left the roomfor a nonment. \When he returned, the special
district attorney was carrying a package that he handl ed as though it m ght
contain dynamte. He closed and | ocked the door. Then he untied the strings of
t he parcel and showed the managi ng editor of the C assic what the package
cont ai ned.

FRED DANIEL'S nmind was trained to react swiftly. Hi s eyes raced across
t he pages of |eather-covered account books. He gave a quick cry of excitenent.
He realized he was | ooking at sonething which the police had been vainly
trying to discover for nmonths: The conpl ete evidence of Charlie Boston's arson
racket. Nanes, paynments-- everything!

"Good heavens, nan! Where did you get this?"

Sherman | owered his voice. He explai ned about the nysterious ring at his
doorbell the night before. He told how the evidence had been left by a nan who
had vani shed before the butler could catch a glinpse of him

"Every firebug on that list that you' ve just exam ned was arrested
before daylight in a series of quick police raids," Sherman whispered. "W
have them all under |ock and key. They won't talk, but it doesn't matter now.
W have evidence, thank God, that will send every one of those rats to prison
for long ternms!”

"What about--the Fifth Napol eon?"

"Not hi ng. Unfortunately, there's not a shred of a clue in these records
to disclose his identity or his headquarters. Charlie Boston's racket seens to
have been a watertight affair. The evidence points only to hinself and his own
hirelings."

Fred Daniel's finger pointed to another of the docunents.

"Alist of safe-deposit boxes," he gasped, eagerly. "No wander Charlie
paid no i ncome taxes! He nust have hidden every cent of his profits in cash.

D d you open the boxes?"

"W opened them But every one was enpty."

"l don't understand."

"Crooks have the advantage over honest nen," Sherman nurmured. "To open
t hose boxes legally requires a court order. By the time the order was legally
executed this nmorning, it was too late. Sone one already had visited every one
of those safe-deposit boxes and renoved every penny of accumul ated | oot!"

"I still don't understand," Daniel said. "To do that would require
identification, a key and a signature.”

"The man who beat us to the oot had all three," Sherman said. "He used
Boston's keys, wote Boston's signature--and | ooked Iike him"

"The Fifth Napol eon!" Daniel cried.

"I don't think so. I'mconvinced that the man who | eft the evidence at
nmy door hated the Fifth Napol eon, and wanted to cripple one whol e segnent of
his gang by turning over the evidence of Boston's racket to me. He had tinme to
do that and to steal the noney, too. And | think we can guess who he is."

"Ti ger Marsh?"

"Exactly! It was Tiger who nmurdered Boston and his bodyguard. It was
Ti ger who took the noney. He doesn't give a rap for justice. He's merely using
the police as a weapon in his private warfare on a rival gang."

"Do yaw think Lifer Stone is mixed up in this?" Fred Daniel asked,
slow y.



"I don't know. Lifer seems to have di sappeared conpletely. Joe Cardona
called ne a few m nutes ago, with no success in the search for him™"

Shernman rose and gri pped the managing editor's hand with a weary sigh
"It's a crimnal labyrinth--the worst we ever tried to untangle. I'mjust glad
nmy daughter is safely out of it, in Washington."

"That's a bl essing,"” Daniel said unsteadily.

The two wal ked slowy to the door. Their heavy footfalls warned a nan
who was crouched outside in the hallway with his ear pressed to the panel. It
was Kendall, the butler. He vanished quickly along the hall

He didn't reappear until Sherman sunmoned himto dismss his guest.
Kendal I handed Fred Daniel his coat. He stood for a second, staring after him
with a | ook of crafty triunph in his narrow eyes.

When he turned to go back to his quarters, the crafty | ook was gone. He
bowed to Judge Sherman with a slight bend of his well-trai ned back. He was
feeling much better than he had been the precedi ng night.

Kendal | had answered the dread sumons of the Fifth Napol eon. The threat
of death for his blunder |ast night on the tel ephone was no | onger hangi ng
over his head.

The Fifth Napol eon had deci ded that Kendall's value as a spy in the hone
of the special district attorney was too great to be destroyed by killing him
in the interests of discipline.

Fred Dani el had given Ethel Sherman bad advice. The Fifth Napol eon knew
exactly where she was, and was grinmy biding his time before he struck

CHAPTER | X.
MJURDER BAI T.

A MASKED figure, dressed in a concealing scarlet robe, whose hue was
color of blood, sat silently watching the other men in a bl ank-wal | ed,
wi ndowl ess room hi gh above the di mclanor of Manhattan's busy traffic.

H s gaze nmoved from Con Platt to M ke Hamer and onward to Andy Martin.
The | eather chair next to the one in which Martin sat was enpty. Ordinarily,
Charlie Boston sat in that chair. He would do so no | onger. Mirder had renoved
himfromthe inner council of the Fifth Napol eon

It was to avenge that nurder that this grimconference had been call ed.
In the brain of the Fifth Napol eon a cunning schene had been hatched. It
awai ted only the cooperation of his three remaining |ieutenants.

H s laughter was like the rasp of a file on a steel pipe.

"Charlie Boston has been nmurdered! Only one crimnal in New York is
strong and bold enough to strike at ny organi zation. That man is Tiger Marsh.
From now on, | order you to drop everything el se and to concentrate on the
capture and death of Tiger Marsh!™"

A savage grow of agreenment burst fromthe |lips of the three henchnen.
But before any of them could speak, the icy whisper of their |eader silenced
t hem

"I have brought you here not to talk, but to listen. | have a plan that
cannot fail, if each of you obeys inplicitly the instructions you receive. The
plan is as follows."

Hs words came slowy and distinctly. The henchnmen's faces lit up with a
cruel understandi ng.

The plan was based on the greed of Tiger March. It was a schene to lure
himinto the open so that he could be destroyed. The bait was the hidden
weal th of the Napol eon gang.

Con Platt and his two compani ons were ordered to appear openly on the
street and to go at once to three separate room ng houses in Brooklyn. Each
was given the address of his destination on a separate slip of paper

"You will find waiting for you there," the Fifth Napol eon rasped, "a
| ocked and seal ed trunk, sinmlar to those in which noney and val uabl es are
customarily shipped. To-norrow norning an express truck will stop in front of



each of these three roonm ng houses. You will carry out the trunk and place it

in the truck. The truck will drive away, followed by a sedan in which four of
our gunnen will be riding.

He chuckl ed. "Unless |I'm m staken, Tiger Marsh's spies wll discover
what is happening and tel ephone the news to their chief. An attenpt will be
made to hijack the express truck--which | intend to succeed! For the nonent
those trunks are smashed open on a lonely road up-State, there will be a
tremendous explosion that will blow Tiger Marsh and his nmen to tatters of
bl oody flesh!"

There was a quick gasp from Andy Martin.

"How wi | | we--"

"Quiet!"

The shrill voice of the Fifth Napol eon conti nued.

"I'F you mean what protection will there be for the driver of the express
wagon and the gunmen in the trailing sedan, the answer is none. Gunnen are
cheap! To deceive Tiger's nen it will be necessary to deceive our own. They
will think the trunks they are guarding actually contain noney. They will die

in that belief. Is that clear?"

It was. There was no nmercy in the eyes of the three men who |istened.
Only a grimadmiration for the cold-gutted efficiency of their scarlet-robed
| eader.

"As for the noney itself," the husky whi sper continued, "I have arranged
for every penny of our hoarded profits to be transported here, to
headquarters, for safe-keeping. There will be two noney trunks in each of
t hese room ng houses. The real trunk will be marked by a yell ow cross--and you

are to guard it with your life!
"As soon as the express wagon drives off with the fake consignnment, a

Blue Star taxicab will pick each one of you up and drive you to the term na
garage in the basenent of this building. The oot will be brought up to this
very roomin the secret elevator--a nmillion dollars in cold cash!"

H s eyes flashed behind the holes slit in his scarlet nask.

"Let the district attorney try to find it then! Let himsearch all the
saf e-deposit boxes in the city. He'll find nothing! The theft of Charlie
Boston's noney will not be repeated!"

The nmention of the nanme of the dead racketeer brought a nomentary
silence into the blank-walled room They were thinking not of Charlie's
killer, but of the man who had delivered the parcel of evidence to the special
district attorney.

Kendal I, the cunning spy planted in the home of Judge Sherman, had
m stakenly identified the furtive visitor as Tiger Marsh. He was now convi nced
he had made an error. Careful investigation and cl ever eavesdroppi ng had
repl aced the name of Tiger Marsh with that of Lifer Stone. He had reported
this fact at once to the Fifth Napol eon.

"Unfortunately, we have not succeeded in finding a trace of Lifer Stone,
as yet," the hooded | eader snarled. "Lifer is undoubtedly hiding somewhere
wi th the connivance and help of the district attorney.

"Qur first thought, that he was working in Tiger Marsh's gang, nmust now
be di sm ssed. Had such been the case, Tiger would have had the records stol en
fromCharlie Boston's safe. But we know that Judge Sherman got those account
books and documents. And we know that pronpt police raids rounded up every nan
in Charlie's gang. For that disaster, we have Lifer Stone to thank. He's a
white-livered stool pigeon in the enploy of the police, and he, too, nust
die!"

THE Fifth Napol eon's scarlet hand pressed a button on the surface of his
desk. He | eaned over a box-like device and waited. Fromthe interior the black
nmetal box a voi ce sounded suddenly.

"Agent 9-17-4 standing by."

The Fifth Napol eon replied:



"New orders concerning the use Blue Star taxicabs for the next
twenty-four hours: Al taxis not actively enployed in the transfer of trunks
fromBrooklyn will go on cruise duty at once. Accept no passengers unl ess
necessary to avoid conplaints to the police. Each driver will be given the
same general order: Find Lifer Stonel

"Assign cabs to every section of the city. If Lifer is seen on the
street, pick himup and bring himin to headquarters. If he resists, kill himn
If he is spotted going into a house, notify headquarters instantly the
| ocation of hangout. That is all."

The Fifth Napol eon's hand noved briefly. The transmitter went dead. The
scarl et-robed | eader stared at Boston's enpty chair with expressionless eyes.

"Napol eon No. 2," he said in his harsh quaver

M ke Hammer rose without a word and wal ked to the conceal ed panel of the
el evator shaft. He vani shed wi thout sound. Platt and Martin fol |l owed at
five-mnute intervals.

Then the Fifth Napol eon backed toward the wall behind his desk and
vani shed like a swirl of blood behind the closing shutter in the steel wall.

AN express truck had halted at the curb outside a dingy room ng house in
Br ookl yn. The driver stared up and down the street before he descended from
his seat. There was a slight lunmp under his left arnpit. But his jacket was
| oosely buttoned; so that the butt of the hidden gun was not too apparent. The
eyes of the chauffeur were watchful. He was a trai ned gunman, one of M ke
Hammer' s nob

He rang the bell of the room ng house and di sappeared inside.

H s nmovenents were accurately observed by a man | oungi ng at the corner
The observer stood in front of a drug store wi ndow, apparently studying the
articles displayed in the show case. This second man's name was " Chi ck"
Morgan. He was a "finger nman" for Tiger Marsh

Five mnutes after the driver of the truck had entered the house, he
reappeared agai n. He was acconpani ed by M ke Hamer hinself. The two nen were
staggeri ng under the weight of a heavy trunk which they carried between them

The eyes of Chick Morgan glittered with satisfaction as he noted the
seal s and the double lock that protected the lid of the trunk

Hamer and the driver placed the trunk carefully into the express wagon.
There was a brief, whispered conference between the two nmen, then the pudgy
racket | eader turned and went back into the house.

The driver clinbed to his seat, but he didn't start his engine
i mediately. His glance veered swiftly toward the corner. But Chick Mrgan was
no | onger visible. He had noved into the store entrance.

The express driver dropped his pal mon the horn button and gave two
qui ck blasts. Then his gears rattled noisily and the truck drove away.

Before it reached the next corner, it was being quietly followed by a
sl eek sedan that had appeared seem ngly from nowhere. The sedan throttled its
speed, so that it kept about half a block behind the truck it was guarding.

That it was there to follow and guard M ke Hamrer's | ocked noney trunk
Chi ck Morgan had no doubt whatever. He had caught a glinpse of the five
killers who rode inside

CHI CK MORGAN waited to see no nore. He entered a phone booth in the drug
store, and called Tiger Marsh's headquarters; reported the situation
Evidently the reply pleased his vanity, for Chick grinned broadly as he hung
up.

He was still grinning as he wal ked to the curb and signal ed a taxicab
As he got in, the cab started with a jerk. It raced to the corner and
slithered out of sight with a whine of skidding rubber

There was one observer of the speeding taxi. The only evidence of his
presence was a slightly lifted wi ndow sash in a building opposite the roomn ng
house. The shade was drawn | ow on the w ndow behi nd which the nan was
crouched. A pair of tiny but extrenely powerful field glasses was glued to his



cal My observant eyes.

The man |l aughed in a |l ow, sibilant whisper. The sound was the |aughter
of The Shadow. But the pallid face was the face of Lifer Stone. He had spotted
the presence of Tiger Marsh's henchman. He had wi tnessed the swift departure
of the taxicab. But he had seen sonething else. As Chick Mrgan had entered
the cab, a crouched figure had risen frombeneath a | ap robe. The Shadow knew
t hat Chi ck had been neatly trapped and hijacked by a man with a glittering
kni f e.

The Shadow remnai ned behind the partly opened wi ndow, watching the front
of the rooni ng house opposite. Unlike Chick Mrgan, The Shadow had not been
decei ved by the fake noney transfer. He divined that the trunk in the express
wagon was a phony. Hs field glass had enabled himto study at close range the
expressions of both M ke Hamrer and the driver

He had seen their crooked grins, and had read their lips as they
whi spered together. They were both sneeringly aware of the presence of Tiger
Marsh's spy in the drugstore entrance. The whol e thing was being carefully
staged for the spy's benefit in order to trap himand the others. The Shadow
kept his field glasses trained on the doorway of the dingy rooni ng house
opposite. He was waiting for the sly Mke Hamer to reappear

CHAPTER X
THE DUPLI CATE TRUNK

THE SHADOW S t houghts were correct. Chick Mdrgan had been neatly trapped
in that Blue Star cab.

He had barely set foot inside the cab when the backward-flung hand of
t he chauffeur slanmed the door and the taxi sped away. From under a | ap robe
on the floor, a man swayed upward on his knees. A vicious jerk sent Chick
Morgan toppling. He tried to grab for his gun, but a sharp prick at the flesh
of his throat stopped the gesture before it had barely started.

"Take it east, nug," a hoarse voice warned, "or 1'll slash your neck
open!"

Bl ood fromthe sharp point of the knife trickled down Chick's neck. He
lay very quietly on the floor of the cab

"O. K. Tony?" the knife expert cried to the taxi driver.

"O K  Slasher! Got himset?"

"Slasher” chuckled. He didn't bother replying. Wth a knife in his hand,
Sl asher was |ike a streak of lightning. H's nicknane cane fromhis w zardry
with cold steel. He could kill swiftly and surely, in half the time it took a
man with a gun to squeeze a trigger

There was no further tal k between the kidnapers. The cab drove swiftly
through the streets of this outlying section of Brooklyn, cutting corners
accurately as if the man at the wheel knew exactly where he was going.

He did. H s goal was an unpaved road bel ow the dirt enmbankment of a spur
of the Long Island railroad. It was a dead-end thoroughfare.

"Sit up, nug!" Slasher told his victim "Put both hands flat on the top
of your dome!"

Chi ck Morgan knew he had reached the end of a one-way ride. But there
remai ned a ray of hope in his cunning brain. Hs gun was still hidden in his
shoul der hol ster.

Chick started to place his hands on top of his head. Suddenly one hand
darted downward in a lightning gesture. Hs gun | eaped fromits conceal ed
shoul der hol ster. The nuzzle twi sted nurderously toward Sl asher's belly.

But before Chick's finger could tighten on the trigger, he gave a
horrible, gurgling scream Slasher's knife buried self in Chick's throat. The
keen bl ade ripped the flesh into a gapi ng wound. Blood jetted in a ghastly
torrent. It soaked into Chick's clothing and into | ap robe that Sl asher
i nstantly had under the toppling gunnman.

The knife had severed Chick's windpipe. In a nonment his feeble twtching



ceased. He was dead.

"That's what cones fromworkin' for Tiger Marsh!" Slasher snarl ed.

There was no one in sight along the rutted road. It ran beside a vacant
lot, littered with tin cans, rusted bedsprings and piles of discarded rubbish.
The fence that surrounded it was unpainted and saggi ng with age.

Sl asher and Tony carried Chick's body swiftly through a gap in the
boards and dropped it in a weed-filled gully. The bl oodstai ned robe was | eft
with the corpse. Tony tossed tin cans and chunks of refuse, until the nound in
the gully resenbled the rest of the near-by junk piles.

The vacant lot was in a renpte section of Brooklyn. By the tinme any one
stunbl ed upon the tin-can grave, rain and weather would have finished its grim
work. A skull and a cage-like heap of ribs would be all that remained of the
unf ortunat e Chick Morgan.

The taxicab drove quietly away. Sl asher |aughed deep in his corded
t hr oat .

"Step on it, Tony! Mke Hanmer is waiting for us--and he's a guy that
don't like to be del ayed!"

THE SHADOWwas still waiting patiently at his wi ndow when the Bl ue-Star
cab drove up once nore in front of the rooni ng house opposite.

Sl asher got out. He rang the bell, and was instantly admtted by M ke
Hammer hi nsel f.

In less than a minute, Hanmer and S|l asher reappeared. They were carrying
a trunk between them It didn't seemto be quite as heavy as the trunk had
been | oaded into the express truck a half hour earlier. It was shoved into the
rear of the taxicab, and M ke Hanmer and hi s henchman got in.

The taxicab drove swiftly away. By lifting his wi ndow slightly, The
Shadow was able to watch its course. It was heading straight for one of the
bri dges that spanned the East River into Manhattan

The Shadow expected just such a maneuver. He had recogni zed the cab as
one of the Blue Star fleet. Mke Hammer was riding with two gunnen who had
obvi ously just finished kidnapping a nenber of a rival gang.

The two trunks The Shadow had seen indicated a clever substitution
schene. The first trunk was nerely a hoax to fool the nobsmen of Tiger Marsh.
The second was the valuable one. It was undoubtedly cranmed with | oot, and on
its way to be safeguarded in the secret headquarters of the Fifth Napol eon

The Shadow di vined that other trunks were on their way to the sane
destination in other taxicabs. Con Platt would be in charge of a second. Andy
Martin would be in charge of a third. The del uded nobsters of Tiger Marsh
woul d be chasing the fake express truck and its guardi ng sedan

The Shadow appeared presently on the sidewal k, carrying a small
bri efcase. The bl ack slouch hat and the cl oak of The Shadow were contained in
that bag. But the man who carried it was the living enbodi ment of Lifer Stone.
He was taking a grimchance in thus appearing in public. It was a chance he
bel i eved justified.

He entered the same drug store where Chick Mirgan had nade his call to
Ti ger Marsh. The Shadow picked up a Manhattan tel ephone directory and turned
swiftly to the "B's." He discovered that the Blue Star taxicab conpany was a
small outfit with only one tel ephone nunber. And only one garage!

The latter discovery sinplified The Shadow s problem H s grim
destination was now clear to him And his suspicion about the real ownership
of the Blue Star fleet crystallized into certainty.

The taxicabs and their drivers were part of a gigantic crimna
organi zati on. The Shadow marvel ed at the daring of the Fifth Napol eon. He had
sel ected as his headquarters a nmodem skyscraper in the very heart of busy
Manhattan. The Crown Building! It was in the basenent of the Crown Buil ding
that the Blue Star fleet was garaged.

Unl ess The Shadow was reasoning without logic for the first time in his
life, the headquarters of the gang were hi dden somewhere in the sane
skyscr aper.



The fal se Lifer Stone descended quietly into the subway and took an
express train toward Manhattan

Twenty mnutes | ater, he was approaching a ranped vehicle entrance that
led to the cavernous basement of the Crown Buil di ng.

CHAPTER XI .
HELL' S LI D.

THE road in New York City's suburban Westchester County was a bad one.

It was narrow and unpaved. Rain was falling steadily. It didn't make the goi ng
any easier for the strange notor procession that was proceeding along this
deserted country road.

A heavy express truck led the way. It was followed at a short distance
by a sl eek black sedan. There were five ugly-faced gunmen in the sedan. They
were in a vicious tenmper. They grow ed oaths as the car churned up nud and
sent water splashing from deep puddl es.

They were all seasoned henchnen of the Fifth Napol eon. They could snell
trouble a mle away; but the trouble that worried themwas closer than that.

One of the nmen, called "Cip," tw sted suddenly and peered back through
the rear wi ndow of the sedan. A half mle behind, in the black pour of rain,
he saw a mud- spl ashed autonobile top a rise in the road and coast downward out
of sight.

Cip swore viciously.

"It's still there!™ he growl ed. "Hasn't gained an inch on us in the |ast
ten mnutes! Looks like they don't want to gain. They've been a half nile
behi nd us ever since we hit this |ousy road!"

He reached suddenly to the fl oor of the sedan and picked up a subnachi ne
gun.

"It's a hijack! You guys better get your snoke-wagons ready. Those heel s
trailing us are fromTiger Marsh's mob! |1'Il bet a grand on that!"

Aip's pals thought the sane way he did. Wapons slid into hands that
were used to dishing out sudden death. The driver eased a pal mfrom his whee
and unbuttoned the top button of his coat. He honked his horn three tines, and
got a simlar reply fromthe driver of the express truck up ahead. It was a
troubl e signal

But the truck did not increase its speed. The orders of the Fifth
Napol eon had been explicit: to drive not above thirty niles an hour

The nysterious car a half mle in the rear of the black sedan conti nued
to hang on like a leech. Cip's grimsurm se about that car was correct. There
were five men hunched on the padded seats, and every one of them owed
al | egi ance to Tiger Marsh.

They were following for a grimpurpose. They were under orders to stea
the three | ocked trunks aboard the express truck.

The man sitting beside the chauffeur seened to be the | eader. He had a
pair of powerful binoculars in his hand. He was watching the road ahead of the
swayi ng express truck.

What he was | ooking for so keenly was a narrow bottl eneck in the road
ahead, or a narrow bridge, or perhaps a sharp turn above a steep precipice.
Any of the three would suit his purpose.

Suddenly, he gave a clipped cry. He had seen a long, straight hill, and
at its foot a narrow wooden bridge that spanned a deep ravine.

"O K'! Let's go!"

THE chauffeur's foot jamred hard on the gas. The car shot ahead. The man
wi th the binoculars dropped them He seized a stubby, w de-barreled gun and
crouched | ower.

The killers in the back grabbed weapons. Their job was to spill |ead and
protect the two nen in front.

Down the long hill the car sped recklessly, gaining rapidly on the two



vehi cl es ahead. They were instantly detected. The sound of the sedan's horn
was a screeching warni ng. The truck ahead speeded up. The sedan sl owed
slightly.

This was exactly what Tiger's hijackers wanted. Their plan was to force
a way past the sedan and get in between it and the fleeing truck.

Bullets flamed as the distance | essened between the two cars. The
Napol eon nmobsnen were using a Tomry gun, but so were Tiger's killers. The
pursui ng car raced al ongsi de the sedan and began to forge ahead. Lead crashed
t hrough the wi ndows, and ripped into the flying blur of nud-stained wheels.

But not one of the slugs burst a tire.

Tiger's car was al nost at the very edge of the road. The chance these
det erm ned nobsnen were taki ng was al nost suicidal. They knew that if the
speeding cars collided, both would go over the cliff edge together in crashing
ruin.

The Napol eon gunmen knew that, too. Their white-faced driver spat an
oat h and swerved back to safety.

An instant later, the roaring hijack car was ahead of the sedan. It
raced at terrific speed toward the fleeing express truck at the foot of the
hill.

The narrow wooden bridge |ooned like a frail spidery gap over deep
not hi ngness. The truck took the bridge at high speed. But the pursuing car
slowed as it crossed the boards.

The t hug beside the chauffeur rose suddenly from his cranmped position on
the floor. He | eaned recklessly out of the wi ndow, oblivious to the hail of
bullets that spat at himfromthe rear. The fat-barreled pistol in his hand
spat flame.

Three times he fired, but he didn't point the nuzzle at the black sedan
I nstead, he ained at the planks of the narrow wooden bridge.

There were thee pronpt expl osions. White snmoke spurted upward |ike
tendrils of fog. The snoke fromthe three tiny bonbs nerged in an inpenetrable
curtain. Tear gas! That was the grimmethod used by desperate killers to rid
t hensel ves of the sedan and its occupants.

The sedan was going so fast it was unable to stop. It dove at high
speed, straight into that deadly fog that shrouded the narrow bridge.

Pain dug at the driver's eyes. Tears blinded him Wth lids tightly shut
i n hel pl ess agony, he tensed his grip on the wheel

He t hought he was hol di ng the whee
rigid, but he wasn't. Hi s right hand unconsciously applied nore pressure than
the left. The wheel swerved. It was enough to tw st the speeding car out of
its course. It raced at a blind tangent toward the frail railing of the narrow
bri dge.

The thugs had no warning of disaster until they felt the crash of
splintered wood and the sickening lurch into enpty space beneath them Their
shrieks of terror were drowned in the hiss of rain and the rush of wind as the
sedan plunged into the chasm

It turned over, its wheels spinning uselessly in enpty air. A hundred
and fifty feet below, it landed with a crash. The roof of the sedan burst
apart like crunpled paper. There was a terrific echo of concussion between the
sheer rocky walls of the chasm then flanmes spurted |ike blue |ightning over
the tw sted w eckage.

In a nonment, the smashed sedan and the dead nmen inside were in the red
heart of licking flanes.

TIGER S nmen didn't wait to observe all this. Their own car shot ahead.
The express truck driver bent every effort of his frightened will to getting
nore and nore speed out of his lumbering vehicle. It was a usel ess hope.

The grimcar in his rear crept closer. As it passed the tail board of the
truck, a man | eaped fromthe running board and swung across. He squirmnmed
inward |like an eel. His gun rmuzzle pointed om nously toward the back of the
express driver's head.



The driver glanced back and saw doom pointing at him He cut his notor
and jamed on his brakes. The truck skidded to a halt under the wet branches
of overhangi ng trees.

"Don't shoot!" the driver gasped.

"Yeah?" the gunman behi nd hi m grinned.

He thrust his nuzzle into the driver's back and fired. The slug crashed
t hrough the spine of the unfortunate captive. He was dead before his body
slumped fromthe seat.

The car of Tiger's nmen had pulled to a stop directly ahead of the halted
truck. Now it began to roll slowy ahead. The thug who had nmurdered the
express driver took his place. The truck followed the car

A quarter mle fromthe smashed bridge, the guiding car halted. Truck
and sedan were backed into a concealing overhang of wet bushes.

A man hurried to a tel ephone pole and began to clinmb swiftly. He wore a
linesman's clinbing spikes, and carried a portable tel ephone service set slung
around hi s shoul der.

He nade a qui ck connection with the overhead wire, his rubber-gloved
fingers working with sure efficiency. In a monment, he was tal king with an
oper at or.

"Road repair." He rasped a phone nunmber to the bored operator. "G me a
connection, sister! | want to talk to nmy foreman up the line."

H s "foreman" was Tiger Marsh. The number was a booth in a small store
at a village crossroad five mles ahead. Wen the storekeeper answered, the
man clinging to the tel ephone pol e grinned.

"Li neman reporting. My foreman will be in your place in a mnute. Tel
himl've fixed the trouble.”

He clinbed down the pole and discarded his |linesman's equi pnent. The
j ubi l ant nmobsnen of Tiger Marsh eyed hungrily the | ocked trunks they had
hi j acked. They knew the trunks contai ned dough--bi g dough! Their greed
i ncreased as the mnutes passed with no sign of Tiger Marsh.

"Pretty soft,"” a voice nunbled. "W do the work--Tiger gets the gravy!
How much dough do you suppose is in those dammed boxes?"

"Amllion, or I'mnuts!"

"Amllion! I'lIl bet Tiger would never nmiss a grand outa that pile of

jack!"

There was sudden sil ence anong the hijackers. G eedy eyes stared at one
another. Tiger was a hell of a long while com ng! Maybe he wasn't comi ng at
all. Maybe he'd gotten hinmself bunped on the way to the rendezvous.

"You guys can do what you like," the first thug whispered. Hi s finger
twitched. "I'm gonna sneak nme a grand!"

There was uncertain laughter for a nonment. Then all five thugs noved by
a conmmon i npul se toward the | ocked treasure chests.

They began to attack eagerly the fastenings of the mddle trunk. The
seal s were easy. The locks weren't much harder. But the lid seened to stick

"G me a hand, sonebody. It's stuck tight."

Two nen strained at the balky lid. By grimy applied pressure, they got
it tolift slowmy. As it raised there was a queer grinding noise inside--as
t hough cogs were engaging in a toothed wheel

"What the hell kind of--"

THE renmai nder of that sentence was never uttered. Flame gushed upward in
a blinding white dazzle that scorched the tops of the trees. The roar of a
gi gantic expl osi on awoke cl apping echoes in the hills for niles around.

The expl osi ves contained in the two unopened trunks detonated fromthe
concussion of the first blast.

The trunks, the truck, the sedan, the five nen--all vanished in that
bl i ndi ng spout of flane. Not a trace was left-- not even a tattered remant of
bl eedi ng fl esh.

Where the truck and the sedan had stood was a gaping pit in the earth.
The nearest trees were stripped of foliage and split asunder. Bl ackened trunks



hung at crazy angles over the pit in the ground. Fire sputtered aimessly
anmong wet branches.

H gh up in the gray sky a hawk flewin long circles. The hawk was the
only living thing in a vast wi |l derness of silence.

It continued to circle in the sky. Like a vulture.

CHAPTER XI | .
THE CROMN BUI LDI NG

A MAN with the strangely pallid face of Lifer Stone noved quietly al ong
the sidewalk in the rear of the towering Crown Building. He carried a
briefcase. H's face and his shanbling wal k marked himas Lifer Stone. But the
steady eyes were the eyes of The Shadow.

H s eyes took note of his surroundings as he passed. He saw the
cavernous traffic entrance where a diny lighted stone ranp | ed dowward to
the Blue Star garage in the basement of the skyscraper. Qutside the entrance,
in a sentry-like box shack, The Shadow could see a man in the uniformof a
taxi starter.

The Shadow eased toward the doorway of the sentry shack. \Wen the
uni formed starter turned his back, The Shadow dodged inside, grasped the man
by the nape of the neck. Pressure he applied to hidden nerve centers paral yzed
the man instantly; put himout cold for some tine to cone.

The Shadow | owered his victimto the floor of the shack. In another
instant, the fake Lifer Stone had opened his briefcase. An amazing
transformati on took place. He was dressed in a | ong black cloak. Black gl oves
covered his fingers. A slouch hat shaded the whol e upper part of his face,
except for the strong beak-like jut of his nose.

From t he hunched figure of Lifer Stone, The Shadow had emnerged.

He slid quietly out of the door of the shack and glided down the gl oony
ranp that led to the Blue Star garage. Hi s bl ackness seened part of the wall.
Only his eyes reflected light, and they were shielded by the brimof his hat.
At the lower end of the ramp he turned a corner, keeping close to the dark
wal | .

Enpty taxicabs were visible, parked in rows. In a clearing under one of
the dimoverhead lights, a group of taxi drivers were in a circle on hands and
knees shooting dice. The Shadow recogni zed every one of themas a crim nal

He took grimcare not to attract their attention. H s goal was a
shel tered spot where he coul d observe the | oading platformon the opposite
side of the garage. Behind the platformwas an office.

The door was open and the office seened enpty. But The Shadow suspect ed
that M ke Hanmer had vani shed inside with a heavy trunk not nany m nutes
earlier.

He waited. He knew that either Con Platt or Andy Martin would be the
next to arrive. Their actions would be The Shadow s gui de.

It proved to be Andy Martin. The arrival of his cab was the signal for
the dice players to abandon their gane and scatter to posts overl ooking the
street exit. Martin got out of the cab, and his driver sprang to assist him
They carried a heavy trunk between them The two vanished into the little
of fice behind the Ioading platform and Martin shut the door

Five mnutes later, the taxi driver cane out alone. He got in his cab
and drove away. The Shadow began to belly quietly under the bodies of other
parked cabs, naking his way grimy toward the closed door of the office.

He net disaster alnost immediately. As he wiggled between two cabs, an
evil face glared at him A gun butt swung nurderously at The Shadow s skul |

THE SHADOW caught the plunging wist and |ocked it into rigid
hel pl essness. Hi s other hand cl osed |ike a black-gloved vise on the throat of
the nobster. The yell of rage and warning was never uttered. A faint gurgle
was all that was heard



Bot h hands of The Shadow conpleted their grimwork. Wen he let go his
grip, the nobster |ay unconscious.

The Shadow shoved the |linp body into conceal nent and continued his
advance across the dark floor of the garage.

The office door opened slightly, stayed that way for an instant, and
t hen cl osed agai n.

The Shadow had gai ned his first objective.

The room was enpty; no sign of Andy Martin or the heavy trunk which he
had carried inside. Nor could The Shadow di scover any trace of an exit. He
turned the knob of the only other door visible--a clothes closet.

The Shadow tested the walls and fl oor and deci ded there was not hi ng
unusual about this closet. He waited patiently inside, his keen eye at the
keyhol e.

In ten mnutes, his patience was rewarded. Shuffling steps sounded
outside. Two men cane into the office, stunbling under the weight of a heavy
trunk. One of themwas a thug wearing the peaked cap of a taxi driver. The
other man was Con Pl att.

The trunk was a duplicate of the one which Andy Martin had carried into
conplete invisibility.

The Shadow, watching through the cl oset keyhol e, soon discovered the
nature of that cunningly concealed road to invisibility. It was in the wall of
the office, directly opposite the spot in which he was crouched.

As he watched, he saw a whol e section of the wall slide away, disclosing
a small elevator illumnated by a rose-tinted lanmp in its ceiling.

A private elevator shaft! Leading either aloft to the pinnacle of the
skyscraper, or down into the bowels of the earth--which, The Shadow had no way
yet of deternining.

Con Platt entered the elevator, the trunk with him The wall slid back
into place. There was no humfromthe concealed lift. Nothing but conmplete
silence. The taxi driver turned and left the office.

The Shadow set grimy to work to di scover the hidden mechani sm of pane
that conceal ed the el evator shaft. Con Platt's pudgy body had shi el ded
what ever his hands had done to spring that panel open. The wall itself was no
help. It was blank fromceiling to floor. No decorations or carvings of any
ki nd. Pressure undoubtedly did the trick

The Shadow began to test every inch of that bare wall.

He was still at work, his eyes blazing with concentration, when he
suddenly stiffened. Fromthe garage outside cane the reverberating echoes of a
yell of surprise and rage

"Hel p! Over here! Quick!"

The Shadow divined instantly what had happened. Sonme one had stunbl ed
across the body of the nman he had throttled and shoved out of sight. He could
hear excited yells and the rush of feet.

THE SHADOW t hought fast. He knew he had no chance whatever to escape
fromthe office in which he was trapped. Hs only hope lay in bluff. Not as
The Shadow but as Lifer Stone!

The man he had throttled had been attacked too quickly to catch a
reveal ing glinpse of his assailant. The darkness in the garage woul d nake any
one's clothing seem as bl ack as the disguise The Shadow had used.

Swiftly, The Shadow darted to the clothes closet. He whipped off his
bl ack robe and hung it under one of the coats already hanging there. H's
sl ouch hat was crunmpled in a twi nkling, and he shoved it into an overcoat
pocket .

He had barely closed the closet door when the rush of feet halted
om nously outside the office.

The Shadow s hands |ifted above his head. He held the palnms outward to
show t hey were open and enpty. A ripple seenmed to pass over his face and
extend down his left shoulder into his body. The |eft shoul der sagged. H s
body becanme hulkingly different. H's nouth withed into an ugly |eer



He was grinning as nobsmen of the Fifth Napol eon flung the office door
wide on its hinges. He stared at the peering faces and the steady nuzzl es of
guns. Tough words spat cornerw se out of his sullen nouth:

"O. K. pals! You got ne!l Don't shoot!"

"Lifer Stone! It's Lifer!"

The nobsters yelled it with savage triunph. Fromthe rear, hands went
expertly over himand made sure he had no weapon. A thug sprang to the office
desk and pressed a button. He spoke into a snmall object that |ooked |like a
black lid froma tin can

"Agent 2-18-1 reporting!”

He nade a quick, staccato report of the discovery and capture of Lifer
Stone. Then he was respectfully quiet, evidently listening to inaudible
i nstructions. Wen be finished, there was a nmurderous grin his face. He
grow ed:

"Turn around, Lifer! Face the closet!"

The Shadow obeyed. To have objected woul d have been to comit suicide.
He knew the purpose of this maneuver. He was no | onger able to see the section
of the wall where the secret panel guarded the hi dden el evator shaft.

A minute or two went by. His straining ears could detect no sound. No
hum of machi nery was audi bl e.

"Al'l right, Lifer!"

The Shadow knew that snarling voice. It was Con Platt's. Wth enpty
hands hi gh above his head, The Shadow turned. The el evator panel was open. Con
Platt was grinning evilly. Andy Martin was beside him So was M ke Hamer.

"Int" Con Platt rasped.

@uns enphasi zed the brief command. The Shadow wal ked i nto the el evator
He knew that the panel in the wall was now cl osed, that the elevator was in
motion. But it was intuition that told him rather than any evidence of his
senses. The el evator was a nodern one, as conpletely enclosed as a coffin. The
Shadow had no i dea whether he was goi ng up or down.

"Just a little trip down into the bowels of the earth,” Con Platt
mur mur ed, smoothly. "We hope you don't mind, Lifer. You'll be easier to
handl e, away down where we're going!"

To The Shadow, Platt's remark offered the first definite clue. They were
goi ng not down, but up! Con Platt had been a shade too eager with his remark.

There was no indication that the el evator had stopped; however, another
wal | panel was now open.

"Qut!" Con Platt grow ed, nudging The Shadow. "Take three steps forward,
then halt."”

THE SHADOW obeyed. He stepped into a wi ndowl ess chanber, vividly white
under the gl ow of powerful electric lights. He stared at a tall figure that
stood across the roomglaring at himthrough slitted eyehol es.

The figure was like a sheeted pillar of flame. It was covered from head
to foot in a robe the color of freshly spilled blood. A scarlet mask hooded
the head. Scarlet gloves conceal ed the hands and wists. Pointed red slippers
peeped from beneath the hem of the robe.

"W wel cone you to our little headquarters, M. Lifer Stone,
figure purred. "W've been waiting to nmeet you for a long tine!"

H s voice was |ike the quavering whisper of a very old man. But again
The Shadow s brain discounted the evidence of his senses. He was aware of
power, strength, and vitality. He knew he was facing a crimnal genius of the
under wor | d.

The Fifth Napol eon!

t he masked

CHAPTER XI I I .
THE HUVAN FLY

THE SHADOW S bl uff as Lifer Stone had saved himfromthe smashi ng i npact



of nobster bullets. Now he faced death in a slower and nore horrible form His
wrists were bound tightly to the armof a chair.

Behi nd him stood M ke Hamrer with the nuzzle of a pistol janmred against
t he back of The Shadow s skull. Andy Martin and Con Platt were arned and
wat chf ul .

On the desk of the Fifth Napol eon was a queer blue-glazed bottle. It
| ooked as if it were made of stone. The Shadow divined that it contained
corrosive acid.

The [ aughter of the Fifth Napol eon was pitiless as he glared at the
supposed convict. H's blood-red hand picked up a long nmetal rod. The
aci d-di pped rod would burn out Lifer Stone's eyes. The red torturer lifted the
stopple carefully fromthe bottle. A haze of spum ng vapor eddi ed upward |ike
st eam

"One by one, our enenies vanish!" the quavering voice boasted. "Tiger
Marsh is no longer alive to challenge us. Your death, unless you talk, wll be
alot nmore painful. It will do you no good to scream because we're deep
enough in the earth to be safe frominterference."

As the Fifth Napol eon spoke, the earthy snell seened to become nore
pronounced. Over the Shadow s head sounded the runbling roar of a subway
train. A nonment of silence, then a train roared past in the opposite
direction. But The Shadow was not deceived. He knew the noment he heard that
subway roar that he was not underground, but high in the air, in the tower of
the Crown Buil ding. The noise of the trains was perceptible only in his ears!
Had they been real trains, the vibration of their passing would have nade a
jarring tingling through the soles of his feet.

But there was no vibration whatever, The sound was therefore a purely
mechani cal one, reproduced on a phonograph record to deceive Lifer Stone and
frighten himinto talking.

A second bit of observation confirmed The Shadow s certainty. Opposite
the wall where the el evator was conceal ed was a tiny white knob on an
ot herwi se snooth wall. The Shadow had noticed it out of the corner of his
narrowed eyes. He suspected that behind it was a wi ndow overl ooking the sunlit
rooft ops of Manhatt an.

"Tal k--or die, Lifer!" the hooded
| eader whi sper ed.

"l dunno nuttin' about the D. A " The Shadow nuttered out of the corner
of his nouth. "I never had nuttin' to do wit' Tiger Marsh's nob. I'mjust a
guy outa the Big house, tryin' to git along on ne own, see?"

"Then how did you nanage to find out the secret of mny garage?”

The Shadow was silent. The Fifth Napol eon dipped his nmetal rod into the
blue bottle. Drops of a thick, mlky liquid clung hissing to the end of the
rod. The Fifth Napol eon | eaned forward.

Suddenly, he halted. A bell was buzzing warningly under his desk He
turned toward his bl ack annunci ator box.

The nessage was inaudible to The Shadow. The reply of the Fifth Napol eon
betrayed astoni shnment. Then a grimjoy. He turned quickly around, gave sw ft
comands that startled his nmob of henchnen.

"Martin, unbind the prisoner's hands! Platt, bring the fingerprint
apparatus and the records of Lifer Stone fromthe files! Hammer, keep your gun
steady on the back of the prisoner's skull! If he noves, blow his brains out!"

THE SHADOW S bonds were cut. Hamrer's gun muzzle dug into the captive's
skull, forcing himto remain notionless in the chair. Platt returned with an
i nk pad, sensitized paper, and a sheaf of records.

The Shadow s fingers were sneared over the ink pad and pressed agai nst
t he paper. The Fifth Napol eon snatched up the prints and conpared themw th
t he phot ographed record in his own hand. He laughed with shrill delight.

"Proof positive! Gentlenen, we've got a nore inmportant guest than I
dreamed of! This man is not Lifer Stone!

Gasps came from Martin and Platt. "Wo is he?"



"The Shadow "

The Fifth Napol eon's whisper was |ike a breath of doom

"The phone call | just listened to was a nmessage fromthe garage office.
The cl oak and hat of The Shadow were found hidden in the clothes closet, where
he thrust themjust before he was captured.”

"Dat's a liel" The Shadow snarled, gruffly. "I dunno whatcha gabbin'
about! Youse guys are nuts!"

But he knew he had reached the end of his desperate convict bluff. H's
feet pressed tautly against the floor.

"Tie up his hands!" the Fifth Napol eon cri ed.

Platt and Martin | eaned to obey. But the thrust of The Shadow s forward
springi ng body sent themflying apart. M ke Hammer's gun roared harm essly
over his hunched shoulder. H's hand closed tightly about the bluish acid
cont ai ner.

He swung the bottle with a quick, spilling notion. The stuff sprayed
like fum ng, smoky rain. Drops spattered on the nask and robe of the Fifth
Napol eon, sendi ng himbackward with a yell of agony. Platt threw an arm over
his face and reeled dizzily. Andy Martin hurled hinself to the floor, his
burned hands w it hi ng.

The Shadow didn't wait to observe all this. H's crouched body returned
to his chair. Mke Hamer's finger was pressing his trigger when the chair
went over backward under the thrust of The Shadow s feet. It struck Hammer off
bal ance, upsetting him He fell sprawing, and the gun bounced from his hand.

Before he could slide forward and grab it, The Shadow had snatched up
t he gun.

Flane fromits jerking nmuzzle sent the dazed racketeers retreating
t hrough the gray haze of the spilled acid. The Shadow sprinted for the white
knob in the bare wall opposite.

A quick jerk and it turned. A panel slid back. Blinding sunlight spilled
into the room A w ndow was di scl osed, and beyond it the blue sky and the
skyscrapers of Manhattan.

The Shadow whirl ed and enptied his pistol at his foes. Slugs ripped back
toward him But The Shadow had dropped |ow as he fired. Except for a stinging
pain along the flesh of his thigh, he was unhit.

He smashed the wi ndow with a blow of his fist. Before the blood could
gush from gashed knuckl es, he was over the sill. He vanished out into dizzy
space hundreds of feet above the ground!

THE dazed Napol eons t hought The Shadow had | eaped in panic to his death.
But The Shadow had not |eaped, nor was he in panic. He had seen bel ow the sil
of the wi ndow a narrow stone | edge that ran horizontally along the face of the
building. It was an architectural adornment.

He was noving swiftly along the ledge like a fly on the surface of a
vertical sheet of paper. H's heels projected into space. H s toes shuffled
rapidly along. Hi s palnms gripped the face of the building, cupped slightly to
give hima tiny bit of suction to aid the bal ance of his body.

As he noved, his eyes veered over his shoulder. Hi s goal was a spot
bel ow and opposite him-across a dizzy void of enpty air. He had noted that
goal in the blinding instant it had taken himto snmash the w ndow of the
racket eer headquarters and squirmout to the |edge.

Directly behind the Crown Building was the rear of a tall apartment sky
scraper. The flat roof contained a penthouse. Between the penthouse and the
fenced edge of the roof was a stone race. A blonde in a bathing suit was
sunni ng herself in a deck chair. Cose to her chair was a huge lily pond
bordered with an ornanental rock garden. The woman had been fast asleep, but
t he sound of breaking gl ass had awakened her

She | ooked up and saw above her the desperately clinging figure of The
Shadow on the wall of the Crown Building. Faces were peering from smashed
wi ndow t hr ough whi ch The Shadow had energed. Guns pointed at that swiftly
nmovi ng human fly.



The bl onde in the bathing suit screaned.

The Shadow s toes whirled on the narrow | edge. He dove headl ong downward
t hrough enpty space.

He plunged straight for the lily pond on the terrace. H's body sl anted
like an arrow across the ghastly void that separated the two buildings. H's
aimwas true. He missed the rocks that bordered the circul ar edge of the
ornanental pool and struck the water with a trenendous spl ash.

The Shadow energed fromthe water like a dripping seal. H s body ached
fromthe inmpact in that shallow tank. But there was enough depth of water to
save himfrom a broken neck or sprained |inbs.

He clutched at the crunpled figure of the blonde in the w spy bathing
suit. She had fainted. The Shadow dragged her under the overhang of the rock
garden to protect her fromthe spray of bullets.

But no nore shots roared. The wi ndow in the Crown Buil di ng had vani shed
into the bl ankness of stone. There was no | onger any trace of the shattered
gl ass pane through which The Shadow had burst.

A doubl e panel disguised that w ndow openi ng--one inside and one outside
the gl ass. Both noved together under the inpulse of nechani sm connected wth
the white knob inside the room The face of the building was apparently stone.

The fainting woman woul d never renenber from which |evel of the Crown
Bui | di ng the shots had cone. The | edges on each floor were identical

THE SHADOW darted into the penthouse. As he nade his escape fromthe
apartment building, a burning glint of victory swept the eyes of The Shadow.
The Fifth Napol eon knew now t hat the whereabouts of his mllion-dollar trunks
was known. An attenpt woul d undoubtedly be nade to nove themto sone nore
secret spot.

When that move took place, The Shadow s veil ed eyes woul d be wat chi ng!

CHAPTER XI V
DOUBLE TREACHERY.

A BLUE STAR cab drew to the curb in front of the entrance of a
respectable hotel on the West Side. It was the same hotel where Ethel Shernman
was hi di ng under an assumed nane.

A man and a woman inside the cab exchanged qui ck whi spers. The man on
the rear seat was Con Platt. The worman besi de hi mwas a good-I| ooki ng brunette
of the flashy chorus type.

"You sure you got the nessage straight, Mzie?"

Mazi e sniled and showed even, white teeth.

"Don't worry. She'll cone out like a baby followi ng a stick of candy!
The nmonent | nmention Fred Daniel's nanme she'll think it's OK [I'Il tell her
I"'ma reporter fromthe Cassic. As soon as she steps in the cab--"

"Al'l right, babe. Get going!"

The brunette vanished into the hotel with a confident snmile. But she was
gone barely two minutes. Then she reappeared with a haste that resenbl ed
pani c. She was still alone. Wth a frightened oath, she flung herself into the
cab alongside the startled Platt.

"CGet this cab outa here--quick!"

The cab shot away.

"She's gone!" Mazie gasped, fiercely, "Ethel Sherman's been snatched! W
got here too late!"

Platt listened with a startled frowm to the swift story of the brunette.

Et hel Sherrman had checked out of the hotel twenty minutes earlier. A man
had called for her, and after listening to his story, the district attorney's
gul l'i bl e daughter had left hurriedly with him

"He had the nerve," Mzie cried, harshly, "to say he was a reporter from
the Cassic, and a friend of Fred Daniel, the managing editor! | punped the
dane at the desk and then beat it."



"What did the guy |ook Iike?"

There was fear in Mazie's voice: "The guy that snatched Ethel Shernman
was a tall bozo with flam ng-red hair and deep-blue eyes. The wonman at the
desk renenbered the blue eyes distinctly. She said they were hard to forget."

"Tiger Marsh!"

"Right!"

"But that nug's dead! He was blown to hell in an explosion!"

Platt | eaned forward. He shoved the gl ass panel aside with a force that
cracked the pane.

"Back to the garage, Pete!" he yelled to the driver. "Make it fast!"

The cab's speed increased. It threaded through traffic |ike a busy
needl e sewi ng through cloth. Con Platt's face was a pasty-white. Tiger Marsh
had not only escaped death; he had beaten the Napol eons to their trunp card.
He had snatched the D. A 's daughter for a hostage.

A queer sense of inmpending doom made the hair crawl on Con Platt's
scal p.

TI GER MARSH was sniling crookedly. In a shabby room Ilighted by the
glare of a lanmp on the table, he was snarling a curt order to a terrified
girl. The girl was Ethel Shernman.

"CGet on that phone and tell your father it's really you! Tell himit's
no use trying to trace the call. This phone is on a tap froma feed cable.
It'd take a conpany troubl e-shooter a week to locate it. Go ahead, talk!"

The frightened girl stared at Tiger's bristling red hair, at the
relentl ess blue eyes under his shaggy brows. Trenbling, she picked up the
phone. She spoke to Judge Sherman, who was waiting in puzzlement at the other
end of the wre.

She begged her father to follow Tiger's directions. Then a ruthl ess hand
dragged her away fromthe phone. A henchman of Tiger's tied and gagged her
Ti ger hinmself took the phone.

"You heard your daughter's voice, judge. Are you satisfied now?"

"Yes! For God's sake, don't harmher! |I'Il do anything you say."
"What phone are you tal king on? The one in your front parlor?"
"Yes."

"Then you're sitting right near the wi ndow. Mke a double cross mark on
t he wi ndowpane with your finger and tell ne what you see.”

There was a pause. Then

"A man's coming across the street," Sherman whi spered. "He's wal ki ng up
the front stoop. He's ringing the bell."

"O K" Tiger said. "Go to the front door and take what he gives you.
Then cone back to the phone."

Again there was a pause. A |onger one. Then

"He gave nme a cigar," Shernman whispered

"Correct! Now | know you're telling the truth. You'll have to, if you
expect to save your daughter's life. Listen carefully."

He told the terrified judge that the cigar was drugged. He ordered him
to call up Joe Cardona and get himto come at once to the house.

The nonent Joe arrived, he was to be informed that Sherman's daughter
had been snatched. The source of the information was to be credited to Fred
Dani el , managi ng editor of the Cassic. Fred had supposedly traced the
ki dnappers to their hiding place and was wat chi ng the outside of the hangout.

"Tell Cardona you got a car waiting outside.” Tiger snarled. "He'll go
wi th you when you nmention Fred Daniel's nanme. Explain to Cardona it's gotta be
a personal rescue job, with just himand you and Fred Daniel. A police raid
would tip off the crooks and get the girl killed. Got all that?"

"Yes--yes!"

There' |l be a linmousine waiting at the curb for you and Cardona. As soon
as the car starts, light up a cigar and give the drugged one to Joe. He's a
fiend for cigars; he'll snpke up and pass out. Leave the rest to the driver.

He' Il give you directions on where to find your daughter. It's an even



exchange, see? You get your daughter unharned--and we get Joe Cardona!"

"I'"l'l--1"1l do as you say," the judge breathed. "Please don't hurt ny
daught er! \Wo--who are you?"

It was the question that Tiger Marsh had been waiting for, with cunning
pati ence. To answer it falsely was part of his crooked scheme. Hi s chuckle was
like the clink of an ice cube.

"Maybe ny nane will be a guarantee that | nean business. You're doing
busi ness with--the Fifth Napol eon!"

There was a gasp fromthe other end of the wire. In a quiet roommiles
away fromthe nobsnen of Tiger Marsh, the district attorney hung up a dead
instrument wi th a shaking hand.

TEN minutes later, Joe Cardona wal ked into the judge's living room The
nmonent he saw Sherman's pal e face, he knew sonething was badly wong. He
rapped out an anxi ous question. Sherman gul ped. Snoothly, he told the Iying
story that would doom Joe to death.

Cardona swal | owed the bait w thout suspicion. He picked up the phone.
Before the special district attorney could halt him he had asked for police
headquarters.

"Joe--don't!" Sherman cried. "They will kill Ethel!l™

Cardona grinned. "Take it easy! |I'mnot gunm ng things, judge. This is
sonmet hing el se. If what you say is true, the Napol eons are all away fromtheir
personal hangouts. |I'mgoing to order sinultaneous raids on the hones of Con
Platt, Andy Martin and M ke Hanmer. |'ve had search warrants ready for weeks
for just such an opportunity.”

In spite of Sherman's shrill objections, Joe put through the order for
the triple raid. Then he turned grimy on his heel, asked:

"You got a gun with you?... Good! Let's go!"

They stepped into the parked |inpusine that was waiting outside. Cardona
frowned as he stared at the tough visage of the chauffeur

"Who is that guy?"

"He's all right," Sherman lied. "He's a chauffeur for the news
phot ographers on the C assic when they have to get places in a hurry. The
sedan belongs to the newspaper. Fred Daniel sent it here to pick us up"

He lighted a cigar with nervously eager fingers. Then he offered Joe the
drugged cigar, and the inspector took it casually and fished for a match

The linousine was rolling along at an easy pace. The driver was watching
his rear-vision nmrror. He saw sonething that neither of his two passengers
observed. Anot her sedan was follow ng the first.

A crafty gleamcanme into the chauffeur's eyes. He had a second mrror
fixed so that he could also watch the two nmen in the rear. He saw Cardona
strike a match and hold its glowing flame to the tip of the drugged cigar. As
Joe sucked the flame close to the tip of the cigar, the district attorney's
hand shot out. He clutched the cigar fromthe astoni shed nmouth of the
detective and threw it on the floor. Sherman's hand bit |ike steel into the
arm of Cardona. His lips brushed Joe's ear

"I't's drugged!" he whispered. "Quick! Light one of your own. Don't |et
the driver suspect anything." The driver was still facing straight ahead.
Apparently, he had not noticed the action behind him While Cardona quickly
fished in his pocket and Iit a fresh cigar of his own, Sherman's whi sper at
his ear acquainted himw th part of the truth.

"I couldn't go through with it, Joe," the district attorney gasped. "Not
even to save the life of nmy own daughter. It's a trap! But | don't think it's
the Fifth Napoleon! | think we're up against Tiger Marsh!"

"What makes you think that?"

"It's--it's just a hunch."

"O K" Joe replied, softly. "W'Ill make things | ook good."

He inhal ed deeply on his own cigar and pretended to sway. He | eaned up
agai nst the side of the car and closed his eyes. One of his hands dropped
sleepily. It dropped near the spot where Joe had a police gun conceal ed.



Slowy, his fingers felt for the butt of the hi dden weapon.

Joe shouldn't have closed his eyes. He didn't see the signal that passed
bet ween the chauffeur and the driver of trailing sedan

The latter car swerved quickly into the curb and halted. Instantly,
Cardona's driver did the same. He jamred on his brakes and | eaped out to the
si dewal k. He began to run swiftly away.

CARDONA wr enched open the door and Shernan sprang after him A bull et
fromJoe's gun whizzed over the head of the fleeing chauffeur. But it didn't
stop him He ran straight past the second |inpusine parked at the curb.

This time, Joe ained to bring down his man. But before his finger could
tighten on the trigger, he realized that he had rushed headlong into a
cunningly baited trap. A spurt of flame roared fromthe driver's seat of the
second |linousine. A bullet struck Joe's gun and sent it whirling fromhis
paral yzed hand. H's armdropped linply to his side.

In that instant, things happened with the speed of |ightning. Fromthe
stalled linmousine, four men sprang to the sidewal k. Two of them | eaped at
Cardona. Two nore closed off the retreat of Shernan.

Joe had no time to bend and clutch for his fallen weapon. He whirled,
and struck out awkwardly with his fist. He staggered his nearest foe, but the
second thug closed in grimy. The butt of a pistol made a | oud crack agai nst
Cardona's skull. The detective went down |like a toppling tree.

No attenpt was nmade to slug Sherman. A gun nuzzle dug into his ribs and
a hoarse voice snarled

"Quick! Into that car!"

Sher man obeyed instantly.. Cardona was |lugged after himlike a sack of
nmeal . The door slammed. The |imousine sped away fromthe curb.

Joe Cardona | ay unconscious on the floor. Sherman crouched beside him
The D. A was fully conscious, but he nade no effort to grapple with the
hijackers. There was a queer spot of color in either cheek

One of his captors said jovially:

"Well, judge, whaddya got to say?"

Sherman didn't utter a sound.

The car's speed was no |l onger so fast. Its goal was evidently far
uptown. It crossed the Harlem Ri ver and entered the Bronx. Soon, it slowed in
a desol ate region of factories, warehouses and tunbl edown frane dwellings.

The car halted outside the fence of an abandoned | unber yard. An alley
alongside led to a frame cottage in the rear. To the left of the alley an
enpty sedan was parked at the curb. To the right, at the end of the |ong,
unkenpt street, was a station of the East Side subway.

Sherman made no effort to chide his captors. He stepped fromthe car and
nmoved quietly along with his armed guard. Two other thugs took care of the
sl ugged Cardona. They wal ked hi m between themas if he were a drunk

The two victins were hurried swiftly through the back door of the house
behi nd the | unber yard. They were bound hand and foot. Cardona was tossed on
the floor. Sherman was forced into a heavy chair and both his wists were
bound. No attention was paid to the unconsci ous Cardona.

Shuffling feet sounded fromthe hall. Two nen appeared, carrying a chair
in which a girl was helplessly tied. The girl was Ethel Sherman. A dirty gag
was janmmed tightly in her nmouth, and her eyes were haggard with terror

But Shernman avoi ded his daughter's gaze. He kept staring at the floor

Hs eyes lifted warily as Tiger Marsh cane into the room Tiger's
| aughter was clipped and unpl easant. He stood there, tall, red-headed, his
eyes a deep, challenging blue as he stared at Sherman.

"How do you feel about neeting the Fifth Napol eon, judge?" Tiger
chal | enged.

Sherman didn't reply. A nmonent |ater, a gag ended his chance to talk. A
nod from Ti ger Marsh ordered his henchmen to pick up the unconscious body of
Cardona. Joe was carried fromthe room Tiger followed themto the doorway,
and then hal t ed.



"Make yourself confortable,” he told Sherman and the girl, with bitter
irony. "I'll be back after | finish a certain job. Then I'll attend to you!"
The door slammed. The | ock turned. The room became very quiet.

CHAPTER XV.
NAPOLEON S FLI GHT.

ETHEL SHERVAN S eyes were like pleading flane, as she glared hel plessly
at her father. He struggled at his tight bonds. It was an inpossible task. He
abandoned the effort al nbst at once.

But he had no intention of waiting until Tiger Marsh returned. Slowy,
he began to hunch his heavy chair forward, hopping it awkwardly al ong the
floor an inch at a tine.

Et hel saw instantly what he had in mnd. He was facing a | ow tabl e near
the wall. A glass-shaded electric |lanp stood on that table, affording the only
illumination in the room A black shade over the w ndow kept out all |ight
fromthe outside. Sherman's awkward shoving with his chair was a grimeffort
to reach the table and upset the | anp.

The heavi ness of the chair spoiled his eager plan. As he | eaned forward,
his body tense with effort, he bent too far off balance. He fell to the floor
with a crashing thunp. The heavy chair pinned hi munderneath. He tried to drag
it like a tortoise with a huge, unw eldy shell; but the weight was too ruch.

Exhausted, he lay still.

But he hadn't reckoned on the fortitude of his daughter. Ethel began the
sane sl ow advance that had ended in disaster for her father. Her chair was
lighter and she was nore careful

She reached the table and nanaged to get one stiff knee jamred under its
| ow edge. Then she turned sharply with every ounce of energy in her lithe
young body.

Her knee threw the table over. The weight of her falling chair carried
lanp and table with her.

There was a crash, the jangle of glass as the | anp shade shattered. A
| oud pop came fromthe electric bulb. The gl ass shade broke into thin, jagged
pi eces. They fell too far away for the girl to reach

Her father, however, was able to hunch forward and touch one of the
fragnments. |s edges were razor-sharp. Blood dripped from Sherman's |i nber
fingers as he twisted themtoward a wist. He began to saw fiercely at the
cords that held wist and armrigidly to the chair arm

Bit by bit, he got a cord sawed through. It | oosened the tight web of
hi s bonds and made the rest easier. Presently, one hand sprang free. The ot her
foll owed al nost instantly. He snatched the gag fromhis nmouth and freed his
| egs.

St aggering, he approached his daughter. He jerked the gag from her nouth
and sl ashed her bonds.

"Quick!" she gasped. "W've got to get out of herel™

He didn't reply. Swiftly, he approached the window and lifted the shade.
He was staring into a deserted alley, not nore than six feet bel ow the |evel
of the sill. He opened the w ndow cautiously and peered.

A sharp |l ook canme into his eyes, but he veiled it before he turned to
Et hel

H s bl eeding fingers caught her tightly by the arm

"Listen carefully, and you can escape w thout danger. In a nmonent, |'m
going to lower you to the alley. There's a subway station at the corner. Take
t he subway strai ght hone! As soon as you get there, tel ephone Fred Daniel at
the Classic. Tell himto cone to you at once, that you're in terrible trouble.
Wth Fred in the house with you, you will be safe. And don't notify the
police!"

For the first tinme, Ethel Sherman realized the queer significance of her
father's words. Her frightened eyes w dened.



"I don't understand. Aren't you coming with nme?"

"I"1l--1"11 join you later. I've--1'"ve got to stay here to get evidence
to hel p"--he swal | owed nervously, and avoi ded her eyes--"to help Joe Cardona."

Et hel shook her head. She refused to |eave. But her father's will was
stronger than hers. Before she was aware what was happeni ng, she was boosted
across the sill and dropped to the alley bel ow by the rmuscul ar strength of the
district attorney. H s eyes glared down at her. They were adanant.

"I'"ll join you at hone in a few m nutes. Go!"

SOBBI NG hel pl essly, the girl was lowered to the alley. She fled
obediently toward the street. She could see the subway station at the far
corner. But before hurrying to its protection, she glanced in the opposite
direction. At the curb, black and enpty, was the notionl ess shape of a parked
sedan.

Sonet hi ng about the appearance of that deserted car gave Ethel Sherman a
feeling of cold apprehension. She couldn't tell why, but in some unexpl ai ned
fashion the |inousine nade her recall the flush on her father's face, the
strange look in his |idded eyes.

She wal ked toward the subway station. But she didn't go all the way to
the corner. Ethel glided swiftly into a near-by doorway and watched the silent
bl ack car at the curb

For five m nutes, nothing happened. Then the skul king figure of Judge
Sherman cane into sight. He didn't follow his daughter, as he had proni sed.
Hurrying to the parked car, he sprang in and started the notor.

The car glided away |ike a black waith through thin sunlight.

Et hel gave a | ow excl amation of horror. Her father had deliberately Iied
to her. Hi s only purpose had been to get rid of her

The girl's heart was sick with terror and suspicion. Then her dazed
nmuscl es stirred. She sprang fromthe doorway, a |ook of determ nation on her
| ovely face.

There was a coupe near the corner where the black |inousine had swerved
out of sight. Ethel Sherman began to swiftly toward it.

IN the tower headquarters of the Fifth Napol eon, Andy Martin and Con
Pl att paced nervously up and down. There was worry on their pudgy faces. For
the first time in the history of these grimconferences, Mke Hamer was | ate.

But Martin and Platt forgot about himin the throes of a nore definite
uneasi ness. Their eyes swung toward an enpty desk on a raised dais, and toward
the smooth wall behind it.

The Fifth Napol eon had not yet arrived. He was late for the conference
that he hinself had call ed!

Suddenly, the wall on the opposite side of the room opened. Rosy light
gl eaned fromthe interior of the secret elevator. Mke Hamer sprang out and
cane rushing across the room H s voice was a hoarse bell ow

"All hell was busted | oose! Were's the chief? Hasn't he--"

"Quiet! a quavering voice interrupted shrilly.

The three men whirled. The Fifth Napol eon was standing like a pillar of
scarlet flame behind the flat sheen of his desk. He had entered the roomwhile
the others were staring at the excited face of M ke Hamrer. The Fifth Napol eon
was panting. He was |like a nman who has just finished a swift, hard-run race.

M ke Harmmer di sobeyed the stern injunction for silence.

"We've got to scram " he yelled. "The police have started to crack down
on us! That's why I'mlate! The cops are raiding nmy home right now They
smashed in with axes and crowbars! I'mtelling you, we--"

He was interrupted by a buzzing clanor fromthe black annunciator box on
t he desk. The Fifth Napol eon's hand darted to a switch.

"Report!" he cried.

Swi ft, desperate words becane instantly audible:

"Qperator 6-27-18 reporting--a police raid--front and rear--they're
smashing in right now-"



Con Platt gasped. The voice on the wire was one of his own bodyguards.
It was Con Platt's house the police were now raiding. A simultaneous attack
Undoubtedly, at this same instant, a third squad of cops was smashing into
Andy Martin's hone!

The voice of the nman on the wire continued to gasp his panting warning
fromthe dooned dwelling of Con Platt:

"We're trying to--hold '"emoff--but it's tough! Everybody's been shot
down but ne and Biff. W' re barricaded in roomhere--with phone. W--"

A rending crash broke through his words. "There goes the door down!..
Let 'em have the Tommy gun, Biff!"

The roar of gunfire was horribly audible over the wire. It was ended by
a piercing cry. The voice in the black box ceased. The wire was dead.

THE Fifth Napol eon snapped the switch, closing the circuit. He was no
| onger panting. He seemed to have recovered his evil wits.

"You're quite right,"” he told Hamrer, swiftly. "All hell has broken
| oose! W' ve been doubl e-crossed and tricked! And by a man | thought was dead.
W' ve got to retreat from New York at once, with every dollar of loot in those
three seal ed trunks! Tiger Marsh has ki dnapped the D. A 's daughter--and has
made the police think that we did the job!"

"Tiger Marsh--alive?" M ke Hamrer |ooked incredul ous. "How can that be?
W blew himup in an explosion! He was smashed to atons!”

"W only thought we did," the Fifth Napol eon purred. "Platt found that
out when | sent himto kidnap Ethel Sherman. Tiger snatched her first; and
have proof he threw the blane for the snatch on ne!"

H s bl ood-red arm swept outward in an om nous gesture.

"CGet those noney trunks into the elevator and down to the basenent

garage. We've got to abandon headquarters here, at once! The police will have
evidence that will bring themstraight to the Crown Building. But they'll find
neither the treasure nor us. W'll retreat upstate to my personal headquarters

on the Hudson River."

In an instant, the roomwas a scene of efficient energy. The three
| ocked trunks which Tiger Marsh's gang had vainly tried to hijack, appeared
fromthe secret recess where they had been conceal ed. Men in the uniform of
taxi drivers poured into the room The trunks were lifted and carried swiftly
into the rose-lit interior of the elevator. It dropped thirty-five stories to
t he cavernous garage in the basenment of the buil di ng.

Hamrer and Platt and foll owed the | oot.

The Fifth Napol eon was the last to | eave the room Before he fled he
di sappeared into the wall ed chanber behind his desk. He cane out, carrying a
sheath of papers in a huge netal drawer fromhis filing cabinet.

He spl ashed acid over the papers and docunents. There was a hissing
sound and the soaked papers burst into flame. In an instant, they were
consunmed to a pal e-yellowi sh ash. The gloved fist of the crimnal |eader sent
the ash whirling into tiny fragnents like drifting snow | akes.

The Fifth Napol eon darted to the el evator and descended after his nen.

In the dimgarage in the skyscraper's basenment, there was no evidence of
noi se or confusion. A steel door that guarded the ranp |eading upward to the
street |evel was now shut. Three taxicabs stood in line facing that closed
door. M ke Hamrer was in the first cab. Con Platt sat in the second. Andy
Martin was ready in the third. Two gunnen sat with each of the three racket
| i eutenants.

Alittle to the left of the taxicabs stood a closed van. As the Fifth
Napol eon appeared, the door in the rear of the van was opened by a grimfaced
thug. Inside the van, three | ocked trunks were visible.

"Leave here five mnutes apart!" the Fifth Napol eon warned his henchnen.
"Remenber the schedule, and follow it exactly!"

He sprang lithely into the van with the trunks. The rear was cl osed and
| ocked. The van runbled toward the ranp door. As it halted for an instant, the
barrier slid aside. The van rolled up the concrete incline and turned into the



busy avenue over head.

The van, with a king's ransomin loot in the trunks, was headed for a
stronghol d on the banks of the Hudson, where the police or Tiger Marsh woul d
be powerless to interfere.

O The Shadow

The Fifth Napol eon swore harshly, as the nane of the bl ack-robed eneny
of crime swamlike an evil portent into his mnd. He knew now t he secret of
Lifer Stone. He realized that Lifer and The Shadow were the sane personality.

But he no longer feared The Shadow. He was playing cunningly the cards
fate had dealt him He was content.

FIVE mnutes after the van runbled up the avenue, the first taxicab left
t he baserment of the Crown Building. Mke Hamer's beady eyes could see no sign
of danger.

He was followed by Con Platt. Then Andy Martin.

The nobsmen left in the garage basenment departed quietly on foot. Wen
the police arrived, they would find nothing except a few enpty Blue Star
taxi-cabs laid up for repairs. The place was deserted--a cl eaned-out shell
The police woul d be baffl ed.

But Ti ger Marsh knew exactly what was going on. He had anticipated just
such a maneuver and was ready for his final blow against the gang he had sworn
to wi pe out.

The Shadow, too, was ready. He was conceal ed a hundred yards fromthe
Crown Buil ding's basenment ranp when the cunni ng exodus took place. The Shadow
noted the well-spaced retreat | ed by the innocent van

Fl ane seemed to gather in the steady eyes over that strong, hawklike
nose. Sibilant |aughter cane frombetween the tightly conpressed |lips. The
Shadow, too, held cards dealt to himby fate. He was ready to play the fina
hand.

CHAPTER XVI .
LABYRI NTH OF DEATH.

A MAN peered warily frominterlaced branches that formed a thick screen
al ong a country road. The man's nose was thin, with cruel, flaring nostrils.
He had beady, cunning eyes. He had used those eyes to good advantage on the
wooded terrain that |ay between this unfrequented road and the near-by Hudson

He knew that a quarter mle to the south, a lane led to a clearing atop
a sheer bluff that overl ooked the broad river. He had di scovered nore than
that: things that made his beady eyes glisten with triunph.

In a bend of the road just ahead, he could see a group of highway
workers repairing the rutted surface. At |east, they were supposed to be
hi ghway workers. But the man with the thin nose knew better than that. He
approached themat a quick trot.

H s gl ance darted past a supply truck and a trailer drawm up at the
road's edge. He hurried to where the foreman sat on the stunp of a tree,
whittling carelessly at a stick.

The foreman was tall and nuscular. He had bristly red hair, and bl ue
eyes that were uncannily bright and piercing. He uttered a qui ck excl amati on
when he saw the approaching spy. The foreman of this fake road-repair gang was
Ti ger Marsh.

Tiger's eyes gleaned as he listened to a shrewd and conprehensi ve
report.

Leaping to his feet, he blew a shrill sumoning note on a whistle he
jerked fromhis overall pocket. The effect was magi cal

The hal f dozen workers ran toward the truck. Shovels and picks were
tossed aboard with a clatter. Tiger Marsh had al ready unl ocked the cl osed
trailer in the rear. Frombeneath its steel Iid came an anazi ng assortnent of
deadl y weapons. There were lean-barreled rifles, a Tommy gun, rounds of



amuni tion, tear-gas bonbs

Ti ger Marsh notioned to one of his nmen to follow him He sprang up into
the truck on the heels of his | eader. A rubber poncho was drawn aside froma
bul ky bundl e. The pale face and staring eyes of Joe Cardona were discl osed!

Ti ger chuckl ed as he saw the hel pl ess rage in Cardona's eyes. The
detective was gagged and bound. Cords held his wists and ankl es inmovabl e.
But Joe's expression of rage and despair was a deliberate effect to deceive
his red-haired captor.

He was too old a hand to allow hastily applied bonds to sink too deeply
into his flesh. He still had a precious anmnount of flexibility in his joined
wists. Hs fingers had patiently wormed into a slitted pocket of the poncho
that covered him He knew that the pocket contained a carel essly overl ooked
kni f e.

Joe was waiting for a reasonable chance for his life, before he slashed
his bonds and went into action against Tiger's gang.

Tiger threw the | oose end of the poncho back over the prisoner

"Watch this dick with both eyes,” he told his henchman, who now had an
automatic in his hand. "Croak himif you have to; but don't shoot unless he
tries to nake a break. He's a lot nore valuable to ne as a living hostage than
he is as a corpse.”

THE t hin-nosed spy led the gang into the green fringe of trees that
lined the road. Tiger was the |ast one out of sight, but he noved up quickly
to the head of his attacking party as the gunmen slipped silently ahead under
cover. They crossed a narrow | ane that led inward toward the Hudson. Hi dden by
pi ne and spruce, they followed its course.

Suddenly, the trees thinned out and a clearing was di sclosed. A cottage
stood in that clearing, its front facing the tiny lane, its rear perched on
the top of a sheer cliff that dropped vertically to the river.

Tiger was staring at the last retreat of the Fifth Napol eon. He knew it
fromthe report of his spy. He knew it also fromthe steel shutters that
covered the wi ndows. The shutters were painted green to resenbl e wood, but
Ti ger was not deceived. The frail-Iooking door of that cottage was chrone
steel, tougher than the protection afforded nany a bank vault.

Directly in front of the cottage was a grassy hollow in which an
enor nous stone boul der rested. The grass was |ong and unkenpt. Tiger sent
three of his men bellying through the weeds to the protection of the boul der
Their purpose was to rain bonbs and bullets toward the front of that silent
house as a cover for Tiger's activities in the rear. They awaited only the
si gnal

The remai ni ng three thugs acconpani ed Tiger through the screen of
under brush that paralleled the clearing. There was no sign of a covered van or
of three taxicabs. The only evidence was the track of their tires in the soft
earth.

The tracks led to the edge of the cliff. Apparently, van and taxi cabs
had been driven straight into space, and had plunged hundreds of feet into the
depths of the river far bel ow

But Tiger chuckled. The last ten feet of the trail was faked,
deliberately made with a spare tire. The vehicles had not gone over the edge
of the cliff. They had descended into the cliff itself, on the platformof an
enornous freight el evator.

Its platformwas covered with earth and | eaves, but it was possible to
see the square crack in the earth, uncovered by the sharp eyes and busy hands
of the spy. Overhanging the platformwas the apparently dead branch of a
near - by oak tree.

The branch was the key to the hidden el evator. The end of it was hinged.
About six inches or so could be lifted upward to a vertical position

Ti ger waited, watching the hands of his tinmepiece. Suddenly, his fingers
cl osed on the canoufl aged lever. As he did so, all hell seemed to break | oose
in front of the besieged cottage. The thugs behind the boul der in the grassy



hol | ow had opened up with rifles and Tomry guns. The crashing roar of tear-gas
bonbs added to the din.

Ti ger shoved the | ever on the branch end upward. Instantly, the earth
under his feet began to drop smoothly downward. The el evator was descendi ng
into the unexplored depths of the cliff. It carried with it Tiger Mrsh and
three grimfaced killers.

THE steep walls of the earthen shaft rose higher and higher. The opening
at the top dwindled to a tiny square of daylight. Then the el evator halted
without a jar. It had reached the bottom of the shaft.

The nystery of the vani shed vehicles was i medi ately sol ved. Van and
t axi cabs were parked to the left of a dimy [it tunnel in what proved to be a
huge underground garage. Tiger wasted no tine on the garage and its enpty
vehi cl es.

He sprang rapidly through the tunnel, followed by his nen. They passed
groi ned openings in the wall leading to smaller chanmbers. But all of the
earth-fl oored chanmbers were silent and enpty.

Suddenly, the tunnel opened into a |large rock-floored gallery. The
i nvaders halted, eyes startled, weapons grimy alert. There seemed to be only

two exits fromthis queer gallery--and both of them suggested peril. The peri
of the fantastic and the unknown!
In the center of the rock floor was a deep well. It had a hi nged netal

cover, but the cover was turned back. A stout hook in the nmasonry supported a
dangling length of knotted rope that descended into bl ack depths. Tiger's
electric torch was unable to pierce to the bottom of those depths.

He turned. He stared at the opening of a long, horizontal corridor

The corridor, unlike the rest of the underground | abyrinth, was
brilliantly lighted. It was paved with neither earth nor rock. It was like a
noderni stic experinent of a man gone nad. Walls and floor and ceiling were
paved with broad alternate strips of colored tile, red, white and yell ow.

The distant end of the passage was not visible. Tiger sensed unexpl ai ned
danger as he gazed at that brightly colored nmaze. Sternly, he forbade his nen
to set foot init. He posted two of his henchnmen at the entrance, wth guns
ready for action. He took the third man back with himto the circul ar opening
of the well.

Reverberations of distant firing sounded dully through the earth. It was
the echo of Tiger's front guard; attacking grimy to create a disturbance and
draw t he def endi ng nobsnen of Napol eon to the front of the house perched atop
the cliff. The hijack plan was proceeding as snoothly as the tick of Tiger's
wat ch.

Wth an oath of satisfaction, Tiger seized the knotted rope that hung
straight down into the well. He lowered hinmself until he was hanging with one
hand on the rope and the other supporting hinself on the circul ar stone edge.
The henchman with himwas frightened. He spat a warning to his red-haired
| eader.

"Take it easy, boss! You don't know what's down that dammed hol e!"

"I"'mgonna find out. 1've got a hunch this is the way to their hidden
dough! That tiled corridor over there | ooks phony. Don't |let any one set foot
init! Watch this rope, and cover nme up here while | take a | ook."

H s red head vani shed. The rope swayed from his dangling weight as he
went down, down, into black circular depths. The light of his torch flickered
like the pale-yellow spark of a firefly

Suddenly, there was a trenmendous expl osion. The earth shook from a
di stant concussion. Its source was above the surface of the ground--fromthe
front of the cottage atop the cliff.

A yell came fromthe eager throat of the thug guarding the well--H s
shout was echoed by the nmen at the nmouth of the brightly lighted tiled
passage. Their brains recorded an identical thought: Their pals up above had
succeeded in blasting down the steel front door with their bombs. Front and
rear, the Napol eons were now under attack. The way was open to finish then



OBLIVIQUS to the orders they had received from Ti ger Marsh, the nen
darted into the tiled tunnel. They divined that this passage led directly into
the cottage, through an opening in the cellar floor. They rushed headl ong
t oward doom

The man on guard at the well saw the grisly thing happen. There was no
war ni ng sound. For an instant the rushing nobsnen were clearly visible, racing
along the tiled floor. Then the whol e floor vani shed! The tiles pivoted into a
vertical position. Through a black yawni ng chasmthe henchmen of Tiger Marsh
fell to their death. They had no time to even utter a scream

The fl oor becane solid again, as the colored tiles returned to a
hori zontal position.

The attackers' blind eagerness had betrayed them They didn't know it,
but only the red tiles were solid. The Napol eon nobsters, when they used this
tunnel, stepped only on the scarl et slabs.

The source of that distant expl osion, too, was not what Tiger's nmen had
divined. It marked the bl oody end of Tiger's attacking party out front. The
ground under the huge boul der in the grassy holl ow had been carefully m ned.
The Fifth Napol eon had expected attack fromthat spot. Wth the energy of a
single electric spark, he had bl own his enemes to atons.

Except for a lone terrified gunman, crouched above the Iip of the stone
wel I, and the red-headed | eader clinging to a rope far down in the known
depths, Tiger's nmob had been wi ped out!

The thug on guard screaned a hoarse warning into the pit. He began to
heave desperately at the knotted rope; trying to drag Tiger back to the
sur f ace.

CHAPTER XVI |
THE SHADOW FLEES.

SUDDENLY, the thug's terrified face jerked round. Behind him a barking
| augh had echoed.

A tall figure in blood-red robes was pointing an automatic pistol at the
doonmed nobster. The Fifth Napol eon had appeared swiftly from nothi ngness to
finish the slaughter of his foes.

He fired a split-second before Tiger's henchman coul d press his own
trigger. H's bullet struck the dazed thug squarely between the eyes, killing
himinstantly. He crunpl ed al ongsi de the open nmouth of the well.

The Fifth Napol eon hurdled the Iinp corpse. He stared down at the
twisting rope in the well. He knew that bel ow him Tiger Marsh was a hel pl ess
target. Hi s gun made holl ow t hunder as he fired strai ght down.

There was a faint cry of pain. Then silence. But the silence was only of
monentary duration. It was foll owed by an eerie echo. The sound of sonething
spl ashing i nto unseen wat er

The Fifth Napol eon's laughter was |ike the bubbling mrth of a naniac.
He bent and sei zed the slack body of the dead thug. He threw himheadl ong into
the well. Again the distant splash fromthose bl ack depths bel ow was repeat ed.

The robed crimnal |eader bent to cover the top of the well with its
hinged lid. But his gesture was not conpleted. The rapid clanging of a bel
sounded. It was exactly like the brisk clamor of an ambul ance bell .

The Fifth Napol eon had not expected to hear that signal. It neant that
the freight elevator that led fromthe surface of the cliff to the underground
garage was again in notion. Some one was descending as Tiger Marsh and his nen
had done.

The red Napol eon raced with noi sel ess steps to intercept this |ast
enemy. He didn't go all the way to the garage. He halted alertly in an opening
of the tunnel, waiting to catch a glinpse of his visitor before he cut him
down with a stream of hot | ead.



THE passenger on that descending el evator was a swarthy-faced man with a
resol ute nmouth and steady eyes.

Joe Cardona!
The fact that he was on the el evator and not a hel pl ess prisoner guarded
by a thug on a highway truck, was due to Joe's calmw |l and the sw ftness of

his muscles. H's opportunity had come fromthe roar of the explosion that had
wi ped out Tiger's advance party and the boul der behi nd which they were
crouched.

Joe's hands and wists were free of bonds when that booni ng bl ast had
echoed t hrough the trees. Unknown to his captor, he had managed to slide the
knife fromthe pocket of the rubber poncho that covered him Patiently, he had
wor ked at the cords, until they frayed and parted. He lay quietly, waiting--

Then, as the explosion roared, the thug guarding Joe had turned his face
with a startled oath. Cardona, |eaping upward, swi nging a hard, hamnlike fist,
had knocked the guard out cold before the man was aware of danger

Bef ore he could recover, Joe snatched the gun fromhis paral yzed
fingers.

Alittle investigation around the bl asted house had shown Joe where
Tiger and his nen had gone. A square, yawning hole in the earth disclosed the
presence of the el evator shaft.

The platformwas down at the bottom The bough of an oak tree hung
across the pit. It didn't take Joe long to discover that the Iinb held the
| ever that nmoved the elevator. He jerked it upright. The el evator at the
bottom of the shaft rose at once.

The minute it halted at the ground level, Joe jerked the |ever the
opposite way, then dropped to the surface of the |lift as it began to descend.
Steep earth walls of the shaft rushed upward past him Joe's grip tightened on
t he gun he had wrenched fromthe guard' s unconsci ous hand.

At the bottom of the shaft he di scovered the underground garage, wth
its van and three taxicabs. He could see no sign of any human being. He began
to glide warily through a narrow tunnel, watching keenly for signs of attack
or anbush.

Suddenl y, he halted. Ahead of himhe had caught a quick glinpse of
scarlet. The glinpse was only nomentary, but it was enough to identify that
skulking figure. It was the Fifth Napol eon

THE scarl et robe seened to vanish abruptly through the solid wall of the
tunnel. Joe Cardona crept forward.

There was an opening in the side of the tunnel. Through this opening the
Fifth Napol eon had glided. The deep shadow i n the passage had hi dden the
exi stence of the opening until Joe had al nost reached it.

He peered through, only one eye and part of his ear visible. Amazenent
fl ooded him The room beyond the tunnel was enpty!

He nade sure by searching it carefully. Then he began to nove quietly
along the stone-lined walls, tapping with the butt of his gun to find sone
evi dence of a hollow exit. He had covered al nost one side of the chanmber when
he heard a sharp click. He whirled, crowding close to the dark wall behind
hi m

This time, Joe was unable to repress a cry. A stone had pivoted fromits
pl ace, revealing another passage. A figure had al ready stepped through that
opening. Not a nman, but--a woman! A slim pretty girl with crinmson |ips and
wi de, frightened eyes.

Et hel Sher nman!

Joe's cry warned her. It reveal ed his presence across the room She
screamed as he sprang toward her. She shrank backward in a panicky effort to
escape. As she did so, her ankle turned, throwi ng her off bal ance.

Cardona, racing grimy forward, was about to clutch her, when help cane
to the girl froman unexpected savior.

A man's face glared fromthe black exit where the girl was swaying. H's
hand caught at her, yanked her swiftly out of sight. As Cardona dove forward,



the stone that concealed the exit swung swiftly back into place. He tried to
jerk it loose on its conceal ed pivot, but his adversary was too quick for him

There was a dull click. The stone refused to budge. It was | ocked
rigidly into place on the other side.

Cardona stared dully at the stone. An expression of utter bew | dernent
cane into his swarthy countenance. He had recogni zed that nman who bad snatched
Et hel Sherman away. It was the girl's own father! Judge Sherman, special
district attorney in charge of the prosecution of rackets!

The revel ati on was so shocking that for a nmonent, Joe |ost his head
conpletely. An innocent girl, caught in the depths of a crimnal |abyrinth,
snatched from Cardona's hel pi ng hands by her own father! And in a spot where
only a nonent before the sly, blood-red figure of the Fifth Napol eon had
vani shed with such swift ease

CARDONA raced recklessly through the garage tunnel, hoping to find an
i ntersection where he could head of f Judge Sherman. The suspicion in his eyes
hardened into certainty. He knew now that the Fifth Napol eon and Judge Shernan
were nerely different manifestations of the sane crimnal identity.

No wonder the police had been hel pl ess! Mirder and the deliberate
betrayal of public trust linked in the body of one nan!

Joe's flying feet carried himto the rocky gallery where Tiger Marsh and
his men had met disaster. He saw the well sunk in the floor. Turning, he gazed
wi th amazenment at the brightly lighted corridor lined on floor, ceiling and
walls with red, yellow and white tiles.

"Drop that gun, Cardona!"

The voice cane froma spot directly behind Joe. He knew who it was
bef ore he wheel ed. But he had no chance to fire. The weapon in the gloved hand
of the Fifth Napol eon was |ined accurately at Joe's heart. The red waith's
chuckl e was |i ke the squeaky scurrying of mce.

Cardona' s weapon dropped. He was backed, step by step, toward the black
mout h of the well sunk in the rocky floor. He was not allowed to halt that
om nous retreat until he felt only enpty space beyond the rear of his
teetering heel s.

"Junmp!" the shrill whisper snarled at him "Junp--or be shot to death!
Make your own choice!™”

Cardona measured the distance that separated himfrom his executioner
It was too great to make a forward | eap of any practical use.

A faint smle twisted Joe's pale Iips. He knew that he had reached the
end of his career. He'd take it straight--standing up--like a man.

"I"'mnot the kind of guy that can't take it," he said, harshly. "Shoot
and be dammed!"

The crimson finger tightened. The trigger began to squeeze slowy
backward. Then it was Joe's turn to chuckle.

"You're alittle too late, M. Napoleon," he cried in a strained voi ce.
"Look behind you, and you'll know why!"

"Real | y?" There was icy anmusenent in the quavering tones. "It's just
like a dunb cop to pull a noth-eaten trick like that!"

A taunting | augh chilled the underground lair.

Fifth Napol eon whirled. He saw, with a scream of fear, another robed
figure confronting him But the cloak of this second figure was black. A black
sl ouch hat shaded eyes that burned with steady reddish flanme. A hawklike nose
was vi si bl e above the edge of the cloak. Sibilant |aughter nade eerie
rustlings in the rock corners of the gallery.

The Shadow

THE SHADOW S curt order sent Joe Cardona circling the notionless
Napol eon, to search himfor additional weapons. The fact that he had dropped
hi s gun neant not hing. Joe knew the man was cl ever and treacherous, and sw ft
as lightning. His fingers itched to rip the bl ood-red mask fromthe conceal ed
face.



Cardona's hand was actually touching the robe of the master-crim nal
when there cane a sudden rush of feet. Atrio of guns roared with a single
stunning report. A bullet painfully creased Cardona's |eft shoulder. He saw a
hol e appear in the crown of The Shadow s hat.

Then flame spat fromtwi n guns in the bl ack-gl oved hands.

The whol e thing occurred in a split-second of time. Three nmen were
attacking froman angle of the walled chamber with mani acal fury.

M ke Hammer's gun was |ike a spouting volcano. It was he who had creased
Joe and forced The Shadow to dive to the floor for safety. But his own
ferocity was his death warrant. Slugs from The Shadow s guns ripped through
M ke Hammer's heart, plunging himbackward in a sodden heap

Con Platt was crouched near by. He was firing with col der deliberation
Qoposite him Andy Martin's weapons made qui ck, roaring echoes.

Scoopi ng up the dead M ke Hanmmrer's gun, Joe fought grimy to hold back
Martin and Platt. He could hear the racing beat of The Shadow s feet.

The Shadow was fl eei ng!

CHAPTER XVI I | .
THE GREEN CLUE

FLAT on his stomach, his heavy gun jerking fromthe flamng recoil, Joe
Cardona fought alone to hold back Con Platt and Andy Martin. His fury was at
white heat fromthe seem ng cowardi ce of The Shadow. He didn't know that The
Shadow s flight was pursuit, not retreat.

The unexpect ed onsl aught of Hamrer and his pals had given the trapped
Fifth Napol eon a chance to escape. He took it with swift efficiency. As The
Shadow ducked to the floor to avoid a hail of snarling bullets, the red
Napol eon whirled and raced fromthe gallery toward the obscurity of the garage
tunnel .

He reached the entrance of the underground garage well in advance of the
pur sui ng Shadow. As he sprang through, he ducked i nward al ong the | ength of
the wall. Scarlet fingers groped fiercely along the noldy, cobwebbed surface.

He jerked at a steel knob painted the sanme color as the stone. Instantly, a
loud clang filled the open doorway of the garage with a brazen echo. A thick
nmetal barrier had dropped on oiled rollers froma groove in the ceiling. Stee
fastenings clicked automatically, as the heavy door crashed into place.

There was no | onger any doorway. In its place was a barrier as
i mpregnabl e as the door to a bank vault. Behind that door, the Fifth Napol eon
had el uded capture and destruction. At one swift blow, he had cut off the
garage and the rear elevator fromthe rest of his underground retreat.

The Shadow was powerl| ess to advance farther

He turned with al nost the same inpetus that had rammed hi m agai nst the
| ocked barrier. He raced swiftly back toward where Cardona was battling
against Martin and Platt.

A clever feint on Con Platt's part had drawn Joe's nuzzle and attention.
Andy Martin was waiting for that maneuver. H's gun |lined accurately on the
monentarily turned head of the detective.

The Shadow fired in md-stride. His bullet beat Martin's by a whiplash.
The racketeer's slug flew wi de. He threw both hands al oft with a convul sive
gesture. The Shadow s bull et had pierced Andy's brain. He dropped across M ke
Hamer's spraw ed body.

Con Platt yelled in dismay. He saw hinself left alone. But there was
plenty of sullen courage left in this |ast of The Four Napol eons. Punping
| ead, he darted ninbly back toward a projection of the rock wall. Cardona was
about to follow, when the hand of The Shadow restrained him

He recogni zed the grimstalemate Con Platt's quick strategy had caused.
It was death for themto advance to dislodge him it was death for Con to peer
out and attenpt to finish his two cornered foes.

The hand of The Shadow threw Cardona flat to the ground under the whizz



of a bullet. The slug split the air where, an instant before, Cardona's head
had been. The Shadow s answering shot chipped splinters of stone fromthe
projecting corner of rock behind which Con Platt was lurking. A yell of pain
cane fromthe racketeer

Cardona rose, to dash forward and finish the killer. Again, The Shadow s
steel grip restrained him The Shadow was not deceived by Platt's shrill yell.
It was a trick to draw his enenies.

The Shadow s keen eyes had observed accurately the result of his |ast
shot. He was aware that his bullet had nerely chi pped the edge of the
concealing rock. It had harmed neither the hand nor the weapon of Platt.

CARDONA nodded, as he heard the warning whisper of The Shadow at his
ear. The whi sper acquainted himwith the truth. A steel door behind them
bl ocked their retreat. And a head-on charge around the chi pped corner of the
rock to finish Platt was plain suicide

There was a queer, mrthless smle on the taut |ips of The Shadow. He
never allowed hinself to be maneuvered into a hopel ess position. He still had
an ace up his sleeve!

Whil e his gun punped bullets toward the rock angle behind which Platt
was waiting to be attacked, his whispers eddied swiftly into the ear of Joe
Car dona.

Cooperation with The Shadow on nmany desperate occasi ons had taught Joe
t he value of instant obedience to his orders, no nmatter how strange. But this
time, Joe hesitated. A | ook of amazenent swaminto his dark eyes. He
hesi tat ed, shook his head.

The order had been grimy brief. The Shadow wanted Joe to craw
noi sel essly backward to the rimof the well that was sunk in the stone floor
of the gallery. He ordered Joe to clutch at the knotted rope that hung from
the steel hook--and descend as fast as he coul d!

Strai ght downward, into the depths of unknown bl ackness! Were a ghastly
subt erranean pool waited to engulf with a distant splash the body of a man who
m ght | ose his grip on that dangling rope!

Shudderi ng, Cardona shook his head. But the flane in The Shadow s eyes
br ooked no di sobedi ence. There was cal m assurance in that |ook. No hint of
fear or panic. Cardona ceased to rely on his own his judgnent. He began to
back sl oWy on hands and knees.

The Shadow covered his retreat. He fired just often enough to keep Con
Platt's beady eyes from observing what was goi ng on. The gun duel continued
whi | e Cardona swung his |l egs over the rimof the well.

Joe's hands gripped the knotted rope with a convul sive grip. He | owered
hinself jerkily fromsight. Only the sway of the rope on its steel hook
betrayed presence of a man hanging like a fly above a deep void. A man who was
descending to face he knew not what!

The Shadow s gun roared as he, too, slid backward toward the well. He
fired as he reached the circular opening. He blasted one final shot as he
swung over and grasped the rope. Then the steel lid of the well |owered

noi sel essly above the hook

DOMWN, down, The Shadow wriggled. Hi s black-gl oved hands noved easily
fromknot to knot. His legs twisted tightly, to aid his hands.

He waited for a breathless instant, not knowi ng how far down Joe had
al ready descended. It was inpossible to see a thing in that evil-snelling pit.
The stench of brackish water far bel ow becane increasingly strong in the
nostrils of The Shadow.

Suddenly, a tiny yellow star seemed to bl oom deep bel ow the feet of The
Shadow. It came froman electric torch in the grasp of Cardona. Joe's body was
vi si bl e now, crouched flat against the circular wall in a spread-eagled pose.

He was no | onger dangling fromthe knotted rope. He had seem ngly
stepped to the vertical sides of the shaft. The end of the rope trailed enpty
a few feet bel ow where he was crouched. He stared upward behind the thin ray



of his electric torch.

The Shadow joined himwith swift jerks of his sinew hands, that brought
hi m raci ng down the knotted Iine.

The nystery of Cardona's strange halt mdway in the well was now
expl ai ned. He was standing on a narrow | edge of concrete. The | edge was not
nmore than an inch or two wi de, and extended conpletely around the shaft of the
wel | .

Wth arms spread and feet planted rigidly, Joe was able to keep his
bal ance and avoid a plunge to the bottom

Hs torch twisted as The Shadow arrived beside himon that ghastly
perch. The light sent a revealing beamdownward. It lit up the surface of
bl ack, sluggish water. There was no trace of a ripple on that flat, dead
surface. It glimrered faintly, far down, with the thick sheen of asphalt. From
it cane a nauseous, stench of decay.

Cardona's worry expressed itself in a quick gasp: "How are we to get out
of this hell-hole? W're trapped!"

H s words were prophetic of peril. He had hardly uttered them when, in
t he darkness above their heads, a cl anking sound was audi bl e. Hi gh above, a
tiny circle of light was disclosed, no | arger than a dime. The steel cover of
the well had been forced open. A face was peering intently.

It was Con Platt.

He saw instantly the tiny gl eam of Cardona's flashlight before Joe could
snap it off. A yell of exultation cane fromthe lips of the racketeer. The
boom of a pistol shot filled the well wth resoundi ng echoes.

A bullet hit the brimof The Shadow s hat and ripped past Cardona's
ext ended sl eeve. He shrank back, his convul sive novenent al nost toppling him
to death fromhis slippery foothold.

The hand of The Shadow anchored him preventing himfromfalling. Wth
the sane grimnotion, The Shadow s ot her hand whi pped upward like a rigid
arrow. There was a blue-barreled gun in that steady hand. It fired with a
deaf eni ng echo on the heels of the first explosion from above.

A trai ned marksman, The Shadow had aimed at a well-defined target. Con
Platt's shot had been answered so swiftly that the racketeer had no chance to
wi t hdraw his head and shoul ders fromthe orifice into which he was peering.

This time, there was no exultation in his scream It was thin with
terror. It rose in volune as the toppling body of the wounded racketeer fel
strai ght down with whizzing velocity.

THE falling body grazed The Shadow s hunched shoul der and rebounded from
Joe's stiffly bent knee. Then it was gone.

From t he pool bel ow cane a sullen splash. The stench fromthe disturbed
wat er made Cardona gasp. But he was still hanging fast to the narrow | edge.
The Shadow, by a quick clutch, had protected both hinself and his conpanion

Their joined hands acted as a doubl e bal ance. The pressure of The Shadow
back-fl ung body counteracted the nmonentary danger of Joe's slipping feet.

No sound cane from bel ow. The water was again quiet. The beam of the
electric torch showed it to be as notionless as a smear of ebony paint.

The last of four ugly racketeers was buried forever in those depths.

M ke Hammer and Andy Martin lay riddled with bullets on the rocky floor of
gal l ery above. Hamrer--Martin--Con Platt--Charlie Boston--The Shadow s grim
voi ce intoned their nanes like a crimnal litany. But there was nanme he did
not nention.

The Fifth Napol eon!

The scarlet |eader of organized crinme was still uncaught. Joe waited to
hear The Shadow pronounce that name. But all he heard was a sibilant |augh
The Shadow s bl ack-gl oved finger was pointing to a grimabsence of sonething.
Sonething that, in the excitenment of Con Platt's sudden attack and deat h,
Cardona had failed to observe.

There was no | onger a rope hanging in the oozy depths of the dark well!



Con Platt had slashed it apart with a sharp knife a second before he had fired
his one nurderous slug at the men clinging to the narrow concrete | edge
hal fway down the shaft.

Cardona shuddered. Unable to clinmb out again, with a death pool bel ow
waiting hungrily for their strength to give out and drop theminto its
dept hs--Joe could see no sane reason for the sibilant mrth of The Shadow.

"How i n Heaven's nane are we to reach the top?" he grow ed. "There isn't
a foothold big enough for a nouse! Only a fly could crawl up those sliny
wal | st”

"Vait!"

The single word The Shadow uttered bespoke confidence. He turned
carefully, so that he faced the wall of the shaft. H s command brought Joe's
hand to brace his back

To Joe's conplete puzzlenment, he | earned that The Shadow had al r eady
been down this death shaft. He knew its secret! That was why he had ordered
Cardona to descend the dangling rope a few mnutes earlier. The Shadow had not
acted blindly. There was always a | ogical reason for everything he did.

The beam of his torch centered on the stones that |ined the shaft.
Cardona, peering eagerly, uttered a clipped cry.

On the surface of one of the stones was a synbol that |ooked as if it
had been sneared there in blood. Scarlet paint had traced that revealing mark.
It was a four-pointed star. Inside the star was a scarlet circle with lines
radiating fromit to each of the four points.

The Shadow knew the significance of that strange device. It was a
tribute to the overmastering conceit of the Fifth Napol eon. The four points of
the star represented his four henchmen. The blood-red circle linked to the
poi nts, was hinsel f.

But the stone on which the synmbol was painted was nore inportant to The
Shadow t han the vanity of a nmaster crimnal. The synbol marked the particul ar
stone that hid the existence of a horizontal tunnel, which The Shadow had
al ready explored before he had | eaped to Cardona's aid in the rock-walled
gal l ery above.

THE SHADOW pressed lightly on a corner of the stone. It remained
i movabl e. Again he pressed, this time with increased strength. Agai n nothing
happened. The stone refused to budge!

A qui ck gl ance at The Shadow s face and Cardona knew that fate had
unexpect edl y bal ked the plan of The Shadow.

The tunnel was bl ocked fromthe other side. Sonme one had jammed the
nmechani sm

There was only one answer to that riddle: The Fifth Napol eon! He was
still alive and desperate. He was still hidden sonewhere within this
under ground | abyri nt h.

"We're licked," Cardona cried. "He's got us walled up like rats in a
trap!"

"Wait!" the indonitable voice at his ear commanded.

A gl oved hand gestured for Joe to nove. He stepped carefully around the
circunference of the slippery concrete | edge. So did The Shadow. The action
reversed their original positions. Joe was now where The Shadow had stood. The
Shadow was facing the stones on the opposite sides of the shaft.

Cardona's rigid back had conceal ed sonet hing that becanme vividly clear
in the gl ow of The Shadow s questing torch. A blood-red, four-pointed star
pai nted on one of the dripping stones--a duplicate of the mark that was on the
opposi te side.

This time, The Shadow s gentle pressure brought immediate results. The
stone pivoted. It swung w de open, disclosing a black, oblong opening.

Car dona wat ched The Shadow squeeze through. It was a tight fit, and Joe
wonder ed what The Shadow expected to do in so narrow a conpass. He found the
answer sw ftly enough, when he had followed his | eader through the aperture.
Beyond the hol e the passage w dened into a confortable tunnel. Only the



entrance was narrow. The rest was easily passable.

The voi ce of The Shadow expl ai ned. The steep shaft of the well was
nmerely a break in the continuity of a hidden tunnel. The tunnel led fromthe
cellar of the Fifth Napol eon's cottage overhead. The well was a grisly
protecti on agai nst the discovery of the secret by strangers.

The continuing tunnel, in which Cardona and The Shadow now found
t hensel ves, slanted steeply downward. The Shadow had not yet explored this
particul ar passage, but he was convinced that it led directly to the heart of
the Fifth Napol eon's stronghol d.

Sonmewher e ahead were three treasure trunks--and hiding like a wolf in
his lair, the genius of crinme who had fought victoriously against Tiger Marsh
and the police.

The Shadow s torch jerked forward al ong the floor of the rocky passage.
The two men began to press cautiously forward. Suddenly, The Shadow hi ssed a
war ni ng. He stood stock still. Hs beamhad lifted fromthe floor and was
centered notionless on the rocky side of the tunnel

He pointed silently toward a tiny shred of green inpaled on a needl e of
splintered rock.

It was shred of cloth, a fragment torn froma green silk dress. Cardona
recogni zed it once both the color and the material. It had been ripped from
the dress of a terrified girl as she had been hurried ruthlessly along this
secret tunnel

Et hel Sher nan!

CHAPTER XI X.
UNDER THE MASK.

CARDONA r enenbered how he had al most saved Ethel, only to | ose her as
the swift clutch of her father had dragged her into obscurity behind the stone
wal | of a chanber beyond the garage. The Fifth Napol eon had been visible in
t hat chamber a scant instant or two before the skul king figure of Judge
Sher man appear ed.

To Joe, the inference was obvious. Both nen were different
mani festati ons of the sane identity. Ethel had guessed her guilty father's
secret. She had been captured, and dragged away to close her mouth forever.

The Shadow |istened to Cardona's low, racing words. It was inpossible to
guess the thoughts that went on behind The Shadow s eyes. He studied the shred
of cloth for an instant, turning it over and over in his gloved hands. Then he
made a curt gesture, and continued his wary advance. Cardona foll owed closely,
ready for action.

The passage al ong which they hurried began to slope nore and nore. It
became a steep hill, |eading nonotonously downward. It curved so frequently
that it was inpossible to see nore than a few yards ahead in the yell ow oval
of the torch. But it was not inpossible to guess the general direction in
whi ch the two rescuers were going.

The tunnel was a winding route that was | eadi ng down, ever downward, to
t he near-by Hudson River

More than that. It was | eading out under the river, straight through the
bed of oozy nud that guarded the bottomthe Hudson

The Shadow was aware of this fact |ong before the passageway changed. He
had noticed the rocky walls give way to earth. As the passage led | ower, the
earth fl oor became danp and snelly. WAter squi shed underfoot.

Then rmud and water ended. Earth was suddenly replaced by a corrugated
steel covering. Beads of noisture hung in chilly drops on the inside of the
t ube.

The Shadow s feet nade no sound. Nor did Cardona's. Both were
experi enced man hunters. Light became visible ahead. It seemed to conme froma
spot in the roof of the tunnel. Steep steps were disclosed. They | ed upward to
an obl ong opening in the roof of the passage.



An instant later, both nmen had bellied noiselessly up those steps and
were staring into the interior of a strange hiding place. Cardona's eyes
popped with incredulity.

A subnari nel

FANTASTI C--but true! The cylindrical steel walls, the remains of a
di smant| ed periscope, the steel bed where engi nes had once rested--all this
was apparent at a glance to Cardona's staring eyes.

He could see the swirl of rmuddy water through a stout plate-glass
porthol e that had evidently been added to the submarine's equi prent before it
had been towed to this lonely spot in the river and then subnerged.

The undersea boat rested partly in nmud, partly in water. It was an
obsol ete type that was no longer in use in the navy. It had evidently been
sold at auction in the Brooklyn Navy Yard, and had been purchased by the canny
Fi fth Napol eon

There was no human being visible within that grim steel shell

But Cardona saw sonething el se that drew a quick cry fromhis |ips.
Trunks! Piled together in ordered fashion on the floor. Not three--but four
Seal ed with doubl e | ocks.

To Cardona, there was no apparent difference in those four trunks. But
t he keen eyes of The Shadow soon spied the extra one. He seened to becone
suddenly extraordinarily excited. He sprang toward the fourth trunk, anxiety
and worry in his eyes.

The lock resisted his efforts. He wasted no nore than a second or two in
that fruitless task. Placing the nuzzle of an automatic against the |ock, he
shot it away with a boom ng report.

Cardona realized that something urgent and dangerous was behind the
haste of The Shadow. He sprang to his aid. Together they lifted the heavy lid
of the trunk

Doubl ed up cruelly inside was the unconscious body of Ethel Sherman. She
was al nost snot hered. Her face was congested and purplish fromthe poi son of
carbon di oxi de expelled fromher own lungs in that confined space. But she
gasped as she was lifted out into the cleaner air.

Her eyes fluttered open. She was |inp and weak, but she was able to
whi sper with a twisting effort of her pale lips.

She answered the quick questions of The Shadow. She had foll owed her own
father to this hangout of the Fifth Napol eon. She had refused to | eave him
Toget her, they had penetrated to the caves under the cottage perched on the
cliff.

Sherman had tried to di ssuade his daughter, saying that he was
determ ned to capture the Fifth Napoleon or die in the attenpt. In the end,
both had descended to the caves.

They had | ost each other in the underground | abyrinth, after Cardona's
unexpect ed appearance had so startled the girl. But she found the tunnel that
crossed the well and had raced heedl essly deeper into the earth, to the hidden
submarine. She had rushed up the steps, had seen the pale face of her father--

"Here?" Cardona gasped. "Were is he? What happened?"

"I--1 don't know," Ethel shuddered. "Before |I could nove, the lights
went out. | was struck on the head. 1--1 felt nyself carried. Then | heard a
t hunp, and found nyself doubled up in darkness inside that horrible trunk!"

"I told you!" Cardona yelled. "Sherman's the nan we want! The
treacherous hound tried to snother his own daughter to death! He's here
sonmewhere in this submarine!”

JOE' S gaze swung toward the bow conmpartnment. Unlike the stern, it was
not fully open. It didn't taper to a tip like the inside of a hollow cigar. A
steel bul khead cl osed of f the entire bow.

Joe started forward, his gun a grimglitter in his big fist. But the
hand of The Shadow restrained him He drew Joe's attention to sonething el se.
Sonet hi ng that had happened wi t hout sound, while they had worked recklessly to



free the inprisoned daughter of Judge Shernan.

The stairway entrance fromthe tunnel in the bed of the Hudson was no
| onger open. A steel plate covered it conpletely, blocking any escape fromthe
submari ne!

The next instant, Cardona saw The Shadow t hrow Et hel Shernan headl ong to
the floor. Before he could register a protest at this seeming brutality, he
hi nsel f was dragged downward in the quick clutch of The Shadow.

They rolled over and over on the floor, behind the protection of the
trunks. Bullets spattered through the air where, a nmoment before, the three
had st ood.

The slugs roared from behind the steel surface of the bow conpartnent. A
circular piece of netal like a steel eyelid had noved away, disclosing a snall
hol e in the bul khead. Through this peephole the treacherous shots had cone.

Si | ence ensued, as the hidden marksman realized that the quick action of
The Shadow had spoil ed his anbush. The Shadow turned his attention to the
crouched form of Ethel Sherman, making grinmy sure that no portion of her body
projected into view behind the protection of the trunk. She was safe from
harm if she didn't nove

The heavy trunk--one of the three that were | oaded with currency and
records--formed a screen against bullets as effective as if it were arnor
pl ate. The girl understood The Shadow s warni ng whi sper. She lay perfectly
still.

But Joe Cardona was not so tractable. Rage and eagerness spurred himto
action like the lash of a whip. Wile The Shadow devoted his attention to
Et hel Sherman, Joe slid the muzzle of his gun toward the edge of the shielding
trunk.

H s eyes peered. He fired.

The bullet mssed the small circular eyehole in the steel bul khead. It
spanged against the flat netal with a clang like a bell

Answering flame spat fromthe hi dden marksman. The slug struck Joe's
extended wist and plowed through flesh and sinew. The gun dropped fromhis
wounded hand. He fell forward.

Li ke a snarling echo, the sinister eye hole in the bul khead agai n spat
flane.

But Joe's exposed head and shoul ders had vani shed behind the trunk with
i ncredi bl e speed. The Shadow, whirling fromthe girl at the roar of the first
shots had w tnessed Joe's reckless action. As Cardona swayed forward, his
pi erced wist dripping blood, The Shadow caught at himand saved his life by a
qui ck, backward yank

O her bullets punped furiously against the crammed trunks, making them
qui ver under the vicious inpacts. The Shadow made no effort to reply to that
grimfusill ade.

THE sil ence was broken by a shrill, quavering |augh. The voice of the
unseen Fifth Napol eon becane audi bl e.

"You can't escape! You're sealed in a living tonb! Al three of you! Do
you under st and?"

Et hel Sherman gave a shrill cry of terror, as she heard the words.
Cardona, too, gasped audibly. But it wasn't the words that had produced that
effect. It was the blurred sound of the voice.

"You can make your own free choice, gentlenen--and | ady!" the voice
purred "Stand up and be shot to death. O remain where you are behind those
trunks, and die a nmuch nore unpl easant way!"

The tone was strangely famliar. To Joe Cardona, it w ped away the | ast
shred of doubt as to the identity of the master-crimnal in the scarlet mask.

"I was right!™ H's nmouth twisted with pain fromthe wound in his wist.
"I't's Judge Shernan!™"

"No, no! Not my father!" The girl's nmban was a heart-rending cry of
tragic horror. She knew Cardona was right, but she was trying desperately not
to believe it. Suddenly, her cranped body collapsed. Mercifully, she had



f ai nt ed.

There was neither pity nor nmercy in the shrill laugh of the crimna
behi nd the bul khead.

The Shadow peered briefly around the edge of the trunk. Lead whistled
toward the spot where his eye showed. But so swift was his appearance and
wi t hdrawal , that before the brain of the Fifth Napol eon could tel egraph an
i mpul se to his trigger finger, there was no target for his whizzing bullet.

The face of The Shadow was deathly pale. Not because of his hairline
escape, but for a different reason. The single, darting glinpse he had taken
had shown hima startling difference in the appearance of the steel bul khead.
There was no | onger only one opening in the arnor plate. There were now two!

A second metal eyelid had slid aside. The two tiny circles in the steel
were but an inch or two apart, staring at The Shadow like the |lidless scrutiny
of a dead man

No nore shots cane fromthe peep hol e where the gun was conceal ed, but a
gueer rhythm c sound was now audi bl e. O ank--whoosh--cl ank-- A noi se that
resenbl ed the hiss of air was spaced between those rhythm c cl anks.

Cardona | ooked puzzled. But there was no bafflenent in the eyes of The
Shadow. He had guessed instantly what the Fifth Napol eon was up to. The killer
was using an air punp! The clank was the rise and fall of the piston. The
woosh was the air being conpressed under pressure.

A deadly liquid or an equally deadly gas was about to be forced through
t he second aperture in the bul khead.

FOR a second, The Shadow was in doubt. Then he saw with narrowed eyes
that a strange liquid was trickling down the steel wall like a |lazy thread of
white. It |ooked exactly Iike condensed mlk. It spread and thickened as it
dri pped fromthat second eyehol e openi ng.

The Shadow was abl e to observe the phenonenon unharmed, because of a
qui ck order he had whispered into the ear of Cardona. Joe shoved i nmedi ately
at the heavy trunk behi nd which he was crouched, moving it slightly. Slugs
rained at the quivering trunk. As they did, The Shadow watched intently from
hi s own hi ding pl ace.

He saw a queer thing happen. The thick white fluid seened to grow thin
and di sappear as it ran downward. It was evaporating with swift rapidity. The
Shadow s nose and throat verified the evidence of his peering eye. H s nucous
menbrane burned with raw pain. H s eyes began to smart. He heard a strangl ed
cough from Car dona.

Li qui d--and gas! The thick, white fluid was a vol atil e poi son, converted
instantly into a |l ethal gas upon exposure to the air! It was being slowy
punped froma cl osed tank behind the safety of the submarine's bul khead.

The telltale odor of the gas identified itself instantly to the mind of
The Shadow. He had experinented with it hinmself under the glass hood of his
own chenical |aboratory. He knew that it killed in less than two mnutes, if
it were allowed to reach the proper degree of concentration in the air.

Knowi ng its properties, The Shadow s eyes gl eaned. A desperate plan
occurred to him If he acted swiftly, without regard to his own life, he m ght
be able to turn the result of that gas back upon the killer hinself.

In the open air, the mlky fluid was inflamuable but not explosive. In a
cl osed space, the reverse was true. A flane reaching the interior of the tank
in which the liquid was contained, would blast it asunder with a wenching
roar!

Cardona, turning his crouched head stiffly, saw The Shadow take a smal
box of matches from his pocket. Coughing, he listened to the swift words that
flowed into his ear. H s coughing drowned out the fragile thread of The
Shadow s whi sper fromthe killer so busily punping air behind his stee
retreat.

Cardona nodded. His right arm hung hel pl ess, now. The shattered wi st
had paral yzed the nuscles fromfinger tips to shoulder. But his left arm was
still all right. He began to shove with arm and shoul der agai nst the heavy



trunk in front of his crouched body.

As it noved slightly and slid ahead an inch, the punping sound ceased.
Bul l ets spat at the trunk. Joe continued doggedly, sweat beading his pale
face. He knew that every bullet aimed at himwas one that could not harm The
Shadow.

The Shadow dived headl ong into view He plunged forward |like a diver,
landing flat on his belly. As he struck the floor, he withed and roll ed over
and over. The bullets swerved away from Cardona's trunk and | ashed w ckedly at
the jerking body of The Shadow.

But The Shadow profited fromthe split-second of surprise and panic into
whi ch his unl ooked-for appearance had thrown the Fifth Napol eon. A bull et
ni cked the heel of his shoe, another dug a red furrow through the flesh of his
extended forearm

But there was a flicker of yellow at the end of that outstretched arm
The Shadow had struck a match as he withed to his knees.

The flame wavered and al nost went out, as he thrust it quickly toward
the tracery of mlky fluid on the steel wall above his head. It touched the
liquid just in tine.

There was a faint hiss, then the yellow of the match flame was converted
into a blue ripple. The bluish flane darted up the bul khead like the swft
race of fire along a powder fuse. It vanished into the circular eyelid like
the darting tongue of a serpent. Pl oooooom

THE hol | ow roar of an expl osi on boormed behind the steel barrier. The
barrier seemed to sway and buckle. A square portion of it near the ribs of the
submarine burst outward, disclosing a brightly Iighted aperture.

A scream echoed piercingly. It died into a horrible gurgling.

For an instant, The Shadow saw or heard nothing of this. The heave of
explosion lifted the floor of the grounded submarine to a slant and sent The
Shadow sl i ding headl ong on his face. He was up i medi ately, whipping around on
hands and knees, clinbing to dizzy feet and throwing hinself forward with
al nost the same notion

He saw the square opening that had been burst asunder by the force of
the blast. He wiggled through. Cardona was swayi ng on weak feet, crying a
war ni ng for The Shadow to be careful.

The Shadow didn't hear him He was reaching gingerly to seize the fallen
body of the Fifth Napol eon. One armwas torn conpletely fromthe masked
crimnal's body. Blood stained his robes with a wet, glistening hue.

MIlky liquid fromthe expl oded tank was spattered all over him and
wherever a drop of the horrible stuff had touched, it had burned through the
cloth and the flesh beneat h.

But the Fifth Napol eon was not yet dead. He was groaning feebly. He had
seen The Shadow s match an instant before the flane had ignited the fluid, and
had thrown hinself desperately to the other side of the bow compartnent. He
had cheated death tenporarily, but only at the cost of agonized suffering.

Deat h for himwould be slow and pai nful --and certain! The Shadow knew
that five minutes would finish the career of this warped genius of crime who
had for so long defied the | aw.

As he lifted the dying man, his eyes swerved. He saw with grim
satisfaction that there was another exit fromthe submarine behind the
bul khead. He had suspected as much. It was the private tunnel that |ed
directly from headquarters above to the spot where the treasure trunks were
hi dden.

It nade escape for Cardona and the girl certain. Qtherw se, they would
have been faced by the enpty shaft of a deep well, and a stone that had been
jamred and rendered usel ess fromthe other side by the hand of this dying
nur der er.

The Shadow dragged his captive back to where Joe Cardona waited. Ethe
Sherman had recovered consci ousness. She screaned as she saw t he nmai ned
crimnal. Her scream was wordless, but it contained the sane horrified thought



expressed by the husky cry of Cardona:

"Judge Shernan!"

He reached out a trenbling hand to unmask the captive. But The Shadow
bl ocked the nove. He shook his head.

"Not Judge Sherman," he rasped.

He pronounced anot her nane. Ethel uttered a cry of amazed wonder
Cardona blinked. It was plain he didn't believe The Shadow. The nane of that
man was sone one Joe had never once suspected of evil. Trenblingly, he reached
downwar d.

He jerked the scarlet mask fromthe Fifth Napol eon's face. The Shadow s
prediction was correct.

The face of the Fifth Napol eon was that of a young and powerful man. The
cricket voice had been nerely a clever disguise. So was the mean, quavering
| augh.

The Fifth Napol eon was Fred Daniel! The shrewd, unscrupul ous,
greedy- m nded managi ng editor of the C assic! The nman who had fool ed the
special district attorney; who had pretended to be in love with his pretty
daught er.

CHAPTER XX
TIGER S END.

CARDONA recei ved further proof of Judge Sherman's innocence as he
straightened with the ripped mask in his hand. The Shadow had again gone into
t he bow compartnment of the submarine. He returned, carrying the hel pl ess body
of Judge Sher man.

The special district attorney was bound hand and foot. A gag covered his
di stended jaws. He had escaped death fromthe explosion only by the efficient
hatred of Fred Daniel. The Fifth Napol eon had shoved his captive into a stout
chest, simlar to the one in which he had tried to snother Sherman's daughter

Et hel bent sobbing over her father. The Shadow pushed her gently away
and rel eased the district attorney. It was a nonent or two before Sherman
could gasp out words, but finally he managed to make intelligible sounds in
hi s parched throat.

He corroborated his daughter's testinony, and added things that
expl ai ned his queer behavior. He had begun to suspect Fred Daniel, and for the
same reason The Shadow had. Every tine the Fifth Napol eon had pull ed sone
vicious raid or nurder, the managi ng editor of the C assic was mysteriously
m ssing fromhis desk at the newspaper

Sherman was afraid to disclose his suspicions. He decided to act when he
escaped from Tiger Marsh. A chance word froma Ti ger Marsh henchman told
Sherman an attenpt was about to be nmade to hijack the Fifth Napol eon's home on
t he Hudson. Sherman knew t hat Fred Dani el owned a cottage upstate on the
river.

He raced there in the black |inpusine, attenpting to elude his daughter
to keep her fromperil. But the stubborn girl followed her father and insisted
on acconpanying himinto the I abyrinth belowthe cliff. In the darkness
under ground, Sherman had mi staken Cardona for one of the crooks and had
snat ched hi s daughter backward through the stone panel. They fled, and then
becanme separated. The Fifth Napol eon had captured first the father, then the
daught er.

When Ethel had seen her father glaring at her in the submarine, he was
hel pl ess under the nenace of a hidden gun. It was the Fifth Napol eon--Fred
Dani el - -who had doused the |lights and slugged the girl.

Cardona sighed. There was weariness in his tone, but a grimrelief, too.

"That ends two of the nost dangerous crimnals in the history of New
York: the Fifth Napol eon, and Tiger Marsh! | figure Tiger nust have been
tossed down that well to his death."

"He was," The Shadow i nfornmed. "But he's not dead."



Cardona blinked as he heard the cal mwrds of The Shadow. "Not dead?" he
echoed.

"Not dead. And yet Tiger will never live again."

"What is this? A riddle?"

The sibilant |laughter of The Shadow made a brief sound. He turned away,
hi s bl ack- swat hed back hiding his actions. He renoved his slouch hat and his
head bent low. A ripple seened to pass over his back. Wen he turned, Cardona
uttered a startled cry.

The man who faced himwas a tall, red-headed stranger with pitiless blue
eyes. The blue eyes seened to glare into Joe w th unwi nking ferocity. Tiger
Marsh had risen fromthe grave in the body of The Shadow

THE SHADOW | aughed thinly. The --red wig cane off with a quick jerk. He
was holding a small pencil-like rod in his gloved hand, a rod that was tipped
with a tiny disk of rubber. He noistened the rubber disk with his tongue. He
applied it first to one eye, then the other

It was a tiny suction device. As The Shadow lifted gently, a pair of
thin optic |l enses cane away fromhis eyeballs and slid out frombeneath his
rai sed eyelids.

Cont act | enses! Joe recogni zed what they were before The Shadow handed
themto himfor exam nation. They were the | atest devel opnent in optica
techni que--used by actors, wealthy society wonen, professional beauties and
the like, to disguise the fact that they were wearing eyegl asses. The
paper-thin | enses were placed directly over the eyeball, and renoved in the
same manner-- with the tiny suction device now gripped in The Shadow s hand.

Joe exam ned them In the center of each | ens was painted a cunning
replica of the iris of a human eye. It was a bright, startling blue. In the
center of the painted iris was a tiny pin-point hole, sufficiently |arge for
the pupil of The Shadow s eye to see through.

Thus he had been enabled to play without difficulty the part of the
bl ue-eyed crimnal, Tiger Marsh. Even at close range, the contact |enses were
not too shiny. The tear ducts from The Shadow s own eyes had washed the | enses
and covered themwith a film of noisture.

Joe Cardona no | onger doubted the truth of the double identity. But a
host of puzzling questions swept into his mnd. Hs tongue stuttered as he
tried to ask them

" How - what - - when--"

"Read!" the voice of The Shadow conmanded.

He drew fol ded sheets of paper fromhis inner pocket. The paper was
filled with the precise, beautifully |egible hand-witing of The Shadow. Line
after line of jet-black script. Joe began to read wi th absorbed attention

The Shadow stepped quietly back, watching with a faint smile. Judge
Sherman was at Joe's left shoul der, peering avidly. Ethel Sherman, too, could
not tear her gaze fromthat strange report of a master crimnal-hunter

THI NGS that had puzzl ed Cardona becane cl earer as he read. He understood
now t he reason and the manner of Charlie Boston's death in the darkness of his
own hore. Boston had been kill ed because of his evil personal interest in the
daught er of Judge Sherman.

When Charlie had snickered over the tel ephone wire to the Fifth
Napol eon, he was sealing his own death warrant.

Fred Daniel wanted the girl for hinmself. He had killed Charlie Boston
and rifled his safe of its papers and docunents.

The Shadow, robed in black, had recovered the papers, but had not been
able to prevent the escape of Fred Daniel. Wen he fled fromthe house through
a rear wi ndow, The Shadow had inmredi ately raced around to the front.

He was in time to hear the whistled signal of Tiger Marsh's men. He knew
they'd be there, because he hinmsel f had sent them

It was the matter of but a noment to change to the red hair and the blue
eyes of Tiger, and to pretend rage at the di sappearance of the papers.



Escapi ng the police as Tiger, The Shadow had i nmedi ately assumed the rol e of
Lifer Stone, and delivered the evidence of Charlie Boston's guilt to the
district attorney. He had bal ked Con Platt's plan to kidnap Ethel Sherman by
stealing the girl first. He used her to get hold of her father and Joe
Cardona. Tiger's thugs thought his purpose was evil, but inreality it was
benevol ent. He nerely wanted to keep Sherman and the girl in a safe place
while he went after the Fifth Napoleon to wind up his career

He took Joe with him bound and gagged. He wanted Joe to be present at
the climax and receive the credit for the final arrest. It was The Shadow s
hand, as Tiger Marsh, that had left that "careless" knife lying in the pocket
of the rubber poncho that covered Joe Cardona. He neant for Joe to escape.

O her things becane clear to the puzzled Cardona, as his eyes raced down
the fine handwiting that covered the pages of The Shadow s confidenti al
report.

When the Fifth Napol eon had fired down the well at the unseen figure of
Ti ger Marsh, he had heard a yell of pain and the sound of a splash. Both the
yell and the splash were deceptive. The Shadow, in his red-headed disguise,
was no longer clinging to the rope. He had gained the circular rimof concrete
whi ch he later used to help Joe Cardona escape. His yell was to make the Fifth
Napol eon t hi nk he had been hit.

The spl ash canme fromone of his guns, which he tossed swiftly down into
t he depths of black water below him He found the stone with the synbol of the
four-pointed star and nade his way along a clinbing passage, back to the stone
gal l ery above.

By this time, Cardona had escaped fromthe big highway truck with the
hel p of The Shadow s kni fe and was al ready underground. The Shadow arrived
just in tine to save Joe's life fromthe |leveled gun of the Fifth Napol eon
H s previous "death" in the well made his role of Tiger Marsh no | onger
practi cabl e.

He had discarded his red wig and his blue-tinted contact |enses. As The
Shadow now, he beat off the attack of the red Napol eon and hel ped Cardona to
escape--agai n down the deceptive depths of the well.

The rest Joe knew

JOE took a deep, shuddering breath. He knew now what was behind the
strange crimnal disguise of The Shadow. So great were the difficulties
confronting him that The Shadow had deliberately entered the underworld to
achi eve his purpose. As Tiger Marsh, he built up a gang of crooked
speci alists. He declared war on the Fifth Napol eon

He seal ed a strange conpact with his crooked henchmen. They were well
pai d. They were offered i mMmunity only on the basis of their attacks agai nst
known crimnals. No innocent person had been killed by Tiger's gang. The
wei ght of their guns fell on the nobsmen of the Fifth Napol eon.

Now, every one of those hired thugs was dead. Hal f of them had been
blown to atonms in the explosion in front of the cottage. The rest had died in
the caverns under the cliff.

The Shadow felt no renorse for their deaths. They knew the risk they
took, and had been well paid. Their deaths renoved crimnals who, previous to
their empl oynent by The Shadow, had preyed |ike wolves on society--and woul d
again, if alive

Their end, and the end of the Napol eon nob, closed an ugly chapter of
organi zed cri ne.

Joe Cardona finished reading the strange docunment in his hands. He
turned, ran toward the sealed trunks that still stood, scarred and battered by
bullets, on the floor of the submarine. Wth the hel p of Judge Shernan, he
rai sed the heavy lids, after his gun had smashed the | ocks.

He gasped at sight of the contents. Each trunk was cranmmed to the top
wi t h bundl e upon bundl e of bank notes. The conplete hoard of a gang who had
al ways insisted on cash fromtheir victinms, in order to elude the incone tax
and the power of the Federal governnent.



There were records and books, too. Judge Sherman knew that with this
evidence in his hands he could clean up the city with one swift bl ow

He turned to gasp out excited thanks to the strange personality in the
bl ack cl oak and hat, who had nade this victory possible. He saw only enptiness
where The Shadow had st ood.

The Shadow was no | onger in the submarine. He had glided noiselessly to
t he bow compartnment and had vani shed through the private tunnel of the dead
Fi ft h Napol eon. He knew Fred Dani el was dead before he departed. The waxen
face of the crooked managi ng editor was bl ank. The eyes stared sightlessly.

THE SHADOW was al ready above ground. He paused only | ong enough to pick
up a telephone in the partially wecked cottage and send a crisp warning over
the wire to police headquarters at the near-by county seat.

H s message created wild conmtion at the other end of the wire. The
voi ce of the police operator yelled harshly "Wo are you?"

Soft, sibilant |aughter was the only reply.

The Shadow glided like a ripple of blackness through the greenery of
trees. He gained the road and ran to a covert, where a fast little coupe was
conceal ed deep in underbrush. He worked with sw ft energy, because he knew how
speedily police would race to this spot on the heels of his news of the death
of the Fifth Napol eon

The car backed to the road. The Shadow sent it racing swiftly northward.
As he rounded a curve, he glanced back. Far behind him to the south, he could
see the hazy outline of a cloud of dust kicked up by his car. It rose
funnelwi se fromthe same road on which he was driving.

But it was too far away to give pursuing police a glinpse of the little
coupe that raced so swiftly away under the inpetus of the powerful notor
beneath its hood.

The Shadow s nost dangerous exploit was ended. Except for the ki dnapping
of the real Lifer Stone by O yde Burke and Mde Shrevnitz, not a single agent
of The Shadow had hel ped him A | ong-distance call to Cyde would turn Lifer
Stone |l oose. After that, it was up to Lifer whether he stayed free or was sent
back for good to Sing Sing. At any rate, Lifer would find it hard maki ng
crimnal contacts after the special district attorney finished his grimwork
in the courtroom

The coupe shot smoothly along the road. The Shadow was free to accept
t he next challenge of supercrimnals. The sibilant laugh that echoed in the
air held little mirth. It was both a prom se--and a threat!

THE END



