THE HAND
by Maxwel | G ant

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

From out of darkness comes The Hand to confront The Shadow - and only he
could read conpletely the terrible nmessage it hel d!

CHAPTER |
CRI ME FORETOLD

THE man on the corner |ooked like a Bowery bum He was bent-shoul dered,
droopy-faced, with a bleary gaze that seenmed to have two purposes. The first
was to find prosperous-1|ooking passersby who could be touched for a drink; the
other, to avoid any patrol man who m ght cone al ong.

The panhandl er had chosen a place frequented by those of his ilk. He was
beneath the high-built elevated structure at Chat ham Square, near the
outskirts
of New York's Chinatown. Many visitors who scorned the Chi natown busses cane
to
the Oriental quarter by the elevated. It was easy to halt them and nmake the
old
plea for a cup of coffee.

The one trouble was that too many ot her bunms had the sane idea. There was
a horde of them about - furtive, vulture-eyed, all hoping to gain their quota
of small change.

A squatty hard-faced man cane down the steps fromthe el evated. He gave a
cont empt uous gl ance that took in the array of panhandlers. Mst of them
shifted
away. This guy wasn't the sort who would fall for the old flinflam But the
bent - shoul dered nman thought differently.

He shambl ed toward the squatty arrival. Plucking a cigarette stunp from
t he pocket of his ragged coat, he raised it toward his pasty lips, while he
whi ned t he query:

"Cot a match, bud?"

"On your way, bum" growl ed the squatty man. "Here cones a harness bull
Want me to turn you over?"

"Al'l | asked for was a match!"

"Yeah! The old build-up! That stall don't work around here. | got you
| abel ed; you're one of themm ssion stiffs that tries to find a few dines
before crawling in to beg for an overni ght bunk!"

The squatty man turned away, only to twi st angrily when he felt the
panhandl er's fingers pluck his sleeve. Again, the whine: "Honest, bud - al
I'm
| ookin' for is some guy to give ne a hand."

There was a hard look in the squatty man's eyes. He saw a slow grin on
t he
pasty lips of that face above bent shoulders. In a | ower tone, the panhandl er
rem nded:

"And all | asked for was a match."

From hi s vest pocket, the squatty man drew a pack of paper natches,

t hr ust
theminto the bumis fist.

"There's sonme matches," he guffawed, "You wanted 'em so keep 'em"

He strode away, while watching bums grinned at the sour | ook displayed by
t he stoopy panhandl er. Evidently, that episode was enough to settle the
unsuccessful fellow



HUNCHI NG hi s bent shoul ders, the droopy-faced man shanbl ed toward Doyers
Street, taking the route to the old Bowery M ssion, where bunks awaited those
of his breed.

Qut of sight along the curving street, the shanbling bumdidn't stop at
that |ogical destination. |Instead, he shuffled onward, through Chinatown and
out again, to the gloomof a street where many cars were parked. Sone of those
aut onobi l es were pretentious, for they were owned by persons visiting
Chi nat own.

The bum picked the best car in the line - a huge, inported linousine, in
whi ch a uni fornmed chauffeur sat drowsing at the wheel. Opening the rear door
softly, the stogy bumshifted inside. As soon as he had cl osed the door, he
lifted a speaking tube. H s voice awoke the chauffeur

"Very well, Stanley." An even tone had replaced the whine. "Drive
up-town."

The big car started. Crouched in the rear seat, the ex-bumflicked a tiny
flashlight. Its gl eam showed the match pack that the squatty man had gi ven
hi m
That pack was open; on the inside flap, keen eyes saw nmarkings made with a
rubber stanp.

One token was a clock dial, with an indicator pointing to the hour of
nine. Beneath it was anot her stanped design that served as signature. It was
crudely shaped, badly stanped, but easily recognized.

That enbl em represented a human hand; fingers and thunmb were cl ose
t oget her, but extended.

A whi spered laugh filled the confines of the soundproof |inousine. That
mrth, too, was a token

It was the | augh of The Shadow

MASTER i nvesti gator who battled nen of crime, The Shadow had gotten
i nformati on that he wanted. One hour's pose as a Bowery bum had proven highly
profitable. His next step was to link his findings with those of workers who
served The Shadow and his agents. Earphones cane from a hidden space in front
of the linousine's folding seats. A buzzing announced short-wave contact. The
Shadow heard a voice fromthe ether

" Bur bank speaking."

"Report!"

The Shadow s whi sper was all that Burbank needed. The contact man gave
news from The Shadow s agents. When the reports were finished, The Shadow
spoke
i nstructi ons.

Repl aci ng the ear phones, The Shadow gave Stanley a new destination, using
the quiet, even tone that suited Lanont Cranston, the wealthy owner of this
i nousi ne and the man whose identity, at times, The Shadow adopted. As the big
car wheeled into a side street, The Shadow drew a hi dden drawer from beneath
the rear seat.

In the next few mnutes, the guise of the bumwas obliterated. The Shadow
didn't bother to alter his facial nake-up; he nmerely snothered it. A black
cloak slid over his shoulders, its upturned collar hiding The Shadow s
di sgui sed lips. Long hands cl anped a sl ouch hat on the head above; the hat
brim
obscured The Shadow s upper features.

VWhen the |inousine halted beside a darkened curb, a shrouded figure
gl i ded
fromthe door. Patiently, Stanley sat at the wheel, supposing that his naster
was still within the car.

The Shadow had chosen a hi dden pat hway t hrough the night.



SOON, a bluish light flooded the corner of a black-walled room The
Shadow
was in his sanctum - secret abode in the heart of New York G ty. Long-fingered
hands nmoved above the surface of a polished table. Into view cane newspaper
clippings, nostly fromtabloid journals. Al told the sanme story.

After nonths of conparative quiet, follow ng the smashing of Manhattan's
racket rings, crinme had again reared itself. It was crime with a sensationa
touch, although it hadn't brought big nonetary results. The main feature was
the chief crimnal involved. He, at |east, was picturesque; although his ways
wer e fool hardy.

The newspapers called himthe "Masked Pl ayboy."

Headi ng a small band of nmarauders, their faces covered like his own, the
Masked Pl ayboy entered night clubs and small hotels. In every case, he had
forced soneone to open the safe and hand over its contents.

Staring through a slitted bandanna handkerchi ef, holding a .38 revol ver
in
his fist, the Masked Pl ayboy had neant busi ness. Wen he dropped his Harvard
accent to suggest that victins "fork over," they invariably forked.

The Pl ayboy's constant m stake had been his picking of the wong pl aces.
True, he had chosen spots where the police were not around; but real noney had
been as absent as the law. In four of these surprise raids, the Masked Pl ayboy
had netted a total that scarcely exceeded a thousand doll ars.

That made it seema sure conclusion that he and his crew would soon be on
t he nove again. The | aw wanted to know when and where. So did The Shadow. He,
hi nsel f, had found out "when" - fromthe nmessage that he had picked up in
Chat ham Squar e.

Through reports from agents, The Shadow hoped to find out where the
Masked
Pl ayboy i ntended to appear

VEEDI NG t hrough the typewitten information, The Shadow added furt her
data, obtained verbally from Burbank. H s whispered | augh toned the darkness
beyond the sphere of the shaded | anp. This present run of crine had becone the
talk of the underworld. As a result, many tips had | eaked out.

By the weedi ng process, The Shadow found the tip that | ooked best. The
clock on his table showed twenty-two minutes past eight. There was tine,
pl enty
of it, for The Shadow to be on hand at the place where he expected the Masked
Pl ayboy to arrive at nine o' clock

The bluish light went out. Fromthen, The Shadow s paths were covered
until eighteen mnutes before nine o' clock, when a tiny flashlight flickered
al ong a | ow roof that wedged between two squatty, ol d-fashioned office
bui | di ngs near Twenty-third Street.

The Shadow reached the wi ndow of a darkened office. He forced it,
silently; crept through the office to a corner door. Qpening that barrier, he
stepped into another office, where he gleanmed the flashlight on the front of
an
ol d safe.

The strong-box bore the, lettering, in faded gilt: "NU WAY LOAN COVPANY. '

The safe was as antiquated as the office. Five mnutes was all that The
Shadow required to handle the tunblers, taking his time in the process. Wen
he
opened the safe door, The Shadow whi spered anot her |augh

There was nothing of value in the safe. Al that it contained were stacks
of ol d papers: bundles of closed accounts that had been stowed here in case of
fire. That explained why the offices of the Nu-Way Loan Conpany | acked
protection in the way of burglar alarns.

The Shadow cl osed the safe door, gave the dial a twist. He retired to the



adjoining office, but went no farther. He was waiting on the hunch that he had
found the right place: that the Masked Pl ayboy, always a poor picker, would be
running true to form

There was anot her reason why The Shadow |ingered. Behind this chain of
profitless crime, he could discern a hidden purpose. So far, The Shadow had no
clue to the underlying reason, but in assunming that one existed, he was far
ahead of the | aw

Toni ght, The Shadow i ntended to learn the real notive that concerned the
Masked Pl ayboy. This would be the ideal spot to gain the required facts. The
Shadow woul d be | ooki ng over crinme fromthe inside.

Such measures, with The Shadow, usually brought conpl ete success, unless
an unexpected el ement entered.

Thi s night was to provide the unexpected.

CHAPTER |
TOOL OF CRI ME

NI NE o' cl ock proved that The Shadow s surmi se was correct. Pronptly with
that hour came sounds fromthe outer corridor that fronted the office of the
Nu- Way Loan Conpany.

Crooks were arriving by the route that The Shadow expected themto use,
the straight road to their goal. Since they were coming in through the front
door, The Shadow s post in the adjoining office seemed well -chosen

There was no reason for crimnals to suspect trouble on these pren ses.
Once they cracked the ancient safe, they would logically depart by the route
whi ch they had used to enter.

Logi ¢, however, was due for a severe bl ow.

Scrapi ng sounds ended at the front door. Flashlights gleamed as the door
cane open. Those rays were flicked along the floor; but against the outlines
of
t he wi ndows, The Shadow coul d see a cluster of entering invaders.

More than that, he noted the appearance of the man who entered first,
with
two others at his el bows. The | eader's face was nasked with a bandanna
handker chi ef; bel ow his chin was the whiteness of a shirt front, with a black
splotch that indicated a bowtie.

He was the Masked Pl ayboy, attired in tuxedo.

The Pl ayboy reached the safe, still acconpanied by his two pals. Those
three weren't all that conposed the band; there were others, in the
backgr ound,
maki ng about six in all. But evidently, the Masked Pl ayboy depended chiefly
upon
the two who were at his el bows, for they stayed with him engaging in
whi spers.

Audi bl e words reached The Shadow.

"Go ahead - open it!" The whi spered tone was rough; it didn't suit the
description of the Playboy's accent. "You got gloves on, ain't you? Two to the
right, four to the left - that's it."

The two nmen noved away, |eaving the Masked Pl ayboy al one. Agai nst the
wi ndow, The Shadow saw the glinmer of a revolver; but it wasn't in the
Pl ayboy's fist. One of the other nmen gripped the gun, keeping it as a threat.

Instantly, The Shadow saw the set-up of the gane.

The Masked Pl ayboy wasn't the real |eader of the outfit. The man who
handl ed matters was the fellowwith the gun. He was forcing the Playboy to go
through with the job of opening the safe!

JUST why had the tuxedoed dupe beconme a tool of crinme?



The Shadow answered his own question al nbst as soon as he had nentally
asked it. He was watching the Playboy's |aborious work with the dial. Al though
he had been told the combi nation, the dupe was finding the job difficult.

Hi s unsteadi ness proved that he was either drunk or doped; probably the
latter.

The man with the gun had ceased to bother about the Playboy. He was at
t he
tel ephone, dialing a nunber. This tinme, The Shadow heard no nore than snatches
of his words.

"Yeah, he's at it..." The tone becane a mutter. "Sure. W're counting on
the stoolies... It don't look |like the grapevine worked too soon..."

The rest was | ost. The phone conversation ended. Intruders waited unti
t he Masked Pl ayboy had finished with the conbi nati on. He was wavery clingi ng
to
the dial with one hand. That was when one crook shifted to a spot between The
Shadow and t he safe.

The shifter was carrying a squarish object. The Shadow | earned its
pur pose
when a gruff voice told the Playboy to look to the right. He swng slowy in
obedi ence; there was a sudden flash of light that filled the whole roomlike a
i ghtni ng streak.

In that nonment, The Shadow saw the squarish object. It was a camera,
trai ned on the masked features of the Playboy. The light was the illum nation
from a phot ographer's flashlight bulb.

There was nothing in that quick glinpse by which to identify the Masked
Pl ayboy, except his tuxedo. The bandanna covered his face; crouched as he was,
his height was difficult to estimate. The crooks thensel ves recogni zed t hose
facts. Their next nmove showed it.

Swi ngi ng the Masked Pl ayboy about, they faced himtoward the wi ndows at
the left. The man with the camera stepped between them Rough hands snatched
t he Pl ayboy's nmask, tugged it down to the dupe's neck. Again, a flash bulb
puf f ed.

This time, they caught a nore than candid shot of the Masked Pl ayboy, in
his same attire, in front of the very safe shown in the first photo.

But this tine, the Playboy was unnasked!

Chance had wor ked agai nst The Shadow. The thugs had turned their too
away
fromhis direction, to take that all-inportant picture of the fellow s face.
They had begun to work in a hurry, for the canera job was finished. Again, the
Masked Pl ayboy had t he bandanna across his face, for crooks had lifted it
there.

The real |eader of the crew had yanked the safe open. Inside went a box;
The Shadow heard the sizzle of a fuse. The safe door clanged shut.

BEFORE The Shadow coul d ease forward to surprise the crooks wth sudden
chal l enge, a different sound intervened. It was the shrill of a police whistle
from somewher e beyond the w ndows.

A crook pressed the light switch; others shoved the Masked Pl ayboy to the
near est w ndow.

A shout from bel ow. Police had seen the masked face, the tuxedo shirt
bel ow it. Hands yanked the Pl ayboy fromthe danger spot, just as police
revol vers began to crackle. A nmobster doused the light.

The whol e frame-up had been perfectly timed, even to the arrival of the
police. That was what the man at the tel ephone had tal ked about, when he
menti oned stoolies. The Shadow had | earned facts on his own, through |eaks in
the underworld; but afterward, the crooks thenselves had |l et the sane word be
br oadcast .

They wanted the law to know t hat the Masked Pl ayboy had been concerned in
this crime, so that the photographs would prove a recogni zed episode. But in



their cleverness, the crooks had taken on a probl em

They had to be out of the | oan conpany's office in a hurry, not only
before the safe was bl own, but before the police reached the place.

There was only one route that offered them security. That path was
t hr ough
t he adj oining office fromwhich The Shadow wat ched.

Promptly, The Shadow st epped back into darkness. Bold, sudden attack was
unneeded. Not that he preferred to supply lurking tactics; on the contrary, he
woul d rat her have driven in upon the crooks.

Worried by the thought of their own tine fuse; trapped between The Shadow
and the law, they would have shown thenselves as frantic rats, quite as
hel pl ess as others that The Shadow had adeptly handled in the past.

The Shadow s reason for sudden retirenment concerned the Masked Pl ayboy.
The Shadow knew t hat he coul d not depend upon the dupe's cooperation; not even
to the point where the groggy man woul d scranble for safety. He couldn't risk
the chance of that victims death. It was obvious that the crooks wanted to
keep the Pl ayboy alive, and get himout of danger. The Shadow decided to |et
t hem acconplish that.

Cl ose beside the window that |led to the | ow roof, The Shadow heard the
clatter of the connecting door. Mbsters were com ng through, dragging the
Masked Pl ayboy with them They didn't need their flashlights; they could nake
out the shape of the wi ndow. Thanks to the darkness of the office, they
couldn't see The Shadow.

As The Shadow expected, three of the thugs went though the wi ndow first.
The others started to shove the groggy playboy to the nen outside. Sonme seened
jittery, but the grow of their |eader steadied them He was telling themthat
there was another minute for the fuse; that the blast couldn't reach this
room
anyway.

As for the cops, they were still trying to break into the building, as
muf f1 ed crashes proved.

THE Masked Pl ayboy lay half across the sill when The Shadow acted. His
nove was a swoop from bl ackness, as powerful as it was unexpected. H s hand
thrust in unseen, to arrest the shoves that the crooks gave. H s fingers
cl anped the dark cloth of the Playboy's attire.

The Shadow s other hand held an automatic. He didn't rel ease the gun. He
si mply hooked his arm beneath the Pl ayboy's body. Coming up fromhis crouch
The Shadow voiced a taunting shivery laugh squarely in the ears of the nen
t hat
fl anked him

Wth that burst of startling mrth, he whipped the Playboy fromthe rigid
hands of the nobbies. Wth a hard back-fling, he launched his burden toward
t he
corner behind him That shove was the sort that could have damaged the human
who
took it, if it hadn't been for the retarding grip of The Shadow s free hand.

Crooks didn't see that part of it. One nman - their |eader - jabbed a
flashlight. It showed only The Shadow, one hand behind him the other fist
thrusting forward. That |eading hand was gloved, and it gripped a big-muzzled
gun.

Thugs surged. A blast nmouthed fromthe .45, dropping the first attacker
to
reach The Shadow. Fromthe recoil, The Shadow made a cross-slash that thwacked
the flashlight fromthe fist of the nman who held it.

I n darkness, he was anong his foenmen, slugging for their heads, while the
crooks outside the wi ndow huddl ed hel pl ess, unable to pick The Shadow in the
dar kness.

Wth enem es sprawl ed about him The Shadow swung for the w ndow, his



nmocki ng laugh telling the outer trio that their turn was next. Shakily, they
arose to flee; then, as one, they took a head-1ong spraw .

The bl ast that produced that result was not from The Shadow s gun. It
cane
fromthe next office - a titanic burst when the safe bl ew open. That charge
was
nore powerful than intended. It shattered wi ndows; shook the buil di ng.

Amid the rattle of |oosened brick and spattered chunks of walls and
ceilings, all fighters were flattened, The Shadow anmpong t hem

CHAPTER 1 |
TRI PLE BATTLE

THE out si de nobbies were the first to recuperate fromthe explosion's
shock. Regaining their footing, they stared at the w ndow, where a ghostlike
wraith was creeping forth.

The shape wasn't The Shadow. It was white. As the crooks eyed the
phenonenon, they saw that it was snoke trailing froma cloud of funes that had
poured through fromthe next office.

Partly startled by the sight, the thugs renenbered The Shadow s weird
| augh. They deci ded upon a parley before they invaded the battleground. That
delay was fortunate. If crooks had attacked at that noment, it would have gone
badly with The Shadow.

The cl oaked fighter was rising fromthe floor, too jolted to recognize
fully his surroundings. A portion of the wi ndow frame had broken; in its fall,
t he chunk of wood had found The Shadow s head. He was as groggy as the thugs
that he had sl ugged.

Ri ght then, he couldn't have conbated invaders; but despite the snmoke, he
was gai ning sone return of his ability. The half mnute that the crooks
al | owned
hi m was enough. Wen they suddenly poked guns and flashlights in fromthe
wi ndow, The Shadow sensed the nenace.

He still had his gun, but didn't wait to raise it. He wheeled for a
corner, using the snoke as cover. Instinctively, he reversed his course amd
the funes. Quns stabbed wi de when his foenen sought to follow his course with
bul | ets.

Thr ough The Shadow s returni ng senses thrummed t houghts of the Masked
Pl ayboy.

He renenbered that he had flung the dupe to safety, but couldn't recal
the direction, except that it was toward a corner. He wanted to get to that
spot and nake sure that the man was safe, then spring a surprise thrust on the
cr ooks.

Odinarily, that would have been easy for The Shadow. In his present
condition, the task went awy.

The corner that The Shadow reached was the one | eading into the wecked
of fice. Perhaps it was the thickness of the snmoke that invited himin that
direction; for he was depending chiefly upon the instinct to take cover.

What ever the cause, the result canme when The Shadow reached the wall and
took a roundabout swing to brace hinself there.

He fired as he went backward; the gun's recoil sent him off bal ance.
There
wasn't a wall to stop him He went spraw ing through the blasted doorway, to
| and ami d the wreckage near the ruined safe.

THE SHADOW S one wi de shot proved that he wasn't in form It not only
m ssed the crooks at the wi ndow, the spurt also betrayed where The Shadow was.
Agai n, guns began to tongue through the snoke. First shots were high; but



| atter ones scored the floor at the doorway.

The Shadow wasn't present to receive the final barrage. He was craw ing
cl ear of the doorway, blindly seeking new cover along the wall within the | oan
of fice. Tortured by the snoke, he was forced to rest with his face nmuffled in
the folds of his cloak sleeve.

Two figures arose in the thinner snoke of the next office. One was the
| eader of the invading crooks. He had received a hard bl ow from The Shadow s
gun; so had the thug who arose with him The two stooped above a third: the
hoodl um who had taken The Shadow s bull et.

That pal wasn't worth carrying away. Mobsters at the w ndow reached
through to help the rising pair. The | eader snarled, gave a | ook about. He saw
a figure crawing toward hi mon hands and knees. Shaking free fromhis
hel pers,
he pounced upon the Masked Pl ayboy.

Again, crinme's tool was in the hands of his persecutors; and with their
prisoner, crooks were carrying away the battered canmera that contained their
preci ous phot ogr aphs.

Sounds of the scranble through the wi ndow roused The Shadow. Though in
t he
next office, he was aware what had occurred. He still had tinme to overtake the
nmobsters and their dupe. On his feet, he started for the connecting door

Three nen swept in fromthe hallway. They roared for surrender as they
fell upon The Shadow. In the snoky darkness, they thought they had bagged the
Masked Pl ayboy. These new i nvaders were the first menbers of the police
headquarters squad that had come here on advice from stool pigeons.

In the next dozen seconds, The Shadow added to the fal se reputation that
t he Masked Pl ayboy had acquired.

Three agai nst one, the detectives were overconfident, each anxious to
claimcredit for the capture of a badly wanted crinminal. Their |ack of
concerted action gave The Shadow a split-second opportunity to handl e them

He flung the first attacker aside; tripping over the unhinged safe door
the dick took a long tunble. The second man nade a grappl e and The Shadow
closed with him for it enabled himto sidestep the third.

A moment | ater, two bodies were |lunging, bowing the third man ahead of
them When the pair spilled, they floored the free detective beneath them
letting himtake the full weight of the fall. The Shadow broke the hold of his
grappl i ng opponent, |anded a hard punch that sent himrolling.

Nei t her of the other two detectives were on their feet when The Shadow
dashed away to take the route across the roof.

THOUGH he hadn't nuch time to spare, The Shadow det oured when he reached
the roof. He sprang to the back edge, where he hissed a quick call to the
al | eyway bel ow. Men heard it; they were agents of The Shadow. In a trice, they
under st ood.

Dashing to the rear of the next building, they were there when nobsters
cane out bringing The Masked Pl ayboy. Though The Shadow s agents didn't know
t he i nnocent part that the Playboy had acted, they recognized that he was the
man The Shadow want ed.

Fal I ing upon the startled crooks, they wested the tuxedoed man fromthem
and lurched himtoward a waiting cab

It was tinmely work, aided by the fact that the crooks were stil
di sorgani zed. Before guns could bark, the taxi was starting for the corner
whi | e The Shadow s agents dived for cover, fromwhich to wage conbat.

WIld shots didn't halt the cab. It was gone, with its passenger sl unped
upon the floor where he had been none too gently placed.

Maddened crooks hoped to massacre The Shadow s two agents. Quns were
speaki ng from doorways and alleys, with the odds nuch in favor of the crimna
crew. But The Shadow s agents held their ground, know ng that aid was due.

It came. The Shadow had come down through the building. Hi s big guns



began

to boom crooks recogni zed the marksman. They scattered, their flight spurred
by

the tone of a gibing laugh that seened to echo fromevery wall about them

The Shadow headed for the corner, to see how the cab had made out. There
was a chance that the police mght have bl ocked its flight.

Such was actually the case. Around another corner, the cab was halted,
while its driver argued with a pair of officers. He had just about convinced
themthat the cab was enpty, when a stir occurred within the taxi itself.

A cop yanked open the door, to see the Masked Pl ayboy rising fromthe
floor. H s bandanna handkerchi ef was still across his eyes; sensing that he
was
want ed, he was keeping it there. But nunbed wits hadn't cal culated further
Blindly, he was shoving hinself into the hands of the |aw.

The taxi driver was one of The Shadow s agents. He recogni zed his
passenger's plight; knew that he could handle the groggy fellow later. He
decided to make a spurt, but by the tinme he pressed the accel erator the
Pl ayboy
was rolling to the sidewal k, westling with the policenen.

THE cab was away without its passenger. Shots suddenly began to whistle
about the driver's head. \Where they canme from he couldn't guess; but it was
his cue to keep on going and conme back around the bl ock

The officers heard the shots, and saw their origin. Guns were spurting
froma passage between two old houses; with the cab in flight, the crooks
ai med
for the police

Forgetting their prisoner, the officers dived for cover of their own. By
the tine they had reached it, crooks were piling the Masked Pl ayboy into an
old
sedan.

As luck had it, the taxi episode had taken place within fifty feet of the
spot where nobsters had left their car parked for the get-away.

This time, the officers supplied the shots that followed a fleeing
vehicl e; but they opened fire fromcover, and their aimwas bad. From back at
the next corner came the only intervention that could have halted the sedan's
escape. The Shadow had arrived there; he was begi nning | ong-range fire for the
sedan' s gas tank

The officers saw the new marksman vaguely. Deciding that he was an eneny,
they returned his fire. This tinme, the cops were close. The Shadow was forced
to wheel for cover, his chance to halt the sedan ended.

The end of The Shadow s fire brought an exultant shout fromthe
pol i cenen.

They dashed toward the corner, expecting to find a sprawmed victim As they
cane, they saw the sanme taxi that had eluded them a short while before.

Bl ackness detached itself froma wall. A living shape, it reached the
sl owi ng cab, to spring aboard. Stopping their run, the officers fired; but
their bullets peppered nothing but the corner of the building. The taxi was
away again, this time with a different passenger

Ri ding fromthe scene, The Shadow delivered a grimmnirthless |augh. In
triple battle, the issue could only have been decided by |uck; and the breaks
had gone agai nst him Crooks had won the point they wanted: escape, with the
Masked Pl ayboy still in their clutches.

The dupe was safe, however, for he was useful to their gane. It was the
gane itself that concerned The Shadow, nore than the hel pl ess man who had
participated init.

Sone hand of crinme |lay hidden behind tonight's events. That schener was
t he master-foe whose plans The Shadow i ntended to | earn, and, |ater
frustrate!



CHAPTER | V
CROOKS TALK TERMS

THE next norning, two nen entered a huge office building near Wall
Street.

They rode to the fifty-fifth floor, which was entirely occupied by the offices
of Eastern Refineries, Incorporated. Wen they stopped at the anteroom desk,
one of the men inquired for M. Martin Meriden.

The girl at the desk | ooked doubtful. As treasurer of Eastern Refineries,
Martin Meriden seldomhad visitors that the girl had never seen. Eastern
Refinery, it happened, was one of several subsidiary concerns all controlled
by
Wrld Gl interests.

These nen certainly weren't fromWrld Gl. Nor did their appearance
assure the girl that M. Meriden would want to see them

One man was short and barely the average weight for his height. He | ooked
wi ry, though, and pugnacious. His face was sallow, his lower lip, had a thrust
that the girl didn't like. H s eyes, too, were ugly; they had a way of fixing
t hensel ves, then opening wider, in a glare.

The other man was tall, alnost |anky; his Iong face had a w se,
cl ose-mout hed expression. His eyes didn't glare; they just set thenselves half
shut and stayed that way, as though hiding what |ay behind them

It was the short man who asked for Meriden; to the query the girl
i nquired
if he had a card. He gave her one which seened i nportant enough to take in to
M. Meriden. The card read:

J. B. CORSTON
Manager
Interstate Service Stations

VWhen the girl had left the desk, the short nan's lower lip forned a grin,
while his upper lip raised, displaying stained, msshapen teeth. He turned to
the tall man beside him

"I'mJ. B. Corston," he undertoned. "Got it? Just forget that |I'm Pi nkey
Fi ndl en. And forget that you're Slick Thurley."

"Easy enough, J. B.," replied Thurley, "I'"'mBill Quaine, from
headquarters. |'ve sprung that gag often enough.”

Martin Meriden didn't like the looks of his visitors any nore than the
girl had. From behind his desk, the portly, baldish treasurer of Eastern
Refineries was pronpt to express his opinions regarding the visit of J. B.
Cor st on.

"This is our first interview, M. Corston," spoke Meriden, testily. "You
can take it for granted that it will be our last."

"That's sure enough,” returned Pinkey, in a raspy tone. "After you've
bought the Interstate Service Stations | won't have to see you anynore."

"But | don't intend to buy!" Meriden pounded the desk with his pudgy
fist.

"I told you that in ny letter. Your chain of service stations exists only on
paper. It is worth nothing to us!"

Pi nkey | eaned back in his chair; he tucked his thumbs in the arm hol es of
his vest, as he turned his head toward Slick, with the coment.

"You talk to him Quaine."

SLI CK produced an envel ope from his pocket. He drew out sone cli ppings,
slid them across to Meriden. They were ol d newspaper accounts relating the



exploits of Detective WIIliam Quai ne, ace of the racket investigation squad.

Quai ne' s photograph was printed also; and - as Slick had often privately
expressed it - the picture mght as well have been Slick's own. Though he and
Quai ne m ght have been distinguished if together, separately, either could
pass
for the other.

It happened, too, that they had never nade the test of meeting face to
face. If there was one man that Slick dodged consistently, that fell ow was
Bill
Quai ne.

Meriden took it for granted that Slick was Quai ne; but he couldn't see
any
connection between that fact and the proposed purchase of the Interstate
Servi ce
St ati ons.

The treasurer of Eastern Refineries was soon to be enlightened. Pinkey
Fi ndl en observed that Meriden had fallen for the first step in the gane.

Pi nkey
spoke to Slick Thurley:

"Show M. Meriden those other clippings, Qaine."

"Certainly, J. B.," returned Slick, in a brisk tone that suited his false
part. "Look these over, Meriden. They tell about a crook called the Masked
Pl ayboy. "

Meri den was noddi ng as he eyed the recent clippings. Still, he couldn't
understand the link, until Pinkey opened a |arge envel ope and shoved two
phot ogr aphs across the desk.

They were the pictures snapped the night before, during the phony crine
at
the office of the Nu-Way Loan Conpany. The first that Meriden saw was the
pi cture wherein the Playboy was nasked. He laid that photo aside; |ooked at
t he
one below it. He saw a pale strained face with worried eyes. He recogni zed
t hose

features.
Martin Meriden sank deep in his chair. His Iips took on a fishlike gape.
"Reggi e!" gasped Meriden. "My - my own son Reggie! And | - | thought he
had -"

"You t hought he'd been behaving hinself," sneered Pinkey. "But he hadn't!
You gave himcash for a trip to Europe, but you didn't know he blew it and had
to make it up, sonmehow "

"But Reggie is sailing - at noon - today -"

"You mean he will be sailing, if you cone through with the deal on those
service stations."”

A new expression showed in Meridian's eyes. H's tone was indi gnant when
he
uttered:

"This is blackmail!"

"That's what they call it," agreed Pinkey, "Or a shakedown. It's all the
same in this case. You cone through, Meriden, or the kid does a stretch in
Si ng
Sing!"

MERI DEN S hands were fidgeting on the desk. Pinky liked the sign. He'd
seen others act that way before. Pinkey's rasp becanme | ess noticeable. He was
tryi ng snooth encour agenents.

"You're not the first guy," he said to Meriden. "Qthers were up agai nst
t he sane proposition. They came through. Quaine, here, will tell you it's the
easi est way."

Meriden | ooked toward Slick; he saw the fake detective reach for the



i ncrim nating photographs. From now on, apparently, the pretended Bill Quaine
was to keep the evidence.

"So you've turned crook," accused Meriden. "That means you're not to be
trusted, Quaine, any nore than this man" - Meriden thunbed toward Pinkey -
"who
appears to be your boss."

Slick's only reply was a sarcastic snile

"How do | know that you won't blackmail me further?" denmanded Meri den,
hoarsely. "This could go on and on -"

"Only it won't" interposed Slick. "You and | are in the sane boat,
Meriden. You've got to cover up on this deal that you nake with J. B. here.
I've got to cover up that | was in on it. One shakedown to one guy is all we
can chance. "

Slick | ooked to Pinkey for corroboration. The big-shot gave a nod.

"That's the way it stands," assured Pinkey. "But if you don't cone
t hrough, Meriden, Quaine will turn in these pictures to headquarters and make
hi nsel f a hero again.

"He'l | be the guy who outsnmarted the Masked Pl ayboy, by figuring where he
was due and placing a canera there. Quaine will identify your son Reggie and
he'll also deny that he tried this shakedown."

Meri den saw the logic. He knew that the fal se Quaine could explain this
visit by saying that he came to ask questions regarding Reggie' s identity. As
for Pinkey, he would back anything that the fal se Quaine said. Believing Slick
to be a real detective and Pinkey to be a bona fide businessman nanmed J. B
Corston, Meriden could find no | oophole. He | ooked dazed; but he managed to
gather his wits and ask one inportant question

"What about ny son?" queried Meriden, "Were is he?"

On the boat," returned Pinkey, "Getting sone sleep after a bad night. The
bull's nearly nabbed him after that job. Wiy don't you call him Meriden?
They' ve got a tel ephone service to that ship. Make sure that he's all right.”

VERI DEN made the call. He controlled his tone while he talked to his
sl eepy-voi ced son, and made no renmarks that Reggie could have interpreted as
know edge of last night's episode. Fromthat conversation Meriden convinced
hi nsel f that Reggie was not in the clutch of crooks.

"Satisfied?" queried Pinkey, when the call was ended. "You ought to be.
Why should we be worried? We don't have to keep our mitts on the kid. That
packet doesn't sail till noon. Bill CQuaine, here, has still got two hours to
show up with a squad and yank Reggi e off the boat."

Meri den nodded. His lips were firmy pressed. Pinkey produced an
agr eenent
of sale, laid it on the desk

"The price for Interstate Service Stations," he announced, "is two
hundr ed
and fifty grand.”

"You nmean" - Meriden was anmzed - "a quarter mllion?"

"Why not?" returned Pinkey. "Your conpany has got plenty of dough. You
can
make this look like a swell buy! Use the phony reports that | sent you."

Meri den wi nced; nechanically, he reached for his pen. He applied his
signature to the agreenent. Pinky rem nded himthat a check would be in order
Meriden wote one for fifty thousand dollars, stating that he would have to
make the paynments in installments.

"Wite out the rest of them" ordered Pinkey. "Date them ahead, a nonth
apart. We know you won't welsh on them W' ve got the goods on you, now,
Meriden, along with your son Reggie."

Meri den made out the remai ning checks; he passed them weakly across the
desk. Pinkey arose, beckoned to Slick. Together, the crooks went out toward
t he



el evators. At the information desk, Pinkey spoke to the girl.

"Better |l ook in on the boss, sister,"” remarked Pinkey. "He wasn't feeling
so good when we left him Maybe he's feeling sort of sick!"

Slick was waiting at the opened door of an elevator. Pinkey stepped in
with him As the door clanged shut, the girl at the desk heard the finish of
two ugly chuckles that cane fromthe lips of Meriden's visitors.

Two crooks were nutually agreed on the proposition that crime, when
properly framed, could pay in plenty.

CHAPTER V
LI NKS TO CRI ME

IN all the reports of the Masked Pl ayboy's final crime, there was no
i nkling of the real purpose. The public, like the law, assuned that the
tuxedoed crininal had nerely led his crew in another profitless expedition -
this time with such bad results that the Playboy nmight well be tired of his
crooked busi ness.

One badly wounded thug had tried to sl ow the police, and had received
nor e
bull ets. That thug was dead; hence, he couldn't talk. It seemed plain, though
t hat somet hi ng had gone wong before the police arrived. That nade the | aw
decide that rival crooks had tried to nmuscle into the Playboy's ill-timed
gane.

There were reports of flashes that had been seen fromthe w ndows of the
| oan office prior to the blasting of the safe. Those were attributed to tests
with fuses, before the charge was set.

No investigators guessed that flash bul bs had been used for photographs;
t hat the whol e epi sode of the Masked Pl ayboy was a frame-up. That know edge
bel onged in one | one personage, who had been an eyew tness; namely The Shadow.

From hi s personal observation, The Shadow knew t hat bl ackmail was the
notive behind the game. To prove that case was a nore difficult proposition

The identity of the Masked Pl ayboy was a riddle. The Shadow correctly
sized himas a dupe; probably a young man of good social status, fallen in
with
bad compani ons. That helped little.

There were probably a few thousand such young nen in New York. Any one of
them m ght be eligible for the part of the Pl ayboy.

Simlarly, it was a hazy problemto identify the crook who had actually
| ed the invadi ng crew

The Shadow cl assed himas a small-time nobl eader; and the underworld was
full of such ugly characters. Recently, New York had undergone a cl ean-up
wherein a special prosecutor had smashed a wi de-spread racket ring. Lots of
little fish had slipped through the nmesh, but they were big enough to be
| eaders of hoodl um crews.

Last canme the nobbies thensel ves. There, again, The Shadow drew a bl ank

The actual thugs had been recruited fromhere and there, through an
endl ess chain wherein each knew only a few others and none was acquainted w th
t he persons hi gher up

The Shadow had personal know edge of that situation, for he had posed as
one who was "in the know " That was how he had nanaged to receive the
hand- st anped nessage down at Chat ham Square.

The man who had passed the match pack to The Shadow was nerely a
messenger, slipping partial information to anyone who gave hi mthe password.
By
mentioning a "hand," The Shadow had becone one of the recipients.

From that incident, however, The Shadow gained a link with the past. He
knew t he nmeani ng of the crudely stanped hand synbol. It went back to
condi tions



that had exi sted many nonths ago, during the clean-up of the so-called "racket
ring."

There hadn't been a single racket ring; there had been several. Al had
| earned t he advantages of cooperation, shaking noney from prosperous
busi nesses. New York had been a land of plenty for the racketeers. Expecting
trouble fromthe | aw, they had avoi ded strife anong thenselves. In fact, their
organi zati ons had reached an interlocking stage, even to the point where they
had "fi xers" and other peacemakers, who had kept everybody satisfied and
happy.

Eventual | y perhaps, gang wars woul d have cone; but the law hadn't let it get
that far.

Rackets had been shattered right and left, with The Shadow and his agents
pl ayi ng an active but hidden part in the clean-up. Prom nent racketeers had
been brought to trial; to be rapidly convicted and sentenced. The public
t hought that those nen had been the brains of the racket ring. That was true;
but only in part.

For every bi g-shot who had found the interior of a prison cell, there had
been three or four who had fled from New York before crinme's citadel crunbled.

The Shadow had not forgotten those who had vani shed. Seated in the corner
of his sanctum The Shadow was at work beneath the bluish Iight. Froma stack
of files he drew one that was stanped with an appropriate synbol: human hand,
wi th extended thunb and fingers.

This was a case-book dealing with one group of racketeers who had teaned
together, with double result. Not only had they made their profit while
rackets
were goi ng strong; every menber of the group had cl eared New York before the
cl ean-up.

VWere they were, what each was doing, were matters that concerned The
Shadow. That was why he laid a stack of recent reports close at hand, where he
could refer to data as required.

Upon a sheet of paper, The Shadow i nscribed five nanes:

"Thunb" Gaudrey
"Pointer" Trane
"Long- Steve" Bydle
"Ri ng" Brescott

"Pi nkey" Findl en

One by one, The Shadow checked the list. Gaudrey was in Bernuda posing as
a retired business magnate seeking a rest cure. Trame had headed for Havana to
ganbl e sonme of his ill-gotten gains at the casino. Bydle had actually gone
into
busi ness, in Chicago.

Brescott had nade a trip to California, probably to test sone
racket eering
enterprise; but without result. Latest reports stated that he would soon be
com ng East.

One nman al one was unaccounted for. He was Pinkey Findlen, the last crook
on the list.

The Shadow |l aid the sheet aside. He began to visualize recent crime in
terms of Pinkey Findlen. It was plain that the pack had becone | one wol ves;
t hat each was dangerous in his own right. O the five, Pinkey was the first to
start an individual enterprise. Therefore, The Shadow had to deal with him
al one.

Pi nkey knew rackets, thoroughly. Therefore, he certainly recognized that
t he usual sort of racket would be hopeless in New York, at present. Rackets
depended upon numerous small collections frommany harassed busi ness nen. They
required too nmany collectors, all weak links in the chain.

So Pinkey had sinmply reversed the procedure. Instead of building up many
smal |l profits, he was working to gain a few | arge suns. That neant contacts



t hat Pinkey coul d handl e personally, w th enough precautions to prevent |eaks.

He needed his strong-arm men; but he wasn't using themas collectors.
Their job was to frame dupes |ike the Masked Pl ayboy, thus giving Pinkey
opportunity for big-time blackmail on a high pressure basis.

UPON the tabl e canme clippings: past reports of the Masked Playboy. The
Shadow s | augh was audi bl e beyond the bluish Iight. He was studying the past
crimes attributed to the Playboy. They had sinply been build-ups to the fina
one.

VWet her the Pl ayboy had been shoved into those crimes, or whether someone
had i npersonated him did not matter to The Shadow. He was interested in the
crimes thensel ves; and anong the list of pitiful raids, he saw one that stood
out strongly.

That robbery had been cormitted at a place called the Bubble C ub. The
Masked Pl ayboy had nmarched in upon C aude Ondrey, owner of the night club
trapping himin his own office. Ondrey had passed over sone cash; he provided
the police with an el aborate report of the episode.

From The Shadow s vi ewpoint, Ondrey had tal ked too nuch. That happened to
be a habit with d aude Ondrey.

VWen the police had cracked the night club racket, during the big
cl ean-up, Ondrey had been one of the nost tal kative informants. As a victim of
the racket, he had paid many visits to the special prosecutor's office.

The Shadow had records of Ondrey's testinmony. Oddly, with all his talk,
Ondrey had provided nothing new. He sinply corroborated statements that other
victims had given before him

That marked Ondrey for what he was. The Shadow had hi m | abel ed as a nan
| eagued with crooks. For everything that Ondrey told the prosecutor, he
br ought
back val uable facts for the big shots who ruled him

Cl aude Ondrey could be blaned for the fact that five big men of crinme had
left New York before the prosecutor was ready to order their arrests. The | aw
had m ssed that fact, but The Shadow hadn't.

From t he past, The Shadow had his key to the present. Pinkey Findlen,
back
in New York, was enploying the human tool s that he had used before. C aude
Ondrey was one of them and his Bubble O ub was al so valuable. It was one
pl ace
t hat Pinkey Findlen could use as a headquarters, when he wanted.

But Pinkey hadn't been there the night when the Masked Pl ayboy had
visited
t he Bubble dub. That was just the old gane over again. It had strengthened
Ondrey's position with the law, enabling himto retain his pose as a victim of
crime, instead of a man | eagued w th crooks.

THE SHADOW cl i cked off the sanctumlight. H's whispered | augh brought
shudderi ng echoes fromwalls that were invisible in the pitch-darkness. Those
echoes faded. The Shadow had left the sanctum But he still chose paths of
bl ackness.

Eveni ng had come to Manhattan. In the darkness of narrow side streets,
The
Shadow was no nore than a gliding shape as he chose a route to his waiting
i nobusi ne, a few bl ocks away. Stepping into the big car, The Shadow dropped
hi s
hat and cl oak

A street |anp showed his face at the wi ndow. No | onger was The Shadow
di sgui sed as a droopy-faced panhandler. H s features were hawklike; inpassive
and di stingui shed. He was i mmcul ately attired in evening cl ot hes.

The order that The Shadow gave the chauffeur was spoken in a cal m but



| azy
tone - that of a nman who seened bored with life and was | ooking for sone
di versi on:

"Bubbl e C ub, Stanley!"

CHAPTER VI
AT THE BUBBLE CLUB

THE Bubble O ub was |ocated on a side street not far from Ti nes Square.
It
rated hi gh among ni ght clubs, and nmany well -known persons chose it as their
favorite bright spot. Drinks and neals were reasonably priced, and no ot her
nitery provided a better-bal anced floor show In fact, every evening was a
triunmph for C aude Ondrey, who was always on hand to greet his patrons. Ondrey
was portly and genial, with a bald head that kept bow ng as he wal ked from
table to table. H s handshake, though, was flabby, and his smle a sham
Ondr ey
didn't nake his real nmoney fromthe customers who thronged the Bubble O ub
That
was apparent on this present evening, when Ondrey finished his rounds and
returned to his fancy office at a back corner of the club

Three nen were seated in the office. One was Pinkey Findlen, who wore a
hard grin on his lippy, sallow face. The second was Slick Thurl ey, maintaining
his usual wi se pose, in constant imtation of Detective Bill Quaine.

The third arrival was a chunky bl ock-faced man, who | ooked presentable
despite the squinty way he shifted his eyes and the side-nouthed manner in
whi ch he grinned. He was "Bugs" Hopton, |eader of Pinkey's strong-arm crew.

Ondrey was pleased to see his visitors. Fromhis coat pocket, the night
cl ub owner brought a notebook that he handed to Pinkey. Wile the big-shot
studied red-ink figures, Ondrey spoke an explanation. "The place is packed,"
he
said, "but it can't nmake noney. Not at the prices we give them If | could put
on a cover charge, we'd break even."

"Forget it!" snapped Pinkey. He pulled a roll of bills fromhis pocket

and
counted off the required anbunt. "This clears you, Ondrey. Keep running things
the way you have. | don't want you to run no clip joint. That brings squawks."

"But sone of the best places have cover charges -

"So what? That nakes this joint better than them don't it? Better than
the best; that's the way | want it. I"'mwlling to pay for a front that
everybody falls for. Wen you spend dough that way, it ain't wasted."

Pi nkey gestured Ondrey to a chair. Then

"W're sitting pretty, Ondrey," declared the big-shot. "So pretty that
we're going to tell you all about it. W' ve finished three jobs out of four
and when that one goes across, we'll have a mllion bucks in the bag!"

Settling back in his chair, Pinkey began to recount the victories to
dat e.

"FI RST was Howard M| ay," Pinkey declared. "General nmanager of Sphere
Shi ppi ng. He was a cinch, because he had a past that he was trying to forget.
W dug up the dirt; he had to come through

"So he |l et one of his boats go to the bottom when we fixed it for him
Only an old tub that ought to have sunk anyway. It was | oaded with a cargo of
junk netal, and that hel ped the dive. That cargo" - Pinkey chuckled - "was on
t he books as supplies worth three hundred grand. Ml ay collected the insurance
dough and passed it to us."

Ondrey knew of the case, but hadn't heard all the details. H's shanmy



smle took on a genui ne appearance.

"Next was John Thorry," continued Pinky. "He was the president of a
conpany called Western G| Fields. He won't forget that trip he made to New
York. W franmed hima couple of ways, and let himcraw out by buying sone
punk
oil wells. He'd been lucky at picking good ones, so he can | augh off sone
| enobns. Anyway, that brought the total up to half a mllion."

"And after that" - the interruption canme from Bugs Hopton, who spoke with
raspy tone - "the going got tough!"

Pi nkey swung about angrily in his chair. "Whatta you nmean by tough?"

"I mean last night," retorted Bugs. "You said it would be soft, fram ng
young Meriden. But it wasn't - not with The Shadow barging in on us."

"Forget The Shadow " scoffed Pinkey. "He got left behind, didn't he? And
today, Slick and ne put the deal through with the kid's old nan. That's one
thing The Shadow ain't w se to."

Bugs didn't continue the argunent. He hel ped hinmself to an expensive
ci gar
froma box on Ondrey's desk. Scratching a match on the mahogany, he |ighted
t he
cigar and puffed it in silence.

"The next job is soft," assured Pinkey. "W've already put through a | ot
of forged checks and notes with World Ol interests. There's only one guy who
can spot that phony stuff. He's Lewis Bron, the auditor. He'll snmell a rat as
soon as he goes over the books.

"What we're going to do is get to Bron before he sees the books. When
we' ve done that, he'll see things the sane way we do. Once the books have his
OK., there'll be no nore worry."

No one asked Pinkey how he intended to handle Bron. The big-shot's word
was good enough for the listeners. Even Bugs had no objection. He knew that
Pi nkey al ways changed his game when occasion required. There wouldn't be
another tangle |ike the Masked Pl ayboy proposition

IT was Ondrey who voiced the main thought that all the others held.

"Over a mllion bucks," said the night club owner, in an eager tone. "You
get half of it, Pinkey, and we three divvy the rest. Fair enough."

"That's only half the story,"” inserted Pinkey. "This ain't just a mllion
dol l ar proposition. I"'mgoing to double it, before |I've finished."

Eyes popped, including those of Bugs Hopton. That was unusual; it took
plenty to surprise the chunky nob-I| eader

"Here's the lay," confided Pinkey. "All these conpani es we've nicked are
owned by one outfit, and that's the Wirld G| interests. They call those
conpani es subsidiaries; but that's just a business term Big business is just
a
racket anyway, fromny way of looking at it.

"Western G| Fields punps the oil. Sphere Shipping runs the boats that
bring it here. Eastern Refineries peddles the gasoline to the public. The
gravy
all goes to Wrld G|, because it owns the rest of them

"The biggest guy in the whole game is G les Jondran, because he's the
president of World Ql. It's the head of what they call a fifty-nillion-dollar
corporation; and he's worth about ten million on his own. So when we've
finished with the rest of them we'll work on old Jondran hinself.

"We'll tell himthat we've snagged a nmillion, and how we got it. W'l
say
to him 'all right old buzzard, you're going to double the ante!" And if he
don't, we'll spill the whole works. It won't be us that'll take the rap. It
will be guys like Mlay, Thorry, and Meriden, along with this auditor Bron -

A buzzer interrupted. It nmeant a house call for Ondrey. Pinkey waited
whi | e the night club owner spoke over the tel ephone. Ondrey was brief; when he



hung up the receiver, he turned pronptly to Pinkey.

"There is a gentleman who wants to see ne," explained Ondrey. "He wants
to
arrange a banquet; and he's the sort of custoner that | ought to bring in
her e.

Hi s name is Lanont Cranston.”

"You mean the guy that pals around with the police conm ssioner?" queried
Pinkey. "Say - that's neat! You're right, Ondrey: he's one guy that oughtn't
to
be kept waiting. Come on you lugs" - Pinkey turned to his other conpanions -
"we're noving out -"

Slick was nearest to the wall behind Ondrey's desk. He pressed the edge
of
a panel; the woodwork slid apart to reveal a tiny elevator. The three nen
entered it; Slick was about to close the secret door when Pinkey stopped him

"Listen, Ondrey," remarked Pinkey, "we're going back to the hide-out. |
got a phone there, but there's sone calls I'd rather make from here -"

"You nmean to Maude Revel | e?"

"Yeah. So you call her for me. Tell her 1'Il neet her at the usual place
an hour fromnow That'll give you time to talk to this Cranston guy, first."

Ondrey nodded. Mention of Cranston rem nded himthat he didn't want to
keep the visitor waiting. He reached for the tel ephone, gave the order to
usher
M. Cranston into the office. Wile Ondrey was doing that, Slick closed the
el evat or door.

Ondrey prided hinmself on that secret elevator. It was slow in operation
because it was designed for silence. There wasn't the slightest runble from
t he
hi dden shaft; nor even the vibration of a cable as the elevator nmade its
ascent .

Ondrey stepped to the office door. He opened it to see Cranston coning
t hrough the passage fromthe night club

A few nonents later, Ondrey was bowi ng a hawk-faced visitor to a seat in
front of the desk. Reaching into a drawer, the night club owner brought out a
box of very special cigars, finer even than the brand that Bugs liked to
snoke.

It was while Ondrey was bent above the desk drawer that Cranston's ears
caught a distant sound, so slight that Ondrey did not notice it. That noise
was
the muffled clang of an el evator door, closing, somewhere, a few fl oors above.

Wth the sound, Cranston's eyes went instinctively to the panel ed wall
behi nd Ondrey. There, his keen eyes picked a vertical line in the ornament
woodwor k. Gaugi ng sight with sound, Cranston had the answer. He knew t hat
Ondrey had talked with at | east one visitor tonight.

More than that, Lanont Cranston could nane the man who had departed. He
was sure that Ondrey's principal visitor had been the | one-wol f racketeer
Pi nkey Fi ndl en.

For behind the maskli ke countenance of the supposed Lanmont Cranston |ay
the brain of The Shadow

CHAPTER VI |
THE MEETI NG PLACE

IT required only ten mnutes for Lanont Cranston to make arrangenents for
a banquet to be held at the Bubble Cub. He named the date as ten days in the
future; and Claude Ondrey was nore than pleased to |learn that Cranston
i nt ended
to invite the police conmissioner to the affair.



That was the sort of news that Ondrey knew would go over well with Pinkey
Fi ndl en.

However, Ondrey's beami ng snile began to fade, when Cranston conti nued
t he
di scussion further. For sone reason he wanted to settle many matters,

i ncl udi ng
such details as the banquet nenu. Thus he prolonged his interview with Ondrey
until nearly half an hour had passed.

During the first ten m nutes, The Shadow sensed that Ondrey had sonet hing
on his mnd. He foresaw that subtle stalling tactics nmight reveal nore; and
t he
syst em wor ked.

Toward the end of the half hour, Ondrey's fingers were itching to get at
t he tel ephone; and his constant glances in that direction flashed the fact
t hat
he had an inportant call to make. Ondrey was at last relieved to see Cranston
arise, ready for a leisurely departure. Ondrey bowed the visitor out to the
ni ght club; then, after a quick handshake, the portly man hurried back to the
of fice.

Ondrey woul d have been startled had he taken tine to | ook over his own
shoul der.

Idly, Cranston turned about, as if he had forgotten sonething in the
office. Hs easy action attracted no attention fromthe waiters. But once he
was within the little passage leading to the office, Cranston di sappeared.

In fact, as he stopped within a darkened corner of the passage, he seened
to draw bl ackness all about him

That phenomenon was expl ai ned by the fact that The Shadow had planted his
cloak and hat in that particular corner. He had entered the night club by a
side door, carrying the garments over his arm Starting first for Ondrey's
office, he had left his garb in that convenient spot; then had stepped into
t he
night club to find soneone who woul d announce his arrival to Ondrey.

CLOAKED i n bl ack, The Shadow made quick strides to the office. The door
was unl ocked, as he expected, for Ondrey hadn't wasted tine in getting to the
t el ephone. The night club owner had just nanaged to get his number, when The
Shadow peered in upon him

Through the crack of the door, The Shadow could see Ondrey at the desk;
and every word that the man uttered was plain.

"Hello... That you, Maude?" Ondrey was smiling when he recogni zed the

voice. "Yes, this is Ondrey... Yes, Pinkey was here; but he didn't have tine
to
call you... Yes. He'll neet you. At the usual place..."

There nust have been a flow of talk across the wire, for Ondrey fidgeted
for the next two mnutes. At nmonents, he opened his nouth as if to say
somet hi ng; but he couldn't manage to insert a word. Wen his chance finally
cane, Ondrey spoke pleadingly.

"Don't be angry, Maude," he insisted. "It was actually ny fault that you

weren't called sooner... | know you don't like The Hayrick, but it's one of
t he
few pl aces where Pinkey can go..
"Here? Certainly he comes here; but he always stays in the office... No,
he never goes into the night club... No, it wouldn't be safe. At least, that's

what he says. Pinkey's supposed to be on the lam..

"You'll meet hinP That's good! But you'd better hurry... Yes, he'll be at
The Hayrick within the next half hour..."

The call finished, Ondrey mopped his forehead, shaking his head as if in
testinmony that the ways of women baffled him He came out to the night club
proper. Ondrey saw no sign of The Shadow i n the passage.



The cl oaked intruder had stepped to that blackened corner where he had
formerly placed his cloak and hat.

Moving into Ondrey's office, The Shadow, began a rapid search of the
desk.
He found nothing in the way of evidence that |inked Ondrey wi th Pinkey
Fi ndl en.

In fact, The Shadow wasn't at all certain that Ondrey knew the details of
Pi nkey's present racket. The only way to settle that point would be to accost
Ondrey and question him But with the chances to the contrary, it was
preferable to | eave Ondrey al one, particularly because he m ght prove useful
| ater.

Mor eover, The Shadow saw an excell ent chance to neet Pinkey hinself, when
t he racketeer reached The Hayrick. Mention of the place by name was all that
The Shadow had needed. The Hayrick was wel |l -known as a nightclub in G eenw ch
Vi || age.

FI NI SHI NG hi s short search of Ondrey's desk, The Shadow tried the panel ed
wal | . He found the hidden catch, opened the panel and | ooked into the el evator
shaft. There he saw a switch and pressed it to bring the car downward.

The el evator hadn't quite reached the bottom when The Shadow heard
muf f1 ed footsteps beyond the door of Ondrey's office. He waited coolly,
calculating that the car mght arrive before Ondrey entered. It did.

The Shadow was aboard and cl osing the panel when Ondrey opened the office
door. He caught a glinpse of the portly man speaking to soneone in the hall
The panel went shut while Ondrey was turning about. The fellow did not notice
its notion.

This time the silence of Ondrey's private el evator worked against its
owner. The Shadow made the slowtrip to the top of the shaft. He found hinsel f
in the deserted fourth floor of a building that had once been a private
resi dence.

There was a door that led into an adjoining house; it was probably the
route used by Pinkey and other secret visitors. There was another exit,
however, that pleased The Shadow better

It was a fire escape outside the window at the end of the hall. It had a
nmetal | adder |eading to the roof, and The Shadow raised his head above the
edge, to learn facts for future reference.

One thing that he saw was a trapdoor that evidently topped the hidden
el evator shaft. That was sonmething that could prove useful later. H's
i nspection finished, The Shadow descended by the fire escape.

TVWENTY minutes | ater, The Shadow was in Greenwich Village; near an
al l eyway that afforded entrance of the side door of The Hayrick. Looking al ong
the street, he saw a man | oafing near the corner; another, shanbling along in
ai m ess fashion

These were agents of The Shadow. He had summoned t hem t hrough a short
wave
radio call to Burbank. Wth his agents on the watch, The Shadow could | ater
recei ve reports on any outside devel opnents.

Entering the side door, The Shadow stopped for a view of The Hayrick

The place formed one big barnlike raftered room w th the stacks of hay
around the sides. There were about forty tables, half of them occupied by
custoners. In the center was a dance floor; an orchestra dressed as farm hands
occupi ed the far end of the room

To his right, The Shadow saw a little stairway that led up to a gl oony
bal cony. Beyond the rail were the doors of small private dining roons, which
expl ai ned why Pinkey had chosen to nmeet Maude here. By using the side door
Pi nkey could reach one of those little roonms unnoticed by the patrons on the
main floor.



The Shadow took the stairway to the balcony. He entered the first enpty
room and cl osed the door behind him Using a tiny flashlight, he decided that
this roomwas probably unused, for its table and chair were stacked in a
corner.

There was a connecting door next to the little room It was |ocked, but
The Shadow opened it with a skeleton key. Again he found a little-used room
SO
he t ook another door into the third roomin the row There, the gleamof his
flashlight showed a table set for two.

Positive that this was where Pinkey intended to dine with Maude, The
Shadow approached the table, his flashlight cleaving a path before him He
hadn't taken five steps, before there was a click frombeside the partly
cl osed
door that led to the bal cony passage.

The roomwas filled with light. Just inside the doorway stood a striking
bl onde, whose | arge blue eyes were fixed upon the center of the room The girl
was Maude Revel |l e.

She wasn't the type that The Shadow expected her to be. She was
attractively attired in a black velvet evening gown that sparkled with a line
of small rhinestones fromneck to hem That decoration was tasteful; quite
different fromthe cheap finery worn by the usual racketeer's noll.

There wasn't any question, though, regarding Maude's identity. She
recogni zed The Shadow when she saw him and the sudden narrow ng of her eyes
told that she knew himto be the arch-foe of crooks Iike Pinkey Findlen

VWhat ever el se happened, Maude intended to make sure that Pinkey didn't
wal k into a surprise nmeeting with The Shadow in this room

Nervily, the girl ignored the gun that The Shadow whi pped from his cl oak
Yanki ng the door fully open, she made a dive to the bal cony, at an angle which
took her from The Shadow s range. As she went, Maude delivered a | ong warning
scream The Shadow reached the sane doorway, hoping that his arrival would
cause the girl to end her tactics. H s nove proved a bad one. Hardly had he
| eaped out to the bal cony, when soneone turned on another string of lights.

Those bul bs glinmered al ong the bal cony, revealing The Shadow where he
stood. Tough faces bobbed suddenly anong the patrons of The Hayrick, while
qui ck fists went for guns. As The Shadow wheeled to find cover, he faced al ong
the bal cony toward the stairs. There, he saw another menace. On the steps
st ood
Pi nkey Findlen, revolver gleanmng fromhis lifting fist.

Luck had reversed the trap. Pinkey had attai ned an advantage over The
Shadow

CHAPTER VI I'|
MAUDE FI NDS A FRI END

THE next two seconds provided The Shadow with one of the tightest pinches
in his long career. By all the laws of ordinary chance, that interval should
have produced his doom This predicanment, however, was the sort that urged The
Shadow to extraordi nary nmeasures. In the energency, he took a | ong-shot
nmet hod.

The Shadow didn't halt to beat Pinkey in a gun duel. That woul d have been
suicidal, with other revolvers conming up to aim Nor did he wheel away to make
hinself a nore difficult target. That woul d have worked with the nore distant
crooks, but not with Pinkey.

The Shadow took the one direction that offered sure surprise. He drove
straight for the spot where Pinkey awaited him By the very sw ftness of his
| unge, he acconplished the unexpected. He arrived by the tine that Pinkey's
gun
was | eveled at him



Not Pinkey; but the rising gun nmuzzle, was The Shadow s focal point. At
the last instant, he gave a tw st that preceded the blast of Pinkey's gun. The
bul l et scorched t hrough The Shadow s cl oak, so close to his body that Pinkey
t hought he had scored a hit.

Pi nkey's triunphant shout made others believe the same. So did The
Shadow s own course. He didn't slacken as he reached the steps.

Shoul der-first,
he took a plunge straight downward. To the enemny, that topple indicated that
Pi nkey's shot had reached The Shadow.

Even Pinky didn't realize that The Shadow s fall would be broken. It was
Pi nkey, hinsel f, who becane the buffer when the black-clad fighter hit his
shoul der first. The two went rolling down the steps together; and with the
finish of Pinkey's raucous shout cane the sudden burst of The Shadow s nocki ng
| augh.

A gun bl ow settled Pinkey for a while to cone. That stroke was swung for
the racketeer's skull; through sheer |uck, Pinkey partly warded it, with
uprai sed arm He flattened, groggy at the bottom of the steps, and The Shadow
promptly forgot him to wage battle with others. They were com ng across the
floor - half a dozen nobbies planted here by "Bugs" Hopton, Pinkey's
strong-arm
crew | eader. They expected victory through that rush; instead they put
thensel ves in trouble. By deserting the tables, they came clear of innocent
patrons. That give The Shadow full opportunity to fire.

Two automatics in his fists, the bl ack-cl oaked battler sent shots through
the stairway rail. Crooks began to spill; their fire was bel ated when t hey
tried to return flying | ead.

Two of themreached the bal cony, junped up, and haul ed t hensel ves over
its
high rail. Maude was in their path, trying to stop the conflict; they hurled
t he
girl aside and started for The Shadow.

He was up the steps to nmeet them

I nstead of wasting bullets that m ght be needed, he cane like a living
aval anche, before the pair could aim The forenost thug took a hard stroke on
t he head; his conpanion made a desperate grapple with The Shadow.

Bol d patrons who peeked from beneath tables saw a mass of bl ackness heave
upward, hoisting a struggling thug above. The crook took a long, sprawly dive
over the balcony rail; the jolt that the floor gave himleft himsensel ess.

BY this time, new fighters had arrived.

Bugs Hopton and a trio of picked gorillas had dashed in through the side
entrance. They aimed for The Shadow as they snatched up Pinkey, to haul the
bi g- shot out of danger. GQuns spoke anew, The Shadow s quick shots hurrying the
crooks in their aim

Amid that prelimnary barrage, a new attack cane fromthe side door. The
Shadow s agents had closed in, to surprise Bugs and his crew with a rear
attack.

Mobsters turned, hoping to reach the door. Into the nmelee came a batch of
wai ters, thinking that they could drive out the trouble-makers.

The Shadow waited, watching the struggle. He couldn't risk shots at the
nmonent; he was dependi ng upon his agents to handle thenselves in their usua
conpetent style. Probably they would have done so, if the waiters hadn't m xed
init. As it was, the fight becane a free-for-all

Bugs and two pal s dragged Pi nkey out through the side door, the braw ing
figures shielding them agai nst The Shadow s aim That get-away made the
waiters
realize that the real trouble-makers were in flight.

They took up the chase, out through the alleyway, |eaving The Shadow s
agents in control, with one man of Bugs Hopton's crew lying |linp and hel pl ess.



The Shadow saw that further pursuit would be usel ess. Bugs had managed an
escape, and had taken Pinkey with him Probably they had a waiting car in
r eadi ness.

It was time for The Shadow to nake his own departure, taking his agents
with him and the best route would be through a wi ndow of one of the little
di ning roons. That was why The Shadow s sibilant tone gave quick comrand for
his agents to join himon the bal cony.

As they arrived, The Shadow observed a forgotten figure. Maude Revelle
| ay
dazed upon the fl oor. The Shadow told the agents to take her with them and
added brief instructions. They hurried through a little room just as a squad
of police arrived at the front entrance to The Hayrick

The officers saw The Shadow fading into a doorway. They shouted for him
to
halt, and followed the order with a rapid volley. Those shots were w de of
their
mark. Wth their echoes cane the trailing tone of The Shadow s parting | augh

QUTSI DE The Hayrick, Pinkey and his carriers had vani shed. Police
whi st es
wer e soundi ng everywhere. The Shadow s agents found thensel ves confronted wth
a
difficult task, for they had to make their own departure and carry Maude with
t hem

They were ai ded, though, by shots that took the police in the wong
direction. The Shadow had provided those shots, know ng that they would draw
the officers away. By the tine the police reached the spot where the shots had
been fired, The Shadow was gone.

Two bl ocks away, a pair of The Shadow s agents crept through the
dar kness,
taki ng Maude with them The girl had recovered her wits; she supposed that
t hese
men were two of Pinkey's followers. They reached the street, to hear the sound
of a police siren. Maude shrank back

One of the men nudged the girl, pointing to a |imnousine parked near the
curb. Maude nodded, then made dash for it. She reached the |inousine and
clinmbed hurriedly aboard. The chauffeur didn't notice her; he was | ooking
across the street aboard toward a little cigar store.

A tall man strode fromthe store and entered the |inousine. He spoke
qui etly through the speaking tube; the big car started forward. Then, lighting
a cigarette, the owner of the limousine turned to | ook beside him For the
first time, apparently, he noticed Maude.

The girl becane breathless. She felt she could trust this cal mfaced
stranger whose well-tail ored evening clothes gave himthe mark of a gentleman.
Maude gripped the man's arm

"You' ve got to trust ne,

she pl eaded. "Honest - I'mon the level! M
nane
is Maude Revelle. | was in The Hayrick, when a |lot of shooting started."

"I amquite pleased to know you, Mss Revelle," returned the owner of the
linpusine. "Let nme introduce nyself. My nane is Lanont Cranston. You are quite
wel cone to share my |inousine" - he broke off, suddenly, to utter through the
speaki ng tube, "Come, Stanley!... Wat is the delay?"

The big car had jolted to a stop. Stanley didn't have to explain why. A
heavy-j ow ed patrol man was openi ng the door, to poke a flashlight inside.

"What is the trouble, officer?"

Cranston's qui et query brought the flashlight in his own direction. The
cop nunbl ed that there had been a riot; that they were |looking for a girl who
had hel ped start it. He turned the flashlight toward Maude; eyed her
suspi ci ously as she shrank away.



"Don't be frightened, Maude," soothed Cranston. He tendered a card to the
patrol man. "My nanme is Lanont Cranston. | ama friend of Police Conm ssioner
Weston. "

"And this | ady?"

"She is Mss Maude Revelle. Please do not delay us, officer. You see
t hese
tickets?" Cranston held themin the light. "I amtaking Mss Revelle to the
opera, and we are anxious to reach there before curtain tine."

A M NUTE | ater, the linpusine was rolling clear of the police cordon
Maude's big eyes were full of admration, as they turned toward Cranston.

"Cee, you're swell!" exclaimed the girl. "Helping ne out of a jam the
way
you did! Maybe I1'd be a lot better off if I'd net up with real guys like you,

i nstead of sone of the nmugs |'ve known."

Cranston's gaze showed a synpathetic interest that caused Maude to say
nor e.

"I tried to help a fellow out tonight" - Maude's tone was bitter; she was
t hi nking of Pinkey - "and he left me to scranble for myself. Maybe he's a
ri ght
guy, but he's in the wong racket, whatever it is. Only, I'mnot the sort that
bl abs. "

The car stopped at a traffic |light. Maude reached for the door, intending
to alight. Cranston's hand restrained her; his voice was persuasive.

"I told the officers that | was taking you to the opera. | might have to
prove that story."

Maude settl ed back in the cushions her eyes were eager

"You mean that?" she exclaimed. "You'll take ne to the opera with all the
ot her swells?"

The Shadow nodded. The |inousine rolled ahead; Maude felt herself riding
in air. She didn't realize that keen eyes were watching her, grasping the
t houghts that she betrayed by her facial expressions.

Maude was getting sonmething that she really wanted: a chance to appear
anong fashi onabl e people, as one of them She wasn't a selfish sort; but the
joy of that triunph made her so, for the present. She wanted to feel that
Cranston had invited her to the opera because he |liked her

Maude made that plain, as they stepped fromthe |linmusine in front of the
oper a.

"I'f I go with you," she remarked, "I won't be cutting out soneone el se,
will 12"

From her tone, The Shadow knew t hat Maude hoped she was doing just that.
He gave the slight smle that was typical of Cranston

"I was to neet a lady here," he said, "but she can go with other friends,
who asked her to join their party. | would prefer your conpany, Mss Revelle."

"Do you see this lady you're telling ne about?"

"Yes. Over there.”

The girl that The Shadow poi nted out was the nost attractive young woman
in sight; and that was quite a distinction, for the | obby thronged wth
beautiful femninity. She was waiting for sonmeone, and it could very well have
been Cranston. Maude certainly thought that it was Cranston

Penni ng a note, The Shadow showed it to Maude. She was pl eased when she
read: "Sorry, Eleanor. | amescorting another |ady this evening: Lanont."

Fol di ng the note, The Shadow gave it to an attendant. Adding a dollar
bi |
as tip, he pointed out the lady to whomthe note was to be delivered. Maude
saw
all that; what she didn't observe was the note itself.

The Shadow held it |oosely, so that air reached the drying ink. The
nmessage faded before he gave it a final fold. The Shadow had used the special



i nk that he enpl oyed when sending orders to his agents.

The girl across the | obby | ooked puzzl ed when she opened the nessage. For
a nonent, her gaze becane as bl ank as the paper itself. Then, supposing that
someone had played a practical joke, she crunpled the paper and threw it away,
staring about angrily as she did so.

By that tine The Shadow was escorting Maude into the opera house. Maude
had seen the other girl's piqued expression, and it had pleased her. Maude was
smling triunphantly when she and her escort reached the Gol den Hor seshoe.

VWen the opera house |ights went down, The Shadow indulged in a smle of
his own. Unlike Pinkey Findlen, The Shadow knew t he ways of women. He woul d
use
hi s acquai ntance with Maude Revelle in the future.

Toni ght, though Maude did not guess it, she had becone an ally of The
Shadow i n his camnpai gn agai nst crine.

CHAPTER | X
MOVES THROUGH THE DARK

THE next evening, Maude Revelle dined with Lamont Cranston in a little
restaurant off Fifth Avenue. The place was both quiet and exclusive; the type
of cafe where Maude had often wanted Pinkey to take her, only to have him
claim
that "ritzy joints" were the bunk.

Being with Cranston inproved Maude's style. She liked his perfect manner,
his excell ent usage of the English | anguage. She did her best to copy it, with
very good results.

There were tinmes, though, when she | apsed. Those came when she referred
to
the boy "friend" who had deserted her the night before.

Maude knew pl enty about Pi nkey; but there was much that she woul dn't
tell.

She woul d have been amazed, though, had she realized how much Cranston | earned
fromthe remarks that she dropped. Anong that well-gleaned information, The
Shadow obt ai ned two i nportant points.

One was that Maude did not know what Pinkey's present racket was. The
other was that she had no idea as to the location of Pinkey's present
hi de- out .

"He's supposed to be on the lam if you know what | mean," confided
Maude.

"I'n other words, he's had to put hinself where the police won't find him But
it
wasn't on account of what he did. | guess he covered that pretty good.

"I't's what he's up to, that makes himstay out of sight. He doesn't want
to be seen around town, for fear they'll ask himdown to headquarters. If he
spends his time answering a ot of questions, they mght wise up to what he's
doi ng now. "

Cranston sniled, as though anused by the adventures of Mude's boy
friend.

H s gaze, however, nade Maude feel that he did not approve of Pinkey.

“I'"mdropping the guy," declared Maude. "But | can't do it in a hurry.
Hs
kind woul dn't understand it. Gve himtine. He'll get an interest in sone
ot her
dane. Then | can step out of the picture without an argunent.”

VWHEN t he conversation again turned to Pinkey, Maude renenbered that she
was supposed to tel ephone him There was a booth in the hallway outside, the



little roomwhere she and Cranston were dining privately. Muude decided to
nmake
the call.

Hardly had she stepped fromthe room before The Shadow reached beneath
the tabl e and drew out a single earphone. Placing it to his ear, he heard the
pl unk of Maude's nickel when she placed it in the pay box. This wire was
connected with the tel ephone booth. From Maude's first words, The Shadow
| earned that she had called the Bubble Cub and was tal king to C aude Ondrey.

Pi nkey wasn't there; but he was expected by ten o' cl ock.

"Ten o'clock is when I'lIl call him" announced Maude. "Yes. Tell himl'l|
be at the apartnment, if you hear fromhimbefore then... Yes, and listen
Ondrey. You can tell himthat he's going to find out where he gets off..."

"Sure, I'msore... Yes, Pinkey knows why... You want to know where | am
right now? Qut with a swell guy, who took ne to the opera last night..."

There was a pause, while Ondrey spoke a piece; then came Maude's sharp
| augh.

"I"'mnot telling you who the guy is," she said. "I don't spill Pinkey's
nane to anybody, do I?... Al right, it works two ways. |'m keeping this
fellow s nane to nyself... Sure, tell Pinkey if you like..."

The ear phone was parked from si ght when Maude returned to the little
dining room They had dined | ate; Maude was suddenly surprised to notice that
her wist watch said half past nine. She didn't realize that she | ooked at the
wat ch, because Cranston's gaze had been idly resting in the direction of her
hands and armns.

"I"ve got to go back to the apartnent,"” deci ded Maude. "Don't worry about
taking me there, M. Cranston. | can go alone."” Cranston wouldn't allow that;
but he finally agreed to ride by subway, instead of taking the linmousine. It
was when they cane up fromthe subway, a block from Maude's apartnent, that
t he
girl expressed real alarm

"You mustn't cone farther," she insisted. "It - well, it mightn't be
safel™

"Not safe?" interposed Cranston. "If this neighborhood is as dangerous as
all that, | certainly cannot allow you to go the rest of the way al one.”

Maude tightened her attractive lips. Her hand gripped Cranston's arm
with

the sincere clutch, that her fingers had displayed the night before.

"The boy friend' s jealous," she declared. "He knows |'ve nmet you; that
is,
somebody may have told him But | didn't say who you were. That's why | didn't
want you to bring your car

"And the sanme goes for you, M. Cranston. Maybe Pink - | mean, naybe this
guy that thinks he's got a corner on me, will be tough enough to have a couple
of gorillas around here. By 'gorillas', | don't nmean nonkeys fromthe zoo.

nmean sl uggers!"”

CRANSTON chuckl ed. Then he took Maude's arm and started her in the
direction of the apartment house, ignoring the girls continued protests.

Maude' s argunent persisted. She becane watchful, particularly when they
passed the side door of the apartment house. It was dark along that portion of
the street, especially in the service alley. Maude feared that there were
| urkers present.

She was right. Two figures were crouched in waiting. When Maude and
Cranston had passed, the pair exchanged grow s. They decided they'd get
Cranston on the way back

"That's what Bugs told us," argued one. "He says to let the dane get
upstairs, so she won't know what happened. Then we can handle this stuffed
shirt."”

"Suppose he don't cone back right away?" queried the other. "Watta we



do?
Wait here, maybe all night?"

"Don't worry. He'll, be back. W gotta keep an eye peel ed, though, to see
he don't hop no cab."

The apartnent house was an old one, with a large, but deserted, foyer. As
he conducted Maude toward the el evator, The Shadow spoke in a | ower tone than
usual, but in Cranston's style.

"Go to the side door," he told her. "Wait there, and watch what happens
in
the street.”

Maude' s eyes were wi de, startled. But when Cranston turned and strode out
t hrough the front, she could do nothing but obey his instructions.

VWhat Maude witnessed a few mnutes |later, was sonething that |eft her
even
nor e ast ounded.

She saw Cranston conme along the side street, pausing to | ook over his
shoul der for a cab. He spotted one coming froma few bl ocks away; but instead
of halting, he did the one thing that Maude feared. He stepped deliberately
toward the darkness of the service entrance.

Husky shapes | aunched fromthe gl oom Maude gave a screany tried to yank
open the heavy side door. She woul dn't have reached Cranston in tinme to warn
him but it wasn't necessary.

A sweatered arm swng toward Cranston's head; the fist at the end of it
tried to sap himw th a bl ackjack. That arm stopped short as Cranston's hand
clanped it. Whipping back into the light, he flayed the thug with a terrific
forward heave; then snapped the rowdy all about.

Lashed |i ke a human whip, the husky took a long dive toward the curb. The
Shadow had chosen the right direction for the fling, for he had pointed the
fellow for a suitable target: a large fire plug.

The thug ramed that netal object with his skull. The quick reverse of
The
Shadow s swing served an additional purpose. It took himfromthe path of a
second attacker, who was wi el ding a chunk of |ead pipe. The fellow took a
SW ng
at Cranston, only to mss himby a foot and a half. He didn't have a chance to
try anot her wall op.

Spi nning in, The Shadow took a square punch at the footpad' s chin. The
jolt lifted the slugger off his feet; his head went back with a terrific snap
He didn't have far to travel, for he was al nost against the wall.

Maude yanked the door wide just in tine to hear the inpact of the second
rowdy' s skull against the side of the apartnent house.

I T had all happened with such suddenness, that Maude hadn't judged the
rapidity of Cranston's action. She saw him snoothing his clothes in leisurely
fashion, as if he had scarcely exerted hinself. Stepping to the curb, he waved
to the approachi ng cab.

By the time the taxi stopped, Maude saw Cranston lifting the two |inp
t hugs, a hand clanped tight to the sweatered neck of each. He bundled the pair
into the cab. Opening a wallet, he extracted a five-dollar bill fromit.

"Drop them somewhere in Central Park," he told the driver, "and keep the
change. They'll be nore confortable sleeping it off in the open, than they
would be in the alley."

"A coupl e of drunks, huh?" grunted the driver, "Well, suit yourself.
You've said it with five bucks, mster, and that clinches it." As the cab
wheel ed away, The Shadow j oi ned Maude in the apartnment house. Her admiration
for Cranston had received another boost. He rode up with her in the el evator
whi | e she expressed her enthusiasm



Qut si de Maude's apartnent, Cranston spoke a qui et good-by; then paused
| ong enough to snoke a cigarette, while Maude continued to relate her
recol l ections of the fight.

"Say!" she exclaimed. "The way that bird hit the fire plug! You' d have
t hought that was what it had been put there for! And when you handl ed the
ot her
guy, | thought the wall wouldn't stand the strain. 1'mgoing to take a | ook at
the bricks tomorrow, just to see -"

A tel ephone bell began to ring. It was in Maude's apartment. Cranston
sai d
good-ni ght again, and turned toward the elevator. He heard the apartnent door
go
shut and stepped back quickly to listen in on Maude's conversation

Through the thin door, every word was plain.

"Ch, hello, Pinkey." Maude's tone was scornful. "So you called the Bubble
Club. Couldn't wait, could you, to find out if anything happened here?..
Listen, if ny newfriend is a creanpuff, they nixed in TNT when they made
him"

"Those gorillas of yours |ooked |ike baboons when he was through with
them He used jujitsu stuff, and how it worked!... Get this, Pinkey. If you
want to keep in good with me, don't try any nmore rough stuff on ny friends..."

"You won't see ne tonight? That doesn't bother nme. Go on over to the
Bubbl e C ub, since you have to. Maybe you'll get sone synpathy from ol d Bal dy
Ondrey. "

VWhen Maude hung up, she | ooked out into the hall, hoping that Cranston
had
not yet gone. The hall was enpty. Maude was di sappoi nted. Since she didn't
expect to see Pinkey, she would have liked to go out with Cranston. It didn't
occur to Maude that since Pinkey had business at the Bubble d ub, Cranston
woul d have reason to be there al so

The Shadow had | earned that a conference of crooks was due. \Wen Pi nkey
and his pals discussed their next plans, they would be favored with the
presence of an unseen |istener

He woul d be The Shadow.

CHAPTER X
CRI ME' S CONFERENCE

When The Shadow reached the ol d residence that housed the Bubble O ub, he
went directly to the roof above the secret el evator. The trapdoor was tightly
fixed; but it didn't take The Shadow long to jinmy it.

H s method of persuasion was both efficient and noi sel ess; and the latter
factor was inportant. \While The Shadow was at work, he heard faint sounds of
the el evator maeking a descent.

That meant that Pinkey Findlen had arrived to hold conference, in
Ondrey's
of fice.

The el evator was at the bottom of the shaft when the trapdoor cane free.
The taut cable offered a neans of rapid descent. Hand under hand, The Shadow
went downward, until he found a resting place upon the solid top of the
el evat or.

On his previous visit to Ondrey's office, The Shadow had observed that
t he
wal | panel was slightly higher than the elevator. Reaching fromthe top of the
car, he probed in front of it, until he found a catch. The panel was rel eased,;
but The Shadow did not spread its sections.

I nstead, he was content with a mere quarter inch of space, that enabl ed
himto peer into the office and overhear what passed there.



The Shadow was correct in his assunption that Pinkey had arrived. The
bi g- shot occupi ed the center of the office and two others were present with
him One was O aude Ondrey; the other, Slick Thurley.

It happened that Bugs Hopton was absent; and fromthe conversation, it
cane apparent that the | eader of the strong-armcrew was not expected.

"Toni ght, we frame Bron." Pinkey made that statement in positive tone.
"The way we'll handle it, the job will be the neatest one we've staged. There
won't be a chance of The Shadow moboching in to queer it."

Slick Thurley added a nod; he knew the general plan, but C aude Ondrey
hadn't yet heard the details. Hs fat face showed worry; he was nopping sweaty
spots from his bal di sh forehead.

"Don't get jittery," rasped Pinkey. "W ain't yanking you into it,

Ondr ey!
Bugs Hopton is the guy that's going to start things."

"Whi ch neans a nob," rem nded Ondrey, "and that may bring cops - and The
Shadow. "

"Not tonight," assured Pinkey. "Bugs is working alone. Just so you'll be
posted, I'll give you the set-up."

Pi nkey began his expl anation

"First of all," he declared, "Bron is going to be in his office unti
m dni ght. He's cleaning up an auditing job, so he can go over the Wrld G|
i nterests books tonorrow. What's nore, we know that Bron will be alone in his
office. That's where Bugs will walk in on him™"

ONDREY' S nervousness returned. Pinkey gave a harsh | augh

"Bugs won't begin by pulling a gat," declared the big-shot. "He's going
to
hand Bron a letter of reconmendation given to himby a sap naned Roy
Parri ngt on.
Bron will think that Bugs has conme to ask for a job."

"Parrington?" questioned Ondrey, suddenly. "I seemto know that nane."
"Maybe you do," returned Pinkey. "Parrington goes around to a | ot of
bright spots; he's probably been here. He's an advertising pronmoter; at |east,

that's what he calls hinmself. But he spends nost of his time playing the
races.
That's how Bugs got acquainted with him- by giving himtips on the ponies."

"And Parrington knows Bron?"

"OfF course. That's why Bron won't be suspicious when he sees the letter
But he won't have a job for Bugs. That'll make Bugs nad."

For the first time, Ondrey showed a snmile. Evidently, he had begun to
picture certain fine points of this gane.

"You know what Bugs is |ike when he pretends he's goofy," rem nded
Pi nkey.
"They call him'Bugs' because of the way he can stage the nut act. Fromthen
on,
its a cinch!"

"Bron will get scared and try to heave himout. Bugs will yank a gat and
Bron will make a grab for it. There'll be a blank shot and - bl ooey! - Bugs
will be flopped |like he was dead with Bron holding the rod."

It was Slick who put in the next approval

"Bugs can fake that dead stuff as good as | can," declared Slick. "W've
both seen so nany boobs get croaked that we know the way it | ooks."

Pi nkey strode across the floor, pointing here and there, picturing the
future scene.

"Suppose this is Bron's office,’

he declared. "There's Bugs on the fl oor

Bron standing over here, with the heater in his mtt. The door opens; | step
in, like some guy who heard the shot from another office.
"While I"'mlistening to Bron, like | was friendly and believe his story,

in cones Slick. He flashes that badge of his, says he's Bill Quaine, the dick



Only he won't believe Bron's story. He'll talk about pinning a nurder rap on

t he guy."

"That's when I'll have the way to fix it. 1'll tell Bron what | want
done,
and that if he'll play ball he won't have to worry about nothing. Tonorrow,

he'll put his OK on those books over at Wrld G1I."

Pi nkey's story was finished, and from Ondrey's delighted I ook, the
bi g-shot was sure that the scheme would work. Ondrey was not the only |istener
who nouri shed that opinion.

From hi s hiding place, The Shadow had heard all the details and could
foresee the result, once the gane reached conpl etion

Qoviously, Lewis Bron would realize that he was framed by the tinme Pinkey
cane to the climax; but that wouldn't help the auditor out of his dilema. I|f
Bron believed that he had actually shot Bugs and that Slick was really Bil
Quai ne, the game would work. Knowing the skill wi th which Pinkey and his pals
wor ked, The Shadow was sure that they would sell Bron on the proposition
provi ded nothing intervened to disturb their scheme. It happened, though, that
crooks woul d be due for a surprise; because The Shadow saw a way to provide
one.

The Shadow, too, could be witness to all that occurred. Wen the gane
cane
to its high point, he could step in with a brace of guns and corner both
Pi nkey
and Slick. Bugs on the floor, would never dare a nove.

A call to police headquarters would bring Joe Cardona, Manhattan's ace
police inspector. Fumi ng crooks would be trapped, with their whol e gane
exposed.

VWHI LE The Shadow was specul ating on that pleasant prospect, Pinkey
st epped
toward the el evator. The Shadow pressed the panel tight; rolled to the top of
the car.

Pi nkey slid the panel w de; The Shadow coul d hear himentering the
el evator al one. Pinkey's words were al so plain.

"I"'mgoing over to watch Bron's office," he told the others. "You can
cone
along later, Slick - say in about forty m nutes, because Bugs won't be due
unti |
el even o' cl ock

"You | ook too rmuch like Bill Quaine to be seen around Bron's place unti
you' re needed. You night bunp into sone harness bull who knows that Quaine is
away on vacation."

The panel went shut. The el evator noved snoothly upward carrying its two
passengers. It was a curious situation - Pinkey Findlen starting off on a
crimnal venture, taking The Shadow right along with him Pinky hadn't the
renotest idea that such a case existed.

Nor did The Shadow disillusion him Wen the car reached the top of the
shaft, he waited while Pinkey went out though the door. After that, The Shadow
stretched upward and opened the trap above his head, to energe upon the roof.

Pi nkey was gone by the time The Shadow reached the street below There
wasn't any reason to trail him for the big-shot was going to the very spot
where The Shadow wanted himto be. Shifting through the darkness, The Shadow
reached a waiting cab. Entering it, he whispered to the agent who was at the
wheel

That aid was Mde Shrevnitz, the speedi est hackie in Manhattan, but Me
didn't hurry on this occasion. He drove at an easy pace; while The Shadow
cont acted Burbank by radi o. Over the short-wave set, The Shadow | earned Bron's
office address. It was in a small office building on Thirtieth Street.

The Shadow i nstructed Burbank to send an agent, Harry Vincent, to the



Bubbl e Cub, in case of chance devel opnents there. That done, he put away the
shortwave and gave Moe the street address.

But the cabby didn't stop when they reached the destination. Instead, he
nmerely slackened speed near the less lighted portion of the curb.

Dropping fromthe cab, The Shadow nerged close to the darkness of a
buil ding wall. Blended with bl ackness, he | ooked across the street to the
smal |
ol d-fashi oned buil di ng where Bron's office was | ocat ed.

The Shadow saw a |ighted office at the front of the third floor. Its
curtains were drawn; but he knew that the office nust be Bron's.

Wi | e he wat ched, The Shadow spotted another |ight that suddenly appeared
at the wi ndow of a side office on the sane floor. That w ndow was al so shaded;
but The Shadow coul d picture the scene within as plainly as if he possessed
X-ray vision.

The side office was the waiting place chosen by Pinkey Findlen. That fact
brought a whi spered | augh from The Shadow. Fake nurder was shaping itself as
crooks intended; and with its climx would conme The Shadow s triunph.

That soft |augh woul d have faded, had The Shadow foreseen the change that
chance was to produce. Already, events were leading to a different climax.
Such
matters, it happened, were unknown to Pinkey Findlen as well as The Shadow.

Real nurder - not false - was in the cards tonight, and through it would
cone success to present schenmes of crinel

CHAPTER Xl
BUGS SW NGS A DEAL

VERY shortly after The Shadow s departure fromthe Bubble O ub, two
unexpected custoners arrived there. One was Bugs Hopton; attired in
ill-fitting
tuxedo; the other was a stoopish, sly-faced man, simlarly attired. The two
t ook
a tabl e; when O aude Ondrey stopped near by, Bugs beckoned.

Worri ed, Ondrey approached the table. Bugs clapped himon the back; then
i ntroduced hi s conpani on.

"Meet M. Parrington," announced Bugs. "Roy Parrington - one swell guy!
And you, Roy - shake hands with d aude Ondrey. He's regular!™

Handshakes were exchanged; all the while, Ondrey was | ooki ng anxiously
toward Bugs, wondering what tw st of circunstances had brought himto the
Bubbl e C ub.

There was a burst of nusic fromthe orchestra; a trimdancer whirled to
the center of the floor, am d the appl ause of the patrons. Bugs nudged
Parri ngt on.

"CGet an eyeful, Roy," advised Bugs. "That kid is some | ooker - and can
she
dance! Here - shove your chair around for a better |ook."

Parrington obliged. Wien his back was turned, Bugs shifted in the
opposite
direction, grabbed Ondrey's sleeve and whi spered in the managers ear

"I's Slick in the office?"

Ondr ey nodded; then began: "But - but what -"

"I don't ask questions," undertoned Bugs. "See this hat check? Its
Parrington's. Listen - get a gat from Slick and plant it in the guys coat
pocket. Leave the rest to ne."

Ondrey hurried away, still wondering what it was all about. He reached
t he
office, to find Slick lounging there. He told Slick what Bugs wanted. Slick
was



nmystified; but obligingly provided Ondrey with a revolver, in accordance wth
t he request.

Hurrying fromthe office, the night club owner reached the cl oakroom near
the street door. He spotted the garments that bore the ticket number. Getting
rid of the check girl on a pretext, Ondrey funblingly slid the revolver into
Parrington's overcoat pocket.

The task wasn't exactly easy, for Ondrey encountered a fat bundle in one
pocket and had to slide the gun to another. Since Bugs hadn't mentioned the
package in the overcoat, Ondrey left it where it was. Sidling fromthe
cl oakroom Ondrey neared the table where Bugs sat with Parrington. Bugs
t hunbed
t he manager toward his office; then | eaned forward to watch the fl oor show

"How do you like it, Roy?" he queried. \Wile he spoke, Bugs was watching
an approaching waiter. "Ain't this a classy joint, with plenty for de noney? |
cone here a lot."

The waiter had arrived. Bugs shifted suddenly in his chair, jolted the
fell ow and caused himto spill the contents of a tray. M xed drinks poured
over
Bugs and Parrington. Both cane to their feet.

In the argunent, that foll owed, Bugs blaned the waiter; so Parrington did
the sane. Bugs staged a portion of his "crazy act" in very competent fashion
The result was that Parrington agreed when Bugs gave | oud deci sion

"Come Roy. Let's get out of this |ousy dunmp!"”

They were still arguing with a head waiter when they put on their hats
and
coats. It was then that Bugs becane nore reasonabl e.

"W ought to talk to Ondrey," he decided. "After all, he's a good guy.
Cone on, Roy, we'll go to his office.”

PARRI NGTON agreed that the protest would be in order. They reached the
of fice, found Slick with Ondrey. Bugs shook hands with Slick; introduced him
to
Parrington as Bill Quaine.

"A good guy," voiced Bugs, "even if he is a dick." Then, to Ondrey: "Say
wait'll you see the way one of your cluck waiters messed us up."

Bugs took off his coat to show his soaked tuxedo jacket. Parrington did
t he sane; Bugs pl anked both overcoats upon the table. There was a cl ank when
Parrington's pocket hit the woodworKk.

Turning at the sound, the fake dick took the cue.

"What's that?" snapped Slick. "That your coat, Parrington? Let's see what
you got in the pockets."

Uneasily, Parrington lifted the coat, pulled out the bundle and laid it
with his hat. That done, he fished out gloves and cigarettes. Finally, his
fingers found the revolver. Parrington didn't realize that it was a gun, unti
he brought it into the light. Slick snatched the weapon from Parrington's
fingers. Wiile the man was gaspi ng, Slick denanded:

"What's the idea of carrying the gun? Were's your permt?"

Parrington tried to protest. He failed.

He said he didn't know the gun was in pocket; that was all, and it
sounded
pitifully weak. Even Bugs | ooked reproachful, especially when Slick cracked
t he
revol ver and found it | oaded.

"Better see what's in the bundle," suggested Bugs. "Maybe it will give us
one on the guy."

The bundle was filled with currency; bills totaled five thousand dol | ars.

Slick wanted to know where the noney had come from

“I"'ma pronoter," panted Parrington, "This was for - well, 1'd arranged



an
advertising canpai gn, and was -

"And you flinflamred sonebody out of the dough?"

"No, no! - well, this was a comrission - | -"

"I'n cash? Sounds phony to ne, Parrington." Slick shoved the noney to the
far, side of the desk, along with the gun. "Tell us sone nore about the
dough. "

Parrington confessed that the cash was tainted. It was a cut that he had
received for swinging a national advertiser to a wildcat agency. Becom ng
bol der, he suddenly decl ar ed:

"But you can't prove anything because of that!"

"W can prove plenty with this gun,” interposed Slick. "Enough to put you
in the cooler for a long stretch. Cone along! W' re going down to
headquarters. "

Parrington wilted. Hi s head in his hands, he was npani ng i ncoherently

when
Bugs notioned to Slick, signaling that the bluff had gone far enough.

Slick was nmightily relieved when Bugs took over the burden; for even yet,
the fake detective hadn't deci ded what Bugs was going to do next.

"Why don't you give the guy a break?" demanded Bugs. "Hi s overcoat was
out
in the cl oakroom maybe sonebody planted the rod in his pocket. Go on out
t here,
Quai ne, and ask the cl oakroom dol| about it."

Slick agreed that he would do so. He started to pick up the planted gun
remarking that it was evidence.

"Leave it here," suggested Bugs. "Let Ondrey lock it in that desk drawer.
W'l |look out for Parrington while you' re gone."

THE REVOLVER was put away; Slick left the office but he didn't go to the
cl oakroom because that would be of no use. Slick knew well enough how the gun
had come into Parrington's pocket.

VWhat Slick didn't know was what he escaped by staying away fromthe
cl oakroom At that very nonent; a young man was checki ng hat and coat there.
He
was Harry Vincent, one of the keenest of The Shadow s agents.

If Harry had seen Slick come to the cl oakroom he would have pronptly
sensed that sonething was up. But Slick didn't even | eave the passage outside
of Ondrey's office.

Meanwhile, in the office itself, Caude Ondrey was sweating nore than
ever. OF all the screwy ganes he'd ever met with, this one was the worst. \Wat
did Bugs nean by passing the buck right back to hin? O course, Slick wouldn't
cone back with evidence that Ondrey had planted the gun; but Ondrey was
begi nning to believe that Bugs m ght be crazy enough to shout that out,
hi nmsel f.

Maybe Bugs was really as goofy as he sonetines | ooked.

In the midst of Ondrey's quandary, Bugs suddenly provided the reason
behi nd his stunt.

"Listen Parrington," spoke Bugs quickly. "I"mfor you - see? | got a way
to snatch you out of this nmess. Ondrey, here, is a good guy. He'll help."

Parrington | ooked up, weakly hopef ul

"Unl ock the desk drawer,"” Bugs told Ondrey. "Make it fast, before Quaine
gets back here."

Ondrey obeyed. He was in a nood for anything that would end this crazy
set-up. As soon as the drawer was open, Bugs grabbed the revolver that |ay
wi thin. Pocketing it, he picked up Parrington's five thousand doll ars and
pl anked the nmoney in the drawer.

"Quaine won't find the gun when he | ooks for it," stated Bugs, with a
grin. "He'll find the dough, instead. I'Il |ook dunb, and so will Ondrey,



her e.
How about it, Ondrey?"

Ondrey nodded. He didn't like the | ooks of things, but he couldn't find
hi s voi ce.

"So Quaine will forget the gun,"” added Bugs, "and take the mazuma
i nst ead.
That's fair enough, ain't it? You can nake up that five grand easy, Roy, but
you
can't laugh off a stretch in the big house.™

Parrington's eyes narrowed. He was becomi ng suspicious; but he was stil
worried enough so to be handl ed. Bugs nudged to the wall panel

"Bring down the elevator," ordered Ondrey. "Get Roy out of here before
Quai ne cones back."

ONDREY obeyed reluctantly. Bugs told Parrington how to nake his exit
t hrough the house next door. Sight of the open el evator made Parrington
suddenly eager for flight. Half a mnute |later, he was on his way.

Bugs gave a raucous chuckle after the panel had cl osed; but Ondrey didn't
join with him

The harsh mirth was heard by Slick, in the passage. Slick cane back into
the office, |ooked about, perplexed, when he failed to see Parrington. Bugs
yanked open the desk drawer, told Slick to take a | ook

"How s that for a neat shakedown, Slick?" he asked. "Say - you shoul d
have
seen the sap fall for the finish of it!"™ Then, to Ondrey, Bugs added:

"Stick that five grand in the safe, along with the dough you're keeping
for Pinkey. It's five thousand nore in the pot."

There was an incredul ous snarl from Slick

"So that was your racket!" uttered Slick. "You' re not smart, Bugs; you're
dunb! "

"Me dumb?" rejoined Bugs. "Wen | picked up five grand that easy?"

"I said you're dumb," repeated Slick. "You ve wasted tinme here, when
you' re supposed to head for Bron's office. Wat about that letter you were to
get from Parrington?"

Wth a grin, Bugs pulled the letter fromhis pocket.

"Right here," he said. "I'mstarting for Bron's now Gve ne fifteen
m nutes start, Slick, and you'll get there just when you'll be needed."

Bugs pulled the switch to bring down the elevator. The letter was the
| ast
thing the two saw, when the panel went shut.

Ondrey fl opped behind the desk, nopping his bald head.

"Bugs had ne nuts!" he panted. "lI'mglad that's over."

Slick Thurley didn't reply. Hs eyes had a hard gaze; his lips were set.
He was thinking that Bugs Hopton had tossed a boonerang by trying that
shake-down on Roy Parrington

Slick's hunch was right. Matters were to take a trend that crooks
woul dn' t
like. But there was one elenment that Slick didn't include in his calculation
that was the part that chance was to play.

Lady Luck was already riding along with crine.

CHAPTER XI
CHANGED TRAI LS
THE SHADOW S first inkling that somethi ng had gone wong cane when the

lights went blank in Bron's office. That was curious, since Bron was supposed
to be here until midnight. It couldn't nmean that plotters were on the nove,



because there was only one entrance to the office building and Bugs Hopton
hadn't arrived to use it. Furthernore, another incident furnished The Shadow
with proof that crine's plans had been bal ked. Half a mnute after Bron's
lights were out, the side office went dark. Pinkey Findlen had evidently

| earned that Bron had gone out of the buil ding.

Very soon, a man cane fromthe front of the building. He was tall; his
I ong | egs nade awkward strides toward the corner. The Shadow caught a glinpse
of a tight-skinned face beneath a derby hat. Those features answered the
sl i ght
description that The Shadow had gai ned concerning Lewis Bron. Werever Bron
was
going, he was in a hurry, for The Shadow saw himhail a cab. Blinking a
flashlight toward the next corner, The Shadow waited until his own cab cane
al ong. Boarding it, he took up Bron's trail

Turning the corner, The Shadow | ooked back. He saw Pi nkey cone out of the
of fice building. There wasn't another cab in sight. That |eft the big-shot
stranded. The fact pleased The Shadow, but it was to prove another of the grim
jests that fate was supplying tonight.

Unsuspecting that The Shadow was on Bron's trail, Pinkey strode away in
the opposite direction, and reached a subway station. Huddled in the corner of
a half-filled car, he rode a few stations northward, muttering all the while.
It didn't take himlong to arrive at the house adjoining the Bubble C ub.

The el evator was on the top floor when Pinkey reached there. He stepped
into the car; before he had time to push the button, someone pulled the switch
at the bottom of the shaft. \Wen the car reached the ground floor, Pinkey cane
face to face with Slick Thurley.

For once, amazenent showed on the features of the fake Bill Quaine. Slick
couldn't figure what had brought the big-shot here, until Pinkey broke the
news
that Lewis Bron had nade an unexpected exit fromhis office.

"W shoul d have nmet earlier,"” rasped Pinky. "I didn't have a chance to
tail the guy. Were he's gone, | can't even guess. But it |ooks like the dea
is off for tonight; and that" - Pinkey's lower lip thrust forward - "nmay ruin

the works tonorrow "
Cl aude Ondrey, seated behind his desk, put in a sudden theory regarding

Br on.

"Maybe Parrington called him" exclainmed Ondrey. "And if Parrington
squawked -"

Ondrey caught himself. He didn't know just how to break the news to
Pi nkey.

"Squawked about what ?" demanded the bi g-shot. "Say, you mugs" - he swung
fromOndrey to Slick - "what's been going on here?"

GRUFFLY, Slick gave the details, stating the facts in brief. Wen Slick
had fini shed, Pinkey raged.
"And you helped himwi th that screwy idea!" ranted the big-shot. "Pulled

a
smal | - change shakedown, didn't you, on a guy that was supposed to know
not hi ng?"

"How coul d I know what was up?" denmanded Slick. "I thought maybe
Parrington had got wise to Bugs, and wouldn't give hima letter to Bron. |
figured that was why he wanted to put the heat on the guy."

Pi nkey saw nmerit in Slick's alibi. He swng toward Ondrey, to blast the
portly man.

"You saw what Bugs was pulling, didn't you?" roared Pinkey. "Wy didn't
you do sonething about it?"

"Bugs rmade ne jittery," replied Ondrey. "Before 1'd catch up with himon
one thing, he was off on another, until finally -"

"Until finally he stuck Parrington on the el evator! That was swell,



wasn' t

it? If Parrington wasn't wise by that tinme, he got his chance to really think
it

over. The guy knows all three of you were working together, so he tipped off
Bron. "

Silence followed. If Slick or Ondrey had any ideas, they didn't express
them They were letting Pinkey do their thinking for them and it was the
smartest systemthat they had yet used. Pinkey formed some rapid concl usions.

"Parrington nust have called Bron right away," he decided, "froma phone
down at the next corner. The question is, what did he tell Bron? There's only
one answer."

"He told Bron that his friend Hopton was a phony, and he advised Bron to
get out of the office before Bugs showed up there. He may have told hima | ot
nmore, but | don't think so. If Parrington is going to make a big squawk, it
won't be to Bron."

"Maybe Parrington will figure that the bulls ought to know about one of
their own bunch." Pinkey swung toward Slick. "For instance, about a smart dick
naned Bill Quaine. That would put a bad crinp in your style, Slick."

This time, Pinkey was net with a steady stare, the sort that Slick used
when he neant busi ness.

"Parrington fell for the bluff tonight," rem nded Slick. "He'll fall for
it again, if I drop in on him"

The suggesti on awoke a response from Ondrey.

"OfF course he will!" exclaimed the night club owner. "After all
Parrington didn't see you take the noney. |'ve got it in the safe, Slick. You
can take it with you -"

Pi nkey interrupted Ondrey by shoving the portly man back in his chair.

"That dough stays where it is!" hoarsed the big-shot. "If things go sour
we' |l make Bugs eat it. You're going after Parrington, but I'mthe guy that's
going with you. Between us" - Pinkey produced a revolver - "well fix
Parri ngt on
so he'll never blab to nobody!"

THE next question was where Parrington |ived. That was sonething that
Bugs
could have answered, for he was the only one who had travel ed around with
Parri ngt on.

Bugs wasn't needed, however, for the tel ephone directory provided the
i nformati on. There was only one Roy Parrington in the book; he lived at an
address in the Sixties, which Pinkey deci ded nmust be a small apartnent house.

Slick remarked that he didn't have a gun, for he had planted his revol ver
on Parrington and Bugs had kept it, afterward. Ondrey dug up a .32 that Slick
deci ded woul d do. Shoving the gun in his pocket, Slick swng to Pinky with the
wor ds:

"Let's go."

Pinkey told himto wait a mnute. He wote out a phone nunber on a slip
of
paper; handed it to Ondrey. "G ve a call there," he told Ondrey. "One of the
nob
will answer. Tell 'emyou're calling for Bugs. They'll believe you, because
they' re dumber than he is. Have 'em cover up at Parrington's because they may
be needed."

Ondrey asked what he was to do in case he heard from Bugs.

"Send himup there, too," ordered Pinkey, "and tell himto take charge of
this outfit. Bugs ought to be calling here pretty quick, because, by this
tine,
he's probably found out that Bron has left his office."

Pi nkey glanced at his watch while he and Slick were riding up in the
el evat or.



PI NKEY figured he hadn't |ost much tine by his trip to the Bubble d ub.
It
was directly on the route to Parrington's address.

"I saved time com ng by the subway," Pinkey told Slick, "because the
show break had started at Tines Square, and being drizzly tonight, there was a
lot of traffic there."

Slick didn't reply. Pinkey gave hima poke, asking raspingly what Slick
was thinking about. "I'mthinking about Bron," declared Slick. "lI've got a
hunch that maybe he went up to see Roy Parrington.”

"Yeah?" Pinkey was enthusiastic. "Say, that would be nifty, wouldn't it?"

"Maybe. Its going to be hard to put the heat on Bron, though, if we walk
right in and croak Parrington.” That comrent brought a string of oaths from
Pi nkey; nost of his remarks concerned Bugs Hopton, for the way in which the
nobl eader had queered tonight's setup. By the tine they had reached the
street,
however, Pinkey's fum ng had ended.

"Wth all that traffic jam" Pinkey decided, "Bron has just about had
tinme
to get to Parrington's. If we hop to Sixth Avenue and get a cab there, we'll
be
out of the tie-up. The two of themwon't have tinme to gab nuch, before we show

up.

"What we'll do when we get there, we can decide right then. It would be
hopi ng too much, to croak Parrington and frame Bron, the way we wanted to.
Anyway, whatever we pull, there won't be nobody around to get w se.”

Slick, the hunch producer, agreed with every word that Pinkey uttered,
and, thereby, both were totally wong. Matters were to take a tw st that
neither believed possible. They were to find that everything could turn out as
they wanted it, nore effectively than they coul d have pl anned.

They were mi staken al so, on their second conjecture; nanely; that
what ever
they did would remai n unwi tnessed. There was one bei ng whose ability was
unwi sely di scounted by both Pinkey and Slick

That personage was The Shadow.

CHAPTER XI I |
M STAKEN MJURDER

LEW S BRON had actually started for Parrington's apartnment. That had been
t he burden of Parrington's phone call - that he had to talk with Bron right
away, regarding a matter of vital inportance to both of them

But Bron had been a long while getting to his destination; precisely as
Pi nky had cal cul ated. That fact was worrying Roy Parrington, as he paced the
living roomof his little apartnment. It didn't occur to the pronoter that
traffic m ght have del ayed Bron

Parrington's face was haggard; his lips had an increasing twitch. The
gradual strain becanme too nuch for him Wen his nerves finally broke, he
showed it by pouncing for the tel ephone. Wthin a few m nutes, the haggard man
was tal king to police headquarters.

Across the wire, he heard a gruff voice that announced the speaker to be
| nspect or Joe Cardona.

It took Parrington a few gul ps, before he could tal k. Wen he found
control of his vocal cords, he was loath to explain matters fully. At last, he
decided to take the Iine of l[east resistance: to blane the one man whose nane
woul d make Cardona eager to listen

"Listen, inspector," gulped Parrington, "I want to tell you, sonething



about a man | met tonight - a fell ow who says he's a detective. H's nane is

Bill Quaine."

"What's that?" Cardona's query was sharp. "You saw Bill Quai ne tonight?
You couldn't have. He's away on a vacation. Say - who is this calling,
anyway ?"

Parrington gave his own nane and address. He insisted that he had seen
Quai ne, and began to describe the detective. Parrington's nenory was good; his
description graphic. The sketch that he gave of Slick Thurley was a thorough
one.

Cardona, totally ignorant of the fact that Quaine had a crooked doubl e,
was soon convinced that Parrington had actually met the vacationing dick
"Funny thing, Quaine being here in town," gruffed the inspector. "Just what
did
he have to say to you?"

"He threatened to arrest me," returned Parrington, "for sonething that I
didn't do! If you cone up here, inspector, I'Il give you all the details."

"You bet I'Il be up there!"

Parrington hung up the receiver, highly pleased with hinmself. He resuned
his pacing of the living room to be interrupted by a hard rap at the door
Thinking that it was Bron, Parrington went to the door. As he turned the knob
he asked, hoarsely:

"I's that you, M. Bron?"

For reply, the door itself cane banging inward, so hard that it staggered
Parrington across the room By the tinme the haggard man had stopped agai nst a
chair, a hard-faced arrival was upon him

A revol ver jabbed Parrington's ribs; he stared into the face of Bugs
Hopt on! He recogni zed the revolver as the one that had been recently planted
on
Parrington. Wth it, Bugs started Parrington toward the door. Reaching it,
Bugs
halted, sinply closing the door with one hand, until it was al nost | atched.

"So you called Bron, huh?" Bugs pl odded harder with the gun. "Well, | got
an idea maybe you would, so | came up here instead of going down to his
of fice.

The boys seened to have got an idea that | ain't smart. They'll think
differently after this!"

Leaving the door as it was, Bugs backed Parrington toward the center of
the living room Frightened, Parrington began to plead. He swore that he had
told Bron nothing, and Bugs began to believe him

It was mere coincidence that changed Parrington's tune. H s hand brushed

a
table; his knuckles slid past the base of a heavy |lanp. Eye to eye with Bugs,
Parrington suddenly had the thought that his tornentor hadn't noticed the

| anmp,

whi ch stood unlighted.

A frantic screamcane fromParrington's |lips as he grabbed the | anp and
swung it toward the other man's head. He tried to twi st away fromthe gun
muzzl e at the sane nonent, but Bugs shoved his hand forward to prevent the
victims escape.

The dodge that Bugs gave saved himfromthe swi ng made by Parrington
Si mul t aneously, Bugs pulled the revolver trigger. Parrington was spinning as
the Ianp crashed the floor. Canmping his hands to his side, the haggard man
slunped to a chair.

Bugs pounced toward him flourishing the revolver under Parrington's
nose.

"Want anot her dose of it?" he taunted. "You're going to get it, whether
you want it or not! | canme here to croak you, Parrington -"

Bugs was interrupted by the victims sudden nove. Shooting his hands
forward, Parrington made a frenzied clutch for the gun. He was nortally
wounded, but he didn't know it, and the pain drove himto a show of strength



that took Bugs totally of guard.

Bugs tried to twist away. H s move nerely haul ed Parrington fromthe
chair. They reeled across the floor together, and by the time they jounced the
wal |, the gun was in Parrington's possession

During the next stagger, it would have been doom for Bugs, if they hadn't
encountered a chair just as Parrington was shoving the revol ver agai nst the
nobl eader's tenple. The two took a long spill; it caused Parrington to | ose
t he
gun. But Bugs didn't wait to snatch up the weapon.

The door to an inner roomwas open. Bugs dived through, slamed the door
behi nd him Parrington found the gun; cane to his feet unsteadily.

He had heard the slam but couldn't |locate the door. The room was goi ng
bl ack. Al that Parrington could think of was the hallway, the natural exit
t hat Bugs woul d have chosen. Parrington reeled toward the outer door

SOVE one was knocki ng when he arrived there, but Parrington didn't hear
it. The knocks sent the | oose door inward; staggering sideways, Parrington
alnost fell into the arns of a man who had arrived outside.

He didn't recognize Lewis Bron. Parrington was thinking in ternms of one
man al one: Bugs Hopton

Wth a strength that would have suited a death-grip. Parrington pointed
the gun toward Bron. Al Bron could do was shove the weapon upward, while he
threw his wei ght against the attacker. He didn't realize that Parrington was
badl y wounded. Bron was wrestling for us own life.

The pair rolled into the living room Fromthe hall stairway cane a
figure
i n black. Though he hadn't kept to close to Bron's trail, The Shadow was near
enough to witness the struggle at the doorway and his expert eye had noted
somet hing of Parrington's plight.

Ready to intervene fromthe doorway, The Shadow suddenly whi pped back
into
the hall as a gun nmuzzle cane pushing over Bron's shoulder. Wth a final burst
of strength, Parrington pulled the trigger. The bullet whistled through the
space where The Shadow had been. There was a thunp; a groan; the dull clank of
a gun against the carpet. Peering into the apartnment, The Shadow saw Lew s
Bron
rising slowy from besi de the body of Roy Parrington

It took Bron a few mnutes to recuperate fromhis daze. Once his wits
wer e
gat hered, he was horror-struck.

He saw a broad bl oodstain upon Parrington's shirt front. The fell ow was
dead; and Bron thought himself responsible, supposing that the gunshot had
occurred while the nmuzzl e was pressed toward Parrington

The Shadow waited for Bron to recover his nerve; nmeanwhile he | ooked for
signs of the man who actually shot Parrington

The Shadow saw the door to the inner bedroom It had evidently been
slamed, for a key was out of the lock and lying near the middle of the living
room fl oor. However, the nurderer, if actually in the other room seened to
have no intention of show ng hinself.

That was why The Shadow continued his policy of letting Bron recuperate.
Gven a few mnutes nore, he would be in a nood to renmenber accurately what
had
actual |y happened. Those needed m nutes were to be deni ed, however.

The Shadow becane conscious of a sound that Bron did not hear. Creaky
footsteps were coming up the stairs.

The hall was dark just past the apartnment doorway. Suspecting the nature
of the visitors, The Shadow stepped into that front darkness to let the
arrivals pass. Once in the apartment, they would be in the light, where he
could easily cover them It would nean no danger for Bron, under such



ci rcunst ances.

Two nen arrived; they made a quick novenent for the open doorway. The
light fromthe apartment showed their faces: Pinkey Findlen and Slick Thurley.

That cl eared The Shadow s | ast doubts regarding the identity of
Parrington's nmurderer. Wth Pinkey and Slick accounted for, Bugs Hopton was
obviously the killer.

Bron heard the two nen enter the apartnment. He gave a hoarse cry when he
faced them nmade a nmove as if to pick up the revol ver

Slick, snapping into his accustomed style, was pronpt to wench Bron's
arm
behi nd him hol ding the man hel pl ess, while Pinkey stooped and recl ai ned the
dr opped revol ver.

Bron slunped to a chair when Slick rel eased him He was burying his face,
gasping that he hadn't tried to kill Parrington

Again at the doorway, The Shadow saw the gl ances exchanged by Pi nkey and
Slick. They had been puzzled, first, when they saw Parrington's body; but
their
expressi ons were beconing triunphant.

This was better than the frane-up that the crooks had planned. It wasn't
necessary to display a scene of faked death to make Bron worry.

I nstead, they had trapped Lewis Bron with the evidence of real crine
agai nst hi m

CHAPTER XI 'V
CROOKS CET THE GOODS

| F ever an innocent man believed hinself a nurderer, the case fitted
Lewi s
Bron. Pinkey observed that; and he saw sonething el se. The bedroom door had
cautiously opened; Bugs poked his head into sight. Pinkey nudged Slick, who
al so took a | ook.

"Do your stuff," whispered Pinkey. "Flash that badge and sell this guy
Bron on the idea you' re Quaine."

Slick flashed the badge. Bron eyed it fearfully; when Slick announced

t hat

he was Bill CQuaine, from headquarters, Bron took it for granted. He stammered
an

argunent of self defense, but it sounded feeble and Bron knew it.

"Suppose you wite out a confession," suggested Slick. "It'll go easier
with you, if you do. Better get it down."

Bron took the pen and paper that were handed him Wth Parrington's body
still in sight he was shaky; ready to do whatever told. Slick began to
di ct at e;
and Bron copied. The way the smart crook handled it woul d have been a | esson
for
the real Quaine, had he been present as a witness.

Meanwhi | e, The Shadow nade no nove.

This wasn't the sort of situation that could be cleared, |ike the one
intended in Bron's office. There, death was to have been a sham here, it was
real. Bron had becone so eager to swear that he had killed Parrington, that it
woul d be difficult to nake himrealize the truth.

The Shadow decided to let plotters go further with their game, before he
termnated it. Apparently, they had plenty of time; but that didn't |ast.
Crooks were due for an interruption, as sudden as the one that The Shadow had
experi enced.

From somewhere cane the faint wail of a police car. Bugs caught that
sound, gave a warning gesture that his pals saw. "Cone al ong!" snapped Slick
to Bron. "You' ve witten enough. W're going to take you somewhere else to



finishit."

He started Bron out through the door, with Pinkey and Bugs foll ow ng.
Bron
had scarcely noticed Pinkey; he didn't even see Bugs.

VWen the group reached the stairs, The Shadow fol | owed. He wanted to see
the finish of this ganme; and he wasn't worried about Bron's safety. He knew
that the auditor was too valuable for thugs to harm him

At the bottom of the stairs, the crooks could hear the police car
st oppi ng
in front of the old apartment house. Pinkey drew Bugs aside.

"W're going out the back," Pinkey told him "The npb's here - you take
care of the bulls; while Slick and I haul Bron to the hide-out. Come around
there, afterward.”

IN less than half a minute, Pinkey and Slick were gone with Bron, while
skul ki ng thugs were joining Bugs in the darkness of the rear hallway. Brought
in fromthe back alley, those lurkers were eagerly watching the nen who
entered
fromthe front. A smarter crook than Bugs woul d not have pitched into Joe
Cardona and the detective sergeant who cane with the ace inspector. In fact,
Pi nkey had neant that Bugs was sinply to cover the departure with Bron. But
Bugs, with one kill to his discredit, was anxious for nore. Pinkey had said to
"take care" of the bulls; and with Bugs; that nmeant to drill them

Mor eover, Joe Cardona was the one menber of the force who had lived far
too I ong, according to the node of cal culation used by Bugs Hopton

Cardona was a man of hunches. He wasn't halfway to the stairs, before he
scented danger. His swarthy face went suddenly grim he shoved his stocky body
in front of the acconpanying detective sergeant.

"Look CQut, Markham" Wth the words, Cardona reached for a gun. "Dive for
cover!"

Foemen were | eveling revol vers when Cardona shouted; but those crooks
weren't the first to fire. Intervention cane fromthe stairway. There, a
strident |augh offered challenge that no crook could ignore. Thugs snarled
their recognition of The Shadow s sardoni c | augh; changed their aimto his
direction.

The Shadow was speaking with bullets, as well as mrth.

Hi s two guns produced a sudden staccato, as they coughed their |eaden
nmessage. Crooks went diving for cover of their own, and all of themdidn't
nmake
it. Their own shots m ght have been bl anks, for their aimwas halted on its
way.

Those who tried to get in accurate shots were dropped where they stood.
The ones who dived weren't able to keep their nuzzles on the bl ackness where
t hey knew The Shadow | urked.

Joe Cardona recogni zed The Shadow s | augh. Fromits tone, he knew that
t he
cl oaked fighter had a route of retreat, if he needed it. That was why Cardona
made for the street, taking Markhamw th him

Qut front were two patrol men; Cardona wanted themw th him when he made
anot her sally.

From among the scattered crooks, Bugs Hopton nade a sudden | unge; then
turned in the direction of the alley. He wasn't anxious to face The Shadow s
fire; nor were the gorillas who went with him Neverthel ess, they were due to
experience nore battle. They coul d hear The Shadow s | augh, as he pursued
t hem

IN the alley, nobsters spread. The Shadow kept to the doorway, stabbing
shots that were ainmed for the spurts of his foenen's revol vers. Qccasi ona



yells told when crooks were clipped by The Shadow s withering fire. Finally, a
shout was proof that Bugs and his crew had lingered too |ong.

The shout canme from Cardona. He and his snmall squad had rounded the bl ock
to reach the all eyway.

Thugs took to their heels; and sweeping cl ose behind them cane The
Shadow.

Bugs saw hin tried to dive away froman aimng automati c nmuzzle. The Shadow s
arm swung; his fist sledged the nobl eader's head.

It wasn't that Bugs was just |lucky. The Shadow was easy with him for a
reason that was to beconme apparent later. That was why Bugs received The
Shadow s weighted fist instead of the nmetal barrel of a gun. As it was, the
jolt left Bugs half groggy.

Bugs didn't even wonder where The Shadow had gone. Hazily, he tried to
find a car with nobbies init. He didn't realize that his crew was hopel essly
scattered.

As he thought of it afterward, Bugs was in |uck when sonmeone grabbed him
by the shoul der and shoved hi m behi nd t he wheel of a coupe.

"CGet goin' Bugs," cane a gruff voice. "You gotta drive, while | watch for
the bulls.”

Avenue |ights were danci ng ahead of him but Bugs managed to maneuver the
car, while the nman beside hi moccasionally yanked the wheel to keep the coupe
of f the curb. As Bugs steadi ed, he kept his eyes straight ahead, while he
si denout hed the inquiry:

"That you, Joey?"

"Yeah," was the reply. "Don't waste no time, though. There's a car
tailin'
us. Wait! | guess it's O K Just, sone nore of the nob."

Taki ng a roundabout course, Bugs finally reached a darkened parki ng space
al ongside an old garage. He told Joey to wait, while he talked to the others.
When Bugs returned, he ordered Joey to come up with him

They entered a doorway; reached the second floor of an old house that
| ooked deserted. There, Bugs left Joey in a darkened hall, while he went in to
find Pinkey and Slick.

Bugs didn't have a chance to tell what had happened. Pinkey notioned for
silence. Slick was still working on Bron. The confession was nearing its
conpl eti on. Bugs watched Bron scrawl the last line, then apply his signature.

"Thanks for bringing ne here," said Bron, plaintively. "lIts quiet.
coul d
think. 1"'mready to go with you to headquarters."

It was Pinkey who snorted a rebuke to Bron's suggestion. Pinkey had
snat ched the confession, and was reading it.

"You won't have to take a rap for this,” he told Bron. "There's an easier
way out. Listen, while | tell you."

BRON | i stened. He was amazed when he | earned what Thurl ey wanted done on
the nmorrow. Even in his present plight, he foresaw bad consequences.

"I'f | accept those books," he exclainmed, "I can go to jail for it!"

"I't would be easier than a nmurder rap, wouldn't it?" denmanded Pinkey.
"Anyway, you won't be found out. And neither will this be."

Thurl ey waved the confession under Bron's eyes. He made it plain that
Detective Quaine was a regular guy; to which Slick added his own decl aration
Bron finally capitul ated.

“I"l1l go through with it,
may try it again -"

he gasped. "But if you blackmail me once, you

"Not me," interrupted Pinkey. "This is the only deal you can handle for
me, Bron. So why should | bother you?"
It becane evident that Bron was suspicious of the supposed Bill Quaine.

He
felt that he could trust an ordinary crook; but not a detective who had



doubl e-crossed the law. Pinkey |istened seriously to that argumnent.

He nudged Bugs, who caught the idea. Pinkey wanted the gun that had the
bl ank cartridges. Bugs slipped it to him Shoving his face toward Bron's,
Pi nkey rasped:

"You' ve got guts, Bron. That's why I'mlistening to what you tell ne. You
think Quaine's a double-crosser; so do|. W don't need him neither of us!"

Pi nkey jabbed the gun, muzzle against Slick's ribs, so suddenly that the
fake dick was startled. There was a tug of the trigger; a muffled shot. For
t he
nmonent, Slick thought that Pinkey had actually handed hima bullet. Staggering
back, hand agai nst his side, Slick suddenly understood.

The fall that he nade won the approval even of Bugs Hopton. Afterward,

Bugs was willing to concede that he couldn't have faked a death scene any
better. Slick was withing when he reached the wall; his collapse came with
t he

same suddenness that Bron had noted in Parrington's death.

Bron stared - partly awed, partly fearful

"You - you've killed him" he told Pinkey. "Like I killed Parrington!"

"Yeah," agreed Pinkey, "only there's a difference. They've found
Parrington's body; but they won't find Quaine's. | know where to bury ny dead.
Anyway, |'ve done you a favor. There won't be no double-cross while I'm
around.

That goes for you, Bron, like it did for Quaine!l"

Turning Bron over to Bugs, Pinkey told the nobl eader to have one of his
men take Bron hone. Bug said he'd use Joey, because the latter was in the
hal I .

He took Bron outside; then returned to find Slick alive again, receiving
Pi nkey' s congrat ul ati ons.

RIDING in the coupe with Joey, Bron didn't have a word to say. The
hoodl um
driver dropped himnear his home; watched Bron wal k away |ike a person waki ng
froma dream Wen the coupe pulled away fromthe curb, a whispered | augh cane
fromJoey's lips.

That tone proved that Bugs had nmade a bad mistake. It wasn't one of his
own thugs who had rescued him it was The Shadow. From beneath his sweater,
The
Shadow was produci ng bl ack hat and cl oak, placing themon the seat beside him

Once he had taken this coupe back where it bel onged, he could vani sh,
letting Bugs think that Joey had sinply gone with the rest of the crowd. But
it
wasn't his clever ruse, alone, that caused The Shadow s | augh

A silent witness to the scene at the hideout, The Shadow had |inked a few
nore facts. He was willing to let Bron go through with the matter of the oi
conpany's books. For The Shadow knew t hat Pi nkey Findlen wasn't through wth
crime.

There was a pay-off coming, |arger than any before. That was when The
Shadow woul d find his greatest opportunity to expose the present reign of New
Yor k' s bi ggest racketeer.

CHAPTER XV

CARDONA TAKES ADVI CE

THE next norning, crooks had nore cause to congratul ate thensel ves.
According to the newspapers, the death of Roy Parrington was something of a

nmystery. The gun battle that had occurred downstairs in the apartnment house;
had nmerely served further to confuse the facts.



A few t hugs had been captured; but they couldn't have told nuch, even if
they had been willing to squeal. Those hoodl uns who formed the core of Bugs
Hopton's outfit had all nanaged to get away in the second car. The rest were
recruits who didn't even know who conmmanded t hem

Why had Roy Parrington died?

Even that was a nystery; for the man had no underworld connections, nor
was he weal thy. There were persons, of course, who had engi neered shady deal s
t hrough Parrington, but they were keeping strict silence.

Al that news unquestionably had its effect upon Lewis Bron. Wen the
auditor visited the offices of the Wrld G| interests, he certified the books
just as they stood. That pleased Gles Jondran, the gray-haired president of
the oil company, when Bron stopped in to see him Jondran al ways prided
hi nmsel f
on the efficiency of his own staff; and he felt that the auditor's unqualified
approval was a tribute to the entire organization.

Despite the confortable quiet of Jondran's office, Bron felt ill at ease,
and was glad to get away. Not only was he conscience stricken when he received
Jondran's commendation; but there was a visitor present whose eyes worried
Bron.

Jondran introduced that hawkfaced stranger as Lanont Cranston, one of the
stockhol ders of Wrld GI. Bron had heard of Cranston; knew that he was
reputedly a mllionaire.

Therefore, it bothered Bron badly, when his m nd went skipping back to
hi s
honmeward ride from Pi nkey's hideout.

Why he kept thinking of Joey, the thug who had driven the car, Bron
couldn't guess. He certainly did not Iink Joey with Cranston

Afterward, Bron was inclined to believe that his own inmagi nati on had been
responsi ble for his nervousness. But he was confident that he had covered al
traces of the jitters.

Bron received a tel ephone call, after he reached his office. \Wen he
reported that everything had gone as ordered, he heard a gl oating chuckle from
the receiver.

That piece of news was all that Pinkey Findl en wanted to know.

The bi g-shot was confident that The Shadow knew not hing of |ast night's
factors. Pinkey assuned that The Shadow, hard up for a trail, had nerely
t agged
along with Joe Cardona. As for Joey's arrival at the apartnent house, that was
easi |y expl ai ned.

Soneone i n another apartment nust have heard the shot that Bugs fired,
and
put in a call to headquarters. Probably that caller had been uncertain about
t he
af fair; hence, Cardona had decided to nmake it a matter of persona
i nvesti gation.

Pi nkey hadn't the renotest idea that Parrington had made the call. In
Pi nkey' s opinion, the fell ow woul d have been too scared to do so. Slick had
certainly put the heat on him with that old stunt of passing hinself as

Quai ne.

PERHAPS it was The Shadow s own | ack of information regardi ng Parrington
that caused himto suppose that the nan had actually called Cardona.

The Shadow had encountered no clues to the five thousand doll ar
shake- down
that had been staged in Ondrey's office. All he had to work on was the fact
t hat
Bron had gone to Parrington's apartnent.

That indicated that Roy Parrington had suspected coming crime. Therefore,
The Shadow regarded a call to Cardona as the one |ogical explanation for the



ace inspector's arrival. Calculating further, The Shadow saw t hat Cardona
m ght
have facts that he had not revealed to the newspapers.

That was why, at noon, a reporter naned C yde Burke nade an unexpected
visit to Cardona's office. Cyde, though he worked for a tabl oid newspaper
called the dassic, was al so an agent of The Shadow.

Clyde's arrival was highly opportune.

The reporter found Cardona going over a batch of papers that the
i nspect or
shoved aside the noment he saw Cl yde. Hunching back in his chair, Cardona
becane
poker-faced. Cdyde only grinned.

"I thought you'd have sonething, Joe,’
dope on the Parrington murder?"

"No. Talk to the hom cide squad about that." Cardona spoke bluntly at
first; then suddenly changed tone: "Say, Burke, you get around a lot. Tell nmne

he said, wisely. "What is it; new

do you think any rackets are starting up agai n?"

Cl yde shook his head. He hadn't heard of any.

"I'"'m supposed to look into it," remarked Cardona as if annoyed by a new
assignment. "What | need is some good nmen. Here's one fell ow who hel ped a | ot
in the clean-up" - Joe lifted the papers fromthe desk - "so |I've been going
over his record. You' ve heard of him Bill Quaine."

Clyde agreed that Quaine had a real reputation as a racket-smasher.
Secretly, the reporter was el ated. Facts pieced perfectly. Cardona had
certainly received a call from Parrington: what was nore, the man had
nmenti oned
Quai ne by nane.

Though Cardona didn't know it, he was getting close to unsuspected facts.
Wth nore to go on, he mght learn the details of the clever inpersonation
staged by Slick Thurley.

Wor ki ng under orders from The Shadow, C yde was prepared for such a
situation. That was why he suggested:

"Why don't you talk to Quaine, Joe?"

"Quaine is out of town," returned Cardona. "On a |long vacation. Anyway,
he'd say he was good. | want sonebody el se's opinion."

Clyde jotted down several nanes, passed them across the desk to Cardona
with the conment:

"Why don't you talk to these fell ows?"

The list contained the nanes of managers of various night clubs. The
Bubbl e C ub was not included. That was one place where The Shadow didn't want
Cardona to drop in.

"They all knew Quaine," insisted Cyde. "Maybe they can tell you how nuch
he really did toward smashing the night club racket. Wen you make the rounds,
Joe, stick to the bunch that | have listed. They're the sort who won't stall."

IT was nearly five o' cl ock when Cardona conpleted his tour, for he had to
sit around in several night clubs waiting for the managers to arrive. The
whol e
j ob, however, was worth the trouble. Cardona was in a state of nmental tornment,
when he arrived back in his office

Det ecti ve Sergeant Markham was there; and Cardona could not hel p bursting
| oose with what he had | earned.

"I"ve found out plenty about Bill Quaine!" exclaimed the inspector. "He's
been running a racket of his own! Al during that night club ness, he was
wal ki ng in on places, getting what he called 'evidence'; but that wasn't what
he was after!

"He was making trouble for those night clubs. Every manager that confided
too much in Quaine, began to find the clanps com ng down on himfromthe



racket
ring; Quaine always had an alibi for it, so no one man thought he was phony.

"But when you get the same hints froma dozen of them you know what |ies
behind it. If those fellows had tal ked together, they'd have seen through the
racket thensel ves; but night club managers don't get too chummy wi th each
other. It took an outsider, like nyself, to get the real |owdown."

Cardona yanked open a desk drawer; brought out the file that he found
there. He studied it with angry eyes, then flung the papers on the desk. "Wo
took that stuff about Bill Quaine?" he demanded. "This isn't the data | had
before. Who's been in here, MarkhanP"

Mar kham hadn't seen anyone; but he admitted that he had not been in the
office all along. Cardona went to the office door; in the hallway he saw a
st oopi sh droopy-faced janitor, busy with nop and brush

"Come in here, Fritz!" gruffed Cardona. "I want to talk to you."

The janitor shanbled into the office. Cardona took the papers on the
desk.

"Did you see anybody in this office?" he roared. "Anybody who went out
with a batch of papers hike these?"

Fritz shook his head. His eyes were listless, dull

"You' ve been around here all along, Fritz?"

"Yah," Fritz nodded. "Not all along. Only a little while."

Cardona sl apped the papers on the desk. Fritz wasn't of any use; he knew
as little as Markham |In fact, Joe wasn't even annoyed when Fritz began to paw
t he papers, looking at them curiously.

"I know him" grunted Fritz, suddenly. "Yah. Bill Quaine."

Cardona swung about. Fritz was pointing to a photograph that had cone
| oose fromthe papers. It was Quaine's picture, all right, but what it was
doing in this batch of records, Cardona didn't know until he | ooked nore
cl osel y.

He started to snatch the photo fromFritz's hands; the janitor dropped
it.

The picture fell face downward on the desk

Fritz was shanbling away, back to his nmop and bucket, while Cardona was
staring at the nane on back of the photo. That nane wasn't Bill Quaine; it was
Slick Thurl ey.

CARDONA scanned the papers. Amazenent took control of his poker face.
Here
were records of a sort the police didn't have, although they were backed wth
certain official data that had never yet been properly |inked.

"Slick Thurley!" exclained Cardona to Markham "Say - he's a dead ringer
for Bill Quaine, but we never knew it! |'ve heard of Slick Thurley; he's been
in sone jans, too, but he always managed to get out of them

"That's because we never guessed his real racket. He's been doubling for
Quaine! Wth this nmug of his, he could get away with it, by talking like Bill
and acting like him But, that's something we can check up on in a line-up

"Bill Quaine is OK ; the guy we've got to find is Slick Thurley. \Wen we
get him we'll know who murdered Parrington; and |I've got a hunch, Markham
that we'll learn a | ot besides!"

The tel ephone bell jangled. Cardona answered. \Wen he heard a whi spered
voi ce across the wire, he didn't have to be told who had put the new papers in
his desk drawer. Joe Cardona was listening to The Shadow.

Al during that call, Cardona nodded. Wen he hung up, he pulled a
tel egraph bl ank fromthe desk drawer and began to wite a wire. "Forget al
that's happened,” Cardona told Markham "W're keeping this business to
ourselves. |'ve found out the best way to handle it."

Downstairs, Fritz, the janitor, was hanging up the receiver of a pay
t el ephone. Hoisting his nop and bucket, he went to an obscure | ocker. Putting
down the inplenments, he opened the | ocker and drew out a black cl oak and



sl ouch
hat .

As those garnments settled over the head and shoul ders of the pretended
Fritz, a whispered | augh cane from obscured Iips. Though only an echo, that
mrth identified its owner

It was the | augh of The Shadow

CHAPTER XVI
THE GO BETWEEN

THAT ni ght, Maude Revelle had a date with Pinkey Findlen. Maude expected
it to be for dinner only; when Cranston had called her on the tel ephone, she
had told her new friend that she mght be able to see himlater

It was thought of Cranston that nade Maude gi ve Pinkey a suggestion, when
they nmet at the side door of her apartnment house.

"Let's go to a decent place, for a change," insisted Maude. "You know,
like the kind we were at when you ran out on ne."

"I didn't take no powder," argued Pinkey. "The Shadow slugged nme. My pals
had to carry nme out."

"They didn't think of me, though did they?" retorted Maude. "VWich neans
that maybe you didn't, either."

Pi nkey was nmuttering when he hailed a taxi. Once in the cab, he decided
to
hunor Maude.

"Al'l right," he grow ed. "You name the place - provided it ain't
sonewher e
t hat people are going to lamp ne."

"I't won't be," assured Maude.

The pl ace where she took Pinkey was the one where she had dined with
Cranston. Pinkey gave the surroundings a disgruntled stare, but was forced to
admt that it was secluded. The little roomwas certainly a good spot where
two
peopl e coul d be al one.

The di nner, too, pleased Pinkey reasonably well, after Maude had
translated the French terns that appeared on the bill-of-fare.
"You' ve got class, kid," approved Pinkey. "I've always said you had,

ain't
| ? That's why | never introduced you to the mugs | pal around with."

"I've met C aude Ondrey," rem nded Maude.

"Yeah, but he ain't no nug," rejoined Pinkey. "I mean guys like - well,
never mnd who they are. They ain't in your class."

"And maybe you aren't, either."

Maude' s remark brought an ugly stare from Pinkey. That glare didn't make
the girl flinch.

"Whatta ya nmean?" he grow ed

"Figure it for yourself," insisted Maude. "You' ve always tried to bluff
me, Pinkey. Wiy deny it?"

"I didn't drag you into the racket, did I?"

"You' ve cone close to it. You haven't fooled ne, Pinkey. | know you've
framed things so I'd | ook as crooked as you are, it case you wanted to put ne
in wong with the police."

Pi nkey gave a short laugh. He |iked Maude's direct manner, especially
because it was leading up to a plan that he had in nind

"l suppose you want to ditch nme," he renarked, "because you've fallen for
this silk-hat guy. Say - what's the nane of this bird who's too good with his
dukes?"

"That's my business,” returned Maude, coolly. "I haven't mentioned your
nane to him so I'mnot telling you who he is."



Pl NKEY' S eyes showed a m ngling of expressions. Through his mnd were
passi ng the thoughts that Maude wasn't the sort who would talk; also, that she
was getting too ritzy in her ideas, to suit him

After all, Pinkey decided, blondes were plentiful; and what Pinkey |iked
about nost of the ones that he had net was the fact that he had found them
dunb. He'd nmade a bad guess with Maude. She was smart.

That had seened good, at first. If she'd turned crooked, and acted dunb,
she coul d have hel ped in Pinkey's business. But Maude had never listened to
reason al ong those lines.

VWhat Pinkey wanted, npost of all, was to outsmart her. He knew that if he
di d, Maude woul d be through with himforever; but that seened likely, anyway.
Ri ght now, Pinkey saw how she could be useful; and the time was right for his
proposition. "You' ve taken a shine to the silk-hat guy, ain't you, kid?" he

qguestioned. "All right - suppose we do call it quits. How would you |ike
t hat ?"

"I"'d like it alot," admtted Maude, frankly. "But get this straight,
Pinkey: I'"'mnot trying to make this fellow fall for me. He's just a friend,
that's all."

"I"d figured that," nodded Pinkey. "What you're hoping is, that he'l
i ntroduce you to a lot of other stuffed shirts, so you can go ritzy."

"That's partly so," admired Maude. "OF course -

"Never mind the rest. If this guy is the real MCoy, and really knows
people, you're welcome to him"

Maude' s eyes wi dened. For a noment, she thought that Pinkey was getting
bi g- hearted; then she began to |l ook for the catch. It cane.

"Tormorrow, " undertoned Pinkey, "there's a swell cocktail party being
thrown on Long Island, at the home of a dame naned Ms. Rothnorton. This guy
you tal k about ought to be able to crash the gate, and take you with him™"

Maude agreed that such mi ght be the case.

"There, you'll neet a doll named Beth Jondran," continued Pinkey. "Al
you've got to do is find out when she's conming into town, and how Nobody's
going to know it, if you spill ne that news."

"And in return?" asked Maude.

"It's quits for you and me," returned Pinkey. "Everything forgotten
V' ve
never heard of each other."

Maude wanted to hol d back acceptance, but she couldn't. The words fairly
sprang to her lips; before she knewit, she was thanki ng Pinkey, and giving
full agreenent.

"O K., kid," declared Pinkey. "But remenber"” - his eyes went ugly - "you
go through with it, or else -"

“I"1l go through with it," interposed Maude, "provided nothing is going
to
happen to this Jondran girl."

"She won't be hurt. That's understood."

WHEN Pi nkey and Maude went fromthe little cafe, a figure energed from
t he
hal | way phone booth. The Shadow had been there all the while; he had overheard
the entire conversation. The wiring that ran fromthe dinner table to the
t el ephone booth was equi pped with a two-way hookup

Maude wasn't at her apartment very |ong before she received a phone cal
from Cranston. One hour later, they were sixty-odd stories above Manhattan's
streets, watching the floor show in an exclusive night club. Maude found her
chance to nention tonorrow s party at the Rothnorton residence.

Cranston, she learned, was a wel cone guest there and would be glad to
attend the party, if Maude went with him The girl was enthusiastic with her



t hanks, and she was genuinely pleased at the prospect of neeting persons who
were socially prom nent.

But with it, Maude showed a certain restrained bitterness that few
per sons
ot her than The Shadow woul d have noticed. He knew what was on Maude's nind
She
didn't like the task that she had to perform for Pinkey Findl en. To Maude's
credit, the girl would probably have turned down the offer that Pinkey made
her, if it hadn't given her a chance for absolute freedom along wth another
factor.

The other item was that Maude knew how t ough Pi nkey woul d becone, if he
wanted his way. If she hadn't taken his prom se, he would have changed it to a
threat. There were probably ways where Pinkey could have forced her to go
through with the plot against Beth Jondran

There had been tines, Maude had heard, when Pinkey pl anted phony servants
in swell households. He could manage to do that with her, if he wanted; and
supply a trigger-man to watch her.

During the rest of the evening, Maude was inpelled by a huge desire to
confess everything to Cranston. At nonents, she hated hersel f, because she
didn't tell her story. At other tines, she cal med enough to reason that if she
spoke the truth, Cranston woul d al so be placed in danger

Al the while, Maude was confident that she had kept those thoughts from
t he man who had befriended her. Actually, The Shadow recogni zed everyt hing
t hat
passed in Maude's mind. That wasn't difficult, since he already knew her
story.

Maude reached her apartment soon after mdnight. She hadn't long to wait,
bef ore Pinkey called. Fromhis cautious tone, Maude deci ded that he had broken
his usual rule and was calling her fromhis hide-out.

As she heard Pinkey's voice, she wished with all her mght that she knew
where the hide-out was, for she was in a nmood to finish Pinky's entire gane.

The big-shot didn't state that information. He nerely wanted to know if
Maude had arranged natters for tomorrow. Listlessly, Maude told himthat
everyt hi ng was set.

IN the hideout, Pinkey gave a gruff chuckle when he hung up the
t el ephone.
Slick and Bugs were present to hear the big-shot's glee.

"Its going to be a cinch!" announced Pinkey. "We' Il snatch this Jondran
dol I, and hold her while we nake her old man listen to the million dollar
proposition. After that, we'll let her go."

"That means Maude won't meke a holler. She'll be glad because |I'mthrough
with her. Only | won't be" - Pinkey's eyes went glinty; his under lip gave a
shove - "because were going to rub out that blonde, after we've finished
everyt hi ng el se.

"No dame can pull ritzy stuff on me and get away with it! | tal ked nice

to
her tonight and, for a while, | really meant it. Only | changed ny nind,
afterward. "

None of the crooks were watching the door, as it closed a fraction of an
inch. Afigure glided down the stairs and out through the alleyway, where sone
of the nobbies were keeping guard. The watchers were on the | ookout for anyone
who started trouble; but they hadn't expected a shrouded prow er who could
creep in and out like night itself.

Later, a voice spoke within the darkness of a soundproof |inmpusine. Its
tone was The Shadow s whi sper, forwarding instructions by short-wave radio;
orders that would reach his agents and have them ready on the norrow

Bur bank acknowl edged those instructions; and, in his |listening post, the
| ast tone that the contact man recei ved was one that pronmised full success.



That tone was The Shadow s | augh.

CHAPTER XVI |
CRI ME' S ZERO HOUR

MAUDE REVELLE was at her best, the next afternoon. She had expected that
the guests at the cocktail party m ght regard her as an outsider; instead,
t hey
received her like an old friend.

That was partly because she canme with Lanont Cranston; but Maude's own
conduct was an added factor. Mst of Maude's society notions had been gai ned
from wat chi ng novi es; but she had profited a |lot fromthe process. Moreover,
she had an aptitude for imtating other persons, w thout having themrealize
it.

That was one reason why Pinkey had |iked her. She had seened "cl assy," as
he put it; but she talked his own | anguage. He had never realized that her
conversation was unnatural. Nor did the guests at the Rothnorton party suspect
that Maude was not of their own ilk.

There were tinmes when Maude used slangy ternms; and once in a while, she
didn't grasp what others tal ked about. But they accepted her slang expressions
as qui ps; and Maude was w se enough to preserve silence, when she found
her sel f
beyond her depth.

There was one girl at the party that Maude l|iked the nmonent she saw her
The girl was a slender brunette whose snile was is friendly as her eyes. She
admred the tasteful way in which Maude was dressed; and that pleased Maude
nore than ever.

The two were not introduced at first, because nost of the persons at the
party were already acquai nted. When Maude finally nmet the brunette, she was
pl eased until she heard the latter's nane.

The girl that Muude |liked so well was Beth Jondran

As the party progressed, Maude |l earned that Beth's father was a very
i mportant man in the oil business. She also found out that Beth was driving
into the city alone, in her roadster. The car happened to be parked just
outside the window, it was the only roadster in the driveway.

Maude had no trouble learning the license nunber. doonily, she scribbled
it on a bit of paper, tucked it into her cigarette case. Wth it, she marked
the tine at which Beth intended to | eave; nanely, a quarter past six. Beth
wanted to nmeet some friends at seven; but they wouldn't wait for her if she
was
| at e.

That fact al so bothered Maude; for it fixed everything nicely, in
accordance with Pinkey's plans. Maude was hopi ng desperately that something
m ght happen to prevent Beth's capture.

For her own part, she saw no other way to nmanage it; whether right or
wrong, she had to go through with Pinkey's orders.

IT was nearly six o'clock, when Beth suddenly approached Maude and handed
her an envel ope. The deed was tinely, for Maude had reached the point where
she
knew she woul d have to call Ondrey and give himnews for Pinkey.

"I"ve been carrying this for the last ten nminutes," |aughed Beth. "M.
Cranston gave it to ne, for you. He found that he had to | eave unexpectedly.
I"'mterribly forgetful at times. So much so, that | can never renenber where
pl ace the car keys. That's why | always | eave themin the car, whenever | know
that it is safe.”

Maude was openi ng the envel ope. Dusk had gathered; it was gloony in the



corner where the two girls were. Beth turned on a floor |anp. She was starting
away, when Maude halted her

Wth the envel ope only partly opened, Maude forgot about it to express
sonmething to Beth. "You know, M ss Jondran," she said, "there's one thing
woul dn't ever do, that's doubl e-cross anyone.™

Beth smled synmpathetically. She didn't quite understand; but she saw
t hat
Maude was badly troubl ed.

"I mean, anyone like M. Cranston," continued Maude. "O anyone as swel |
as you are, Mss Jondran. But sometines - well, there are things you can't
tel
a person."

Beth | ooked at the note, then asked: "You mean something you cannot tel
M. Cranston?"

"That's it," returned Maude. "That is, in a way. What | nmean is, if a
fell ow doesn't know sonethi ng he ought to know, but if you've proni sed soneone
el se that you won't tell him-" Her voice broke; Maude was choki ng when she
added:

"What | mean is, a real guy like M. Cranston ought to be treated right.
And so should you, Mss Jondran."

"I don't quite understand," soothed Beth. "But Maude - | know you won't
mnd ny calling you Maude - | feel that real persons can trust each other.
That
often solves life's problens. But | feel, too, that each person must be
al | owned
to do what he or she thinks is best."

"You do?" blurted Maude. "Wbuld you trust ne to do that, Beth? After only
nmeeting ne once?"

"Certainly! One neeting is enough."

"Cee, you're swell!™

"Why not open the envel ope?" asked Beth. "It seens to have brought up
your
problem Perhaps it will solve it."

Maude didn't think it would, but she did not say so. She decided to do as
Bet h suggested. Maude needed a few m nutes to get the choke out of her voice.
Beth left her; a few nonments |ater, Maude was readi ng Cranston's nessage.

Maude' s eyes were a bit tear-di mmed. She couldn't believe the words that
blurred in front of her. Wen she had wi ped her eyes; she read them again.
They
were amazing; but real. They were so utterly incredi ble that Maude stood
noti onl ess.

SLOALY, Maude came to life, a grimsmle showing on her face. She
crunpl ed
t he nmessage, not observing that its words were fading fromview Hurrying out
to
alittle hallway, she reached the tel ephone.

She call ed the Bubble Cub. Ondrey answered, his voice inpatient,
wor ried.
He'd had three calls from Pinkey; the big-shot was still awaiting news from
Maude.

"Tell himto keep his shirt on!" snapped Maude. "Here's the dope he
want s.
The dane is leaving here in about ten mnutes. She's driving a roadster, and
she's going to be alone. Here - take down the |icense numnber."

Ondrey recorded he nunber as Maude gave it.

"When she gets into town," added Maude, "she'll | eave the car in a
par ki ng
ot on Sixtieth Street, right next to the old Zenith Apartnents. Fromthere,



she
al ways takes a cab. So it ought to be easy to grab her

"But renenber: Tell Pinkey there's to be no rough stuff. He's not going
to
know where | am tonight, and if | hear that this dame gets hurt, it's going
to
go bad with Pinkey! He and | made a deal; tell himto remenber it."

A few minutes later, Maude was on her way to the front door, wearing her
hat and coat. Beth nmet her, asked if she intended to go into New York

"You can conme with nme, Maude," suggested Beth. "I'mleaving in just a few
m nutes. "

"Thanks, Beth," returned Maude, "But | can't wait. Not even one mnute."

Maude's snmile told nmuch to Beth, even though it didn't give the details.
Beth's tone was sweet softly:

"The message sol ved everyt hi ng?"

Maude nodded, happily. She gave Beth's hand a squeeze, then hurried out
into the darkness.

MEANVHI LE, Maude's nessage had reached its destination. In the hide-out,
Pi nkey repeated the details to Slick and Bugs, chiefly for the latter's
benefit.

"It's your job, Bugs," said Pinkey. "Get up there to the parking |ot and
grab that doll in a hurry. And renmenber: no rough stuff. W ain't taking
chances on Maude meking trouble.

"Take the dane down to Ondrey's. Let himlook out for her. The office is

a

good place for himto keep her; and Ondrey has enough sense to nake her know
we

won't hurt her.

"Tell himto give her a feed, if she's hungry; and if he hears from
Maude,
to let her know that everything' s being done in style. Danes are soft to
handl e,
if you kid "emright."

Bugs left the hideout. There was a thug in the hall; he growed for the
fellow to conme al ong. Pinkey and Slick heard the hoodlumfollow him A few
m nutes later, Pinkey and Slick stole out of the lair.

On their way through the alley, Pinkey undertoned remarks regarding their
next step.

"We'|l handle it together," he declared. "Only, this tine, 1'Il spill ny
real noniker; but you're still Bill Quaine. The nore we tell old Jondran, the
better, provided we keep that part of the story straight."

They had neared a parked car. Slick gave a sudden shift; a quick
excl amati on.

"What's up?" snapped Pinkey.

Slick turned a flashlight toward a wall beside the alley. The gl ow showed
not hi ng nore than bricks.

"It was |ike sone guy nudged ne!"

"There's nobody here," rasped Pinkey. "Better take a | ook around, though
There's one guy we don't want to neet. That's The Shadow "

Pi nkey was stepping toward the car when Slick flashed the light back into
the all eyway. He saw sonet hi ng; made a pounce. Pinkey scranbled fromthe car
in
time to hear the thud of a slugging gun; the clatter of a person in the alley.

Pi nkey's oval flashlight beamed; his gun was |eveled, but he lowered it a
nmonent | ater when he saw the face of Slick Thurley. Stepping out to neet the
bi g-shot, Slick beckoned.

"Douse your glim Pinkey," suggested Slick. "W won't need it. | fixed
t he



snooper !

Slick led the way back, turning his flashlight on a huddl ed man whose hat
was bashed over his eyes. The fellow lay face downward, his shoul ders so
hunched that Slick found it difficult to turn the flashlight on his features.

Even then, he managed only a partial view of the man's profile; and
Pi nkey
saw no nore than the fellow s chin.

"He ain't The Shadow, " assured Slick. "Maybe he's sone snooper The Shadow
sent here; but even that ain't likely. 1'd say he was just a guy that showed
up
where he wasn't wanted."

"Yeah," agreed Pinkey. "He probably saw Bugs and the crew sneaki ng out of
here, and thought he'd find out where they cane from Leave himlay, Slick
W're in a hurry. What's nore, we're never coming back to this hide-out.

A FEWni nutes after Pinkey and his conpanion had driven away, there was a
stir fromthe inner reaches of the alley. A flashlight glimrered; the tiny
torch was The Shadow s. The beam reached the slugged man who lay in the alley
arelic of the brief fight staged by Slick Thurley.

The huddl ed formwas sensel ess. Wo the man was; how he had cone here,
were questions that did not seemto trouble The Shadow. He sinply extinguished
his flashlight, lifted the victimfromthe cobbl estones and carried the nman
across his shoul der.

Soft mockery cane from The Shadow |ips, as he lugged the sensel ess burden
fromthe alleyway. That tone was edged w th prophecy - one that crooks would
not have liked, if they had heard it.

Both Pinkey Findlen and Slick Thurley were later to regret this brief
epi sode in which they had figured.

The Shadow knew

CHAPTER XVI | |
CRI ME' S CAPTI VE

THE first stop on Pinkey's route was the Bubble Club; and for a very
i mportant reason. Ondrey was in the office; he | ooked pl eased when he saw
Pinkey and Slick step fromthe elevator. Ondrey started at once to open the
safe, while Pinkey nmade a suggestion

"Take a gander outside, Slick. See if there's any phonies in the night
club. Don't show yourself nuch. We don't want any guys saying they saw Bill
Quai ne here."

Ondrey's safe bulged with swag fromprevious crinmes, for this was where
crooks stored their profits. Wenever Ondrey opened it in Pinkey's presence,
he
al ways | et the big-shot see himhandl e the conbination

That was one reason why Pinkey had sent Slick out to | ook around. But
there were eyes, tonight, that saw Ondrey mani pul ate the dial; other eyes than
t hose of Pinkey Findlen. The Shadow was atop the el evator, watching through
t he
panel .

Ondrey produced two envel opes; both were opened. Pinkey was goi ng over
t he
contents, when he saw Slick return. He showed the envel opes to the man who
| ooked like Bill Quaine.

"This is the one we keep," said Pinkey. "The other, with the mark on it,
goes to Jondran."

Slick nodded. Then: "You're going to let me handl e then"



"Sure thing," returned Pinkey. "You're supposed to be the copper, ain't
you? Al right, let's go."

They were starting for the el evator when Ondrey said sonet hi ng about Bugs
Hopt on. Pinkey stroked his chin. "W'll wait a couple of mnutes," decided
Pi nkey, "just in case we hear from Bugs."

Slick stood half in the elevator, so close, that The Shadow coul d have
reached down to touch him Pinkey remai ned chatting with Ondrey. A few m nutes
passed; inpatient, Pinkey decided to get started, when the phone bell tingled.

It was Bugs. Ondrey turned the tel ephone over to Pinkey.

"It was a pipe!" Pinkey heard Bugs declare, eagerly. "The noll didn't
even
know what it was about! The guy in the parking |lot had gone across the street
to
get a sandwi ch; so we just grabbed the skirt and shoved her into our own bus."

"Where's the car now?" demanded Pi nkey.

"Qur bus?" questioned Bugs. "A couple of blocks away, outside the store
where |I' m phoning from W left the moll's fancy boat up in the parking lot."

"That part wasn't smart. Never mnd, though. W can cover it later. GCet
her down here in a hurry."

Pi nkey told the others how Bugs had nmade out; but he added that he and
Slick weren't going to wait for Beth's arrival. Pinkey sumed it with the
conment :

"You can handl e the soft soap, Ondrey. Me and Slick are the guys that
will
use the heat. Only, we're working on the old man."

WHEN t he pair had gone, Ondrey went out for a |ook around the night club
He wasn't trusting Slick's report, that all had been well there. But Ondrey
cane back, smiling broadly.

Though there were a good nany strangers present, all | ooked to be the
sort
who were out for a good time. None of them appeared to be headquarters men; or
the sort of snoopers that Ondrey fanci ed woul d serve The Shadow.

Fifteen mnutes later, the elevator panel slid open. Ondrey turned to see
Bugs Hopton and two thugs bringing in a nuffled burden. The prisoner hadn't
put
up a battle, but the rough nmob had not handl ed her too gently.

Her head was nuffled in a piece of cloth that | ooked |ike a sack. The
crooks had ripped away a portion of her dress, to bind her hands and feet.
Wien
they rolled her on a couch in the corner, Ondrey raised an objection

"That isn't the way you were to handle her," he told Bugs. "I thought you
said she didn't put up a fight."

"That's right," agreed Bugs. "But we wanted to see to it that she didn't
change her nmind. Dolls are that way, you know. "

"This girl is linmp!" declared Ondrey worried. "Cut her |oose, and do it
easy. Cet that bag off her head. What was the idea of it, anyway?"

"So she wouldn't see where we were taking her," infornmed Bugs. "W gagged
her first, though."

Ondrey spread his arns in anxiety. He was relieved when he saw the
prisoner stir while Bugs was freeing her. The hood cane away; but still Ondrey
didn't see the girls face, for Bugs was busy renoving the handkerchief that
gagged her. A noment later, the girl had sagged back upon the couch

Ondrey pressed forward; he was speaking in his nost ingratiating tone:

"I amterribly sorry about this, Mss Jondran. These nmen were ordered to
treat you gently -"

"Cut the stall, Ondrey!" The girl's tone gave harsh interruption, as she
swung up fromthe couch. "Get over there by the desk and rai se your nmitts! The
same goes for the rest of you!"



Wth the start of that order, the captive tossed her head. Beneath a mass
of tousled blond hair, Ondrey saw a face he recogni zed. This prisoner wasn't
Bet h Jondran; she was Maude Revell el

Maude' s direct face nmeant business. In her hand she held a gun, that she
had whi pped fromw thin her dress. She had caught Bugs and his nobbies totally
of f guard, along with Ondrey. Not one of the three thugs had a gun where he
could reach it.

"Pi nkey thinks he's a wise guy." Maude's tone was |oud; Ondrey was afraid
it would penetrate to the hall outside the office. "That's why he never
i ntroduced me to any of his pals, except you, Ondrey.

"He said he was going to treat the dame right; so to nmake sure about it,

I

grabbed her car nyself. Well, look at the way | am Wre these gorillas
gentl e?

"Il say they weren't! They were dunb, though; too dumb to frisk ne.

"That's why they didn't find this gat that | picked up in the car. And
guess who told ne to run off with that roadster. The sane guy that left the
gun
for mel The one real guy |I've ever met. The Shadow "

The nane brought a hoarse cry from Ondrey. His alarmspread to Bugs and
the thugs. It was Bugs who decided to rely on force of nunbers. He urged his
two pals with the hoarse shout:

"Grab the dane! She won't shoot!"

Mobst ers never made that surge. The door of the office flung inward.
Across the threshold cane three nen: Harry Vincent, followed by two other
agents of The Shadow. Their guns had the crooks covered.

Settling behind his desk, Ondrey recognized the faces of the invaders.
Al
of them had been seated at a table near the passage to the office. Maude had
known that they would be ready. That was why she had given her shril
denunci ati on of the crooks.

The Shadow s agents bound the prisoners, all except Ondrey. Maude kept
t he
ni ght club owner covered with a gun

"I was going to bawl you out for crossing the dope,"” she told him "but
that wasn't needed. | didn't have to argue that there had been a m st ake.
saw
nmy chance to cover the lot of you, and | took it."

There was a ring fromthe tel ephone. Maude ordered Ondrey to answer, and
talk sweet. He did his best; then gul ped that he didn't know the voice on the
wire. It was a quiet voice, he said; but no nane had been announced.

Harry Vincent took the tel ephone abruptly, to speak w th Burbank. He made
notations during that brief conversation. Hangi ng up, he strode across the
of fice and dial ed the comnbination of Ondrey's safe.

Ondrey sat riveted with amazenent. Maude's voice came to his ears.

"The Shadow knows everything, don't he?" queried the girl. "So this is
where Pinkey kept his swag! Well, its going back to the people it belongs to.
But not for a while, yet.

"We're staying right here, Ondrey, in case Pinkey calls. If he does, you
tell himthat you' ve got Beth Jondran as a prisoner. W wouldn't want to queer
the rest of Pinkey's gane, would we?"

NUMBLY, Cl aude Ondrey sl unped deep in his chair. The sarcasmin Maude's
voi ce had told himfurther details of The Shadow s scheme. Pinkey was goi ng
through with his present game; but it wasn't going to work out the way the
bi g- shot expected. The whol e setup had been turned in The Shadow s favor.

But there was one point that even Ondrey didn't realize. That was the
nmet hod whereby The Shadow had arranged to turn the tables on Pinkey Findlen
in



the midst of the big-shots comi ng action.

| f The Shadow s plan went well, Pinkey would actually feel the thrill of
victory, only to have it wenched fromhis grasp. For The Shadow was counting
upon nore than nmere triunph in a final battle. The Shadow s purpose was to
cl ear the nanes of hel pl ess dupes; to gain vengeance for past crimes, as well
as present; to forever squelch the man who had become Manhattan's bi ggest
racketeer: Pinkey Findlen

That task seenmed huge, even for The Shadow. But that was because nen of
crime had not guessed the hidden fact upon which The Shadow depended.

CHAPTER XI X
THE FI NAL TERMS

G LES Jondran lived in a pretentious mansi on secl uded behind a high wall
that cut it off fromthe hubbub of Manhattan. It wasn't easy for visitors to
gain entry there; but Pinkey Findlen had a way. He depended upon Slick
Thur | ey.

"You tell "em Slick," ordered Pinkey. Then, with a derisive snort, "I
nmean, you tell 'em Bill."

Pi nkey's conpanion told him He inforned Jondran's servant that he was
Detective Quaine, arrived on an inportant duty from headquarters. The servant
was convinced; but the two visitors didn't see Jondran right away.

Instead, they cooled their heels in a huge reception roomthat |ooked as
high as it was w de.

"Who'd want to live in a joint like this?" grunbled Pinkey. "Say - that
thing" - he referred to a massive crystal chandelier - "looks like it would
cone down and crack you on the konk. But, getting back to the point: why ain't
Jondran seeing us, Slick?"

Slick didn't reply. Pinkey saw him peering out into the hallway,

i stening

for the approach of servants. Finally, he nmust have heard soneone, for Pinkey
saw him step back wearing one of the knowing grins that suited the part of
Bill

Quai ne.

A flunky arrived to conduct the visitors to Jondran's study. They
fol I oned
a long hall; cane to a nassive doorway. Entering a little anteroom Pinkey saw
a
heavy metal grille barring a doorway on the left. Beyond the grille was a
room
it was dimy lighted, and Pinkey spied the door of a huge vault. There was
anot her door on the right; it was of oak. The servant rapped at that door

There was a call to cone in; the visitors were introduced to a large
study, where G les Jondran sat behind a nmassive desk. The only lights were
near
the desk itself, leaving the depths of the roomvague, except at one wall,
wher e
flames were crackling merrily in a wide firepl ace.

Jondran's face was kindly, but marked with lines that gave him a keen
expression. H s eyes had a steady sparkle, beneath the grayi sh brows that
mat ched his hair. H's tone was businesslike, when he asked:

"Whi ch one of you is Detective Quai ne?"

Pi nkey nudged toward the man beside him Jondran inquired regardi ng
Quai ne's business here. It devel oped that Quai ne had cone for the sol e purpose
of introducing M. Findlen, which he did.

"Just call me Pinkey," announced the big-shot, seating hinself at the end
of Jondran's desk. "I'd call you by your first name, too, if | knew howto
pronounce it. Anyhow, we're acquainted. So let's talk turkey. Hand ne those



envel opes, Bill."

RECEI VI NG t he envel opes, Pinkey opened the one that was unmarked.

"Take a gander at these," he told Jondran. "First, here's sonme dope on a
guy named Howard M1l ay. You ought to know him He runs one of your conpanies;
an outfit called Sphere Shipping."

G |l es Jondran nodded, but his expression was perpl exed.

"Here's the proof of how Mlay swindled a big insurance conpany, "
continued Pinkey. "Letters, showi ng that he knew one of the ships was | oaded
with junk metal and was due to hit the bottom of the ocean. Only, Ml ay
coll ected on a cargo of supplies.™

St upefacti on cane over Jondran's features.

"Next comes John Thorry," announced Pinkey. "Here's the dope on how he
bought a lot of punk oil wells and charged them off to another of your
conpanies - Western G| Fields. He knew those wells were phony. W' ve got a
letter fromhim admtting it."

Pi nkey didn't even bother to watch Jondran wilt. He brought out the
evidence incrimnating Martin Meriden. "Meriden pulled the same sort of deal,"
decl ared Pinkey. "He bought up a bunch of service stations that were only on
paper. That did another of your nice little conpanies out of a
quarter-mllion
Meriden gypped Eastern Refineries, just like it shows here."

Jondran started an interruption. Pinkey stopped it with a wave of his
hand. He pl anked Bron's confession on the table al ong with photographs of
Meriden's son, Reggie.

"You think there's an expl anation,'

decl ared Pinkey. "Sure there is!

Meriden wanted to keep his kid out of jail; Lewis Bron is scared he'll go
there
hinsel f. That's why Bron put an O K. on your books, Jondran.

"CGet it? Your own conpany was doped out of the fourth quarter-mllion.
Yes, sir - Wrld G| has plenty to cover up for itself. Here, Bill" - Pinkey
shoved the papers and the envel ope across to his conpanion - "put these away."

Pi nkey watched Slick sort the papers. Jondran did the sane. Hi s eyes
showed contenpt for Pinkey; but he thought that persuasion mght work with the
bi g- shot' s conpani on.

"I can't believe this, M. Quaine!" exclained Jondran. "You represent the
law, yet you ally yourself with a blackmailer!"

Bill Quaine hinmself could not have registered a blunter |ook. Jondran
heard his gruff voice

"Yeah, I"'min on the racket. So what ?"

Jondran coul dn't answer but Pinkey did.

"We've got a mllion," snapped the big-shot. "Now we're all set to snear
the front pages with this stuff about your conpanies. How would you |ike that,
Jondr an?"

"I't would nean ruin!" gasped Jondran. "Stock of Wrld G| would drop

with
that of all it's subsidiaries!"”

"Yeah. Your fifty-million-dollar conpany would be lucky if it was worth
ten mllion. And half of your own money would go in the snmash. But there's a
way out of it, Jondran."

"There is?"

"That's right. An easy way out. Just pay us dollar for dollar. Double the
ante. Wth another million bucks, we'll be satisfied!"

JONDRAN S hands seened feeble as they drumed the desk top. He, too, was
thinking in terms of two million dollars; for he knew that he would have to
restore the funds that crooks had already rifled. But Jondran apparently could
see no other way out of the dil enma.



"Very well," he decided. "You shall have your million - but with one
proviso. | must have a positive guarantee that it is all you intend to ask."

Pi nkey opened the second envel ope. Fromit tunbled a different sort of
evidence. Here were facts that refuted the incrimnating statements in the
first envel ope.

"Here's the whole way we worked the racket,"” affirnmed Pinkey. "Copies of
letters that we sw ped. Forged papers pinning things where they didn't bel ong.
Si gned statenents by sone of the boobs that worked for us - particularly a guy
naned Bugs Hopton

"For instance, Meriden's son wasn't a safe-cracker. Bron didn't shoot

t hat
guy Parrington. Al this stuff will square the guys we franed, up to a certain
point. Its good enough, ain't it, for you to keep as a receipt?"

He pushed the papers across the desk, with the order

"Put '"emin the envel ope, Quaine."

"Suppose | made that evidence public?" queried Jondran. "What could you

do
t hen?"

"You won't spill it," rasped Pinkey, "because you' d have to tel
everything that happened. Wat you'll do is keep it, so that you can explain

what we've got, if we use it. Al right, Jondran. Let's get back to the
mllion."

Pi nkey nudged for Slick to hand Jondran the second envel ope. It cane
over,
and Pinkey noted the mark on it. Jondran funbl ed the envel ope between his
hands.

"About the million dollars"” - his tone was pathetic - "if you can wait a
few days -"

"I thought you'd stall!" snarled Pinkey. "All right, we'll wait, but
there' |l be sonebody el se waiting, too!"

He reached for the tel ephone; dialed Ondrey's nunber. When Ondrey
answer ed, Pinkey asked if Beth was all right. Mention of the nane brought a
startled | ook fromJondran. Pinkey was grinning at Ondrey's assurance that the
girl was a prisoner.

"Put her on," suggested Pinkey. "Her old man wants to talk to her."

It was Maude who actually tal ked across the wire to Jondran; but she had
Beth's tone to perfection. Jondran |let the receiver chatter. Pinkey politely
replaced it on the hook

"When we get the million," he told Jondran, "you get your daughter. No
strings to it; we just want to make sure that we get the dough w thout no
trouble.”

FUMBLI NG i n his vest pocket, Jondran produced a key; he passed it weakly
to Pinkey. He said that it was the key to the strong roomthat his visitors
had

seen when they entered. Wth a pencil, Jondran scrawl ed the conbi nation of the
vaul t.

"You've got a million bucks in there?" demanded Pi nkey. "You keep al
t hat

noney in the house?"
"Much of it is in securities,'

returned Jondran. "There are jewels, also
priceless jewels; but they mean nothing, conmpared to ny daughter's safety!
Take
all of it, and be gone. If you will pronmise only to rel ease ny daughter - to
return her -"

"We'll do that," assured Pinkey. "Conme on, Bill."

"Wait a monent." Jondran arose, holding the envel ope that had been given
to him "I want to show you how rmuch | trust you, because | know ny daughter's



life depends upon a show of good faith. | am placing everything in your
hands. "

He tossed the envelope into the fire, where the flames licked it into
oblivion. Wth a sweep of his arms, Jondran sat down in the chair at the desk,
with the gesture of a man who had done all that was humanly possible.

"How was that, Slick?" chuckled Pinkey, as he and his sidekick crossed

t he
anteroom "The way it's worked out, we can shake down the old geezer again, if
we want to. Hang on to that envelope. Here - let ne have it."

Slick made no objection. Pinkey pocketed the envel ope; indulged in a
short

[ augh, in which his conpanion joined.

"This is one job that's as good as done," voi ced Pinkey, "and nobody can
queer it. Nobody!"

By the enphasis that Pinkey put on the word "nobody,"” it was plain that
he
i ncl uded The Shadow.

CHAPTER XX
THE FI NAL MEETI NG

Pl NKEY FI NDLEN never m strusted his own ability when he enbarked on
crime.

He was doubtful only of the tasks he left to others; and tonight, for once, he
had no qual ms regardi ng events el sewhere. That tel ephone call to the Bubble
Cl ub had convinced Pinkey that all went well there.

Al had gone well - but not for Pinkey. The Shadow, through his agents,
had taken over that part of the gane. He was the one who had real reason to be
confi dent.

VWer ever The Shadow mi ght be, he knew that his prelimnary plans had
wor ked. It happened, however, that circunstances were to undergo a sudden
rever sal

Trouble came to the Bubble Cub inmediately after Pinkey's phone call
trouble in the persons of arrivals who were capable of producing it.

Maude Revelle had repl aced the tel ephone on the desk, after her
wel | - di sgui sed chat with G les Jondran. Looking toward C aude Ondrey, she saw
puzzl ement upon the pudgy man's face. Ondrey couldn't figure why Maude had
pretended to be Beth Jondran

"Didn't get it, did you?" queried Maude. "Well, that was to fox Pinkey.
So
he woul dn't start any rough stuff over at Jondran's house. See the point?"

Ondrey saw it; but Bugs Hopton apparently didn't. He stared at Ondrey, as
if hoping to read the answer in the latter's expression. Wat Bugs actually
saw
was sonet hing that awoke his entire interest.

The wal | panel was sliding open

VWat ever Bugs | acked in careful calculation, he was at | east an
opportuni st. He had proven that on various occasions. Bugs could take |ong
chances in a pinch. He proved it once again.

Bugs was the only person who saw the panel start to open. Before the
noi sel ess wall section was fully open, Bugs guessed that the newconers were
nmenbers of his own gun crew

"Look out!" Bugs shouted. "We're covered by guys that are working for The
Shadow! "

Two nen sprang fromthe elevator. Bugs was right; they were nenbers of
hi s
outfit. They had conme here, wondering what was keepi ng Bugs. Finding out, they
did their best to change the situation.



Li ke Bugs, they didn't reckon with the ability of The Shadow s agents.
Havi ng been told about the el evator panel, the agents swng to neet the
i nvaders.

@uns spoke. Harry Vincent beat one mobster to the shot. So did diff
Mar sl and, anot her agent, stationed just inside the doorway.

diff was reputedly a tough guy, known as a killer in the underworld,
which he patrolled for the real purpose of supplying information to The
Shadow.

diff had stayed in the background to avoid recognition. H s range was
more difficult; but it didn't matter. Aiff was even quicker with a trigger
than Harry.

I n di spatching those shots, however, both gave opportunity to others. The
two thugs who had been trapped with Bugs, made naddened dives. One reached
Harry; the other grabbed Ciff. Though unarned, they put up a hard struggle.

Even C aude Ondrey cane to action. He made a grab for C yde Burke, third
of The Shadow s squad. Westling with the reporter, Ondrey had tenporary
advant age, thanks to his weight. Everyone in the roomwas in a struggle,
except
Bugs and Maude.

Bugs didn't rush for the girl. He'd seen too nuch of Maude's nerve when
she had taken things over on her own. Instead, Bugs dived for the el evator
reaching it behind a barricade of strugglers. The nen who had | aunched forth
were sprawl ed on the floor. Bugs cleared themw th a bound.

By the time Maude was able to train her gun on Bugs, the panel went shut.
The shots that she fired nerely ruined the decorative woodwork that conceal ed
the slit in the secret door.

Maude couldn't even reach the wall. She was jounced about by the
braw ers.

Forgetting Bugs, she turned to aid The Shadow s agents. By that time, they had
matters in hand.

Harry and diff had beaten down the thugs; Ondrey was backing to his
chair, with dyde's automatic poking his fat stonach.

When Maude gave the details of Bugs Hopton's flight, it was too late to
pursue the squinty nobl eader

QUTSI DE the Bubbl e O ub, Bugs found the remmants of his gun crew. He
deci ded that he wouldn't risk a counterattack on Ondrey's office. It would be
too risky; furthernore, Bugs knew of sonmeone who m ght need inportant aid.

"Listen, guys," he told his outfit. "The big-shot in this racket is

Pi nkey
Findlen. Wth himis a fellow naned Slick Thurley, who | ooks like a dick naned
Bill Quaine. So don't let that fool you, when we neet up with them

"They're calling on a guy naned Jondran; and that's where we're going.
"Il slide in there first, and you lugs be ready when |I call for you."

It wasn't far to Jondran's nmansion. The street was silent; Bugs opened
t he
gate and sneaked his five-man crew in anong the shrubbery that |ined the inner
side of the big wall

Approaching the front door, Bugs rang boldly. He had his gun pocketed by
the tine a servant appeared.

"I"'mhere to see a guy nanmed Findlen,"'

began Bugs. "He's in talking to

M.
Jondran. "

The servant | ooked blank. "There's a dick with him" added Bugs. "A
headquarters guy nanmed Bill Quaine. I'ma friend of his."

"You're a detective?"

"Sure! See this badge?" Bugs whi pped his coat back, flapped it quickly.
"That fixes it. Let me through."

The servant hadn't seen a badge; but he attributed that fact to the



dar kness. Obligingly, he let Bugs through, pointing out the way to Jondran's
st udy.

Bugs reached the anteroom He saw the grilled gate; it was w de open
Beyond, he observed the two men he had cone to see: Pinkey and Slick. They had
opened the main door of the vault, and were just finishing the conbination of
an inner barrier.

They didn't even hear Bugs enter. The inner door canme w de; the room
lights showed an enpty space backed by a brick wall. Bugs heard Pinkey voice
an
oat h.

"Jondran's stalled us!" rasped the big-shot. "This vault is enpty! It
ain't even a vault. It hasn't been finished. Vit'll we talk to Jondran. He
won't get nowhere with this stuffl”

Pi nkey turned about, growling for Slick to do the same. They saw Bugs;

Pi nkey came up with his gun. Recognizing his own gun, Pinkey |owered the
weapon. Angrily, he demanded:

"What're you doi ng here?"

Hurriedly, Bugs explained how matters had gone bad at the Bubble C ub.
That was all Pinkey needed to know.

"Jondran nmust have got wind of it!" he grated. "A wi se guy, huh? Thinking
he's safe because we haven't got the dame. We'll show hi m how safe he is! Cone
al ong!"

Pi nkey strode to the door of Jondran's study; thrusting it open, he faced
the big desk. Jondran was behind it; hearing the clatter, he raised his head.
Pi nkey expected to see a terrified face. He was di sappoi nted.

Jondran's pose of fear had been a mask. He had dropped it, after bluffing
Pi nkey.

H S face stern, Jondran eyed the invaders with a sharp, defiant gaze.
Pi nkey strode three paces forward, started to lift his gun

It was a nmurderous gesture; but Pinkey didn't intend to rub out Jondran
just yet. Maybe Jondran knew it, for he smled.

"You're coning through with that dough, Jondran" - Pinkey's rasp neant
busi ness - "and you're coming through quick! Next time you stage a bluff, make
sure you' ve got something to back it!"

Jondran did not budge. Nor did Pinkey's gun rise farther. The big-shot
saw
the full reason for Jondran's calm The gray-haired nan was not al one. Pinkey
hadn't noticed that at first; nor had his conpanions.

For the form near Jondran's desk was immobile: a statue that m ght have
been carved fromsolid ebony. That figure was cl oaked; upon its head rested a
sl ouch hat. Against the blacki sh background, Jondran's protector would have
passed unnoticed, except for a sound that issued fromhis lips.

That tone was a taunting |augh: a quiver that brought shuddering echoes
fromevery wall; a mirth that rose anid the crackle of the flanes in the
fireplace. The flickery gl ow showed other features of that |iving shape in
bl ack.

Pi nkey faced the burn of brilliant eyes that peered from beneath the hat
brim Below those brilliant orbs, he saw the twin nuzzles of two autonatics
trained straight toward the doorway where he stood.

Pi nkey found his voice. He spat the name: "The Shadow " But the
racketeer's words were weak.

They were drowned by the strident challenge that came from The Shadow s
own |ips!

CHAPTER XXI

FORGOTTEN CRI ME



THOUGHTS were drunmi ng t hrough Pinkey's brain - thoughts that he didn't
like. He realized that The Shadow had been here all along; that he had tal ked
to Jondran while Pinkey and Slick were waiting in the reception room

That was all part of the build-up for the pay-off that The Shadow want ed.
Jondran had cooperated, by telling The Shadow about the unfinished vault.

A neat ganme. One that ought to have forced Pinkey to quit. Perhaps it
woul d have, if Pinkey hadn't caught a sudden brain wave. He realized that he
still held a threat.

That threat was the envel ope in Pinkey's own pocket: the one with the
evidence incrimnating four nen who were inportant in Jondran's big business
enterprises.

And Jondran had overpl ayed the bluff. He had chucked the other envel ope
in
the firel

Wth that deed, Jondran had destroyed the only evidence that could save
hi s huge corporation. He had evidently made the gesture to strengthen his
bluff. No wonder; he had The Shadow with him But he'd given Pinkey an
opportunity.

If Pinkey could only get out of this tight spot, he would still be able
to
bring Jondran to ternmns.

Sl ow y, Pinkey backed away from The Shadow s guns. He tried to nmake his
retreat seema fear inspired action; but all the while, Pinkey was renenbering
that he had two men with him He could depend on Slick and Bugs; and he knew
that Bugs had a gun crew in readi ness.

But that wasn't the only way in which Bugs counted. Bugs was dumb enough
to be what Pinkey ternmed a "fall guy;" which nmeant that Bugs woul d bear the
brunt when The Shadow attacked.

Al nost at the door, Pinkey nade a sudden sidestep. He grabbed Bugs, who
was on his left. Making a gesture with his own gun, Pinkey shout ed:

"Get The Shadow "

Bugs lunged forward. He was aimng as he cane; but his shot never reached
The Shadow. A big automatic spoke; Bugs went sprawling, his own gun toppling
at
an angle toward the fl oor. He served one purpose, though, in that nad
endeavor.

Pi nkey was out through the doorway before Bugs fell. Wsely, the big-shot
had ducked behi nd Bugs.

As he scranbl ed across the anteroom Pinkey found a man beside him He
gave hurried approval

"Good work, Slick! You nade it, too! Cone on - give a yell for the crew
and we' |l go back after The Shadow "

The nob was coming without call. They had heard the sound of gunfire.
They
were piling in through the front door, all five of them Pinkey pointed them
toward Jondran's study, giving the only shout that was needed:

"The Shadow "

Thugs saw the Shadow at the doorway. H s guns began to boom They were
joined by other shots that cane fromthe front of the house.

Crooks spraw ed, their guns unfired. The few who turned, withing from
t he
floor, saw I nspector Joe Cardona headi ng a squad of detectives!

The Shadow had turned this house into a trap, letting the | aw decide the
final issue!

THAT wasn't going to save The Shadow. Not if Pinkey knewit! He had
reached a corner, hauling Slick with him In the m x-up, Pinkey saw his
chance.



He ai med straight for The Shadow, pulled the trigger of his gun

The bull et ni ssed.

Pi nkey was toppling when he fired, twisted by the inpact of a bullet. Wo
had fired that shot, Pinkey could guess. It hadn't been The Shadow, he was
busy
with the [ast of the thugs.

Sonehow, though, The Shadow had known that Pinkey woul d he handl ed; for
he
had not bothered with the racketeer

VWhile his wild shot echoed, Pinkey rolled on the floor. He dropped his
gun; clamped his hands against his side. He heard The Shadow s triunphant
| augh; then stared up to see eyes that were gl owering down at him

It wasn't The Shadow who stood above Pinkey; it was Joe Cardona.

Pi nkey's eyes were glazing; but they took in nore. He saw Slick Thurley
with detectives grouped about him Pinkey snarled his contenpt for Slick's
surrender:

"So you're yellow, Slick -

Anot her face canme into view It was that of G1les Jondran. The
gray- haired
man took no delight in the fact that Pinkey was nortally wounded; but the
bi g-shot didn't want Jondran's synpat hy.

Pi nkey hadn't managed to finish The Shadow, but he could fix Gles
Jondr an.

"You thought you pulled a fast one, Jondran," coughed Pinkey. "But you
didn't. These bulls have got nme; but 1'll Iive |ong enough to rmake you
squirm”

Propped on one el bow, Pinkey pulled the big envel ope from his pocket,
thrust it into the hands of Joe Cardona.

"That's evidence!" gul ped the racketeer. "I'mtelling you that in front

of
wi t nesses. \When you get evidence, you've got to use it! Screwy, ain't it? But
that's the way the | aw works."

Cardona gruffed a stolid query: "Want nme to open this, Pinkey?"

"Yeah" - Pinkey's voice cane with a spasm- "open it - look it over. |
want to see Jondran, when you do -"

Cardona pulled the papers fromthe envel ope. He spreads themin front of
Pi nkey' s eyes. Those eyes went w de, not fromthe approach of death, but from
sheer amazenent that nmade Pinkey forget the finish that soon awaited him

This was not the evidence that Pinkey wanted Cardona to have! These were
t he ot her papers: the negative evidence: the batch that Pinkey thought Jondran
had tossed into the fire!

It wasn't inmagination. Jondran had actually destroyed an envel ope. But
t he
one that he had burned was the one that Pinkey intended to keep. Only one nan
could be responsible; Pinkey's gaze rolled in his direction. Blood flecked
Pi nkey's |ips, as he coughed:

"You - you have double - crossed-ne, Slick!"

There was a negative headshake fromthe man that Pinkey had nistaken for
Slick Thurley. For the first tine, Pinkey noticed that his sidekick was not a
prisoner. Enlightennment dawned, when Pinkey heard the statenent:

"You weren't double-crossed. I'mnot Slick Thurley; I'mBill Quaine!"

FLAT on the floor, Pinkey stared upward wi th bul gi ng-eyed gaze.
Recol | ecti ons were throbbing through his nunbed brain. He remenbered how Slick
had spotted someone in the alley outside the hideout. For the first tine,

Pi nkey knew what had really happened.

Slick had encountered The Shadow there, in the dark. After the one swft
blow, it was Slick who had sprawl ed on the cobbles. But there had been anot her
man there also, waiting with The Shadow. That man had been Bill Quai ne.



The Shadow had turned crinme's own gane full about.

Bill Quaine had rejoined Pinkey, to play the part of Slick Thurley!

Toget her, they had | ooked at a stunned snooper, and Quai ne had been smart
enough to keep Pinkey fromseeing that the flattened man was Slick

Pi nkey remenbered how Quai ne had loitered in the elevator at the Bubble
Cl ub; how he had strolled into the hallway outside Jondran's reception room
Those had been chances for Quaine to contact The Shadow, to | earn what was
needed.

In Jondran's study, Quaine had coolly replaced the batches of papers in
t he wrong envel opes. Pinkey hadn't been wat ching himwhen he did it, for the
bi g- shot had never guessed that Quai ne was not Slick Thurl ey.

Clutched by the final agony of his death wound, Pinkey knew who had
delivered it. The Shadow had left that task to Quaine, in case of emnergency.
The pinch had come; Quaine had delivered.

Standi ng men eyed a silent figure on the floor. The notionless form was
all that remai ned of Pinkey Findlen. The racketeer had died in the throes of
t hose final thoughts.

A sound stirred the stillness; it was like a knell, that mrthless |augh
t hat bet okened The Shadow s departure.

The rest was easy for the law Crooks at the Bubble Cub were taken into
custody, d aude Ondrey anmong them Slick Thurley was found, bound and gagged
in
a pl ace where The Shadow had | eft him

Funds from Ondrey's safe were identified by Jondran; they were placed in
Jondran's unfinished vault, with detectives on guard. Al those details were
conpl eted by m dnight - the hour when Beth Jondran came hone with sone
friends.

Beth found her father in the study; with himwas Maude Revelle. The story
that Beth heard did not entirely surprise her. She had al ready recogni zed t hat
Maude was a girl whose friendship had no limt.

And Maude knew, in turn, that she had found a lifelong friend in Beth
Jondran. Maude coul d have wanted no better reward from The Shadow.

AT that same hour, The Shadow was alone in his sanctum Beneath the
bl ui sh
light rested the list that he had nmade early in his campai gn agai nst recent
crime. Five names conposed that |ist:

"Thunb" Gaudrey
"Pointer" Trane
"Long Steve" Bydle
"Ri ng" Brescott

"Pi nkey" Findl en

That list, however, had changed. Through the name of Pinkey Findlen, The
Shadow had stroked a long line, that marked the obliteration of the racketeer,
hi nmsel f.

A whi spered | augh stirred the bl ack-walled sanctum as The Shadow
repl aced
the list within the folder that bore the stanped synbol of a hand.

One finger of that hand had been obliterated. It was the end of one phase
of the work. Not even The Shadow knew how very soon he was to neet anot her of
The Hand; how soon he woul d agai n have to neet the chall enge of these
racketeers

The Hand woul d reach across The Shadow s path once nore; and then another
time, and still another, before that symbol would be w ped off The Shadow s
record!

THE END






