THE MJURDER MASTER
by Maxwel | G ant

As originally published in "The Shadow Magazi ne," February 15, 1938.

Thousands heard the deat h-dealing orders of the Murder Master over the
ai r-waves! But only The Shadow dared take the one chance to uncover this
fi end!

CHAPTER |
THE MURDER MASTER

STATION WQJ was on the air. Its waves were spreadi ng through the ether,
seeking the favor of a vast audience that ignored it. Few radio |listeners had
ever heard of WQJ. Their dials were tuned for |arger and nore popul ar
stations;
particularly at this hour - eight in the evening - when national networks were
paradi ng their best-1iked prograns.

Those m | lions who scorned station W) were to mi ss the nost sensationa
radio mystery that had ever been staged. Real tragedy, not the nock variety,
was on the air tonight.

One group of listeners was interested in the programfrom WY, although
they had not been forewarned regarding its real significance. That group was
gathered in a small, well-furnished office that formed part of an apartnent.
They were the guests of New York's police conm ssioner, Ral ph Wston

The conmi ssioner, a brisk man with a mlitary nustache, was stil
explaining matters to his friends, while a voice fromthe radio was filling in
with a drab announcenent of the program Beside the radio set was a stocky,
swart hy man who was trying to hear the announcer over Comm ssioner \Weston's
voi ce. The swarthy nan was Joe Cardona, ace inspector of the New York police
force.

"It's a new kind of nystery drama," stated Weston. "This letter" - he
showed a typewitten sheet - "suggested that we listen in. Apparently, the
program has some features that give new slants on crine detection. That ought
to interest you, G aham"

The man that Weston addressed was a tall, aristocratic individual, whose
hi gh nose supported gol d-rimred spectacles in front of his mld gray eyes.
Faultless in attire, Melvin Grahamwas quite the npst distinguished | ooking
person in the group, not excluding the police conm ssioner. The smile that
Graham gave was i ndul gent, but well-mannered

"I aminterested in crine elimnation, conm ssioner,"’

observed G aham

hi s

voi ce a nodul ated baritone. "Once it is acconplished, crine detection will be
a

secondary matter. Reform not reprisal, is the way to deal with crimnals."

Weston didn't agree; but there was no time to argue it. Cardona notioned
t hat the announcer was about to say sonething inportant. Comm ssioner Wston
shrugged his shoulders and turned toward the radio. As his eyes took a | ast
flash at the group, he nuttered:

"I wonder why Allard didn't get here.”

The conmi ssioner had reference to Kent Allard, a friend of his who had a
strong liking for adventure. Weston had called the Cobalt C ub, which they
bot h
bel onged, to invite Allard to join the group tonight. Allard had not been
t here,
so Weston had left a nmessage for him Wth another shrug, Weston decided that
t he nessage nust have been overl ooked or del ayed.



At that particular noment, the police conm ssioner held the opinion that
Allard woul dn't be mi ssing anything of consequence. Weston was due to change
that inpression within the next few m nutes.

The announcer's voice had cone at last to a dramatic pitch. Wth a sudden
gusto, it decl ared:

"WQJ presents - the Murder Master!"

There was a blare of nmusic froma tinny orchestra. It took a peculiar
di scord; faded out. Cardona was thunbing the dials; the programseened to be
cut off. It canme back again, but the nusic had changed.

The orchestra nust have added a few nenbers, or changed entirely, for its
tone was nuch inproved. So was the thene. There was a grip to the haunting
tune
that strained fromthe ether. It brought creeps, even to this group of blase
listeners. The nusic swelled; finished with a sharp blare that echoed with the
crash of cynbals.

A voice took the air. It was cackly, incoherent, |ike the babble of a
self-satisfied maniac. Its words gained a chuckling tone, direct and
i nsi di ous.

That voice fromthe void was speaking directly to this audience. Its words
wer e
addressed specifically to one man present: Conmi ssioner Ral ph Weston

"DO you hear me, conm ssioner?" The cackle was frenzied. So was the
crazed
[ augh that followed it. "Yes - you hear ne. You shall renenber nme! | amthe
Murder Master!"

A lull brought gasps fromthe |listening group. Weston | ooked toward
Cardona; the inspector's poker face was grim Beside the conmm ssioner, Mlvin
Graham gri pped the arnms of his chair. There was horror in the pale eyes that
peered through the reforner's gold-ri med spectacl es.

"I amthe Murder Master!"™ The chuckle fromthe radio was a forced
nonotone. "I decree death! It shall strike within five mnutes. The victim- a
| awyer. Hi s name" - the pause was the space of a |long-drawn breath - "his nane
is Richard Hyvran!"

Weston had heard that nane; he couldn't place it for the nonent. He
| ooked
toward G aham who nodded. He, also, had a recollection of a man naned Richard
Hyvran. It was hard to place thoughts, though, under that strain, for the
Mur der Master had resuned his insidious chortle and was holding it prol onged.

It was Joe Cardona who had the right idea. He was grabbing tel ephone
directories fromatop the radi o cabinet. He shoved the Manhattan book to
West on; tossed another, at random to Graham Wth a third book for hinself,
Cardona thunbed the pages to find the letter "H " Wston and Graham started
t he
same process.

It was Cardona who found the name of Richard Hyvran; it was in the Queens
directory, which the inspector had chanced to keep. Pouncing for the
t el ephone,

Cardona began to dial the Iawer's nunber. By odd coi nci dence, the Muirder
Master's voi ce spoke fitting words fromthe radio.

"Efforts to save Hyvran will fail," gloated the voice. "He is marked to
di e! Marked!" The words rose shrill. "Marked, | tell you! It is |I who have
marked him- |, the Murder Master!"

Cardona received an answer to his phone call. There was only a faint

crackle of static fromthe radio. Everyone in the roomwas intent upon
Car dona.
H s end of the conversation told everything.
"Hello..." Joe was gruff, but rapid. "I want to talk to Ri chard Hyvran
I'm I nspector Cardona, of the New York police... Yes, it's very urgent..



Still
tinme to reach hin? Good... Yes, sumon himat once..."

The inspector's grimface relaxed into a snmle. Holding the tel ephone
away
fromhis ear, Cardona faced the group. He gestured toward the radio, where the
subdued hal f-chuckl e of the Murder Master had resuned

"We'| | soon have a line on that hoax," expressed Cardona. "I just talked
to Hyvran's butler. Just in tine to catch Hyvran before he left. He's started
out to the garage to get his car. The butler is calling him-"

A sound interrupted. It didn't cone fromthe radio; instead, the
t el ephone
produced it: a splitting crackle that vibrated the instrument in Cardona's
hand.
Faint echoes rattled fromthe receiver. They were audible to every person in
that room Cardona, with the telephone in his own fist, showed a | ook that
told
he recogni zed the sound. He shouted into the nout hpiece.

The Murder Master had resumed his cackle. Again, it was that crazed
i ncoherence; but the babble was toned with satisfaction. The words took sense,
but the listeners scarcely noticed them Cardona was getting an answer from
t he
t el ephone.

The inspector's features froze. Stolidly, Cardona replaced the tel ephone
on the desk. He turned to the anxious group

"The butler didn't get to the garage," Cardona told them solemly. "That
sound we heard was an explosion. The butler says the blast wecked the garage.
Al that he sawin the flash were chunks of an autonobile, flying everywhere."

"And Ri chard Hyvran?"

It was Weston who shot the question. Cardona slowy shook his head. He
answer ed:

"The butler says there's only one place that Hyvran coul d have been. That
was in the autonobile!"

NEWS of grimtragedy awed the listeners. There was to be no rest, though
for their jarred nerves. A voice was rising in that very room- the chortle of
the Murder Master gloating its satisfaction over the air.

"Five mnutes have ended!" The gl ee was hi gh-pitched. "My prediction of
death has been fulfilled! Ri chard Hyvran was doonmed, as | declared!" A
chuckl e;
then the question: "Do you hear me, conmissioner? Do you believe ne? You do!
Very, very good!"

The frenzied | augh descended the scale, a full octave. Dryly, the voice
resurmed its words, at lower pitch. It repeated its rem nder of acconplished
murder, and in its harsh cackle the tone earned the om nous inpression that it
i nt ended anot her prophecy.

"Five mnutes have marked the death of Richard Hyvran." The gl oat was
ugly; contemptuous in its satisfaction. "Five minutes is but a fraction of our
program Shall we have another murder? Why not? | amthe Murder Master!"

The voice scaled its chortle upward, shrilling to its forner frenzy. It
shrieked with new prediction

"Anot her five minutes! Wthin that time, another rmurder! One that you
cannot prevent, conm ssioner, though | shall nane the man - |ikew se, the
pl ace
where he shall die!"

Static crackled with the glee that furled fromthe radi o. Slunped nen sat
hel pl ess; chief anong them was Comm ssi oner Ral ph Weston. He, the commander of
the law s entire force, was nost powerless of all

The proof of the Murder Master's strength had been established. Wston
could do no nore than listen, until the fiend s new croak pronounced anot her



stroke of doom

CHAPTER |
DEATH I N THE CROND

BRI EF seconds |ingered; the pause was torture for the |isteners,
especi ally Joe Cardona. The ace inspector hadn't yet admtted the cause
i mpossi bl e. Cardona thought there would still be tinme to avert another
killing,
if the Murder Master would hurry with his prom sed decree.

Monents were precious, since five mnutes were to be the tinme lint.

The nurderous cluck came fromthe air:

"My second victimis a retired manufacturer! Hi s name is Justin Pal brock
H s place of death" - the cackling voice del ayed, enjoying a malicious
pl easure

"t he Pennsylvania Station!"

Justin Pal brock!

Al the listeners knew that nane. Pal brock was weal thy; he had spent
| arge
sunms in civic welfare; he had chanpi oned the building of |owrental
apartments,
to replace slumry tenenents. Hyvran, perhaps, had made enem es; certainly
Pal brock had not.

Those thoughts were striking Comm ssioner Weston; but Joe Cardona's nind
was centered el sewhere. He was thinking of the Pennsylvania Station, a huge
haystack in which to find a human needle. It was a place, though, where things
could be started in a hurry and finished in short order

Five m nutes! Cardona set his lips as his finger hurried the tel ephone
dial. Maybe it would be time enough

In | ess than one minute, Cardona had the railway station on the wire and
was talking to the man he needed. Al the while, the Mirder Master was
gl oati ng
over the radio.

Weston turned the dial down, so Cardona could tal k. But the conm ssioner
didn't turn the programentirely off. There was no telling what gruesone clues
m ght suddenly conme fromthe Mirder Master. That killer seened to think he
could spread his cards so everyone could see them and still w n.

"The ball's rolling," assured Cardona, as he finished his phone call. "It
won't take themlong to | ocate Pal brock at the Pennsy Station, if he's there."

"There are only five mnutes -"

"That's nore than enough, conm ssioner. There'll be a report back before
that time is up. Leave it to them they'll handle it!"

Confident in his statenent, Cardona tuned the radio to hear the full tone
of the Murder Master's voice. This time - Joe was sure of it - death would be
foiled. Justin Pal brock would receive protection that could defeat the
nmurderer's swiftness.

EVENTS at the Pennsylvania Station seenmed to be justifying Cardona's
bel i ef.

A human voice, anplified dozens of times its normal strength, was calling
a stentorian sunmons over a |oudspeaker. That inpressive announcenent reached
every nook of the vast terminal. Hundreds of persons halted, riveted by its
call.

"Justin Pal brock!" The name cane clear fromthe | oudspeaker. "Justin
Pal br ock! Wherever you are, declare yourself to the nearest unifornmed
attendant! Justin Pal brock! This is urgent! Mke yourself known at once! To
any



attendant in the station -
Cardona had started action at precisely five and a half ninutes after

ei ght. The big clocks in the huge term nal showed ei ght m nutes past the hour

Cardona's headwork had clipped into the five nmnutes that the Miurder Master

had

al | oned.
A rangy, gray-haired man was standing at a tel egraph booth, while a
porter

wai t ed, hol ding a heavy suitcase. The man had just arrived on a train from
Washi ngton. He had cone directly to the booth to wite the tel egram

There were usually pencils at that counter. Tonight, there was a
short age.

The rangy man had found a pencil in his own pocket. The | ead was hard; he was
chewing the end of it, as he paused between the words he wote.

"Justin Pal brock!"

The rangy man snapped his head upward, as he realized that his own nane
was issuing fromthe | oudspeaker. The big-throated voice had an inpelling
t one:

"You are in danger, Justin Pal brock! Declare yourself at once! To a
uni formed attendant only. This order cones from police headquarters! Justin
Pal brock -"

Mechani cal |y, Pal brock let the tel egraph blank flutter. H's hand shoved
the pencil in his pocket. He stared at the waiting porter; he wondered whet her
the redcap rated as an attendant. He | ooked toward the information booth in
t he
center of the concourse. There were several attendants there.

Pal brock hurried toward the booth. He quickened his step as the resonant
tone fromthe | oudspeaker began to repeat his nanme. As he hastened, Pal brock
wi nced. He had to halt; a sudden pain had gripped himat the side of the
st onmach.

After a nonmentary waver, Pal brock resuned his course. He stretched his
hand toward the information booth. An attendant saw the gesture; sensing
somet hi ng wong, he beckoned to some passing redcaps. They came on the run

Pal brock's hands were clutching the edge of the booth's counter. The
attendant saw a face that had gone suddenly haggard. Eyes were bul ging; |ips
| ooked bl oated, puffy, as they gasped.

"I'm- 1'"mJustin Pal brock!"

Hands slipped. The attendant nade a futile grab for them Scranbling
redcaps arrived to catch Pal brock's slunmping body before it hit the floor
There were three of them yet the weight was all that they could manage. The
man in the booth knew the reason, when Pal brock's head roll ed backward.

The haggard face was ashen. Bul ging eyes had gl azed. Foam fl ecked t hose
puffed lips. The attendant gul ped one word

"Dead!"

The [ ong hand of a huge term nal clock was marking the ninth mnute past
the hour.

THI RTY seconds | ater, Joe Cardona was taking the report by tel ephone. He
turned to Weston, Graham and the others of the gl oony group. They knew from
Cardona' s expression that new doom had struck

"They paged Pal brock in the Pennsy Station." Cardona's gl um announcemnent
was given to the acconpani ment of a tuned-down chuckling fromthe radio.

"R ght
after that, a man coll apsed at the information booth. They don't know for sure
yet, but they think it's Pal brock. They say it |ooks as if he's dead."

There was a trace of vaguely hopeful doubt in Cardona's statenment, but
there was none in the harsh ripple that rose fromthe radio. The tenth minute
had ended. It was time for the Murder Master to cluck new evil triunph.

Conmi ssi oner Weston turned the knob, to bring the nysterious speaker's



voice to its full pitch. Miuch though he hated it, the commi ssioner could not
i gnore the Murder Master. Wth two nen nysteriously assassinated, the only
cl ue

to the man who ordai ned death woul d be the nmenory of that voice fromthe

et her.

Conmi ssi oner Weston urged his companions to listen to every peculiarity of

t one.

"Five minutes have narked the death of Justin Pal brock!" The evil
confidence of the Murder Master dispelled Cardona's |ast hope to the contrary:
"Qur tine on the air" - the voice was precise - "is not yet ended! For your
entertai nment, comnissioner, | shall decree another death! Again, it shal
strike within five mnutes!”

Monent s seened endl ess; yet only a few seconds | apsed before the next
pronouncemnent .

"The victim- a politician!"

Qui ck | ooks passed between Weston and Cardona. This m ght be someone
known
personally to both of them

"Hi s nane - Frank Denni man!"

They did know Denniman. "Big Frank," a friend to every cop in town. One
fell ow who had gained his influence through good will. To Frank Denni man,
politics was a game, and he al ways played it square.

"The place - the Metrolite Hotel!" The Murder Master paused; then added
anot her detail. "To be specific, Frank Denniman will |ie dead outside the
hotel's main entrance. Wthin five mnutes!”

Munbl ed | aughter followed. Again the Miurder Master was filling time while
the law sprang to futile effort. Cardona was at the tel ephone, calling the
Metrolite. Joe was assuring the conmm ssioner that he woul d have door nen,
bel | boys, house detectives flocking to the space outside the Metrolite before
the precious five mnutes were half gone.

To Conmi ssi oner Weston, that prom se meant not hing.

Weston was resigned to the belief that Denniman's death was a certainty.
Looki ng further, the conm ssioner groaned with the conviction that the Mirder
Master, hinmself, was out of reach. The program Wston renenbered, was a
fifteen-m nute one. That, at |east, indicated that the chain of death would
soon be finished.

But what of the future? Who could cope with a nmonstrous fiend like this
killer, whose cackled | augh reeked with malicious pride in his own security?
That high pitch fromthe radi o was proof that the Murder Mster regarded
hinsel f imune. If the law could take no steps against him who el se coul d?

Conmm ssi oner Weston was too strained to think of an answer to his own
ment al question; but there was one. Already, a friend of justice was taking
nmeasures to combat the Murder Master before the superfiend could | eave the
studi o where he issued his decrees of doom

The Shadow, foe to all who dealt in crine, was nearing a sw ft-chosen
desti nati on.

That goal was the obscure radio station, WQX.

CHAPTER 1 |
THE LAST DECREE

COW SSI ONER VEESTON had mentioned his friend, Kent Allard. Though Weston
did not know it, Kent Allard was The Shadow. (Note: See "The Shadow Unmasks, "
Vol. XXI'lI, No.5.) That was sonething, too, that the Murder Master had not
guessed. He woul d probably have given his broadcast a different twi st, had he
known that The Shadow had been invited to Weston's apartnent to hear the
nmystery broadcast.

Luck had favored the Murder Master. Weston's nessage to Allard had been



temporarily forgotten by a negligent clerk at the Cobalt Cub. The fell ow
hadn't remenmbered it until just before eight o' clock. Finding a note that
Allard was visiting a friend in New Jersey, the clerk had phoned t he nessage
there.

The Shadow s intuition was acute. He had sensed the om nous in the
r equest
t hat Commi ssioner Weston listen in on the programfromW. It couldn't be a
publicity stunt; in that case, the conm ssioner would have been invited to the
studi 0. A hoax was out of the question. WQ couldn't risk its license with a
proposition of that sort.

Sonething definite lay at stake. That was why Kent Allard had started at
once for New York

Allard' s big linousine had reached the Skyway | eading to the Holl and
Tunnel when the program began. Wile the chauffeur kept the car at the top
speed the law allowed, Allard was tuning in on the limousine's radio. His
| ong,
hawk-featured face was inmobile in the tiny light of the dial. Keen ears heard
every tone of the Murder Master's threats.

Allard' s eyes, usually quiet in their gaze, had taken on a strange,
far-seeing burn

They were the eyes of The Shadow.

Hyvran was dead. So was Pal brock. The Shadow t ook those deat hs as
certainties, when he heard the Murder Master's chuckles. The very confidence
of
the evil voice proved that those nurders had been prearranged, so cunningly
t hat
not hing could avert themin the brief periods that the Mirder Master allowed.

The Iinousi ne was al nost through the Holland Tunnel, when The Shadow
heard
t he announcenment of Denninman's doom There wasn't a chance that it could be
hal t ed, even by The Shadow. The Mirder Master's insidious gloat was stil
audi bl e, despite the poor reception of the radio while the |inpusine roared up
the incline leading fromthe river tunnel

QUTSIDE the Hotel Metrolite, at that very nonent, hastily called nmen were
learning that their efforts were too |ate. They were on the sidewal k, | ooking
anxi ously about, one mnute after they had received Cardona's call. They saw a
taxi swing up to the curb

Large hands were on the | edge of the door wi ndow, a broad face was
pressed
agai nst the glass, the head above it hatless. Before the driver could reach
out
to open the rear door, a hotel detective sprang to do it for him The door
whi pped open; the bully passenger pitched headl ong to the sidewal k.

Eager hands rai sed the body. A policenan, pressing through the throng,
saw
the face and gul ped:

"It's Big Frank! Big Frank Denni man! Dead!"

The group stood silent, for five stunned seconds. Then a house di ck nade
a
sudden dash into the hotel to give the news to Joe Cardona, who was hol di ng
t he
Wi re open.

The cl ock above the hotel desk pointed to thirteen mnutes after eight.

DOM near the tip of Manhattan, The Shadow s |inmousine was naking its
final spurt along a cross-town street. The passenger was no |onger Allard.
Every trace of his tuxedoed figure had di sappeared. From beneath the seat, The



Shadow had pull ed out a drawerlike shelf that contai ned garnments of black. He
was attired in long cloak, a slouch hat on his head. Hi s hands were gl oved.

The linousine slid to a stop beside a dingy, six-story building where
lights glowed on the top floor only. To The Shadow, those lights were a
beacon.

They marked the location of the broadcasting rooms used by station WQ.

Wth his left hand, The Shadow cut off the car radi o, stopping the
chortle
of the Murder Master as it rose to the high pitch that predicted a new
announcement .

Si mul t aneousl y, The Shadow opened the door with his other hand. He was
out
of the linmousine. Swiftly, unseen, he crossed the sidewal k as the big car
started away. Reaching the darkened entry to the building, The Shadow
gl i mrer ed
a flashlight on the door of an elevator shaft.

The dial showed that the el evator was at the sixth floor, and The Shadow
decided imediately that it nust be out of use. Lights were off in this |ower
entry; that was sufficient proof that something had gone wong. The Shadow s
flashlight showed a stairway - the only available route to the sixth floor.

The Shadow began the | ong ascent. He had one minute to spare before WY
went off the air.

BECAUSE of his effort to reach the studio in that [ast mnute, The Shadow
was unable to hear the finish of the Murder Master's program That clinmx was
reserved for the group assenbl ed at Weston's.

Amid the glee of the Murder Master, Joe Cardona was repeating facts that
cane across the tel ephone fromthe Hotel Metrolite. Denniman was dead, |ike
Hyvran and Pal brock. The cab driver was being questioned, but the fell ow was
too overwhel med to give any details. It appeared he didn't know what had
happened to his passenger

That seemed proven by the announcenment that cane suddenly fromthe Mirder
Mast er .

"Five minutes have narked the death of Frank Denni man," croaked the
Voi ce.

"Athird nystery to baffle you, conm ssioner! Perhaps" - the tone had a bitter
ugliness - "you regret, as | do, that this programis finished.

"More time - nore deaths! More deaths - nore clues!"” The |augh went high.
"Clues? There will be none, comm ssioner! Unless, perhaps, a final death will
serve! Very well, we shall have one, as a fitting sequel!"”

Cardona wasn't listening. For the first tinme, his ow folly had struck
him He'd wasted fifteen minute trying frantically to halt three sure-fire
murders, and, all the while, he'd m ssed the biggest bet of all. That was the
qguest of the nurderer hinself.

Cardona woul d have given plenty to have that quarter hour back again. He
knew what he would do with it. He would head hotfoot for WQJ, to snag the
killer in that lair. It wasn't too late to try it, anyway. Cardona was dialing
the operator, to get headquarters on the wire, to start police squads on their
chase.

The hoarse orders that Cardona shouted were brisk but adequate. Soon,
patrol cars would arrive downtown. The |law would form a cordon. Maybe the nest
woul d be enpty. Cardona would find out for hinmself, when he reached there.

Sl amm ng the tel ephone on the desk, the ace inspector grabbed for his
hat .

He halted before he reached the door

Cardona had seen the tense expression on the faces of the |listeners. They
were clustered close about the radio, with Weston and G ahamin the center of
the group. They were straining to catch the last falsetto pronouncenent from
the Murder Master. Only fifteen seconds left; that quarter mnute was to prove



as vital as the quarter hour that had just gone by.

In those fifteen seconds, Joe Cardona was to realize the value of the
qui ck orders that he had just dispatched to headquarters.

"One nore death!’

The precise chuckle over the radio repeated the prom se that Cardona had
failed to hear.

"This time," cane the gloat, "I shall name the place first! Mirder wll
occur here, in this very studio!"

A PAUSE, so tined that it had a terrific effect upon the craning
listeners. It was alnost as if the Murder Master were present, the way he held
the attention of the group. This was no aftermath; it was a superclimx. Those
tragedi es that had gone before were a build-up to this nmonstrous, sensationa
finish.

Everyone present knew it; Joe Cardona was so powerfully gripped that he
couldn't budge beyond the door until he heard that final sentence. It didn't
occur to himthat the threat itself nade it all the nore inperative for himto
be on his way. He had to listen to that |ast pronouncement. Like the others,
Cardona was oblivious to all else.

"The scene is set," voiced the Murder Master. "The victimwll be -"

A gong struck. That reverberation over the ether indicated a studio
signal, announcing that the programis tinme was up. It seened that the Mirder
Master heard it, for he halted. The listeners thought, for the instant, that
he
woul d not compl ete his sentence.

Then came the cackl e once again, its tone deternined. Despite the signal
t he speaker was snatching a | ast few seconds in which to conplete his oni nous
decree. Defiantly, the Murder Master croaked:

"The victimw |l be the neddler who calls hinself The Shadow "

The nane was uttered with a rising pitch, that broke into a screechy
jubilation. The hideous laugh trilled, blended with a sudden crackle of
stati c.

Then came the blot of an abrupt silence.
That hush sol emmi zed the Murder Master's decree.
Station WQJ was off the air.

CHAPTER | V
LURKERS OF DEATH

SILENCE gripped the sixth floor; with it, darkness. The entire studi o was
bl anketed with a gl oomthat had occurred within the past few dozen seconds.
Two
m nut es ago; The Shadow had heard the air-cast voice of the Murder Master. He
had seen lights in this very studio. The voice had silenced, the lights had
faded while The Shadow was on the stairs.

The situation offered no surprise. The Shadow had nmore or |ess expected
it. It was logical that the Murder Master would have called for lights off the
nmonent that the broadcast was concl uded. Unquestionably, the killer-chief had
ai ds. Darkness would help their departure. Probably they would take
precauti ons
when they fled. That did not trouble The Shadow.

As The Shadow considered it, the odds were all in his favor. He had
arrived at the nost tinmely nonment, when crooks would think that they had
gai ned

security. Darkness had produced the situation that he |liked best. G oom was
t he
favorite shroud in which The Shadow noved to his attacks on crine.



So natural was this sequel that The Shadow failed to sense the trap that
it conceal ed. The subtle Mirder Master had called for The Shadow s own
el enent,
darkness, to make a perfect lure. In delivering other deaths, the Mirder
Mast er
had left little to chance. This tine, he was risking nore; neverthel ess, he
had
provi ded death that was prearranged

The nurderer had cal cul ated that The Shadow would start for the studio
whil e the broadcast was still in progress. He had estinmated The Shadow woul d
arrive near the finish of the program Were the nurderer had seem ngly taken
a
| ong chance was when he had added that final threat. Had The Shadow still been
in his car, had he reached the sixth floor a half minute sooner, he would have
been prepared for a direct thrust of doom

Curiously, the radio broadcast itself bore proof that the Mirder Master
had not left that detail to chance.

The gong, had the Murder Master wi shed it, could have neant the cut-off
of
t he program wi thout the addition of The Shadow s name. The reason that it had
gone through conpletely was because The Shadow s big car had been spotted -
not
fromthe studio, but by a watcher in a house on the other side of the street.

The Murder Master had foreseen that The Shadow woul d be the first coner
to
reach the studio. The tine element had suited the watcher, even though he had
not spied The Shadow s bl ackened form Therefore, the conplete threat had been
del i vered.

Movi ng t hrough the darkness of the sixth floor, The Shadow heard muffl ed
poundi ng. He di scerned white faces pressing against glass. They were the
personnel of the office, |ocked in an unused broadcasting room

Easi ng along the wall, The Shadow found anot her panel of glass. This was
t he darkened room he wanted - the one that the Murder Master's crew had take
over for their own insidious program

THE door opened silently under The Shadow s grip. He cane into the
stillness of a soundproof room He blinked his flashlight warily al ong the
floor, keeping its rays well controlled. In his other fist, The Shadow gri pped
an automati c.

The broadcasting roomwas enpty. No one had left it by the main door
There was only one plausible answer: Exit had been managed through the contro
roomon the other side.

Working in that direction, The Shadow eased past a m crophone. His
flashlight reveal ed other equi prent anong tangled wires. Familiar wth nethods
that he hinself had used in broadcasts, The Shadow deci ded that the Mirder
Mast er had not spoken fromthis roomat all. Instead, his voice had been piped
in from el sewhere.

That nmeant that a nmeeting with the supercrook would have to be postponed.
The di scovery, however, changed none of The Shadow s determ nation. The quest
was still inportant, for others nust be |lurking here. Those tools of the
Mur der
Mast er woul d be the persons through whom The Shadow coul d | ocate their evi
chief.

There was an elenment in the situation that The Shadow mi ssed.

Proof of the Murder Master's absence nade the present quest seem easier
Instinctively, The Shadow i ncreased his progress. He had | ess need of caution
dealing with hirelings, than if he actually had to encounter a foe so crafty
as
the Murder Master.



That nmade the conming trap a surer one

It was an odd case, this venture of The Shadow s; different from any that
he had previously encountered. Though WQJ was an insignificant station, there
were a few thousand scattered |isteners who had heard the Murder Master's
frenzi ed broadcast.

Every one of those persons - with a single exception - had been horrified
by the final utterance. The |one person who had m ssed that prom se of an
added
mur der was the one for whomthe death was desi gned: The Shadow

The master who hunted down crinme was thrusting hinself into the snare
t hat
the Murder Master had not only provided, but had announced to all the world -
except The Shadow

The door of the control room swung open; its hinges were noi sel ess. The
slight click of the knob was al nbst inaudible, so trivial that The Shadow
t hought that no one could have heard it but hinmself. He thought the same when
he closed the door behind him The latch seemed to nmuffle the knob's click

That |latch was a give-away of The Shadow s nmoves. The socket in which it
fitted had been wired. The opening of the door broke a contact, that resuned
when the door was closed. Lurkers knew that The Shadow had reached the control
room was ready to nove through it. They did as ordered.

A light came on suddenly froma corridor. At the far end of the control
room The Shadow saw an opened door; beyond it, two men huddl ed and masked.
They were trying to shove a large square box into a waiting el evator that
woul d
take them down to the ground floor, away fromthe entry through which The
Shadow

had cone.
Dragging after the box was a | ong, heavy-insulated wire, coiled so
shnaki |y

that it | ooked | oose. One man was reaching, as if to gather it. The nove
decei ved The Shadow. He hissed a fierce conmand, as he took a | ong surge

acr oss

the control room The Shadow wanted to reach that far door, threaten the two
masked nmen into terror before they could enter the el evator

THREE seconds were all The Shadow needed; that wasn't |ong enough for the
rogues to recover fromtheir startlement in seeing the cloaked avenger | oom ng
upon them It was tinme enough, though, for one of the crooks to perform an
i ntended nove. The fell ow snapped a switch on the side of the square box.

At the same instant, The Shadow took a half sprawl, that would have been
unl ucky on any other occasion. This time, it proved nore fortunate than
anyt hi ng el se he m ght have done. The object over which The Shadow stunbl ed
was
the rimof a steel plate, invisible on the darkened fl oor of the control room

Tri ppi ng, The Shadow nearly cleared the steel plate, before he hit it on
one hand and the other knee. Hs body still had nmonentum when he struck. But
it
wasn't cold metal on which The Shadow | anded. The thug at the el evator had
altered that when he pressed the box switch. The wire was connected to the
pl ate.

There was a crackle, a flare of lights, as The Shadow s body t ook an
upward jolt. Quivered by thousands of volts, the cloaked figure jerked upward,
did a grotesque back-spin in the air. The Shadow had received a shock as
powerful as the current used in an electric chair.

Dimming lights in the corridor told how the juice had been diverted.

Fl ayed by the voltage, The Shadow was hurled bodily through the door, to end
with a fantastic sprawl beside the nasked nmen who had tricked him Gins
spread



on ugly lips behind bandanna masks.

"It's The Shadow " grow ed the nan at the switch. "He fell for it, like
the chief said he would. Say, did it hook hinP I'lIl say it did!'"

"He oughta have fried longer," objected the other. "W was supposed to
| et
himsizzle a full mnute, before we cut off the juice."

"Shove hi m back on again. W got tine."

The crook who had suggested it made a reach for The Shadow s shoul ders.
He
becanme jittery when he | ooked at the box. He nade a gesture toward the switch

"Yank that off," he told his pal. "Watta you want nme to do? Burn, too?
Say - we can't stall all night!"

The thug at the box threw the switch. He started to hel p his conpanion
lift The Shadow. Both paused when they heard a faint, distant sound. It
woul dn't have been audible in the soundproof control room but in this outside
corridor it could be heard. It worried the two |urkers, because it was the
| ast
t hi ng they expected.

The sound was the wail of a police siren

One tried to laugh it off, saying it was a fire engi ne. The ot her shook
his head. He thought he coul d hear another shriek, froma different direction
For the first tine, sonething had gone wong with the Miurder Master's plans.

The master of death had concentrated upon settling The Shadow. He hadn't
figured that Joe Cardona would do anything about it until after the broadcast
was conpl eted. Cardona, though, had anticipated matters by two m nutes or
nor e.
That time was just sufficient to save The Shadow from anot her jolt of
electricity.

"He's croaked," assured the first crook, nodding his head at the cl oaked
form Then, anmending his statenent: "He will be, anyway, when we're through
with him Shove himaboard."

THEY rolled the inert figure into the elevator. They yanked the heavy
wre
fromits socket; hauled in the steel plate. The metal was still too hot to
handl e; the killers kicked the plate aboard the el evator and dragged the box
in
after them The door clanged; the el evator runbl ed downward.

Crooks were under a strain, but their grins still showed. They had reason
for their satisfaction, as they gazed through the slits of their nasks. Prone,
noti onl ess, The Shadow was dead, to all appearances. As the downward ride
continued, the nurderous nen were becom ng nore convinced that the powerful
shock had fini shed him

Nobody could take a jolt like that and still live, one assured the other
H s pal agreed. He'd seen a lineman take hold of a high-tension wire, a couple
of years back. That fellow had been cooked by the tine he hit the ground. The
same with The Shadow. Once a guy was knocked stiff, he couldn't conme out of
it.

The el evator reached the basenent |evel. The thugs opened the door; they
heard new wails of sirens, as a third husky beckoned for themto hurry.

Hoi sting The Shadow, they chucked himinto a darkened car that was parked in
the alley. The equi pnent foll owed swiftly. The crooks piled aboard.

Lurkers of death were on their way, confident that they were carrying The
Shadow s corpse as a trophy for the Miurder Master

CHAPTER V

THE LAW S TURN



THE car that bore The Shadow had scarcely reached the front street before
the driver spotted the lights of a police car. Wth a snarl, the driver
changed
the sedan's direction. He swung another corner in a hurry. The crook beside
hi m
turned around to see if the police were follow ng. They were.

The third thug was crouched above The Shadow, pointing a revolver at the
cl oaked figure. The man beside the driver sped a quick hand to stop his pal's
shot .

"Hold it!" he snapped. "You gone screw?"

"Whatta you nean?" was the rejoinder. "W're croaking The Shadow, ain't
we? |'m nmaking sure of it!"

"Wth the bulls alnbst on us? Lay off with that heater! Wait'Il we clear
so's they won't hear us shoot."

These crooks weren't the only ones that scented trouble. In the next
bl ock, another pair came dashing froma house door, to pile into a coupe. The
sedan's driver grunted.

"They're scramming in a hurry,"” was his conment. "They should 'a' brought
the machine along with them Bad stuff, leaving it up there."

"It don't make no difference," objected the man beside him "The chief
won't care if the cops find out about the record. He said so. Only, he didn't
figure they'd be tailing us like this."

"We'll shake 'em "

The driver didn't keep that prom se. He nmade a bad mi stake at the end of
the third bl ock, when he turned right instead of left. The coupe went in the
other direction; it slipped through the closing cordon. The sedan, though, was
al nost boxed when it crossed an avenue.

Police cars showed up fromboth directions. They guessed the sedan was in
flight, because of its speed. They took up the chase that the first patrol car
had | ost.

It was a race through twi sty streets - the driver funmng, the man in the
back seat anxious to |oad The Shadow with | ead, then open fire on the police.
The one cool head was the fellow who sat on the driver's right. He had handl ed
the switch on the electric box; he was showi ng the same quick thought that he
had used in downi ng The Shadow.

"Keep dodging," he told the driver. Then, to the man in back: "No trigger
wor k! We've got too much to lose!"

"Where's it getting us?" demanded the driver. "They're closing in from
ever ywhere!"

"We're heading for the chief's. You can nake it."

The driver shook his head.

"That'd be a give-away," he declared. "They'll box us there -

"Sure - while we unload. But when we get started again, we can shoot it
out! W won't be carrying anything that we won't want themto find."

Prospects of gun work brought the approval of the man in the rear seat.
The plan was won by a vote of two to one - a plan which was to have nuch
beari ng on The Shadow s future, though neither he nor his captors recognized
it.

THERE was no fakery in The Shadow s notionl ess condition. Had he
possessed
one trace of consciousness, he would have shown it during that twi sty ride.
Shots were pursuing the sedan. Not one of its occupants offered battle in
return. That hel ped them for there were tines, when they scudded corners,
t hat
ot her police would have marked them had they shown a spurt of guns.
The driver doubled on his course, shook off pursuers |ong enough to nake
a



strai ghtaway run. He had reached the nunbered streets when he took a quick
turn
to the left.

The sedan pulled along a narrow street, rolled into a little alley
bet ween
two blank walls. The driver turned off the nmotor. He and his pals |istened.

They coul d hear sirens, whistles, that indicated the police were circling
thi s nei ghborhood. They lost no time with their task. The driver junped from
the car, hauled out the equi pment. The other pair carried The Shadow.

They unl ocked a door, noved through a passage. They had a key to anot her
stronger, barrier; beyond it, they reached a darkened room The pair that
| ugged The Shadow eased himto the floor. The one who wanted to do the gun
wor k
grow ed that his chance had come. He net with doubl e objection

"Whatta you want to do?" snapped the self-appointed | eader of the trio.
"Queer the works? The Shadow s croaked, | tell you! Didn't you feel the weight
of hi nP"

"Yeah. He's heavy, like a stiff. Only sone | ead woul d make hi m wei gh
nore!"

"He don't need it. We don't want nobody hearing us in here. Get busy.
Heave some of this junk."

The three nmoved tables and chairs. They found the center of the floor
lifted a trapdoor. Dank col dness issued from bel ow. At a whispered word, two
men assisted the third. They | owered The Shadow s body, then |let go.

The thunmp that foll owed brought satisfied munbles fromthe trio. It had a
sound that indicated hard stone bel ow. The trap went back in place; there was
anot her shift of furniture.

The crooks stole out by the route they had used to enter. They reached
their car; the driver backed it fromthe alley. A few mnutes |later, he was
pi cking a cautious route, still trying to avoid the persistent sounds that
told
of circling police.

The sedan covered about a quarter mle before the driver could chance a
run al ong an avenue. He'd hardly gotten under way, when a police whistle blew
The driver snarled that the cops had previously spotted the |icense nunber,
were now | ooking for it. The man beside himsaid that didn't matter. They were
through with this bus, anyway.

VWat ever useful ness the car possessed was due to be ended with that
chase.

Police were already in the offing, firing as before. At last, the killers were
free to bl aze away.

They waged a fast battle as they sped northward. \When the going becane
hot, the driver headed east. He was a bl ock ahead of the pursuers; he saw a
subway station. He didn't wait for the approval of his pals. He careened the
car around the corner, jamed the brakes as it hit the curb

The sedan did a half clinmb on a pair of house steps. Wi pping off his
mask, the driver sprang fromthe car and nmade for the subway. The two ot her
t hugs foll owed his exanple.

They were lucky in that dash. Not only were they gone when the police
arrived; the three reached the subway just as a train pulled in. The
change- naker saw them from hi s booth, but thought they were ordinary
passengers
trying to catch the train.

It was five mnutes before any officers arrived to ask questions. It was
too late, then.

UP on the street, a grimman was exam ning the car that the nobsters had
abandoned. Joe Cardona had received reports of the chase and had rmanaged to
get



into it, although his car had been at the rear of the pursuers. The wecked
sedan showed cracked wi ndows, where police bullets had hit; but there were no
si gns of bl oodst ai ns.

Two things were evident: The occupants had escaped unscat hed; they
certainly had not tine to drag anyone with them Nevertheless, from al
reports, this was the only car that had left the building where station WY
was
| ocated. There had been another machine - a coupe - but it had ducked in |later
and had ducked out agai n.

Cardona subtracted one fromone, to make not hing.

The Murder Master had prom sed The Shadow s deat h, which indicated that
he
had hel d The Shadow, hel pless, at the radi o studio. But The Shadow hadn't been
t here when Cardona arrived. Joe had supposed, therefore, that he had been
carried away in this car. The mnus quantity in the case was The Shadow s own
absence.

Usually, in a wild chase like this, The Shadow would nove in from
nowher e,
to take his hand in it. Tonight, that hadn't happened. True, there were plenty
of chases when The Shadow wasn't about. He didn't show up every tine the |aw
went after a handful of thugs. But this was one time - of all tines - when
Cardona had held a definite hunch that The Shadow woul d appear. That was why
Joe Cardona retraced the whol e course of the chase, followi ng back to every
spot where the sedan had been report ed.

Cardona's car circled through many districts, stopping often, while
acconpanyi ng detectives alighted to | ook for traces. That search seened
t horough; but it wasn't. It went bad in the very district where The Shadow had
been dropped.

Reports fromthat sector were erroneous. Cardona's car didn't even go
al ong the street where the fleeing thugs had nmade their brief halt in an
al | ey.

After an hour of futile search, Cardona found hinmself back at station WQ.

Cardona had business there; for Conmi ssioner Weston was on hand, quizzing
t he personnel of the radio station. doomly, Cardona went up in the el evator

By the time he reached the sixth floor, Cardona had brightened. He
figured
he had seen through a bl uff maneuvered by the Murder Master. Sonmehow, that
hi dden kil l er-chi ef must have known that The Shadow was busy el sewhere. Maybe
the Murder Master had decoyed The Shadow out of town.

Nobody woul d take a chance, announcing by radio that he would trap The
Shadow, then be so foolish as to attenpt it. Subtracting one from one, Cardona
deci ded upon his answer. The zero neant that The Shadow had not been here at
all.

That, in turn, gave Cardona the opinion that he would hear from The
Shadow, | ater. Joe was glad that the Murder Master had tal ked so big, across
the air. That sort of stuff was the very type that would bring The Shadow on a
crimnal's trail. Confidently, Joe Cardona | ooked forward to The Shadow s
prompt cooperation with the | aw

The ace inspector would have | ost that confidence - and nore, besides -
had he even guessed of The Shadow s present plight.

CHAPTER VI

BROKEN CLUES

THE next day marked steady investigations by the |law. The police were
seeki ng the Murder Master through his crines; but each retraced trail - |ike

Cardona's hunt for The Shadow - went astray.
In the case of Richard Hyvran, tiny pieces of wire were the threads that



enabl ed the law to reconstruct how the | awer had died.

Soneone had planted a bomb in Hyvran's automobile, wiring it to the
not or .

When Hyvran had stepped on the starter, the car had instantly gone sky-high
That schene, concocted by the Murder Master, had been al nost certain of
success.

Hyvran was the only person who ever used that car. He carried the only
set
of keys. He drove the car only in the evening, for he lived close to a Long
I sland Railroad station and conmuted to and fromthe city. As for the fact
t hat
Hyvran intended to use that car at eight o' clock, nearly everyone who knew t he
| awyer could have supplied that information

Once a week, Hyvran attended the nmeetings of a club conposed of suburban
busi ness nmen. The neetings were held at eight-thirty. A man of punctuality,
Hyvran always left his honme at eight o'clock on those nights. H's regularity
was such that when he stopped at houses to pick up other friends, they knew
al nost to the minute when he would arrive.

The Murder Master had sinmply |earned of Hyvran's schedul e and had suited
it to his own purposes. Wen the bonb was planted, no one could guess. The
range of time ran fromeleven o' clock the night before, until just before the
expl osion - a period of about twenty-one hours. No prow ers had been reported
around Hyvran's hone. That was no surprise, for the house was well obscured by
hedges and t he detached garage was never | ocked.

That, in substance, was all that Inspector Cardona could |earn regarding
the nurder of Richard Hyvran

The case of Justin Pal brock prom sed nore; but it petered out in the sane
rapi d fashion.

Pal brock had been poi soned. The pencil that he had used to wite his
telegramwas tipped with a nmost virul ent substance, as a chem cal exam nation
proved. The circunstances, however, that led up to Pal brock's death were so
natural that they afforded no | oophole.

Pal brock had nade a trip to Washington, to discuss a |legislative matter
wi th some New York congressnen. The subject had involved costs of a government
project in New York City. Palbrock had left the nmatter of costs an approxi mate
one, until he talked with the congressnmen. Since they had been favorable to
t he
pl an, Pal brock had spent nost of his return trip working at a table in a
Pul | man
car.

Soneone must have fil ched Pal brock's pencil and planted the poi soned one
inits place. Arrived in New York, that sane person - or a waiting confederate
- had wal ked off with the pencils at the tel egraph booth. The w re that
Pal brock was about to send had been a tel egramto Washi ngton, giving the
conpl ete esti mates.

Unfortunately, none of the train personnel renenbered any suspi ci ous
party
wat chi ng Pal brock. The clerks at the tel egraph booth had not observed the
di sappearance of the pencils. Both noves had been bold; but therein lay their
perfection. Handled by a cool worker, they were the sort of actions that would
not be noticed.

As for Palbrock's visit to Washington, it was a publicly known matter
Pal brock had told many persons that he was going to the capital; and that he
would go into the matter of detailed figures after he had presented his plan
Since he was due back in New York for a nine-o'clock banquet, it was obvious
that he would be on the train that arrived at eight o'clock

The Murder Master had allowed five mnutes for Pal brock to come up from
the train and nake his stop at the tel egraph booth.



THE nurder of Frank Denni man introduced a renmarkable chain of
consequences.

At eight o'clock, Big Frank had been playing pinochle in a political club
near Seventy-second Street. That was Denniman's habit, seven nights a week,
except when he had speci al appoi ntnents el sewhere.

Sonebody had call ed saying that Big Frank was wanted at the Hote
Metrolite. That was the usual tip that certain political friends of his were
havi ng a gabfest. Mention of names was never considered necessary in such
cases; in fact, there were tinmes when it was inadvisable.

Big Frank had hurried fromthe club; he had taken the first cab that he
saw. It was the only cab waiting outside the club. Usually, there was none.

The cab was driven by a hackie who worked for a | arge conpany. He was one
of a few dozen who had been laid off, awaiting a shi pment of new cabs. He had
received a typewitten post card telling himthat his new taxi was at a
Seventy-second Street garage.

He had gone there to get it. He'd hardly arrived there, before there was
a
call on the tel ephone, ordering himto go to the political club and wait
out si de
for a passenger.

The taxi conpany disclaimed all know edge of the cab. The garage was al so
per pl exed. The cab had been stored there, noney in advance, |ate the night
before. The attendant on duty hadn't particularly noticed the fell ow who
handed
himthe cash, for the cab was driven into a darkened corner of the garage.

The cab, itself, held the secret of Denniman's death.

Its wi ndows were airtight, shatterproof. They could not have been opened
with anything | ess than a crowbar. The inside door handl es were dunmm es, which
meant that the cab coul d be opened only fromthe outside.

Fitted to the exhaust pipe was a broad plate, with small outlets attached
to holes in the floor. Through those had fizzed the full quota of carbon
nmonoxi de produced by a spluttery notor that had an ill-regul ated carburetor

Bi g Frank Denni man had absorbed enough of the deadly gas to finish himat
the end of a five-minute ride. There had probably been nonoxide in the cab
when
he stepped aboard it; but the poisonous fumes were odorl ess.

Those clues | ooked great to Joe Cardona; but they went awy when he tried
to trace the death cab back to its source. It had been shipped by the
manuf acturer to the conpany that wanted it, fully a week ago; but it had gone
astray. Neither organi zation had been able to locate it. How and where it had
been outfitted with its death device, was an absolute mystery.

LATE that afternoon; Cardona arrived at the police conmmissioner's office,
wonderi ng how his superior was going to take these incomplete reports.

VWen the inspector was ushered in, he found Melvin G ahamw th the
conmi ssi oner. That pl eased the inspector; for Comm ssioner Weston sel dom cut
| oose with caustic conments when a visitor was present.

Weston wanted the reports; Cardona gave them He was surprised when
Vst on
and G aham exchanged snil es.

"You m ssed sonething, inspector,” chided Weston, mldly. "The link
between the three nurdered nmen."

"What |ink was that?"

"A political one. You should have discerned that, Cardona."

The inspector was puzzled, until Weston nentioned that Richard Hyvran was
a State assenbl yman, representing the Long |sland section where he |ived.
Cardona knew that, but had seen no connection between the fact and Hyvran's
death. Conpared with his large |aw practice, Hyvran's menbership in the State
| egi sl ature seemed of ninor inportance.



"That |inks Hyvran with Denni man," rem nded Weston, "because Big Frank

was

a politician. I know what you are thinking, Cardona: the link seens slight.
But

it will growin significance when I tell you sonething else. Justin Pal brock

i ntended to announce his candidacy for the State senate.”

That gal vani zed Cardona. He was quick with his question: "W told you
t hat conmi ssi oner?"

West on bowed toward Graham Renoving his gold-ri med spectacles, the
di sti ngui shed man expl ai ned.

"I met friends who were at the banquet where Pal brock was expected,"
decl ared Graham "The word had gone around anong them | was surprised, unti
I
realized that Pal brock had been com ng nore and nore into the public eye,

t hanks
to speeches that he had given. | would say, also, that he was the sort of nman
who woul d gain a | arge support.”

Cardona considered. He was well up on politics; enough to see the set-up
Hyvran represented a different group than Denni man; but that could have neant
a
conprom se. This news regardi ng Pal brock made Cardona picture the retired
manuf acturer as a political candidate seeking double favor. Fromthat, Cardona
junped to a pronpt conclusion

"Maybe the Murder Master is boosting soneone for the State senate!”
excl ai med Cardona. "He figured his candidate would be out, if Pal brock went
after it. The easiest way was to get rid of Pal brock."

"Extreme nmeasures," objected Weston, "with nothing nore at stake than a
seat in the State senate. Wat is nore, Cardona, we nust consider the
sentiments of the candi date chosen by the Murder Master. If there is such a
man, he woul d never have sanctioned Pal brock's death."

"Maybe he didn't know about it, conm ssioner.”

West on shook his head; that idea didn't suit him Gahamhad a different
suggesti on.

"I would class the nurderer as a fanatic," he declared. "H s whol e
process
indicates it. He nmust be a man who has sone insane aspiration to power, and
consi ders that he has nmade progress toward it."

The conmi ssioner nodded. This was nore like it.

"He naturally chose nen in the public eye," continued Graham "He picked
each as representative of a group that has much to do with public affairs.
Hyvran, a |l awer and nmenber of the State |egislature. Pal brock, a chanpion of
civic wel fare. Denniman, an out-and-out politician. There is one question
t hough." Graham seened suddenly loath to accept his own theory. "Wy should he
pi ck nmen who were |largely confined to New York in activity?"

CARDONA had the answer. He had seen soundness in G ahams coments.

"A crazy man would do just that," he asserted. "l've run into plenty of
them They get all hopped up over one idea. It's what those psychopaths call a
"fixture.""

There were smiles from Wston and G aham

"You mean what psychoanal ysts terma 'fixation,'" corrected the
conmi ssioner. "Allowi ng for your m staken nonenclature, Cardona, | would say
that you are correct. Your conclusion suppl enents and substantiates the one
advanced by M. Graham W have to deal with a fanatic, whose one idea is to
mur der men whom he considers to be inportant. How |l ong he will continue quiet
is a mtter for conjecture.”

West on paused; then added:

"Fancy it! A man so exaggerated in his notions, that he woul d occupy a
radio studio and flaunt his evil deeds over the air!"



Cardona renenbered a last-nminute report that had come into headquarters.

"The Murder Master wasn't in that studio at all,"” affirmed Cardona. "W
found a big phonograph in a house across the street. It was all wired up to
connect with WQJ."

"A transcription!" ejacul ated G aham "Did they find the record,

i nspect or ?"

Cardona shook his head.

"That was gone. But it's a bet the Murder Master wasn't the fell ow who
took it. He wasn't anywhere around."

"Whi ch neans," asserted Graham to Weston, "that the Murder Master may
have been away from New York at the tinme of the broadcast."

"That's an idea, all right," agreed Cardona. "But here's another. \Woever
the Murder Master is, he's got thugs working for him He needed snooth workers
to set those traps for his victinms; and there was a bunch that blew into WY
to
t ake over last night's broadcast."

Conmi ssi oner Weston nodded sol enrmly. He asked what results Cardona had
gai ned fromthe round-up that had been in progress ever since |last night.

Cardona was forced to adnmit that there had been no results. Stool pigeons
had brought no worthwhile information. Whoever the Murder Master's workers
were, their insidious chief had ways of covering them

West on and Graham showed mnutual di sappointrment. There was a |ight,

t hough,

in Gahaml' s gray eyes, as they gazed patiently toward the comm ssioner. At
| ast,

Weston rapped the table. He | ooked to G aham and voi ced a deci si on.

"You may be right," declared the conm ssioner. "The neasure that you
proposed seenmed useless, but | amready to give it a trial. You may send for
those nen at once.”

Graham | ooked pl eased as he picked up the tel ephone. Cardona was puzzl ed.
What G aham had proposed; who the men m ght be, were new nysteries to Joe
Cardona. He realized, though, that he would soon have the answer.

The | aw was about to take a drastic step. Melvin G aham had presented it
as a sound one, and Commi ssi oner Weston had cone to agree with him Wth that
nove, however, were hidden factors so deep that it was only |ogical that both
G aham and Weston shoul d overl ook them

The | aw was making a play straight into the hands of the Mirder Master.

CHAPTER VI |
THREE STRAI GHT CROOKS

VWH LE Graham was on the tel ephone, Weston undertoned a prelimnary
expl anation to Cardona. It was al nost unnecessary, for the inspector was
catching the gist of it from G aham s tel ephone tal k. The doubl e conversation
had Cardona dizzy, however, so he finally concentrated on what Wston had to
say.

"The reformof crimnals," spoke the conm ssioner, "is valuable to
society. | adnmit that heartily, although | do not agree with G aham when he
says that it will abolish crime entirely. However, G aham has done fine work,

putting ex-crooks straight."

Cardona nodded. Neverthel ess, he grunbl ed somet hi ng about the State
parol e
board being too | enient with convicts.

"Not when a man |ike G ahamtakes charge," argued Wston. "He nmakes those
fellows toe the mark; at the same tinme, he gains their good will. That puts
themon the right path, and we are to witness the proof of it."

"The proof of it?"

"Yes. G aham was approached today by three of the nen who have nost



benefited through his interest in them Al were shocked by the Mirder
Master's
crimes. They are anxious to cooperate in tracking down the nurderer."

Thi s news gave Cardona a nedl ey of thoughts. The idea was new to him but
the nore he juggled it, the better he liked it. As a refornmer, Melvin G aham
had certainly done excellent work in voluntarily aiding the parole board. He
had seen to it that convicts, out on probation, were given jobs to which they
were suited.

If they were fired fromthose jobs, G aham|ooked into it. If he found
that they had been treated unfairly because of their past records, he raked
t he
persons responsi ble. He either saw that the ex-cons got their jobs back, or
wer e
put on better ones.

Cardona could remenber the ol d horse-and-wagon days when ol d | adi es waved
unbrel l as at horse-whi pping teanmsters, threatening to bring down the wath of
the aw. Graham rem nded hi mof that, when the reforner shouted at people who
were unfair to parol ed convicts.

Joe had been brought into sone of Grahamls wangles as a qualified
wi tness. He'd laughed to hinself, sometines, regarding Graham but in boiling
it down, Cardona had to admit that the reformer got results.

Hi s present efforts showed it.

Graham was bringing in the services of reforned crooks, to help the | aw
snare the Murder Master. If he wanted to class themas detectives, that would
be fair enough. These fellows would be on their old hone ground, when they
| ooked into affairs of crine.

If, instead, they were to be regarded as a fl ock of stool pigeons, and
serve as such, the law would still be benefited. These chaps would certainly
be
superior to the squeal er type of | owbrow crooks that the police managed to
enlist as stoolies.

By the time Graham had finished his call, to announce that the nmen were
on
their way, Cardona's interest was keen

THE nen, thensel ves, | ooked good when they arrived. G ahamintroduced
t hem
one by one, though that was hardly necessary. Joe Cardona had met them before
they went to the big house.

The first was "Ace" Curdy, a long, |ean, block-faced man with peculiarly
deep-set eyes. Ace gained his nicknane fromhis ability with a revol ver.
Around

shooting-galleries, he had used a .22 to drill the center of an ace of

di anonds

wi thout fringing the edges of the red spot. In gun frays, Ace had shown that
same uncanny mar ksmanshi p. He nicked his foenen, instead of killing them that

was why he had escaped a nurder charge.

"Dobi e" Kring was the next - a jolly, big-faced fellow who didn't |ook
like a crook. Hi s hands, though, weren't so pudgy as the rest of him Those
fingers had managed lots of things - forged checks, the comnbinations on safes.
Dobi e had been a m ne worker once; he knew the art of m xing "soup"” that would
bl ast a strong-box when skill couldn't open it.

The third man, "Doc" Harstell, had a professional air. He was a graduate
of a medi cal school who had chucked his career, then taken it up again, for
illicit profit. Doc was a "sawbones" who had hel ped out wounded crooks. He'd
worked with a ot of gangs; knew every cranny of the underworld. He had
finally
taken a rap for those services to society's |ower crust.

Wth each introduction, G aham put a single question. He asked each nan



to
tell why he wished to aid the | aw

"I wanted a nout hpi ece once," declared Ace. "I went to Hyvran, asking if
he'd take the job. He wouldn't have it. | told himl put round holes in guys
that didn't listen. He said that put us out of the same class, because he shot
squar e.

"I liked the guy. 1've been for himever since. That's why | asked M.
Grahamif | could go after the nugs that got Hyvran. There were sone
sharpshooters in that car that was chased |last night. Maybe | can find out who
they are.”

Dobi e's story was one of a nore recent event. Like others under G ahanm s
wi ng, he had experienced trouble keeping jobs. He had finally wound up as a
bank clerk, and again found prejudice against him But he hadn't needed to go
to Gaham It happened that Justin Palbrock was a director of that bank

Pal brock had taken up Dobie's cause; had kept the job for him Dobie had
been pronpoted to a teller; and he owed it to Pal brock. Whatever phony work the
Murder Master had used in getting rid of Pal brock, Dobie figured he could help
in ferreting it.

Doc Harstell owed a lot to the dead politician, Denniman.

"I"'ve got a job in a dental lab," stated Doc. "Mking good noney, but
there's a lot of fellows trying to coax me back into nmy old racket. Wen
haven't |istened, they've tried to shake me dowmn. All | had to do was tell Big
Frank about it.

"I"'mthe sort that crooks are always trying to reach. Sooner or |ater,
can get a line on that Murder Master, through his nob. That's why | cane
ar ound
today and talked to M. Graham | hoped he woul d consider me useful.”

THERE was earnestness in every story. That, plus the qualifications that
the nen possessed, sold themto the comm ssioner

The grudge angl e was the one that Cardona |iked. He figured these fell ows
would go the limt to get back at the nurderer who had slain their
benef act or s.

The three were told that work would be arranged for them Dire necessity
called for extrenme efforts by the I aw. Wston shook hands all round; told the
trio to keep in touch with Gaham so that whatever they | earned would be
forwarded to the police.

Graham recei ved Weston's congratul ations after the parol ed men had gone.

"If we had selected those nmen ourselves," asserted the conm ssioner, "we
could not have nade a better choice. The old saying, 'Set a thief to catch a

thief,' should still hold good. Your pardon, G ahant - Wston had noted a
di sapproving | ook on the reformer's face - "I recognize that these nmen nust no
| onger be classed as crinmnals. | nerely had reference to their past.”

"The present suits me," put in Cardona. "Those | ads know their onions!
They' Il kid their old pals into thinking they're off the strai ght and narrow.
You' d better keep tabs on them though, M. Gaham™

"That has been arranged," assured Graham "Both ny secretary and ny
chauffeur are in ny confidence. They have al ways kept careful check, w thout
t he parol ed nen suspecting it. Right now, they are delivering themto their
respective | odging places.™

That met the approval of Wston and Cardona. But they, |ike Graham would
have been badly jolted had they gained a television flash of Gahamlis big car
at that very monent. Ace, Dobie and Doc were in the back seat, as the
[ i mousi ne
rolled through the dusk. In front, the secretary was | eaning back to chat. The
chauf f eur was chuckling with him

"So you put it over?" laughed the secretary. "Say - we'd sure like to
have
seen it! Wio busted the ice?"



"I did," returned Ace. "Just the way the chief wanted it. Wiy shoul dn't
they fall for it? Nobody can tell themthat |I planted the pineapple in
Hyvran's
car."

"My trip to Washi ngton al so passed unnoticed," rem nded Dobie. "I suppose
I was nistaken for a |obbyist, returning to New York. Even Pal brock didn't
know
I was | ooking at him That pencil switch was a cinch! Pal brock was hal f asleep
when | made it."

"I didn't dwell too long on ny nechanical ability," added Doc Harstell
dryly. "No one could connect me with that fixed cab Denni man was in, and those
timely phone calls."

Chuckl es followed - | ess hideous than those voiced by the Mirder Master
but sufficient to show the delight that these unreforned crooks took in crine.
In brief statements, all concurred that their main job was to keep G aham
totally deceived. The secretary and the chauffeur assured themthere would be
no trouble on that score.

Al ready, the pair had nentioned phony alibis covering Ace, Dobie and Doc
at the time of the Murder Master's broadcast. The car kept southward; it
near ed
the street with the alley-way where crooks had carried The Shadow | ast night.
Ace beckoned to the two nmen beside him

"Gve me the reports,"” said Ace. "I'll shove themin the door for the
chief."”

Dobi e and Doc passed hi m envel opes. Ace alighted at a darkened house and
thrust the envel opes through a mail chute, adding a report of his own.

"The chief's not back yet," remarked Ace, as they drove away. "It was a
smart gag, himbeing out of town for a couple of days. He pulls that professor
stuff swell, | guess. I'd like to hear one of his screwy |ectures."

"W ought to hear fromhimtonight," said Dobie. "Come on down to ny
place. | got the mixer working swell. W won't mss anything that comes over
it."

Only Doc Harstell was silent. Ace nudged him

"What you thinki ng about, Doc?"

"“I'" mthinking about the professor -" Doc caught hinself. "I mean the
chi ef . When he goes away, he | eaves that fellow Thoyer there."

"Why not? Thoyer's a boob. Makes a good blind."

"But maybe he gets a | ook at our reports.™

"What if he does? They're in the code the chief gave us, ain't they?
Forget Thoyer! Say - he wasn't even awake |ast night when nme and the guys with
me dunped The Shadow. "

Soon, the three crimnals were dropping off at the places where they
lived. The big car headed back, to pick up Melvin Graham and take himto his
apartment. Those | esser tools - chauffeur and secretary - were straightfaced
when Graham entered the car, along with Wston

G aham had invited the commi ssioner to dine at the Cobalt C ub. The nen
in
the front seat were listening intently as they heard their enployer chat with
Weston. The sniles that were secretly exchanged in the front seat were proof
that the pair regarded G aham as the greatest dupe with whomthey had to deal

The real master of the servants that Grahamtrusted was the same naster
who rul ed the parol ed crooks that the reforner had so carefully put al ong
strai ght paths.

That master was the Murder Master

CHAPTER VI I'|

THE DOOM NG EYE



CROCKS had good cause to praise the Miurder Master

Crafty were the nmethods of that supercimnal; many were his exploits.
Greatest of all, he had acconplished the result |ong sought by all the
under wor | d.

The Murder Master had conquered The Shadow.

Men of crine believed The Shadow to be dead. Ace Curdy had enphasi zed

t hat
belief in his statement to Dobie Kring and Doc Harstell. If any of those three
had been told that The Shadow still lived, they would not have worri ed.

The Shadow had been placed where he was at the nercy of the Murder
Mast er .

The Shadow, hinself, realized that plight when he awakened, a few hours
later. His first glimering sensations gave him an inpression of his
surroundi ngs. Wen he revived further, he began to reconstruct the
ci rcunmst ances that had brought himto the depths of a pitch-black cell. He
al so
under st ood why he still lived.

Recol l ecting that terrified shock in the control roomof W, The Shadow
recogni zed that it had been intended to do nore than stupefy him The huge
vol tage was enough to deliver death, under certain conditions. The Mirder
Mast er had overl ooked one inportant provision.

Killers had hooked the metal plate to the radio station's current. Like
nmost of the buildings in Manhattan, it used direct current. Long ago - SO many
years that it had al nost been forgotten - experinenters had | earned that
di rect
current |acked destructive force. That was why State prisons used alternating
current to burn persons sentenced to the electric chair.

Direct current could kill; but if it failed, there was al ways a chance of
the victims survival. The Shadow had denonstrated that by his present
revival .

Qddly, he owed his recovery partly to the nmen who had served the Mirder
Mast er .

Rocketed fromthe fl oor plate, The Shadow had been alive when his captors
carried himaway. Not only had they decided that bullets were unwi se and
unnecessary; they had placed The Shadow in a spot best suited to restore the
flicker of Iife that remained to him

This cell was danp, its floor streaked with noist, oozy nmud that forned a
| ong accumul at ed sedi nent. Friends of The Shadow coul d have chosen no better
pl ace for his recuperation than the one which his enem es had so unwittingly
sel ect ed.

Feeble at first, The Shadow noved nore steadily as he began his
exploration of the cell. He was utterly unable to calculate the tinme that he
had | ain hel pl ess. That, however, seened of little consequence, conpared to
t he
prospect of escape fromthis pit.

The door was evidently that of an old, abandoned cellar. The Shadow s
fingers found crevices between the flagstones, as he craw ed about. Those
cracks along the ancient floor accounted for the nuddy surface. At first, The
Shadow hel d the hope that this was nerely sone forgotten pit where he had been
flung by persons who believed him dead.

That hope faded when The Shadow reached a wal |

There, he encountered a snooth steel surface. Goping along that wall, he
cane to another, also of metal. A conplete tour of the cell proved that it was
square, and entirely lined with steel. This chanber was evidently one that the
Murder Master had reserved for prisoners who mght be capabl e of escape from
ordi nary traps.

THE SHADOW S fl ashl i ght was gone, like his automatics. Ace and his pals
had found time to take those trophies the night before. Unable to see the



ceiling, The Shadow rose in a corner of the wall, stretched his arns high
above
his head. The ceiling was beyond his reach

Stone floor - steel walls - such were formni dable barriers. Watever the
structure of the ceiling, it wuld be the |ogical spot to attack, particularly
since it wuld offer a route above ground. In the bl ackness of the pit,
however, The Shadow coul d not even see the ceiling, let alone clinb to it.

Gven a wall with the scantiest crevices, The Shadow could scale it |ike
a
human beetle. These steel walls were inpossible. Except at the corners, where
steel plates joined, they had no cracks.

For smooth walls Iike these, The Shadow had often used rubber suction
cups
that gave a powerful hold. He seldomcarried them except on planned
expedi tions. He | acked the suction cups this night.

The Shadow s only course was to wait, while he | earned what night befal
himin this trap. The longer he waited, the better; for his strength was bel ow
par. As minutes passed, he could feel a distinct recuperation. Perhaps, at the
end of hours, he could decide upon sone plan of escape.

The Shadow foll owed the assunption that every trap had a | oophol e. Past
experi ence had denonstrated that fact to his satisfaction. Unfortunately,
there
was another quality that many traps possessed. They sonetinmes becane nore than
pitfalls, turning into death devices under the control of a master hand.

Such was to be the case with this netal-lined pit. At the end of a |ong,
| ei surely hour, The Shadow saw synptons of arriving hazard.
A dull glow began to fill the prison room It came fromthe ceiling;

t here, The Shadow noticed four small gl ass sockets, their surfaces on the
ceiling level. Each contained a bulb that gl owed with greenish |light that

i ncreased with painful slowness. At first the rays were hazy; but as their
enerald flicker becane stronger, The Shadow coul d make out the entire cell

The ceiling, like the walls, was of steel; the rounded gl ass-surfaced
light sockets were too small to be of consequence. There was a | arger opening,
however, that intrigued The Shadow t he nonment that he observed it.

That was a circular object, squarely in the ceiling's center. It was
nmet al -bound; fitted with glass, like a large porthole. It was |arge enough to
all ow a person's passage.

The difficulty was to reach the porthole.

It was fully nine feet above the stone floor. There was nothing that The
Shadow coul d use as a | adder. Even the walls were useless, should he find a
way
to scale them for they were too far fromthat center opening.

It seened like a tantalizing bait, that porthole, put there to give
nment al
torture to the prisoner who would find it out of reach. It had a sinpler
purpose, as well. It was obviously the hole through which The Shadow had been
dropped to this steel-lined dungeon

IT was not until the lights had reached their full glow that The Shadow
| earned anot her reason for that netal -rimred gl ass.

The gl are produced a ghastly green that brought a curious reflection from
the glass. Light becane vivid on the floor, showi ng The Shadow fully outlined
as he stared upward to the gl ass-bl ocked openi ng. That gl ass, The Shadow
not ed,
was concave. Staring toward it, he saw a curious blur of color that cane from
above the entire surface.

The hues were circular; but they wavered and shifted. Sometines they
di ned; whenever they increased, they did not pass the blurry stage that The
Shadow had first observed.



Suddenly, the answer |inked.

The concave glass was the |l ens of a gigantic mcroscope. The blurred
col or
above it was the outline of a hunman eye!

The Shadow had becone a | aboratory specinmen for the superkiller who had
captured him The Miurder Master, possessed of a new victim was studying his
captive at leisure. Every nove The Shadow nade was magni fied. That curious eye
- rendered mamoth by the nicroscope - was calmy surveying the black-cl ad
fighter that all other foenen feared.

The Shadow becane notionl ess. He was standing near the center of the
dungeon, his head tilted slightly upward. Hi s eyes peered past the front edge
of his downturned hat brim The eye of the master nurderer was steady, also.
In
that period of fixation, neither observer |earned facts regarding the other

By the time the Murder Master had focused the mcroscope, The Shadow had
taken his position. His hat brimsheltered, his face fromhis foenman's view
Simlarly, the big eye above was too blurred for The Shadow to note features
by
which he might later identify it.

The situation, though, was not an even break. The Shadow s instinctive
interest in the rising glow had caused himto play into the eneny's hands. The
Mur der Master had come to his |aboratory for one primary purpose: to learn if
The Shadow still lived. Having discovered the prisoner to be alive, the
supercrook was ready for new measures.

The Shadow saw col or dwi ndl e. The eye had noved away. The Murder Master
was satisfied with the trap; convinced that The Shadow s position was a
hel pl ess one. Slowy, the green lights faded; as token that the master killer
was through with his brief study of the biol ogical specinen called The Shadow.

As the ghoulish green di m ni shed, The Shadow sensed new danger. He knew
that he coul d expect but one verdict fromthe Mirder Master: that of death.
The
t hrust woul d come when dar kness was again conplete; for the present, The
Shadow
could not surmse what its source would be.

He foresaw only that the Murder Master woul d choose one of two neasures,
whi chever suited his whim Either the death nmethod would be sw ft, al nost
i nstantaneous; or it would be agoni zing and prol onged. Hal fway nmeasures did
not
bel ong in the Murder Master's catal ogue.

THE prison roomwas a vague green outline when the nove began. From
somewher e beyond steel walls The Shadow heard a thrunm of nuffled machinery,
t hat pounded with a beat of doom

Straining his eyes toward one wall, The Shadow detected a sl ow, quivering
noti on. Before he had tine to study the wall further; the lights were totally
bl ot t ed.

The wal | that The Shadow had observed was to his left. The same thrunm
was
coming fromthe right. It was toward that wall that The Shadow noved. As he
spread his gloved hands against it, he could feel the steel's steady pressure.
For a dozen seconds, The Shadow held his ground; then he was forced to shift
away, or be shoved off bal ance

Crossing to the opposite wall, The Shadow net the sane incomi ng power.
Each wall was thrusting inward at the rate of a foot a mnute. Each m nute,

t herefore, cut down The Shadow s dwelling space by two feet.

It was a dozen feet across the room Six minutes nore, the walls would
clanmp together. But, to The Shadow, as he now stood, there belonged only a
five-minute life span. The sixth m nute would not be his.

Those final sixty seconds were the tinme when crushing walls would shatter



bone and pul pify flesh. That m nute would bring death that would prove the
| one
relief fromthe horror that produced it.

CHAPTER | X
MADDENED M NUTES

STEADI LY, like living things of doom the creeping walls |ooned closer
Twi n Jugger nauts, each possessed of a huge crushing force, they were fated to
conpl ete their appointed course. Only the Murder Master could have halted
t hem
and he was not the sort to have | ast-nonent regrets.

In the darkness, The Shadow renai ned notionl ess. Had there been |ight,
with the Murder Master view ng from above, the supercrook woul d have supposed
that The Shadow was resigned to his fate. Actually, the black clad prisoner
was
t ense.

For one ninute only, The Shadow had stood fully hel pl ess. Then the sl ow
closing of the walls had itself given hima plan. This was one trap that had
no
avai |l abl e I oophole. It also filled the qualification of being a death device.
It
was that double feature that produced its weakness.

The Shadow had not forgotten the mamrmoth |l ens that filled the opening
above. It could never have served himhad the Murder Master let the cel
remain
as it was. The naster fiend, in providing two separate purposes for his
dungeon,
had outrun his own craftiness.

The Shadow wanted those steel -sheeted walls to close. H's arns extended,
he was wel coming them - not as jaws of doom but as the one neans that m ght
enable himto effect his own rescue. In a sense, those first mnutes were The
Shadow s greatest strain. Once they were ended, he could begin the action that
woul d make himforget the nenace of the pressing walls.

At the end of three mnutes, The Shadow could feel each wall touching an
outstretched hand. Still, he remained rigid. Effort would be wasted until they
were even closer. Mechanically, The Shadow was counting off the seconds; al
the while, his hands were coning closer to his shoulders. He could tell by
touch, as well as tine, when the right nonent had arrived.

That was at the end of four nminutes, when the walls were four feet apart.
The Shadow s waiting ended. He cane to action.

Hi s first nove was one of pressure. Wth all his strength, he forced his
hands against the walls. He was |ike a Samson, thrusting against tenple
pillars; but these walls were inflexible. Conpared to the notors that inpelled
them The Shadow s strength was puny.

Thrumm - thrumm -

The doom ng throbs seened to nock the victim as hideously as if the
Mur der Master had been on hand to add his insidious cackle. Inch by inch, the
wal I s closed unflinchingly. The Shadow s hands were forcing upward under their
pressure. Fromhis |ips came a whispered | augh

The trap was working as The Shadow wanted it.

JABBI NG one foot against a wall, The Shadow utilized an angl ed pressure
with his opposite arm That gave hima free hand to thrust higher. H's
opposite

foot came up; he shifted pressure. Hi s next crisscross shift was sw fter
i kewi se | onger. Swaying back and forth in the darkness, he jockeyed from wall



to wall with an eccentric upward course.

The Shadow was scaling four feet to every foot that the walls closed.

He was near the top before the walls had reached his shoulders. In com ng
cl oser, those barriers had added ease and speed to The Shadow s progress. At
the start, there had been danger of a slip. That was ended when he neared the
t op.

Wth outthrust el bows and pressing feet, The Shadow hel d hinsel f fixed
between the walls, and their increasing pressure added to the surety of his
posi tion.

Hands upward, The Shadow was clutching at the steel-rimred porthole. He
couldn't break the glass; he was depending on the chance that the ri mwould
| oosen. A portion of the rimwabbled upward, taking the glass with it; but The
Shadow coul d not push it clear until he utilized his last resort.

For a few seconds, he rested; then, as the walls pressed his shoul ders,
he
spread his knees and worked his whol e body upward. Sidew se pressure was no
| onger necessary. The walls, with their crushing force, were supporting The
Shadow i n pl ace.

Head tilted back, The Shadow thrust his arms straight upward in front of
his body. H s hands bashed the glass hard. Wth the snaller supporting frane,
t he | ens whi pped upward on a hinge, into a large cylindrical space above.

The Shadow could clutch the interior of the upper tube, but he could no
| onger pull his body upward. The walls had himclanped with torturous pressure
that was al nost at the bone-breaking stage. Crossw se between those
sl owvi brating slabs, The Shadow had scant seconds in which to act. He used
themto their limt.

Hands clutching the sides of the uptilted | ens frane, The Shadow gave a
powerful twi st. His shoulders, body, legs - all figured in that wench. H's
body did a quarter turn. Instead of being hard cl anped, crossw se, he was
dangl i ng al nost | oose, his face to one wall, his back to the other

There wasn't time for The Shadow to slip downward, even if his hands had
rel eased their grip. Thrumms fromthe machi nery brought the walls two inches
cl oser together; enough to sandwi ch their victimbetween the netal slabs.

As that pressure cane, The Shadow s arns pulled upward. Hi s body
slithered
fromthe closing walls, bringing himhip-high in the space above the ceiling.

There, with a final heave, The Shadow braced upon an interior |ledge. H's
feet, pushing hard against a noving plate, forced his |legs up through the
hol e.

Curling about the inside of the darkened cylinder, The Shadow found the framned
| ens and sl apped it downward. As it thunped into place, he rolled upon it, to
i e exhaust ed.

THE SHADOW had cl eared the pressing walls when they were scarcely nore
than a foot apart. Less than a half nminute renmained after he had flattened the
porthole; yet that tine seenmed far |onger than the nmaddened m nutes that The
Shadow had spent in his clinb.

The token that told the finish was a clang as the walls cane together
The
shudder of that metallic neeting brought a trenble to the cylinder where The
Shadow rested secure.

The machi nery had stopped automatically. There was a whirr of a sound,
then it went into reverse. The Shadow coul d hear the slow runble of the
receding walls. They had a grind that rem nded himof a grunbling nonster
angered at loss of its prey.

The pit bel ow was safe; but The Shadow had no desire to return to it.
Rising in the cylinder that formed his present prison, he found another gl ass
just above his head. Fromits shape, it was probably another |ens that served
as part of the oversize m croscope;



The overhead frame was wedged nore tightly than the | ower one. Wen The
Shadow finally released it, the glass swng downward on a hi nge.

Just above, The Shadow found a trapdoor. He worked it upward; threw it
open. He drew hinmself up into a room above. There, The Shadow s first action
was to feel for the upper lens and put it into place, after which he edged the
trapdoor into position

The roomin which The Shadow found hinsel f was pitch-black. As he felt
hi s
way through the darkness, he encountered tables and other itens that were
apparently part of a |l aboratory's equi pnent. Reaching a wall swtch, The
Shadow
listened intently. The roomwas definitely deserted. The Shadow turned on the
light.

The room proved to be a |laboratory - well outfitted but little used,
judgi ng by the dust that streaked some of the benches. Mreover, the place was
unti dy; papers, notebooks, jars and other itens were piled hodgepodge on
tables. It |ooked as though the owner had started certain experinments, then
di scarded them He was probably an inventive genius as well as a scientist,
for
a wor kshop adj oi ned the | ab.

One table, pushed into a corner of the |aboratory, was fitted with a
| arge
m croscope. Examining it closely, The Shadow found that the table had a netal
rimwhi ch could be renpved by | oosening corner screws. That allowed a centra
board to slide out from beneath the m croscope.

This table had sinply been pushed over the mammoth | ens tube bel ow t he
floor. By adjusting the ordinary m croscope, the Mirder Master had been able
to
enlarge his vision to include the prison room In searching for the switch
t hat
controlled the cell-roomlights and the noving walls, The Shadow coul d not
find
it.

The walls of the room had panel s; probably one hid the switches. That was
likely, considering the state of the trapdoor through which The Shadow had
arrived here.

I nstead of showi ng conspi cuously on the floor, the trapdoor was
i nvi si bl e;
so closely fitted, that The Shadow had to probe to find it. There was no give
when he stepped upon the trap. Its boards extended between those of the solid
floor. A person who did not suspect the trapdoor's presence would probably
never |ocate it.

The | aboratory had a heavy door that apparently led to the front door
anot her that | ooked like an entrance to a side passage. Both doors were
| ocked;
before trying to open them The Shadow deci ded to inspect the workshop

There, he made a definite discovery. On a workbench were itens of radio
equi prent. Beneath the bench was a | arge phonograph, with a stack of big
records, the sort used in electrical transcriptions.

The inventor who occupi ed these premi ses had all the equi pnent needed to
deliver the Murder Master program Probably one of those records had been used
for the broadcast at WQ, The Shadow needed the inventor's nane; he found it,
pai nted on a box of electrical equipnment that had come by express.

The box was addressed to Professor Jerome Quedden, New York

AT the back of the workshop was a spiral staircase that |led upstairs. A
further search of the prem ses prom sed nore inportant results. A forgotten
flashlight, dropped behind a workbench, was all that The Shadow needed. Taki ng
the flash, he extinguished the lights in the |aboratory, then picked his way



to
the spiral stairs.

On the second floor, The Shadow found anot her |aboratory, evidently the
one that Quedden used nore regularly. It was equi pped with chemnica
appl i ances;
everything was in shipshape order. Under the only door, The Shadow saw a gl ow
that indicated a hallway |ight. He extinguished the flashlight and tried the
door. It was unl ocked.

There were several doors opening fromthe hall. Al were closed; they
| ooked like living quarters. There was a curtai ned passage to the left of the
| aboratory door, which was at the hallway's end. Spreading the curtain, The
Shadow saw a long side hall, with an open room at the end.

Passi ng one door that stood ajar, The Shadow flicked his flashlight to

see

a storeroomthat had side wi ndows. They were shuttered, |ike all other w ndows
that he had seen. There was a squatly wi ndow, though, at the rear of the
storeroom It was wide, but very low It was set high in the wall, indicating

that it opened on a roof. The wi de wi ndow had no shutters; sinply a drawn
shade.

About all that the storeroom contained were old trunks, boxes, and a few
articles of furniture. The Shadow passed it, went on to the rear room It was
furnished |like an office.

Evidently the office was vital to Professor Quedden, for its shutters
wer e
newer and heavi er than any others. The room had a desk, a netal filing
cabi net,

a safe in the corner. There was a curtai ned doorway opening into a closet;
t here, The Shadow found a di scarded wooden filing cabinet.

Bef ore The Shadow coul d give cl oser inspection, his ears caught a distant
sound. It gave the faint inpression of a clicking door |atch, carrying through
t he passages of the ol d house.

Edgi ng fromthe office, The Shadow |istened; there were footsteps on the
front stairs that cane directly to the upper hall

The | ogical place to go was the storeroom but there was no tine to reach
it. The curtains stirred at the front of the long hall, proving that the
per son
who had entered the house was comng directly to the little office.

Exti ngui shing his flashlight, The Shadow whi sked back into darkness.

He had al ready picked a good spot in the office itself. Silently, The
Shadow reached that place: the curtained closet. He wedged past the old filing
cabi net; found the exact space that he required, in back of it.

Thanks to a slight adjustnent that he gave the curtain when he passed it,
The Shadow had a clear viewto the desk. Once the office lights were turned
on,
he coul d see whoever sat there, although The Shadow s own | urking space woul d
be
unseen.

The Shadow had begun his quest for the Murder Master. As the situation
stood, The Shadow seened due to gain his first view of Professor Jerone
Quedden.

CHAPTER X

HI DDEN CRI ME

THE lights of the little office came on within a half mnute after The
Shadow had taken to his hiding place. The wall switch was by the office door;

t hat was why The Shadow did not inmediately see the man who entered. |nstead,
he recei ved not hing but audible inpressions of Professor Jerone Quedden



Those were sufficient to forma link with the past. The sounds that
Quedden emitted as he fussed about the roomwere | ow nunbles - odd cl ucky
sounds that indicated he was in good hunmor. Though | ess dramatic than the
t ones
that had cone over the air, those mutters were highly remniscent of the
chuckling remarks that the Murder Master had used to fill in tine between his
announcenents of death.

Al one, Quedden could hardly be expected to provide such high-pitched
utterances as he had used for that recorded programover WQJ. At nmonents, his
voi ce was precisely as The Shadow had renenbered it. At other tines, it
dr opped
to a half whisper that could hardly have registered on the mnicrophone.

By the time Quedden finally decided to approach the desk, The Shadow had
formed half a dozen inpressions of his possible appearance. The final one was
accurate in many details, although The Shadow mi ssed in gauging the
prof essor's
hei ght. Jerome Quedden was so short of stature that his hips barely reached
t he
desk top when he passed it.

Undersi ze, wi zened, bal dish - those summed the professor as The Shadow
first saw him Wen Quedden seated hinself in the big swivel chair behind his

desk, he looked like a dried peanut in its shell. H's eyes, though, proved him
to be nore than a wi zened old fossil.
Those eyes were beads that shone with blackish brilliance. Their gl ow

reveal ed shrewd thoughts that were in the old man's brain. Perhaps the nutters
that came from Quedden's dryish lips were maudlin expressions that showed a
ment al | et-down between his keener thoughts. On the contrary, they could have
been intended - a pretense to make it seemthat he was absent-m nded.

One fact was positive. Wenever he nuttered, Quedden enitted no words
t hat
could be understood. Nor did the flashes of his eyes, the odd smles of his
lips, give any clue to his actual thoughts.

Looki ng about the desk, Quedden stroked his chin. H s eyes fixed toward
t he door; they registered anger, then suspicion. That |look turned to a crafty
one, with an acconpanying smle, as he pressed a button beneath the desk.

Soon, there were footsteps in the hall. A sleepy-faced man entered,
wearing slippers, trousers, collarless shirt. He had a dull | ook on his
roundi sh features; but there was something nmethodical in his nmanner, by the
ti me he reached the desk

That was where The Shadow first saw him He noted that the nman had a
weak-chinned profile. The man's tone, too, was a rather weak one, as he asked:

"You rang for ne, professor?"

"Use your wits, Thoyer!" snapped Quedden. "Wo el se could have rung for
you? Do you think that | would have visitors at this hour of night?"

"I didn't know, sir."

Quedden shook hi s head.

"You are an excellent |aboratory assistant,” he remarked, testily. "For
the ability that you show in your work, | would expect you to be intelligent
in
other matters! However, we can |et that pass. Wat messages cane today,
Thoyer ?"

THE | ab assistant fished in his hip pocket. He brought out a long, fat
envel ope, with a few small er ones. Quedden | eaned far across the desk,
snat ched
the big envelope greedily. He ripped it open, spilled the contents on the
desk.

There, The Shadow saw crisp currency: bills of |arge denom nation. There
was five thousand dollars in the packet. Quedden counted it several tines, to



make sure. He finally peered inside the big envelope, then tossed it toward a
wast ebasket. The envelope fluttered to the floor. Thoyer nethodically picked
it

up and put it in the basket.

"From the Foundation," chuckl ed Quedden. "They are doing well with ny
i nventions, Thoyer. This tinme, they have paid nme in cash. Last time, it was
bonds. "

"It's odd. sir," put in Thoyer, as though he for once had an idea, "that
t hey never sent paynent by check."

"Not a bit odd," retorted Quedden. "M arrangement was nade on a cash
basis."

"But bonds are not cash -

"They are as good as nmoney," cackl ed Quedden, tilting his head. "I keep
all that | gain. So where is the difference, Thoyer?"

The assi stant shook his head. Evidently the whole matter was beyond him
Quedden turned to open the safe and put the noney away. Wiile he did, he
chuckl ed sonme nore statements for Thoyer's benefit.

"The Foundation for Inventors is an excellent institution," declared
Quedden. "They seemto understand an inventor's problenms. After they
negoti at ed
with me and | earned nmy wants, they equipped this house in precisely the
fashi on
that | desired. Wien | first canme here, | was amazed at the thorough
preparations that they had nmade! They even provided you, Thoyer!"

Quedden swung around fromthe safe in tinme to hear Thoyer offer an
obj ecti on.

"l never heard of the Foundation. sir."

"You told ne that before, Thoyer," interjected Quedden. "They had heard

of

you, though. That is why you were recommended. The fact that | conmuni cated
with

you, and actually hired you, does not |essen your obligation to the
Foundati on."

Thoyer was pronpt to say that he was grateful to the Foundation for
I nventors. That appeased the old professor. He waved his hand in di sm ssal
with the remark:

"You had better get to bed, Thoyer. If you don't get up early, you wll
never find tine to put the I ower |laboratory in order. 1| amgoing to need it,
soon; and the workshop, too."

Thoyer started to go. He suddenly renenbered the envel opes that he held

in

hi s hand. He passed themto Quedden, who noted that they were bl ank, and
lightly

seal ed. His eyes glaring angrily, Quedden ripped open the envel opes and
br ought

out fol ded papers.

As before, Quedden's nood changed with the qui ckness of a sumer squall.
He indulged in a hearty chuckl e when he spread the papers.

"Anot her joke," he told Thoyer. "Where did you find then? In the mail
box,
as usual ?"

"Yes, sir." Thoyer craned timdly to | ook at the papers. "\Wat are they,
prof essor? More of those coded notes?"

Quedden nodded. He was eyeing Thoyer, with that head tilt which The
Shadow
had noted before. It added to his shrewd expression; but Quedden's attitude
seened unnoticed by Thoyer. Turning to the nmessages, Quedden scanned them one
by one; then placed themin a desk drawer.

"I shall keep them" he decided. "They may prove inportant, later. Do you
agree, Thoyer?"



"I don't know." The assistant was dully doubtful. "It may be that they
have sinply been left at the wong house."

"Bah! There have been too nmany of them Thoyer."

"Maybe the sender is wondering why he receives no answer."

A pleased snile showed on Quedden's lips, as he arose from his desk.
Stepping to one side, he clapped an approvi ng hand on Thoyer's shoul der

"Good | ogic," comended Quedden. "You may have struck it, Thoyer. You
relieve nme of much anxiety."

Thoyer | ooked bl ank. The professor explai ned.

"BEFORE | cane here" - Quedden's tone was a confiding whisper - "I
recei ved many threats. The Foundati on has protected nme agai nst such nui sances.
Agai nst persons who plotted to steal ny inventions. | was afraid that the
troubl e had begun again."

"I understand, sir." Thoyer was hurried. "You nmustn't get started on that
agai n, professor. You know what the physician said -"

"Bah! | trust no physicians!"

"But the Foundation sent that doctor here, sir."

"That's so!" Quedden's wild |look faded. His |lips took on a childish
smile.

"Therefore, the doctor's advice was good. The Foundation al ways advi ses ne
properly. | shall worry no |onger."

They wal ked away fromthe desk. Thoyer was hunoring the professor, asking
if alecture he had given in Rochester had been well received. In chuckly
fashi on, Quedden declared that he had gone over his allotted time; that was
why
he had missed his train. Hs late arrival in New York was the result.

Though the professor and his assistant were out of sight, The Shadow
coul d
hear them converse at the door. There, Quedden chi ded Thoyer for not having
shut
the office. Thoyer excused his oversight by the fact that he had expected
Quedden earlier.

"After this," clucked the professor, sourly, "see that the door is shut.
Once it is closed, this office is protected. Renenber, Thoyer, should an
i ntruder enter this house, the office would be his goal. That is why | have
prepared agai nst such emergency:"

The door closed. Fromit, The Shadow heard a loud click that sounded I|ike
an automatic | ock. The door nust have been a tight one, for there were no
traces of departing footfalls along the hall. The Shadow was satisfied,
however, that Quedden and his assistant were actually gone.

The professor had extinguished the lights. Coming fromhis hiding place,
The Shadow reached the door, made careful inspection with his flashlight. He
was correct in his surnmse about the door. It fitted so tightly that it could
cut off light as well as sound. The Shadow turned on the roomlights.

Five mnutes |ater, Quedden's safe stood open. Fromits interior, The
Shadow was bringi ng stacks of currency and bonds. It did not take himlong to
identify them These were spoils fromrecent robberies in and around New Yor k

ALL in all, Quedden's hoarded wealth total ed about forty thousand
dol | ars;

a nmeager sum considering the size of some of the reported hauls.

Crooks had nmade sharp inroads recently, cracking safes in big business
houses as well as those of outlying banks. That, plus unreported robberies of
certain ganbling places and racketeering headquarters, had put the reputed
| oot
above the half-million mark

Nevert hel ess, that was no reason why the Murder Master should have



retained a |l arge proportion of the swag. It was plain that many crininals were
i nvolved in his enterprises. They could be paid off cheaper by giving them
plenty fromthe earlier robberies.

A masterm nd i ntended greater crinmes. That was apparent to The Shadow,
wi t hout the evidence in Quedden's safe. That night of triple rmurder, during
t he
broadcast from WY, was definite proof to The Shadow that a surge of crine
woul d
cone. For sone reason - as yet, an evasive one - the Murder Master had found
it
necessary to elinmnate three nen who stood in the way of his plans.

The Shadow had not forgotten that the Muirder Master had pl anned the
finish
of a fourth. That last victimwas to have been The Shadow. In fact, the Mirder
Mast er al ready believed The Shadow dead.

That was a factor that gave The Shadow a powerful advantage. He had net
wi th such circunstances before. A ways, he had been able to play a strong
countert hrust agai nst hidden crime, when enem es believed that he was
el i m nat ed.

The Shadow i ntended such neasures in this case. Not only was he alive; he
was occupyi ng the nmost unlikely spot where crooks woul d expect himto be. This
office, vital to the crooked gane, had beconme The Shadow s own headquarters.
Here, he coul d anal yze crinme; plan steps against the Murder Master, wth
pl enty
of evidence at hand.

Pr of essor Quedden had spoken of the office's protection. But the shrewd
ol d professor had apparently overl ooked the possibility of a person being in
the office when he closed it. Like the trap in the cellar, this was a snare
that had a | oophol e.

That was why The Shadow |ingered, confident. H's |augh was a whispered
one, confined to the soundproof office. The Shadow was picturing how easily he
had of fset Quedden's craftiness.

For once, The Shadow had | aughed too soon

CHAPTER Xl
FROM THE TRAP

QUEDDEN S safe contained many itenms other than the incrimnating swag;
but
little else pertained to crinme. In searching, The Shadow found plans for
vari ous
i nventions, along with records of chem cal formulas. Few of these were in a
conpl ete state.

It seened that the professor was versatile, as well as creative; but he
apparently had the habit of dropping one endeavor to take up another. It was
likely, therefore, that many of Quedden's inventions m ght have flaws that
woul d nmake them inpractical

They ran a |l ong range, those inventions; and The Shadow i medi ately saw
that they had insidious possibilities, not mentioned in the specifications.
Quedden' s radi o experinments, for instance, involved a systemof renote control
t hat had probably been used during the epi sode at WQ.

The professor had al so experinmented with | ethal gases. A bul ky envel ope
was packed with data on that subject. Its only relation to crine, however,
seened to concern the handling of crimnals. Along with Quedden's own fornul as
were reports that described the efficiency of existing vapors, fromtear gas
to
the I ethal gas used in | egal executions.

Li ke much that pertained to Professor Quedden, these finds were



uncertainties. Wile the funds in the safe were evidence that Quedden had
acqui red stol en goods, there was no proof that he had put his inventions to
crimnal use. The radio link was the |ikely one.

To followit, The Shadow finished with the safe; as soon as he closed the
heavy door, he turned to the desk

There, The Shadow produced the coded nmessages and began a study of them
They appeared to be ordinary cryptograns; but the letter frequencies did not
check. It was obvious that these nmust be reports from crooks who served the
Murder Master; that made it unlikely that the system could be conplicated

Searching for the answer, The Shadow found it by checking short words in
di fferent nmessages. He discovered that three sinple codes were used in every
message. | n each case, the first word foll owed one systemof letter
substitution; the second word, another; the third word, the |ast system

The fourth word reverted to the first code; the fifth, to the second; the
sixth to the third. The rule of one, two, three was foll owed throughout. It
was
a clever idea on the part of the Murder Master, for it nade the messages nore
troubl esone than ordinary cryptograms. At the sanme time, it was easy for the
| esser crooks to code their reports; alnost as sinple as if they had used a
singl e ci pher.

The nessages were rather cryptic, even when translated. The witers did
not refer in detail to deeds that they had acconplished. |nstead, they
mentioned matters that were evidently understood by the Murder Master, which
was proof that he had sone nethod of direct conmunication with them

There were references to "garage," to "telegram" to "taxicab;" these,
oddly, neant very little to The Shadow, for he had not yet |earned the nanner
wherein victins had nmet death during the broadcast period fromstation WQJ.

More illuminating was a nessage that referred vaguely to The Shadow s own
experience. It stated that the "box" had worked; that the body was in the
cell.

There was anot her nmessage, declaring that the machi ne had been left in
t he
house, but that the record had been replaced where it bel onged. To The Shadow,
that |ast phrase signified that the record used in the WQ broadcast was back
in the workshop that adjoi ned Quedden's | ower |aboratory.

LEAVI NG t he nessages in their drawer, The Shadow fol ded the odd sheets of
paper on whi ch he had decoded the notes. He began an inspection of the desk;
there, he found typewitten letters addressed to Professor Quedden. Al were
fromthe Foundation for Inventors, but they bore no signatures.

They proved concl usively that the Foundation was a nyth. The Shadow had
never heard of such an organization; its |letterheads bore no address ot her
t han
New Yor k

The only other Foundation literature was a printed folder, giving a |ist
of lecture engagenents that Quedden was supposed to keep. The Rochester
| ecture
was specified; in his talk in that city, Quedden had di scussed the subject of
stell ar rays.

A clock on Quedden's desk showed that The Shadow s investigation had
t aken
nearly a full hour. The Shadow, however, was in no hurry to | eave. Seated at
t he
desk, his long-fingered hand penciled notations of their own. The Shadow was
anal yzing the situation as the evidence showed it.

I dentifying Jerone Quedden as the Murder Master, facts fell steadily in
['ine.

Here was Quedden, posing as an inventor financed by a nythica
organi zation called the Foundation for Inventors. An expert in radio, Quedden



could comunicate with his foll owers whenever he chose. They, in turn, could
send back coded reports. As for Quedden's shares of stolen wealth, those were
left in envel opes that bore the name of the nonexistent Foundation

Crooks al so had access to Quedden's premi ses, but not by the front door
They obviously used a side entrance that led into the | ower |aboratory. They
could come and go secretly, bringing and taking whatever Quedden's
i nstructions
m ght require. Quedden, hinself, could enter that side entrance when he chose.

The one weakness was Quedden's alibi. The fake Foundation for Inventors
woul d not stand the strain, if the law investigated it. Ofsetting that was
t he
fact that the | aw probably woul d have no occasion to | ook into the Foundation
If crime continued snmoothly, the | aw woul d never even hear of the fake
or gani zati on.

Wy, then, should Quedden, as the master crimnal, bother with the
Foundati on hoax at all?

There was a pl ausible answer to that question. The answer was Thoyer. He
was the one man who remai ned cl ose to Quedden, and never took part in outside
crimes. Taking Thoyer for what he | ooked to be, The Shadow saw how useful the
man coul d prove to Quedden

The professor needed a conpetent assistant to work on his inventions wth
him Evidently, Thoyer filled such qualifications, while avail abl e crooks did
not. On that sinple assunption, the bluff regarding the Foundation for
I nventors was necessary, to keep Thoyer ignorant of true conditions.

It was a curious set-up - one of the strangest that The Shadow had ever
encountered. To all outward appearances, Professor Quedden was an eccentric
i nventor; gullible when he trusted people, highly suspicious of all other
persons - even inaginary ones.

Thoyer, in contrast, was a slow thinker, nethodical and used to taking
orders. He was satisfied to stay here constantly, and his one anxi ety appeared
to be hunori ng Quedden when the old professor started a tantrum

Beneat h that surface lay a hidden purpose. A schemer was doi ng his utnost
to keep a dupe under conplete control. That precaution was constantly
successful; it served as vital protection to the Mirder Master's ganme. From
The
Shadow s viewpoint, it showed a flaw in the supercrook's arnor.

This would be the place to have the show down, wi th Quedden and Thoyer as
participants. |If each could be forced to tell only a part of what he knew,
whil e existing evidence lay in light, the crimnal career of the Miurder Master
woul d cone to an abrupt finish

That climax could wait. There was much to be acconplished before it
arrived. Matters would remain static here, during the time that The Shadow
requi red. Meanwhil e, The Shadow s task was to delve into other angles of past
crinme.

Those coded notes told that nmany dangerous crimnals were in the Mirder
Master's service. Unsigned, printed only in pencil, the nessages gave no cl ues
to their senders. The Shadow i ntended, therefore, to |l earn who were the
nmenber s
of the crooked band before he nmade his final stroke.

Rl SING from the desk, The Shadow did not have to glance at the clock to
know t hat he had stayed a | ong while. The tight-closed roomwas becomn ng
stuffy. Its heavy atnosphere produced a physical weariness that brought a
tingle to The Shadow s nerves. He realized that his steady concentration had
produced a strain, for he could hear a sound that he had not noticed before.
It
becarme nore distinct as he approached the door

The sound was the whirr of a small fan. The Shadow | ocated it in a box
beneath a table near the door. Through holes in the box top, he could see the



revol ving bl ades. The fan was controlled electrically.

The device | ooked |ike sone odd notor that Quedden had put under test. It
seened to have no purpose that concerned The Shadow.

Exti ngui shing the roomlights, The Shadow tried the door. It came open
easily; he glided through to the hall. Wen he tried the outer knob, he gained
his first surprise. The knob was | oose. The door had not been | atched at all

That was curious, since Professor Quedden had spoken of protection from
the cl osed door. Coupled to the riddl e was anot her factor that The Shadow
i medi ately noticed. The whirring fan was slowing to a stop. Evidently, the
door latch controlled it.

There was a way to make certain. The Shadow cl osed the door fromthe
hal | way side. He waited a dozen seconds; then quickly opened it. Leaning into
the room he heard a dying whirr. The fan had started when he cl osed the door
st opped agai n, when he reopened it.

This time, The Shadow cl osed the door and left it shut. He was out of the
trap, whatever it mght be. He had other matters to concern him chiefly, an
i nspection of the downstairs | aboratory and the workshop. After that, The
Shadow needed a node of exit. It would not be difficult to find one.

As for the office, The Shadow had left it exactly as he found it. Since
the fan was again in notion, Professor Quedden would find no clue to the fact
that an intruder had visited the office. The Shadow s canpai gn agai nst the
Murder Master |ooked like a clear one. It would have been, but for an
i mport ant
fact.

The spinning fan within the office had begun its notion at the tine when
Quedden had first closed the door. It had not been necessary for an intruder
to
enter, to put the device in operation

That fact was springing to The Shadow s mind as he stood outside the
door.

He dropped the thought al nbst instantly, as his strained ears caught a sound
that made himforget the fan. The noise came fromthe hallway, near the side
door that led to the old storeroom The Shadow turned, expecting to see
Quedden

or Thoyer.

I nstead, he faced an unexpected challenger. A girl stood in the hallway,
covering himwith a | evel ed revol ver. Wo she was, how she had conme here - for
the present, both were nmysteries. But there was no doubt about the girl's
determ nation. That was told, doubly, by her grimstare and her grip.

To her, The Shadow was an enemy. Her purpose was to hold him hel pl ess.

CHAPTER Xl
FUTI LE BATTLE

THE SHADOW st ood notionless at the end of the hallway, his hands half
rai sed. Unarmed, he was forced to that position, until he could parry wth
this
new chal | enger. Even his breathing was slow, so slight that there was not the
slightest sway to his flow ng cl oak

That pose puzzled the girl; she showed her uncertainty. It was obvi ous
that she was not a crook; had she been, she woul d have recogni zed who The
Shadow was. In the half light of the hallway, she wondered whether this
strangely silent figure could be human. Al that the girl could see of The
Shadow s features were his eyes. They had a fiery glow that worried her

In his turn, The Shadow was taking this respite to decide his next
cour se.
He was reading the girl's expressions; fromthem he realized the factors that
l[imted her action. Like hinmself, she was an intruder. Al so, she had expected



to nmeet Professor Quedden; not someone el se.

She had cone fromthe storeroom its door was opened wi der. Though
determ ned to keep The Shadow at bay, she was anxious to do so w thout noise,
for she had not uttered a word. Only a gesture of her gun had encouraged The
Shadow to lift his hands.

That nmeant that the girl would avoid gunfire, except in an extrene
energency. The Shadow was ganbling on that prospect; his best game, therefore,
was to lull the girl. Calmy, The Shadow waited. All the while that the girl
tried vainly to see his face, he was studying hers.

Her features were well nol ded; they gave her a definite beauty, narred
only by the thrust of her chin. That, however, was only tenporary, forced by
the girl's effort to be determined. So was the glare of her dark-brown eyes.
Natural ly, they woul d have appeared much nil der

The girl's pal eness, too, was forced by circunmstances. Her skin had a
sheer whiteness, against the dark background of her hair. The tight clanp that
she gave the revolver was an effort to control her nervousness; not a desire
to
be quick with the trigger.

VWat ever the reason for her expedition to Quedden's, she had carefully
prepared for the trip. Her clothes were dark, of rough cloth. They were
tight-fitting except for her skirt, which was of an athletic type that all owed
pl enty of freedom

As the lull continued, The Shadow saw the girl's free hand cl ench
tightly.

She was fighting off her nervousness, nore than ever. Her |ips opened; she
seened ready to give a conmand, then changed her mind. Her eyes narrowed, as
she stepped slowy forward. C oser to The Shadow, she spoke in cautious
contral to.

"Step toward ne!" was her command. "Keep close to the other wall!"

The Shadow obeyed. He saw that the girl wanted himto pass her, so that
she could force himinto the storeroom She was still too distant for The
Shadow to spring to action. Nor did he nake any unwi se nove as he went past
t he
girl. That was the nmonent when she was nost on edge.

It was at the storeroom door that The Shadow halted, his breathing as
sl ow
and controlled as before. His hesitati on showed no tenseness; on the contrary,
it was natural, as though he expected another conmand. One cane - close to The
Shadow s ear. Wth it was the nudge of the gun nuzzle against the center of
hi s
back.

"Move into that room-"

THE girl's whisper ended with a sharp gasp. |nperceptibly, The Shadow s
shoul der bl ade had edged backward beneath his cloak. The twi st that he nade
was
swiftly unexpected. Hi s shoul der bl ade clipped the gun nuzzle, joggled the
revolver in the girl's hand.

Bef ore she could recover it, The Shadow s fist was clanping the weapon.
H's digging fingers forced the girl's clutch fromthe trigger

The girl put up a fierce, but silent, struggle. Her left hand clawed for
The Shadow s throat, only to be gripped by his free fist. Her efforts to
regain
the revolver failed; it was slipping farther fromher grasp. Frantically, the
girl tried to wench | oose toward the storeroom door. The Shadow | et her take
that direction; in her eagerness, the girl lost the gun entirely.

Once in the storeroom she tried to gasp a cry. The Shadow prevented it
by
tilting her head with easy throat pressure. Looking upward, the girl stared



straight into The Shadow s eyes. She still had fight, but he held her
hel pl ess,
with a clutch that was al nost vel vet.

The girl realized, though, that those easy fingers would turn to steel
i f
she forced it. She quieted; but her eyes flared with anger, as she panted | ong
deep breaths. It was her turn to play a waiting gane. She wi thheld the usel ess
cry that The Shadow could so easily prevent.

For the first time since he had |l eft Quedden's office, The Shadow t ook a
deep breath of his own. The effect was nore startling than his encounter with
the girl. Conpared with the stuffy office, this air had the sting of tart
Wi ne.

The strong scent of ozone tinged the entire atnosphere.

Anot her breath; it came with intoxicating strength. The Shadow found
hinsel f gulping the air with an instinctive eagerness that he could not
resist.

The room swayed; the girl seemed to nelt fromhis grasp. Confused thoughts
drilled The Shadow s brain.

He had to hold the girl; to question her. It was vital to |l earn who she
was; why she had cone here. Wth his canpai gn agai nst the Miurder Master
dependent upon his own di sappearance, The Shadow could not afford to let it be
known that he still Iived.

Conflicting with those inpressions was a flash-back to the scene in
Quedden's office. The Shadow renenbered the dank air; the whirling fan that he
had di scovered near the door. They fitted with the information that The Shadow
had noted in Quedden's safe, but to which he had given too little attention

The office was a trap; rendered so by an odorl ess gas that Quedden | oosed
every night, when he closed the door. That fan had stirred the vapor through
the office. A person breathing it would neither suspect it nor feel inmrediate
effects.

It took draughts of clear air to make the gas effective. Anyone who
inhaled it woul d experience the results on the way out from Quedden's office.
Had The Shadow gone to the | ower |aboratory, he would be swaying there,

i nst ead
of here in this storeroom

O d Quedden m ght have lost his faith in that del ayed-action gas, had he
been here to wi tness The Shadow s resi stance against its effect. The Shadow
had
been in the office a full hour; hence he had inhal ed nore than an ordi nary
quot a
of the vapor. Neverthel ess, he was still possessed of energy.

REELI NG across the room shaken by every new breath of air that he
i nhal ed, The Shadow had the strength to guide his actions. If he had been in
the | ower |aboratory, he could have forced his way out to safety before the
gas
took its full hold. Here, he was restrained by the girl who was still anxious
to
t ake him prisoner.

Partly rel eased from The Shadow s clutch, she was battling with new fury.
Numbl y, The Shadow tried to hold her. He let the gun go from his hand, kicked
it mechanically when it hit the floor. If the girl had tried to regain it, The
Shadow mi ght have had a chance to rally. Instead, she continued her battle
with
the cl oaked fighter. Her owmn wists wenched free, the girl shoved her hands
to
The Shadow s throat.

Frail fingers showed remarkabl e tightness when they gripped. Half

saggi ng,



The Shadow was forced to clutch the girl's arnms to prevent his fall. The whol e
roomwas whirling; his eyes closed, The Shadow sensed not hi ng but darkness.
The

hold on his throat was relentless. The girl wasn't handling The Shadow as
easily

as he had treated her.

Then, while his head roared with rolling throbs |ike kettledrums, The
Shadow felt the floor becone steady. The girl, ignorant of what had caused The
Shadow s di zzi ness, was actually aiding himby her pressure on his neck. The
Shadow coul d no | onger get the air that he wanted, even though it overpowered
hi m

A oved hands tightened. The Shadow s eyes cane open, to see the girl
against the dimlight fromthe hallway. She was panting, with | ong gasps of
weari ness. Her fingers yielded. Again, she was al nbst hel pless. Victory had
returned to The Shadow - until he took another breath, which he so badly
needed.

That one deep puff of air was charged with all the power that The Shadow
had escaped while he choked. It filled his lungs like a tidal wave of ozone.
H s head split with the crackle of a million insects. The Shadow s hands fel
away; his arns spread wide as he rolled to the door. Wth that fall cane
bl ankness.

Steadying, the girl stared at her cl oaked adversary, wondering if his
sprawl was another ruse. Slowy, she realized that The Shadow was unconsci ous.
St oopi ng, she listened for his breathing; she could scarcely hear it. The
Shadow was no nore than a huddl ed shape, in which |ife seened dwindled to | ow
ebb.

THE girl found her revolver. She groped toward the high-placed wi ndow at
the back of the storeroom She halted there, to listen for sounds that she
heard fromthe hallway. Tensely, the girl waited, as footsteps cane al ong.
Wien
they were al nost at the door, she suddenly aimed her revol ver.

It was Thoyer, not Quedden, who went past the door. The girl let the gun
| ower. She could hear the professor’'s querul ous voice fromthe front of the
hal I .

"Never m nd the door, Thoyer!" Quedden's cackle took on an expectant

gl ee.
"The sounds that we heard no | onger matter. If anyone has gone in the office,
let himremain there! W shall find him - the chuckle was prophetic - "after

he cones out!"
Thoyer returned; he stopped at the storeroomand glanced into its gl oom
He did not see The Shadow fl attened on the floor. The girl was al so obscure;
she had pressed close to the wall beneath the rear wi ndow. She heard Thoyer go
front, to report to Quedden
"l guess we imagined things, sir,

said the assistant. "I don't think
t hat
anyone has been up here.”

After the two had gone, the girl peered out into the hallway. She saw the
curtains at the front. She knew that Quedden and Thoyer were in roons beyond
them but she fancied that both m ght be on guard. Any unusual sound m ght
war n
t hem

Anot her | ook toward the office door; the girl shuddered. Quedden's words
had expl ai ned The Shadow s plight. Though the of fice had been her origina
objective, the girl no longer cared to investigate it. Instead, she returned
softly through the storeroom reached high and flickered a flash at the little
wi ndow.

Soon, her sunmmons were answered. The w ndow was opened from the outside;
two nmen held a whispered consultation with the girl. She noved to the center



of

the floor, turned her flashlight toward The Shadow. The men came through with
a

short | adder.

Working with all possible silence; they raised The Shadow and hoi sted him
toward the wi ndow, where they finally rolled his inert formthrough to the
out si de roof.

The girl listened at the door to the hallway, ready with her revol ver.
Heari ng not hi ng from Quedden or Thoyer, she cane back and clinbed the | adder
As soon as she reached the roof, the | adder was drawn through. The girl
| ower ed
the inside shade; the wi ndow was cl osed afterward.

The trio of new intruders had gone, taking The Shadow with them
Quedden' s
trap had shown its efficiency, for it had caught a victimin the nmanner that
t he
prof essor had hoped. The Shadow had been rendered totally hel pl ess by the
soporific gas.

That, however, was sonething that Professor Quedden would not |earn when
norni ng cane. He would find no evidence whatever to prove that an intruder had
entered the gas-laden office.

VWoever the girl and her followers mght be, they certainly were not
tool s
of the Murder Master. Chances were that The Shadow s future would prove nore
pl easant than if he had been left in Quedden's domai n.

There, the power of the Miurder Master held full sway.

CHAPTER XI I |
THE SHADOW S ALLY

WHEN The Shadow awakened, he was conscious of di mdaylight, enough to
gi ve
hi man idea of his new surroundings. He was reclining on a couch in a small
room
t hat appeared to be part of a |large, ol d-fashi oned apartnent.

His cloak was still on his shoulders; his hat lay on a chair beside the
couch. The di mess of the roomwas caused by the | owered shades. R sing,
somewhat shaky, The Shadow went to the w ndow and raised the blind.

He was gazing froma fifth-story, over lowlying blocks of buildings in
t he nei ghborhood of the Greenwich Village section of New York. The spire of
t he
Empire State Building, glistening in sunlight, formed a fairly distant mark
t hat
enabl ed hi mto gauge his present |ocation

Air still seenmed touched with ozone, but its freshness no | onger had that
overwhel mi ng effect. The Shadow felt weak; he attributed that to his need of
food. In fact, the daylight bothered himnore than the air. He decided that it
woul d be best to rest his eyes while the dawn increased.

Again stretched on the couch, The Shadow | ooked occasionally toward the
wi ndow. He noticed that the glare was becoming gradually | ess. That puzzled
him until he made another trip to the window Noting the glisten on the
Enpire
State Building tower, The Shadow recogni zed his previous error

This was not dawn; it was sunset. It had taken hima full day to recover
fromthe effects of Quedden's high-powered gas.

Si nce dusk was near, it would not be | ong before someone came to this
room The Shadow thought of that, while he stood beside the wi ndow. As he
started another trip toward the couch, he heard a soft knock at the door



There was sonet hing hopeful in that knock; when The Shadow replied, he
heard a girl's exclamati on beyond the door. She was giving orders to someone
out si de.

When the door finally opened, The Shadow saw the girl who had battled him
the night before. She was bringing a tray holding foods of various sort, that
he m ght choose for hinself. There was small table near the wi ndow. The girl
pl aced the tray there, invited The Shadow to a chair.

The Shadow pl aced hinself away fromthe light. H's face was only vaguely
visible to the girl as she stood by the wi ndow, but her features were plainly
outlined. The girl seemed to prefer that situation, for she had much to tel
and wanted The Shadow to believe her.

"My nane is El sa Wendley," she stated, as she faced about fromthe
wi ndow.

"You are known as The Shadow. | amsorry" - her smile was regretful - "that |
did not know that when I first net you, last night."

The Shadow did not ask who had given Elsa her information. The girl

expl ai ned that herself.

"One of my servants had heard of you," she said. "I realized then that
you
could not be my eneny. | had ny servants bring you here. Since then, | have
been

wai ti ng, hoping, for your recovery."

The Shadow put a cal mtoned question: "Wy did you realize that | could
not be an enemny?"

The question brought a quick flash fromEl sa's eyes. It reninded The
Shadow of the fury that she had shown the night before. That gl are, however,
was not intended for The Shadow. It was Elsa's recollection of another
per sonage.

"You are opposed to crine," declared the girl. "You could only have had
one purpose in visiting Quedden's house. That would be to expose him as the
crimnal that he is! Professor Quedden is the Murder Master!"

ELSA pi cked up a newspaper, spread it before The Shadow s gaze. Shifting
from behind the table, The Shadow read the columms by the light fromthe
wi ndow. The news interested himinmrensely. For the first tine, he was | earning
the details that surrounded the deaths of Hyvran, Pal brock and Denni nan. He
saw
how they fitted with the coded nmessages that he had deci phered at Quedden's.

As The Shadow pl aced t he newspaper aside, Elsa pointed fromthe w ndow.
Her finger indicated a squatly house, set in a near-by block. The Shadow saw a
roof that jutted back froma w de w ndow.

"That is where Quedden |ives!" exclainmed Elsa. "W have been wat ching

t hat
house for weeks! Last night, we entered by the back roof. | intended to find
Quedden' s headquarters, to gain whatever evidence |ay there.

"After your experience" - the girl turned toward The Shadow - "I knew
t hat
it would not be safe to enter the office. Also, | supposed" - her tone was
hopeful - "that you had al ready gathered whatever evidence m ght be there."

The Shadow was back in his chair. H's eyes were steady toward El sa. The
girl met themwith a frank gaze. She waited, expecting the comrand that cane.
The Shadow s calmtone carried the friendship for which El sa had hoped:

"Tell me your entire story."

El sa began the story. It involved her brother, Richard; she w nced, at
first, when she nmentioned his name. Dick had gone fromthe up-state town where
they lived; and he had turned crook, afterward. He had been sentenced for
enbezzl ement; had served a termin the penitentiary.

By the time Elsa conpleted that portion of the narrative, her reluctance
had vani shed. Deepeni ng dusk had obscured The Shadow, finished with his neal,



he was silent in the chair. Al the while, though, Elsa could sense his
presence. She knew that he was listening with keen synpathy; that every detai
she recounted m ght prove val uabl e.

"Dick was given a parole," declared Elsa. "He was enthusi astic, eager for
a newlife. He didn't come home, because people there would know himfor a
convict. Instead, he found a job here in New York, thanks to a nan who
understood him"

This time, The Shadow s voice supplied a quiet interruption, with its
guesti on:

"The man's name?"

"Melvin Gcaham " replied Elsa. "Dick wasn't the only one that M. G aham
hel ped. There were others - and they' ve all gone straight; but Dick couldn't
seemto do the sanme. | learned that" - Elsa choked, to hold back a sob - "the
ni ght when Di ck came hone!™"

It was an ordeal for Elsa to describe that night; but she managed it. A
car had cone up the driveway, stopping with its wheels against the front steps
of the house. The grind of brakes had al arned El sa; she had reached the door
as
soon as the servants. Dick had staggered in fromthe darkness, his hand
pressed
to a gory shirt-front.

Di ck was dying frombullet wounds. There hadn't been time to sumon the
town doctor. A call to his house brought the reply that he was away on a case.
Dick didn't want the doctor. He said there would be no use to bring him that
it would only mean trouble for Elsa afterward. He had tine to gasp his story;
he wanted Elsa to hear it.

He had gone back to crime, w thout G ahams know edge. O d pals had
tal ked
himinto it; but they weren't to blanme. The man responsi bl e was Jerone
Quedden,
who posed as an inventor and lived in New York. He was the crimnal-in-chief
to
whom chaps |i ke Dick reported.

Quedden' s orders canme by short-wave radi o, over sone special apparatus
that Dick and the others used. They, in turn, left reports at Quedden's hone.
They had gone out on ugly jobs; Dick hadn't nminded that, until it cane to
mur der. Quedden, it seemed, could cover nurder as easily as other crines.

Di ck had broken with the others. He had started hone. CQutside of town,
hi s
car was overtaken. There, his former pals had | oaded himwith bullets; |eft
hi m
for dead. But Dick had driven the rest of the way, to tell his story to his
si ster.

ELSA ended her account abruptly. It was al nost dark outside; The Shadow
could scarcely see the girl, as she took a chair beside his table. The Shadow
knew t hat she expected questions, for her narrative had been a strained one.
Mor eover, she had not expl ai ned why she had cone to New YorKk.

"The others," quizzed The Shadow. "Dick's pals. Did he name any of then®"

"No," replied Elsa. "He said that maybe sone were as sick of it as he

was.
I f Quedden could be brought to justice, they would have their chance to clear
t hensel ves fromhim So Dick thought; but | believe that none of themwll try

to break away as he did."

The Shadow shared El sa's opinion. He asked the girl how she had expl ai ned
Dick's death. She hesitated; then adnitted that she and the servants had
secretly buried the body. That had been Dick's last request. His parole term
had ended; hence the parole board did not wonder at his absence.

"l came to New York," added Elsa. "Of course, | feared that | had acted



illegally in not reporting Dick's death. That was why | was careful when |
went
to see M. G aham who had been Dick's friend."

"What did you tell hinP"

"I saw his secretary first. | said that | had not heard fromDick for a
long while. The secretary produced letters, typed and with Dick's signature.
Presumably, Dick had a job in Texas. But | know that those |letters nust be
forgeries. Mre of Quedden's work."

"And when you saw Graham -"

"I saw himonly once. He was too busy to give me a long interview He
promsed to wite to Dick personally, to ask hi mwhy he had not witten ne. |
asked himto find out all he could regarding D ck. My hope was that he would
first learn sonething for hinself; after his suspicions were aroused, | could
talk freely.

"But | never went back to see M. Graham A few days later, | |earned
where Professor Quedden lived. Fromthen on" - Elsa's voice had |low, cold
firmess - "I have been wat chi ng Quedden! Always waiting for the tinme when |
could meet him in his own abode, and there confront himas ny brother's
nmur derer!”

El sa's statenent explai ned why she had not again visited Melvin G aham
Gipped with hope of vengeance agai nst Quedden, she had thought it best that
no
one shoul d know that she had renmained in New York. Perhaps, at first, she
wondered if her course could be justified; but it was evident that, at

pr esent,
El sa had no doubt.

"When | read of the Murder Master," she told The Shadow, "I was sure that
he must be Professor Quedden. | felt that | had nade a terrible nistake in not

revealing himto the law, then | realized that such a step woul d have
acconpl i shed not hi ng.

"Quedden's position is too secure. My story is weak - the sort that would
not be believed. The Murder Master woul d be warned of danger, and would easily
divert it. My servants advised ne against it. | concluded that the way to end
the Murder Master was to follow nmy own planned course.”

This time, Elsa waited, hoping for some word from The Shadow. She did not
have to tell himthat she trusted him The full ness of her story gave proof of
that. El sa had found The Shadow al ready at Quedden's headquarters. He had
penetrated there ahead of her. She was sure that he could give the advice and
aid that she coul d gain nowhere el se.

THE SHADOW arose in the gloom His hand rested lightly upon Elsa's
shoul der. Hi s cal mvoice was token of his approval.

"Your choice was fortunate,"” affirned The Shadow. "It enabled you to
bring
me away before | was di scovered at Quedden's. The Mirder Master cannot know
t hat
| amstill alive.

"But before we can nove against him we must know nore. | have | earned
somet hing of his nethods. You have told me other facts. There are ways whereby
| can acquire the needed details. Wen | have them the Mirder Master can be
given to the | aw. "

El sa began a protest. The |law had shown its inability to trap the Mirder
Mast er. She repeated her belief that proof could not be had. The Shadow s cal m
tone silenced her. It gave a positive assurance.

"I shall gain evidence," prom sed The Shadow, "that will link the deaths
of Hyvran, Pal brock and Denniman. Wth it, the laww |l |earn the names of
t hose who serve the Murder Master. He will stand exposed, with his guilty
Crew.

The law will believe the proof that | produce."



El sa needed no nore. She spoke her confidence in The Shadow s ability,

her
willingness to accept his decision. Al that she asked was how The Shadow
wi shed

her to cooperate. She received that, in a single sentence.

"Rermai n here," canme the whispered answer, "and be ready, until you hear
fromme again.'

There was sonething strange in The Shadow s tone. Its words lingered in
Elsa's mind. Particularly, the last word: "again." \Wat did The Shadow nmean by
it? Puzzled, Elsa spoke a question; she received no answer.

Wonderingly, the girl groped for a |lanp cord; she tugged it, to bring a
glow to the darkened room She found herself staring at vacancy. Wth his |ast
statenment, The Shadow had departed.

El sa Wndl ey stood al one; but she no |onger felt that she was engaged in
a
solitary cause. She had becone The Shadow s ally. Wen the tinme canme for a
nmeeting with the Murder Master, The Shadow woul d renenber Elsa Wendl ey.

CHAPTER XI 'V
THE SHADOW S RETURN

SOON after he had left Elsa's apartnent, The Shadow arrived at his
sanctum There, in a roomwth black-lined walls, he worked at a polished
tabl e
beneath a bl uish light. The Shadow was studying clippings that concerned the
three nurders of a few nights ago.

The Shadow was considering what the | aw had | earned. Its progress had
stopped with the political |ink that Comm ssioner Weston had nmentioned to
| nspect or Cardona. That |ink had weakened the nore that it had been tested.

Granted that three nmurdered nen had planned a united canpaign invol ving
different factions, none could have nade positive statenents w thout talking
to
some of his own supporters. Nobody close to Hyvran, Pal brock or Denni man had
heard of any vote-getting arrangenent between the trio. The deeper that the
| aw
went in that investigation, the less likely the theory seened.

That was why The Shadow gave credit to the theory.

It fitted exactly with the nethods of the Murder Master - to point the
police along the proper trail, then | eave them guessing. H's talk of nurders
had sounded |i ke hoaxes; but that talk had teeth, as The Shadow, hinself, had
| ear ned.

The sane with this fading theory. The Shadow believed that the Iink was
there. The Murder Master had faults in his methods. One was a tendency toward
too great efficiency. He worked with purposes; then tried to cover them

Viewi ng the Murder Master fromthat angle, The Shadow was di ggi ng deep
into the schener's arnor. So deep in fact, that it became obvi ous why the
Mur der Master had been so anxious to elimnate The Shadow. He had guessed t hat
only The Shadow had the ability to see where a trail went wong.

Three nanes appeared in ink, as The Shadow wote them

Ri chard Hyvran
Justin Pal brock
Frank Denni nan

The Shadow transcri bed those names into a coded nmessage of his own. Wth
the nanes went brief instructions. Al facts concerning the three were to be
sifted; particularly the nost obvious ones, such as statenents that they had
made publicly. All, to some degree, had been in the public eye. Newspapers



woul d carry the sort of facts The Shadow want ed.

Those, peculiarly, were the very sort of facts that the |aw would
overl ook. The fact that both Hyvran and Pal brock had been on their way to
public neetings, that Denni man had been eager to get with certain politicians,
was sonet hing that had been taken as a matter of course. To The Shadow, it
of fered a deeper significance.

Pl acing his nmessage in an envel ope, The Shadow addressed it to Rutl edge
Mann, an insurance broker who was one of The Shadow s agents. Mann's specialty
was the gathering of the type of information that The Shadow needed in this
case.

THERE was anot her detail before The Shadow | eft the sanctum one that
El sa
Wendl ey woul d have appreciated. The girl had gi ven The Shadow a nost vital
cl ue,
when she had told the story of her brother. It explained exactly why The
Shadow
had been unable to place his fingers on nenbers of the band that had been so
active in recent crine.

Constantly, The Shadow s agents had been scouring the underworld for
traces of the hidden crooks. Simlarly, the police had been urging stoolies to
tap the "grapevine" telegraph. Both efforts had brought nothing. Seem ngly,

t he

crimnals, nowidentified with the Murder Master, had been w zards when it
cane

to hiding out.

Elsa's testinony had ended that situation. Her brother had definitely
bel onged to the group that served the Murder Master. Dick Wendl ey had been a
parol ed convict. He had joined up with his old pals; yet the parole board had
not discovered it.

There was a ot wong with the present parole system but, at best, nen
on
probation could nerely get around it, not tranple over it. It would have been
difficult for Dick Wendl ey to openly associate with crooks who were under
pol i ce observati on.

Mor eover, The Shadow had Dick's record. He brought it fromthe files in
the sanctum spread it on the table and studied the nanes of the dead nman's
former associates. The majority of them had gone to the State penitentiary,
for
various of fenses.

The Iist was a long one; with a dozen nanes were checkmarks indicating
that those nen had been paroled. That was their nost recent link with Dick
Wendl ey. The Shadow renenbered Elsa's nention of her visits to Melvin G aham
Fromall reports, Dick had apparently been keeping out of mschief; yet Elsa
knew ot herwi se.

VWhat applied to Dick Wendley could apply to all others who served the
Mur der Master.

Parol ed crimnals were the nmen he used. The very precariousness of their
situation was in keeping with the Murder Master's methods of turning weakness
into strength. The Shadow s | augh was a sol erm whi sper that brought mirthless
echoes fromthe sanctumwalls as he pictured the gigantic possibilities of the
Miurder Master's schenes.

Crimnals on parole, with records kept clean, were nmen that the | aw had
never suspected. The Shadow could not criticize that error. He had al so nade
it. But that stage was past. Beginning with tonight, The Shadow i ntended to
i nvestigate the ex-crooks whose present paths were nost pleasing to the parole
boar d.

Behi nd good records woul d be clever alibis, hatched by a close-knit crew.
Alibis supplied through the ingenuity of the Murder Master, to protect the nen



he needed. Again, the Murder Master had denonstrated his ability to play a
doubl e game.

Not only had he chosen henchrmen who coul d be kept safe through his clever
maneuvers; he had been able to pick the types of crooks he wanted. On parol e,
even the nost crafty workers woul d have to turn down offers from known
bi gshots. But the Murder Master was unknown. It was safe to work for him

MORE files were lying on The Shadow s table, when a tiny |ight beaned
from
the wall. It signified a call from Burbank, The Shadow s contact nan. Wrd had
just cone through that Conmm ssioner Wston was on his way to his apartnent.

Exti ngui shing the blue light, The Shadow postponed his present work in
order to visit the conmmi ssioner. Wen he left the sanctum he had little
prospect of gaining valuable facts. They did not bob up overfrequently when
The
Shadow vi sited the comm ssioner. Toni ght, however, The Shadow was due for a
wel come surprise

At Weston's, he was to learn nore than his own files showed. Hi s
post poned
wor k woul d prove unnecessary after the visit.

VWhen he reached the conm ssioner's apartnent, The Shadow was in the
character of Kent Allard. He sensed sonmething in the air the nonent that
Weston's housenman adnitted him

Allard was usually a wel conme arrival; tonight, the servant wasn't quite
sure how to greet him He said that the comm ssioner was in an inportant
conference; that he expected no one el se.

In the even tone that suited Allard, The Shadow insisted that Wston be
informed of his arrival. The servant delivered the nessage. There was
consi derabl e delay; finally, it was Commi ssioner Weston hinself who returned.

"Sorry to keep you waiting, Allard" - Weston was brisk, alnobst abrupt -
"but matters are rather unusual tonight. Definitely so, in fact. Rather
di fferent, you understand, fromthe evening when | invited you to hear the

radi o program"

"I was detained that evening," was Allard's reply. H s |lips showed a
rem ni scent smle. "OF course, conmissioner, | would not care to intrude
tonight. | nerely thought that you were having another get-together, of the
same guests.”

There was a peculiar significance to Allard' s tone that struck Wston
instantly. Bluntly, the comm ssioner demanded:

"What gave you that inpression, Allard?"

"I saw one of the group cone in here," answered Allard, calmy. "Let ne
see - what is his nane? - the chap who wears the gol d-ri med spectacles. |
have
it! Melvin G aham"

The Shadow was playing a | ong-shot stroke, on the chance that there was
little to lose; much to gain. If Weston said that G aham was not here, Allard
coul d apol ogi ze and say he was m staken. |f G aham actually happened to be
present, Allard would appear to have an inkling regarding the present
conference; enough to worry the conm ssi oner

The I ong shot clicked. Weston's jaw stiffened; his fingers plucked the
tips of his mlitary mustache.

"I didn't suppose that anyone had seen G aham cone here,"’
Then, anxiously: "Did you see any of the others?"

The conmi ssioner's tone indicated that be did not expect Allard to know
who the "others" were. The Shadow parried pronptly.

"I saw two other men," he remarked in Allard' s tone. "They were
strangers;
but I would recognize themif | saw them again."

he decl ar ed.



THAT was enough for Weston. He notioned for Allard to acconpany himto
t he
office. On the way, Weston confi ded:

"No one must know of this neeting. | nust have your prom se, Allard,
before | admt you."

Weston's hand was on the doorknob. Calmy, Allard assured himthat the
visit would be confidential. Wston opened the door; one nminute |later, Kent
Al l ard was shaki ng hands with Melvin Graham while Weston was waiting to
introduce himto three other visitors.

Those three were Ace Curdy, Dobie Kring and Doc Harstell. Although they
didn't guess it, the introduction was unnecessary. Kent Allard had recently
been viewing their rogues' gallery portraits. Those were in the file that |ay
on the table in The Shadow s sanctum

| nspect or Joe Cardona was al so present. He wasn't worried when Weston
expl ai ned why the three ex-crooks were here. O all the conm ssioner's
friends,

Al lard was the pick, in Cardona's estimation. There were tines, Joe
remenber ed,

when Al lard had supplied sone worthwhile ideas to the | aw. Weston, hinself,
had

t hought of that, in admitting Allard.

The three crooks began their reports. Singly, they had visited their old
haunts, as they had prom sed. Ace had tried to get a line on the shooting that
had followed the flight of thugs from WQJ; but there had been very few guesses
regarding the identity of the triggernmen invol ved.

Dobi e Kring had | ooked up sonme ol d specialists anbng saf e-crackers; none
knew anyt hi ng about the Mirder Master.

Doc Harstell had sinply let it be known that his old shingle was out; if
needed, he would be ready to | ook after wounded t hugs who cane to him

"It's tough, working like a stoolie," declared Ace. "It never was ny
['ine,
conmi ssioner. | thought it would be easy; but it ain't. | get an idea every
now

and then that the guys are wse."

"That's not it, Ace,"” put in Dobie. "They figure we're regul ar enough
But
t hey' re hol di ng back because they think the parole board is keeping tabs on
us.

They got an idea they may be reached through us."

"They'l|l get over that," assured Doc. "I've taken it easier than you
fellows. They'll look you up if they need you - just like they will ne."

Cardona |liked Doc's attitude, and said so. He had a hunch that the Mirder
Master woul d plot new crinme, nore extensive than before. Joe summed his
opi ni on
with the statenent:

"The guy may be crazy; but what if he is? That's all the nore reason he
won't stop. His ideas will get bigger and bigger. He'll need nore crooks to
work for him He's got feelers everywhere, even though we haven't spotted
t hem
These are the fellows that will hear fromhim Qur regular stoolies won't."

The three crooks were pleased to hear Cardona termthemin a class other
than ordi nary stool pigeons. Weston gratified themw th a handshake al
around.

Grahamtold themthat his |inousine was waiting, that it would take themto
their |odgings and return for him

AFTER the trio had departed, G aham expressed di sappoi ntment because the
ref ornmed prisoners had gotten no results. Wston and Cardona were stil



hopeful , however. They felt that the paroled nen could produce rea
information. Kent Allard was a silent listener to that theory. He expressed no
opi ni on.

When The Shadow |l eft, he reviewed the scene that he had witnessed. It was
the nobst brazen shamthat he had ever encountered. It stood as new proof of
t he
Murder Master's cunning. The supercrook had unquestionably ordered his
choi cest
workers to offer their services to the law They, the actual acconplices in
mur der, were novi ng about unwatched. Under the circunstances, they could alibi
anyt hi ng that happened.

To the | aw, perhaps; not to The Shadow. For in the strength that the
Murder Master's nen had acquired | ay a weakness, as apparent as the death trap
t hat The Shadow had escaped. Formerly, such thugs as Ace, Dobie and Doc woul d
have been difficult to watch. Moving in the open, they were easy gane.

The Shadow had agents of his own. Wth tonight, they would begin a new
task. No | onger would they scour the underworld for facts that never cane to
light. They would watch the trio of crooks that the law had so obligingly cone
to trust.

One hour later, Burbank relayed those orders from The Shadow. The
canpai gn
agai nst the Murder Master had begun in full

CHAPTER XV
I NTO THE MESH

DAYS had passed since The Shadow s return. Tense expectancy gri pped
Manhattan's underworl d, thanks to persistent runors that were piped along the
grapevi ne. Those referred to the night when crine had gone on the air from
W
That night, the Murder Master had announced sw ft death. Three victins had
been
found by the | aw.

The Murder Master had prom sed a fourth, The Shadow. Since then, The
Shadow had been definitely absent. If he had survived the Murder Master's
trap,
what ever it was, he would be searching for the supercrook and the underworld
woul d know it. The Shadow had a habit of scouring scum and, meeting up with
smal | -fry crooks to nmake themtal k.

So far, there were no such cases. Each day nmade it nore evident that The
Shadow nust have met with di saster. The Murder Master stood suprene.

Seem ngly,

he had envel oped hinself with The Shadow s own cl oak, to becone as nysterious
a

figure as the black-clad fighter once had been

Soon, the Murder Master would nove to new crine. How, where, were
unanswer ed questions. These runors, however, had an authentic touch, because
of
their repetition. It was plain that they were sponsored by the Mirder Master
hi nmsel f.

There was a reason why the underworld had not seen The Shadow. Pl aying
hi s
cool gane to deceive the Murder Master, The Shadow was staying close to his
sanctum except when he appeared publicly as Allard. The grapevi ne runors were
not all that reached him Day by day, The Shadow was accumul ati ng conci se
reports fromhis agents

Rut | edge Mann had provi ded the newspaper clippings that The Shadow
want ed.



The Shadow had studi ed them and had arranged them as required. Fromthat
research, The Shadow had | earned the reason why the Miurder Master had ordered
triple death. It fitted neatly with The Shadow s ot her facts.

Mann's information could wait. It was ready, when the tine cane. For the
present, The Shadow was concerned with the novenments of the parol ed crooks who
served the Murder Master

Ace Curdy had been around shooting-galleries, winning bets by triggering
the spots out of playing cards. Dobie Kring was frequenting ganbling joints,
pl ayi ng poker with old acquai ntances. It was Doc Harstell who used a different
policy.

Doc had chosen an under ground stronghol d near the border of the badl ands.
He was ready to take care of crippled nobsters who came his way. Meanwhil e,
Doc' s hi de-away served anot her purpose. It was the one spot where Ace and
Dobi e
could meet with himand be conpletely in private.

Doc Harstell expected his pals tonight. The Shadow s agents had | earned
that from casual tel ephone calls that they had overheard. Moreover, one agent

Adiff Marsland - had provided The Shadow with a conpl ete description of
Harstell's hide-away. Ciff had posed as a visiting thug, the sort that Doc
was

al ways ready to wel cone as a future custonmner.

THE ni ght was dank and foggy when The Shadow approached the bl ock where
Harstell's new headquarters was | ocated. The darkness, tinged with mst, was
the sort that best suited The Shadow. This was his first foray since his
return; a ticklish one, under present circunstances.

I f any shuffling underworl d deni zen should spy The Shadow and pass that
word al ong, the news woul d reach the Murder Master. That would ruin The
Shadow s entire canpai gn. Neverthel ess, this expedition was essenti al

Toni ght, parol ed prisoners expected word fromthe Murder Master. Only The
Shadow coul d penetrate to intercept the message. His fam liar garb of black
was
the only attire that could serve him

There was an alleyway that led to the door of Harstell's stronghold. At
present, the wi ndows of a small store cast a light on the front sidewal k. That
had been arranged so that watchers across the way could spot any person who
entered the alley.

There was another route, however, to the alley's depths; a precarious
one,
across the roofs. The Shadow chose that path.

Pi cking an inset fire escape, The Shadow silently drew down the hangi ng
| adder. His weight upon it, he blinked a tiny flashlight as a signal. There
was
a wait, while a car rolled along the rear street; then two nmen slid froma
coupe
and j oi ned The Shadow i n the darkness.

One was diff Marsland, a brawny chap clad in rough, dark clothes. The
other was a hunchy fellow, with wi zened face; his name was "Hawkeye." Both
wer e
secret agents of The Shadow.

They were the exact pair that The Shadow needed. diff, when need be,
could match any thug in toughness. Hawkeye was a crafty spotter who could spy
danger at al nost any range.

The two were provided with bundles of conpact rope. The Shadow sent them
up the fire tower ahead of him so that he could raise the | ower |adder when
he
foll owed them He acconplished that w thout noise. When he reached the roof,
hi s



agents were awaiting him

The first need for the rope becane apparent when they reached the gabled
roof directly in back of the alleyway. That roof sloped steeply toward the
front. The Shadow could gain a grip there, but he doubted that his conpanions
could. That was why he took one end of the rope as he started a | one descent.

The roof was black; the swirling wi sps of fog gave added cover, enough
for
The Shadow s aids to follow later. At the bottom of the slope, The Shadow
reached a | edge; there, he stretched over and | ooped the end of the rope
ar ound
a rain spout.

A single tug of the rope: diff caught the signal and tightened the upper
end of the rope to a chimey. The rope had becone a taut rail, naking the roof
a catwal k for The Shadow s agents.

As yet, they were not needed. The Shadow craned fromthe | edge to |learn
what |ay bel ow. He was above a blank wall - an extension of a house that nade
the alley a blind one. The wall was about two stories high; approximtely
si xteen feet.

There were nmen below - a pair of them judging fromthe rmutters of their
conversation. On watch in the thick blackness at the interior of the blind
all ey, they could not be seen by those who spied fromacross the front street.
It was obvious that the lurkers in the alleyway were on simlar duty to those
out front.

No entrance could be effected into Harstell's stronghold w thout a
prelimnary encounter with the two guards. That, in turn, was difficult
busi ness, for any undue noi se would spread the alarmto those out front. The
Shadow deci ded that sw ftness would aid silence.

EASING fromthe front of the | edge, The Shadow | owered hinmself into the
dar kness, hanging by his hands. Neither of the watchers guessed that a
dangl i ng
shape hovered only a few feet above their heads. Listening, The Shadow gauged
the position of the watchers. He shifted, hand over hand, along the | edge,
until he was directly over one man's head. Stretching, The Shadow tugged the
rope twice - a signal for diff and Hawkeye to descend the sl oping roof.

Two seconds | ater, The Shadow s hands rel eased.

The first token that told the watchers of The Shadow s presence was the
swi sh of his fall. The first of the pair had no opportunity to | ook up. The
Shadow | anded squarely on his shoulders; flattened himto the darkened alley.

The ot her thug caught a hazy inpression of the sprawing figures; he knew
that the attacker nust be uppermpst. He did exactly what The Shadow expect ed.
He piled in, swinging a revolver, hoping to sledge the intruder's head.

The Shadow s arnms were crossed above his slouch hat. They warded off the
revol ver slug. Simultaneously, The Shadow jolted upward, as though recoiling
fromhis plunge. Wth the rebound, his crossed arns caught the crook's arns.

The Shadow twi sted back toward the wall; as he braced hinsel f, he whipped
his arms apart. The nove spun the thug conpletely over; he was back upward
when
The Shadow j ol ted hi magainst the ground. Wth arns |ike steel bars, The
Shadow
shoved his foeman forward, then did a powerful back buckle. That |ashed the
crook upward toward the wall. The fell ow took the inmpact head-on

Letting that foeman slunp, The Shadow turned for the nman who had taken
t he
first spram. He net him as he came to his feet. The Shadow s fists took the
thug's throat, throttled the gargle that cane fromugly lips. The crook's hand
| oosened, to let a half-drawn gun slide back into his pocket.

Deftly, The Shadow changed his grip into a one-hand hold upon his
si | enced



prisoner's neck. H's free hand brought out a gun of his own. \Wen that cold
muzzl e pressed the captive's forehead, the fell ow gave up all fight. He knew
that his eneny was The Shadow.

There was no mi staking the whi spered order with whi ch The Shadow told the
nmobster to turn about. Keeping his .45 against the prisoner's neck, The Shadow
shifted so that his own formwas toward the nouth of the alley. Producing his
tiny flashlight, he gave blinks fromthe folds of his cloak

Those fl ashes could not be seen fromthe street, but they were spotted by
eyes above. Quick dots and dashes told what The Shadow wanted. A coil of rope
dropped down beside him Wth whispered threats close to the prisoner's ear
The Shadow wi t hdrew his automatic. The thug didn't budge; he knew how qui ckly
The Shadow coul d whip the gun forth again.

A few nmnutes later, the thug lay trussed in the rope, chewing at a gag
between his teeth. Muffling his flashlight, The Shadow studi ed the foeman who
had bashed the wall. That fellow would stay silent for the brief time that The
Shadow r equi r ed.

THE door to Harstell's hide-out was unl ocked. Doc kept it that way as a
cone-on to crooks. The Shadow entered, noved through darkness, picking the
course that diff had given him He sawa light in alittle roomthat served
as
living quarters; but that was not The Shadow s objecti ve.

He chose a larger room that Doc Harstell had fitted out with nedica
apparatus. It was dark; that suited The Shadow all the better. He closed the
door; moved about with blinking flashlight. He came to a stack of boxes,
carefully unpiled them and worked at one. After replacing the boxes, The
Shadow
noved el sewhere

He was busy for about five minutes. After that, he opened the door and
glided out again. When The Shadow reached the alley, the stunned crook was
showi ng feeble signs of life. The Shadow blinked his flashlight. The guarded
si gnal brought down another rope; but this tinme, diff held onto the other
end.

The | oose rope snaked al ong the ground. The Shadow hitched it under the
stunned crook's arms. Hi s next signal was a tug of the rope itself. diff and
Hawkeye pul | ed together, while The Shadow shoved upward from bel ow. The only
sound was the slight scrape of the rope. It ended when the prisoner went over
t he roof | edge.

The Shadow rel eased the bound man who |ay upon the cement; but the fell ow
showed no effort to make trouble, not even after The Shadow cut his gag | oose.
Again, a big gun muzzle was nudging him The crook couldn't see any advantage
intrying to bring the crewfromthe front street. He knewthat if battle
started he would get the first bullets, at close range from The Shadow s gun.

Agai n, The Shadow voi ced whi spered commands; the surly thug grunted that
he understood them That neant he would foll ow The Shadow s orders. He had no
ot her choi ce.

After a dozen nminutes, the test arrived. Two nmen appeared at the entrance
alley; fromtheir gait, The Shadow recogni zed Ace Curdy and Dobie Kring. The
Shadow gave his prisoner a gun jab. The fell ow growl ed a chal | enge:

"Where are you guys goi ng?"

"In to see Doc Harstell," returned Ace. "Say - who's asking us, anyway?"

"Herk Ringey," gruffed the hel pl ess crook. "Me and anot her guy was j ust
in
to see Doc Harstell. We told himwe'd stick around a while."

"Yeah?" Ace started to flash a light. "Where's the other guy?"

"Douse that glim" put in Herk, inspired by a hard shove from The
Shadow s
gun. Then, as Ace conplied, Herk added: "He's around here sonewhere. Go on in
and talk to Doc."



Ace and Dobi e went through the door. Herk didn't hear the sound that
followed the slow thrust of well-oiled bolts, to keep out any other visitors.
The Shadow detected it, however, even though he was standi ng behi nd Herk.
Pressed against the wall, The Shadow had renai ned unseen during Ace's brief
use
of the flashlight.

Her k expected The Shadow to follow the pair that had gone indoors.

I nst ead, The Shadow waited, his gun relentless in its pressure. The Shadow
simply intended to keep Herk here until the others agai n appeared.

VWhat ever the nessage that the Murder Master might send tonight, The
Shadow
was satisfied that he would learn its inport.

CHAPTER XVI
THE MASTER S MESSAGE

I NSI DE hi s headquarters, Doc Harstell welconed Ace and Dobie. He took

t hem

to the very room where The Shadow had been, a short while before. Turning on

t he

light, Harstell indicated the place with a sweeping arm wave. Ace and Dobie

vi ewed mnedi ci ne cabinets, operating table, sterilizers and other equi pnent.
"How do you like nmy operating roon?" he asked.
"More like a hospital," returned Ace. "Say, this is a swell set-up, Doc!"
"That's not all." Harstell opened a door to show a roomw th half a dozen

cots. "This is the hospital part of it. Just a ward - no private roons - but

t hat ought to do."

"A slick come-on," put in Dobie. "I'lIl bet this layout has started a | ot
of talk!"

"More apparatus over there" - Harstell pointed to the stacked boxes in
t he
operating room- "but | haven't had time to unpack yet. The main thing right
now

is to set up the radio."

Harstell went to a corner, where a radio set rested on a large table. A
wire ran fromthe radio to a wall socket. It passed beneath a square box that
was beneath the table; but Harstell did not particularly notice that. After he
had adjusted the dial, he nade a connection with a small box that stood on the
fl oor beside the table.

"I"ve got the mixer just right," he assured. "I was testing it again,
this
afternoon. "

Ace gave a troubled | ook

"What do you leave it out in sight for, Doc?" he asked. "It ain't a good

i dea to have guys looking at it."

"They don't know what it is. The clucks that cone in here never heard of
a
m xer. | saw one guy looking at it - diff Marsland - and he asked if it was a
storage battery. So | told himit was."

VWile Harstell was tightening wires to the m xer, Ace and Dobie indul ged
in conments on their own recent work. Both had been serving the Mirder Master
capably. In their pretended search for crooks that were wanted by the |aw,

t hey
had pi cked men who woul d be useful to their chief.

Nei t her Ace nor Dobi e had approached any of those candi dates. They had
simply left reports, telling the Murder Master who the crooks were and how
t hey
could be reached. The Murder Master, in turn, had been buying up new tal ent,



as
recommended; he had done that through other channels.

"None of them knows we're in it," conpleted Ace. "That's what mnakes it
j ake, Dobie."

"Sure thing!" returned Dobie. Then, doubtfully: "W may run into trouble
on account of the guys that Doc has lined up. Like this fellow Herk we saw
out si de. "

Harstell heard that conment.

"Those birds aren't working for the chief," he told Dobie. "They're just
part of the gag |I' mworking here. |'ve even told the police conmm ssioner about
them This joint's supposed to be a hide-away. So | told that bunch they could
case it and make sure the bulls weren't w se.

"The word's gone around that the place is safe. Only the right guys have
been here. No wonder - because the cops are laying off! The comm ssioner fixed
that."

There was a whine fromthe radio. A short-wave broadcast was begi nni ng;
it
produced a chatter that woul d have done credit to a flock of blue jays. Ace
gave
a short | augh.

"Nobody's going to get anything out of that," he remarked.

"Nobody except us," corrected Dobie - "after Doc sets the nmixer."

DOC HARSTELL was notioning for his conpanions to | ook around the place,
to
make sure that no prowl ers had sneaked inside. Ace | ooked beneath the cots in
the hospital room Dobie nade a trip through the hall, to inspect the living
quarters. They returned with the report that the place was vacant.

Though they did not guess it, that proved The Shadow s wi sdom He had
foreseen that Doc Harstell would order a search

The mi xer was adjusting to its right rotation period. The chatter from
t he
radi o changed, as various sounds were elimnated. At |last, a voice
pr edom nat ed
- a cackling tone that brought pleased grins fromthe |istening ex-convicts.
The Murder Master was on the air; this tine for the special benefit of his
three |ieutenants.

"What a laugh the prof's got," confided Ace to Dobie. "He always cuts
loose with it as a starter.”

"That gives us time to tune in," observed Dobie. "Listen! Here it comes
t he dope we want to hear!"

Cl ucks had | essened. The Murder Master wasn't wasting time with his
i nsidious chortles. His voice was at its lower pitch; precise, enphatic inits
delivery. It lacked the insane deviations that had marked the program from
W

Li steni ng crooks were drinking every word. At the end of seven minutes,
when the Murder Master finished with a sudden gl oating chuckle, they sat in
silent admiration of their chief. Every detail of his instructions had
regi stered clearly.

VWil e Harstell was turning off the radio and detaching the m xer, Ace
voi ced the sentinments that the trio shared.

"What a job!" he expressed. "A cinch, the way the chief has figured it!
And what a pile of dough!"

"Ten per cent for each of us," put in Dobie. "That ought to conme to two
hundred grand api ece! The chief is welcone to his seventy per cent."

"Only sixty per cent," corrected Harstell. "Don't forget, he always has

us
kitty out ten per cent for what he calls the sinking fund. 1'd say" - Harstel
cut off the radio as he spoke - "that he spends a | ot nore besides. He's



payi ng
the freight on this job tonorrow night."

The three crooks were agreed on that point, until Ace had another idea.
He
sprang it with enthusiasmthat showed increased admiration for the Mirder
Mast er' s cunni ng.

"There won't be any pay-off!" exclainmed Ace. "None, except to us. Look -
there's going to be a bunch of torpedoes there, to fight it out with the cops.
But the way the chief has framed it, there's only one triggerman who can nake
sure of a get-away. |'mthat guy.

"The sane with the bunch that soup the vault. One nan is going to shove
the button, and that guy's you, Dobie. You'll be away from everybody el se -
there's no chance of you getting hooked.

"When the swag comes out, the boobs that bring it will shove it into one
car, then make a break in another. That's to fool the cops, only it won't.
Those saps will head into trouble. The swag car will get away. The guy driving
it will be you, Doc; and Dobie and nme will be riding with you."

ACE' S concl usions were accurate. The Miurder Master had designed crine to
bring in a host of ordinary nobsters and let themtake the fireworks, while
hi s
lieutenants, their own work unknown, would ride free. Dobie liked the set-up
he
turned to Harstell and chuckl ed:

"You'll have a lot of cripples to | ook after Doc."
"I"l1l look after them" was the dry promise. "I'll tell the comm ssioner
when they get here. He'll take care of themafter that. Which will square ne

very nicely."
"We' || be squared, too," said Ace, to Dobie. "All we've got to do is tip
Cardona off to sonme of the nanmes we've heard; only we won't know where the

guys

are. Before he can locate them the job will be started.
"He'll never guess we were in it, because we'll tell himthat we were up
at aham s. Those birds up there will square us. Grahamis going to be out of

town tomorrow night, so he won't know they faked it."

Ace and Dobie were ready to | eave. Doc Harstell decided to cone al ong
with
them It |ooked like a good tine to pay another visit to the police
conmi ssioner. There would be nothing to report tonight, but they could at
| east
assure himthat they expected results soon. Tonmorrow s events woul d prove the
correctness of such a promi se.

In the outside alleyway, Herk Ringey greeted the trio with a gruff tone
fromthe darkness. He asked if Doc Harstell wanted himto stick around;
Harstell decided it woul dn't be necessary.

"O K., Doc," returned Herk. "I'll be going soon, then."

Her k was goi ng sooner than he supposed. The trio had scarcely left the
all ey before The Shadow s flashlight was sending signals upward. The | oose end
of a rope cane down as it had before. This tinme, The Shadow hooked it to Herk.

The crook didn't give a squawk when he was hoi sted upward. He knew t hat
The Shadow was covering himfrom below. He figured that he m ght have a chance
when he reached the | edge; but diff and Hawkeye were ready for him One had
him covered with a gun the nmonent that he arrived. The other trussed hi m al ong
with the first prisoner.

Bel ow, The Shadow worked on the door that Harstell had | ocked. Lacking
i nner bolts, it was easily picked. Wen he reached the operating room The
Shadow turned on the lights. He opened the box beneath the radio table. It was
a tricky box, that |ooked tightly nailed, until The Shadow mani pul ated it.

I nsi de the box was a phonograph; on it was a cylindrical record. The



Shadow changed the needl e; he turned on the radio dial and connected the
m xer.

| mredi ately, the record began to revol ve. The phonograph was connected,

t hr ough

the bottom of the box, with the wire to the radio.

The Shadow had shipped this box into Harstell's along with nedica
apparatus that the fake physician had ordered. On his previous trip into this
| air, The Shadow had attached the phonographic device so that the radio
connection controlled it. The hidden apparatus had recorded the voice of the
Mur der Master.

STARTI NG t he phonograph, The Shadow heard a repetition of all that the
Murder Master had said. In those seven mnutes, he gained vital facts
regar di ng
com ng crime.

Tacked to the end of the master schener's nessage were coments that
i eutenants had nmade concerning their chief. Those ended abruptly with
Harstell's nention of a ten-percent sinking fund; for that was the point at
whi ch the radi o had been cut off. The phonograph had halted with it.

Further statenents had not been recorded. That did not matter. Ace Curdy
had seen the full purposes of the Murder Master. They were quite as apparent
to
The Shadow.

Tomorrow ni ght, the reigning king of crinme intended a stupendous robbery.
One so daring that it made him |l ook |like the crazed fanatic that Joe Cardona
consi dered him C ose study of circunstances showed, however, that the Murder
Mast er woul d not be playing a hit-or-mss gane.

He had found a weakness in a hitherto inpregnable place that furnished
remar kabl e opportunities for crime. Two nmillion dollars was the stake; but to
render his endeavor certain, the Murder Master was forced to marshal hordes
fromthe underworld. Once the expedition was conpl eted, those new henchnen
woul d be no | onger needed.

Al ways crafty, the Murder Master intended to dispose of them afterward.
He
woul d sacrifice his newrecruits to the law. He would never have to make a
pay-off for their services. By shoving the burden on them he would divert
suspicion fromthe parol ed convicts who were his permanent |ieutenants.

Those three were to take the swag, to stow it in some secure place.
Later,
it could be left at Quedden's, less their shares. Col ossal crime acconplished,
the Murder Master could bide his time, thinking out new campai gns. He could
al ways depend on his sane |ieutenants, for they had gained the law s trust.

The Murder Master had foreseen one obstacle to this superschenme of crine.
That was The Shadow, whose far-reaching fingers had so often felt the pul se
t hrobs of the underworld. Unquestionably, the Miurder Master was sure that he
had el i mi nated The Shadow, otherwi se he would not be | aunching his com ng
crinme.

A laugh cane, sinister, |ow whispered, from The Shadow s |ips as he
det ached t he phonograph and packed it. Crine would begin tomorrow, as the
Mur der Master planned; but before it reached its climax, crooks would |earn of
The Shadow s return

That could strike terror into vicious hearts. It would scatter attacking
hordes nore effectively than any thrust the |law could make. It could bring
madness to the real lieutenants of the Murder Master. That panic mght reach
t he supercrook hinsel f.

Tomorrow, men of evil would know the power of The Shadow.

CHAPTER XVI |



THE LAW LEARNS

AT hal f past eight the next evening, |Inspector Joe Cardona was pacing the
office in the police conm ssioner's apartment. At his desk, Conmm ssioner
Vst on
was i ndulgently trying to cal mthe ace inspector

"Conpose yoursel f, Cardona!" urged Weston. "Patience is essential. It is
only half an hour since we received these reports" - Wston waved his hand
toward the desk - "yet you already expect results.”

"Why not ?" demanded Cardona, abruptly. "Look at all the nanes Ace Curdy
and Dobie Kring got for us! Enough for us to start a round-up! W ought to
have
a line on sone of them by this tine. |'ve put twenty men on the job.

"But they haven't spotted any of these fellows at the places where they
usual ly are. That shows just one thing, conmi ssioner. Sonething s doing
tonight, and all of themare in on it."

Weston remarked that the situation proved the efficiency of Ace and
Dobi e.

Cardona agreed; but didn't see howit was going to help, if the | aw couldn't
find the nunmerous crooks who had been spotted by the parol ed nmen.

West on suggested that Ace and Dobie might run into something nore.

Car dona
hoped that they woul d, and expressed the wi sh that they would acconplish it
soon.

There was a knock on Weston's door. It was the houseman, announci ng Kent
Allard as a visitor. The conm ssioner went out to greet his friend. They cane
back into the office together. While Wston was showing Allard the reports,

t he
t el ephone bell rang. Cardona pounced for the instrument.

The call was not from headquarters; nor were there new reports from Ace
or
Dobi e. I nstead, Cardona heard a nethodical voice that he recogni zed fromthe
past. The man on the wire was Burbank, The Shadow s contact agent.

There had been tines before when The Shadow had used Burbank to tel ephone
i nformation. Even if Cardona had not previously heard that steady tone, he
woul d have been inpressed, for Burbank spoke with a ring of accuracy. The |ink
with the past nerely spurred Cardona to hurried action. The nmonent that
Bur bank' s call ended, Cardona sprang for an eveni ng newspaper that |ay on
Weston' s desk.

"What's happened, inspector?"

Cardona did not bother to answer Weston's question. The ace dick thunbed
t hrough the pages; found the paragraph he wanted, to thrust it before the
conmi ssi oner' s eyes.

The item stated that a | arge steanship conpany had concl uded a
transaction
that had required the deposit of half a mllion dollars in the Md-Town
Nat i onal
Bank.

"What of it?" demanded Weston. "Such occurrences are frequent, Cardona."

"Funny it happened today," returned Cardona. "There's plenty of dough in
that bank, to begin with. This nakes a |ot nore."

A faint smle rested on the lips of Kent Allard. That noney had actually
been intended for deposit today, swelling the cash funds of the M d-Town
National to considerably nmore than two nmillion dollars. It happened, though
that the steanshi p conpany had postponed the deposit, with the request that
t he
bank say not hi ng.

Al so, a large nmining syndicate had privately presented a huge check for
paynment. Those funds had gone out fromthe bank. Branch offices, too, had done



unusual business. Cash had been shipped to them Tonight, the vault of the
M d- Town National Bank was remarkably short of funds. That had been engi neered
by The Shadow.

"The M d-Town National," enphasized Cardona. "That would be a swell nut
for those crooks to crack!"

"Too large a nut," returned Weston. "That bank is one of the best
protected in the city."

"But where have the crooks dropped to?" denanded Cardona. "l1'd be willing
to | ook anywhere for them?"

"By anywhere," suggested Weston, crisply, "you shoul d mean anywhere t hat
is logical. The Md-Town National is not."

ALLARD was studying the report sheets on the comm ssioner's desk. In
their
argunent, Cardona and Weston naturally | ooked to the visitor as one who m ght
decide the matter. Allard had a sensi bl e suggestion

"Why not summon these informants?" he questioned calmy, as he pointed to
the reports. "Ace Curdy and Dobie Kring m ght piece together sonething for
you. "

The trouble was how to reach Ace and Dobie. Again, Alard had a
suggesti on. Perhaps Ml vin G aham woul d know where they woul d be found.

Weston put in a hurried call to Gaham He |earned that the reforner had
left for the Grand Central Station, intending to take a night train for
Buf fal 0. He was stopping at a travel bureau to pick up tickets that he had
ordered. There m ght be a chance to reach himthere.

Weston called the travel bureau. In five mnutes, there was a return cal
from G aham He had no idea where Ace and Dobi e could be reached; but he
renenbered that this was a night when they usually stopped at his hone, to
nmake
a routine report for the parol e board.

"Grahamis com ng right over," announced Wston, as he hung up. "I did
not
care to say nuch over the tel ephone. He understood that, of course. He says
t hat
he can take a midnight train for Buffal o. Meanwhile, he has called his house.
| f
Ace and Dobie cone there, they are to call here."

All ard arose, expressing regret that he could not stay to neet G aham
The
cl ock showed quarter of nine when he left; and again, Allard s |lips wore their
slight smle.

The Shadow had spiked the alibis that crooked lieutenants intended to
use.

Their story was to be that they were at Grahanmi s before nine, the hour for
whi ch

crime was tined. Since they were supposed to call Weston's i mediately upon
arrival, the neglect of such a call would prove later that they had not gone
to

G ahan s.

The tel ephone bell was tingling as Allard departed. It was another cal
from Bur bank, as The Shadow knew.

This time, Joe Cardona listened to another tip fromthe methodica
i nformant. Again, he snatched the newspaper to |l ook up a tinely paragraph
Waat
Cardona saw there, was a link that nullified Weston's statenent regarding the
protection of the Md-Town Nationa

"Look at this, comn ssioner!" exclained the inspector. "They're running
night shifts on that street-repairing job, working cross-town. That neans
they' Il have the steam shovel operating right al ongside of the M d-Town



Nat i onal Bank!"

That meant little to Weston, even when Cardona added:

"That's bringing themto the avenue, where the new subway excavation has
just been conpleted. The avenue runs right in front of the bank."

Weston didn't see the connection. Cardona did.

"Don't you get it, comm ssioner?" demanded the ace. "That's where those
crooks have gone for cover! Down in the new subway. Wat's nore, it's the one
spot where they could start blasting through into the bank."

"They might attenpt it," admtted Weston. He was worried, but doubtful
"It would nean a | ot of noise, though, Cardona -"

"Wth those steam shovel s poundi ng? They'd cover it, conmi ssioner. This

is
areal tip-off! If we only knew when -"

Again, the tel ephone bell. This time, Cardona heard a different voice -
one that carried a chilling tone. It was the unnistakabl e voice of The Shadow,
providing the | ast news that the | aw required.

"Crinme will strike tonight," cane The Shadow s whi sper. "The zero hour is

ni ne o' cl ock!"

I T was eight mnutes before the hour. Cardona snapped a call through to
headquarters, letting Weston guess the inport of The Shadow s call. There
wasn't time to waste in prelimnary discussion, even with the police
conmi ssi oner.

"“I"'mheading for the bank," informed Cardona, grimy. "W'Ill have a
cordon
there inside of fifteen mnutes, and it will close in without those fellows
knowing it. If there's any orders, conm ssioner, send themto the radio cars.
There' |l be plenty of themon the job near the M d-Town National."

Wth that, Cardona was gone, |eaving Weston half bew | dered at his desk.
Though the comm ssi oner commanded the forces of the |aw, he could see nothing
el se to be done, until he heard how Cardona fared. Wston decided to curb his
i npati ence until Gaham arrived. Then, at |east, there would be soneone with
whom he coul d tal k.

It took Joe Cardona exactly seven minutes to reach the nei ghborhood of
t he
M d- Town National. He dismssed his cab; found a good | ookout spot in the
cor ner
entrance of a small cigar store. Fromthat point, Cardona studied the entire
field of comi ng action.

The bank occupi ed an opposite corner; it was a bul ky, ol d-fashioned
building, but its griny granite walls had the | ook of a fortress. Wston was
right; ordinarily, that bank would be too big a nut to crack. But
ci rcumnst ances
had altered its nornmal strength.

The avenue had been excavated; the subway hol e was boarded over, on the
cut - and-cover system so that the avenue could be used for traffic. Cardona
noted that the tunneled half of the avenue was on the side toward the bank

There was a del uge of noise comng fromthat part of the cross street on
the other side of the avenue. That thoroughfare, too, was half torn up. A big
st eam shovel , al nost at the corner, was scoopi ng up huge chunks of broken
asphalt. Its big armswing to poi se above a truck that stood al ongsi de. The
rear of the shovel opened; the huge fragnents dropped into the truck with a
terrific rattle.

That work would be finished tonight. Already, nmen farther along the
street
were | ayi ng new paving. There was a steanroller parked in a cut-off space at
t he
corner. It was waiting, with steamup, until the big shovel finished. Then the
roll er would nove through and start its own work on the fresh paving.



Cardona | ooked at his watch. Three minutes after nine. The zero hour was
past. There had been some delay. That would work well for the I aw

Wthin five mnutes, the police cordon would be ready, awaiting Cardona's
signal to close in. Joe's best stunt would be to nove away; give the order for
the police to tighten

Wth that thought, Cardona shifted from his | ookout spot. Just as the
st eam shovel ripped another clatter of broken paving, Joe heard a nmuffled
sound
- one that he would never have noticed, had he not expected it.

There was a trenble, too, of the sidewal k; so slight that it would have
escaped Cardona's attention, if he had not heard the nuffled blast. Those
i nked occurrences told their story. Crine was under way.

Mobsters had bl own a path into the Md-Town National. They had started
their thrust for wealth before the |l aw was ready. But they had not outwitted
the master fighter who had prepared to break their gane.

Across the avenue was a silent figure in black, waiting against a
bui I di ng
wal I . Burning eyes saw Cardona start off on the run, to hurry up the cordon. A
whi spered | augh i ssued from hi dden |i ps.

Events were devel opi ng as The Shadow want ed them

CHAPTER XVI | |
QU DED FLI GHT

| F | ookouts fromthe covered subway entrances had spotted police about,
crime woul d have been canceled for tonight. That was why The Shadow had
pur posel y del ayed information: so that the | aw would not arrive too soon. Only
Cardona had shown up; he had kept hinself inconspicuous. Mbsters had | oosed
their bl ast.

Down in the newy excavated subway, gas-nasked men were piling through
t he
broken wall where fumes teenmed forth. Their flashlights showed the way to the
huge vault they wanted. Qthers followed, bringing new charges of explosives.
Working with skilled speed, they prepared to blow the vault.

The word was passed. Criminal workers retired to the subway, follow ng

t he

line of a long wire that they had dragged through. At the end of that wre,

tucked in a niche of the subway wall, was Dobie Kring. He pressed the button
A new bl ast shattered the vault. Again, a picked crew headed through.

Wien

they returned, they were carrying bags and boxes that they had lifted fromthe
vault. They were taking their loot to an opening that led up to the side
street. Dobie followed after them

Li ke the swag-bearers, the sappers had ripped off their gas masks. The
bl asting crew had orders to go out by the avenue, where cars would await them
But when they poured fromthe boarded entrances, a surprise awaited them

Froma |l ower corner came a siren's wail - the first sound of the police
attack. As the sappers tried to enter parked autonobiles, police cars whipped
toward them Revolvers barked; tear-gas bonmbs hit the street.

Trapped crooks had no tinme to don their discarded gas masks. They were
clawing at their eyes, rolling fromthe car steps to the curb. Oficers were
piling out to capture them while nore police arrived in cars and on foot.

Perched in a second-story wi ndow on the side street, across fromthe
bank,

Ace Curdy saw the round-up of the blasting squad. It had cone quicker than he
expected. Police were here in unconmonly | arge numbers. That wouldn't matter -
not when the triggermen got started.

Down t he avenue cane the roar of motors. Cars filled with triggermen were



driving through in a phalanx, with revolvers spurting fromtheir w ndows.
Those

were the prelude to a clatter that never cane. The gunners were supposed to
use

machi ne guns when they neared the police, but they never found the chance.

From a corner of the avenue, The Shadow tongued the first shots. H's big
automatics spat bullets that reached the drivers of the |eading cars. Two
aut onobi l es went skidding in the street. OQther cars had to wheel to m ss them
They were fl ounderi ng when they reached the cross street.

Fromthe portion of that thoroughfare where paving constructi on had not
begun, canme the shriek of police cars. hers answered froma bl ock above, as
they roared al ong the avenue to overtake the crook-manned cars.

The triggermen were trapped between two fires. Police revolvers were
droppi ng them before they could unlinber the machine guns. Their plight was as
bad as that of the captured sappers. The Shadow coul d have added shots from
hi s
own direction; but they were unnecessary. Mreover, he had other work ahead.

ACE CURDY hadn't expected such a quick w pe-out of the gun crews. There
had to be nore delay so that the men who had brought the swag coul d stage a
get-away by the avenue. That was supposed to lead the police on a fal se chase.

Ace had a rifle; he ained it, intending to snipe all the policenen that
he
coul d spot.

Ace never pulled that trigger

Down at the corner, where wooden horses barred traffic fromthe side
street, Ace saw a figure that he had never expected to view again in life.
That
was the cl oaked form of The Shadow

Cool |y, The Shadow was aimng for Ace's own wi ndow. While Ace gawked, the
rifle a dead object in his half-raised arns, The Shadow s .45 spoke. Wth the
spurt fromits muzzle came a crash above Ace's head. A scatter of glass
clattered upon the frozen rifl eman.

Ace didn't stop to wonder why The Shadow, usually so accurate in fire,
had
shattered the wi ndow i nstead of picking off the figure framed within it. Ace
chucked his rifle; dived through the darkened room and headed for the stairs.
He reached the street in fifteen seconds flat.

Ace's exit brought himto a little alleyway. There, Doc Harstell was
seated at the wheel of a sleek sedan, with Dobie Kring beside him I|n back
wer e
the piles of swag. Ace leaped into the rear seat, hoarsing the question

"Why don't you get going, Doc?"

"He's waiting for the other bunch to start," returned Dobie. "They've got
to stage their fake get-away, so we can slip the coppers!”

"But they can't pull it!" protested Ace. "The triggernen didn't clear the
way for them™

"They will, all right."

"Not with The Shadow there!"

As Ace spilled that announcement, his conpani ons stared. They thought him
crazy; but his face showed too serious. Ace gul ped an account of all that he
had seen, finishing with The Shadow s | one shot for the wi ndow. Doc Harstel
stepped on the starter

"The bulls will be comi ng through,” he declared. "The boys can hold them
for a while. That's our only chance!"

MATTERS were proving as Harstell said. On the side street, a touring car
was waiting, four inpatient men within it. They wanted to make that spurt for



the avenue; but it wasn't possible. Wrse than that, police had spotted the
touring car. A police car was starting to nose past the barricade.

Supposed wor knmen sprang suddenly to action. They were other thugs, signed
up by the Murder Master. They had shoved the foreman and the | abor gang into
an
enpty house. These crooks were desperate. They had to stop the | aw s advance
in
order to assure their own escape |ater

Back at his corner, The Shadow saw sudden action fromthe steam shovel.
It
had hal ted operations during the fight on the avenue, but it was again
scoopi ng
asphalt. The police didn't particularly notice it as the shovel lifted. They
received their surprise when the first patrol car started past the truck that
stood beside the steam shovel

The big crane swng. It didn't stop above the truck. It went beyond; |et
its load of crushed stone drop for the onconming patrol car. The cop at the
wheel had just tine to yank toward the curb.

The chunks of asphalt hit; they shattered the patrol car's hood, ripped
away fenders and steps. The car was w ecked, but its occupants nanaged to dive
safely fromthe far door

Anot her car was coming through. Its course was slowed by the debris. The
st eam shovel was scooping more amunition. Its [ong arm hoi sted anot her
devastating | oad of paving. The driver of the second car had just time to
shove
into reverse, when another half ton of paving was dropped.

That |oad sliced off the radiator, flattened the front wheels. The
wr ecked
aut onobi | e bowed forward, as if acknow edgi ng defeat. While another pair of
of ficers were hopping to safety, the steam shovel went after nore rock

Police were firing at the control house of the big scooper; but the
nmobsters inside were keeping | ow. Meanwhile, fake workmen al ong the barricaded
street were spattering shots that prevented an advance on foot.

The derrick was lifting, ready with another supply of stone. The crooks
who handled it didn't expect their challenge to be accepted. They didn't
figure
t hat any nachi ne could smash their bl ockade.

They were m staken. Already they had a chall enger who had found a way to
nmeet them There was a hiss fromthe avenue corner; a runble as the parked
steanrol l er |unbered forward.

VWil e crooks and cops stared alike, they recognized the driver who was
com ng through. He was clad in black; they heard his strident |augh above the
steanroller's roar. They knew the fighter who was making this |l one attenpt.
The
Shadow

As the steanroller hit the stone-strewn street, it pressed between the
wr ecked police cars. Chunks of debris were flattening beneath the roller's
pressure. Bullets were flattening too as they hit the steel surface of The
Shadow s vehi cl e.

Low behind the throttle, The Shadow was as secure as the thugs in the
control house of the steam shovel

Those crooks let the | oaded shovel open. Big chunks of asphalt showered
the steanroller, bounced fromits steel sides as uselessly as pebbles. The
steanroll er was through; up fromits helm The Shadow was firing with an
automatic. H s shots were for the thugs who had |ined thensel ves al ong the
street. He had passed the shelters that they used as barricades.

The steam shovel was starting again, going after nore asphalt in frantic
haste. It was too |ate. The Shadow had snmoothed a clear path for the police
cars. They were ranmi ng through while the shovel was still-scooping stone.

Fl anki ng the steanroller, two patrol cars bore down on the touring car that



was
schedul ed for a fake get-away.

The driver jamed that car forward to whizz between them H's pals were
exchangi ng shots with the police as they passed. None of the conbatants had
time for proper aim for the touring car was shoving to its limt in second
gear.

Ahead was the steanroller, lunbering toward it. The touring car swerved
right; but The Shadow out guessed its driver. The Shadow al ready had gui ded the
roller to the left. The driver of the touring car wenched his wheel in the
opposite direction; his frantic nove was badly bel at ed.

The crook-filled car nmet the steanroller in a head-on crash. The driver
was giving it the brakes; but they served himlittle. The entire hood of the
touring car tel escoped back into the body. The inpact was so swift that a
single instant turned the autonobile into a nass of w eckage.

The Shadow sprang to the sidewal k. He reached the all eyway, where he knew

anot her car should be. He saw taillights whisking a bl ock away, as the sedan

turned into the next street. The Shadow delivered a triunmphant |augh, telling
that pursuit was still possible. He sped away, on foot, through the darkness

of

the alley.

Joe Cardona, arriving in a police car, heard The Shadow s | augh. Joe
under st ood. He took a quick glance along the street. Battle was ended. Those
in
the touring car were crushed or trapped. Those who had fled their barricades
at
The Shadow s approach were wounded or taken prisoner. The crew that manned the
steam shovel had lifted their hands in surrender

More important to Cardona was the shout that officers were giving as they
peered into the wecked touring car. The swag wasn't there. Cardona knew where
it had gone - through the alleyway, in another car

THE SHADOW had reached the next street. A coupe wheeled up to receive
hi m
Adiff Marsland was the driver. He pointed-out the swag car, speeding a bl ock
away. The Shadow paused; he stepped into the gl ow of the coupe's headlights.
diff saw himraise a beckoning arm

That signal was to Joe Cardona, whose car was starting into the alley.
Three seconds | ater, The Shadow was entering the coupe; his strange-toned
Voi ce
ordered diff to take up the chase. The coupe | ashed forward.

Three bl ocks ahead, the pursued sedan took to an avenue. As diff nade
t he
same turn, The Shadow opened |ong-range fire fromhis wi ndow. Crooks heard the
shots; their car wheeled into a side street. Half a minute |ater, new shots
burst behind them The sedan turned another corner

Those shots were harrying the crooks into a twisty route; at the sane
time, they were guiding Cardona and bringing roving police cars into the
chase.

Crimnal s were boxing thensel ves, although they didn't realize it.
Unwi ttingly, they were playing into The Shadow s hands; he was forcing themto
a course that woul d nean disaster for thenselves.

Fromthat forced flight The Shadow foresaw a result far greater than the
capture of the paroled convicts.

Thi s chase was the nmeasure that would bring a showdown with the Mirder
Mast er .

CHAPTER XI X



THE LAST REFUGE

I T was Dobie Kring who voiced the thoughts that gripped the trio in the
pursued sedan. As he heard the increasing wails of sirens, Dobie voiced it in
a
singl e sentence:

"They're hot after us, Doc!"

That brought a savage growl from Ace Curdy. He wanted Harstell to slow
t he
car, so that he could take pot shots at the coupe that kept so close al ong
their
trail.

"The Shadow s in that bus," affirmed Ace. "He's the guy I'mout to get!
Gve nme a chance at him"

"And t hen what ?" snapped Dobie. "The cops will be on us! Wat we've got
to
do is shake The Shadow. Ri ght, Doc?"

A nod fromHarstell as he yanked the car around a corner. Half a bl ock
and Harstell heard the shriek of a siren comng toward them He took the next
street to the right. Hs nutter was a grimagreenment w th Dobie

"I'f I can shake The Shadow -"

"What then, Doc?" Dobie was eager with the question. "Can you nmake it to
t he war ehouse?"

"Not a chance, Dobie! But we could head for Quedden's. That's the only
direction that's safe.”

Dobi e started a protest. Ace intervened.

"Why not?" he demanded. "I got there, didn't | - the night | had The
Shadow?"

"A fine botch you nade that night," retorted Dobie. "You claimyou
cr oaked
The Shadow - and here he shows up again!"

"That part doesn't matter. | got into Quedden's, didn't 1? And away
agai n,
afterward. Those crooked streets around his place are made to order for us.
Besi des, we've got to let the prof know that The Shadow s | oose."

That convi nced Dobie. He craned fromhis wi ndow for a | ook backward as
they turned a corner. He didn't see The Shadow s coupe. It was off the trai
at
| ast. Sirens, though, proved that police were comng in from everywhere.

"You can make it to Quedden's, Doc!" enthused Dobie. "Only don't stop too
near the house. W'll have to ditch the bus, so the bulls won't know where
we' ve gone."

The tw sty course ended. Harstell took a straightaway to gain the
opportunity they needed. Police cars sighted the sedan at crossings; but none
was cl ose enough to do nore than follow, well behind. Wen Harstell janmed the
brakes, the sedan halted in a narrow street.

The three parol ed prisoners piled out. Each bundled a portion of the
swag.

They rounded a corner, cane to another street that went off at an angle. It
was

only half a block to Quedden's house, but |ong-drawn shrills from police
whi stles told that the abandoned sedan had been found.

"I"1l get ahead," panted Ace. "I'll hamer at the front door! W can get
i n quicker that way, if Thoyer shows up! If he don't, we can duck in by the
alley!"

ACE was poundi ng the front door when the others arrived. Inpatiently,
t hey
pointed to the alley. Ace shook his head. He could hear the slide of an



openi ng
bolt. A nonent l|later, Thoyer was blinking at themfromthe open doorway.

Ace didn't give the fellow a chance to argue. Instead, he flourished a
revol ver under Thoyer's nose, to shove hi m back

The three convicts entered the |ower hall, closed the door behind them
Ace grinned when he shoved the bolt. He turned toward Thoyer, who was staring
fromacross the piles of swag.

"Listen, lug!" snapped Ace. "Tell the prof that we want to see him"

Thoyer tried to protest. It didn't get far. Ace's gun nudged him

"You heard ne! W want to see Prof Quedden!"

Rel uctantly, Thoyer started for the stairs. He halted when he heard a
sudden stir anong the invaders. It was Dobie who caused it. He was |eaning his
ear agai nst the door.

"There's a car stopping out front! Wait! - it's going away again. Listen
Those whistles -"

The trio was tense. They were begi nning to guess what had happened.
Sonehow, The Shadow had found out where they had headed. Hi s car was the
tracer
t hat Cardona wanted. The coupe had suddenly shown up again, to |l ead the police
her e.

Al three of the crooks were listening at the door. Sounds outside had
ended, which made it all the nore ominous. M nutes crept along, wth Thoyer

still standing on the stairs. Ace grunted that maybe the bulls hadn't found
t he
pl ace. Dobi e shook his head.
"Cardona's smart," declared Dobie. "If he's spotted this joint, he'l
wai t
until he's got it covered. We may be in for it; tougher than we think. Wit a
couple of minutes nore. Then we'll know what's what."

More mnutes trickl ed. Dobie stepped away fromthe door, with a satisfied
grin.

"Al'l right," he told the others. "Let's go up and talk to the chief -"

A hammering sound broke Dobie's sentence. It came fromthe door. Qutside,
a heavy voi ce demanded

"Open in the nane of the law"

Ace sprang toward the door, drawi ng a revol ver. Dobie stopped him

"Not that way, Ace! We've got to be smarter when we shoot it out!" He
swung toward Thoyer; pointed to the door that opened into the |ower
| aboratory:

"Unlock it!"

Thoyer cane down fromthe stairs to obey. Wen the door opened, Dobie
nudged.

"Let's get in there and wedge the wi ndows open. Those shutters will make
slick | oopholes! W'Il give those bulls nore than they expect! You and ne,
Ace."

"What about Doc?"

"He can go up and talk to the chief... Tell himthe whole |ay, Doc.
Better
take this mug Thoyer with you."

THE evil trio made an odd tabl eau at that nonent. Dobie was standi ng
hal fway toward the open door of the laboratory, pointing in that direction
Ace, nearer the front door, was |ooking in Dobie's direction. Doc was standi ng
by the stairs that led to the second floor; his left hand was half raised to
beckon Thoyer.

Each of the invaders held a drawn revolver. Only Thoyer was unarned. He
was standing at the door of the |ower |ab, but he was facing Doc Harstell.
That
was why Thoyer, alone, could see new arrivals who had joined the scene.



They were at the top of the stairs. Forenost was a dark-haired girl; her
face was pale, but firm she held a steady grip on a revolver. So did the two
men who were on each side of her; stolid fellows, who neant business.

Agai n, El sa Wendl ey and her servants had taken their own route to
Quedden's premi ses. They were here in time to prevent besieged crooks from
starting battle with the police. El sa was covering Ace Curdy. The servants
wer e
taki ng care of Dobie Kring and Doc Harstell.

"Stand where you are!" Elsa was the spokesnan. "Let those guns drop!"

She was steppi ng downward as she spoke. Her right foot went too far; the
girl stumbled. Wthout thinking, one of the servants reached to aid her. Elsa
caught herself; but in that brief instant, Curdy saw a chance for fight.

"I"1l get the noll!" Ace was coming up with his revolver. "You fell ows
clip the others!"

Dobi e and Doc didn't budge. As for Ace, his gun hand stopped hal f way.
From
the very stair top cane a shivering laugh - a tone of mirth that no crimna
could forget. The trapped trio saw another figure, reveal ed by El sa's advance.

The Shadow had cone to support his allies. H s automatics were
unl i nber ed,
poi nting downward toward the | ower hall. Those burrow ng muzzl es seened
doubl e- f ocused on every crook

Mechani cally, Ace and his pals let their revolvers hit the floor. A
nonent
| ater, Elsa and her servants were again advanci ng downward, each covering a
prisoner.

THE SHADOW i gnored the covered trio. He | ooked toward Thoyer, whose face
showed a mingling of bewi|lderment and fear. Thoyer was starting to sidle into
the | ower |aboratory. The Shadow stopped himw th a sharp conmand.

Thoyer saw a nuzzle tilted toward him The gunpoint noved; |ike a magnet
it drew Thoyer across the hall, toward the front door

"Unl ock the door!" comranded The Shadow. "Then turn about!"

Thoyer drew the bolt. Police were hanmering on the outside; they nust
have
heard sonething, for their pounding ceased. Meanwhile, The Shadow beckoned
Thoyer with a gun. Shakily, the man came up the stairs.

The Shadow st epped aside, toward the direction of the bedroons, to point
Thoyer through the curtained hallway that led to the rear of the house. In
si bi l ant whi sper, The Shadow gave the final order

"Sunmon Prof essor Quedden!"

As Thoyer started toward the curtains, soneone tried the door below It
swung i nward under pressure, revealing a sudden nmovenent of flashlights on the
front steps. Police didn't know whether or not the unl ocked door was a trap
until they saw the crooks who stood with lifted arnmns.

Then came a surge of the law s invaders, Joe Cardona with them The ace
i nspector saw the heaps of swag, for a nmonment, he was amazed at sight of the
parol ed convicts, as prisoners. Joe almost had the whol e scene reversed, unti
he realized that El sa and her servants couldn't be the persons who had fled
her e.

Who the girl was didn't matter, for the nmonment; and the same applied to
the men who served her. Cardona had found the real |ieutenants of the Muirder
Master. Men who were supposed to be at Grahami's, but who had been at the
M d- Town National instead.

"Line up!" Cardona told them Then, to Elsa: "W'Ill take over."

Rel i eved, the girl Iowered her revolver; and the servants did the sane.
Trapped crooks backed away sul kily, under cover of police guns, while Joe
Cardona cal | ed them several kinds of doubl e-crossers. Cardona could be choice
in adjectives; but his style was somewhat cranped, with El sa present.



There was a stir outside as Cardona finished his accusation. In fromthe
street stepped Conmi ssioner Wston, acconpanied by Melvin G aham Both showed
ast oni shment when they viewed the prisoners. It was a shock to both of themto
see these captives.

That, however, was nothing conmpared to the surprise that still was due
The Shadow had stepped from sight, but he still held control. H s next nove
was
to be the trapping of the Murder Master

CHAPTER XX
ONE MORE VICTIM

VWESTON was brusque as he began a quiz. In a few short nminutes, he |earned
nore than he had guessed in days. Sullenly, the paroled convicts adnitted that
they served the Murder Master. Their first bal k canme when Weston demanded t he
name of their chief.

El sa supplied it while the prisoners gl ared.

"Professor Jerone Quedden," she stated. "He lives in this house. At
present, he is in an office at the back of the second floor. The door was
cl osed; he did not hear us enter."

Since El sa knew the way, Weston ordered her to conduct Cardona there. As
they turned toward the stairs, they saw Thoyer gazi ng across the banister at
the top. The assistant darted a nervous gl ance along the hall. He was | ooking
for The Shadow, he did not see him

Thoyer made a sudden dash away fromthe stairs. Cardona gave a |oud
shout ,
then fired. Those warning shots echoed | oudly through the house. Thoyer bobbed
back to view again, his arms raised high. Cardona covered him

"Il tell everything!" whined Thoyer. "Everything | know All about
Pr of essor Quedden -"

At that nonment, a short-built figure appeared behind the rail where
Thoyer
stood. The man was Quedden hinself; his w zened face peered froma level with
Thoyer's shoul der. On Quedden's features was registered a wild, fanatic | ook
yet one that showed harsh gl ee.

In his hand, Quedden gripped a revolver. He seemed oddly disinterested,

t hough, in Cardona. The man who concerned Quedden was Thoyer; for the baldish
prof essor had overheard his assistant's whine.

"What will you tell, Thoyer?" demanded Quedden. Hi s voi ce becane a hiss,
as he added: "The secrets of ny inventions? Never! | have trusted you too
nmuch,

Thoyer! |f you speak -

For the first tinme, Cardona saw Quedden's gun between the banister rails.
Quedden was hal f behind Thoyer; Cardona couldn't risk a shot at the professor.
Wth a bound, Joe went for the stairs. Thoyer, in turn, becane frantic.

Madly, the assistant sprang for Quedden; hurled the frail professor for
the curtained hallway. Quedden was wiry; amazingly spry. He rallied; nade a
dart after Thoyer. The assistant had only one route; that was through the
upstairs laboratory. He took it, with Quedden after him

Joe Cardona was too |late to overtake them Al that he could do was
foll ow, and behind the inspector came a pair of detectives. Qthers were busy
hol di ng the downstairs prisoners. Elsa decided that she and her servants
shoul d
join in the chase.

Only Weston and Graham remai ned, free for action when they heard a sudden
clatter fromthe depths of the | ower |aboratory. Before Weston could
under st and
t he new noi se, Graham grasped the answer.



"Qui ck, conmissioner!" G aham snatched up a revolver fromthe fl oor.
"They
are headi ng down this way! W nust bl ock themoff!"

VWHI LE Graham was dashing into the darkened room Weston tugged at a
revol ver that he carried on his hip. Unfortunately, the comm ssioner needed a
gun so seldomthat he usually forgot to keep his hip pocket unbuttoned. That
was the case on this occasion. It took Wston five seconds to yank the gun
| oose, bringing the button with it.

The clatter had ended when Weston reached the door of the lower lab. It
was just when he arrived there that he heard the roar of a revolver. Then cane
t he pound of nore footsteps on the spiral stairs; amd it, G ahamjoined
Vst on
at the hallway door.

"We've got to find the light switch, comn ssioner.
along the wall as he spoke. "Ah, here it is!"

The lights came on. At the door of the little workshop they saw Thoyer,
gasping on the floor. Beyond hi mwas Quedden, half crouched in the center of
t he workshop. The professor had his revolver in his fist. He waved it crazily,
as he war ned:

"Go back! Both of you! Qut of this house!"

It wasn't necessary for either Weston or Grahamto use a revolver. Men
surged fromthe spiral steps; Cardona pounced first, with the two detectives
cl ose behind. They hit Quedden so hard, that he jounced fromhis feet. H's gun
scaled fromhis fist, flew clear across Thoyer, to hit the |aboratory floor.

Graham grabbed for the weapon. He was holding it when he saw t hat Quedden
was helpless in the grip of captors. Wston received the revol ver that G aham
handed him with the coment that the conmm ssioner woul d need Quedden's gun as
evi dence.

Cardona was stooped over Thoyer's body. The dull-faced nan was gaspi ng

Graham was funbling

hi s
| ast few breaths. Cardona rem nded himthat he had proni sed a statenent.
Thoyer
managed a nod; then coughed:
"Quedden - Quedden is in -"
That effort finished Thoyer. The flicker of his glazing eyes told that he
wanted to reveal all he knew about the Murder Mster, but was unable. That
shot
in the dark had cone too close to Thoyer's heart.

SINCE the | ower |aboratory was the scene of new murder, Weston decided to
hold his investigation here. Quedden, clanped with handcuffs, sat in the chair
where they put him

The three lieutenants of the Murder Master, also handcuffed, were brought
into witness Weston's quiz. Meanwhil e, Cardona scoured the house in search of
evi dence.

There was plenty of it in Quedden's office. The old professor woul dn't
tal k, except to cackle defiance at his accusers. He knew what they were here
for, he told them They were trying to steal his inventions. He had expected
this; that was why he had tried to prepare for it.

Quedden' s words becane incoherent. They let himmutter to hinself, since
further questioning was usel ess. The conmi ssioner concentrated on the
docunentary evi dence. He studied the coded notes that had conme from Quedden's
desk. Cardona had al ready searched the other prisoners, and had found a code
in
Ace's pocket. Fromit, the notes were transl ated.

Quedden' s safe had been open in the office. Cardona al so had the nmeager
swag from previ ous robberies. Summary of this evidence caused Wston to resune



his quiz of Quedden. The professor finally became coherent when Wston asked
hi m where the funds had cone from

"The Foundation sent them" clucked Quedden. "My royalties. | suppose you
intend to steal them along with everything el sel™

"This Foundation is a pal pable fraud!" snapped Weston. "A product of your
own i magi nation! A very weak pretense, to cover up your crimes -"

Quedden interrupted with a maddened shake of his manacled wists. H's
rage
was directed toward Weston

"You lie!" Quedden's voice was high. "You say the Foundation does not
exist! | knew you would say that! You want an excuse to rob ne -"

Agai n, Quedden's words becane a crazy nutter. Weston gave a shrug; turned
to Cardona, with the coment:

"Take himaway, inspector. We'll charge himwi th the nurder of Thoyer.
Rermove the body; here is the gun that he used to kill his victim"

"One nmonent, conmi ssioner."” Cardona had sonething else. "Wait until we
try
this big record we found with those crazy phonographs."”

The record was of the disk type. Cardona fitted it to a suitable nachine.
Haunting musi c sounded; its strain carried a creepy spell that listeners
renenbered. Then cane a frenzied cackle, forced to a dramatic pitch

"Do you hear me, conm ssioner?" A crazed |augh followed. "Yes - you hear
nme. You shall renenber ne! | amthe Murder Master!"

Weston couldn't help a shudder as he notioned for Cardona to stop the
record. He had heard enough to prove that this was the "canned" programthat
had cut in on station WQJ. Enough, too, to recognize the simlarity of the
Murder Master's tone to that of Professor Quedden.

ODDLY, one of the nost curious |listeners had been Quedden hinself. His
face had taken on a childish awe. H s beady eyes had lost their flash. He was
shaki ng his bald head, as he mnuttered:

"l don't understand - | don't understand!"

Cardona hoi sted the professor by the shoulder. It was El sa who hal ted him
before he could start Quedden's march fromthe room The girl had an inportant
task to perform one that she had kept until this opportunity. She spoke to
one
of the servants. The man handed her a snall cardboard box.

"I was told to give you this" - Elsa was speaking to Cardona - "told to
do
so by - by a friend. One who hel ped us."

The girl was speaki ng of The Shadow. Cardona suddenly realized that when
he opened the box. Inside was a cylindrical phonograph record. Coiled wthin
it
was a seal ed envel ope.

The case agai nst the Miurder Master was not yet closed. The |law had stil
to review The Shadow s evi dence.

CHAPTER XXI
THE MASTER SPEAKS

THERE was an ol d-style cylindrical phonograph in Quedden's workshop
Cardona put the record on it. Listeners heard a cackly voice issue fromthe
bi g
horn. The tone was much |ike Quedden's usual speech, until thirty seconds had
passed. Then, it took on a lower pitch, free from gl oating chuckl es.

The voice was giving instructions for the robbery of the M d-Town
Nat i onal



Bank.

"This dope went out |ast night!" exclained Cardona. He pointed to the
parol ed convicts and demanded: "You've heard this spiel before, haven't you?"

There were snarls of denial fromthe trio. They sil enced when the proof
of
their lie canme fromthe horn. Their own voices were registered at the record's
finish.

"The Murder Master, talking to his crew," sumed Cardona. "Sonebody was
smart enough to make this record, conm ssioner.”

By "somebody," Cardona meant The Shadow. Weston, however, was thinking of
somet hing el se. He had clutched an idea of his own. He told Cardona to run the
record a second tine.

VWhile it was repeating, Cardona opened the envel ope that had come wth

t he
record. He found a sheet of paper, pasted with fragnments of newspaper
cl i ppi ngs.

They had been cut from various news stories; then pieced together to nmake a
conci se report on a single subject.

"Here's the notive for the three nmurders!" interjected Cardona, when the
phonograph had finished. "Parts of tal ks that Hyvran and Pal brock gave! An
interview - or part of it - with Big Frank Denni man!"

Weston didn't respond. He was deep in thought, his chin buried in his
hand.

"They'd gotten together on sonething we didn't know about," went on
Cardona. "They all wanted a reformof the State parole system and they al
mentioned it. They'd have managed that reform too. Hyvran in the State
assenbly; Pal brock in the senate; Denninman working to get everyone else in
back
of it.

"The Murder Master had to get rid of them because he was using parol ed
prisoners. The new system woul d have put that bunch under the watch of the
parol e board, keeping them out of circulation. That woul d have queered the
racket for the Murder Master."

Cardona expected approval when Weston | ooked up. Instead, the
conmi ssi oner
poi nted to the phonograph.

"That record," enphasized Weston, "carried the voice of the Mirder
Mast er !

But | ampositive" - he swng his finger toward Professor Quedden - "that it
was
not the voice of that nan!"

MENTALLY, Cardona conpared the record with the broadcast from WQ. Weston
was right; the record had been too precise. The voice had lost its cackle too
early. It had been free from absentm nded nutters. Those were a habit with
Quedden.

Cardona | ooked at the old professor. Quedden was scowing fromhis chair.
Why shoul d he be, when evidence was favoring him at present? He wasn't

putting
on an act; he was nuttering, still holding to the idea that his inventions
wer e

at stake. Cardona decided that the old man was what he appeared to be: a
curious creature who lived with his own thoughts.

"You're right, comn ssioner," declared Cardona. "That record spills the
real story! It wasn't Quedden who fixed that programfor WQJ. It was sonmebody
who faked the prof's voice, laugh and all. That's why the disk was pl anted
here
along with the ot her evidence.

"But the Murder Master didn't worry nuch when he sent out his own orders.



Only his own bunch listened. He wanted themto think that he was Quedden; but
he didn't bother to go strong with it. He didn't know we were going to get a
record of that talk, too."

The Shadow s evi dence was coni ng honme. Toget her, Wston and Cardona had
pieced its portions. Their conclusions, however, were nullifying their past
acconpl i shnents. Being a police official, Wston was quick to realize the
fact.

The conmi ssioner gl anced at Quedden. After all, the nuttering professor
was the |aw s only suspect. There was plenty of evidence to prove himthe
Murder Master. It wouldn't do to clear the fellow until soneone could be
arrested in his place.

That was why Weston quelled Cardona's enthusiasm Cardona, always fond of
hunches, was trying to nove too fast, in Wston's opinion. The conmm ssi oner
want ed conservative advice; particularly, he needed an excuse to w thdraw from
the theory that he hinself had advanced. He turned to Melvin G aham

"What is your opinion?" Weston inquired. "Do you think that this
di screpancy, in the matter of voice, is a sufficient factor in Quedden's
favor ?"

"Decidedly not," replied G aham "You speak of a disguised voice. Wy
woul dn't Quedden have di sqgui sed his own, when he talked with the nen who
served
hi n? He woul d naturally have wi shed to preserve his identity fromthem"

"OfF course!" exclainmed Wston. "We had it the wong way about! Quedden is
the man we want, after all! Take hi maway, Cardona!"

THE logic didn't quite suit Cardona. |If crooks had not known Quedden as
the Murder Master, why had they headed here with the swag? They certainly
regarded himas their chief. It didn't fit - Quedden disguising his voice for
t he benefit of nmen who already knew the part he pl ayed.

"I"'mtaking him conm ssioner," declared Cardona, as he laid his hand on
Quedden's shoulder. "But I'mstill not sure that he's the nurderer -"

"Graham has settled it, Cardona."

"I have," added Graham in support of Weston's statenment. "Yet ny
ar gunent
was scarcely necessary, inspector. After all, you saw Quedden nurder Thoyer.
You
have the gun with which he did it."

A thought flashed to Cardona's mind. He hadn't seen Quedden shoot Thoyer.
Joe had heard the gunshot; that was all. Pulling the death gun from his
pocket ,

Cardona thrust it under Quedden's nose, with the question

"I's this your revol ver?"

The ol d professor suddenly showed interest. He studied the revolver wth
beady eyes, then glared, as he shook his head.

"True to form" remarked Graham "He denies everything. Can't you ever
make hi m say yes, inspector?"

"Maybe | can." Cardona reached in his pocket, produced a box of
cartridges
that he had found in Quedden's desk. He showed it to the professor with the
guestion: "Are these yours?"

Quedden nodded.

"There's one 'yes' for you, M. G aham" declared Cardona, bluntly.
"Maybe
| can get another fromhim If -

Cardona was hefting the revol ver as he spoke. Its weight was the factor
that caused his interruption. He | ooked at the gun; it was a .38 caliber
weapon. A glance at the box; its |abel stated that it contained .32
cartridges.

Cardona opened the box; the cartridges suited the | abel



"Here's one for you, conmi ssioner!" exclained Cardona. "The cartridges
don't fit the revolver! Quedden had the gun, though; and the bullets were in
hi s desk."

"May | see the gun?" put in Gaham "I feel sure it is the one that
Quedden dropped when you seized him O course, there was also the gun that |
pi cked up in the hall."

"Let's see that one," suggested Cardona, "while you | ook at Quedden's."

Graham produced the hallway gun. He handed it to Cardona.

"This is a .32 caliber!" exclained the inspector. "It nust be Quedden's!"
Joe cracked the gun open. "Say, this gun isn't |oaded!"

There was a sneer from Graham Cardona | ooked up to find hinmself staring
into the rmuzzle of the .38 that he had handed Graham The tall reformer's eyes
were brilliant through the gold-ri med spectacles that fronted them He had
cone to his feet; he was stepping back, so that he could cover anyone who
tried
a nove.

"I rather suspected that it wasn't |oaded," snapped G aham "You see,

i nspector, that gun is actually Quedden's. | fired the shot that killed
Thoyer!

| handed you the revolver that | used, instead of Quedden's. | amthe Murder
Master!"

NECESSI TY had forced Graham s bold declaration. The Shadow s evi dence had
brought the trail too close. In a few m nutes nore, Cardona m ght have guessed
the truth. As it was, Cardona stood cursing his own dumbness. He shoul d have
seen it all, before Gahamtricked him

Al ways, the Murder Master had thrown a trail; then covered it. Parol ed
crooks had been in his charge; he had made them his aids in crine, wthout
letting them know he was their hidden chief. Al the while, he had previ ened
t he prospect that the police mght some day close in upon him

That was why Graham had set up this headquarters for Professor Jerone
Quedden, duping the old inventor through a fictitious Foundation for
I nvent or s.

That told the part that Thoyer had pl ayed.

Thoyer was Grahamis man. H's dull ness was a pretense. Thoyer, alone, had
known that Quedden was not the Murder Master. It was part of Thoyer's job to
make Quedden fit that part.

It was Thoyer who had decoded the nessages fromthe |lieutenants. He had
sent them along to G aham accomnpani ed by the swag that crooks delivered. Al
except the ten per cent, that the Murder Master termed a "sinking fund;" that
share was stuffed in Foundation envel opes, for Quedden

Hoar di ng that nmoney had kept the old dupe happy. Al the while, he had
been stowi ng away the strongest of all the evidence that wongly branded him
as
the Murder Master.

Graham had heard Thoyer cry that he would tal k. That was why G aham had
been forced to slay boldly his acconplice. Even then, true to formas ever, he
had seen a quick opportunity to pin his own crime on Professor Quedden

Ri ght now, Graham was facing big odds; but he did not fear them He was
the Murder Master. Hi s own announcenent had given hima nmenacing prestige.
Cool ly, he ordered Elsa to get the handcuff keys from Cardona's pocket; to
rel ease the crooks who lined the wall. The Murder Master intended to take his
three lieutenants with him

Cardona nodded for Elsa to obey. The girl had | ong ago di scarded her
revol ver. Wen she reached into Cardona's pocket, her hand felt the netal of
the inspector's gun. Elsa gripped the weapon. She was ready for the Mirder
Mast er .

Cardona suddenly felt what was due; he couldn't warn the girl to forget
the gun. That would bring pronpt shots from G aham



An instant nore, G aham woul d have guessed it anyway; with that, he would
have opened fire. Gther eyes than the Murder Master's, though, were watching
El sa. Eyes that Graham did not suspect. He had conme here too late to know t hat
The Shadow had been on the prem ses.

Li ke others, Graham had failed to hear the silent tread of a personage
who
had descended the spiral staircase.

A laugh chilled fromthat gloom It was perfectly tinmed. The Shadow had
given Elsa the utnost linmt to get at Cardona's gun, for he saw |ikelihood
t hat
her shot would be needed. It was. G aham showed all the nerve that suited the
Mur der Master.

He spun for The Shadow, because he knew that his only chance lay in
nmeeting that challenger. He guessed also that his chance would be slim unless
he added some protection for hinmself. As he wheel ed, G aham grabbed for
Vst on;
he shoved the conmi ssioner between hinself and The Shadow.

THE SHADOW fired as Graham spun; but the only target was the crimnal's
| eft shoulder. Gahamjolted, but showed the endurance that The Shadow
expect ed. Bobbi ng past Weston, he blasted at The Shadow. Hi s shots were w de,
for The Shadow had faded. G aham guessed wrong, when he tried to pick the
ri ght
direction.

El sa had the gun she wanted. The girl jabbed a shot while her hand was on
t he nove; but her marksmanship was true. The Shadow had counted upon it. He
knew t he ri ght eous vengeance that she sought for her brother's death. Elsa had
waited long for this neeting with the Murder Master. G ahamis schenme to shift
t he bl ame on Quedden had added to her intensity.

El sa's | one shot staggered the Murder Master. He reel ed away from Weston.
He was an open target for The Shadow, but the cl oaked fighter did not fire. He
had prom sed the Murder Master to the law. G ahamis gun hand was droopi ng.

Thi s
was the chance to take him

Cardona pounced forward; detectives piled with him They carried G aham
to
the floor, where he fornmed the center of a struggling pack. The crooks al ong
t he
wal | saw a wild chance for escape; they began to sling their manacled wists
at
El sa's servants, who had sprung to guard them

Graham s lieutenants halted suddenly. Again, they heard The Shadow s
taunting laugh. This tine, it was neant for them

Qut fromthe workshop, The Shadow stood in view, his two guns held the
t hree crooks covered, as they had fromthe stairway when the trio had first
arrived at Quedden's. Fromthen on, those crooks were mere spectators; added
wi tnesses to Grahanis sudden finish.

One man had watched the battle with strangely gl eani ng eyes. That nman was
Quedden; he saw the attenpt that the thugs had nade to use their handcuffs. He
renenbered it, when, fromthe surging group upon the floor, G aham cane
craw ing free.

Despite his wounds, the Murder Master still showed tenacity. He had kept
his gun; with bl oodshot eyes, he was |ooking for the nearest victim He saw
Quedden - and the professor saw him

As Graham strained to Iift his revolver, Quedden sprang to neet him On
hands and knees, G aham was down to the nidget inventor's size.

Before that lifting gun could aim Quedden's hands were sl edgi ng
downwar d.

Quedden did not see The Shadow ai mfor G aham The professor could save



hi nmsel f
fromthe Murder Master; and he had his own score to settle with this fiend who
had tried to frame him

No skull could have stood the bludgeoning crash of Quedden's gun. Al his
nervous strength was in the stroke. Steel drove hard to G aham s head. The
bl ow
floored the Murder Master, while excited detectives added gunshots to the
saggi ng body.

THE Murder Master was dead. He had spoken, that master of evil, only to
be
outvoi ced by the master of justice, The Shadow. The parol ed convicts who had
served Melvin G aham heard the tone of a strange, mrthless |augh. It sounded
as a parting knell; for when they stared, they saw The Shadow no | onger

The cl oaked avenger had faded to the darkness of the workshop. Silently,
he was ascending the spiral stairs, to |leave by the route across the roofs. He
had left the lieutenants of the Murder Master as trophies for the | aw.

Their part in crine was known. Soon, they would return to prison walls.
This time, their sentence would be one from which they woul d never find
par ol e.

The electric chair awaited the servers of the Murder Master.

THE END



