THE VO CE
by Maxwel | G ant

As originally published in "The Shadow Magazi ne,"” Novenber 1, 1938.

The Voi ce spoke and nurder was done - but when the final fray was over,
it
was the taunting, triunph laugh of The Shadow t hat was heard above all

CHAPTER |
CRI ME AFTER DUSK

EARLY dar kness gripped the street that fronted the old G ennore Buil di ng.
The increasi ng gl oom had an unnatural touch that worried | ate workers comi ng
fromtheir offices.

Not yet six o'clock - yet the street had an encroachi ng pall that
bel onged
wi th m dni ght!

Peopl e didn't pause to reason that the days were short at this season of
the year; that heavy clouds had snothered the sunset, bringing this premature
twilight to Manhattan. Instead, they shuffled hastily toward the distant
lights
of an avenue where a subway station wel comed honeward voyagers.

The d ennore Building was a griny old structure, isolated in an
al nost-forgotten section of New York City; but the building boasted a
uni f or ned
doorman, who peered fromthe dimy |ighted | obby.

That doorman didn't like the early dusk, for he found it difficult to
keep
watch on a row of pretentious autonobiles that were parked beside the curb.

Just why the directors of the Allied Airways Corporation had chosen this
hour, and this particular evening, for a neeting, the doorman couldn't say.
Per haps, if he had reasoned further, he would have wondered why Al lied Airways
still maintained its offices in the antiquated d ennore Buil di ng.

Those questions were sinply answered.

To-night's nmeeting was a special one. It had been set after office hours
to conveni ence directors who had daily business el sewhere. As for the |ocation
of the offices, it happened that the Allied Airways Corporation owned the
d ennore Buil ding. Space there was difficult to rent, so the conpany had
sol ved
that difficulty by occupying the third floor itself.

VWhat concerned the doorman nost was a space in the line of parked cars.
He
was anxious to keep it open, for another car was expected. Wile the doornman
wat ched, an autonobil e began to shove into that gap

It wasn't the linousine that he expected; the car was a long, lowbuilt
touring car, old and ugly. It |looked like sone rakish pirate craft poking its
nose among the shiny, aristocratic cars that belonged to the directors of
Al lied Airways.

Angrily, the doorman strode out to shake his fist at the interlopers.
Raucous jeers answered him This guy in fancy uniformwasn't going to stop
these fell ows from parking where they wanted! But when the doorman waved his
armtoward a cop on the next corner, the crew of the touring car changed their
m nds.

They were quite close to a fire-plug; near enough for a cop to support
t he
doorman's argunent. It was apparent, too, that these rowdies didn't want to



tal k
to a policeman.

The touring car jolted backward, whanmed the front bunper of a big sedan
It yanked fromthe space beside the curb, hooking the rear fender of a car
ahead. Chauffeurs sprang to the sidewal k to shout angrily at the doorman. The
corner cop arrived to investigate the trouble.

By that tine, the tail-lights of the touring car were twinkling in the
di stance. The parked cars were not badly damaged. The whole affair was
regar ded
as a mere incident. Later, it was to | oomas an inportant episode.

THE directors of Allied Airways were seated in a |ong, old-fashioned room
at the rear of the third floor. There were two doors to that room one at the
front, the other, blocked by a hat rack, at the rear corner of the room on
t he
left.

Faci ng the front door was Daniel Cune, president of Allied Airways. He
was seated at the head of a long table; his squarish bulldog face and grizzl ed
hair gave hi mthe appearance of a domi nating power at this neeting.

That wasn't the exact case. The surrounding directors controlled the
affairs of Allied Airways. Sonme were elderly, dryish-faced and w zened.

Q hers,

younger, were obviously nen whose wealth had been handed down to them It was
pl ai n, however, that they valued Cunme as a man whose econony in business
management was bringi ng steady dividends to stockhol ders.

"The vote is unaninous!" announced Clune, in forceful basso tone. "W
hol d
an option on Geen Star Lines. Wth its inportant mail contracts, Geen Star
is
a bargain at five million dollars. It is agreed that | nake the purchase,
within the four days that remain."

There were nods of agreement. Cune circled his heavy-jawed face about
t he
group, as if expecting questions. One cane.

"Regarding Green Star," asked a director. "lIs the conmpany sol vent ?"

Cl ume expanded in an indulgent smle. "Qur five million," he stated,

"Wl |

be di vi ded anong the creditors of Geen Star. They will be glad to receive

t hat

nmoney. \Wether or not it will pay one hundred cents on the dollar, is not our
concern."

"How soon will you exercise the option?" inquired another director, whose
anxi ous tone showed that he was eager to see the bargain made. "Renenber, M.
Clune - no time should be lost!"

"Tormorrow, " declared Clume, "Carter Dunwol d, president of Geen Star
arrives from Europe aboard the Borealic. | shall be the first person to neet
himat the pier."

The directors exchanged pl eased | ooks. One, a canny individual whose face
was ow i sh, put another question:

"I's Theodore Trenchell behind that syndicate that would like to buy G een
Star?"

"He is," replied Clune, "and he would pay ten million for it. Qur option
fortunately, prevents him Trenchell has been calling me frequently by
tel ephone. Probably | shall hear fromhimbefore | |eave here tonight. This
time" - Clune's jaw gave a triunmphant shove - "I shall tell himthat his cause
i s hopel ess!"

THE directors filed fromthe front door of the room into a |arge outer



of fice. There, Cume shook hands around; the directors picked their way anong
desks where sone late clerks were still at work

Cl ume opened a door on the right, stepped into an anteroom where a
dark-haired girl was busy at a typewiter. Her desk bore a nane plate which
stated: "M SS BORION', and her location in the anteroomtold that she was
Clunme's private secretary.

The girl heard Clume enter. She stopped her typing; her dark eyes flashed
a question that brought a smle from d une.

"It is settled,” he declared. "The directors voted to exercise the
opti on.
File this, Irene."”

Clume handed his secretary the docunment that bore the order. Irene
scanned
t he signatures, then asked:

"Wasn't M. Cranston present?"

"No," replied une. "Lamont Cranston was flying in from Chi cago, and his
pl ane was del ayed. When he arrives, ask himto add his signature. A nere
formality, of course, since all the other directors voted in favor of the

pur chase.

"I't will not be necessary for me to see Cranston. | shall be busy for the
next hour, going over those western reports that | was forced to lay aside. |
do not wish to be disturbed, Irene, unless" - Cune chuckled - "unless

Trenchel | tel ephones. If he does, switch the call to nmy office.”

Clume's office was directly in back of the anteroom He opened a door
mar ked private, went through and closed it behind him Irene Borion returned
to
her typing.

The big clock in the outer office showed six.

That hour was marking the start of sinister episodes, beneath externa
calm Events, some seem ngly uninmportant, were shaping a strange future; a
whirligig wherein crime would ride rampant.

SCOON after six o'clock, Lanont Cranston arrived in the outer office. A
clerk pronptly recogni zed him although the fell ow had seen Cranston but once
bef ore.

Lanont Cranston had an appearance that was unforgettable.

The bel ated director was tall, alnost rangy. Hi s build indicated | atent
strength; but that inpression was offset by his leisurely style of manner. His
face was cal m i mobil e of expression

Those features, however, had a hawki sh | ook; a masklike touch that
rendered them i npassive. Seeing Cranston, one wondered what his thoughts were,
but never guessed.

Since neither dume nor Irene had nentioned that Cranston was expected,
the clerk ushered himinto the directors' roomand | eft the door open. Pausing
at the closed door of the anteroom the clerk decided that either Clune or the
secretary woul d soon appear. That was why the clerk went back to his desk.

A quarter hour passed. Cranston sat placidly beside the |ong table,
snoking a thin cigar. He had just finished his snoke when he saw Irene cone
from the anteroom

The secretary went to a large filing cabinet in the outer office. She was
busy filing papers for about five mnutes; then she had only one sheet left -
t he docunment that Cranston was to sign

I rene was turning away when the busy clerk noticed her. He remarked that
M. Cranston had arrived. lIrene canme pronptly to the directors' room Her
apol ogi es were sincere. Forgetting her usual business manner, lrene's voice
and
manner were nore | ovely than she imagi ned.

"I did not know that you had arrived, M. Cranston,"” she said. "But that
is no excuse. | should have left word with the clerks that you were expected."



"Quite all right, Mss Borion," assured Cranston. "I see" - he noted the
paper that the girl extended - "that the directors have voted to buy the G een
Star Lines. | shall be glad to add ny signature.”

There was no pen in the directors' room Irene invited Cranston to the
anteroom He was signing the document when the tel ephone bell rang. Irene
answer ed.

"Hello..." Irene's tone was brisk. "I'"mnot sure that M. Cune is
here. ..

You say that he told you to call at half past six?... M. Trenchell!
cour se!
I remenber that he expected to hear fromyou..."

Irene connected the call with Cunme's office. There was no response.

Wat chi ng, Cranston noticed that the girl's face becane bew | dered. She started
to lay aside the tel ephone; then, in worried fashion, she spoke across the
wire, telling Trenchell that she would have M. dune call him back

Hangi ng up the tel ephone, Irene sprang to the door of Clune's private
of fice. She knocked, then tried to open the door. It wouldn't budge. The girl
turned, to see Cranston standi ng beside her. H s cal nmess curbed her al arm

"M. Cume is in there." Irene nmanaged the words steadily. "But he
doesn' t
answer. Sonethi ng nust have happened to him | know it, because" - she blurted
the final phrase - "because the door has no | ock!"

Lanont Cranston's lithe body stiffened. Before Irene realized what he was
about, Cranston settled the nystery of the barred door. He struck it shoul der
first, with a drive that packed tremendous power. There was a splintering
sound
from beyond the barrier as the door burst inward.

Cranston's lunge had shattered a stout chair that had been wedged beneath
t he doorknob. But that broken barricade was not the only piece of furniture
that |ay denolished.

Across the roomwas an overturned table one | eg broken, the marble table
top flat on the floor. A heavy chrom um plated ash stand lay in two pieces.
The
swi vel chair behind the big mahogany desk was tilted back with a broken

spring;
one armwas gone fromit.
At the left corner of the room near the inner wall, a door stood open

hangi ng from one hinge - nmute evidence that indicated a smashing invasion from
an obscure corridor beyond.

The whol e roomreeked with the odor of chloroform which seened to be the
final mark of a swift but hard-fought struggle. Wo the invaders had been, no
witness remained to tell.

Dani el d unme was gone!

CHAPTER |
THE THWARTED TRAI L

AT seven o' clock, a swarthy man of stocky build arrived at the offices of
Allied Airways. He was Joe Cardona, ace of Manhattan's police inspectors, and
he began a pronpt investigation of Clune's di sappearance.

By seven-thirty, Cardona was conpleting his summary of the scene, with
Cranston and | rene anong hi s audience.

"This Green Star deal is back of it," assured Cardona. "The option was
made out to Daniel Clume, as president of Allied Airways. That makes himworth

five mllion bucks, because the sale requires has signature.
"Some bi g-shot racketeer was smart enough to grab C une. \Woever he is,
he'll be after ransom nmoney within the next four days. It's an odd case, but

that's the way | size it." Cardona turned to Cranston, to add: "Wat do you



t hink, M. Cranston?"

Cranston did not answer. His eyes, however, had a far-away | ook that
i nspired Cardona to further specul ations.

"Unl ess" - the inspector rubbed his chin - "unless the idea is to bl ock
the deal. In that case, Cune nmay show up five days from now, when there'll be
no need of hol ding himany | onger

"That angle may have a lot to it.'

Car dona seemned pl eased by his own

analysis. "If it has, there's one fellow who can tell us plenty, although it
may be tough to make himtal k. That fellow is Theodore Trenchell, the
bi g- money

guy who'd like to buy the Green Star Lines hinself!"

Cranston offered no objections to Cardona's two-fold theory. Satisfied
with his sunmary of the possible nmotives for Cune's abduction, Cardona began
to reconstruct the crinme itself.

"We'| | start with six o' clock," declared the police ace. "That's when the
doorman saw a suspi ci ous-1ooking car out front. Fromhis description, |'d say
t hat buggy had the crew that came after Clune later. Only, they saw the front
was a bad bet. So they took the back."

Cardona was standing in the anteroom where Irene's desk was | ocated. He
turned to the girl.

"At six o'clock," reconstructed Joe, "you saw Clume go into his office
You heard nothi ng suspicious, Mss Borion?"

"Nothing," replied Irene. "OfF course, the door was shut; so slight sounds
m ght have escaped nmy attention. But | would have heard all the smashing that
did occur."

"Right!" agreed Cardona. "But at six-twenty, you came to the big office.
You cl osed the anteroom door behind you - or it closed itself, because it has
a
spring. Anyway, you were out of the anteroomat |east five mnutes."

"At least. More nearly ten mnutes. | stopped to talk with M. Cranston."

THAT suited Cardona. He made a notation that the abduction had taken
pl ace
bet ween six-twenty and half past, the tinme of Trenchell's phone call. That
done,

Cardona led the witnesses into Clune's office. He pointed to the corridor door
near the left rear corner

"That door has a bolt," declared Cardona, "which you say is usually
cl osed
because the door is merely an energency entrance. The wood around the bolt
isn't
br oken, so the door tells its own story."

Cardona's next picture was well-put. Soneone had knocked at that door
Gl ume, suspecting nothing, had drawn the bolt. Seeing tough faces in the
corridor, he had tried to sl amthe door shut. The invaders had driven him
inward with the door, ripping one hinge | oose.

"Then this." Cardona pointed to the chaos. "C une nust have put up a rea
battle. They knocked over the ash stand, and that table with the marble top.
Both articles were smashed. C ume nust have gotten to his desk, hoping to grab
t he tel ephone.

"That's when they trapped himin the swivel chair. Look how the spring
br oke when he was thrown back. The arm too - it's clear under the desk. And
C ume grabbed one of the nob before they finally clapped that chloroformrag
on
him"

As proof, Cardona produced two objects that he had found on the floor
e
was a cheap necktie which had been forcibly ripped fromits wearer's neck; not
the stylish type of cravat that Irene said Cune had worn. The other was the



chloroformrag itself - a frayed chunk of white cloth, still bearing traces of
the sweetish Iiquid.

There was one point nore.

"They made plenty of racket,"” affirmed Cardona. "So much, that they
figured somebody nmight break in before they could haul Cunme out. That's why
t hey shoved the chair under the door to the anteroom

"There was anot her door, too" - Cardona pointed to the inner corner, at
the right, where a filing cabinet bl ocked a doorway - "but it's shut off, so
they didn't have to bother with it. Nobody could have come through fromthere.

"That finishes this part of the picture. W' Il go over the rest of the
route - the way they took Cune out of here."

Cardona didn't notice the slight snmle that had formed upon Cranston's
thin lips. Had he observed it, Joe m ght have decided that he hadn't finished
all the necessary details in Clune's office.

The inspector, though, was too anxious to go el sewhere. Confident that he
had covered everything, the ace didn't glance toward Cranston

Nor did Cranston speak. For reasons of his own, he was anxious to see the
rest of the trail.

Qut through the rear doorway at the left, the group followed the corridor
toits only exit: a netal stairway that |ed downward through a fire tower.
They
cane to the ground floor; there, they found a doorway that led to a gl oony
al | ey.

There wasn't a clue along the way; but the route itself was obvious. On
t he sidewal k, Cardona announced grimy:

"That crew had their car parked here. It's too bad it was as late as six
o' clock. Ot herw se" - Joe thunbed along the alleyway - "sone people using the
rear door of the building mght have spotted the car."

THE rear door that Cardona nmentioned was sonme thirty feet fromthe fire
exit. As they approached it, Cardona stopped beside a little newsstand that
was
squeezed into an irregular corner of the building wall

The stand consisted of a small counter, with a booth behind it. The front
wi ndows were closed, and faced by a rusty grille that bore a padlock. Alittle
door at the end of the stand was al so padl ocked for the night.

"This stand," remarked Cardona, abruptly. "W runs it?"

"An old man they call Tim" replied Irene. "I never heard his |last nane."

"How | at e does he stay open?"

"Until six o' clock. Sonetinmes a little later."

That information pleased Cardona. It was possible that old Ti m had
observed the entering crooks. His stand was at a spot where it would scarcely
be noticed, particularly if the nobsters had come fromthe other direction

Lanont Cranston was standi ng beside the stand, with his el bow on the
| edge
that formed the front extension of the counter. H s eyes had taken on a keen
flash that Cardona did not notice; for Joe was thinking of other persons than
Cranst on.

Those sharp eyes saw sonet hing through the glass just past the grille. An
envel ope was lying on the inside of the counter, its witten surface downward.

The envel ope projected beneath the wi ndow that old Timhad shut for the
night. Probably Timhadn't noticed it when he | owered the sash. On his own
si de, however, Cranston could see the projecting corner of the envel ope.

A deft hand gripped the sliver of paper between thunb and fingernail
Unnoti ced, Cranston pulled the envel ope beneath the sash. Holding it close to
his body, he turned the witten surface upward; at the same time, he shifted
toward a dingy street |anp.

On the envel ope, he read the name and address:



Timothy Tiffan
63 Bursey St.
New Yor k.

That envel ope slid back beneath the | owered wi ndow as easily as it had
cone. When only an inch remained on the outer |edge, Cranston's finger gave a
flip that shot the envel ope inward. It slid clear across the counter and
dropped to the floor of Tiffan's tiny booth.

Cranston turned, caught Cardona's attention with the query:

"Do you need ne any |onger, inspector?"

Cardona decided in the negative. The ground had been covered. He knew
where to reach Cranston, if later testinony should be needed.

They wal ked through to the front of the G ennore Building, where Cranston
entered a |inousine that was parked there. Wile Cardona was politely closing
t he door, he heard Cranston address the chauffeur through the speaking tube:

"Cobalt Cub, Stanley."

ONE bl ock away, that order was changed. Though Lanmont Cranston supposedly
nmoved in the aristocratic sections of Manhattan, he had a surprising know edge
of less seemy districts. Though Bursey Street was an al nmost forgotten
t horoughfare, that even a smart cab driver couldn't have |ocated, Cranston
knew
exactly where it was. He gave Stanley an address in that vicinity.

A drawer slid open beneath the rear seat of the |inousine. Fromthat
conceal ed conpartnent, Cranston produced black garnents - a cl oak and sl ouch
hat. He donned that attire; packed a brace of automatics beneath the cl oak. He
shoved the drawer back in place beneath the seat.

Reachi ng to anot her hidden conpartnment, behind a folding seat, the
transformed Cranston produced a compact short-wave radi o. He spoke in a
strange, sibilant tone. A voice responded:

" Bur bank speaking."

"Report!"

Agai n, that whispered word identified its author. This being who posed as
Lamont Cranston was actually The Shadow

Mast er who battled crime, The Shadow had chanced upon strange events
tonight. He was giving certain details to Burbank, the contact nan who
conmuni cated wi th The Shadow s active agents.

Reports showed that none were busy, for there had been a lull in recent
crime, thanks to The Shadow s vigilance. The Shadow gave instructions for the
agents to be ready. Soon, he could foresee, they m ght be needed.

Settling back in the Iinousine, The Shadow becane a silent shape of
bl ackness. Ten minutes nmore would bring himto the address where Ti not hy
Tiffan
lived. There, The Shadow hoped to acquire certain evidence that night enable
hi m
to find the m ssing Daniel C une.

There were times when chance tricked The Shadow. This was one of those
occasi ons.

Back at the d ennore Building, Joe Cardona had happened upon the door man.
On a sudden hunch, the ace police inspector had propounded a question. He had
asked if the doorman knew the full nane of old Tim

The uni formed car starter had supplied the full name of Tinothy Tiffan
with the man's address. Cardona had gained the very information that The
Shadow
had so snoothly acquired w thout the inspector's know edge!

However, the path that The Shadow had chosen was to prove a thwarted
trail, thanks to the sudden activity of Joe Cardona.

One el enent, alone, could thwart The Shadow, and it awaited at the
journey's end.



That el ement was deat h!

CHAPTER 1 |
THE M SSI NG MURDERER

VWHI LE The Shadow was still on his way to Bursey Street, all was quiet at
the address where Tinothy Tiffan |ived. The place was a boardi ng house; its
ground fl oor boasted a small parlor, where the boarders gathered after dinner

Hal f a dozen nen were present, some readi ng newspapers, others listening
to a crackly radio. They were brawny fellows who had the griny hands of
nmechani cs, the muscular arnms of truck drivers - with one exception

That was Tinothy Tiffan.

It was easy to tell why Tiffan was nicknaned "Ad Tin. He was frail
st oop-shoul dered. Hi s face was drawn; its dryish cheeks were hollow Though
hi s
eyes were constantly on the nove, they never saw anything that gave hi mreason
to smle.

That peering way of Tims was nerely a habit that he had acquired through
long hours at his little newsstand, where he was constantly on the | ookout for
cust oners.

A tel ephone bell rang, muffled, fromthe depths of a rear hallway. The
shirt-sl eeved boarders scarcely noticed the jangle; they sel domreceived phone
calls. Two minutes later, the |landl ady | ooked into the parl or

"Acall for you, M. Tiffan," she announced, testily. "If you were
expecting it, why didn't you answer and save ne the bother?"

Od Timwas too bewildered to nmutter an apol ogy. The news conpletely
floored him In all the ten years that he had |lived at the boardi ng house, he
had never before been sunmoned to the tel ephone.

Sone of the boarders started to kid Ti mwhen he went slowy toward the
hal | way. Others gestured for silence. Maybe this wouldn't prove a joking
matter. A phone call, coning to old Tim might nmean tragedy; perhaps a death
in
his famly. Someone turned down the radio; the others strained to listen

They were right about the tragedy - but it belonged to the future, not to
the past. These listeners were to be inperfect witnesses to what occurred.

Od Timfaltered past the stairway, reached the rear hall where the
t el ephone was | ocated. The phone was a pay-box set in the wall bel ow the
stairs. Ad Timpicked up the dangling receiver as if he didn't understand
what
it was for. He looked up toward the stairs, saw the |andl ady peering over the
rail.

She thought A d Ti mwas annoyed because she had waited, so she went
upstairs. Thus the scene was deprived of the one person who coul d have seen
what happened.

Od Timfinally pressed the receiver to his ear; he croaked huskily into
t he nout hpi ece:

"Hello... Wo is it?"

Cardona's voice cane across the wire, gruff and to the point. It brought
di sconnected responses fromold Tim

"Yes, this is Tinmothy Tiffan..." Ad Tims bew | derment increased. "You
say you're a police inspector? But |I've done not hing!
"What's that?... What did | see, this afternoon?”

Ti m was shaki ng his head; he couldn't nake sense out of Cardona's quiz.
It
had him so baffled that he didn't notice a sound close by him

That noi se was a creak. It came froma door at the rear of the back
hal | way. An eye was peering through the crack, watching Timfrom darkness.

Cardona's statenents becanme nore direct. They electrified old Tim He



repeated them horrified.
"Daniel Clune!" ejaculated Tim "You say that he has been ki dnapped..
And
the crooks came fromthe back alley. Did | see then? No. Not that | renenber.
"Wait, though, inspector!” Od Tims eyes had lighted; his croaky voice
became suddenly breathless. "I can tell you what | did see, just after six
o' clock! | saw -"

A SHI NY revol ver muzzl e had poked through the door crack, just beneath
t he
wat ching eye. Its nmuzzle spouted the interruption that finished Tiffan's
st at ement .

Cane a roar, a tongue of flame. Wth them a bullet that stabbed Tims
side. If the old newsie added ot her words, no one ever heard them They were
drowned by that nurderous bl ast.

Hs lips still muttering, Timlet the receiver fall. H s hands cl apped to
his breast; slipped away as he slid toward the floor. H's body was turning
toward the rear door; the gun blasted another close-range shot. Then as Tim
hi t
the floor, the killer yanked the door five inches w der. Venomously, he fired
a
third shot, into Tims brain.

Those shots cane in close-tined succession, so sharply and unexpectedly
that the last was fired before startled shouts were heard fromthe front
parl or. The rmurderer shifted back into darkness, his hand on the doorknob. He
was ready to slamthe barrier to make his getaway, when he was chilled to
nunbness.

There was a sound fromthe front of the hall. The front door hurled
i nward. Springing across the threshold canme a cl oaked figure, driving inward
wi th vengeful stride.

The halted killer saw burning eyes beneath a slouch hat brim bel ow those
eyes, the nmuzzle of an aimng automatic. The big .45 was ainmed for the exact
spot where the murderer stood. Half voiceless, the killer gul ped a nane:

"The Shadow "

From a shrouded investigator seeking a chat with Tim Tiffan, The Shadow
had becone a being of vengeance. Too late to frustrate nurder, he had heard
t he
shots that neant Tims doom Driving through the front door, The Shadow had
sized up the situation on the instant.

THE SHADOW gl i npsed the nmurderer's face, pale despite its hardness. Mire
i mportant, he saw the killer's gun muzzle lowered in the position fromwhich
it
had fired the third shot. Driving in to take the nmurderer alive, The Shadow
was
gui ded by that nuzzle. Had the revol ver budged a half inch upward, The Shadow
woul d have dropped the killer where he stood.

But the trapped rogue didn't nove a nuscle. He couldn't. By his
i nvoluntary lack of action, he gained an unexpected intervention that proved
to
hi s i mredi at e advant age.

The husky boarders had reached the parlor door. They saw The Shadow as he
drove past, the automatic clutched in his fist. Wth one accord, they |aunched
upon the figure in black. Coming fromthe flank, they were upon The Shadow
bef ore he coul d speed cl ear

Instantly, the scene changed. Men were sprawling to the floor just short
of Tims body, and The Shadow was anong them Mbdre were piling fromthe parlor
to aid in the capture of the supposed nurderer, while the real killer gaped,



unnoti ced, from beyond the door at the hallway's rear

Si ght of The Shadow spraw i ng beneath a strong-arm attack, was all that
the killer needed to forget his inertia. Dropping farther back, he trained his
gun for the rolling group, intending to drill the bl ack-cl oaked shape t hat
formed the center of the whirl.

The Shadow hadn't forgotten the nurderer. Despite his predicanment, he
beat
the fellowto the shot. Qut fromthe chaos thrust a black-gloved fist. A quick
finger triggered bullets for the door

Those shots were wi de of their mark; made so by the husky fighters who
were grabbing for The Shadow s gun. But the big .45 did enough. Its slugs
splintered chunks fromthe door where the murderer stood; they zipped too
cl ose
for his confort.

The ratty killer couldn't chance shots of his own. Men were recoiling,
startled by The Shadow s fire. Floundering with them The Shadow was no
certain
target. Flight was the killer's only bet, particularly because his own shots
woul d betray himand bring pursuers in his direction

Not waiting to shove the door shut, the gunman dived along a rear
passage,

t hrough anot her door, and out into an alley.

Anot her shot tongued from The Shadow s gun, two seconds after the killer
had gone. It took a chunk fromthe door edge, showed vacancy beyond. The
Shadow
knew that his quarry had fled. Pursuit was The Shadow s next course.

TW STI NG from hands that gripped him The Shadow rol | ed backward besi de
Tim s body. Propped on one el bow, he made a threatening gesture with his gun
Two nen were lunging for him one stopped. The other received an upward shove
of The Shadow s feet.

There was power to the hoist that The Shadow gave his doubl ed | egs when
he
extended them The inpact lifted the brawny recipient clear of the floor
propel l ed hi m backward into the arns of two nmen just behind him

VWil e they floundered, The Shadow rolled over to his knees. Headed toward
the rear door, he cane to his feet with a long spring. Only one man was after
himas he drove along the nmurderer's trail

That one nman caused trouble. Sl owed by the intervening door, The Shadow
was overtaken in the rear passage. He and his adversary were grappling hard
when the others arrived. In the darkness, they fell upon the strugglers, only
to find they had but one man in their clutch

The Shadow had turned the | ast battler over to the other boarders. A slam
of the outer door told that The Shadow had reached the alley.

Qut si de, The Shadow heard new sounds - the wail of police sirens, the
shrill of whistles - fromthe alley entrance. Joe Cardona could think of
everything, particularly when it was unneeded. Wile calling TimTiffan by
t el ephone, Cardona had al so ordered police to Bursey Street.

Li ke The Shadow, the |aw was too late to trap the nmurderer, thanks to the
fellow s brief head start. But the police were closing in soon enough to
di scommpde The Shadow. Not only had he lost the murderer's trail; his own
departure was bl ocked.

Bl ackness was thick, deeper in the alley. Were it |ed, The Shadow didn't
care. He chose it because it offered i mediate refuge. Springing into gl oom
he
canme squarely against a brick wall

Shouts were conming fromthe rear of the boarding house. The boarders were
inthe alley, howing their story to the incom ng officers. There had been
mur der, they assured, and the killer was sonewhere hereabouts.



Fl ashli ghts rayed the darkness where The Shadow had gone. That refuge was
bl ank; nothing but a barren wall.

It puzzled the police, until one tilted his flashlight higher. The wall
was the one-story extension of a house; atop the I ow roof, the police spied a
vague figure whipping out of sight.

Pol i ce revol vers began a usel ess barrage. The Shadow had dropped beyond
the roof edge. He answered with a few spasnodi ¢ shots - enough to bring the
police together for a conference under the shelter of the wall.

VWHI LE they were gathered there, The Shadow crept toward a deeper buil ding
wal I . Choosi ng a darkened space, he scaled to a roof above as expertly as he
had managed with the lower wall. By the tine the officers had shoved one of
their number up to the | ow roof, The Shadow had di sappear ed.

He was making his way rapidly across the roofs, seeking some place where
he could drop. He found it: a break between two houses, like a miniature
canyon
in the roof plateau. Letting hinself downward, The Shadow nanaged a precarious
descent. His fingers found crevices anong the crunbly bricks; his feet took
t oehol ds, thanks to his soft-tipped shoes.

Nearly at the bottom The Shadow clung to listen. He heard quick
f oot st eps
fromthe passage beneath him A figure darted out fromthat narrow space,
ducked
past the glow of a street |lanp, to make for the darkness of the opposite
si dewal k.

Agai n, The Shadow glinpsed the face that he had seen beyond Tinm s body.
This time, he spotted nore details of the murderer's ugly features.

By the time The Shadow reached the street, the fellow had scurried away.
Reachi ng a passage that |ed through to the next street, The Shadow coul d hear
the runble of a motor. Clear of the formng police cordon, the killer had
reached a car and was driving away to safety.

Perhaps the killer thought hinself secure. He woul d have altered that
opi ni on had he observed The Shadow. Later, through byways of his own choi ce,
The Shadow had reached his |inousine. Riding northward, he was reaching for
hi s
radi ophone to contact Burbank

The Shadow s | augh whi spered its eerie shivers through the confines of
t hat soundproof car. The tone of his sinister mirth boded ill for the rurderer
of Tinmothy Tiffan.

VWil e the | aw sought a m ssing nmurderer - vaguely described as a figure
clad in black - The Shadow i ntended to | ocate the actual killer who had |eft
hi m burdened with the blanme for crine!

CHAPTER | V
THE H DE- AWAY

NEWS of Tiffan's nurder was the sort that would stir comment in the
underworl d, once the word arrived there. The job had been a quick one; the
getaway was rapid. Those two factors pointed to the hand of a professiona
killer.

It required a space of tinme, however, for such news to start along the
"grapevi ne tel egraph”, that reached to the nost renote corners of scuniand.
Usual | y, when the buzz began, the wanted man woul d be tucked away where the
| aw
woul d not find him

On this particular night, circunstances took a reverse tw st.

Approxi mately half an hour after Tiffan's death, a hard-faced thug



shoul dered into a dive known as the Pink Rat. Stopping at the bar, he ordered
a

drink. When the bottle was passed to him he held it to the light. Seeing that
it was half full, he gruffed that he would take all that remained, and paid
for

it in advance.

That done, the hard-faced arrival stared warily about the joint, as
t hough
| ooking for a suitable drinking conmpanion

Those actions were watched closely by a poker-faced nman who sat at a
tabl e
in a deep corner. Everyone in the Pink Rat knew that chisel-featured
i ndi vi dual
who preferred to sit alone. H s name was Cliff Marsland; he had a reputation
as
one of the nost dangerous characters in the badl ands.

In fact, Ciff was so tough that he had openly boasted that he would sone
day "get" The Shadow. That, in itself, was enough to make himfamous. diff
was
the only man who kept up that brag wi thout suddenly dropping fromsight. The
reason, however, was not Ciff's bol dness.

Secretly, diff Marsland was an agent of The Shadow. His feud with The
Shadow was a bl uff that aided his work. Wienever nobl eaders expected trouble
from The Shadow, they were apt to take Ciff into confidence. That, though
t hey
didn't knowit, was often the step that produced their downfall

Tonight, diff was covering unlovely dives |like the Pink Rat, hoping for
stray bits of news covering the case of Daniel C ume, mssing president of
Al lied Airways. Having learned nothing, diff was about ready to | eave, when
he
saw t he hard-faced man arrive. Fromthat nonment, Ciff decided to stay.

He knew t he newconer.

The fell ow was "Gat" Harreck, known for his ability at quick and
efficient
murder. Ciff could guess fromGat's ratty gaze that the trigger-man had been
on
some job. There was another synptom Usually, around the Pink Rat, Gat let a
bul ge show from his hip, as silent braggery that he carried a gun in contenpt
of the |aw

Toni ght, that bul ge was absent; but the gun was there. Gat's hand shifted
occasionally, to make sure that the weapon was pocketed deep from sight.

If Gat wanted to confide in soneone Ciff was his |ogical choice. That
was
why The Shadow s agent net Gat's stare, gave hima |l ook that carried inquiry.
It
wor ked.

GAT shuffled over to Ciff's table, planked down his bottle and gl ass.
Then, with gruff but friendly greeting, he poured a drink into an enpty gl ass
that stood in front of Ciff. That done, Gat furnished hinmself with a drink

Aiff's eyes were steady. He didn't lift his glass. Instead, he watched
Gat gulp his own drink and pour another. Wth a quick look to make sure they
were well away fromlisteners, Gat let his lips frane a snile. Then, |eaning
hal f across the table:

"Cet a load of this, Aiff," he undertoned. "I just croaked a guy; an'
who
do you think I shoved the job onto? This ain't no hooey, diff" - Gat's tone
showed eagerness to clinch the story - "I pinned it on The Shadow "

diff didn't budge a facial muscle.



"Listen, diff," insisted Gat. "I'm handin' you the real MCoy! Stick
around until the grapevine pipes it an' you'll hear all the dope. The mnug I
croaked was named Tim Tiffan. He was a newsie that got too nosy!"

Gat swal l owed his second drink. diff kept watching him He began to have
a hunch that Tiffan's death m ght have something to do with Cune's
di sappearance, although diff hadn't yet received news of Tiffan from Burbank
Gat was waiting for some comment, so Cliff gave it, in two words raspy enough
to be heard by others:

"So what ?"

Gat | ooked restless. His eyes darted toward the nearer tables. Interest
subsi ded anmong those who had heard diff's tone. The patrons of the Pink Rat
weren't | ooking for trouble fromguys like Adiff or Gat.

"I know what's eatin' you, diff," confided Gat, with a sour downturn of

his lips. "You're figurin' | oughta taken a crack at The Shadow. | woul d of,
i f

I'd got the chanct. Only, a lotta sinps was pilin" intoit. | couldn't stick
around.

"What | gotta do is clinb into a hide-away an' stick there, see? Unless
the bulls start a real round-up; then I'd better lam | figured |I'd need the
right guy to tip me off, that's all."

This time, Gat's appeal seened to dent Ciff. H s poker manner didn't
change, but he gave Gat a curt nod. The killer's grin becane a pleased one.

"Up over Arkey's pawnshop," whispered Gat. "The third floor - the room at
t he back. An'" keep the bottle, diff." Gat was rising as he spoke. "Finish it;
the drinks are on ne."

Gat | essened his donation slightly by pouring out another drink, which he
swal | owed while he wal ked toward the bar. He left the glass there and went out
t hrough a door that led to a side alley.

A QUARTER minute passed. diff suddenly swept his fist across the table,
to knock away the glass that Gat had filled for him It crashed on the floor
the clatter brought all eyes in diff's direction

Wth a reverse swing, Ciff sent the bottle against the wall. Liquor
spattered; glass |anded in big chunks.

Onl ookers shifted. They didn't |like to be around when a guy like diff
lost his temper. They wat ched himkick away the table, then stride toward the
bar .

"You call this joint the Pink Rat, huh?" diff announced to the barkeep
"Well, 1've been talking to a yellowrat! If it hadn't been for these guys"
he gestured toward the customers - "I'd have nade a shooting gallery out of
this dunmp! Nobody woul d have got hurt, except Gat Harreck

"I let himget away with what he handed me, because there wasn't any use
bringing the bulls around here. Only, | don't swallow what that guy hands me -
and that goes for his liquor, as well as the rest of it!"

Shoving his hand to his hip, diff went out to the alley, giving the door
a hard swing when he left. He covered a full block before he slowed his angry
stride. Fromthen on, diff was free to indulge in other calcul ations.

Sonet hi ng was going to happen to Gat Harreck

O that, diff was convinced. Rats like Gat couldn't get away w th mnurder
with The Shadow in the game. By talking to diff, Gat had definitely sped
things toward the final reckoning. He'd wal ked right into it, by passing his
story to one of The Shadow s own agents.

There was only one hitch to the situation

It wasn't good for Cdiff to be the |last person seen with Gat before the
killer did a fade-out, unless sonething occurred to spike any runor that Gat's
| ater misfortunes were caused by The Shadow. diff had therefore lost no tine
i n squel ching that angle of the matter

diff had put on a good show back at the Pink Rat. By this tine, the
customers were |lined up along the bar discussing the feud that they thought



exi sted between diff and Gat. Probably they were placing bets on which one
woul d rub out the other.

VWhat ever happened to Gat, diff would get the credit. It would add
anot her
link to the chain of underworld triunphs for which Ciff was noted, bolstering
his synthetic reputation as a killer. Unless The Shadow handed Gat over to the
I aw.

In that case, however, diff would never be held responsible. Instead, he
woul d find plenty of hoodl um acquai ntances who woul d synpat hi ze because the
bulls had outraced himin his search for Gat.

A report to Burbank was in order. Before making it, Cliff decided to
check
on the hide-out that Gat had nentioned.

IT wasn't far to Arkey's Pawnshop. Nearing that corner, diff took a
shortcut to an alley that Iled in back. He crossed the alley, |ooked upward
from
the shelter of an old enpty house.

There was a dull |ight showi ng through the frayed wi ndow blind of the
room
that Gat had nentioned. The killer had reached the hide-away.

Easing across the alley, diff reached for the hinged steps that forned
the bottomof a fire escape, below Gat's wi ndow. Rusted iron groaned as diff
tested the | adder which mght prove useful to The Shadow. The screech of netal
faded as a hand cl anped suddenly upon diff's arm

Wth a quick jerk. diff started a swing for the antagoni st who had
j abbed
so suddenly from darkness. Husky though he was, diff didn't have a chance.
Hs
drive was snothered; he was thrust against the wall beneath the fire escape.

Hi s arms cl anped behind him a hand pressed tight upon his throat, Ciff
was hel pl ess, until he heard his own name whi spered in the darkness. He
rel axed; so did the fist that choked him diff gul ped an answer. He had been
recogni zed; and he knew t he antagoni st who had so swiftly handl ed him

The Shadow

Qut of nowhere, Ciff's chief had already |earned the facts regardi ng Gat
Harreck. On his way to supply newfound information, Ciff had found The Shadow
finishing the trail

CHAPTER V
DEATH MOVES ALONG

I N the darkness behind the pawnshop, The Shadow expl ai ned the nystery of
his early arrival. The fleeting glinpses that he had gained of Tiffan's
nmur der er had been enough. The Shadow had recogni zed Gat Harreck soon after the
crime.

Thi s hide-away of Gat's wasn't so secure as the killer supposed it to be.
Though diff hadn't known its |ocation, another of The Shadow s agents had.
That agent was "Hawkeye", a crafty spotter who roamed the underworld in The
Shadow s service

Adiff chumed with hoodl ums; Hawkeye trailed them That was the situation
in Gat's case. Wiile diff and Gat had been together in the Pink Rat, The
Shadow had been contacti ng Hawkeye.

There was inportance, though, in diff's account. The Shadow i ntended to
drop in on Gat Harreck. During that visit, he could note the killer's
reactions
and observe if Gat had any suspicions of diff.



Meanwhile, Ciff was to join Hawkeye, who was near by, and keep a | ookout
for a nystery car that the spotter had sighted in this vicinity a short while
ago. Hawkeye had described the car as an old sedan; there was a chance that it
cont ai ned occupants who expected to hear from Gat Harreck

VWen diff had gone, The Shadow i gnored the fire escape. It was sonething
of an energency exit, in case the police visited Gat's hide-out. Therefore,
Gat's mind would constantly be on the fire escape; for that was al ways the way
wi th crooks when they hid out. The best entrance, at this early period, was
t he
one that Gat habitually used.

Crcling to the front street, The Shadow found a doorway that adjoi ned
t he
pawnshop. The door was | ocked, but he opened it within a few m nutes.
Silently,

The Shadow ascended darkened stairs until he reached the third fl oor

There was no |ight beneath Gat's floor. The killer had bl ocked it; and
t he
key was in the lock, cutting off that avenue of vision. Perhaps Gat thought
al so
that a key in the I ock woul d prevent anyone from naking an unnoticed entry;
but
he hadn't figured on The Shadow s tactics.

Using a pair of thin, tweezerlike pliers, The Shadow clipped the inner
end
of the key and gained a powerful grip by nmeans of an adjustment screw. Wth
pai nst aki ng sl owness, he turned the key. From Gat's side of the door, the
noti on was i nperceptible. That slow process also elimnated any clicking of
t he
| ock.

After that, The Shadow turned the doorknob with the same cauti ous
procedure. He eased the door inward, gained a space that was tiny, conpared
with the crack that Gat had used to peer at old TimTiffan.

It was Gat's turn to be caught unprepared.

THE flickering gaslight showed a corner where Gat Harreck was seated on a
t umbl e-down chair, stooped above a trunk. Money lay in sight; all in bills,
nostly tens and twenties. Gat was counting it, muttering to hinself.

Silently, the door swung wi der. The Shadow twi sted through the opening
noi sel essly. His right hand held an automatic. His left shut the door as
silently as he had opened it. Miffling the key with his cloak, The Shadow
| ocked the door. He wanted no interruption when he dealt with Gat Harreck

The killer stacked the money. Fromhis nmutters, The Shadow estimated the
total to be five hundred dollars. Stuffing the cash in an old wallet, Gat
thrust it into his left hip pocket, where it formed a bulge as big as the gun
that he carried on his other hip.

Wth a half-turn, Gat sneaked along the wall to the wi ndow. Moving the
shade slightly fromthe side, he |listened at the opening, as though he feared
noi ses fromthe fire escape.

Gat's profiled face showed a grin.

As The Shadow had supposed, Gat gave first consideration to the fire
escape. He hadn't forgotten the door, however, for he turned in that direction
as an afterthought. Gat's first gaze was hardly nore than a gl ance. He was
turni ng away, when he suddenly took another | ook, clapping his right hand to
his hip at the same instant.

Gat's whole frane froze before he could grip his gun. He was nunbed to
hi s
finger tips, unready to make another nove.

Sel dom had a ratty crook been nore terrified by sight of The Shadow.
Probably Gat had been thinking of a figure in black, when he | ooked toward the



door. To see that shape materialized there, with eyes that glinted as coldly
as

the steel muzzle |oonm ng beneath them was nore terrible than Gat's wi |l dest
fancy.

The fear that showed in Gat's eyes told its own story. Ratlike, he wanted
a hol e where he could scurry; even a crack in the floor would have attracted
him Before his frightened gaze, The Shadow s gun nuzzle | ooked |ike a tunnel
and Gat seened ready to clinb into it.

Next was a curious conbination of notion. Gat's jaw slid slowy downward;
hi s hands came up at the same mechanical pace. Stiffened in his new position
Gat was hunched agai nst the shaded w ndow.

A whi sper stirred the gas-tinged atnosphere; the bare flanme seened to
quiver with the air. It was a shudder, vocally expressed, that low nmrth toned
by The Shadow. As had been the case with the other nurderers, The Shadow s
laugh inspired Gat to frantic speech

"I didn't slate Tiffan for the spot,"” gasped Gat. "It was anot her guy
t hat
want ed hi m cr oaked!"
"H's nanme -"
Those words, coming from The Shadow s unseen |ips, were not a question
They were |ike the beginning of a sentence, pronpting Gat to spill nore
i nformati on.
"l don't know his nane," admitted Gat. "I never - | ain't never seen the

guy! He was just a voice - yeah, a voice - talkin' over the tel ephone!"

"And you obeyed him-"

"Because he sent nme dough. Five hundred bucks! | got it on nme right now.
That was only for a starter. | was to get nore - two grand - if | went through
with what he wanted."

THE SHADOW r ernai ned silent. Wrds were unnecessary. He knew the deed to
which Gat referred. To the killer, that silence was nore om nous than any
statement from The Shadow s |ips. Gat wanted to talk, and do it fast.

"I didn't want to croak Tiffan," he pleaded. "I didn't know | was goin'
to, until the voice buzzed me tonight at the pool roomwhere | was waitin',
along after six o' clock. Al he says was to keep an eye on Tiffan, an' croak
himif he started a squeal to the bulls.

"But | didn't think I'd have to rub out the guy. | figured if that was
comin', it would be up to Gssie Ludrig. He's the guy that does sharpshootin’
with a rifle - long-distance stuff. The Voice has talked to him too.

"An' there's another guy - Zig Gurkel - who was cruisin' around. Maybe
it's himthat snatched that C unme guy; but | don't know nothin' about that.
Why, Zig might've been sent to get Tiffan, instead of ne! It was just the
breaks!"

The Shadow nmoved inward fromthe door. His gun was coming closer to Gat's
eyes; so close that the nmuzzle blurred before the killer's gaze. Wrds reached
Gat's ears; though sinister, they gave himw | d hope of life.

"Two thousand dollars," rem nded The Shadow. "State when and how you were
to receive it."

Gat wi nced at thought of the nmoney that wasn't going to be his. That
reaction passed. Gat's eyes becane tiny, eager beads as he voi ced anot her
pl ea.

He saw a chance to square hinmself with The Shadow, by sacrificing the cash.
Waat
Gat had to tell mght prove worth two grand.

"I'"msupposed to signal with a flashlight," expressed Gat, earnestly.
"So's to |l et The Voice know I rubbed out Tiffan. Maybe it'll bring The Voice
here - with the dough! Because this is where |I'm supposed to flash it from™

The Shadow renmenbered Hawkeye's report of a cruising sedan. The fact
added



strength to Gat's claim Wth a rasped whisper, The Shadow ordered Gat to turn
about. Wen the killer obeyed, The Shadow frisked himof his gun and the five
hundred dol | ars advance that he had received for nurder

Then canme the command, close to Gat's ear

"Gve the signal!"

Gat raised the wi ndow shade. He | eaned out to the fire escape, peered
bel ow. Reaching gingerly to his pocket, he produced a flashlight, gave it
qui ck
flashes as he swept it toward the darkness. There were three of those short
blinks. Gat halted, as through he expected to repeat the signal

That wasn't to be necessary. Framed in the wi ndow of the gaslit room Gat
was plainly visible froma certain spot; nanely, the dark roof of the house
across the alley. The Shadow coul dn't be seen fromthat |urking place; for he
was behind Gat, his black formblending with the shaded portions of the room

IT was well for The Shadow that he stood where he did. A sharp answer
came
to Gat's summons.

The answer was the crackle of a rifle - a shot fired fromthat opposite
darkness. Gat jolted as though he had received the recoil of the gun. Hs arms
went wi de as he staggered back toward The Shadow.

Instantly, the bl ack-cloaked visitor did a sideways fade bel ow the | evel
of the wi ndow sill. The Shadow was turned about, beside the gas jet, when he
saw Gat's body hit the floor. The killer's hands went to his heart; his lips
gave a dying gasp

"Ossie - Ossie Ludrig! He's - he's the guy that got nme! A double cross -
from The Voi ce"

Qui ckly, The Shadow twi sted off the gas. As darkness filled the room he
made a quick dive for the window Flattening on the platformof the fire
escape, he aimed for a bounding figure that was crossing the opposite roof.

The assassin was diving for the safety of a far parapet. Though the range
was | ong, The Shadow was as conpetent with his automatic as the fugitive had
shown himself with a rifle. The Shadow pi cked the bl ackened patch where the
man
had headed. Hi s .45 spurted flane.

Repeat ed gun bl asts shoul d have spraw ed the marksman sonewhere in sight.
I nstead, Ossie Ludrig had vani shed. The expl anation cane with the echoes of
The
Shadow s shots. Chunks of brick were rattling fromthe opposite roof.

Gssi e had ducked past a dil api dated chi mmey which had intervened as a
shi el d agai nst The Shadow s fire.

Thr ough speed, Ossie could still be intercepted. The Shadow nade a quick
descent of the fire escape, hurried to the corner of the alleyway, hoping to
sight Gssie fromthat vantage point. |Instead, he wi tnessed an occurrence that
made his pursuit of the killer an uninportant matter

diff and Hawkeye had heard Ossie's shout; they had guessed its | ocation.
They were hurrying ahead of The Shadow, to block Gssie's flight. In so doing,
t hey had overl ooked danger to thenselves. The agents were in the niddle of the
street; bearing down upon them were the headlights of a sedan that had
suddenl y
wheeled in froma corner.

The Shadow saw the glint of a machine gun as its handl ers swing the
weapon
toaim diff and Hawkeye were | eaping for the sidewal k; but they woul dn't
have
a chance agai nst the cover-up crew unless intervention cane.

The Shadow supplied that aid. H s automatic tongued its instant nessage;
not for the gunners, who were crouched lowin the car, but for the driver of
the sedan. That single shot found its mark; as the driver jolted, the car went



out of control

It was slicing toward the curb when the machi ne gun began its rattle.
Swung wide of its targets, the weapon chattered usel essly. The sedan bashed
agai nst a house wall. A door snapped open, the nmachine gun hit the sidewal k
along with the diving men who handled it.

Crooks fled when they saw The Shadow, with the exception of one nan,
their
| eader. He sprang to the sidewal k, took a wild aimat The Shadow. diff and
Hawkeye fired to clip the fellow Wth their shots came a third, fromthe
corner. It was triggered by an arriving patrol man.

The cop didn't wait after he saw the nobl eader fall. He began a wild
chase, hoping to catch the thugs who had fled on foot. It was The Shadow who
reached the felled foeman; stooping, he recognized the face of Zig Gurkel

There were questions that only Zig could answer. The nost inportant one
was whether Zig had | ed the nmobster crew seen near the G ennore Buil ding
before
six o' clock. diff and Hawkeye had only wounded the crook, know ng that The
Shadow woul d want to question him but the patrol man had not been so obli ging.
He had lodged a bullet in Zig's brain. The nobl eader was dead.

THE del ay had caused another conplication. Ossie Ludrig had profited
through it. The assassin was away; off to a head start as effective as the
flight that Gat Harreck had nanaged earlier this night.

Deat h had noved al ong. Gat Harreck, Zig Gurkel - both had served sone
hi dden supercrook, only to be cast into the discard. Again, The Shadow woul d
have to go through the process of picking up a nmurderer's trail, this tine
with
Gssie Ludrig as the next link in the chain.

Police whistles shrilled fromall about, but The Shadow detected a break
inthe closing circle. It lay through the alleyway that led in back of Arkey's
Pawnshop. Wth a quick-rasped command, The Shadow poi nted his agents through
that outlet. He lingered a dozen seconds |onger, then chose the sane route,
just as a patrol car swung in sight.

A shuddery | augh stirred the bl ackness of the alleyway as The Shadow made
his swift, unseen departure. That tone was a summary of past events; but it
al so carried prophecy. This was a trail where death brought death, and The
Shadow coul d see its purpose.

Sone supercrook, defined only as a voice, was flinging obstacles into the
path to prevent The Shadow from finding Daniel Clune within the next few days.
That acconplished, the big brain would gain what he wanted. He coul d prevent
t he purchase of the Green Star Lines under the option held by Allied Airways.

Gat Harreck was dead; so was Zig Gurkel. Nevertheless, a human |ink
remai ned in the person of Ossie Ludrig. He, at least, would report to The
Voi ce
that his path had been unfoll owed. That could nmean that Ossie would survive.

Upon that chance, The Shadow hoped to defeat the crooked ganme wherein a
schener skilled in high finance had toyed w th thuggi sh puppets gathered from
t he underwor| d!

CHAPTER VI
THE LAW PROCEEDS

THE foll owi ng afternoon Carter Dunwol d, president of the Geen Star
Li nes,
arrived on the Steanship Borealic; but Daniel Cume was not there to neet him
I nstead, Dunwol d found hinsel f bel eaguered by a crowd of reporters. A puffy,
irritable little man, Dunwol d | ooked |ike a pouter pigeon annoyed by a flock



of
bl ue j ays.

Yes, Dunwol d knew that C une had been abducted; the news had been radi oed
to the liner. But what could he know about the case, having been at sea for
t he
past five days?

As president of The Green Star Lines, Dunwold was willing to adnmit that
Allied Airways held an option on his conpany. He also recalled, rather
begrudgi ngly, that only Daniel Cune could exercise that option, for the
agreenment had been drawn up with Cune, as president of Allied A rways.

Then came the question whether other interests had sought to buy G een
Star. That brought an absol ute denial from Dunwol d. He couldn't speak for
ot her
persons. He had conducted no negotiations with any one other than dune. I|f
Theodore Trenchell, noted financier, had forned a syndicate to buy Green Star
Dunwol d knew not hi ng about it.

After that statenent, Dunwol d's patience ended. He shook his fists at
reporters and canera nen, shouting that he could waste no nore tinme with them
When that policy failed, he pleaded that he had to attend a banquet in the
eveni ng; that he would grant another interview afterward.

Through that promi se, Dunwol d managed to reach a cab. Once inside, he
doffed his derby hat and nopped his forehead. Thrusting his bal di sh head from
t he wi ndow, he wagged a cane and shouted word that tonight's interview would
be
usel ess, because he woul d have nothing nore to say.

A newsreel photographer made some good shots of Dunwold craning fromthe
wi ndow as the cab sped away, but the reporters, generally, were disappointed.
There was one exception; Cyde Burke, who represented the New York d assic,
was
genuinely glad to see Dunwol d go.

Clyde, it happened, was a secret agent of The Shadow. From the noment
t hat
he met Dunwol d, C yde was convinced that the bal d-headed president of G een
St ar
couldn't be the man behind the abduction of Daniel C une.

Clyde knew of last night's events. He knew that Gat Harreck had mnurdered
Tinmothy Tiffan; that a "voice" had inspired the killer to the deed. That
Voi ce,

G yde was sure, had been the tone of the man actually responsible for the
chaos
in Aume's office.

Therefore, Dunwold stood elimnated. He couldn't have held radi ophone
conmuni cations with crooks like Gat, fromthe liner many mles at sea; for the
shi p-to-shore phone apparatus on the boat had been out of service the night
before, due to nmechanical difficulties.

Wth Zig Gurkel and Ossie Ludrig also involved, it was obvious that the
bi g brain was soneone who had constantly been in New York

That was why O yde was anxious to finish up with Dunwol d and proceed to
nor e-i mportant business. H s next stopping place was police headquarters,
wher e
G yde hoped to gl ean sone exclusive information from Joe Cardona, if the
i nspector had any to offer.

WHEN he reached headquarters, Cyde wangled his way directly into
Cardona's office, to receive prompt reward for his nerve. Cardona wasn't
al one.

Wth himwas a dark-haired young girl whose earnest, |owtoned talk ended
suddenly when C yde appear ed.

The reporter nmet dark, flashing eyes; he saw tight lips that were



attractive in their determned firmess. Cyde shot a wi se side glance at Joe
Cardona, who was giving hima poker-faced stare.
"You don't have to introduce nme, Joe," infornmed Cyde, briskly. "I think
I
know who this young lady is. She's Irene Borion, Clunme's secretary. Right?"
"Right!" adnmitted Cardona. Then: "Maybe you're bright enough, Burke, to
tell me why she's here?"
"Maybe she has news about Daniel dune," suggested Cyde, eyeing Irene as

he spoke. "I don't like to butt in, Joe, but -"

"That's all right," inserted Cardona. "You're a good friend of mne
Burke. M ss Borion" - Joe turned to Irene - "tell M. Burke just what you told
ne."

Irene snmiled. Cyde wondered why, because her next statement was a
serious
one.

"An hour ago," said the girl, "someone called the office and asked to
speak to ne. Hi s voice was rough; obviously, he was trying to disguise it. He
said that | could tell the directors of the conpany that they could have M.
Cume back with them if they were willing to pay enough. But he didn't
speci fy
the anount."

Cyde waited, expecting lIrene to say nore. Wien the girl retained a
smling silence, Cyde asked:

"I's that all?"

| rene nodded.

"I't's enough!" announced C yde, reaching for the tel ephone. "Boy! Wit

until 1 spill this news to the office!"
"I wouldn't do that, Burke," interposed Cardona. "Not if | were you."
"Why not ?"
"Because" - Cardona was | eaning back to chuckle - "we sent the news to
al l

t he papers, half an hour ago!"

Clyde replaced the tel ephone; his face was sheepi sh. He understood why
Cardona hadn't becone indignant at the way O yde had entered, and he knew t he
reason for lrene's smile.

"Thanks anyway, Joe," said Clyde, at last. "You had your joke; and you
were a good scout to keep me from maki ng a nonkey out of nyself by calling the
of fice. Maybe you'll do me another favor by giving me some other angles in the
case."

"Al'l right, Burke," agreed the inspector. "Stick around a while."

CARDONA soon finished his talk with Irene. Wien the girl had left, Joe
brought out some report sheets and spread them on his desk.

The first facts concerned Zig Curkel

Cardona had Zi g | abel ed as a crook who handl ed "hot" autonobiles, aided
by
smal | -fry hoodl ums. When he engaged in thefts of autonobiles, Zig usually
stole
an old car to begin with, then abandoned it |ater

"It was Zig in the touring car out front of the @ ennore Building,"
asserted Cardona. "Maybe he was just | ooking over that |ine of |inousines
parked there. At the same time, he could have been covering up for the crew
that snatched C une.

"Anyway, Zig ditched that buggy. He and sone of his pals showed up |ater
in a sedan, down near Arkey's Pawnshop. That was a sure enough cover-up; but
we
don't know who Zig was working for. Chances are that even Zig couldn't have
told
us, if he'd lived."



Clyde silently agreed with Cardona's theory. It fitted with The Shadow s
findi ngs. The Shadow, however, could have anplified the case. He knew t hat
Zig's purpose |ast night had been to nmake trouble for anyone who pursued GCssie
Ludrig. But it wasn't likely that Zi g had known of Gssie's part in the chain
of
crime. Zig was probably doing what The Voice had told himto do, with prom se
of
reward.

"dd TimTiffan was nurdered," remarked Cardona, referring to another
report sheet, "because he had seen sonething that would have |inked with the
Cl une abduction. But who killed Tiffan?

"CGat Harreck? | don't think so. It looks to ne |like Gat was knocked of f
to
make us think that he did the Tiffan job. | tell you this, Burke: If we'd
f ound
the death gun on Gat, |I'd have said that it was planted!"

That statement neant a lot to dyde. It showed how cleverly a master
brain
was tricking the law. The revolver used in Tiffan's murder woul d have been
f ound
on Gat's hip, if The Shadow hadn't taken it before Gat died.

As matters stood, Cardona figured that whoever had nurdered Gat had not
found time to enter Gat's hide-out and | eave the gun there. So Joe's theory
wasn't changed. Cardona was rejecting the obvious because it seemed too
apparent. He sinply would not accept the fact that Gat had slain Tiffan

Curiously, Cardona's twi st of logic had put himon a further trail. Like
The Shadow, Cardona was | ooking for the person who had nurdered Gat Harreck
That was why C yde put the casual question

"Why do you figure Gat was picked for the frane?"

"Because Gat had a rep as a killer," returned Cardona, pronptly. "He was
the sort of bird who mi ght have rubbed out Tiffan. And besides, there were
guys
who hel d grudges against Gat."

"Who, for instance?"

"diff Marsland, for one," snapped Cardona, in a tone that worried C yde.
"He had a run-in with Gat down at the Pink Rat, |ast night. However" -

Cardona's change of manner ended Cyde's qualnms - "it wasn't Ciff who knocked
off Gat. |'ve checked on that through stoolies. Gat got his right after he
left

the Pink Rat, and diff was still in the joint when Gat went out."

CARDONA had miscalculated the time elenment. That fact relieved O yde
i mensely. Actually, diff had found time to reach Gat's hi de-away before
Cssi e
Ludrig did the sharpshooting; but the intervening mnutes had been so few that
Cardona di scounted them That left Ciff with a clean slate.

From his report sheet, Cardona read nanmes of others who didn't |ike Gat
Harreck. The nanme of Ossie Ludrig was not anong them That neant the |aw was
working on a blind trail. That fact would benefit The Shadow in his hunt for
Gssie. Tonight, agents could seek | eads to Gssie's hide-out without the chance
of some patrol man's bl undering spoiling their work.

Cardona cane to the nost inportant point.

"There's a brain behind this racket," he declared. "W know that fromthe
voice that talked to this Borion girl. That was the feeler for a ransom
payment . "

"\What about that voice?" queried Cyde. "Do you figure it was the brain,
hi msel f, who cal |l ed?"

"Yes. He wouldn't have trusted the job to anyone el se.™

"Have you any idea who he could be?"



The i nspector pondered over Cyde's question

"There are several big-shots who might be the guy," said Joe. "Smart
racket eers who have found the going pretty tough, lately. Anyone of them m ght
have snatched Clunme, with a setup like this, where there's a chance of big
dough for his return. So it m ght be one of those birds, unless -"

Cardona paused, gave Clyde a wi se gl ance, then added:

"Unl ess the brain is sone big-business nan gone crooked. There's a
certain
party who could profit plenty, by keeping O une out of sight for the next few
days!"

"You mean Carter Dunwol d?" asked Cyde, casually. "I just net himdown at
the Borealic's pier. He came in on her. Dunwold could unload the G een Star
Lines for a whale of a profit, if he hadn't given Allied Airways that option."

"Maybe he could," admitted Cardona. "But | don't mean Dunwol d. He's been
in Europe. He couldn't have managed C une's abduction fromthe other side of
the Atlantic, or while on shipboard.

"Besi des, Dunwold coul dn't have been the voice that talked to Irene
Borion. At the time she got that call, you and a | ot of other news hounds were
fl ocked around Dunwol d Iike a crowd of vultures watching a dying cow.

"That made you useful, for once; and it makes me all the nore anxious to
talk to the one guy who is out to buy Geen Star, the nmonment that the option
period ends. | mean Theodore Trenchell."

Cl yde had expected that nane. He knew all about Trenchell and his
syndi cate of buyers. Apparently, Cardona had nore to say. Cyde encouraged him
by silence, and the ace inspector spilled the news.

"I"'mgoing to talk to Trenchell tonight," he announced, "along with
Conmi ssi oner Weston. Maybe Trenchell is a financial fox; but we're going to
ask
himplenty."

Bur ke absorbed that news keenly. He was picturing how this infornmation
woul d pl ease The Shadow, when Cardona added:

"And we'll have a good nman with us. One who knows the ins and outs of
this
Green Star purchase and won't let Trenchell get away with any hokum He's
goi ng

up to Trenchell's with us. The man is Lanont Cranston.”

RI DI NG t he subway to the Cassic office, Cyde snorted a | augh at his own
expense. He'd found out a ot of facts and theories, but anpbng them nothing
t hat The Shadow had not al ready | earned.

As Lamont Cranston, a director of Allied Airways, and a friend of Police
Conmi ssi oner Weston, The Shadow had gotten close contact with the | aw. He knew
about the phone call that Irene Borion had received. He had seen duplicates of
the report sheets that Cardona had shown to C yde.

And toni ght, The Shadow woul d have a first-hand chance to | earn what
Theodore Trenchell knew about the sudden di sappearance of Daniel C une!

CHAPTER VI |
THE TRAI L RESUMES

IT was eight o' clock when the visitors arrived in the living room of
Trenchell's pretentious apartnment, to be net by the nillionaire hinself.
Theodore Trenchell proved to be a bul ky, big-boned man, whose thickish profile
| ooked li ke a carving done in granite.

H s head was overlarge, even for so heavy a frame. Fromfront view, his
face was broad, with a bluff expression that showed changes only in his lips.
Trenchell had a way of smling downward, which made vi ewers wonder whether the



expression signified pleasure or the opposite.

Trenchel | 's eyes were al so sonmething to observe; but their | ook never
changed. Though sharp, his gaze was steady; his habit was to fix those eyes
directly upon the person to whom he spoke.

That was evident fromthe noment that he shook hands with the visitors.
Though he didn't showit, Trenchell was coolly analyzing each in turn.

First, Conmm ssioner Ral ph Weston, a nustached man of military appearance.
Trenchell sized himas the sort who could be easily irked into revealing
exactly what was on his nind.

Next, Lanont Cranston. To Trenchell, the commissioner's friend seened
i ndol ent, scarcely interested in this visit. True, Cranston's maski sh features
m ght cover his actual thoughts, but his manner indicated that he was bored,
and Trenchell was satisfied with that inpression

Last, Joe Cardona. In The inspector's poker-faced attitude, Trenchell saw
bl uff. Like Weston, Cardona could be punped. The procedure sinply required a
di fferent technique, which Trenchell intended to supply.

Pur posely, Trenchell began by displaying an overbearing nmanner. H s
attitude was a challenge, showing that he was prepared to start an indi gnant
argunent if Weston even suggested that the financier night know anything about
G unme' s di sappear ance.

That caused Weston to be tactful, at first. They chatted for five
m nut es,
getting nowhere, until Trenchell hinself smashed the ice. H's sudden change of
tactics took Weston unawares.

"Come to the point, comm ssioner!" runbled Trenchell. "You want to ask
what | know about C une's disappearance. Very well; consider the question put.
And here is my answer. | know not hing!"

"That wasn't exactly what | had in mnd," protested Wston. "\Wat |
actually wanted to ask, was whether you intend to purchase the G een Star
Li nes
in case Allied Airways fails to exercise its option -

"And you al ready know the answer," interposed Trenchell, with his heavy
basso. "So your question would have been a nere prelimnary, O course | want
to buy Green Star! And the fact that Clume is mssing gives ne a better chance
to get it!"

TRENCHELL didn't observe the faint senblance of a smile that canme to
Cranston's lips. The Shadow had expected Trenchell to show these direct
tactics. They were | eaving Weston and Cardona sonmewhat bewi | dered, exactly as
Trenchel | pl anned.

To The Shadow, seemingly a disinterested witness, this policy was
hel pf ul
It would give himthe very |line he wanted on Trenchell

Havi ng taken the floor, the business magnate kept it.

"Financially, |I'm pleased," runbled Trenchell. "Personally, I'msorry for
Clume. | don't like to see himin the hands of unscrupul ous racketeers who
think that they can shake down Allied Airways for a nillion dollars or so."

"Amllion dollars?" snapped Weston, suddenly. "Wy did you nane that
figure, Trenchell?"

"Because of the story in the eveni ng newspapers. Somebody called that
Borion girl and asked for Allied Airways to make an offer. Al right - how
nmuch
do they expect? A nillion, anyway. They'd be fools to ask less!"

Trenchel | was nmaking the nost of the existing theory that Cune's
i nportance to the Green Star purchase was sufficient for sone big-shot
racketeer to abduct him He had driven that point home; therefore, he could
safely switch to discussions that concerned his own affairs.

"I"lIl pay ten million dollars for Green Star!" announced Trenchell
"That's twice the anount that Allied Airways arranged for in its option. The



val ue as junped fromfive mllion to ten, sinply because the Green Star
franchi ses have becone inportant within the past few nonths.

"What is nore" - Trenchell pounded this hone with his big fist - "G een
Star has to sell out! The line is so badly off that its stockhol ders are
anxi ous to sal vage anything they can on their noney."

"Where did you get that information?" demanded Weston, suddenly. "Through
Carter Dunwol d?"

"Fromthat ol d bl atherskite?" scoffed Trenchell. "Wy, | wouldn't even
hire himas an office boy! Just before he went to Europe he made a wild effort
to put Green Star on its feet, so he could hang on to his job as president.

"He probably knew he couldn't land with any other corporation, and his

own

nmet hods proved wily. All he did was run Geen Star two mllion farther into
t he

red, by buying up a lot of ships that can't even be sold for junk!

"Dunwol d must have thought they were vessels still in use. Instead, they
bel onged to ghost fleets. My guess is that Dunwol d was so sinpl e-m nded that
he
was fool ed by shipping records ten years old. There's no other way to explain
it."

Weston canme to his feet. He thought he had found his chance to confute
Trenchell. Turning to Cranston, Weston asked:

"Tell me - as a director of Allied Airways, have you heard any of these
reports regardi ng such purchases by G een Star?"

Cranst on shook his head.

"Very well." Weston turned triunphantly to Trenchell. "It's up to you,
Trenchell, to prove the statements you have just made!"

WTH a runbl ed | augh, Trenchell obligingly reached to a drawer of a
mahogany table. He produced a sheaf of papers, spread themin front of the
conmi ssi oner.

"Confidential reports on the Geen Star Lines," chuckled Trenchell. "Here
are the purchase | nentioned, with the names of the ships in question. Two
mllion dollars paid for tubs that junk dealers wouldn't take."

Weston studied the figures, showed themto Cranston. The list was
certified; there was no question regarding its correctness. As a last resort,
Weston junped to the very conclusion that Trenchell expected, and thereby the
conmi ssi oner made the m stake that the nagnate hoped he woul d.

"This needs an explanation," asserted Wston, in accusing tone. "How did
you acquire this confidential information regarding Geen Star, while Allied
Ai rways, the actual option hol ders, |earned nothing of these facts?"

Trenchel | returned one of his downward snmiles. He waited while a servant
entered, bringing Scotch and soda for the host and his guests. Wston thought
that Trenchell was stalling for time; but he wasn't. He had a perfect answer.

"I asked for those statistics," said Trenchell, finally, "and they were
given to ne. You see" - he was clinking the ice in his glass, as he increased
his evasive snmle - "I intend to acquire Green Star and expand the line, as

well as gain the mail contracts.
"Al'lied Airways, being interested only in the franchises, did not trouble
to |l ook deeply into the affairs of Geen Star. So you see, conmm ssioner" -

Trenchell's words were sarcastic jabs - "what | have done was quite
[ egitinmate;
which, | may add, is the case with all transactions in which | engage."

Conmi ssi oner Weston tried to cover his chagrin by taking a gulp fromhis
gl ass. Trenchell had settled himconpletely. As for Joe Cardona, he hadn't
anything to offer in the way of argunent. He had sinply been elimnated from
t he runni ng.

Trenchel | forgot them both, to eye Cranston. Wat Trenchell saw, gave him
t he biggest laugh of all. Cranston was poring over the Green Star statistics,



runni ng along the list of ships, name by name. That pl eased Trenchell, because
he knew the |ist was bona fide.

It pleased Cranston al so.

Long since, The Shadow had formed his own theory regarding the
di sappearance of Daniel Clunme, with all the evidence of his forcible renoval.
He could picture, too, exactly what TimTiffan had seen fromthe little
newsstand i n back of the @ ennore Buil ding

Considering profit notive as the matter at stake, with ransomtalk a nere
sham there was good reason to suspect Theodore Trenchell because he wanted to
acquire the Geen Star Lines. But The Shadow had foreseen that Trenchel
couldn't be inplicated through that argument. It was the very sort of charge
that a man in Trenchell's position could defeat by pure bl uff.

VWhat The Shadow had | ooked for was sone peculiar sort of evidence that
woul d be considered immterial to the case. Sonething that |ed away from
Trenchell instead of toward him Through such evidence, The Shadow could | ater
prove the exact processes of a master brain that had turned fromlegitimte
busi ness into crine.

From t hese confidential documents that Trenchell had so boldly brought to
light, The Shadow was gai ning the answer to the riddle. Under Trenchell's own
nose, he was piecing facts that fitted with his own concl usions, although they
brought in other elenments as well.

Best of all, Trenchell hadn't grasped a single thought that was passing
t hrough The Shadow s brai n.

In spite of Trenchell's contrary hopes, The Shadow expected to bring back
Dani el Cume before the expiration of the option period. Should that be
acconplished, it would be Trenchell's turn to experience amazemnent.
Particularly, when the true facts could come to light.

AT this very nmonment, had he so chosen, The Shadow coul d have made
statenments so pointed that even Trenchell could not have denied their
accuracy.

I nst ead, The Shadow chose to continue his passive part as Cranston. He stil
had
anple time to conduct his own search of C une.

Mor eover, he wanted real testinmony of murder - through Gssie Ludrig -
bef ore he exposed the actual perpetrator who was responsible for crines that
i ncl uded the slaying of Tinothy Tiffan

That was why The Shadow cal My passed the papers back to Trenchell
wi t hout
further corment. Satisfied that Cranston was nerely a listener, Trenchell cane
back to the discussion of Clune's abduction

He repeated that, personally, he hoped for Clune's return; and w shed the
| aw the best of luck in its search. He added that he would actually sacrifice
his own interests in behalf of Clune, if he could find a way to do so.
Unfortunately Trenchell's smle was hard to anal yze when he nmade the fina
statenment - there was no way in which he could aid. Cune's di sappearance
baffl ed himas nuch as it did the | aw

It was nine o' clock when the visitors left Trenchell's apartnent.
Cranston
had brought a brief case that he had not opened; it contained papers
pertai ni ng
to the Allied Airways option on Green Star

He forgot that brief case when he left. That was why he told Wston and
Cardona to go on ahead; that he would see the comm ssioner later, at the
Cobal t
C ub. Knocking at the apartnment door, Cranston was greeted by Trenchell's
servant, who brought himthe brief case. He glinpsed Trenchell, still seated
in
the living room



Movi ng al ong the corridor, Cranston passed the elevators. He stopped by a
wi ndow at the end of a short side passage. Opening the brief case, he brought
out garnents of black. Wthin a dozen seconds, Cranston had become The Shadow.

Swi ngi ng out through the wi ndow, The Shadow found a foothold on a
cor ni ce.

He foll owed that | edge, noving like an invisible shape along the outer wall.
He

reached the wi ndow of Trenchell's living room Cdinging there, he watched the
scene within.

Trenchell was still seated in his big chair, chuckling to hinself as he
i ndul ged in Scotch and soda. M nutes passed; the financier did not stir.

VWhat ever his thought, Trenchell was satisfied to remain where he was.

The Shadow s vigil was interrupted by the ringing of the tel ephone bell
The phone was on Trenchell's desk. The magnate answered it; The Shadow heard
hi m runbl e:

"M. Cranston? He's gone... Yes. He left ten mnutes ago, with
Conmm ssi oner Weston..."

Bef ore Trenchell replaced the tel ephone on its stand, The Shadow was
nmovi ng back along the | edge. That call was from Burbank. As proof, The Shadow
caught a signal frombelow the glow of a flashlight in a courtyard.

The light turned green in color, then vanished. The Shadow flicked a
reply
with a tiny flashlight of his own. Inside the hallway w ndow, he rapidly
packed
his cloak and hat. Ringing for the elevator, he entered it as Cranston.

The doubl e sumons - a call from Burbank and an outside signal from
anot her agent - meant that a break had arrived at the end of twenty-four
hour s.

Searchi ng agents had acconplished their required task; had sent the word,
wi thout revealing its inportance to any but The Shadow.

Gssie Ludrig had been | ocated. Through a call to Burbank, The Shadow
coul d
| earn the present whereabouts of the sharpshooter who had slain Gat Harreck

Wsely, The Shadow had waited to resune this trail with its prospects of
proven crime.

CHAPTER VI I'|
SHROUDED DEATH

OSSIE LUDRIG S hide-out wasn't in the badl ands; that was the clever part
about it. He was quartered in an old attic studio, four floors above the
street. The house was in Greenwich Village, one of the | ast places where the
police woul d have expected to find Ossie Ludrig, if they had been | ooking for
hi m

The studio wasn't precisely a fake. Gssie had dabbled a bit in art, but
had kept it quiet. Since the attic rent was cheap, he kept the place
permanently, and lived there in between tines, under another name. Wen GCssie
was absent, other residents thought that he had gone fromtown.

Gssie wasn't the sort who got the jitters easily. He | ooked quite placid
as he stood near the wall of his studio, surveying a half-finished painting of
a scantily draped nodel

The picture was on an easel, so that Gssie could be at work if anyone
cal l ed. Moreover, the easel stood on the |oose floor boards that hid the
conpartnent where Gssie had secreted his rifle.

There were wi ndows on the other side of the dimMy lighted studio. At a
rear corner was a little alcove, with a single table on which stood a
tel ephone. Deep in the alcove was a door that offered exit to a rear roof.

Li ke



others of his sort, Ossie preferred a hide-out that had two exits.

Above the main door of the studio was a transom Ossie kept it open so
that he coul d hear anyone conming up the stairs of the house. He had heard no
sounds toni ght. That was one reason why he wore a smile upon the hard lips
t hat
adorned his cadaverous face.

It happened that Ossie had forgotten the tine when he had chal ked sone
sketches on the wall of a back room at a place known as "Red M ke's". That
had
been in the old days, when Red Mke's had been a speakeasy. Ossie had rubbed
out
t hose drawi ngs, erasing themfromhis nmenory at the sane tine.

But there was a little, sharp-eyed man who hadn't forgotten them His
nane
was Hawkeye; at present, he worked for The Shadow. On Hawkeye's tip that GCssie
was sonething of an artist, The Shadow s agents had extended their hunt to the
Village, with good results.

Gssie's head tilted when he suddenly heard footsteps on the stairs. They
were |ight, but unguarded. He recogni zed them as they approached. Stepping
over
to the door, Ossie yanked it open just as a girl came into sight.

Hol ding his fingers to his lips, Gssie tilted his head to point his
visitor into the studio. That done, he took a keen | ook toward the stairway.
There was sharpness in OCssie's right eye; he had proven that by the way he
could sight a rifle. But he didn't detect the notion that occurred in the
gl oom
of the stairway.

That wasn't surprising. The shape that noved was bl ack agai nst bl ackness.
Eyes even sharper than Gssie's might have failed to spy it.

ONCE inside the studio, Ossie closed the door and |ocked it. He turned to
the girl who had entered. Dryly, he greeted her:

"Hell o, Marge!"

"Mss Hotzlen to you!" retorted the girl, in a sharp tone. "Well - ain't
you inviting me to sit down?"

Gssie notioned to a couch. The girl took off her shabby coat, snoothed
t he
nmuskrat hair as she placed the garnent on the couch arm Tuggi ng away her
smal |
brown hat, she tossed it on the couch and sat down to light a cigarette.

Mar ge Hot zl en was a bl onde, and she seenmed proud of her shocky, yellow sh
hair; probably because it nade her attractive, despite the coarseness of her
features.

She wasn't bad |ooking in the dimlight; but her nose was overlarge and
her eyes were a rather colorless mxture of blue and gray. People didn't
notice
those faults, if she kept out of the glare. As she | ooked at Ossie, she
realized
that he was actually adm ring her

That rem nded Marge that Gssie hadn't seen her for a |long while.

"\Where' ve you been keeping yoursel f?" she snapped. "Don't hand ne the old

stall that you' ve been studying in Paris. | know you ain't been there!"
"Listen, Marge" - GOssie pulled a cheap watch fromhis - "it's half past
nine. I gotta stick around alone for a little while -"
"Yeah. | know. Until ten o'clock."

Gssie's eyes showed a startled glare. H s voice became husky, as he
demanded:

"How do you know?"

"Because | come up here at half past eight. Does that mean anything to



you?"

"You mean" - Ossie funmbled his words - "you nean when | was tal king on
t he
t el ephone?"

"That's it," returned Marge. "I heard you tal king on account of the

transom bei ng open. Say - you ought to shut it when you're talking
confidential. Anyway, whoever talked to you is going to blowin here at ten
So

' msticking around. "

"It isn't a dame, Marge -

"I know it ain't." The girl gave a laugh. "You ain't Roneo enough to know
any ritzy dolls who would hand you two thousand bucks!"

Cssie's face tw tched

"So you heard nme nmention two grand,"” he said, slowy. "All right, what if
| did? I'"'mselling some of ny paintings!"

Marge rose jauntily fromthe couch, strolled over to the easel. At that
cl ose range, it was evident that she was the nodel in the partly finished
pai nti ng.

"You're selling paintings,"'
you're
an artist. OK , Ossie, I'll help the bluff. 1'll et himget an eyeful of ne
posing for this masterpiece you quit work on a couple of nonths ago."

Cssi e grabbed the girl's arm

"You gotta go!" he said, hoarsely. "This guy don't want to see nobody
except nme!"

"So it's out, huh?" put in Marge. "You' ve been staging some nore trigger
work. That's the only answer, if there's two grand coming to you. Nobody woul d
gi ve that much dough for a whole nuseum | oad of the junk you paint, not even
the worl d's biggest sucker!™"

Gssi e gave a hopel ess shrug. His face took on a faked expression of
dejection. (ddly, the pose fool ed Marge.

"I know you was broke, GCssie," she said. "Only, you told me you'd swore
of f sharpshooting."

"So | had," bluffed Ossie. "But | had to have the dough. |'m swearing off
again, Marge; this tine for keeps!"

she snorted. "That means the guy thinks

THERE was a hopeful sparkle fromthe girl's dull eyes. Then in a | ow,
qui ck tone:

"Who' d you croak?"

"Gat Harreck," replied Gssie. "You ve seen the guy."

"Yeah." Marge's eyes hardened. "I thought he was a friend of yours. But
that don't count when the price is two grand - is that it?"
"He was a rat!" retorted Ossie. "Wen | wised to that, | didn't care.”

Again, Ossie used his dejected tone, and it worked. Marge wal ked to the
door; unlocking it, she rested one hand on the knob
“I"1l be back," she prom sed. "Sonme tinme after ten bells. If you want to

lam 1'lIl go with you. You're the one guy that 1'd help bl ow that kind of

dough. Seeing as it's the last of it, | guess | can forget how you got it.
"You can quit the trigger work easy enough, with two thousand bucks in

your wallet. But what |I'mwondering"” - her tone went bitter - "is how Gypper

Thel go cone to double at ante. He nmust of wanted Gat put away real bad."

OGssie started to say sonething, then halted. Marge sawit; finally, Ossie
spoke.

"I didn't say nothing about Gypper," he renminded. "All I'"'mtelling you is
that a guy talked to nme over the tel ephone. W made the deal - | done the job.
He delivers at ten o' clock."

"And it wasn't Gypper?"

"How woul d I know? All | heard was a voice; over the wire. Maybe it was
Gypper, faking sonmething, trying to act smart. Maybe it was some guy that



f ound

out I was a sharpshooter. Anyway, | got this first. You keep it for ne,
Mar ge. "

Gssie pulled a wad of bills fromhis pocket, shoved the nmoney into the
girl's hand. He opened the door, eased her out into the hall. Bl ackness seened

to swing away, across the halls; but Gssie didn't notice it. Wien Marge had
gone, he went to the sofa, sat down there and nopped his forehead with his
sl eeve.

H s watch showed seven mnutes of ten. He went to the wi ndow, opened it
for air. A draft swept through; he remenbered the transom Ossie turned toward
the door. It was then that his nerve left him

That cross breeze had been noticeabl e because the door had opened. It was
cl osing, when Gssie saw it; but that wasn't what startled him Ossie was
riveted by sight of a black-cloaked figure that had glided into the studio.

Those eyes beneath the slouch hat; the |ooning automatic nmuzzle just
beneath them Those added to Gssie's identification of the cloaked intruder
He
gul ped the nane:

"The Shadow "

CORNERED as Gat had been, GCssie was as pitiful as the killer whom he had
nmur dered. He wanted to postpone the fate that he knew he deserved. He heard
The
Shadow s | augh, sinister, sibilant. It brought a chill to Gssie, with a trenor
that increased when he saw the cl oaked avenger noving toward him

Then came an interruption that gave the killer a sudden flash of hope. It
canme fromthe door deep in the alcove - a click announcing that the barrier
had
opened. Ossie stopped the pleading words that were starting fromhis |ips.

Aid had arrived; it would come fromthe supercrook who had tal ked to
Cssi e
as a voice across the wire. The Voice, master brain, was here ahead of
schedul e,
using the rear route to reach the studi o hide-out!

Ossie's elation died. The Shadow, too, had sensed the arrival. He was
shifting toward the front wall so that he could get a bead on the al cove,
keepi ng GCssie covered all the while.

Ludrig wilted. He couldn't escape The Shadow. No one coul d! Wien The
Shadow dealt the cards, the game was over. He seened to think of everything.
So
Gssie reasoned - and his judgment seemed correct, until another click
occurr ed.

Even The Shadow didn't hear that one in tine to prevent what followed. It
cane fromthe hallway door, that click; and an instant later, a girl's hand
thrust into sight.

Mar ge Hot zl en had returned to eavesdrop. She had heard The Shadow s
| augh.

Knowi ng that Ossie was in a tight spot, Marge was supplying swift action of
her
own.

Her hand was noving toward the light switch beside the door. She reached
it instantly, snapped it the noment she touched it. The room became darkened,
except for the dull background of the w ndows. Against themwas the human
outline that represented Gssie Ludrig.

Then, as if tined to Marge's surprise action, canme stabbing shots through
bl ackness. Those gunbursts weren't issued by The Shadow. They cane fromthe
al cove; froma spot so deep that The Shadow had not yet covered it.

There was a hoarse cry fromthe window Gssie's arnms flung w de. He was
the only possible target at that nonent, and he received the slugs. Wth his



yell, he jolted backward; |osing his balance, the hired murderer went | urching
t hrough the wi ndow, scaling in a long dive to the cenent, four stories bel ow
Again, swi ft doom had plucked a nmurderer from The Shadow s clutch before
the man could testify. This tinme, the master of crinme had inserted the
interruption in person.
Through with OGssie Ludrig, he had paid himoff with bullets. Shrouded
death, amid the darkness, marked the finish of another trail!

CHAPTER | X
TW STED BATTLE

MARGE HOTZLEN wasn't the sort who | ost her nerve. She had proven that by
her quick work with the [ight switch. But when she saw Gssie's plunge, the
dar kness went red before her eyes. She had cone to save Ossie; his doom was
t he
i mediate result. Marge gave way to a wild, wailing shriek that echoed through
t he studio.

During that cry, The Shadow was springing to a front corner to gain a
l'ine
of view al ong past the wi ndows. He heard the rattle of the al cove door, saw it
swi ng wi de. Against the dull l|ight above the rear roof, he saw the man he
want ed.

The nurderer had turned for a last look inward. He was peering into the
studio; a revolver glimrered fromhis fist. Across his face, The Shadow saw
t he
outline of a mask; scarcely necessary, for in this dimess, there wasn't a
chance of making out the man's features. Even the supercrook's body was vague.
He seened bul ky in the doorway; but the exit, itself, was narrow. Even to The
Shadow, the nman's size was a question that could not be readily answered.

VWhat The Shadow want ed was the superplotter hinself.

This nmoment offered swift conpletion of a case that teened with nmurder; a
chance to end crinme and bring its facts to light. But, to prove everything to
absol ute satisfaction, The Shadow wanted to take The Voice alive.

Qui ck shots would do, for The Shadow had skill at crippling adversaries
wi t hout delivering nortal wounds. He had tine to cover a dozen feet before
t hat
door slammed, and place a telling shot from closer range.

Best of all, the supercrook - now a man of actual murder - would not
observe The Shadow s nove. By keeping several feet inward fromthe w ndow, The
Shadow coul d avoid GCssie's mistake. H s own background was the front wall of
the studi o, which was a black blank in the darkness.

The Shadow | unged silently. He stopped short to aim H's finger was on
t he
trigger; his gun nuzzle had a straight bead on the huddling nurderer. Coolly,
The Shadow squeezed the trigger.

He jolted as the gun spurted. The bullet went w de, cracking the door jam
above the nmurderer's head. The Shadow was rolling by the wi ndow, fighting off
an attacker who battled Iike a she-tiger.

Marge had flung herself into the fray. Recovering fromher nonentary
angui sh, she had spotted The Shadow taking aim From her angle of view, The
Shadow had been outlined agai nst the wi ndow where Gssie had dived.

The Shadow had known it, but he had credited Marge with recogni zi ng what
had happened. The darkness, it seened, had deceived her. She thought that The
Shadow had fired the shots that sent Gssie to his doom

Luckily, Marge had no gun. If she had possessed one, she woul d have
drilled The Shadow fromthe doorway, instead of making this mad drive.



THE man beyond the al cove heard the gunshot; he caught sounds of the
fracas fromthe floor. He fired back blindly in the darkness, but his ai mwas
wi de. He intended to correct any such error by peppering the entire front of
the studio; a clever plan, if he had found time for it.

But The Shadow took over after the supercrimnal had | oosed two usel ess
shot s.

Freeing his gun hand from Marge's clawi ng clutch, The Shadow j abbed
bullets in the nurderer's direction. The shots were wi de for Marge was stil
in
action; but they sufficed to save The Shadow and the crazed girl who battled
with him The killer didn't care to keep hinself in sight. He nade a dive for
t he roof, slamm ng the door as he went.

Mar ge hanpered The Shadow s pursuit. She was fighting with terrific
frenzy, wiggling in eelish fashion fromevery grip that The Shadow gai ned.
That |asted for a dozen seconds; then one gl oved hand cl anped Marge's neck
t he
ot her pressed agai nst her chin.

Wth an upward jolt The Shadow deftly ended the struggle. The shock
paral yzed Marge; she settled linp in The Shadow s arms. Resting her on the
fl oor The Shadow sprang for the exit that the nurderer had chosen

The door was bolted fromthe outside; it took several hard drives for The
Shadow to crash it open. He crossed the roof cane to a trapdoor. There was
anot her half mnute before he could jimy it open. From sonewhere far bel ow
The
Shadow caught the roar of a departing car.

The Voi ce was gone.

Li ke echoes came the weird drawl of a siren. GQunfire had been reported,;
police were on their way to Gssie's studio. The Shadow uttered a grimlaugh in
the gloom It was like the affair at Tiffan's boardi ng house. A nurderer was
gone; The Shadow remmi ned to bear the brunt.

It wouldn't be hard to slip the closing police cordon. Not if The Shadow
had to performthe task alone. But there was anot her person to consider. The
Shadow hadn't forgotten Marge.

He had overheard the girl's talk with Ossie. Though she was loyal to a
self-admtted nurderer Marge had taken no part in crime. That would be a hard
story for the police to believe, however; especially if they found evidence to
prove Cssie's real profession

There wasn't time to search the premises for Gssie's rifle; and even with
that removed, Marge night be blamed for Gssie's death. The girl herself, had
to
be taken fromthe scene of crime. Wth that thought, The Shadow r et urned
promptly to the studio.

Marge didn't show a sign of life when The Shadow lifted her fromthe
floor. If she had, she would have listened to whatever he night have said; for
poundi ng footsteps were already on the stairway and they had the heavy beat
that typified patrol nen.

Resting Marge upon the couch, The Shadow gai ned a few m nutes' |eeway by
| ocking the studio door. He was carrying Marge to the al cove when the police
began to pound the barrier. The door was strong enough to hold themfor a
little while; |ong enough perhaps for The Shadow to conmplete his departure.

MARGE lay |inmp across The Shadow s shoul der as he crossed the roof and
reached the trapdoor. It |led down through an enpty house. On the ground fl oor
The Shadow used a flashlight to find a side door that |ooked |ike a good
choi ce.

He regretted it the noment that he carried Marge through. The side
passage
connected with the courtyard where Gssie's body lay. A couple of policenen
st ood



above the dead killer; one happened to swing a flashlight in The Shadow s
direction. The officer gave a shout.

The Shadow made for the front streets still carrying his human burden
The
cop hadn't managed a good | ook at himand Marge but he knew that he had
spotted

someone. Commands to halt foll owed by revol ver shots were sufficient proof.

Cater-cornered across the way was a little cigar store; its proprietor
was
standi ng on the sidewal k gawking in the opposite direction. The Shadow reached
the house next to the store; he placed Marge beside a low flight of steps.
Peeling his black cloak fromhis shoul ders, carrying the slouch hat with it,
The Shadow pl aced the garnents over the girl

Marge | ay hidden in that spot; even the cloak was scarcely visible. It
| ooked much like a shadow cast by the steps. Turning The Shadow st epped bol dly
besi de the man fromthe cigar store just as two policemen canme into sight
across the way.

To all appearances The Shadow was agai n Lanmont Cranston, when he coolly
i nqui red:

"Have you seen any sign of the cab yet?"

"Cab?" The cigar store owner |ooked puzzled when he heard the question
"What cab?"

"The one | called for fromyour pay booth, just before the excitenent
started.”

The man shook his head. He didn't remenber this customer, but took it for
granted that he had been inside the store. If Cranston was a custoner, he
wasn't the sort that any storekeeper would want to | ose.

Police arrived. They started a series of gruff questions. It didn't take

themlong to realize that one man - in shirt sleeves - was the owner of the
cigar store. But they were suspicious of the other, even if he did wear
eveni ng
cl ot hes.

They listened, though, to Cranston's explanations; and when they
guesti oned the storekeeper, he gave support. One officer was still doubtful

but the other rendered a smart decision

"We'| | give you the benefit of it," he told The Shadow, "provided the cab
shows up."

The Shadow handed the storekeeper a dollar bill for some cigars. The
proprietor went inside for them brought them out, the best snokes in the
pl ace. The officers watched The Shadow light one in Cranston's leisurely
style.

Just then, a cab rounded the corner. The Shadow struck another match
gave
it a slow up-and-down shake that finally extinguished it.

The cab pulled up beside the curb

"Al'l right, mster," decided the doubtful patrolman. "Your story stands.
Sorry we caused you trouble. But there's been a murder in the next street.”

"Quite all right," acknow edged The Shadow. "You were performng your
proper duty. And with my comrendation, | offer cigars.™

The patrol men accepted the perfectos. They went back across the street.
The storekeeper was back in his shop; al one, The Shadow spoke to the cab
driver:

"G ve ne a hand, Me."

Toget her, they put Marge in the cab. Mwe caught the idea the nmonent that
his chief reveal ed where the girl lay; the double lift made it a quick job.
Moe
took the wheel; The Shadow becane his passenger. Two minutes |ater, they had
cl eared t he nei ghbor hood.

In the pinch, The Shadow hadn't forgotten that he had ordered Me
Shrevnitz to cruise around near Gssie's hideout. Me was the speediest cabby



in

Manhatt an, and he was in The Shadow s service. The cab, itself, was The
Shadow s

own property.

AS they rode al ong, The Shadow asked Mbe if he had seen signs of the
nmur derer. Me hadn't. He had heard the shots fromtwo bl ocks away, and had
taken the front-street when he cane by. That nmust have been when the
super cr ook
had been cutting through to the rear

Marge was stirring when The Shadow | eft the cab, taking his cloak and
hat .

The taxi was in notion when the girl sat up. She was rubbing her forehead,
wonderi ng how she had arrived here. Marge spoke to Mde through the wi ndow, in
a

vague tone, she gave him Gssie's address.

"You don't want to go there, lady," volunteered Moe. "That's where you
cane from Besides - there was a | ot of shooting going on. The cops m ght have
alot to ask you."

Marge swayed. It was real - the fact that Ossie was dead! The girl's lips
set tightly; then, gaining control of her enotions, she questioned Me:

"You're a regular guy, ain't you?"

"Sure, I"'mregular!" returned Me. "That's why | gave you a lift when |
found you in this cab. | don't want to see anybody get into trouble."

"So if I tell you where to take ne, you won't -"

"I won't be spilling it to the cops."

Mar ge gave the address. Moe drove the girl to a quiet street, left her in
front of the cheap boardi ng house where she lived. He told her to forget the
fare; that he hadn't started the neter, anyway. Marge's thanks were sincere;
enough so to convince Moe that this was the girl's actual address.

From a few bl ocks away, Mde put in a report to Burbank, the contact man,
giving himMarge's address. Wth that report, Me felt sure that he had
provi ded inportant information. And he was right.

Marge Hot zl en was to play an inportant part in comng events that would
concern The Shadow.

CHAPTER X
CROCKS CAMPAI GN

THE death of Ossie Ludrig caused sensational news the next day. He had
been a specialist anmong killers; a | ong-range sniper to whom vari ous
under wor | d
killings could be attributed, once the police had himplaced. GCssie's rifle,
with its telescopic sight and hair-trigger, was all the evidence that the |aw
had needed.

Al so, the fact that Ossie had posed as an artist added interest to the
scene. So did the half-finished painting of a nystery girl that the police had
found in GCssie's studio. Photographers made a head-and-shoul der portrait from
that painting and it was printed in the newspapers, with the caption: "MSTERY
BLONDE. "

Marge Hotzlen saw it and enjoyed a | augh. She had always told GCssie that
he was a lousy artist. The picture proved it. Wien Marge conpared it with her
own reflection froma mrror, she was confident that no one woul d recognize
her
as the girl in question

Nevert hel ess, Marge remmi ned i ndoors until evening. Wen she finally
appeared upon the street, she wal ked to the nearest subway station, darting



gl ances behind her. She saw a tall man strolling along, but decided that he
wasn't The Shadow.

As for the little wi zened fell ow who foll owed her down into the subway,
Mar ge supposed himto be sone idler who had nerely decided to take a ride
upt own.

North of Times Square, Marge wal ked eastward al ong a side street unti
she
cane to a narrowbuilt hotel. At the desk, she gave her nane and asked for M.
Thel go. Soon, she was riding up to the penthouse, where she was nmet by a
servant who | ooked nmore like a thug than a butler. He ushered her into a
l'iving
room where a tuxedoed man received her

Those clothes didn't seemto suit "Gypper" Thel go. At best, he | ooked
li ke
some slugger hired to eject unruly customers fromnight clubs. H's face was
wi de-j awed, his nose was flat and askew. Hi s eyes were tiny, with the quick
dart of an unruly el ephant's; above them were beetle brows that seened to
craw
whenever their owner frowned.

Mar ge knew, however, that Gypper was as smart as he was ugly. He had
managed sone of the toughest rackets in New York, before the going got too
tough. He proved his smartness by his opening coments.

"Hell o, Marge!" he said, in an easy tone that seemed vel vet conpared with
his | ooks. "Too bad about Ossie. | feel |ike you do, kid. Heart-broken!"

"Yeah?" queried Marge. "Well, how about laying off the sob stuff and
giving ne the real |owdown. Wy did you put Ossie on the spot?"

"It wasn't me," returned Gypper, with a spread of his big hands. "You
know
how | al ways worked with Gssie. A grand for every job he staged, cash on the
line."

"Sure! Until you got the idea of offering himtw grand, and never paying
it. Double or nothing - and that means Gssie got the goose egg. No wonder they

call you Gypper!"

THERE wasn't any argument from Gypper. |nstead, he preserved his pose of
synmpat hy. Marge cal med; Gypper reached into his pocket and drew out a fat
wal let. Fromit, he peeled two thousand doll ars.

"Here's the dough," he announced, "and you've got no reason to refuse it.
Because | wasn't the guy who hired Gssie to try and get The Shadow. "

Marge motioned for Gypper to put the noney away. She was nore interested
in what he had to say.

"The Shadow " she exclaimed. "I thought it was Gat Harreck that Ossie
bunped. "

"It was," admtted Gypper. "Only, he wasn't neant to. | guess Gssie told
you wrong, so you wouldn't be worried. He nmust have figured that The Shadow
woul d show up | ast night."

Mar ge eyed Gypper steadily. Her gaze had that occasional flash which
sometines cane. Finally, she said:

"For a guy that had nothing to do with the deal, you seemto know a | ot
about it, Gypper."

"Il give you the | ow down."

Gypper nade good that promise in a nost convincing style. First, he
turned
to Marge and asked if she renenbered Ossie saying anything about a "voice"

t hat
had tal ked to himacross the wire. She adnitted that Ossie had. Gypper nodded
sol emml y.

"The Voice talked to ne today," he told her. "That's how | got the

| owdown. Do you know what's in back of it? I'Il tell you; that snatch that was



pul l ed a coupl e of days ago. The Voice is the guy who grabbed Daniel C une!"

Marge's eyes went w de.

"Here's the whole story, the way The Voice gave it," continued Gypper.
"Zig @Gurkel and a couple of his mob staged the snatch. They put C ume away
somewhere, so's he'd be safe. But there was a fell ow spotted them- Tim
Ti f f an,
the guy with the newsstand.

"The Voice sent Gat to rub out Tiffan before he could squawk. He got word
that The Shadow was tailing Gat, so Ossie was sent to cover up. Zig was there,
too, with his nob. Only, Gssie knocked off Gat by m stake, and The Shadow
cl eaned up Zig and the nob."

Marge's lips forced a bitter snile.

"I begin to get it," she said. "I've been thinking over a |ot of things
since |ast night."

"And that was one of then?" queried Gypper.

"Sure!" returned Marge. "I couldn't figure Ossie croaking Gat, not even
for two grand. But the way you put it nakes sense. Ossie wouldn't adnmit that
he
pi cked off Gat, when he was trying to get The Shadow. He al ways cl ai med he got
the guy he was after.”

"And he was right, too," conceded Gypper, "until that time. Anyway, he
wasn't much to blanme. Gat was westling with The Shadow, when Gssie cut | oose.
That's why his shot went sour."

Gypper let that statenment settle in Marge's mind. Again he proffered the
nmoney; Marge shook her head. Gypper insisted; this tine for a new reason.

"I't's not on account of Ossie," he declared. "It's for something el se -
where you can hel p. You know who croaked Ossie; The Shadow did. Al right,
we're going to get The Shadow and you're in on the deal ."

Mar ge reached out and took the wadded nmoney from Gypper's brawny fist.

She

stuffed the bills into her frayed purse, stretched her hand again to shake
with

Gypper .

"I thought that would fetch you," approved Gypper, with a chuckle. "Gssie
al ways said you weren't no gun noll, even though you weren't no squeal er,
either. But |I figured that when it came to getting The Shadow, you'd play
bal I . "

"You did, huh?" snapped Marge. "You're a smart guy, Gypper, but you doped
it wong! Get this: | was all for The Shadow, until last night. But when he
croaked Cssie, that changed it.

"I was lucky to get out of that jam but | managed it somehow. And all
|'ve been saying to nmyself since is 'Shadow.' You think he's a guy in black,
huh? Well, when | see himhe'll ook red because that's the col or everything
will turn!”

GYPPER nodded in his fake synpathetic fashion. His big lips held back a
grin. He was saying to hinmself that Marge was one doll he could figure out.
Hs
tal k of gangland's feud with The Shadow had sinply been a cone-on, to make
Mar ge
express the sentinents that Gypper was sure she actually felt.

There were nore details to be settled. Marge reni nded Gypper of the fact.

"What about The Shadow?" she queried. "How are we going to get hin®"

"Through dune's secretary,"” replied Gypper. "The dame you' ve been
readi ng
about - Irene Borion."

Marge started to say sonething; Gypper stopped her.

"We ain't hurting the dame," He assured. "The Voice says she's needed to
collect the ransom But first, we'll work her as a decoy, to bring The Shadow



where we want him Get it?"

Marge "got" it. She nodded.

"And that's where you figure," added Gypper. "Tonight, stay at a hotel
to-norrow get yourself sone flashy duds. Nobody's going to suspect anything
when you drop in to see the Borion dame. Anyway, it won't matter if they do."

He pulled a fol ded sheet of paper fromhis pocket, placed it in Marge's
hand.

"Read that when you get in your taxi," he told her. "Then tear it up and

throw the pieces away. You'll know enough to do what's needed, but not enough
to put you in wong. You'll get the rest of it tonorrow, the way the note
says."

Gypper ushered Marge out to the el evator. Reaching the | obby door, the
girl | ooked for a cab. One was parked at the hack stand; but another swung in
front of it.

The driver of the parked cab | eaned out to start an argunent, but
desi st ed
when a wel | -dressed man stepped up to take his cab. The parked cabby preferred
t hat fashi onabl e passenger to the shabbily dressed girl who was taking the
rival taxi.

The driver of Marge's cab thrust a pointed face to the connecting w ndow,
as he questi oned:

"Where to, |ady?"

That driver was Mbe Shrevnitz; but Marge di splayed no recognition of the
cabby who had befriended her the m ght before. She merely named the hotel
wher e
Gypper had told her to stop over night.

As she rode, Marge opened Gypper's note. It was crudely typewitten; the
nmessage occupied |l ess than half the sheet. The note was easy to read, however,
by the many |ights on Broadway. Marge absorbed the contents.

They had passed the well-lighted area. From her purse, Marge brought a
stubby pencil. She scrawled a few words on the typewitten portion of the
not e,
muttering as she did so. She was piecing a fewitens that Gypper had
nmenti oned.

Evidently, she found it easier to scrawl the thoughts as they cane.

Then, remenbering Gypper's final instructions, Marge tore the note in
hal f. She followed with nore tearing. Mde, his head cocked above the wheel
coul d hear the sounds that came fromthe rear seat.

Reaching fromthe cab wi ndow, Marge opened her hand. Fragments of paper
fluttered like confetti. A breeze scattered themw de. Looking fromthe rear
wi ndow, Marge saw a car cl ose behind. She gave a short, pleased |augh.

That car, she was sure, had been sent by Gypper, to nake certain that she
followed the racketeer's instructions. It kept on tagging the cab; probably so
its occupants could learn if Marge went directly to the hotel that Gypper had
namned.

ITwas a long ride to the hotel, for Gypper had chosen one well renote
fromhis owm. The cab was many bl ocks north of Tines Square when it halted.
The
neter read one dollar and thirty-five cents. Along with the wad of big bills
that she had received from Gypper, Marge had a few |l ast dollars of her own.

She handed two ones to Moe, told himto keep the change. Again her eyes
were |istless, showing no recognition of the cabby. Entering the hotel, Marge
regi stered and was conducted to a roomon the fifth floor

Once there, she listened while she puffed a cigarette. She could hear
creaky sounds fromthe hallway, for the transom was open. The girl noted that
it had been wedged that way, and she gave a wy snile.

Gypper was still keeping tabs; but it worked two ways. She could hear the
racketeer's prowing spies as easily as they could detect sounds fromthe



room
The tel ephone jingled. Marge answered. It was Gypper
"Yeah, |I'mhere all right," Marge told him "And so are your bl oodhounds!

Say, Gypper, why don't you give them bozos a buzz and tell 'emto sneak around
in their socks? | want to get sone shuteye. |'m | ooking ahead to a big day
t onmor r ow. "

She hung up the receiver. The creaks fromthe hallway | essened. Marge
figured that the lurkers had heard her voiced suggestion and had followed it.

She hadn't finished her cigarette, when the tel ephone rang agai n. Marge
answered it, gave a pronpt hello. Receiving no answer, she added:

"That you, Gypper?"

There was no response. Marge heard the clerk's voice, apologizing that he
had call ed her by m stake.

"Wong room huh?" queried Marge. "All right, buddy. Forget it!"

Lowering the receiver, she heard a sound that termnated in the sharp
click of a broken connection. The tel ephone went rigid in the girl's hands,
t hen, nechanically, she placed the receiver on the hook. The tel ephone thudded
to the table.

The gaze in the girl's eyes was far away. The expression on her |ips was
grim alnmost as if she had caught sone ghostly echo fromthe past. She
coul dn't
forget the nonmentary whi sper that she had heard before the call had been cut
of f.

Only a whisper - the sort that m ght be attributed to one's imagination
But it bore a striking simlarity to a tone that Marge Hotzl en had heard nore
vividly, the night before.

The | augh of The Shadow

CHAPTER Xl
CRI MELAND S MESSAGE

SHORTLY before six the next evening, Irene Borion arrived hone at her
little third-floor apartnent. She wasn't in a happy nood, for her mnd was
filled with many conplicated thoughts. She felt that she had becone far too
important in affairs that were beyond her

This was the end of the third full day since Daniel Cune had passed from
sight. On each of those days, Irene had received an abrupt call from sone
person who could be defined only as a voice. Those tel ephone conversati ons had
been repetitions: always bringing the sane question

How rmuch would Allied Airways pay for the return of Daniel C une?

The police had traced those calls, but wthout |uck. They had been made
from obscure phones in different parts of Manhattan. The caller had been smart
enough to escape observation, on each occasion

Fortunately, the police recognized that Irene was a nmere pawn in a huge
gane. Therefore, they had not kept follow ng her. That, at |east, was a
confort; and tonorrow, whatever happened, the ordeal would be over.

By that tine, the directors of Allied A rways would have their mnds made
up. M dnight tonorrow evening would mark the expiration of their option
peri od.

If they wanted to buy the Green Star Lines, they would have to have an offer
ready when Irene received the final call

Today, Irene had chatted with Lanont Cranston and other directors of
Al lied Airways. They were dining together this evening, at six-thirty. Oher
guests woul d be present; Cune's predicament woul d be the subject of heavy
di scussi on. Unquestionably, some decision would be reached before the neeting
ended.

Irene's thoughts were interrupted by a sharp rap at the door. Despite the
suddenness, the strokes did not seem heavy. Irene didn't expect trouble, unti



she had started to open the door. Right then, she halted in alarm but her
worry faded when she saw the visitor

The arrival was a wonman, who gave her a friendly smle fromthe hallway.
She was an attractive, well-dressed bl onde; at |east, such was Irene's first
i mpressi on. She changed that opinion, however, when the visitor stepped inside
t he apartnment.

Stronger light didn't favor the blonde's features; furthernore, it showed
t he gaudi ness of her attire. The woman was wearing expensive cl othes, but she
had bedecked themw th an overl oad of garish ornaments. In fact, lrene
coul dn't
renmenber having ever before seen any one dressed with such outl andi sh taste.

Bef ore Irene had recovered from her surprise, the blonde began to talKk.

"Hell o, honey!" she said, briskly. "You're Irene Borion, ain't you?"

| rene nodded.

"My nane's Marge Hotzlen," continued the visitor. "Now that we're
acquainted, | got sonething to tell you. Let's sit down and chat it over,
huh?"

She clicked open a fancy cigarette case. Irene shook her head, so Marge
nmerely took a cigarette for herself. She lighted it with a new and expensive
lighter, while Irene watched her face against the flicker of the flane.

MARGE' S frankness inpressed Irene. She deci ded that whatever the visitor
said would be clearly and directly put. Moreover, she was sure that it
concerned Daniel Cune. Realizing the possible inmportance of the conming talk,
Irene nmet Marge's next gaze with a snile

"We're friends, all right," spoke Marge, "and we ought to be. W' re both
go- betweens on the same proposition. That's what |'ve come to tal k about."

Mar ge was | ooki ng strai ght ahead; past Irene she could see the darkness
of
alittle kitchenette. Fromthat space stretched a | ong streak of blackness
t hat
formed a curious silhouette upon the floor

The | ong streak noved. The shaded, hawkish profile faded. Eyes peered
from
t he darkness above; they were burning spots anmid the gloom There was a slight
swish in the lurking place; any ears that heard it mght al so have inagined
t he
whi sper of a | augh.

But Marge's stare didn't change. She was focusing her gaze upon Irene.
Apparently, Marge was w apped conpletely in the duty that had brought her
her e.

Irene, too, was tense; so concentrated that she detected no stir fromthe
ki tchenette behind her.

Irene's tone was steady, when she asked: "Wat have you come to tell nme?"

"It's about your boss," confided Marge. "The guys that snatched himare
going to bring himsone place where he can talk to you."

"You nmean that M. Cunme is in New York?"

"Honest, | don't know, " replied Marge. "Right now, | can't even tell you
where you're supposed to nmeet him That dope is going to be phoned here about
six o' clock."

I rene becane specul ati ve.

"I'"ve supposed all along," she declared, "that M. Cume was inprisoned
somewhere in the city. After all, there are nore hiding spots in New York than
anywhere el se."

"I figure the same," agreed Marge. "The cops cased the bridges and the
tunnels right after Clunme was snatched. Besides, the sticks ain't no place to
st ow nobody. Not with the way the Feds work. Them Feds mpoch into everything!

"But we're wasting tinme, kid. Here's what | want to know. Are you ganme to
drop in on Clume, wthout w sing nobody to what you're going to do? If you



ain't, the deal's off."

I rene pondered. She could see good reasons why Cl unme's captors wanted her
to talk to her enployer. Perhaps C une had suggested sone way of dealing with
the directors of Allied Airways. Men in his plight often did so.

There even was a chance that C unme had t hought out some way of escape. He
m ght have urged his captors to bring Irene on the pretense that it would
hurry
t he ransom paynent, but with the actual purpose of gaining her aid.

At least, a nmeeting with Cume would give Irene sone |line on the nobsters
who held the prisoner. As for herself, Irene felt sure she would be safe. As
Marge had said, she was being used as a go-between and therefore would be
needed afterward.

I T never occurred to Irene that she was being used as decoy, to lure a
mysterious investigator called The Shadow. Had that fact been suggested; had
Irene known the extent of the feud between The Shadow and the underworld, she
woul d not have considered her life to be worth a finger-snap

“I"1l go," decided Irene. "But what if | am m ssed?"

"You won't be," returned Marge. "This thing ain't going to take long -
fromwhat |'ve been told."

"Just who was it that told you?"

Irene's question was put artfully, but Marge parried it to perfection.

"I don't know," replied Marge. "It was a voice that talked to ne; I|ike
t he
one that's been calling you up, according to the newspapers."

"And The Voice is calling here tonight?"

"Sure! That's what we're waiting for, ain't it?"

The wait wasn't to be long. Irene and Marge had scarcely resuned their

conversation, before the tel ephone bell interrupted. It was Marge who
answer ed,
snat ching the tel ephone before Irene could reach it.
"Yeah, this is Marge..." Her lips tightened in a half-smle. "Sure! She's
gane for it... Al right. Gve ne the dope and I'Il pass it along to her..

Yeah... Ei ght o'clock... Sure, I've got it..."

Handi ng the tel ephone to Irene, Marge undertoned:

"He wants to talk to you, so you'll know he's the McCoy. And tell himthe
idea's jake with you."

Irene gave that information over the tel ephone. As for the tone of the
voi ce, she didn't doubt its authenticity. It was gruff, definitely disguised,
but it resenbled the caller who had talked to Irene three days in a row

By the time Irene hung up, Marge had penciled a di agram and an address
witten beneath it.

"You go in this basenent," she told Irene, "and right through to the
courtyard; then into the house in back. That's where you'll find dunme. And
t he
time you're to get there is eight o' clock. And listen, kid: take a tip from
ne.

Leave sonething here, like a note, to tell where you've went. Just in case."
I rene nodded. She reached for her hat and coat, only to hear Marge's

sharp

guesti on:

"\Where are you goi ng?"

"Qut to dinner," replied Irene. "Wy do you ask?"

"You' ve got to stay right here," retorted Marge. "So The Voice will know
you haven't tal ked to nobody. He's got guys casing this place. Cook up your
own
dinner, and let it go at that."

"But supposi ng soneone tel ephones ne?

"They won't. Part of ny job is to see that it won't happen.”



Marge picked a pair of scissors froma table and clipped the tel ephone
wire. Gipping Irene's arm she said in parting:

"And don't let it worry you honey. |I'mgiving you ny word for it. You
won't get hurt!"

THERE was real assurance in Marge's tone; so much, that Irene was
convinced that the blonde was in close touch with the persons who had
engi neered the gane. That inpression increased as soon as Marge left, for
I rene
could hear mingled footsteps in the hallway. She knew that men had been
listening outside all during the conference.

Irene turned toward the kitchenette.

A startled gasp cane to her lips, only to vanish there as though
controlled by some inpelling force. Irene was facing another visitor - a tal
bei ng clad in bl ack.

Al that she could see of his features were eyes; the rest of his face
was
obscured beneath the brimof a slouch hat. But those eyes al one controlled
her .

They told her that this weird visitant was a friend; that he had heard al
t hat
passed between her and Marge.

The Shadow cane closer to Irene. H s whispered words could not have
reached the hallway, but they were audible to Irene. The Shadow enphasi zed
t hat
Irene was to obey his commuands al one.

She was to remain here. |If danger arrived, sone tine after eight, there
woul d be a route to safety. Pointing through to a bedroom wi ndow, The Shadow
told Irene that there was a | adder outside | eading down to an adj oi ning roof,
one story bel ow.

"Keep this closed." The Shadow s gl oved hand touched the bedroom door
men will be waiting behind it, in case you call. They will take charge, while
you depart."

As if in denonstration, The Shadow drew the bedroom door toward him Wen
it was half shut, he perfornmed a deft twi st into darkness wi thout stopping the
nmoti on of the closing door. Irene found herself staring at the bl ank door
itself, her eyes popping in amazenent.

Seemi ngly, The Shadow had vani shed i nto nothi ngness, as new proof of his
ghostly power. But Irene never doubted that she had actually tal ked with that
strange visitant, whose word was comand

Her ears heard an echoed tone that seenmed carried by the breeze fromthe
closing door. It was a whispered | augh - encouraging the girl who heard it,
but
the sort that would chill unruly foenen.

Irene had received the parting token of The Shadow

CHAPTER Xl
THE PERFECT SNARE

VWHEN Marge Hotzlen left Irene's apartment, she went to the very address
that The Voi ce had nanmed. Such was part of the instructions that she had
recei ved, without nentioning it to Irene. So was the fact that Marge chose a
special route to reach the place, although it was only a few bl ocks distant.

Taking a cab, she rode to a hotel, paid the driver w thout waiting for
change. Hurrying through the | obby, she left by a rear door, entering a cab
that waited there. It took her to an el evated station, where she boarded a



train and rode one station south.

There, she crossed over by a bridge above the tracks and took a
nor t hbound
train. At the third stop, she descended, hurried into a cab and gave an
addr ess
a half block fromher ultinmte destination

Marge was quite sure that she had shaken off any trail ers when she wal ked
the I ast hal f bl ock. Moreover, she wasn't the only person who was sure.

Along that last stretch, Marge saw lurking figures; knew that they were
t hugs bel onging to Gypper Thel go. Although a gruff voice had done the talKking
over the tel ephone, it was Gypper who was nanagi ng the trap

"One and one ought to make two," nmuttered Marge, half aloud. "But this
time, maybe they still make one. If Gypper ain't the big-shot in this racket,
I
m ss ny guess."

This street wasn't far from Ti nes Square, but it seened secl uded,
particularly at the spot where Irene was supposed to arrive at eight o'clock
A
t hought struck Marge, as she stepped to the obscure basenment entry and noted
t he
dark, brownstone front of the enpty house above.

I nside, she followed a pitch-black hall until she reached a door. Wen
she
opened it, she found Gypper and two others waiting in a roomthat was
illumnated by a single |ight.

"Hell o, Gypper!" greeted Marge. "Say - didn't this joint used to be an
old
speak?"

"You guessed it," chuckled Gypper. "Anyway, you ought to know. Didn't you
and Gssie used to nake the rounds of the speak-easies?"

"Me? How old do you think I anmf? I was wearing kneepants in them days."

Gypper wasn't in the nmobod to argue matters of age. He pointed across the
roomto a heavy, netal-covered door

"That | eads upstairs,” he told Marge. "It's where we're going to be."

Then, gesturing to the back of the room he added:

"That door is the way the doll goes; and The Shadow foll ows. Cone al ong.
"1l show you the lay."

ONE of Gypper's men flashed a light along the front hall, as a first
precaution. Seeing no sign of anyone, he followed the others. They went
t hr ough
a back hall, cane finally to a rear door that opened into a bl ackened
courtyard.

Gypper rayed a flashlight about the tiny square. The gl eam showed three
house walls, all with netal -shuttered wi ndows. The back of the court was
bl ocked by the snooth wall of a squatty warehouse. Gypper extinguished the
flashlight and pocketed it.

"When The Shadow gets in here," declared Gypper. "He's boxed! There ain't
no way out except back through this door."

"How cone?" demanded Marge. "that kid | talked to - Irene - is supposed

to
go through to the next street, ain't she?"
"OfF course!" replied Gypper hastily. "There's a door for her to use."
"Where? | didn't see it."
"I'n the back of the warehouse. I'Il show you."
Gypper reached for his flashlight; then:
"It ain't wise using the glimtoo nuch," he said. "Take nmy word for it
Marge; the door's there. It'll be opened for the dane then shut and barred
from



t he ot her side.

"Forget that door. Here's one that's nore inportant. Step back and I'I
show you how it works. | can risk the flash, here inside the hall."

They stepped in fromthe rear doorway. Gypper stooped to the floor
handl ed his light in guarded fashion as he adjusted a board al ong the door
sill. He gave a tap then bobbed back swi nging the flashlight.

Qut of the doorway slithered a sheet of steel that rode into place
wi t hout
the slightest noise. It formed an absolute barrier to the courtyard.

"The control is upstairs" chuckled Gypper. "with a light to tell whether
it's open or shut. You know what this thing was here for? In case prohibition
agents tried to raid the speakeasy by com ng down fromthe roof."

"Why coul dn't they have cone through the warehouse?" asked Marge. "You
said it had a door didn't you?"

"Yeah, they m ght have come that way too," conceded Gypper quickly.
"Anyway this steel blocker was here; so we rigged it for The Shadow. "

They wal ked back toward the |ighted room Marge was the first to enter
She halted upon the threshold, her eyes toward the front hall. Gypper pressed
forward past her, with the quick grow:

"You saw sormet hi ng?"

Mar ge shook her head.

"It was black. There in the hall,"’
qui ck
gander. Ever since Ossie was croaked, |'ve been |ooking for The Shadow. "

"There's no chance of him being here yet," rasped Gypper, his tiny eyes
set across the room "He didn't tag you; so he's got to trail that other dane.
At |east we're counting on himdoing it."

she replied. "I was just taking a

THERE was bl ackness that Gypper didn't notice. It stretched in fromthe
front doorway of the roomand it was receding slowy along the floor. Its
creepi ng fade was al nost ended when Marge turned to Gypper

"I'f The Shadow s smart enough to be watching Irene,"” remarked the bl onde,
"how do you know he ain't going to wise to that trick door that's waiting for
hi nP"

"I thought of that," returned Gypper. "You're right; The Shadow m ght
figure sonething phony, if he was coning into a place. But the steel door is
set to snag himwhen he's going out. Get it? Even The Shadow won't wise to a
gag like that."

Gypper stepped across the room he rapped at the door that |ed upstairs.
Its surface bore lines of rivets that formed a series of squares. One of those
portions slid open; a thug's face appeared at the wi cket.

"Open up!" ordered Gypper. Then, to Marge: "Once we see the signal |ight,
there' |l be a nmachi ne gun poking through this wi cket just in case The Shadow
does happen to come back."

"And suppose," said Marge, "that he tries to clinb out of the courtyard?
He m ght get a grip on one of the shutters."

"I'f he does," returned Gypper, "it'll be hotter than he thinks. Those
wi ndows are where the other 'typewiters' are posted. The boys wll get busy
wi th those nmachine guns if they hear anybody taking hold."

The group went up the stairs. The door and wi cket both closed. There was
silence in the squarish basenent room finally, the place went black. Gypper
had extingui shed the |ight by pressing an upstairs swtch.

The trap was ready for The Shadow.

A tiny flashlight drilled the darkness. Its gl ow becane a series of
occasi onal guarded blinks, as a figure noved through fromthe front. Only one
prow er coul d have advanced with such utter silence: The Shadow.

He had arrived here as soon as Marge. Passing Gypper's sentries, The
Shadow had entered inmredi ately afterward. He had heard nuch that was said by
the exit to the courtyard; Marge's later conversation with Gypper had told him



nor e.

Movi ng t hrough, The Shadow was to get a cl oser survey of the trap that
crooks had set. He didn't test it. Instead, he crouched by the open doorway
and
peered upward; made out the blank wall of the warehouse, with its roof edge
three floors above.

Fi ni shing that inspection, effective despite the | ower darkness, The
Shadow retraced his way to the front street.

He had al ready picked out the lurking spots where spies were on duty.
Passing themwas a nere repetition of the former process. The gl oony spots
along this street made it easy for crooked sentries to keep watch; but the
rule
wor ked two ways.

There were just as many unoccupi ed patches of darkness that The Shadow
could use. He becane a flitting shape of blackness, totally unobserved as he
pr ogr essed.

Nearing the next avenue, The Shadow was past the cl ose-knit cordon of
t huggi sh watchers. His own cab was parked there; he got in, gave an order to
Moe. The cab rounded the block; it rolled along the next street.

No spies were present on this thoroughfare. As the cab neared the front
of
the grimy-wall ed warehouse, The Shadow ordered Moe to sl acken speed. Dropping
fromthe slowing cab, he took to the darkness on the opposite side of the
street.

FROM t hat vant age spot, The Shadow studi ed t he warehouse across the way.
H s eyes roved upward, follow ng the roof front. That inspection ended. The
Shadow s flashlight twinkled in the darkness about him He was |earning the
details of the ground cl ose by.

Hi s task was ended by the time Me's cab cane cruising past. The cabby
had
slowy circled the entire block, in obedience to instructions. A blot of
l'iving
bl ackness, The Shadow energed from cover. He reached the cab's running board
just as Moe let the rear door sw ng outward.

A hal f second later, the door had closed. The Shadow was inside the cab
He spoke a new destination

"Hotel Coliath."

The ride wasn't a | ong one. The Shadow nade the nost of the short tine
that remmi ned. He produced earphones and a m crophone fromthe secret
conpartnent that contained a short-wave radio set. In response to his
i denti fying whisper, came a nethodi cal voice:

" Bur bank speaking."

"l nstructions!"”

Wth that word, The Shadow began a series of energency orders that
concerned such agents as diff Marsland and Hawkeye, with others who could be
brought fromreserve. They were not needed to guard Irene; The Shadow had | eft
that to Cyde Burke and Harry Vincent, another agent - both of whom were used
to more select circles than the underworld.

Instructions finished, The Shadow packed the radi o equi prrent. Di scarding
his black attire, he stowed it in a sliding conmpartnent beneath the rear seat.
A | owt oned whi sper pervaded the interior of the cab, fading as The Shadow s
garments went from sight.

A few seconds later, the taxi halted in front of the Hotel Goliath. The
Shadow al i ghted, no longer a sinister figure in black. He was Lamont Cranston,
i muacul ately attired in a dinner jacket, arriving to join the directors of
Al lied Airways.

The hotel clock showed twenty m nutes of seven. The Shadow s expedition
had required less than forty mnutes, fromthe time when he had first spoken



to
I rene Borion.

He was arriving ten minutes late for dinner; but that could be expected
of
Lamont Cranston, who sel dom seenmed to care if he was punctual

Certainly, that slight tardi ness would give no one an inkling that the
supposed Lanmont Cranston was actually The Shadow

CHAPTER XI I'|
BEFORE El GHT

WHEN Lanont Cranston strolled into the private dining room he found an
assorted group there. In addition to the directors of Alied Airways, he
observed three nen whose presence pronised interesting devel opnments.

One was | nspector Joe Cardona, as poker-faced as ever. Another was Carter
Dunwol d; the president of Green Star was as puffy as Cyde Burke had descri bed
him The third was Theodore Trenchell; the bul ky busi ness magnhate was smling
i n a condescendi ng fashi on

The di nner, Cranston |earned, had been postponed until seven-thirty.

That didn't interfere with his plans. He had intended to | eave before
di nner was over; instead, he would sinply go before it began. He had the best
of excuses; presumably, he was to neet his friend Conm ssioner Weston at the
Cobal t C ub.

The Shadow hadn't ganbl ed on that score. He knew that Weston was out of
town and wouldn't be in until eight. Hence, there hadn't been any chance of
finding Weston at the dinner

Anot her man entered before the conference began. He was
dar k- conpl exi oned,;
hi s heavy nustache gave hima gl oony aspect. The Shadow knew the arrival, but
didn't say so. He let Cardona introduce him The visitor was Vic Marquette of
the F.B.I.

Covernment nmen had been busy in the hinterlands, due to nunerous false
runors that persons had been seen who answered the description of Daniel
C une.

But when it cane to tal k of ransom paynent - the subject of this evening's
di scussion - Vic Marquette had found it inmportant to be in New York

One of the directors took over the nmeeting. Acting as spokesman, he
voi ced
t he general decision of the others.

"W have hoped that the | aw woul d nanage the rel ease of Daniel dune," he
declared. "lInstead, there has not even been a clue to the place where Cune is
i mprisoned. This is not criticism W recognize that the |aw nust often nove
slowy in these cases.

"But this situation is npbst unusual. Woever abducted C une knows t hat
hi s
return to us is valuable, if arranged within the next twenty-four hours. After
that, d une becones nerely an ordinary victim

"\Whet her or not we should pay for Clunme's return, is one question. There
is another, quite as puzzling. That is the amount that we should offer. The
Voi ce who called Mss Borion left that entirely to us. Wat should we answer?"

The speaker |ooked appealingly to Cardona, who notioned toward Marquette.
The Fed gave an answer.

“I'"1l tell you in one word," he said, gruffly. "Nothing! This case isn't
the only thing at stake. I'mthinking of the future. 1{ you pay big for
Cune's
rel ease, a lot of other crines may start, all of a simlar nature.

"There's one way to beat this racket. That's to ignore all demands for
ransom If that policy was universal, there' d be no kidnappings, for the



chance

of profit would be out of it. My advice is: Ignore the natter. W' re | ooking
for

Clume, and we've got rid of a lot of chaff. Gve us a while longer; we'll have
hi m back anyway."

THE directors approved of Marquette's advice. They went into a huddl e,
Cranston anobng them Soneone buzzed a suggestion; its popularity increased.
Finally, Cranston was enjoined to announce the proposition

He turned to Carter Dunwol d.

"This involves you, M. Dunwol d" - Cranston's tone was even - "because it
concerns the option. The directors believe that if you put an extension on the
option and announce the fact publicly, the laww Il have all the time it

requires to |l ocate Cune."

The words brought a worried | ook to Dunwol d. Huddling in his chair, he
seened to deflate like a pricked balloon. H s eyes were nervous as they darted
fromman to nan.

"It can't be done!" wheezed Dunwol d. "The option rmust stand! It
term nates
tomorrow night, at mdnight. That is final."

"Just why?" demanded Marquette.

Dunwol d chewed his |ips, nade no reply.

“I"1l tell you why," snapped Cardona. "Dunwold wants to get bigger dough
for his steanship lines!"

The chal l enge didn't sink Dunwol d. Instead, it brought back his ponpous
manner. |If there was anything in which Dunwold took pride, it was his
i mportance as president of the Green Star Lines.

"And why not?" queried Dunwold, with a withering stare. "That option was

a
great m stake! One, however" - he gave an inportant cough - "for which

cannot

be criticized. The value of Geen Star did not soar until a few nonths after
the option was given. | did not foresee that the contracts held by Green Star

woul d prove so vital."

"Did Aume foresee it?"

The question canme from Cranston. It nade Dunwol d wi nce. Cranston's eyes
were keen, as they scrutinized the ponpous man. They ferreted the very
t hought s
in Dunwol d's mind, as displayed by facial expressions.

Dunwol d did not realize that; nor did others. The puffy president of
G een
Star was forced to an answer, that he gave despite hinself:

"No. Cume did not foresee it."

The glint of Cranston's eyes told that he knew the answer was correct.
There were ot her questions that The Shadow coul d have put to Dunwol d, but he
refrained. They could be asked at sonme later time, when inportant business
woul d not call The Shadow el sewhere.

O her persons didn't share Cranston's unexpressed opi nion. The directors
of Allied Airways were |aughing despite thensel ves. They believed that C une
had foreseen the future value of Geen Star and had outsmarted Dunwol d.
Natural ly, Dunwold wouldn't admit that fact.

The mirth restored Dunwol d's pose of self-inmportance. It was Joe Cardona
who tried to shatter it, by driving hone his earlier statement.

"It amounts to this, M. Dunwold," declared the inspector. "To get a
bi gger price for Green Star, you'll let Clunme suffer. Is that hunman?"

"It is ny duty," retorted Dunwold. "I regret Clume's nisfortune, but |
owe
an obligation to the stockhol ders of ny conpany.”

"Then suppose we put it up to then®"



"They could not be assenbled within the next twenty-four hours. And
besi des” - irked by criticismand ridicule, Dunwold had beconme crafty - "the
whol e proposition is inpossible. That option was issued to Cune, as president
of Green Star.

"Only Clunme can exert that option" - Dunwold | ooked toward Cranston -
"whi ch accounts for the present situation. By the same token, if | grant an
extension, Clume nust sign to make it legal. That closes the matter
gent | emen! "

DUNWOLD sat back triunphantly. Hi s point was won, but he met with angry
mutters fromthe listeners. Cranston's eyes went toward Trenchell who, so far
had been completely silent. Trenchell would be the next man under fire; The
Shadow expected himto open his own barrage. Trenchell did.

"Don't criticize Dunwold," runbled Trenchell. "He is right in not
extending the option. It wouldn't help dune; his status would renain the
sane.

H s captors woul d keep on hoping for a ransom paynent as |ong as the option
remains in force. | have a better plan to end this dilema."

He | ooked directly at Joe Cardona, as if expecting the inspector to give
an opinion. Wiile Trenchell waited, Cardona caught an idea: one that he

t hought
woul d fl oor the overbearing financier.
"That's right, M. Trenchell," declared Cardona, wi sely. "You can help
us.
Just announce that you won't buy Geen Star. That will fix it great."

Trenchel |'s chuckl e came in hearty basso.
"l expected you to say that," he told Cardona. "But what woul d happen if
Green Star went on the open narket? There woul d be plenty of bidders,

begi nni ng
at five mllion dollars and running up to the ten nillion that | am prepared
to

offer. No. There is only one answer. Mney nust be offered for Cdune's
return.’

"Whi ch brings back the ransomidea,"” inserted Marquette, "which | have
advi sed agai nst."

"Not at all," boomed Trenchell. "The ransom demands can be i gnored.
Instead, |, personally, shall offer a reward of one mllion dollars for the

return of Daniel O ume before m dnight tomorrow "

THE proposition was a bonmbshell that left all hearers agape, except one.
That |istener was Lanont Cranston, otherw se The Shadow.

"You ask the reason for my offer?" Trenchell's tone was al nost snoot h;
hi s
lips had their baffling downturned smle. "Purely because | amsorry for
C une.
| have many millions - far nore than | need - and | can spare the anount that
I
have naned.

"Big business to me is a sporting proposition. You can't ask ne to
wi thdraw from a race, because | won't. But | have no objections whatever to
accepting a handicap. It adds to the zest of the race.

“"In this case, if | lose ny chance to purchase the G een Star Lines,
shal | have the satisfaction of doing Daniel Clune a service. Perhaps these
nen”
- he waved toward the directors of Allied Airways - "may choose to rei nmburse
ne
later. But that is another matter. My offer has no strings.”

Behind it all, The Shadow could see the brai nwork for which Trenchell was



fanous. Trenchell knew that he was tal ked about as the man who coul d have
arranged Cune's abduction. It was worth a million to Trenchell to spike those
runors.

The profound awe in which nmost of the listeners took the offer was proof
that Trenchell had scored. But there was one man who was thinking farther, and
The Shadow could tell what was in that person's mnd, even though the man did
not betray it.

The thi nker was Joe Cardona.

He saw the catch to Trenchell's offer, on the basis that Trenchell was
behi nd Cl une's abduction. Joe would have bet a million of his own, if he had
that rmuch nmoney, that Trenchell's reward would not be claimed until after
t oror r ow m dni ght

By then, the option would be finished. Trenchell would purchase G een

St ar
for ten million. Cume would show up within a few nore days, and if anyone
clainmed the reward, Trenchell would pay it.

It would sinply ambunt to paying an extra million for Geen Star, which
was probably worth far nore to Trenchell. As the hero of the hour, Trenchel

woul d be above suspicion fromthen onward. To Cardona, Trenchell's big-hearted
tal k was the bunk.

It was half past seven. Trenchell's announcenent brought the conference
to
an abrupt close. Receiving handshakes, Trenchell said goodni ght, prom sing
t hat
he woul d make hi s announcenent to the newspapers within the next hour

Dunwol d, too, was |eaving, and as the two departed, Cranston expl ai ned
t he
reason why he could not remain for dinner. Last of the three to | eave, he
reached the lobby in time to see two |inmousines pulling away.

Cranston's own |inousine arrived; for The Shadow had ordered it here.
Entering it, he gave Stanley an address on the street where the warehouse
stood. The Shadow was on his way to spring Gypper's trap before the appointed
hour of eight.

The Shadow regarded this expedition as an intriguing ganme; one in which
he
had foreseen every hazard. But despite his preparations, The Shadow nmade
al  owance for possible m schance.

It was well that he did so. Events were already shaping, to nenace The
Shadow s wel | -1aid plans.

CHAPTER XI 'V
DOUBLE BLUNDER

Two men were to make trouble for The Shadow.

Not wittingly, for they were persons who regarded himhighly, and would
have done anything in his behalf. Singly, neither man woul d have reasoned out
the process that was to follow, but together, they were dynanite.

Those two were Joe Cardona and Vic Marquette.

VWhen The Shadow had | eft the Hotel Goliath, he expected Joe and Vic to
remai n as di nner guests; but they decided otherwi se. Each found an excuse to
be
el sewhere, and they left the hotel together

Soon they were eating ham and eggs in a quiet corner of a quick-1unch
caf e.

Bet ween bites, Cardona propounded his theory regarding Trenchell
Marquette listened; his gloomy face displayed enough interest to show that he
was i npressed.

"It could nmake sense," admitted Marquette. "Personally, though, | had ny



eye on that bird Dunwold. | figured Trenchell as having too nmuch sense to nmix
i n funny busi ness.

"But Dunwold's in a fix. He doesn't like that option, because it makes it
| ook Iike Cune outsmarted him Once Geen Star is sold, Dunwold's got to find
anot her job. He might stage anything; and he's slippery enough to do it."

Cardona reni nded Marquette that Dunwol d had been on shipboard at the tine
when C une had di sappeared. Vic, however, still tried to figure Dunwold as the
big brain. At |ast:

"Maybe we're both wong," declared the Fed. "Sone big racketeer may have
pull ed the grab. There's one thing, though, that we ought to have checked on
Those phone calls the Borion girl received."

"From The Voi ce," nodded Cardona. "I checked on them"

"Did you?" interrupted Marquette. "Were were Dunwol d, and Trenchell,
when
those calls were made?"

Cardona adnmitted that he didn't know

"You shoul d have watched both of them" argued Marquette. "But as it
stands, the only tinme you had the two under observation was tonight, from
six-thirty to seven-thirty."

"That's sonethi ng, anyway."

"Not unless Irene Borion got a phone call from The Voice during the past
hour. If she did -"

"W could forget Dunwold and Trenchell!" Cardona came to his feet. "From
what Irene's said about The Voice, the guy nust be the big-shot! Maybe the
girl's home tonight. I'Il call her."

There was a pay tel ephone in the corner. Cardona knew t he nunber and
dialed it. Pretty soon, he was arguing with the chief operator. He bung up in
a
hurry.

"What's the matter?" asked Marquette. "Is the line busy?"

"It's dead!" snapped Cardona. "Forget your coffee, Vic. W' re heading
over
to her apartnent, to see what's the matter!"

THE qui ck service of the lunch room plus the rapidity of the
conversation, had consuned conparatively few nmnutes. It was only a little
after quarter of eight when the two aces arrived outside Irene's apart nment
house and | ooked up toward the wi ndows of the girl's living room They saw a

[ight there.
"She ought to be in," decided Cardona, "unless something has happened to
her. 1'lIl start up, Vic. You take a | ook along the street, then follow"

The entry door was unl ocked; Cardona had shoved it half open, when
Marquette stopped himw th a sharp whi sper

"I'"ve spotted sonething!" infornmed Marquette. "A fellow slinking into
t hat
all ey across the way. He's behind the ash cans; and the alley |ooks blind.
can
box himthere, and watch the w ndows."

"Go after him" accorded Cardona, "but wait until | give you a wi g wag
that it's all jake up in the apartnent.”
Cardona's tones were also low, but his words - |like Marquette's - carried

t hrough the narrow hall of the apartnment house. Creeping footsteps approached;
stealthy lurkers were coming along the hall to balk the two investigators.

The crooks forgot that their own sounds could carry through that
tunnel -1i ke cavity. Cardona heard them when they were six feet short of the
door. Snhapping a warning to Marquette, Joe whi pped out a revolver, sprang to
nmeet the skul kers.

Li nber figures |engthened; hands swung bl ackj acks. Cardona warded wi de
with his left arm while his right forefinger pressed the gun trigger. The



muzzl e of the revolver was snothered by a slugger's body. That thug coll apsed,
| eaving Cardona in a grapple with the man who had struck w de.

Marquette was performing a conplete circle. He saw the results of
Cardona's action; he renenbered the nman across the way. Dropping to the floor
of the entry, Marquette ained for the blind alley just before a rising skul ker
fired.

The crook's bull et whined above Vic's head, to crack the inmitation marble
of the entry. Marquette jabbed a shot with his own gun. It was a hit. The
sniper did a stagger into the alley.

O hers were springing to view, but Marquette was ready for them Half out
of the entry, he punped three shots in different directions. They weren't
hits,
but they sent enem es to cover

There was a tunble fromthe stairs. Cardona and his adversary were comi ng
down in a long spraw . Marquette didn't | eave the finish to | uck.

As the two caught tenporary bal ance, ready to teeter into a final fall
Marquette supplied a downswi ng of his revol ver, squarely against the nobster's
skull. The fellow collapsed in Cardona's grasp; Joe woul d have gone headl ong,
if Vic hadn't grabbed him

A MOMENT | ater, the two law officials were diving out into the street as
guns spurted fromthe rear of the ground-floor hall. Trigger-nen had cone
t hrough fromthe back; but they had hesitated to nake sure of the identity of
the nen in the entry.

That was all the respite that Joe and Vic required. They were away, out

to

the street, while the first quick shots were ricocheting fromthe entry walls.
"The alley!" snapped Marquette. "I picked off the sniper that was therel™
"Good work!" panted Cardona, as they |egged across the street. "We'll use

it for a dugout until the patrol shows up!"

They made the all eyway ahead of the shots fromthe snipers that Marquette
had scattered. They were rolling behind the ash cans when the nen fromthe
hal | way arrived upon the street. Then battle began w th vengeance.

Mobsters were trying to coax Marquette and Cardona into enptying their
guns; after which a massed charge could be nmade. Fortunately, Vic and Joe not
only saw through the gane; they were prepared to block it. Both had extra
rounds of ammunition; while one fired, the other rel oaded.

Firmy ensconced in their inprovised fortress, they kept off the
attackers.

THREE fl oors above, in the house across the street, Irene Borion had
heard
the roar of battle. The Shadow had forewarned her that there m ght be trouble,
but it was of a sort that Irene hadn't expected.

First, it had cone early, before eight o' clock. Again, it wasn't close to
her apartnment; it was in the street.

It m ght mean a nenace to her later; but for the present, Ilrene
consi der ed
hersel f safe. That was why she didn't hurry to the bedroom door, where she
knew
the protectors awaited in the bedroom to guide her along a route to safety.

Simlarly, The Shadow s agents could tell that the i mmedi ate danger |ay
bel ow. Since Irene wasn't involved, they waited for her call. Those noments,
too, gave them a chance to find out what was up.

Harry Vincent remained close by the door, while Cyde Burke started to
peer fromthe bedroom w ndow on the side that offered a partial view of the
street.

In that brief tine space, Irene felt curiosity, along with her



excitenent.
She wanted to know nore before she called for aid or took to flight.

Irene sprang to the door leading fromthe living roomto the hallway; she
opened it, stepped out to look for the stairs.

Bef ore she realized that she had ignored The Shadow s nobst i nportant
i nstruction, Irene experienced the result of her tenerity.

Lurkers hadn't left this floor

Two nen sprang from beside the doorway, grabbed Irene before she could
start a struggle. Snothering her attenpt at screans, they started her down the
stai rway.

Despite the outside gunfire, The Shadow s agents heard sounds of that
fracas. Harry whi pped open the door, came bounding through the Iiving room
with
a drawn automatic. O yde was close behind him also pulling a gun

Fromthe stairway came a pair of reserves; extras fromthe thuggish crew
bel ow, bringing word to grab Irene, since something had gone wong with the
gane. The chance arrival of those two gorillas prevented Harry and O yde from
effecting a rescue.

The Shadow s two agents met the huskies at the hallway door. One was
slugging a gun for Harry's head, when Cyde stopped it with a shot to the
fellow s shoul der. The other woul d have picked off Cyde, if Harry hadn't
pil ed
bet ween.

@un hands went wi de. Weapons were lost; forgotten in the hand-to-hand
grapple. Harry was linber, Cyde was wiry; with one crook wounded, the agents
soon outmatched their beefy foes. By that tine, however, the clatter fromthe
stairs was ended. Irene had been carried far bel ow

Clyde and Harry hurried out through the bedroom w ndow, descended the
| adder to the roof below Fromthe parapet, they ained their guns, only to be
again too | ate.

A nobst er- manned sedan was turning the corner of the rear street, no
| onger a target even for a |ong-range sharp-shooter. In that car was Irene
Borion, a prisoner.

Hordes of crineland, forced to action by the law s ill-tined
i nterventi on,
had produced anot her problem for The Shadow

Only The Shadow coul d of fset the doubl e blunder wherein Irene had pl ayed
an unwi se part.

CHAPTER XV
WHERE DEATH FAI LED

| MPORTANT t hough the news of Irene's capture mght be to The Shadow, he
was, at present, where it could not reach him He was |eaving the entrance to
t he squatly warehouse where he had rmade previ ous observations.

The Shadow had not arrived there alone. Inside the warehouse, nmen were
starting up the stairs carrying a |l arge, unw el dy burden that made an
odd- shaped bundl e in the darkness.

Taking his course to the front street, The Shadow was allowing time for
his agents to station thensel ves. That period, however, would not be many
m nutes. The Shadow had already cal cul ated the required tine, and it neant
only
a slight delay on his part.

Shifting past Gypper's pickets, The Shadow reached the entrance to the
one-ti me speakeasy. There, he made no effort to cover his arrival. Rather, he
i ngered | ong enough, and openly enough, to give outside spies an inkling of
hi s presence.

Hs final shift, however, was elusive. It carried himin through the



door,

away from any chance gunfire. He knew that Gypper had ordered the outside
watchers to restrain their triggers; but underworld gunners were apt to go
berserk, if they had time to get a real bead on The Shadow.

A dimlight guided The Shadow when he passed the door. The route had been
prepared for Irene, expected first as decoy. Gypper hadn't wanted the girl to
bl under around in the dark. The sooner she was through, the better; since The
Shadow m ght be foll ow ng cl ose.

No spying eyes were present; not even in the squarish room where Gypper
had again turned on the single light. There was no nenace fromthe rivet-edged
wi cket in the stairway door, for it was tight shut.

The Shadow continued to the rear hallway. There, he net darkness, but it
wasn't inpenetrable. The door to the courtyard was open. The Shadow coul d
observe its outline, thanks to the reflected glow fromcity lights that
filtered down fromthe sky.

In the courtyard, though, it was very dim

That was why The Shadow paused just short of the doorway. He strained his
gaze toward the dimwall of the warehouse directly opposite. H's eyes, quickly
accustoned to semni darkness, nade out a streakiness against that wall.

Crouching low to take advantage of the thicker darkness, The Shadow
crossed the threshol d.

The well-oiled barrier slid shut behind him Its nechani sm perforned
wi t hout noi se, but The Shadow coul d sense the thud that came when the edge of
the steel door reached its terninal

Not a sound stirred the courtyard. Locked in Gypper's open-air trap
under
shutters that could open |like steel doors to deliver machi ne-gun nuzzles, The
Shadow needed absolute stealth. A single mnute mght prove the total tine
limt that he needed. His stealth was therefore remarkable, for it was
acconpani ed by speed.

UPSTAI RS, Gypper was staring at a tiny light that glimered froma wall.
To Marge and others with him he gruffed:

"The door has slid! The dane's gone through. 1'll douse the downstairs
lights, to make it tougher for The Shadow. "

Gypper pressed the needed swi tches. Then:

"I"l1l bet the dame's still fishing for the other door," he declared, wth
a short guffaw. "Only, she won't find it - because it ain't there!"

"What d' ya nean?" snapped Marge. "You said there was a door on the other
side, in the warehouse wall."

"What | said is one thing, sister,"” broke in Gypper. "Wat's what, is
somet hing el sel Forget the nmoll. W can't chance anything with her."

"You mean she'll be there when The Shadow shows up? To get rubbed out
al ong with hinP"

"Sure! It's the works for both of "eml Here's where | slide back that
steel wall, so's it'll be open for The Shadow. "

Gypper's fist was on a switch beneath the |ight, when a hoarse voice
interrupted fromthe doorway. One of the outside spies had arrived.

"Hold it, Gypper!" ejacul ated the hoodlum "The moll ain't got here yet.
That was The Shadow who went through! W spotted him™

Gypper rasped orders to the men beside him

"Pass the word!" he told them "To the guys at the w cket, and the w ndow
crews. Tell "emto open up with the typewiters, into the courtyard!"

He pressed the controls for the downstairs lights, to cut off any |ucky
retreat by The Shadow. That fixed things for the wicket crew. Turning fromthe
light which told that the steel barrier remained shut, Gypper grated to Marge:

"W ain't worrying about the dane, unless she's dunb enough to barge in
here too soon. So we're all straight on that. Get nme?"

Marge couldn't have replied if she had wanted. A terrific roar burst from



the courtyard. Through the crack of a closed shutter, Marge coul d see gushing
flames reflected fromw ndows all about.

A machi ne- gunner shoved open that very w ndow Marge was using. He pushed
a
submachi ne gun through, to join in the volley. Hundreds of bullets were raking
every sector of the courtyard; the hail was riddling the walls alnost to the
hi gh | evel of those ground-fl oor w ndows.

The roar deadened Marge's eardruns. She shut her eyes, flung her arm
across her face, to cut off the blinding flashes that came from gun nuzzl es.
The spouting flames had the brilliancy of a vol canic eruption

W ndows were clattering in upper stories. The whol e buil ding trenbl ed.
This terrific outburst could have wi ped out a reginment. The fact that it was
designed to elininate one |one fighter proved how crinmel and feared The Shadow.

But Gypper's gunnen weren't worried about that. Each man in the ugly
hor de
of woul d-be assassins wanted credit for the deed. Al had the same venonous
thought: to riddl e The Shadow beyond recognition; to | eave nothing but a pulp
in the tatters of a ruined cloak

THE gun roars finished. Crackly echoes rolled back and forth within the
courtyard |like slashing surf trapped anong huge cliffs. Gypper's raspy tone
seened tiny, after that steel-throated chatter. Listeners barely heard his
wor ds:

"Downstairs! We'll see what's left of The Shadow "

They reached the bottom doorway. Crooks had a machi ne gun through the
wi cket, covering the rear passage. Gypper ordered themto punp bullets through
t hat darkness, in case The Shadow had managed to drop back before the steel
door cl osed.

The machi ne gun spoke. Its bullets clipped plaster fromthe walls, dented
the steel barrier. The gunners didn't want to halt that fire, but Gypper
stopped them pronptly. He was satisfied that no one could have survived in the
passage.

Quickly, the stairway door went open. Gypper led the rush to the stee
barrier. He waited | ong enough for one of his crewto chase upstairs and pul
the switch. Wen the steel surface slid back, Gypper manipul ated the trick
floor so it wouldn't work again.

Meanwhil e, two of his men had hauled in a floodlight. They plugged the
wire into a floor socket; the Iight swept the courtyard. Slowy, it described
a
semcircle, while Gypper and his followers traced the gleamw th gl oati ng
eyes.

Their ugly expressions didn't fade until that |ight had covered every
i nch
of the four-walled trap. Then it was Gypper who nout hed an oath of
di sappoi ntnment, that was echoed by the snarling voices of his gunners. Those
epithets came fromevery wi ndow where eyes peered in astoundment.

The courtyard was enpty!

Even a half ton of bullets couldn't have riddl ed a human being into
absol ut e not hi ngness, without |eaving some trace of the victim There was only
one expl anati on. Gangdomi s trapped foerman had escaped, unscat hed.

Cat hs grew feeble. Again, silence gripped the courtyard. This time it was
broken by a ghostly sound that brought shudders to the huddl ed gunners whose
bullets had not kill ed.

Seemingly fromfar away, The Shadow s nocking laugh trailed to a fading
finish am d those squared walls where death had failed

CHAPTER XVI



THE SHADOW S ALLY

THUGS had piled into the courtyard; they were scouring its crannies,
poki ng everywhere with revolvers. Frantically, they were trying to dig The
Shadow from some i npossi bl e hiding spot. That |augh, com ng from nowhere, nade
themthink that their superfoe was still about.

Gypper Thel go had a different opinion.

It was Gypper who finally baw ed for someone to turn the floodli ght
upward. The beam swung toward the warehouse wall, stretched a | ong stream of
light clear to the building s roof.

The grimy stone was whitened by the glow For the first time, the glare
reveal ed the path that The Shadow had taken fromthe cul -de-sac where crooks
had boxed him

A taut rope | adder hung fromthe warehouse roof, its |oose end dangling
down into the courtyard. That | adder was of odd construction. Its rungs were
of
nmetal; its ropes were jointed. Thus the |adder had flexibility, allowing it to
be | owered easily; once in place, it could be tightened by drawing on the
ropes. That accounted for the ease and speed with which The Shadow had cli nbed
it.

The | adder had been waiting when he reached the courtyard. Its ropes were
the di m streaks that The Shadow had sighted agai nst the warehouse wall. Agents
on the roof had acconplished their appointed task

Gypper Thelgo had | earned the nystery of The Shadow s parting |laugh. It
had been delivered fromthe roof, directed down toward the courtyard.
Strangel y
evasi ve, the source of the nockery had been difficult to fathom

As Gypper stared, he saw the | adder creeping upward, drawn by hands above
the parapet. No one was in sight; hence gunfire would be usel ess from bel ow.

However, Gypper had a better idea.

"CGet through to the next street!" he shouted. "Pile into the warehouse!
Get to the roof - The Shadow is still up there!"

Mobsters scranbled fromtheir steel-shuttered wi ndows. They were
abandoni ng their machi ne guns as too weighty to lug up through the warehouse.
Revol vers woul d be the proper weapons for close-range battle with The Shadow.

The | adder was still going upward, slowy, steadily. Gypper gave a
cont enpt uous snort. The Shadow woul dn't have a chance to get to the street, at
that rate. Gypper's killers could take care of him

Stepping into the squarish room Gypper spoke to the two nmen who renmi ned
with him He addressed Marge al so, for she had remained with the group

"Here's where we scram" announced Gypper, "before the bulls show up
They' Il hear the shooting around the warehouse, so that's where they'll head.
It neans an easy getaway for us."

There was conmotion fromthe front hallway. Gypper yanked a revol ver,
faced in that direction. H's beetl e-browed forehead furrowed suddenly; his
thick lips forned an ugly, triunphant grin. The arrivals were two of his own
men; thugs who had been stationed at Irene's apartnment.

Wth them they brought a weak and weary prisoner: Irene Borion, herself!

| RENE was exhausted from her struggles; so linmp that her captors were
forced to support her between them Her head was tilted forward, but she
rai sed
her face when she heard Gypper's grow .

The girl's dark eyes fixed upon Gypper Thel go.

There was chal l enge in her gaze; her expression told that she regarded
Gypper as the cause of all crime. She proved that when she questioned, boldly:

"Where is M. dume?"

Gypper ignored the question. He tightened his grip upon his revolver,
whi | e he asked one of Irene's captors what was happeni ng outsi de.



"They're trying to bust into the warehouse,” inforned the thug. "They say
The Shadow s in there, but that he nmust have had guys with him to bar the
door. "

"WIl they make it?"

"Not much chance," replied the thug, glumy. "The bulls will be there any
m nute!"

Gypper turned to a man beside him

"Slide that steel door shut," ordered the racketeer. "W ain't taking
chances on The Shadow comi ng down into the courtyard. Just |oosen that trick
floor and give it a whack - the way you've seen nme do it."

VWil e the hoodl um hurried to obey, Gypper coolly leveled his revol ver
toward lIrene. The girl wasn't |looking at him She had sighted Marge. Eye to
eye, brunette and bl onde were displaying gl ances of mutual contenpt.

I rene renenbered Marge's prom ses; hence Irene's | ook was one of angry
rebuke. Marge hadn't forgotten the prom ses either but she seemed disdai nful
of
I rene because the brunette had accepted them

Gypper rasped an order to Irene:

"Take a | ook this way, w se dane! See what's ready for you!"

Irene gave a toss of her head, to shake away di sheveled hair that was
drapi ng across her eyes. She saw the yawni ng gun nmuzzl e and, for a nonent,
qui ver ed.

Al nmost instantly, her bravery returned. She lifted her chin, spread her
arnms, to await the death shot.

That courage didn't rouse Gypper's admiration. Such sentinents weren't in
hi s make-up. Gypper's phil osophy was to give it, not take it. Yellow at heart,
he argued that bravery lay in using a gun, not in facing one.

That was why Gypper sneered at Irene's attitude. But his expression
becane
one of appreciation when Marge suddenly stepped toward himw th a | ast-noment

request.

"G me that heater!" suggested Marge, reaching for the gun that Gypper
aimed. "This ritzy danme thinks |I double-crossed her. | ain't letting nobody
get

by with that stuff! What's nore, she's been squealing to The Shadow, and he's
the nmug that croaked Gssi el

"For a while, Gypper, | was soft enough to want this dane out of it. But
now | ' mseeing it your way. | don't take snooty |ooks from any dame! There's
plenty of themthat I1'd I[ike to load with lead, and I'll hand it to this cutey

for a starter!"”

OBLI A NAY, Gypper passed the revolver to Marge. Her turn of nind pleased
him He'd figured that it wouldn't be easy to |laugh off Irene's nurder, where
Marge was concerned. Mlls were goofy, in Gypper's estimation; and changeabl e.

This would settle it. Chance had given Marge a tenporary urge to handle
Irene's death. No matter how Marge felt about it afterward, any regret
woul dn' t
hel p. The hard-boil ed bl onde woul d be due for a nurder rap, if she didn't
stick
al ong with Gypper.

Mar ge stepped back, eyeing Irene viciously. The doonmed girl faced her
fem ni ne executioner with renewed courage. Marge, of all persons, wasn't going
to see her wince. Meanwhile, Gypper and his pals were intrigued, including the
hoodl um who had just returned fromclosing the steel door

One nol | croaking another - this would be hot stuff!

So hot, that it didn't happen

Backed to a corner of the room Marge suddenly swung her revolver in a
semcircle, to cover the thugs who held Irene and the hoodl um who stood near

Gypper .



"Stick "emup, rats!" ordered the blonde, her tone harsh. "Wen | say
"reach', | mean for the ceiling; not for rods! No funny business!"

There wasn't any funny business. Irene's stunned captors raised their
ar s
nmechani cal ly. Gypper did the same, although he no | onger had a gun. So did the
t hug beside him

Mar ge beckoned to Irene. Wth a grateful gasp, the rescued girl cane
toward her. Marge stepped aside to let Irene pass. That put Irene out of
harm s
way, in case Marge began to fire.

"Remenber what | told you, Gypper?" demanded Marge, harshly. "That |'d
been thi nki ng things over, after The ni ght when Gssie was croaked? Wll, 1'd
been thinking things | didn't tell you. One was that The Shadow didn't croak
Cssi e.

"I thought he had, when it happened. That's why | went for The Shadow.
But
t here was anot her guy shooting, right after that; and besides, it was The
Shadow
who yanked ne out of that spot, where |I'd have took the rap, if I'd stayed.”

Gypper's big jaw was downward, outward. H s heavy brows were pulled | ow.

"Maybe it was you that rubbed out GCssie!" added Marge. "If it was -"

"You're screwy!" broke in Gypper. "It was The Shadow |'mtelling you,
Marge -"

"You're telling me nothing! When | left your joint, | kept that note you
gave me. Acrost it, | wote plenty nore! And | slipped it to a hackie that I
knowed was working with The Shadow

"What | tore up and chucked out the wi ndow for your guys to see, was the
bottom half of that note - with nothing on it! And after you'd called nme up, |
got a buzz from The Shadow. Al he did was give a ha-ha over the phone; but
that was all | needed.”

MARGE' S tone had risen. It was whol e-hearted despite its harshness. Her
| eft hand was on Irene's shoul der, resting there with friendly grip.

"I knowed The Shadow woul dn't |et nothing happen to this kid," declared
Marge. "When he showed up first, | kept ny trap shut, because | figured The
Shadow woul d be wi se enough to slip one past you.

"He was here before that, see? Looking over the lay; listening in while
we
tal ked about that trick door of yours. | seen himjust as he was sliding out
of

this room So | gave himan earful while | was chinning with you."

Crcling her armabout Irene's shoul der, Marge drew the brunette toward
the rooms front door. Al the while, she kept the revol ver noving fromman to
nman.

There wasn't a stir. The trapped thugs knew that Gypper's .38 had a
hair-trigger. None wanted to be the first to receive quick death.

The girls were halfway to the door when Gypper supplied sudden strategy.

He was safer than the others, for Marge knew that he was gunl ess.

Cal cul ating on a surprise, Gypper nade a half step forward. It nade Marge
steady her eyes on him But Gypper wasn't | ooking at the bl onde.

H s gaze went past her, toward the gloomof the front hallway. H's beetly
forehead lifted, his big Iips widened in a grin. Hoarsely, Gypper ejacul ated:

"Al'l right, boys! Let 'emhave it!"

Mar ge whi pped toward the hallway, thinking that reserves had arrived.

I nstead, the space was void. Before she could wheel back, Gypper had taken a
| ong pounce. He grabbed for Marge's gun hand, as he sprawl ed her to the fl oor,
along with Irene.

Regai ni ng his gun, Gypper scranmbled away fromthe prostrate girls to give
his gun-drawing cronies a clear path of fire. As he went, he repeated his



or der
to "Let "emhave it!" - this tine for the benefit of actual killers, not an
i magi nary crew.

Conming to his feet, Gypper turned to join the fire. Wth that, he halted,
his gun hand half raised. He was riveted like the thugs, for he saw what they
observed. Again, the murder crew was rooted; this tine by a nore threatening
foe than Marge.

Li ke a shape fromthe void, a bl ack-cl oaked figure had stepped in from
t he
hal | way, issuing fromthe very gl oom where Gypper fancied that no one existed.
Eyes burned frombeneath a hat brim twin automatics jutted from cl enched
fists.

Gypper and his outfit were faced by a foe whose presence seened
i mpossi bl e.

They were cornered by The Shadow

CHAPTER XVI |
CROCKS SCATTER

THE | ow-toned | augh that chilled that squarish room brought understandi ng
to Gypper's whirling brain. Like spoken words, facts drilled hone, bringing
Gypper full know edge of The Shadow s | atest ruse.

It hadn't been The Shadow hauling the | adder up the wall. He had |eft
t hat
duty to others. Wth his parting |augh from hi gh above, The Shadow had started
down t hrough the warehouse. He had been outside before Gypper's hordes reached
the rear street.

Men were barricaded in the warehouse; but they were nmerely agents of The
Shadow, holding that fortress until the law arrived. The Shadow had doubl ed
t he
trail, to cone back and deal with Gypper in person

Luck had worked two ways.

First, Irene's capture; then The Shadow s tinely arrival at the spot
wher e
crooks had brought the girl

Yet Gypper, as he analyzed it, realized that it wasn't all luck
The Shadow hadn't cal cul ated on Irene's capture, but he had known that if
the girl fell into crimnal hands, this was where she woul d be brought.

And here, all along, The Shadow had possessed an ally upon whom he coul d
depend in any pinch. That ally was Marge. The Shadow had rightly credited her
with nore grit than Gypper and a crew of gunners conbi ned.

Mar ge, though, had had it a trifle easier, for she had faced the crooks
when their guns were pocketed. Agai nst The Shadow, those sane gorillas had
weapons handy, although they were too scared to use them G ven a break, they
m ght cut | oose.

The break cane.

Marge was on her feet, reaching to help Irene. Marge was smart; she knew
that the sooner she and Irene were off the scene, the easier it would be for
The Shadow. Unfortunately, Marge was too hasty; and |Irene added sudden
cooperation that proved the worst thing possible.

As Irene gave an upward spring, Marge tugged. They stunbled into the path
of The Shadow s | eft-hand gun - the weapon that covered Gypper Thel go. The
racket eer gave a savage bell ow, as he grabbed that chance to aimfor the girls
and the black figure beyond them

The Shadow made a quick dive for an inner corner of the room He didn't
try to fade away; he wanted to bring guns in his direction, to save the girls.
He al so chose a spot well away fromthe front hall, to give Marge and Irene a
chance for exit.



@uns swung for The Shadow, Gypper's first; but the racketeer was in a
frantic hurry. He never had been a marksman, particularly at a moving target.
H s shots ripped four feet wi de of The Shadow.

Marge and Irene were running through the hail when they heard the roar of
other guns. Am d the barks of revolvers cane the staccato stabs of autonatics.
Then, as the girls stopped short, hopel essly wishing to aid, they caught a
tone
that shivered anid the echoes of gunfire.

It was the npbst uncanny sound that any human lips could utter - the |augh
t hat bet okened a quick victory gained by The Shadow

FROM hi s corner, The Shadow had literally withered the four gunners who
made up Gypper's crew, including those who had brought Irene here. The only
man
who had held a chance agai nst The Shadow was Gypper, and he had fluked it.

Four shots, each jabbed froma different corner; two fromeach gun, wth
el bows braced against side walls to stop the recoil - such had been The
Shadow s system Meanwhil e, eneny revol vers had spoken. Their ai mwas poor,
for
crooks were being set back by the inmpact of bullets dealt froma .45 cali ber
gun
of a black-clad battler.

Sl ugs had pinged the walls beside The Shadow, but the cl osest of those
hast ened shots had nerely grazed his cloak sleeve. Gypper's gorillas were
wounded; two, badly so. The only unscat hed nobster was Gypper hinself.

He was making a dive for the opened door that |ed upstairs.

In that single second, The Shadow saw a chance to settle scores with
Gypper. It ended as The Shadow ai med. One of the less injured hoodl ums had
propped his el bow on the floor, was trying to insert a sure shot at The
Shadow.

Noting it, The Shadow made a quick whirl fromthe corner. The crook
triggered his shot, and m ssed by inches. The recoil knocked his el bow from
under him he flattened, spewi ng oaths fromhis puffy I|ips.

That interlude saved Gypper.

Taking the easier direction in his spin, The Shadow had gone toward the
hi nged side of the netal -sheat hed door. Gypper was whi sking past the open edge
when The Shadow fired.

The Shadow pl ayed that shot close, calculated to the fraction of an inch;
but he hadn't time to consider the chance jog that cane from Gypper's el bow.
The door was on an outward swi ng that brought its edge toward the bullet's
pat h.

There was a clang, as the | eaden slug ricocheted fromthe door edge.

Bef ore The Shadow coul d reach a new angl e, Gypper had sl anmed the door behind
hi m

The Shadow perforned a quick wheel to the front hallway, know ng that
Gypper mght open the wi cket and shove a gun through. But Gypper wasn't taking
any nore chances with his inperfect marksmanship. He was satisfied to bar the
door and make a mad scramble up the stairs.

Fromthe floor above, Gypper had several routes to safety.

Two of the floored gorillas were crawling to their feet, hoping for
anot her shot at The Shadow. They fl attened suddenly, when he poked in fromthe
hal | wvay and made a back-and-forth gesture with a gun. That done, The Shadow
delivered a taunting | augh; turning about, he hurried through the hallway to
join Marge and Irene.

The Shadow was | eaving his crippled adversaries for the law to gather. By
this time, he knew, the police nust be very close.

So they were.



WHEN The Shadow guided the girls to the front sidewal k, he found the
street al nbst deserted; but the police were in evidence, fromthe sounds of
sirens wailing all about.

Am d those shrieks came the w despread crackle of scattered gunfire
audible fromthe rear street. The | aw had converged upon the warehouse, to
rout
the massed thugs who had unsuccessfully tried to break into that building.

Mere m nutes would bring police cars in this direction. That didn't mean
that The Shadow had to | eave Marge and Irene to tell their stories. Another
car
was al ready wheeling into sight. It was Me Shrevnitz's taxi

The Shadow hurried the girls aboard, and joined them The taxi nade for
the avenue; it reached there before police cars appeared from one bl ock back
A
traffic light was red; figuring that it would change within a quarter m nute,
Moe stopped the cab, rather than attract attention by cutting through traffic.

That halt brought a sudden sequel

A coupe whi pped froma curb, shrieked to a stop beside the taxi. The
scream of the brakes brought The Shadow thrusting fromthe w ndow, pressing
t he
girls back against the seat. An automatic was bul ging from The Shadow s fist.

The coupe's driver was masked. His eyes were glittering through the slits
of the handkerchief that sufficed to cover his identity, for the corners of
t he
cl ot h dangl ed bel ow his chin, and he was crouched too | ow for anyone to guess
hi s size.

Brighter than the glinmrer of his murderous eyes was the revol ver that
poked fromthe masked nman's cl osed fist.

This was the master brain - The Voice - the nan who knew where Dani el
Clune could be found. He was the overlord of nurder, whose minions were
st eeped
incrime. He was a killer in his own right; he had dealt death to Ossie Ludrig
in The Shadow s very presence.

That supercrook had seen his |atest schemes go awy. Trusting in his
mask,
he had | aunched hinself into sight to meet The Shadow in a death duel. Eye to
eye, gun to gun, both were ready for that clinax.

Two nen on the corner saw the masked face at the coupe's w ndow, they
al so
spotted the head and shoul ders of The Shadow. Wth one accord, they opened
fire
before the duel cane. That pair had an advantage: they had seen Me's cab
st op,
and had seen the coupe pull up beside it.

Those two were Joe Cardona and Vic Marquette. The quick-triggered | aw
aces
t hudded the coupe with sinultaneous shots. The masked driver tranped the
accel erator pedal. The coupe shot forward just as The Shadow fired.

The bullet fromthe .45 shattered the w ndow behind the nasked driver's
head. Wth the crackle of glass cane the bark of the supercrook's revolver.
Those tokens told that The Shadow woul d have won the fray, had Joe and Vic not
i ntervened.

The coupe made a | ucky getaway through traffic. Mde couldn't get past a
truck that shoved in between. He cleared the tangle, too late to trace the car
that carried the head nman of crime. Reaching an obscure side street, Me
stopped at The Shadow s order

Marge drew a | ong breath. Turned toward Irene, she voiced her opinion of
who the nmasked nman was:

"Gypper Thel go!"



It wasn't inprobable. Gypper could have gotten to that parked coupe. But
that wasn't the name that Cardona and Marquette were giving to the man whose
face they had failed to see. Back on their corner, Joe was expressing:

"Theodore Trenchel I!'"

To which came Vic's disputing nmutter:

"Carter Dunwold!"

The Shadow m ght have settled that all-inmportant question; but he heard
none of the opinions that were uttered, not even Marge's. From sonmewhere in
t he
darkness of the side street, The Shadow toned a different sort of utterance.

It was a fleeting laugh; a taunt that seenmed to vanish into the void from
which its owner had so recently appeared. It left two girls gasping in the cab
that pulled away fromthe darkened curb

Marge and Irene realized that they were alone, with only Me to carry
t hem
to safety. But the fact gave them no qual ns.

Both knew that the protection of The Shadow coul d preserve them agai nst
any tidal wave of crine!

CHAPTER XVI | |
THE FI NAL DAY

MORNI NG newspapers brought sensational news regardi ng epi sodes of the
ni ght before; but behind the headlines were unguessed facts that many
reporters
woul d have given much to learn. Only one news hawk had the right dope, and he
was keepi ng num

That reporter was C yde Burke.

VWhenever it |ay between The Shadow and the C assic, the newspaper cane
second with Clyde. But that didn't mean he was disloyal to his editor. For
every big story that The Shadow suppressed, The Shadow gave O yde an excl usive
| ead on anot her.

That was to be proven before this day ended; the last day for Allied
Airways to close its option on the Geen Star Lines.

As Cyde hinself phrased it, in a chat with Harry Vincent, the news of
last night's events was about as cockeyed as anything that had ever hit the
New
York daili es.

First, there had been a | ot of shooting outside the apartment house where
Irene Borion lived. That, according to the newspapers, had turned out to be
pur posel ess. Irene hadn't been there during the trouble; she had cone hone
from
the novies a few hours later with a friend named Marge Hot zl en

Next, mobsters had battled around a cl osed warehouse. Presunably, that
had
been a battle between rival gangs. The police had broken it up. Afterward,

t hey
had found a courtyard in back of a former speakeasy with a | ot of machi ne-gun
bul l ets on the cenment paving.

The aw held to the theory that one gang had put some rivals on the spot,
using the courtyard as an execution ground, then renoving the bodies. The
newspapers weren't sure of that, because no bl oodstai ns had been found.

But the idea - suggested by a few - that the courtyard had been used as a
shooting gallery for target practice, was even nore absurd. So the newspapers
pl ayed up the police theory; particularly since a notorious racketeer naned
Gypper Thelgo was definitely m ssing.

The police took it for granted that Gypper had been slain. Some of the
t hugs who were rounded up had bel onged to Gypper's nmob. They all limted their



stories to the statenent that they didn't know where Gypper was.

That short-clipped testinmony added to the idea that Gypper was dead, and
his foll owers were probably |ooking forward to their own vengeance on the
cr owd
that had slain him

Irene and Marge were not questioned. There wasn't a hint regardi ng The
Shadow s agents who had remained quietly in the warehouse until the battle was
over. Clyde and Harry were conpletely out of it; nobody was wild enough to
nmake
a guess that Irene Borion had been a tenporary prisoner in the hands of
cr ooks.

The Shadow was not nentioned in the news accounts.

Credit for that belonged in part to Joe Cardona and Vic Marquette. The
aces had nutually agreed to keep that fact unknown. Each held the hunch that
The Shadow woul d appreciate it, and return the favor |ater

Crashing the front pages was another splash of news, that happened to be
correct. Theodore Trenchell had offered a reward of one nillion dollars for
t he
return of Daniel Cune, alive. The newspapers used photographs with that story

portraits of Trenchell and C une, side by side.

THE reward was the main subject of a luncheon chat at the Hotel Coliath,
that day. Present were Trenchell and Dunwol d, with Cranston and ot her
directors
of Allied Airways. Marquette and Cardona were also there; each had a speci al
query in mnd

Reporters were adnmitted to that informal conference, and C yde Burke was
anong the nenbers of the press.

Trenchel | presided. Smilingly, he took the conplinents that were accorded
him Then, in his boony tone, he announced:

"OfF course, if Cune is returned before mdnight, |I shall |ose ny
opportunity to buy Geen Star."

He was | ooki ng toward Cranston as he spoke.

"Quite true, M. Trenchell," returned The Shadow, in his usual Cranston
style. "That is why | have recomrended that the directors of Alied Airways
assenble in their usual neeting place at half past eleven this evening.

"If Cdune is found by that time, he can cone there to conplete our
busi ness. O course, M. Dunwold" - he turned to the president of the Geen
Star Lines - "we shall expect you to be present.”

Ponpously, Dunwold replied that he would arrive before mdnight. Mention
of that hour produced a chuckle from Trenchell

"You may expect me just after midnight,"” he declared. "If your conpany's
deal has fallen through, M. Cranston, | shall invite you to stay to see ne
cl ose ny own bargain with Dunwold."

"Unfortunately, | shall not be present” - Cranston's headshake was
regretful - "because other business calls nme fromthe city. However, M.
Trenchell, the other directors will constitute a satisfactory audience."

Mar quette had drawn his chair close to Dunwol d's.

"How was the dinner here last night?" asked Vic. "Did it last long, M.
Dunwol d?"

"Why - why" - Dunwold sputtered his answer - "why, | didn't stay. | drove
home instead."

"Along trip?"

"Qut to Westchester. It took an hour or nore."

"Al one?"

"Yes." Dunwold hurriedly corrected hinself. "That is, alone except for ny
chauffeur."”

Marquette sat back. He'd like to have questioned that chauffeur earlier.



By this time, Dunwold could have instructed the fell ow what to say.
Meanwhi | e, Cardona was chatting with Trenchell

"You made that mllion-dollar offer quick enough,” conplinmented Joe.
"When
did you call the newspapers? Right after you | eft here?"

"Quite soon afterward," answered Trenchell. "I didn't think it was w se
to

| ose much tine."

"About hal f an hour afterward?"

"Yes. Well, possibly not that soon. Let us say within an hour."

Cardona woul d have |iked to have known nore about that hour. Trenchel
was
| oomi ng smarter than ever, in Joe's opinion. He was wi se not to insist that
t he
ti me had been shorter than an hour, because Cardona coul d have checked on the
actual time of the interview by talking to reporters.

WHEN t he afternoon newspapers appeared, they carried news of the com ng
nmeeting in the dennore Building. Some printed a picture of the directors
room
where nmen woul d be in conference at eleven-thirty. Under that photo, one
newspaper carried the caption:

W LL DANI EL CLUME RETURN?

Sonehow, the thing was om nous, as though the gathered directors would be
expecting a nessage fromthe dead. C yde Burke thought of that, as he sat in
the city roomat the assic. Oyde was waiting there at The Shadow s order

Sonet hi ng was due; O yde had been told so by Burbank. What it was, only
The Shadow knew.

Then came the tel ephone call that was to nake newspaper history in
Manhattan. The call was for Clyde; it left himin stunned amazenment. Wen he
recuperated, Cyde |ooked at the wall clock. It showed quarter past five.

There was tine to gather this scoop and still make the final edition
Boundi ng fromthe phone, C yde reached the city editor's desk.

"You've got to come with me!" he gul ped. "You - and other w tnesses - and
a phot ographer!"

The editor took the demand cal my.

"It's hot in this room" he told dyde. "Do you think the heat got you,
Bur ke?"

"Listen!" Clyde was cool er; he whispered his next statenent. "l've just
tal ked to Daniel Cune!"

The city editor reached for his coat.

"It's to be a private interview " added C yde. "Exclusive for the
C assi c!

Clume saw ny by-line on a story; that's why he asked for nme. But | promn sed
hi m

"\What ever you prom sed goes!"

TVWENTY mnutes later, Cyde Burke headed a little party that reached the
fifth-floor corridor of an old hotel. He knocked at a door; gave his nane in
response to a quick question fromw thin. The door opened. The arrivals
st epped
into the room

Clyde introduced his city editor, next a photographer; thirdly, a notary
public; finally, a |lawer who represented the New York Classic. They all stood
staring at the man who had admtted them In that |ighted room they saw



features that they recognized from photographs: the face of Daniel d une.

That bul | dog vi sage coul dn't be m staken, nor could the grizzled hair
above it. As for Clunme's manner, it had the fanmed forceful ness that had nade
himtops with Allied Airways. H s voice, though Iow, carried the basso tone
that had been nmentioned in the newspapers.

"Centl enen, | am back fromobscurity," announced Cl unme. "What happened to
me; where | have been" - he shook his gray-streaked head - "are matters that |
can state only to the police. For the present, however, | can give you an

exclusive statenent, to be published verbatim

"You may state that you have seen ne; that | amfree, alive, and well
You
may declare that | shall arrive at the G ennore Building, to neet with the
directors of Allied Airways, before m dnight.

"You will specify, however, that | am dependi ng upon the |aw s proper
cooperation. | request the privilege of passing through on nmy own recognition
Unless | see that prom se, from Comi ssioner Wston, printed in your
newspaper,

| may find it inmpossible to return.”

Clyde's city editor grabbed the tel ephone. He had the police conm ssioner
on the phone in less than two mnutes, while the photographer was shooting
flashlight pictures of Clume. The city editor handl ed Weston perfectly.

He didn't say that he had seen Clune; he said that he could see him and
he stated the specified terms. Weston's agreenent could be heard across the
wire.

"You heart it, M. Cdune?" asked dyde. "That ought to satisfy you -"

"It will,"” interposed Clume, in a rich tone, "when | see the story in the
final edition of the Classic."”

G ume shook hands, remarking as he did that he was | eaving this hotel, to
stay under cover until later. Al agreed that they would not attenpt to follow
him Wiile they were filing out, C ume added:

"I would like one nore word with Burke. Just to thank himpersonally, for
hi s pronpt cooperation."

C yde remmi ned. The door was closed. The reporter heard the subdued
qguestion fromdune's |ips:

"Do you think that | am Daniel d une?"

"Think it?" exclained yde. "lI'msure of it!"

From dune's |ips came another tone - a whisper for Cyde's ear alone.
Clyde flattened his arms agai nst the door

That tone was the | augh of The Shadow

COOLLY, the false Clunme ushered Clyde out into the hall. By the tine he
had joined the others, the reporter had recovered fromhis daze. Through his
brai n was poundi ng the inportance of The Shadow s | atest ruse.

Dani el Cune was still anobng the missing but this attested news of his
supposed return would nake the world believe otherwi se. When the C assic broke
the story, it would surely reach one man - the master crimnal responsible for
G ume' s di sappear ance.

That supercrook woul d know that an inpostor intended to handle the G een
Star deal, as Cune. He would al so know - fromthe photographs of the false
Clume - that The Shadow s di sgui se was perfect.

There woul d be only one way in which the master crook coul d defeat The
Shadow s ganme. He would have to bring a showdown at the neeting itself; and
he,
al one, could undertake that duty.

Through the master schenmer's brain would pass the added thought that only
one adversary could possibly produce a climax of this sort. That antagoni st
woul d be The Shadow. The greatest desire that already stirred the superfoe was
to elimnate The Shadow fromthe gane.

This woul d be his opportunity; one that he could not neglect, for upon it



depended doubl e triunph. The Shadow was literally snmoking out the naster
crook;
forcing himto take a final risk, as daring as The Shadow s own.

Toni ght, before midnight. By then, the world would | earn which was the
nore potent - The Shadow or the crafty plotter who had di sposed of Dani el
C une!

CHAPTER XI X
BEFORE M DNI GHT

THE third floor of the Gennmore Building forned a |lighted streak am d the
bl ackness of its lonely block. The offices of the Allied A rways Corporation
were open for special business; except for that, the scene seened deserted.

The street, though, held watchful eyes, as did the alleyway in back of
t he
buil di ng. Feds were stationed in both places, along with picked detectives
from
Manhatt an headquart ers.

There was a doorman at the front entrance, and a janitor in the little
al l ey newsstand that had once been occupied by old TimTiffan. They knew
Dani el
Clume by sight; hence they had been appointed to identify himwhen he arrived.

Each | ookout was flanked by a Federal agent and a headquarters man. There
wasn't a chance that anyone could slip by those groups of watchers. The front
| obby of the building was lighted; so was the rear exit fromthe fire tower.

Upstairs, the big office clock showed twenty m nutes of twelve. The outer
of fice, though, was deserted. So was the little anteroomand Clunme's private
of fice. They needed no guards, for they had been searched thoroughly for
lurkers, after the outside cordon was established.

The only place that held occupants was the directors' roomthat flanked
Clunme's private office. There, the directors of Allied Airways had assenbl ed,
with only Lamont Cranston absent.

I rene Borion was present; she had brought al ong her friend Marge Hotzl en
presunably to help with secretarial duties. Two nen were guardians at the
nmeeting, and they were the best available: Joe Cardona and Vic Marquette.

Clyde Burke was the only newspaper man admitted; he had received that
privil ege because of his afternoon neeting with Daniel Cume. Cardona and
Marquette had agreed that Cyde should be present, in case testinmony should be
needed regarding Clune's brief reappearance.

The directors of Allied Airways did not usually read tabloid newspapers,
but tonight they were poring over the green front page of the five-star fina
i ssued by the Cassic. There, in perfect |ikeness, was a | arge photo of Dani el
Clume; with a reproduction of sworn affidavits, fromthose who had nmet him
this
af t er noon.

Newspapers crinkled in nervous hands, while the fidgety directors awaited
Clume's prom sed arrival.

By the front door of the directors' room Joe Cardona and Vic Marquette
hel d undertoned conversation

"I"d i ke to know where Trenchell is right now," nmuttered Cardona. "It's
a
cinch he's read the news. He's |icked, unless he gets here before m dni ght.
Even
then, he'll have to stage sonething fast, if C ume shows up."

"“I'"'mthinking about Dunwol d," returned Marquette. "Don't forget; he'd
l'i ke
to spike this option just as much as Trenchell, for reasons of his own."



CARDONA didn't reply. He was confident that Dunwol d would soon arrive. If
Dunwol d didn't, Joe would be willing to drop his suspicions of Trenchell and
concede that Marquette was right in picking Dunwld as the master crook.

Dunwol d coul dn't defeat the option by not showi ng up. He had al ready
af fi xed his necessary signatures to the option. If Clunme arrived, and had his
own signature properly w tnessed before mdnight, the deal would be conplete.

Dunwol d, however, was supposed to be here. If he didn't come, it would be
proof apparent that he was busy, elsewhere, trying to intercept C une.

Vic Marquette was counting on that prospect, but Joe Cardona wasn't. He
was sure that Trenchell was the phony factor in the gane.

One other person in that room had definite thoughts regarding the naster
hand of crime. Marge Hotzlen was expecting dirty work from Gypper Thel go,
whose
snoot h-mout hed tal k had i npressed her that he was The Voi ce who managed al |
evil.

Cl yde Burke, |ooking about the room saw only one person who probably
t hought the sane as he did. That person was Irene Borion. Like Cyde, she felt
that The Shadow, al one, could settle and prove the identity of the big brain.

Quarter of twelve.

The door of the directors' room swing open. Across the threshold stepped
an arrival who brought relieved gasps fromthose who witnessed his entry. The
copies of the Cassic were needed no | onger. Before them the directors saw
t he
living features of Daniel d une.

They couldn't m stake that bulldog visage, nor the greeting that was
booned in Clune's exact tone:

"Good evening, gentlenen! You see that | have not disappointed you!"

Wth a typical gesture, the arrival pushed his fingers through his
gray-streaked hair. Wth Cune's brisk stride, he reached the head of the
directors' table. There, he placed a brief case before him Looking over the
group, he sniled.

"l see that Dunwold has not arrived," he remarked. "That allows tine for
me to settle a few mnor matters.”

From his brief case, he drew sonme |letters. Reaching for pen, ink and
blotter, he applied his signature. When he had blotted the witing, he handed
the letters to Irene.

The girl nodded. Casually, she | et gawking directors see the signature.
It
was witten in Clune's own hand.

Only Cyde Burke guessed why.

Those were letters that Clume hinself had signed. Irene had given themto
The Shadow. He had nmade a perfect pretense of signing them Thus, The Shadow -
as Daniel Clume - not only passed for the nissing president of Allied Arways;
The Shadow, it seemed, was a good enough inpostor actually to sign the option
that woul d conpl ete the purchase of the Green Star Lines!

A thought flashed to d yde.

The Shadow wasn't putting on this act just for the benefit of the visible
Wi t nesses. He knew t hat somewhere - close by - the naster crook was on the
watch to see how the gane worked out. The Shadow was baiting that superfoe to
action!

LEANI NG forward on the table, The Shadow drew ot her objects fromthe
bri ef
case. No one saw them not even Cyde; for immediately, The Shadow fol ded his
arms in Clunme's style. El bows planked on the table, he was covering what he
had
done.

"Pass me the options," spoke The Shadow. "I shall sign themto your



conpl ete satisfaction.”

There was a triunph in that tone - the sort that C une woul d have
expressed. The Shadow had brought the game to the climax, where only a speedy
thrust fromthe master foe could end it.

A slight nmotion came froman inner corner of the room

No one noted it except The Shadow, which was remarkable, since the stir
occurred behind him It was beyond his right shoul der, coming fromthe
connecting door that led into Clunme's private office, where a filing cabinet
bl ocked it.

More surprising, The Shadow actually saw the slight outward notion of
t hat
door.

Propped between The Shadow and the brief case was a small mirror, which
he
had adjusted to give hima perfect view of the corner door. He was watching
t he
reflection closely. The door had w dened a full inch

The Shadow hunched his shoul ders. The option papers were com ng al ong the
table toward him but he ignored themfor the noment. His |eft hand was
tilting
upward, covered by his right el bow. He made an unseen nmove beneath his right
shoul der, twisting his body slightly to the right.

Shown by the mirror, a revolver muzzl e poked through the partly opened
door, trained toward the back of the false O unme's neck

A finger tugged a trigger

That finger was The Shadow s. His left hand held an automatic. The
bl acki sh rmuzzl e cl anped beneath his right biceps was pointing for the
connecting door. The man who ained fromthat vantage spot hadn't guessed The
Shadow s preparation

As flanme tongued fromthe .45, there was a cry fromthe corner door. The
barrier shot open; a nasked man reeled into the room H's right fist was
clutching a revolver; his left was clanped upon his right forearm where he
had
recei ved a deep fl esh wound.

Halting his stagger, the foiled nurderer tried to take new aimat the man
who | ooked |ike Daniel C une.

The Shadow was no | onger at the directors' table. He had thrust his gun
into the brief case, along with the mrror. He was diving for the front door
of
the room carrying the brief case with him

No one guessed that he had fired the single shot. The flash had been too
sudden for persons to observe its source. Ears had heard the roar, then eyes
had been attracted by the masked i nvader who canme |urching fromthe corner
doorway. The frantic flight of Daniel Clume - as portrayed by The Shadow - was
natural, under the circunstances.

THE masked man neant nurder.

Hs efforts showed it; his snarl was fierce, through the hanging corners
of the handkerchief that masked his face. He forgot all others, to aimfor The
Shadow.

But The Shadow hadn't forgotten them

He was relying on Cardona and Marquette to take over. That was why he
still continued his pretense of being d une.

The halted killer couldn't tighten his sagging gun grip in time to clip
The Shadow. As the front door of the room slamred shut, the naster crook
realized his nmistake in delaying for such effort. He started a scranmble for
t he
door to the private office; beyond it, the filing cabinet was out of place,
enough for himto nake an exit.



By that tine, the killer's flight was too far del ayed. Cardona and
Marquette were bearing down upon himto block off his escape.

Savagel y, the masked man swung to neet them His gun hand was firm again,
thanks to the steadying clutch of his left fist. The glare of his eyes,

t hr ough
slitted peephol es, was proof that he intended to shoot to kill

Joe and Vic were still too distant to snother the masked man's fire.
Their
own guns drawn, their only hope was to beat himto the shot. They did it,

t hanks

to the nunbed condition of their foeman's fingers. Two revol vers bl asted as
one

before the wounded killer could fire.

The masked man let his arns drop. He performed a | ong stagger toward the
center of the room shaking off Cardona and Marquette as they tried to grab
him He reached the long table, jolted when he struck it. Wth a backward
col | apse, the supercrook sagged into the chair that The Shadow had desert ed.

Hi s captors pounced upon him Cardona cl anped the killer's arns behind
him while Marquette whi pped off the nmask. All eyes saw the sag-jawed face
t hat
stared with eyes half cl osed.

A stifled gasp went through that room- an expression of total awe,
produced by sight of the seemi ngly incredible.

The man in the chair was Daniel d une!

CHAPTER XX
CRI ME' S PROOF

| F ever two sane nen believed thensel ves denented, Joe Cardona and Vic
Marquette were such a pair. They forgot their gasping prisoner to stare at
each
other, in total disbelief of their own senses. How |l ong that woul d have
| ast ed,
neither could have told, had it not been for a solemm interruption

A strange laugh filled the |long room Seeing no one in front of them
Cardona and Marquette turned about. They spied The Shadow standing at the open
door from Clume's private office. He had rounded through the anteroomto cut
off the real Cune's flight.

Fi ndi ng that task acconplished, The Shadow had resuned his garb of black
But despite it, the observers realized what features rmust be hidden beneath
The
Shadow s sl ouch hat. They knew that while Daniel Cune had kept his own face
conceal ed, The Shadow had worn it for him

There was silence as The Shadow approached the table. Cardona and
Mar quette stepped asi de. The Shadow cl anped his | eft hand on Cune's shoul der
In his right, he gripped the same automatic that had staggered the supercrook

Clume's eyes opened to neet The Shadow s glare. His lips tried to snarl
but failed. Hi s voice had gone puny, drowned by the awe-inpelling tone of The
Shadow s | augh

It was mirthless, nmenacing, that |augh. dune forgot his present plight
t hrough sheer fear of the future. Unnasked, weakened by his wounds, he could
offer evil fight no longer. H's eyes foll owed the gesture of The Shadow s gun
point, toward the option papers on the desk

Mechani cally, C ume reached for the pen. He gripped it with his nunbed
right fingers, while his left hand pressed his body. H's fingers seened to
weaken; but they strengthened suddenly, as The Shadow s clutch tightened on
hi s
shoul der.



Clume affixed his signature to the first paper. The Shadow flicked the
sheet aside with his gun nuzzle. Cune applied his name to the second paper
it, too, was flipped aside. Cunme wavered; his hand al nost [ost the pen

The Shadow s hand cl oaked its gun. His gloved fingers tightened on
Clume's. Guiding that faltering hand, The Shadow started C une on the fina
signature. Fingers lifting, The Shadow s eyes watched C une conplete the
signing of the triplicate papers that nade the option a purchase.

St eppi ng back, The Shadow spoke a whi spered knell as Daniel dune wavered
forward. For the first tine, Cardona and Marquette realized that they had
delivered nortal wounds with their forced shots. Cunme's right hand sl apped
t he
table with its knuckles; his left slid away from his breast, dyed wth bl ood.

Face forenost, the man of supernurder collapsed upon the table and I ay
still.

Dani el O unme was dead.

STRAI NED f aces | ooked toward The Shadow. Perhaps he woul d have spoken at
that nmoment, had not sounds of gunfire arrived from el sewhere. Muffled shots
were breaking loose in the alleyway behind the G ennore Buil di ng.

Wth a qui ck sweep, The Shadow went through the connecting door. By the
time Marquette and Cardona got there, he had crossed Clune's office. Yanking
open a rear wi ndow, the pair | ooked bel ow. They saw gun spurts in the
dar kness.

Mobsters had attacked, only to be anbushed by Feds and detectives. But
t he
onsl aught had produced an opening. Joe and Vic knew why that pathway had been
cleaved. It was to allow for the retreat of Daniel C une!

Crooks were wondering why the masked man didn't arrive; and with it, they
were sprawing right and left. But the way was still clear - and an arrival
took it. Marquette pointed suddenly to The Shadow, issuing fromthe fire exit.

It was Cardona who gave a sudden shout, swinging his gun as he did. One
chal l enger - the | eader of the crooked crew - had | eaped out to bl ock The
Shadow s path. Guns spoke; one found a mark. The other failed, despite the
cl oseness of the range.

The Shadow faded into darkness unscathed, |eaving a sagging foe behind
him The man cane to his feet; half crawing, he staggered into the light, to
roll there motionless. Hs face was recogni zabl e fromthe w ndow.

The Shadow had settl ed Gypper Thel go.

W THOUT The Shadow present, it required the testi nbny of several persons
to piece the facts of crine. Fortunately, all needed w tnesses were present,
or
soon to arrive. \When Cardona and Marquette returned to the directors' room
t hey
found that Carter Dunwol d had entered. Right after that, Theodore Trenchel
arrived.

Just when the case was ready for a summary, Lanmont Cranston put in an
unexpect ed appearance. His plane, it seened, had been forced to return to
Newar k Airport, so he had canceled his other business trip and had conme here.

"I't's plain enough, now that we've got the answer," summed Cardona, for
the benefit of all. "The Shadow, though, had it figured right fromthe start.
He nust have studied the facts closely; but he saw what we didn't see.

"Clume's abduction was a fake. He had the furniture all cracked
bef orehand. Al he did was take it apart and lay the pieces on the floor. He
took the back door off its hinges; he blocked the door to the anteroom Then
he
did a sneak."

Irene's eyes were wide. She realized why she had heard no sounds of



battle. But she renenbered that she had been out of the anteroomfor a while.

"Because Clune told you to be out,"” rem nded Cardona. "W were too thick
to guess it, though."

A qui et tone interposed fromanong the persons seated at the |ong table.
It was Cranston's.

"The fault was mne," he said calmy. "I happened to be in this room all
the while Mss Borion was absent fromthe anteroom It was stupid of nme, not
to
realize that | should have heard any comotion in Clune's office through that
| ocked connecting door."

The smile on Cranston's lips was very slight. Had Cardona noticed it, he
woul d have realized that it proved his own statenent - that The Shadow had
known Clune's gane all al ong. Cardona, however, was pleased sinply because his
present point was proved.

"That settles that," declared Joe. "Since we know what C une was up to,
we
know what old TimTiffan saw. He spotted Cune, hinself, sneaking out fromthe
fire exit. That's why Cune had to have Tiffan bunped, and sent Gat Harreck to
doit."”

The nane of Gat Harreck seemed to puzzle Cranston. Cardona indicated
Mar ge
Hot zI en.

"This girl has told us a lot," said Cardona. "Her boy friend, Cssie
Ludrig, was paid to rub out Gat. That shows us the setup. Cune hired one
trigger-man to get rid of Tiffan; another, to wipe out the trail.

"To finish it right, Cume showed up in person to knock off Ossie. The
Shadow got there, so Marge tells us, but in the nmuddle, Cune finished GCssie
and nmade his getaway. Only, Cdune nust have seen The Shadow and known what he
was up agai nst.

"That's why d une nade a deal over the tel ephone with Gypper Thel go. How
much he told Gypper, we don't know. Maybe he had Gypper bluffed about all the
dirty work with Gat and Ossie. Anyway, he prom sed Gypper a chance to trap The
Shadow, and that was plenty."

CARDONA di dn't add such points as his own suspicions of Trenchell and
Marquette's doubt of Dunwold. In fact, he didn't realize that The Shadow -
even
with his eye on dune - had known that neither could be the master crook - The
Voi ce.

The Shadow knew that CGat Harreck had heard from The Voice while Dunwold

was still on shipboard. He knew al so that Gssie Ludrig had talked with The
Voi ce at hal f past eight on the night of Gssie's own death. At that time The
Shadow, as Cranston, had been with Trenchell in the latter's apartnent.

"Toni ght," climxed Cardona, "The Shadow came here as Clunme. He played it
perfect with the O assic; and when C ume saw his own doubl e pictured in that
sheet, he had only one out. He had to conme here to get the inpostor.

"He figured The Shadow woul d cone through the front, so he took the back.
There were two Cl unmes passed through the cordon, only we didn't know it at the
time. After that, Cunme intended a getaway, aided by Gypper Thel go.

"Only, he didn't manage it. W all know the rest. W saw The Shadow make
Clume sign the option papers. That settles everything, except one point. What
did dune expect to get by defeating the option hinself?"

Cardona | ooked around the group. No one seemed to have an answer, until
Cardona met the gaze of Lanobnt Cranston. A nonment |ater, The Shadow had turned
in leisurely fashion to address Theodore Trenchel .

"Those reports on the Green Star Lines," remarked Cranston. "Do you
remenber then? The two million dollars that Green Star owed for a fleet of
wort hl ess ghost shi ps? Perhaps" - The Shadow s eyes fixed upon Carter Dunwold



"the president of Green Star can tell us something regarding those."

Once again, Carter Dunwol d becane a defl ated ball oon. Then, pleading
i nnocence as well as ignorance of crine, he gulped the story that supplied the
m ssing facts.

The truth was amazingly sinple.

"Daniel Clume forced ne to it," pleaded Dunwol d. "Like nyself, he didn't
know that Green Star was going to double in value. Wen it did, it nmeant five
mllion extra profit for Allied Airways. But none of that would go to C uneg,
who was nerely a sal ari ed executive.

"I was honest enough to want nore noney for the stockhol ders of G een
Star. | wanted the option killed so | could sell to Trenchell, at ten mllion
instead of five. Clume said that if I'd assign himtwo mllion through proxy
purchases of those ghost ships - he'd see that I'd get the other three
mllion."

Dunwol d | ooked about, expecting the glare of accusing eyes. But the
listeners were patient. They could see that Dunwold had at |east followed a
di storted sense of duty. Encouraged by that partial synmpathy, Dunwold told the
rest.

"That was before | went abroad," he related. "How Clunme intended to
def eat
the option, he didn't tell ne. He said to |leave that to him Wen | returned,
|

heard of Clune's abduction. Wiether it was actual or framed, | wasn't sure.
"But | didn't connect murder with it. Not for a monent, did | suppose

t hat

Cl ume was behind any crinmes that occurred. | had prom sed to keep silence, so

I

did, trusting that dume would explain everything when I saw hi magain."
"Whi ch he night have." The statement cane from Cranston. "Wth a bullet!"
That cal mtoned expression gave Carter Dunwol d the shivers.

LATER, a little group stood on the street bel ow. Lanmpbnt Cranston had sent
Irene and Marge honme in his |linpusine and had gone to find a taxi for hinself.
Cl yde Burke was standing on the curb with Joe Cardona and Vic Marquette.

"Clune had it figured swell!" declared Cardona. "All he had to do was
show
up later, claimng that the guys who snatched hi mdropped himlike a hot
pot at o

when they didn't get the dough.”

"Or not show up at all," commented Marquette. "C une could have coll ected
on those proxy sales, by dropping in on Dunwold. He'd have had to pay, to save
his own face."

"It was a smart gane. Clune figured everything."

"Except The Shadow -"

The tal k ended abruptly. From somewhere canme an interrupting tone; a
shivery laugh that crept along that darkened street, so evasive that the very
fronts of gl oony houses might have uttered it.

The mirth rose to a weird crescendo, then faded, |eaving only echoes that
were swal | oned by those same house walls fromwhence it m ght have cone.

Li steners recogni zed that |augh. They knew the fact that it proclai ned.

The triunmph of The Shadow

THE END






