DOUBLE DEATH
by Maxwel | G ant

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

They each died twice - and now it was The Shadow s turn to face double
deat h.

CHAPTER |
THE MASKED MAN

THE crook on the rooni ng-house roof lay flat on his stomach. So rigidly
qui et was he that he seened |ike a corpse.

But Bump WIson was very much alive.

According to New York underworld whispers, Bunp was a free |lance - a
cunni ng and resourceful trigger-man who sold his services to the highest
bi dder.

Bunp peered over the dark edge of the roof, his lips curved in an evil
grin. This was the queerest nurder job he had ever pulled in his entire
wol fi sh

career.

Bunp W1 son had been hired, by a man whose identity he did not know, to
assist in the killing of a man who al ready had been dead for twenty-four
hour s!

The alley in the rear of the room ng house was a narrow ri bbon of night
darkness. It lay four stories bel ow Bunp's watchful eyes. Across the alley was
the towering brick wall of a warehouse. Every wi ndow was dark. But Bunp kept
his eyes riveted on one of the warehouse w ndows.

It was lifting. No visible hand noved it. Yet Bunp knew that a hunman
bei ng
was framed invisibly above the bl ackness of the narrow rear alley.

Bunp descended the | adder that | ed downward fromthe roof to the rear

fire

escape of the room ng house. He was now directly opposite the opened warehouse
wi ndow. Darkness seenmed to swirl forward against the sill. A figure was

di scl osed.

It was a man without a face. He was black fromhead to foot. H s eyes
glared through the slits of a mask that conpletely covered his face and head.
A oves conceal ed his hands. H s clothing was bl ack. So were his rubber-sol ed
shoes.

He uttered a conpl acent chuckl e as he watched Bunp's swift novenent. Bunp
had turned toward the fire escape wi ndow behind him It was unl ocked; he
rai sed
it without sound.

The masked man across the alley had expected that. The room had been
hi red
a week earlier by a shapely, red-haired girl who called herself Peggy Mudi son.
She had described herself to the |landlady as an actress.

Peggy Madi son had sneaked quietly away earlier that evening, taking with
her a small suitcase that contained her few bel ongi ngs. She woul d never
return.

Her nanme was as phony as her red hair. She was the third angle in a grim
nur der
triangl e concei ved by the masked supercrimnal at the warehouse w ndow.

THE man in black had vanished briefly fromsight. Now, he reappeared. He



was hol ding a | ong wooden plank in his gloved hands. He slid the plank outward
over the deserted rear alley, tilted it forward until its quivering end

dr opped

noi sel essly toward Bunp's grasp

The pl ank exactly bridged the narrow gulf between the two buil dings.

A moment | ater, a grisly-Iooking object appeared through the warehouse
wi ndow. It was a stuffed sack alnbost six feet [ong. The masked man grunted
with
exertion as he slid the sack to the plank. It bulged at either end, as if
somet hing stiff and angul ar were crammed i nside.

Wth nonkeylike agility, the masked man crawl ed over it. He seized the
end
of the sack and began to inch forward al ong the plank. He dragged the inert
sack
behind him It noved easily. Its bottom surface had been greased beforehand.

Bunp W1 son hel ped his sinister enployer |ift the sack over the
fire-escape railing. It vanished into the apartnment that had been hired by the
shapely Peggy Madi son. Then Bunp crawl ed across the plank

As soon as he was safely inside the warehouse, he drew the plank after
him closed and | ocked the warehouse w ndow.

Across the narrow all ey, the shade was now drawn on the top-floor w ndow
of the room ng house. Light gl eamed behind the shade. Inside the |lighted room
t he masked man was working swiftly. He had pulled a zipper in the sack
splitting it open fromone end to the other

A layer of smaller rubberized bags becane visible, each one cramed ful
and icy cold to the touch. Wen they were renoved, they reveal ed the body of a
dead nman.

The corpse was a tall, rather thin man. He had been shot to death. There
was a small blue hole in his forehead and a | arger, uglier wound in the back
of
his head. He had | ong since stopped bl eeding.

The masked man lifted the body fromthe sack and laid it on the floor
Then he renoved an under |ayer of waterproof bags that had been underneath the
cor pse.

Al the containers were filled with chunks of ice. The masked man enpti ed
theminto a wash basin in the corner of the room He knew the ice would nelt
down the drain, leaving no trace. He gathered up the enpty ice bags and the
sack that had contained the corpse. Snapping out the light, he slid like a
black waith to the fire escape outside and dropped the stuff to the alley.

Bunp W1 son was waiting. He picked up the discarded bags and vani shed
toward a side street. The sound of an autompbile notor was briefly audible.
Then it faded into silence. Bunp had finished his part in one of the easiest
crimnal jobs of his career

The masked man in the top-floor furnished roomstill had grimwork to do
He had successfully planted the dead man where he planned for the police to
find him But there were two nore things to acconplish before the job would be
a perfect crine.

CHUCKLI NG the nasked man approached a cabi net of polished wood that
st ood
cl ose against the wall of the room It was an expensive conbi nation
radi o- and- phonogr aph. The shapely Peggy Madi son had installed it there.
There was a record lying on the turntable of the phonograph half of the
set. The masked man examined it and made sure that it was the record he had
prepared. The title was that of a hot jazz nunber. But there was sonething
grimer than swing nusic recorded on this apparently innocent disk. It was the
counterfeit voice of nurder
The masked man drew from his pocket two long |l engths of thin wire. He
nmade



a doubl e connection with a tiny metal lever in the front panel of the cabinet.
The I ever controlled the playing of the machine. A click to the left turned on
the radio. Aclick to the right switched off the radio and turned on the
phonogr aph.

Testing, the masked nman found his two attached wires worked as perfectly
as he had anti ci pated.

Part 2 of the perfect crinme was now ready.

The masked man turned on the radio half of the set. He controlled the
vol une so that the nusic was not too |oud. But the nasked man knew that the
sound woul d easily pierce the thin wall that separated this roomfromthe one
adj oi ni ng.

Dance music welled softly fromthe | oud-speaker. Its hot rhythm
contrasted
grotesquely with the sprawl ed figure of the cold corpse on the floor

Hol ding in one gloved hand the two wires that were still attached to the
control lever of the radio set, the nasked man backed to the door of the room
and unl ocked it. He stepped into the dimcorridor outside and rel ocked the
door. Music was faintly audible through the panel

The wires fromthe set extended through the frame of the badly hung door
wi thout any difficulty. The crack was | arge enough to pernit the crimnal to
mani pul ate his control of the machine inside. H s hand pulled steadily.

Suddenly, the radi o nusic ceased.

For nearly a minute, there was silence. Then, abruptly, voices echoed
i nside the apartnment where the corpse lay. Two nmen were apparently quarreling.
Their voices rose higher and higher. A threat was uttered. It was foll owed by
an oath. Then, with a sudden muffled inpact, cane the bark of a pistol shot.
There was a faint cry, the dull inpact of a falling body - then utter silence.

Qut si de the door, the masked man's wists pulled gently. The nachine
i nside switched back to the radio. Once nore, dance rnusic took up its slow,
rhyt hm c beat.

The killer, crouched against the door frane, raised both hands with a
sudden, quick jerk. The wires inside canme | oose fromtheir anchorage. They
wer e
drawn swiftly through the door crack.

Noi sel essly, the killer tiptoed along the darkened hall to the top of a
flight of stairs. The electric light bulb in the ceiling had been unscrewed.
In
t he darkness, the masked man wait ed.

A MOMENT | ater, the door next to the nurder apartnment opened with a quick
thrust. A young man energed, eyes staring with excitement. H s nane was Art hur
Drake. He had heard the sound of a grimaquarrel and the bark of a pistol shot
t hrough the wall of his room

He darted to the adjoining door and listened. Al he could hear was the
rhyt hm of radi o dance music. H s knock at the door went unanswered.

"M ss Madi son! Are you all right?"

No reply came. Arthur Drake hesitated, wondering if he had inmagi ned the
quarrel and the pistol shot. But he knew he hadn't. And the thought that the
pretty red-haired Mss Mdi son might be in peril spurred himto action

He had barely noved forward, when a figure bounded from conceal ment to
confront him Arthur Drake had a nonmentary glinpse of a tall, nmenacing figure
dressed entirely in black. He saw the mask, the gloved hands, the glitter of a
gun that swung, clublike, toward his skull

Sonething else, he sawin that split-second of peril: One of the gloved
fingers on the left hand of the masked man flapped as if it were enpty. The
i ndex finger of the killer was mai ned!

Bef ore Drake could yell, the clubbed gun struck with griminpact. One
bl ow
was enough; Drake fell to the floor, unconscious.



VWHEN Dr ake recovered consci ousness, he was in an autonobile speeding
t hrough the darkness. Hi s head ached horribly. A gag distended his jaws and
t here was adhesive tape bound tightly across his lips. Hs hands were tied
behi nd his back. But his | egs were not bound.

He was lying on the floor of the car. The car stopped presently, and
Dr ake
heard a faint chuckle. Cold with the fear of death, he tried to pretend
unconsci ousness; but his masked captor prodded himbrutally to his feet.

The car had halted in a weed-grown driveway inside a high board fence.
Peering dazedly about himin the darkness, Drake saw that he was in a deserted
junkyard. It was evidently sone place near a river, for the dank snell of
wat er
was strong in his quivering nostrils. He could hear boat whistles, too.

Piles of rusted scrap iron rose in the darkness |ike man-made nountai ns.
Dr ake was prodded ruthlessly forward by his arned captor

"Al'l right - far enough! Stand still!"

Dr ake obeyed. A thunp sounded against the earth just behind him Then

"Cet down that | adder!”

A square hole yawned in the earth. A trapdoor had been opened. The thunp
of its lid against the ground was the sound Drake had heard.

It was inpossible for Drake to descend with his hands tightly tied. He
lost his footing and pitched headl ong i nto darkness. A nmonment later, his
ankl es
were seized in a powerful grip. There was a click, and steel |eg-irons clanped
on his ankles. He heard a faint chuckle in the darkness, as his captor clinbed
the | adder fromthe pit. The trapdoor dropped cl osed.

That was the last sound Arthur Drake heard for twenty-four hours! That
was
the Iength of time that el apsed before his captor returned.

He brought with himneither food nor water. Hi s | aughter was nocking. He
| eaned over Drake and the young man felt the sharp prick of a needle in the
flesh of his throat.

"I have decided to turn you |loose," his captor said, in a harsh, grating
voice. "If the cops want to know who | am tell '"emall you know - which wll
be not hi ng!"

Drake's senses were fading fromthe sharp prick of the drugged needle.
But
with a last effort, his gaze swng toward the gl oved hands of the masked
crook.

Again he noticed that one finger of the left glove was partly enpty. The
killer
was maimed; his left index finger was cut off at the second joint.

It was Drake's only clue to the man's identity. Then, abruptly, his

drugged brain went blank. He | apsed into unconsci ousness.

THE kil l er picked Drake up, carried himout of the pit. The trapdoor
dropped flat. It was canouflaged on the outside with a cunningly cenented
| ayer
of earth and pebbl es.

Dunpi ng Drake into a sedan, the nasked man renoved his disguise, drove
away through a gate in the junkyard fence.

He turned into upper Park Avenue and headed south under the gl oony
overhang of the railroad structure. Behind him the snmell of the river faded.
The killer was coolly certain that his victimwould never be able to identify
t he junkyard, near the Harlem River, in which he had been held prisoner for
twenty-four hours.

The sedan sped through the darkness toward a sl um nei ghborhood far



downt own near the East River. Slowi ng as he passed the gl oomof a vacant |ot,
t he ki dnaper opened the car door and pitched his Iinp victimto the pavenent.
Then he sped away.

H's entire scheme had worked i ke a charm Hours earlier, he had renoved
the telltal e phonograph disk fromthe nusic cabinet in the room ng house. A
corpse had been "nurdered" twenty-four hours after his actual death. Alibis
woul d be without value. But only the killer knew that!

Ten minutes after the fleeing sedan had vani shed fromthe East Side, a
pol i ceman found the noaning figure of Arthur Drake.

Drake was al ready coming out of his drugged stupor. The injection he had
recei ved had been deliberately diluted to produce only a tenporary effect. He
gasped out feeble words that sent the cop darting to a call box. Presently,
there was a wail of sirens in the darkness. Squad cars rolled up

Under the guidance of Arthur Drake, police sped swiftly toward the

room ng
house from whi ch he had been ki dnapped the ni ght before.
The radio in the | ocked rear roomwas still nonotonously playing.

Bl ue- coat ed shoul ders crashed the door in. The sprawl ed body of the dead nan
was on the floor. A cop darted to the window It was |ocked on the inside.

No attenpt had been made to hide the identity of the corpse. Atailor's
| abel in his coat reveal ed that he was George Cifford. Instantly, the case
took on a nore inportant aspect. George Cifford was a prom nent and weal t hy
man. He was a well-known capitalist and investor.

"How | ong has he been dead?" a police voice rasped.

"I npossible to say," the medical exam ner replied. "After rigor nortis
ends, my opinion of the tinme would be mere guesswork. He probably was killed
|ate | ast night, when your witness heard the quarrel and the shot."

A phone call whizzed over the wires to police headquarters. It brought
Acting I nspector Joe Cardona to the scene.

But Joe was going to find this case hard sledding. A crimnal of superior
intelligence had committed a perfect nurder. There was only one nman in New
Yor k
capabl e of accepting this challenge to the | aw

The Shadow

CHAPTER |
THE BLACK RAY

EARLY the next nmorning, a |long, expensive chauffeur-driven sedan halted
in
front of police headquarters.

The man who alighted was tall, distinguished-Iooking. Lanmont Cranston
passed into the spacious | obby. He had come to make a call on his friend,
Pol i ce Commi ssioner Weston. They net often at the Cobalt C ub, where Cranston
lived when he was in New York

Weston was the soldierly, masculine type. Cranston, a mllionaire
sportsman, was one of the best known big-game hunters in the world.

Thi s norning, Lanont Cranston suspected crinme! The queer di sappearance of
a friend of his puzzled him He had decided to bring the matter to the
attention of the police.

He was adnmitted pronptly to the office of Conmm ssioner Wston. Weston, a
shrewd man, guessed at once that sonething was wong. There was a tightness to
Cranston's cheery snile. Hi s handshake was hurried. He refused a cigar, and
pl unged at once into the reason for his early norning visit.

"I'"'mworried about a man nanmed CGeorge Cifford."

"Ceorge difford!"

Cranston didn't seemto notice the conmi ssioner's quick ejacul ation

"M. difford had an appointnent to neet me, two nights ago. He didn't



keep that appointnment. In fact, he seenms to have di sappeared.”

"Wait just a nonent," Comm ssioner Weston said abruptly.

He pressed a buzzer on his desk and nmurrmured a crisp order into a square,
bl ack annunciator. In less than a mnute, a stocky, dark-featured man hurried
into the room This was Acting Inspector Joe Cardona. the ace detective of the
police departnent. He knew Lanont Cranston and shook hands genially with him

"M. Cranston suspects that something may have happened to a man naned
Ceorge Cifford," Weston said, with a sharp, warning glance at his assistant.

Joe's reply was a grunt. But his eyes narrowed under his black brows.

Lanont Cranston expl ained. George difford had been uneasy about an
i nvestment he had nade recently. He had sunk $25,000 into the anbitious schene
of an inventor named Doctor Jasper Logan. The device was a machi ne on which
Doct or Logan had been working for nore than five years.

Logan expected it to revolutionize nodern warfare. But he ran out of
funds
before he could conplete his experinments. He appealed to investors, and George
Clifford | oaned him $25,000 for a quarter interest in Logan's device. The
experinment had fail ed.

Cifford suspected fraud. He had made an appoi ntnment forty-ei ght hours
earlier with Lanont Cranston, to seek advice about what to do.

"Why should difford ask you about it?" Cardona inquired.

Cranston expl ai ned. He, too, had been asked to invest in the schene, but
had declined. So he readily agreed to nmeet Clifford at the Cobalt d ub
Aifford never appeared. Cranston tel ephoned his apartnment the next day.

Cifford was still mssing and his val et sounded worried. So Cranston had
deci ded that he ought to visit police headquarters and have a qui et al arm sent
out to |l ocate the m ssing man.

"Perhaps |'macting foolishly,'
safe. But | thought -"

"You thought right," Cardona rasped. "CGeorge Clifford is dead - nurdered!
He was shot to death, the night before last, in a cheap room ng house!"

he said. "M. difford may be perfectly

AT Cardona's crisp words, Cranston's face underwent an anmazi ng, nonentary
change. Hi s eyes held a piercing flane; the nostrils of his strong, beaklike
nose qui vered like a hound's on a fresh scent. Hi s hand noved quickly to
conceal this involuntary exposure of his real personality. Neither Wston nor
Cardona realized that they had unwittingly flung a challenge into the very
face
of The Shadow.

Lanmont Cranston was The Shadow

The Shadow never appeared in sunlight. He was a creature of darkness and
nmystery, his life dedicated to ceasel ess warfare against crime - the sort of
crime that baffled the police and defied ordi nary nethods of detection

Conmi ssi oner Weston had often discussed the nystery of The Shadow s
identity with Lanont Cranston. Never, however, had an inkling of the truth
ever
crossed Weston's mind - that, at times, The Shadow adopted the identity of the
mllionaire sportsman, Lanont Cranston.

Cranston's polite voice sounded di smayed.

"difford nurdered! But, really, that's ridiculous! There wasn't a thing
about it in nmy norning paper."”

"The killing was discovered too late last night to make the norning
papers," Cardona expl ai ned.

He continued brusquely. He told about young Arthur Drake, who had heard a
quarrel and a shot. He described the appearance of the nasked killer who had
ki dnapped Drake and held him prisoner for twenty-four hours. He nentioned the
red- hai red actress naned Peggy Madi son, who had rented the murder room The
poli ce had been unable to find any trace of her. The whol e thing was obviously
a perfectly planned crine.



"Tell me about this guy Doctor Logan," Cardona growl ed. "Do you happen to
know i f he has a finger missing on his |left hand?"

Cranst on nodded.

"Part of his left index finger is mssing. | noticed that the only tine |
ever talked with him although |I have never actually seen his hands. Logan
al ways wears gloves. | think he wears the gl oves because he is conscious of
hi s
deformty and wants to hide it."

"That settles it," Cardona snapped. "I'm gonna pick up this crooked
i nventor and sweat the truth out of him"

"Wait a minute," Conm ssioner Weston said. "W haven't a shred of proof
to
justify an arrest of Logan. Let's hear first what M. Cranston knows about
him"

CRANSTON S knowl edge of the inventor proved to be favorable, rather than
unf avor abl e. Doctor Logan had not clainmed that his new war invention would
wor k. He had been absolutely honest in his proposition to Cranston. He was
working on light rays. He had di scovered a ray of cold-black light which he
believed could be made to nelt steel. If it worked, it would nean the end of
battl eships, fortresses, tanks - all the nodern neans of defense in warfare.
But Logan had used up all his own noney. That was why he had approached
i nvestors.

"Sounds phony," Weston said.

"Not the way he presented his proposition," Cranston replied. "I rmust
admt that Doctor Logan laid his cards honestly on the table, when he offered
ne a quarter interest in his invention for $25,000. Logan warned me there was
nore than an even chance that his invention would fail. In that case, mnmy noney
woul d be I ost. That was why Logan was approaching only rich men - men who
coul d
afford to ganble for big stakes.

"For Doctor Logan claimed that if his black ray worked, every nation in
the world would bid high to buy it. A quarter interest for $25, 000 woul d
return
literally millions in profit. | turned the offer down because | never
specul at e.

CGeorge difford, however, invested."

"What did Cifford say when he tel ephoned you for an appoi ntment?" Weston
asked.

"He had an idea that Logan had secretly succeeded in his experinents and
was trying to freeze difford out of the profits. He said Logan had threatened
himwi th death, if he made any trouble. That's why | became worried when
Adifford disappeared.”

Conmi ssi oner Weston's mouth tightened. Cardona | ooked grimas he arose.

He
asked Cranston to acconmpany himto the inventor's hone.
"Surely, you're not going to arrest Doctor Logan on such flinsy
evi dence?"
Cranston said.
Joe grinned. "Not yet. | expect to get a phone call fromthe detectives I
sent out with young Arthur Drake. Drake is ny ace in the hole! Let's go."

JASPER LOGAN S hone was a brownstone house in a decayed nei ghborhood on
the west side of Harlem The door was opened by a tall, good-I|ooking young man
who smiled pleasantly at Cranston. But the sight of Joe Cardona's grimface
and
the uni form of the policenan who acconpani ed Joe nade the young man frown.

"This is Walter Starr," Cranston said, quietly. "He's Doctor Logan's



technical assistant. W'd |like to see Doctor Logan, if we may."
"I"'msorry. He's very busy."
"Yeah?" Cardona fl ashed his badge. He shoved through the doorway. "Go

tel
this Doc Logan it's a police call, and we got no tinme to waste!"
The inventor energed presently fromthe rear of the house. He was tal
and
lean, like his assistant. But that was the only resenbl ance between them

Logan's face was seanmed and old. The snile on his lips was a nmere grimace. H s
eyes were cold, with a hint of nockery in their cloudy depths.

But Joe Cardona was used to handling tough birds like this. H s voice was
del i berately harsh

"Take of f your gloves! |I like to see the hands of the guys | shake with!"

There was quick fury in Logan's eyes. Then caution conquered his rage.
Bowi ng sardonically, he renmoved his gl oves.

The index finger of his left hand was mained. It had been cut off at the
second j oi nt.

"I presume it's not a crime to be crippled,” he said, suavely.

"Where were you last night, doctor?"

"In this house. Working in ny | aboratory."

He gl anced at Starr, his assistant, and the young man confirmed the
alibi
Starr had been working in the front room Logan couldn't have gone w t hout
passing him But on further questioning, the alibi weakened. Starr, obviously
loyal to his enployer, was forced to admit that there was a rear basenent
exit.

"When did you |l ast see George difford?" Cardona asked Logan

Logan readily adnitted that difford had called on himtwo nights
earlier.

He admtted that difford had denounced himas a swindler. But he insisted

t hat

he had placated the angry investor. Cifford, he said, had | eft convinced that
hi s suspicion of fraud was unfounded. That was the | ast that Logan had seen or
heard of him

"As | understand it," Lamont Cranston said mldly, "you sold a quarter
interest in your invention to three investors at $25, 000 apiece."”

Cardona took the cue.

"Let's have the nanes of those other two nen, doctor."

Logan's grin vani shed.

"You can go to hell before I'Il tell you! If you think I have broken the
law, it's your privilege to arrest nme. But there's such a thing as fal se
arrest, don't forget that!"

"I"mnot forgetting anything,"'
guestion with abrupt suddenness.

"Do you own any real estate?"

The query caught Logan unprepared. Hi s eyes blinked.

Cardona said shortly. He shot the next

"Way - | own this house, of course.”
"How about other property?"
"No. "

Logan had regai ned his poise. But Cardona had questi oned enough suspects
in his career to know when a man was |ying.

The tel ephone bell rang suddenly. Walter Starr answered the call. It was
from headquarters, for Cardona

JOE strode across the room He talked a nmonment, then hung up with a
jubilant bang. He turned toward the uniforned policeman who had acconpani ed
hi m
to the inventor's hone.

"M. Cranston and | are |leaving, Rafferty. You stay right here. Doctor



Logan is not under arrest. But if he attenpts to | eave this house" - Cardona's
voi ce crackled - "pinch himand bring himstraight to police headquarters. The
charge is first-degree nmurder!™

The inventor's face flushed red. H's nouth opened, but he made no
conment .

Cardona and Cranston departed. Joe explained the reason for his hasty
departure, as Cranston's car sped northward.

"That phone call canme from Detective Spence. He's the guy | sent out with
Arthur Drake to try and | ocate the spot where Drake was held while he was
ki dnapped. And they've found it! The killer nmade a bad m stake when he didn't
bandage Drake's eyes. The young fell ow renmenbered that the gate in the
j unkyard
fence was painted black and had a rusted tin cigarette ad tacked on the wood.

"The junkyard is at the upper end of Park Avenue, right smack on the
Harl em Ri ver. Detective Spence says he's found the pit in the ground where the
mar ked guy held Drake a prisoner for twenty-four hours!"

The pit was open when they got there. The canoufl aged trapdoor had been
| ocated, after a patient search by Drake and the detective. The owner of the
junkyard, a swarthy little Italian in torn overalls, was alnost tearful in his
protests that he knew not hing of the trapdoor or the hidden prison
under gr ound.

"What's your nane?"

"Tony CGarfal do."

"You own this joint?"

"No. Ees cost too nucha noney. | joost paya da rent."

"Who' s your | andl ord?"

Tony Garfal do suddenly lost his fear. A look of grimpleasure came over
his swarthy face.

"I hope you putta da bumin jail! He raise da rent, he nake nme pay da
month in advance, he nake ne pay da tax, he no fixa up notheeng."

"What's his name? Doctor Jasper Logan?"

Tony Garfal do shook his head.

"Heesa name Julius Herzog. A leetle guy weeth a | ong nose and a bald
head. "

Cardona | ooked baffled at the news that Doctor Logan didn't own the
junkyard property. But Lanont Cranston, who had been listening quietly, nade a
| owtoned suggesti on.

"Perhaps this Julius Herzog is nerely an agent. OF course, |'mno
detective, but it might be a good idea to | ocate Herzog' s business address and
guestion him"

Tony Garfal do hunted through his office shack until he found the greasy
busi ness card of his |andl ord.

A HALF hour later, Julius Herzog was peering foxily through horn-rimed
gl asses at his two callers. He was bald, thin-nosed, ferret-eyed as Tony
Garfal do had said.

At first, he refused to talk. But a flash of Cardona's police badge and
the threat of jail changed Herzog's tune. He was not a fool. He knew that the
identity of his unknown real -estate client could not be kept secret in the
face
of police investigation

He admtted reluctantly that the junkyard property was owned by Doct or
Jasper Logan.

That was all Cardona wanted to know. He gave a growl of pleasure as he
pi cked up Herzog's phone. He called the home of the inventor. He had anple
evi dence now to make an arrest. Logan's missing forefinger, his ownership of
t he junkyard, the testinmony of his kidnapped victim was enough to secure a
grand jury indictrment for murder.

Cardona's confident bellow changed to shrill disbelief, as he heard the



reply to his phone call. Wen he hung up, his dark face was as hard as
granite.

Herzog was smiling faintly, as if at some inner joke. Lanont Cranston
listened to Cardona's swift explanation of what he had just heard on the wre.
But eyes watched the bal d-headed M. Herzog.

"Logan pulled a fast one," Cardona grow ed. "He slugged Patrol man

Rafferty
over the head and nmade a getaway. Rafferty is in the hospital with a fractured
skull. Starr, the doe's assistant, is in jail as a material w tness. The

br ownst one house is overrun with cops now - but it's too late to do anything
about arresting Logan."

"That's too bad!" Julius Herzog said

Hi s laughter purred with unm stakable triunph.

CHAPTER 1 |
CRANSTON DRI NKS

LAMONT CRANSTON had prom sed Joe Cardona to acconpany hi m back to the
hone
of Doctor Jasper Logan. But when he reached the street, he suddenly changed
hi s
m nd.

Qut of the corner of his eye, he had noticed a girl in a flashy roadster
at the curb.

She was a honey-col ored bl onde, and she was gorgeously beautiful. She was
wearing a knitted blue sports costune that clung tightly to her rounded
figure.

Her hat was blue. So were her eyes.

It was the hard stare of those eyes that warned Lanont Cranston of
danger.

He pretended to be conpletely unconscious of the girl's surveillance. But he
knew her eyes were stabbing into his back as he tal ked with Joe Cardona.

Joe was puzzled by the abrupt way Cranston got rid of him but he made no
obj ection. He shook hands, hurried to the corner and took a taxi.

Cranston wal ked the other way. He passed deliberately close to the parked
roadster in which the blonde sat. He wondered what the girl's gane night be.

As Cranston, The Shadow had been approached in Logan's war-nachi ne
schene.

There were two ot her investors, whose names Logan had refused to divul ge. Wre
all of them including Cranston, in danger of meeting the sane fate that had
happened to the unfortunate George difford?

Cranston renmenbered the mysterious Peggy Madi son who had rented the
nur der
apartment in the room ng house. True, she had red hair. This girl in the
roadster was a blonde. But a transformation wig could easily explain that.

The girl's blue eyes were no |onger hard. They were denmure and i nnocent
as
she smiled at Cranston. He sniled back

"I wonder if you could help nme," she said. "My car is parked here so
tightly that | can't back it out. | hate to trouble you."

"No trouble at all," Cranston said.

The girl slid over and he got behind the wheel. The girl's side novenent
had hitched her short skirt above her knees. She was wearing rolled silk
stocki ngs. She made no effort to | ower her skirt. Cranston was conscious of
t he
warnth of her body as she sat close to him A provocative perfume drifted into
his nostrils.

He had little trouble extricating the roadster fromthe parking space at



the curb. He knew the girl's request had been a bluff to entice himinto the
car. As he swung the wheel, he waited for her next move. It cane al npost
i nstantly.

Her hand rested warmly on his armin a pretty little gesture of
amazenent .

"Aren't you Lanont Cranston?"

"I am" he said, smlingly.

"How thrilling! | - | recognized you fromyour pictures in the Sunday
rotogravares. My brother Tom admires you i nensely! He's done sone big-gane
shooting hinself. Oh, | forgot - ny nane is Pearl Crawmford. |I'man artist's

nodel . "

"I envy the |lucky man who paints you," Cranston said.

"Thank you! That's a nice conplinment. Were can | drop you of f?"

"I was thinking of returning to my hotel for a cocktail."

Pear| Crawford's nmanner becane carel ess.

"Why not have one with ny brother Tom and nyself? He'd | ove to neet you.
My apartnent is only a short distance away. WII you?"

Lanont Cranston pernitted hinself to be persuaded.

THE apartnent was in a swanky building in the fashi onabl e East Side, not
far from Sutton Place. Pearl Crawford opened the door herself with a |atchkey.
She |l ed Cranston into a gorgeous living room There was no sign of her
br ot her.

"Tomw || be back in a few m nutes,"” Pearl said. "Excuse ne, please."
She vani shed into another room Cranston stared at the |iving-roomwall,
where an extraordinarily good painting hung. It was a full-1length nude done in

oils. It was signed by Mrtiner Tenple, a well-known figure painter. There was
no m staki ng who had posed for the picture. Pearl Crawford's |lovely face
smiled

coyly fromthe canvas.

The girl returned from her bedroomwhile Cranston was still examn ning the
pai nting. She gave a giggle of pretended nodesty and turned the nude painting
toward the wall.

She had changed into a negligee. It was sheer and lacy, with w de sl eeves
that fell away fromthe girl's snmooth arns. The deep throat of the garment
all owed Cranston a glinpse of Pearl's hal f-conceal ed bosom

"I"ll mx the cocktails while we're waiting for Tom" she said.

The nonent she vani shed toward the kitchen, Cranston tiptoed toward the
bedroom Hi s novenents were swift and noi sel ess. He knew exactly what he was
hunting for, and where he thought he would find it.

He went straight to the garnent closet of Pearl Crawford.

The obj ect he was hunting for was on the top shelf, cleverly conceal ed
under a wide-brinmmed hat. The object was a wig. The wig was beautifully
marcell ed. Its col or was copper-red!

Instantly, The Shadow knew that his suspicions concerning Pearl Crawford
were correct. The discovery of the red-haired wi g expl ai ned her eagerness to
invite Lanmont Cranston to her apartment. She was the nysterious Peggy Madi son!

Her victinms were the investors in the war machine of the fugitive Doctor
Jasper Logan. The Shadow, in his role of Cranston, was in a dangerous trap.

CRANSTON ti pt oed noi sel essly back toward the Iiving room He could hear
the click of Pearl's high-heeled slippers hurrying fromthe kitchen

Wth a noisel ess bound, The Shadow reached the nude painting which Pearl
had turned toward the wall with nock nbdesty. He turned it about a scant
second
bef ore she entered the Iiving room

There was a foolish grin on Lanont Cranston's |ips. Pearl thought that he
had been unable to resist taking another | ook at the painting.



She giggled, set down her tray with the two cocktails. She sl apped
Cranston's wist gently. There was a provocative lure in her blue eyes.

"You men are all alike! Try one of these cocktails. They're delicious!"

Cranston noticed that she sel ected her own glass. He took the other, but
saw that the rimof the glass in Pearl's hand had a slight nick on it. Her
gl ance had dropped swiftly toward the tiny inperfection before she made her
selection. It was enough to warn The Shadow.

The cocktail in his own hand was drugged!

"Here's to the npst attractive artist's nodel |'ve ever had the good
fortune to nmeet," he said, smlingly.

The Shadow had turned slightly. H s gaze noved about the room Then he
drai ned his gl ass.

Pear!| watched him her blue eyes tense. For an instant, Cranston stood
noti onl ess. Then his body swayed. Hi s face was quite red. The hand that held
his enpty gl ass dropped sluggishly at his side. The glass slipped fromhis
fingers.

He staggered backward, then recovered hinself. Whirling, he tried to
reach
the mant el pi ece to support hinmself. H's |l egs gave way. He fell full length on
the rug, with his Iinp head al nost at the edge of the fireplace

For an instant, his outstretched hand cl awed feebly, then the fingers
rel axed. He lay face downward, as notionless as a dead man.

Pear| hadn't uttered a sound. Now she sprang forward, her blue eyes
bl azing with triunph. She kicked Cranston viciously in the ribs with the
poi nted toe of her slipper. Cranston never noved.

Wth an oath of delight, Pearl raced fromthe |living room

"O K., boys! Hurry it up! The fool is out cold!"

Cranston heard the echo of her voice down a rear corridor. H's head
lifted. His face was still red, but he was conpletely conscious. The flush had
cone fromhis efforts to hold his breath while he kept from swallow ng the
drugged liquor behind his closed lips. The snmallness of the cocktail glass had
made the feat easy.

He spat the liquor into the dead ashes in the fireplace. The Shadow
resummed his linp pose. He knew that he was deliberately courting death. He
expected to be tied up and ki dnapped as a prelude to his rmurder. But he had a
nmethod to cut his bonds. And he was determined to find out who was the
mur derous chief of this treacherous artist's nodel

Two nen came racing back to the living roomw th Pearl. One of them wore
the uniform of an el evator operator. Pearl called himMrtin. He had a dark
sullen face and greedy eyes.

The second man was a different type entirely. He was stanped with the
ugly
expression of a professional killer. Cranston recogni zed himthe noment he
heard
Pear| call hi m Bunp.

Bunp W1 son! One of the npbst dangerous crimnals in the underworld! A
crook who sold his services only to master crimnals! Was Doctor Logan his
enpl oyer - or was it soneone still unguessed?

CHAPTER | V
LAMONT CRANSTON DI ES?

THE SHADOW al | owed hinsel f to be bound tightly hand and foot. He was
carried to the service elevator. Martin was its regul ar operator, enployed by
t he apartnent house. He was also in the crooked schene.

Pear| went ahead to act as |ookout. A car was waiting outside the
basenent
exit. It drove smoothly away with The Shadow, a hel pl ess bundle in the rear



covered by a | aprobe.

Not hi ng was sai d except one griminterchange between Bunp WIson and
Pear| .

"Did you arrange about the newspaper item babe?"

"Yeah," Pearl said. "lIt's a cinch! The society editors ate it up! I told
them | was Lanont Cranston's social secretary."

The speeding car slowed presently, stopped. A nonment later, the faint
t oot
of a river boat was heard.

The Shadow was lifted fromthe car into the di mess of a covered pier
The
pi er was enpty, except for a furtive figure guarding the gate. Either the pier
wat chman was a nenber of the gang, or sone thug had managed to take the rea
wat chman' s pl ace by subterfuge

As The Shadow was lifted over a stringpiece to a small cabin cruiser, a
gl ance through slitted |lids showed himthe East River

Bunp W1 son was already busy with the engine. Pearl cast off the line.
The
boat headed downstream at a good speed

By this tine, The Shadow s situation was desperate. A heavy wei ght had
been attached to his feet. To have all owed Pearl or Bump to suspect that he
was
in full possession of his senses, would have brought hima swi ft knife-stab in
the heart before he could release his fettered hands by the device on which he
was dependi ng.

Besi des, he had deci ded upon a nore daring plan. He intended to | et
Lanont
Cranston be "drowned"! Wth Cranston "dead", the crooks would report to their
unknown | eader that a second nurder had been successfully carried out.

Al ready, The Shadow knew the identities of three of the unknown | eader's
gang. He woul d use that know edge to lead himto the supercrimnal hinself!

There was not even a quiver of his eyelids as his body was lifted from
t he
cruiser's cabin and rolled close to the rail, ready to be dunped overboard.
The
boat had veered out far in the center of the East River. The broad span of the
Br ookl yn Bridge cast a deep shadow on the water.

On the left, a string of barges was passing close to the Brooklyn shore.
But the boat's cabin screened the two nurderers who bent over The Shadow s
fettered figure. Wth a grunt, they shoved hi m overboard.

THE spl ash made a dull roaring in The Shadow s ears, as his body sank
from
sight alnost instantly.

Hi s fettered hands bent sharply upward at the wists, fingers touching
t he
left sleeve of his coat. Inside the sl eeve edge was a cunni ng conceal ed
Zi pper.

It tugged open and the handle of a small knife dropped into the crevice made
by
The Shadow s opened pal ns.

He forced the sharp bl ade downward agai nst the tight cords that bound his
wrists together. The cords parted |like a snapped bowstring. The Shadow bent
doubl e toward his weighted feet.

Hi s lungs ached with the agony of holding his breath. The pressure of
deep
wat er made thunder in his ears. But the danger that he feared nbst was the
sof t,
bl ack ooze of the river bottom toward which his weighted body was pl unging.



The kni fe bl ade ripped viciously, the weight dropped away from his
ankl es.
There was a sudden si ckening sensation of greasy nud tugging at him- then The
Shadow was popping upward like a rising cork

He broke the surface with a tiny plunme of spray. H s al nost bursting
| ungs
sucked in air. Turning, he stared down the river. The cruiser's inpetus had
carried it well downstream after The Shadow had been dunped overboard. It was
curving about to return to the spot where the victimhad vani shed.

Bunp W1 son was a nethodical nurderer. He took no chances.

Nor did The Shadow He swam under water toward the string of barges he
had
noticed earlier. By the tine the cruiser was sl ow ng under the shadow of the
Br ookl yn Bridge, Lanont Cranston was on the other side of the barges.

He made shore without discovery. His dripping figure clinbed a vertica
| adder to a Brooklyn pier, where it disappeared.

THAT very sane day, a fanmous man registered at a m dtown hotel in
Manhat t an

The visitor was Kent Allard. A lard, famous aviator, many nonths before
had returned fromthe Central American jungles, where he had seeningly
soj ourned many years, follow ng an air crash

In reality, he had been in New York nmost of the time. Kent Allard was the
true personality of The Shadow This was conpletely unknown to the world.

The first thing Kent Allard did, when he found hinself alone in his
expensive suite, was to read the society page in every Manhattan newspaper. He
renenbered the strange conversation he had heard between Pearl Crawford and
Bump W1 son. He expected to find sonething interesting. Nor was he
di sappoi nt ed.

Lanont Cranston, it was reported, had just left town on anot her
bi g- game- hunting expedition. H's return was not expected for several nonths.

The sibilant |aughter of The Shadow parted Kent Allard's |ips. He picked
up the tel ephone and whi spered a nunber unlisted in any directory. It was the
nunber allotted to his secret agent Burbank, contact nman in the crine-smashing
organi zation built up by the genius of The Shadow.

For a nmonent there was silence. Then

" Bur bank speaking."

"Report on difford murder!™

"Police accuse Doctor Jasper Logan. Logan still a fugitive. His
assi st ant,

Walter Starr, released fromjail as material w tness. Bail provided by man

named

Julius Herzog. Amount pl edged comes from junkyard property. That is all."
Again, laughter welled fromthe conpressed |lips of Kent Allard. The sly

Julius Herzog was still cooperating with the vani shed Doctor Logan. George
Cdifford was dead. Lanont Cranston was dead - as far as crooks were concerned.
But The Shadow still |ived!

Hi s vibrant voice gave an additional order. He notified Burbank to get in
touch with O yde Burke and arrange an interview between Burke and VWl ter
Starr,
the frightened assistant of Doctor Logan. He wanted conpl ete details gathered
concerni ng the vani shed i nventor and his war invention

Clyde Burke was the ideal man for the job. He was the snartest reporter
on
the C assic. Like Burbank, he was a trusted agent of The Shadow.

Meanwhi | e, The Shadow was prepared to strike at the heart of this
baf f1ing
tangle of crime - by noving in a new and utterly different direction! The
shapely Pearl Crawford was due for a surprise!



CHAPTER V
CH RP OF A CRI CKET

CLYDE BURKE' S step slowed a trifle as he approached Jasper Logan's hone.
A
car was parked diagonally across the street. It wasn't the car that excited
Clyde's suspicion. It was the man inside.

Though the man's chin was sunk on his chest, and his hatbrimdrooped | ow
over his forehead, O yde knew that the nman's eyes were wi de open and alert.

Clyde was too clever a reporter to betray his awareness of the situation.
He continued to the Logan doorstep

Walter Starr opened the door of the brownstone in response to Clyde's
ring. He smled at sight of his visitor. Cyde had been there before in his
capacity as a Cassic reporter, and he had nmade hi nsel f agreeabl e and
sympat heti c.

Starr shook his head as C yde asked himif he had any news fromthe
m ssing inventor. Doctor Logan had vani shed conmpletely after his slugging of
Patrol man Rafferty. His guilt of the rmurder of George Cifford seenmed certain.

Yet Walter Starr stoutly defended the doctor's innocence of Cifford' s
nmyst eri ous deat h.

"If that's the case,” Cyde said, "why did Logan refuse to disclose the
nanmes of the other two investors?"

Starr smiled.

"He has a quick tenper. He was probably annoyed by the curt questions

shot
at himby the police."

"Any objection to telling ne the nanmes of those two nen who paid
twenty-five grand apiece to back his invention?" dyde asked.

"Not at all. One of themis Carl Ragland, a Wall Street broker. The ot her
is Mortinmer Tenple, the well-known artist. Wat notive could Doctor Logan have
to kill either of then®"

"Plenty - if his war machine actually works!" Cyde said. "Suppose Logan
made one | ast secret experinment - and succeeded! In that case, the war device
woul d be worth literally mllions, perhaps billions! Wuldn't he be tenpted to

get rid of these partners who had cut in for a neasly twenty-five thousand
api ece?"

Walter Starr smled sadly.

"You woul dn't say that if you saw the machi ne demonstrated. It just
doesn't work, I'msorry to say. Wuld you like to see a test of it?"

THEY descended to the basement | aboratory. A steel-barred w ndow | ooked
out on a rear alley. There was a form dable |ock on the door. The hum of an
electric fan made a steady buzzing. The place was cranmed wi th apparatus. But
Clyde's interest centered on the machine that stood near the inner wall of the
room

The invention | ooked a ot like a novie projector, but larger, and with a
square opening for a lens. Starr explained the machine as he fiddled with
knobs
and levers. It projected a ray of cold-black Iight toward an experi nent al
chrone-steel plate, although, at tinmes, because of atnospheric conditions, the
light took on a yellowi sh tinge. Starr lifted the heavy plate with difficulty
and clanped it in a holder opposite the snout of the huge |ens.

Theoretically, the invisible ray was supposed to nelt the tough chrone
steel like wax. By all the |laws of mathematics and optics, Doctor Logan had
succeeded. Yet, when he had nade the final crucial test, the ray had fail ed!
Sonme minor flaw in either [ ens or design had robbed the ray of its power.



But Cyde Burke interrupted Starr's explanation with a sharp excl amati on
He saw sonet hi ng that brought quick tension to his body. A round hol e was
gouged in the snooth surface of the wall opposite. A bullet hole!

Starr's laugh sounded strained when C yde poi nted.

"It's the mark of a ballistics test we nade here weeks ago. One of the
test bullets went wild."

Hi s voice was hesitant. It was plain that he was |lying. dyde proved it
by
touching his finger to the baseboard under the bullet hole. He showed Starr
t he
faint white filmof powder on his finger tip. Some of the plaster had eddi ed
downward fromthat strange bullet hole in the wall. The shot had been fired
recently!

Walter Starr admitted it, finally. But he refused to explain what had
happened, until C yde Burke pledged hinmself to secrecy. Then. with a
frightened
| ook on his handsone face, Starr wal ked quietly to the barred wi ndow and, to
Cyde's amazenent, renoved the steel bars.

They had been sawed t hrough

Starr's story was grimy brief. An intruder had sneaked through those
sawed bars. after cutting them into the | ocked |aboratory. Starr had
surprised
hi m exam ni ng the war machi ne. The stranger had fired at Starr, narrowy
m ssi ng
his head. The slug buried itself in the |aboratory wall. The burglar fled
t hrough the sanme w ndow.

"Did you get a good | ook at the burglar?" Cyde queried.

Starr shook his head, |ooked ill at ease. The burglar, he explained, had
been nasked. There were gloves on his hands. He wore bl ack clothing that nmade
himpractically invisible the monent he had fled to the rear alley.

"Did you notice whether this burglar had a finger mssing on that gl oved
| eft hand of his?" Cyde asked, tonel essly.

Starr sounded angry.

"I know what you're thinking. It isn't true! Wiy should Doctor Logan
sneak
in to exanm ne his own nachine?"

"O K Let's see the nachine work."

STARR forgot his anxiety in his zeal to denonstrate, the invention. At
hi s
touch, a faint humwas added to the buzz of the electric fan. Starr held his
hand between the lens of the projector and the chrone-steel plate. Instantly,
Cl yde gasped. Starr's hand was becoming transparent. The flesh seened to fade
away. The entire skeleton of his hand was exposed with the fidelity of an
X-ray
pi cture.

Starr grinned. He explained that the action of the invisible ray was
entirely harmess to human tissue.

Hesitantly, Cyde tried it hinself, saw the bones of his own hand
exposed.

"Now watch the steel plate," Starr said, when C yde drew back

Slowmy, it began to glow It turned a bright, rosy red. The gl ow spread
across the entire surface of the chrome steel. Then, as slowy as it had cone,
it faded.

Walter Starr sighed like a nman staring at a profoundly di sappointing
failure. He explained why the ray had failed. According to all of Doctor
Logan's prelimnary calcul ati ons, the ray shoul d have changed the chenmnica
conposition of the tough steel, making it brittle at first, then dissolving it
conpl etely.



Starr uncl anped the heavy steel plate and carried it back to its rack
with
a grunting effort.

"It's just as heavy as when we started,” he adnmitted. "The rosy gl ow you
saw made no atom c change in the steel plate. W can't nmelt the nmetal at a
range of six inches, let alone six mles. That was the range we had hoped to
use the projector under wartine conditions."

He turned off the machine. Now, the only sound in the | aboratory was the
drone of the electric fan. Its buzz made talking a bit difficult. Cyde
wondered why it was in use at all.

"I hope |'ve convinced you of two things," Walter Starr said, with his
wan
smle. "First, that the ray doesn't work. In other words, there is no reason
for
Doctor Logan to freeze out his partners by murdering them™

Starr drew a deep breath.

"Second, that there is no sane reason for Doctor Logan to be the
nmysterious burglar who tried to nurder me when | surprised him He built the
machi ne and understands it perfectly. Therefore -"

Clyde Burke wasn't listening. He was staring at the whirring electric
fan.

A queer | ook had suddenly come into the eyes of the shrewd C assic reporter

"Why is that fan running? Did you turn it on?"

Starr | ooked startled. "To tell you the truth, | didn't even realize it
was running. That's funny!"

"It's dammed funny!" d yde snapped.

He reached up and turned off the fan. Silence filled the | aboratory. And
yet - not a conplete silence. There was a strange, tiny nonotonous sound that
was al nost i naudi bl e.

"What the devil's that?" Starr whispered.

"I don't know, but I'mgoing to find out!" C yde grow ed.

BURKE began to circle the laboratory, his ears rigidly alert to trace the
source of the strange sound. He located it finally. It cane fromthe floor. It
seemed to be hidden under one of the boards near the base of the machine that
projected the invisible black ray.

It was a rhythnic ticking. O ockwrk was conceal ed somewhere in an
openi ng
beneat h the fl oor!

Swiftly, dyde pried up the | oose boards. An obl ong hol e was di scl osed,
in
which lay a small leather suitcase. It was fromwi thin this suitcase that the
om nous ticking was audible.

Clyde's face pal ed.

"A bonmb!" he gasped. "An infernal machine - planted here to bl ow you and
the | aboratory to hell!"

Wil e Cyde held back the the boards, Starr lifted the suitcase gently
fromthe hole, laid it down softly. He filled a large tub with water and
pl aced
the suitcase into it, so that the water entirely covered it.

Presently, the om nous ticking ceased.

But Starr wasn't fool enough to open the clasps of the seal ed | eather
bag.

He pi cked up a sharp-bladed knife and sliced through the soaked | eather |ike
cheese.

The bonb was a heavy cylinder of steel, tamped tightly at both ends. It
was connected by wires to a cheap alarmclock. Starr took one |ook at the
al arm
hand of the clock and his face becanme ghastly. The expl osive had been tined to



detonate within twenty m nutes.

That was the tinme when Starr customarily entered the | aboratory to check
on the progress of other experinents on which he was engaged.

"What does it mean?" he asked, huskily.

"It neans,"” Cyde told him "that we've found the notive for that
"burglary' you interrupted last night. The nmasked nman wasn't interested in the
deat h-ray machi ne. He came here to bl ow you up and destroy the | aboratory!
He's
the one who turned on the electric fan. He had to have sonething to deaden the
sound of that ticking under the floor."

Clyde's lips tightened.

"You're a dammed fool, if you let loyalty to your enployer run away with
your common sense! Did the nasked man have an enpty glove finger on his |eft
hand?"

A long pause. "Yes," Starr said, faintly. There was unbelieving horror in
his eyes.

Clyde talked to the trenbling assistant, prom sed to keep the news of the
i nfernal machine a secret. He advised Starr to do the same. He warned hi mthat
there was a possibility of nore nmurder attenpts - and told of the mysterious
man outside in the parked car. Cyde intended to discover that watcher's
identity.

Walter Starr was utterly crushed by the realization that his enpl oyer had
attenpted to murder him He agreed to cooperate with Burke's plan

Clyde tiptoed to the wi ndow fromwhich the bars had been cut. He squeezed
carefully through to the paved courtyard in the rear. He waited, crouched
outside, until Starr had replaced the sawed bars and had cl osed the w ndow and
drawn the shade.

Then O yde Burke noved toward the exit of the alley.

BURKE i ntended to sneak up on the nysterious car from behind. But a man
behind a pile of ash cans at the head of the alley spoiled Cyde' s schenme. He
rose with a tigerish leap a split second after Cyde noticed his crouched
figure.

A gun butt crashed against the reporter's skull. Cyde sprawied to the
paverent. Blood trickled into his glaring eyes.

There was an echo of racing feet and the thug was gone.

Clyde felt a fierce surge of excitement as he swayed drunkenly to his
feet. The bl ow had been too hastily delivered to knock himout; and the
trickle
of bl ood across his eyes had not inpaired his trained reporter's vision

He had recogni zed that fleeing assailant! The man was a prof essi ona
crimnal whose nanme, as far as Cyde was aware, had not yet been brought into
the investigation of George Cifford s death.

The thug was Bunp W/ son!

W ping the smear of blood fromhis forehead with a handkerchief, Burke
advanced at a quick run toward the front street. The parked car was already in
nmotion. Clyde didn't attenpt to pursue it. He caught a clear glinpse of the
license plate. His trenbling hand fished for pencil and notebook and wote the
nunber down.

By that tine, the speeding car had vani shed. There had been no sign
what ever of Bunp WIlson. It was nerely a guess on Cyde Burke's part that Bunp
and the man in the car were partners. Bunmp could easily have fled in sone
ot her
direction. But he could just as easily have dived into the autonobile and
flattened hinself on the floor, before the driver put the car into swft
noti on.

Clyde wal ked to a near-by drugstore and had his cuts fixed up with
adhesi ve tape. Then he closed hinmself in a phone booth and called the Bureau
of



Mot or Vehi cl es.

His call got quick results. What he | earned brought amazement to him The
nane of the owner of the vanished car was Mrtinmer Tenple!

Mortinmer Tenple, the famous artist! Mortinmer Tenple, one of the investors
in Doctor Logan's war nachi ne.

Cl yde dropped anot her nickel into the phone slot and called an unlisted
nunber. There was a brief wait while the |line hummred. Then

" Bur bank speaking."

Into the attentive ear of The Shadow s contact man, C yde poured out his
grimstory.

Five mnutes after Clyde had | eft the drugstore, the tel ephone bell rang
in Kent Allard' s hotel suite.

The Shadow picked up the receiver with a sibilant |augh

CHAPTER VI
MR. HUGO SLADE

A TAXI CAB was parked near the enpl oyee's entrance of the swanky apart ment
house in which Pearl Crawford lived. It was alnost tine for the el evator nen
to
change shifts. The man in black cloak and sl ouch hat in the taxicab was
interested in the personality of one of those el evator operators. He intended
to trail the shifty individual who called hinself Martin.

The Shadow had left his hotel imrediately after receiving the report of
Clyde Burke, in a taxi driven by one of his own agents, Mde Shrevnitz.

The Shadow was now waiting patiently for the appearance of Martin.

In fifteen mnutes, his vigil was rewarded. The el evator operator |eft
t he
rear of the building. He glanced uneasily up and down the street. Then
apparently satisfied, he hurried to the corner and wal ked a block or two to a
Ccross-town bus.

To trail the bus without naking his pursuit too obvious was child' s play
for the experienced Mboe. The suspect alighted far over on the west side of
town, near the Hudson River. It was not a very prepossessing nei ghborhood, and
it becanme rapidly nore slumike as Martin hurried south.

Hi s goal was a three-story brick building. Tough-Iooking characters hung
around the sidewalk in front. Strident dance nusic issued fromthe open
wi ndows
on the second floor. The figures of dancing couples were visible as they
twirled
past the wi ndows, the men in peak caps and tightly belted suits, the wonmen in
cheap finery.

Martin entered the open | obby of the building. But he didn't clinb the
wi de wooden stairs to the dance hall. Instead, he wal ked down a narrow
corridor
on the ground fl oor.

A man in a boxlike office just inside the front entrance gave Martin a
sharp gl ance, but made no effort to stop him The el evator operator entered a
roomat the end of the dark ground-floor hall.

The Shadow mi ssed not hing of this. Me Shrevnitz had slowed his taxi. But
t he nonent he passed the building, Me increased his speed. Behind him the
voi ce of The Shadow gave a quiet-toned order fromthe bl ackness of the rear
seat .

Moe directed his attention toward the cheap shops that |ined both sides
of
t he avenue. Presently, he saw what he wanted, and halted. He di sappeared into
a
second- hand cl othing store. When he enmerged, a few minutes |later, he was



carrying a paper-w apped parcel

Sliding open his glass panel, Me dropped the package into the cab's
rear.

H s gaze renuni ned straight ahead.

The Shadow s voice was crystal clear: "Five blocks. Drive slowy. Then
stop. Await further orders.™

Silence followed. Inside the darkened rear of the slowy noving taxi, a
qui ck transformati on was taking place. Using the contents of Me's package,
The
Shadow now becane something utterly different.

A cheap, narrow backed suit made the broad shoul ders of The Shadow seem
sloping. H's chest was suddenly pinched. A peaked cap gave sullen hardness to
a
pale, tight-lipped face. Me's passenger had becone a typical tenenent thug.

VWhen Mbe Shrevnitz halted obediently at the end of five blocks, the
taxi cab's rear was enpty! Sonewhere along that route The Shadow had
noi sel essly
departed fromthe slowy noving vehicle, carrying a briefcase.

A folded slip of paper on the rear seat told Me exactly what to do. He
foll owed those instructions.

FIVE m nutes | ater, The Shadow energed from behind a board fence that
surrounded a vacant | ot.

A cigarette dangled fromhis thin |lips. The Shadow was certain that he
| ooked the part he had deliberately assuned - that of a sullen and dangerous
t hug.

The Shadow wat ched t he steady stream of people entering the dance- hal
building. In a few nmonents, he noticed a peculiar fact. Not everyone was
clinmbing the broad stairs. Cccasionally, a man woul d duck past the office
cubby
on the ground floor and pass down the narrow corridor to the rear room where
Martin, the elevator operator, had vani shed earlier.

As he nmingled with the crowd, The Shadow watched five of them do the sane
thing. All five were in uniform Al five were el evator operators!

The Shadow waited until the beady-eyed man in the office turned away to
answer the ring of a tel ephone. Then he pushed through the crowmd at the foot
of
the stairs, wal ked quietly down the dimcorridor.

Cautiously testing, he found the door to the roomwhere the el evator nen
had vani shed was unl ocked. The roomitself was enpty - not even a stick of
furniture in it. There was one w ndow, but it was covered by netal bars.
Qoviously, Martin and his conpanions had | eft the roomby sonme other exit - a
secret one

Fi ngers of The Shadow probed with the sensitive skill of a cracksman. He
found a tiny knoblike projection in a wall panel and a holl ow al ongside it.
Both were so small that they were invisible to the eye. But the pressure of
The
Shadow s finger produced a slight click

The panel slid aside. Narrow steps were di sclosed, |eading downward.

Dar kness shrouded the bottom of those steps.

From t he bl ackness beyond his vision, cane the hum of | ow pitched voi ces.
The Shadow, however, never entered blindly anything that mght turn out to be
a
trap.

He tiptoed back to the barred wi ndow of the bare room By squeezi ng
forward and straining his vision downward, he was able to see that there was a
sim |l ar w ndow bel ow.

The sibilant |aughter of The Shadow nade a rustling sound in the
stillness



of the upper room Suddenly, it ceased. Wth a quick bound, The Shadow darted
toward the wall panel and closed it. He had heard the cautious sound of
footsteps in the corridor outside!

Suddenly the door was flung open. A man stood grimy on the threshold. He
was the beady-eyed nman fromthe front office.

The Shadow hi ccuped as he turned to face the doorway. A quick thrust of
hi s hand had knocked off his cap and had tousled his hair. He had swall owed a
mout hful of liquor froma flask in his hip pocket - carried deliberately as
part of his cheap, thuggish role. H s breath was el oquent of al cohol as he
| urched drunkenly forward.

"Who the hell are you?" the man grow ed. "Wat are you doing in here?"

The Shadow swayed. There was a blurred grin on his loose |lips. He
expl ai ned with drunken gravity that he was | ooking for the nmen's room

"Upstairs, dope! You're on the wong floor. Get out of here!"

Suspi cion faded fromthe manager's hard eyes. His hand |l eft the outline
of
the hidden gun in his pocket. He |l ed the unsteady drunk to the stairway at the
front of the corridor, grinning as he watched hi m ascend.

The Shadow, however, didn't stay long in the men's room Watching his
chance, he descended presently to the street, taking care to avoid the notice
of the manager.

THE SHADOW nelted into the darkness outside. Wal king rapidly, he made his
way back to the vacant | ot where he had secreted his briefcase. Having found
it, he made his way back to the dance-hall buil ding.

This time, he approached it fromthe rear, found hinmself in the darkness
behi nd a barred basenent wi ndow. It was the one he had noticed when he had
peered out the w ndow of the upper room

No | onger was he garbed in the cheap pinch-back suit of a tough gunman. A
sl ouch hat shaded the flane of his deep-socketed eyes. Black gl oves and an
envel opi ng bl ack cl oak nade himseem part of the darkness itself.

He reached for the bars of the wi ndow, was not surprised to find they
wer e
a fake. They swung open like a small gate, |eaving the wi ndow pane an easy
t ask
for the resources of The Shadow.

A diamond cutter took care of the glass. Through the square openi ng went
The Shadow s hand, and unl atched the wi ndow. He glided inside the building.
Hs
gl oved hands reached back and swung the hinged bars back into place.

SI X nen dressed in the uniforns of el evator operators sat on hard wooden
chairs in a brilliantly lighted room The chairs were ranged in a senmicircle,
so that each of the six men faced a small platformon which sat the
extraordinarily ugly | eader of this group.

He had a dozen different aliases, but it was as Hugo Sl ade that these
el evator operators knew him O her groups of picked men served Sl ade al so.
Taxi
drivers, hotel doornen, waiters - all of themcane on different occasions to
this cunningly hidden basenent room

They were spies, protected and well paid by a superspy. Sl ade was a nan
wi thout a country - and yet a man with poisonous roots in every nation in the
world. The secrets he dealt in had made himrich. Police of a dozen countries
had tried in vain to catch him So far, Hugo Sl ade had been too clever for
t hem

As though in nockery of the country in which he now plotted, there was an
American flag draped across the wall behind the platform Frombehind its
folds, Slade had entered the rooma few nonments before.



He was a man with a fat-cheeked face and pouchy eyelids. A brown beard
covered his cheeks and chin. It mght have been a disguise, like the brown
curly hair on his large-doned head. H s mouth was the nost unpl easant part of
him An undershot jaw exposed prom nent white teeth that gave hima shark-1ike
| ook when he snil ed.

A smle was on his face as he listened to the report of the el evator
operator who called hinmself Martin.

Martin was expl ai ni ng what had happened to Lanont Cranston. He told how
the mllionaire sportsman had been lured by Pearl Crawford to her apartnent.
He
told of Cranston's death by drowning in the East River, a murder successfully
covered up by a fake social itemprinted in every New York newspaper.

Hugo Sl ade uttered a harsh chuckl e.

"That makes two fools who are now out of the way,'
"difford,
who invested in the war invention. Cranston, who did not. W still have two
others to take care of. Carl Ragland and Mortinmer Tenple, the well-known
artist
who is so partial to painting young | adies wi thout any cl othes on. Proceed
with
your report!"

Martin conti nued.

"Pearl Crawford is working in cahoots with a thug named Bunp W/ son. Both
she and Bunmp think I"'mloyal to them M personal opinion is that they are
wor ki ng for Doctor Logan. | think that -"

"Leave the thinking to ne!" Slade snarled, suddenly. Savage anger gl owed
in his bul bous eyes, then quickly faded. H s fat, bearded face quivered with
silent |aughter.

"I don't want Logan harned. Understand that, every one of you! As for the
charm ng Pearl Crawford and the very tough M. Bunp WIlson -"

Sl ade didn't finish the sentence. There was no need to. He rose to his

he nur nur ed.

feet.

"Each one of you will return to the apartment houses where you are
enpl oyed as el evator operators. Continue with the spy assignments al ready
gi ven

you. Please remain here in your seats for the usual ten mnutes before you
| eave
by the stairway and panel in the roomabove. That is all!"

THERE was a jeer on Slade's bearded face as he turned toward the draped
flag on the wall. He had no suspicion that his voice and his entire appearance
were under the shrewd observation of a man whose |life was dedicated to the
suppressi on of crine.

The Shadow was behi nd that draped flag that covered a hidden exit in the
wal | .

A tiny hole permtted The Shadow to observe Hugo Sl ade and to nmark
accurately the faces and figures of the six spying el evator nen. He had seen
and heard all he wanted to know for the present. Hi s purpose now was to avoid
di scovery.

He retreated noi sel essly as Hugo Sl ade strode toward the flag. A quick
turn and The Shadow vani shed through the barred wi ndow. The hi nged bars swung
back into pl ace.

The Shadow ran to a board fence behind the dance-hall building, vaulted
the fence and dropped to the opposite side - into the desperate enbrace of a
man with a drawn gun

The gunman made a bad error. He tried to club The Shadow wi th his weapon,
to avoid gunfire that m ght bring the police. The Shadow was unabl e to dodge
t he quick blow, but he managed to miss its full force.

Bl ood streanmed down his face froma gashed tenple. One of his gloved



hands
clutched at the gun. The other caught the thug in a grip of steel that forced
the killer to gasp with shrill agony.

The gun roared as the thug tried to blast his opponent to death. The
Shadow, however, tw sted sideways with an agile nmotion that pulled his body
out
of line with the jerking nuzzle. Flane spurted past his face. The crash of the
shots nade a thunderous sound in the darkness.

Yel |l s sounded fromthe dance hall overhead. Fromthe rear street a police
whi stl e echoed in a shrill blast. The Shadow knew it was tine to get away -
and
to get away fast! A jujitsu hold dropped the groaning gunman in a paral yzed
huddl e on the ground. The Shadow sprang away. He vaul ted another fence and
raced down the alley that led to the rear street.

He was too late! A policeman was pounding into view fromthe street.

The Shadow had no tine to be gentle. He saw the cop's gun | eap | evel
toward his heart. His life hung in the balance. Then his clenched fist struck
the policeman's jaw, tunbling himbackward. He | eaped over the prone body,
vani shing to the sidewal k as the cop struggled bravely to his feet.

As The Shadow rounded the corner, a taxicab stood at the curb opposite
t he
front entrance of the dance hall. The cab was that of Me Shrevnitz's. The
orders he had received from The Shadow had been explicit. He had parked at the
spot directed and he had | eft his engine running.

The next instant, Me's eyes bulged with wonder. He had heard a rear door
slam Now, a hand was extending itself fromthe rear seat toward himin a
Swift
gesture. On the finger of that hand was a rare, sparkling gem A girasol. A
perfect specinen of a fire opal, the only one of its kind in the world. One
glance at it and Mbe knew that The Shadow was aboard.

Moe's foot crammred down hard on the gas pedal. The cab slithered around
the corner with a scream of skidding rubber. Me was a cunning driver in an
energency like this. He proved it |Iong before he finally parked in a private
garage nmles away fromthe uproar on the | ower West Side.

The taxicab was enpty by this time. The Shadow had left it somewhere
al ong
t he route uptown.

Once nore, he was the dapper figure of Kent Allard. He | ooked very
handsome as he drove in a private car toward the swanky studi o of MNortimer
Tenpl e.

The Shadow had not forgotten Cyde Burke's report. Kent Allard was about
to pay an inportant visit to the cel ebrated painter

CHAPTER VI |
THE SPANI SH CABI NET

MORTI MER TEMPLE was doi ng his best to control his tenper.

Brilliant bluish-white electric lights gleaned fromthe lofty ceiling of
his studio. It gave an effect of clear daylight. On one side of the roomwas a
nodel 's enpty platform Cl oser to Tenple was an easel on which rested an
unfi ni shed nude painting. Even in the blurred outline of the partially
fini shed
job the face of Pearl Crawford was easily recognizable.

It was about Pearl that Mrtimer Tenple was quarreling with his daughter
Evel yn.

Evel yn shook her head inpatiently, said:

"Dad | know that you've been secretly paying Pearl Crawford | arge sums of
nmoney. Mdre noney than she's entitled to for her posing. Wiy? Is it -



bl ackmai | ?"

The daughter put both arnms around her father. She | ooked sweet and
| ovel y,
and Tenple was very fond of her

"You're right" he admitted in a |l ow voice. "The girl is blackmailing nel!
I
can't explain. But | give you ny word that |I'minnocent of w ongdoing."

"I'f you're innocent you have nothing to fear!" Evelyn replied. "Wy don't
you get rid of her?"

"You don't understand. Pearl has it in her power to ruin ny career!™

There was a false ring to his words. Hi s voice |acked sincerity. He
| ooked
relieved when a trill of |aughter sounded across the big studio.

A door had opened in the opposite wall. It was the door of Pearl's
dressing room She stood on the threshold, dressed in a filnmy robe, one hand
resting lightly on a lovely hip. There was hard nockery in her blue eyes as
she
advanced with a swaying wal k toward the artist and his daughter.

She stood al ongsi de Evel yn Tenpl e consci ous that the conparison was al
in
her own favor. The thin dressing gown candidly outlined every curve of the
nodel ' s perfect figure.

"You don't like nme do you, Evelyn?" she purred.

"My nane is Mss Tenple" the girl flashed, angrily.

"Well don't be too proud about it! You may find yourself in the gutter
some day if you're not damm careful!"

Templ e uttered a quick cry of renonstrance. But Pearl ignored him She
kept her gaze on Evelyn and it was flinty with hate. Then slowy insolently,
she wal ked to the nodel stand.

She unfastened the jewel ed clasp of her robe and all owed the garment to
fall fromher. It lay in a shimmering circle at her feet. Lifting her bare
ar ns
she froze into a rigidly lovely pose. Except for the faint rise and fall of
her
control |l ed breathing she was |i ke notionless narble.

"Pl ease go," Tenple told his daughter gently.

He was no longer a man but a nmachine. His fingers were itching to pick up
brush and palette. Fromthe undraped Pearl cane a purr of anused | aughter
Evelyn's face flamed. But she turned silently and left the studio.

Fear replaced her anger. Wat was the hold Pearl Crawford had on her
father? Evelyn was determined to solve the nystery. She wal ked slowy toward
her own room

But a ring at the front door bell of the apartment interrupted her. At
sight of the debonair handsone-I|ooking visitor, Evelyn smiled with quick
pl easure. The visitor was Kent Allard.

LI KE everyone el se in town who had any pretense to social standing,

Evel yn
Tenpl e had already net the fanmous aviator. She led himto a small reception
room where Allard explained the reason for his call. He had decided to have a

portrait of hinmself painted. He wanted Mortimer Tenple to do the painting.

Evel yn nodded. She expl ai ned that her father was busy right now Wuld
M.

Allard mind waiting a few m nutes?

Allard smled. Delay was exactly what he wanted. The busi ness of the
painting was nerely a bluff. Hs real intent was to get a definite line on
Mortimer Tenple and the |lovely Pearl Crawf ord.

He was not afraid of Pearl connecting the identities of Kent Allard and
t he "drowned" Lanmont Cranston. The two roles of The Shadow were utterly



dissimlar. Clever as Pearl was, she would be unable to fathomthe truth.

As soon as Evelyn left Kent Allard al one, he closed the door of the small
recepti on room Laying his briefcase on the table, he nmoved noiselessly to the
wi ndow and raised it. It was a rear wi ndow, facing a blank brick wall across a
narrow court. The court itself was pitch-dark, exactly suited to the dangerous
activity The Shadow had in nind

Templ e's studio was not nore than fifteen feet distant fromthe w ndow
where The Shadow peered. He coul d see bluish-white |ight shining outward
t hrough a narrow gap between the thick studio curtains.

There was a tiny ornanmental stone bal cony outside the studio. Another one
proj ected bel ow t he wi ndow where The Shadow wat ched. There was a danger ous gap
bet ween them - | eadi ng downward to the black abyss of the courtyard far bel ow.
But Kent Allard had cone prepared for such danger.

He | ocked the reception-roomdoor on the inside. Cinbing on a chair, he
slid one hand through the narrow transom overhead and all owed the key to fal
to the corridor outside

A nmoment | ater, Kent Allard disappeared. In his place stood a figure
r obed
i n bl ackness, his forehead shielded by the brimof a broad slouch hat.

Si bi | ant
| aught er echoed softly.

The Shadow slid across the sill of the opened wi ndow, closing the sash
softly behind him Far bel ow himthe depths of the courtyard stretched sheer
and dizzy |like a canyon. But The Shadow s gaze remai ned | evel.

A coil of light, strong rope unwound from beneath his robe. He nade a
noose, | ooped a cornice on the roof above, then swing hinself fromthe stone
bal cony where he stood to the one adjoining. It was slow, dangerous work, but
The Shadow nade it.

Crouched outside the heavy drapes of Mrtiner Tenple's studio, he peered
through the tiny gap in the curtains. The Shadow coul d see the busy figure of
the artist, painting deftly at his canvas.

Pearl Crawford stood like living marble in the same rigid pose she had
assunmed when she had first nounted the nodel stand. Not a mnuscle of her white
body qui ver ed.

The Shadow wat ched her, not as a woman, but as a shrewd and dangerous
crimnal. He saw her |ips nove, knew she was speaking. To overhear the
conversation, he attached a small portable mcrophone to the window with a
suction cup. Attached earphones brought voices.

"How about the rest period?" Pearl said. "I'mgetting tired."

She didn't wait for an answer. Wth a graceful swoop, she picked up her
gauzy robe and fastened it about her. Snmiling, she wal ked to where the painter
stood. It was evident to The Shadow t hat Tenpl e was annoyed. Pearl was doi ng
her best to placate him

"Are you angry at ne for what | said to Evel yn?"

"You were very impudent! | know you don't |ike ny daughter, but | w sh
you'd control yourself."

"I"'msorry," Pearl said. Her voice was sugary-sweet. "Maybe | better
apol ogi ze to Evelyn."

"I't wouldn't hurt,"” Tenple grow ed.

The thinly covered figure of the nodel swayed close to the frowning
pai nter. Pearl was doing her best to vanp Tenple. The Shadow wondered what
Pearl's real ganme was. There was cunning in her averted gl ance. Suddenly, she
threw her arns around Tenple in a quick enbrace.

He didn't dike it. Pearl's voice was a wheedling murrmur in the artist's

ear.
"I don't want to cause any troubl e between you and your daughter."
"That's not the truth."”
"I wouldn't try to fool you," Pearl said, denurely.
But she already had! The Shadow, watching from his unseen post on the
stone bal cony outside, had been an interested witness of the snooth trick



Pear |
had pul | ed.

Her qui ck enbrace had given her an opportunity to let the fingers of her
left hand dip for a brief noment into the pocket of the painter's snock. She
took a small key fromthe w de, flapless pocket. The theft was so gently done
that Tenpl e had no suspicion of what had happened.

Pear| stepped back a pace. Her red lips snmled demurely. Tenple frowned,

sai d:

"Do you mean what you said - about apol ogizing to Evel yn?"

"Every word of it! Please bring her here."

Templ e gave his nodel a searching scrutiny. Then, apparently satisfied,
he

turned abruptly on his heel and left the studio.

The nonent he was gone, Pearl's smle whipped away from her face like a
wi t hdrawn mask. She ran with soft, barefooted haste to a beautiful antique
Spani sh chest that stood in a far corner of the studio.

Pear| swung open the doors of the Spanish cabinet, disclosing a nore
solid
door behind the ornanentation of the hinged front. This second barrier was
chrone steel. The stolen key opened it. Her hand thrust itself into the safe
and began to explore w th purposeful haste.

The Shadow mi ssed not hing of this. Screened by the heavy curtain of the
studi o wi ndow, he opened it noiselessly, slipped over the sil

The Shadow di vi ned exactly what Pearl was up to. She was searching
Tenple's safe to find a certain docunent. Wat that document was, made no
nmystery in The Shadow s m nd.

Pearl was trying to steal the | egal evidence that Mrtimer Tenple had
i nvested $25,000 in the war machi ne of Doctor Logan. The fugitive inventor
seened to be the guiding spirit in this whole conspiracy of death and
i ntrigue.

Was the shapely Pearl Crawford the agent of Doctor Logan? Had the inventor
perfected his war nmachi ne, unknown to Walter Starr, his deluded assistant?

The Shadow s hand lifted to part the wi ndow curtain. But a sudden sound
interrupted the girl crouched in front of the opened safe. The Shadow had not
made that sound. It came froma door at the far end of the studio.

Mortinmer Tenpl e was returning!

| NSTANTLY, Pearl closed the safe with |lightning speed. She sped silently
across the studio, her bare linmbs gleaming as the thin robe fluttered outward
behi nd her. Her goal was her own dressing room She vani shed a scant instant
before a door at the other end of the studio began to open cautiously.

Inch by inch, the gap between door and wall grew wi der. The Shadow
wat ched
from his place of conceal nent.

Wth a quickening of his pul se, The Shadow saw a figure revealed in the
white glare of the overhead |ights.

It wasn't Mortimer Tenpl el

It was a snarlingly alert intruder with a stringy brown beard that
covered
his fat, bul bous cheeks. A man with an undershot jaw in which prom nent teeth
gleaned with the mirthless grin of a shark.

Hugo Sl ade! The nmaster spy for whom Martin, the el evator operator
wor ked!

Sl ade's ugly eyes surveyed the enmpty studio. Hi s gaze rested on the heavy
wi ndow dr ape behi nd whi ch The Shadow stood rigidly. He took a step toward the
curtains. Then, abruptly, he halted. Wth a faint hiss of his breath, he
whirled toward the Spani sh cabinet in the far corner.

It was evident that Hugo Sl ade was under terrific tension, afraid to
wast e



a second of his precious time. Wth a gun jutting fromhis gloved hand, he
tiptoed swiftly toward the safe which Pearl Crawford had al ready exam ned.
Hugo Sl ade knelt swiftly in front of the Spani sh cabinet.

CHAPTER VI I |
A SCRAP OF PAPER

SLADE had nmade a duplicate key. He shoved it into the lock and tried to
turn it. Suddenly, he uttered an oath of dismay. The key refused to work! For
an instant, the bearded spy was puzzled. Then he realized the truth. The safe
door was al ready unl ocked!

He swung it open. His greedy fingers plunged inside.

At al nost the sane instant, he heard the hiss of sibilant |aughter behind
him H s gun whi pped upward as he whirled - to confront the blazing eyes of
The
Shadow

The Shadow s gun was ai med and steady. Death stared unwi nkingly at Sl ade
fromthe round "O' of the nuzzle.

"Drop it!"

The command of The Shadow was softly uttered. But it was instantly obeyed
by Slade. H s partly lifted gun fell to the rug with a soft thud. He backed
toward the wall.

"Turn around!"

Agai n Sl ade obeyed like a man terrified by hopel ess odds. But he was a
shrewd and resourceful crimnal. H's fear was faked.

As he faced the wall, his brain was alert with a cunning plan to take The
Shadow unawares. |nperceptibly, he pressed his upraised right arm agai nst the
side of his head.

The spy tensed his nmuscles for a quick spin.

Bef ore he could put his desperate plan into execution, fortune favored
hi m
wi t h unl ooked-for aid. A wonan's scream echoed from sonewhere beyond the
st udi o.

It was a shriek of nortal terror.

"Hel p! Murder! Help!"

The Shadow recogni zed that shrill fem nine voice in the split-second that
his head flicked sideways.

Evel yn Tenpl e!

At the same instant, Hugo Sl ade whirled around from his hel pl ess pose at
the wall. As his right hand dropped sonething slid fromhis sleeve into his
palm It was a short blackjack, and the spy wielded it with expert fury. He
struck with terrific force at The Shadow s skull

The bl ow | anded partly on The Shadow s head, partly on the buffer of his
uprai sed shoulder. But it was sufficient to send himplunging to the floor

He rolled feebly over, desperately trying to retain his fading senses. He
was aware that Sl ade had | eaped across his prone body and was fl eeing through
the rear door of the studio.

By the time he was able to force his stiffened muscles to respond to his
will, the spy had di sappear ed.

The Shadow raced through the sane door through which he had seen Sl ade
flee. He was passing the pantry door when a groan halted him The Shadow t hrew
t he door wi de, blocking the threshold with his robed body.

A wounded servant was | eani ng agai nst the pantry table, blood stream ng
fromhis battered face. Supporting him her face white with terror, was Evel yn
Tenpl e.

She shrieked as she saw the bl ack-robed figure of The Shadow in the
doorway. Her screamcleared the fuddled wits of the wounded man. Hi s groping
hand found a w de-edged kitchen knife on the table. Seizing it, he |eaped



courageously forward. The knife made a hissing arc as it slashed toward The
Shadow s t hroat.

Instantly, The Shadow retreated, for he wi shed to make no expl anations at
this time. Slanm ng the pantry door behind him he raced back through the
corridor to the studio he had left a nonent before.

THE SHADOW | ocked the studi o door, effectively ending the servant's
pursuit. He darted toward the safe which had already had the attention of
Pear |
Crawf ord and Hugo Sl ade.

He never reached the safe.

A t huddi ng sound behi nd hi m brought The Shadow whirling about. The sound
cane fromthe bare feet of Pearl Crawford. Pearl was still wearing the gauzy
robe she had donned when she had ceased posing. She had | eaped into view from
t he door of her dressing room There was a tiny automatic pistol in her
cl enched hand.

"The Shadow! " she gasped, and fired instantly.

At the sound of Pearl's involuntary gasp, The Shadow flung hi nsel f
downward. The rip of the bullet passed harnm essly above his falling shoul der

Hi s gl oved hand reached out and caught the bare ankle of the scantily
cl ad
nodel , jerking her off balance. Her blond head struck the floor with a thunp.
Bef ore she coul d recover, the gun was w enched from Pearl's hand.

Clawing and spitting like a wild cat, she was picked up in The Shadow s
powerful grip and carried to her dressing room

He had no tinme to be gentle with a nmurderess. He threw her headl ong,
wi t hi n. The dressing room door slammed shut as the al nost nude nmodel rolled to
her knees, screeching with fury. The key turned in the | ock

The Shadow raced to the Spanish cabinet. H's eyes scanned the array of
pi geonhol es cramed with letters and docunments. One conpartnent attracted his
i mediate attention. It was in disarray, unlike the others. A letter had been
partly withdrawn; or rather, an envelope with a heavy fol ded docunent was
jamed in.

This was the nmagnet that had attracted the greedy fingers of Pearl
Crawford and Hugo Slade. It was the partnership agreenent which Mortiner
Tenpl e
had signed with Doctor Jasper Logan. Legal proof that the artist had invested
$25,000 and was entitled to a fourth interest in Logan's invention

Sonet hing el se was noticed by the keen eyes of The Shadow. As he lifted
t he bul ky envel ope a snaller scrap of paper was exposed. There was nothing on
it but a single typewitten line. It was the address of a house in Manhattan

To an ordinary observer, the address woul d have nmeant nothing. But in the
sanct um of The Shadow were accurate snaps of every section of New York. He
knew
instantly the nature of the nei ghborhood where this address was |ocated. It
was
a room ng house in a cheap, rundown section of Manhattan

CGeorge difford had been murdered in a simlar spot. Was this scrap of
paper, dropped by a hasty thief, a death warrant for another victinP \Ws
Morti mer Tenple marked for nurder?

The Shadow repl aced the scrap of paper in the safe. The address remmined
indelibly in his menory. He knew he had no tine to | ose. He could hear
battering bl ows fromthe servant whom he had | ocked out. He could hear, also,
the screans of Pearl Crawford from behind the door of the dressing room

Qui ckly, The Shadow retraced his steps to the reception room by the
rope- and-corni ce nmet hod he had used to gain the studio.

THE SHADOW ent ered the recepti on room w ndow.



Hi s garments of black were cramred swiftly into the |eather briefcase on
the reception-roomtable. Garbed as Kent Allard again, The Shadow cl osed the
wi ndow and raced to the door he had | ocked. He began to batter on the inside
panel with his fist.

"Hel p! Let me out of here!"

Hi s yelling brought inmrediate attention. He heard the shout of a servant,
the shriller cry of Evelyn Tenple.

"Open that door!" The Shadow roared. "Wo | ocked nme in here?"

"It's Kent Allard!" Evelyn's voice gasped. "He was waiting to see father
I - 1 forgot all about him"

There was a hurried search outside for the mssing key. It was found
lying
close to the corridor wall, where The Shadow had dropped it through the
transom
There was a click and the door swung open

Kent Allard pretended al arm and amazenent as he heard the tale of a
mur derous intrusion by a bearded burglar. Mre servants had rushed to the aid
of Evelyn. Al of these took it for granted that the bearded burglar had
| ocked
Kent Allard's door before he had battered his way to Mortinmer Tenple's safe.

It was Kent Allard who took conmand of the situation. He | ed the way back
to the studio and rel eased the inprisoned Pearl. The bl ond nodel was
stuttering
with rage, but she gave Allard hardly a gl ance.

"There were two of them " she shrilled fiercely. A man in a brown beard -
and The Shadow "

"The Shadow "
Startled cries greeted this announcenent. Pearl's quivering finger
poi nt ed

toward the studi o w ndow.

"I tried to shoot him but he overpowered ne. Be careful! He's probably
trapped on the stone bal cony outside!"

Kent Allard jerked the heavy drapes aside. He pointed to the rope that
dangl ed fromthe roof overhead. It was imedi ately apparent to all that the
bl ack robed fugitive nust have clinbed the rope and made his escape over the
r oof .

Kent Allard turned quickly toward Pearl

"Thi s bearded man you spoke of - what did he |ook like."

Rage fl ooded Pearl's lovely face. She described Hugo Sl ade with conplete
accuracy. It satisfied The Shadow of one inportant fact. Pearl and Sl ade were
not undercover allies. They had nade their attenpts to rifle Tenple's safe as
rivals in crine, not partners.

Templ e was found |ying crunpled and bl eeding in the service hall outside.
He had been dealt a bl ackjack bl ow on the head. Blood trickled fromhis
forehead across his closed eyelids. He staggered dizzily to his feet,
supported
by two of his servants. He had been struck down as he tried to halt the
fl eeing
burglar with the brown beard.

Kent Allard sprang toward the el evator shaft and pressed the call button
When the service car ascended, he spoke crisply to the operator. His curt
guestions brought no solution to the problem of how Sl ade had escaped. The
operator had carried no passenger to the street, bearded or otherwi se.

But there was a sly glint in his eyes. The Shadow knew why. The el evator
operator was one of the men The Shadow had seen in the headquarters of Hugo
Sl ade!

IN the excitement that followed the calling and arrival of the police,
The



Shadow did a little sleuthing of his own - and found what he thought m ght be
a
clue in the incinerator-hopper lid. It was a piece of absorbent cotton

And when the police had inspected the safe in the Spanish cabinet and
found everything in order, The Shadow guessed that Pearl had recovered the
room ng- house nunber she had evidently dropped in the earlier excitenment.
Probably she had al so nmanaged to return the cabi net key to Tenple's pocket
wi t hout hi m being aware of it.

The Shadow departed

CHAPTER | X
TOP FLOOR REAR

WHEN The Shadow | eft Tenple's apartnent, he went directly to the
room ng- house address dropped by Pearl Crawford. By renting a room in the
fictitious name of Al bert Robinson, and slyly inquiring as to who his fell ow
roomers woul d be, The Shadow | earned of an actress who had but recently taken
a
room a redhead named Betty Gayl ord.

The Shadow deci ded M ss Gayl ord needed investigating, and sneaking into
her room after the | andl ady had departed, the vague perfume of the wonman's
bel ongi ngs - he renenbered the scent Pearl Crawford used - made himcertain
that Betty Gayl ord, Peggy Madi son and Pearl Crawford were one and the sane
girl!

Al so, in the roomwas a conbi nation radi o-and- phonograph

About finished with his search, The Shadow heard soneone approachi ng and
took refuge in the clothes closet. A man silently entered. It was Mortiner
Tenpl e!

To The Shadow s anazenent, Tenple, with a | ead-ended tape measure which
he
tossed through the air, measured the distance fromthe roomto the building
across the dark back alley.

Then as silently as he had conme in, he departed.

Templ e's goal was a small doorway in the rear of the building opposite.
The Shadow saw, from the rooni ng- house wi ndow above, another doorway from
whi ch
a man suddenly emerged in the white uniformand tall cap of a cook. The cook
enptied a pail of garbage into a larger container, and went back into the
kitchen. Evidently the place was a restaurant.

Templ e entered the other door a scant nmonment before the cook appeared.
That it was a cellar entrance, The Shadow knew by the descendi ng bl ur of
Templ e' s head.

Havi ng reached the cellar and di sappeared beyond the range of The
Shadow s
vi sion, Tenple stood stock-still. The cellar was pitch-dark. He took a small
flashlight fromhis pocket and sent its beam ahead of himinto the blackness.

The place was a storeroom filled with food for the restaurant. At the
far
end, a flight of wooden stairs |ed upward. Tenple tiptoed past the stairs
toward
a corner of the cellar.

Suddenly, he uttered a shrill gasp of terror. A figure had risen
pant herli ke, fromthe blackness. In its hand was a nurderous bl ackjack, which
was swung viciously at the artist's skull.

Tenmple tried to veer his torch to blind his assailant. But his foe was
t oo
swi ft. The bl ackjack struck Tenple a terrific blow, sending himspraw ing on
hi s



face.

The flashlight fell to the stone floor. Its light still glowed. A
bl ack-cl ad arm extingui shed it with a swift click

Utter darkness filled the cellar

Then a | augh sounded. The unseen assail ant grunted as he picked up the
unconsci ous Tenple. Hi s footsteps receded without hesitation

There was a faint, bell-like clang. Then not hing.

THE SHADOW gliding quietly to the fire escape outside the room ng-house
wi ndow, was unaware of the deadly encounter in the cellar of the restaurant
opposite.

He descended to the alley. Wth quick, noiseless strides, he gained the
cell ar doorway where Tenpl e had vani shed.

The Shadow s fl ashlight pierced the blackness of the cellar. It
illum nated the shel ves of canned goods, the wooden cases of supplies, piled
one atop the other. There was no sign of Tenple.

Suddenl y, The Shadow bent downward, focused his |ight.

There was a snmear of crimson on the stone floor. He touched it with a
finger tip. It was wet and sticky. Bl ood!

There was no way for The Shadow to reconstruct what had happened. Al he
was certain of was that Mrtimer Tenple had encountered an unknown foe in the
bl ackness of the restaurant cellar. Wo the victor was, he had no idea.

The Shadow was strai ghtening cautiously when he heard the door at the top
of the wooden stairs open. Instantly, he doused his flash. Shrouded by utter
bl ackness, He began to retreat.

He had taken barely two steps when the whole cellar |eaped into brilliant
illumination. The man at the top of the stairs had pushed a button that
controlled the cellar lights.

He wore a white snock and a tall cook's hat. In his hand was a
st eel - poi nted case hook. He was descending fromthe kitchen to rip open one of
t he wooden boxes for fresh supplies.

Suddenly, he saw the tall figure of Kent Allard vividly exposed in the
bright light. A yell burst fromthe cook's startled throat. The flashlight in
The Shadow s hand branded him as a sneak thief. The cook raced down the
stairs,
brandi shing his steel hook

The Shadow had no chance to flee toward the alley. The cook's swift
attack
had cut off his retreat. Wirling, The Shadow ducked under the fierce sweep of
t he bal e hook. The point nissed his throat as he dropped swiftly to his knees.

Agai n, the deadly hook whizzed at him This tine, it curved toward The
Shadow s spine. He was fighting for is life and he knewit. H's clutch at the
stocky legs of his foe pulled the man off bal ance. The two tunbled in a
writhing enbrace on the stone floor

The cook was yelling with rage and excitenent.

"Hel p! Stop thief!"

Hi s cries brought echoes from above. The al arm had been heard in the
restaurant kitchen. Feet pounded overhead.

But The Shadow was working with superhuman speed to save hinself from
capture. Hi s hands choked off the cry in his antagonist's throat. The hard
fist
of The Shadow delivered a short, mercifully-quick knockout blow on the point
of
the man's jaw.

| NSTANTLY, The Shadow was in nmotion. He raced toward the alley exit, but
not for the purpose of escape. He had heard racing feet outside! He picked up
t he unconsci ous cook. Dropping his victimon the outside steps, The Shadow



darted back through the cellar. He slid quickly behind a pile of crates
al ongsi de the masonry wal | .

He had barely vani shed when pursuit reached the cellar fromtwo
directions. Men sprang down the wooden stairs fromthe kitchen. The nen from
the alley raced down the stone exit steps.

The cook lay sprawl ed at the bottom He was no | onger wearing his white
snock. His tall white cap was mi ssing. But the excited rescuers didn't notice
t hat .

Their brains reacted as The Shadow hoped they woul d. They assuned from
t he
position of the unconscious victimthat his assailant had struck himdown at
t he
nmonent of escape. The alley above was the natural exit. The man who had
entered
fromthe alley decided that the thief had fled before he could cut himoff.

Turning, he raced up the stone steps. The others foll owed.

Al'l except one!

That | ast white-garbed enpl oyee was The Shadow. He had emerged quietly
fromhis hiding place. He sped softly up the kitchen stairs.

A dull -faced di shwasher was standing near a huge pile of dirty dishes.
The
Shadow averted his face. His fanmiliar garb excited no alarm He nmoved quickly
toward the serving pantry.

The di shwasher assumed that he was hurrying out front to sumon the
pol i ce.

But the nonent The Shadow reached the swi ngi ng door of the pantry, he
became a different personality. H s cook's hat was whipped fromhis head. The
white snock was tossed aside. Once nore he was Kent Allard, dressed in a neat
suit of expensive tailoring.

He stepped calmy into the restaurant and approached the cashier's desk.
Mumbl i ng sonet hi ng about changing his m nd about staying for dinner because of
a forgotten engagenent, he made his exit to the street with ease.

Not |ong afterward, he was ascending again the front stoop of the room ng
house behind the rear of the restaurant.

Entering his roomunobserved, he |ocked his door and renoved the key.
Now,
he brought a chair across the roomand sat down close to the inside of the
door.

He sat in a confortably relaxed position that allowed himto watch
t hr ough
t he keyhole. H s gaze crossed the Il ength of the top-floor hall, and centered
on
t he door of the roomhired by Betty Gayl ord.

Hi s |l ean jaw cl enched suddenly as he watched through the keyhole of his
own cl osed door. Someone was ascendi ng the creaky room ng-house staircase with
slow, infinitely cautious steps!

CHAPTER X
DARK JOURNEY

THE br ownst one hone of Doctor Jasper Logan | ooked drowsy and dark. Al
t he
wi ndows were shuttered. But a gleamof light on the ground floor showed that
soneone was at hone.

Jul ius Herzog chuckl ed as he approached the entrance. It was the first
time Doctor Logan's clever real-estate agent had visited his client's house in
a long tinme.

The fact that Logan was a fugitive fromthe police did not worry Herzog.



Herzog knew a | ot nore than the police gave himcredit for. He knew that
tonight, Walter Starr was going to be far nore inportant than his m ssing
enpl oyer.

Walter Starr admitted him He seenmed surprised at Herzog's visit. He
| ooked pal e and unhappy. But Herzog's smile lingered as he followed Starr into
the diving room He cane to the point of his visit wthout delay.

"Do you believe in Doctor Logan's innocence?"

"Of course!"

"You're thoroughly loyal to himand want to help himestablish his
i nnocence?"

"Yes!"

"Very well. | know exactly where Doctor Logan is hiding! He has an
i mportant job for you to do. I'mgoing to take you to himright now"

Starr gasped.

"You can't. It's inpossible! That detective watching outside to see that
the doctor doesn't sneak back, will trail us the nmonent we | eave the house."

"Leave that part to ne," Herzog chuckled. There was cunning in the tw st
of his thin-lips. "Get your hat."

They descended the front stoop together. The detective on duty outside
had
crossed the street. He stood in the shadow of a doorway. Herzog paid no
attention to the dick. Taking Starr's arm he wal ked rapidly up the street
toward the corner, turned it and wal ked al ong the |ighted avenue.

The detective followed the pair, keeping well in the rear

There was an enpty sedan parked at the curb nmidway down the block. Its
engi ne was running softly. The car belonged to Julius Herzog. He stopped,
however, before he cane abreast of it.

The qui ck pressure of his hand on Starr's armturned the young man toward
t he wi ndow of a shop. Herzog pretended to be interested in the nerchandise
di spl ayed wi t hin.

A man noved aside slightly to nake roomfor Starr and Herzog. The
real -estate man's face didn't turn toward this third man. But his thin lips
noved i nperceptibly. Wb rds spurted fromthe corner of his nouth.

"Everything is O K Start the show"

The man to whom Herzog had whi spered his queer warni ng noved away.
Tur ni ng
with a yawn, he sauntered up the street past Herzog's parked car. Hi s clothes
were shabby. His face was hard and watchful. So were his eyes.

He watched the other side of the street. A wonan energed suddenly from a
doorway. She glanced briefly across at the hard-faced man. The nman crossed the
street and followed her, increasing his pace as he approached her

The girl was very pretty. She carried a |l eather purse, swinging it
carelessly on a long strap handle. There was a faint pallor on her rouged
cheeks.

The detective trailing Herzog and Starr had no notion of what was going
on. He had rounded the corner too late to witness the brief neeting of Herzog
and the man at the shop wi ndow. He remai ned down near the corner, waiting for
Herzog and Starr to nobve on

SUDDENLY a shrill, terrified screamcane fromthe pretty girl across the
street. The hard-faced man had snat ched her handbag.
As he fled, the girl pursued him She was still scream ng. The thug

whirl ed and knocked the girl down. She was up in an instant, clutching at his
coat tails.

"Hel p! Police! Stop thief!"

The thief tore hinself |oose. He darted down the dark steps of a tenement
cellar. The girl raced after him her screans dwi ndling as she pursued the man
into the cellar.

Instantly, the plain-clothes detective who had foll owed Herzog and Starr



was after the thief. He dived pell-nell down the cellar steps. Darkness and
utter silence greeted him He could find no trace of the thug or the pretty
girl.

There was a sinple explanation for this. The nonment the pair had reached
the cellar, the thug caught hold of the girl's armand hel ped her to run
faster. The two fled together through a narrow passage to a back door, out
into
an alley to a coupe parked there.

As they drove away, they smiled at each other. They were actors out of
wor k. They had been hired by Herzog for one purpose: to get the dick off his
and Starr's trail.

Julius Herzog, too, was uttering sounds of mrth. He was already a half
mle away fromthe scene of the fake hol dup. He had shaken off the
pl ai ncl ot hes
dick. Walter Starr sat nervously beside himin the speedi ng sedan

"I don't like it," Starr gasped.

"Don't |ike what?"

“Your crimnal connections. How do | know that you're taking ne to Doctor
Logan, as you prom sed? That fake hol dup is proof that you have underworld
pal s!"

Herzog chuckl ed. His tense grip on the wheel relaxed. He expl ained that
t he woman and "pickpocket" were in reality, actors out of work.

"Al'l right," Starr said, after a monment's thought. "I"'Il trust you. Take
me to Doctor Logan."

Her zog shook hi s head.

"It's not that easy, nmy friend. | don't trust you! You m ght squeal to
t he
police later."

He had pulled up to the curb of a dark street in a secluded nei ghborhood.
He took a black cloth from his pocket.

"Unless you're willing to be blindfol ded, and obey every order | give
you,
the trip is off. W'll part conpany right here.”

Starr thought things over amid a |long, uneasy silence. Then he agreed. He
al l owed Herzog to blindfold him

Herzog made coolly sure that Starr could not treacherously slip up the
bl i ndf ol d, by snapping a pair of handcuffs on the young man's wists behind
hi s
back.

He hel ped Starr to get in the rear of his car. He nade a confortable
pl ace
for himon the floor with a soft | aprobe. Again, the car got in notion

This time, it went nmore slowy. Walter Starr was taken on a | ong,
ranbl i ng
ride. He knew that the sole purpose of Herzog was to confuse him

There was a long wait after the car finally stopped. Then, abruptly, the
rear door opened. Herzog's hand grasped the young man by the shoul der

They crossed a sidewal k, down steps which apparently led to an alley, for
Starr could feel cool breezes blowing in his face as they hurried al ong.

"Stop here!l" Herzog's tense voice rasped.

A key grated in a lock. A door opened. It slamed shut as Starr was
pushed
forward. Again, the key grated.

"M. Starr doesn't quite trust ne," Herzog said to soneone, with a
cli pped
| augh. "Reassure the young man."

A famliar voice answered.

"You needn't be afraid, Walter. You're perfectly safe.™

It was the voice of Doctor Jasper Logan



A MOMENT | ater, the handcuffs and the blindfold were renoved. Starr could
see his enployer. Doctor Logan was snmiling faintly. But his face was pal e and
haggard. He | ooked hunted. There was a sinister glint in his eyes that Starr
had never seen before.

Logan's hiding place seened to be the basenent of an enpty house. The
floor was dusty. Only a few cheap sticks of furniture were visible. The air
snel | ed cl ose, nusty.

Sonet hi ng about Logan's shrewdly unpl easant scrutiny worried Starr. For
the first tinme, he began to wonder if he had been a fool to place hinself in
Logan's power. He forgot caution in his growing anger. Gimy, he accused his
enpl oyer of trying to murder himthe night before with an infernal machine
hi dden beneath the floor of the |aboratory.

"I nfernal machi ne?" Logan grow ed. "What are you talking about?"

Starr told about the visit of Cyde Burke, which had ended in the
di scovery of the bonmb. It was Logan's turn to becone angry. The news that
Starr
had denmonstrated the unsuccessful war invention to a reporter infuriated
Logan.

He seened nore enraged by that than the attenpt made on Starr's life by the
masked i ntruder who had planted the bonb.

He deni ed indignantly that he was the intruder.

"I can prove ny innocence," he said, grimy, "by letting you see exactly
where |I'm hiding!"

Herzog interposed a qui ck objection. But the inventor disregarded him
Striding to the wall of the basement room he pressed a secret spring. There
was a faint whirring sound. The wall began to open. A whole section slid
hori zontal |y asi de.

Walter Starr's face reflected amazenent as he stared through the opening.
He was | ooking into the basement of Doctor Logan's brownstone hone!

The inventor was hiding in the cellar of the enpty house adjoining his
own!

"I'f I wanted to kill you," the inventor said coolly, "you see how easily
I

could have done it. It wasn't necessary for ne to saw the | aboratory bars
apart,

or to dress up in a ridiculous mask. Your burglar was sonebody else."

Hi s voice dropped to a wheedl i ng whi sper

"I want you to do sonething for ne, Walter."

"What ?" Starr asked.

"I want you to go to the hotel where Carl Ragland |ives. He's one of the
nmen who invested $25,000 in ny war nmachine. O fer him $25,000 cash in return
for his signed partnership agreement with ne."

"Why?" Starr asked. Hi s gaze renmained grimy on his enployer. "The
machi ne
is a failure. Wiy are you so anxious to return Ragland' s noney?"

Logan bl i nked.

"For two reasons. First, I'mconvinced that the machine may work after
future experinments. Second, Ragland is in peril! He might be killed by the
sane
crimnal who murdered Clifford and attacked Tenple. |'ve decided to take al
future risks - and possible profits - for nyself."

It sounded fishy. Starr shook his head, said, "I won't do it!"

Julius Herzog interposed his sly, silky voice.

"I'f you refuse, young man, |'Il withdraw the bail that was put up to
rel ease you fromprison as a witness. You'll go back to jail damed fast!"

"And 1'll talk damed fast, too!" Starr threatened. "I'll tell the police

exactly where Doctor Logan is hidden!"
"What good will that do you?" Logan said. "Long before the police get
here



to nab me, I'Il be gone. |I've got other places as good, or better, than this."

In the end, Starr agreed to help Logan. He gave his word to keep secret
the inventor's hiding place. He promised to visit Carl Ragland and try to buy
back his share in Logan's war nachi ne.

A TAXICAB took Starr directly to the hotel where Carl Ragland, the
br oker,
lived. Julius Herzog had given him Ragl and's room nunber, had advised himto
make the visit a secret one.

Starr took an elevator to the ninth floor, wal ked al ong the spaci ous
corridor to Ragland's room He rapped quickly on the door

There was silence for a noment. Then a quick: "Wo's there?"

Starr answered in a low voice. He told his name and as nuch as he dared
concerning the nature of his visit. Reluctantly, the door was opened by
Ragl and.

He was a stout, sporty-looking man in a tuxedo. He had a bald head and
fat, fleshy hands. He owned a brokerage seat on the stock exchange, and had a
hone and a wife in suburban New Jersey. But he spent a lot of his time in this
Manhattan hotel. Hi s face was flushed as he invited Starr inside.

"What's all this about?" he asked, quickly. "I haven't nuch time to
wast e. "

Starr told him Ragland didn't interrupt until Starr had finished. Then
he
quivered with laughter. It wasn't pleasant mrth.

"You tell Doc Logan he can go to hell! | don't believe that yarn for a
mnute! | don't believe ny life is in danger. And if the invention is no good,

why is the doc so eager to buy ne out?"

Earnestly, Starr assured the broker that the nachine was a failure. He
told how he hinself had tested it again and again.

"I"'mstill willing to take a chance on it," Ragland chuckl ed. "Maybe you
don't know it, but I'ma sporting man. |'ve got plenty of nobney to play wth.
Twenty-five grand is nothing to me. | get a kick out of ganmbling! That's why I
took a flyer in Logan's war machine. You can tell the doc |I'mnot selling out
nmy share!"

Starr continued to try to persuade him but he saw that further talk was
usel ess. And Carl Ragland seened to be in a hurry to get rid of his unexpected
caller. He finally wal ked to the door and opened it. Starr had no choi ce but
to
depart.

The nonent Starr had dropped downward in the el evator, Ragland, stepped
back into his hotel room closed the door. He turned toward an inner room of
the suite.

"Fal se alarm " he chuckled. "It's OK , Rta. Cone on out!"

A girl in evening dress cane into the room She was slimand beauti ful
Deep- bl ue eyes contrasted with her gorgeous red hair.

"Who was it?" she asked, smlingly.

Kent Allard woul d have recogni zed Pearl Crawford's expensive perfune as
she wal ked toward Carl Ragland with a slight sway of her hips.

The | andl ady of a certain room ng house would have called this girl Betty
Gayl ord.

Ragl and knew her as Rita Munson. He had no notion of the danger that |ay
behind the I ovely blue eyes of this charming girl-friend of his.

She | eaned close to the broker, gave hima warm |anguorous snile

"Who was it, honey pie?"

CHAPTER Xl

A TRIP TO HARLEM



RAGLAND | aughed and slid an arm around Pearl's pliant waist. He drew her
cl oser and ki ssed her.

"Just a man trying to sell nme something," he said, carelessly.

Pearl, who had listened unseen to the tal k between Ragland and Starr

knew
exactly what the interview was about. But she pretended otherw se.
Pear! made no effort to slip fromthe broker's enbrace. For
entertai nnent,
she suggested they visit a Harlem ni ght spot where marijuana snokers
congr egat ed.
At first, Ragland wasn't so eager. But Pearl| persisted with cute,

gi ggling
st ubbornness. She had been once before to the joint, she said. It was a pl ace
where smart tourists went for the biggest thrill in Manhattan. No danger

whatever - and lots of fun

In the end, Ragl and agreed to go.

They left the hotel by a side entrance, and took a taxicab

Pear| gave the driver directions. She told himto stop at a certain
cor ner
in upper Harlem On the trip uptown, she was gay and eager. Ragl and had never
before realized how alluringly beautiful she was. He forgot everything but the
lovely girl who sat so close to himon the dark rear seat of the taxi.

But he | ooked puzzl ed, when the cab drove away and | eft them standi ng on
a
shabby street corner in a rather disnmal section of Harlem

He was nore puzzled when Pearl frowned, and adnmitted she was not sure if
this was the right corner. Her glance had darted down the side street for a
brief instant. She had expected to see soneone. That person was not visible.

Pear| gave a soft |augh. She pretended to Ragl and that she had forgotten
t he address of the marijuana joint.

"Let me think a minute. I'malnost sure this is the right street corner."

Suddenl y, she gave a delighted exclamati on. Her eyes, roving past
Ragl and' s shoul der, had seen what she was | ooking for. A man had appeared
suddenly on the sidewal k part way down the side street. He lit a cigarette.
The
match flare showed his lean profile. A nmonment |ater, he backed out of sight.

Pearl's laughter was like silver bells.

"I remenber nowt O course, this is the street! The place we're | ooking
for is right past that big ice plant down the bl ock. Cone on!"

She took Ragland's arm and the two wal ked eastward. The street was di m
and
deserted. It was particularly dark in front of the icehouse. There was not hing
to be seen but a loading platformand a few enpty trucks, parked for the
ni ght .

Pear| veered closer to the platform A man who was sl unped drunkenly on
t he wooden steps, rose unsteadily and staggered toward t hem

Ragl and didn't notice the man at first; but Pearl did. He was the sane
man
who had lit a match as a signal

It was Bunp W/ son.

BUWP swayed close to the beautifully gowned girl. H s hand reached out.
What he said and what he did was so insulting that Pearl uttered a stifled
scream She shrank back, pulling | oose from Ragl and.

The broker's face flushed with rage. He uttered a quick oath. His fist
cl enched, drove at the chin of the drunken man.

But the drunk becane sober with startling speed. He ducked the broker's
fist and whirled closer. A gun gleanmed in his hand. He held the weapon



reversed
and aimed a terrific blow at Ragland' s skull

Luck was all that saved the broker. As he recoiled instinctively, he
slipped on the ice-wet sidewal k and fell away fromthe bl ow

Then he went grimy into action

He was a nmuscular man, in spite of his apparent softness. The insult to
Pearl had enraged him H s fists drove Bunp back on his heels, blood streamn ng
from Bunp's nose. Another blow, and Bunmp went spinning dizzily.

Ragl and' s fist swung in a haynaker. But Pearl's slimhand shot out
suddenly like a snake. Her fingers clanped on Ragland's wist and diverted the
blow. Her swift tug pulled Ragland off bal ance.

Bunp struck savagely with his clubbed gun. It hit Ragland on the back of
his turned skull. The broker pitched to the dark sidewal k without a groan

Instantly, Bunp bent over the linp victimand threw himover his
shoul ders. The treacherous "finger" job had been done perfectly. Bunp carried
t he unconsci ous broker into the icehouse.

Pear| foll owed.

It was dark inside except for a single overhead electric |anp. There was
no sign of the night watchman. Neither Pearl nor Bunp made any effort to wal k
softly or to lower their jubilant voices. The unfortunate watchman had al ready
been taken care of!

Ragl and was carried to a square opening in the floor. It was the top of a
slippery chute that led to the basenment of the plant. Bunp dropped his linp
victimwi th a thunp. The unconsci ous man vani shed down the chute into the
darkness of the seller

Pear| gave a brief l|augh, but Bunp swore viciously. He dabbed at his
bl oody nose with a handkerchief. He stood there. cursing fiercely under his
breath, until Pearl plucked his armw th a quick. warning gesture.

"We're doing this job on a tinme basis," she said, harshly. "The boss will
be sore if we waste a mnute. Forget your bloody nose and let's go!"

They hurried onward through the gloony interior of the icehouse, passed
t hrough cold, silent corridors, turned dark corners with quick haste.

Presently, they cane to a final doorway and went through. They were on
t he
rear |oading platformof the ice plant.

There were a half a dozen ice trucks, all dark and enpty. They forned a
shield that hid view of the sidewal k. Behind the trucks was a cl osed coupe.

Pearl Crawford descended fromthe | oading platformand raced to the
wai ti ng coupe. She slid behind the wheel and started the engi ne. A nonent
| ater, she drove around the barrier of parked trucks and headed for the
street.

The faint hum of her car vanished.

Bunp W1 son remained on the rear |loading platform One of the waiting
trucks had been backed up to that platform Bunp grinned as he saw it. But he
wal ked past the |lowered tailboard of the truck, and returned to the small
doorway of the icehouse through which he and Pearl had energed.

Bunp was still working on a time schedule. He still had plenty to do!

WHEN Car| Ragl and's unconsci ous body slid down the slippery chute to the
cellar of the ice plant, it |landed on a concrete floor. He lay inertly. A
singl e overhead light gleamed with ghastly distinctness on his pale, upturned
face.

Barely twenty seconds passed. Then there was a faint shuffle of
approaching feet. A sinister figure materialized fromthe gl oom He stared
silently downward at the unconscious victim

He was dressed entirely in black. A mask covered his face and nuffled the
outline of his head. The eyes that burned through the slits of the envel oping
mask were cold, pitiless.

The figure was the sanme crimnal genius who had nurdered George difford,



and deposited his body in a furnished roomhired by the red-haired Peggy
Madi son. Hi s hands were gl oved. One of his fingers seened to be m ssing. The
gl oved index finger of the crimnal's left hand fl apped | oosely

Hi s right hand gripped the hol ster of a peculiar-Iooking gun. It had an
unusual |y | ong and oversized snout. A silencer had been fastened to the
barrel .

The masked man bent cl ose over the unconscious body of Carl Ragland. H s
novenents were those of a nachi ne.

Placing the nmuzzle of the silenced gun a few inches above Ragl and's
chest,
he pulled the trigger. The bullet ripped through the unconsci ous broker's
heart.

Ragl and died instantly.

The masked nurderer placed sacking carefully about to sop up the ghastly
crimson fluid. Then he turned and vani shed into darkness beyond the area of
t he
ceiling light. Wen he cane back he was carrying what | ooked |ike a deflated
air
mattress. Opening it flat, he spread it on the stone floor

It was a bag with a zipper running down its entire | ength. The masked nan
pul | ed the zipper, opening the flat sack. Inside were smaller bags, two | ayers
of them The masked man withdrew the small bags. He carried themto a tub of
chopped ice that stood over near the wall.

One by one, the small bags were crammed with chopped ice. The masked nman
carried themto the sack al ongsi de the bl eeding body of Carl Ragl and.

He placed a layer on the bottom of the big sack. Then the corpse of the
br oker who had stubbornly refused to sell his interest in the war invention of
Doct or Jasper Logan. Then anot her |ayer.

The masked man washed all trace of blood fromthe stone floor. Seizing
one
end of the heavy nmurder sack, which had been greased carefully on its under
side, the murderer dragged it easily along the concrete floor to an el evator
at
the rear of the cellar.

He ascended with his victimto the street level at the rear of the plant.
He whi stled softly, and then raced back to the el evator

BUVP WLSON was waiting outside the small exit door. He dragged out the
heavy sack and slid it aboard the enpty truck at the | oading platform

By the time Bunp finished, the masked man had returned a second tinme from
the cellar where he had killed Ragland. This tinme, he brought with himthe
body
of the night watchman

The wat chman had been killed by a horrible snmash on the back of the
skul I'.

This method of death was deliberate. It would help to fool the police when the
wat chman' s body was found miles away fromthe icehouse.

Wth Bunp behind the wheel, the truck drove away. The nasked man rode
inside with his two victins. The raised tailboard of the truck hid the
crouched
nmur derer fromthe chance view of any pedestrian. The truck runbl ed across town
toward the Hudson River. It turned into upper Riverside Drive and headed
acr oss
t he viaduct that spans the sunken valley of West 125th Street.

M dway across the spidery structure, the ice truck halted close to the
railing of the viaduct. Bunp WIson carried the body of the dead watchman to
the rail and slid himover

When police would find the body, instead of nmurder they would report an
accident. A blood test would disclose the fact that the watchman had fallen



whi | e drunk. He had been given liquor by a man who knew his fondness for
al cohol

The liquor would al so explain why the watchman was found dead so far from
his duty. Drunk, he had wandered away fromthe ice plant in a daze. He had
fallen fromthe viaduct in the nmidst of a drunken stupor

H s death woul d have no connection whatever with the later "death" of a
br oker named Carl Ragl and.

The fleeing ice truck that contained a masked supercrimnal and the iced
body of Ragland, rolled quietly fromthe northern end of the viaduct. It
turned
east, then north. It finally halted on a quiet residential street of upper
Washi ngt on Heights. Trees lined both sides of the street. The houses were
privately owned, each with a |arge garage. Al of the houses were dark. Their
owners were hard-working, |aw abiding folk who retired early. The truck sl owed
in front of one of these hones.

Julius Herzog, real-estate agent for Doctor Logan, woul d have recognized
this particular house. But Herzog was not inside, nor was Logan. The house was

enpty.

THE ice truck curved into a gravel driveway. It vanished into the garage
The door slid shut behind it. A strong light glowed within. No trace of that
i ght showed out side.

It was a large garage, with roomfor both the truck and the other car
t hat
was al ready there. The second car was a small sedan. It glistened with new
paint. Its license plate was clear and legible. Both the car and the plate
wer e
stol en. The sedan belonged to a dentist in Brooklyn. The plate had conme from
still another autonobile in Queens.

The masked man was taki ng no chances of being traced by police when he
finished the third ghastly act of his grimdrama of a perfect crine.

Act 1 was the real death of the unfortunate Carl Ragland. Act 2 was the
saf e di sposal of the body of the icehouse watchman. Act 3 woul d take place in
a
top-floor roomhired by a shapely red-haired girl naned Betty CGayl ord.

Bunp W1 son gl anced uneasily at his masked chief. The man's bl ack-cl ad
figure, his grimsilence, made Bunp uneasy. Then Bump received his orders.

"You're through for the night. You can | eave now. Do exactly what 1've
told you. Repeat your instructions."”

Bunp obeyed in a voice that was tremulous in spite of hinself. Wen he
fini shed, came the order

"Al'l right - beat it!"

Bunp left the garage. He waited until his enployer had put out the Iight
bef ore he opened the door. Then he squeezed swiftly through the partly opened
barrier and wal ked tensely along the drive to the sidewal k. He was on edge and
overcareful to avoid observation

That was Bunp's big nistake. Hi s slinking anxi ety made hi m noti ceabl e on
the dark street. He was seen by a man with suspiciously alert eyes.

The man was a cop! He was hi dden behind one of the thick trees that |ined
the sidewal k of this quiet residential street. He had noticed Bunp's stealthy
figure emerge fromthe garage. He watched hi msneak al ong the driveway to the
street.

As Bunp passed the tree, the cop sprang out and confronted him

"What were you doing in that garage?"

Bunp gasped with dismay. The cop got a good |ook at his face. He gave a
yel p of excitenent as he recognized the prow er. He knew instantly that he was
facing Bunp W1 son, one of the nobst dangerous thugs in New York

The cop's hand lifted his service gun



CHAPTER Xl
MYSTERY TRAI L

THE second of hesitation which had followed the cop's recognition of the
t hug, gave Bunp his opportunity. Hs fist nmoved with the speed of a striking
snake. There was a drawn pistol in that fist. It whizzed inside the cop's
l[ifting arm It struck the cop a stunning blow, dropping himin a spraw ed,
silent heap on the dark sidewal k.

Bunp coul d have finished his foe then and there. But he didn't. He was
badly rattl ed. The sudden appearance of the cop at a time when Bunp thought
everyt hing was noving snoothly, robbed himof the ability to think. Instead of
nmurdering the only witness who had stunmbled into the m dst of a perfect crine,
Bunmp f1 ed!

H s feet made a quick tattoo on the deserted sidewal k. He vani shed around
t he corner.

The dazed cop groaned presently, and rolled to his knees. H s head ached
and there was a trickle of blood on his cheeks. But he was able to stagger to
his feet and gl are about him

Bunp had di sappeared. The street was silent. But the door of the near-by
garage was still ajar. The cop knew that Bunp had sneaked furtively fromthat
garage. H s desperate attack and quick flight were proof that something was
urgently wong.

Cautiously, the policeman entered the garage, making no sound. The
ceiling
bulb was not lit. But a faint reddish afterglow of the filanent inside the
bul b
i ndi cated that someone had turned off the powerful lanp only a second before
the policeman's arrival

The cop's gun was ready for action. Wth the weapon braced steadily, he
slid a small flashlight fromhis pocket. A beamof yellow brilliance explored
the interior of the garage.

There was no sign of a burglar. The cop eyed the ice truck and the snall
sedan. No shot flamed at himfromthe darkness beyond the radius of his torch
The only sound was the creak of his thick-sol ed shoes.

He satisfied hinmself that there was no one hidden inside the sedan. Then
he I et down the high tailboard of the truck

Instantly, he saw the peculiar sack that lay on the floor of the truck.
It
| ooked grotesquely stiff. dinbing noiselessly into the truck, the cop bent
over
the sack and tried to lift it.

It was very heavy, and cold to the touch. The cop, glancing at his
smear ed
fingers, discovered that the bottom of the sack was greased.

He found the zipper and pulled it open, splitting the sack apart fromtop
to bottom The mystery of the col dness was expl ai ned when the startled
bl uecoat
opened one of the smaller bags that forned the top |layer inside. Hi s fingers
expl ored a slush of nelting ice.

A body was between the two | ayers of ice bags.

The sight of the stiffened corpse of Carl Ragland made the stomach of the
veteran cop quiver. It was a bloody and gruesone di scovery in a precinct where
crinme seldom occurred.

Turning, the policeman noved to get out the back of the truck and race to
the nearest call box.

He was too slow. The nman who confronted himfrom behind the open rear of
the truck had nade no noise as he slid open a well-oiled panel at the back of
t he garage. Masked, garbed in black, he was an awesone figure.



"Drop the gun!™"

Hi s voice was pitched so lowthat it was barely audible. But the cop
obeyed the command. To do otherwi se was to commit suicide. The nasked man had
the drop on him He was hol ding the sane silenced weapon that had sent a
bul | et
ri pping through the heart of Carl Ragl and.

He | aughed icily as the police gun dropped with a faint thud to the floor
of the truck

"Hands up hi gh! Kick that gun out here!"

He made no effort to stoop for the weapon as it skidded out and fell at
his feet. He was eyeing coolly the quick rise and fall of the breathless
pol i ceman's chest.

Hi s gun barrel noved sideways a fraction of an inch. He gave no warning
of
death. The doomned policeman didn't even hear the faint plop of the silenced
gun
as flame spurted fromits |long barrel

The bull et pierced the cop's heart.

| NSTANTLY, the masked nurderer becane a silent tornado of purposeful
action. The corpse of the dead policeman was dragged fromthe truck and pl aced
upright on the front seat of the sedan. The killer propped himso that he
seened asl eep, resting with one shoul der against the closed door

The killer got in on the other side and slid behind the wheel. A touch of
his foot started the notor. Before he backed the sedan fromthe garage, he
| eaned out and made carefully sure that he had attended properly to the
di sturbed corpse of Carl Ragl and.

He chuckl ed as he saw haste had not nmade himinefficient. The ice bags
were back in place. The zipper of the sack had been drawn tight. The tail board
of the truck was bolted in place.

The sedan backed quietly to the gravel driveway. The masked man hurried
to
t he garage door and locked it. The car made a high, whining noise as it raced
away.

Its speed increased. There were no pedestrians visible in the dark uptown
streets through which he drove southward. He could easily have dunped the dead
cop right here. But he preferred to get rid of his unwel cone passenger at a
di stance nmuch farther fromthe scene of the actual killing.

Finally, he slowed. He had found a locality that suited him Reachi ng
with
one hand past the leaning figure of the dead bl uecoat, he pulled open the
catch
of the door. The heavy body pitched out to the pavenment as the door swung
wi de.

A gl oved hand sl amred t he door. The sedan crowded on speed.

But fate ruined the coldly conceived perfection of a naster crimnal

At al nost the exact instant that the dead cop tunbled sprawming into the
gutter, another car rounded the corner behind the nurder sedan. It was a
ni ghthawk taxi. Its driver was returning to an uptown garage to turn in his
cab
and go hone for the night.

He saw the body go plumreting to the pavenent a half block in front of
him As he sped closer, he saw a blue uniformand the gl eam of brass buttons.
A
cop! Killed, and tossed froma car that was now streaki ng away at nad,
reckl ess
speed.

That taxi driver had guts! Dropping his palmon his horn button, he
crowded on every bit of power his engine could generate. He pursued the flying



sedan.

The taxi driver's own brother was a cop! He had caught a quick glinpse of
the dead patrol man's face as he sped past the linp blue bundl e on the
pavenent .

He knew him It was Dan Ahern, a friend of his brother and hinmsel f. As square
and decent a cop as ever pounded a beat and refused a bri be.

The taxi driver kept his palmon the horn button in a wailing shriek of
al arm

A hol e spat suddenly through the glass of his w ndshield. Another! No
sound accomnpani ed those shots. The hackman nerely ducked his head and
i ncreased
his speed. He knew those bullets came froma silenced gun. But he knew al so,
that the chase could not proceed nuch farther without attracting help from
ot her policenen.

A bl ock ahead, a bluecoat had already heard that wild horn tooting. He
saw
the two cars racing toward himand sprang out into the niddl e of the street,
wavi ng his gun. The masked nman swerved his wheel and tried to run hi m down.

The cop fired twice, but failed to hit one of those spinning tires. At
t he
| ast second, he | eaped backward to avoi d death. The sedan ski dded around a
corner with a screamof tortured rubber

THE pursuing taxicab halted with a harsh groan of its brakes. The cop
sprang to the running board. He didn't utter a single word. He didn't have to.
Gimy, he hung on with his left hand. The taxi rocked and bounced as it sped
after the vanishing killer.

West and south the chase proceeded. The sedan was far ahead. Its red tai
light flickered like a mad will-0'-the-w sp

The cop on the swayi ng runni ng board had caught an earlier glinpse of the
fugitive. He had seen the mask, the black clothes, the gloved hands. He had
seen a gloved forefinger that flapped | oosely.

Ahead was the nmasked killer of George Cifford! The heart of the cop on
the taxi's running board exulted with fierce joy. He was convinced that he was
on the trail of the m ssing Doctor Logan at |ast!

He was nore convinced of it when the chase approached Logan's brownstone
house on the West Sidel

The masked fugitive had a strong advantage in time over his pursuers. He
was two or three bl ocks ahead of the taxi when he raced down the side street
around the corner from Logan's hone. He halted the sedan and sprang out, raced
down concrete steps to a sunken alley.

It was the sanme alley through which Walter Starr had been conducted
bl i ndf ol ded by the cunning Herzog on his secret visit to the m ssing inventor

The masked man ran noi sel essly down the alley toward the enpty house
adj oi ning Logan's. But he didn't go quite that far. He halted at Logan's rear
door. A key whi pped froma pocket. The door opened quietly and was as softly
cl osed again. The lock clicked on the inside.

LESS than three nminutes el apsed before the pursuing bl uecoat cane
pl ungi ng
down the alley. He halted outside Logan's back door and rapped with his club
There was no answer.
The cop threw his shoul der against the barrier. He was a big, beefy nman
and packed plenty of muscle. The door gave way on the third attack. It
wr enched
| oose fromits hinges.
Li ke a blue rock, the cop's gun jutted stiffly. The cellar Iight was on
But there was no sign of the masked nan.



Tiptoeing warily forward, the cop searched every inch of the cellar. He
expl ored every nook and cranny where a panting nman might hide. But he found no
one.

He clinmbed the cellar steps to the ground floor. He explored the enpty
| aboratory in the rear, the silent living roomin front. Again, his search was
fruitless.

Ascendi ng a second flight of stairs, his teeth were clenched grimy. He
knew the fugitive was sonewhere in the silent, brownstone house. Logan could
not have doubled his trail and sneaked out again to the alley. That was
i npossible!l And it was equally inpossible for himto have escaped by the front
exit.

There was a plain-clothes detective fromthe district attorney's office
on
watch in a doorway across the dark avenue. There had been no alarmin front.
True, the detective had probably not heard the noise fromthe rear. But if he
had seen a masked and bl ack-clad figure fleeing down the broad front stoop of
t he brownstone, his whistle would have blown shrilly. H's gun woul d have made
crashi ng echoes as the nasked killer fled.

The puzzl ed policeman ascended the last flight to the top floor. He noved
very slowy, taking infinite caution. But in spite of hinself the stair treads
crackl ed under the pressure of his heavy-sol ed shoes.

A man above heard that sinister creak-creak fromthe darkness of the top
floor. He was sitting bolt upright in bed, pajama-clad. H s hair was tousled
and his eyes sl eepy.

He was Walter Starr

Wth a quick nmovenent, he threw the bedcl ot hes aside and padded on bare
feet to a bureau across the room Froma drawer, he grabbed a small automatic
pi stol conceal ed there. Moving with frightened haste, he ducked behind the
partly opened door of his bedroomand waited to trap the stealthy intruder

He saw a stockily built figure tiptoe cautiously into the room The man
advanced past the bed after a single glance toward its enptiness. He threw
open
the door of a closet. H's flashlight poked about in the interior of the
cl oset.

Starr pointed his automatic with a tremul ous gesture.

"Hands up!" he said, in a frightened squeak

Instantly, the figure whirled with catlike speed. A gun |evel ed on
Starr's
paj ama-clad figure. The light fromthe electric torch blinded him But he saw
enough to part his lips in a pronpt yell

"Don't shoot! It's a mistake! | thought you were a burglar!"

He cane within an ace of being killed. The cop's tense finger rel axed
from
his trigger. He advanced toward Starr with a grow .

"You damm fool! Wat are you doing hiding behind a door with a gun?"

STARR S face was pal e. Gasping, he explained what had happened. He had
been awakened by a crash at the rear door downstairs. Peering through his
upper
wi ndow, he had been unable to see anyone outside in the alley. He had gone
back
to bed, convinced he had dreamed about the noise. Then he had heard stealthy
feet ascending the stairs.

"You sure you saw no one at all,"’

the cop grow ed.

Starr shook his head. Hi s nouth was still dazedly open
"What time did you cone hone tonight?"
"I"ve been asleep for nore than two hours," Starr said. "l can prove it,

i f necessary."
"By whon?"



"By the best proof in the world. That detective on duty in front of the
house. He saw me cone in. He grinned, and we ki dded each ot her about the
fool i shness of Doctor Logan ever returning to his own hone."

"Huh?" the cop grunted. "Well, that's exactly what has happened. Logan is
somewhere in this house! O else you're the guy | want. For nurder!"”

" Mur der ?"

"You heard nme! The nmurder of a cop! He was tossed out of a speeding sedan
not fifteen mnutes ago. The guy that killed himsneaked into this brownstone
house about three m nutes ahead of nme. Get your shoes on! W' re going
downstairs and talk to that dick out front."

Starr obeyed the gruff order. He was still dazed by the suddenness of
events. H's hands shook as he tied his |aces. He went downstairs with the cop
An instant |ater, he shrank backward. Hi s face was ashen. He pointed

silently down the front stoop

A figure was lying spraw ed at the bottom of the steps. The cop raced

down
and bent over him It was the plainclothes dick fromthe D.A.'s office. He had
been shot through the heart. And very recently, too! Blood was still gushing

from his chest.

No ordi nary pistol could have done this w thout arousing the nei ghborhood
with the echo of the shot. The cop's lips tightened. Again, a silenced pisto
had been used! The masked fugitive had done the inpossible. He had raced
t hrough the brownstone, gained the street, and escaped in a cl ean getaway!

The proof was visible on the bottomstep of the stoop. It was
hal f - covered
by the body of the dead detective. A black silk head mask!

Staring at the narrow eyeslits in the discarded mask, the baffled
poli ceman cursed. The pressure of his grip on Walter Starr's arm brought a
faint gasp of pain fromthe young nman.

"You got a phone inside?"

"Yes."

"Show it to me quick. | gotta call headquarters!”

They raced up the stoop. But inside the vestibule, the cop paused with a
gueer | ook. He saw sonething that he had been in too much of a hurry to notice
on the way out. It was a piece of paper, stuck under the bell-button

There were two short sentences printed in | ead pencil on the paper. The
cop's jaw hardened as he read it. Starr, peering over the bluecoat's shoul der
read it too:

Wse men keep their nouths shut.
Dead nmen tell no tales.

The policeman thought he knew what the nessage neant. He assunmed it was a
boastful reference by the nasked killer to the dead cop he had tossed out of
hi s speedi ng sedan. That other cop nust have di scovered some clue to the
wher eabout s of the vani shed Doctor Logan. He had paid for his know edge with
his life.

Walter Starr, however, had a different opinion. The note was addressed to
a living man, not a dead one - so he thought.

"Have you heard from Logan, or seen him since he fled to avoid arrest?"
t he policeman asked Starr, suddenly.

Starr licked his lips and hesitated.

He recalled his blind journey with Julius Herzog to the cellar of the
house next door. He thought of the passageway that joined that cellar with the
br ownst one where he was now standing. Logan's grim face flashed across his
mnd. Hs |lips clanped shut for an instant. Wien he opened them his voice
sounded dead.

"1 know not hing," he said.

Tremul ously, he led the cop inside the house and pointed silently to the
t el ephone.



CHAPTER XI I'|
THE SLY MR MARTIN

PEARL CRAWFORD snil ed denurely, as she drove her trimlittle coupe al ong
t he dark thoroughfare of Manhattan

The drivers of the occasional cars that passed gave Pearl a quick
appreci ative stare. It was unusual to see a girl riding alone so late at

ni ght,
especially one so beautiful.
Pearl was still wearing her red-haired wig. The sane gorgeous eveni ng
gown
which had identified her as "Rita Munson" to the dead Ragland, still clung to

her shapely figure. She had cleverly used nmake-up on her face. There were cute
freckles on Rita Muinson's nose. Her eyebrows were totally different fromthose
of Pearl Crawford. So were her artificial |ashes.

Her sm | e deepened. But there was a strange expression in the depths of
her blue eyes - a look that was hal f anxiety, half fear. Pearl had an
unpl easant hunch of danger. She tried not to let it take conplete possession
of
her thoughts.

Driving with conpetent skill, she reached the gl oony street where she had
pl anned in advance to make a brief stop. She braked to a quick standstill. Her
sl imhand groped beneath the seat and jerked out a |eather bag.

The bag contai ned a change of costume and certain cosnetics.

In anot her noment, Rita Munson's fragile evening gown was lifted over her
head. Her gown and her slip were stowed carefully away in the | eather bag. So
were the matched slippers and stockings.

Crouched al nost nude in the di mess of the parked coupe, the red-haired
Rita Munson caused hersel f to di sappear forever. Except for her lacy brassiere
and her brief silken panties, her costune was entirely different. So was her
physi cal appearance. In her place sat the blond Pearl Crawford.

Pearl's laughter purred as she drove onward. But her strange feeling of
anxi ety persisted. The cl oser she drove toward her apartment house, the
stronger the feeling grew

In the end, she halted her coupe outside an all-night drugstore, went
i nside and call ed her own apartment.

The bell buzzed nonotonously. No one answered. That was exactly what
Pear |
hoped for and expected. Smiling at her presentinent of danger, she started to
repl ace the receiver.

As she did, she received a shock that nade her blood tingle with alarm

Soneone was answering from Pearl's apartment! A wonan's voice! The voice
was di sgui sed, but Pearl recognized it al nbst at once.

It was Evelyn Tenple's!

"MAY | talk to Pearl Crawford, please?" Pearl asked, through the folds of
her handker chi ef.

"This is she," Evelyn Tenple replied, unevenly.

"Real ly? | didn't recogni ze you, dear. This is Margaret Sonerville. |
cane
unexpectedly to New York, and naturally the first thing I thought of was to
t el ephone nmy dearest friend Pearl."

There was no such person as Margaret Sonerville. Evelyn swallowed the
bait.

"Margaret! Darling! How |l ovely to hear fromyou! Did - did you want to
stay overni ght at ny apartnent?"



Pear| grinned at the quick fright in Evelyn's tone.

"OfF course not! You go back to sleep. I'll see you tonorrow norning."

She hung up swiftly. A nonment |ater, she was tel ephoning the secret
hi de- out of Bunp W/ son.

Bunp sounded scared. So was Pearl, when she | earned what had happened
after Bunmp had left the garage in Washi ngton Heights. But Bunp cl ai med he had
made a perfect getaway froma dunb cop

"Yeah?" Pearl shrilled. "Wat about the boss?"

"Don't worry. He's smart!"

Pearl muttered a curt, unladylike oath. She told Bunp about the presence
of Evelyn in her apartment, and ordered himto hurry there instantly.

"Enter the usual way. Martin is on duty. And rush it! Maybe Tenple is
there, too!"

A few nminutes later, Pearl parked her car at the rear of her swanky
apartment buil ding and sneaked down the cellar steps. Martin was, as she had
anticipated, sitting half-asleep in his service car at the bottom of the
shaft.

Swi ftly, she explained the urgency of events.

They rode quietly aloft in the elevator. Pearl's key made no sound as she
unl ocked the service door of her apartment. She had rempved her high-heel ed
shoes. Tiptoeing in stocking feet, she crept closer and closer to the girl in
the living room

Evel yn Tenpl e was on her knees in front of a desk she had pried open. She
was reading hastily every scrap of paper she could find.

She had no warning whatever. There was a brief gurgle as Pearl's fingers
cl anped around Evelyn's throat. The two girls fell in a withing tangle to the
rug.

The battle was brief. Pearl's grip on Evelyn's soft throat was |ike
steel .

Tenpl e' s daughter becane sw ftly unconscious. Martin grinned as he stared down
at the disheveled victim

"Nice legs," he said, dryly.

Pear| cursed him

"You get busy! Dig up some rope and a gag. And nake it a good job!"

Martin obeyed. He seened afraid of Pearl. When he had finished, Evelyn
Tenpl e sagged in an arnchair in the bedroom where he had taken her to tie
her .

"O K !" Pearl snapped. "Get downstairs and bring up Bunp. He'll be al ong
ina mnute."

There was an exultant gleamin Martin's sullen eyes the nonment he got out
of Pearl's sight. He was not the |oyal tool Pearl thought he was. He owed no
al l egi ance to Pearl or the masked crimnal for whom she worked. Martin's rea
boss was Hugo Sl ade, the bearded, shark-toothed spy who paid well the people
who served him

THE cunning Martin didn't ride all the way to the bottom of the el evator
shaft. He stopped at the ground floor. Turning a corridor, he approached the
| obby switchboard where a sl eepy hall man was resting his head on his arns.

Martin's tone was friendly. He offered to watch the board while the
operator went up the street for a cup of coffee. The offer was not unusual
Martin had done the favor often.

The nonent his dupe had left the building, Martin plugged in a cord and
called a nunber. It was a nunber not listed in the Manhattan directory. The
voi ce of Hugo Sl ade answered.

Martin reported eagerly.

VWen he had finished, there was a brief silence. Then Sl ade gave orders.
Martin grabbed a pencil and a small sheet of paper. He seemed to be making a
list.

The Iist was in his pocket when the sw tchboard man returned. He agreed



cheerfully to cover Martin's absence. Martin hurried toward the corner

Cof fee, however, was the last thing in his mnd. He hurried toward a
drugstore. Two clerks were on duty, but Martin had eyes for only one. His
t hunb
and his little finger made a circle as he scratched his chin slowy. The
si gnal
was instantly understood. One of the two clerks noved forward with alacrity.

"Something in the drug line?"

It sounded |ike an innocent question. But there was grimneaning in the
clerk's enphasis of the cord "drug"

Martin handed himhis slip of paper. The cl erk vani shed behind a high
partition in the back. Martin got friendly with the other clerk. He kept him
interested with a scandal ous tal e about one of the tenants in his building.

VWhen Martin left the drugstore, he was carrying a small parcel, the
contents of which the other clerk hadn't seen. He shoved it in a pocket and
went back to his elevator post in the basement.

He didn't have to wait |ong for Bunp.

"Didja nab Tenpl e's daughter?" the gunman snapped.

"Yeah. "

"Swell! Let's go up!"

Bunp's lips curved in an unpleasant grin. He anticipated a torture job.
That pl eased Bunp, especially when the victimwas a pretty girl. The car
ascended snoothly in the shaft.

Martin's hand left the automatic control lever. He turned slightly, let
Bump have the point of a hypoderm c needle at the back of his neck, close to
the bony ridge of his spine. The piston of the hypoderm c punped a col orl ess
fluid into Bunmp's bl ood stream

The gunman gave a startled yelp as he felt the prick of the needle. It
was
the only sound he uttered. The rest was choked off beneath the griny pal m of
Martin.

The drug he had shot into Bunp was deadly stuff. Its effects were not
permanent, but it was powerful enough to quiet a victimw th the speed of
['i ght ni ng.

Bunp's struggl e ceased alnost instantly. He lay like a linp dunmy on the
floor of the ascending car. Martin left himthere when the el evator stopped.

The treacherous el evator nman reentered Pearl's apartnent. He hurried
toward the expectant Pearl with a | ook of fake worry.

"Bunp's drunk!" he said, anxiously "He's been hitting the bottle!"

"The fool!" Pearl gasped. "Of all times to -"

MARTI N had no trouble using his hypo as Pearl turned to race fromthe
room Her soft flesh took the needle |ike butter. For an instant, her face
| ooked bl ank. Then it contorted with rage. But the battle she put up was even
shorter than that of Bunp. She went suddenly lax in the elevator man's arns.

He carried her to a sofa, dropped her. She Ianded with a thunp that
al nost
bounced her to the floor. Her head and arnms trailed toward the rug.

Martin uttered the sane sneering remark he had made earlier.

"Nice legs!"

This time, Pearl did not bawl himout. She lay |ike a dead woman. Martin
raced out to the notionless elevator and carried back Bunp. He left himin the
living roomwith Pearl. Then he raced to the inner room where Evelyn Tenple
sat
gagged and bound in a w de-arned chair.

Her eyes widened with terror as she saw Martin. Then her terror changed
to
amazenment. Martin had a knife in his hand. But he was using it to rescue her
not to hurt her. He whispered | owtoned, tense words in her ear



"I"1l have you out of this hell-hole in a mnute! Be quiet, or you'll get
us both killed. I"'ma friend - understand?”

Martin chafed her wists and ankles to restore circulation. Actually, he
was cool ly delaying the removal of the gag in order to give the frightened
girl
time to recover her wits. He didn't want any hysterical cry from her that
m ght
be heard outside the apartnent.

Hi s cl everness worked. \When he renoved the gag, Evelyn uttered no cry.
Her
pale |ips hushed his ear with a puzzled question

"Who are you? Wiy did you help that woman to attack nme?"

Martin pointed meaningly toward the |apel of his coat, where the badge of
a detective m ght conceivably be hidden. But he didn't turn the |apel. Evelyn
was too excited to notice.

"A detective?"

"Yeah. | had to help tie you up to cover nyself from suspicion. | planned
to rel ease you later, and rush you to your father - before it's -"

H s voice broke off. For a second, his face was averted.

"Before it's - too late,"” he finished, slowy.

"My father? Too | ate?" The bl ood drained from Evelyn's face.

"He's shot pretty bad. The gunman got away. W're hopi ng your father may
recover consciousness before he -" Martin gul ped. "You' d better hurry!"

"Yes - yes! Ch, cone on!"

She caught despairingly at his sleeve. The foxy Martin had no trouble
getting her down in the elevator. He hurried her through the dimy-1lit
basenent
to the rear exit.

A car was waiting at the curb. Martin's grip tightened as he propelled
hi s
victimswi ftly across the dark sidewal k.

Evelyn didn't notice how tightly he held her. But she did notice the car.
Through the fog that filled her brain, a clear thought suddenly gl owed. She
knew a police car when she saw one. This wasn't one!

EVELYN tried to break from Martin's grasp. Her heels dug desperately
agai nst the sidewal k, her nouth opened to enmit a scream

But Martin was ready for trouble. He shut off Evelyn's screamwth the
brutal pressure of his palm She was dragged forward as the rear door of the
parked car swung silently open

Martin threw the girl headl ong inside. A gloved hand seized the girl. The
sight of her captor froze Evelyn into terrified paralysis.

She was staring at a grinning stranger whose undershot jaw exposed a row
of jutting white teeth |ike the mouth of a shark. An untidy brown beard
covered
his fat, bul bous face. He took charge of Evelyn with brutal efficiency.

The man was Hugo Sl ade!

Martin took the wheel of the car. He had stripped off his uniform He was
weari ng dark, inconspicuous clothing underneath. No betraying sound cane from
t he ki dnapped girl in the rear of the speedi ng autonobile.

It drove to the dance-hall buildings on the | ower West Side where Hugo
Sl ade mai ntained his secret headquarters. Evelyn was carried into the basenent
t hrough a series of connecting alleys that led fromthe rear street. Martin
remai ned to guard her.

Hugo Sl ade's white teeth gl eaned.

"Events are noving faster than | had anticipated,” he warned Martin in
hi s
hoarse, ugly voice. "I'lIl hold you responsible for this girl's presence when
return. Don't harmher in any way. But don't |let her escape!"”



Martin's throat was suddenly too dry to emt a word. He knew what woul d
happen to himif he made a bl under

Sl ade was already leaving. H s face turned for a swift instant. A ghastly
smle parted his bearded li ps.

“I"1l be back soon. I"'mgoing to attend to a gentleman in whom |'m nost
interested!"

Laughter seened to bubble through his clenched jaws.

"Tonight, | shall take care of the nost dangerous nman in New York - The
Shadow! "

Hugo Sl ade vani shed fromthe room

CHAPTER XI V
RESCUE

THE SHADOW however, was not waiting to be "taken" by Hugo Sl ade, or
anyone el se. He knew, from his constant warfare against crimnals, that the
best defense was attack. Cyde Burke had already visited the furni shed room
rented by The Shadow as Al bert Robi nson

Cl yde had been given instructions designed to trap the masked
supercrimnal who had nurdered George difford and Carl Ragl and.

The Shadow, of course, had no actual know edge yet of Ragl and's death.
But
fromddyde's report, he was certain the broker had al ready been kill ed.

Clyde had found out that Ragland was nmissing fromhis hotel. He was able
to pick up other facts in his role as a reporter. He |learned that Ragl and was
entangled with a beautiful red-haired girl who called herself Rita Minson

To The Shadow, the answer spelled nurder.

He was convinced that Ragl and's body was being held secretly sonmewhere,
pendi ng the final disposal of the corpse in the top-floor room ng-house
gquarters which had been hired by Betty Gayl ord.

Clyde Burke's instructions concerned the roomthat adjoined the one next
to Mss Gaylord. He grinned as he left to take his dangerous post. He was
confident of success.

But Cyde was already guilty of a bad error. Like other nen before him
he
was underestimating the cunning of the shapely M ss Gayl ord!

Meanwhi l e, the quiet Al bert Robinson had |left the room ng house. He took
a
taxicab to a spot a block away fromthe swanky apartnent house where Pearl
Crawford lived. He was acting on the assunption that Ragland' s corpse m ght be
hi dden in Pearl's apartnment.

The Shadow had little trouble entering the building w thout being
observed. He took a route with which he was grinmly famliar - the rear cellar
entrance by which Lanont Cranston had been carried off to be "drowned" in the
East R ver.

The service elevator was at the foot of the shaft. It was enpty.

The Shadow cl osed the door softly and took the control handle. The car
carried himsmoothly up the shaft. Having reached the service hall outside
Pearl's rear door, he began to pick the lock with noisel ess efficiency.

He had barely begun the task, when he stopped. Faint |aughter cane from
his parted |ips. The door was not |ocked! Soneone had either entered or |eft
the apartnent in such a hurry that they had forgot to | ock the rear door

Lights were blazing in all the rooms. A curious silence filled the place.
The Shadow was sensitive to such silence. He could al nost hear an inaudible
vibration in the air. It was like the pleading echo of a call for help that
had
| ong since died away.

The Shadow advanced cautiously. Parting the heavy drapes of the living



roomwith a gentle pressure, he stood rigidly watchful
He was staring at the unconscious figures of Bunmp WIson and Pearl
Crawf or d.

BUWP was lying full length on the sofa. Pearl had slipped partly to the
floor. The Shadow, by physical inspection, discovered that both crooks had
been
dr ugged.

Only one person could be responsible for what was obvi ously a cunning
doubl e cross. Martin, the el evator operator! But where was Martin now?

A heavy arnthair in the bedroom of the apartnent drew The Shadow s keen
attention. There was a curling bit of yellow fluff on the rug al ongsi de one of
the legs of the chair. It was a fluff froma henp rope. The fragment was
sharply cut, indicating a keen knife bl ade.

Had Martin cut the rope? In that case, a prisoner had been very recently
tied up helplessly in this apartnment. Was it Carl Ragl and; perhaps stil
alive?

The Shadow didn't believe this explanation. However, he was certain that
Martin had doubl e-crossed the unconscious pair on the floor and had nmade off
with their prisoner.

He exami ned the chair nmore closely. Swiftly, he changed his m nd about
t he
sex of the prisoner. A wonman! The faint odor of perfume was unm stakable. A
perfunme nore delicate than the stronger scent used by Pearl

There was al so a thread of pale blue silk caught in a corner of the
chair.

No man wore a blue silk suit! A worman was indi cated. Undoubtedly a bl onde,
judging fromthe color she preferred.

Only one bl onde besides Pearl was inplicated in this baffling crimna
case. Evelyn Tenpl el

The Shadow turned the chair around to exami ne its back. Having done so,
he
all owed a hiss of satisfied | aughter to escape his lips. H s judgnment was
verified by the evidence of his eyes.

A peculiar junble of letters was scratched on the back of the chair. The
Shadow real i zed what had caused that bizarre piling of letters. The wists of
the hel pless girl had been tied behind the chair. There had been just enough
play of her fingers to allow her to scratch with her dianond ring on the
var ni shed wood behi nd her

The letters spelled the name already divined by the nental process of The
Shadow.

Evel yn Tenpl e!

Musi ng, The Shadow s mind returned to the treacherous personality of
Martin. Martin was in the enploy of Hugo Sl ade! To The Shadow, there was only
one correct conclusion. Slade and the nysterious supercrimnal in the black
mask were eneni es! Evelyn had been snatched fromone set of killers by
anot her.

Her life was in deadly peril!

The Shadow quitted Pearl Crawford's apartnent with soundl ess haste. He
descended in the service elevator and glided fromthe dark basenent entrance
in
the rear. H s goal was a dangerous one. He was racing toward a certain brick
dance-hall building in a Wst Side slum area, where Hugo Sl ade nai nt ai ned
secret headquarters.

The fast-noving car contained neither the nmld Al bert Robinson nor the
handsome and debonair Kent Allard. Eyes like piercing flame gl owed from under
t he slouch hat of an al nbst invisible black-clad figure.

The Shadow was paying this grimcall in person



THE SHADOW had barely departed when the unconfortably poised figure of
Pearl Crawford stirred. Her blue eyes opened cautiously. Her uptilted | egs
slid
of f the edge of the sofa where Bunp WIson | ay.

She | eaped to her feet. She had recovered consci ousness a nonent before
The Shadow had entered the apartment, and had heard the faint vibration of his
ti ptoeing feet against the floor of the corridor. When he bent over her
Pearl's cl osed eyelids had undergone his inspection w thout a quiver.

Her will power was magnificent. Being drugged, she had no need to contro
her breathing. The drug was also an alibi for the abnormal race of her pulse
when The Shadow had lifted her wist. Pearl had been cunning enough to realize
this, and to concentrate on keeping his eyelids rigid.

Now, she sprang at the inert figure of Bunp, grabbed his hair and jerked
his head. Her pal ns sl apped his cheeks with stinging force. She knew that the
power of the hastily adm nistered drug was waning in Bunp's brain. But he was
nore sl uggi sh than she; slower to recover

It took cold water to bring Bunp out of his trance. He swayed upri ght
with
an oath, his sullen face dripping. A glance at Pearl's blazing eyes and the
sound of her expert profanity conpleted Bunp's cure in swift fashion

"Cet up, fool!" Pearl shrilled. "W're in a trap! So is the boss! The
whol e cl ever scheme is shot wi de open! W've got to |amout of here in one
hel
of a hurry, or we'll be too late to plant Ragland' s body!"

Bunp gasped. He seized Pearl's eagerly extended hand to help himto his
feet. The two raced fromthe room

CHAPTER XV
A TRAP IS SPRUNG

THE SHADOW st ood, bl ack and silent, behind an unusual screen. He was
staring through a tiny pin-point hole he had pierced in the draped folds of an
Ameri can fl ag.

It pleased Hugo Sl ade to nmake nockery of that flag every tinme he entered
and left the meeting roomof his secret headquarters in New York

The Shadow had gai ned t he basenent room he had di scovered on his previous
visit in the disguise of a drunken thug. The fake bars that covered the
baserment w ndow of the brick dance-hall building had swng aside |like a gate
under his practiced touch. He had tiptoed to the flag-draped screen of the
i nner room

Hugo Sl ade was not visible. But Martin was! The el evator operator was
leering at the helpless figure of Evelyn Tenple. The girl was gagged and
bound.

Martin | aughed aloud at the loathing in her face. There was a pistol in
his alert hand. Hi s gaze never once left the draped flag through which Sl ade
woul d presently return.

The Shadow had no chance for strategy; no tine to delay. Sinister events
were due to take place soon in the furnished room ng house where Cl yde Burke
had been left with certain griminstructions. It was necessary for The Shadow
to rescue Evelyn pronptly, in order to effect the capture of the cleverest
crimnal with whom he had ever |ocked wits.

He coul d have shot Martin through the frail barrier of the flag, but he
want ed no betraying noise. So he pitted his own |ife against the desperate
need
for silence.

Ri pping the flag aside. he propelled hinmself headlong into the roomlike
a



living projectile.

Martin tried to do three things at once. Hi s nouth opened in a startled
scream His gun lifted level to blast death. He tried to | eap sidewise to gain
the protection of Evelyn's hel pl ess body.

He failed in all three attenpts.

The Shadow struck himwi th head and shoul der. The cry stuck in Martin's
throat. He was thrown violently away fromthe girl. The crash of his gun
remai ned silent.

A hand of The Shadow had cl anmped on the small bones on either side of
Martin's gun wist. Martin's finger uncurled spasnodically away fromhis
trigger. H's cry of pain was snothered agai nst The Shadow s chest.

The two nmen fell to the floor in a huddle. Martin tried vainly to grab
hi s
fallen gun. The Shadow s toe sent it skidding away. For an instant, he was
beneath the withing crook. Then, with a powerful heave, he upset his man and
rolled to his knees above him

He struck without hesitation. Martin gave a whistling sigh and fol ded
li ke
a squeezed accordion He went |inp and unconscious; but The Shadow t ook no
chances. He tied himtightly with ropes he sl ashed away from Evel yn Tenpl e.
Terror had been too nuch for her. She lay on the floor in a faint.

Pl CKI NG Evel yn up in his powerful arnms, The Shadow raced with her to the
barred wi ndow of Sl ade's outer room He swung the hinged bars open and gai ned
t he back yard.

Through dirty and tortuous alleys he carried his blond burden, to the car
he had |l eft parked in a narrow slum street.

From around the corner he could hear the slow slap-slap of the
br oad- sol ed
shoes of an unsuspicious cop. By the tinme the cop had turned the corner, The
Shadow s car was noving away at a normal and | awful speed. The cop saw not hi ng
gueer about the moving vehicle. In another nonent, The Shadow had turned east
and was gone.

The fact that Evelyn Tenple had fainted made things easier. His plan for
di sposal of her was a bold one. He knew she was innocent of wongdoing, and in
terrible peril. He decided to hand her over to the police for protection

Halting his car briefly, he wote a note in a disguised hand. The paper
cane froma cheap stationery shop. There were tons of paper exactly like it.

It
could not be traced. Hi s nmessage read:

Place this girl under protective custody. She is in danger of
death fromcrimnals anxious to avoid arrest. Guard her for twenty-
four hours - and | prom se to hand over to you the masked- nurderer
of CGeorge Cdifford.

THE SHADOW

Three or four blocks. fromthe spot where The Shadow had halted to scraw
his hasty note, he again slowed his car. This tine, his goal was a neat stone
building in front of whose entrance glowed two green lanps. It was the station
house of a downtown police precinct.

The | ateness of the hour had turned the street into a ribbon of silence.
The green | anps threw sudden weird bl ackness on the steps of the police
station. The Shadow | aid Evel yn Tenpl e propped gently agai nst a stone
bal ustrade, the note in her hand.

In an instant, his car was humm ng swiftly away. There was harshness in
hi s whi spered | aughter as he raced uptown. He had paid a high price for
Evelyn's safety. He had tipped his hand to the police and the public!



Tomorrow s newspaper headli nes woul d be bl ack and sensational. Reporters
who knew not hing of the real truth would brand The Shadow with the ol d and
of ten-repeated charge - that he hinself was a crimnal, wrking for selfish
and
unknown ai ns. Public opinion would force the police to spread a dragnet for
The
Shadow s capture

But there was one police officer to whomthe name of The Shadow woul d
bring hope: Joe Cardona. The nysterious voice of The Shadow usually tipped
Cardona to the truth, when it was tine to make the arrest and take the credit.

The |ink between The Shadow and the police was Cyde Burke. If Cyde
failed, so would Cardona - and so woul d The Shadow

THE SHADOW di d not enter the room ng house where he had left Cyde. He
circled the bl ock and parked his car. He had renoved his black robe and hat.
They were carried in a briefcase by a m|d-1ooking man whom the | andl ady of
t he
room ng house woul d have recogni zed as Al bert Robi nson

The Shadow approached the alley that ran between the rear of the rooning
house and the back of the restaurant building. He saw what he expected to
di scover. A sedan was parked at the dark curb of the side street. The car was
enpty.

Peering cautiously down the alley, The Shadow s body stiffened. A |ong
pl ank extended fromthe roof of the restaurant building to the fire escape
outside Betty Gaylord's room A masked figure was crawl ing across that frai
bridge. He was dressed from head to foot in concealing black

Behi nd hi m he was draggi ng a heavy, greased sack!

The masked figure vanished into the furni shed roomw ndow. The pl ank
bri dge was drawn back to the restaurant roof by Bunp WI son.

The Shadow retreated. There was method in his behavior. He had studied
every inch of this neighborhood Iike a book. Hi s goal was an all-night cigar
store, with public phone boot hs.

He call ed police headquarters and asked for Joe Cardona; met with bitter
di sappoi ntnment. Joe was not at his headquarter's desk. He had rushed to the
preci nct station where the unconscious figure of Evelyn Tenple had just been
found on the front steps.

The Shadow whi spered an el ectrifying command to be forwarded at once to
Cardona. He heard the gasp of the sw tchboard cop. He hung up instantly,
hurried back to the rear of the room ng house.

The crook's enpty sedan was still parked at the alley exit. Bunmp had
al ready di sposed of the plank over which the masked man had crawled with his
ghastly burden. Bunp was dimy visible in the alley, staring up at the w ndow
of Betty Gaylord's room

An empty sack fluttered down. It was followed by smaller bags. Bunp
scooped them up and raced to the parked car in the side street.

He sprang behind the wheel and waited nervously. A grinly held gun
i ndi cated what woul d happen if The Shadow appear ed.

But The Shadow had no intention of showi ng hinself at this particul ar
time. Uterly invisible, he was hidden not many feet fromthe tense figure of
Bump W son.

He was conceal ed under the closed Iid of the sedan's trunk

CLYDE BURKE waited in pitch-darkness to hear what The Shadow had war ned
himto expect - the nusic of nurder!

Hi s ear was pressed to the wall of the room He had gotten rid of the
rea
| odger by a fake tel ephone call. The nan had departed on a wi | d-goose chase.
It



gave Clyde the opportunity to listen rigidly for sounds fromBetty Gaylord's
room

Suddenly, he heard the lilt of radio dance nusic. After a few nonments,

t he

musi ¢ broke off abruptly. It was followed by a brief interval of silence.
Then,

wi t hout warning, a quarrel began in the adjoining room The voices of two
angry

men were faintly audible. An oath was foll owed by a bl ow.

A muffled pistol shot cut short what was evidently a desperate fight. A
body hit the floor with a thunp easily audible through the thin wall.

Clyde's jaw hardened. There was a gun in his hand. He opened his door
softly and tiptoed down the hall

Radi o dance nusic was again playing inside Betty Gaylord' s room d yde
knocked on the door. He was tense with excitenent. He expected to encounter a
masked nurderer.

No masked man, however, emerged fromthe room The door opened very
hesitantly. Cdyde's gun was ready for action under the flap of his coat. A
girl
stood reveal ed on the threshold staring sleepily.

Cl yde gasped as he saw her

Betty Gaylord had evidently just risen frombed in response to Cyde's
knock. Her eyes were dewy with sleep. She had flung a robe | oosely about her
shoul ders, but it afforded her little protection

She was uncl ot hed except for a black | ace ni ght gown.

Burke gul ped at the disturbing vision. The girl's figure gleaned |like
pal e
nmoonl i ght behind the | acy shadow of that exquisite black-net gown. Cyde's
face
flushed. For an instant, his jaw gaped foolishly.

An instant was all Betty Gayl ord needed.

A slimhand clawed at Clyde's wist. Her satiny armjerked. The surprised
reporter was yanked headlong forward. The girl's bare foot thrust between his
ankl es and tripped himexpertly.

As he fell on his face inside the room the door closed softly and was
| ocked.

The next instant, a nore powerful foe hurled itself on the prostrate
C yde. He caught a dazed glinpse of cruel eyes glaring at himfrom behind the
slitted holes of a black nask. One hand cl anped on his throat, the other rose
inaswft arc with a short bl ackj ack.

Betty Gaylord had twisted dyde's gun out of his grip. Unarned, he tried
desperately to ward off the descendi ng bl ackjack. He was too late. It whizzed
past his upraised arm struck himon the skull with a sound like a bat neeting
a basebal I .

Cl yde went out cold.

CARELESS of the presence of her masked conpani on, Betty Gayl ord whi sked
the filmy nightgown from her gl eami ng body. She dressed swiftly, donning a
conpl ete street costume, which was available for this sw ft energency.

Carrying a small l|eather traveling bag, the red-haired girl foll owed her
masked | eader through the fire-escape wi ndow. Both knew they were in deadly
peril of capture. A swift search of Cyde's unconscious body had disclosed his
press card. The killers knew a trap had been spread to catch them

The masked killer carried Cyde Burke slung over his shoul der. Hal fway
down, Betty Gaylord gasped with fright.

"Wait! We've got to go back. We've forgotten the phonograph record!
left
it in The machine!"

The masked man cursed with fright. But his fingers closed |like steel on



t he redhead' s shapely arm

"Can't stop now. It's too late! Listen!"

A vague sound was dimy audible in the cool darkness. It was far away,
but
the grimsource of that distant wail was unm stakable. It was a police siren
The police were attenpting to close the last link of the trap

The fugitives fled to the parked car outside the alley exit. Cyde was
tossed in the back. Bunp WIson stepped on the gas. The car sped away. A few
monents later, a police car braked to a shrieking standstill in front of the
furni shed room ng house.

Joe Cardona was the first man out. He went like a bullet up the
room ng- house steps. One of his nen followed him Ohers ran to the rear to
bl ock the escape of the crimnals.

A quarter mle away, silvery laughter sounded frominside a snmoothly
speeding car. The |l aughter came from Betty Gaylord. Her crinmson |ips narrowed
with cruelty as she stared down at the slunped body of Cyde Burke. If only
The
Shadow, too, had been captured!

She wasn't aware that The Shadow was at that very noment within a few
f eet
of where she sat.

The Shadow was still, bodily and nentally, at close quarters with the
nost
dangerous pair of crimnals he had ever fought in the interest of justice!

CHAPTER XVI
THE PERFUMED PI T

JOE CARDONA stood staring down at the stiffened corpse of Carl Ragl and,
in
the roomthe nmasked man and Betty Gayl ord had just quitted.

Cardona's swarthy face was a mask of di sappoi ntnent and anger. The
t el ephoned war ni ng of The Shadow had reached himtoo | ate, because of his
absence from headquarters. The killer of Ragland had slipped cleverly through
t he cl osing police net.

Ragl and' s death was a horrible duplication of the unsolved nurder of
CGeorge Cifford. He had been shot through the heart. The bullet had been fired
at close quarters. Yet Ragland' s placid face showed that death had reached him
wi t hout war ni ng.

But this time, Cardona was able to glinpse the truth behind a cleverly
falsified murder. The police had reached the scene in time to see the cunning
ali bi arrangenents of the vanished killer

The testinony of the medical exam ner was definite. He placed the tine of
Ragl and's death a few hours earlier. Rigor nortis still stiffened the arms and
| egs of the unfortunate broker. Ragland had been killed el sewhere, Cardona
realized. H s body had been preserved with ice for several hours. Then the
corpse had been secretly transported to the room ng house for a second
"rurder."

Chunks of ice were still slowy nelting in the basin of the lavatory
across the room The tine had been too short for themto dissolve to water and
run down the drain. A plain-clothes man had found one of the rubber ice bags
lying in the alley, where Bunp WIlson had dropped it in his hasty flight.

The pl ank which the nmasked murderer had used to drag his sacked victimon
an overhead bridge across the alley, was discovered by another of Cardona's
men. The cop had clinbed to the roof of the restaurant building in the rear
The pl ank had been shoved hastily out of sight under the curved lip of the
r oof
coping. There were grease stains along one side of the plank



Cardona deduced that Ragl and's body had been hidden with the ice bags in
a
| arger sack. The sack's bottom had been carefully greased to slide nore easily
across the plank.

The nethod of transporting the corpse to the room ng house was now cl ear

The di sk phonograph record, which the killer had forgotten in his haste
to
escape, still lay on the flat turntable of the nusic cabinet. A slashed
f ragnent
of cord was attached to a netal tunmbler on the front panel. The tunbler
controll ed the playing of either radio or phonograph

Cardona realized the grimfunction of the frayed cord when he pl ayed the
phonograph record. Sober-faced and attentive detectives |istened.

The sane fake quarrel that had preceded the death of George difford was
reproduced by the whirling phonograph disk. It was followed by the nuffled
crash of a shot. Then silence. Cardona flicked the control tunbler to the
left.

Dance nusic blared innocently fromthe radio station already tuned in by the
departed cri m nal

The solution of the nethod of Ragland's death renmoved the nystery of
Aifford s murder. The ki dnappi ng of the young nman in the room adj oi ni ng
Cifford s had been done to delay the apparent death by twenty-four hours.

Al'l alibis were val uel ess. A hum of excitenent canme fromthe el ated
detecti ves.

Cardona checked the nmurnurs with a curt grow . He was convinced at | ast
t hat Doctor Jasper Logan and the nasked killer were one and the sane.
Designating two nen to guard Ragl and's body, he ordered the rest to acconpany
himto Logan's | aboratory.

Joe had no real hope that Logan was within mles of his brownstone hone.
But he preferred action to standing around hel pl essly. And the actual
know edge
of the killer's murder nethods might turn up a clue in the sly inventor's
horre.

Police cars whizzed swiftly toward Logan's house.

ANOTHER car raced northward al ong dark and deserted avenues.

No sound drew attention to it except the faint whine of its spinning
tires. Bunp WIson was crouched behind the wheel. A nasked supercrimnal and a
lovely artist's nodel sat in the rear of the car. They stared with grim
el ation
at the bunched folds of a | aprobe on the floor. The unconsci ous body of d yde
Bur ke was hi dden under the robe.

The only witness to the Ragland nmurder would never talk to the police!

Nor
woul d The Shadow ever gain an inkling of the amazing truth!

Such were the thoughts of Pearl Crawford and her sinister |eader. Neither
of them suspected that The Shadow was riding snmoothly uptown with them hidden
a few feet fromwhere they actually sat.

The escaping car had driven across town to Park Avenue. It sped north
until the broad, swanky section of the avenue ended at N nety-sixth Street. At
this point, the underground tracks of the New York Central Railroad emnerged
fromthe ground. The car continued north under the elevated structure of the
railroad.

The fugitives were racing through a Park Avenue different fromthe
| uxurious thoroughfare it was in mdtown. The railroad viaduct filled the
avenue wi th gl oomy bl ackness. Tenenents |lined both sides of the street. The
dwel | i ngs becane progressively worse as the car approached the Harlem River. A
ot of themwere unfit for habitation. Wndows and doorways were boarded up
The seal of the Board of Health had cl osed these sl um di sease spots forever.



It was in front of one of the worst of these abandoned shells that Bunp
Wlson finally halted. The house was | ocated a short block fromthe Harlem
Ri ver. Bump got out of the car and hurried across to the boarded entrance.

He had no troubl e opening the seal ed door

The Shadow realized why. H's eyes were peering tensely froma tiny crack
of the lifted trunk lid. The boards that were nailed tightly across the
tenenent doorway had been sawed through. The broken ends parted when Bunp
unl ocked and opened the door

He was inside only a few mnutes. Wen he returned, his hoarse voice was
j ubi |l ant.

"Bverything's O K !" he grow ed.

The sedan sped away. It circled aimessly for a while, to elude possible
pursuers. Then it drove directly to the dead end of Park Avenue at the edge of
the Harlem Ri ver.

Agai n, The Shadow peered cautiously fromthe trunk. This tine, his breath
sucked with inaudible satisfaction. He recogni zed the dark barrier of a
junkyard fence. It was the property owned by the m ssing Doctor Logan! It was
here that the kidnapped witness to Cifford' s nmurder had been secretly held
for
twenty-four hours!

THE sedan drove inside the junkyard. It was cleverly hidden from sight.
Clyde Burke's linp figure was lifted fromthe machine. He was carried toward
the bl ack, snelly river

A barge | oaded with scrap iron was noored at the rotting tinbers of the
j unkyard bul khead. The barge was utterly silent. So was the bl ack
slowy-flowing river. dyde was carried down the deck of the barge toward its
stern. He was lifted downward over the stern. The three crooks vani shed with
him apparently into the river itself!

The Shadow glided after themlike a noving patch of darkness. He was
convinced that no attenpt was to be nade to drown Cyde. That was why he had
not yet interfered. He wanted no premature di scovery of his presence.

He di scovered where the crooks had gone when he reached the high stern of
the barge. A ladder led downward to a small raft nade of driftwood tinbers.
The
floating raft was anchored by ropes between the barge and the dripping
bul khead
of the junkyard. It was an easy matter to descend to the raft and step across.

Furt her progress was bl ocked by the grated opening of an enornous,

ol d- f ashi oned sewer pi pe.

But the grated sewer entrance was exactly |ike the boarded door of the
tenenent house. It was only apparently bl ocked off. The sewer gate swung
easily
open on oiled hinges. A water rat sprang out and vani shed into the river with
a
soft plop and a widening circle of black ripples. There was no other sign of
life.

The Shadow entered the sewer.

Far ahead, he could see a yellow pin point of light. In a nonment, the
light vani shed. The crooks had | eft the sewer for another hiding place! The
flashlight of The Shadow blinked instantly alive. It glowed like a tiny
firefly
in the deep darkness. He advanced noi sel essly.

The sewer was dry. It was an old trunk Iine, abandoned from use like the
condemmed tenenments. A nore nodern sewer, a half nmile to the west, served the
needs of the city at this point. The tenements and the ancient sewer were
destined to be renoved soon, to make room for a nei ghborhood park and
pl aygr ound.

The Shadow s flash showed hi mthe spot where the footprints of Clyde's



ki dnapers had stopped. His fingers explored the curved wall of the underground
route. He found the exit nmechanismafter a careful search. H's foes had nade
no

real effort to hide it. Who would ever want to crawl through the snelly

dar kness

of an unused sewer?

Sliding through a small aperture, The Shadow di scovered irregul ar steps
cut in the soft earth. He clinbed them noi sel essly. A trapdoor brushed the top
of his head. He listened rigidly until he was certain that no living soul was
above the trapdoor. Then he pushed it gently open

HE was in an enpty earth-floored cellar. The atnosphere was stale and
fetid. Fresh air had not reached this spot for a long time. The Shadow,
renmenbering the direction he had come fromthe river, knew exactly where he
was. He was in the cellar of the boarded-up tenenent where Bunp had made his
brief and nysterious inspection fromthe street entrance.

There was only one noticeable object in the cellar. It excited the
i mediate attention of The Shadow. It was an ancient and incredibly rusted
furnace of the old hot-air type, no longer in general apartment house use in
large cities. Air was drawn in fromthe outside and heated. The hot air rose
t hrough a nest of pipes, to be distributed to the tenants upstairs through
grated registers in the floors.

The slanting nmetal air duct that led to the belly of the furnace was al so
red with rust.

The Shadow tried to peer inside the furnace. He was unable to open either
the fuel door or the ash pit. Rust had wel ded the netal solid and i movabl e.
The furnace was cold to the touch. No fire had been built within that holl ow
shell for years.

Advancing like a gliding patch of blackness, The Shadow searched every
floor of the old house. It was enpty fromcellar to roof. Werever Oyde's
ki dnapers had gone, they had nanaged to find a cunningly invisible retreat.
The
Shadow returned softly to the ground fl oor

Just inside the street entry, he found the clue he sought. There were two
sets of footprints on the dust-covered boards of the hallway. Bunp had |eft
t hem when he had nade his mysterious inspection fromthe street.

One set of prints led along the hall to the enpty living room A second
set led outward again to the sidewal k. But there was a sinister peculiarity
about that inward and outward trail in the dust.

Bunp had refrained fromwal ki ng down the center of the hall. He had
squeezed close to the right wall coming in. He had hugged the left wall going
out .

The Shadow s sibilant |aughter made a faint, rustling echo.

He found what had drawn Bunp to the living room It was a small chunk of
heavy rock with a length of rope attached to it. Picking it up, The Shadow
used
the rock as a plunmet to test the center of the hallway |eading fromthe
street
ent rance.

A square section of the floor gave way under the weight of the dangling
rock. It hinged downward with well-oiled efficiency, disclosing a greased
chute
that slanted into pitch-blackness bel ow. The nmonent the suspended rock was
lifted by The Shadow, the trapdoor returned horizontal with the floor

The schene of the crooks was obvious. They expected a visitor or
visitors!

The victins, entering the hallway, would vanish silently underground wth
appal I i ng speed. And The Shadow guessed where. The only possible place victinms
could plunge down that conceal ed chute nust be a subbasement dug beneath the



earth floor of the cellar.

The chute connected with the air vent |leading to the rusted furnace down
bel ow. That furnace was hollow Victins would drop through the furnace - to
what ?

THE SHADOW was deternined to solve the mystery at once. He knew that to
do
so m ght expose himto a frightful death. But he knew, also, that to delay for
nmore than a few nminutes night nmean the torture and nurder of O yde Burke.

Once nore, he descended the rotting wooden staircase that led to the
cellar. This tine, he examined with extraordinary care every inch of the
har d- packed earth floor. To an ordinary observer, the task woul d have seened
hopel ess. The earth was al nost as hard as brick. Feet would | eave no nore
i mpression than they would on cenent. But The Shadow was using his brains as
well as his eyes.

He renenbered that Pearl Crawford wore spiked-heel shoes on her small,
shapely feet. The hi gh wooden heels would | eave tiny irregularities, not
easily
conceal ed froman eye trained to observation |Iike The Shadow s.

He found what he sought a few feet fromthe masonry of the |eft
f oundati on
wal | of the cellar. The mark on the ground was nore like a filmthan an
i ndentation, but it was Pearl's heel print! The rounded portion was away from

the wall. The concave front of the heel print was closer to the wall. It
established clearly the direction Pearl had taken. The wall itself had been
her

goal !

The expert fingers of The Shadow probed patiently for hidden nmechani sm
It
was not easily found. But his brain told himit had to be there. It was.

A huge stone pivoted slowy, disclosing a snall recess in which there was
a netal lever. The lever noved a | arger section of the wall, uncovering a
squar e openi ng through which a man mght easily pass.

The exit was a vertical shaft. It led straight dowward wthin the
t hi ckness of the stone wall. The Shadow peered a long tinme before he nmade
certain that the bottomof the pit was closed like the top. Then he snapped on
his tiny torch.

A nmetal |adder was visible on the inner wall of the shaft. Gasping the
top rung, The Shadow swung his agile legs inside. The pit was about fifteen
feet deep. No exit bel ow was visible, but The Shadow di vi ned that the
nmechani sm
at the bottom woul d probably be a duplicate of that used at the top. He shut
of f
hi s narrow beam of |ight and descended in darkness.

As he did so, he could snell the pervasive odor of perfune. It was not
t he
perfune used by Pearl, nor was it the nmore delicate scent which Evelyn Tenpl e
used.

The Shadow t hought instantly of the drug which had temporarily knocked
out
Pear! and the nurderous Bunp. But this was different.

Drugs were no mystery to The Shadow. He had a specialist's accurate
know edge of chenmistry. The telltale reek of the colorless fluid used to drug
Pear! and Bump into tenporary hel pl essness could not be disguised by a counter
scent. This odor was nothing but perfume; probably a cheap brand, too.

Movi ng with absolute silence, The Shadow conti nued down the steel | adder
to the bottomof the pit. In the bl ackness he searched for a mechanismlike
t he
one above. A lever jutted in a small recess of the stone wall. The |ever noved



a
| arge section of the stone aside. A doorway was discl osed.

Beyond t he openi ng was absol ute darkness. Soundl ess, black, inpenetrable!
The Shadow stood rigidly, waiting for his eyes to accustomthenselves to this
i nky darkness.

The pupils of his eyes were begi nning to expand - when, suddenly, they
contracted to nmere pin points.

A powerful |ight had been focused w thout warning on The Shadow s face.
For an instant, he had a blurred picture of a nasked face and a pointing gun
Then blindness fromthe dazzle of light blotted everything into crimson
not hi ngness.

THE SHADOW S gun barked. But the nasked crimnal in front of himhad
suddenly squatted down on his heels. A nuscular hand jerked The Shadow
f orward,
pul l'ing himoff bal ance. He was tossed headl ong forward over the crouched body
of the masked man

He struck with a jarring inpact on a steel plate in the floor of the
i nvi sible chanber. The prick of a mllion needl es stabbed The Shadow s body.
The steel plate was electrified!

The pul sing current that flowed through The Shadow s body did not kil
him But it stiffened his prone body into rigid paralysis. The voltage was
hi gh, but the anperage low. It was a clever device to make sinple the capture
of a dangerous opponent.

Bef ore The Shadow was aware of anything except the tingling agony in his
stiffened |inbs, he was bound hel pl essly by an unseen, rubber-gloved captor

Then, with abrupt suddenness, the silvery |laughter of a woman sounded in
t he darkness.

Li ght fl ooded the underground chamber. It disclosed the shapely figure of
Pearl Crawford. Her laughter still bubbled with jeering pleasure. Bunp WIson
stood al ongside her, grinning like a hyena. Behind this pair was a silent,
bl ack-cl ad figure. The man in the mask!

H s gl oved hands shoved Pearl and Bunp apart. He advanced to confront his
captive. The Shadow noticed that the gloved forefinger of his left hand was
enpty

Wth suave politeness, the nasked man began to talk.

CHAPTER XVI |
THE GLASS TROUGH

"WELCOMVE to The Shadow," he sneered, snoothly. "I've |ong wanted to neet
you. As you see, | expected your arrival."

Hi s nocki ng voi ce hardened.

"I knew you'd be smart enough to track ne here. That's why | was so
careful with the top rung of my steel |adder. You shouldn't have touched that
top rung, my friend. It released a rather penetrating perfume odor froma
speci al contrivance | have invented. A pleasant sort of calling card - but
very
unpl easant for you, I'mafraid!"

Pear| giggled. The capture of The Shadow, the prospect of witnessing his
i medi ate torture and death, had brought the blond art nodel close to the
pitch
of hysteria.

"One nore victim" she quavered, "and we're all set for sone nice, clean
fun!™

Instantly, the masked killer growl ed. There was rage in that clipped
sound. Warning, too.



"You nmean two victimnms, ny dear," he snarled.

"That's right;" Pearl said, hastily. "I forgot about the second guy."

But she was |ying now, warned by her nasked chief. The Shadow knew only
one nore victimwas expected. He was quite certain of the identity of that
next
victim- just as certain as he was of the real identity of the man in the
mask.

But he said nothing. He stared about him at the amazi ng and unusual room
into which he had penetrated on the trail of a master crim nal

Taste and plenty of nobney had gone into the furnishing of that chamnber.
There were soft rugs, confortable couches, richly paneled walls. Electric
lights gl owed softly under tinted shades. A liquor decanter and a box of
expensi ve cigars stood on a snall table.

The place was a luxurious suite hidden cunningly beneath the cellar of a
condemmed and abandoned tenenent.

Ol paintings - three of them- on the wall nmade The Shadow s eyes
narr ow.

Al were nude figure studies of Pearl. Al were signed with the splashed
signature of Mortiner Tenple.

"I"'measy to ook at," Pearl giggled at the hel pl essly bound Shadow.

" Your
pal, Cyde Burke, found that out when he got cracked on the done!"

The Shadow didn't reply. He saw that there was a dark, circular opening
in
the ceiling above the electrified plate in the floor. He knew it was the base
of
the rusted furnace in the tenenent cellar above. Down a greased chute and
t hrough that holl ow furnace, the next victimwould plunge.

There was no chance for further observation on The Shadow s part. He was
carried by Bump WIson and the nasked man into a rear chanmber behind the
gorgeously furnished living room He was dropped on the floor al ongside the
figure of Cyde Burke.

Clyde was no | onger unconsci ous, but he was conpl etely hel pl ess. Tight
bonds made himas stiffly inert as a mumy.

The roomwas a | aboratory. It |ooked exactly |like the one in Doctor
Logan's brownstone honme. In the center was a machi ne that nmade The Shadow
gasp.

It rose fromthe floor like the spouted projection nmachine used in
pl anet ari uns.
It was Logan's war invention that projected a ray of cold, black light!

THERE was anot her queer object, whose purpose The Shadow coul dn't figure.
This was a slanting trough of grasslike material, mounted on a wheel ed base.
It
could be rolled freely around the roomlike the contrivances used to carry
hospital patients to the operating chanber.

The masked crimnal who had killed difford and Ragl and paid no attention
to this curious, wheeled trough. He strode toward the war invention

Jeeringly, he explained the truth to The Shadow. The war invention was a
conplete failure! Its invisible black ray would never nelt battleship steel at
six inches or any other distance.

But with certain inprovenents, unknown to anyone on earth but the
i nventor, that cold, black ray which would presently emerge fromthe
proj ecting
snout of the machine, would conpletely revol utionize the steel industry. It
was
the greatest peace-tinme invention in the history of the world!

The masked man chuckled with vanity. Deliberately, he denonstrated his
i nvention for the benefit of the helpless prisoners. Cyde Burke, who had seen



t he ot her machi ne denonstrated by Walter Starr, the well-nmeani ng young
assi stant of Doctor Logan, watched with bul ging eyes at what now took pl ace.

Bunp W1l son, at a growl ed order fromhis masked chi ef, picked up a heavy
slab of chrone steel. He could barely lift it. It was clanped in place
opposite
the snout of the machine.

The invisible black ray, focused on the heavy steel plate, made the
| aboratory seem suddenly chilly. It was |ike the windless cold froman opened
i cebox door. It was the only evidence of the unseen ray.

But there was soon other evidence. The steel plate began to gl ow rosy
pi nk
at its center. The pink stain spread out and covered it. It changed to a hot,
dazzling crinmson. Then the bright glow faded.

The plate seenmed exactly as it had been before. Al this, Cyde had
wi tnessed in the | aboratory of Doctor Logan. Wy do it again? - he wondered.

"Renove the plate," the masked nman said softly. "Not you, Bunp. Let Pearl
doit."”

Pear| obeyed. She unscrewed the clanps and lifted the heavy slab of
chrone
steel. Clyde Burke uttered a shrill cry of anmazement.

The steel was no | onger heavy! Pearl picked it up with thunb and
forefinger as if she were lifting a feather. Like a feather, it followed her
gesture. She let go of it with a shrill giggle of overwought nerves - and,
like a feather, the thick slab of chrome steel drifted slowy to the floor
where it settled w thout a bunp.

It was so light that it was al nbst without weight! The pull of gravity on
it was close to zero!

"Exactly!" the nasked crimnal said, as if reading The Shadow s thought.
"A nmetal that is now a thousand tines lighter than alum num And yet it's
still
chrone steel! The chemi cal atonms remain the same. Only the steel nolecul es
have
been affected.”

H s hi dden voi ce chuckl ed.

"Can you inmagi ne what steel like this will mean for skyscraper
construction? Beans so |ight that a workman can lift one with one hand.
Stream ined trains and ships, a thousand tinmes nore featherweight than
aluminum And all with the strength of chrome steel. Every penny of profit for

this magic netal will go to nel Not to the fools I've killed! And speaking of
killing fools -"

He notioned to Bunp.

"Wheel that glass trough over here. | want to show these gentl enen what
the ray will do to human tissue. | nean, the real ray - the one |'ve perfected
in secret!”

THE curious contraption The Shadow had al ready noticed was wheeled in
front of the projector. The Shadow saw that the slant of the glass trough
coincided with the invisible path of the black tray.

The hooded crimnal took a rat froma small cage on a near-by table. The
ani mal had been drugged. It lay inertly in the curved glass trough - a trough
whi ch, the killer explained suavely, was al so | arge enough and | ong enough to
hol d a man.

Clyde had already guessed that. H s face was sickly white.

Agai n the queer icy coldness emanated fromthe machi ne. Suddenly, the
rat's body in the slanting trough began to glow. It becane sw ftly
transparent.

It was like a living X-ray picture. Its teeth, its tiny skull, every bone of
its
skel eton was visible. For an instant, it glowed like white flame. Then it



crunbl ed apart. It dissolved into a tiny pile of ash

The killer blew lightly at the ashes - and there was not hi ng.

"We'| | cremate M. Cyde Burke first," said the hateful murnmnur.

Clyde's trussed body was laid in the glass trough. The bl ack-clad arm of
the nmurderer lifted to the machine. But an unexpected interruption stopped his
gesture.

Pear| had screaned shrilly. She was overcone. The thought of wi tnessing
the living cremation of a human bei ng snapped her tense nerves, already close
to hysteria.

As she screamed, her eyes closed and she swayed. Bunp WIson sprang to
her
ai d.

The Shadow t ook advantage of the interruption. He was working with
i nperceptible speed to free his wists fromtheir tight bonds. There was a
razor bl ade conceal ed between his thunb and finger, but he hadn't been able to
use it yet. He had spent his time slowy securing the thin blade froma tiny
pocket inside the hemof his coat sleeve.

The masked man was watching himnarrowy, as if suspicious of The
Shadow s
qui et rel axation.

Pearl's weakness was the break The Shadow had hoped for. It diverted the
masked man's attention to Pearl. Bunp grabbed one of her slack arms, the
hooded
crimnal the other. They dragged her with linply trailing feet to the outer
room

They had barely left the | aboratory when The Shadow s trussed body seened
to trenble like a leaf fromhead to foot. H s bound wists jerked apart. Bl ood
dri pped froman ugly gash in his flesh. But he ignored the wound. Bendi ng, he
| eaned toward his trussed feet.

The cords snapped away from his ankles. Wth a noi sel ess bound, The
Shadow
reached Clyde. He freed himwith a reckl ess speed that ripped Cyde's flesh as
cruelly as The Shadow s.

But neither man nminded that. dyde | eaped fromthe ugly oval |ength of
t he
i nclined glass trough. He whirled to help The Shadow.

Suddenl y, both nen froze notionless. Fromthe unseen front room cane the
sudden crashing of a falling body.

A shrill, male yell sounded. It was followed by a shot. An oath fromthe
masked crimnal was cut short by another fierce yell.

The Shadow recogni zed that voice. It was the voice of Walter Starr, the
assistant to Doctor Logan!

Clyde Burke recognized it, too. He guessed instantly what nust have
happened. Starr's body had cone plumreti ng down the chute fromthe trapdoor in
t he tenement house entrance. He had fallen through the hollow furnace
over head.

STARR S yell echoed shrilly over the crackle of pistol fire. Evidently,
the muscul ar contortion of Starr's body at the nonent of inpact had enabl ed
hi m
to roll free of the charged electrical plate in the floor. The collapse of the
hysterical Pearl had riveted the attention of the two killers on her. The
dazed
Starr had been able to stagger to his feet and grab for his gun

He was desperately shooting it out with the snarling nmurderers of
Cifford
and Ragl and!

Al this passed through dyde's brain in the instant that his grimglance
swung toward the notionless figure of The Shadow. He received a quick



pur poseful nod. The Shadow was already in notion. Cyde darted forward on the
heel s of his resolute | eader.

The ornate living roomwas a ghastly scene. Walter Starr was down on one
knee, firing defensively at the masked man. He had al ready shot down Bunp.
Bunp
lay withing weakly on the floor in a welter of blood. A npost at his dying
el bow
lay the still figure of Pearl. She had fainted.

But the masked crimnal was still very rnuch alive

He had skipped with the agility of an ape to the protection of the sofa
end. He pulled the trigger of a queer-looking gun. A cloud of vapor spat |ike
a
spreading white fan toward Starr. Starr coughed and retreated.

The next instant, The Shadow had ripped the sofa fromthe wall. H's
headl ong di ve brought himin crashing attack agai nst the masked nan a scant
i nstant before the flanking |leap of O yde Burke.

Clyde twi sted the vapor gun fromthe nurderer's taut grip. The Shadow
nmade
it possible by the skillful jujitsu hold he had secured on his squirm ng
ant agoni st .

There was a dogli ke yel p of agony as The Shadow s fingers tightened. The
masked crimnal collapsed. He |ay npaning, with the breath driven fromhis
l ungs. Hi s di aphragm was tenporarily paralyzed. The Shadow had captured him
wi t hout the necessity of even wounding him The only visible mark on himwas a

smal |, purplish bruise on his wist.
Walter Starr |ooked dike a nman reprieved fromhell. He had been rescued
fromdeath, but his dazed expression was still dangerous. His gun lifted to

cover The Shadow.

Clyde disarmed himbefore Logan's terrified assistant could pull his
trigger.

"Snap out of it, Starr! You're safe! The gang has been caught!"

The Shadow nodded gently as Starr rel axed.

There was a slight snmle on The Shadow s taut lips. He issued a
| ow voi ced
conmmand. It was pleasantly spoken, but there was a ring of authority in it
t hat
was i npossible to di sobey.

The Shadow asked Walter Starr to explain how he had been lured to the
t enenent - house trap.

A man's name was pronounced hesitantly by Starr. It was a name that Cyde
Bur ke had expected to hear: Doctor Jasper Logan

STARR had received a witten nmessage from Logan. The note contained the
address of a slumtenenment on upper Park Avenue, and a piteous plea for help
fromthe fugitive inventor

Logan cl ai ned he had di scovered the headquarters of the nasked mnurderer
of
Aifford and Ragl and. He asked Starr's help. It was Logan's only chance to
establish his own innocence and escape the chair for nurders he had never
conmitted. He begged Starr to come secretly to the tenenent to neet him

"And like a sap, you cane!" Cyde finished, harshly.

Starr's frightened gaze turned toward the hooded captive on the floor

"I still don't believe it's Doctor Logan," Starr nmuttered. H s face was
pal e, but there was loyalty to his enployer shining in his dark eyes. "Logan
is
a scientist, not a killer. It's soneone el se, masquerading in an effort to
decei ve the police."

Cl yde reached down to unmask the nurderer. But a deft hand restrained
hi m



The hand was The Shadow s. He was smiling as he made a strange statenent.

He decl ared that the nasked man on the floor was not Doctor Logan! He
proved it by renoving the glove fromthe left hand of the crimnal. Instantly,
Starr gave a cry. Cyde, too, gasped. He had seen Logan's left hand before he
had fled fromthe police. Logan's nmained forefinger was a spongy pink stunp.

This man's finger was whole. It had been cleverly fixed to sinmulate an
injury. The finger had been bent forward and taped close to its base with
strong adhesi ve.

"Who is he?" Clyde cried. The Shadow pronounced a nane.

"I npossible!™ dyde cried. "Way should he kill difford and Ragl and?"

The Shadow didn't reply. Cyde had never seen himin such a queerly
t hought ful nood. The Shadow stood motionless for a monment, as if turning
various puzzling facts over in his keen mnd. Then, with a sudden gesture, he
bent and ripped away the concealing mask fromhis captive.

It was a man whose name The Shadow had al ready pronounced:

Hugo Sl ade!

SLADE' S eyes were wide with terror. Hi s bearded lips twitched. H's
bul bous
cheeks were di stended as he gasped for air. dyde recoiled instinctively as he
saw t he sharklike teeth jutting |like fangs fromthe undershot jaw.

Hugo Sl ade had found his voice at |ast.

"I didn't kill difford or Ragland!" he shrieked. "It's a frane-up - a
lie! | tried to steal Doctor Logan's invention. But theft is all |'ve ever
been
guilty of. Not nurder!™

Hi s hunted eyes sought the enigmatic gaze of The Shadow.

“I'"'minnocent - and you know it!"

"Expl ain!" The Shadow conmanded harshly.

CHAPTER XVI | |
THE AVAZ|I NG TRUTH

THE SHADOW S conmand produced exactly the effect he desired.

Hugo Sl ade stopped his shrill yelling as though he had been doused with
cold water. H s body had recovered fromthe paralyzing effects of The Shadow s
jujitsu. Now his wits, too, were recovering. A crafty gleamcane into Slade's
eyes.

In a snooth and pl ausi bl e voi ce, he began to explain his apparently
guilty
pr edi cament .

He told substantially the same story Walter Starr had told to explain his
presence in the tenement subcellar. Hugo Sl ade, however, added an inportant
variation. Doctor Logan had not sent any luring message to the internationa
spy.

Sl ade admitted coolly that he had trailed the fugitive inventor to the
shabby Harl em Ri ver tenenment. He had sneaked through the street entry - and
had
pl unged suddenly through an unsuspected trapdoor in the floor. A greased chute
slid himheadlong into the luxuriously furni shed apartment beneath the
t enenent
cel lar.

He paused, watching alertly the stern countenance of The Shadow.

"Continue!" The Shadow conmanded.

He had been pronptly captured, Slade asserted. He was unable to identify
his foe. The foe was a tall, nuscular man dressed entirely in black. He was
weari ng a hooded mask that shrouded his head and face. The crim nal had been



assisted by Bump and Pearl. The trio had dragged the dazed and hel pl ess Sl ade
to an inner room They forced a conpl ete change of costunme on him

To Slade's horror, he found hinself dressed in an exact duplicate of the
di sgui se worn by the clever supercrimnal who had caught him A mask was drawn
over his face and head. His left forefinger was bent in tw and glued fl at
with
adhesi ve tape. d oves were placed on his hands to hide the fact that his
mai med
finger was a fake. Then he was nanacl ed.

How | ong he remained in his dark prison, Slade did not know. But he was
suddenly confronted by Bunp W son. The manacles were swiftly unl ocked from
Sl ade' s aching wists.

A gun was shoved in his hand - the sanme sinister vapor gun with which he
had tried |later to disable The Shadow, he admitted. Sl ade was forced
noi sel essly through a dark, narrow passage and shoved suddenly into the
brilliance of the living room

The first face he saw was that of Walter Starr

The young man had been lying half dazed on the fl oor beneath the chute
opening in the ceiling. Starr rolled swiftly to his knees and drew a gun
Yelling with terror, he had opened fire at the nasked Sl ade. Not know ng what
it was all about, Slade had attenpted to defend hinmself from Starr's nmad
onsl aught. Then The Shadow had intervened. And -

"I swear that's the truth," Slade concluded, suavely. "The real killer
escaped by forcing nme to wear his costune. He used me for a fall-guy. And
that's all I know "

"WHO kil l ed Bunmp?" C yde Burke asked, quickly.

"I - 1 don't know. | didn't notice."

"When did Pearl faint? Was she |ying unconsci ous on the floor when you
ent ered? What becane of the nasked man? And why didn't you yell or try to flee
when your handcuffs were first renoved?"

The curt questions were shot at Slade like bullets by the O assic
reporter. Slade had no chance to think up quick explanations.

"I don't know," he said, uneasily. "I can't explain. I - | guess maybe
was dazed."

Hi s whole story was the fishiest alibi Cyde had ever listened to. He
didn't believe Slade for a nmonent. Nor did Walter Starr. The young man was no
| onger trenbling with exhaustion and fright. A look of grimsuspicion
ti ght ened
hi s handsonme nout h.

"Where's Doctor Logan? You've killed him Were have you hidden his
body?"

Fromthe very beginning, Starr had believed in Logan's innocence. Even
t he
gueer journey he had taken with Julius Herzog, to the inventor's tenporary
hi di ng place in the house adjoining Logan's brownstone honme, did not shatter
Starr's belief in Logan's innocence.

The unmaski ng of Hugo Sl ade seened to exonerate the m ssing inventor
Starr's belief was that Logan, dead or alive, was conceal ed somewhere in this
underground | abyrinth by the cunning Sl ade.

But where?

The Shadow had not uttered a word fromthe noment Sl ade had concl uded his
feeble alibi. He was using his eyes to confirmthe unspoken thoughts behind
hi s
expressi onl ess face.

He watched the white-faced Pearl Crawford gasp feebly and recover from
her
faint. She rose silently to her feet in rigid terror, under the nmenace of The
Shadow s drawn gun. dyde, too, ained his weapon steadily. Pearl and the



snarling Hugo Sl ade were herded back into the |aboratory in the rear

No one paid any attention to the body of Bunp. The Shadow s quick
exam nati on had al ready di scl osed that the sullen gunman woul d need no nore
wat chi ng. He was stone dead.

Pearl tried to vanp Cyde Burke with a demure, pleading smle. He was
consci ous of her perfumed | oveliness. She leaned closer to himwith a sway of
her lovely hips, as she wal ked at his side, a prisoner

But Cyde had |l earned his lesson in the dark room of Betty Gaylord. A
pretty woman could no | onger nake a fool of him H's gun rmuzzle shoved coldly
at her, forcing her to recoil. She cursed hi mviciously.

The Shadow strode with quick steps across the |aboratory. H's goal was
t he
door of a cupboard in a far corner of the room He had noticed that door
earlier. He gave Slade a strange, fleeting smle as he sprang forward.

Sl ade cried out instantly with a tone of loud certainty: "That's the
cl oset where | was kept prisoner!™

But his face pal ed when The Shadow fl ung open the cupboard door. A figure
toppled into view and fell to the floor of the | aboratory. The prisoner was
bound hand and foot, and there was a gag between his swollen jaws.

The man was Doctor Jasper Logan

SWFTLY, The Shadow cut his bonds and ripped the tight gag | oose fromthe
i nventor's di stended nout h. Doctor Logan, however, was unable to talk. His
body
lay where it had fallen. He was only sem consci ous. The Shadow s face darkened
as he saw the ugly red burns on Logan's hands and feet. The m ssing inventor
had been systematically and horribly tortured.

Hugo Sl ade cringed away fromthe angry grow of Walter Starr. Logan's
assistant sprang forward, his hands twitching to take Sl ade by the throat.

Gl yde Burke stopped that with a curt word of warning. But secretly, he felt
like Starr did. Every nove The Shadow made was piling up fresh evidence
agai nst

t he bearded Sl ade.

Starr confronted the master spy with grimrage in his voice. He accused
Sl ade of plotting to kill both Logan and hinself. He branded himw th the
deat h
of difford and Ragland. O the three innocent investors, only Mrtiner Tenple
had escaped the spy's cunning death net. Everyone el se connected with the
bl ack-ray invention was either dead or had narrowl y escaped nurder

Suddenly, Starr's voice rose in a shriller cry. There was amazenent in
that yell. Face to face with Sl ade, he had been staring at the man's bearded
features. Awe and a grimy incredul ous horror made his words inpossible to
under st and.

H s hand shot suddenly outward.

Hi s fingers caught the untidy brown beard of the spy and yanked. There
was
a cry of pain fromHugo Slade - then the beard ripped away. A face was
di scl osed
that was a queer |unpy counterpart of another face which O yde Burke dazedly
remenber ed.

He sprang to Starr's aid, helped to finish the unmaski ng which Starr had
begun. Hugo Sl ade's white, sharklike teeth cane out fromhis jutting underjaw.
They were on a renovable, artificial bridge. Blobs of surgical cotton were
renoved frominside the di stended cheeks of the struggling Slade. The scar
t hat
ran like a thin purple crescent fromhis tenple past the tip of one ear
washed
harm essly away under the pressure of a danp sponge.

A younger, nore handsone man glared with guilty dismy at the stern faces



that surrounded him He was a man well known in the best social circles of New
York. A gentleman of charm wealth and talent.
It was Mortinmer Tenple, the fanous artist!

THE SHADOW had taken no personal part in the wild conmotion that
acconpani ed the unmaski ng of the painter. He had known that Mortinmer Tenple
and
Hugo Sl ade were the sane Jekyl|l and Hyde personality. He had known it ever
since
he had found a danp blob of surgical cotton in the incinerator chute of
Tenpl e' s
apartment, follow ng the "burglary" by The Shadow hi nmsel f.

Sl ade had tossed his ugly disgui se down the incinerator when he had fled
from The Shadow. He had dealt hinmself a quick bl ow on the head, and had
received aid and confort in his role of the innocent Mrtimer Tenple. The
presence of Kent Allard in his apartment had forced Tenple's hand, but he had
been cl ever enough to fool his own daughter and the police.

There were other startling facts which The Shadow knew. Facts which
pronmpted himto remain silent now, in order to obtain final proof of the rea
identity of a cunning supercrim nal

He kept his glance rigidly on the lovely face of Pearl Crawford. He
wat ched every fleeting change of expression. He was unable to detect fear yet.
Fear woul d conme |ater - when The Shadow spoke.

Pear| knew the vicious truth, and so did The Shadow

Cl yde Burke had agai n changed his puzzled nind. Doctor Jasper Logan was a
victim not a killer. Entirely innocent, Logan's eccentric personality had
been
used as a cloak by a cunning rurderer

Mortinmer Tenple, the supposed sucker, was the real crinmnal! H s was a
triple role - artist, spy, nmurderer. As one of the three threatened investors
in Logan's invention, he was above suspicion. Pearl was not only his nodel
she
was his willing confederate in crine.

Al this and nore, poured fromthe excited |lips of O yde Burke.

The Shadow, however, shook his head. Part of what C yde had said was
true.

Part of it was fal se. The Shadow separated truth from fal sehood

Templ e and Sl ade were the sane man, he agreed. The respectable artist was
t he npbst dangerous international spy in Anerica. For that, Tenple woul d pay
t he
price. He would be sent to a Federal penitentiary for life. But -

The Shadow s voi ce deepened.

"Mortimer Tenple is not the masked murderer of difford and Ragl and!"

They stared at himin wonder.

"The nane of the real killer is -

A SCREAM from Pear| interrupted The Shadow s di scl osure. She had | eaped
swiftly backward toward the doorway of the |aboratory. There was horror and
fear on her lovely face. Her hand noved with the swiftness of a cat.

The | aboratory lights went out!

In the bl ackness there was the roar of a pistol shot. It was followed by
a
groan, and the rush of fleeing feet. The sound came from near the corner where
Doct or Logan had been Iying. The feet fled toward the front roomon the heels
of Pearl.

VWho the man was, C yde Burke had no nmeans of knowi ng. But he raced
swiftly
in pursuit.



The Shadow had not seened to make a single movenent. But when O yde Burke
pl unged into the dark front room he found hinself behind the steady figure of
The Shadow. A flashlight glowed in The Shadow s left hand. It sent a beam of
brilliance that outlined with stark accuracy the bodies of a nan and a woman
who stood at bay.

The wonman was Pearl. The man - nmasked

Hi s gun spat a streak of scarlet like the darting tongue of a snake. The
expl osion rocked the roomw th echoes. But the bullet mssed the flying body
of
The Shadow. He was like a black will-0'-the-wi sp, darting with amazing
rapidity
to the strategic cover the scattered furniture afforded. H's answering shots
drove the masked man backward to a corner of the room Pearl retreated at his
side, firing viciously.

They were henmed in a blind alley. There was no way out.

Pearl's revol ver hamrer clicked on an enpty shell. Cyde was craw ing
closer, wiggling behind the overturned sofa on his belly.

Wth a scream Pearl sprang. But her |eap was sideways. Her |ovely body
covered for an instant the crouched form of her masked | eader

The Shadow had no choice to stop the pressure of his finger on his
trigger. To be merciful would be to doom Cyde to death fromthe shot the
masked man was aimng at the onrushing reporter

The crimnal's slug whined a quarter inch above Cyde's scalp. But the
bull et from The Shadow s gun ripped through Pearl's desperately outflung body.

As she col | apsed, the nan whom she had tried to protect |eaped callously
over her fallen figure. He made a nad rush for freedom

Hi s gun butt dropped Cyde in a bleeding huddle on the floor. But he was
unabl e to escape The Shadow. There was a titanic struggle of guns, fists,
feet.

It ended abruptly with the headl ong crash of the masked man.

He had been knocked unconscious, but he was like a coldly wiggling snake
whi ch cannot die before sundown. Hi s fingers clenched and uncl enched in blind
hate | ong after The Shadow had bl own the thin spiral of smoke from his gun
nuzzl e.

Pear|l Crawford was dead. Death had drai ned her beauty. The crimna
ugl i ness that she had concealed in |ife behind the flaw ess beauty of face and
body shone pitilessly fromher hard blue eyes. It was like the lifting away of
a mask.

The Shadow was staring at another mask. Leaning over the hooded killer
The Shadow spoke grimy.

"Pearl was the sweetheart of this criminal genius. That is why she hel ped
himplan and comrit his perfect crime. The nane of her lover is - Walter
Starr!"

His fingers proved his statenment. Walter Starr was still a handsome young
man. There was a faint snmile on his pale lips, a childlike twist of his
clenched fingers. But the fingers were strong and nerciless. H's glazed eyes,
like Pearl's, revealed clearly the crookedness he had bottled up behind an
i nnocent exterior to fool the police - but not The Shadow

THE SHADOW expl ai ned.

He had suspected Starr alnost fromthe first. Doctor Logan's suspicious
actions, his pronpt flight fromthe police, were not the attributes of a man
who had nurdered George difford in a perfect crine.

The hiding of the ki dnapped witness in Logan's junkyard was anot her fal se
nmove by an overconfident nurderer. Logan, if guilty, would never have done so
foolish a thing. Wwo, then, was nost fanmiliar with Logan's habits and
busi ness?

Julius Herzog and Walter Starr!

The notive of the crinmes pointed to Starr. He was famliar with Logan's



invention. It had failed. But suppose Starr had built a duplicate of the
machi ne and had nmade additional experiments in another |aboratory? The Shadow
acted on this theory.

He was not deceived by the fake "denobnstration" that Starr had so glibly
performed for C yde Burke. Nor was he deceived by the bonb which C yde thought
had been pl anted by Logan.

The whol e bonb epi sode was a cunning device to nake Starr seem doubly
i nnocent. Starr had sawed through the | aboratory bars. The bullet hole which
Cyde found in the wall had come from Starr's own gun. He had hi dden the bonb
under the floor in Logan's suitcase - another mistake on the part of an
over confi dent crook

For instantly, The Shadow had seen the resenbl ance to the use of Logan's
junkyard for the hiding of the kidnapped witness to Cifford s death.

Hugo Sl ade's fishy story of his capture was true. He had actually been
hi dden in the closet fromwhich Logan's body had tunbl ed out when The Shadow
opened the door. The closet had an inner panel which connected with a passage
i nside the wall.

Starr had intended to kill Slade at first, but the swift turn of events
gave hi mwhat he thought was an opportunity to fasten the nurder guilt on the
spy.

Starr coolly pretended he had fallen through the chute fromthe tenenment
hal | way. He killed Bunp to silence himforever. He fooled dyde Burke. But The
Shadow saw t he inperceptible signal that passed between Starr and the bl ond
artist's nodel. He saw her sly retreat toward the |ight switch.

The Shadow permitted the nmaneuver because he wanted actual proof that
Starr and the crimnal in the black nmask were the sane. He risked death to
prove it. It gave Starr tine to mask hinself and attenpt to blast his way to
freedom

On the | aboratory floor, Hugo Sl ade |ay dead. Hi s strange doubl e career
as
a respected artist and a dangerous international spy was ended. He had been
killed by the shots fired in the darkened | aboratory. But Slade's death woul d
not be recorded in any newspaper

Mortinmer Tenple's reputati on woul d never be smirched.

THE SHADOW S voi ce softened as he gave nerci ful commands to Cl yde Burke.
Clyde was a reporter for the Classic. He would wite what The Shadow w shed.

Readers would be told that Tenple, an honest nan, had lost his life in a
brave effort to capture the killer of Cifford and Ragl and. Evelyn Tenple
woul d
be spared the heartbreak of the ugly truth.

The profits from an amazi ng new i nventi on woul d go where justice
i ndi cat ed
they should - to Doctor Jasper Logan hinself! Logan readily pronmised to carry
out the whispered suggestion of The Shadow. The United States would have
conplete priority for any war use of the new feather-light steel which the
security of the nation demanded

Cl yde Burke sent excited words whizzing over a tel ephone wire to police
headquarters. It brought Conmi ssioner Weston hinmsel f racing uptown.

But neither Weston, nor Cardona, nor any of their men, would |ay eyes on
the indomitable figure of The Shadow. He was al ready invisible when C yde hung
up the phone with a tremul ous hand and turned for further orders.

There were none. The Shadow was gone. Unseen, unheard, he had glided from
t he under ground apart nent.

The cool darkness of the night swallowed him The echo of his sibilant
laugh melted into silence under the twi nkling stars of sleeping Manhattan

THE END






