THE CRI MSON PHOEN X
by Maxwel | G ant

As originally published in The Shadow Magazi ne, April 1st, 1938.

The Crinmson Phoeni x entangl es The Shadow in claws dripping with the
poi son
of international intrigue!

CHAPTER |
TEN GRAND

A MAN was wal king slowy along the fashi onabl e section of Wst End
Avenue.

The norning sunlight was not very strong, yet this furtive little man kept his
hat brimturned down as though to protect weak eyes fromthe slanting
sunshi ne.

H s eyes were neither weak nor nearsighted. On the contrary, they blazed
with a ruthless light. He knew he was about to do something that would pl ace
hi s
life in terrific peril. But his avarice and the itching desire for ten
t housand
dol lars was stronger than his fear. He intended to deal hinself into a grim
crimnal ganme in which he was convinced he held all the aces.

The nane of this broad-shouldered little crook was Leo Barry.

The street sign at the corner was marked Du Pont Place. Leo Barry turned
into a quiet street that was, if anything, nore fashi onabl e than West End
Avenue. Except for a florist shop on the corner, there was no evi dence of
busi ness or trade. Private dwellings |lined Du Pont Place, the hones of people
of
weal th and social distinction.

That is, all except one.

M dway down the bl ock was a house owned by the nobst notorious racketeer
in
Manhatt an: " Duke" Duncan

Duncan lived there openly, sneeringly. He had thought it a great joke to
house hinsel f and his henchnmen in such a spot. He had purchased the property
t hrough a dummy. He owned it free and clear, paid his taxes pronptly and
| aughed
at the real -estate association and the police.

Vel | -known killers conferred with Duke Duncan and his |ieutenant, "Snap"
Carlo. A staff of shrewd | awers took care of the I egal end for Duke. He and
hi s
gang had turned racketeering into a fine art. A score of brutal nurders had
cut
down every trace of underworld opposition to Duke.

It was this powerful figure of crime that Leo Barry was planning to
visit.

He was going to force a private interview for hinself. Mre daring than that,
he
was going to put the heat on Duke Duncan. To the tune of ten thousand doll ars!

There was a holl ow post at the foot of the front stoop next to Duncan's
br ownst one headquarters. Leo Barry crouched warily as he passed it. Wth a
qui ck
flick of his hand, he drew a gun out of a shoul der hol ster and dropped the
weapon inside the holl ow post.

He breathed a shuddering sigh as he wal ked unarmed up the steps to Duke's



front door. He was taking a desperate chance. But to make his inpudent
bl acknai
demand with a gun on hi mwoul d have been absol ute suici de!

Hi s jaw cl enched stubbornly as he thought about the docunent in his
i nsi de
pocket. He rang the bell

The door was opened by a butler. The servant said nothing at all. He
nerely
cl osed the door behind the caller and preceded himalong a magnificently
furni shed foyer.

At one side of the hall, Leo could see a billiard roomthrough an open
door. Half a dozen well-dressed men were knocking the polished balls about.
None
of themtook the trouble to glance up as Leo passed the doorway.

But there was one other man who did. He was seated on a chair near the
f oot
of the staircase. At his elbow was a small table on which rested a tel ephone
and
a .45 automatic. He | ooked like the m|dest man who ever breathed - except for
the cold, restless glitter of his eyes.

Leo recogni zed himinstantly. He was Tommy Parr, the nost trusted and
rut hl ess of Duke Duncan's three personal bodyguards.

PARR came forward so noi selessly that he seenmed to float on the balls of
his feet. The .45 was gripped in his lean fingers. Parr stepped directly in
front of the visitor.

"I don't know you, pal. Wat's your nane?"

"Leo Barry."

"WAnt to see sonebody?"

"Yeah. Duke Duncan."

Parr grinned by pulling his lips briefly away fromeven white teeth. H's
free hand took ten seconds to make sure that Barry was unar med.

"You got an appoi ntnment wi th Duke?"

"No. "

"O K Scram”

Leo Barry's face was very pale, but he stood his ground.

"You better call Duke on that phone," he muttered. "It'|ll be tough for
hi m
if he refuses to see ne. Tell himl want to talk to him personally! About a
nmurder job - the one for which a guy naned Jack Skelly is waiting to die in
t he
electric chair!"

Parr's face was suddenly like a cold slab of stone. H s finger tightened
on
the trigger of his pointed weapon. He stood notionless for a breathless
second.

Then he turned and went back to the table with the tel ephone.

Hi s voice rustled over the wire. Wien he hung up, there was al nbst a
trace
of humor in the rasp of his voice.

"You got a reprieve, pal. Up themstairs - and wal k ahead of ne."

Barry ascended slowy, his feet nmaking no sound on the rich carpet. On
t he
top floor, Parr turned himdown a |long hall. Passing an open door, he was
startled to see a breathlessly beautiful woman in a filnmy | ace negligee,
reclining on a |l ounge. Her henna-stained toes were extended lazily in front of
her on a small footstool. A maid was clipping her toenails. This was Dol ores
Magui re, Duke Duncan's wonan.

She yawned as Barry's gaze flicked toward her. She made no effort to draw



the parted negligee across her bosom Her bold eyes net Leo's with no nore
expression than if he were a worm

The next instant, Tonmy Parr was knocking on a steel door at the end of
t he
corridor. It slid open. The inside was an anteroomto a cl osed chanber beyond.
Two gunmen were sitting on hard chairs, their faces alert. At a desk, a
heavy-set, swarthy fellow lifted |lidded eyes and gave Barry a cold scrutiny.
Then:

"Spill your business and rmake it brief! 1'm Snap Carlo."

Leo didn't need to be told that. Snap's gri m photograph was in the
newspapers al nost as nuch as Duke Duncan's. He was Duke's chief |ieutenant.
According to veiled runors in the underworld, Snap Carlo had his anbitious
eyes
fixed on Duke's |eadership - and the shapely Dol ores Maguire as well.

Leo Barry repeated his cool demand to see Duke. Snap |istened. Then his
thick lips withed briefly over a small metal box on his desk.

"Wanta see him Duke? Or do you want the punk attended to?"

"Bring himin. He's got ne curious."

The voice was Duncan's. It issued apparently fromthe snmooth surface of
t he
rear wall. The wall slid suddenly aside, revealing a square opening. The two
gunmen nmade up the rear of the grimlittle parade.

THE private office of Duke Duncan was flooded with harsh, blinding |ight
that fell full on Barry's face and made hi m blink. But the gl ow where Duncan
sat
was soft and diffused. H s pink, close-shaven face | ooked al nost sl eepy. Snap
Carlo was a big man, but he | ooked snall al ongside the sinister Duke.

The two gunmen noved respectfully into the background. Snap renmai ned at
Barry's side. A knife appeared in his swarthy fingers. Snap rather fancied
hi nsel f as an expert with cold steel. He was not a stabber, but a thrower.

Barry took a bul ky envel ope fromhis pocket. He laid it on the desk in
front of Duke Duncan. He knew that a single false nove, a wong intonation in
his voice would doom himto instant death.

Cool |y, he accused Duke of committing the nurder for which a young man
naned Jack Skelly was now awaiting death by electrocution. The proof of it was
in the typewitten docunent lying on the polished desk. The original of those
phot ostatted pages was in a bank vault, where Barry had secreted it under an
assuned nane. The price for the copy and the original was ten thousand
dol | ars,
payabl e at once. In cash

"Bl ackmai |, eh?" Duncan breathed. "You really think you can get away with
it - on nme?"
"I think so," Leo said shakily, "or | wouldn't have been stupid enough to

cone here.”

"Take him Snap!"

Carlo |l eaped forward with a hiss of nurderous pleasure. Hi s stubby
fingers
clutched Barry by the hair, bent his head back. The bl ade of the knife
glittered
above the drawn flesh of the blackmailer's throat.

Barry made no effort to fight his executioner, but his yell was |like the
bl eat of a terrified aninal.

"Don't - don't, till you read the evidence!"

The kni fe bl ade nicked Leo's gasping throat. A trickle of blood ran down
i nside his collar. Then Duke Duncan spoke curtly.

"Wait! Let him al one, Snap!"

Carlo's mouth snarled. The two gunnen | ooked puzzled. But there was no
di sobeyi ng Duke's command. Leo Barry rested a trenbling pal mon the desk in



front of him He watched Duncan reading the typewitten pages.

He saw Duncan's eyelid twitch as the racket chief read the fina
par agr aph
of the docunment. It was on that apparently uninportant paragraph that Leo
Barry
had staked his life.

Duke chuckl ed suddenly. He laid down the sheets of paper

"Looks |ike you've got the goods on ne. You're a smart guy, Barry! Wat's
your price for the original evidence in your bank vault?"

"Ten grand." Leo mouthed huskily. He had thought over the price, too,
during that |ast tense week of nerving hinself. Not too much to enrage Duncan
not too small to make hi m suspi cious.

"OK, it's adeal. I'll buy."

SNAP CARLO stared, open-mouthed, at his chief. But Duke apparently did
not
noti ce his anger or disgust. He pulled open the drawer of a filing cabinet and
lifted out a thick roll of currency tied with a heavy rubber band. Every one
of
t he bank notes was a crisp thousand-dollar bill. He stripped off ten and
pushed
them across to Barry.

"Tony - Rocco - you two guys go with this fellow to the bank. Mike sure
he
doesn't hand you bl ank paper. Open the envel ope when you get him outside the
bank. "

He held up the page in strong, steady fingers.

"If it's exactly like this one, let this nmug go free - and bring the
envel ope back here.

The pair nodded. But their gaze flicked questioningly toward Snap Carl o.
Snap's face was white with fury.

"What's the idea, Duke? You going soft or something? Don't you know t hat
i f
you knuckle down to a punk like this, you'll -

"I know plenty!" Duke said, in a queer, drawing voice.

He got up fromhis desk and wal ked | eisurely toward his henchman. There

was
disloyalty in Snap's swarthy face, murder in the rigid manner in which he
gripped his knife. But Duke's open pal mswept swiftly above the arm and knife,
struck Carlo a stinging slap in the face.

"When | want advice fromyou, |I'Il ask for it! In the neantinme, do as
you're told!"

The mark of Duke's pal mmade a crinson splotch on Snap's skin. Hs
knuckl es
ti ghtened on the knife. Then, with a convulsive effort of his will, he managed
to force a snmle. He put the knife away and bowed with a cringing duck of his
head. He pretended not to notice the sneer on the faces of Tony and Rocco.

The two gunmen slipped in on either side of Leo Barry. They wal ked himto
the wall. The panel slid open; the trio went through

Duke grinned at Snap. His tone was entirely friendly, as if nothing had
happened between them

"Take a | ook at that blackmail evidence. Maybe you'll see why | think
it's
a cheap buy at ten thousand bucks."

Snap Carlo read it swiftly. The docunent riveted the guilt of murder on
Duke Duncan. It exonerated conpletely a young "fall guy" naned Jack Skelly,
whom
Duke had framed for the rap. Skelly was now awaiting death in the electric
chair



at Sing Sing.
The police and the newspapers were convinced of Skelly's guilt. The rea
truth was known only to Duke's gang - and the clever blackmailer, Leo Barry.
"I still think it would have been safer to kill Barry," Snap nuttered.
"I don't! What I'mafter is that original document in his bank vault.
Wien
| get the original I'll have something worth at least a million bucks!"
Duke's heavy forefinger pointed to a paragraph on the | ast page.
"Read that again - slowy. Notice the name of a guy called John
Marsley..."
"Sure! But | don't see just what that -"

SNAP CARLO was suddenly excited. The innocent paragraph over which he had
skipped in the first reading took on a griminportance. It |inked John Marsley
with a killer naned "Spud" Wite, and placed both at the scene of the crine
for
whi ch the unfortunate Jack Skelly was now awaiting execution.

Snap realized now that the docunent Duke had just purchased dooned John
Marsley to the chair - unless he was willing to buy his safety from Duke
Duncan.

Leo Barry had apparently failed to realize the significance of that innocently
wor ded par agraph. He had sold for ten thousand dollars sonething that in the
hands of a resolute crimnal would be worth a million

For John Marsley was a multimllionaire banker. He controlled steanship
lines, railroads, industries. He was a |l eader in finance and politics.

And Duke Duncan had the evidence to electrocute himfor nurder

"You shoul d have socked me harder than you did," Shap Carlo grinned. "I
m ssed the play conpletely! | hope you forget the dunb way | shot off ny
nout h.

From now on, |'mtaking orders and liking it!"

Hs flattery bl ended with Duke's conpl acent chuckle. But his hand rubbed
instinctively at the cheek where Duke had struck him But Snap didn't utter
any
of the ugly thoughts that seethed back of his smling eyes. He was thinking of
a
crooked multim|1lionaire named John Marsley and a chance at a million-dollar
t ake.

Snap had plans of his own!

CHAPTER |
CRANSTON BUYS A GARDENI A

LAMONT CRANSTON was purchasing a gardenia to place in his lapel. He stood
close to the window of the florist shop, to satisfy hinmself that the flower
| ooked well enough in the bright norning sunlight.

The clerk didn't mind his distinguished custonmer's delay. He was wel |
awar e
that this tall, handsone gentl eman was Lanont Cranston, mllionaire sportsnan
and wel | - known man- about -t own.

The clerk stood discreetly in the background. For that reason, he was
conpl etely unaware of the scrutiny that Cranston was giving a certain house a
few doors away on the opposite side of Du Pont Pl ace.

Cranston's interest in Duke Duncan's headquarters was born of a shrewd
know edge of crine and crim nal s.

For Lamont Cranston was The Shadow, crime-fighter extraordinary!

Mysteri ous
bei ng of bl ackness, his very name struck terror to the underworld.



Lanont Cranston had been driving slowy al ong West End Avenue when he had
noticed the furtive figure of Leo Barry. That much was coi nci dence. The rest
was
a product of exact know edge.

Cranston knew Barry was a slippery and successful crook who specialized
in
bl ackmai | . He watched himturn the corner into Du Pont Place. He saw hi m hide
his gun in the hollow post at the foot of the front stoop adjoining the swanky
headquarters of Duke Duncan

He wat ched himenter the nob | eader's house.

Barry's queer behavior interested Cranston. It seemed incredible that any
one - even a desperate crook - should have the nerve to try to blackmail a
killer like Duncan in his own guarded headquarters. Yet there was no ot her
expl anati on. The hiding of the gun confirmed The Shadow s theory. Leo Barry
knew
he was facing sudden death, and was taking no chances of having a gun found on
hi m

Meanwhi l e, Cranston waited in the florist shop, through whose wi ndow he
had
such an excellent view across the street. He tried three gardenias before he
was
satisfied. Before he paid for his purchase, Leo Barry enmerged from Duncan's
house.

Barry was grinning triunmphantly. Two nen wal ked with him They were the
two
henchnen, Tony and Rocco, who had been ordered to accompany the smart little
bl ackmai |l er to the bank.

Cranston, of course, knew nothing, as yet, of what had happened i nside
t hat
sinister house. But Barry's grin was the tip-off that his daring feat had been
successful. He bent furtively and regai ned the gun he had cached in the enpty
stoop post. Neither of his two guards interfered. The trio walked calmy
onwar d
to the corner and di sappeared sout hwar d.

Lanmont Cranston fol | owed.

He used the fast little car he had parked at the curb. It was a dangerous
type of tailing, but The Shadow s car could be throttled down alnost to a
craw .

And the trio ahead of himhurried along with brisk strides. The Shadow s
survei |l ance went unnoti ced.

The goal of the thugs was the stone portals of the Mdtown Trust Conpany.
Leo Barry went in alone. Rocco and Tony waited outside.

But not Lanont Cranston. He had left his car a block away. He wal ked
calmy
into the bank, alnost on the heels of Barry. The little blackmailer went to
t he
rear, to the safe-deposit vaults.

Cranston drifted across to a table and pretended to fill out a deposit
slip. He was able to see Barry over the slant of his arm The bl ackmnailer had
al ready energed fromthe vault with a tin box. He opened it and withdrew a
bul ky
envel ope. Then he returned the box to the attendant and started forward.

He was terribly nervous. In stowing away the envel ope in his pocket, he
dropped a roll of bills to the floor. One of themwas visible as Leo cl utched
at
it. It was a thousand-dollar denom nation

The Shadow s eyes grew grimrer. He was aware of Duke Duncan's weakness
for
t housand-dol lar bills. It was added proof that blackmail nobney had been passed
to Barry, and that the envel ope contained information of trenendous value to



t he
bi ggest racket chief in New York

Thr ough the bank wi ndow, Cranston saw Barry rejoin Tony and Rocco. They
slid in on either side of their captive and the envel ope changed hands.

Tony tore open one end and exam ned the contents. He and Rocco were
apparently satisfied. They allowed Barry to wal k alone to the corner and hai
a
taxi . They thensel ves turned and retraced their steps toward Du Pont Pl ace.

The Shadow slid swiftly into his parked car. But this tinme, he didn't
follow the two gunmen. He sped ahead of them He knew exactly the route they
woul d take to return to their grim enployer

The Shadow had a daring plan in mind. He intended to intercept them and
read the contents of that nysterious envel ope. And he nmeant to do so without
havi ng Duke Duncan realize that The Shadow had entered this queer tangle of
crime.

The swift little car halted near a garage a bl ock or two away fromthe
corner of Du Pont Pl ace.

The garage was enpty. It was due soon to be torn down to nmake room for
i mprovenents. Its doors were | ocked. Skeleton keys took care of that. The
Shadow
peered inside, made sure the watchman was nowhere in sight. Then he cl osed the
door gently, fromthe outside

By the time Rocco and Tony appeared al ong the sidewal k, Lanmont Cranston
was
pl easantly drunk. It would have taken an experienced eye to detect that his
drunkenness was a sham Tony and Rocco grinned as they saw him

Cranston beckoned to them He was clutching at his pocket for a visiting
card. As he drew it out, he spilled his wallet to the sidewal k and the green
glint of currency becane visible. He picked up the nmoney with drunken fingers
and shoved it carelessly into his pocket.

Rocco gl anced at Tony. Tony nodded. Dough was dough to these two worthies
and a sap was a sap! They felt even surer of it when they heard Cranston's
drunken request. He was seeking an address. The address scrawl ed on the
visiting
card was the garage itself!

"We'l | take care of you," Tony breat hed.

"Yeah." Rocco grunted, his eyes veering for an instant over his shoul der

They tried the door of the garage. It opened readily. A cinch

Rocco attenpted to hold on to Cranston as they entered the dark interior
But with drunken petul ance, Cranston wiggled out of his grasp.

"Where is he?" Tony snarled. "Don't let himpull a sneak!"

"I't's OK ," Rocco rejoined. "He's paralyzed! Wait till | find the Iight
switch."

A click sounded. An overhead light filled the garage with brilliance. But

a
qui ck gasp of rage issued fromthe lips of the two gunmen. Their intoxicated
vi cti mwas gone. He had vani shed conpl etely.

AN instant |ater, Rocco gave a cautious exclamation. Hi s stubby finger
poi nted. Across the bare floor of the deserted garage was a small boxed-in
office. It was near the corner where the nen's wash roomwas | ocated. Either
one
of these two hiding places nmust be where the wealthy drunk had staggered. He
had
no time to clinb the stairs in the rear that led to the second fl oor

Both thugs darted toward the office, threw open the door. Instantly, they
yelled with surprise and fear. They shrank back from an awesone figure that
energed to confront them



A bl ack robe covered the tall figure fromhead to foot. The brimof a
sl ouch hat screened burning eyes that seened to withe with a piercing flane.
Bl ack- gl oved hands held twin automatics. Sibilant |aughter nade a whi spering
sound above the bl ack nuzzles.

"The Shadow " Tony gasped.

Not for an instant did he or Rocco dreamthat the figure who confronted
them was the drunken gentleman they had lured into the garage. Cranston was
apparently lying on the office floor in a stupor. H's clothing was dinly
visible, his hat janmed over the spot where his face shoul d have been. The
effect was entirely convincing, although it had been hastily arranged with the
speed of |ightning.

The voi ce of The Shadow i ssued a grimorder. Rocco and Tony el evated
their
arms. In Tony's uplifted left hand was the envel ope he had taken from Leo
Barry.

He had drawn it from his pocket at the order of The Shadow. Cursing, he opened
t he envel ope and hel d the papers wi de so that The Shadow could read the
contents

over the steady barrels of his guns.

The keen eyes of The Shadow read every word of the blackmail evidence. It
was i npressed indelibly upon his nmenory. Again, the sibilant |laughter of The
Shadow nade rustling echoes in the garage.

Hi s laughter was abruptly cut short. He threw hinself sideways with a
rapid
nmoti on. A shot had roared fromthe darkness at the foot of the rear garage
stairs. A bullet whistled past the body of The Shadow.

The bull et came fromthe gun of the garage watchman. He had heard the
i ntruders from above. He had descended silently, to discover what he thought
was
a hol dup of two innocent citizens by a robed crim nal

THE wat chman sprang forward with a yell as The Shadow whirl ed and fl ed.

The
door of the wash roomin the corner slamed and | ocked. The Shadow was
avail i ng

hi nsel f of the only cover left to him He didn't want to risk harm ng the
wat chman.

Rocco reached instantly for his gun, but Tony restrained himwth a
whi sper. Tony was a wi se crook. He pretended fright as the watchman ran
f or war d.

He told a glib story. He and Rocco had been lured into the garage, he said, by
the killer who had just fled.

As the watchman |istened, Rocco stepped casually behind him The butt of
a
gun struck the man a terrible blow on the skull. He coll apsed wi thout a sound.

Over his fallen body, the two nobsters | eaped. They raced toward the
| ocked
door of the men's room to corner The Shadow.

"Open up, or we'll fill you with lead!" Tony snarl ed.

No answer .

The roar of gunfire filled the garage with thunderous echoes. Splinters
flew fromthe door. No human being could withstand such a grim barrage of
| ead.

Frominside the tiny room a shuddering groan echoed for an instant. Then
there was sil ence.

Rocco had rel oaded his gun. His face was pale with the know edge that the
uproar would bring police racing to the garage. Tony al so was aware of their
peril. But both gunmen were savagely ready to take a chance with cops.

They had to nmake sure that The Shadow was dead. It was the opportunity of



a
crooked lifetime. It would bring themprestige in the underworld, and a juicy
reward fromthe delighted Duke Duncan

The [ ock burst away fromthe door under the ripping inpact of bullets.
The
door was w enched open. Tony leaped in, with Rocco on his heels.

There was no bullet-riddl ed body on the floor. The Shadow was gone!

H's route was easily discovered. He had wiggled to freedomthrough a
tiny
overhead window in the rear of the small room it opened onto an alley.

TONY ski pped across the floor of the garage and | ocked the front door. He
was, barely in time. Police clubs began to smash at the barrier. The shooting
had been heard. The al arm of pedestrians outside had brought a prow car to
t he
scene.

Tony and Rocco went head-first through the narrow wi ndow to the alley
out side. They swarned over a rear fence and doubl ed back on their tracks
t hr ough
a cellar.

Cops were already converging on the rear entrance to the alley, but they
found no prisoners; By the time a thorough search of the prem ses had been
nmade,

Rocco and Tony were six bl ocks away, panting and thoroughly alarned at the
cl oseness of their shave.

The envel ope that Tony had received fromLeo Barry was still in his
possession. It was the only reassuring thing about the whol e ness.

Bot h crooks knew the grimtreatnment they would get, if Duke Duncan
suspected the truth. They dared not admit to himthat they had all owed The
Shadow to intercept the blackmail evidence and read it.

They decided to conceal what had happened between the bank and gang
headquarters. They woul d nmerely hand the evidence to Duke and tell him
everyt hing had worked out well.

This was exactly what The Shadow had foreseen. H's grimlaughter issued
froma trimlittle car that scudded innocently through the sunlight of a quiet
avenue far to the south of the garage. The clothes he had left in that garage
to
be found by the police could in no way inplicate him There were no tailor's
marks in those garnents. They were inpossible to trace.

The suit that Lanont Cranston was now wearing had cone froma snall
recess
under the seat of his car. The robe and gl oves and the bl ack sl ouch hat were
stowed away out of sight.

The nane of a wealthy and socially prom nent international banker nmade a
vivid glowin the mnd of The Shadow. Like Duke Duncan before him The Shadow
realized instantly the value of the evidence that |inked John Marsley with
nmur der .

The Shadow had never been convinced of the guilt of Jack Skelly, who was
now awaiting death in the electric chair in Sing Sing.

But he had never dreaned that John Marsley night be inplicated.

CHAPTER | 11
A MLLION I N CASH
JOHN MARSLEY was nervous.

The enornous private office in which he sat had been designed for confort
and conveni ence. Opposite his desk was a tall w ndow that gave a splendid view



of New York harbor. Wthout noving fromhis chair he could see ocean |iners,
steanshi ps and tugs, many of which belonged to his far-flung enpire of finance
and conmer ce.

Yet John Marsley was far from happy. The hand that toyed with a penci
qui vered. He rose fromhis ornate chair and began to pace up and down the
room

Two objects in his office seemed to engage his attention. One was an
electric clock, the other was a calendar. Hi s gaze kept moving fromone to the
other, as his restless feet carried himup and down the I ength of his
pricel ess
i mported rug.

He drew a bl ack pencil line across a date on the calendar. Al the dates
preceding it had been so marked. Turning the page, he exposed the sheet
under neat h. One of the Tuesdays was circled in red ink. He counted the days
bet ween the red-inked date and the last pencil mark he had nmade. There
remai ned
an interval of thirty-seven unmarked days.

In thirty-seven days a young man naned Jack Skelly was dooned to be put
to
death for a nurder he had never conmitted. Marsley could save his life by
pi cki ng up one of his tel ephones and speaking a dozen words to the office of
t he
district attorney. Yet he had no intention of so doing.

He muttered harshly to hinself, as he halted opposite the clock. The
hands
pointed to seven minutes of ten. It was exactly twenty-four hours since Leo
Barry had bl ackmai | ed Duke Duncan

John Marsl ey shivered. He expected a visitor. Duke Duncan hinsel f was
about
to pay a business call. Few visitors ever penetrated to this swanky skyscraper
of fice. But Marsley knew he was going to receive Duncan. He had to!

The thought made himgrind his teeth with rage. A sudden knock at the
door
changed his expression. He forced a snile on his hard |ips.

"Come in," he said, gently.

It was Hoskin, his confidential clerk

"Visitors to see you, sir," Hoskin said.

"Visitors?" Marsley chopped out the word. He gl anced toward the cl osed
drawer of his desk where a | oaded pistol lay with its safety off. "You nean
there's nore than one man?"

Hoskin was startled by the savage tone of his enployer. But before he
coul d
reply, a girl's laughing voice floated through the partly opened door

"I's there a rule agai nst wormen, dad? Cone on in, Stanley. Dad won't eat
us
up. His bark is worse than his bitel™

A VERY pretty girl came into the room acconpani ed by a good-1| ooki ng
young
man. She darted across to Marsley, kissed himw th nock anger, runpled his
hai r.
Under cover of the confusion, he managed to get a grip on hinmself. He held out
a
friendly hand to his daughter's conpani on.
"How are you, M. West? G ad to see you! Colf today, eh? Lucky man!"
"That's what we dropped in to see you about," Stanley West grinned.
"We're
going to play a round on the Fairlawn links in New Jersey. Viola had a happy
i dea that perhaps you nmight join us -"



Viola Marsley chinmed in inpulsively, "Cone on, dad! Be a sport! Play
ei ghteen holes with us. The links are just across fromthat cottage you' ve
rented.”

Mar sl ey shook his head.

"Sorry," he said. "Sone other time. Today, |'mquite busy."

Viola pouted, but her father had little trouble getting rid of his
daught er
and her conpanion. He escorted themto the door and gave Viola a brief kiss.
He
hel d Stanl ey West's hand a shade | onger than was necessary.

Thi s young man puzzl ed t he banker. West had plenty of noney, and noved
with
ease in the best circles. Yet Marsley had a definite feeling of peril the
first
time he had laid eyes on him He couldn't exactly tell why.

He never nentioned this feeling to his daughter. Viola was quite fond of
Stanl ey West. There was danger she might unconsciously warn West that her
f at her
m strusted him And Marsley preferred not to put West on his guard - not yet,
at
any rate.

He wat ched his daughter and her escort until they vani shed fromthe outer
office into the corridor

He told Hoskin, his secretary, with a grimsnap to his voice: "I'm
expecting another visitor. Wen he arrives, show himin at once."

MEANVHI LE, Viola Marsley and Stanl ey West had descended to the | obby of
t he
skyscraper. Viola was | aughing at a joking remark West had made. He was witty,
as well as handsone. He |aughed with her, but his eyes were alert. Viola's
friendship with himhad ripened rapidly, but he was eager to go farther than
t hat .

He was desperately anxious for Viola to fall in love with him When that
happened, he'd be ready to nmake his first nove against her father. He had
wai t ed
patiently. Now, he was al nbst ready.

So closely did he watch Viola that he was entirely unaware of another
pair
of eyes near a newsstand in the busy | obby.

Lanont Cranston was loitering there, apparently scanning a norning paper

He studied Stanley West's crisp, curly hair, his straight nose, the line
of
his mouth and chin. The gray eyes gave an inpression of steadi ness and
dependability but they were set quite close together with an expression in
their
depths that Lanont Cranston didn't Iike.

Cranston drifted toward the street entrance and saw t he | aughi ng coupl e
get
into a superb creamcol ored roadster and drive off in the direction of the
Hol l and Tunnel. Cranston uttered an al nost soundl ess chuckle. He resunmed his
patient vigil in the huge | obby of the skyscraper building.

A few nonents before Viola and Stanley Wst had appeared from al oft, a
nor e
interesting figure had gone up in an elevator in an adjoining shaft. The man
was
Duke Duncan. Cranston was not surprised. He had expected this visit.

He pretended to exami ne the bronze directory of tenants on the wall. He
gl anced at his tiny wist watch. The hands pointed exactly to ten o' clock

The electric clock in Marsley's private office also pointed to ten



Mar sl ey

turned with a start, as his door opened wi thout a knock. It was Hoskin, and he

was very disturbed. That was why he had negl ected to knock before entering.
"Your visitor, sir, is here!" Hoskin stuttered excitedly. H's face was

pale. "He's a crimnal, sir! | - |'ve seen his pictures in the newspapers. H s
nane i s Duke Duncan! | thought you night not be aware of - of -"

"Duke Duncan, eh? A crimnal, you say? Stuff and nonsense! | expect to
tal k

with himconcerning a routine matter of stocks and bonds.'
i ndul gently. "Let himin!"

Hoskin cringed at the fierce gleamin his enployer's flinty eyes at his
| ast words. He backed out hastily. A noment or two | ater, Duke Duncan
appear ed.

Mar sl ey | aughed

THE nmillionaire and the racket |eader eyed each other warily.

Duncan wasted no tinme getting to the point of his visit. H's voice was
crisp. After a brisk interchange of | owtoned words, Duke tossed an envel ope
on
t he banker's rosewood desk

"That's the photostat copy. |'ve got the original. Read it!"

Marsl ey studied it word by word, sentence by sentence. His face was
haggar d
when he fi ni shed.

"How much?" he whi spered.

"One mllion dollars! Cash! Delivered to me by yourself in person. Al one.
At m dni ght tonight."

There was an ugly pause. Marsley eyed the drawer of his desk, where a
| oaded gun with the safety off lay within reach of his muscul ar hand. But he
made no nove to snatch for the weapon

"That's a | ot of noney, Duncan.”

"Sure it is! Wat the hell do you think I play for? Apples?"

“It'"ll be hard to get it in cash."”

"That's your business."

"Why so soon? Wy tonight ?"

Duncan | aughed harshly. "That's ny business. Yes - or no?"

"You know well | dare not say no," Marsley grated. Every bit of color had
faded fromhis cheeks. "I'Il pay, and I'lI|l pay tonight. But | reserve the
ri ght
to dictate the terns of the transfer.”

Duncan scow ed. "For instance?"

"An even exchange of the document and the nobney. No witnesses. | cone
al one
to the rendezvous. So do you.

"And the place of the transfer nust be picked by me. | don't dare to take
the slightest risk of discovery!"

"If | say yes, where will it be?"

"In a cottage | own in New Jersey. It's situated on a lonely | ane that
runs
past the eleventh hole of the Fairlawn golf links."

Duncan nodded. "It's a deal. And it'll be too bad for you, if you try to
doubl e-cross ne!"

"And Heaven help you," Marsley said in a husky undertone, "if you try to
hol d back on that blackmail evidence after |1've turned over the cash!"

WHEN t he racketeer had left, Marsley nmuttered under his breath: "Fourteen
hours until mdnight."

He gl anced at the cal endar which he had narked so queerly. He was stil
staring at it when his secretary Hoskin entered in response to a ring of the



desk buzzer.

"I want a nmillion dollars nade avail able for ne before bank closing this
afternoon. In cash, do you understand?"
"Cash, sir?"

"You heard ne.’
arithmetic, Hoskin?"

"I - | believe so, sir."

"Then | need scarcely explain to you that fourteen hours is a hell of a

H's purring words were like velvet. "Are you good at

| ot
shorter than thirty-seven days."

"I don't quite understand."

"I don't expect you to."

Left al one again, Marsley wal ked to the wi ndow that overl ooked the busy
activity of New York harbor. Again he thought of his vast business that was
linked by steam gasoline and electricity with every quarter of the gl obe.

He dictated a cablegramin code to one of his banking representatives in
the Far East. The nmessage seenmed to reassure him H s face hardened.

He took his pistol out of the drawer of the desk and exami ned it
careful ly
with eyes like flint.

CHAPTER | V
SVART BLONDE

LAMONT CRANSTON observed Duke Duncan emerge from a descendi ng el evat or
The
bi g racket chief |ooked suprenely satisfied with the result of his interview
with John Marsley. He strode toward the exit.

Cranston didn't delay an instant. Careful plans had been nmade. He hi nsel f
nmoved rapidly to the sidewal k, passing a man who was | oitering outside.

The man was Snap Carlo, Duncan's |ieutenant.

Cranston sauntered toward the curb. His fingers funbled with a slightly
wilted gardenia in his lapel. Over his shoul der, he was aware that Duncan and
Snap Carlo were now conferring in a hasty whisper. A broad smile spread over
Snap's face. Both nen started forward.

Cranston instantly threw his gardenia into the gutter. He turned lazily
on
hi s heel and wal ked away.

Al nost before he had vani shed, a taxicab slid slowmy along the curb
toward
t he spot where Cranston had been standing. It canme to a halt as Snap and Duke
Duncan | ooked around expectantly.

"Taxi, sir?"

"Yeah" Duke grunted.

The two crooks clinbed into the cab. They had a little trouble giving the
address to the driver. He was quite deaf. Fromhis left ear, a tiny wire
descended along his lapel to the pocket of his coat. The driver tapped his
deaf
ear apologetically. The cab shot away fromthe curb.

The driver of this cab was the shrewdest hack driver in Manhattan. Hi s
nane, printed on the license card in the back, was Mde Shrevnitz. It didn't
nean
anything to either Duke or Snap. But it held plenty of neaning for The Shadow.
Moe Shrevnitz was one of The Shadow s trusted agents.

Mboe had been waiting patiently to receive that gardenia signal. He was
awar e of the dangerous passengers he was carrying. Information concerning the
precedi ng day's events had been relayed to him He knew that the address he
had



been given was the hotel where a wise little blackmiler naned Leo Barry was
regi stered under another nane.

Moe was, of course, far fromdeaf. The wire that descended from his ear
to
hi s pocket was a di ctaphone connection. The plug in his ear was a tiny
i stening
devi ce.

The wire passed under Mye's coattail, through the upholstery of the front
seat and backward under the floor covering of the cab, to a nicrophone that
pi cked up the slightest sound.

"Do you think Marsley will conme through with the dough?" Snhap whi spered.

"A cinch! He's a pushover!"”

They bot h chuckl ed.

Details of the blackmail arrangenents between Marsley and Duncan becane

evident to Mbe Shrevnitz. He learned that a nmillion dollars in cash was to be
passed at m dni ght, in exchange for evidence that threatened Marsley's
security.
He becane aware of the lonely cottage owned by the mllionaire opposite the
Fairlawn golf course in New Jersey.

"AmI| in on it?" Shap's voice was curiously eager

"You sure are!" Duke replied. "I told Marsley | was going al one. But |

ain't taking no chances on a frane."

His tone grew | ower. He gave Snap instructions howto find Marsley's
| onely
cottage in New Jersey.

"Ain't | driving out with you?" Snap asked.

"No. | want you to check up on this wise little | ouse, Leo Barry. I'lI
drop
you of f at the corner nearest his hotel. |I'm puzzled about that guy. Barry may
be wi ser than we figure. He's di sappeared, since he got his ten grand from ne.
He may be up to sonet hing.

"Stick around the hotel and if Barry shows, | want you to trail him and
find out where he goes and who he meets. I'lIl see you at twelve tonight in
front
of Marsley's cottage out at Fairlawn. |'ve witten the directions down on this

sheet of paper. Keep it."

The paper passed between them and was stowed out of sight in Snap's
pocket .
A moment | ater, Duke ordered the taxi to stop

Snap got out; Duke gave Moe Shrevnitz a second address - this time, the
nobster's own headquarters on Du Pont Place. The cab shot obediently away.

SNAP wal ked into the corner cigar store and bought a pack of cigarettes.
In
doing so, he failed to realize a very inportant fact: another taxi had been
cleverly trailing the one driven by Me.

A girl alighted, paid her fare. Then she wal ked slowy toward the door of
the cigar store.

She was a bl onde, and very pretty. Her figure was flawl ess, her nouth a
provocative scarlet. She |ooked as if she m ght be a pleasant - and easy -
girl
to know. That was exactly the inpression she hoped to convey to Snap Carl o.

As Snap cane out of the cigar store, she stepped forward so quickly that
she bunped awkwardly into him knocking the cigarettes out of his hand.

"Ch, I'mterribly sorry! Please excuse ne!"

Her body brushed Snap's for an instant. He becanme aware of her warmth and
the perfune of her hair. Snap fancied hinself as a lady's man. He grinned.

"That's all right, babe! Did any one ever tell you that you' re a blond
knockout ?"



Her blue eyes seened to caress him "You're not so bad | ooking yoursel f."
"How about a little drink?"
"Now you' re tal king nmy | anguage!"”

"What do you work at? I'Il bet you're an actress, huh?"

She | aughed gaily. "Thanks for the conplinment, mster. I"'mreally just a
secretary. My nane is Alice Dodge. | work for a rich dane naned Viol a
Mar sl ey. "

Snap Carlo's eyes blinked. Here was a stroke of luck he hadn't figured on
a chance to get a new line on the banker and his daughter through this gay,
di zzy, blond secretary, who | ooked as if she was probably nman-crazy! And a
chance to have a little fun with the bl onde herself.

Snap forgot his usual caution. He consented to have a drink with Alice
Dodge in her near-by apartment. The kind of apartnment Snap |iked: no girl
friend; no nmaid.

They had one drink. Then another. Snap's armslid around Alice's pliant
wai st and he kissed her. Then the girl eluded his clutch. She skipped across
t he
room and turned on the radio. Swing nusic filled the room

"Pour another drink," she nmurnmured. "Then we'll dance. Excuse ne a
nonent .

I'"ve got a cute little house robe that | know you'll like."

"Atta baby!" Snap chuckl ed.

Alice Dodge gave hima warm smle and di sappeared i nto her bedroom

But the nonent the door closed behind her, her whole attitude changed.
She
became at once cold, grim alert. She pulled off her dress with a swft
gesture.

From a cl oset she took a robe - a daringly |lowcut garnent that reveal ed the
curves of her figure in a candid way that made her blush with enbarrassnent.

But she had no intention of quitting her dangerous plan now.

She was deliberately using this gauzy robe to draw attention to her
figure,
rather than to her hand. In her left hand was a hypoderm c needl e and syringe
whi ch she had taken froma drawer of her bureau. She concealed it in the
bunched
fol ds of a handkerchi ef.

Standing in front of her mrror, she took a deep, shuddering breath. But
she conquered her fear with a grimeffort. \Wien she skipped gaily out to the
room where the radio was noisily playing, she was a picture to set any man's
heart on fire.

Snap didn't even see the handkerchief in her hand, | et alone the hypo
needl e concealed in its folds. His eyes stayed on her pretty face and her
gorgeous figure.

They danced. Snap held the girl unpleasantly tight. But Alice Dodge
endur ed
it stoically. She was waiting for her chance.

THE chance cane as they whirled in a corner of the room The balled
handkerchief fluttered fromher hand that rested |light on the back of Snap's
hunched shoul der. The hypo needl e crept to the spot on Snap's neck where the
drug woul d nost easily enter his blood stream and paral yze his nuscl es.

Snap gave a shrill yelp of astonishment and pain, as the strong needl e
ranmmed home. A colorless liquid was expelled through its holl ow point.

He sprang at her, his eyes black with rage. Too |late, he realized that he
had been played for a fool. His clutching hand m ssed Alice's throat and
ri pped
the frail robe fromher shoulder. But it was a weak and inpotent gesture. The
drug which had passed into Snap's bl ood stream converted himal nbst instantly



into a wobbly man with legs and arns |ike rubber

He fell in a squirmng huddle on the floor. For a nmoment, his eyes opened
and cl osed convul sively. Then a shudder passed over him and he becane rigid
and
unconsci ous.

Alice Dodge bent swiftly over the fallen nobster, searched him
t hor oughl y.

She found the paper that had passed between Duke Duncan and Snap in the
t axi cab.

The sight of it turned her blue eyes to ice. She read it.

She had known that at midnight a mllion dollars was to be passed in
exchange for a docunment that she was ready to risk her life to obtain. Now she
knew about the lonely lane that ran outside the Fairlawn golf |inks, beyond
t he
wal | where the el eventh hole was | ocated.

Al ice Dodge rushed swiftly back to her bedroom and stripped herself of
t he
tatters of her robe. Then she dressed rapidly, making a conpl ete change of
garnments. The rest of her clothing and bel ongi ngs went into a suitcase. She
had
rented this apartnment under an assumed nanme. There was nothing left to trace
her
real identity when she had fi nished.

Quickly, the girl left the apartnent.

SNAP CARLO didn't recover his senses for nearly an hour. Slowy, his
gl assy
eyes opened. He gave a weak groan and staggered to his feet.

Rage and fear whi pped away the cobwebs in his brain. He rushed through
t he
apartment, seeking some trace of his clever foe. But Alice Dodge had left no
cl ue.

Snap cursed in a spasm of hel pl ess rage. Then he saw a tel ephone on a | ow
stand in a corner of the room It gave himan idea, imediately.

Picking it up, he called the town honme of John Marsley. A butler
answer ed.

Snap Carl o asked to speak with Mss Alice Dodge.

"I"'mafraid you have the wong nunber, sir. This is the hone of John
Mar sl ey. "

"I know that," Snap gasped. "The girl |'m asking about |ives there. She's
Viola Marsley's secretary.”

Again the butler's cal mvoice replied:

"I"'msorry, sir. I'mafraid some one has been - er - spoofing you. No one
naned Alice Dodge |ives here. And M ss Marsley doesn't enploy a secretary.”

The servant hung up. Snap Carlo stared at the useless receiver in his

hand.

He had al ready searched his pockets and knew that the paper that Duke Duncan
had

entrusted to himwas mssing. The wise little dame had stolen it!

VWo the hell was this Alice Dodge? He nade one nore phone call, one that
cost hima grimeffort. It was a confession to Duke Duncan that a woman had
nmade
a conplete sap of him Duke's savage conmments on the other end of the wire
didn't help.

He cursed Snap in a way that nade the ears of the henchman tingle with
rage. He ordered Snap to get back on the job and keep his eye on the hotel
apartment of Leo Barry. To Duncan, the whole thing | ooked |ike a hookup
bet ween
Barry and the shapely little bl onde.



CHAPTER V
FI VE - AND ONE

THE bl ackness of mi dnight had settled on the |onely countryside of New
Jersey. The figures of two crouched nmen made formess blots in the gloom They
stood together under the thick branches of an elmthat grew at the side of a
| onely | ane.

Bordering one side of the |ane was a | ow stone wall. Beyond the wall was
t he deeper bl ackness of the el eventh hole of the Fairlawn golf course.

Al ong the opposite side of the rutted | ane was a picket fence. It closed
off the lawn of a cottage set a hundred feet back ami d a protecting screen of
shrubs and trees. This was the cottage which John Marsley had sel ected as the
spot where he was to transfer a mllion dollars.

The nmen waiting under the elmswore viciously. It was al ready past
m dni ght. Marsley was late for his appointnent. The two crooks were begi nni ng
to
suspect a doubl e cross.

One of them was Duke Duncan. The other was Snap Carl o. They made no
effort
to lower their voices. They were sure they were unobserved. Duke had exam ned
the stone wall of the golf links and the rough ground that |ay beyond. Snap
had
taken a swift survey of the cottage and the |awn. They were grinly content
with
the result.

However, their fancied security was nerely the result of overconfidence.
Keen ears listened to every syllable of their conversation. A hidden watcher
was
directly over their heads, screened by the |leafy branches of the elm

Even had Duke lifted his eyes he would have been unable to detect that
figure above him It was robed fromhead to foot in a cloak of inky black. A
broad sl ouch hat covered the figure's head. Its brimshadowed a pair of
bur ni ng
eyes. The eyes and the strong beak-1ike nose were the only indication of
humanity in the man hidden in the elm

The Shadow

Moe Shrevnitz had done his job well. The Shadow was aware of what was
arranged for tonight. He was here to Il earn nore of the hidden notives that
linked Leo Barry with Duke Duncan and the mllionaire John Marsley.

The tal k of Duke and Snap didn't nake things much clearer. They were
worried because Marsley was | ate. They were puzzl ed about a mysterious wonan
naned Alice Dodge. The Shadow | earned for the first time how neatly Snap had
been tricked by the young wonman.

After a brief interchange of talk, the two crooks under the tree
separ at ed.

Snap clinmbed over the picket fence and di sappeared into the darkness at the
rear
of the cottage. Duke waited.

Suddenl y, Duke gave a hissed exclamation. Far down the rutted |l ane, two
bright lights glowed. They were the headlights of an advanci ng autonobile. A
nmonent |ater, they di sappeared. But the autonobile continued to advance.

The Shadow in his tree could hear the faint nurmur of the notor

THE car halted al npbst directly under the branches of the elm Its
headl i ghts flashed on. So did the donme light inside the car. John Marsley was
clearly visible behind the wheel. He was exposing hinself deliberately, so



t hat
Duncan coul d be sure he was al one as he had prom sed.

Duke appeared like a tall waith in the glow of the lights. There was a
bi g
automatic in his watchful hand.

"You got the dough ready?"

"Yes. It's in three suitcases, in ny cottage. |Is any one with you?"

"No, " Duke Ii ed.

He clinmbed to the running board and rode with the car along the narrow
driveway entrance to the cottage grounds. The car vani shed behi nd the house
and
its lights snapped off. Silence followed in the bl eak darkness.

The Shadow dropped swiftly, silently fromhis conceal nrent anong
over | appi ng
branches. Like a part of the night itself, he glided across the road. He crept
cautiously toward the rear of the house.

No |ights showed in any of the wi ndows. Marsley's parked car was enpty.
Footsteps in the soft earth showed where the millionaire and the racket chief
had gone. The prints led straight to the cl osed rear door

Trying the knob with infinite care, The Shadow di scovered that the door
was
| ocked on the inside.

He nmoved onward to the other side of the house, toward the kitchen w ng.
H s plan was to gain access to the house by nmeans of the pantry w ndow. But
when
The Shadow reached it, he found the pantry w ndow wi de open

Sone one had jinmed it cleverly. There were marks on the wooden sil
t hat
showed where pressure had been appli ed.

The Shadow had anticipated that three nen were now i nside the dark
cott age.

He had seen Marsley and Duncan enter the grounds in the car. He knew Snap
Carlo

had al ready sneaked inside, probably with the aid of skel eton keys. Wo, then
was the fourth intruder who jinmed the w ndow?

The Shadow had no answer to this inportant question. He determined to
wai t
a nonent before entering the open window The thing mght be a trap to entice
hi minside for an ambush

He glided silently toward the protection of the encircling shrubbery. He
barel y vani shed when he heard the stealthy sound of feet. The Shadow s
i nt erest
grew. The trespasser's face was clearly visible as she crossed the lawn to
approach the open wi ndow. A girl!

The Shadow noted her prettiness; her blond hair. Remenbering the snatches
of talk he had heard from Duke and Snap, he was convinced at once that this
girl
was the smart and dangerous Alice Dodge.

ALI CE wasted no tinme. Alithe leap lifted her to the sill of the pantry
wi ndow. A nmoment, and she was gone. All that was left to The Shadow to prove
that a girl had passed so swiftly fromhis sight was the nenory of her pale
face.

He knew that she was nerved to a desperate pitch - to a pitch where she

would kill, if necessary, to gain whatever ends she was after
Alice Dodge made the fifth visitor to enter this |lonely cottage. Four nen
and a woman converging in the darkness of nmidnight for the lure of a mllion

dol lars in cash
The Shadow made hinself the sixth. His entry through the w ndow was



soundl ess. He found hinself in a roomfloored with squeaky boards. But he
managed to reach an open door w thout betraying his presence, and to gain the
confines of a narrow hall.

The darkness was profound. Not a sound echoed anywhere in the house. But
The Shadow t ook no chances. He searched every inch of the ground floor. His
eyes, accustomed to darkness, satisfied himthat he was al one.

He clinmbed a flight of stairs to the floor above. Here, his progress was
infinitely careful. It was justified, for suddenly his sharp ears caught the
| ow
infl ection of a human voice. It was the voice of John Marsley. It cane from
behi nd a door al nost at the el bow of The Shadow.

A hairline of yellow light showed under the door. The runble of Duke
Duncan's voice added itself to the nore cautious whisper of Marsley.

Gently, The Shadow crouched. He applied an eye to the keyhole; he could
see
both Marsl ey and Duncan. They were standing in the center of a lighted room
There was no sign of the furtive Snap Carlo, nor of the nysterious Alice
Dodge.

The voi ce of John Marsl ey sounded crisp, and oddly triunphant, to the
attentive ear of The Shadow.

"I told you that I'd cone here alone - and |'ve kept ny word. The nbney
is
here, every penny of it! It's yours, as soon as you hand over that blacknail
evi dence. "

"Show nme the dough first" - cautiously from Duncan

Mar sl ey | aughed softly. "I expected you to say that. The noney is in
three
suitcases hidden in a small niche behind the east wall of this room If you'l
notice, the baseboard that circles the wall just above the floor is a rather
ornate one. It's decorated with carvings of |eaves and fl owers stained the
sane
col or as the wood."

"So what ?"

"Those carvings were put there to serve a purpose."” Mrsley expl ai ned,
patiently. "One of the flowers is slightly larger than the others. It is, in
reality, a knob that controls the action of a hidden spring. By turning it, |
am
able to open a section of the wall and expose the suitcases that contain the
ransom noney. If you will permt me to show you..."

He stepped forward. But Duke Duncan caught at his armwith a tigerish
gesture, pulling the banker back on his heels.

"Not so fast, wise guy! If you don't mind, I'Il turn that knob! And if
you've got a dick inside there, with a gun, it'll be just too bad for him and
you!"

A PISTOL glinted in Duke's big fist. He approached the wall warily.
Droppi ng to his haunches, he swayed his body aside so that only his extended
hand was in front of the panel where the carved flower was clearly visible in
t he woodwor k.

He turned it with a click. The wall slid snmoothly aside.

At the sound of the click, Duke Duncan darted swiftly aside fromthe
panel .

He waited for the hidden roar of a gun. But nothing happened. Only silence
filled the room

He peered cautiously into the open niche. It was black inside the wall,
but
the dimlight fromthe roomitself was sufficient to identify the objects that
were visible in the opening.

Leat her suitcases! Three of then



Marsl ey gave a nmetallic | augh of derision.

"You act as if you were afraid of a mllion dollars! Pull one of those
bags
out and have a | ook."

G ngerly, Duke slid the nearest of the heavy suitcases out onto the floor
in front of hinmself and Marsley. H s eager hand reached for the attached key.

At that very instant, the light in the roomwent out!

There was a gasp from Marsley, a roaring yell of alarmfrom Duke. It was
foll omed by the echoing thunder of gunfire.

The Shadow, crouched at the keyhol e of the hall door, recognized the
nat ure
of that grimexplosion: the roar of a shotgun. He could hear the inpact of the
scattering | eaden pellets that cut short the strangled cry of Duke Duncan

It was followed by a weird sil ence.

The Shadow sprang to his feet. H s gloved hand sent the hall door flying
open. Into the bl ackness of the room he sprang, both hands extended grimy
before him Hi s right hand held an automatic. Fromhis left darted the
pencil -1i ke radi ance of a pocket torch.

The beam fell upon a horrible sight. Duke Duncan lay at full |ength where
he had fallen. Buckshot had torn his head al nost to pieces. Blood spattered
t he
floor in a ghastly puddle.

There was no sign of John Marsley. He could have vanished into only one
pl ace: the dark niche in the wall.

The Shadow bent over the body of the slain Duncan. Bl ack-gl oved hands
swiftly searched his pockets. There was no envel ope where one shoul d have
been.

The document for which Marsley had offered to pay a nillion dollars was gone -
st ol en!
In an instant, The Shadow hurdl ed the dead body. His flash filled the
ni che
inthe wall with brilliant Iight. He saw what he expected to find: a flight of
narrow stairs inside the wall. The stairs | ed downward into pitch-blackness.
The Iight of The Shadow s torch wi nked out. Stealthily, silently, he
began

to descend the staircase inside the wall

CHAPTER VI
THE CEI LI NG GUN

FOR almost a full mnute after The Shadow had vani shed through the pane
openi ng, the pitch-dark roomhe had quitted renmained as silent as a grave.
Then
a faint creak echoed fromthe door |leading to the hall

Sone one had slyly turned the knob and was cautiously entering. Then the
beam of an electric torch gl owed.

The torch was held in the quivering hand of a girl. Her eyes gleaned |like
frozen stars under the curling wave of her blond hair. The girl was Alice
Dodge.

She cringed as the light fell full on the shattered head of Duke Duncan
Her left hand jerked to her mouth, choking off the cry of horror that bubbled
fromher throat. The dead man was a ghastly object to contenpl ate.

There was no sign of the suitcase Duke had dragged out fromthe open
ni che.
Nor were the remaining two suitcases visible. Al three had been whi sked away
by
t he cunni ng nurderer of Duncan.

Conquering her horror, Alice Dodge forced herself to kneel beside the



body
of the al nost headl ess racketeer. She searched Dukes body. Her fingers
expl ored
every pocket of the bl oody corpse.
But she found not hi ng.
She rose to her feet, had barely strai ghtened her bent |egs, when a tiny
noi se across the roomturned her face sharply backward across her shoul der
She saw the outline of a door that, in her excitenent, she hadn't noticed

before. The door was set flush into the wall. Its inner side was plastered
white
exactly like the wall. And now the canoufl aged door was partly open

A man's face peered into the room The light of Alice Dodge's torch fel
full on his swarthy countenance. The man was Snap Carl o.

Recogni ti on was nutual. Snap recogni zed the girl who had drugged him
earlier in the day. Now he saw her pale face across the room twitching with
terror behind the gl ow of her flash

H s hand noved aloft so fast that the gesture was a swift blur. There was
a
knife in that poised hand. A swift toss, and the knife would fly like a
steel -shod arrow toward the rooted victim turning over once in the air before
it plunged into Alice's throat and pinned her dead to the wall.

Snap grunted as he threw the knife.

The nonent it left Snap's hand, Alice doused her |ight and dropped it.
She
gave a bubbling screamthat was cut sharply into silence in md-utterance.

SNAP began to creep forward. Hi s | ow chuckl e of murderous delight sounded
ghoulish in the black void of the room

Al i ce Dodge heard the [ augh. She was flat on the floor, where she had
dropped a split-second before the thrown knife reached its target. Its handle
was still quivering on the wall above Alice's head. But the blade had ni ssed
her
t hr oat .

She crawl ed silently across the floor to where the body of Duke Duncan
| ay.

Snap was noving in a straight line toward the unseen wall where he expected to
find the girl pinned in bl oody death.

Alice was no longer terrified to the point of paralysis. Danger acted
li ke
a splash of cold water on her nerves. As Snap approached the spot where she
| ay
wai ting, her icy hand reached quietly outward. A creak of the fl oor boards
hel ped her to gauge exactly where Snap had planted his foot. She caught hold
of
hi s ankl e and yanked desperately with every ounce of her strength.

Snap's feet went out fromunder him He fell heavily to the floor - and
Alice Dodge dived silently at his sprawl ed body.

For a second or two, there was a grimlife-and-death tussle. It was over,
al nost before it began. Snap had recovered his nerve as he recogni zed the soft
pressure of a woman's body. His strength was no match for Alice. He wiggled
si deways and his hand darted fromhis hip pocket with a gun. He reversed the
weapon, as he swung it upward for a bone-crushing bl ow.

The butt came down with a whizzing inpact.

It struck only the floor. The | oud thunping echo di sconcerted Snap. He
had
expected to kill the girl with one swift smash, and the girl was no | onger
t here!

Al ice Dodge was substituting brains and guile for the strength she | acked
in a battle with a powerful brute |like Snap. At the nmoment Snap had raised his



gun, Alice had wiggled silently away from himon her stomach. It was so
swiftly

done that before the uplifted gun of Snap crashed agai nst the enpty floor
boards, Alice Dodge's questing fingers had touched the baseboard of a
shade-drawn w ndow.

Curtains draped the sides of that window Their stiff folds swept the
floor. Alice stepped instantly sideways and slid behind the protection the
left
curtain afforded.

She had hardly vani shed when there was a faint click. Light flooded the
room fromthe torch Alice had dropped when the knife was thrown. Snhap had
f ound
it and was nmoving the bright oval nervously about the room

SNAP gasped shrilly as the yell ow beam exposed the bl oody pul p of what
had
been Duke Duncan's head. Shuddering, he cringed away fromthe crinson horror
beside him Hi s notion sent the bright beam of the torch veering across the
room

It was a purely involuntary action, but it sealed the doomof Alice
Dodge.
The toe of one of her slippers protruded from beneath the folds of the draped
curtain.

Snap Carlo charged forward with a yelp of triunph. He was reaching for
t he
curtain, when his hand froze in mdair. Sonething happened outside the roomto
di sconcert the snarling murderer. The crash of a pistol made an abrupt,
roaring
echo in the enpty house.

The expl osi on cane from somewhere bel ow. Fromthe ground fl oor
apparently,
in the region of the kitchen and pantry. The sound whirled Snap around on his
heel s, his nouth agape with surprise.

It afforded Alice Dodge the split-second for which she was praying.

She did the thing Snap had intended to do. She ripped fiercely at the
wi ndow curtain that shrouded her body. Her strength was equal to the
ener gency.
The draped material was torn fromits support and fell in a heavy billow ng
mass. But it didn't drop about the head and shoul ders of the girl. She threw
both arnms outward and shoved the clinging stuff over the head and shoul ders of
the half-turned killer

Caught off bal ance, his ears still tingling fromthe echo of that pistol
roar downstairs, Snap fell a victimto the girl's swift action

The curtain swathed himlike a mumrmy. He bent, trying to tear the folds
away from his head and eyes - and Alice kicked himas hard as she could in the
st omach.

He went down, in a heap, withing in agony. But the pistol still quivered
in his clenched hand. He tried to fire into the soft body of the girl who
st ood
over him Alice's heel smashed down on the hand, pinning it flat to the floor
Fear gave her strength. She wenched the gun from Shap's nonentarily slack
grip,
lifted it high and smashed down, on Snap's jerking head.

Snap coll apsed. He lay notionless on the floor, not six feet away from
t he
body of his dead chieftain.

FOR an instant of reaction, Alice was unable to nove. Then, abruptly, she



heard the roar of a speeding autonobile from somewhere in front of Marsley's
cottage. It was followed by the crash of splintering wood

Intuition told the startled girl what had happened. Sone one was escapi ng
in a car fromthe nurder scene. The autonobile had driven at full speed into
t he
pi cket fence that divided the property fromthe [ ane outside. The fence had
gone
down |i ke matchwood. The hum of the di sappearing car vani shed in the distance
like the sighing of a swift w nd.

Uncertain what to do, Alice hesitated. The creak of a man's footsteps
roused her fromfrozen paralysis. It was fromthat black wall niche opening
t hat
t he whi sper of ascendi ng footsteps canme. Sonmeone was clinbing stealthily
upward
fromthe kitchen bel ow

Alice whirled back toward the window with a gasp of terror. But she
didn't
hesitate. She threw herself outward through the window in a jangling of broken
gl ass. Her body struck a slanting roof and slid at frightful speed down the
steep bl ack incline.

She plunged partly over the rusty gutter before her fingers caught the
frail hold for which she was clutching. She felt thin, curved metal under her
tense grip. The nmetal creaked, but it held. Her body |owered itself fromthe
saggi ng gutter. She hung at full length over the black turf sonmewhere bel ow
She
had no idea how far the fall would plunge her

Her white teeth gritted. She let go.

VWHEN The Shadow had descended t hose narrow hi dden steps inside the wall,
his movenents were silent, but as swift as the wind. He found an open panel at
the bottomof the long flight. Stepping cautiously through, he entered the
ki tchen of Marsley's cottage.

Soneone ahead of himhad turned on a dimceiling |light.

There was no sign of the fugitive mllionaire, nor of any of the other
intruders in this house of mystery. But there were bul ky | eather objects on
t he
kitchen floor that nmade The Shadow s eyes gl eam wi th under st andi ng.

Three suitcases. Al three had been burst recklessly open, exposing their
contents. There was no sign of the noney that Marsley had supposedly crammed
in
those bags. All that was visible were neat packets of ordinary newspaper. They
were scattered all over the floor

The rear door of the cottage was open. A quick |ook convinced The Shadow
that Marsley couldn't have fled out the rear door because of the nature of the
prints in the soft earth. They all pointed inward toward the house. Al so, the
mllionaire's car still stood enpty and dark where he had parked it.

A narrow hallway led forward fromthe kitchen to the front of the
cott age.

The light was very dimfromthe single ceiling bulb. The Shadow approached the
begi nning of the narrow hall with wary attention. He suspected a trap.

Hi s suspicion was justified.

Across the wi dth of the passage, about a foot above the floor, a taut
bl ack
t hread had been stretched. It was alnost invisible. The leg of a hurrying nman
woul d instantly snap that frail barrier.

The Shadow snapped it, but not with his own body.

Darting across the kitchen to the stove, he picked up a |ong netal poker
He stood with his cloaked formcarefully bent aside fromthe hall passage. H's
armstretched outward. A quick jerk of the hooked poker broke the black



t hr ead.

Instantly, fromthe ceiling of the dark passage, a shot roared. A bullet
thudded into the floor at the exact spot The Shadow woul d have stood, had he
advanced as recklessly as a cunning nmurderer had intended himto do.

The Shadow s sibilant | augh made grim clipped nmusic. Once nore by quick
t hi nki ng he had antici pated and out guessed his nysterious foe. Was that foe
Mar sl ey? The Shadow was not yet prepared to answer the question. Convinced
t hat
the way ahead was clear, he raced to the front of the house.

It was the explosive report of the anmbushed pistol that the frightened
Ali ce Dodge had heard upstairs. The Shadow s brains had actually saved the
girl's life, but, as yet, he was unaware of the tense drama that had devel oped
on the top floor of the house.

Through the open front door of the house, The Shadow | eaped into the
bl ackness of the open grounds.

An autonobile was racing into view frombehind a tangle of bushes. It
sped
straight for the picket fence, smashing it flat under its spinning wheels as
it
whi zzed to the black | ane outside the golf course.

The escaping car vani shed down the black | ane with a hum of power that
rapidly drifted into nothingness.

THE SHADOW had no chance to halt that desperate flight. He knew, however,
the identity of that crazy notorist. He had caught a revealing glinpse of a
pale, ratty face, twisted with triunph.

It was the little blackmailer who had started this whole train of
conspiracy and nurder by his daring visit to the headquarters of Duke Duncan
on
Du Pont Pl ace.

Leo Barry. He was the cunning fugitive who had fled into the shrouding
dar kness of the New Jersey countryside.

The Shadow coul d have stopped that car with a swiftly aimed bullet into
one
of the spinning tires. He deliberately refrained fromdoing so. The Shadow
wanted Leo Barry to escape. The case had not yet devel oped to the point where
The Shadow wanted to apprehend this man.

He was turning on his heel to glide back inside the house, when anot her
unl ooked-for event changed his purpose.

A wi ndow on the top floor of the cottage had been shattered to pieces
with
a loud jangle of falling glass. Through the broken wi ndow, a dark slender body
hurled itself. It rolled over and over, down the steep slant of the extension
r oof .

The Shadow raced forward to come to grips with this new eneny.

CHAPTER VI |
THE SAND PI'T

THE crash of glass that had drawn The Shadow to the south side of
Marsl ey' s
cottage cane from Alice Dodge's desperate dive through the w ndow
The Shadow wit nessed her swift, rolling descent down the steep extension
roof. She was preparing to drop to the black turf bel ow
Her clenched fingers let go their grip. Downward through space she
whi zzed,
struck the dark earth with both feet. She was cl ever enough to bend her silken



knees in an effort to cushion the fall. But the inpact was terrific, none the
less. It pitched her forward on her face.

Alice managed slowy to regain her feet. The Shadow watched her chafe
circul ati on back into her nunb ankles. One of them seemed to be slightly
sprained fromthe inpact. But, obviously, no bones were broken

Ali ce Dodge began to hobbl e away, increasing her speed with each
faltering
step she took. Her goal was the thick tangle of shrubbery that |ined the side
of
the cottage property. The bl ack woods swal | owed up her fleeing figure.

The Shadow did not attenpt to cut her off. He could easily have done so,
but he had a double purpose in mind. Hs first was to find out if possible the
unknown | eader of crine for whomthis desperate girl was working.

The Shadow elim nated the dead Duke and Snap as her possible
conf eder at es.

Could it be John Marsley? By following Alice, he hoped to find the answer.

The second restraining factor in The Shadow s mind was the matter of
geography. Fromthe direction of Alice's flight through the woods, he
cal cul at ed
that she would break through to the road at al nost the exact spot where The
Shadow had parked his own car

The Shadow took the clear, uninpeded route through the cottage grounds,
rather than the bramble-tw sted path the girl had taken. No sound cane from
hi s
feet in the rutted | ane. He reached the car and found it enmpty, as he had left
it.

Far back in the tangled shrubbery, he could hear the approaching feet of
the girl.

In a trice, The Shadow opened the door of his car. H's slouch hat and his
bl ack robe slid away fromhim The disguise was thrust into a hidden
conpart ment
with one swift gesture. The Shadow was now Lanont Cranston.

But a ripple passed over his nobile face. His mouth and features seened
to
writhe. Wthout changi ng anything save the habitual expression of his face,
Lamont Cranston al so vani shed.

In his place was a smiling stranger. A man whose nmouth | ooked weak, whose
expression seenmed alnost timd. Well-dressed, faultlessly groomed, he seened
like a harm ess, good-natured citizen whose car had broken down on a |onely
country road.

He drew hinsel f out of sight behind the car

THE next instant, bushes crackled and waved. Alice Dodge sped
breat hl essly
into the open. A gasp of delight burst fromher Iips as she saw the notionl ess
car. She sprang inside. Her trenbling foot pressed viciously against the
starter
pedal .

But before the engine could catch, she was restrained by a soft clutch at
her arm A ninble gentleman had slid out of darkness to the seat beside her -
a
very peaceable and inoffensive man in a light-gray suit of expensive cut.

"You surely wouldn't try to steal ny car, young |ady?"

"Who - who are you?"

"Peter Lane is ny nane. | hope | didn't frighten you. | got out to | ook
at
nmy gas tank. \Wat's wong? Are you in trouble?"

"Yes!" The Shadow was consci ous of her sharp, shrewd glance at his mld
face. He could see her mnd swiftly fashioning lies to fool him



"My name is Marie Endrick," she said, glibly. "I went to a country-club
dance tonight with a boy friend. He asked ne to take a drive afterward in his
car. He - he said that cottage back yonder was his, and he invited me in for a
drink. He - he tried to - to make - Ch, it was horrible! | broke away and fled
t hrough the woods. Listen! He's coming after me, now Save ne! Don't let him
harm ne! "

The sound of a heavy body threshing through the bushes was distinctly
audi bl e. The Shadow t hought instantly of Snap Carlo. Snap nust have seen the
girl make her leap fromthe top-floor shed roof, and was racing to capture
her .

"Pl ace your head on ny shoul der!" The Shadow whi spered, gently. "Perhaps
we
can fool this fellow"

The pursuing figure appeared suddenly fromthe dark screen of shrubbery.
It
wasn't Snap Carlo. In spite of the fact that he was panting and his face was
scrat ched by branbles, there was nothing of the crimnal |ook about him It
was
John Mar sl ey.

The Shadow pretended not to recogni ze the international banker

Mar sl ey blinked and hesitated. He saw Alice Dodge's head reclining
anorously on the shoul der of an inoffensive-Iooking stranger

"Who are you?" he growl ed. "What are you doi ng, parked here on a dark
road
i ke this?"

"Peter Lane is ny nane. This is my fiance, Marie Endrick. W stopped here
for a noment for personal reasons. Do you object?"

Mar sl ey' s answer was vi cious. A gun whi pped fromhis pocket wth
[ i ght ni ng
speed. He held the nuzzle pointed toward Peter Lane and the girl.

"You're a liar!" he snarled, "You re both liars! The girl is Alice Dodge!
She's a thief! She tried to rob me back there in that cottage! Get out of that
car with your hands up high, or 1I'll blow your head off!"

THI S | ast savage injunction was addressed to Peter Lane. The Shadow
obeyed.
He could see pitiless death in the banker's cold eyes. He stepped obediently
fromthe car, and under the nenace of the gun, noved slowy around to the
front
of the parked autonobile.

The gun barrel followed himlike the needl e of a deadly conpass. So
i nt ent
was Marsley on his captive, that he failed to keep his mind on the girl. It
gave
her an opportunity that she was quick to use.

She pressured the starter pedal, ramed the car into gear

It |eaped forward with a swift jerk that alnost crunched The Shadow
beneat h
its wheels. He threw hinself headl ong aside, rolling over in the dirt. The car
roared away with a screech of accel erated speed.

Marsley didn't fire a single shot after the vanishing girl. He had a
doubl e
choice of victins, and he nade it with crimnal instinct. H's gun nuzzle was a
pointing circlet of death, as The Shadow sprang to his feet.

"Don't nove, M. Peter Lane! Wal k ahead of me!" Marsley grow ed,
" Strai ght
ahead! Cdinb slowmy over that stone wall of the golf course!"

The Shadow obeyed. He was seeking additional information about this
sini ster John Marsley, who seened to be an international banker of repute by



day, and a rmnurderous rogue by night.

The strange procession | ed through unkenpt grass and weedy patches of
under brush. The Shadow was forced to advance toward a deep sand trap near the
el eventh hole of the golf course. He halted at its Iip.

"Slide down!" the inexorable voice behind himordered.

The Shadow descended, feet-first, in a cloud of dislodged sand particles.
Marsl ey foll owed. There was a queer smile on the banker's pale face. He had
barely reached the bottom when he did a strange thing.

He pl aced the gun back in his pocket and began to laugh with a shrill,
nervous tone.

"I's this a joke?" the voice of Peter Lane asked.

"The grimrest joke you will ever come in contact with in your whole
life!™
Marsl ey rejoined. "I have no intention of killing you, M. Lane. | was afraid
only of that girl in your car. | wanted to get rid of her. | brought you here,
to this lonely spot, because |'ve got to talk confidentially with you. 1've
got

to entrust to you a secret that affects the well-being of our country, perhaps
t he peace of the entire world!"

It was inpossible to guess whether Marsley was serious or lying. He
poi nt ed
toward the soft bottomof the sand trap with a quivering finger. The clouds in
t he dark sky overhead had parted nonmentarily. The rays of a crescent noon
showed
the ground with mlky indistinctness.

Marsl ey's finger was pointing toward sonething that | ooked Iike a golf
bal |
hal f covered with | oose sand.

"That golf ball you see lying there is hollow " he whispered. "It
cont ai ns
a secret that rnust be forwarded to Washington - tonight! The ball is a thin
nmetal container, and the top unscrews. Inside it is a single sheet of
oni onski n

paper that contains a nmessage witten in Oriental characters. | have no | onger
any real hope of getting it to Washington, alive. | want you to take this
secret

nmessage to a nan whose name | will give you."

Mar sl ey reached down to pick up the golf ball. But he didn't touch it.
Turni ng, he clutched at The Shadow and shoved hi mviciously to one side.

THE SHADOW saw sonething el se in the sand. A slight |lunp was evident
bel ow
the spot where his foot was descending. But he had no chance to regain his
bal ance. The foot came down hard, and there was instantly a snap froma
conceal ed steel spring.

Jaws of tough netal closed over The Shadow s foot. Those jaws were edged
wi th sharp-pointed teeth. They bit through the |eather of his shoe and sunk
with
bl oody persistence into the flesh of his foot.

He went down as if he had been shot. Pain wenched upward through his

| eg.

It brought the sweat of agony to The Shadow s brow. He rolled over and |ay
perfectly still, knowi ng that useless twi sting mght snap his ankle as it
woul d

a pi pestem

The device that held himwas a steel-jawed animal trap. It had been
cleverly planted near the golf ball. Alight sifting of sand had conceal ed it
fromview in the shifting noonlight.

John Marsl ey bent over and disarmed The Shadow. Again, the banker's whol e



manner had changed. He no | onger |ooked terrified. The fright and fear in his
eyes when he had bent for the golf ball was now replaced by cold ruthless
sati sfaction.

"I don't quite know who you are, M. Lane, and | don't nuch care. 1'd
ki |
you right now, only | can't afford to risk the noise of a pistol shot."

Hi s |l aughter purred harshly.

"Unl ess |'m m staken, Shap Carlo should be somewhere in the vicinity.

He's
a handy man with a knife, they tell ne. 1'll |leave you to Snap's grim mercy!
Good night!"

He went clawing up the steep side of the sand pit, squirned over the edge
and vani shed. For a nonment the retreating footsteps could be heard faintly,
t hen
there was sil ence.

The Shadow managed to withe painfully to his knees. The bone of his
ankl e
was not smashed, as he had feared, but his shoe was bl oody and his trapped
f oot
was in bad shape.

He reached for the golf ball. In spite of Marsley's |lying speech, it was
exactly what it appeared to be: an ordinary pitted golf ball. The Shadow
clenched it in strong fingers. He hoped to be able to use it as a lever to
force
open the steel jaws of the trap.

Suddenl y, over his head, The Shadow heard a | ow chuckle. Lifting his face
fromthe sand, he saw a dark, nurderous countenance peering down at himfrom
t he
edge of the pit. Monlight glittered on the blade of a knife.

Snap Carl o!

CHAPTER VI I'|
MOONLI GHT MADNESS

SNAP | eaped grimly over the pit's edge, cane sliding down in an aval anche
of sand. He rushed toward The Shadow.

H s eagerness gave The Shadow a sl ender opportunity. The golf ball he had
pi cked up was still in his hand. He | eaned backward, his el bow bent. \Wen the
armstraightened, it was |like the crack of a whiplash. He threw the golf bal
wi th every ounce of strength he possessed.

It | anded exactly where The Shadow ai med - against the left eye of the
charging killer.

Snap was tenporarily blinded with pain. Reeling, he clapped a hand to the
danmaged eye.

The steel jaws of the trap kept The Shadow from gaining his feet. But his
| ong arm snaked out with a lightning gesture. He caught Snap's ankle, pulling
hi m headl ong to the sand.

The fierce exertion had taken grimtoll of The Shadow s wani ng strength.
The bite of the steel jaws on his foot was nore than human flesh coul d stand.

A wave of nausea swept over him |oosening his grip on the crimnal
Before
he coul d recover, Snap was squatting over his helpless foe Iike an ugly toad.

The knife lifted in Snap's grasp. He clutched The Shadow by the hair,
hol ding his head tilted so that the glittering point of the blade would plunge
deep into the flesh of the throat.

The knife descended. The hand of The Shadow noved so fast that it was a
blur in the pale noonlight. He stopped the plunge of the knife, but only for
an



instant. His strength was no match for his fresh and vi gorous foe.

Again, the knife lifted.

This time, Snap hinmself halted the death blow. A shrill, triple sound
nmade
the tense killer swear with sudden fright. The sound came fromthe | ane that
ran
past the stone wall of the golf links. A police whistle! The three quick
bl ast's
wer e unm st akabl e.

It changed the cocksure Snap froma nerciless killer to a cowardly
fugitive. He had no desire to tangle with State cops. He knew that the corpse
of
Duke Duncan in the cottage would give the police a | ong-sought opportunity to
shove himstraight into the electric chair.

It would be a cinch to convict him guilty or not.

Snap beat a cautious retreat. He clawed quietly up the side of the pit,
bellied over the edge. His bent figure vani shed noi selessly into the darkness,
toward the opposite side of the deserted |inks.

THE Shadow, too, was desperately anxious not to have hinself found by
State
troopers. His fake identity as Peter Lane would be hard to maintain. Hs rea
personality was in danger of conplete exposure.

He did what he had planned to do before the savage attack of Snap Carl o.
He
used the golf ball - which had fallen to the sand, after striking Snap's eye -
as a lever to help himpry apart the closed steel jaws of the trap on his
f oot .

It was hard work, but The Shadow was nerved by his imrediate peril. Bit
by
bit, he managed to force the notched jaws slightly apart. He jamed the gol f
ball into the aperture and rested for an instant.

Hi s stiffened fingers cracked under the effort he was maki ng. The golf
bal |

dropped | oose to the sand, but before the jaws of the trap could spring back
agai n, The Shadow pul |l ed his shoe | oose fromthe notched steel

Squirm ng over the lip of the crater, dizzy frompain and exhaustion, he
nmoved silently through darkness toward the road beyond the stone wall. He was
able to rest his weight on both feet now.

He coul d see the tracks of footsteps in the soft turf. They were his and
Marsl ey' s, nade when The Shadow had been forced toward the sand pit by the
wily
banker. The Shadow avoi ded making return prints by stepping carefully on firm
grassy tufts.

He reached the stone wall, dropped |ow There were chinks in the | oosely
pil ed stones and The Shadow was abl e to peer through. He saw at once that
Snap' s
fear was justified.

A police roadster was parked in the | ane outside the grounds of Marsley's
cottage. Beside it stood a State trooper. He was still holding in his hand the
whi stl e on which he had bl own three signal blasts.

The signal had been neant for the ears of the trooper's conrade. A second
uni formed man was hurrying out to the road fromthe cottage grounds.

"I was afraid something was wong," the trooper with the whistle said.
"Nobody canme out since you went in. The house | ooks damed quiet. Was that
phone
call a fake?"

"No fake, Tom There's nurder inside that cottage - and a pretty dirty
j ob



of murder, too! Woever Stanley West is, he sure had the right dope when he
sent
us that warning phone call!"

The Shadow, listening intently behind the wall, creased his forehead in a
t houghtful frown. Stanley West was the sleek boyfriend of Viola Marsley. The
pai r had passed The Shadow that very norning in the | obby of the banker's
skyscraper on their way to these same golf |inks! Was West, too, in this
murderous riddle? And Viola - what of her?

It seened ridiculous to suspect a daughter of trying to betray her own
father, but The Shadow never elim nated anyone from suspicion, until he was
certain of his facts. Enotion or guesswork played no part in The Shadow s
nmet hods of detection.

He added Stanley West and Viola to his list of people to be investigated,
while he listened to the whispered talk of the two troopers in the dark road
beyond the wal | .

"I found tire marks outside the back door. A big car left there in a
hurry
after a swift change of tires."

"Who' s been nurdered?”

"Duke Duncan! How do you like that for a sensation?"

There was an exclamation fromhis big partner. But the trooper who had
searched the cottage cut himshort with a quick recital of what he had found
i nside the house. He swore excitedly, ended his story wth:

"This is the screwiest nmurder case | ever ran into!"

THE SHADOW agreed with him - but the next instant, he was ducking his
head
and flattening his body on the soft grass behind the stone wall. H's notion
was
a second too late. The trooper, turning his head, had evidently heard a
restl ess
novenent of The Shadow s, behind the wall.

He yelled a warning and drew his gun : "There's a guy behind that wall!"
Twi n nmuzzl es pointed at the spot where The Shadow | ay conceal ed.
"Come out of there with your hands up, or we'll blow you apart!" yelled
t he
second trooper.
No answer .

The nearest trooper began to advance, slowy, zigzagging as a precaution
H s conpani on darted aside and ran toward the shaggy outline of the elmtree.
Screened by its massive trunk, he | eaped over the low top of the wall.

The beam of his torch fell full on the spot where the novenment had been
hear d.

There was no one there!

The Shadow had not wasted a second. Wile the troopers were calling
usel essly for himto surrender, The Shadow had made his swi ft way al ong the
i nner side of the wall. The barrier bent sharply a few yards onward, follow ng
the course of the crooked country | ane. Wien the trooper went over the wall
from
behi nd the protection of the elm The Shadow went over it in the opposite
direction. He dropped into the dust of the black road. The darkness and the
curve in the lane protected himfor the nonment.

Everyt hi ng hi nged on the next novenment of the two troopers.

They did what The Shadow hoped they would do. A cry fromone of them
i ndi cated that they had found footprints in the soft turf of the golf Iinks.
They were the marks that John Marsley and "Peter Lane" had made. They | ed
strai ght onward toward the sand trap near the el eventh hol e.

The Shadow rose from his conceal ment at the outer side of the stone wall.
Crouchi ng, he saw t he di sappearing backs of the stal king troopers. They had



separated. They were approaching the sand pit |ike cautious Indians, their
guns
ready for action.

It was all The Shadow needed to know. His cautious flight along the road
made no sound. He ran straight toward the parked car of the troopers. In a
si ngl e bound, The Shadow gai ned the seat and slid behind the wheel. He awoke
t he
engine to life. The car shot forward under the grim pressure of The Shadow s
unhurt foot on the gas pedal

At the noise of the motor, there cane a double yell of alarmand rage
from
the two troopers in the sand trap. Orange flanme spurted in the darkness.
Bull ets
whi stled toward the flying car. One of themstruck with a loud thwack! But it
nm ssed The Shadow s bent head as it ripped through the netal side of the car
The rest of the hastily aimed slugs whined harm essly through the air.

The car was too far away in the bl ackness now, for a lucky shot to pierce
one of the tires.

THE SHADOW S desper at e purpose had succeeded. He had gai ned a nethod of
escape - and he had left his pursuers stranded on foot in a country road.
Their
only recourse was the tel ephone.

The Shadow had seen no phone in Marsley's cottage. |If his observation was
correct, it would nean considerable delay in spreading an al arm ahead to stop
a
stol en police car.

It was ahead of himthat The Shadow s greatest danger now | ay!

But ahead of himlay also his greatest opportunity. He was thinking of
t he
nmysterious Alice Dodge and the car that she had taken: The Shadow s own car.

Alice had fled down this sane road, taking the exact route that The
Shadow
was now taking. There was an excellent chance that The Shadow mi ght, by high
speed, overtake her before she could vani sh conpletely.

As soon as the country |lane swerved into the highway | eading toward New
Yor k, The Shadow forced every atom of speed the police car could nuster. Every
once in a while he swept through a tiny sleeping village. He had a hunch he
was
going to find his own car enpty and abandoned in one of these dark villages.

Alice Dodge would be afraid to stick to it too long. She'd be apt to rely
on the surer protection of a train ride to New York

The fourth village in which The Shadow sl ackened his speed showed hi m
what
intelligence had already anticipated. There was a railroad station on the |eft
side of the road, a nere shed with a platform Behind the platformwas the
dar k
shape of a parked autonobile. One that The Shadow recogni zed!

Ginding to a quick stop, The Shadow changed cars. He was now in his own.
The police knew not hing of this machine.

The Shadow conti nued through the darkness at a nore reasonabl e pace.
Shortly, he gave a | owtoned chuckle. He had noticed the pale glint of white
paper in a crack at the side of the seat upholstery. A snall envel ope and a
sheet of white paper had slid downward and becone janmed out of sight, with
only
its corner protruding.

Alice Dodge, in her fear and excitenent, had failed to notice her |oss.
The
Shadow knew the letter was hers the nonment he glanced at its outside. It was



addressed to her, in care of general delivery.

The note inside was typewitten and very brief. Just two sentences. But
those two typed sentences and the nane signed at the bottom brought a cold
gl eam
to the eyes of The Shadow:

Very much interested in your proposition
If I get what | want - you'll get what you want!
STANLEY VST

Agai n the name of the sleek playboy friend of Viola Marsley was popping
up
in this tangl ed case. The Shadow hadn't forgotten that it was Stanley West
whose
t el ephone warni ng had brought the police racing to Marsley's isolated cottage.
What was West's game? And who was this Alice Dodge?

The girl had nmade a proposition and Stanl ey West had accepted. Was this
t he
true explanation for Duke Duncan's nmurder? Alice had escaped in The Shadow s
car
bef ore he had much chance to study her appearance. But a swift glance or two
was
al | The Shadow usual |y needed.

The girl's clothing was significant. She had seemed to himto be queerly
like Viola Marsley. That was because she was wearing clothing that was al nost
t he exact counterpart of the costume the banker's daughter had worn when she
had
left her father's office early in the nmorning to play golf at the Fairlawn
links. Was Alice Dodge attenpting to inpersonate Viola?

The Shadow had plenty to think about, as he drove steadily back to New
Yor k
with an aching and badly swollen foot.

CHAPTER | X
LEO BARRY RETURNS

A LITTLE after nine o' clock on the followi ng nmorning, a sleek roadster
halted in front of the inposing townhouse of John Marsley. Stanley West
al i ght ed.

There was a pleased snmile on his handsone face. He acted like a clever
young man who was thoroughly satisfied with the world and hinself. He crossed
the sidewal k with brisk strides and rang the bell

The butler who answered his quick, positive ring seened a trifle ill at
ease. But West's cheery smile and his fresh norning face chased the gl oom from
the butler's sall ow countenance.

"Good norning, sir."

"I's Mss Marsley ready for her nmorning' s golf?"

"l suppose so, sir." The butler hesitated. "She's in the library with her
father. Perhaps |1'd better -"

"Don't bother, Craig. | knowthe way to the library."

He clicked blithely down the hall and knocked at a cl osed oaken door
Marsl ey's voice called out, "Come in!" and West entered.

He seemed surprised at the pale, unhappy | ook on Marsley's usually
i npassive face. Viola, too, seenmed worried. Her glance noved fromthe young
man
to her father. Then it returned to a pile of newspapers on the library table.

Fl ari ng headlines covered the front pages. The nysterious nmurder of Duke
Duncan in New Jersey the night before, had hit the news with a bang.



"Where in the world have you been all norning, Stanley?" Viola cried,
anxi ously.

"At ny apartnment. Way?" Hi s voi ce was suave.

"I tried to get you on the tel ephone. Your |ine has been busy for the
past
two hours!”

"I don't wonder at that," West grinned. "I've had reporters and
detectives
buzzing around ne like flies! They all seened to think | had something to do
with the nurder of that fell ow nanmed Duke Duncan.”

"The papers say it was you who tel ephoned the tip about the killing, from
a
pay station in New Jersey, last night," Viola faltered.

"Some rascal inpersonated ne," West replied, quietly. "He was afraid to
give his own nane to the police, so he picked a nane at random from the phone
book. Unluckily, he happened to pick mne. But, luckily, | have a conplete
alibi. I was in Manhattan all last night, and | have friends to prove it.
Don' t
worry about me. How about our golf gane, Viola?"

She didn't answer Stanley. She seened to have forgotten him She was
again
gazing at her father.

"Dad. I'mgoing to ask you sonething that nmay seemsilly, even crazy. But

I
have a reason for asking. Do you know anything at all about the nurder of Duke
Duncan?"

Marsl ey didn't seem annoyed by his daughter's accusing question. On the
contrary, he forced a wan snile

"I'f you mean, do | have an alibi like M. Wst, my answer is yes. Like
hi m
I was | ucky enough to be in Manhattan last night. | have w tnesses to prove
it,
i f necessary. Why do you ask?"

He was amazed by the deep breath of thankful ness Viola uttered.

"Thank God." she murnured. "I knew that wonan was lying! | could tell it
fromthe sound of her shrill voice over the phone."

"WOVAN?" Marsl ey echoed. His face seenmed to turn gray in an instant. Fear
showed in his eyes. "Wo called you, and what did she say?"

"She said her name was Alice Dodge. She declared that she had evi dence
t hat
woul d send you to the chair for nurder! She - she accused you of killing Duke
Duncan! She said you were talking to himat the cottage when he was nurdered.
She pronmised to keep quiet, if | nmeet her at a tea roomuptown. She has a
proposition she wants to nake ne."

Marsley's enotion at the mention of Alice Dodge was inpossible to
conceal .

"I forbid you to | eave the house!" he said, hoarsely.

"It sounds like a kidnap schene," Stanley West remarked.

"Exactly! Alice Dodge is a crimnal! Had you gone to that tea room she'd
have ki dnapped you and held you as a pawn to force ne to do certain things -
things | have no intention of doing!"

"How can you be so sure this Alice Dodge is a crook?" Stanley West asked,
quietly. Hi s narrow eyes regarded the ol der man cunningly. But he nmasked it
with
a polite shrug that turned his face away.

"Because she was at the cottage in New Jersey |ast night,’'
assert ed.

"But - if you yourself weren't there, how do you know t hat ?"

Mar sl ey



Mar sl ey wal ked abruptly to the closed door of the library. He opened it
qui ckly with a sudden gesture. The butler was nowhere in sight. C osing the
oaken door, Marsley returned to face the polite Wst and his wondering
daught er.

"I was in the cottage |ast night,’

he said in a | ow voice. "M ali bi

story

is not true. That cottage was purchased by a dumy enpl oyed by nme. | went
there

| ast night to pay Duke Duncan one mllion dollars in cash! He had certain
information | wanted to obtain. | tricked himand didn't pay - but | failed to

recover the docunment | was after."

"You - Kkilled Duke Duncan?" Viol a gasped.

"No. It was done in the dark. | don't know who fired the shotgun that
ripped his head apart. I'm- I'min a terrible spot! | dare not go to the
police. And unless | can regain a certain blackmail docunent fromthe crooks,
I"'mliterally faced with the unpl easant fate of death in the electric chair!"

Stanl ey West shook his head with a slow gesture that was neant to be
reassuring. Marsley raised his hand to ward of f any interruption

"I want you to know certain facts - in case I'mkilled," he continued.
"The
bl ackmai | paper to which | referred contains seening proof that |I was invol ved
i n another murder sonme nmonths ago, for which a young man naned Jack Skelly is
now awai ting death at Sing Sing. That particular murder was arranged and
carried

out by Duke Duncan. | give you ny solem word that |'minnocent - as innocent
as
Jack Skelly."

"But if Skelly is innocent,"” Viola cried, "why can't you clear his nane
and
stop his execution?"

"Because to do that, 1'll have to expose a secret that I've sworn I'1l]I
never do. If saving himneans the exposure of my secret, Skelly will have to
die!"

"Fat her, that's nurder!"

"Call it what you like," Marsley growl ed, his eye on West. "In the vast
networ k of conspiracy into which |I've unwittingly entangl ed nyself, Skelly's
life is uninportant. So is mne."

Viola crept sobbing into the arnms of her defiant father.

"I THINK you had better tell me exactly who were present in your Jersey
cottage last night," West said, in a persuasive voice.

H s hands were clenched behind his back. He didn't want Marsley to
realize
t he eagerness that was flooding him But Marsley was in no condition to detect
anyt hi ng unusual in West's manner

"Duncan, of course, was there," he said. "So was Shap Carlo. Alice Dodge
makes three. The fourth was a smooth scoundrel in a parked car by the nane of
Peter Lane. And a thin-faced little fell ow named Leo Barry."

He choked on sone hi dden rage.

"Personally, |I'mconvinced that Leo Barry is the man back of the whole
conspiracy. |'ve had private detectives on his trail. | know he visited Duncan
t he day before Duncan cane to see me. |'ve found out the name of the hotel

wher e
Barry lives -
"What hotel is he living in?" West interrupted.
Marsl ey naned it: a second-rate place on the Wst Side.
"Leo Barry has di sappeared since he saw Duncan, two days ago. But |'m
sure
he'll return. Wen he does, |I'Il take care of him 1'mgoing to kill that



crooked little rat without hesitation!"

For an instant, the banker was like cold stone. Then the mpod passed. He
patted the arm of his shivering daughter

"I want you to |eave town, Viola. Stay away until this horrible danger
bl ows over. You've got to!"

"I fancy Viola will be safe enough if she remains indoors," West
remar ked,
pl aci dly.

Viola took the cue West offered. In a tearful voice, she refused to | eave
New Yor k. Marsley was unable to shake her determi nation to remain at his side.

West snmilingly agreed not to | eave his own apartnent for the next few
days,
when Viola insisted that he hinself mght be in peril because of his
associ ation
with her. When he left, it was with a | owvoi ced pronise that father and
daughter could count on his cooperation and hel p.

Hs smle at the butler, who |let himout, was as cheerful and bright as
when he had entered. If anything, it was brighter. He clinbed into his shiny
roadster and sped away.

But for a gay and carefree young man, his actions were peculiar. He drove
to a garage and parked his car. Then he wal ked a coupl e of bl ocks and engaged
a
taxi cab. He changed cabs twice on the relatively short trip he nade. H's
j our ney
took himin a roundabout route back toward the sane nei ghborhood where John
Mar sl ey mai nt ai ned his expensive town hone.

Stanl ey West wal ked the | ast two blocks to his apartment - or, rather
t he
apartment of a friend of his. It was in a building that attracted no
parti cul ar
attention to itself. It was neither swanky nor dil api dated. The el evator which
Stanl ey West took to an upper floor was self-service.

He knocked on a snooth door with a casual rat-tat of his knuckles. The
sound was so quickly nmade that what was really a signal sounded like an
ordi nary
sunmons.

The door opened pronptly. It swng wide in the hand of an eager and very
pretty girl. She had soft honey-bl ond hair and deep-blue eyes. Her figure
outlined under the silken robe she wore was as |ovely as a professiona
nodel ' s.

Snap Carl o woul d have ground his teeth after one quick look at this
denure
beauty. She was Alice Dodge.

STANLEY WVEST grinned at her, as he stepped across the threshold and shut
the door swiftly behind him

"Well - what luck? What did you find out?"

"The ki dnap scheme failed," Wst admtted.

He didn't seem downcast. H s eyes radiated a gl ow of satisfaction. "But
somet hi ng el se happened that made my visit to Marsley a nost fortunate one.
The
old boy was so scared, he talked. 1've found out the address of Leo Barry! And
I
repeat what |'ve promised all along: If you'll help nme, I'll help you."

Alice shot a harsh question at him But he shrugged and shoved past her
He
pi cked up the phone book, found the number of a certain West Side hotel. Wen
he
had it, he spat the number over the wire like a bullet.



Hs talk was brief and peculiar. He got the man he was calling, but he
didn't converse with him He nerely listened to the sound of the voice and
mur mur ed qui ckly, "Excuse me - wong nunber." Then he hung up

"Leo Barry has returned to his hotel suite,” he told Alice tonelessly. He
jamred on his hat and started for the door

"\Where are you goi ng?"

"I"'mgoing to pay a call - after some minor arrangenments are nmade - on
M.
Leo Barry."

H s whi spered words were like velvet. "You stay here, darling. Barry has
stol en sonething that | need very much, if I'mto conquer John Marsley. So I'm
going to finish M. Leo Barry, once and for all!"

CHAPTER X
THE SECOND MJURDER

DARKNESS filled a nysterious room It was a blackness akin to that of a
cl osed grave or a sealed burial vault.

Suddenly, a sibilant |augh echoed. It was foll owed by the sudden gl ow
from
a single, shaded blue |ight hanging over a desk

The Shadow was in his sanctum - secret abode in the heart of Manhattan
H s laughter signified that a period of al nost deathlike concentrati on was now
over. He was now ready to sunmarize his thoughts concerning five nen and two
worren.

The hand of The Shadow nmoved purposefully to the rear of the desk. When
t he
fingers returned, they were hol ding a sheet of paper. Next canme pens and
di sappearing ink

The Shadow pi cked up one of the pens and wote. A nane appeared on the
white paper: "DUKE DUNCAN." Through that nane, a black line was instantly
dr awn.
The Iine was a synbol that death had al ready renoved Duke fromthe nystery.

The Shadow t hought about the queer blackmail set-up that had preceded
Duncan's death. Cbviously, Duncan had been used as a cat's-paw in a conspiracy
that aimed itself at John Marsley. The Shadow knew t he nature of the bl ackmai
evi dence that Duke Duncan had bought for ten thousand dollars fromLeo Barry.
He
was aware that Marsley had been ready to pay a million in cash to get it back

But was this evidence the basis of the carnival of crine that had since
devel oped? The Shadow did not believe so. He sensed sonet hi ng deeper
sonet hi ng
that was far nore deadly.

He bracketed with the nanme of Duke Duncan, the nane of his chief
|'i eut enant
in crime: Snap Carlo. Snap was a disloyal henchman. The Shadow knew Snhap's
anbition to take over Duke's power and profit. To Snap's greed was added the
nmore ruthless notive of desire. He wanted Duke's woman - and Dol ores Maguire
wanted Snap. It was a perfect notive for nurder

Yet The Shadow di d not believe this was the answer. The nanmes of Duncan
and
Snap Carlo faded fromthe paper. The cal mlaughter of The Shadow i ndi cated
t hat
hi s suspi cion of the woman-chasi ng Snap had faded, also.

He wrote now the nanme of Leo Barry. He was convinced that the little
bl ackmai |l er was the key to the whol e puzzle. The Shadow knew t hat, behind his
uni mpr essi ve physi cal appearance, Barry was a man of brains. If Marsley had a
guilty secret that prom sed rich pickings, Barry would be clever enough to use



Duncan and his organi zed gang to do the dirty work.

The Shadow had no proof that it was Barry who had fired the fatal gun
shot
in Marsley's cottage in New Jersey. But he suspected he was the one who had
attenpted to steal the three suitcases; and the one who had planted the gun
which had failed to kill The Shadow in the di m passageway beyond Marsley's
ki t chen.

Agai n, The Shadow i nscribed a name on his sheet of paper, a wonan's nane
with a question mark inmediately after it: "ALI CE DODGE?"

There was no proof yet as to who this Alice Dodge really was. The note
found in the seat lining of The Shadow s car seenmed to |ink her with Stanl ey
West. But Stanley West already seemed |inked with another wonman: John
Marsl ey' s
own daughter! The Shadow s busy pen showed the relationship between Stanley
Vst
and the two wonen.

The nane of John Marsley finished the list. The Shadow had persona
experience that the banker was ruthless to the point of murder. And he was
willing to let Jack Skelly go to the chair in Sing Sing.

In the sand pit on the golf links Marsley had hinted at foreign intrigue
that involved the safety of the United States. This seemed to The Shadow to be
a
lie to divert the true course of investigation. Marsley had tried to
doubl e- cross Duke Duncan

He was al nost at the racketeer's side when the shotgun had roared. He
coul d
easily have snapped the light and fired the hi dden weapon. He had, therefore,
both notive and opportunity.

But when Marsley's nane had faded fromthe paper, one of the preceding
nanes still remained, black and clearly defined. The Shadow had written that
nane with a pen he had not used for any of the others. The nane was Leo Barry.

The Shadow s i nmedi ate suspici on had narrowed down to the foxy little
bl ackmail er, quartered slyly out of sight in one of the city's Wst Side
hot el s.

It was against Barry that The Shadow i ntended to nove.

THE SHADOW S nove was i mredi ate. The |ight above the desk vani shed
Si |l ence
and darkness returned. Even the sound of breathing was absent. The Shadow had
departed his sanctum The Shadow proceeded swiftly uptown to a hotel on the
Vst
Si de.

He went neither as The Shadow, nor as Lanont Cranston. The inoffensive
Peter Lane took that journey through the noisy streets of Manhattan. He | ooked
nore timd than ever.

A qui ck survey of the hotel |ed The Shadow to the rear court in the gl oom
of a brick wall. He didn't attenpt to clinb the hotel fire escape. He took the
darker route of the slanting steel fire | adders on the rear face of the
adj oi ni ng brick warehouse.

The court was narrow. Only five or six feet separated the two buil di ngs.
A
junp could be made by a resolute man at the proper level; and the fact that
t he
rear roons of the hotel were dark and airless, made it hard to rent them No
eyes saw t he dapper Peter Lane ascend.

He made the | eap across space successfully. He al ready knew the room Leo
Barry occupied. Lifting the window with a snmall but tough steel inplenent, he
slipped silently into the dark suite. Barry was evidently away from his
hangout .



The Shadow drew down the shade and prepared to nmake a thorough search. He
found the light switch and turned it on

Wth the click of the switch, he froze into imopbility. He stood for a
| ong
time perfectly rigid. Hi s gaze remained intently on the floor at a spot near
t he
foot of the bed.

A man was huddl ed there in ghastly death. Death had cone to Leo Barry in
exactly the same way it had come to Duke Duncan. Scattering |lead pellets from
a
shotgun had all but torn off the blackmailer's head.

He lay twisted in a pool of blood. Evidently, he had realized his doom a
second too late. He nmust have thrown up his arns to protect his face, for
wists
and hands were terribly mangl ed by the charge fromthe shotgun. They hung in
red
shreds of flesh. The Shadow made an instant deduction. The nurder coul d not
possi bly have happened in this hotel room The noise of the shotgun bl ast
woul d
have been terrific. CGuests would have heard it; an alarmwoul d have been
instantly given. Yet the hotel was drowsy and cal m

The killing had been done at sonme other spot. The dead man had been
br ought
to this roominside a conveyance of some sort; probably a trunk

But where was the bl oody trunk now conceal ed?

THE SHADOW had not attenpted, as yet, to figure who m ght have killed
Barry. A glance at the paper on the wall near the corner where the |avatory
was
built provided a partial answer to that question

It was a grim boastful answer that plunged the case into deeper nystery
than ever. Death had exonerated Leo Barry fromguilt. The real crimnal was
sel f-exposed in the red-scrawl ed signature of a peculiar name "The Phoenix."

Such was the nane the burning eyes of The Shadow saw on the papered wall
The nessage above it was a challenge to The Shadow hinmsel f! He read the two
| engthy sentences with rigid attention

It has becone necessary to ny safety to renove Leo Barry as |
have al ready renoved Duke Duncan. This is to announce to the
police and the newspapers that ny third and final victimwill
be that very annoyi ng personage who calls hinmself The Shadow.
THE PHOEN X.

The nessage was proof to The Shadow of what he already suspected. He was
warring with a conceited super-crim nal

Marsl ey was the nane that first occurred to The Shadow, because of a
smal |
obj ect he found wedged in the dusty crack at the edge of the bedroomrug. It
was
a stickpin with atiny emerald. It had evidently fallen there fromthe shaking
hands of a man who had washed his hands at the |avatory sink and rearranged
hi s
tie.

The gray fluff adhering to the edge of the rug had hidden the telltale
flare of the enerald. It glowed like cold green fire in The Shadow s palm He
hi nsel f had seen that stickpin ornanent in Marsley's tie, on the night of
Duncan's nurder in the New Jersey cottage.

Was this clue a real one? O was it the cunning device of a shrewd
nur der er



to lead the trail to the banker?
No answer was visible in The Shadow s eyes. He let hinself softly out of
the roomto the deserted corridor outside. He was trying to recreate for
hi nmsel f
t he probable path the departing rmurderer nust have taken. He found it in the
rear of the hotel corridor
There was a freight elevator shaft there. It was self-service, for the
conveni ence and speed of busy porters.
The Shadow pressed a button al ongside the shaft and stepped swiftly into
the enpty car when it appeared.
He pushed the "basenent" button on the inside panel. The mnurderer mnust
have
cone and gone that way. So did The Shadow. But before he left the elevator, he
found another clue to a man's identity, that brought a cold smile to his |ips.
This clue was not one readily recognized, as was the enerald pin. It was
a
cigarette stub, smashed flat under the foot of some snoker. It was not a
popul ar
brand. On the contrary, The Shadow had seen it only once in the | ast week.
That was the tinme he had watched Viola Marsley and Stanl ey West | eaving
t he
corridor of Marsley's office building for a round of golf. Both of them were
snoki ng this expensive inported brand.
The crushed butt went into the pocket with the enmerald pin.

THE cellar exit fromthe freight el evator was a concrete passage that |ed
to a side alley. Adjoining the alley was a | ow board fence penning i n what
| ooked i ke an abandoned parking | ot.

The Shadow slipped silently over the fence, as he believed a cunning
nmur derer had done before him The | ot was covered with unkenpt weeds. Near the
street side was the enpty shack of an abandoned filling station

But the first thing that caught the observant eye of The Shadow was a
cl oser object ami d the weeds. A wardrobe trunk! The Shadow wasted no tine
forcing open the lid. He knew that the killer would be smart enough to | eave
no
prints. The gl oved hands of The Shadow gave himsimlar protection

Hs tiny electric torch lighted up the inside of the trunk

It was a grisly sight. It was soaked with bl ood. The inside was |ined
with
a doubl e |l ayer of rubber sheeting, which explained why no bl ood had seeped
through to betray the killer's ghastly freight.

The Shadow had barely gl anced inside when he heard a shout. His torch in
t he darkness had attracted attention. A policenman was racing across the weeds
fromthe filling station entrance

The Shadow snapped off his torch and whirled. He fled. His action
convi nced
the cop that he was dealing with a crimnal. Bullets whizzed through the
dar kness. But The Shadow had gained the rear fence. He nelted into obscurity,
using a convenient cellar entrance and a nmaze of back yards to cover his
trail.

The cop had caught a glinpse of the bl oodstained trunk as he passed it.
He
raced back. His own flash showed himthe ugly sight The Shadow had uncover ed.

He waited for the appearance of a second patrol man, before he dashed off
to
a police alarmbox. He was able to give no clear description of the man who
had
fled. But his report to headquarters created instant excitement. Police cars
shot uptown with screami ng sirens.



The Shadow, too, was making swift use of a tel ephone. A quarter nmile
away,
he stepped tinmdly into a public booth in the character of M. Peter Lane. He
made two hurried calls. One was to the swanky town house of John Marsley; the
other was to the apartment occupied by Stanley West. Neither were at hone.

The Shadow was not surprised. Hi s sibilant |laughter echoed faintly in the
cl osed boot h.

Leo Barry was no |onger a nenace. Death had renpbved himin the sane
bl oody
manner as Duke Duncan. An anonynmous supercrimnal had at |ast been forced into
t he open. The Phoeni x admitted the comm ssion of both crines. Fromnow on, it
woul d be grimand unrelenting warfare to the death.

The Shadow versus The Phoeni x!

CHAPTER Xl
THE PHCEN X

JOHN MARSLEY found plenty to worry him the next day.

It wasn't that he feared the police. He had been away from his hone nost
of
t he previous night, but he was satisfied he had covered his novenents
perfectly.
It was the accusing gaze of his daughter Viola that he found hard to neet.

Vi ol a knew her father had not been honme |ast night. He refused to answer
her anxi ous questi ons.

The norni ng newspapers were again black with headlines. The di scovery of
Leo Barry's shotgun-torn body |inked himat once with the simlar nurder of
Duke
Duncan. The red-ink nmessage on the wall, from The Phoeni x, nade it certain.

In his spacious living room John Marsley puffed noodily at a cigar and
tried to parry his daughter's worried questions. He succeeded, until she
nmenti oned The Phoeni x. Then his own intense excitenent forced himto talk.

Viola said faintly, "Do you think The Phoenix is the one who's trying to
send you to the electric chair for a murder you didn't commit?"

Marsl ey | aughed bitterly.

"Forget that! It was only the beginning of the conspiracy. It was a
nmet hod
used to force sonething else fromne. The Phoenix is not interested in
railroading me - or the innocent Jack Skelly - to the electric chair. He and
are both interested in sonething el se.™

He went on talking in a nervous undertone.

"l expect a coded cabl egram today from a banking agent of mine in the Far

East. If | can get that cable and decode it pronptly, The Phoenix wll have
| ost
- and I will have won!"

"That should be sinple enough," Viola said. "If the cable is on its way
now, and you have the code book..."

"But, | don't!" her father groaned. "The code book was stolen fromthis
house, two days ago! Wthout it, the nessage will be neani ngl ess. Wrse than
that, | suspect The Phoeni x may al ready have the code book."

Hi s voi ce hardened.

"I"mexplaining this for an inportant reason. | want you to stay here and

take that cabl e nmessage when it cones."

"You' re going out?"

"Yes. | think | know the thief. If | work fast, | hope to recover the
book. "



TVWENTY m nutes after Marsley departed, the doorbell rang. Viola hurried
to
answer it. But quick as she was, the butler, Craig, was even quicker. He had
al ready signed for a yell ow envel ope. He was slipping it quickly into his
pocket .

He frowned, as the girl held out her hand and asked for it with a steady
Voi ce.

“"I"1l keep it for your father,'

Craig muttered. "There's no need for you

to
bother. 1'll lock it for safe-keeping in M. Marsley's study."
"You'll give it to me!" Viola snapped. "G ve ne that cabl egram”
"Very well," Craig said, quietly. H's voice was subm ssive, but the gl eam

in his eye was ugly. He handed over the yell ow envel ope and retired to his
quarters at the rear of the house.

Viola had al ways taken Craig for granted as a neek servant. Now she found
hersel f suspicious of him She decided to hide the inmportant m ssive, not in
her
father's study, but in the wall jewel safe in her own bedroom

She was lifting her hand to the conbinati on of the safe when she heard a
creak outside her door. She turned suddenly. Her footsteps on the thick rug
nmade
no sound. Throw ng open her door, she peered quickly into the hall. Craig was
a
few feet away, toward the head of the stairs. He seened disconcerted as he saw
the girl's rigid face.

"I - 1 thought I heard you ring," he said. "Did you want ne?"

"No. I'mtired and | want to sleep. Please don't disturb nme, for any
reason
what ever! "

"Very good," Craig murmured.

He descended the stairs. Viola trusted himless than ever. She had a
feeling he woul d sneak back, the nonent her bedroom cl osed. Again, she went to
her wall safe. But this tine it was for purposes of deception

She no | onger desired to hide the cablegramin the safe. But she wanted
Craig to think she had. To this end, she opened the safe noisily, waited a
nmonent, then closed it with a metallic bang. The envel ope renained in her
hand.

Vi ol a decided on an entirely new plan. She would not stay in this house
anot her monent. She woul d ignore the warning her father had given her. Craig's
behavi or convi nced her that the envel ope would be safer if she took it away,
hi dden on her own person.

She thought of a haven imredi ately. She would wait at the apartnent of
Stanl ey West until her father returned.

The t hought spurred her to speed. Her fingers lifted to the fastenings of
her dress. In a trice she began to disrobe, throwing her garments reckl essly
asi de. She stripped conpletely, as if preparing for a bath. But a bath was far
from her mnd.

Li ke a slim pink-and-white waith, she tiptoed naked to her garment
cl oset
and rummaged with nervous fingers. She found what she wanted and drew it from
a
hanger .

It was a cute yellow bathing suit.

She donned the suit. The daring little wi sp of yellow fabric enphasized
t he
charns of her boyish figure. But Viola didn't glance at her mirror with
approval
for her slimcurves. Her eyes in the glass were wide with fright.

She pulled the zi pper on a small pocket near the belt of the swmsuit.
Thi s zi pper pocket was her reason for the change of clothing. The cabl egram



went
into the pocket and fitted flat and snug.

She dressed, and slipped on hat and coat. There was triunmph in her face,
as
she hurried downstairs. Had she known the truth, she would have been |ess
satisfied with her cunning.

A FACE had witnessed Viola's swift disrobing. Watchful eyes saw the
yel | ow
swimsuit slip snugly over her white body. A man had poi sed outside the
curtai ned wi ndow, on a narrow stone | edge that ran along the flank of the
st one
dwel ling. Viola had been unconsci ous of his surveillance.

H s eyes saw the cabl egram di sappear into the zi pper pocket of the
bat hi ng
suit. Before Viola was fully dressed and unl ocki ng her door, the figure
out si de
t he curtai ned wi ndow had di sappeared.

Craig was nowhere in sight when Viola, downstairs, rang for him He
appeared presently, panting a little. Viola told himthat she had changed her
m nd and was goi ng shoppi ng. She asked Craig to have her father tel ephone her
as
soon as he returned.

"I beg pardon, mss. Howw Il he be able to reach you?"

"As soon as | make a purchase or two, "Viola said steadily, "lI'"mgoing to
the apartnent of M. Stanley West. My father can reach nme there."

"Ah!" Craig breathed. He said no nore.

Stanley West's apartnent was at no great distance fromthe Marsley hone.
Viola reached it by taxi in a few mnutes. She was smiling with relief when
she
rang his bell. But her relief changed to quick disappointment. No one answered
t he summons.

She was afraid to | eave. She could think of no other place where she
coul d
be safer. But after three fruitless rings, she was turning away, when her eyes
lighted up with delight.

The door of the automatic el evator was opening. Stanley West energed with
brisk strides. His face was grimat sight of the pretty girl outside his
apartment house door. But the expression was a fleeting one. It was repl aced
by
t he usual sunny smile of a carefree young nan.

"Viola! How charm ng of you to pay ne a visit! Come in!"

She followed himinside, and up to his apartnent. Her explanation for her
visit was vague and a bit breathless. But West didn't seemvery curious. He
was
alittle breathless hinself.

It was Viola herself who finally brought up the real reason for her call
When she cane to the subject of the cablegramfor her father, and the peculiar
behavi or of the butler, Wst frowned.

"You should have taken it with you," he said, slowy.

"That's just what | did!" she smled.

She told West about her happy idea of the swmsuit. She explained to him
that the envel ope was conceal ed in a zi pper pocket, where no one woul d dream
of
| ooking for it.

West | aughed admiringly. He seemed startled that so clever a device, and
SO
simpl e, should have solved Viola's difficulty. He fidgeted for a nonment, then
he



uttered a polite exclamation. He glanced at his watch

"By jove! I'mterribly sorry - but I wonder if you'd mind ny deserting
you
for a noment or two? | neant to stop in at the tailor's down the street. He
has
a suit | particularly want this afternoon. 1'Il be back in a jiffy. Do you
m nd?"

It didn't occur to Viola that tailors maintain delivery service. Her mnd
was on the envel ope she had conceal ed. She nodded. West fixed her a drink and
handed her a nmgazi ne. Then he deftly excused hinsel f and vani shed.

VEST had hardly | eft when Viola sighed and put down the ragazi ne.

A curious feeling of uneasi ness began to possess her. She w shed that she
had acconpanied Stanley West to the tailors. She was afraid to wait here
al one.

The air of the apartnent seened surcharged with a cold chill of peril.

Suddenl y, she had an inspiration. She hurried into the adjoining bedroom
of
the suite. She had a nervous desire to rid herself of the dangerous document
she
was carrying. She | ooked swiftly about for a better spot to hide it. The
bedr oom
rug attracted her eye.

In an instant, she nade up her mind. Her silk | egs showed candidly as she
lifted her skirt. She funbled at the zi pper pocket of the bathing suit and
renoved t he cabl egram She shoved it under edge of the rug, far enough back so
that questing fingers would not be able to reach it.

Viola felt better, as she tiptoed back to the living roomand reached for
a
magazi ne on the | ow table.

Her fingers halted before she touched it. She swung around to face the
foyer leading to the apartnment door. A key was rattling in the | ock. Viola
felt
a great surge of relief.

"Stanley!" she cried. "Back so soon? You're fast! You nust have run al
t he
way! "

No answer canme fromthe foyer. The hall door closed. Then feet padded
forward with an odd, stealthy swi ftness.

Viola's nouth flew open as she saw the intruder. It wasn't Stanley West
at
all!

An eerie figure in crinson was confronting her. A man robed from head to
foot in a metallic red cloth that glittered when he noved. Red slippers peeped
fromunder the hem of his robe. An automatic pistol jutted ominously froma
hand
gloved with the sane tw nkling material

There was not hi ng human about this strange figure, except the glare of
slitted eyes. An envel opi ng hood gave no clue to the size or shape of the
conceal ed head.

The Phoeni x!

No sound came from Viola's parted lips. Terror paralyzed the cords in her
throat. She stood rooted as the arned figure advanced.

A voice snarled at her. It was husky, blurred, a sound like that of a
tongue-tied man.

"The cabl egram - quick! | have no tinme to lose! If you try to delay, 1'l
kill you like Duncan and Barry!"
"I - 1 haven't it," she gasped. "I gave it to Stanley West for

saf e- keeping! He took it with himwhen he left!"



"You lie!" A grimchuckle nmade the crinmson hood ripple. "It's hidden on
your body. Rerove your clothing!"

The gun pointed om nously. Mdesty made Viola hesitate. Al so, she thought
that delay might bring help fromthe returning Stanley Wst.

She funbl ed deliberately at the fastenings. She renoved her dress and | et
it flutter to the floor. Reluctantly, her slip followed. Wth flushed face,
she
stood attired only in silk stockings, shoes and the little swimsuit.

The Phoeni x sprang closer. Hi s hand jerked open the zi pper pocket. He
cursed as he saw that it was enpty.

"Where have you hi dden that cabl egran®”

"I told you |l gave it to Stanley Wst."

"W'| | soon see. Take off that bathing suit!"

VI OLA shrank back, her pale arns crossed desperately. Fingers thrust her
protecting hands away. Wth a furious gesture, The Phoeni x caught at the
narr ow
yel low strap across the girl's white shoulder. He was jerking it |oose, when
suddenly he uttered a cry of alarm

The tel ephone bell began to ring. At the same instant, Viola found her
voice and raised it in a piercing screamof terror

The Phoenix fled. He raced with thudding feet through the foyer to the
apartment door. The door opened and closed with a click that was drowned out
by
t he sound of the ringing phone.

The hal f-fainting girl collapsed into a chair.

How | ong she sat there, she had no idea. No help cane to her from
out si de.

The soundproof walls of the apartnent had deadened her scream

Presently, a key grated in the hall door |ock. Stanley Wst hurried into
the living roomwith a smle on his handsone face.

Hi s jaw dropped as he saw the half-fainting Viola sitting weakly in a
chair. She was clad only in the yellow swmsuit, with one shoul der strap
hangi ng | oose. Viola replaced the strap with a shaking hand, as she noted the
direction of Wst's gaze.

She swayed to her feet and the young man ran forward. He supported her
with
a strong arm

"Viola Are you hurt? \What happened?”

CHAPTER Xl
A DANGERCQUS WOVAN

VEST' S voi ce was tender, full of solicitude. But Viola no | onger trusted
this man. H s sudden | eaving of her was queer; his quick return even queerer
I nstead of describing what had happened, Viola asked hima question

"How di d you get back so soon? You're out of breath. Did you run?"

West hesit at ed.

"I had a queer feeling that something was wong. | telephoned to see if
you
were safe. When there was no answer to nmy ring, | raced back."

His story sounded fishy to Viola. Had he franmed it because he knew t he
phone had rung whil e The Phoeni x was in the roon? Was West hinself The
Phoeni x?

Slowy, Viola described the attack on her. She |ied about the cabl egram
She told West that the crinson apparition had found it in the zipper pocket of
her swmsuit and had fled with it.



West didn't question her further about the | oss. He merely suggested that
she remain at his apartnment until she had nore fully recovered from her shock

Vi ol a declined. Suavely, he insisted. The shrill ring of the tel ephone
created a diversion. West took a quick step forward. But Viola, who was closer
to the instrunment, beat himto the table. She was overjoyed to hear the
di st ant
voi ce of her father.

"Viola! What are you doing in the apartnent of Stanley West? Craig just
told me. Make an excuse and cone hone at once! You're in danger!"

"I"mjust about to |leave, dad," Viola replied. Her quiet |aughter gave
Vst
no clue to what was being said on the other end of the wre.

"I tel ephoned you before,” Marsley continued. "You didn't answer. \Wy?"

“I''mcom ng home now. Good-by, dad.”

She picked up her outer clothing fromthe floor. Wst nmade no effort to
stop her as she wal ked toward the bedroom But she knew now he had |ied about
t he phone bell. It was her father who had call ed!

Wth the bedroom door | ocked behind her, Viola tiptoed to the edge of the
rug and found the envel ope she had hi dden. She tucked it back into the pocket
of
her swimsuit. Then she dressed hurriedly and energed.

Viola left West standing in his doorway, staring after her. Wth beating
heart, she sunmoned a taxi and sped to her own home. The thought that she
still
had the cablegramfilled her with a tingling thrill. But the nonment she saw
t he
pal e, drawn face of her father, she knew di saster had struck from anot her
quarter.

MARSLEY drew her into his private study. H's voice was | ow

"Burglars were here while you were away. They opened the wall safe in
your
bedroom Craig was asleep and didn't hear a thing. W' ve |ost the Cabl egram"

Vi ol a shook her head. She explained the trick she had played on Craig.
The
butl er thought the envel ope had gone into the safe and had pronptly
burgl ari zed
it hinself, throwing the blanme on outside crooks.

"You're wong," Marsley replied. "The butler has been with me too long to
suspect himof disloyalty. | believe him Sone one el se cracked that safe.”

He listened to Viola's account of what had happened at West's apartnent.
But there was no elation in his eyes at the fact that she had nmanaged to
out wi t
The Phoeni x. He took the cabl egram envel ope fromher with fingers that seened
dead and wooden. Viola couldn't understand his apathy.

"You' ve got both the nessage and the code book now, " she cried, eagerly.
"Al'l you have to do is conpare the two and reduce your nessage to English.”

Mar sl ey groaned.

"I haven't the code book," he admtted. "My suspicion of its whereabouts
was wrong. The person | suspected didn't have it. The cabl egram you saved is
of
no use to ne."

He took the envel ope, however, and placed it in a drawer of his study
desk.

Viola, peering, saw sonething else that was jamed inside the drawer. The
si ght
of it brought a startled cry from her

Marsley tried to close the drawer, but the girl was on her feet pointing

with a rigid forefinger. Rolled tightly together in a shapel ess mass, was a



bundle of red cloth. Viola clutched it and drew it out.

She recogni zed the color and the peculiar netallic sheen of the stuff. It
was an exact duplicate of the crinmson robe The Phoeni x had worn in his attack
on
her at West's apartnent.

"Fat her, where did that come fronP"

“I - 1 don't know. It was there when | opened the drawer."

The bl ood left his face, when his daughter told himwhat it was.

"The Phoeni x must have been the one who tried to rob the safe upstairs,”
he
muttered. "He left his robe here in an effort to incrimnate ne."

"Why should he do that? He wouldn't expect nme to betray you would he?"

"I don't know. "

A dozen questions trenbled on Viola's lips, but she choked them down. Her
father's face seened to reflect guilty confusion. The girl's shoul ders

sl unped.
She was suddenly very tired. Wthout a word, she noved fromthe room

Her father let her go without raising his head. He was still staring at
t he

red cloth fromthe open drawer of his desk

Hi s whi sper was inaudible to the girl ascending the stairs in the hall
"Fool! What a fool I|'ve been!"

Viola was so deathly tired that she stunbled over the threshold of her
bedroom She thought that if she didn't try to rest, she'd go mad with worry.
She | ocked the door and went to her wardrobe closet for a negligee.

But the closet door opened of itself. A pistol pointed at the pale face
of
Viola. She found herself confronted by a pretty blonde with thin |lips and
nercil ess bl ue eyes.

"Quiet or I'lIl kill you instantly!" It was Alice Dodge. She backed her
victimto the bed and forced her to sit down with hands el evated.

"I want that cabl egram " she snapped. Exhaustion fled from Viola at sight
of her fem nine foe. Here was a fl esh-and-bl ood crim nal whose | urking
presence
in the house seened to clear her father of suspicion. Viola didn't make any
attenpt to grapple with Alice. She knew that woul d be suicide. But her voice
was
hard and scor nful

"You're too late. | haven't the cabl egram”

"Where is it?"

"Ask Stanley West."

"He hasn't got it. You're lying!"

"You ought to know whether he has it or not. You're in cahoots with him
You know he's The Phoeni x, don't you, you crook!"

Viola's scorn seened to infuriate Aice Dodge. Her blue eyes fl ashed,;
col or
flamed in her pale face.

"You tal k of crooks, and your own father a murderer!"

"You can't pin the death of Duke Duncan on him" Viola cried. "The
Phoeni x
killed Duncan - and Leo Barry, too! You know that! You were in the New Jersey
cottage when Duncan was slain!"

"I"mnot talking about Duke's murder," Alice Dodge said, tensely. Her |ow
voi ce was so nenacing that it brought fear to the girl sitting on the edge of
the bed with uprai sed hands.

"What do you nean?"

"I mean that John Marsley killed a man three nonths ago and franed
anot her
victimto take the rap. That innocent victimis in Sing Sing, right now Hs
nane is Jack Skelly. He's dooned to the chair unless your crooked father



exonerates him by confessing. That's why I'mhere. | intend to force your
f at her
to confess!”

"It's a pack of lies! Skelly is guilty!"

The gun barrel in Alice Dodge's hand was no col der than her reply.

"You'd have to live a million years to convince me of that. | |ove Jack
Skelly! 1 know the fine man he is. He's not going to die to protect a wealthy
crimnal like your father. He's going to be exonerated before norning. He's
going to walk out of Sing Sing a free man - and I'mgoing to marry him
Proudl y!'"

Her left hand jerked forward, dragged Viola fromthe bed. Her gun pointed
toward the bedroomtel ephone. "I happen to know that you brought the cabl egram
back here with you from Wst's apartnment. You gave it to your father
downstairs. | want you to pick up that tel ephone and call your father's
study. "

Alice's laughter purred.

"And be sure it's the study switch that you set. |I'mperfectly famliar

with the way these house phones work."
"Suppose | refuse?"
"I'"I'l count to ten before | shoot. One - two -
There was no bl uff about it. The bl onde was nerved to kill
"What - what shall | say?" Viola faltered.
"Tell himto bring the cabl egram up here, to your bedroom Tell him
you' ve
suddenly thought of a way that it mght be decoded without the stolen book."

VI OLA hesitated. Death faced her unless she obeyed, and she knew it. But
nmore than that, was her unwilling realization that Alice Dodge was not a
crook.

The bl onde was a desperate girl fighting to save the life of a man she knew
was
i nnocent .

Viola, too, knew Skelly had been framed. She had heard her father say so.

She pi cked up the phone and sumoned Marsley. She was inpelled to do so
by
Alice's tense whisper, that all she really wanted was to save the life of her
sweet heart. Alice disclained any real interest in the contents of the
cabl egram

Foot st eps sounded down the hall. Alice softly unlocked the door. As the
banker stepped in he saw only the pale face of his daughter. Viola's arnms were
lifted stiffly above her head. She was staring past Marsley's shoul der

Marsl ey whirled. As he did so, Alice Dodge sprang at him She snatched
t he
yel | ow envel ope from his hand. Her gun jabbed himviciously, forcing him
backwar d al ongsi de hi s daught er

"It won't do you a bit of good," Marsley said. "Wthout the code book
you
can't translate the nessage.
poi sed
to spit death at the slightest nmove of either of her prisoners. Al the snooth
beauty seened to vanish from her face. Murder craw ed in her blue eyes.

"I"ve got the code book!" she jeered. "I'mthe one who stole it! |'ve got
t he whi phand at |ast, you dammed nurderer! I'mgoing to use the information as
ransom for ny sweetheart's life!"

"What - what do you mean?" Marsley was tense.

"You're going to confess to the police that Jack Skelly is innocent, and
that you're guilty! Unless |I hear the newsboys shouting the extras on the
streets before mdnight, |I shall decode the cabl egram and have your secret
published in every paper in town! You can have it back unread - if you

Alice began to laugh stridently, her weapon



exoner at e
Jack Skelly. The choice is yours."

Mar sl ey began to splutter. Viola began to plead. But Alice refused to
listen.

"Turn around! Both of you!" The shining gun nade resistance hopel ess.
"Vl k
slowy ahead. Into that clothes closet!"

Wth father and daughter in the recesses of the clothes closet, Alice
| ocked the door on them

Alice sped to the bedroom w ndow and peered out. The coast was clear. The
shadowy | awmn bel ow the wi ndow offered an easy escape. She reached it w thout
troubl e by maki ng use of a knotted rope that hung down from a stout hook used
by
wi ndow cl eaners to anchor their safety belts.

As she fled across the lawn toward a | ow nmasonry wall flanked by
evergreens, she met unexpected peril. A figure rose fromconceal ment directly
in
front of her. A fist struck her in the face, dazing her. The gun was w enched
savagel y from her slack hand.

Snap Carl o stood over the fallen girl.

SNAP searched her with grimhaste. He snatched the envel ope which Alice
had
risked her life to obtain. A quick upward | eap, and Shap was over the stone
wal
that paralleled the sidewal k outside

A car was waiting close by, its engine running snoothly. Snap slid behind
t he wheel. The car sped away. It was a sweet scramjob, as clever as Snap had
ever pull ed.

Inside Marsley's stone wall, Alice Dodge staggered dizzily to her feet.
She
was moaning faintly. She no | onger had a single hold on John Marsley. Her
story,

that she had stolen the code book, was a lie. She had never seen it. Now the
cabl egram too, was gone. Her sweetheart, Jack Skelly, was dooned!
Heartsick, she pulled herself over the low wall and dropped to the
si dewal k, began to walk slowy toward the corner. She was still sick with
nausea
fromthe vicious bl ow Shap had dealt her
Suddenl y, her heart junped as she heard a faint sound behind her
St eal t hy
footfalls! Turning, she saw a darting figure.

CHAPTER XI I'|
THE SHADOW S TW N

MEANVWHI LE, Snap Carl o was apparently nmaking a successful get-away.
But unknown to Snap, the watchful interest of The Shadow was concentrat ed
both on the car and the crook.
A second car was follow ng Snap's. The tinid-1ooking Peter Lane was
behi nd
t he wheel of that innocent coupe. He had watched Snap's every novenent for the
past twelve hours. He was still grimy interested in this anbitious henchman
of
the | ate Duke Duncan. He suspected a new tie-up between Snap and The Phoeni x.
The trail wound in and out of streets, went east and west w thout
appar ent



sense. Snap never took chances, even when he fancied hinself safe.

Finally, Snap paused, made a phone call from a drug-store boot h.
Emer gi ng,
he sent his car racing ahead again. The car no | onger dodged around corners.
It
took a straight course at high speed.

The Shadow guessed al nost at once where the crook was heading: the
Tri boro
Bri dge!

The cal m Peter Lane instantly divined the truth behind this change of
tactics. The phone call and the straight route Snap was now taki ng convi nced
The
Shadow that his trailing of Snap had finally been noticed. Snap had called up
The Phoenix for instructions. He had obviously been advised to feign conplete
i nnocence, and to try to lure his pursuer into a prearranged trap

The Shadow s sibilant |aughter eddied fromthe quiet |ips of Peter Lane.
He
was willing to take the risk of falling into a trap - if it would lead to
personal contact with the supercrimnal who called hinself The Phoeni x.

The trail led to the Triboro Bridge as The Shadow had expected. Snap
crossed the East River to the Astoria termnus in Queens. Through the
gat heri ng
dusk, he drove nile after nile past frane two-story houses and the nore ornate
structures of apartnent buil dings.

Al nmost to Sunnyside, the grimchase proceeded. The Shadow knew every
section of the city like a book, fromhis constant study of accurate maps in
hi s
sanctum Hi s forehead frowned as he saw Snap's car halt in front of a group of
magni fi cent apartnment buildings. Could this unusual spot be the secret hangout
of The Phoeni x?

The Shadow didn't think so. Hard-working and successful business
executives
lived here. Acrimnal would find it difficult to operate in so | awabiding a
conmuni ty.

Snap's actions proved this deduction correct. He had paused nerely to
encourage further pursuit. The Shadow smiled at his clunsiness.

In the bright [ight of an ornanental entrance |anmp, Snap was pretending
to
read the address on the cabl egram envel ope. He held it out the w ndow of his
car
as he studied it. Then he drove abruptly away.

A few bl ocks onward he sl owed. Ahead of himwas a two-story frane
cott age,
dark fromcellar to roof except for a single dimlight on the top floor. A
vacant lot flanked it on either side. There was a third weedy lot in the rear
Nei ghbors woul d be no problemin a place like this.

As Snap drove nearer, he dinmmed his headlight swiftly. The light on the
top
floor of the cottage went out. Evidently, a signal had been passed to sonme one
that the car was Snap's.

THE swarthy nobster entered the front door ostentatiously, using a key.

A nmoment | ater, a bedroomupstairs glowed with Iight. Snap began to
undress. The uplifted shade showed that. A nonent |ater, the shade was pulled
down. The sil houette of Snap was clearly reveal ed drawi ng a bathrobe over his
naked body. The bedroom Iight went out and then the ground-glass w ndow of the
bat hr oom becane brilliant.

The wat chful Shadow was not deceived by these maneuvers. He knew what was
expected of him He was being encouraged to sneak into the cottage and stea



t he
cabl egram whil e Snap was busy taking a bath.

Crcling the dark cottage, The Shadow found a rear cellar w ndow
conveniently open. But he didn't make use of this inviting route. Returning to
his car, he took certain objects froma conceal ed space under the seat. He did
somet hi ng very strange.

I nstead of taking his black cloak and Sl ouch hat, he took two cl oaks and
two hats!

He had already formul ated a cl ever node of attack

He made his entrance into the cottage fromthe vacant | ot on the south
side. Projections of tinmber and a squat extension roof offered no rea
resistance to the silent upward clinb of the master sleuth.

Li ke nost carel essly protected upper w ndows, the metal catch of this one
was only partly shoved into its slot. Rust had prevented that. The Shadow
wor ked
the catch noiselessly aside and lifted the sash. He was in a dark roomon the
far side of the |ighted bat hroom

Hi s movenents were infinitely cautious. No sound indicated that a cl oaked
i ntruder was now i nside the cottage. No noi se cane fromthe rubber-sol ed feet
that tiptoed to the hall doorway. The hall itself was clearly visible in the
[ight that streaned fromthe bat hroom door

Snap was not taking a bath. He was not even naked. He had dressed rapidly
after his cunning attenpt to deceive The Shadow.

Rigid, silent, Snap was at the head of the staircase, glaring downward.
He
didn't seemto be watching - he was listening. His very ear |obes seened to
qui ver wi th murderous concentration

A gun glittered in Snap's hand. He was ready to race down those stairs at
a
nmonent's notice. The signal for which he waited had not yet been given.

Renenbering the conveniently |ocated cellar w ndow, The Shadow was fairly
certain what Snap anticipated. He saw the netallic sheen of a bell on the wall
near the door of the bathroom If The Shadow entered that open cellar w ndow,
as
hi s enem es hoped, the bell would ring a warning.

Snap woul d dash swiftly downward, his luring job done. He would join The
Phoeni x in the cellar, and both would gl oat over the hel pless figure of the
captured Shadow. Murder would follow wi th grim speed.

The Shadow s brain had ordai ned otherwi se. He began to creep silently
forward behind his racketeer foe.

Snap's profile was partly turned, but the strong light fromthe bathroom
doorway was in his eyes. The Shadow had a narrow margin of safety before he
could get cl ose enough to spring.

But the ears of the crook were like that of a wild beast. He heard the
al nost inaudi bl e novenent of The Shadow s feet. He whirled, his teeth bared
li ke
fangs. The gun in his heavy hand poi nted.

THE SHADOW S rush bl anketed the gun and twisted it from Snap's hand. The
weapon fell to the floor before Snap could squeeze it into the roaring thunder
of a shot.

Snap went backward under that savage onsl aught, reeling against the
snoot h
wal I of the passage above the stairs. Before he could clutch for his dropped
gun
or launch hinself forward, The Shadow averted both perils.

Hi s gl oved hand sank into the flesh of Snap's throat, choking off the cry
t hat bubbl ed from w de-open |ips. He bent the nobster backward across the
wooden



rail of the stair well. Alnpost mad with the agony of that spine-snapping
pressure, Snap tried to scream aloud. But, the gloved fingers on his throat
prevented even a gurgling whisper

Soon his face began to turn purple. Hi s tongue protruded. No | onger was
Snap trying to scream The agony of trying to breathe made himtwitch like a
sawdust dunmy.

Soon even the twi sting ceased. Snap was unconsci ous. The Shadow | et Snap
slunp to the floor of the hall. The crook lay there notionless, his
unconsci ous
eyebal |l s staring, his swarthy features bl uish

He was lifted imediately in a strong grasp. The Shadow carried his
prisoner along the hall and poised himon the sill of the bedroom w ndow.

From under The Shadow s robe, a strong, |ight rope appeared. Snap's body
was | owered to the darkness of the vacant | ot beneath the wi ndow. The Shadow
foll owed hi m down.

A waving jerk of his hand, and the special knot he had tied al oft cane
| oose. The rope fell to the weeds and was swiftly coiled and repl aced under
The
Shadow s robe.

Then the reason why The Shadow had brought a second di sguise with hi mwas
made clear. He dressed Snap Carlo in the counterfeit appearance of hinself. He
turned up the collar of the robe to hide the killer's chin. The brimof the
sl ouch hat shrouded forehead and eyes, leaving only the nose and mouth
exposed.

To a casual observer, two Shadows waited in the darkness - one of them
[inmp
and unconsci ous, the other strong and purposef ul

Back to the cellar window in the rear went The Shadow, carrying Snap's
i nert body. The grass deadened his footfalls. Standing prudently to one side,
he
hel d Snap upright as if the crook were standing al one, attenpting to peer
cautiously through the dark cellar opening.

Suddenl 'y, The Shadow shoved forward with both hands.

Snap Carl o vani shed i nward through the window. He fell into invisibility.

FOR a second or two, there was no sound of inpact. Then the del ayed echo
cane. Not fromthe cellar floor but froma spot much deeper. The unconsci ous
Snap had fallen into a pit dug directly inside the wi ndow openi ng.

The Shadow was not surprised. He had expected sonme sort of reception |like
this, prepared cunningly in advance for hinmself. As he waited, he heard the
faint clangor of the bell upstairs. The trap had been sprung, the signa
gi ven.

But it was Snap who lay helplessly in the dark cellar pit - not The Shadow

No sound came fromthe cellar itself. The Phoeni x was evidently hidden
prudently somewhere el se. Perhaps there existed a secret underground entrance
to
the floor of the death pit.

The tiny beam of The Shadow s torch probed through the wi ndow into the
cellar. The place was enpty. There was no sign of a yawning hol e beneath the
wi ndow. However, The Shadow had heard the faint sound of a wooden lid closing
and he knew where to | ook

Entering the cellar, he found that the lid of the shaft was painted to
resenbl e the concrete that floored the rest of the cellar. Lifting the wooden
cover, he exposed the pit. His |light showed himthe inert figure of Snap |ying
at the bottom

Cleats were nailed into the side of the shaft, to allow a man to descend
from above with safety. The Shadow went down qui ckly.

He noticed instantly that the square sides of the pit were enclosed with
boarded tinbers. He noticed sonmething el se. At one side was the unm stakabl e



outline of a door without a knob. The Shadow t ook one keen | ook, then he
darkened his torch

He was just in tine.

Fromthe other side of the flat door he becane aware of the shuffling of
approaching feet. Sone one was noving through a tunnel toward the encl osed
bottom of the pit. Faint light flickered through the tiny cracks that outlined
t he door.

The Shadow di d quick, noiseless things with the linp body of Snap. Then
he
backed away from his captive and waited in utter darkness.

The tunnel door opened. The beam of a flash flared through the opening.

It was held in the hand of a figure dressed fromhead to foot in a robe
and
cloth helmet of shimering red. The light fromthe torch made the netallic
cloth
seemto withe and twi nkle. There was not hi ng human about that awesone visitor
fromthe depths of the earth, except the baleful glare of slitted eyes behind
the tall, pointed headgear.

The Phoeni x chuckl ed, as he saw The Shadow sprawl ed with his back to the
wal |, apparently unconsci ous.

He glided into the pit.

Then he heard a sibilant whisper of nocking | aughter. He whirled, and a
yel | of amazement bubbled fromhis startled |ips.

He was facing two Shadows!

CHAPTER XI 'V
DEATH SPARK

AT the same instant, a cry came from Snap Carlo. Snap had recovered
consci ousness. He had kept his eyes closed and had pl ayed possum in a crafty
effort to regain his strength. H's shout was uttered in an effort to
di sconcert
The Shadow and permnit The Phoenix to punp flan ng | ead.

The crinmson-clad finger of The Phoenix jerked convul sively on his
trigger.

A bullet ripped past The Shadow s hawkli ke profile. Another flicked Iike
a
red- hot razor slash across the flesh of his extended wi st.

But The Shadow had not allowed hinself to be flurried by the cry of Snap
behind him H's own gun roared. The bullet that left the steady nuzzle sped
straight toward its target. It was ainmed to disable, not to kill. The Shadow
wanted to capture The Phoenix not to destroy him

A paralyzing blow struck the weapon in the arch-crimnal's grasp. It flew
end over end and | anded on the floor of the pit.

The Shadow whirled. Snap was drawi ng a hidden gun. His brain was tuned to
swi ft nurder, but his nuscles were weak. The Shadow s second bullet pierced
t he
soft flesh of the thug's upper arm

The nenaci ng weapon fell. So swift was The Shadow s defense that Snap
hadn't fired a single shot.

Bot h crooks were defensel ess and they knew it. They remained with

i mpassi ve
faces, listening to the stern orders of The Shadow.

Cal m words were addressed to The Phoenix. He was told to |l ower his
uplifted

right hand and rip the red hood fromhis head. |Indonitable eyes enphasized
t hat
order. The Phoeni x dropped a reluctant hand to obey.



He was crafty to the core. His | owered hand noved to the hood that
conceal ed his head - then with a gesture of lightning swiftness, the fingers
darted to the wall behind his shoul der

Instantly, he vanished! So did Snap. Darkness covered the pit at the
touch
of that finger on a conceal ed button. The Shadow could see nothing. He fired
flam ng spurts that showed himby fitful gleans that the pit was now enpty.

He noticed sonething equally strange. The bullets he punped at the wooden
shaft wall where The Phoeni x had vani shed did not pierce the soft tinber. On
t he
contrary, they struck with a brittle ping and rebounded. Something a | ot
t ougher
t han wood now i ntervened between The Shadow and his foes.

It was glass! A strong light had suddenly gl owed. The figure of the
Phoeni x
was di scl osed standing upright and unhurt behind a thick panel of bulletproof
gl ass. The powdery spots where The Shadow s bullets had struck were clearly
vi si bl e.

Snap Carl o was crouched on trenbling knees, where The Phoeni x had dragged
himto safety.

A VO CE issued sneeringly frombehind the gl ass panel. The words were
hoarse and slurred. The Phoeni x was as usual, taking no chance on voca
recognition. He was tal king through a tiny nicrophone sunk flush with the
surface of the gl ass.

He denmanded that The Shadow produce the code book stolen from John
Mar sl ey.

The Shadow did not reply in words. Laughter was all that issued fromhis |ips.
"I think perhaps |'d better rely on torture,” The Phoeni x snarl ed.
Physical torture, he admtted, was usel ess. That had been tried, vainly,

by

countl ess other crooks. The Phoenix was going to rely on nmental torture!

He reveal ed a hideous fact. Alice Dodge was a hel pl ess prisoner in a
crypt
adj oi ni ng that where The Phoeni x now stood gl oating. He repeated things of
whi ch
The Shadow was aware: nanely, that Alice was not a crimnal, but a loyal and
i nnocent girl, desperate to save her dooned sweet heart from execution

"She was captured and brought here to bring pressure on you," The Phoeni x
grow ed. "Her hands and feet are bound to a table of ny own invention. She has
been stripped naked fromhead to foot, so that certain inplenments attached to
that table may the nore easily tear her soft flesh

"Unl ess you produce at once Marsley's missing code book - or tell where
it
is, so that agents of mine may recover it imediately - Alice Dodge will die
slowy from unspeakable torture to her body! It's up to you. Yes or no?"

The Shadow s head nmoved slowy fromleft to right. Hi s answer to the
chal | enge was negati ve.

Wth a vicious |augh, The Phoeni x pressed a button

Instantly, through the wooden wall of the shaft, cane a shrill scream of
human agony: the high shriek of a girl in nortal pain.

The Iight behind the plate glass went out. But the shrieks fromthe
partition beyond continued. It was a sound that quivered in The Shadow s ears
like the plea of a soul in hell. He sprang toward the wooden wall of the pit
from behi nd whi ch those screans bubbl ed.

Hi s shoul der smashed against the tinbers. They were frail and they
cracked
under the savage onslaught of his hard, athletic body. Again he hurled hinself
forward. Wth a ripping of smashed wood, the barrier fell inward, carrying The



Shadow forward on his face.
He was on his knees in an instant, whirling to regain his feet. Two

figures
prevented that. They dived grimy to the attack. Bl udgeons smashed at The
Shadow s skull. The bl ows were delivered with paralyzing strength and The

Shadow s head dropped. He slunped forward into unconsci ousness.

WHEN he recovered, The Shadow was standing upright. But his feet and arns
were i movable. He was tied to a stout wooden pillar that rose vertically
bet ween the earthen floor and ceiling of a | arge, w ndow ess chanber.

He heard the cold | aughter of The Phoeni x and the yappi ng of Snap Carl o.
The two thugs who had smashed The Shadow i nto unconsci ousness were there, too.
He recogni zed them as a coupl e of Snap's nobsmnen.

There was no sign of Alice Dodge, naked or otherw se. The Phoeni x had
l'ied.

The Shadow realized the nature of the cunning trap that had been set for him
when he saw a huge phonograph cabinet with a record on its quiet turntable.

The whole torture story was a fake. Alice had not been captured. Her
supposed voi ce was a mechani cal record

The hand of The Phoeni x replaced the record wi th another one on the
turntabl e. There was sonething grimin the manner he adjusted this new disk.
He
exam ned the inner rimattentively. He was careful to replace the old needle
with a longer and slightly nore massive one.

The Shadow knew this was a death devi ce.

The Phoenix proved it with a snarling explanation. He decl ared savagely
that he already had the cabl egram He expected to recover the code book after
The Shadow s death. In the meantine, he was now ready to get rid of The Shadow
forever in a gigantic expl osion

He went into boastful details. There was nothing recorded on the flat
di sk
now i n the machi ne. The needle would travel to the inner rimin silence. But
i nstead of stopping there, a groove had been cut so that the needl e would hop
to
a small metal tray al ongside the disk hole, which was slightly enlarged.

An el ectrical contact would be made. A spark would ignite a powder train.
The spark had been calculated to run at the proper rate of speed to enable The
Phoeni x and his henchman to escape the i mrnent blast. That roaring detonation
woul d bl ow The Shadow to crinson tatters of flesh.

The powder line led across the floor to a tiny opening in the earthen
wal | .

Far back of that hole, under the foundations of the house, the explosives were
stored. Once the spark passed inside the hole, no power on earth could hinder
the race of flane to the stored dynamte.

As The Phoeni x tal ked boastfully, The Shadow watched him He paid
particular attention to the arch-crimnal's crimson cloth helnet, and his
shoes.

Ei t her al one mi ght have escaped the shrewd anal ysis of a deductive m nd
Toget her, they afforded an instant clue. It was the first definite due to The
Phoeni x' s identity The Shadow had been able to obtain.

In a flash, he guessed the identity of The Phoenix! It was an identity
t hat
defied | ogi c and general appearances. The Shadow, however, was certain he was
right. The shoes and the hel met proved what he had already divined in the
dar kness of his own sanctum

THE SHADOW was gi ven no chance to nmeditate. The Phoeni x started the
deadl y



needle whirling in the grooves of the flat phonograph disk.

The crooks fled. They raced with frightened steps through the opening in
the wall, which The Shadow s plungi ng attack had nade. They vani shed up the
cleated steps to the top of the cellar pit. The Iid banged down. Silence
foll owed, except for the slow whirr of the revol ving disk

The Shadow heaved mightily at the pillar to which he was tied. It was
nerely a | oose brace between the earth floor and ceiling. The needl e on the
whi rling phonograph record continued its deadly path to the inner rimof the
disk. It was a race between the human strength of The Shadow and the
nmechani ca
perfection of an oiled machine.

Chunks of | oosened earth dropped fromthe ceiling. The pole was noving -
slipping sideways. Suddenly, it came free altogether. It fell with a crash to
the floor, carrying the trussed figure of The Shadow with it.

At al nost the sane instant, the needl e hopped fromthe inside of the
record
and dropped into a netal tray. An electrical contact was made. A spark flared
like a tiny star. The star grew to a bud of crinmson.

Fl ame had touched the end of the powder train. It began to crawl lazily
al ong the floor.

The Shadow paid no attention to that powder chain. H s desperate eyes
veered for an instant to the floor near where he lay. He saw a small pebble
lying close at hand, but too far for his trussed fingers to reach

Gimy, The Shadow began to inch his bound wists downward al ong the
pillar. He did the sane with his kicking feet. He was racing against tinme, to
slip his feet and his hands fromthe butt of the fallen pole to which he was
tied.

Sweat dripped into his eyes. Splinters tore his flesh. But not for a
split-second did his sliding exertions cease. Across the earthen floor the
sputtering spark of the fuse was like a darting crimson will-0'-the-w sp.

It was perilously near the hole in the wall when The Shadow s j oi ned
ankl es
slid bleeding fromthe end of the pole. H s hands foll owed. He nade a
convul si ve
grab forward with his trussed wists. He clutched the small stone which he had
noted earlier, heaved it with all his strength at the snol dering spark of the
powder trail

The spark was al nost out of sight. It flickered less than an inch from
t he
tiny tunnel in the earth wall that led to stored expl osives tanped down under
t he house foundati ons.

The pebble struck the gl ow of the spark. But it was not a perfect shot.
It
hit glancingly and bounced away. For an instant, the spark di mmed and seened
to
go out. Then it ate greedily into the dry powder of the fuse and sprang again
to
life. It disappeared into the hol e!

The Shadow had | ost his ganbl e!

Wth al nost the same notion that sent the pebble whirling toward the
burning fuse, he rolled to his side. H's joined hands di pped into a pocket of
his twi sted robe. They canme out with a flat silver object. Pressure brought a
keen bl ade jutting fromthe sheath of that deceptive-looking knife. The bl ade
was as thin as a razor, and as sharp.

Bendi ng doubl e, The Shadow sl ashed it across the cords that confined his
ankles. It was harder to free his hands, but he did so, thanks to the careful
training of wists and fingers.

Freed, he sprang to the shaft in the earth and raced |like a madman up the
nailed cleats to the cellar. A battering of his sinew fists and the fl at
covering of the pit shot upward. In two junps, The Shadow was past the sill of



the rear wi ndow and racing away with punping heart and straining nuscles.

He was crossing the open lot in the rear of the dooned cottage. Tangl ed
weeds tore at his feet and threatened to trip him headl ong. H's panting breath
and the swish of the weeds were the only sounds in a queer stillness. An eerie
silence seenmed to hang in the darkness.

Suddenl y, The Shadow t hrew hi nsel f forward.

BEFORE his falling body could belly the earth, The Shadow was hurled a
dozen feet by a roaring wind like a hurricane. It was followed by a gush of
flame fromthe cottage. The cottage seened to rise in a single mass in the
hear t
of spouting flane. Then it dissolved into nmist like nud in a spray of water.
The
roar of a gigantic concussion rocked earth, air and sky.

The Shadow | ay weakly where he had been hurled. An indentation in the
ground protected himfromthe rain of debris that plunged out of the black
sky.

Then there was bl ank, shuddering silence. The Shadow still didn't nove.
The
bl ast had tenporarily paral yzed him

By the time he had staggered to his feet and was able to make his way
over
the debris-littered ground, the nei ghborhood was an inferno of sound. Wnen
screamed. Men were shouting. In the distance cane the advancing wail of a
police
siren.

A vast bl ackened crater was the only indication that a two-story house
had
stood at this spot. In the street beyond, frightened tenants were racing in
al l
stages of undress from near-by apartnments.

The Shadow passed unnoticed through the growi ng throng. He was no | onger
robed in black. This was a |inping, apparently timd nan who seened no
di fferent
fromany one else in the street. As Peter Lane, The Shadow regai ned w t hout
noti ce the car he had parked a bl ock away.

A sibilant | augh echoed fromhis Iips, as he drove swiftly fromthe
nei ghbor hood. Behind the face of Peter Lane, the matchl ess brain of The Shadow
was content.

He no | onger had to tenporize or delay. He knew the identity of The
Phoeni x! He had a plan to draw The Phoeni x out of the obscurity where he had
fled. That plan would probably bear fruit pronptly - as soon as tonorrow s
| ate
newspapers appeared on the streets.

Peter Lane crossed the bridge to Manhattan. He stopped at an all-night
newspaper advertising agency. He inserted a last-mnute "personal notice," to
appear in bold type in every New York paper

The Shadow was now ready to nove swiftly to a climx. He was preparing
for
a final clash with the nost deadly criminal genius he had ever encountered!

CHAPTER XV
THE VO CE | N THE WALL
MORNI NG sunl i ght flooded Manhattan. It touched every spire and peak of

t he
greatest skyline in the world.



But there was one spot in Manhattan where sunlight didn't penetrate: The
Shadow s sanctum

Under neat h the bl ue-shaded |ight, The Shadow s | ong-fingered hands were
sorting newspaper clippings. There were six or seven of the clippings. They
| ay
in a neat pile. All were exactly alike. They had appeared in the "personal"”
col ums of every newspaper in the city.

The Shadow s keen eyes scanned the sanple clipping he had sel ected for
reading. It was as foll ows:

HENRY:

Al'l is forgiven. Need you

Communi cate at once. Hudson 7-2119.
PETER LANE

Gimlaughter eddied fromthe |lips of The Shadow. He had baited a trap to
lure The Phoeni x into the open. The newspaper was the trap. The
i nnocent -1 ooki ng
"personal " was the bait. The nane of Peter Lane was no |onger a secret to The
Phoeni x. He woul d know i nstantly that the ad had been inserted by The Shadow
hi nmsel f.

But |i ke nost cocksure crimnals, The Phoeni x would not be content with
nmere know edge. He would be tenpted to guess. The ad was intended to encourage
himto guess. It |ooked |Iike an undercover device by which The Shadow coul d
get
in touch with one of his agents. The Phoeni x woul d i medi ately assune t hat
"Henry" was a code nane.

The chances were excellent that The Phoeni x would regard the nmessage as a
stroke of pure luck. He would pretend to be the nythical "Henry." He would
t el ephone Peter Lane and attenpt to hoodw nk him

Such was The Shadow s sure belief. It was based on accurate psychol ogy.
He
waited grimy for a tiny indicator light to wink at his el bow. The rapid
wi nki ng
of that light would nean that Hudson 7-2119 was being call ed.

It would do a crimnal no good to attenpt to trace that tel ephone numnber.
It belonged to an office in the building next to the shrouded sanctum where
The
Shadow sat. The phone was connected by a tenporary hookup to the instrunent
bef ore whi ch The Shadow waited. H s sanctumtel ephone was a private wre,
unli sted, unknown.

Suddenl y, The Shadow s rigid pose changed. The tiny signal light was
wi nki ng furiously. Tapering fingers nmoved forward. Headphones lifted to The
Shadow s head and were cal mly adjusted.

"Yes?"

"Henry reporting!"

The voice was crisp. It carried the respectful intonation of an underling
addressing his chief. The Shadow sniled. He played the farce through

"Report acknow edged. |nportant devel opnents ready to be acted on. Were
are you now?"

The voice told himswiftly. Too swiftly. There was an undercurrent of
eagerness in the racing reply. The Phoeni x had expected to be asked that
guestion. H s anbush was ready.

The address he gave was that of a private house in the suburbs. Its
| ocation was far up in the Bronx, just across the Wstchester County line. It
was a dreary, undevel oped spot in a region of scrub oak and unpaved streets.

The Shadow made a note of the address. He tested his tel ephone caller by
one nore question. The question would disclose whether or not he was a fake.

"What time will suit you best?"

"Ni ne o'clock."



Agai n, eagerness was apparent in the clipped voice. The Phoenix didn't
know
it, but he had coormitted a blunder. No genui ne agent of The Shadow ever
suggested tinme or place when neetings were necessary. (Cbedience to The
Shadow s
will was their first requisite. They never suggested or advised. They listened
and obeyed.

"Report received," The Shadow said. "Stand by!"

He broke the connection. The headphones were renmoved and replaced in
their
desk cradl e.

THE SHADOWrose to his feet, reached for a sheaf of docunents and a
di ctionary.

He consulted the dictionary for a queer reason. He used it to anplify the
clue the shoes of The Phoeni x had suggested to him Again, |ogic was
tri unphant.

The facts fitted together. Wthout knowing it, The Phoeni x had for a second
tinme
ti pped his secret and exposed his identity.

The docunents The Shadow now studied formed a conplete life history of
t he
suspect. They had been gat hered and assenbl ed by Rutl edge Mann, an insurance
broker, a clever and | oyal agent of The Shadow.

The docunentary evidence was not only a man's history; it was an expert
character analysis. The suspect was, as The Shadow had surnised, a warped and
dangerous genius. He had turned his talents to illegal ends. He had anassed
plenty of wealth in the process, but it was power he wanted. Power was the
sinister star that |ed himon.

The Shadow sat a long time, nusing over that strange case history.

Toni ght

at nine, the riddle would be solved. Two nmen of superior attainnents would
neet :

The Phoeni x versus The Shadow All the cards in the gane were seeningly in The
Phoeni x' s hands. He had selected the time and the place. He had prepared his
anmbush.

But there was one conpensating factor. The Phoeni x was conpletely
decei ved
by his cunning tel ephone call. The Shadow was not!

RAI'N sl ashed out of a black sky over a dreary countryside. The long rol
of
t hunder echoed above tossing trees and bushes. A clear sunny day had turned
into
a wet and di smal night.

It |acked five mnutes of being nine o' clock

The man who verified the time was parked under a dripping covert of
| eaves
at the edge of a lonely clay road. H s car was wi thout |ights.

He wat ched through a partly opened wi ndow t he bl ack shape of a house
acr oss
the road. Not a light showed in the cottage. But the darkness m ght be
m sl eadi ng. Shutters were tightly closed on all the wi ndows. Probably shades
were drawn behind those shutters.

It was the house that the fake "Henry" had selected for his neeting with
The Shadow.

The Shadow was watching for arrivals at the |onely house. He antici pated
nore than one visitor tonight. Nor was he deceived. Presently, a car drew up



out
of the fury of the storm A nman alighted. He was envel oped in a bl ack
rai ncoat,
but The Shadow had no trouble identifying him It was John Marsley.

The banker hurried through sheets of rain to the front door of the house.
He rang the bell.

The door opened inmediately. But no one stood on the threshold to wel cone
the furtive visitor. Light fromw thin showed an enpty hal |l way. Marsley
st epped
i nside and the door closed at once behind him The automatic |ock clicked.

Mar sl ey's gaze dropped to the floor. It was bare of covering. But a few
feet in advance of the spot where the dripping banker stood, a strange synbol
was visible. It had been drawn neatly with chalk, so that it pointed down the
hall as a silent marker. It was a conbination of the letter "P" and an arrow
tip.

Marsl ey foll owed the unusual nmarker as if he were not at all surprised.
Down the hall was another symbol like the first. It led to a third, which
pointed to a closed door of solid wood. Seenmingly, the arrowtipped "P" was
pointing the way to The Phoeni x.

Marsl ey had no need to turn the knob of that |ocked door. As he stepped
in
front of it, it unlocked and opened of itself. It closed at once behind him
The
click of the Iock seem ngly made hima prisoner in the room

But no fear was evident on Marsley's face. He was staring calmy about

hi m
at the interior of this well-lighted, conformable chanber.
Li ke the hall, the floor was bare of rugs. On one side of the rooma
queer
device was fitted into the wall. It was a tiny netal flap, exactly like the

cover of a mail box. But it was |arge enough for a fairly big object to be
passed through the slot. Marsley lifted the flap, saw only darkness, and
cl osed

it.

To the left of this peculiar adornment was a square netal grille set in
t he
same wall. The grille was intricately carved, the nmetal design so closely
traced
that it was inpossible to see through it into the darkness beyond. It | ooked
like the fancy covering of a radio | oud-speaker

Marsley smiled. Hs eyes lifted to the ceiling. There were flat brackets
set along the nolding. The ceiling was high, well out of reach of Marsley's
arm
but the nature of those brackets was inmedi ately evident.

On each bracket, a pistol was poised. Ten of them Three on each of the
side walls; two on the end walls. Their notionless and silent nuzzles covered
every inch of the floor below, except a single spot opposite the |oud-speaker
grille - if that was actually what the device was.

Mar sl ey noved at once to this protected spot. He had barely reached it
when
t he door of the chanber again opened. It closed swiftly behind a second
visitor.

Marsl ey cried out hoarsely as he recogni zed who it was.

It was his own daughter!

VIOLA' S face was pale with fright. Her clothing dripped fromthe soaking
rain outside.

"Viola! What are you doing here? How did you find -

"I followed you," she cried, tensely. "You sneaked away from hone |ike a



thief! Dad, what is going on tonight in this horrible house? Does it belong to
you? Wy are you here?"

Mar sl ey seened hesitant, shaken. Finally, he drew a letter fromhis
pocket
and handed it to Viola. It was unsigned. It pronm sed Marsley he could have the
stol en cabl egram and code book which nmeant so nuch to him if he came to this
particul ar house at nine p.m and exchanged information wi th his unknown host.

"You think it's - The Phoeni x?" Viola faltered.

"Who el se? I'mof the opinion that he -"

The sentence was broken off. Another visitor was entering the room

Snap Carl o!

Snap gl ared at the banker and his daughter. A gun in his hand nenaced
t hem
both. He turned warily, as if meditating an escape through the electrically
control |l ed door, but the heavy barrier was already | ocked.

"So it's Marsley, after all!" Snap snarled. "Are you The Phoeni x? Don't
try
to kid me, pal! I'mjittery and | might shoot if | get worried!"

Mar sl ey denied the hal f-adm ring accusation. He asked Snap if he had
received a letter and the nobster nodded shrewdly. He showed the banker the
message. It was a replica of the one Marsley had shown his daughter, except
t hat
it promi sed Snap ten thousand dollars as a goodw Il paynment to bind his
partnership with The Phoeni x.

Agai n, footsteps were heard in the hallway outside. A fourth visitor
entered, stared an instant, screamed. Alice Dodge!

ALICE, too, had a letter from The Phoeni x. After she had fought off her
terror at the unexpected sight of Snap Carl o, she showed the m ssive.

Snap had | eaped forward to strangle the bl onde who had tw ce made a foo
of
him but a grimwarning | ook from Marsl ey made the thug change his nind

Mar sl ey nodded, snmiling a little. The note to Alice prom sed her the life
of her condemmed sweet heart, Jack Skelly, in exchange for the code book which
she clai med to have

"For the love of mud," Snap growl ed uneasily, "how many people are coning
here tonight? There's four here now "

He had barely spoken - when there were five! The smiling and very
debonai r
Stanl ey West entered the electrically guarded chanmber. Like the others, he was
soaked with rain. The snmle whipped fromhis face for an instant, then

deepened
at sight of Alice Dodge.

"l suppose you received a letter, like the rest of us, M. Wst?" Mrsley
said, softly.

"1 did"

"May | see it?"

"No. "

"Why not ?"

"None of your damm busi ness!" West snapped. He was no | onger concerned
about his polite playboy mask. He | ooked suddenly years ol der, with haggard
wri nkl es about his eyes and nout h.

"A regular party," he sneered. "Five of us, eh?"

"I beg your pardon, M. West. Six is the correct numnber."

The voice was a bl and murnur behind the group in the room It was
punctuated by the closing click of the door. A snmiling man stood with his back
to that door. He | ooked as meek as a nmouse, except for a certain restless
flane
in the depths of his eyes.



Peter Lane had arrived to keep his appointnment.

AT sight of him Marsley gave an oath of rage. Alice Dodge | ooked
frightened. Her gl ance noved questioningly toward West.

Stanley West didn't quiver a nuscle. He was as cal mas Peter Lane, but
t he
expression of his close-set eyes was murderous. He remmined cal monly because
he
was a man of rigid self-control

Snap Carlo was a nore primtive type

He echoed Marsley's grunt of rage. He crowded forward, his gun a dul
glitter in his fist.

"You dirty louse! I'mglad you showed up!"

Peter Lane's only reply was a chuckl e.

It infuriated Snap. But West's cal m hand on the nobster's shoul der
prevented himfromspringing forward in attack. Peter Lane had made no nove to
draw a gun. For reasons of his own, he had cone into this sinister house
unar nmed.

"Let him al one."’
take care of him"

"Yeah?" Snap grated. "The hell with The Phoenix! I'msick of being lied

West advi sed suavely. "I rather think The Phoenix w Il

to

and doubl e-crossed! | was told there would be no one here but me. And what do
I

find? - five of you punks! Which one of you is The Phoeni x? | got ten grand
coming to nel | want to get down to cases.”

"Aren't you interested in The Shadow?" John Marsl ey asked.

Vi ol a enphasi zed her father's accusation. She was pointing with a
qui vering
finger at Peter Lane's smiling face.

"The Shadow - that's exactly who he is! And he's no detective, as he
clains. He's a crook, a murderer! He's here tonight because he's in | eague
with
The Phoeni x."

Ali ce Dodge gave an unintelligible cry. Her blue eyes were blazing. Like
the others, she had crowded forward in a nenacing half circle that hemred in
Peter Lane.

"He was in that Jersey cottage the night Duke Duncan was mrurdered!" Alice

charged. "He was at the hotel when Leo Barry was killed. | saw himrace away
froma cop in the parking | ot outside. | was watching!"

Snap Carlo's bull voice roared out an oath of satisfaction: "Get back
everybody! 1'll handle this nmug!"

Hi s free hand struck out sideways, driving Marsley and Wst back on their
heel s. Viola crouched with a cry of fear beside her father. Alice Dodge threw
up
a defensive arm The only perfectly calmperson in the roomwas Peter Lane.

He stared at the nuzzle of the gun in Snap's jutting fist. H's body was
tensed, ready for instant action. But Snap didn't know that. The finger on his
trigger tightened inperceptibly.

"The Shadow, huh? 1've always had a yen to kill you! A wi se guy, butting
in
to help the cops. Can't mind his own damm busi ness. Al ways sendi ng good guys
to

jail, some of '"empals of mne!l OK , wse guy! You' re gonna get it, right now
in the gut!"

Still The Shadow didn't move. He had seen that peculiar metal grating in
the wall. H's eyes turned toward it.

He coul d see nothing behind it save darkness. But as the murderous finger



of Snap Carlo began to squeeze his trigger, a voice issued fromthe wall with
grim menaci ng distinctness.

"DROP that pistol, Snap!"

The thug's mouth flew open with a gasp of wonder. H's face turned. So did
the face of every person in the room

"Drop that pistol or I'll riddle you with bullets fromthose bracket
guns!

When The Shadow is to be killed, I'lIl attend to it personally!"

"Who the hell are you?" Snap roared. His pistol nmuzzle was pointing
toward
t he nysterious |oud-speaker grille.

Laughter gurgled fromunseen |lips. The blurred and fam liar tongue-tied
voi ce that Viola Marsley had heard in the apartnment of Stanley West proclai ned
its identity.

"I amyour unseen host. The power that brought all you fools here
t oni ght!
| am The Phoeni x!"

CHAPTER XVI
"STRIP - R DI E!'"

SNAP CARLO hesitated. The Shadow saw doubt, rage, fear blur together in
hi s
crafty eyes. Snap no longer trusted the good faith of The Phoeni x. He believed
now t hat he had been betrayed, brought here like the others - for death!

Hi s gun flaned toward the hidden voice.

But the slug that sped fromthe kicking nuzzle did not penetrate the
grille
that protected the |oud-speaker. It slanted harnmlessly into the ceiling. A
second pistol report covered the explosion of Snhap's.

A bullet had struck Snap's extended gun whirling it out of his grasp. The
same bullet could just as easily have pierced Snap's heart, had the hidden
mar ksman desired that.

Snap was quick to realize his peril. He stood, white-faced, his jaw agape
with terror.

"There are ten pistols on those high brackets. They cover every inch of
this room" the voice reminded its victinms. "You will do well to obey orders
promptly. Snap Carlo, pick up your weapon fromthe floor. By the barrel, if
you
pl ease! "

Snap obeyed.

"Now, drop it into that slot in the wall."

If ever a man wanted to kill, it was Snap. But he wal ked to the netal
flap,
lifted it, and allowed his gun to fall into darkness. There was a thunp as it
| anded in a hidden container. Snap started away. But the voice was not yet
through with him

"Take that second weapon out of your vest pocket and put it with the
ot her!"

Again, Snap unwillingly obeyed. A derringer - a tiny, deadly little thing
appeared in his fingers, was thrown in the slot.

"I know the exact nunber of weapons carried by each of you. A
phot oel ectric
eye searched you automatically as you passed through its invisible beamin the
hal | way outside. Wth the exception of Viola Marsley and Peter Lane, every one



inthis roomis arned. You will deposit your weapons, one by one. John Marsley
first!”

One by one, they did what Snap had been forced to do. Al dropped their
arms in the slot except Alice Dodge. She had a small, thin-bladed knife, and
t he
voi ce sneeringly told her exactly where it was hi dden

Wth a flushed face, Alice was forced to Iift her dress to her thigh to
renove the weapon. She drew a knife froma sheath attached to her pink garter
el asti c.

The Phoeni x | aughed as the knife vanished into the wall slot. H s next
statenment was a verbal bonbshell

"Perhaps it will interest you to know exactly where | am It wouldn't be
polite for a host not to mingle with his guests. And | ama nost polite nan.
M
voi ce, as you have probably guessed, is issuing froma mechanical device in
t he
wal | . But not ny body; | amone of the four nmen nowin this room"

THE effect was startling. Viola backed away fromthe strange expression
on
her father's face. Alice Dodge recoiled fromthe icy smle at Stanley West.

It was these two nmen that the eyes of The Shadow studied. He paid no
attention to the brutal Snap Carlo. Snap was just a stooge.

Marsl ey was glaring at Stanley Wst. The millionaire banker |ooked as if
he
were about to fly at the fake playboy's throat. It was a grimtabl eau
interrupted only by the husky intonation of the hi dden Phoeni x:

"One of you guests has a certain code book. If the owner - man or woman -

will drop it in the sane slot where you were kind enough to deposit your
weapons, you will be permitted to | eave this house unharned. If not, every
living being within this roomw Il die! Except, of course. nyself. |I will give

you two mnutes to obey."

A feverish argunment started between West and Marsley - an argunent in
whi ch
Peter Lane took no part. He had noved closer to the wall toward a spot where
he
had noted the bracket guns did not cover

"G ve himthe book, Marsley!" West grow ed.

"I haven't got it. You' ve got it, you crook!"

"In other words, you admt that you're The Phoeni x," Marsley said.

"You lie! You are! | suspected you fromthe start. | should have killed
you
when | -"

West's words were interrupted. Snap Carlo's sudden rush toward the | ocked
door brought a nurderous clinmax. Snap's courage had cracked under the terrific
nerve-racking tension. Like all ignorant nmen, he was terrified of forces he
could not see. And he was wildly afraid that he had been doubl e-crossed by a
crimnal master who no | onger had use for his crooked tal ents.

Snap threw hinmsel f against the door with an attack that made the stout
timbers creak. Twice, he tried to smash his way to freedom The second tine,

t he
t hud of his body was drowned by the stunning roar of a pistol shot.

Snap staggered backward. A gush of blood dripped froma hol e between his
shoul der bl ades. He whirled, his face stupid with the glaze of death. He went
down to the floor in a heap. He had been killed instantly.

The savage suddenness of Snap's end brought silence into the room The
gl ow
of the ceiling Iight showed strai ned, watchful faces on the remai ning nmen and
the two wormen. Then every face vanished with startling abruptness.



The ceiling Iight had gone out. The room was pl unged into bl ackness.

There was a screamfromViola. Alice cried out in fear. A hoarse
excl amati on came fromone of the men. Then, with the same swiftness with which
[ight had vanished, it reappeared. The roomwas flooded with revealing
brilliance.

The Iight disclosed an ominous figure with two steady guns pointing from
out stretched hands. The hands were gloved in red. A crinson robe and a tall
poi nt ed hood conceal ed the face and body of that figure, but not his identity.

The Phoeni x!

THE PHOENI X was standing erect and notionless, with his back to the wall.
The shimrering cloth of his crinmson robe twinkled faintly. Mrth crawled in
t he
eyes behind the slitted openings in the hood. But it was rmurderous mirth. It
mat ched t he unpl easant nmenace in the | aughing voice:

"Good evening - and be careful! | told you that | was in the roomw th
you!"

John Marsley found his voice first. There was rage in his shaking cry,
accusation in his pointing finger

"West - that's who you are! You're Stanley West! He's no longer in the
room"

It was true. The handsone playboy with the gri m nouth and haggard eyes
was
gone. The sane interval of darkness that had produced The Phoeni x, had renoved
all bodily traces of Stanley West.

The Phoeni x chuckl ed, and did not deny the accusation. H's voice rasped a
command for silence.

"You see, | amdeterm ned to recover that nissing code book. | amcertain
that one of you has it. The way to find it is to search each of you
separately.

And when | say search, | nean that literally and exactly! | amgoing to strip
each one of you naked!"

Al ice Dodge paled. Viola Marsley swayed closer to her father. H's arm was
hooked protectingly about her.

Peter Lane was cl osest to The Phoeni x. But he was unarned. A forward rush
was hopeless at this tinme. It was plain suicide. He relaxed visibly, and The
Phoeni x | aughed.

But the relaxation of Peter Lane neant no surrender of his will. It was
del i berately done. The hal f-bent knees were poised for action. The slightly
retarded left foot was planted solidly against the floor, in anticipation of a
thrusting effort.

Peter Lane suspected what woul d necessarily have to happen, and was
preparing to take advantage of an approachi ng opportunity.

The next words of The Phoeni x verified that forethought.

"As a gentleman, | will follow the usual course in emergencies. Ladies
first! I will begin ny search with the Iovely Alice Dodge."

ALI CE was standing with frozen despair, m dway between Peter Lane and the
hooded crim nal. She screaned; but she didn't nove. The tw n guns prevented
t hat .

The Shadow gave no encouragenent to the appealing gl ance she shot toward
him Apparently, he had abandoned her to whatever fate The Phoeni x chose to
nete
out to her.

"Ali ce Dodge, step forward!" the thick voice ordered. "Your nodesty is
prai seworthy, but you needn't worry. My search will be conducted in privacy.
Your charnms will be revealed only to me. Stand directly in front of ne, with
your shapely back to nmy gun nuzzles!"



A faint smle of relief flickered for an instant into the keen eyes of
Peter Lane. He had ganbled on the fact that The Phoeni x would attenpt to take
Alice fromthe roomfor her ordeal. H's quick stare signaled to the trenbling
girl to obey the order of her captor.

She backed up until she was directly in front of the red-robed figure.
e
of his guns dug with painful pressure into her spine. The other peeped over
her
soft shoul der and nenaced the rest.

The Shadow s bent knee tensed. His nmuscles were quietly ready to send him
hurtling forward in a headl ong dive. So inperceptibly was it done that The
Phoeni x had no suspicion that the mld Peter Lane was about to risk everything
in a frontal attack.

The heel of The Phoeni x kicked lightly at the base of the wall.

VWhat happened next was a wild nelee of l|ightning-swift events. Behind the
crimson-robed killer, the wall seened to suddenly slide apart. As it did, the
body of The Phoeni x pivoted. The gun above Alice's shoul der flamed. She was
shoved so brutally that she spun around, alnost falling to the floor under the
t hrust of that powerful push.

But her falling body was caught in nid-air. The Phoeni x sprang backward,

t hrough the wall opening, with Alice's |inp body saggi ng over one arm The
cl osi ng panel crashed shut.

But it closed on three figures, not two!

At the exact instant that The Phoeni x caught the toppling girl, The
Shadow
dived forward. The bullet that had flamed fromthe robed crimnal's gun was
aimed directly at Peter Lane. His tw sting advance, however, jerked him
si deways.

He ducked a hal f-inch under the | eaden slug. Al nost before the echo of
t he
shot had roared, The Shadow had reached the wall opening and was pl ungi ng
after
the girl and her hooded captor

It was a tight squeeze - one that would have met with failure had The
Shadow been a fraction of a second too slowin his calculation. The closing
panel struck him The inpact, however, was against his | eft shoul der bl ade.
The
rest of his wiggling body was al ready through the opening. The bl ow threw him
forward in the direction he wanted to go.

VWhen the | ock of the panel snapped, John Marsley and his daughter were
t he
only living persons |eft behind. They stared with bul ging eyes and wordl essly
open jaws at the snooth surface of an unbroken wall

Peter Lane was on the other side of that wall. He was at grips with The
Phoeni x!

CHAPTER XVI |
"I AM THE PHCEN X! "

THE roomon the other side of the barrier was a dimy lighted square
chanmber, with heavily draped walls. It was |like the soundl ess chanber of a
br oadcasti ng studi o.

But there was neither mcrophone nor signs of machinery of any kind. Not
a
stick of furniture was evident in the strange, padded interior of the roons.
The
floors were covered with the same thick material that hung in dark fol ds al ong
the four walls.



Apparently, the room contai ned no exit.

The Shadow did not consciously notice these details. They flooded into
hi s
eyes with the automatic perception of a trained observer. He was conscious of
themin the split-second that hurled himthrough the panel opening and sent
hi m
plunging at the snarling figure in red.

The Phoeni x dropped Alice Dodge to the floor. Her body struck with a
t hunp.
As she withed, her dress clinmbed high on her shapely linbs. Silken | egs and
clutching arns nade a wildly gyrating blur. The courageous girl was attenpting
to grab at The Phoeni x and drag himdown to the floor with her

He was too deft to be caught that easily. But his twist and his backward
| eap above Alice's sprawl ed body threw himoff balance. He was able to fire
bot h
guns as The Shadow darted at him However, he was not able to aimthose guns
properly, and the bullets went w de and hi gh

The Shadow s bent head struck his opponent in the stomach. It knocked the
breath partly out of The Phoenix. But it was not sufficient to hurl himto the
floor. The Shadow acconplished this second victory by a swift snakelike clutch
of his hands.

Hi s heaving jerk brought both men down in a squirm ng huddl e.

One of the guns was knocked froma crinmson-gl oved hand by the force of
t he
i npact. The second gun flaned again. The Shadow had no time to protect hinself
fromcertain death. It was Alice Dodge who came to his assistance.

She had craw ed |ike a silken-1egged serpent across the floor fromthe
spot
where she had been hurled. Her teeth sank into the nurderous wist that held
t he
gun. She tasted the warm salty wetness of bl ood.

The Phoeni x screaned. Hs armjerked wildly and the searing passage of
t he
bul | et speckl ed The Shadow s cheek with powder marks and scorched himw th hot
flane.

Al nmost bl i nded, The Shadow did not flinch. He took advantage of the
opportunity Alice's courage gave him

Hi s fingers closed over the weapon.

He twisted it fromthe killer's grasp. He rolled to his knees, whirling
t he
nmuzzl e around to point at the red-hued crimnal. The Phoeni x, however, was
j ust
as fast as The Shadow. He leaped to his feet as he felt the gun tear |oose
from
his grasp. As The Shadow pivoted on his knees, The Phoenix dealt hima vicious
kick in the stomach, pitching himforward on his face

The Phoenix fled toward the unbroken surface of the draped walls. He
lifted
a | oose segnment of the heavy material and it dropped snmoothly into place
behi nd
him H s escaping feet had nmade no sound on the padded floor of the room His
vani shing was equal | y noi sel ess.

W TH a bound, The Shadow was after his foe. The sight of the crook's
Swift
retreat gal vani zed The Shadow s aching body into grimstrength. He lifted the
cl oth where The Phoeni x had vani shed.

There was no wall behind that section of the drapes. Instead, a narrow
doorway showed the exit through which the crininal had escaped froma



seem ngly
solid room

The opening led to a narrow hall. No doors or w ndows showed along its
dimMy lighted length. It was conpletely enclosed. But the swift race of The
Shadow s feet brought himto another unsuspected exit at the end of the
corridor.

A cl oset door was partly open. Swinging it w de, The Shadow peered. One
of
t he guns The Phoeni x had dropped was now in the grimclutch of The Shadow. It
jutted as his blazing eyes exam ned the interior of that closet.

It was a closet without a ceiling. It extended far upward, |ike the enpty
shaft of an elevator. There was no platform rope or cable by which a man
m ght
scal e that shaft. But The Shadow knew the feat had been done, and done
swiftly.

In an instant, he saw how. Woden circles |ike enornous curtain rings had
been nail ed, one above the other, against a side of the shaft. They formed an
easy | adder aloft for a man of active nuscles. The Shadow went up quickly.

The top was open. It was the dimlight filtering down fromthis upper
openi ng that had enabl ed The Shadow to realize the extent of the "closet" and
to
see the ringed wooden cl eats.

He bellied to the floor of an upper room- a bedroom The bed was in the
center of the chanber. One or two chairs and a bureau were against the wall.
Curtains blew fiercely in the draft caused by an opened wi ndow. Rain poured in
fromthe stormoutside. The flash of lightning and the roll of thunder showed
that the stormwas still raging with unabated fury.

To a casual observer, it was plain that the fleeing Phoeni x had di ved
reckl essly outward and down into the pelting storm

But The Shadow was not a casual observer. He knew t he wi ndow had been
lifted to deceive him and to cause himto waste precious time by racing to a
false clue. His eyes jerked back to the floor of this innocent bedroom

It was bare except for a single small rug. The rug didn't |ook quite
ri ght
on so large an uncovered surface. It had been placed there, not for
decorati on,
but for purpose.

Lifting the rug, The Shadow di scovered a trapdoor

The Phoeni x had not left by the opened bedroom wi ndow. He had descended
to
the I ower floors of the house by a nmeans identical to that used by himto
clinb
to this bedroom

The Shadow foll owed. He clinbed swiftly downward on nore of the circular
wooden cl eat s.

He emerged in a narrow passageway that extended a few yards and then bent
sharply. An open door led to another corridor out of the square enptiness of a
cl oset.

The Shadow t ook one | ook and his eyes glinted with gri munderstanding.
There was a familiar appearance about this dimcorridor. It was the same one
t hr ough whi ch The Phoeni x had fled on his way to the bedroom above!

A wly crimnal had cleverly doubled on his tracks. He was returning to
t he
same draped chanber in which he had left the sprawl ed figure of Alice Dodge.
Confident that the deluded Shadow was stunbling through the rai nswept darkness
outside the cottage, he was grimy returning to finish his enem es and insure
hi s own escape.

DOM t he | ong hal l way The Shadow coul d see vaguely the opening behind the



conceal i ng drapes of the roomwhere Alice Dodge had been dragged. Somewhere
beyond a paneled wall, John Marsley and his daughter were al so trapped
hel pl essly. They were in the roomw th the | oud-speaker grille and ten grimy
ai mred pistols on ten brackets.

The Shadow, however, did not race heedl essly forward. He had seen

sonet hi ng
that had eluded his attention on that first mad dash through the corridor

A small, horizontal opening was dimy visible in the baseboard of the
hal | way wall. Dropping on his knees, The Shadow found that a flexible,
shutter-1like device was concealed in the wall. A touch of his fingers lifted

it
i ke a conpressing accordion. A space was reveal ed t hrough which a man m ght
easily crawl to a chanber beyond.

But The Shadow did not pass through. Only his grimgaze darted through
t hat
aperture. It was enough to show hi m how The Phoeni x had been able to send his
voi ce through the | oudspeaker grille in order to taunt his assenbled victins.

The inside of the grille was visible. Electrical connections joined the
speaker with a phonograph machi ne of unusual size and design. A flat record
| ay
on the turntable. It was not in notion

An enmpty chair was behind a flat and narrowtopped desk. There was a row
of
bl ack buttons across the surface of that desk. The Shadow counted the buttons
fromwhere he | ay peering. There were ten of them Ten buttons - ten guns
poi sed
outside in the adjoining roomon snooth brackets!

Thi s, obviously, was how The Phoeni x had oper at ed.

A faint rustle drew The Shadow s face away fromthe openi ng. Turning
noi sel essly on his knees, he saw a stealthy shape at the far end of the hal
in
whi ch he was crouched. A crimnmson shimrering robe glistened.

The Phoeni x was peering down the long hall. But he failed to see The
Shadow. Dar kness protected the master sleuth from di scovery.

Rigidly alert, The Shadow saw The Phoeni x pass through the draped
entrance
and vani sh. The heavy curtain dropped behind his weird figure.

Instantly, The Shadow darted forward. In a few rapid strides, he reached
the curtain and passed through on the very heels of The Phoeni x.

But The Phoeni x had seem ngly evaporated into thin air. It was the room
where Alice Dodge had been left. There was no sign of the crimnal or the
girl.

Bot h had di sappeared.

A CLICK in the panel ed side wall, however, reveal ed where the nervy Alice
had gone. The panel opened. It was the sanme one through which The Phoeni x had
dragged Alice.

At that time, she had been terrified, half fainting, in the ruthless
enbrace of a killer who had sworn desperately to strip her stark naked in a
search for the m ssing code book. Now, Alice was courageous again, eager
tri unphant.

Behi nd her stood the wondering figures of John Marsley and his daughter
Viola. Relief swept over their faces at sight of Peter Lane. They no | onger
feared himas a crimnal. They had seen himrisk his Ilife in a single-handed
attenpt to capture The Phoeni x.

To Peter Lane, the triunphant Alice showed the secret of the pane
mechani sm A spring concealed in the baseboard was operated by a brisk tap of
the heel. The Shadow had observed the mechani sm when The Phoeni x had worked
it.



But he did not spoil Alice's triunph by nentioning that fact. He nerely asked
a
swi ft question.

The question puzzled them They shook their heads. None of them were
awar e
that The Phoeni x had returned on his trail. None had seen hi mreappear

Peter Lane smiled. The answer narrowed his search. Stepping quickly back
to
t he curtain-shrouded room he began to circle the walls. H's hand pl ucked at
t he
heavy material. For half the circuit of the room nothing happened. Then a
portion of the drape cane away. It disclosed a shallow recess in the wall.

A man was lying there in a linmp huddle. H's pale, frightened face brought
an oath of rage from John Marsley. The hidden man was Stanley West.

He wasn't as weak or exhausted as he pretended to be. He fought viciously
as Marsley clutched at him The two nen reeled in silent combat about the
room
Then Peter Lane's muscul ar arm cane between them and separated t hem

West was wearing the same expensively cut suit which he had worn when he
had first appeared in the cottage. There was no sign of the shimering red
r obe
of The Phoenix. Wth an ugly snarl, West denied that he was the m ssing
master-crim nal

Hs story was sinple. He clained that at the noment the |ights had gone
out, following the swift nurder of Snap Carlo, he had been struck a disabling
bl ow i n the darkness.

He had had no warning. Dazed, he fell to the floor. A powerful arm

scooped

himup and carried himto the curtained niche. He had coll apsed there,
hel pl ess,

whi | e The Phoeni x had nade his appearance in the sudden gl ow of |ights beyond
t he panel

Such was West's story. Marsley didn't believe it. Nor did Viola or Alice.
They stared at the dapper young playboy with hate and | oat hi ng.

Unexpectedly, Peter Lane cane to West's defense.

"He's telling the truth,"” he said, mildly. "Stanley Wst is not The
Phoeni x! "

VST began to splutter unintelligible thanks for this new, and wel cone,
ally. But Lane's next words drove the snmirk fromhis |Iips and changed his
smling eyes to the nuddy glint of rmurder

"You are not now, and never have been, The Phoeni x," Peter Lane decl ared,
calmy. "But you are alnost his equal in devilish cunning. You' re a vicious
crimnal in your own right! You're an international spy, a free-lance killer
and you' ve been working for the sane ugly purpose that brought The Phoeni x
into

this case
"You're an eneny of the United States and of humanity! To gain dirty
mllions, you were prepared to plunge the world into another bl ood bath of an

i nternational war. You canme here from Europe to steal Marsley's code book. But
you failed - for | have that code book and the cablegram fromthe Far East!
Marsl ey's secret is safe!”

Stanl ey West screaned with rage. He | aunched hinself at the body of Peter
Lane.

But he was fighting a man prepared. The Shadow had expected that assault.
H's rippling nmuscles made short work of the frantic spy. He broke the hold on
his throat. Wth cal mdexterity, he converted his foe into a sodden huddl e of
fl esh, a man noani ng and sem consci ous from scientific punishment,
intelligently



appl i ed.

A light, pliable cord, taken fromWst's own pocket, trussed himtightly.
He twitched feebly on the floor, unable to nove an inch

"He's not really The Phoeni x?" Alice Dodge gasped.

Mar sl ey echoed that wondering question. So did Viola. Peter Lane bent
over
the prisoner, to nake sure that the cords could not be shifted. He shook his
head.

"Then who is The Phoeni x?" Marsley cried.

Bef ore Lane could reply, the question was answered froma totally
unexpect ed sour ce.

"I am" a throaty voi ce croaked behind their backs.

Jeering laughter net themas they whirled. A figure in shimrering crinmson
was standi ng oni nously on the other side of the opened panel in the wall.

The Shadow, gl ancing at the shoes and the hood of the robed figure, knew
that true words had been spoken. The Phoeni x hinmself - the real Phoenix - was
at
bay!

The Shadow uttered a warning hiss to his conpanions to remain quiet. He
hi nsel f did not nove for an instant. The Phoeni x had no guns in his gl oved
hands. What he held brought a gasp of terror from Marsley.

It was a frail glass bottle, swng high in the air so that a single
gesture
of The Phoenix would bring it crashing to smithereens on the floor

The fluid in that bottle was colorless. It looked like dirty and stale
wat er. But The Shadow was not deceived. Nor was John Marsley.

Ni troglycerin!

CHAPTER XVI | |
SI XTY SECONDS TO LI VE!

THE sight of that deadly hi gh-powered explosive held in the uplifted hand
of a ruthless crimnal, at bay, was enough to freeze the opponents of The
Phoeni x into quiet rigidity.

There was desperation, madness, in the eyes that gl owed through the
suited
openings in the crinmson hood. But the voice was steady. Every word crackl ed
with

nenace.
"I want that code book! One of you is going to produce it and toss it

over

here at ny feet. If you don't, it neans death for all of us! I'lIl admit I'm

cornered; but the sane is true for you. I'Il give the person who has that code

book sixty seconds to obey. At the end of that time, | shall smash this bottle

on the floor and bl ow every one of us to chunks of bloody flesh!"
John Marsley began to plead hoarsely. His voice rose in a terrified
scream
as the figure in red began to count om nously.
"One - two- three - four -"
"I haven't got the code book." Marsley pleaded. "It was stolen by Snap
Carlo! He -"
"- Thirteen - fourteen - fifteen -
"Search Snap's body," Alice Dodge begged. "Snap doubl e-crossed youl!
St anl ey
West never found the book. Nor did I. I was |ying when | -
"- Twenty-two - twenty-three -
The ugly voi ce behind the red hood continued counting |like a mechanica
nmetronone of death. The nuscles of the robed armthat held the frail bottle of



nitroglycerin aloft were tensed to hurl the deadly fluid at the end of that
nmeasur ed count.

The Phoeni x had sensed his doom He was staking his own |ife against the
fear of death in the hearts of his enem es. Laughter bubbled in the intervals
of
t hat sl ow counting. The Phoenix had a will of chilled steel. He expected to
w n
his ganble with death.

He failed to notice an inportant fact. Peter Lane was no |longer in the
anteroomwith the others. The Phoeni x nmerely thought he was.

Slitted eyes glared at the tied and hel pl ess figure of Stanley Wst on
t he
floor of the curtain-shrouded chanber beyond the panel opening. Behind West a
crouched figure seenmed to belly out one of the curtains.

The Phoeni x thought that Peter Lane, terrified for his life, was
squeezi ng
hinself into a ridiculous hiding place to flee fromthe range of the gl ass
bonb.

PETER LANE, however, had left the chanber under cover of the confusion
caused by that first snarling challenge of death. He slipped noiselessly into
the corridor down which he had pursued The Phoeni x after he had saved Alice
Dodge from bei ng stripped nude and then kill ed.

Hs flying feet nade no sound. His goal was clearly distinct in his mnd
hi s purpose accurately forned. Crouching close to the floor of the corridor
he
wriggled swiftly through the opening he had di scovered earlier. He entered the
chanmber where the |oud-speaker apparatus of The Phoeni x was | ocat ed.

He glided like a ghostly apparition to the desk behind the dark
i nterlacing
of the grille in the wall. The grille was so contrived that fromthe outer
room
it was inpossible to see through the nmetal tracery.

But The Shadow could see with clear fidelity the shoul ders, the
cri mson-swat hed back and the uplifted hand of the nmaster-crimnal. A clever
use
of a light-refracting device produced this uncanny one-way view, It expl ai ned
why The Phoeni x had been able to see his victins without their being able to
see
hi m

- Forty-nine - fifty - fifty-one -

On the flat desk surface, under the eyes of The Shadow, was a row of ten
pol i shed bl ack buttons. They controlled the triggers of the guns nounted on
t he
wal | brackets of the outside room But not one weapon pointed at The Phoeni x.

He had stepped to the spot in the chanber not covered by those carefully
poi nted gun rmuzzles. Their snarling crossfire would | eave hi munharned.

The Shadow knew that only quick thinking and bol der action could save the
lives of Marsley and the two girls. It involved the risk of The Shadow s own
life. He took that risk imediately - as he had done countless tinmes to
pr ot ect
i nnocent victinms of crine.

He waited for the full effect of surprise, by delaying grimy for the
psychol ogi cal monent when the wi ngs of death brushed closest. The uplifted
cl enched hand of The Phoeni x was quivering. The bottle in his grasp was ready
to
be hurl ed.

"- Fifty-nine - sixty -"

"Surrender, you stupid fool! The game is up!"



The voice of Peter Lane issued clearly fromthe black grille of the
| oud- speaker. There was calmcommand in it. There was insulting derision, too.
The Shadow had called his foe a "stupid fool" deliberately. He was prodding a
madman at his weakest point: his vanity.

I T worked! It produced the exact reaction The Shadow had been praying
silently for. Wth a gasp of rage, The Phoenix whirled toward the voice behind
the grille. He had recognized the calmy superior tones of Peter Lane.

Their very calmess infuriated The Phoenix. It told himthat there was
one
man in the world who did not fear him Peter Lane actually despised him had
call ed hima fool

He took a | eaping step forward. The hand with the bottle whirled to throw
the explosive in a shattering crash against the grille.

But that one | eaping step forward brought The Phoenix away fromthe safe
spot where he had stood. He was now in accurate line with the rigid barrels of
ten bracket guns connected with ten buttons on the desk behind the panel

The pal m of The Shadow sl apped down on all ten buttons with a single
i npact. Every gun in the adjoining chanber spoke sinultaneously with a
shattering echo.

The Phoenix tottered, pierced by a barrage of steel-jacketed slugs. The
rip
of those bullets through flesh and bone, paralyzed the nurderer. The fingers
hol ding the bottle did not relax for an instant. They closed tighter, for a
second, by the convul sive action of dying nuscles.

The Phoeni x slunped to the floor as one knee buckl ed under him Wth a
| ast
dying effort, he tried to hurl the bottle fromhimtoward his hidden
conquer or.

H s hate was incredible. But it was unequal to the task. Hi s heartbeat stopped
forever as he dropped to the floor

The dead fingers, opening jerkily, allowed the bottle to fall toward the
hard pol i shed boards.

John Marsley uttered no sound as he saw the deadly liquid drop. He was
t oo
far away to dive forward and catch the nmissile in soft hands. White as paper
he
waited a split-second for annihilation

But the frail glass container didn't shatter on the hard floor. The
Shadow
had known from his study of ballistics and gunshot wounds exactly how t hat
riddl ed crimnal would collapse and fall.

The bottle landed with a soft thud on the prone body of the dead Phoeni x.
It rolled gently to the floor beside him

The irony of fate had used a crimnal to achieve its just ends. By the
i nterposition of his own dead body, The Phoenix unwittingly saved his victins
fromthe horror of being torn to bl ood-spattered fragments in the ruins of a
spouting cottage.

IT was the very calmPeter Lane who picked up the deadly little container
and placed it gingerly in a safe spot.

Viola had fainted. Marsley was frozen on his feet, incapable of notion
Ali ce Dodge was noving chalky lips, as if reciting an inaudi ble prayer.

"There is no need for further alarm" a quiet voice told them "This case
i s ended.”

They stared at Peter Lane. The piercing flame that had seened to | eap
from
his eyes as he raced back to the room and picked up the deadly expl osive, was



now gone. Hi s eyes were again timd, his manner al nost apol ogeti c.

He bent over the crinmson robe and conceal i ng hood of the dead
supercrim na
on the floor. He sounded like a ml|d professor expounding a lesson in a
col | ege
cl assroom Tapering fingers clutched at the border of the hood. But they did
not
draw it away, for a nonent.

"Allow ne to present to you the man who started this whol e carnival of
crime, beginning with the death of Duke Duncan. A man who was cl ever enough to
fool even me, in the beginning. Blackmailer of John Marsley - killer of Duke
Duncan and Snap Carlo - false nurderer of hinmself in a hotel room M. Leo
Barry!"

A ripping notion tore the mask away from dead, waxen features. The
snarling
face of The Phoenix was at | ast exposed. Peter Lane's quiet prediction was
correct.

The dead crimnal was Leo Barry!

CHAPTER XI X
THE END OF PETER LANE

"BUT - how - | don't understand | - | thought -"

John Marsley's voice was shaky. He had recovered slowy fromthe shock of
deadly terror. H's armwas around his daughter, holding her trenbling body
cl ose
to him Viola had recovered from her swoon.

Al i ce Dodge was trenul ous, too. She | eaned against the wall, one palm
flat
against its surface, as if she derived strength fromthe feel of its cool
snoot h expanse agai nst her flesh.

The even tones of Peter Lane filled the chanber. There was a soot hing
quality in themthat cal med the people who listened. H s words brought clarity
and know edge out of darkness and confusion

He had, Peter Lane decl ared, suspected that Leo Barry was The Phoeni x,
from
the very nonment of Barry's supposed death in his hotel room The shotgun-torn
head of the victim- and particularly the nutil ated hands and finger tips -
suggested a substitute corpse. Probably an unfortunate bum picked up on the
Bowery and lured with a twenty-dollar bill to his death.

Peter Lane pointed toward the hood The Phoeni x had worn. It was tall
pointed - too tall for any real purpose except deception of those who
encountered himon his attacks. The shoes on the body were queer, too. Their
sol es were nuch thicker than the soles on normal shoes. They were equi pped
with
hi gh heels. The reason was obvi ous.

Barry, a man slightly | ess than nedi um hei ght, wanted his victims to
t hi nk
he was taller. He had cleverly managed to sinul ate the hei ght of John Marsley
and Stanley West. He knew both were deeply inplicated in the case, and he
want ed
suspicion to fall on each of them

"But - how - did you first deduce -" Marsley again stuttered.

He was handed a smal|l sheet of paper. It was a typewitten sentence or

two
taken verbatimfroma dictionary:

Phoeni x, n. (Myth.) 1. A bird, the only one of its kind, that



after living five or six centuries in the Arabian desert, burned
itself on a funeral pile and rose alive fromthe ashes with renewed
youth, to live through another cycle. 2. A person of rare and high
excel l ence; a prodigy of intelligence.

Peter Lane smiled grimy. He had suspected a pun on the nane, the nonment
he
had read on Leo Barry's hotel wall the strange pseudonym of the unknown
crimnal. The name was too unusual not to have hidden nmeaning. It was a grim
joke by an intellectual nman who had gone w ong.

Rut | edge Mann, The Shadow s agent, had found out the facts of Barry's
earlier career, after The Shadow had put himto work uncovering the truth in a
smal | New Engl and university town, where Barry had taught. Barry had
apparently
nmurdered hinmself, only to rise fromhis dead ashes in the guise of another
personality.

He was aware of the ancient |egend of the Phoenix. He took the nane as a
sneering challenge to opponents he considered stupid and of inferior
intelligence to hinself. A business man |ike John Marsley would not have
remenbered the classical allusion to the fabled bird. Nor was the name in
character with what The Shadow had | earned of Stanley West.

Barry's choice of the nane was his first revealing bl under!

PETER LANE continued his cal manalysis of the case. Hours of concentrated
t hought in the secluded darkness of The Shadow s sanctum now had their
justification.

Leo Barry, he declared, had started the web of rmurder and intrigue. He
had
cone into possession of facts that seemed to prove John Marsley a nurder. An
i nnocent youth named Jack Skelly had been condemed to the electric chair for
t hat rnurder.

The docunent Barry possessed riveted the guilt on Duke Duncan; but there
was al so a paragraph that seemingly inplicated John Marsley as well.

Barry saw possibilities for huge profit. He decided to use Duncan and his
gang to get at Marsley. So he took the blackmail evidence to Duke's hangout
and

pretended to sell it to Duke for ten grand. What he really wanted was for Duke
to realize the case against Marsley - and Duke did. Duke paid ten grand to
Barry

for a chance at a mllion from Marsley. He went after the banker at once - and

Barry's plan began to work Iike a charm All he had to do was to | et Duke put
on
the heat and collect.

It was Leo Barry who killed Duke fromthe dark recess in the wall of the
New Jersey cottage. But Marsley had stuffed the suitcases wth newspaper
i nst ead
of nmoney, and Barry was foiled. However, he was able to escape fromthe
cottage
and to flee in his car, not forgetting to tel ephone the police froma lonely
pay
station and to bring Stanley West's name into the crine.

He mi strusted and feared West, and hoped to frame himby this device. But
he fail ed, because West had an alibi ready for the police.

Barry's fear of Stanley West was justified. The nman was an internationa
spy, posing as a playboy. West was after even bigger profit than Barry. He
knew
somet hing that, in the beginning, even Barry didn't realize: John Marsl ey was
a
trusted secret agent, working without pay for the United States government!



The
presi dent had sunmoned Marsley to Washi ngton and had asked himto performa
tremendously inportant service for his country.

"That fact is true, is it not?" Peter Lane nurnured.

"It's true," Marsley whispered. He explained hidden things that the
pati ent
i nvestigation of The Shadow had al ready uncovered.

A new and terrible war threatened the peace of the world. It was being
deliberately fonented in the Far East. The United States was one of the
victins
to be attacked. But government agents found thensel ves bl ocked.

So John Marsl ey used his vast network of international banks and trusted
enpl oyees abroad as a private agency to uncover the war plot and nip the
i nperialistic scheme in the bud.

He succeeded! The evidence was in a long, coded cabl egram sent to him
from
one of his branch banks in the Far East. But before he could receive it, Duke
Duncan had accused hi mof rmurder and had asked a nmillion in blackmail Marsley
agreed to pay. He had tol!

He knew he was innocent of the murder for which Jack Skelly had been
convicted. But to prove his innocence - and Skelly's - would be to publish
prematurely the diplomatic secret the president had entrusted to him Marsley
preferred to die - and to let Jack Skelly die - rather than do that. An
advance
| eak of the cabl egram woul d nmean worl d ruin!

"I'T was then that ny code book was stolen," Marsley cried. "I never was
able to discover who took it. But | knew that The Phoeni x had made an attenpt
to
steal the cablegram from ny daughter in the apartnent of Stanley West; and
failing, had sent Alice Dodge to ny hone to snatch it. It was Alice who
finally
got hold of it. | suspected then that Stanley West was really The Phoenix."

Peter Lane shook his head. Facts that puzzled Marsley were as clear as
crystal to The Shadow.

"Leo Barry," he declared, "was the crinmson-robed figure who subjected
your
daughter to so enbarrassing a disrobing scene in Wst's apartnment. He entered
and escaped with a pass-key before West returned. He had searched West's
private
papers and had | earned the vast war secret the spy was after

"Fromthat noment on, Barry was no | onger concerned with blackmailing a
single mllionaire. He was now coolly prepared to blackmail the nations of the
wor | d!"

From an i nner pocket of Peter Lane's coat, two objects appeared. One was
the m ssing code book; the other a |l engthy cabl egram Marsley gave a choked
cry
of anxiety at sight of them

"That nmessage nmust be sent to Washington at once!"

"It has been sent," The Shadow i nforned. "A copy of the decoded nmessage
reached the president of the United States this afternoon. The president has
already called a defense conference of the threatened denocratic nations. \War
had been averted - because its success depended on a surprise aerial attack
wi t hout a second's warning. You need worry no |onger, M. Marsley. Your
patriotic job has been done, and done well!"

There were tears in the banker's eyes.

"What about Skelly? I've got to notify the governor and arrange a pardon
for him Skelly is one of my agents. He - he begged ne to let himdie, rather
t han expose the secret. Now |l - | can talk and save hi mw t hout breaking ny



pl edged word to the president.”

"He has al ready been saved," Peter Lane said. "A message went to Al bany
from Washi ngt on one hour after the receipt of the cablegram Jack Skelly will
be

rel eased quietly, on a technicality. No foreign nation will guess his rea
wor k.
He is in no danger of assassination from spies."

"Thank God!" Alice Dodge cried. "I knew he was innocent! | did the ugly

things | did, because |I thought Jack was being framed by a crooked banker to
hi de a nurder."

Viola Marsley put her arns around the sobbing Alice.

"You're a brave, loyal girl," she breathed. "In your place, |'d have done
the sane things you did!"

Her gl ance veered with a quick notion toward the trussed and vi ci ous
figure
of Stanley West on the floor. Horror flooded her eyes.

"A foreign spy!" she gasped. "I mght have married him Thanks to Peter
Lane, ny eyes have been opened to the truth in tine."

MARSLEY was gazing with awe at the face of the quiet nan who had w ought
all these miracles.

"You call yourself Peter Lane," he said, slowy. "I thought you were a
thief, a nurderer - | don't know what! Wo - who are you?"

He received a wordl ess answer. Sibilant [aughter filled the roomwth
rustling echoes.

Wt hout noving fromthe spot where he stood, Peter Lane disappeared
forever. Hs timd face seemed to withe and change. The lips were tightly
conpressed. The eyes blazed with a piercing inner flane. H s face radiated
power, strength, intelligence.

He seemed to grow inches in stature. Tall, nmasterful, he gazed with
reassurance at the innocent persons whose |ives and happi ness he had saved.
There was no anger in him as he stared calmy at the dead face of Leo Barry.
Nor did he frown at the profanity that bubbled in a foul streamfromthe Iips
of
Stanl ey West.

The Shadow was above personal feeling. He had net the chall enge of crine
and conquered it. That was all that mattered.

A hand lifted in a gesture of farewell. On a finger of that hand, a
precious stone glittered. It was a girasol, the only one of its kind in the
world. It flanmed yellow, crimson, and changed to a deep purple as The Shadow
glided silently toward the exit.

He had taken a key fromthe pocket of the dead Phoeni x. He unl ocked the
door, and no one nmade a nove to detain him The flashing girasol on his finger
was the hall mark of a dread identity.

"The Shadow " John Marsley breathed. "It was The Shadow "

Qutside the cottage, a roaring hurricane of wind still flung sheets of
drenching rain froma bl ack sky.

The figure that energed into the stormwas bl acker than the sky and the
tenmpest. He noved mpjestically through the turmoil, as if he were a part of
t he
wild night itself.

Rain sl ashed at the brimof his slouch hat. H's black cloak fluttered
witch-like in the wind. But his step was hunman and steady. He glided to where
a
car was hi dden under a covert of |eafy boughs. He slid behind the wheel and
t he
car shot out of concealnent. It raced onward down the nuddy road. Headlights
bored into the darkness ahead.

Peter Lane had served his purpose.



There was no | onger any Peter Lane.
The Shadow al one remai ned. The Shadow al ways woul d remai n!

VWhen new crime threatened and the police were powerless to prevent it,
The

Shadow woul d once nore appear fromthe envel opi ng darkness that now swal | owed
up
a car and driver on a lonely country road.

THE END



