CARDS OF DEATH
by Maxwel | G ant

As originally published in "The Shadow Magazine," May 1, 1938

One by one, these little paste-boards turn up, dealt by a fiendish
nmurderer. WIIl The Shadow be able to hold the wi nning hand in the Cards of
Deat h?

CHAPTER |
DEATH STALKS

THERE were half a dozen passengers aboard the South-bound plane, as it
waited for the take-off. Qutside the windows lay the broad stretch of Newark
Airport, dull, barren except for the hangars that squatted against the nuggy
sky.

Afternoon was well advanced, and dusk was due early, because of the
overcast sky. Flight, however, would not be difficult at |low altitude.
Passengers felt apprehensive; as they watched the |lines of autonobiles
stream ng al ong the Skyway with headl anps already |lighted; but the pilot did
not share their worry.

Propell ers were spinning; there was a call of "Al aboard!" That cry cane
like a cue to a nessenger in uniform who stood near the ship. Hurriedly, he
advanced to the cl osing door, extended an envel ope.

"For M. Balcray," the nessenger told the stewardess. "El wood Bal cray.
He's aboard. "

The stewardess | ooked annoyed. She had seen the messenger standing there
gawki ng at the plane. She wondered why he had waited, and the nmessenger knew
it. He nuttered sonething about orders to hold the nmessage until the | ast
m nut e.

The stewardess sunmoned El wood Bal cray. He appeared at the door - a
st oop- shoul dered, |ong-faced man, with sharply nervous eyes. The nessenger
handed hi mthe envel ope, with the question

"Any answer, sir?"

Bal cray opened the yell ow envel ope, am d the increasing whir of
propellers. Inpatiently, the plane dispatcher stood ready to signal the
pl ane' s
departure. He wasn't noting Balcray closely; nor was the stewardess.

The one person who saw the horror that swept Balcray's face was the
nmessenger. Moreover, he spied the cause.

The object that Bal cray had drawn fromthe envel ope was a card. It | ooked
like a playing card; but it was |onger, narrower than those in nost packs.
Furthernore, it differed fromany such card that the messenger had ever seen

Instead of spots, the card had | ong rods, six of them in diagonal rows
of
t hree each. Those crossed rods formed an el ongated letter X within the borders
of the card

"Any answer, M. Balcray?"

The nessenger's question brought a response fromBalcray's lips. The
action seened nmechanical; the man's voice was a hoarse whi sper

"No answer" - Balcray was forcing the words, as his eyes stared glassily
"there can be no answer - to this!"

The nessenger turned away. The door went shut; the dispatcher gave his
signal. It was then that Balcray's horror took a frantic swing. He realized
that he was cut off fromthe world; isolated aboard the plane. Still clutching
the curious card, he pounced toward the stewardess.



"I"ve got to leave this ship!" Balcray's shout was wild. "Let nme off!
Open
that door - 1've got to get out!"

The whir of the propellers had beconme a roar. The plane was rolling al ong
the runway. Bal cray's grapple for the door was a dangerous nove; by the tine
he
succeeded, it woul d be suicidal

Valiantly, the stewardess fought himaway fromthe door; other passengers
rallied to help her.

Though Bal cray was battling |ike a madman, they overcane him Gipped by
hal f a dozen hands, he was shoved along the aisle, clear to the front of the
pl ane, where the rescue squad plopped himinto a seat.

Bal cray subsided with a groan, the cardboard card crunpled in his
tight-clutched hand. He was at the nost distant spot fromthe door he wanted;
and the route was bl ocked. Wth frenzy usel ess, Balcray had changed in an
instant to a pitiful, hopeless figure.

NONE of the ground crew saw that short-lived struggle. Door and w ndows
had nmoved beyond their view They were watching the plane as it gathered speed
al ong the runway. Swi ft ships of this type, though speedy in the air, required
a long take-off. A half-second nore and the plane would be rising in the air.

At that instant, the swerve cane.

The plane gave a telltale wabble to the right, as the wheel on that side
crunpl ed. There was a |urchy swoop, as though w ngs sought to clutch the air.
A
slue to the right; the ship was off the runway. The tip of the right w ng
cli pped the ground.

The crack-up was inmedi at e.

Propell ers chewed the turf, as the plane's nose hit. Sleek, silvery netal
crackled into junk. Flanes spurted; the rising blaze licked the tw sting
fuselage. Sirens wailed the alarm running nmen followed the fire apparatus
t hat
sped to the spot of the catastrophe.

Prompt work extingui shed the bl aze. Fromthe debris, nen dragged the
st ewar dess, scarcely injured. Then canme passengers, four of them to be placed
in an arriving anbul ance. After that, two nore, who needed no aid.

Li ke the pilots, those passengers were dead. They had been at the front
of
the cabin, where the shock was worst. Life had been crushed fromthem

One of the dead passengers was El wood Bal cray. Hi s fist, jamed,
claw i ke,
hard agai nst his chest, still gripped the curious card with its design of six
crossed rods.

El wood Bal cray had recogni zed the threat of that strange card. It had
proven his warrant of doom

Two hours passed. Deep dusk had gripped Manhattan, when a short, ponpous
man strode into the | obby of the Sheffield Apartnents. It wasn't a pretentious
pl ace, the Sheffield, but it was exclusive; therefore, it suited this ponpous
resi dent.

He stopped at the desk for mail. The clerk handed hi man envel ope
addressed to Syl vester Lysand. The ponpous man opened it; he halted,
stock-still.

"I's anything the matter, M. Lysand?"

The clerk's question was a | ogical one. He had seen Lysand's face. It
carried the same expression of horror that El wood Bal cray had shown, two hours
bef ore.

Lysand gave no answer.

The clerk | ooked downward, saw the object that projected froma frozen
hand. Like the messenger at the airport, the clerk was astoni shed.



Lysand was hol di ng what seened to be a playing card, except that its
design was unusual. Set in its ornamental design were six spots shaped |ike
anci ent goblets. Lysand's eyes were riveted on those printed cups.

The clerk repeated his anxi ous question. Lysand did not hear it. He
turned, as though lost in a trance, and wal ked toward the el evators.

There were two of those cars; only one was in use. The operator was
jerking at a lever; as Lysand arrived, he called to the clerk

"Jammed again. Better send Joe up with the other car."

The cl erk beckoned to an attendant who was seated near the desk. The
fell ow opened the door of the little-used elevator; Lysand and two ot her
passengers went aboard. Joe's el evator had scarcely started, before the nman
who
had suggested it left his own car and wal ked out through a side door of the
| obby.

New bewi | derment gri pped the clerk. The nman who had just left wasn't the
regul ar operator. \Wo he was; how he happened to be here, were riddles.
Unfortunately, too, the clerk did not get a good | ook at the stranger's face;
somet hing that he was to regret greatly, later

For the present, the clerk had less than half a minute to think it over.
A
runbling sound quivered the building. It came fromthe shaft where Joe's
el evator had gone up. The clerk stared in that direction. The dial above the
el evat or door showed that the car was at the fifth floor; but it was quivering
at that nark.

As the clerk gaped, horrified, he saw the dial take a | ong-sweep toward
the bottom Wth it cane the runble, |ouder than before, acconpanied by a
terrific clatter.

The door shook as the plunging el evator whizzed past the ground fl oor
There was a terrific crash fromthe basenment; with it, shrieks that faded.

The pal si ed cl erk suddenly gai ned control of his nuscles; |eaping out
from
t he desk, he dashed to the street, where he shouted the ill tidings to the
first
pol i ceman that he saw

TEN minutes later, a cluster of firemen had reached the basenent of the
Sheffield Apartnents. They were hacki ng through the el evator door, where few
groans answered them The barrier gave; they dragged out Joe, the operator
[inp but alive.

The passengers were extricated fromthe weckage. One still lived; he
went
to the hospital along with Joe. But the other two were dead; and one of them
was
Syl vester Lysand. Like Elwood Bal cray, he had been crushed to death.

Lysand's hands had a dying clutch. The object the rescuers pried from
those stilled fingers was the six-spotted card that had come in the envel ope.

Agai n, doom had been predicted; and death had stal ked along its trail

Both events had seened |ike accidents, but the |link of those fatal cards
proved them ot herwi se. Sonme master hand had arranged those thrusts, to strike
down the victinms that he wanted. Ruthless, that invisible nurderer had
sacrificed others along with Bal cray and Lysand, the chosen victins.

Was death's toll finished?

Only the nmurderer, hinmself, could give the answer. H s reply mght be
anot her stroke: the nmassacre of other innocent persons, along with a third
victim How |l ong the chain would [ ast, no one could tell.

Yet, with all its suddenness, death would not come without its warning.
Li ke a venonous rattl esnake, the hidden killer gave his signals before he
struck.

Cards of doomwere the tokens that told each victimthat death was due!



CHAPTER |
THE THI RD CARD

SCOON after the elevator crash at the Sheffield, a man checked out of a
pretenti ous New York hotel. He was a jolly, broad-faced individual, who | ooked
brawny despite his stout build. When he asked for his bill, he stated his
nane.

It was Hastings Keever.
Al t hough Keever had been a guest at the hotel for only a few days, the

bill ran close to two hundred dollars. Keever paid it froma fat bank rol

t hat

his pudgy fist could scarcely circle. Going out through the |obby, he peeled
nore notes fromthe roll, to tip bell boys, porter and doornan.

It was the doorman who politely closed the door of Keever's cab
expressing the hope that the departing guest would soon return. That brought a
smile from Keever.

They knew hi mwell at that hotel; and Keever was glad of it. It was an
asset to be established there. For Hastings Keever was a man who made noney by
spendi ng noney. He was a pronoter who could talk wealthy nen into big deals.

Precari ous though his business was, Keever had done well with it. Luck
and
good judgnent traveled with him Enough of Keever's deals cane through to give
hima good reputation. Satisfied clients produced nore. \Wenever Keever
fl uked,
he al ways had an expl anati on.

Keever had told the cab driver to take himto the Pennsylvania Station
He
altered that order, as the cab rolled southward on Seventh Avenue. The new
address that Keever gave was twenty bl ocks farther south, near the heart of
Greenwi ch Vill age.

The cab reached a gl oony street; stopped before an ol d-fashi oned buil di ng
that had once been a private residence. Paying off the driver, Keever
al i ght ed,
sui tcase in one hand, an eveni ng newspaper in the other

He entered the old house; its lighted | obby showed that it had been
converted into an apartnent. A box marked "3 E' carried the nanme of Hastings
Keever.

Few of the promoter's clients knew that he maintained this small
apart nent
inthe Village. It served Keever as a residence only during those intervals
between his big pronotion deals.

There was no elevator in the place. Keever went up two flights of narrow
stairs, puffing as he reached the third floor. The stairs brought himto the
center of a lengthwise hall; his apartment was a dozen feet toward the front.

Unl ocki ng the door, Keever turned on the lights. He placed his bag in a
corner of the little living room stretched hinself in a confortable chair.

AS his puffy breaths subsided, Keever spread the newspaper. His eyes
centered on the nost conspi cuous headline: a report of a plane crash at Newark
Airport. Keever seldomtraveled by air; the news scarcely interested him
unti |
he saw the nanes of the victins.

That |ist brought the pudgy man bolt upright. H's pointing finger jabbed
the line that carried the nane of Elwood Bal cray, wealthy real estate
oper at or.

Agai n Keever's breaths were |l ong drawn; this time through a tautness of



his nerves. The genial snile went fromhis lips, to be replaced by an anxi ous
twitch. Hi s beady eyes showed a trace of terror

Gipping the chair arms, Keever regained conposure. He forced a smle, as
he nuttered:

"Maybe it was an accident. Yes, just an accident - |ike the newspaper
says
it was -

Keever's eyes showed |ingering doubt, despite his words. Those eyes al so
glimered with an idea. Turning the pages of the newspaper, Keever found the
radi o progranms. He noted that news reports were al nost due from Station WX

There was a radio set in the corner. Keever thunbed the dial; paced his
little living roomwhile he listened to the finish of a nusical program There
was a lull, then the announcer for the news reports. Keever was intent,
expecting further details regarding the plane crash. Instead:

"Fl ash!" The announcer's voice was brisk. "Two persons were killed, two
others injured, in a fall of an elevator at the Sheffield Apartnents -"

"The Sheffield!" Keever's tone was gaspy again. "That's where -"

He was about to nention a man's nanme. It proved unnecessary. The news
broadcaster was stating that very name across the air. The brisk tone drilled
t hrough Keever's ears:

"Sylvester Lysand, killed in the fall, was a director of the Triton
Nati onal Bank. Well-known in financial circles, M. Lysand -"

Keever snapped off the radio without changing the dial. H s beady eyes
wer e hunt ed.

"Bal cray - Lysand, both of them ™ he nuttered. "It couldn't be
coincidence. It's his work! Legrec is back of it!"

Keever shot a wild | ook toward the door; he took a few steps in that
direction. Pausing, he shook his head; nopped his forehead with a crunpl ed
handkerchi ef. He wanted safety; he figured he might find it, if he remained in
this isolated apartment.

There was a tel ephone on a table in the corner. Keever pounded to it;
crouched as he lifted the receiver and dialed a nunber. H s pudgy fingers
succeeding in that task, he calmed as he lifted the tel ephone fromthe table.

An instant |ater, Keever was riveted, too terrified to quiver.

On the spot where the tel ephone had rested lay a narrow card that spoke
its prom se of doom

THAT card resenbl ed those that Bal cray and Lysand had received, even to
the fact that it was a six spot. But instead of rods or cups, it had rounded
spots, resenbling coins. One at the top; beneath it a pair, side by side;
bel ow, another pair, with a last spot at the bottom

Keever counted them all six. H's hands rel axed; the tel ephone dropped
fromhis grasp, to hit the carpet with a dull thunp.

"Six" - Keever's tone was the barest whisper. "Six of nmoney -"

Hi s awed tone faded. There was a clicking sound fromthe tel ephone
recei ver; a voice questioning across the wire. Keever did not hear it. His
beady eyes were shut; his lips were twi tching, voiceless, as his body swayed.

There was anot her sound that Keever did not hear: the slight scrape of a
key in the I ock of the apartment door

VWil e the voice repeated fromthe tel ephone receiver, the door opened. A
man was standing there, watching Keever; but the angle of the door cut off al
light fromthe watcher's face.

Keever becane conscious of the repeating voice fromthe tel ephone
recei ver. He stooped to pick up the tel ephone. The nan at the door stepped
quickly into the living room Wth back turned, he closed the door, |oud
enough
for Keever to hear it.

Hands droppi ng the tel ephone, Keever sprang about. He saw the man inside
t he doorway; recognized himas he turned around. An instant |ater, before



Keever could make a nmove, the man was driving for him

Shoving his thick hands upward to ward off the attack, Keever found his
voi ce, to half shout the name that he had uttered before:

"Legrec!"

| f Keever intended nore words, they never cane. His voice produced a
rattly gargle, as fingers clutched his throat. Though he outbul ked his
opponent, Keever was hel pless. Iron fingers whi pped his body back and forth
i ke a nmongoose | ashing a huge snake.

The only expression that came over Keever's face was the bulge of his
eyes
as they fixed on his eneny's face. There was sight in that stare; but it soon
faded. Keever's eyes glazed as his efforts ended. Choking fingers rel axed;
Keever collapsed to the floor.

Again death had foll owed the delivery of a dooming card. This time, the
sender of the token had supplied murder in person

AS coolly as he had slain Keever, the nan called Legrec conpl eted ot her
tasks. He had an intuitive skill at keeping his face fromthe light; for he
had
revealed it only during those monents of Keever's recognition

Wi | e choki ng Keever, Legrec had kept his shoul ders hunched, turning so
that they partially obscured his face. H s features were darki sh as he stooped
besi de the tel ephone, to replace the receiver upon the hook

That done, Legrec put the tel ephone on its table, setting it slightly to
one side, so that a portion of the death card projected frombeneath it. Hand
hal f across his chin, Legrec noved to the corner and hovered over Keever's
sui t case

Finding nothing in the bag that interested him Legrec sidled along the
wal | . He reached for the Iight switch, pressed it, to plunge the roomin
dar kness.

Seconds passed; softly, the nurderer opened the door. The fresh air from
the hallway was a contrast to the stuffiness of Keever's living room but that
was not why Legrec waited.

He was a calculator, this killer. Death delivered, he chose to linger, to
make sure that no sounds of the struggle had been heard. The hallway, |ike the
apartment, was pitch-black; for Legrec had extinguished its lights preparatory
to his invasion of Keever's abode.

That was anot her reason why the nmurderer waited. If any one had observed
t he dousing of the lights; Legrec would soon learn it. He had measures, too,
for any one who m ght approach this scene too early.

At that nonment, Legrec doubted that his precautions would prove
necessary.

He was to change that opinion within the next few m nutes.

Legrec, the master killer, was due for a foray in the dark, against a
bei ng whose ways of vengeance were as skillful as Legrec's own nodes of
nmur der .

CHAPTER 1 |
DEEDS | N THE DARK

EYES were | ooking upward fromthe street in front of the old house. They
were weird eyes, like living beings in thenselves; for their owner was
i nvisible. He was a shape in the darkness where he stood; and the thick gl oom
beneath a building wall conpletely shrouded him

Only one human wat cher coul d have bl ended wi th darkness in that superna
f ashi on.

The unseen observer was The Shadow.



Mast er investigator who hunted nmen of crime, The Shadow frequently | ooked
into the affairs of persons who passed nuster with the |law. For sone reason
he
had decided to have an interview with Hastings Keever; and had chosen the
Village apartment as the place for it.

Agents of The Shadow had wi tnessed Keever's return to that abode, and had
notified their chief. During the brief interim however, no one had spotted
t he
arrival of Legrec.

From hi s vantage point, The Shadow hel d an angl ed vi ew of Keever's
apartment, situated at the side of the house. He had seen the lights go out,
but doubted that it signified Keever's departure.

The promoter had not cone to his apartment within the |last few days.
Chances were that his visit there would not be a short one.

There were various reasons why those lights could have gone out; and on
this occasion, The Shadow rejected the correct one. The Shadow had | abel ed
Keever as a gilt-edged crook, whose tricky pronotion methods were unsuspected
by the law. It followed that Keever would avoid alliances with crimnals of a
dangerous sort.

Therefore, the extinguishing of the lights seemed to be Keever's own
action. The sudden darkness nerely spurred The Shadow s plan to pay the man a
visit.

Bl ackness noved from bl ackness. The trickling glow of a street |anp
showed
the outline of a cloaked form wi th slouch hat above shrouded shoul ders. That
fleeting trace was gone; the lights of the little | obby showed it next.

Even there, The Shadow was too obscured to be identified. Only a gliding
streak of blackness sil houetted against the wall; then the sight had vani shed.

The inside stairway furnished the sort of gloomthat The Shadow |liked. He
was a spectral figure as he neared the third floor. A turn of the stairs
produced a flicker froma tiny flashlight; but that blink was not repeated.

The Shadow had di scovered that the third floor hall was as dark as
Keever's apartnment.

That was sonething that he had not noted fromthe street; for the
hal | way' s only wi ndow was at the back of the building, opening above the roof
of a garage, one floor bel ow

Havi ng di scovered the third fl oor darkness, The Shadow adopted new
tactics. He approached through utter darkness, actually picking his way by
touch al one.

SOVETHI NG creaked in the hallway. The Shadow | ocated the sound, sone six
feet distant. He knew at once that sonme one was present; whether Keever or
anot her, the sound did not tell. One fact, though, was certain. That nover in
t he darkness had spotted the blink that The Shadow had given his flashlight,
while still on the stairs.

Instantly, The Shadow scented that the person was noving away from
Keever's apartnent. Lurking, he would wait for proof that The Shadow was bound
there. That was why The Shadow chose the very destination that the foe
suspected. But in his shift toward the apartnent, The Shadow did not make the
sounds that Legrec expected.

Absol ute sil ence narked The Shadow s course. \When he reached the door, he
sensed that no one was cl ose. Mreover, The Shadow s probing hand found
somet hi ng much to his choice.

Legrec, seeking a silent course of his own, had left the door of the
apartment open.

It was obvious to The Shadow that he had passed the lurking man; that his
adversary, whoever he mght be, was sonmewhere near the stairs, still in
listening attitude. Once inside the living room The Shadow rose silently;
found that there was no transom above the door



Wth consummate skill, The Shadow cl osed that door; not the slightest
sound betrayed the fact that he had shut it.

The Shadow had scored one on Legrec. In the hallway, the killer stil
awai t ed The Shadow s passage. He would be there, later, after The Shadow had
finished a quick survey of Keever's apartnent.

The tiny flashlight blinked guardedly fromthe folds of the cloak. The
Shadow found Keever's body. He saw the tel ephone; the card that edged from
beneath it. That identified Keever's killer

The Shadow had heard of these tokens of Legrec.

The newspaper |ay beside the radio. There, The Shadow saw a chart that
listed stations according to Keever's dial. Legrec had left the radio as
Keever
had tuned it. The Shadow knew that the dead nman had |istened to WNX

That gave The Shadow a partial sequence of Keever's own thoughts. The
promoter had been interested in the affairs of some one who had di ed when the
pl ane crashed.

VWil e comi ng here by taxi, The Shadow had been listening to the radio
news. He had heard the flash from WNX. He recogni zed the possible |ink between
two previous deaths. There was a chance - a strong one - that both concerned
Keever.

That happened to be sonething for future study. R ght now, The Shadow was
t hi nki ng of a mnurderer.

Gauti er Legrec!

Such was the nane of a celebrated international crook, alnost unknown in
annal s of American crime, but whose death tokens were famed in foreign | ands.
A
killer extraordinary, who used hidden met hods of assassination but who could
supply quick strokes, in person, when occasion call ed.

He was canny, Legrec. Wen he staged crine, it broke suddenly, |eaving
t he
police at loss. Wile they still hunted for Legrec, and guessed where he m ght
be, Legrec was gone.

Such swi ft vani shes expl ai ned why The Shadow had never before crossed

Legrec's actual trail. Though The Shadow noved everywhere to strike down
crinme,

he had never been in any foreign capitals at the ti mnes when Legrec had bobbed
up

in those cities.

There was much, therefore, that The Shadow had to | earn about Legrec; but
ci rcunmst ances had suddenly reversed the situation. For once, The Shadow was
where Legrec happened to be.

The supercrook, lurking outside Keever's apartnment, was within The
Shadow s i nmedi ate reach!

THERE were no nore blinks from The Shadow s flashlight. A gloved hand
gri pped the doorknob; silently, the barrier opened.

A few seconds later, The Shadow was creepi ng through the dark hall,
novi ng
foot by foot toward the stairway where Legrec still |urked.

A creak answered The Shadow s advance. Gimy, The Shadow anal yzed its
cause. It did not nean that Legrec had heard a sound denoting The Shadow s
presence. Legrec had sinply guessed that the bl ack-cl oaked hunter had arrived.
To a smart crook |like Legrec, absence of telltal e sounds neant The Shadow.

The stairs offered a sure outlet; but Legrec wasn't using them The
Shadow
heard the creaks continue, back along the hall. There was the scrape of a
rising
wi ndow; but the darkness was sufficient to hide the man hinself.

Tim ng his actions, The Shadow made sure of the nonment when Legrec



dr opped
to the roof below. Wth a sweeping stride, The Shadow reached the w ndow
itself.

Bel ow | ay darkness; beyond that stretch, the city's lights showed an
expanse of the garage roof. In choosing that outlet, Legrec had trapped
hi nsel f. He was safe, so long as he remamined in the darkened fringe. He could
not risk a trip beyond it.

To any hunter but The Shadow, that woul d have brought elation. Fromthis
wi ndow, he hel d absolute control. Mere vigil would bring success, even if it
meant a wait until daybreak. No wi ndow | ay below for Legrec to enter. Every
portion of the roof edge was |ight enough to betray a man who noved there.

It was that very situation that nade The Shadow under stand why Legrec had
chosen the wi ndow as an outlet.

The crook wanted The Shadow to stay at that hallway w ndow. Why?

There was only one answer. Sonething, apart from either The Shadow or
Legrec, would reverse the situation. It was The Shadow - not Legrec - who
woul d
nmeet di saster before this game of hide-and-seek had ended, provided that The
Shadow kept up the vigil, as Legrec hoped.

Thr ough The Shadow s mind fl ashed recol | ections of those previous
nur der s;
one canoufl aged as an airplane crash, the other as an elevator fall

Sone simlar catastrophe was planned to cover the fact that Legrec had
strangl ed Keever!

THE SHADOW noved back fromthe window He didn't have to stay there, to
deceive Legrec. Lurking in the shelter of the house wall, the crimnal was
taking it for granted that The Shadow was wat ching from above.

Reaching the door of 3 C, The Shadow |istened. That was the apartnent
j ust
i n back of Keever's, the nearest trouble spot to where the dead nan | ay.

Heari ng
not hi ng, The Shadow used a tiny picklike instrument to probe the door's I|ock
The pointed netal encountered a plug of wadded paper

Wth a plierlike instrument, The Shadow pul | ed the waddi ng | oose. Through
t he keyhol e he caught the flicker of faint light, Iike a wavering flame. The
sound of a faint hiss came fromthe enpty apartment; with it, the odor of gas.

Legrec had prepared for Keever's return. He had turned on the gas in the
next apartnent, and had left the pilot light aglow. At this very nonent, the
[ urking crook was huddled in safety, waiting for results.

There m ght be tine for The Shadow to use a scant few mnutes, to circle
around and invade Legrec's hiding place froman unexpected direction. That
prospect, however, was not the reason why The Shadow nade a swift dive for the
stairway. He was considering the chance that perhaps those few nminutes did not
remain to him

The Shadow s speed was wi se. He reached the stairs, took themwith a
downward stride, caring nothing for the sounds he nade. Before he reached the
second floor, the clatter of his descent was drowned by noi se above.

There was a choking roar; a mammoth sigh, as though the whole third fl oor
had drawn in a mghty breath. Pronpt upon that titanic cough came a terrific
bl ast that shook the whol e buil di ng.

Wal | s buckl ed against the strain; then crashed inward. Partitions
shattered; there was a smashing roar as the roof collapsed. Keever's
apart ment,
like the whole third floor, was buried under tons of debris.

Fi ssures opened in the second floor ceiling, as The Shadow sped beneath
it. He was on the first floor when chunks of nasonry clattered through
Reachi ng the sidewal k, The Shadow pressed against the front wall, while stones
fromthe cornice pounded near him



Crashes ended. Faces appeared at wi ndows of the |ower floors. Apartnent
dwel |l ers saw that they could descend in safety; but they did not spy The
Shadow. He was gone, through a space bel ow the battered wi ndows al ong the side
of the apartnent, picking his way along a stone-strewn path, to reach Legrec.

Scaling a corner of the garage in the rear, The Shadow | ooked across the
edge. Flanmes fromthe third floor of the apartnment house threw a gl are upon
t he
space where Legrec had lurked. Only weckage lay there - too far fromthe
house
wall to have buried the killer beneath it.

The nurderer had fled quickly to safety before The Shadow coul d reach
hi m
| eaving no trace of his course. Nevertheless, a sinister |augh throbbed from
t he
cl oaked pursuer.

The Shadow still knew a way whereby he nmight find Legrec, before this
ni ght was ended.

CHAPTER | V
LI NKED TRAI LS

"LEGREC! "

The nane canme in a whisper froma girl's strained lips. It seened
nmysteri ous, that name, as El eanor Margale uttered it. Her voice was like an
echo, in that al cove beside the hallway stairs.

The echo of a dying man's cry!

El eanor stared about her. The scene was sonber, yet very real. She was in
her uncle's home; there, beside her, was the tel ephone that she had answered
only a short while ago.

In response to her queries across the wire had cone nothing but that one
word: "Legrec!"

Who had call ed; and why?

El eanor could not answer either question. The receiver had clicked
shortly
after she had heard the voice. Since then, she had been standing here gripped
by
one horrible inpression

Wioever had screaned that |one nane, had been face to face with doom
Oly
total despair could have produced the tone that El eanor had heard.

More than tenporary strain was shown on El eanor's face. She was a girl of
mar ked beauty; her well-fornmed features and dark eyes were exquisite, outlined
agai nst her brunette hair. But even the soft light of the hallway betrayed the
t hi nness of her cheeks; the Iines that winkled her otherw se attractive
f or ehead.

Sone | ong-nourished worry was responsible. The girl's nerves were ready
for a break.

El eanor realized that fact, herself, when she stared at the big
grandfather's clock. She couldn't believe, at first, that she had been
st andi ng
here for twenty minutes. For a nmonment, she felt terrified; then her wts
ret ur ned.

This was the time when sonething nust be done. That voice over the wire
was proof, at last, that matters were wwong in this household. Steadily,

El eanor reviewed events that had cone before to-night.

HER uncl e, Thomas Margal e, had al ways been eccentric; but in a harnl ess



way. He seened to live in spurts; first seeking noney, then spending it.

Qddl y,

t hat energy had worked to his advantage, for he had acquired a | arge store of
wealth. It was a well-known fact that Thomas Margal e was worth several million
dol | ars.

Si x nonths ago, El eanor believed that her uncle had outlived his thirst
for wealth. He had gone abroad, for a longer trip than ever before. He had
seened in fine spirits when he returned fromhis vacation on the French
Ri viera.

A few short weeks had changed his nood - nmuch to the concern of both
El eanor and Nordham the personal servant who always travel ed with Thonas
Mar gal e.

[l health had been Margale's first worry. He had summoned physi ci ans;

t hey had found nothing wong with him El eanor renenbered that the verdict had
angered her uncle. Since then, he had refused to see all doctors, but he would
not admt that he was well again.

Mar gal e had deci ded that he would cure his illness by forgetting it; and
he had chosen business enterprises as the right way to occupy his mnd. Wth
that policy, Mrgale had becone secretive. He secluded hinself in his
downstairs study, days at a time, visited only by Nordham who carried in
neal s.

There had been visitors to the house; Eleanor had never net them Her
uncle insisted that she remain upstairs. He had not even all owed Nordhamto
answer the door when those visitors were expected. That task had been left to
anot her servant, who had | ater been di scharged.

Since then, Thonas Margal e had recei ved occasi onal tel ephone calls.

Nor dham answer ed them but nanes were never nentioned over the wire. Eleanor
knew t hat because she had questi oned Nordham only to find that the servant
was

as puzzl ed as herself.

To-night's call produced new nystery. El eanor was confident that the man
on the wire had sought to reach her uncle. It chanced that Thomas Margal e had
gone out for a walk, taking Nordhamwi th him That was the only reason why
El eanor had answered the tel ephone.

Legrec. The name was French; it might link with her uncle's last trip to
France. There was no way to find a clue in the study; not only was it | ocked,
but El eanor's uncle kept all docunments in a big safe.

The t hought of prying into such matters did not trouble Eleanor. It was
time, she felt, that sonething should be done about Margale's affairs.

El eanor, herself, was entitled to some consideration. Her uncle had kept
her alnmost a prisoner in this forgotten mansion, behind its big wall. Qutside
was a secluded Manhattan avenue; but El eanor could see little of it, even from
her upstairs room

ELEANOR was tapping the tel ephone table. She suddenly observed the
dr awer,
renenbered that her uncle nade calls fromhere, as well as fromhis study. She
opened the drawer, plucked out the papers that she found there.

None were inportant, until El eanor discovered a scraw ed sheet in her
uncle's handwiting. Al that it bore was an address on Twentieth Street, with
a tel ephone nunber.

Hurriedly replacing the papers, Eleanor dialed the nunber. There was a
response fromthe operator, stating that the tel ephone had been di sconnect ed.
That proved that the nystery call had not cone fromthat tel ephone; but the
fact merely centered El eanor's interest upon the address.

The girl started to close the table drawer. She left it, not quite shut,
when she heard the front door open. Mwving to the stairway, she halted there,
just as a stocky, m ddl e-aged man entered. The arrival was Nordham El eanor
was



reli eved when she saw that her uncle was not with the servant.
"Where is Uncle Thomas?" questioned El eanor

"He went to the club, Mss Margale,"” replied the servant. "I left him
t here, an hour ago; but | supposed that he would be back by this tinme. |
really
bel i eve" - Nordham s tone was a pl eased one - "that your uncle is feeling

better, Mss Mrgale."

"I hope he is," assured El eanor. Then, briskly: "Wen he returns,
Nor dham
tell himthat | have gone out."

Nor dham | ooked troubl ed.

"I know he won't like it," added Eleanor, "but I'lIl leave it to you to
hurmor him Nordham "

"I shall do nmy best, Mss Margale."

El eanor hurried up to her roomy she gathered hat and coat. Comi ng back to
the head of the stairs, she saw Nordhamin the hall bel ow. The servant gave a
gesture, waving her back to her room |nstead, Eleanor remained out of sight
at
the top of the stairs.

Again the front door had opened. From between the banister rails, Eleanor
saw her uncle. Despite Nordham s good report, Eleanor could not feel that his
condi tion had inproved.

Tall, thin of build, Thomas Margal e | ooked spry for a man of sixty; but
he
of fset that by his low crouch, the faltering way in which he relied on his big
cane. His face was haggard, sharp pointed like a vulture's, and as gray in hue
as the thin hair that topped it.

H s eyes, at |least, were active, but they had an ugly, suspicious glare
t hat El eanor had never noticed until recently. She sensed, fromthe fierceness
of his gaze, that he was |ooking for her. H s words proved that she was right.

"Where is El eanor?" demanded Margal e, in a savage, high-keyed rasp. "Has
she gone out, against my orders?"

"M ss Eleanor is upstairs, sir," returned Nordham mldly. "Shall
sunmon
her to the study?"

"To the study?" snarled Margale. "Bah! Do you think | would be foo

enough
to allow any one in there? Nordhant - the gray-haired man had stopped by the
tel ephone tabl e, and was wagging his cane - "Nordham the girl has tricked us!

| tell you, she has gone out!"

ELEANOR waited no | onger. Since her uncle chose to think that she was
m ssing, he could find her gone. She hurried away fromthe front stairs,
headed
down a rear flight toward the kitchen

There was a side door to the house, but it was always |ocked. The best
route woul d be the back door

As El eanor descended the back way, she heard footsteps pounding up the
front stairs. She thought they nmust be Nordham s, until she heard her uncle,
shouti ng from above:

"She's gone, Nordhaml | told you she was gone! You rust find her, at
once,
wherever she is! Bring her back here, Nordham"

There was a response fromthe servant, Eleanor could hear the nmuffled
tone, as Nordham called upstairs fromthe front hall. He was prom sing that he
woul d do as Margal e ordered

No servants were in the kitchen. Eleanor hurried through the back door
reached the gate in the rear wall. She breathed better in the darkness of the
rear street.



There was an apartnment house half a block away, taxicabs in front of it.
Maki ng for the nearest one, Eleanor stepped into it and gave the address that
she had seen upon the paper scrawl ed with her uncle's handwiting.

As she rode, Eleanor prom sed herself that she would soon return to her
uncl e' s mansion. Not because he wanted her there, but on account of Nordham
The servant was too good a friend; she could not |et himbe blanmed for her
temporary flight.

An hour from now, Margale's rage would be abated; and Nordham woul d be a
buffer, if needed. Meanwhile, El eanor was determned to conplete this trip,
even though it might lead to nothing. It was, at |least, her only clue to the
nmysterious Legrec - who nmight be the person responsible for her uncle's
strange
behavi or.

Legrec! It was strange how the nanme repeated itself in Eleanor's m nd
Stranger, though, would be the experiences that she woul d encounter through
trying to find the man hinsel f.

In seeking her present quest, Eleanor Margale had |inked herself with a
trail that prom sed doomto any one who crossed it!

CHAPTER V
SNARE OF STEEL

THE house on Twentieth Street | ooked old and deserted. Renenbering that
t he tel ephone had been di sconnected, El eanor supposed that it nmust be enpty.
The cabby thought the same; he waited, expecting that his passenger would go
el sewhere

I nst ead, El eanor suddenly dism ssed the cab. She waited until it had
turned the corner; then, after a quick |ook along the street, Eleanor
approached a basenent door that stood hal f-hi dden beneath the high front
st eps.

It had occurred to her that an enpty house could furnish nore evidence
than an occupied one; particularly if the former tenants had |l eft sone of
their
bel ongi ngs.

She realized that entering the place nmight be a formof burglary; but
t hat
did not worry her, since her purpose was not a crimninal one. Eleanor's chief
concern was the basenent door. She wondered if she could manage to force it
open.

It occurred to her to try the knob. The door swung inward, al nost at
touch. The house was unl ocked!

Inside, with the door closed, Eleanor encountered a new handi cap. She had
not foreseen that she might need a flashlight; hence she was forced to rely on
a few matches that she had brought with her

It took her sone tine to pick her way through the basenent. None of the
roonms were furnished, but a stairway gave a route to the floor above.

Matters were better on the ground floor. A street |lanp furnished a vague
light through dusty w ndows. By that gl ow, Eleanor saw vacant roons. They
spoke
of compl ete desertion, but the enptiness gave El eanor confidence. She deci ded
that she could search further, w thout chance of interruption

Again a stairway. Eleanor ascended to the second fl oor, pausing whenever
a
step creaked. Those sounds were magnified within the enpty walls; the girl
gave
a relieved sigh when she reached the hall above.

Then, in a flash, her nerves were taut again.

El eanor had thought that she heard a sound fromfar below, |ike the



thrusting of a rusted bolt.

Coul d some one have | ocked the door by which she entered?

El eanor |istened; she fancied creaks com ng upward, |ike the echoes of
her
own tread. She pictured sone one creeping frombasenent to first floor

Flight was Eleanor's first instinct. Reason intervened. |If those sounds
were real, they neant that her path was cut off. If imaginary, there was no
cause for alarm In either event, her lone policy was to remai n where she was,
until she | earned nore.

A truck rolled along the front street. Its runble gave El eanor confort,
until she realized that the noise m ght have drowned ot her sounds. A hush
returned, so deep that Eleanor could hear the ticking of her tiny wist watch.
There was no sound fromthe hallway bel ow. Eleanor sniled at her own fears.

Li ghti ng anot her match, she found the door of a second floor room Faint
[ight fromw ndows showed new vacancy.

Fol l owi ng the hall, Eleanor found nore doors, all open, their roons
deserted. She passed a narrow rear stairway, reached the end of the hall.

There, Eleanor encountered the first closed door. It was unlike the
others, for its knob was brass. The netal reflected the gl eamof a dying
mat ch.

Wth darkness, Eleanor decided to | earn what |ay beyond that barrier

She tried the knob; it yielded. A nonent later, the girl halted in alarm
Light filtered through the open space. The gl ow, though mld, did not cone
from
a w ndow.

The room itself, was |ighted!

PEERI NG i nward, El eanor saw a squarish room It was oak panel ed;
furni shed
like a study. She saw a desk patterned of that same rich wood. There were
chairs; a couch in the corner

The rear of the roomhad a small readi ng nook, that projected deep
bet ween
the ends of two bookcases.

The ceiling of the nook was |ow. There was a table in the tiny space, set
with a chessboard; on each side were chairs, as if awaiting absent players.

There was no one in the room Eleanor entered, closing the door softly
behi nd her. Curiosity had replaced her dread. There was not hi ng om nous about
this cozy room with its tasteful decorations. It was amazi ng, though, to find
such a place in an otherw se unfurni shed house.

Sonet hing el se, too, was cause for perplexity; although it did not strike
El eanor at first. As she | ooked about the room she observed that it had no
wi ndows.

A feeling of oppressiveness seized El eanor. She wanted to get away from
the scene, but her natural curiosity would not let her. There, on the desk,
was
the tel ephone with the very number that she had tried to call

Perhaps, in that desk, as in the tel ephone table at her uncle's honme, she
m ght find sone clue nore valuable than the one that brought her here.

A link, perhaps, to Legrec!

El eanor tried the desk drawers. They were | ocked. She | ooked toward the
nook, saw a drawer in the chess table. She went there; the drawer clattered
when she opened it. Its only contents were the di scarded chessnen of an old
set.

Mechani cal | y, El eanor pushed the drawer shut. She heard the nmuffled rol
of the chess pieces; next, she was conscious of a sound from anot her quarter
Al armed, she turned toward the door that she had entered.

El eanor was no | onger al one.

Wthin the portal, the girl saw a curious being, whose very appearance



gave her a tingle of alarm He was slender, crouchy like her uncle; but his
al nost crabli ke pose made it inpossible to gauge his height.

Hi s slippers and snoking jacket marked himas the owner of this isolated
room but El eanor scarcely noted the nan's attire. It was his face that held
her gaze.

That count enance was snooth as parchnent, so dry, that it seemed but a
mask fitted over a face beneath. Lips had a dry smile; eyes were sharp
unl i nking. The broad, smooth forehead was topped by a shock of pure white
hai r,
so plentiful that it mght have been a wig.

El eanor could not account for the mngled inpressions that seized her
They seemed to be produced by the varied expressions in the eyes that watched
her. One noment, they were fierce; an instant later, kindly.

THE girl tried to speak. Her voice was a stanmmer. Those sharp eyes
ferreted out her thoughts. Dried lips crackled a harsh question

"Why have you come here?"

El eanor suppressed an answer.

"You seek sone one" - the dry voice chuckled - "but you are afraid to
speak his nane. Ah! | amright!"”

The crouched shoul ders straightened partially. The shock-haired man
advanced, raising one clawi sh hand in friendly gesture. H s voice, his nmanner
had taken on a kindliness. Eleanor's bravery returned.

"Yes," she adnmitted, "I am|l ooking for some one. A man who is called
Legrec -"

El eanor paused. This time, her eyes had the keenness. The old man's gaze
was dulled. He shook his head, al nbst piteously.

"Legrec?" he questioned, sadly. "No. | have never heard that nane." Then
with a proud gleamin his eyes, he pointed toward hinmself, to ask: "You know
who | anP"

El eanor shook her head. Dried |ips crackled a half-pleased | augh. As if
talking to hinmself, the old nan added:

"You have never heard of Rupert Roban!"

He reached the chess table, seated hinself there. Wth a wave, he invited
El eanor to take the chair opposite.

The girl sat down, wondering if the old man's name was really Rupert
Roban; if so, just why she shoul d have heard of him

"l can trust you?"

Roban tilted his head as he spoke the question. El eanor nodded. Chances
were that the old man was a hal f-crazed recluse. Her best course was to hunor
hi m

"Very well," smiled Roban. "I ama counterfeiter, and a clever one. Too
clever to copy noney, because ny very skill would betray me. That is why I
foll owed the advice of" - he paused, his eyes gleam ng shrewdly - "of a man

whose nanme | have sworn not to reveal

"I manuf acture bonds, instead of noney. Why not? The market is al ways
good. Particularly when one has a friend who knows how to di spose of them"

Roban arose, but gestured for Eleanor to remain seated. He stepped out
into the room began to tap the walls. Eleanor heard netal ring beneath his
knuckl es.

"They | ook like oak," chortled Roban. "Actually, they are steel. Wuld
your friend Legrec" - he spoke the name with enphasis - "think of such a
cl ever
pl an? \Watch!"

Spryly, he stepped to the door, pressed a spot along the wall. A stee
barrier slithered shut on the room side of the wooden door. It made anot her
panel to the room closing the only visible exit.

"That is not all." Roban approached the little nook. "It happens that I
have renoved ny equi pnent; otherw se, you would see it there" - he pointed to



the chess table. "This little space" - he stepped into the nook - "is an
el evator, contrived to sink into the floor, between thick walls bel ow

"There, | could bury all evidence where it would never be found.
Mor eover,
when this tiny alcove sinks it gives me a new exit. Above the steel ceiling" -
Roban pointed a bony finger upward - "is a trapdoor to the roof. | can |eave

through it while invaders stormthis room"

He eyed El eanor as though expecting comrent. The girl spoke hunoring
wor ds.

"It is very clever,'
renoved your equi prment -"

Roban cl ucked an interruption: "My equi pnent, yes. But not all evidence.

Puzzl ed, El eanor | ooked at the chessboard. She pointed to the chessnen,

she agreed. "I am gl ad, however, that you have

as
she questi oned:
"You nean these?"
"I mean you!" Roban screeched the words. "You are evidence! You can

speak!
That is why you canme here: to learn all you could. So I told you everything" -
his | augh was maddened - "because you never shall repeat it!"

BEFCRE El eanor coul d reach her feet, Roban seized the chess table and
flung it fromthe nook. The girl sprang fromher chair while the table was
clattering; but the crazed man was too swift for her

Sei zing the other chair, Roban swung it viciously. Eleanor warded off the
bl ow, but sprawled to the inner wall of the alcove doing so.

Hurling the chair out into the room Roban grabbed the one that El eanor
had used; he nade another fierce sweep, as the girl tried to rise.

El eanor put her arns before her eyes as the chair sw shed past. When she
peered over her el bow, Roban was gone fromthe nook carrying the last chair
with him He whipped a pair of books from a bookcase, shoved his hand deep
agai nst the wall.

A steel door slid across the mouth of ne little al cove, drowning Roban's
shrill laugh. Frantically, Eleanor reached the barrier, to beat against it.
Her
poundi ng was useless. If Roban heard it, the sound nerely sped himto his next
deed.

El eanor heard a nuffled click. The floor began to sink, carrying walls
and
ceiling with it. There were four walls - not nerely three - for the new
barrier
was descending with the others.

Rupert Roban was maki ng good his boast. He was burying the evidence that
m ght betray him caring little that his deed was another human's doon

CHAPTER VI
VANI SHED EVI DENCE

TERRI FI ED by her plight, El eanor Margal e was no | onger thinking of Rupert
Roban, the crazed man from whom she coul d expect no aid. Roban, in his turn,
had forgotten El eanor. As soon as the seal ed nook had begun its downward
gl i de,
the white-haired inventor had flung hinmself to hands and knees.

In the middle of his study, he was fondly gathering the scattered
chessmen, packing themaway in a box that he drew fromthe desk. He nuttered
gleefully, while the faint runmble of a nechani sm marked El eanor's journey to
t he thick-walled space bel ow



The runbl e ceased. Roban noted it as he placed the |ast chessman in the
box. Pushing the sliding cover into place, he cane to his feet. H s eyes were
rai sed upward, as he turned to |l ook at the ceiling above the al cove.

New wal I s were visible; the top of the secret elevator had fornmed anot her
floor. There was a new ceiling, too; but it was higher than the other. In it
was the trapdoor that Roban had mentioned.

Clutching the box of chessnen with one hand, Roban reached for a bookcase
to draw its shelves into the al cove, where they would serve himas a | adder
H s gaze cane downward, and stopped.

The amazenent on Roban's face was simlar to El eanor's expression when
t he
old man had first stepped into the study.

Li ke the girl whom he had sentenced to doom Roban was faced by an
unexpect ed i ntruder.

A being in black stood in the newformed al cove. Roban saw a cl oaked
form
burni ng eyes beneath the brimof a slouch hat. He spied the yawning nuzzl e of
an
automatic, that bulged a threat of pronpt disaster

Li ke others steeped in crine, Roban recognized that figure. The
counterfeiter pronounced hinmself a deep-dyed crook, as he gul ped the nane:

"The Shadow "

A SI NI STER, taunting |augh whispered its answer. Roban edged backward,
whi ni ng a pl ea.

"I've done nothing! Nothing, | tell you, in all the years that | have
been
away. "

"Until you met Hastings Keever,'
be true, Roban."

WIld alarm showed in Roban's eyes. It faded, a nmonent |ater. Hi s gaze
becane shrewd.

"Keever never tal ked," sneered the counterfeiter. "He would never talk -
not even to you, The Shadow. "

"Keever is dead!"

Surprise spread over Roban's dryish face, evidenced chiefly by the
dropping of his jaw It meant nothing, for the shock-haired crook could
counterfeit enmptions as cleverly as bonds.

The Shadow wat ched the old man's expression. Roban's teeth clicked shut;
his lips tightened. He changed the subject, speaking through gritted teeth.

"You were always clever,"” he told The Shadow. "Yet you never found ne,
through all these years. It took a blunderer |ike Keever to bring you here.

"Since Keever is dead" - Roban's lips relaxed, his tone becanme glib - "we
have no quarrel. This roomt - the old man shrugged - "was merely a device that
| designed to while away ny tine.

"I thought it proof against intruders, but I was wong. You have done ne

i nt erposed The Shadow. "That nuch m ght

a

service, by denonstrating that my upper exit was a weak spot, that could be
used

for entrance al so. Fancy it!" Roban chuckled heartily. "I bring down the
ceiling

- and with it cones The Shadow "

THE SHADOW was eyei ng Roban steadily. The old man was playi ng his best
gane: that of a crazed inventor. It worked with others, but not with The
Shadow. Roban was hi di ng sonet hi ng deeper than what ever deal he had nade with
Keever.

"Look!" Roban stepped across the room "This is my regular entrance." He



pressed the switch; the front panel glided open. "The way is clear, when you
choose to use it.

"Meanwhi |l e" - Roban came back, placed the box of chessnmen on the table -
"shall we match our wits in a friendly contest? A game of chess - there, in
t he
little nook where | always play?"

Roban's snil e faded when The Shadow did not answer. The schener had
overpl ayed his hand. H's nention of the nook was the very clue The Shadow
awai ted. It gave away the spot that Roban wanted his visitor to ignore.

St eppi ng strai ght toward Roban, The Shadow thrust his automatic cl oser
He
hi ssed the command:

"Press the other switch!"

Roban hesitated; crafty though his eyes were, they gave his thoughts
away,
with their dart toward the bookcase.

The Shadow noved backward; he shot a sidelong glance to the right spot.
He
reached into the space, felt two switches. He pressed one.

There was no notion fromthe al cove. The Shadow threw the other swtch
Machi nery rumbl ed. Stepping to the center of the study, The Shadow kept Roban
covered while he watched the elevator rise.

Roban's fingers clawed the box of chessmen. He knew that the front of the
seal ed room was open, thanks to the switch that The Shadow had pressed first.
He expected to hear El eanor's voice, denouncing him instead, there was
silence, until the original alcove came into place.

Then Roban heard The Shadow s |augh, grimand mrthless. It threatened
ill
to Roban; the old man saw why, when The Shadow stepped into the nook. On the
floor lay Eleanor; the girl was notionless.

"She can't be dead!" insisted Roban. "She was unhurt when | trapped her
No, no - she can't be dead!"

Roban was thinking of his own hide, when he screeched those words; but
hi s
tone was filled with renorse. It broke into sobs of relief, when The Shadow
rai sed El eanor's head and Roban saw the girl's eyes open

For once, Roban's enotion seened sincere. The counterfeiter's face was
buried in his scrawny hands. For the noment, The Shadow forgot Roban, because
of Eleanor. It was the break that Roban wanted.

Wth a sudden tw sting | eap, the crook sprang for the door; he yanked it
open, started to dive for the hallway. The Shadow ai ned an automatic, to cut
of f Roban's flight. One bullet, sizzling past that shock of white hair, would
be enough to frighten Roban into a pronpt halt.

ROBAN S hi gh-cackl ed shout, given as he dived, was the cause that changed
The Shadow s plan. Wth a quick sweep, The Shadow whi pped El eanor fromthe
tiny
el evator, pushed her to safety past the desk in the corner. Weeling, he
reached
t he edge of the door through which Roban had gone.

@uns spurted fromthe hallway: a response to Roban's command. It was
[ ucky
t hat The Shadow had recogni zed the cry's significance. For the first tine in
hi s
curious career of crime, Roban was provided with a crew of gunmen. Through
overzeal, he had given the fact away.

VWi ni ng slugs slamred the steel walls of Roban's study. The counterfeiter
was below that line of fire, continuing his dive down the back stairs.
Mar ksmen



were snarling their anger, because The Shadow had been too quick for them
They
were due for another demponstration of his speed.

From t he door edge, The Shadow s automatic tongued its answer. He wasn't
taki ng pot shots, like the thugs in the front hallway. Revolver spurts were
hi s
targets; his bullets winged the foemen who used those telltal e guns.

There were how s as the .45 slugs hit home. Cipped gunmen staggered for
the front stairway, went thudding downward, with their pals scranbling after
them The Shadow reached the hallway; his |laugh was a fierce, strident
chall enge to all coners.

Downst airs, crooks were rallying for new battle. The Shadow coul d hear
Roban' s hi gh-screaned call. Stepping back into the study, The Shadow pressed
the switch to send the al cove downward. He knew t hat Roban woul d hear the
runble, telling that the exit to the roof had opened.

Beckoni ng to El eanor, The Shadow noved out to the hallway. The girl had
recovered; she followed. Blinking a flashlight, The Shadow | ed the way down
t he
back stairs. The rear of the first floor was deserted. Roban and his band had
hurried out to cut off the route across the roof.

The Shadow handed El eanor his flashlight, whispering a quick order

"Through to the rear street - four flashes of the light - take the cab
that comes fromthe corner.”

El eanor was away. Behind her, she heard The Shadow s | augh tone eerily
from darkness. Shouts answered fromthe roof; then gunfire. Crooks had taken
The Shadow s bait. They were shooting, hopelessly, into the | ower darkness,
maki ng t hensel ves new targets for The Shadow.

Meanwhi | e, El eanor's flight was covered.

The girl reached the next street. She paused to blink the flashlight;
before her finger pressed it, - she saw a cab parked near by. Mstaking it for
t he one mentioned by The Shadow, El eanor started toward it.

A stocky man sprang out to seize her. Eleanor tried to wench away, then
recogni zed his voice. The nman was Nordham he hurried her into the cab

The servant told the cabby to get started; the fellow hesitated, until he
heard El eanor's assurance:

"It's all right, driver. This man is ny friend."

RI DI NG back to the mansi on, El eanor whispered her story to Nordham in a
| ow tone that the cabby could not hear. The servant gasped bew | dernent, when
he heard it.

"It was fortunate that | followed you pronptly," he declared. "I saw your
cab drive away; this man's cab was next in line. | asked where you had gone.
He
had heard you say 'Twentieth Street'; so we rode along there. W were coning
back when we heard the gunfire."

El eanor nodded gratefully; then questioned in worried tone:

"What does it all nean, Nordhan? What connection is there between ny
uncl e
and this madman, Roban? And who can Legrec be?"

"I don't know, Mss Margale," replied Nordham "I, too, have puzzled over
your uncle's strange behavior. Wat is nost inportant, is that he learn
not hi ng
of to-night's occurrence.™

El eanor agreed. She and Nordham decided to tell her uncle that she had
cone back al one, by cab; that the servant had nmet her at the corner. That
settled, they rode along in silence. All the while, El eanor was wondering how
The Shadow had fared in final battle.

It happened that The Shadow, in another cab, was thinking about El eanor
at



that nmoment. Crooks had scattered before his devastating fire, and Roban had
escaped with them Departing, The Shadow had found his own cab, still at the
corner.

The driver, Me Shrevnitz - one of The Shadow s own agents - had seen no
flashlight signal; but he renenbered that a cruising cab had paused,
apparently
to pick up a passenger. That satisfied The Shadow regardi ng El eanor's safety.

It told himnothing, however, of the girl's identity; how she had crossed
the trail that The Shadow had hoped would |l ead himto Legrec. She was a new
nystery in the case.

Though The Shadow had saved El eanor Margal e from doom the girl remained
the very factor that Rupert Roban had ternmed her

El eanor Margal e was vani shed evi dence.

CHAPTER VI |
THE LAW S LEAD

EARLY the next evening, a contented man was seated at a table in the
grill-roomof the exclusive Cobalt Cub. He had finished a hearty neal; he was
chuckl ing over the headlines of the |atest newspapers.

The pl eased man was Ral ph Weston, New York City's police conmm ssioner
Usual 'y, his nustached mlitary face was dour when crime was on the ranpage
Not so to-night.

It happened that the newspapers had little to say regarding crinme. They
carried reports of accidents, yesterday: an airplane crash, an el evator fall
an explosion in Greenwich Village. The only account that involved the police
was the story of a gun fight on Twentieth Street.

There, the | aw had invaded an ol d house, to find a steel-walled roomthat
| ooked like a pill-box. Apparently it was the hide-out of sone jittery
nobl eader, who had fled when attacked by rivals. A trapdoor in the ceiling
proved how t he unknown bi g-shot had escaped.

West on concentrated on the accident reports. He fol ded the newspaper
reached into his pocket and drew out a telegram He read the nessage on the
yel | ow paper, put it away again.

A streak of blackness stretched across the table; for the nmonent, it
formed a hawki sh sil houette. The shaded inage slid away as Weston | ooked up
to
see a tall personage standi ng beside him There was sonmething placid in the
face
t hat Weston recogni zed; with it, a leisurely air.

Eyes gazing mldly fromeach side of an aquiline nose added to the
maskl i ke expression of those features. The conmi ssioner, however, was faniliar
with that countenance. The arrival was his friend and fellow cl ub-menber,
Lanmont Cranston.

"Sit down, Cranston,"” invited Weston. "Tell ne" - his tone becane serious

"what do you think of this wave of recent accidents?"

"Quit extraordinary."” Cranston's reply was quiet, even-toned. "But purely
fromthe standpoi nt of coincidence."

Weston turned his head to suppress a snmile. Cranston had sinply repeated
t he newspaper theory. H s glance diverted, the conm ssioner failed to observe
the nonentary glow that canme to Cranston's eyes.

They were the eyes of The Shadow.

The gui se of Cranston was sinply one that The Shadow chose on certain
occasions, particularly when he wanted to | earn what the police were about.

There was a real Cranston, a mllionaire globetrotter, who was at present
trekki ng across the South African veldt. Wen the actual Cranston was far
away,

The Shadow doubl ed for him



There was a reason for The Shadow s reveal i ng gaze. He had seen the
tel egramthat Weston had stowed away. Though he had gai ned no chance to read
t he nmessage, The Shadow connected it with the accidents that the conmm ssioner
had nenti oned.

"CURI QUS, those accidents," observed The Shadow. His eyes, like his tone,
had becone Cranston's. "I wonder -"

He paused, slowy shaking his head. Weston becanme alert, put a quick
guesti on:

"You wonder if anything lay in back of thenf"

A nod from Cranston. Weston inquired why. Pointing to the newspaper, The
Shadow r emar ked:

"That trouble on Twentieth Street, happening so soon afterward. There
m ght be a connection, comm ssioner."

"You are nmiles wide, Cranston,”
hor se
of a different sort. Tell ne, though" - Weston's tone was brisk - "what gave
you
the idea in the first place? Sonething nust have inspired it."

A sol enn expression set itself upon Cranston's |lips, as he spoke:

"I knew all three nen, quite well. Balcray, Lysand, Keever - it seens
i ncredi ble that those friends shoul d have perished, separately, within the
space of a few hours."

It never occurred to Weston that Cranston had totally reversed his
original statement. Everything that The Shadow said had been based upon his
observation of the comm ssioner. He knew that Weston had a habit of forgetting
casual statenents, when he heard nore pointed ones.

"You're the man |I've wanted to talk to, Cranston!" asserted Wston
eagerly. "Sone one acquainted with all three of those victins."

Cranston seened disinterested. He was rising fromthe table. The
conmi ssi oner gripped his arm

"Don't you understand?" insisted Weston. "Those deaths were crines,
perpetrated by the sane nurderer. They are |inked; but we have to | earn why
those victins were chosen.”

Cranston showed bewi | derment. "But the newspapers say not hing,
conmi ssi oner "

"Because they know not hing!" snapped Weston. "Cranston, we are on the
trail of a supercrimnal; one whose arrival we anticipated. W were watchi ng
for sonething, and we found it. For once" - the comm ssioner's snile showed
grimsatisfaction - "we managed to keep that detail fromthe newspapers."

There was interest in Cranston's eyes: the sort that generally inspired
Weston to further statements. On this occasion, however, Wston suddenly
dropped the subject.

"Where can | reach you |ater?" he questioned, abruptly. "Say, in about an
hour? WIIl you be back here, at the cl ub?"

"I can call here."”

"Very well. There is sone one - rather, there is something - that | shal
want to talk to you about. | am expecting nore information that will aid our
di scussion. "

| aughed Weston. "That gun fray was a

STROLLI NG out through the foyer of the club, Lanbnt Cranston encountered
a
stocky-built man who entered. He nodded, as he recogni zed the arrival's
swart hy
face. The man was | nspector Joe Cardona, Wston's ace investigator

Cardona was coming to hold conference with the comm ssioner; but he was
not the person that Weston had begun to nention. The Shadow had al ready |i nked
anot her party with the case: sone one who had sent the comm ssioner that



preci ous tel egram

An hour's interval did not annoy The Shadow. He needed it to build up the
bluff that he had nade to Weston. Except for Keever, The Shadow had been
totally unacquainted with the nen who had died in yesterday's so-called
acci dents.

To- day, however, The Shadow s agents had been on the job, gathering al
avai |l abl e data that concerned the three dead nen. There woul d be reports,
accessi bl e to The Shadow when he needed them From those, The Shadow coul d
gain
enough information to establish his pretext.

Meanwhi | e, Cardona had joi ned Weston in the grill-room The ace pulled a
sheaf of papers from his pocket, thwacked them on the table.

"No luck," gruffed the inspector. "W can't hook up those three deat hs,
SO
far as the victims were concerned. All we know is that Legrec staged them™

"Which is quite enough," assured Weston

"I don't see it that way, commissioner," returned Cardona, bluntly.
"Here's the original flyer, that came in weeks ago, from England. Scotl|and
Yard
ti pped us off that Gautier Legrec was supposed to have headed here. But they
gave us no description of the fellow "

"Except his habit of placing death cards with his victins."

"That's his nethod, comm ssioner. It doesn't give us a |line on Legrec
hinself. As far as | know, nobody knows nuch about Legrec."

"No one except Al an Rigby."

For a monent, Cardona | ooked enthused, then his expression faded.

"Rigby could help us,"” he admtted. "I remenber himfroma few years
back,
before this Legrec business ever started. He's an ace in his line - the best
of
private investigators. | used to wonder what had becone of Rigby, until I
| earned that he was chasing Legrec.

"But where is Rigby? Scotland Yard said that Legrec had started for New
York. That meant that Rigby ought to have foll owed. But he didn't. W' ve been
expecting himon every boat, and he hasn't shown up yet."

WTH a smle, Weston produced the tel egram Cardona eyed the paper with
i nterest; but Weston paused before unfolding it.

"Had it occurred to you, Cardona," questioned the commi ssioner, "that
Legrec might have foreseen trouble in entering the United States?"

"It hadn't,"” admitted Cardona, "but it makes sense.”

"Very well. May | remark, also, that Legrec is a Frenchman?"
"Hi s nane sounds French, but it may be phony."
"At |east, Cardona, you will concede that Legrec is conversant with the

French | anguage; that he coul d probably pass hinmself as a Frenchman?"

"Il grant that, conm ssioner."

Weston spread the tel egram handed it to Cardona with the comrent:

"That is why Legrec may have entered the United States by way of
Mont r eal .
That city has a large French popul ation. Legrec could find Montreal an idea
stopping place. In fact, he probably did stay over at that city."

Cardona was reading the telegram He finished it, and exclained with new
ent husi asm

"So that's where Rigby chased Legrec! Hot on the trail again; but Legrec
slipped him So Rigby sent this wire, telling you he'd be in from Mntreal
somne
time to-night!

"Early this evening," corrected Weston. "To be precise, Cardona, Rigby
will arrive at Grand Central Station in exactly thirty-five mnutes. That is



why | sunmmoned you: so that we both can nmeet him"

Cardona needed no further urging. He was reaching for his hat. Wston
copied the inspector's nove. Together, they started to the street, where the
conm ssioner's official car awaited.

Though The Shadow was not present to learn it, the reason for the law s
know edge was expl ai ned. Thanks to word from Scotl and Yard, plus the services
of Alan Rigby, the authorities had gained their start along the trail of
Gautier Legrec.

CHAPTER VI I |
THE SHADOW S DETOUR

THOSE mi nutes that preceded Rigby's arrival were inmportant to The Shadow.
He was in his sanctum a hidden bl ack-walled room review ng reports that his
agents had suppli ed.

New facts pieced with The Shadow s theories, producing new insight into
t he ways of Gautier Legrec.

First, the nmurders thensel ves formed a paradox. They showed a curi ous
conflict of nethods.

Legrec had sent each victima death card. The Shadow had gat hered t hat
fromhis talk with Weston. Agents had al so established the fact, by inquiries
at the airport and the Sheffield Apartments.

Though the matter had slipped past the newspaper reporters, a nmessenger
at
the airport had seen El wood Bal cray holding a strange card. The clerk at the
Sheffield had observed a similar token in the possession of Sylvester Lysand.
The Shadow, hinself, had spied a death card close to the body of Hastings
Keever.

The | aw had needed none of those testinonies; for the police, thenselves,
had found the actual cards. Comm ssioner Weston probably regarded the clues as
| ucky ones; but there, The Shadow s opinion differed.

Legrec had wanted those death cards to be discovered.

Wy, then, had he tried to canouflage the nmurders as accidents? The two
policies did not fit. Behind it lay some purpose, to which The Shadow saw a
pl ausi bl e answer, one that he intended to reserve for his own investigation

Qddly, luck had been with Legrec; for The Shadow saw where the plotter
had
nearly failed.

Sone hel per had | oosened the wheel of the South-bound pl ane, but the
crash
had not been wanted during the takeoff. Legrec had expected it to happen when
the ship | anded at Washi ngton. A sharp descent on a difficult field would have
nmeant a conpl ete crack-up

Bal cray woul d have died only a short while before the fall of Lysand's
el evator, which had probably been fixed with greased cabl es. Keever,
therefore
woul d have known not hi ng of those previous deaths.

The explosion in the Greenwich Village apartnent house had been designed
as the only neasure to di spose of Keever. Legrec had been forced to nake a
special visit, because the plane had crashed too soon

The whol e case proved that Keever had known who Bal cray and Lysand were,
even though they m ght have known not hi ng about Keever

Had Bal cray and Lysand been innocent nen, Legrec would not have needed to
hi de their deaths from Keever, hinself a crook. It followed, therefore, that
Bal cray and Lysand were tools of Legrec. He had di sposed of them because he
needed their services no |onger

Knowi ng Bal cray and Lysand for what they were, Keever had naturally
becone



a problem for he had inferred that he was slated for a sinilar fate.

Who, actually, was Gautier Legrec?

WAs he an existing personage in his own right, or was he a crook who
nerely assuned that nane?

CONSI DERING the latter probability, The Shadow had found one candi date
who
m ght be the naster crook. That nan was Rupert Roban. The old counterfeiter's
absence during the past few years was a factor that nmade himeligible.

There could be others. To list them The Shadow studied reports
concerni ng
Bal cray, Lysand and Keever. Legrec, whoever he was, had certainly known those
t hree.

Agents had done well with their reports. Beneath a bluish light, The
Shadow penned names that he found nentioned. One by one, he elimnated them
until only one remai ned.

That nane glared in bluish ink

It was the name of Thomas Margal e.

One of The Shadow s agents was a newspaper reporter named C yde Burke. He
had | earned that El wood Bal cray had made previous trips to Florida, to dispose
of property there. Some of that real estate had been Balcray's. The rest had
bel onged to Thomas Margal e.

Anot her agent was Rutl edge Mann, an insurance broker. Checking on
Syl vester Lysand, Mann had | earned that the bank director had arranged certain
| oans at the Triton National. Among them were short-term | oans advanced to
Thomas Margal e. The anounts were |arge; but all had been repaid.

A third agent, Harry Vincent, had visited the hotel where Hastings Keever
had stopped a few days before his death. Posing as a rel ative of Keever's,
Harry had been given a list of tel ephone calls that the pronoter had nmade. Two
of those calls bore the nunber |isted under the nane of Thomas Margal e.

The Shadow had reports on Margale. The nillionaire had been abroad
frequently during the past few years. He could have been al nost anywhere
during

t hose peri ods.

Mor eover, Thonas Margal e had a ni ece naned El eanor. From anong a sheaf of
cli ppi ngs, The Shadow drew one that had been cut fromthe society colums of a
New Yor k newspaper .

There was a whi spered | augh from hidden |ips, as eyes studied that
printed
portrait.

The Shadow had | earned the identity of the girl whom he had rescued the
ni ght before.

VWile he still noted El eanor's picture, The Shadow was consci ous of a
tiny
[ight that glowed fromthe wall beyond his table. H s hand stretched forward
to
pl uck up ear phones. A methodi cal voice responded:

" Bur bank speaking."

"Report!" whispered The Shadow.

"A call from Conmi ssioner Weston, at the Cobalt Cub," inforned The
Shadow s contact man. "He wants Lanont Cranston to cone imediately to the
Weat herly Arns Apartnents. Top floor."

"Report received!"

The bluish light clicked off. There was a swi sh of The Shadow s cl oak
The
sanctum was enpty.

SOON afterward, The Shadow was riding in his taxi along a side street



near
Ti mes Square. The cab passed the police comm ssioner's car; a short distance
onward The Shadow saw two signs, spaced sixty feet apart.

The first bore the name: "WEATHERLY ARMS; " the next read "HOTEL
VEATHERLY. "

O the two, the hotel was the older. Its success had caused its owners to
erect the newer apartnment house next door, and to give it a simlar nane.

That coi ncidence neant little to The Shadow, as he started to slide his
cloak fromhis shoulders, so that he could | eave the cab as Lanmont Cranston. A
monent | ater, The Shadow had changed his i medi ate plan.

A man was paci ng near the entrance of the Hotel Watherly, |ooking toward
The Shadow s cab. That man was Harry Vincent. The agent had cone here as a
matter of mere routine, in case The Shadow needed him but the fact that he
had
gone to the hotel instead of the Watherly Arms, was proof that Harry had sone
nessage

The Shadow whi spered to the driver. The cab glided ahead. It |ooked enpty
when it stopped at the hotel entrance. Harry boarded it; heard a whisper in
t he
dar kness. As the cab slowy rounded the bl ock, the agent reported.

"Tough custoner went into the Watherly Hotel ," stated Harry. "He | ooked
a
lot like Mort Fadler, the triggerman."

The Shadow knew the nane. Mort was classed as a specialist in nmurder

"Looked like he was going to the twentieth floor," added Harry, tersely.
"The el evator only made one stop before the top."

The cab had reached the rear street. An alleyway past a deserted theater
of fered a quick route through to the hotel. The Shadow deci ded to postpone his
visit to the Weatherly Arms, while he | ooked into the matter of Mrt Fadl er

Wth an order for Harry to remain on duty, The Shadow alighted in the
darkness. The cab continued its circuit to the front street.

VWen The Shadow entered the rear of the hotel |obby, he was no | onger
wearing cl oak and hat. They were fol ded across his arm so bundl ed that they
| ooked li ke ordinary garnents. He took an elevator to the twentieth floor

FROM a hal | way wi ndow, The Shadow observed the top of the Watherly Arns.
The apartnent house was about the sane height as the hotel, but it was topped
by a dupl ex penthouse. That two-story structure was set back fromthe edge;
its
| ower floor opened to a roof pronenade that extended in this direction

There were lights in the |ower half of the penthouse, but they were
dul | ed
by thick curtains. Al seemed quiet there.

Craning fromhis wi ndow, The Shadow | ooked al ong the row of roons on this
side of the hotel. As he watched, he saw a flicker come fromone. It seened
like the blink of a flashlight. Counting to that w ndow, The Shadow st epped
back into the little hall. There, he donned his hat and cl oak

Movi ng to the door that corresponded to the w ndow where he had spotted
the flash, The Shadow produced a pick. He was about to probe the | ock when an
el evat or door clanged open. The Shadow glided fromsight as a bell boy, |oaded
wi th | uggage, conducted two guests to a roomat the other end of the hall.

VWile he waited for the bell boy's departure, The Shadow watched the
space
beneat h the door that he had chosen to open. He saw another flicker fromthe
flashlight. Though the del ay was troubl esome, The Shadow had at |east gai ned
positive proof that he had picked the roomwhere Mrt Fadler |urked.

That delay was to produce a chain of consequences. Below the hotel, near
a
rear corner of the building, two men were | ooking upward. One seeing the



flashlight's reflection gave the other a nudge in the darkness.

"Looks like Mrt's there," grow ed one. "W're not so dumb, after all."

"Who said we were?" demanded the other. "If Mrt's up there, though
what's keepi ng us here?"

The two noved into the hotel, their destination the sane floor, the very
room where The Shadow was seeking a silent nmeeting with Mrt Fadler

CHAPTER | X
SWFT M NUTES

THE pent house atop the Weatherly Arms was | ess gloony than its w ndows
i ndicated. Inside, three men were seated in a living room Wston and Cardona
were two, the third was Al an Ri ghy.

The cel ebrated investigator was of average height. H s deep-lined face
and
wel | -grayed tenpl es showed himclose to mddl e age. He had a nervous energy,

t hough, that gave hima youthful nood. His speech, slightly English in its
accent, was rapid.

"It was well that | came by Mntreal," snapped Ri gby. "Even though | did
not find Legrec, he did not find ne."

Weston started a question; Rigby answered it before it cane.

"I meant exactly that," said the investigator. "Legrec is out to get ne.
The bounder is anxious to amend his previous failures."

The clatter of a cocktail shaker sounded froma pantry. Ri gby called out:

"Hurry in here, Cyston, with those drinks!" Then, when a dapper man in
shirt-sl eeves appeared, Rigby introduced him "This is Cyston - ny secretary,
bat man, and what - have-you. Like nyself, he is eager to trap Legrec."

"We' || catch up with the blighter sonme day," comented Cyston, with a
grin. "I'"mlooking forward to it!"

"And 1'm 1l ooking forward to a cocktail," rem nded Ri gby.

Clyston's grin wi dened. He handl ed the shaker with increased speed, as he
approached a tabl e where gl asses were set upon a tray.

"When | decided to cone by Montreal," R gby told Weston, "I sent dyston
directly to New York. | told himto rent a suitable apartrment - if possible, a
pent house.

"He chose this one. | like its location. But | can't say that the
arrangenents quite suit me. Tell nme, Cyston" - Rigby turned to the secretary
"why did you take a duplex, when we require only one floor?"

The secretary was busy pouring the cocktails. He hesitated a nonent
before
he repli ed:

"The floor above us is |locked off, sir. Sone tenant had an unexpired
| ease. His furniture is stored there and no one uses the place."

"I woul d have preferred the upper apartnent,” returned Ri gby. "Wat use

is

a penthouse wi thout a roof, where one can stroll and enjoy the night air?"
"W have a pronenade of our own, M. Rigby," explained dyston, eagerly.
"Real ly? That's jolly! This place is frightfully stuffy. Let us have our

drinks on the pronenade, Cyston."

OBLI A NAY, dyston set aside the cocktail shaker. He put on coat and
vest, crossed the room and opened the French wi ndows. A pleasant breeze swept
t hrough the stuffy living room

Ri gby was filling his pipe froma tobacco jar; he paused to gesture his
guests outsi de.

Conmi ssi oner Weston started ahead; but Joe Cardona paused to lay three



cards upon the table. They were the death tokens that the inspector had found
with the dead nen.

"Legrec's souvenirs," nodded Rigby. "A whimof his, to place themw th
hi s
victims. They are tarots."

"Tarots?" The word was unfanmiliar to Cardona.

"Anci ent playing cards," interpreted Rigby. "Originally used for telling
fortunes. Each tarot has a special significance; that is why they are
soneti nmes
termed the Book of Thoth."

Cardona picked up the six spot with the crossed rods, mentioning that it
had been delivered to Bal cray.

"Six of rods," stated Righy. "lIts neaning is 'failure'.

Cardona indicated the card with the cuplike spots, that Lysand had
recei ved.

"Six of cups," defined Rigby. "Its significance is a bit nore subtle. It
stands for insuperable obstacles. That could mean 'disaster'."

"What about this one with the six coins?" queried Cardona. "W found it

in
Keever's apartnent."

"Six of money," declared R gby. "It synbolizes conplete ruin."

Gat hering the cards, Cardona pocketed them He was about to ask another
guestion, when Rigby intervened. The investigator was glancing at his watch,
when he inquired:

"What is keeping that chap Cranston? The friend that the conm ssioner
mentioned while we were riding here? If he can tell us inportant facts
regarding those three victins, his testinony nay prove vital."

Cardona surmi sed that Cranston would arrive in a short while, and said
so.

Ri gby curbed his inpatience.

"We shall wait until he joins us," decided the investigator. "Since those
murders constitute our first evidence of Legrec's operations, we mnust consider
themas a starting point. Cone, inspector, let us join the comm ssioner on
t hat
delightfully cool pronenade.™

RI GBY lighted his pipe. Cardona wal ked ahead of him out through the
French wi ndows toward a table near a parapet, where Weston was al ready seat ed.
Cardona sat down opposite the comm ssioner, |leaving a chair for R ghy.

Clyston was arriving with the tray. He set it on a chair; tendered a
gl ass
to Weston, another to Cardona. The secretary picked up a third glass, started
to
set it on the table, at the sane time noving the chair intended for Rigby.

Cardona renenbered that action afterward

At that particular noment, Cyston could easily have been mni staken for
t he
owner of the penthouse. Hi s notion alnost indicated that he intended to take
hi s
place in the enpty chair. Rigby had not yet appeared fromthe Iiving room

Sonet hi ng whinpered in the air, its nmonmentary sizzle followed by an
i mpact. Cardona caught a dull, sighing echo that canme from beyond the
pent house
terrace. Springing to his feet. Cardona upset the cocktail glass as he grabbed
the tabl e edge.

A nmoment | ater, Joe was staring across the parapet toward the w ndows of
t he adj acent hotel.

There was a shout fromthe opening to the penthouse living room Rigby's
voi ce:



"Down! Down! Both of you!"

Weston was the first to turn; he saw Rigby's gestures; dropped to the
shelter of the parapet. Cardona copied the nmove, an instant |ater. Rigby,
coming in a long dash, went to hands and knees and scranbled up to join them

There was good reason for Rigby's excited order

A silent formhad slunmped without a murrmur. Clyston was |lying on the
fl oor
beside the table, his arns outspread. H s face was staring strai ght upward;
bel ow t he face, Cardona saw a splotch of blood spreading itself on the man's
light-gray vest, just above his heart.

"A silencer!" gul ped Cardona. "On a gun - from one of those hotel
wi ndows!

Sone shar pshooter -

Joe was drawi ng a revol ver. Rigby stopped himbefore he could poke his
head above the parapet.

"Legrec's work," grated Rigby. "Careful, inspector, or we nmay share
Cyston's fate. Poor Clyston - the assassin may have ni staken himfor ne.

Sonet hing projected fromdyston's vest. It was the white edge of a card,
forced up fromthe upper breast pocket by the inpact of the bullet. Ri gby drew
the object into full view

The card was another tarot - but with seven synbols instead of six. They
represented swords; two groups of three, curved like scimtars, with a

strai ght
bl ade between them
"Seven of swords!" muttered Rigby. "It signifies an eneny's success.

Legrec's success - through another of his hired assassins!"

As Ri gby spoke, the eyes of his huddl ed conpani ons were fixed upon that
telltale tarot. The card was stained with Cyston's |ife blood. Through the
center was a hole drilled by the death-dealing bullet.

Legrec had struck again, |eaving another of his sinister souvenirs as a
token of defiance to the | aw

CHAPTER X
THE MAN | N THE ROOM

THE door of the hotel room shoved i nward. The Shadow sprang across the
threshol d, nmonments late. Delay in the corridor had prevented hi mfrom picking
the lock intime to stop a killer's thrust.

There was the wi ndow, outlined against it the sweatered figure of the
murderer, Mrt Fadler. Sonmething gleaned in dimlight. It was the barrel of
t he
killer's rifle.

Beyond, The Shadow saw t he parapet of the penthouse pronmenade; the gl ow
fromthe opened French wi ndows made a background. No one was in sight; but The
Shadow knew why. Men had ducked bel ow t he parapet for safety.

The sigh of Fadler's gun had cone just as the room door yielded to The
Shadow s operations. But the killer hadn't heard the door sw ng inward.

Swi shi ng through the darkness, The Shadow had a seemingly sure chance to grab
the murderer.

A chance event warned Fadl er

Fromthe hotel corridor cane the clang of an el evator door. The sound was
audi bl e, and the nurderer heard it. Realizing that the door of the room nust
al so be open, Fadler spun fromthe window Dimcorridor lights enabled himto
see the shape of blackness that was sweeping in upon him

The killer swung his overweighted rifle. A hard stroke and a | ucky one,
descendi ng straight for The Shadow s head.

Up sped a wardi ng hand. The rifle barrel clashed the steel of an
aut omatic. The Shadow had stopped Mort's stroke; an instant |later, the cl oaked



fighter tugged his automatic trigger.

Driven down by the rifle blow, the automatic nuzzle was off aim The gun
bl ast scorched past Mdrrt's ear. The killer grappled with The Shadow.

Again the automatic tongued. A chance bob of Mrt's head saved himfrom
that bullet. Mreover, it gave hima nonentary advantage. He managed to drive
the butt of the rifle against The Shadow s neck.

The savage jolt was |ike an electric shock. The Shadow went |inp, | ost
hi s
grip on Mort. Dropping the rifle, the killer clanped brawny hands on his
adversary's shoul ders, gave The Shadow a heave toward the w ndow.

There was a long instant during which The Shadow saw what |ay bel ow

Twenty stories to the bl ackened ground. At intervals were | edges - dark
streaks - each three feet wide. Good enough for a grip, if a clinber
appr oached
them but not for a falling person.

A jolt against one of those | edges would jar a man so swiftly that he
woul d hardly have a chance to stop his plunge. Only the greatest of luck could
save any one who went fromthis high w ndow

Mort Fadler knew it. He exerted every effort to pitch The Shadow
downwar d.

The Shadow s head and shoul ders went through the window H's head tilted
downward; his slouch hat fell, skinmming the building wall as it scaled toward
the depths. Mort nade a fierce snatch at The Shadow s hands, trying to pry
t hem
fromthe w ndow sill.

There were shouts fromthe corridor. The gunfire had been heard. Those
cries seened far distant to The Shadow, |ike faint voices froma dream They
meant nothing to Mot Fadler. He was on the verge of the greatest triunph of
hi s nurderous career.

DOOM t o The Shadow

That was Mort's aim Hs |lips spat a victorious snarl as he broke the
hol d
of The Shadow s | eft hand. He grabbed for The Shadow s right wist, wenched
it
har d.

Hi s clutch | oosened, The Shadow t ook a backward tw st, half out through
the wi ndow. Hi s gun was gone; he couldn't thrust his nunbed fists past Mrt's
shoving forearns. But that |ast instant brought a spasmto The Shadow.

Hi s strength was back; it still mght serve him although he was on the
very brink of oblivion.

The Shadow flayed one armw de. It canme up above Mrt's shoul der, swooped
over the killer's head. The folds of a coat sleeve entangled across the
killer's eyes. Murt tried to shake it away; unw sely, he let one armgo | ow.

The Shadow s ot her hand thrust through. The second sl eeve bagged Mrt's
head. Savagely, Myt used one hand to rip at the black cloth. The Shadow
dropped inside the window sill; twi sted half away. Mdre of the cl oak envel oped
Mort.

Gips were even. The pair were a swayi ng mass of bl ackness agai nst the
di mess of the wi ndow. Hands were gripping through the folds of the tw sted
cloak. If one fighter gained a throat clutch, the battle would be over.

Those shouts fromthe corridor had | oudened. Two men were on the
threshol d: the sane pair that had viewed Mrt's blinking flashlight fromthe
ground. They had flashlights of their own. They used them

The beam showed a chaos of bl ackness, which the arriving nen nistook for
a
turning figure. They ducked away, snapping off their lights. They saw the
shape
heave upward at the wi ndow, poise there, as if ready for an outward pl unge.



They didn't realize that a fighter had gone suddenly helpless in the grip
of a foeman. Fromw thin the doorway, the two arrivals opened fire with
revol vers. There was a rip of cloth; they didn't hear it, for the sound was
drowned by the echoes of the guns.

The fighter swayed across the window sill, went through the space beyond,
the sweep of cloth spreading behind it. So rapid was the dive of that cl oaked
form that it deceived the men who had fired the clipping shot.

"It was Mort!" shouted one. "We got him He took a dive out through the

"Hold it," interrupted the other. "I think he plopped inside, here in the
room"

A flashlight glittered. Oddly, it proved that both speakers were right. A
di ving form had gone through that wi ndow, but another still remained within
t he
room

BEFORE the flashlight could outline the crouched fighter, he was driving
toward the doorway. He fell upon the man who held the light, wenched it from
the fellow s hand. Two figures westled; a third sprang into the battle.

Snarls, oaths were frequent during the fray that followed. Neither of the
two fresh fighters dared use a gun as a bludgeon, for fear of slugging his own
pal. It was a bare-handed battle; two squatly, husky nen against a wiry foe
who
of fset them although he could not wrench away.

Back and forth across the roomthey went, hitting chairs and tables. At
times, the wiry man was al nost clear; but always, a lucky grab halted his
escape. @Guns were forgotten; fists, clawing fingers were the only weapons,
except when chairs were slung.

M nut es passed while the struggle raged. There was tumult fromthe
corridor; the pounding of feet.

"Hold him" panted one of the blocky fighters. "W ve got help comng!"

"We've got him" shouted the other. "W've got Mrt Fadler! Gve us sone
light!"

They thought they had Mrt Fadler, but they had no one. Wth a | ast
desperate heave, the man fromthe wi ndow was away, breaking for the door. One
of the bl ocky men made a wild dive, and had the luck to grab a passing ankle.

There was a sprawl in the darkness: two nmen bounding for the spot where a
body t hunped.

An instant later, the |lights cane on.

On the threshold stood Joe Cardona, holding a revolver; behind himwere
Conmi ssi oner Weston and Al an Rigby. The three were backed by a squad of hotel
enpl oyees.

Cardona was gazing toward the floor; he saw two husky men throw
t hensel ves
upon the prone formof a prisoner, snothering the captive's last effort to
rise.

Cardona recogni zed that pair; they were headquarters detectives.

"They've got the killer!" shouted Weston

"It's Mot Fadler," panted one of the dicks. "W got a tip-off that he
was
com ng up here."

Joe Cardona thrust forward; he brushed the detectives aside. Looking at
t he sensel ess prisoner, the ace shook his head. He tilted the face up into the
light.

It was Commi ssioner Weston who supplied the rest, in a tone that he
blurted from nechanical |ips:

"My word! It's Cranston!”



CHAPTER Xl
THE LAW GAI NS FACTS

COW SSI ONER VEESTON was overwhel med by the circunstances. He knew t hat
this room had contained a killer; for it was on a direct line with the
pent house terrace. But the | ast person he would have considered as a nurderer
was his friend Lanont Cranston

It did look black for Cranston. Though the headquarters detectives
admtted they had cone to seek Mort Fadler, they swore that Cranston was the
only man they had encountered. If the death shot had been fired fromthis
room
they said, Cranston was the nan who had di spatched it.

There was no question about the death shot. On the floor beside the
wi ndow
lay the rifle, with its silencer: grimevidence that Cranston was the
nur der er.

Joe Cardona picked up the weapon, handed it to Wston

The conm ssioner gave a hel pl ess shrug. Hi s duty to the | aw conpelled him
to arrest his friend on a murder charge. Wston was about to give that order
to
Cardona, when Ri gby intervened.

"Qdd circunstances, comm ssioner," remarked Rigby. "You tell this friend
of yours where to neet you. Instead of coming to the penthouse, he heads here.
It |ooks as though he surely intended nurder; and then expected to drop in on
us, to view the scene."

"Yeah," supplied one of the detectives. "And he sent that false tip-off,
so we would think it was Mt Fadler."”

"A good theory," comended Ri gby, nodding toward the dick. "But it does
not apply to this instance. Comm ssioner, | advise you not to arrest Cranston.
Revi ve himand hear his story, first."

West on gave a thankful gulp. Rigby had provided a way out of the dil emma.
Cardona was willing to let matters go as Rigby suggested. He told the
detectives to get water; to bring Cranston to consci ousness as soon as
possi bl e. Neverthel ess, Cardona was blunt, when he asked Ri ghy:

"Why don't you think that Cranston is responsible?"

"Because we are dealing with Legrec," replied Righy, with a neditative
gaze. "It would be like himto hire an assassin of Fadler's sort, then have
t he
law trap the fellow "

"You nmean Legrec doubl e-crosses his own bunch?"

"Certainly! For the sinple reason that he can always hire others. That is
his cleverest ability."

"But what about the new ones? Don't they think they'll get theirs, the
same way?

"Never!" Rigby was enphatic. "Legrec nakes every man believe that he is
privileged. He has such an amazi ng power of persuasion, that they believe him
None know that they have been tricked, until their turns arrive."

There was a stir from Cranston. He was propping hinmself up fromthe
floor,
staring in dazed fashion. Weston spoke; apparently, Cranston did not hear him
In tranceli ke fashion, he found his feet and wal ked mechanically toward the
wi ndow.

There, he stopped to stare downward. The detectives, returning with the
wat er, made a quick grab to hold the prisoner. Cranston never noticed them He
was | ooking into the deep bl ackness that |ay between the hotel and the
apart nment house.

The Shadow s daze was feigned. He was | ooking for sonething of his own:
the hat that had fallen first; the cloak that had gone | ater, draped over Mort
Fadl er. He saw a trace of deep bl ackness, that clotted the shaded strip of a



wal | | edge.

It was the cloak. It had caught there, when Mrt's body took a bounce.
Probably the hat had halted sonewhere el se along the route to the ground.
Evi dence connecting Cranston with The Shadow was safely out of sight. Those
garments could be secretly regained | ater.

Al was set for the story that The Shadow wanted to tell.

TURNI NG from the wi ndow, Cranston | ooked toward Weston with a weary,
reproving smlile.

"Hel | o, conmi ssioner,’
her e?"

"Why wasn't | here?"

"Yes." Cranston's nod was slow. "On the top floor of the Watherly, as
your message stated.”

"I said the Weatherly Arnms!" ejacul ated Weston. "It's next door. This is
the Hotel Watherly."

Under st andi ng dawned on Cranston's hawki sh features; then puzzl enent
replaced it.

"No wonder | was puzzled," declared the conm ssioner's friend. "That's

he said, in slow, even tone. "Wy weren't you

why
| wal ked into this open room It was the only place where | supposed you coul d
be. Only, | found some one el se instead."

There was grimess in Cranston's voice, despite its nonotone. Eagerly,
Weston asked to hear nore. Cranston stroked his forehead slowy; he began to
recall what had happened.

"A chap tried to club ne,"’

he renenbered. "He had a gun, or sonething,

but

| managed to get it away fromhim W wound up by the wi ndow, he wanted to
pitch

ne out.

"W were at even grips, when a |ot of shooting started. | was on the
floor; the other chap was gone, through the wi ndow | thought that the shots
were neant for nme. | went after the nmen who fired them"

There was a pause, while Cranston stood with hand pressed hard agai nst
hi s

forehead. It was Joe Cardona who broke the silence, as he snapped to the
detectives:

"Cet downstairs, you stupes!! That's where you'll find Mrt Fadler - down
in the courtyard! Don't you saps know a fight when you see one?"

The dicks muttered to each other, nodding. They recalled that they had
seen a |l ot of comotion at the window. They hurried out to the elevator. At
t he
end of a few m nutes, hollow shouts cane up fromthe courtyard.

Cardona answered them from the wi ndow. The dicks had found the smashed
body of Mrt Fadler.

Cardona picked up the death gun, tenderly. He put a question:

"You didn't have a hold on this, did you, M. Cranston?"

There was a shake of Cranston's head.

"That's fine," declared Cardona. "W'Il get the finger prints. If Mrt's
are the only ones on it - as I'll bet they will be - that will put the goods
on
him"

"One nonent, "
i nspector."

"But our mitts don't count," returned Cardona. "There're three people who
couldn't have used this gun, conm ssioner. You, myself and M. Rigby."

rem nded Weston. "You and | have handl ed the gun,

THE group left the hotel room Wile Cardona attended to business, Wston



and Cranston joined Rigby in a trip up to the penthouse. They formed a sol emn
group in the living room while a police surgeon exam ned Cyston's body.

The secretary's dead formwas renoved on a stretcher. Rigby suggested
t hat
they go outside, since the terrace would certainly be a safe place, with Mrt
Fadl er dead.

They were seated there - Wston, Rigby, Cranston - when Cardona arrived.
The detective ace handed a scribbled report to the comm ssioner. It brought a
smile from Weston.

"The case is cleared," announced the conm ssioner. "Fadler's finger
prints

were the only ones on the gun, except" - the conm ssioner smled - "except
your s
and mine, Cardona."

Then, turning to The Shadow, Weston added: "I owe you an apol ogy,
Cranston. "

"An apol ogy?" queried Cranston. "For what?"

"For suspecting you of nurder," replied Weston. "I was actually going to
arrest you, when Rigby intervened."

Cranston's lips framed a snile that denoted surprise. For the first tine,
apparently, he began to realize that he had been suspected as the killer
Then:

"Tell me about dyston," remarked The Shadow. "Just why was Fadl er sent
to
mur der hi nP"

"Plain enough."” It was Ri gby who gave answer. "Cyston took this
pent house
in my nane. Legrec must have learned it. He left the rest to Fadler, giving
to-night as the tine.

"I have learned that Cyston sent his suit out to be pressed, with orders
to deliver it to this apartnment. That nust have been when the death card was
pl aced in the vest pocket.

"Legrec always | eaves much to his hirelings, when he is confident that
conplications are absent. This time, Legrec slipped. Al along, Cyston was
m st aken for nme."

The Shadow s smile showed no change. It was a fixed one; the sort that
fitted the lips of Cranston. But behind that smle, a keen brain was
consi deri ng anot her theory.

Three of Legrec's previous victinms had actually been tools of the master
crook. Could Cyston - Rigby's owmn man - be another person bought over by
Legrec?

If so, there had been no nistake by either Legrec or Fadler. Assuning
t hat
G yston's useful ness had ended, Legrec would have ordered the man's death.

To make it appear as a mstake, with no one to tell the real fact, Legrec
had sent that tip-off to the |aw. Knowi ng the sort that Fadler was, Legrec had
foreseen that the killer would prefer death to capture.

The theory was sound. Mentally, The Shadow accepted it. A nonent |ater
he
heard Ri gby's voice

"You knew the victinms, M. Cranston. The ones who died in supposed
accidents. Tell us about them"™

I N qui et fashion, The Shadow gave sketches of Bal cray, Lysand, and
Keever.
He remarked that Bal cray had sold considerable real estate in Florida; that
Lysand had nuch to do with loans at the Triton National. He added that Keever
had been engaged in his usual pronotion work

That was all. The Shadow |l eft further conclusions to the others. He



refrained fromnentioning the nane of Thomas Margal e. That was a |l ead that The
Shadow chose to follow on his own.

Bot h Weston and Cardona seened di sappoi nted because Cranston's facts went
no further. It was R gby who seened to catch an inkling of what the statenents
coul d produce.

"There is a link between those three nmen," declared Rigby. "The link is a
person; and his nane" - Rigby paused, enphatically - "is Gautier Legrec!"

Ri gby' s tone pl eased The Shadow. It neant that nore facts were due -
facts
whi ch The Shadow wanted, along with the |aw

Al an Rigby arose, gave a long sweep of his armto invite the others into
t he penthouse living room The investigator's face was stern; his eyes grimin
their gaze.

A trail of nurder stretched fromthe past. A grueling search |lay ahead. A
doubl e quest, for the law and The Shadow - that hunt for Gautier Legrec. And
Al an Ri gby, who knew nore about Legrec than any other living man, was ready to
gui de the quest.

Though he did not show it, The Shadow was gripped with eagerness as he
strolled into the penthouse.

The tinme had conme when The Shadow was to gain new and needed links to
Gautier Legrec.

CHAPTER Xl
THE BLAZED TRAI L

IN the quiet of the penthouse, Al an Rigby began a met hodi cal procedure.

H s trunks had come fromthe station. He opened them assenbled a variety of
objects that made himseemnore like a lecturer than a crine investigator

Ri gby set up a portable notion picture projector, with a screen agai nst
the wall in front of it. In addition, he had half a dozen cloth rolls that
| ooked li ke charts, which he arranged on the wall, above the screen

There were scrapbooks on the table; chairs were stacked with wooden boxes
that bore labels. Al these were exhibits that pertained to the notorious
Gautier Legrec.

The projector chattered. There were flickers fromthe screen. A picture
focused there. Ri gby spoke:

"Budapest. Five years ago. The scene is outside the Oriental Bazaar,
shortly after Legrec raided there."

The street was flowing into the camera. Custers of bystanders were
pressed aside by a policeman, to allow a close-up of a huddled figure that
| ooked like a Turk

"One of Legrec's workers," supplied Rigby. "Shot by the police as he
attenpted to flee with others. W shall see a picture of another henchman, in
a
nmonent . "

The filmshifted to the actual scene of crine: a bazaar booth that had
been wrecked by an expl osion. Other dead figures appeared: nen in varied
costumes. The camera concentrated upon a second Turk, whose face was turned up
into the light.

"The assassin who threw the bonb," explained R gby. "Not a Turk, but an
Al gerian, in disguise. He mscalculated the tinme elenment and perished with his
victinms. The raid foll owed. Unfortunately, among the innocent persons slain
was
this man -

A cl ose-up showed a bl oody face tilted askew above crushed shoul ders.

Thi s
vi cti mwas unquestionably a Turk; despite the rigidity wought by death, his
features marked himas a man of inportance.



"Ali Ras," identified R gby. "Owmer of the jewel bazaar. He ignored
threats from Legrec. This was the result."

The canera noved to the dead man's hand. There, clutched by |ong fingers
that lay near a tasseled fez, was a tarot. It did not show plainly in the
film
Ri gby halted the reel. Turning on the nearest |anp, he held the actual card in
Vi ew.

Unli ke the tarots that had been found on recent victins, this card bore a
picture. It showed a square-shaped tower tunmbling into ruins; a man plunging
headl ong am d the crashi ng stones.

"An atout," defined Rigby. "In the tarot pack, it corresponds to a court
card of an ordinary deck. It carries many synbolisns; but one is nost
significant. Termed the 'Castle of Plutus', the card bears a warning to
m sers.

"That apparently applied to Ali Ras, one of the wealthiest of Otonman
nmerchants. He was noted for the hoards of noney that he had stowed away. In
this case, Legrec evidently began with tactics resenbling those of a
racket eer.

When such met hods failed, he turned to nurder and robbery."

Cardona studied the card from Budapest; he noted the descriptive word,
"La
Torre", beneath the tunbling castle. The tarot passed to Wston; next to
Cranst on.

"THAT tarot," resuned R gby, "was but the first of many that | have
di scovered along Legrec's trail. In Cairo, an Egyptian official was found
dead,
clutching this card.” He produced a tarot showi ng a denon, above the wording,
"Il Daivolo," and added: "The murdered nan was beside his rifled strong box."

The next card that Rigby produced was the picture of a hangi ng nman
suspended by his feet. It was called "L' Appeso”, which Righy translated as the
"Hanged Man", stroking his chin when he noted the tarot.

"Sterling Craythorn was an Australian adventurer," recalled Ri gby. "He
won
amllion francs in one evening, at Monte Carlo, in nmost nysterious fashion
Qddly, Craythorn was found dead, off the suicide |eap. Usually, |losers are the
ones who take that plunge.

"Per haps he junped because his noney had nysteriously vani shed. Mre
probably, he was tossed to his death. There is no question who gai ned
Craythorn's profits. One of his pockets disgorged this token fromLegrec. The
card synbolizes a martyr to a cause."

Ri gby's face was stern, its lines deep. He turned to the projector
flashed pictures of Cairo and Monte Carlo. The Shadow pondered on a point that
had apparently el uded Ri gby.

The deat hs of the Turkish merchant and the Egyptian official fitted with
Ri gby's suppositions. Legrec had slain those men in order to obtain wealth
which they rightfully possessed.

But the Australian adventurer marked a departure.

How had the Australian cracked the bank at Monte Carl o? Probably through
use of some systemthat had beaten the roulette table. Where had he acquired
that met hod?

From Legrec!

The case was a link that The Shadow wanted. The very nane, Legrec, was a
French termfor "swindler", or "ganbler"; the nurderer's constant use of
tarots
al so smacked of a ganester's ways.

Wth the Monte Carlo incident, The Shadow coul d see the begi nning of new
tactics on the part of Legrec. The master crook had started using dupes to aid
hi s schenes.



The Australian, Craythorn, could easily have been working under Legrec's
supervision. He was the "front" for the master crimnal's clean-up at the
ganbl i ng casino. Instead of a percentage of the profits, the Australian had
recei ved death.

Ironically, Legrec had placed the card that branded his nurdered dupe as
a
f ool .

Since then, Legrec had worked through other dupes. Bal cray, Lysand,
Keever, finally dyston - all had participated in sonme gane, here in New York.
It would be useless to search for com ng crime. Legrec had probably
conpl eted his present schene. These deat hs of dupes were nerely the clean-up

men who knew too rmuch; persons who woul d want a share of the spoils that

Legrec
i ntended to keep entirely as his own.
There coul d, however, still be a trail to Legrec.

Rl GBY had finished with the notion pictures. Facing his audi ence of
t hree,
he spoke in recollective tone.

"The police quizzed all foreigners in Budapest," he stated, "nyself anong
them Learning that | was a crinme investigator, they asked nmy assi stance.

C ues

i ndi cated that Legrec had gone to Istanbul. The authorities there requested
t hat

| cone.

"I uncovered a dead spy of Legrec's. New evidence pointed to Cairo. |
arrived in Egypt too late to save the victim zed official. After many nonths,
chance information brought me to Monte Carl o.

"Craythorn, the Australian, made his big winnings just after | arrived
there. He was nurdered; Legrec was gone with the spoils. On a |l ong chance,
went to Australia, thinking that Legrec, always daring, would try to acquire
property that belonged to the dead adventurer."

Ri gby drew down a rolled wall map. It showed the world, with lines that
marked Rigby's own travels. He ran his forefinger eastward, to the island of
Ceyl on.

"I was wayl aid there by murderous Singhal ese,"” he recounted. "Legrec's
wor k; but | managed to escape before he sent paynent for ny capture.

Af t erward,
Australia - again, Legrec was gone."
Ri gby started to pull down a roll that showed the outline of a man's

face.
It was the wong one; he drew down another, instead. The Shadow s eyes becane
keenly interested.

The face, huge in size, rem nded himof some one that he had seen
recently: Rupert Roban, the counterfeiter

There were points that spoiled the exact resenbl ance. Were Roban's chin
was sharp, that of the outlined portrait had a roundi shness. The forehead
bul ged, |ike Roban's, but the incorrect chin gave a wong conparison between
the [ ower and upper portions of the face.

The hair was shocky, |ike Roban's; but grayish, rather than white. The
eyes were al nost perfect; but they displayed only one of Roban's noods. They
were fixed in a cold stare that seened to threaten eyes that net it.

The portrait showed the face as pale; it |acked the ancient hue of
Roban' s
parchnent skin. Wthal, Roban could have been identified fromit, particularly
when Ri gby explained the chart's Iimtations.

"This is a pieced portrait of Legrec," declared the investigator. "I have
checked statement after statement, made by persons who clainmed that they had
seen him | started to show you one of ny earlier charts; its details were



bad.

"In fact, | discarded portrait after portrait, keeping only ny lists of
details. None was satisfactory, until | obtained new information in London
Legrec had begun a swindle there, then dropped it.

"Descriptions of himtallied with sone of ny old details. They provided
new items, fromwhich | constructed the final portrait. | feel confident that
I
have cl eared two inportant points."

Pausi ng, Ri gby stepped back to survey the picture. Meeting the ugly glare
of the huge painted eyes, Ri gby added:

"First, that Legrec, despite his name, is not a Frenchman. Second, that
his crop of hair is real, even though it appears to be a wig. | ampositive
that, somewhere, we may find a crimnal who closely resenbles that portrait;
t hat when we di scover him we shall have net Legrec.”

Rl GBY' S di scourse was finished. He invited an inspection of his
scr apbooks
and the boxes that contained bits of evidence pertaining to Legrec.

Cranston joined the others in studying that material. Ri gby's records
proved varied, even though they |acked conpl et eness.

Among them was a wi sp of alnost whitish hair, believed to be Legrec's; a
phot ograph taken on shi pboard, which showed a hunched figure, face turned
away,
that coul d have been Legrec. There were signatures in scrawly handwiting;
possi bl e aliases used by Legrec.

Bef ore | eavi ng, Conmi ssioner Weston granted a request made by Rigby. The
i nvestigator wanted two plainclothes nen at hand, in case he needed them

The request pleased Weston, for the nurder of Cyston indicated that
anot her deat h-thrust mght be coming fromLegrec. Weston was gl ad that Ri gby
was the sort of man who woul d accept the |aw s protection.

Lanmont Cranston was neditative when he and the conm ssioner reached the
street. Weston saw his friend stare upward to the lighted | ower floor of the
two-story penthouse, with the darkened space above it.

Weston smiled. For once, he had seen Cranston inpressed. Those details
recounted by Al an Rigby had certainly been effective.

Conmi ssi oner Weston woul d have been personally inpressed, had he gone
with
Lamont Cranston. Soon after his departure, Cranston entered a waiting cab
There, he becane The Shadow. His course took himto his hidden sanctum

Beneath the bluish light, a long-fingered hand held a pen. A weird | augh
whi spered fromthe darkness above. The Shadow was thi nki ng of Rupert Roban. He
di sm ssed that nanme from m nd. Roban, a known crimnal, who resenbled Ri gby's
portrait of the supposed Legrec, was a man that the | aw coul d seek

I nstead of Roban's nane, The Shadow wote another; one that he had
previously inscribed. The nanme of a man who had not even been nentioned in
connection with this case.

"Thomas Margal e. "

The bluish light clicked off. Darkness marked the begi nning of The
Shadow s own investigation. To | earn the purposes of Legrec, The Shadow chose
to sol ve the unknown factor.

That factor was Thomas Margal e.

CHAPTER XI I |
THE BLIND TRAI L

UPON | eaving his sanctum The Shadow went directly to the nei ghborhood of
Margal e' s mansi on. The hour was | ate; the huge mansion | oomed dark beyond the



wal | that surrounded it.

Cad in black, The Shadow forned a gliding, evanescent shape, as he
skirted that outer wall. The shelter offered perfect opportunities for
conceal nent. There wasn't a chance that watching eyes fromw thin the house
coul d spy The Shadow.

Nevert hel ess, The Shadow avoi ded direct entry to the grounds. The side
gate, like the front one, was obviously one of the spots that woul d be under
observation. The easiest nmethod of access, from The Shadow s standpoi nt, was
to
scale the wall itself.

The Shadow managed that with upward glide. For a few seconds, he took on
t he senbl ance of a human beetl e, as he found crevices for fingers and toes.
Then his gl oved hands gripped the wall-top, probed there nonentarily. Finally,
The Shadow rolled flat upon the | edge itself.

Hi s new | ocation gave himan admirable view of the mansion, as well as a
prospect of the surrounding streets. Crawing along the wall, The Shadow
remai ned in blackness, stretching flat at places where an ordinary creeper
m ght have been noted fromthe house.

Al the while, he was taking in the details of the mansion: its big
wi ndows and form dabl e doors. Yet, in those intervals when he paused to view
the street, his brief glances were sufficient to tell himthat no lurkers were
about .

The Shadow s ears were al so keen. Catching the distant pound of
f oot st eps,

The Shadow waited, watching a corner of the wall. A bulky man canme into sight;
he was clad in blue uniform The arrival was the patrol man who regularly
covered this beat.

Pacing slowy past, the officer |ooked upward toward the wall edge.
Though
this was part of his regular procedure, he was not lax in its performance. The
patrol man's eyes were sharp enough to spot any ordinary lurker flattened on
that wall. It was The Shadow s uncanny ability to merge with bl ackness that
enabl ed himto remai n undet ect ed.

The officer continued along his beat.

Agai n The Shadow was in notion, timng his progress to the fade of the
patrol man's footsteps. Then, again he flattened. The sound that he heard this
time was al nost indistinguishable, yet The Shadow sensed it; not only that, he
knew what to expect.

THE SHADOW was wat ching that wall corner, expecting new figures to cone
around it. He was not disappointed. Cose to the shelter of the wall, two
sweater-clad nmen crept into sight. They stopped on the sidewal k, just bel ow
The
Shadow.

"Hold it," gruffed one, his voice well nuffled, "until we |anp the
har ness
bul I'!"

The reference to the patrol man brought a suppressed guffaw fromthe other
hoodl um

"Hi n?" demanded the fellow. "He's clear around the next corner! W ain't
runnin' no risk. All we gotta do is case the place and make sure nobody el se
ain't near here."

"Who el se woul d be around?"

"How do | know?" Again, a chortle sounded. Then: "The Shadow, maybe."

That reference didn't please the thug who heard it. He said so with a
grow, remarking that wi se guys weren't smart when they ki dded about The
Shadow. Perhaps his conpani on was sonewhat convi nced, for he suggested that
t hey nmove al ong.

The hoodl ums hadn't gone nore than a dozen paces, before sonething



pl opped
in the gl oombehind them That |anding, however, was noiseless - the sort that

only The Shadow coul d perform
From then on, the skul king nmen were followed by a spectral shape that

t hey
didn't know was near. Close to the wall, The Shadow was stal king the very nen
who had cone to | ook for lurkers

There was no question that this pair served Legrec; but, l|like others who
wor ked for the master crook, they wouldn't know facts concerning him However,
The Shadow recogni zed that they might offer a worthwhile trail.

This was smart business on Legrec's part, having outside watchers on the
job, instead of utilizing spy measures fromwi thin the house itself. These
hoodl unms, if accosted, would not be connected with events inside the Margal e
mansi on.

Fi ni shing their patrol, the thugs headed for an avenue and cane to a
smal |
[ unch roomthat was open all night.

Fol I owi ng at a consi derabl e di stance, The Shadow had no opportunity to
observe their faces. Reaching the lunch room only one nan entered; the other
remai ned near a darkened wall, on watch.

That again prevented The Shadow fromidentifying them but he was very
cl ose when the first thug came out fromthe |unch room

"I made the phone call,"” the fellowtold his conpanion. "It's all OK.,
except there's a place where we've got to stop off."

"What for?" demanded the other

"You'll find out," was the reply. "It ain't far, though, so let's hoof

THE pair noved eastward. They canme to a dingy nei ghborhood. The first
t hug
pi cked out a house nunber; the place | ooked enpty, but the door proved to be
unl ocked. The pair entered.

They had hardly reached an inside stairway, |eading upward, before the
out er door opened again, without their knowl edge. This tinme, it was The Shadow
who entered.

Trailing the thugs, The Shadow heard the hol | ow echoes of their nuffled
footsteps: proof in itself that the house was enpty. Finally, the crooks
reached the third floor and entered a room

Li steni ng outsi de the door, The Shadow soon sensed a definite silence.

That was when he eased the door inward, to make his own entry in the
pi tch-bl ack gl oom A nonment |ater, The Shadow s flashlight cleaved the
bl ackness.

The room was enpty, as he had suddenly supposed, and The Shadow saw t he
reason. There was a door on the far side, filling a crude entry that had been
cut through to the next house.

The thugs had used that route, and they had barred the door behind them
The Shadow | earned that when he tried the door itself.

The flashlight showed that the room contained a broken-down cot, a few
chairs, and other itens of furniture. There was a small trunk in one corner
before exam ning it, The Shadow went to the w ndows.

They were shaded with battered blinds. Extinguishing his flashlight, The
Shadow pushed a runpled blind aside and | ooked out to a rear fire escape. He
noted that the wi ndow was closed and nailed tight shut, but it wouldn't be
difficult to jimy it in a hurry.

Satisfied that there would be no intrusion fromthe fire escape, The
Shadow went to exanmine the trunk. He had to pry it open, but he had the
necessary tools and kept the process nuffl ed.

The nonent that he raised the trunk Iid, The Shadow knew what this place
was. The trunk tray contained a fewold letters, addressed in scrawmy witing



to Mort Fadler. This was a hide-out that the dead trigger-man had kept for
enmer gency pur poses.

HARD upon that discovery, The Shadow stiffened, his only nmotion the flick
of his thunb to extinguish the flashlight. A new sound had reached him one
that came with no advance notice. In busying hinself with opening the trunk
The Shadow had failed to hear an intruder's approach

The present sound was the slight squeak of hinges fromthe very door that
The Shadow had ent er ed.

I nst ant aneousl y, The Shadow recogni zed the full ness of Legrec's schene.
Though the pair of hoodluns didn't know it, they had been sent on very special
duty to-night. Their real purpose had not been an inspection tour

They had been sent by Legrec to lure The Shadow, if he happened to be
wat chi ng Margal e' s mansi on

The t hugs had managed that duty. They had brought The Shadow al ong a
bl i nd
trail. By bolting the other door, as ordered, they had automatically changed
t he
old hide-out into a trap.

The Shadow had fallen for the subtle snare designed by Legrec. Between
The
Shadow and the one door that offered an i medi ate path of departure, was a
hi dden chal | enger.

The total darkness served the other man as well as it did The Shadow. The
end of this blind trail prom sed blind battl el

CHAPTER XI 'V
THE SHADOW S HUNCH

LEGREC!

The nane flashed instantly to The Shadow s brain, so clearly that it
seened a spoken word. There was good reason for The Shadow to receive such a
vivid inpression of that nane.

This was the sort of snare that Legrec would visit in person. It was a
pl ace where; with one well-delivered bullet, he could forever rid hinself of
t he menace known as The Shadow.

Identifying the man at the doorway as Legrec, The Shadow saw the
advant age
that the chall enger held.

It was inpossible for The Shadow exactly to | ocate his opponent. On the
contrary, there was every reason for Legrec to suppose that The Shadow woul d
be
cl ose by the trunk

Once a duel in the dark began, Legrec would hold the odds. But there was
still a way whereby The Shadow might forestall that duel until conditions were
nore nearly equal

Cool ly, he calcul ated the thoughts that Legrec would hold. The crook
couldn't be positive that The Shadow was at the trunk, unless he heard sone
betrayi ng sound.

Sil ence woul d therefore make Legrec guess; and the longer it persisted,
the better. For Legrec would begin to reason that The Shadow was not beside
t he
trunk. He would credit The Shadow with an unrestrai ned desire to get away from
t hat danger spot.

Hearing nothing, Legrec would eventually decide that he had chosen the
wrong nonment for entry.

It was certain that Legrec would regard hinsel f capable of detecting a



sound on this occasion. This roomwas small; in its cranped space, Legrec
woul d

be able to hear noises of a sort that he had failed to discern at Keever's
apartnent.

It was a case where conditions were reversed, bringing themto Legrec's
advant age. But The Shadow, despite death's imr nence, was doing his best to
out guess Legrec.

There was a creak of a floor board. The Shadow s tactics were bringing a
reward. Hi s opponent was on the nove, coning toward the corner where the trunk
was | ocat ed.

That was The Shadow s chance to shift. He did not take it. Footsteps,
vague in their approach, mght be Legrec's nethod of luring The Shadow into
maki ng a reveal i ng sound.

The footsteps, however, did not halt, as The Shadow | ogi cal |l y expected.

I nstead, they were creeping closer, alnbst to a point where The Shadow coul d
accurately locate them

That was when The Shadow gai ned a sudden hunch

Silently, he slid a drawn automatic beneath his cloak. Slowly extending
his arms, he waited. H s adversary was near, |ow drawn breathing furnished a
gi ve-away that footsteps had not reveal ed. The Shadow was ready for a spring.

Despite the fact that he knew a gun rnust be ainmed straight toward him
that a quick trigger finger was ready for a rapid tug, The Shadow had
willingly
pl aced away his own gun

H s hunch had suggested possible circunstances, wherein a silent thrust
woul d be preferable to shots in the dark

A squeak fromthe floor. Fromthe way it stilled, The Shadow knew that it
meant a final step. A gun was probing through the darkness, ready to press
agai nst The Shadow s ribs, when once its rmuzzle found him

But The Shadow was shifting without noving his feet. He was close to the
floor itself.

LI KE an arrow, The Shadow drove. Hi s gl oved hands hooked a pair of hips,
taking themwith a clutch Iike that of grappling irons.

At that instant, a revolver spoke, its roar sounding like a cannon
directly in The Shadow s ear

Wth the roar cane a tongue of flame that seared the brimof The Shadow s
flat. Head shifted to the right, The Shadow had all owed for that shot, which
hi s adversary had considered to be a point-blank stab

An instant |ater, The Shadow was hoi sting upward, flinging his opponent
over his shoul der. Headlong, a figure hit the raised Iid of the trunk
carrying
it backward with a crash. There was the thud of a revolver striking the wall.

Wth whippet speed, The Shadow twi sted, poundi ng upon the sprawl ed man.
One hand on the fellow s throat, The Shadow flicked his flashlight with the
ot her.

The Shadow s hunch was right. The attacker was not Gautier Legrec. That
was sonething that his own notions had betrayed. Neverthel ess, The Shadow was
gri pped by one of the nost startling surprises in all his |long career

The hal f-stunned nman upon the floor was | nspector Joe Cardona!

W SELY had The Shadow refrained fromshooting it out with an unknown
assailant. That was a policy that he had | ong since adopted. In this case,
convi nced though he was that the foeman must be one of Legrec's tools, The
Shadow had foll owed his regular procedure. As a reward, he had won a triunph
over Gautier Legrec.

Sonehow, the master crook had guessed that Joe Cardona would find Mrt
Fadl er's hide-out. Therewith, Legrec had seen an opportunity to throw the ace



i nspector into conflict with The Shadow. Staying out of the affair hinself,
Legrec had nothing to | ose but rmuch to gain. He had hoped to rid hinself of at
| east one investigator who night |ater harass him

There wasn't time for The Shadow to consider nore details. Footsteps were
hamrering the stairs, indicating that Cardona had brought a squad along with
him but had first cone up to make a | one inspection of the prem ses.

Cardona' s gunshot had served as the sumons. Expl anations woul dn't help
i f
detectives found their |eader groggy, w th The Shadow hovering about him They
woul d open battle with The Shadow before Cardona woul d be able to halt them

Springing across the room The Shadow reached the wi ndows. Using the sane
jimry that he had enployed with the trunk, he ripped open one w ndow, then the
other. Rolling through the second wi ndow, he closed both sashes fromthe fire
escape.

There wasn't tinme to get bel ow. The Shadow swung over the edge of the
metal platform took a grip beneath it. Thanks to the open slats, he found a
perfect security. H's fingers clutched through at one end of the platform his
toes pressed between at the other end.

THE police squad reached the room Lights appeared; detectives were
draggi ng Cardona to his feet. Joe wasn't quite able to tell what had happened,
but the detectives saw the wi ndows and yanked t hem open.

Wsely, The Shadow had taken time to jimy both wi ndows. The fact that
both were | oose nade the detectives overl ook the nails that had previously
hel d
them One wi ndow tight, the other |oose, would have been a telltale situation.

As it was, the headquarters men were satisfied when they flicked
flashlights down the steps of the fire escape. Others sent up beans from
bel ow,
but the few on the ground coul dn't distinguish The Shadow s outline at that
hei ght, any nore than the nen at the wi ndow could spot himthrough the slats
of
the platform

The detectives in the room decided to snash the bolted door that led into
t he next house. Recuperating fromhis groggy condition, Cardona directed the
work. He took it for granted that his recent opponent had used that route.

MEANVWHI LE, The Shadow squeezed out from beneath the platformand nmade a
silent descent of the fire escape. Detectives were absent when he reached the
bottom He supposed that they had gone indoors. Therein, The Shadow was
m st aken.

Reachi ng the next street, he came suddenly upon two detectives. Vi pping
fromsight, he noved rapidly toward the street, disregarding a |ighted
secti on,
because it was past a parked car. At that instant, The Shadow spotted the
noti on
of a car across the street.

As The Shadow di ved back, guns roared. In that car were the two hoodl uns
who had lured himalong the trail. They were just starting their own getaway,
when they spied The Shadow. Their attenpt to drop hi mhad been a foolish
effort.

From hi s new position, The Shadow had an excellent chance to clip the
t hugs as they wheel ed past. All that saved them was the sudden arrival of the
detectives. As luck had it, the dicks chose The Shadow s own | ocation as a
pl ace fromwhich to fire.

Rat her than run into conplications, The Shadow whi sked al ong the curb,
dr oppi ng besi de another parked car. He was | eaving the battle to the
headquarters nen, who didn't even see him go.



But in their hurry, the detectives were usel ess as marksnen. Their shots
whi zzed wi de of the swift-nmoving car, for already its occupants realized that
they had failed in their hasty thrust agai nst The Shadow.

By the time the detectives had chased the fleeing car past the next
corner, The Shadow was on his way in the opposite direction. As he reached
enshroudi ng bl ackness, his hidden |ips phrased a grimlow | augh

The | aw had gai ned nothing fromthis | atest episode. Joe Cardona woul d
di scount the fray at Mort's hide-out, figuring he had met up with sone pal of
the dead trigger-man. In turn, The Shadow had made no progress with his
i nvestigation of affairs at the Margal e mansi on

That matter, however, was one that he could nanage on the norrow, but
from
a different starting point. The Shadow did not intend to resume investigation
fromthe outside.

I nstead, he was planning a new nmeasure to of fset Legrec; one whereby The
Shadow coul d gain facts fromw thin the house itself.

CHAPTER XV
HARRY SEEKS TROUBLE

AT dusk, the next evening, El eanor Margale heard a rap at the door of her
second floor room A servant was summoni ng her downstairs with the word that
her uncle w shed to see her

The servant took the back way to the kitchen. Eleanor went down the front
stairs, to get another surprise.

Nor dham was standi ng there. That was | ogical enough, for he was the only
one of all the servants who had recently been allowed in the front hallway.
But
Nor dham was not di sengaged. |nstead, he was close to the front door, peering
t hrough the panes of a tiny wi ndow at one side of it.

El eanor approached. Nordham heard her; turned with a start.

"What is the trouble?" undertoned the girl.

Nor dham gest ured nervously toward the little w ndow.

"The house is watched," he whispered. "I"'msure of it, Mss Margale!"

"But why?"

"Because of the young man who canme this afternoon.”

"What young man?"

El eanor was utterly perplexed. Nordham expl ai ned. The young man's nane
was
Harry Vincent. Wiy he had come here, was a nystery. At present, he was with
Thomas Margal e, in the study.

"That's why your uncle wanted you," Nordhamtold Eleanor. "Since there is
a guest, he intends to dine in the dining room and he expects you, also, Mss
Margal e. To help entertain M. Vincent."

El eanor was relieved. She had expected sonme aftermath regardi ng her
adventure of a few nights ago. As yet, her uncle had not quizzed her on that
subj ect.

A voice cane fromthe study. It was querul ous; Thomas Margal e was
demandi ng to know how soon di nner woul d be ready. Nordham went to the kitchen
whil e El eanor turned to face her uncle.

The girl's relief increased at sight of Harry Vincent.

For a long while, Eleanor had worried over the problemof her uncle's
visitors. She had al ways doubted that they would be the sort of persons that
she woul d care to nmeet. Harry, however, was a pleasant surprise

He was a cl ean-cut young man, |ikable at first sight. Even though his
pur pose here was unexpl ai ned, El eanor was glad that he had cone.



THEY dined in a big, rmusty dining room Thomas Margale left the task of
entertaining Harry to his niece. Wiile they chatted, he kept up a steady
gl ower, that El eanor noted. It was plain that Margal e was not pl eased by
Harry's presence.

The crab-faced nmillionaire began to take it out on Nordham who was
serving the dinner. Nothing was to Margale's |iking. He becane al nbst viol ent
over the matter of the salad dressing.

In fact, Margale's actions so disturbed El eanor that she forgot all about
Harry. Her uncle had half risen fromthe table; was shaking his fist at
Nor dham El eanor was about to intervene, when the argunent ended. An instant
| ater, she had remenbered that Harry was present.

The reason was sonething that flipped the table beside her and took a
short bounce into her lap. It was a wadded note. El eanor gave a quick | ook at
Harry; then nodded. She kept that nmessage for |ater inspection

It was after dinner, when her uncle and the visitor had gone into the
study, that Eleanor found a chance to read the note. Its wording was terse:

Must see you privately. Be in the library. Make sure no one
can over hear us.
V.

That was a tall order, considering her uncle's present nood. El eanor
doubted that the interview could be conducted wi thout interference. Then she
t hought of Nordham The servant had proven a real ally, in the past. This was
a
chance to use hi m again.

Fi ndi ng Nordham El eanor showed himthe note. It made the servant shake
hi s head.

"The library would be inpossible, Mss Mrgale,'
m ght decide to go in there at any tine."

"But M. Vincent is dependi ng upon ne -

"To neet himin the library,"” nodded Nordham "But you nust talk with him
el sewhere. | woul d suggest the little snoking roomjust behind the library."

El eanor sniled. The suggestion was a good one. The snoking room had two
doors: one fromthe library, the other fromthe little-used passage that |ed
to
t he side door of the house. They would have to enter fromthe library, for the
passage door was al ways | ocked. El eanor nentioned that to Nordham

he said. "Your uncle

"Quite so, Mss Margale," said the servant. "I shall remain in the
library, arranging the books. If your uncle cones, | can warn you."
"CGood," agreed Eleanor. "I'll depend on you, Nordham"

MEANVHI LE, matters were progressing in Margale's study. Secluded with the
crabby millionaire, Harry had resuned a conversation that he had started
before
di nner.

As an agent of The Shadow, Harry was here with the definite purpose of
finding out unusual facts that m ght concern Thomas Margal e. He had a perfect
snoke-screen for that task. The Shadow had provided Harry with a legitimate
purpose for the visit.

The Shadow had | earned that Margal e was the adm nistrator of a
fifty-thousand-dollar trust fund that belonged to El eanor. That sum was too
small to figure in any twi sted schenes that night concern Margal e at present.
But it was the very wedge that The Shadow had needed.

There were ot her trustees besides Margale. They had not heard fromthe
mllionaire for nonths. Through a prom nent physician, The Shadow had stirred
those trustees with an inquiry regarding Margal e's nmental condition

Li ke others who knew Margal e, the trustees had heard runors about
Mar gal e.



They had disnissed themas idle talk, until the physician questioned them
Ther eupon, they had agreed that some one should visit Margale. Harry had been
i ntroduced as an excellent nan for the job.

VWhat ever Margal e's actual condition, he was shrewd enough to see what |ay
behind Harry's visit, especially when Harry repeated that he had cone at the
request of Eleanor's trustees. The matter reached a showdown.

"They think I'mcrazy, do they?" sneered Margal e, from behind his desk.
H s eyes gleaned fiercely, as nuch like a vulture's as his profile. "What
woul d
they say, M. Vincent, if | told themthat the trust fund had shown a ten per
cent increase since |ast year?"

"They woul d be pl eased, M. Mrgale," assured Harry. "You understand,
this
is not an inquiry -"

Margal e ended the statement with a fierce gesture. He turned toward a
bul ky safe; then swung about again. Fromthe desk, he produced a netal box.

Soon, Margale had spread the contents on the desk. Here were the stocks
that made up the trust fund; with them tabulated figures. Harry went over
t hem
in detail. Margale was right; Eleanor's fund was in order and had shown the
stated increase.

Politely, Harry arose with a thank you. He was turning toward the door
when Margal e stopped him

"Tell them sonmething else,” stormed the mllionaire. "Tell themthat you
found out nothing about nmy affairs! | saw your face, Vincent, when | turned
back fromthe safe. You wanted to see what was in there, didn't you?" Ugly
shrewdness was on Margale's lips. "And you didn't manage it.

"You're not the first who has tried that game, Vincent. Perhaps" -

Margal e's eyes fastened on Harry's with a beady stare - "perhaps you' ve been
prying into the affairs of others beside myself."

Harry shook his head. Margale's lips twitched, as though the mllionaire
doubt ed his own suspi ci ons.

"Certain things have happened recently," rem nded Margale, narrowmy -
"certain things that were unfortunate - let us say coincidental - regarding
certain persons.”

Harry knew t he persons meant: Bal cray, Lysand and Keever. He was prepared
for sone significant remark concerning those three; and The Shadow s orders
were to draw Margal e along that path. Harry handled it well.

"I'f you mean the trustees of Mss Margale's estate,” he said, innocently,
"I can assure you that they are nerely worried."

"Those sinpletons?" Margale tilted his head for a deep-gargled | augh
"Bah! | never think of them except when they rem nd me of their presence. |
refer to others!”

MARGALE halted. Harry's gaze was bl ank. Twitching |ips conpressed,
Mar gal e
arose from his desk and crouched over his big cane, as he pressed a buzzer
Nor dham appeared. Crisply, Margale instructed the servant:
"M. Vincent is |leaving. Perhaps he may wi sh to speak with my niece. If
so, he may be pernitted." Margale swung to Harry. "Perhaps you may care to
cal

agai n.

"You will be welcone, M. Vincent. Very welcone! In fact" - Margale's
tone
took on a bitterness - "another visit would be pleasant. | mght induce you to

state the nanes of those persons whose affairs actually interest you!"

Mar gal e' s whol e face was abl aze. He was standing without the aid of his
cane; apparently, he did not realize it, until Nordham spoke in alarm
Real i zi ng his own position, Margale let his knees give way. Nordham caught



hi m
hel ped himinto a chair.

"My nedicine" - Margale was panting - "ny nedicine, Nordhami No, no, not
those pills! The tonic that |I brought from France!"

"But you said, sir -"

"I said nothing!" Margal e was huddl ed, pitifully, his eyes w de and
staring. "Bring that bottle, Nordham™"

The servant brought a bottle froma small cabinet; he poured out a
m | ki sh
liquid into a cordial glass. Margale swallowed the tonic with one gulp. He
sank
back into his chair.

Nor dham conducted Harry toward the door. Wen they were al nost there,
Margal e called. H s voice was weary; it had a surprising nildness.

"Good evening, M. Vincent," were his words. "l trust that you will
par don
any undue remarks that | have made. | amnot nyself; | amactually an ill nan.
"But this trust fund" - he gestured toward the box - "is in the best of
condition. Like my own affairs" - a satisfied snile came on the tired lips -

"it prospers. Remenber that, Vincent."

Nor dham was hol di ng the door open; his face was toward Harry. The visitor
saw a notion of the servant's |ips, caught their undertone:

"See M ss Eleanor, sir. Before he changes his nmind -"

The advi ce was good. Harry stepped fromthe study. The door closed behi nd
him for Nordham was hunoring Margale further. Wth the closing of that door
came sil ence.

Harry was alone in the big front hall, his interview with Thomas Margal e
finished. He was ready for the rest of his mission: a talk with El eanor

Wth all his nerve, Harry could not repress a long breath of relief. He
felt that the dangerous part of his task had been fini shed.

Therein, Harry Vincent was m staken. The nenace within this gl oony
mansi on
was deeper than he supposed.

The Shadow had sent Harry here to seek out trouble. Harry was to find it.

CHAPTER XVI
THE VAN SHED GUEST

| NSTEAD of crossing the big front hall, Harry Vincent went toward the
outer door. Beside the little w ndow from whi ch Nordham had previ ously peered,
Harry produced a flashlight. He blinked it through the pane.

Harry was flashing news to an outside watcher, stating that all had gone
wel | . Moreover, he was adding the nunber of mnutes that he intended to
remai n:

a quarter-hour in all

This was one of The Shadow s precautions, having contact ready. But Harry
was convinced that it would no | onger be needed; therefore, it was better that
t he outside nman should report to The Shadow.

Harry based his opinion on the fact that he had cut short Margale's quiz.
Matters, as Harry saw them had not gone beyond the safety limt. That was why
Harry was using a privilege that The Shadow al ways granted his agents: that of
relying on their own judgnent.

Qccasional Iy, such judgnent erred; but not often, with a man like Harry.
To-ni ght, however, Harry's guesses were very, very wide. He had hit a bad snag
without realizing it.

Entering the library, Harry found El eanor waiting there. The girl had
j ust
greeted himw th a whisper, when they heard the door of Margal e's study open



El eanor pointed quickly to the open door of the little snoking room Harry
told
her to wait.

"Your uncle gave me permssion for this interview," he told El eanor. "W
can wait and see what happens."

Nor dham appeared. The servant tiptoed to the spot where Harry and El eanor
st ood.

"He's likely to change again, sir," Nordhamtold Harry. "I managed to
stop
that tantrumof his - but | know M. Margale. He'll rage again, soon."

"He will," agreed El eanor, soberly. "Tell ne, Nordham do you think he
wi |l become angry if he believes that M. Vincent is still here?"

"I't's best to take no chances."

Nor dham s words were serious. They brought pronpt decision. Eleanor
noti oned Harry into the snoking room while Nordham nodded at her orders. The
girl was telling the servant to keep close watch on her uncle; to informthem
imediately if his wild nood returned.

IN the snoking room with the door tight closed, Eleanor asked Harry:

"What can | tell you, M. Vincent?"

The tone carried trust. It told that Eleanor felt she could rely upon
this
outside friend. Harry wasted no tine.

"Tell me everything that concerns your uncle,” he replied. "Who his
friends are, what they are, and, particularly, any matters that have directly
concerned you. "

There was significance in the final words. Eleanor caught it. She knew
that Harry was testing her, by a subtle reference to her adventure in the
house
on Twentieth Street. Intuitively, the girl divined that Harry nmust have cone
from the bl ack-cl oaked rescuer who had saved her life.

"I know not hi ng about my uncle's friends," Eleanor adnmitted, ruefully,
"except that certain visitors came here frequently, until about a week ago. My
uncl e was al ways nysterious regarding them | never saw them nor did
Nor dham "

"And then -"

Harry inserted the words; but not as a question. Eleanor understood. She
poured the whole story of the episode that had taken her to Roban's, with al
t hat had happened afterward. Wen she finished, she awaited questions. Harry
put sone.

"The voice over the tel ephone," asked Harry - "you are sure that you had
never heard it before?"
"Never!" replied Eleanor. "I am positive."

"And the paper in the drawer of the tel ephone table. You say it was in
your uncle's handwriting?"

"I think so. It |ooked like his."

"You have exam ned the paper since?"

El eanor shook her head. Her expression was troubl ed.

"No," she replied, "because it was gone after | returned that night."

Harry considered. He recalled an inportant question that The Shadow
want ed

answer ed.

"How were you found so pronptly?" he asked. "The cab had, of course, cone
for you."

"Yes," nodded El eanor. "Nordham brought it. The driver of his cab had

heard me give the destination to my driver."

"But your uncle gave Nordham no instructions?"

"Only to bring ne back here. | was still in the house and heard the
order.



When Nordhamtold me the same thing, later, | knew that he spoke the truth."

The fact inpressed Harry. He was here to learn if any one in the
househol d
- specifically, a person |like Nordham- was in Margale's confidence. Eleanor's
statement proved definitely that Margal e was not using Nordham as a secret aid
in any of his hidden transactions.

Harry's concl usion was that Margal e had known El eanor's destination, and
had been in a bad dilemma. He certainly would not have wanted her to go to
Roban's; and he could not risk sendi ng Nordham t here.

That |eft one logical inference. Knowi ng that Eleanor had been gone only
a
few m nutes, Margal e had hoped that Nordham woul d overtake her before she
traveled far.

HARRY was gropi ng for another question, when a cautious rap sounded
agai nst the door fromthe library.

It was Nordham his face was worried.

"I"ve been in and out of the study, Mss Margale," informed the servant.
"I just suspected that your uncle has been using the tel ephone. Sonething has
cone over him He's very suspicious. Asking to see you."

"Where is he now?"

"Pacing the study, as if he were conming out here any nonent. He'll soon
want to talk to you."

El eanor decided that she would see her uncle inmmediately. It offered a
chance to learn nore facts for Harry. He nodded, when El eanor suggested that
he
remain in the snoki ng room

"Nordham can go into the study with ne," said Eleanor. "If wise; | can
signal for himto |leave. He can then tell you whether it is best to stay or
go."

El eanor left with Nordham Harry remained in the smoking room wth the
door slightly ajar. He listened, as he glanced at his watch. His fifteen
m nutes were two-thirds gone.

Though Harry strained, he could hear nothing. Sounds were absent fromthe
front of the mansion. Sonmehow, the hush was maddeni ng, particularly when Harry
i magi ned peculiar, indefinite noises that had no exact |ocation

A distant scrape; sounds that resenbled a peculiar creep - they couldn't
cone fromthe study, for its door was closed. Wre they upstairs somewhere?
Were other servants, practically unnentioned by El eanor, persons who needed to
be wat ched?

A peculiar - oppressiveness seized Harry. He closed the door; turned
about
to pace the silence of the snoking room Gddly, those sounds becane nore
apparent as he turned. Before that fact had drilled his wits, Harry had a
vi si bl e expl anati on.

Wth a quick intake of his breath, he sped his hand to his hip, hoping to
draw an automatic. The nove was hopel essly | ate.

A trio of masked nmen swooped upon Harry, so suddenly that they m ght have
cone from nowhere. They had his gun hand pinned in back of hin they were
choki ng himas he struggl ed.

Hi s eyes bulging, Harry saw the answer to their arrival.

They had come through the back door of the snoking room The scraping
noi se had been the turning of the door's |ock. The creepings, seem ngly
di stant, had been their sneak behind Harry's very back

That understandi ng was Harry's |l ast inpression, except for a wave of
bl acki sh spots that came when an inplement thudded the back of his head. A few
seconds | ater, The Shadow s agent was a linp prisoner in the hands of his
captors.

The masked men shoul dered Harry out through the door. They | ocked it



behi nd them There was a slight thud beyond, as the side door of the house
went
shut .

THE departure was a tinely one. Two nminutes |ater, Eleanor Margal e opened
the door fromthe library. Thinking that Harry was still in the snoking room
she whi spered:

"I't's all right - ny uncle has cal ned. Nordhamis with him-"

El eanor stopped, puzzled by the silence. She stared all about the room
Her |ips trenbled; she couldn't believe that Harry could have | ost his nerve
and gone without word. Suddenly, the girl spied an object beneath a chair.

A nmoment | ater, she was holding the automatic that Harry had failed to
pull. It had slipped fromhis grasping hand, to | eave his pocket during the
struggle. Hurried captors had overl ooked the gun

Gimy, Eleanor turned toward the library. Fromthe determ nati on on her
face, her purpose was plain. She was going to the study, to demand an
expl anati on from her uncl e.

El eanor had no doubt regarding the evidence that she had found. It told
of
the foul play that had cone to Harry. But it was nore than a clue, that gun
I't
was sonething that she could use as a threat of her own.

In the doorway, Eleanor hesitated. Like Harry, she thought that she had
heard sounds. She recogni zed their source nore swiftly: that rear door from
t he
passage!

El eanor turned, aimng the automatic, her finger on the trigger. A
driving
figure | aunched upon her; a hand took the gun in one swift clutch. The weapon
was literally plucked from El eanor's hand; before she could scream she was
hal f smothered in a suppressing grasp

Cloth fol ds bagged El eanor's head. Choking, she heard the library door go
shut. Pressure rel axed; Eleanor stared into burning eyes. Panting, wondering,
she recogni zed the intruder who had stopped her effort at gunfire.

El eanor's captor was The Shadow

H DDEN | i ps spoke reassurance. Wth the first words, El eanor realized
t hat
The Shadow knew about Harry's visit; that he, too, was concerned over the
young
man' s di sappear ance.

Eagerly, Eleanor repeated all that she had told before, finishing with
t he
| ast few minutes, wherein she had visited the study.

The Shadow had a new question. It concerned Thomas Margal e.

"Nor dham brought word that your uncle asked to see you," he remninded.
"Just what did your uncle have to say?"

"Not hing inportant,"” replied El eanor. Then, indignantly: "It was a sham -
to bring ne in there, with Nordham M uncle was seated at his desk, in one of
his gl um noods. He sneered, as he often does, when he asked nme what | wanted."

"And you told hint

"That | understood he wanted to talk with me. He decided that he did. He
asked why | was not satisfied with his nanagenment of my affairs. Wen | gave
no
answer, he nmuttered to hinself, until he seened to tire. He seened half asleep
when | left the study."

There was silence; then The Shadow s tone:

"Say nothing to your uncle. Tell Nordhamthat Vincent nust have left. By



forgetting all that has happened - for the present, at least - you will be in

no danger."
The Shadow pointed toward the library door. El eanor nodded. Though the
i nstructions puzzled her, she was willing to obey. As she entered the library,

she heard a whi spered | augh; it faded vaguely.

That strange nmirth was prophetic. It gave El eanor full confidence. She
turned, to speak a last word to The Shadow. Her eyes showed bew | dernent. The
cl oaked visitant had al ready departed.

Only the whispered tone of The Shadow seenmed to linger in that room where
dimfloor |anps gl owed.

Anot her visitor to the Margal e mansi on had vani shed into the outer night.

CHAPTER XVI |
THE MADDENED MESSAGE

SCANT mi nutes had passed between the tine of Harry's capture and The
Shadow s arrival at the mansion; but that period had been | ong enough for the
rai ders to manage a qui ck get-away.

Sunmoned to Margale's to renove a man who had begun to | earn too much,

t he
snat chers had apparently worked in accordance with a cl ockwork plan

Harry realized that, hinmself, when he regained a brief spell of
consci ousness. He sensed notion; decided that he was riding inside a truck
About him he could hear the mutters of his captors; occasionally, a
fl ashl i ght
gl i mrer ed.

One light flickered toward Harry's face. He shut his eyes, faking a
stupor. Chances were that if his captors knew he had cone to life, they would
favor himwi th anot her knock-out bl ow

Any attenpt at escape was hopel ess, for the present. Harry's arms and
| egs
wer e bound; the chafing cords were too tight to be slipped. Shifting his
shoul ders a trifle, Harry managed to prop his aching head in a spot where it
t hunped | ess. That was the extent of his effort.

The truck canme to a stop. Men hauled Harry to a darkened street; shoved
himinto a touring car. Pushed to the floor by the rear seat, Harry could do
not hi ng nore than count the turns that the car made at corners, particularly
because a griny lap robe was stretched across his head and shoul ders.

That car m ght have been anywhere on Manhattan |sland, when it stopped.
The chance had arrived, though, for Harry to take bearings and | ocate where he
was. So Harry thought; but his captors had different ideas.

As they hauled himup fromthe floor, one man held a flashlight in
Harry's
eyes; anot her shoved a hard fist against the prisoner's jaw

It was blotto, again, for Harry.

The punch could not have left himgroggy for many mnutes; but it was
| ong
enough for Harry to lose all track of where the carriers took him Wen he
agai n
noted his surroundings, he was lying on an old couch, in a dimy lighted room

There was considerable furniture about; all the chairs were adorned with
dust covers. The place |ooked like a storeroom and the effect was ghostly.
What light there was trickled froma transom to show the shrouded furniture
in
out | andi sh shapes.

From somewhere, Harry could hear the nurnur of street traffic; but it
sounded very different. Half groggy, he arose fromthe couch and tried to find
a wi ndow. A breeze guided himtoward one wall; there, he encountered a



Veneti an
bl i nd.

The slats of the blind were closed, but the w ndow beyond them was open
Faint lines of |ight showed between the slats, and Harry pried the blind with
his fingers, thinking that he could force a gap. He failed, and the reason
astoni shed him

The blind was nade of steel. Those slats were as strong a barrier as iron
bar s!

VWile Harry | eaned against the wall beside the wi ndow, he heard the
turning of a key. Light flooded fromthe hallway, when the door opened. A pair
of huskies saw Harry, advanced with growl s. They shoved their prisoner through
a narrow hallway, sent himsprawling into another room

From hands and knees, Harry | ooked up to see an elderly man crouched
above
a desk that was lighted by a single |lanp. Seldomin all his experience had he
seen so evil a face.

The old man had a yell owi sh snmoot h-drawn count enance, with glittering
eyes. Above his withered features was a mass of white hair.

Harry recogni zed the fellow froma description furnished by The Shadow,
| ater, by El eanor Margale.

The man was Rupert Roban

A PLEASED cackl e issued fromRoban's lips. It was the nurderous tone that
El eanor had mentioned. Sonmething in its lingering note gave Harry an added
i mpression; but whether it was better or worse, the prisoner could not guess.

It signified sinply that Harry was one person whose |ife Roban intended
to
preserve; but the nmalice in the old man's eyes bet okened | ack of mercy. Life,
in
Roban's power, might prove far | ess desirable than death.

"Your name" - Roban's eyes took on a false friendliness, as his cackle
softened - "is Harry Vincent. Am| correct?"

There was no use denying it. Harry nodded.

"You are searching for a man naned Legrec." Roban was |eaning forward, to
watch the effect of his words. "Am | again correct?"

Harry moved his lips slowy, as though trying to pronounce a nane that he
had not understood. Roban's |augh was a scoffing one.

"Legrec," he repeated. "Gautier Legrec. Suppose" - his lips pursed w sely
- "suppose that | told you that you had found Legrec. Wuld that please you?"
"Legrec" - Harry pretended to catch the nane - "is that your nane?"

Wthery lips showed a slow snile.

"I call myself Legrec," declared Roban. "How I ong | shall choose to do
so,
i s anot her question."

Harry consi dered the statenent. Roban had deni ed that he was Legrec, the
time that El eanor had invaded his stronghold. That, however, had been at a
pl ace different fromthis one, under circunstances that Roban had not |iked.

Per haps Roban had feared that El eanor m ght escape him hence had taken
no
chances in declaring a double identity. Certainly, on that occasi on, Roban had
been ready to abandon one headquarters to seek another one. Hi s position had
| acked compl ete security.

Here, he was conplete master. Not only was his isolated stronghold
unknown; it was peopled wi th henchnen of the sort who had carried Harry
hi t her.

Still, Harry was not certain of Roban's reason for declaring hinself
Legrec, until the old man denanded:

"Who sent you where you went to-night?"

That explained it! Roban wanted Harry to betray hinmself. Mention of the



nane Legrec had been the test. Those shrewd eyes of Roban's had a searching
power that never |essened. In part, at |east, Roban had delved into Harry's
t hought s.

Cool ly, Harry explained his pretended mnission at the Margal e nansion
Roban listened in a cunning manner that was worthy of Legrec. \Wen Harry
fini shed, Roban jabbed:

"Suppose | set you free? Wiere would you go?"

"Back to nmy hotel," supplied Harry. Then, with a forced smile: "To sleep
off this nightmare."

Roban bounced to his feet, pointed bony finger across the desk.

"You lie!" he shrilled. "I can tell exactly what you would do. You would
report to The Shadow "

Harry tried to | ook puzzled. It wasn't a good effort.

"Who i s he?" denanded Roban. "The nman you call The Shadow?"

"Never heard of him" insisted Harry.

"Again you lie!" Roban spat the words. "Again, | give you an opportunity.

Wio is The Shadow?"

Sil ence seenmed the best answer. Harry used it.

"You cannot deceive Legrec," sneered Roban. "Tine will come when you will
babble all | wish to hear. You will know the power of Legrec!"

THE old man rattled his claw sh knuckles on the desk. It was a signal for
others to enter. Wth a valiant effort, Harry came to his feet, took a |unge
in
Roban' s direction

Li ke a whi ppet, the shocky-haired crook tw sted away. He whisked a
revol ver fromhis pocket, had it against Harry's ribs when a pair of rowdies
ent er ed.

"He tried to deceive Legrec," sneered the old man. "I shall show you the
treatnment that | have provided for his sort.”

VWil e the thugs held Harry, Roban produced a cone of the type used for
admi ni stering ether. He clapped it upon Harry's face and turned on a supply of
gas.

Harry whiffed an overwhel mi ng odor; he tried to struggle away. The nen
besi de himclanmped himto the fl oor.

Harry expected his senses to | eave him Instead, the room seened to
revol ve, while Roban's voice pitched higher am d the basso runbles of the
hoodl unms who gri pped Harry.

The air crackled. Voices seened to ring out a hideous chant; a nane that
t hrunmed t hrough Harry's brain:

"Legrec - Legrec - Legrec - Legrec - Legrec -

The gas cone was off. Harry saw faces that |ooked unreal. Roban's

yel | owi sh count enance was tinged with a denonish red, like the face of a
tornmenting devil. The thugs seemed tusky nonsters as they | eered.

Al objects in the roomwere distorted. The desk, the chairs, even the
wal | s appeared to swell, then dwi ndle. At nmoments, Harry huddl ed, fearing that

the ceiling woul d swoop down and crush him At other instants, it |ooked as
far
away as the sky.

Det ached phrases wafted upon Harry's ears. They were in hoarse voices,
spoken by Legrec's grinning hel pers.

"I't's knocked himloco, Legrec!"

"Li ke you said it would!"

"How long will it keep hi mgoofy?" another asked.

Those voi ces becane incoherent, but Harry could hear Roban's tone; it
seemed shrilled to a treble.

"The effect of hasish," spoke Roban. "The drug called bhang. He w Il
renenmber what Legrec wi shes himto renenber” - it seened to Harry that there
was a | ong pause; then a hideous laugh - "and no nore! Later, he will talk.



Per haps anot her treatment -
The words becane hazy, babbly. Harry felt hinself tugged fromthe room
The hal | way was under goi ng kal ei doscopi ¢ changes, twisting its shape, so that
Harry could not hold his footing. The thugs jostled himalong, gibing their
ugly laughs close to his ears.
After a journey that was mentally prolonged, Harry reached the room where
he had first been. They shoved himon the couch. Seconds seemed m nutes unti
t he door slammed. The grating of the key was a | ong-drawn wail .

HARRY' S hands funbl ed for his pockets. His fingers found an envel ope,

tore
the front fromit. Vaguely, he renenbered that it bore his address. Finding a
pencil, Harry clutched it and began to scrawl a nessage.

The words that he wote were a cipher in thenselves. They made but little
sense; except in snatches:
Prison - Leg - Roban says he - bhang - talk later - hours - loco - w ndow

Though he held the paper toward the light, Harry could not see the words
he scrawl ed. Each notion of his pencil took a huge [ abor fromhis hand; his
fingers numbed, so nuch that he could not even add his initials.

To hinmself, Harry nuttered:

"Name on envel ope have to do - got to send this. R ght away - got to,
ri ght away"

He was off the couch, reeling in slownotion fashion toward the w ndow.
Harry's forehead thunped the metal blind. He fingered the slats; sonehow, he
couldn't remenber why he had cone there, until he sensed the crinkle of the
envel ope.

Harry's fingers clawed the slats. That touch, connected with the envel ope
front, remi nded himof a mail box. He dug his finger nails deep; wedged the
sheet of paper through

"CGoi ng somewhere," muttered Harry, "It's - going - even if |I'm- not -

A last dig of the finger nails. The envel ope was through, fluttering in
the air outside the window Harry's knees caved; his fingers rattled fromthe
metal blind. A few nmonents later, Harry had fol ded on the floor

In his last monent of effort against the drug supplied by Legrec, Harry
Vi ncent had di spatched his maddened nessage to The Shadow

CHAPTER XVI | |
TWO MEN AGREE

VWHI LE schenes of Legrec were faring well, Al an Ri gby was seated norosely
in his penthouse living room On the table before himlay bulky report sheets
supplied by the police. Fromthem Rigby had gat hered nothi ng upon which to
wor k.

A tel ephone bell jangled. R gby eyed the tel ephone with worried air;
paced
to an outer door, to beckon in a plainclothes man who was standi ng by the
el evat or.

"Somebody's on the wire," inforned Rigby. "You' d better answer it. Legrec
is nervy enough to call here. If he does, I'd Iike to have sone one check his
voi ce beside nysel f."

"The phone rang?" The dick was surprised. "I didn't hear it, outside the
door. "

"There it is again." Rigby smled as the call was repeated. "Answer it,
as
| told you."

The plain-clothes man lifted the receiver, gruffed a "Hello". Hi s serious



| ook changed to a grin.

"It's fromdownstairs," he told Righy. "M. Cranston wants to see you,
t he
door man says."

"Tell himto cone up," ordered Ri gby. Then, when the dick had done so:
"Do
you know M. Cranston when you see hinP"

The pl ai n-cl ot hes nan nodded.

"Very well," decided Rigby. "Make sure it is Cranston, before you usher
himin here. M stakes can prove costly, when one is dealing with Legrec."

It was Cranston who appeared fromthe el evator. The headquarters nan
admtted the conmi ssioner's friend, then took his post outside the living room
door.

Ri gby shook hands, notioned the visitor to a chair. Scanning Cranston's
usual | y inpassive face, Ri gby comented:

"Somet hing is troubling you, old chap."

Cranst on nodded. He | ooked toward the door. Rigby smled.

"You can speak. The good ol d watchdog can't hear a thing that is said
here. But if you prefer -"

He gestured his hand toward the penthouse terrace, inviting Cranston to
acconpany hi mthere.

"Where dyston was slain?" Cranston's tone was troubled. "Surely, it is
not safe out there. Unless you have another guard posted."

"There is one," assured Righy. "But he is in the hotel next door. In the
very room in fact, fromwhich Mrt Fadler sniped poor Cyston. The terrace is
quite safe, | assure you. But | must |eave word that we have gone there."

VWHI LE Cranston was strolling out through the French wi ndow, Ri gby went to
the anteroomto talk with the nan who guarded the el evator. Returning, he
stopped in the pantry for several mnutes. \When he joined Cranston, Rigby was
carrying a tray with bottles, seltzer and ice.

Cranston was seated at the little table, his hat on a chair beside him
He
shook his head at Rigby's offer of a drink

"I"'mbadly worried," he confessed. Then, abruptly: "Tell me, Ri gby;
woul dn't this fell ow Legrec have a hi deout somewhere?"

"He certainly nmust have,"” returned Rigby, "if he is still in New York.
But
we have not been able to prove that he has remnai ned here.”

"I feel positive" - Cranston's tone was slow, but enmphatic - "that Legrec
is still about."”

Ri gby showed i mredi ate interest to hear nore

"I have cone to you," explained Cranston, "because the matter still |acks

certainty; noreover, it is somewhat personal. To put it briefly, a friend of
m ne has di sappeared.”

"You think Legrec is responsible?"

"Yes. Because, to-night, that friend - whose nane is Harry Vincent - went
to see a nman naned Thomas Margal e.”

Rigby tried to recall the name. He shook his head. It wasn't nentioned in
any of the police reports.

"Vincent chanced to call me," explained Cranston, "because he knew that |
was acquainted with Legrec's three victins: Balcray, Lysand, and Keever. | had
asked Vincent, among others, to | ook for any one who knew all three.

"Fromthe nessage that Vincent |left at the Cobalt Cub, it appears that
Thomas Margale, who is reputedly a man of much wealth, was a friend of the
three dead nen."

Ri gby' s eagerness increased, then faded.

"What sort of a chap is this Vincent?" he quizzed. "How did he |learn
t hese



facts about Margal e?"

"Vincent is reliable," assured Cranston. "The rest, | cannot state.
However, there is another inportant fact. | was to hear from Vincent by
eight-thirty. It is now nine o' clock, but there has been no word fromhim?"

Ri gby poured hinmself a drink. He paced beside the table, weighing all
t hat
Cranston had said. He remarked al oud that the matter had interest, even though
its threads were flinmsy. Then, with finality.

"I see your inference, Cranston," declared Ri gbhy. "Margale could be

Legrec. For that matter" - Rigby's tone was hopel ess - "any one m ght be
Legrec. But to have the | aw i nvade Margal e's honme" - the investigator shook
hi s

head - "such a step would be unwi se, on such slight evidence."

"That is why | came to you," observed Cranston.

"I'n hope that | would go there?" questioned Ri gby. "That would be even
worse. Legrec would know ne in an instant."

"That is not my plan." Cranston's tone was calm "l intend to call on
Thomas Margal e nysel f. "

An ent hused | ook canme to Rigby's face.

"Excellent!" he decided. "But if Margal e does not expect you"

"He will expect me. | shall telephone himfirst. Fromhere, if you wll
permt me."

RI GBY invited Cranston indoors. Consulting the tel ephone book, Cranston
found Margal e's nunber then dialed it.

"Hello." Cranston's voice was level. "M . Mrgale's residence?... W
name?
Lamont Cranston... Yes, | would like to talk with M. Mrgale..."

Lowering the tel ephone, Cranston added, to Rigby: "It was some servant
who

answered. A solemm-voiced fellow"

A |l ong pause foll owed; then:

"Hello." Cranston was brisk this time. "M . Mrgale? My nane is Cranston
a friend of M. Vincent... Wat's that? You say Vincent has left... Yes, so |
understood; but there is a matter he wanted nme to discuss with you. ..

"No. It would be inpossible over the tel ephone. But | can be at your
house
in fifteen mnutes... A half hour would be much better? Very well..."

Hangi ng up, Cranston dial ed another nunber. This tine he called the
Cobal t
Club, to |l eave a nessage for Conm ssioner Weston. It was to the effect that
t he
conmi ssi oner could reach himw thin an hour at Ri gby's penthouse.

Ri gby was pl eased by the second call. It nmeant that Weston woul d be
wai ti ng when Cranston returned. He pronised, however, to make no nention of
t he
Margal e visit until Cranston had tinme to return.

One point, though, troubled R ghy.

"If something has happened to Vincent," he remarked, "you nmay be wal ki ng
into simlar trouble, Cranston. Therefore, we should take precautions."

"What woul d you suggest?" was Cranston's question.

"That | send nmy outside man along to Margale's," returned R gby. "I nmean
the detective that the conm ssioner furnished. Not with you, of course" - he
added that, as Cranston started an objection - "but after you have started."

"You wi |l have himremain outside there?"

"Yes. Ready at your call."
"That would be quite agreeable.”



THERE was a snmile on Cranston's lips when he stood in the little
ant eroom
waiting for the el evator. The stationed detective observed it, and wondered
what
it meant.

He woul d have liked a view of Righy's face, also; for he knew that
Cranston had conferred with the investigator. But Ri gby had remained in the
pent house, to make some notes.

The el evator was a long while comng up. Cranston's faint smile had
vani shed, leaving his face inscrutable. At last, the elevator door slid open
t he hawk-faced visitor stepped aboard.

The Shadow was enbar ked upon new adventure: a journey that was to bring
swi fter consequences than Harry's visit to the Margal e nansion

The el evator operator halted at the eighteenth floor. A |lanky man stepped
aboard; with himwas a square-built conpanion. Despite their attire, neither
| ooked the sort who lived at the Weatherly Arns. They were rough characters,
nore |ike the el evator operator

The car halted again at the sixteenth. Another tough-faced passenger
joined the group. He shifted to a corner, to avoid the closing door. An
i nst ant
| ater, he had swung about. His coat front was open, showi ng a sweater instead
of
a vest. Hs fist had a revol ver, tugged from his hip.

The gun nuzzl e poked for Cranston; hard |lips grated the order

"Up with the mtts, nug!"

There woul d be no shooting on that elevator. The Shadow was confident of
that, fromthe nmonent the first toughs had stepped into the car

@unshots woul d echo up and down the shaft. Under the circunstances, The
Shadow coul d play the part he preferred: that of Cranston

The hawkli ke face lost its inpassive air. Cranston seemed bew | dered; so
greatly, that the thugs who flanked himlet half-drawn guns slide back into
their pockets.

The el evator operator was with the band. He pulled the | ever, but the
el evator did not descend. Instead, it went up; when it reached the |evel of
Ri gby's penthouse, it continued higher

The car stopped at the very top of the shaft. The operator opened the
door
to let the passengers step out into the second floor of the dupl ex penthouse!

This was Cyston's secret: the reason why Rigby's servant had been
assassi nated. Cyston had been in | eague with Legrec. He had rented the
dupl ex,
with its top floor cut off, so that there would be a secret apartnent above
Ri gby' s own!

CROCKS shoved Cranston al ong a passage, into a roomwhere a | anplight
gl owed. There, The Shadow saw the triunphant figure of Rupert Roban bowed
above
hi s desk.

Wth cackled | augh, the counterfeiter spoke one word:

"Listen!"

He pressed a switch. There were three seconds of silence, then R gby's
voi ce, conversing over a tel ephone.

"Yes, Cranston was here, commi ssioner... | expect himback within an
hour..."

Roban cut off the sw tch.

"I hear all that passes below, " he sneered. "Because | am Legrec! Tel
e,
since you are Vincent's friend - do you know The Shadow?"



Cranston's face showed perfect ignorance. It passed Roban's scrutiny. His
| ook became cont enpt uous.

"We shall not waste time with questions,” he declared. "If you have
anything to say, it can cone later."

Crooks threw a quick grip on the prisoner. Roban pressed the conical
appl i ance to The Shadow s di sgui sed face. The tall form of Cranston swayed
al nrost i medi ately. Roban held the cone in place a half ninute |onger

"Enough! " he deci ded. "Take hi maway. Legrec comands!"

Ready hands drew the tottering formal ong the passage, gave the new
pri soner an uncerenoni ous shove into a small roomthat resenbled Harry's
prison. The thugs saw Cranston m ss the couch and roll heavily to the floor
They | aughed as they | ocked the door.

VWet her they woul d have scoffed nore, or |ess, had they known their
captive was The Shadow, was an unanswered question. For the present, the guise
of Cranston had served its part.

Even Legrec did not know that in capturing Lanont Cranston, he had taken
The Shadow

CHAPTER XI X
MJURDER AT THE MANSI ON

THE el ectric clock on Rigby's mantel had passed the hour of ten
Conmi ssi oner Weston showed anxiety; so did Joe Cardona, who was with him
Their
concern was caused by Righby's recent statenents.

The investigator had told themthe details of Cranston's visit.

"You shouldn't have let himgo there alone!" stormed Weston. "It was
folly, Rigby! Folly! Wiat if Legrec is behind affairs at Mrgal e' s?"

"We discussed that," admtted R gby. "But Cranston insisted. After all,
it
was his plan. He was eager -

"So eager that he left his hat out there on the chair,"” interrupted
Weston. "Proof that he was not hinself; for Cranston is nethodical."

"But | sent the man you posted here," rem nded Ri gby. "He is probably on
duty at Margal e's hone."

"W shall learn that soon enough,” deci ded Weston. "Cone! W are starting
there at once.”

The group left the penthouse. The sane operator was on the el evator; but
the man's face told nothing. Perhaps he had a |urking hope that there would be
orders to snatch one of these passengers; for he detested all of them

Three, however, were apparently too large an order for Legrec. The trip

to
the ground floor was made wi t hout incident.

It took the conmissioner's big car a scant eight mnutes to reach
Margal e' s nei ghborhood. A wailing siren cleared the way; but it ceased its
shrieks near Margale's, much to Rigby's relief. The investigator expressed
t hat
fact to Weston

"W nust be cautious, comm ssioner," warned Rigby. "The house may be
wat ched by others than your own nman. Let us be conservative in our approach.”

West on spoke through the speaking tube. The big car halted.

"We are only a block fromthe house," stated Weston. "What would you
suggest next?"

"That two of us - Cardona and nyself - go on foot," replied Ri gby. "One

of
us can approach the front; the other, the back." He turned to Cardona. "Does
that suit you, inspector?"

Car dona nodded.



The two alighted. Soon, they were on the silent sidewal k by Margal e's
wal . They halted at a side gate. Rigby tried it, shook his head. The gate was
| ocked.

"Suppose you take the front,

whi spered Rigby. "Your man is there; he
will
report nore readily to you. | can try the back gate, if there is one."
They separated. Cardona kept close to the wall until he reached the front
corner. He saw the plain-clothes man across the street, sneaked over and
tal ked
to him
No one had been in or out of the mansion during all the while that the
headquarters nan had been there. No one, at |east, who had used the front way.
"Stay here," ordered Cardona. "I'll go back and see how Ri gby's making
out. If you hear a whistle, bust in through the front."

GA NG back al ong the avenue, Cardona saw a figure waiting for him It was
Ri gby, near the | ocked side gate. He had been to the back, had found anot her
gate there, but it had been bolted frominside.

The two agreed that direct approach would be best. They went to the
front,
sumoned t he headquarters dick. Al three went through the unl ocked front
gat e;
they followed the walk to the big door of the house.

There was sonet hing form dabl e about that mansion; its setting annoyed
Cardona. It wasn't sensible, a place like this, squatting in the m ddl e of
Manhattan. Anyt hing m ght happen in an old, forgotten house.

A swell place for Legrec to use as a hide-out, particularly for the type
of crook he was supposed to be. Posing as a mllionaire - yes, that would be
Legrec's style. The idea gripped Cardona nore and nore, as he considered it.

In fact, that growing inpression was to explain some of the ace
i nspector's |l ater actions.

Al the while that Cardona pondered, Rigby was ringing the front
door bel | .

Its tingle was audi bl e from sonewhere deep in the house. It gave the

i mpressi on

that the place was abandoned, although dimlights showed at a few w ndows,
i ncluding the panes at the sides of the w de front door

Cardona peered through one of those tiny w ndows, Ri gby through the
ot her.

Loose-draped curtains, though thin, made it inmpossible to see what |ay inside.

Ri gby resuned his pressure of the bell button

That tingle could be heard on the second floor, where El eanor Margal e was
in bed, trying vainly to sleep

It was odd, thought El eanor, that Nordham did not answer. The other
servants had retired; but Nordham should be about, for her uncle was still in
t he st udy.

Turning on a reading |anp, Eleanor found slippers and dressing gown.

Hol ding the flinmsy robe cl ose about her, she stole out through the hallway.
The

bell was |ouder, when she heard it here; yet its ring mght fail to penetrate
into her uncle's study.

Per haps Nordham was in there, trying to cal manother of her uncle's
vi ol ent noods.

At the top of the stairs, Eleanor hesitated. Who coul d the person be, who
was keeping up the constant summons? Dread gripped her; then, |like an echo
from
a distant past, she renmenbered whi spered words in the unforgettable tones of
The
Shadow.



"You will be in no danger -
The words were true; but El eanor was soon to experience stark terror

HALFWAY down the stairs, she stopped again. There was sonething in the
hal | way - a bl ocky shape that | ooked grotesquely human. For a monent, El eanor
| aughed at her qualnms. The thing didn't nove; it might be a rug, scruffed out
of shape.

She reached the bottom of the stairs. She saw the object nore plainly.

The girl's taut nerves gave way.

El eanor's shriek was | ouder than the incessant doorbell. It carried
beyond
the barrier, for there was a sudden poundi ng there.

El eanor's own cries freed her froma terrible paralysis that had gripped
her. Though she could not repress her screans, she was able to seek aid.

VWoever was beyond that front door was a friend, in Eleanor's distraught
opinion. Wth a hurried dash, Eleanor ran wide of the thing on the floor and
approached the door itself. Her cries had finished; but shudders quailed her
as
she funbled with the bolts.

Monment s seenmed endl ess, before El eanor realized that her task was done.
She dropped back, gasping al oud that the door was open

Cardona and Rigby did not hear that faint summons. They had |i stened,

t hough, to the unlocking of the door. Wth the finish of such sounds, they
grabbed the | atch together. The door went inward; they crossed the threshold.

The scene that nmet them was one of the npbst surprising that Cardona had
ever encountered. Joe saw a girl, beautiful even in her horrified pose, clad
in
ni ght gown and di sarrayed robe. She was pointing to the floor; with a brave
effort, she uttered a nane:

"Nordhaml It's Nordham - dead!"

Toget her, Cardona and Ri gby reached that shape on the floor. It was
huddl ed; but a face was staring upward from above a contorted neck. Dead
features glared, as if in dying hope of vengeance.

They rolled the body sideward. A knife handle gleamed in the dimlight.
The bl ade itself was buried in the center of a crimson blotch that covered the
dead man's shirt front.

Fromthe victims attire, Cardona could see that he was a servant,
probably the one who shoul d have answered the door

Fl owi ng bl ood told that nurder had been recent. That centered Cardona's
attention on the knife, for he knew that the thrust nust have been swft,
straight to the heart. But Rigby noted sonething else, and pointed it out to
rivet Cardona's gaze.

Pinned to the bl oodstained shirt-front, by the blade of the knife itself,
was the token of the nurderer who had so speedily killed this latest victim

The object was a tarot: another of those death cards that were dealt by
t he insidious hand of Gautier Legrec!

CHAPTER XX
THE RI DDLE UNRAVELS

THE chimes of the old grandfather's clock were the first sounds that
br oke
the silence of that hallway. The clang of the half-hour notes roused Ri ghy
from
his rigid pose. Cardona heard Rigby's | ow phrased words:
"The three of swords - it synbolizes hatred!"
A short-clipped sound cane with the clock's final chinme, but from another



direction. Both men caught it; so did Eleanor. The girl's voice warned them
as
t hey stared upward.

"Look out!" called El eanor. "Fromthe study!"

A door had opened. On the threshold stood Thomas Margal e; his eyes were
glaring, white. The gritting of his teeth was audible; in his hand he held an
ol d-fashi oned revol ver, that he seenmed intent to raise.

"Legrec!"

Cardona spouted the name for Rigby's benefit. Both lunged forward from
besi de Nordhami s body. Their nutual action brought the result they needed.
Each
man veered, as he drove for the study door, forcing Margale to a choice.

Before the fumng mllionaire could decide, both men had gripped hi m
Margal e fought hard to keep his gun; he tugged the trigger while he battl ed.
H s shots, however, did no harm Between them Cardona and Ri gby had forced
t he
gun nuzzle to the floor

For a long half nminute, Cardona was inpressed by Margale's strength. It
was when the struggle seenmed to be turning in his favor, that the nmillionaire
gave out. His coll apse was conplete. GQun gone, he crunpled to the floor, to
lie
nmoani ng above the bullet holes that he had driven through the woodworKk.

VWhen Commi ssi oner Weston arrived, they had Margal e plunped in the chair
behi nd his study desk. Al fight was out of him he was a weary, weeping
prisoner. Weston could hardly believe it, when he heard reports of the battle.
Margal e appeared to be anything but a fighter.

Bluntly, Cardona accused the mllionaire of murdering Nordham |n whiny
tone, Margal e pl eaded i nnocence. Leaving Weston to quiz him the ace stal ked
about the house, acconpani ed by Ri gby.

They found the side door |ocked, with no key. The back door was bolted
fromthe inside. There wasn't a servant anywhere nearer than the third fl oor
Those that they rounded up were huddled in beds, terrified by the sounds of

gunfire
"There's no one could have murdered Nordham " deci ded Cardona, "except
Margal e. That is, counting out the girl. It wasn't her work."

"Some one may have gone out,
consi deration, inspector."

Cardona agreed. After all, a passkey could have been used at the side
door. But it would have taken a rapid worker to finish Nordham and neke a
departure in the brief mnutes all owed.

As Cardona put it, only Legrec could have nmanaged it, and Thormas Margal e
happened to be Joe's only choice for the identity of Gautier Legrec.

argued Rigby. "W nust take that into

BY the tinme Cardona and Rigby had returned to the study, Margale's
shattered nerves had steadi ed. He pleaded for a dose of his nedicine; it was
in
t he cabi net. Wen El eanor assured Cardona that her uncle took it regularly,

t he
dosage was al | owned.

The milkish Iiquid had a soothing effect. Resting back in his chair,

Mar gal e announced wearily that he was ready to answer any and all questions.

Fromthe start, it was plain that the | aw had a canny man with whomto
deal .

Cardona asked Margale if he had nmurdered Nordham to which the
mllionaire
returned a serious negative headshake. Joe pl anked the bl oody tarot upon the
desk, asked if Margal e had ever seen it before. The mllionaire showed
conpl ete
surprise



"There's a fellow naned Legrec passes these things around," announced
Cardona, referring to the card. "Ever hear of hin? O his calling cards? He
still has a lot of themleft in his pack."

"There are no such cards here," assured Margale. "You may search the
pl ace, if you wi sh."

"How about seeing the inside of that safe? W' ve | ooked everywhere el se.™

"Certainly!" Margal e gave the decision pronptly; then |ooked about, a

trifle nervous. By this time, police were plentiful. The mllionaire smled,
as
he decided: "I shall be well protected.™

" Agai nst what ?" demanded Weston

"Agai nst robbery," returned Margale. "The contents of that safe are worth
approximately five mllion dollars.”

That statement, in Cardona's estimation, indicated that Margal e was
ei t her

aliar or a lunatic; possibly both. But when the mllionaire began to open the
saf e, Joe gawked
It wasn't one safe - it was four, each inside the other. Al had tricky

conbi nati ons, over which Margale mulled. The final safe was a conparatively
small one; it was stuffed with packages of stocks and bonds.

Margal e sorted them carefully, placing themin front of Wston.

"I shall hold you responsible, comnissioner,"” said the suspected
nur der er,
dryly. Then, to Cardona: "There is the safe, inspector. Enpty!"

West on was | ooki ng through the securities. Their total value was huge;
probably equal to Margale's five-mllion-dollar estimate. Margale sat with a
triunphant | ook, facing Cardona.

"So you never heard of Legrec's cards," snapped Cardona. "He puts them on
his victinms, Margale. Your own servant, Nordham was one. And there were sone
others, recently. Listen and tell ne if you recognize any of their nanes."

Mar gal e nodded seri ously.

One by one, Cardona repeated the names of Elwood Bal cray, Sylvester
Lysand, Hastings Keever.

The effect was remarkabl e.

Cardona woul d have been happy with one hit. Instead, he scored three.
Wth
each nane, Margal e gave a gul p.

"So you knew t hen?" snapped Cardona.

"OfF - of course!" panted Margale, his face harrowed. "But - but | thought
- their deaths were accidents."”

"That's what Legrec wanted people to think," inforned Cardona. "He'd
claim
he fell for it, Legrec would, if we could find him Maybe" - Joe added the
wor ds

wi sely - "maybe we have found him™"
Margal e i gnored the inference. He was thinking of another matter
"Since all three are dead," he declared, soberly, "I can discuss ny
relations with them although" - he | ooked toward Weston - "I do so only

because it may help you clear matters, comm ssioner."

West on nodded, counting to hinmself. He was going over a stack of
Margal e' s
bonds.

"KEEVER was a promoter," explained Margale. "He obtained all these
securities of mne. That's how | happened to know him He was a snart man,
pi cking up gilt-edged buys at special prices.

"So smart, in fact, that | depended upon Lysand to study all ny
pur chases.

Lysand was ny banker. QOccasionally, he | oaned ne noney, with sonme of those



bonds
as security.

"I was not the only one who profited. Bal cray bought sone of these
securities also. He sold real estate to obtain the noney. | did the same, and
Bal cray hel ped me di spose of such property."

Margal e' s tone was convincing to all but one listener. H s own niece was
staring, in doubt. Eleanor was used to her uncle's varied noods. She was
picturing himas she had often seen him a raging tyrant. She thought of
Nor dham her one friend during Margal e' s periods of fierceness.

She coul d see her uncle as a murderer, with Nordhamas his final victim
She wondered what had happened to Harry Vincent. She recalled her visit to
Roban's ol d house; nention of bonds brought the counterfeiter's boasts to
m nd.

It was all that Eleanor could nanage, to hold back her story of that
night. Al that was needed was a spark to ignite the bl aze of spoken nenories.
Before El eanor realized it, the flame was touched.

Unwi ttingly, Comm ssioner Weston inspired it.

"An odd thing" - Weston spoke nusingly fromhis side of the table -
"somet hing very odd, indeed. This special bond issue - Supertransit Fives -
did
Keever buy them Margal e?"

"OfF course,"” replied Margale. "I have already told you that Keever bought
all those securities.”

"You have a quarter mllion in those bonds al one."

"l suppose so. The list will tell."

West on shook his head, puzzled.

"I know about that issue," remarked the conmi ssioner. "It was originally
intended as a million-dollar sale; but it was halted. Only two hundred
t housand

dollars of the issue was printed. You have fifty thousand nore than are in
exi stence. "
El eanor reached the table. That news was all she wanted. It neant that
t he
truth woul d have to cone out. Eleanor had been catching glimers of it.
"Those bonds are counterfeit!" exclainmed El eanor. "Those, and probably
al l
others with them | know the man responsible. Hi s nane is Rupert Roban!"

CARDONA had heard of Roban. The man was al nbst a nyth; but his work was
too faned to be ignored. Turning from Margal e, Cardona started to quiz
El eanor.
It wasn't necessary.

El eanor was telling of the nystery call, with the spoken nane of Legrec.
She nentioned the address in the tel ephone table; her trip to Twentieth
Street.
By the time she had recounted her interview with Roban, Cardona was on his
feet.

"That's plenty!" he shouted. "W raided that place on Twentieth Street!
The story fits, conmmi ssioner. Margale's story is phony. He's covering up how
he
got those bonds.

"Roban nade them for him Keever was the go-between who brought them
her e.
Lysand and Bal cray were the saps who were supposed to fall for them But
Mar gal e
got leery of the lot.

"He knocked off his own nan - Keever - and handed it to the other two,
besi des. To-night, he figured the trail was closing in on him That's why he
grabbed Vi ncent and Cranston



"Qut there in the hall" - Cardona nade a dramatic gesture - "is the one
man who ni ght have told us facts we need to know. Nordhamis that man, and he

is dead. Murdered by you, Margale" - Cardona was pointing an accusing finger
at
the mllionaire - "to cover up your biggest sw ndl e gane!"

West on bounded up beside the table, shouted to Cardona:

"Arrest him inspector! Thomas Margale, alias Gautier Legrec, we charge
you with the nmurder of -"

Further words were usel ess. Under the point of Cardona's finger, Margale
was slunping as if the accusation withered him Hi s face was ashen; life
seened
gone fromit. Cardona shoved forward on the chance that Margale's sag was a
f ake.

It was Al an Ri gby who suddenly intervened.

"Wait, inspector." Rigby spoke coolly, solemly. "W are m staken. This
man is innocent. He is not Legrec."

There was stunned silence. Rigby let it |engthen; then

"The man we want," said Rigby, "is Rupert Roban. Find himand we shall at
| ast have Gautier Legrec!”

CHAPTER XXI
THE CLUE FROM ABOVE

IT was an hour later, in Rigby's penthouse. The famed investigator was
standing in the center of the room wth Wston and Cardona seated opposite
him Rigby was making a final review of a theory with which the others fully
agr eed.

"It wasn't Margal e's coll apse that broke the case," stated Ri ghy. "That
was genui ne enough - and no wonder! Poor devil - all his fortune is in those
fraudul ent securities.

"The real point was Keever. You gave ne that, inspector, though | don't
think you realized it. Your theory was good, very good, but it nmade Keever out
to be a crook. That made ne see the clear

"Keever a crook! Then why not Lysand? Wiy not Bal cray? Victins of Legrec?
Not a bit of it! Their ganme was to work together; to deprive poor Margal e of
his fortune. Keever brought the securities to Margale. Lysand certified them
Bal cray bought, to encourage Margal e.

"Promoter - banker - investor; what a conbination! Behind it all the evil
geni us of Legrec, otherwi se Roban. The |ong-forgotten counterfeiter, whose
face
is here!™

Ri gby pulled down the chart that showed the conposite face which he had
formed to represent Legrec.

There was another point that Ri gby added.

"An inside man was needed," he stated. "Nordhamwas that nman. He sent the
tip-offs to Legrec. That slip of paper that El eanor found? Planted there by
Nordham in witing falsified to | ook Iike her uncle's. But El eanor chanced
upon it too soon."

"It led to Roban's own place," rem nded Cardona.

"Of course," assured Rigby. "He wanted his old headquarters to be found
|ater, to confuse the law. He is no |longer Roban, to his own way of thinking.
He is Legrec!™

"Quite clear," agreed Weston. "No wonder Nordham found El eanor so easily.
Once safe, it was wise to bring her back. She could not harm Roban, once his
| ast great counterfeiting job was ended."

"Roban wanted to kill her," nused Rigby. "But that is Legrec's way. He
has
tricked me, badly. Here he was, slaying his own duped confederates, naking us



think that they were innocent victinms, with a death card pl aced on each!"

Ri gby strolled to the French wi ndows. The terrace was cool; he notioned
the others to join him Sight of Cranston's hat brought a tightness to Rigby's
lips.

"Legrec was there, at Margale's," he recalled, "only a few m nutes before
we arrived. That was when he sl ew Nordham But where did he go after that? If
we could only find his hide-away!

"Vincent is a difficult case to follow He nmust have been carried through
t hat side door, to which Legrec had access. But Cranston - he never reached
Margal e's, so far as we know. \Were was he intercepted?"

Rl GBY pi cked up Cranston's hat, stared at it as though hoping that it
hel d
the clue. Sonmething fluttered to the cenment pronenade. Weston picked it up

"What's this?" he inquired. "It |ooks |like an envel ope, addressed to
Vincent. Oddly disconnected. L-e-g - it nust refer to Legrec. Here's Roban's
nane, too!"

Ri gby wasn't listening. He was still speaking about Cranston

"How - tell ne how" H's tone was pleading. "How did Legrec know t hat
Cranston was going to Margale's at all?"

"Look at this, Rigby!"™ Wston was excited. "Vincent's nmessage puts it
t hat
Roban is Legrec! Wat does he nean by bhang?"

Ri gby saw the word; his eyes stared.

"Bhang! The term for hashi sh! Vincent was drugged when he wote thisl!
Wi t
- that nedicine at Margal e's! That's how Nordham kept Margal e hal f stupefied.
The concoction was doped!"

Ri gby's eyes reverted to Harry's nessage. He didn't seemto realize that
Weston had just found it.

"Cranston talked to ne," nmused Rigby. "To no one else. He was here, on
this terrace - no, in the penthouse living room | wonder -"

Ri gby | ooked upward. Above was the darkened wall of the penthouse second
story; wi ndows were black against it. Rigby squinted

"Those | ook like Venetian blinds," he remarked. "That place is curiously
cooped up, even though goods are stored there. Do you suppose, by any stretch
of the nost fantastic imagination, that Legrec -

Cardona caught the suggestion. He snatched Harry's message from Ri gby's
hand, pointed to Cranston's hat, then to the chair.

"That's where it was!" exclainmed Joe. "The nmessage was covered by
Cranston's hat. Maybe he read it; nmaybe he didn't even see it, when he laid
hi s
hat down. But it's a cinch where it came from Through one of those slats!"”

Ri gby nodded solemly. He slid his hand to a pocket where he carried a
gun. His eyes were straight upon the upper w ndows. Hi s words were undertoned.

"It is fortunate that we are speaking out here," he asserted. "I see it
all plainly, although it amazes me. Legrec has chosen his hide-away directly
above ny own headquarters!”

West on gazed as though Ri gby were insane. Cardona, however, approved with
a grim nod.

"It's a cinch he's got your place wired," whispered Joe. "That's how he
overheard Cranston talk to you."

"But Cranston called Margale's," rem nded Weston. "He tal ked to Nordham "

"So he did!'" exclainmed Rigby. "I had forgotten it. It is fortunate that |
did. That nental |apse started ne on the right route. That paper proves it."

Rl GBY' S next action was a cool one. He lighted his pipe, strolled toward
t he door of the penthouse, with a slight shrug as though he found the terrace



t oo cool
Cardona caught the idea, did a pretense of his own. Wston foll owed.
Once inside, Rigby beckoned them They went to the door that bl ocked the
stairs to the upper story. Rigby tested the lock. He nodded. On a slip of
paper, he wote the words:

| can nanage it. Keep up a conversation

West on and Cardona took the hint. They forced a discussion that becane
effective as they continued. Al the while, Rigby was trying his hand as a
| ocksmith; but w thout |uck.

Finally, he pulled his revolver fromhis pocket, made a gesture toward
t he
lock. It looked like the only way.

Cardona motioned for Rigby to wait. Joe went out and called in the
headquarters nan, to add strength to the raiding squad.

They were crouched, ready for a dash, when Rigby fired two quick shots.
The first blew the | ock askew, the second ruined it. As R gby yanked back the
door, Cardona took the |ead.

There were dimlights above. Froma corridor cane the scuffle of arriving
men. First at the head of the stairs, Cardona opened fire. Revol vers answered;
but the opposition broke. Cardona headed for a turn in the hallway.

VWen he reached there, Weston was at his shoul der; Rigby and the
detective
were cl ose behind. Cardona tried to give a warning; too late. Three gunners
had
rallied down the hall. Their fingers were on gun triggers.

It |ooked like curtains for Joe Cardona, even though his conpani ons were
on hand to avenge his death. An instant nore, opposing guns would bark. Then
into that nonment cane a burst from an unseen gun

It spoke froma transomthat shattered with the thrust of steel. Down
from
the clattering glass tongued the flame froman automatic. A bullet clipped the
forenpst of the attacking gunners. Instinctively, the others ained for the
transom

More shots voll eyed. That down-tilted muzzle had the edge. Revolvers were
belated in their answers. Weston saw the face of his friend Cranston at the
transon gave a wel coming shout. Cardona toned it with shots fromhis own
revol ver.

Three thugs were down. There were others, piling in from el sewhere.
Bul l ets clipped themas fast as they came. Crooks had no chance with the
spreading i nvaders - not with that supporting fire fromthe transom

Shooti ng above the heads of Weston and Cardona, The Shadow took out the
cream of the opposition

AT the finish, there was a blast at the | ocked door. Copying Rigby's nove
bel ow, Cranston had shattered the | ock of his prison room He sprang out into
t he hal l way; before Weston could greet him Cranston gave the quick question

"Where's Ri gby?"

A call answered. It was distant. Cardona was nearest to that direction.
He
led a dash to an open doorway. Beyond it, he saw two nen grappling: one was
Ri gby, the other a white-haired old man who battled with fury: Roban.

The Shadow cane behi nd Cardona. He was notionl ess, cal mas Cranston
al ways
was. \Wile Cardona stared hel plessly, Cranston's automatic trained upon the
fighters. He was awaiting a chance break in that struggle.

A muffl ed shot sounded while The Shadow aimed. It was Rigby's gun that
gave it; the muzzle jabbed against Roban's ribs. A shrill shriek sounded from



dried lips; the old counterfeiter rolled to the floor

Panting, Rigby watched the others while they gathered. His eyes were
fierce fromthe fury of the fight. Roban, too, was staring with enbittered
glare. Hs lips nmoved, to croak in challenging gasp

"Legrec - Gautier Legrec -"

That proclamation of identity was all. As Roban's eyes gl azed in death,
it
was Al an Ri gby who pronounced:

"W have seen the end of CGautier Legrec.”

Those were the only words. But there was an expression from anot her
per son
present. It was visible, not spoken; hence no one observed it.

The gaze of Lanont Cranston sparkl ed.

H s eyes were those of The Shadow.

CHAPTER XXI |
THE SPO LS OF LEGREC

LAMONT CRANSTON received his congratul ations |ater. They cane when the
victors reached Rigby's own living room Wth them they brought a rescued
prisoner in the person of Harry Vincent.

Hal f stupefied fromthe dose of bhang, Harry could not tal k coherently.
That was new proof of Cranston's endurance. Although he had been simlarly
treated, he had resisted the ordeal

The expl anation was a sinple one. Cranston, it seened, had found Harry's
note, but had not entirely grasped its inportance until his capture. Realizing
that he would be in for the hashish treatnent, he had faked a rapid coll apse
for Roban's benefit.

Hi s dose of the vapor had therefore been a nmld one. Hi s weariness,
however, indicated that he felt some effect fromit. He decided to | eave now,
taking his friend Vincent with him

On the cool terrace, Rigby discussed the triunph with Weston and Cardona.
Ri gby had one regret: that he had been forced to give Roban that death bullet.

"It ended Legrec," he declared, "but it brought us nowhere in our next
step: the reclamation of Margale's wealth.”

"Roban didn't stow it up above here," put in Cardona. "W' ve scoured that
pl ace all over."

"Wherever it is," returned R gby, "only Roban could tell us. Five mllion
dollars - buried somewhere, as deep as that netal roomin the old house where
he counterfeited those bonds."

There was a stir fromthe penthouse living room so slight that no one
observed it. Shaded bl ackness glided across the floor, |like the passage of a
cl oud before the sun

"I wish you luck, inspector,"” said Rigby to Cardona, "and | shal
willingly give ny cooperation. But the search for Legrec's spoils may prove a
hopel ess one.

"Margal e converted his funds into those fal se securities, some weeks ago.
That gave Legrec a long while to bury away the cash. Wat fools, those chaps
who aided him They let all those mllions drift into his possession

"But that proves the cleverness of Legrec. | told you, when I first
arrived here, that he invariably disposed of hel pers when he needed them no
longer. This tinme, he annihilated them Legrec intended to make this haul
appear as his last."

Ri gby stood by the parapet, gazing southward toward the bay and the ocean
beyond.

"I shall be |eaving soon," he remarked, "for my first real vacation in
years. Keep me well posted, inspector, regarding any clues to Thomas Margal e's
lost wealth -"



The tel ephone bell sounded fromthe penthouse. Rigby went to answer it.
He
cal | ed back:

"For you, comni ssioner!"

CARDONA cane in with Weston. Gumy, the inspector stared at a broken
panel in the wall, where R gby had uncovered the dictograph over which talk
from R gby's quarters had reached Roban's room upstairs.

Despite his puzzled thoughts regarding the | ocation of Legrec's swag,
Car dona becane suddenly conscious of excitement in Weston's voi ce.

The conmi ssioner clattered the tel ephone receiver

"I't was Vincent!" he exclaimed. "So hazy, | could scarcely make himout.
But his inport was plain."

Weston drew a troubled breath, then added: "Cranston has di sappeared!"”

Ri gby eyed the conmmi ssioner closely, half sniling, as though the matter
were a jest. Then:

"I npossi bl e!" he excl ai ned. "Wat could have happened to him wth Legrec
dead? Who coul d have wanted to quiz Cranston -"

The nane died on Rigby's frozen lips. He was staring across the living
room Weston and Cardona followed that gaze, but their ears brought news
before
their eyes could see it.

A strange | augh, chill and sinister, crept through that room It crept
fromlips that were invisible, unlike the eyes above them Those eyes gazed
frombeneath the brimof a slouch hat worn by a cloaked figure in black

Despite the om nous tone of that |augh, Joe Cardona felt a sweep of
exul tation.

The Shadow

Al'l al ong, Cardona had been bot hered by one m ghty problem The Shadow s
odd absence fromthis case. Somewhere - probably in Eleanor's unconpl eted
testinmony - Cardona had caught indications of The Shadow s work. That, in
fact,
was why Cardona had expected nore.

It had come - The Shadow s entry into the quest for Legrec; but only
after
t he case was sol ved. Cardona had one flickering hope - that The Shadow mi ght
help himin regaining Margale's mllions; but that began to fade.

The search for Legrec had run ahead of The Shadow. The rest would
pr obabl y
be beyond his depth. Wth all his faith in The Shadow s prowess, Cardona coul d
not dispel his present doubts.

West on showed actual anger.

The conmi ssioner's thoughts were simlar to Cardona's. His reaction went
further. Weston | ooked upon The Shadow s arrival as a usel ess masquerade. He
began to splutter that the cloaked visitor was not needed.

THE SHADOW S eyes fixed upon \Weston.

A gl oved hand cane from beneath the cloak. It bore an object that Wston
recogni zed. It was the hat that Cranston had left on the pronmenade, but which
he had worn later, when he departed with Harry Vincent.

"What has happened to Cranston?" demanded the conmi ssioner. "If harm has
cone to him you are responsiblel™

From beneath the i nner band, The Shadow plucked a card. He passed it to
Weston, who stared at it, then showed it to Rigby.

The card was a tarot. It depicted a skeleton carrying a scythe; beneath,
the grimlegend: "La Mrte."

"Death" - Rigby's tone was mechanical - "the one infallible card. But not
from Legrec's pack -"



"From that pack!" spoke The Shadow. Hi s tone was as sepul chral as the
voi ce of death itself. "But not with Legrec's know edge.

"The infallible card has failed. Yet there is another, Rigby" - lips
phrased the name coldly - "that is even greater than the card of death.

"Receive it - not from Legrec" - The Shadow s |augh toned out - "but from
The Shadow "

Anot her card canme to view, gripped by gloved fingers. The Shadow t hrust
it
into Rigbhy's frozen hand. It showed a wanderer, noving toward the distance.

“I'l Matto!" The nane cane from Rigby's nearly notionless lips. "The foo
who gai ns what he deserves -

"From The Shadow "

At those words, Rigby took a frantic, backward spring. He had |ost the
| ast vestige of his fornmer nerviness. His face, with its wild expression of
fury, gave hi maway.

But his hand stopped short of its gun.

The Shadow held Rigby covered with an automatic. It had come fromthat
bl ack cl oak with one amazi ng sweep.

"LEGREC di sposed of all the nmen who aided him" decl ared The Shadow.
"AL,

i ncludi ng Rupert Roban. Ceverly, Roban's part was changed. From a nere
counterfeiter, approached by Keever, he was induced to pose falsely as Legrec.

"The real Legrec wanted the testinmony of Eleanor Margale. Wy did Roban
try to murder her? Why did Roban once deny that he was Legrec, then nake that
cl ai n?

"When did Roban go to Margale's to nmurder Nordhanf? Cranston can tell.
From
his transom he was watching the passage from Roban's room above here.
Cranston
has answered that question. He states that Roban did not |eave."

The nmuzzl e was | ooming closer to Rigby's eyes, forcing the snarling nman
back toward his table.

"How di d Legrec cover his presence in so many places where he engaged in
crime?" quizzed The Shadow. Then, coldly, he answered: "By posing as a nan who
sought to find Legrec!

"When Legrec had chosen Roban as a scapegoat, how did he prepare for it?
By framing that false picture, on this wall. And how' - The Shadow was
poi nting
to the huge picture that resenbl ed the dead Roban - "how did Legrec prevent
Roban fromfinally betraying hin?

"By nurder! The | ast of many nurders. One death that was not narked by a
m sl eadi ng card. There is the final answer - given to Gautier Legrec!”

Ri gby' s eyes bulged froma purplish visage. H s game was ended; he, the
real Legrec, saw his long-built schemes go fluttering Iike the fool's card
t hat
drifted fromhis fingers

Movi ng away, The Shadow kept Ri gby covered every instant, until, at |ast,
t he cl oaked avenger stood by the shattered panel that wired this roomw th the
fl oor above it.

Hi s free hand thrust deep, The Shadow pressed a hi dden switch, that
proved
how Ri gby - not Roban - had been able to cut the circuit. The Shadow had not
forgotten how Ri gby's voice had begun in the middle of a conversation, over
t he
| oud- speaker above.

"As for the wealth gouged from Margal e" - The Shadow s tone was nocking -
"where better could it be, than here!"

@ oved fingers were probing the broken panel. There was a snap; the



smashed woodwork slid aside. Wth it came the next panel to it, revealing
anot her deep cache.

That recess in the wall was stuffed with bundl es of currency: Margale's
mllions, that the dupe had converted into cash for Al an Rigby, the
sel f-styl ed
Gautier Legrec.

HANDS sl unped behind him Ri gby nade a nove that only The Shadow saw. It
was pressure of a button, the push signal that he had used to instigate
Cranston's capture. Rigby waited, hoping that the notion had not been seen.

Words of admi ssion gulped fromRigby's lips. He was adnitting his crines,
to hold The Shadow s attention. But he could not keep his gaze fromshifting
toward the outer door. Rigbhy's own eye flash told The Shadow when the barrier
waver ed.

Wth a sardonic | augh of chall enge, The Shadow wheeled to neet the | ast
hal f dozen of Rigby's horde. They were men who had t hought Roban to be Legrec,
but who responded to the signal that had reached the el evator.

They woul d have rallied to Rigbhy, realizing himtheir master, had they
encountered any foeman other than The Shadow. In their bew | dernent, they
t hought that The Shadow had hoaxed themto the penthouse.

Two of the startled crew rai sed guns. The Shadow s qui ck shots crippl ed
them The rest flung away their weapons, thrust their hands high.

Ri gby gave a cry of frenzy, breaking fromthe grasp of Weston. Shoving
past Cardona, he sprang for The Shadow.

A gloved hand turned as Rigby's gun cane out. In that instant, with
Legrec's last followers ready to snatch up their weapons on a chance, The
Shadow had a | one course. His gun spoke; its spurt arrowed for Rigby's heart.

A long, crashing plunge brought Rigby to the center of the room a dead
form when he struck the floor.

Turning fromthe body at his feet, The Shadow noved toward the door.
Bowed
crooks huddl ed whil e The Shadow passed.

Cardona cl anped bracelets on a pair of them covered the last pair with
his revolver, while Wston pounced for the tel ephone to bring detectives from
the | obby. As the conmi ssioner called across the wire, he heard the dull clang
of the elevator door.

That echo was toned with the throb of a final, solem |augh. Mrthless,
The Shadow had spoken his triunph over the multi-nurderer, CGautier Legrec!

THE END



