THE LONE TI GER
by Maxwel | G ant

As originally published in "The Shadow Magazi ne," February 15, 1939.

When the law fail ed; when a $100, 000-reward of fer brought no success, The
Shadow set out to capture The Lone Tiger

CHAPTER |
JUSTI CE RENDERED

THERE was a nmurmur, a stir, throughout the well-thronged courtroom
Buzzi ng sounds were silenced by the stern rap of the judge's gavel. The quiet
that ensued seemed chilled with fearful onen, particularly to the three
prisoners who awaited the verdict.

The judge's eyes were fixed upon that trio. Hs gavel |ooked like a
weapon
nore formidable than any that these prisoners had ever before faced. Those
raps
that the hamrer had delivered were fateful strokes that ended all hope of
future freedom

Steadily, grimy, the judge droned the names of the defendants, adding
t he
aliases that the three nen had used in crinme. Then, to enphasize the identity
of
the cul prits, he added:

"You are the last nenbers of that notorious band that styled itself the
Ti ger Mob. Seven others of your outlaw organi zati on have al ready received the
penalties that they deserved. | need not repeat their nanes, nor the details
of
their individual capture.

"Suffice it, that you three managed to avoid justice during the two-year
period while the others were being apprehended. Wth your arrest, the score
became conplete. Law and justice have gained a tenfold victory!"

There was a pause. The judge's austere face retained its solemity, but
hi s expression indicated that he was thinking of other persons, and
contenpl ati ng past events.

"Mbst heinous of the crimes committed by the Tiger Mb," resuned the
justice, "was the raid upon the hone of Joseph M I eson, esteened New York
citizen and philanthropist. Not satisfied with the large | oot obtained through
that robbery, the ten fiends subjected M. MIleson and his famly to gross
m streat ment.

"The M| esons, together with their servants, were |locked in an airtight
wine cellar, to await their fate. It has been pleaded" - the judge's voice was
cold again, his eyes returning to the prisoners - "that the crimnals did not
realize that they were | eaving hel pl ess persons to die. But the | aw can nake
no
al  owances for the oversight of individuals engaged in crine."

The judge was | eaning forward again; the culprits quail ed beneath his
stern gaze.

"Chance saved you," he told the prisoners. "Your victins, luckily
rel eased, escaped death; hence | cannot sentence you for rurder. But there was
one nenmber of that party who was in ill health. She was Joseph Ml eson's only
daught er, Dorothy."

A sob stabbed through the courtroom The judge sat silent, while
synmpat hetic attendants aided a bl ack-veiled woman toward the door. She was
Mleson's wife, nother of the girl that the judge had naned.



A gray-haired man was seated in the chair next to the one just vacated.
He
was Joseph Ml eson; his face, handsome and of kindly nmold, was fixed in an
expression that gave it the appearance of granite. Geat though the ordeal
Joseph M| eson was deternmined to see it through

"DOROTHY M LESON di ed soon after that horrible night," continued the
judge. "Forced fromher bed, insufficiently clad against the chill of the wne
cellar, she suffered a relapse that made her illness fatal. The | aw,
unfortunately, cannot declare that death to be nurder; but Joseph M| eson has
al ways regarded it as such

"He has thrown his entire effort into the capture of the Tiger Mb. He

has
been unsparing of his wealth, in his desire to see every menber of that evil
band brought before the bar of justice. |I commend himfor that work, and

herewith affirmthat he deserves all credit for the law s conplete triunph.

"Scattered everywhere, the nmenbers of the Tiger Mb used every device to
keep thensel ves hi dden and unrecogni zed. Only M| eson's perseverance coul d
have
ferreted themout. Only his willingness to | eave no stone unturned, no penny
unspent, could have produced the mass of indisputable evidence that nmade the
convi ction of each nobster a foregone result, with each capture.™

H s own eyes neeting MIleson's, the judge flashed enphasis of his
approval . He understood the nod that the gray-haired man gave. M| eson wanted
to hear the words that would bring the trial to an end. The judge turned to
t he
shrunken prisoners.

"You have pleaded guilty," he told themcrisply. "Under other
circunmst ances, that mght bring |l eniency. Wth the wei ght of evidence agai nst
you, it has no bearing in this case. | sentence each of you to a term of
twenty
years in the State prison.”

From somewhere in the courtroom cane a vague, whispery tone; it seened

t he
echo of a strange | augh, sinister, unearthly. The judge heard it, and started.
But the prisoners were the ones nost inpressed. Taunted by that weird, evasive
mrth, they quivered like frail saplings in a w nd.

Only a ghost of a laugh! But it brought themterror that woul d persi st
| ong after they had becone accustoned to the penitentiary cells!

The | augh of The Shadow

STRANGE whi spers were drowned by a scurry at the rear of the courtroom
where reporters were dashing out to flash the news that marked the end of the
Ti ger Mob. Phot ographers were crowdi ng the doorway, to take flashlight shots
of
Joseph M| eson when he canme out.

Hi s granite pose gone, M| eson was again a pathetic father saddened by

t he

| oss of his daughter. Synpathetic friends jostled the photographers and

cl apped

hats in front of camera | enses. Reaching the corridor, MIleson hurried shakily
toward a stairway. He was stumbling, clutching for the rail, when a firm hand

clutched his arm
Hel ped down the stairs, MIleson stared at his rescuer. He saw a tall man,
whose count enance was maskli ke, hawkish in its nold. Yet those fixed features
conveyed a greater synpathy than any that M| eson had previously received.
"Lanmont Cranston!" Ml eson gul ped his recognition. Then, huskily: "You
were there in the courtroonP”



Cranston nodded. CQutside the building, he guided Mleson into a | arge
i nousi ne, then shut the door in the faces of reporters and caneranen, who
cane
dashing over. As the linopusine started, Cranston spoke through a tube to the
chauf f eur:

"M. Mleson's residence, Stanley."

M|l eson snmiled his gratitude. This ride in Cranston's |inobusine was
savi ng
hima lot of difficulty with reporters. Ri ding along, M| eson becane quite
conposed; then asked, casually:

"What did you think of the trial, Cranston?"

"Excellent!" returned Cranston, calmy. "As far as it went."

"As far as it went? Wiy, it marked the finish of the Tiger Mb!"

"Not quite."

There was sonething in Cranston's tone that nade M| eson stare. Wth
pi ercing eyes, the gray-haired man studied his friend s nasklike face.
Cranston's expression was inscrutable - a fact which inpressed M| eson even
nor e.

"It is obvious," observed Cranston, "that no nenber of the Tiger Mb was
of sufficient caliber to head the organization. Two or three clainmed tenporary
| eader ship, which satisfied the aw. But there nust have been a hidden brain
behi nd the nmob's | ong canpai gn; one cl ever enough to preserve his identity
even
fromhis own followers."

"You have guessed it, Cranston,'’

declared MIleson. "There is such a nman.
I
know it, yet | cannot prove it. | saw him that night at my hone: the Lone
Tiger!"

Cranston's eyes seenmed to flash a question. MIleson sniled.

"You wonder where | coined that nane," remarked the elderly man. "Let ne
tell you the details.”

Settling back in the cushions, Mleson stared into the early dusk that
was
gat hering over Manhattan. Then

"ON that terrible night," Mleson related, "I was in ny study when the
nob
i nvaded it. Masked men marched me to the living room where others held the
rest
of the famly, and the servants, under the threat of guns.

"I counted ten in the nmob. So did the others who were inprisoned with ne.
But twice - once outside the study; again, during the march to the wi ne cellar
- | glinpsed a | eader who kept in the background. | saw his face - first
agai nst a wi ndow shade; then with a door as background.

"He had a hideous profile; a nose that bulged outward like a vulture's
beak. A hooked nose, as ugly as the lips beneath it. |I mght be wong on other
details, but the nose was so conspicuous, that |I remenbered it."

M | eson paused. Hi s thoughts traveled to a | ater episode.

"W were rescued," he recounted, "by a stranger who arrived an hour after
the Tiger Mob had gone. It was he who unbarred the door, while | was trying to
force it fromthe inside. |, alone, saw him and spoke with himlater. He was
a
being clad in a black cloak, who called hinmself The Shadow. "

Cranston's | ook seened al nost doubt f ul

"These are facts!" insisted MIleson, "Facts that | have never before
mentioned to any one, Cranston! All during ny search for the Tiger Mb, in
whi ch | enpl oyed hundreds of investigators, | received mysterious nessages

from
The Shadow. The facts that he supplied enabled ne to gain results.



"It is The Shadow, not nyself, who deserves credit for what has been
done.

Al ways, with his conmunications, he has rem nded nme not to forget the Lone
Tiger. It was The Shadow who coined that apt title for the hidden chief of the
Ti ger Mob."

Doubt was erased from Cranston's face. M| eson was pl eased when he
observed that his friend was convinced. Then canme Cranston's even-toned
guesti on:

"Have you forgotten the Lone Tiger?"

Mleson lifted his head. Again his face had taken on a granite
appear ance,

that made the elderly mllionaire seema synbol of righteous vengeance.

"I have not forgotten!" MIleson's tone had risen. "I have nerely waited,
hopi ng that some culprit would testify regarding his hidden chief. Not one has
done so; therefore, the next move will be mne. Tonorrow, Cranston, New York
will be startled by the greatest man hunt in the city's history!

"Crook will turn against crook. Men who have fought against the [ aw wil
aid in the search for the Lone Tiger. Every stone will be turned; from beneath
those stones will craw sliny humans, who will voice their testinmony regarding
t he Lone Ti ger.

"The greatest of all rogues will be found! He will be treated like the
smal l est of his followers. The law will recognize both his existence and his

hi dden part in crine. This tine" -Mleson's final words were enphatic - "I
shall insist that credit for the triunph be given to The Shadow "

THE car had reached M| eson's honme, a |arge, ol d-fashi oned mansi on on the
corner of a secluded avenue. Around the grounds was a high stone wall designed
to keep out intruders, but which had served, ironically enough, to hide the
operations of the Tiger Mb, after they had i nvaded M| eson's prem ses on that
tragic night, tw years ago.

Stepping fromthe Iinousine, MI|eson gripped Cranston's hand with a firm
parti ng shake. The elderly philanthropist had felt a | etdown after today's
trial, but that had passed. Inspired by his own account of the task that |ay
ahead, M| eson was again an instrunent of justice, intent upon waging
ceasel ess
war until the final score was settled. Though M| eson had not specified just
what the morrow s nove woul d be, Cranston seemed quite satisfied as he settled
back in the rear of the Iinbusine. A lone passenger in the big car, he let his
thin lips forma smle; one of conviction, not of doubt.

That Lanmont Cranston believed Ml eson's statenments regardi ng a naster
crook known as the Lone Tiger and an amazing crinme hunter called The Shadow,
was proven when a soft |augh came from Cranston's smiling |ips.

Though repressed, that tone carried the same sinister touch that had
characterized the mirth heard in the courtroom Wird, persistent inits
si bil ant echoes, the laugh was the sort that no other lips could imtate.

The tone reveal ed Cranston's deep interest in things to come; his desire
to make the nost of opportunities that would arrive when Joseph M1 eson
rel eased tonorrow s bonbshel .

For this person who posed as Lanont Cranston, gentleman of |eisure, was
none ot her than The Shadow

CHAPTER | |
THE TI GER HUNT
THREE days had passed since the trial. Those days had produced the very

excitement that Joseph M| eson had promi sed. The excitenent was not over; in
fact, it seened just beginning, as Lanmont Cranston could have testified as he



sat in the spacious reading roomof the exclusive Cobalt C ub.

Spread before him Cranston held a newspaper; for the hundredth tine, he
was studying a full-page advertisenment that had appeared in every edition
during the last three days. Heading the ad, in big, smashing type, was:

WANTED - THE LONE Tl GER

Under that |ine were paragraphs stating briefly that the men convicted
three days ago were not the last of the Tiger Mb; that bigger gane was stil
at stake, in the person of the Tiger hinself. Then, plastered across the
m ddl e
of the page, in bigger type than any other, was the announcenent:

$100, 000 REWARD - DEAD OR ALI| VE!

Most such rewards had strings attached. Not this one. The cash was ready,
wai ting, for anyone who could prove who the Lone Tiger was, and thereby |ead
to
his capture. If death had al ready found the unknown crime master who had
controll ed the Tiger Mdb, proof of that fact, along with evidence of the man's
identity, would result in paynent of the hundred thousand dollars.

The next paragraphs covered such details, stating also that no questions
woul d be asked; that any informant's name would be kept fromthe public, if so
desired. At the bottom of the ad was the nanme of the man who offered the
reward, along with his printed signature, in facsimle: "Joseph MIleson."

The plan was everything that MIleson had clainmed. It was a direct appea
to the underworl d, urging the surrender of the Lone Tiger, could he be found.
It offered opportunity to anyone who, through sone past chance, m ght have
| earned that such a supercrook existed.

M| eson was right. Mney talked; it would turn crook against crook. The
Shadow had checked on that fact personally, through many visits to the
badl ands. Day and night - nostly the latter - he had prow ed the wor st
districts of Manhattan, sonetimes in garb of black, other times in one of his
many di sguises. His present visit to the Cobalt Cub was nerely a breathing
period, for he found it restful, here in the readi ng room

One hundred thousand dol | ars.

M | eson was spending nore than that on advertising al one. As The Shadow
| aid the newspaper aside, he could hear the nusic of a steam calliope
penetrating to the al nbost soundproof reading room @ ancing fromthe w ndow,
he
saw the calliope truck go by along the street, its side plastered with printed
sheets proclai mng: $100, 000 REWARD. The nusic cut off and a voice came froma
| oud- speaker, bawling the words:

"Wanted, dead or alive - the Lone Tiger! Wanted, dead or alive -

From hi s pocket, The Shadow produced anot her newspaper, the pink-covered
edition of the tabloid Classic. The tabs, like the |arger newspapers, carried
the $100, 000 advertisenent, and with good reason, for they circulated w dely
in
districts where hoodl uns dwelt.

The C assic had done nore than print the advertisement. On its front page
it had a picture of a tiger dressed in clothes, stal king along a New York
street, with the caption: "The Lone Tiger - Wwo is He?"

Turni ng the pages, The Shadow canme to a two-paragraph story signed by a
witer named O yde Burke, and carefully scanned its lines. Burke, it chanced,
was an agent of The Shadow, and a very useful one, for he handl ed crine
stories
for the Cassic and could therefore be assigned - by The Shadow, as well as
t he
newspaper - to inportant sectors in the underworld.



STROLLI NG out into the foyer, The Shadow entered a tel ephone booth and
put
in a call. Soon he was talking to Joseph MIeson, asking him in Cranston's
style, if anything had devel oped.

In a disappointed tone, MIleson replied that nothing had. Many letters
had
been received, nost of them anonynous, offering to sell information on al
sorts
of crime for prices ranging as low as fifty dollars; but no one had guaranteed
facts regarding the Lone Tiger

Ml eson invited Cranston to drop in, whenever he chose, and | ook over the
correspondence, and received Cranston's assurance that such a visit would be
made.

Cal l'i ng anot her nunber, The Shadow was answered by an even-toned voi ce:

" Bur bank speaking."

"Report!"

No | onger was The Shadow s tone the drawl that suited Cranston. He spoke
the word "report” in a sinister whisper that Burbank recogni zed. The reports
cane, as given by many agents. Al workers for The Shadow reported through
Bur bank, as their contact nan.

One report particularly interested The Shadow.

"From Hawkeye, " stated Burbank. "Pug Lorby showed up at the Pink Rat.
Sai d
he just got back to town. He called Steve's Place, to say he'd be there by
seven
o' cl ock."

"I nstructions -

The Shadow was assigning his agent Hawkeye to new duties. The matter of
Pug Lorby was one that The Shadow could handle on his own. It offered
excel | ent
prospects, for the sinple reason that Pug was wanted by the police. No crook
in
his situation would have returned to Manhattan unl ess inportant work was
af oot .

The Shadow had instructed his agents to be on special |ookout for any
hoodl unms in Pug's category.

Though streets were darkening, the sky was still bright when The Shadow
stepped fromthe door of the Cobalt C ub. The doorman gri nned when he saw t he
aristocratic M. Cranston stare upward |ike other gawkers who lined the
si dewal ks. They were watching a sky witer.

Wth streanms of snmoke fromhis toy-like plane, the airnman had just
conpl eted a sky nessage that read:

"$100, 000. "

Cranston's |inmousi ne wheel ed from across the street. Its owner stepped
aboard, spoke an address through the tube. Stanley grimaced, but drove
stolidly
ahead. The chauffeur didn't like Cranston's habit of visiting dingy districts.

Qddly, Stanley did not see Cranston | eave the car when it parked at the
designated place. Yet Stanley was used to that. H s enployer had a remarkabl e
ability at sliding in and out of the Iinobusine unnoticed. Maybe the fact woul d
have no | onger puzzled Stanl ey, had he seen Cranston draw a bl ack cl oak and
hat
frombeneath the |inousine's rear seat, while they were nearing the
desti nati on.

ENVELOPED i n bl ackness, The Shadow shrouded his course through alleyways



and ot her passages that seenmed to open in the dusk as he approached them
Easing to a door, The Shadow bl ackened hi nsel f against it.

The door was | atched, but not bolted. It was the rear exit from Steve's
Pl ace, a grogshop popular with hoodl ums. The door was neant for quick
departure
of patrons.

Maki ng entry into the rear roomof a stone-walled basenent, The Shadow
pi cked his way past |iquor cases and cans of al cohol. Turning the knob of a
rickety door, he gained an inch-wide viewinto the main roomof the grog shop
Though it was only quarter of seven, The Shadow had not arrived too early.

Pug Lorby, who had a nose that sonmeone had pounded a few degrees off
center, was seated at a corner table nursing a fifteen-cent glass of
anber-colored liquid that the undiscrimnating patrons of Steve's Place
accepted as whi skey.

Pug was near the tel ephone, which occupied a closet near The Shadow s
door. He was keeping his eye on the inprovised phone booth, while he
occasional ly rubbed his left ear, which was of the cauliflower variety.

Five m nutes proved The Shadow s wi sdomin arriving early. The phone
rang;

Pug hurried to answer it. Though he kept his lips close to the mout hpi ece, The
Shadow was cl ose enough to hear him grow :

"Hlo... That you, CGoofer?... Sure, this is Pug... Yeah, | got your
letter, that's why I'mhere... What's that? | don't get it, CGoofer -"

The nessage was being repeated. Meanwhile, The Shadow was |inking the
nane
Goofer with Pug's return to New York. To a certainty, the caller was Goofer
Shayne, a nob | eader who had specialized in strong-armwork for racketeers.

Coofer's thugs were usually of Pug's sort: fighters who were better with
fists and brass knuckles, than with guns. That was no guarantee, however, that
they did not carry revolvers. Tonight's business, it seemed, was to prove nore
i mportant than the nmere slugging of a few laundry truck drivers whose owners
had failed to pay "protection" fees.

Stirred by what was coming across the tel ephone wire, Pug had shifted the
receiver fromhis cauliflower ear to his good one. The lips beneath his
tw sted
nose showed eager enthusiasm

"So the guy knows about the Lone Tiger!" gruffed Pug. "You bet I'IIl be
there to help you put the heat on him You'll be cutting ne in, sanme as al
t he
rest, hey, CGoofer? Yeah, it won't be ny fault, if | ain't there intine to
hel p
grab him

"Whered' ya say the place is?...Yeah, | get it - half a block east of the
Hotel Romany... Sure, | know the joint... Al right, I'm going east, then
what ?. .. Just past the shoenmaker shop... Alittle door in a big one -"

"I got it, CGoofer... Yeah, I'Il grab the subway and be up there inside of
twenty mnutes. Hold off the heat until | show up... No, don't let no |lugs get
started with a hunk of hose, until I show 'em how -"

Bangi ng down the receiver, Pug stepped fromthe shall ow cl oset and
started
for the bar, funmbling in his pocket to produce paynment for his drink. His |ips
showed contenpt as he | ooked at the coins in his hand. Pug was visioning a fat
roll of bills as his share of the M| eson reward.

VWi | e Pug was goi ng out through the front of Steve's Place, The Shadow
vani shed by the rear exit. Hs trip back to the |inousine was swift; entering
the car, he startled Stanley by his early return

"Back to the club, Stanley," cane Cranston's order.

There was nethod in The Shadow s return to the Cobalt C ub. He could not
have pi cked another destination. It happened that the Cobalt Cub was only a
hal f bl ock north of the corner occupied by the Hotel Romany, the |andmark from



whi ch The Shadow i ntended to | ocate his next goal
The Shadow still had time to arrive before crooks "gave the heat" to sone
unfortunate, who mi ght have some clue to the Lone Tiger's identity. Therefore,
The Shadow was figuring on the future; not the past.
He was picturing the corner of the Hotel Romany, where griny walls
beneat h
ol d-f ashi oned hi gh-built w ndows would offer a perfect spot for cover. It
woul d
be easy, too, to drop off at that corner as Stanley slowed for the final turn
The Shadow s whi spered | augh foretold that Goofer Shayne would be sorry
he
hadn't assenbled a | arger crew, before tonight's events were finished.

CHAPTER 1 |
THE SI LENT W TNESS

THE Hotel Romany was exactly as The Shadow had pictured it - an old,
forbiddi ng structure, dimexcept at the high-stepped entrance sone fifty feet
fromthe corner. The Shadow i ntended to avoid that |ighted area; but sone
persons found it desirable.

Mari on Del mar was one. On a quiet avenue like this, a girl as attractive
as Marion was apt to receive unwanted greetings from strangers, unless she
stayed in the shelter of the |obby entrance. That was why Marion al ways waited
here when Krenp was bringing the car

This was Marion's night off. Usually, she worked eveni ngs, going over the
rental ledgers in the little office that formed part of M. Cadbury's
apartment. Retired from active business, David Cadbury was meki ng the best of
unwi se real estate investments by renting properties.

Cadbury had only two enpl oyees: Marion, his secretary; Krenp, his
chauf feur. Tonight, Cadbury had told Krenp to nmeet Marion at whatever tinme she
stated and take her to Tines Square. Marion had naned t he Ronany, because she
was having di nner there and because it was near the garage where Krenp kept
t he
car, when downtown. She had set the tinme at quarter of seven, but Krenp was
already fifteen mnutes |ate.

Kremp had a habit of being late, as Marion could have told Cadbury; but
she felt it poor policy to criticize another enployee. However, with her watch
showi ng seven o' cl ock and no sign of Krenp, she decided that she could at
| east
call M. Cadbury and let himformhis own conclusions. She had a good enough
excuse; she had renmenbered that a fire insurance prem umwas due, so she could
rem nd Cadbury to send the check

Finding a tel ephone in the | obby, Mrion dialed Cadbury's nunber, but
recei ved no answer. She was starting to dial again, when the noise of a
raucous
radi o, shouting through the |obby, nmade her decide that a call would be
usel ess,
since Cadbury was hard of hearing and would not be able to hear her voice,
si nce
it would be mixed with the radio noise.

Besi des, maybe Krenp had arrived by this tinme. If he had, he'd bl ane
Marion for being | ate.

Again, there was no sign of Krenp outside the hotel steps. Mrion began
to
| ook about for a cab; then she had a better idea. She knew where the garage
was
- only a few mnutes wal k anay. It wouldn't be a bad idea to find out just
what



was keepi ng Krenp.

WALKI NG al ong the side street, Marion cane to the garage. The bi g door
was
closed tight, but there was a little door cut init and the little door was
unl ocked.

Mari on opened it, stepped into a long, gloony space filled with cars.
Anay
at the back, she could see a little door that led to the rear street.

No one was about, not even an attendant. But Marion saw Cadbury's sedan
parked beside the wall. She opened the rear door and stepped into the car
G osing the door again, she lighted a cigarette and began to think of
sonet hi ng
sarcastic to tell Krenmp when he arrived

Lost in a reverie, Marion did not hear the sneaky footsteps that entered
t he garage through the very door that she had used. The first token that told
her of an arrival was the |low rap of a hand knuckling a peculiar signa
agai nst
woodwor k.

There was the creak of an opening door. Marion located it, just as the
door closed. Her alarmwas nerely nonentary. It faded when she deci ded that
t he
signal had probably admtted another player to a crap game in a side room of
t he
garage. Probably that was where Krenp was - shooting dice with the attendants.

Concentrated upon the door, Marion failed to notice a new occurrence.
Agai n, a person was entering the garage, but with a stealth far greater than
the man before. In fact, the being who was entering gave no proof that he was
of solid substance.

Rat her, he was a shadow. A black bl ot against the griny white of the
garage wall, the figure faded in elusive style, shifting uncannily from spots
where light was preval ent. Al nost before Marion's gaze, the strange invader
bl ended with the dark surface of a black sedan

Then the shape was agai nst the very door that Mrion was watching. It
cl ouded there, creeping upward, until the door was blotted. Marion blinked,
wonderi ng what was the matter with her eyes. She deci ded that she had been
staring too intently into the gloom so she rel axed.

Had there been any betrayal of |ight from beyond the door, the girl would
have noticed it; but there was none. The bl ack-clad intruder had his own
nmet hod
of entering doors unobserved. His armraised, crooked itself, to block |ight
from above. The door opened noi sel essly; when it closed, the figure was beyond
it.

I NSI DE a peculiarly-shaped room The Shadow had gai ned an excel | ent
advant age. The roomwas |ighted, and occupied by men; but the portion that The
Shadow had entered was a sort of alcove, and the occupants were beyond the
corner. They had chosen a renote spot, so that the sound of their voices would
not carry.

As he noved forward to the main portion of the room The Shadow saw a
hi di ng place that offered a perfect chance for closer observation. Just past
the corner were sone stacks of tires, set out a few feet fromthe wall
Squeezing in back of them The Shadow crouched | ow and tilted his head agai nst
atire that was slightly off center in its stack

Through that | ookout space, he saw the scene at the inner end of the room
- a drama that was dom nated by a rangy, sallowfaced man whose flattish nose
and wi de, greedy-looking lips were topped by eyes that flashed black and ugly
with every thrust of the fellow s bulldog chin.



The fell ow was Goof er Shayne; he was the only well-dressed man in the
ill-assorted group that surrounded him Not that CGoofer was fastidious; it was
contrast, alone, that made hi m | ook conspi cuous. The rest of his band, four in
nunber, were rough-clad hoodl unms much Ii ke Pug Lorby, who had joined the
t hr ong
just before The Shadow entered and was a menber of the quartet.

It was Pug who had attracted Marion's attention by his raps at the door
and the crooked-nosed slugger was already trying to make hinself inportant.

On the floor lay a man in chauffeur's uniform except for his cap, which
had been tossed beside him Goofer was threatening the prisoner, and Pug, his
ugly face shoved forward, was noddi ng approval of every word.

"You'll talk, Kremp" - Goofer's voice had a bite like steel - "and you'll
talk plenty! I'mtelling you what's good for you - or else -"

"Or else this!" supplied Pug, exhibiting a short length of rubber hose,
whi ch he wagged in front of Krenp's upturned face. "Listen, mug; the coppers

are boobs when it cones to handling a hunk of hose. | oughta know, they tried
it on me nore than onct. You know what | done? | |aughed at 'em"

"Pi pe down, Pug!" growl ed Goofer. "I'Il tell you when to talk. Listen,
you" - he shoved his face close to Krenp's - "I1'm goi ng back to the other

proposition! Savvy?"

Muscl es showed taut, as Goofer's left hand clutched the front of Krenp's
j acket and yanked the chauffeur to a sitting position. Krenp was hel pl ess,
t hough unbound; the pal eness of his sharp, pointed face proved that he knew
hi s
plight.

"Here's what we know, " snapped Goofer. "You were with the Tiger Mb
before
they pulled that sour job at MIleson's. But you didn't get out of the nob
because you got feeling soft. Nobody ever pulled a run-out on that outfit.

"They let you quit because they were told to. And there's only one guy
who
coul d have shoved that order through. That guy was the Lone Tiger. The nob was
smart, keeping their |ips buttoned about the big-shot.

"Maybe none of them knows who he is. But if any guy knows, it's you! It's
a cinch you're still tied up with the Lone Tiger. He told you to get a
chauffeur's job, just for a blind. Have | got it right?"

FOR the first tinme, Krenp gave acknow edgment in the form of a weak nod.
He wasn't |ooking at Pug; but the latter took credit, by nudging the rubber
hose and staring about, expecting approval fromthe rest of the nob.

"You picked a soft job," continued Goofer, "with an old cluck, this guy
Cadbury, who don't overwork you. That gives you plenty of tine to do jobs for
the Lone Tiger. Wenever he wants you, huh?"

"He hasn't wanted ne," Krenp said, huskily. "Not since MIeson has been
runni ng down the nob. He's laid low, the Tiger has, like |I have."

"Jittery, huh?"

"No. He's gone into another racket. He cleaned up plenty out of that
M1l eson job."

CGoof er wi ggl ed both hands, as a sign for his four followers to nove back.
However, Pug remained; with a glare, Goofer pulled a blackjack fromhis hip
pocket .

"Want this behind the ear?" he asked Pug. "If you don't, get back! Wy
don't you talk to yourself through that hunk of hose? Try it with that
funny-1| ooki ng ear. Maybe you can hear something, if you can renenber what you
tell yourself."

Pug edged back with the others. Goofer squatted beside Krenp. Hi s grow
became a low, convincing roll, as he talked with the hel pl ess chauffeur

"Here's the go," declared Goofer. "You give ne the dope - | collect the
hundred grand. I'mgoing fifty-fifty with the boys, here. But there's only



f our
of them which | eaves ten grand over. That's yours, Krenp!"

The chauffeur licked his lips, but not from eagerness. He sinply wanted
to
put themin condition for the contenptuous snmile that he pronptly gave. Goofer
shrugged.

"You're a guy that's worked for real dough,"” he said. "I'lIl sweeten the
ante. Ten grand nore, out of ny take."

Krenmp managed a chuckl e, and a good one. CGoofer's patience ended. He
beckoned to Pug, who advanced with the rubber hose. Krenp didn't quail; his
nerve had returned. Plucking at Goofer's arm he said, "Wait!"

Goof er wai ted.

"I don't need dough," declared Krenp, coolly. "I've made mine. | could
buy
and sell old Cadbury, that sinmp I'mworking for, three times over! Al | want
to
do is clear out sonmewhere, to a place where nobody's going to know ne.

"I'f you want the | owdown on the Lone Tiger, I'll tell you howto get it,

and it won't cost you a dine! Handle it the way | say, and the hundred grand
is
yours!"

There was a ring of truth in Krenp's tone that inpressed Goofer and his
crew. It carried weight with The Shadow, the silent, unseen witness to this
scene. Krenmp was ready to reveal facts that concerned the Lone Tiger. The
Shadow knew

CHAPTER | V
THE FACE FROM THE DARK

AT Krenp's request, the crooks let himsit in a chair in the far corner
of
the room Resting there, Krenp faced a small al cove very nuch |ike the one
t hat
served as an entry passage. The Shadow could see a flicker in Krenp's gaze, as
t hough the man contenpl ated a rush to that rear alcove, in hope of escaping by
a door that he probably saw. Then Krenp resigned hinself to circunstances.

He hadn't a chance to break | oose from Goofer and the other four thugs.
Knowi ng it, he was going back to his original plan. He was going to talk, and
make his captors listen

"You guys have put nme in a tough spot," began Krenmp. "You' re asking me to
tell you who the Lone Tiger is, but | can't. Because | don't know "

CGoofer's eyes went hard

"Don't pull no stall!"

"This isn't a stall,” interrupted Krenp. "Don't forget that | belonged to
the Tiger Mdb, and none of those birds knew who the big-shot was. W used to
hear from himplenty, and he'd be around when we staged the jobs. But his best
trick was keeping out of sight."

Kremp did know who the Lone Tiger was. O that, The Shadow was sure,
because he had noticed the glibness with which Krenp had snoot hed his
st at enent
of denial. Krenp's argunent, however, was good enough for Goofer. The nob
| eader's bul |l dog face showed signs of conviction, which Krenp was very pronpt
to strengthen.

"I was switched to inside work," explained Krenp, "but | still saw the
mob. That's why the Tiger wouldn't wise ne up to who he was. | could have
f ound
out, but | was smart enough not to try."

Kremp was tal king Goofer's | anguage. The prisoner |eaned forward, wagged



a
finger confidentially, and resuned:
"What | did find out was this: |I learned of two guys who knew t he
bi g- shot
personal ly. They didn't belong to the nmob, either of them that's why he let
them get wi se. The kind of work they were doing for himmade them know he was
a
crook. So he went the whole hog, told them everything.
"Who are the guys?" asked CGoofer
A warning |l ook canme fromKrenmp. It signified his doubt of Goofer's crew,
for Kremp's eyes took in the circle, then centered on Goofer, who | eaned his
ear forward. The Shadow saw Krenp's |ips nove. Goofer returned a short nod
Apparently, Krenp was doubting Goofer's wi sdomat trusting his own
foll owers, and the nob | eader seened to appreciate the tip.
Stepping fromthe wall, Coofer began to nove his nmen away, in keeping

with
Krenp's suggestion. He displayed enough tact, however, to keep nmost of his
crew
mol 1'i fied.

He told one man to go to the door at the front al cove of the room and
| ook
out into the garage, to see that all was well there. He posted another in the
rear alcove; then told off a third, to join the man at the front. The only one
| eft was Pug.

Wth a wise grin, Pug | eaned back against a stack of tires, while Goofer
returned to talk with Krenp.

UNW TTI NG&Y, Pug Lorby had nmanaged sonethi ng rather remarkable. By
| eani ng
back agai nst the stack of tires, he was naking things tough for The Shadow.
Forced to shift deeper, to avoid being seen by the thugs who went through the
front al cove, The Shadow found his present view conpletely blocked by Pug's

bul ky form

Hs only course was to shift farther along the wall - a ticklish nove,
with Pug so close. Neverthel ess, The Shadow managed it. He stretched fl at
al ong

the floor, squirmed past the final stack, and brought his head into a narrow
space where a pile of boxes supplanted the tire stacks. Through a one-inch
crevice, The Shadow sighted Goofer and Krenp in their corner

"Al'l right, Krenp." Goofer was letting his voice carry purposely, so that
Pug could hear. "There's two guys know who the Tiger is. W are they?"

"You're letting me | an?" queried Krenp. "Tonight?"

"Sure. That's the deal, ain't it?"

Kremp thought a few noments, then nodded. But his tone was wary, as he
st at ed:

"One guy is a fence. He's the fellow that used to peddl e sparklers for
t he
Tiger. W always grabbed a lot of jewelry, and this guy knew how to get rid of
the stuff at plenty on the dollar. That's why the Tiger used him The ot her

guy
is different. He's -"

"I ain't asking what they are," interrupted Goofer. "I'm aski ng who they
are!"

"I"l1l come to that," returned Krenp. "lI'mgiving you the other details

first. The names cone when we're outside shaki ng hands and sayi ng good- by."
"Hol di ng out, huh? No go, Krenp! | don't work it that way. Say, Krenp,

did

you ever get hit on the bean with a piece of |ead pipe? That's what a rubber

hose feels Iike!"



A wince came over Krenp's peaked face. Goofer saw it, and snapped his
ul timatum

"Let's hear those nanes!”

On the wall at the rear alcove, a thing had taken form It was a
sil houette, cast by a nman who was out of sight. It couldn't have been the thug
t hat CGoof er had posted at the rear door, for that fellow s face was flattish.
This silhouette was the sort that could only be cast by an unusual face.

Unusual , because of the nose. It was hooked, like a vulture's beak. It
synmbol i zed a creature of prey, seeking human carrion. Its approach, silent and
steady, would have suited a stal king jungle beast, particularly, a tiger

The corner of the alcove cut off all view of that silhouette fromthe
spots, quite close together, where The Shadow and Pug Lorby watched. Only
Goof er and Krenp coul d have seen that al cove; and Krenp al one, was turned
toward it.

That was the reason why Krenmp's |ips went voiceless, at the very nonent
when the prisoner was trying to speak the names that Goofer wanted. Coning up
fromhis chair, Krenp nade a clutch at Goofer; whipping back, the nob | eader
yanked a gun from his hip.

The revol ver was hardly out of Goofer's pocket, when a shot echoed
t hr ough
t he wi ndowl ess room The burst didn't conme from Goofer's gun; it was fired
from
t he al cove. That one shot, coolly ained, exactly timed, acconplished its
i nt ended pur pose.

It jolted Krenp, staggered himback into his chair, fromwhich he rolled
hel pl essly, clawing as he struck the floor. CGoofer, stupefied, was standing
with his own gun ained. But there was no target before him Pug was dunbly
staring at Goofer's gun, wondering how the nmob | eader coul d have nmanaged so
qui ck a shot.

Only The Shadow, rising, flinging away tires and boxes, realized what
Krenp had seen and where the shot had cone from This was the very nonent that
The Shadow wanted; one that could bring himface to face with the very
adversary that he sought.

Kremp's nurderer, still in this very room could be none other than the
Lone Tiger!

CHAPTER V
THE BALKED TRAI L

SO rapid was The Shadow s appearance on the scene, that he actually saw
the shaded profile that Krenp had observed. It was there against the
whi t ewashed wall - a satanic silhouette etched in black. Bul ging forehead,
beaki sh nose, lips widened in a | eer above a sharp chin.

But the face itself, just past the alcove corner, was lost from The
Shadow s sight. So was the silhouette, before The Shadow reached the corner
The Lone Tiger, his mission finished, was headi ng out through the route that
he
had used for entrance.

Swi nging in pursuit, The Shadow reached the rear al cove before either
Goof er or Pug had recovered fromhis stupefaction. They heard the clatter of
t he boxes, saw a sweep of bl ackness pouring for the alcove, but that was all.
Literally, The Shadow was whi sking hinmself fromthe mdst of |esser crooks, to
overtake an adversary worthy of a nan-to-man duel

From the corner, The Shadow saw the Lone Tiger just beyond a hal f-opened
door. In the gloomof the garage - the rear al cove, also, opened onto it - the
nmurderer's face showed only as a whitish blotch. H's body, half crouched,

r eady
to spring away, was al so i ndefinable.



One hand was out of sight clutching the doorknob, ready to slamthe
barrier. The other fist was half concealed in the folds of the Tiger's coat,
where it clutched the revolver that had delivered the death shot.

Renenbering M1 eson's description of the Lone Tiger, plus his own
fleeting
glinmpse of the nurderer's sil houette, The Shadow | aunched straight through the
space that forned a passage to the door. In his drive, he had whi pped an
automatic from beneath his cl oak; he was shoving the .45 ahead of him as he
| unged.

Fromlips half-hidden in the folds of a cloak collar, cane the weird
chal | enge of The Shadow s | augh. No whisper, that taunt. Instead, it was a
pea
that burst with an effect nmore startling than the report of the Tiger's
gunshot
of a dozen seconds before.

That nockery was cal cul ated to spur the Tiger's flight. Once turned from
t he doorway, he would reveal the side-face view that The Shadow needed. A
glinpse of that beakish profile in the flesh would give The Shadow a
phot ographi c i mpression that he would not forget. Escape, if the Tiger managed
it, would be nade at fateful cost. Once identified by The Shadow, the mnurderer
woul d be hunted to a finish

The nurderer sprang back fromthe door, making a frantic effort to close

it. He nust have known his dilemm, for he did not wheel. Instead, he swung
hi s
gun to aim hoping vainly to beat The Shadow to the shot. Still driving for
t he

doorway, The Shadow pressed his gun trigger

As the big automatic spoke, the cloaked fighter was no | onger driving
toward his prey. Instead, he was hurtling, head forenost, toward the single
step that stood beneath the doorway. Sonething had marred his dash, spilling
The Shadow to the cenment fl oor

In that spraw, The Shadow tw sted, flinging his free hand to break his
fall. H's gun fist went wide and high, as he tugged the trigger. The bullet
meant for the Lone Tiger found the door frame instead, splintering the
woodwor k
just above the crouched killer's ear

From t he doorway cane an answering report fromthe Tiger's gun. That
shot,
too, was high. A slug ricocheted fromthe wall, three feet above The Shadow s
rolling form

The Shadow s gun spoke fromthe floor - a quick shot, but even closer
t han
the first bullet that had m ssed. By that phenonenal rally, The Shadow partly
regai ned his purpose. The Tiger did not linger to be outclassed by such a
superfoe. He sl ammed the door; from beyond it came the hurried scurry of his
feet.

The nmurderer had gotten a start, and had prevented the side-face glinpse
that The Shadow wanted. His flight was rapid, for he knew that The Shadow
woul d
pursue. In fact, The Shadow was already hal fway to his feet, ready to grab for
t he door knob, which was al nost within reach

AS he cane up, The Shadow shoved aside the thing that had tripped him It
was the notionless body of the thug that Goofer had posted in the rear al cove.
The Lone Tiger had slugged that fellow, on arrival, while the thug had been
wat chi ng the conference between CGoof er and Krenp.

Hand on the doorknob, The Shadow recoiled as if he had taken an electric
shock. He was spinning about, flattening against the wall. It was his sense of
hearing, not that of touch, that produced the sudden tw st. The Shadow had



caught the scuffle of feet fromthe room behind him

Forgetting the Lone Tiger, he was just about in time to neet Pug Lorby
and
Goof er Shayne as the two drove in upon him

@uns spoke in unison. One was The Shadow s automatic; the other, Pug's
revol ver. An instant duel, in which Pug regretted that he had reached the
al cove ahead of Goofer. The Shadow s bullet took Pug just above the heart,
whil e the crook's shot m ssed the sidestepping fighter in black.

Mortally hit, Pug sagged upon the stretched figure of the slugged thug
near the doorway. The coughs that he gave marked his death throes.

Away at the monent of Pug's sprawl, The Shadow drove upon Goofer. No use
to risk a chance shot in these cranmped quarters. Goofer was a better shot than
Pug, and luck nmight favor him d anping a fist upon Goofer's gun hand, The
Shadow shoved the nob | eader's gun aside and rushed Goofer backward toward the
room where Krenp | ay dead.

During the I ast of those quick paces, The Shadow s gun barrel contacted
Goof er's head, just above the ear. Goofer was linp as they reached the room
The shove that The Shadow gave him sent the crook reeling toward the corner
Hal f stunned, Goofer flopped to the floor before he reached Krenp's body.

Fromthe corner of that rear alcove, The Shadow | ooked to the front of
t he
room |f other thugs, the pair that still remained, wanted a share of this
battle, he would give it. But The Shadow s thought, at that nmonment, was to
fire
only if his foenen were already on their way toward him There was still tinme
to
desert this scene and take up the Lone Tiger's trail

VWhat The Shadow saw, ended all hope of pursuing the el usive mnurderer

The thugs at the front al cove were dragging a new prisoner, who fought
valiantly to escape, despite their threats.

Their prisoner was Marion Del mar.

FROM t he wi ndow of Cadbury's car, Marion had seen a man come out fromthe
door that she had watched, then return to speak to another. Irked because
Kr enp
had not appeared, the girl had decided to question these men, m staking them
for
garage attendants.

Mari on had cone fromthe car, paused at the dangerous door and opened it,
just before the Lone Tiger had fired the shot that settled Krenp. Guardi ng
t hugs had seen her, grabbed her. Hearing the shooting fromthe room they
connected her with it. Dragging the girl into the room their sight of Krenp's
body had nmade them suppose that all was well.

They were shouting for Goofer to look at the girl, and in suppressing
Marion's struggles, they were too busy to observe that Goofer's return had
been
a reeling topple.

Angered at Marion's resistance, one thug was lifting a drawn gun
intending to slash it against the girl's brown-haired head.

The Shadow saw a strai ned brave face; brown eyes that sparkled
fearl essly;
lips tight-pressed and determ ned, beneath a shapely nose. He saw the thrust
of
the girl's small chin, witnessed her |last effort at escape. That Marion had
struggl ed was evidenced by her dress, torn here and there. Her slender arns
wer e cl anped behind her, but the nmuscular notion of her bared shoul ders proved
that she still had strength.

Despite the disheveled hair that streaked her face, her eyes saw the gun
that a crook intended to use as a cudgel, and she swung her head away fromthe



menaci ng weapon, cleverly enough to make the slugger shift his hand before he
coul d make the stroke.

Al that Marion needed was a break; she would be quick enough to take
advant age of it. The Shadow supplied the required interruption

He delivered a sinister chuckle - a low, deep-throated token of contenpt
for the two thugs who found one girl as rmuch as they could manage. Startl ed,

t he crooks swung about. Previously, they had been in the front al cove, where
they had not heard The Shadow s nockery. His arrival, to them was a startling
mani f est ati on

The two crooks did exactly what The Shadow expected. As Marion w ested
fromtheir grasps, they flung her roughly fromtheir path. She was rolling to
the wall, as they lunged forward, aining as they canme. They saw The Shadow
di ve
toward them making for the shelter of the stacked tires. Ugly in their glee,
the nobsters expected to clear that barrier and get at The Shadow.

Instead, the barrier itself cane at them The Shadow had struck the first
stack of tires with all his weight. Bounding, rolling, the tires were like
things alive, neeting their human opponents in capricious, forceful fashion
The dodgi ng thugs fl oundered; one, stunbling over a rolling tire, was
encircl ed
by another of the rubber assailants, that flopped over his head and shoul ders.
H s pal, hooking a settling tire with his foot, grabbed foolishly for a
rolling
one, that gave with his weight and smacked himto the fl oor

Shovi ng anot her stack of bouncing missiles to halt the rising crooks, The
Shadow grabbed Marion and hurried her out through the front al cove. There, he
reversed the course, toward the garage door that led to the rear street.
Though
she scarcely saw her rescuer in all the confusion, Marion blindly Iet him
gui de
her .

Men were pounding at the garage's big front door. They finally discovered
that the little door was unl ocked and shoved it open, just as the two thugs
cane into sight |ooking for Marion and The Shadow. The nen fromthe front
street were police; instantly, the garage roared with gunfire, as the
uni f or ned
i nvaders spotted the armed thugs.

It went badly with Goofer's last two followers. They were foolish enough
to return the fire. Hopel essly outnunbered, they were riddled with bullets.

The Shadow and Marion were gone. Oficers, bending over the dead nobbi es,
failed to notice the half-groggy nman who cane from another door, and did a
sneak fromcar to car, to reach the rear exit of the garage. CGoofer Shayne,
hi s
whol e crew bani shed to oblivion, alone was naking a departure.

HURRI ED hal f a bl ock through the darkness, Marion suddenly found herself
urged into a linousine. As the car pulled away, a whisperer was questi oning
t he
girl regarding her part in the adventure. Marion gave all the details.

She told The Shadow that she worked for David Cadbury, whose office was
part of his ground-floor apartment in a building that he owned; how she had
gone to the garage to find Krenp, the chauffeur

Mari on had a one-room apartnment of her own in the sanme building as
Cadbury's. She thought that she ought to return there, and inform M. Cadbury
of what had happened. For Marion had seen Krenp's body, dead upon the floor of
the inner room

The Shadow s voice, sibilant fromthe darkness beside her, settled
Marion's quandary:

"Your testinmony will be unnecessary,"” he told her. "Sometines, wtnesses



acconplish |l ess through speech, than by silence.”

Those words struck home. Marion realized that her own part had been
slight; her know edge of the case inperfect. She recognized that her
nyst eri ous
rescuer intended to keep facts to hinself, and was suggesting that she do
i kewi se. Marion's nod was visible against the slight Iight fromthe w ndow.

The |inousi ne had been wheeling through Central Park; it was swinging in
toward Fifth Avenue when Marion again heard the quiet voice, giving the
chauf feur a destination: "Times Square."

Apparently The Shadow expected Marion to proceed with her plans for an
evening off, exactly as if nothing had occurred. She began to snooth her
runpl ed dress, finding, by the passing lights of the avenue, that her attire,
t hough slightly torn, could be easily made presentabl e.

Cccupied with that task, Mrion mssed her opportunity to glance toward
The Shadow and get a better view of the rescuer that she remenbered only as a
figure in a black cloak, with strange eyes that burned from beneath a hat brim
- and a voi ce.

A hand gripped her arm she felt the hand raise, and saw a curious ring
that attracted her whole attention

Fromthe ring glowed a gemthat shone like flanme, changing its deep
sparkle fromruddy purple to scintillating blue, then to a deep green. It was
a
girasol, a rare fire opal, of matchless splendor. Marion heard The Shadow s
t one:

"You will know this token! Like my voice, you will renmenber it! You will
either hear fromme, or we shall have another neeting."

The girasol's fire faded as the car swng into a darkened stretch along a
side street leading into the Times Square area. The |inopusine sl ackened speed,
then pulled close to the curb into the blaze of neon signs. Marion hadn't
heard
the door latch click. She was amazed to find the seat beside her enpty.

She saw that the door had swung w de. Stepping quickly fromthe car
Marion expected to see The Shadow on the sidewal k. She saw no one, except an
obliging taxi driver, who closed the |inopusine door for her and strolled back
to his parked cab.

Her bew | dernent nust have |asted for a dozen seconds; for when she
turned; the linousine had pulled away. Marion couldn't even guess the license
nunber of the car that had brought her here. The big nachi ne had vani shed into
traffic.

From somewhere - perhaps fromthe depths of her own inmagination - Marion
sensed a whi spery laugh, |ike an echo of The Shadow s sibilant tone. Wether
actual or unreal, that echo gave her renewed confidence.

Marion Del mar knew The Shadow to be nore than a chance rescuer. He was a
friend, a protector upon whom she coul d depend, should new ill cone her way.

CHAPTER VI
LI NKED TRAI LS

AT six o' clock the next afternoon, Lanmont Cranston was again at the
Cobal t
Club, inthe grillroom wth his friend Ral ph Weston, New York's police
conmi ssioner. They were neither chatting, nor having dinner together, for
Weston was doing all the talking and all the eating.

"You' ve read the newspapers, Cranston" - the conm ssioner paused to gulp
anot her mout hful - "so you know about this man Krenp. A very inportant |ink
Krenp. He bel onged to the Tiger Mb.

"We've | earned that nmuch from convicted nenbers of the npb," said Weston
"They admit that Krenp was once active in the group. But he wasn't with them



when they raided MIleson's; hadn't been for nmonths. So they never nentioned
hi m
in their confessions.

"We know who murdered Krenp. The killer was a nob | eader call ed Goofer
Shayne. The bullet in Kremp's heart didn't cone fromany of the guns of the
t hugs who were found dead on the scene. Since they all worked for Goofer and
no
one else, it is quite obvious that he was the nurderer."

West on now shoved some report sheets at Cranston

Cranston glanced languidly at the typewitten papers. Actually, they were
exactly what he had come here to see; but he did not betray his interest. The
Shadow wanted to learn if the police had uncovered any facts not known to
hi nsel f. They hadn't.

Kremp, it seened, had gone fromone job to another, after severing active
relations with the Tiger Mob, finally easing hinmself into a soft and
wel | - paying situation with David Cadbury.

Needi ng a chauffeur to drive himon inspection tours of real estate
properties, Cadbury had hired Krenp for that service. It had suited Krenp,
because it offered many hours - sonetinmes days - when Cadbury did not need
hi m

That fact was nentioned in the final paragraph of the report. Wston saw
Cranston reading it, and renarked:

"I nspector Cardona is checking on Krenp's activities during off hours. So
far, he has found nothing to indicate that the fell ow was still engaged in
crime. And that" - Weston was al nost contenptuous in the enphasis he used -
"shoul d do much to end this foolish nyth regarding a crimnal known as the
Lone
Tiger!"

As for Weston's idea that a blank report regardi ng Krenp woul d expl ode
al l
talk of the Tiger, The Shadow did not agree. Any inactivity on Krenp's part
could be due to the very reason that the nmurdered nan had stated to Goofer
Shayne: nanely, that the Tiger had been lying |l ow while MIeson rounded up the
nob.

The Shadow s own concl usi ons were much sounder, and stronger

The Lone Tiger feared nothing fromany of the men who had been jail ed.
They woul dn't be able to use a hundred thousand dollars for the next twenty
years, even if MIleson were permitted to pay it to any of them which was
doubt f ul .

Krenmp, however, was a different proposition; as were the two nen that the
chauf f eur had nmentioned. Fearing that Krenp would be the first to blab, the
bi g-shot had kept tally on him Entering the garage |ast night, the Lone Tiger
had caught Krenmp in the act of a betrayal to save his own hide, and had
therefore finished him

Ever since then, The Shadow had been checki ng over his own files, in an
effort to identify the naster nmurderer. He was glad that the police had laid
the crime on Goofer Shayne. That gave The Shadow opportunity to seek the Tiger
on his own.

Bi ddi ng Weston good eveni ng, The Shadow strolled fromthe grillroom The
conmi ssioner didn't consider the departure inpolite, because he knew that
Cranston had a di nner engagenent el sewhere

Wi ch was true. Wiat Weston didn't know was the fact that Cranston's
engagerent concerned the matter of the Lone Tiger

ENTERI NG hi s |imousi ne, The Shadow ordered Stanley to drive to the Club
Carioca, a glittering night club not far fromTimes Square. Riding there, The
Shadow pi ctured the place and the nman who ran it.

The Club Carioca belonged to a very shady gentl eman known as Beak
Barlett.



There wasn't a big-noney racket in which Beak had failed to profit, one
way or another, but always with a subtle skill that had kept him beyond the
| aw. Beak had controlled various strings of crooked games, that could be cut
S0
neatly, when required, that the authorities never had a chance to trap him

As for The Shadow, he had ignored Beak for a very definite reason. The
Shadow s record showed no case wherein Beak had ever instigated crinme. A ways,
Beak had been first a spectator then a participant.

In a sense, Beak Barlett had proven valuable to The Shadow. By checking
on
persons who visited Beak, The Shadow had frequently linked crimnals who were
usi ng Beak as a go-between. Therefore, The Shadow had chosen to | et Beak
survive, until such tine as the cagey racketeer mght try to create crinmes of
hi s own.

For two years, Beak had been idle, so far as crooked work was concer ned,
unless trimmng custoners at the Club Carioca could be termed a crine. Beak's
present course was one that The Shadow had attributed to the |ack of
profitable
rackets in Manhattan; but there was a chance that the situation mght be a
nere
coi nci dence.

Those same two years marked the period during which the Tiger Mb had
been
on the run, thanks to the canpai gn backed by Joseph M I eson

There was anot her coincidence that interested The Shadow Beak Barl ett
bore an appropriate ni cknane.

The racketeer was fanobus for his hook-shaped nose. It was one nose,
definitely, that could have cast a sil houette nmuch |ike the one that The
Shadow
had seen on the garage wall |ast night.

Therefore, Beak Barlett might actually be the Lone Tiger

As a racketeer, Beak probably dealt with persons known to CGoofer Shayne.
Through some | eak along the |ine Goofer could have discovered that Krenp had
served with the Tiger Mb. If such a clue I ed back to Beak Barlett, it was
probably a renote one; otherw se, Goofer would not have had to talk with
Krenp.

But it might be that The Shadow was many junps beyond Goofer, in
ferreting
out the Lone Tiger.

The car had reached the Club Carioca. A young man was awaiting Lanont
Cranston. He was Harry Vincent, one of The Shadow s agents. Shaking hands with
him The Shadow notioned to the doorway. They entered the club, where a bow ng
attendant smiled at sight of Cranston. Soon, the two were dining at a choice
tabl e close to the dance fl oor

Toni ght, The Shadow was building for the future. Hs |ips scarcely noved,
as he undertoned to Harry:

"Beak Barlett."

Turning slightly in his chair, Harry saw a tall man in eveni ng cl ot hes,
who was shaki ng hands wi th guests. Spying Cranston, Beak approached.

I nt roduced
to Harry, the tall man shook hands, but even his grip seened oily and
i nsi ncere.

Beak' s voice was snooth, alnpst a purr. H's smle | ooked as though it had
been painted on his face. As he bowed and wal ked away, Harry saw his profile;
noted the sharp hook of the man's nose. It was the sort that could be easily
renenbered; and with it, Harry observed that Beak's lips were thick, a feature
not ordinarily noticed, for the man's snile conpressed those |ips.

FOR nearly an hour, Beak continued his parade; during that tinme, Cranston



and Harry had finished dinner. A floor show started; ignhoring it, Beak went
into alittle roommarked "Ofice" and cl osed the door behind him Though
obscure, that door was plainly visible fromwhere Harry sat.

Wth a nod, The Shadow |l eft Harry at the table. Fromthen on, the watch
woul d be the agent's, for The Shadow had an appoi ntnent el sewhere. Soon after
Cranston's departure, Harry noted that waiters began to pay individual visits
to Beak's office. The reason soon becane apparent.

It was pay night; the waiters were opening small envel opes that contained
nmoney. \Wen the eighth waiter, a baldish, rat-faced fellow, entered the
of fice,

Harry decided that he could mark off enpl oyees as uninportant visitors.

Per haps The Shadow woul d not have made that unfortunate m stake.

Inside the office, the baldish waiter was standing in front of Beak's big
mahogany desk, waiting for his pay envel ope. Beak, his false snile gone, was
studying the fellowin a fashion that nade the waiter nervous. Then, tapping a
newspaper with the pay envel ope, Beak asked:

"You know this bozo, don't you, Korza?"

The waiter winced. The "bozo" referred to by Beak was Goofer Shayne,
whose
phot ogr aph occupi ed a space two col ums wi de.

"You heard me, Korza. Answer up!"

Prompt ed by Beak, the waiter gave a nod. In whiny tone, he nade a plea:

"I cut | oose from Goofer. Honest, M. Barlett! | ain't no nobby -"

"Any |l onger," interposed Beak, with his oily purr. "But you used to be."
Korza gul ped. But his face showed a furtive, ratlike expression that
marked him He was a small-fry hoodl um precisely as Beak hinted. He wanted to
keep this job, because crine was his only other vocation and the |aw had too

much evi dence that would finish Korza, if he m xed in anything nore.

Beak's snile returned. He dropped the envel ope in a desk drawer, brought
out another, fatter, one and passed it to the shaky waiter

"Take a vacation, Korza," suggested Beak. "But make it a short one."

"You mean you aren't firing ne?"

"OfF course not! Your vacation will be on pay. Double pay, the sane as
you'll find in that envel ope.™

Korza's nouth took on an expression that resenbled a brook trout which he
had just served to one of the club's patrons. Wen his jaw clicked shut, a
nmonent later, his eyes acquired a sudden squint. Korza decided there was a
catch to Beak's proposition. There was.

"There's a favor you can do ne, Korza," purred the big-nosed man. "Wile
you' re away, |ook up Goofer for ne. Tell himl want to see him"

"But if | can't find hinP"

"You' d better find him" Beak's tone hardened. "You know the hide-outs,
Korza. Check on them GCet hold of Coofer."

"But if he's leery -"

"He won't be. Not when he hears | want him Goofer knows nore about me
than you do, Korza. He knows how to keep his trap shut, too. | hope you do,

Kor za. "

The waiter, nodded that he did. Beak gestured toward the door. Korza went
out, to make room for another waiter who was conming to receive an ordinary pay
envel ope.

Trails had linked - those of CGoofer Shayne and Beak Barlett - a fact that
woul d have interested The Shadow, in his search for the Lone Tiger. But that
link, for the present, would remain ungained. Harry Vincent had decided the
waiters to be uninportant.

CHAPTER VI |

THE NEW | NFORMANT



UPON | eaving the O ub Carioca, The Shadow had gone to call on Joseph
M I eson.

The el derly philanthropist was highly pleased by the visit. Meeting
Lanont
Cranston in the spacious first-floor hallway, he conducted his friend up a
grand
staircase to a very large study on the second fl oor of the huge mansion

The study had been turned into an office, with small desks for half a
dozen cl erks. The hel pers had concluded their day's work wi thout sorting al
the mail that MIeson had received. Stacks of letters |lay upon the desks,

r eady
for classification in the norning. These from people after the Lone Tiger
reward.

Near a corner, close to a row of filing cabinets, sat a rotund, baldish
man who was checking over lists. He turned fromhis work at Ml eson's call
di spl ayi ng a serious heavy-jow ed face, conspicuous because of its brushy
nust ache.

Like the man's thin hair, the mustache was grizzled; and The Shadow
recogni zed the fell ow before M1 eson introduced him The man who shook hands
with Cranston was Fred Treefe, former head of a |ocal detective agency.

Treefe had once found that business profitable, for he was hired by nany
society folk to be on hand at weddi ngs and other affairs, where the presence
of

| oose val uabl es attracted sneak thieves. He had shown sone skill at tracking
down | esser crooks, particularly those who had positions as servants in
weal t hy

househol ds.

Treefe had signed up with Mleson to aid in the canpai gn agai nst the
Ti ger
Mob, and he had done a creditable job. Hs card i ndex system containing the
nanes and descriptions of thousands of domestic servants, had been thunbed
t hrough many tinmes in checking on the scattered crimnals.

Treefe was credited, in part, with having tracked down two of the Tiger
Mob, who were working as cabana boys at a swanky resort near Mam . They were
usi ng nanes of servants who were enpl oyed el sewhere, according to Treefe's
i ndex system and that discovery had led to their capture.

M | eson stepped over to Treefe's desk. "Look at these letters, Cranston,”
the elderly man suggested. "Treefe is picking out the ones that require first
attention.”

He passed a snall bundle to The Shadow. The letters varied in content,
but
all referred, in some way or another, to the Lone Tiger. Mst of the witers
t hought they knew who the wanted crook mnight be, or offered further
i nformati on
inreturn for a prelimnary payment.

Sone - a very few - were signed; but only two or three bore return
addresses. None of themwas specific in any details. Noting Cranston's
unchangi ng expression, and deciding that the visitor was uni npressed, Treefe
spoke up.

"I'"ve picked these for a good reason," explained the private
i nvesti gator,
gruffly. "Everyone of themtallies, either with nane or handwiting, with ones
that are in ny files."

"Treefe believes that we should investigate servants first,"'
Ml eson. "That work is his specialty."

Treefe canme to his feet.

"It's not just that, M. MIleson," he argued, seriously. "Those two guys
that were landed in Mam had been working as servants. Wat's nore, this
fellow Kremp that was knocked off |ast night, was a chauffeur."

M| eson said: "But Treefe, we are interested in obtaining voluntary

expl ai ned



i nformation."

"We're after the Lone Tiger, aren't we? And Krenp could have told us who
he was. The least we can do is dig into that Krenp business."

"I told you to do so, Treefe."

"That's what | did. |I called up Krenp's boss this afternoon. Cadbury's

hi s

nane, and he said that | could stop in tonight. Inspector Cardona will be
t here,

he said. | know Joe Cardona, and it wouldn't hurt to talk with him"

M LESON agreed. Looking at his watch, Treefe found that it was half past
eight; later than he thought. He nopped his forehead, stared at a batch of
letters near the corner of the desk

"CGoi ng through those gets you kind of woozy," said Treefe. "Maybe | ought
to go over that bunch again, before we file them separate.™

"Have they been |isted?" asked M eson

"Yeah." Treefe picked up a typewitten list. "I'll take "emw th nme, and
check "emwhile I'"'mriding in the subway."

"It would be better to | eave them here," decided M| eson. "Besides, |
prefer to have you ride by cab. You are an inportant cog in nmy organization
Treefe, and it is not wise for you to appear too publicly."

Treefe took the statement as a conplinment. He put the discarded letters
into a desk drawer; stuck a half a dozen cigars in his coat pocket, and picked
his derby hat fromthe top of a statuette that had been noved back agai nst the
wal |, to make roomfor the filing cabinets. Lighting a cigar, Treefe cl anped
the derby on his head, gruffed a good night and strode out.

M| eson sat down at the desk, smiled wearily at Cranston. He picked up
some letters and began to separate them

"I must read themall personally, | suppose,” he said in a very tired
voice. "Not only are they addressed to nme, but | cannot depend entirely upon
Treefe. He is a capable man, but he has his limtations.

"This letter, for instance, is the sort that Treefe would elimnate. Its
witer states that he is an architect living on Long Island. He is suspicious
of a nei ghbor, whose hone is closed at frequent intervals and whose guests are
an ill-assorted |ot.

"I't may mean nothing, but the letter is frank and intelligent. Yet Treefe
woul d pass it by because the witer adnits he is not a servant. If you have a
short while, Cranston" - Mleson's voice was alnost a plea - "you mght go
over
sone of these with nme."

The invitation was accepted. It was surprising, to MIleson, how rapidly
they went through the letters. Cranston's opinions were terse and pointed,
resulting in quick elimnations. In deference to Treefe, the letters were
replaced in their original stack, after all had been exani ned.

"I am al nost sorry," observed M| eson, when they had finished, "that nore
letters have not been sorted. You have shown rare enthusiasm Cranston, and
remar kabl e anal ysi s!"

"What about the letters in the drawer?" queried The Shadow, in his
| ei surely tone. "The ones that Treefe discarded, but thought he should check
over."

"OfF course! | had forgotten those letters. W nust have a | ook at them"

They had just about finished the fresh task, when M| eson chuckl ed. He

was
reading the bottomletter of the batch

"Acurious letter, this one; but highly absurd. Read it, Cranston.”

The Shadow took the letter. It was crudely printed, as if its sender
feared that his witing mght betray him Its statements were brief, choppy:

| can tell you all about the man you call the Lone Tiger. | can prove



t hat

I know who he is. | have jewels that belong to you, M. Mleson. | can bring
t hem when | conme to see you

Gve the word. | will cone. You nust have the one hundred thousand
dol l ars
ready. To give the word, so | can see it, have your skywiter mark a dot after
one hundred thousand dollars, some day soon. | will call you by tel ephone
after

ei ght o' clock that night.

The letter bore no signature. Mleson saw a |ift of Cranston's eyebrows,
but nmerely sniled.

"The letter is a hoax," declared MIleson. "Sone of my jewels were stolen
by the Tiger Mb, but all were recovered. Including the gens that belonged to
Ms. Mleson. They alnost tore the rings fromher fingers, when they thrust
her
into the wine cellar!"

Cranston's gaze was synpathetic. So was his tone, for he was broaching a
nost tender subject:

"Your daughter's jewels?"

"She was wearing none," replied Mleson, sadly. "She was ill. Dorothy had
a saf e-deposit box of her own, where she kept her jewels, but they were very
few "

"Do you have a list of thenP"

M LESON nodded. He went to a large wall safe at the opposite end of the
study, turned the conbination. That safe contained MI|eson's reward noney, in
cash, but it was formi dable and had an intricate conbi nation

Returning with the list, Mleson placed it on the desk. H s idea of a
smal | amount of jewelry was rather large. The list included half a dozen
finger
rings, a variety of brooches and bracelets. At the bottom it mentioned two
neckl aces - one of jade, another of pearls; three sets of earrings - jade,
pearl, and topaz.

"Dor ot hy bought those topaz earrings the day she was taken ill," recalled
Mleson. "I met her outside the jewelry store and took her to the bank in the
car. She left the earrings in the safe-deposit vault."

"Were any packages delivered here," canme Cranston's query, "during the

time that she was ill? Packages addressed to your daughter?"
"A great many," replied MIleson. "She was well enough to open them that
aft ernoon before the robbery. Poor girl! She was really over that illness,

Cranston, when tragedy stal ked."

"Per haps anong t hose packages," persisted The Shadow, in his even tone,
"there could have been a topaz necklace to match the earrings. The jade nmade a
set; so did the pearls."

M| eson was riveted. He turned suddenly, hurried back to the safe. He dug
deep into a box that he found there; cane back, trenmbling with excitenent, to
pl ace anot her paper in The Shadow s hands.

"The bill!" exclained MIeson. "Paid, and receipted by the jeweler!
Dorothy's bills - | never thought to |l ook themover. | told my secretary to
pay
them that was all. There was a necklace, Cranston! It must have been taken by

t hose fiends, when they found it in Dorothy's room"

The magni tude of Cranston's discovery left MIeson weak. The Shadow
st epped over, clanped a steadying hand upon M| eson's shoul der. Strength
seened
to flow fromthat touch.

Cal ming, MIleson gave a questioning gaze. H s thoughts were answered
before he could find words to express them



"Tonmorrow norning," said The Shadow, in Cranston's cal mtone, "you mnust
call the skywiter and give himthe new instructions. Let this letter" - his
free hand added it to the packet and placed all in the drawer - "remain where
it is."”

M | eson was noddi ng as they wal ked fromthe study. He was still nodding
when he shook hands with Cranston in the lower hall. Then, his reverie ended,
Joseph Ml eson found hinmself standing at his own front door, repeating thanks
that he had voi ced before.

The Shadow, known to M I eson as Lanmont Cranston, had nmade his departure
into the night.

CHAPTER VI I |
WORD TO THE SHADOW

IN contrast to The Shadow s swift way of finding facts, the | aw was
gl eaning information slowy, yet with passable results. The law, in this case,
was represented by Inspector Joe Cardona, who was investigating the death of
the Tiger Mb's forgotten nenber, Krenp.

Joe's purpose was to add nore details to the reports that he had given
Conmi ssi oner Weston. After a day of plodding effort, the ace inspector was
checking his data with persons who were nore than anxious to assist him David
Cadbury and Marion Del mar.

They were in Cadbury's office, which fitted the description that Marion
had gi ven The Shadow. The roomwas on the ground floor of a small, but fairly
nodern apartment house; it was reached by the first door on the right, when
one
cane in the entry.

Sinply furnished, the room had two desks: one for Cadbury, the other for
his secretary. A single filing cabinet contained all the papers that went with
Cadbury's real estate business; and the bottom drawer of that same cabi net
served as a strong-box. Cadbury kept nothing of great value in his office, and
the steel cabinet had drawers that | ocked.

An open door at the inner wall of the room showed a short passage, with
roons on either side. Those roonms were Cadbury's living quarters. The passage
turned, opened into an outside hall, so that it wasn't necessary to go in and
out through the office.

Until a few years ago, Cadbury had rented this apartment, office and all,
to a physician; but the location - in a rather poor nei ghborhood - had not
suited the forner tenant. Rather than keep the apartnent enpty, or sacrifice
it
at too small a rental, Cadbury had noved into it hinself.

Cadbury was a rather pitiable figure. He | ooked prematurely old, and
bowed
with cares. Hi s face was droopy, with |ips that sagged habitually at the
corners. Hi s forehead bore many winkles, partly hidden by his unkenpt
gray-streaked hair, which he frequently nmussed with strokes of his long, |ean
fingers.

Hi s eyes troubled him for that reason, he wore | arge-Ilensed blue-tinted
gl asses, rimed like a pair of goggles. At times, his eyes would blink
bringing a responsive twitch fromhis tired lips. Then Cadbury woul d w nce,
stare like a wi de-eyed oW while he carefully adjusted the gl asses, setting
them exactly at right angles to his thin, straight nose.

Toni ght, Cadbury had been mld-toned and hel pful, as he read over papers
t hat Cardona handed him All pertained to Krenp. Some were bills that the
chauf feur had run up at various garages. Qthers were personal itens that had
been found in Krenp's | odging, a few bl ocks from Cadbury's apartnent.

O hers were reports from persons who had known Krenp: garage attendants,
drugstore clerks, fellow | odgers at the Juan's room ng house. Qut of these,



Cardona was hoping to find sone track to questionable parties with whom Krenp
had associated. But the task was so tedi ous and unproductive, that Cadbury
began to show weari ness.

"I amworn out, inspector." For the first tine, Cadbury's tone was
guer ul ous, as he sank back in his chair and let his hands fidget on the arns.

"My eyes are troubling ne. Sonetimes, | feel that | have no eyes" - his lips
i ncreased their saddened droop - "and then | depend entirely upon Mss Del mar.
Can't you let her carry on fromthis point, while I listen?"

Cardona | ooked at Marion, who nodded. She knew how nervous Cadbury coul d
becorme through overstrain. From across the desk, Marion reached for the rest
of
the exhibits that Cardona held.

ANOTHER wi t ness shifted his position, by stalking around to Marion's side
of the desk. The spectator was Fred Treefe, who had been admitted to the
conf er ence.

"Krenp went to night clubs a lot," declared Cardona. "You'll find sone
guest cards in that batch, Mss Delmar. | wonder" - Joe was stroking his chin
"if that's where he met up with sone of the nob."

"He couldn't have," interjected Treefe. "The Tiger Mob is all in jail."

"I don't mean the Tiger Mb," snapped Cardona. "I nean Goof er Shayne's
outfit. It's plain that sonebody in that crew knew Krenp, and found out he'd
been one of the Tiger Mbb.

"That's why they grabbed himin the garage and tried to make himtalk.
When he didn't, CGoofer gave himthe works. That started a fracas, natural
enough, because Goofer's pals had wanted to hear Krenp tal k. That's when
Goof er
went out and we cane in."

By "we," Cardona referred to the police, even though he had not been with
the rai ding squad. The reference nade Treefe grin. Gesturing with a
hal f - snoked
cigar, he asked:

"How d' you know Krenp didn't tal k?"

Cardona's swarthy features stiffened. Wth arns fol ded, his stocky seated
figure | ooked like a solidly fixed rock

"Krenp couldn't have tal ked,"” grow ed Joe, "because this Lone Tiger stuff
i s the bunk! You ought to know that, Treefe."

"M. Mleson doesn't see it that way."

"So, of course, you wouldn't! MIleson's your neal ticket!"

Treefe Il et the jab pass. He had a good answer to deliver.

"Seens to ne," he said, casually, "that you're siding with the police
conmi ssioner. Weston was the first guy to razz the Lone Tiger talk, because he
didn't want his ritzy friends to get the jitters. If I'mtaking MIleson's
say-so, you're taking Wston's. So what ?"

Cardona coul dn't answer that one. Treefe had ribbed himwhere it hurts.

He
decided to ignore Treefe, and turned to Marion.

"What about those night clubs?" queried the |aw ace. "Did Krenp ever
mention themto you? Did he ever ask you to go places with hinP"

Mari on shook her head enmphatically. "He wouldn't have," she replied. "I
knew what his wages were. He couldn't afford such luxuries as night clubs.
m ght have suspected that he had sonme shady source of incone."

That | ogic brought a nod from Cardona.

"There were many nights, though,” resumed Marion, "when Krenp was |ate
with the car, or in a hurry to take me to certain destinations. Those were
pr obably eveni ngs when he was 'going places,' as you termit, inspector."”

Cadbury | eaned his el bows on the desk. He | ooked at Marion, and his eyes,
no | onger blinky, showed a grieved gaze.



"You never reported Krenp," rebuked Cadbury. "That was negligence on your
part, Marion."

"I had no evidence against him" explained the girl. "I usually supposed
that he had been del ayed in the garage. | thought that last night; that's why
I
went" - she caught herself, gave an apologetic smle - "well, | just went over
to Times Square without him After all, there were other ways to get there."

CADBURY t ook Marion's explanation as sufficient. He shrank back in his
chair, to rest his eyes fromthe light. Treefe, little interested in that
short
di scussion, turned to Cardona.

"\What about the garage attendants?" asked the private dick. "Didn't they
know what was goi ng on when CGoofer and his bunch were taking it out on Krenp?"

The question interested Marion; it was sonething that had puzzl ed her
ever
since last night. She showed tense eagerness as she waited for Cardona's
answer .

"There were only two on duty," replied Joe. "One was called out on an

energency job, to fix a car that wouldn't start. The other got a call later
saying the first nman needed him Wen he got there, he found his pal in a jam
The car owner hadn't called up at all. Seeing a man working on his machi ne,

he'd sumoned a patrol car

"Nobody knew anyt hi ng about the phone calls. It took the garage nen half
an hour to prove that they were on the level."

Treefe showed briskness. He brought a pad and pencil from his pocket. He
want ed the nanes and descriptions of the garage attendants, to check with his
card i ndex system Cardona gave the details froma report sheet; then grinned.

"Fl unki es don't get jobs working in garages,” said Joe. "You won't find

those two in your files. Those boys were all right. Qur real bet" - he took
t he
cards fromMarion - "is this list of night clubs. The guy |I'mafter is Goofer

Shayne, and one of these places may give me a lead to him"

Among the cards was one that bore the nane of the Cub Carioca. Cardona
listed it with the rest. He shook hands with Marion and Cadbury, then nudged
Treefe in the ribs.

"There's an idea for you," suggested Joe. "Tell MIleson you ought to nake
t he rounds of the night spots, |ooking for dope on the Lone Tiger. That will
give you a swell chance to pad your expense account!"

WHEN Car dona had gone, Treefe remained to | ook over statenents that
Mari on
had typed regarding Krenp. Mst of that data had been condensed for Cardona's
reports. Marion found an opportunity to | eave; going up to her own apartnent,
she took pen and ink and wote a brief account of all that had happened during
t he conference.

She was follow ng instructions that a voice had given her across the
tel ephone that afternoon - the voice of The Shadow. The ink that she was using
had been delivered to her apartment a short while later. She noticed that a
blot that fell upon the envel ope di sappeared when it dried.

By that tine Marion had seal ed the edges of the letter, by using gumthat
ran around the edges. She realized that her witing, at present preserved,
woul d di sappear rapidly if the letter should be opened by anyone other than
The
Shadow. So rapidly, that an unwary person would not have time to read it.

Goi ng downstairs and out through a side door, Marion reached fromthe
steps and laid the seal ed envel ope on a wi ndow | edge. She was sure that no one
saw her, for the only thing in sight was a parked taxicab and its driver was



in
a lunchroom across the street. It happened, however, that Marion's action was
seen by the right person

As soon as the girl had gone inside, the taxi driver finished his coffee
and came over to his cab. Placing a cigarette between his |lips, he paused to
strike a match agai nst the shoul der-hi gh wi ndow | edge. The match woul dn't
light; as he threw it away, the cabby plucked the letter fromthe |edge.

He was tucking that letter in his pocket, when he stepped into his cab
There, he did light the cigarette, and the flame's gl ow showed a wi se,
shar p-poi nted face. The cab driver was Me Shrevnitz, speediest hackie in

Manhattan. Like other specialists in individual |ines, Me was an agent of The
Shadow.

Marion did not hear the cab drive away, for she was back in Cadbury's
office. Treefe was still there, pacing the floor and puffing a fresh cigar. He

was urging Cadbury to recall any other details concerning Krenp.

Wearily, Cadbury repeated that he had told Cardona all he knew, that he
had never net any of Krenp's acquai ntances. Cadbury |ooked very weary, for he
usually retired early; so Marion intervened, suggesting that Treefe had
i nterviewed himlong enough.

She saw Treefe to the outer door, stating that she would notify him of
any
new facts concerning Krenp. As he left, Treefe remarked:

"Maybe | will hit the night spots. 1'd like to | ook over sonme of the
waiters. Alot of 'emare house servants that rich folks were glad to get rid
of , and gave 'emreferences just on that account."

Instead of calling a cab, Treefe strolled for the subway, figuring that
the difference between a nickel and eighty-five cents would be good profit
from
hi s expense account. He was still in sight, approaching a |lighted corner, when
Marion reached her own apartment and gazed fromthe w ndow.

Mental |y conparing Treefe and Cardona, Marion decided that neither would
go far in the search for the Lone Tiger. Treefe, in her opinion, wasn't
capabl e; and Cardona had unw sely closed his nind to facts. Only one
i nvestigator, in Marion's opinion, could ever hope to find the hidden master
hand of crine.

That investigator was The Shadow

CHAPTER | X
THE MAN WHO KNEW

WTH N a half hour after his departure from M | eson's nansi on, The Shadow
had begun one of the sw ftest, nost efficient canpaigns of his entire career
an organi zed action that was still nore remarkabl e, because it was conducted
wi t hout a single surface sign.

That canpai gn had to be completed within twenty-four hours, a tinme limt
whi ch The Shadow had hi nsel f supplied, despite the pressure and uncertainty
that it would cause. For, through one uncertainty - his self-inposed
difficulties - he was avoi ding another; the possibility that the man who had
witten the unsigned letter woul d change his mnd

The Shadow was wor ki ng on a double clue. He had coupled the fact of the
topaz necklace with Krenp's statenent that one man who knew the Lone Ti ger was
a fence, a person who disposed of stolen goods. There were specialists in that
line, and it was obvious, since jewels were involved, that the new infornant
was a worker in that field.

Mor eover, he nust be a man no | onger active. The tone of his letter, the
fact that he happened to be alive, proved that he had chosen sone place of
resi dence where the Lone Tiger could not find him It was up to The Shadow to
find the man and the place, before the time linmt ended.



Once the man left the security of his hide-out, he would be prey for the
Lone Tiger. The closer he came to Ml eson's house, the greater the danger. Yet
there was no way possible to reach the man and suggest other plans. Therefore,
The Shadow had chosen to |let events take their natural course, but under his
own observation

From his sanctum a hidden, black-walled room sonmewhere in Manhattan, The
Shadow t el ephoned instructions to Burbank, and thereafter kept in frequent
conmuni cation with his contact man. Through those orders, a snooth machi ne was
put in action, its cogs the agents who served The Shadow.

Such men as diff Marsland, who knew many bi g-shots personally; dyde
Burke, the reporter who covered crine news for the C assic, began to make
their
rounds. Hawkeye, famliar with every dive in the badl ands, was off on a
scouri ng
expedi tion. Jericho Druke, an affable African who served The Shadow often, was
checking on matters up in Harlem where he rated tops.

By mdnight, two other agents were on the job. Me Shrevnitz, having
delivered Marion's letter, was burning the asphalt with his cab tires,
checki ng
on every address that came in fromother agents. Harry Vincent, his duty at
t he
Club Carioca ended for the night, was making the rounds of hotels, inquiring
for certain guests whose nanes were relayed to him

It was a hunt for a needle in a mammot h hayst ack; but there was a chance
that the needl e was threaded. Once the proper clue could be found, the man
woul d be traced.

The Shadow had supplied the original lead. Fromhis files, he had checked
the nanes of many fences, cutting the list to those whose whereabouts were at
present unknown. Those were the nen for whomthe agents inquired, and there
was
not hing to arouse suspicion in the process. Men who peddl ed stol en wares were
the sort who al ways kept up a presentable front; no crooks hesitated at
steering friends to them

By three in the norning, the list had tapered down remarkably well. At
t hat hour, The Shadow ordered his agents off duty, with instructions to be on
the job again by nine in the norning.

Probably The Shadow sl ept some that night. But by nine o'clock in the
nor ni ng, The Shadow rmust have spent many hours on his task, for every agent
who
cal I ed Burbank received fresh instructions.

ALL day, the list was weeded and narrowed, until, late in the afternoon,
it was cut to a single name. The man in question was Sinmon Erwi g, and he
fitted
the situation to perfection. Erwig had been a jeweler with a small but
respect abl e busi ness, until five years ago.

Then he had warily handl ed stol en gens, so neatly that big-shots who
consi dered thensel ves the upper crust of the underworld had wondered why Erw g
hadn't stepped out in a big way. Their only explanation was that Erwi g had
cold
feet, for he had suddenly quit the racket, two years ago.

Later, he had closed his jewelry shop, claining ill health. After that,
he
had taken a trip abroad. Since then, Erwig hadn't been heard from He m ght be
anywhere, except in New York

That had been the stunbling bl ock. The Shadow knew that Erwig nust be in
New Yor k, though no one else believed it. Wth his agents' aid, he had
wi nnowed
away, until, froma mass of chaff, he had found the kernel that he needed.



Si mon
Erwi g had been seen in New York only a few weeks ago, by a nman who once had
known him

The fell ow who had seen Erwig was a pi ckpocket who had been | ocated by
Hawkeye.

It was Moe, follow ng Hawkeye's |l ead, who finally spotted the man that
The
Shadow knew nust be Erwi g. Me, his cab parked on the stated street, had seen
a
wi thery old man who wore a green eye shade | ooking fromthe steps of a little
bookstore, watching a skywiter mark "$100,000." in the blue above Manhattan.
The old man had waited until the period was added to the figures; then he had
ducked back into his store.

Dusk, therefore, found The Shadow riding in Me's cab to that very
bookshop. The skywiter had ended his day's work, but it didn't matter. Hs
pur pose had been served. He had not only told Erwig what the ex-jewel er wanted
to know, he had proved The Shadow s point.

The letter to Mleson, asking that a skywiter be used to show that the
reward was open, had, in itself, been positive assurance that Sinon Erwi g had
returned to New York.

It was half past seven when The Shadow reached the bookshop. The pl ace
was
lighted, but the blinds were drawn. In the gathering dark, The Shadow noved
t hrough a rear passage, where Hawkeye was on watch. Like all the other agents,
except Moe, whose cab m ght be needed, Hawkeye pronptly left the nei ghborhood.

The Shadow s plan was to convoy Erwig to Ml eson's home, conveying himin
Moe's cab, if possible. Al along the way, other agents would nove into the
picture, to forma protective cordon against the Lone Tiger, should that
hook- nosed nurderer appear.

A bol ted door proved easy. Once past it, The Shadow strengthened the
bol t,
to make the door difficult for any other entrant. Probing a pitch-black hall
with his tiny flashlight, The Shadow came to anot her door, where a thin streak
of light showed beneath. He listened there, heard occasi onal sounds t hat
caused
himto postpone work on the I ock.

A grating noise cane fromthe keyhole, just as The Shadow was inserting a
tiny pick-like instrument. The door opened in his direction; he went back wth
it, into a corner where he had to stretch to find space. A shaggy head cane
into sight; The Shadow recogni zed a w zened face that tallied with an old
phot ograph of Sinmon Erwi g.

THE hall showed dimby the light fromthe bookshop. Erwi g peered
cautiously; even glanced at the space behind the door, but he was | ooking
through a three-inch width and did not notice The Shadow. He swung the door
shut, poked a hand into the space as the hall went dark.

This time, a betraying creak fromErwig's single footstep caused The
Shadow to slide downward. Erwi g's hand went above The Shadow s head.

Movi ng along the hall, Erwig lighted a match. He cane to a solidly bolted
door that The Shadow had noticed at the side of the passage. Drawi ng the bolt,
Erwi g opened the door and | ooked into a hall that was the counterpart of this
one, except that it had a dimlight.

The door was a connection to the other half of a double house. The hall
that Erwig entered had a shop in front of it, a Chinese |laundry that The
Shadow
had seen fromthe front street.

Cautiously trying the door to the laundry, Erwig found it | ocked and gave
a wthery smle. Turning to his right, he entered an old tel ephone booth that
stood agai nst the wall.



From t he connecting door, The Shadow was noticing that this rear hallway,
like Erwig's, had a bolted door at the back. Like its hinges, the door's bolt
was old and rusted. Evidently that rear door was never used; so Erw g
considered it safe to come here and use the tel ephone.

He was dialing MIleson's nunber, although eight o'clock had not arrived.
Knowi ng that nunber, The Shadow coul d detect it fromthe return clicks of the
dial. Then Erwi g's voice:

"Hello. Hello. M. MIleson, please... He expects this call -

The door of the booth rattled shut under a sudden shove fromErwig's

hand.

He was having trouble hearing, and while the closing of the door hel ped him
sonmewhat, it hindered The Shadow. The next snatches of the conversation were
lost, until The Shadow was al nost at the booth, when he caught a muffled
repetition of the original words:

"Hello. Hello -"

The booth door opened. The Shadow wheel ed back to the other hallway. He
heard Erwig returning, nuttering to hinmself. Perhaps the old nan had gotten
t he
wrong nunber, or had his call cut off. The Shadow was interested in finding
out
why Erwi g hadn't called again.

A partial explanation cane very soon. Erwi g closed the connecting door
and
bolted it, but he left the rear door of his bookshop open. Peering through
The
Shadow saw the ol d man go behind a | arge bookshelf, into a space that he used
as a bedroom for there was a bl anket-covered cot in the corner

Erwi g gl anced at a thick gold watch, nuttered as he shook his head. He
had
called too early. Seated on the cot, he thunbed his chin and waited, referring
again and again to the watch. At nonments, The Shadow felt an urge to step into
vi ew and accost the old jewel er; but he restrained hinself.

It was preferable that Erwig talk to Ml eson. He would do so nore
willingly, less fearfully.

Again, Erwig | ooked at his watch. A quarter hour had passed; it was after
eight. Yet Erwig did not stir. Instead, he tilted his head and |istened. The
Shadow drew back, sensing that the old nan, despite his poor hearing, m ght
have caught some sound. From deeper darkness, he saw Erwig rise

Pulling up the end of the mattress, Erwig ripped it open. Drawing out a
chanoi s bag, he poured its contents into one fist. The Shadow saw t he anber
hue
of gems, every one a topaz. They were of the varying shapes that showed they
had
once made a neckl ace.

RECOLLECTI ONS of his forner profession caused Erwig to admre the stones,
as he poured them from hand to hand. Then, inpatiently, he let themdrop into
the bag. dutching the chanmois container with one clawike fist, he cane
toward
The Shadow s door with quick steps.

He was going back to the tel ephone. G@iding deep into the hallway, The
Shadow | et the old man pass. He gave Erwig tinme to reach the tel ephone in the
adjoining hall and dial his call; for it would be easier, then, to make an
approach. Half a mnute was the interval that The Shadow al | owed.

VWen he cane through the darkness, The Shadow saw that the tel ephone
boot h
was closed. Skirting toward the other wall, he had a glinpse of Erwig' s face
t hrough the glass of the door. The booth was ol d-fashioned, large in size;
chances were that Erwig would |l ean forward, out of sight, as soon as he began



to tal k.

The Shadow took three silent paces forward; halted as the booth door gave
a slight creak on its hinges. Wth his stop, The Shadow becane as rigid as a
statue. The hall was di menough, he hoped, to render his shape obscure agai nst

the wall. It was better, at that noment, to attenpt to remain unseen, than to
resort to a quick shift that would surely reveal himas his figure passed the
light.

So suddenly that only his quick sight had detected it, The Shadow was
confronted by an unexpected nenace that threatened to spell finish to hinself,
as well as his plans. It was doubly startling, that nenace, coming fromso
seem ngly hel pl ess a person as Sinmon Erwi g.

A glittering object had thrust fromthe partly opened booth, and its
sparkl e was not that of the gens that Erwig carried. The Shadow was covered by
the nmuzzle of a revolver, ained straight for his heart!

CHAPTER X
DEATH FROM THE BOOTH

THE next few seconds called for nore than quick thought from The Shadow.
Qui ck thought, alone, was a force that spurred to action; whereas, in this
energency, The Shadow s conplete | ack of notion seemed to be the one factor
t hat was postponing a fatal gunshot.

But if he waited here, that gun nmight talk, to probe the dimess wth
deat h-gi ving bull ets.

A nmove was needed; a nmove rapid enough to trick a dangerous marksnan.
Erwi g, his nerves taut, could prove deadly. It seenmed that a finger was toying
with the trigger on the gun that confronted The Shadow. In fact, the gun
itself
made a slight nudge, as The Shadow watched it.

The notion had just the slightest waver toward The Shadow s right. That
fact was inportant.

To the right lay safety, against the outer wall of the phone booth. The
wary marksman expected a shift in that direction. He wasn't sure, perhaps,

t hat
he had seen The Shadow, but he was convinced of the route that The Shadow, if
actually here, would take.

Muscl es tighteni ng, The Shadow prepared for a spring. He didn't reach for
his own gun; the slightest flutter of his cloak could have betrayed him
I nstead, he sped his arnms ahead of himas he | aunched suddenly toward the wall
on the right. Wth the sane notion, he whi pped hinmsel f about, took a | ong dive
to the left, toward the floor outside the door of the booth.

Roaring, the gun ripped a blast while The Shadow was in notion. It
shifted
as it fired, throating its nmessage a split second after The Shadow s dart had
begun. The ruse, plus the nere instant of delay, served The Shadow in the
pi nch. He had actually flung hinmself fromthe path of fire, |leaving a void
t hrough whi ch the bel ated bullet whined, to plunk the darkened wall.

The Shadow s dive was a |ong one, carrying himalnost to the door that

| ed

frontward into the Chinese |laundry. Since the crack of the booth door opened
toward the rear of the hall, there was no way for the man in the booth to

tw st

his gun to the front w thout yanking the booth door w de.

That door was clattering open as The Shadow cane to hands and knees. He
was pulling a gun as he canme about; the weight of the automatic, slung forward
by his sweeping arm seened to haul hi m upward

But it wasn't a matter of driving back an alarnmed eneny into the confines
of the boot h.



Erwig cane to nmeet The Shadow. He |urched outward with a headl ong force
that The Shadow had not expected. Ranmming his bl ack-clad assailant, Erwig's
frail formsupplied a weight as surprising as his speed. The twi st that The
Shadow nade threw himoff bal ance. He struck the floor, with Erwi g pounding
hard upon him

The Shadow, rolling away, flung one arm backward with a flaying stroke
that rolled the man fromhim Diving forward toward the door into the |aundry,
The Shadow struck it shoul der first, conming about to fire.

At that instant, a revolver shot roared froma spot beyond the phone
booth. It wasn't Erwig who fired; it was another marksman, who had cone -
amazingly, it seened - into the very center of the scene. His shot, directed
for The Shadow, was a trifle high. It splintered a panel of the flinmsy door
agai nst which The Shadow had struck

HALF to his feet, The Shadow threw his whol e wei ght backward, as he
stabbed a shot for a face that was blotchy white in the di mess of the hall
As
he tugged the trigger, the door behind himgave. The Shadow s hand went high
SO
did the bullet that his gun dispatched.

That very mi sadventure favored The Shadow a hal f second | ater, when the
bl ot ch-faced foeman fired a return shot. Though his aimwas well planned, the
mar ksman mi ssed, for The Shadow was no |onger in the doorway.

He had gone through, in a backward plunge that carried himdown two short
steps, like those into the rear of Erwi g's bookshop. Below the sill, he was
safe fromhis foeman's fire.

The Shadow canme up to the top edge of the steps, |like a sniper peering
over a trench top. He heard the swift rush of footsteps, that made nonmentary
pause. Forgetting Erwi g, The Shadow stared along the rear hall. H s eneny was
out of sight, past the edge of the phone booth, but the ceiling Iight threw
hi s
grotesque sil houette agai nst the deeper wall

There, enlarged to a horrendous magnitude, was the same vul turous profile
t hat The Shadow had seen once before: the silhouette of a face with bul ging
forehead; below, a sharp-chiseled notch that marked the top of an ugly
beak- shaped nose. Bel ow t hat hooked beak the puffy, w de-open lips, with the
sharp chi n beneat h.

Suddenly, the silhouette vani shed. Again, the Lone Tiger had stal ked, and
was gone. Casting off his urge to lunge for further battle, he was starting
t hrough the door that led to Erwig's rear hall

The Shadow began an upward spring, the first nove toward new pursuit. His
left knee gave; it had taken a severe jolt fromhis sprawl. Staggering
si deward, The Shadow grabbed for the back of a small counter, and saved
hi nsel f
fromtripping over the stunned form of a slugged Chi nese | aundryman who | ay
there.

It was by this route that the Lone Tiger had entered. He had unl ocked the
door fromthe laundry, after knocking out the Chinaman. He hadn't rel ocked the
door, for he had foreseen its value as a possible exit. The door, its latch
weak, had sprung wi de when The Shadow struck it.

Anot her fact was plain. The Lone Tiger had hidden hinself in the phone
booth prior to Erwig's arrival. It wasn't Erwig who had covered The Shadow
with
a gun. The marksman had been the master crook. Erwi g's body, face upward on
t he
floor, told its own story.

Projecting fromthe jeweler's breast was the handl e of a knife. A portion
of the blade was in sight; it was thin, rounded Iike an ice pick, and fromits
slight taper, evidently |ong.



Erwi g, hurrying into the darkened booth, had net that point the instant
he
entered. CGuided by a skilled hand, the knife had penetrated his heart,
bri ngi ng
instant, silent death.

Hurl ed outward by the Lone Tiger, Erwig's body had seened a living thing,
l ungi ng for The Shadow. The dead wei ght of his lifeless formaccounted for the
heavi ness with which he struck. Al that flashed to The Shadow as he reel ed
back to the doorway and steadied there, while he grasped his crippled knee.

Li ke Krenp, Erwig was dead. His |ips, though open, like the scrawny hand
upon the floor, could not speak. Hi s story would be learned in part, fromthe
scattered beads of topaz that strewed the floor beside him But those baubl es
that Erwig had dropped in death could give no clue to the identity of the Lone
Ti ger.

ABOVE the wail of a distant siren, The Shadow heard the sharp rattle of a
bolt. The sound echoed through fromthe adjoining hall and it gave The Shadow
new urge. The Lone Tiger, too, had net an obstacle: the rear door that The
Shadow had purposely strengthened. There might still be tine to overtake him
by a shorter route.

Wth hobbling stride that favored his injured knee, The Shadow headed
t hrough the Chinanman's rear hall. He reached the door with the rusted bolt,
wasted no time in getting past it. Pressing the nuzzle of his gun against the
door, The Shadow bl asted the bolt to atoms with a single shot.

The Lone Tiger had heard the shot. He glinpsed The Shadow wheel i ng out
fromthe doorway and fired a hasty reply froma house corner forty feet away.
The Shadow answered with a gun blast far nore accurate than the Tiger's
hurried
effort.

That bullet would have clipped the lurking crook, except for an
i ntervening ash can that was hidden in the darkness. The clang of netal told
The Shadow that he had m ssed. So did the ensuing clatter of footsteps dashing
of f through a passage beyond the house.

Swiftly, The Shadow kept up the chase. Hs linp delayed himlittle, for
previous injuries, frequent in his canpaigns against crine, had trained himto
a hobbling gait.

Reaching the front sidewal k, The Shadow | ooked across the street. Vague
Iight showed the back-turned figure of his fleeing prey scranbling for an
alleyway in frantic haste. In his mad haste, the Lone Tiger wasn't daring to
| ook back.

Cool |y, The Shadow ainmed at his moving target. H s thoughts entirely upon
that one inportant shot, he let his weight shift - naturally enough, but to
t he
wrong knee.

An eye-w tness woul d have thought that The Shadow was droppi ng hinsel f
with his own shot. He crunpled sideward as the gun roared. The answering crash
of a house w ndow near the alley told that he had m ssed his mark by yards.
Withing fromnonmentary agony, The Shadow saw the Lone Ti ger di sappear into
t he
alley's mouth. Further chase was usel ess.

In fact, The Shadow was in a dilenma of his own; for sirens told police
cars were on the way. The shooting in the passage behind the | aundry had been
heard and reported.

Fortunately, the first autonobile that swng the corner wasn't a patrol
car. It was Mbe Shrevnitz's cab, and the taxi driver, spying The Shadow at the
curb, hopped out to help his chief into the rear seat. The cab was a bl ock
away
by the time police arrived.

Moe, as he drove along, had a rueful report to make. He had seen a nman



enter the laundry, but had not glinpsed his face. Mbe had overl ooked a

possi bl e
connection between the laundry and Erwi g's bookshop - until the shooting
began.

A low | augh cane fromthe rear of the cab. A tone that showed no trenor
fromthe pain that still racked The Shadow s knee. To Me, that sibilant

whi sper neant that his earlier |apse would be forgotten, as reward for his
qui ck-witted action later.

The mirth signified nore. It told that The Shadow, despite Erwi g's death,
had | earned new facts. Certain circunstances demanded expl anation, and The
Shadow saw a possi bl e answer.

Though the Lone Tiger had vani shed, his identity still undiscl osed,
anot her day m ght bring The Shadow cl oser along the nurderer's trail.

The Shadow knew

CHAPTER Xl
EXIT THE SHADOW

LATE the next afternoon, Joseph M| eson had visitors. One was his friend
Lamont Cranston, who sported a wal king stick. H's jaunty handling of the cane
conpletely covered the fact that he occasionally used it to prevent a chance
sag of his left knee.

The other visitors were Comm ssioner Ral ph Weston and | nspector Joe
Car dona.

Ml eson, it seemed, had aged overnight. The kindly-faced mllionaire had
nurtured a secret exuberance, in expectancy of Erwig's visit. It had been a
great shock to him late the night before, to learn that an obscure, forgotten
jewel er had been nmurdered in the back hall of a Chinese | aundry.

The fact that the separate stones of a topaz neckl ace were found beside
the body was sufficient to link himwith the letter that M| eson had received.
Until then, the nane of Sinon Erwig had neant little; but the gens told his
real inportance.

Al day, Ml eson had been awaiting new reports, in hope that they would
produce sone clue to the identity of Erwig's nurderer; for that nan, so
M | eson
cl ai med, must be the Lone Tiger.

Fred Treefe, aided by a corps of newy hired private detectives, had
tried
to trace the dead jeweler's recent past, to reach sone of his friends; but the
result was blank. The private dicks did not go after information with the
ef ficiency used by The Shadow s agents.

At |east, Treefe had been able to buoy MIleson's fading spirits to sone
slight degree. The police, Treefe declared, would have to accept the fact that
a crimnal called the Lone Tiger actually existed. herw se, Treefe argued,
M1l eson would not be receiving a visit fromthe police conm ssioner.

Seated in a deep chair, MIleson awaited the conm ssioner's views. Treefe
stood by, with bundles of letters handy on his desk, in case Weston cared to
see them But the conmi ssioner asked for one letter only - the m ssive that
had
cone from Erw g.

Treefe produced the letter; Weston read it, handed it to The Shadow, wth
t he questi on:

"WAs this the letter that you saw here?"

The Shadow nodded; then, in Cranston's tone:

"It is the letter," he said. "The one that M. M| eson showed ne from
t hose that he brought out of the desk drawer. When he read it, he renenbered
that his daughter had owned a topaz neckl ace.™



THE SHADOW was crediting Mleson with the entire discovery. Hs mndin a
whirl, Mleson did not dispute the details. Instead, he nodded wearily, which
made it appear that he agreed with Cranston's testinony.

"Did Erwi g phone here?" Weston asked M| eson. "At some tinme after eight
o' cl ock?"

There was a negative shake of MIeson's gray head.

"There was a call before eight," said MIleson, "but | don't believe that
it cane fromErwig."

"I think it did," objected Treefe. Then, apol ogetically, as he turned

toward his enployer: "You'll renmenber that | answered it, M. MIleson."
"I remenber,"” nodded Ml eson. "Go right ahead, Treefe."
"The fell ow asked for M. Mleson," explained Treefe, to Wston. "I said

that M. MIleson wasn't here - which he wasn't, because he was downstairs. |
said |'d get him so |l told the fellowto hold the line.

"Instead, he muttered funnylike. Al | could nmake out of it was sonething
about calling up later. Either he hung up on ne, or the connection went sour
Anyway, he didn't say where | could get hold of him

"For the next ten minutes, | was trying to trace that call through the
phone conpany, but | had no success. So | went downstairs and told M. M1 eson
that some guy had called him and would call again."

M | eson nodded his recollection.

"I't may have been Erwig," he admtted. "He could have becone too eager to

wait until eight o' clock, though | didn't think so at the time. My error" - he
shook his head sadly - "was in not telling Treefe to be ready for an inportant
call.

"I forgot, too, that the mantel clock in my snoking roomis sonetines
slow | didn't realize that, until | said to Treefe: Wiy, it's only quarter
past seven; then he | ooked at his watch and told me it was ten minutes of
eight."

COW SSI ONER WESTON gestured to indicate that the di scussion no |onger
interested him He had wanted to learn if Erwig had actually conpleted a cal
at the tinme when he was murdered, since a |listener, across the tel ephone,
coul d
be classed as a witness. There was sonething el se that interested Weston: the
matter of the topaz neckl ace.

He had the gens with him and spread them on the desk for Mleson's
identification. The best that MIleson could do was offer the topaz earrings,
to
see if they matched, which they did. Earrings and neckl ace appeared to be
parts
of one set.

Cardona, meanwhil e, was carrying on a side conversation with Treefe,
whi ch
The Shadow over heard.

"They tell me you' ve been bossing a | ot of agency boys," said Joe, in an
af fabl e tone. "Been chasing them around to see what they could pick up on
Erw g?"

"Yeah," returned Treefe.

"CGet anyt hi ng?"

"Not hi ng worth while. Nobody seemed to know the guy. Here. Take these
al ong and | ook 'em over."

Treef e handed Cardona some duplicate copies of reports filed by private
operatives. Wile Joe was glancing at them Treefe began to hint at what he
wanted in return for his generosity.

"I stopped in to see old Cadbury,” remarked the private dick, "to find

ve been chasi ng around mnysel f, too.

out
if Kremp had ever nentioned Erwig. He's an old sourpuss, Cadbury is. He told



nme
to talk to Mss Delmar, and she was out. Al | got out of Cadbury was that he
expected you later."

"I saw him" responded Cardona, catching Treefe's hint. "He said you'd
been bothering him He'd never heard of Erwig. He had a call yesterday,

t hough,
fromKremp's aunt, and sent the Delmar girl to see the old |lady last night."

"Did she | earn anyt hi ng?"

"No. The aunt gave her some letters that Kremp had witten. Cadbury
turned
them over to nme today, but there's nothing in them Crooks don't usually tel
their aunts nuch."”

The Shadow had al ready received copies of the letters that Cardona
mentioned; for Mrion had relayed them She had call ed Burbank on her way back
to Cadbury's, at nine o'clock last night. Cardona was giving Treefe straight
facts; the letters mentioned nothing that pertained to crine.

Treefe took Cardona's word for it, and changed the subject.

"Been hitting the night spots?" queried the dick. "Like you said you were
goi ng to?"

"Yeah," returned Cardona. "My job is still what it was. |I'm|ooking for
Goof er Shayne. For all we know, he may be the guy that nurdered Erwig, as well
as Kremp."

"Whi ch woul d make himthe Lone Tiger."

"Suit yourself on that. |1've got a line out on some bozos that used to
work with Goofer, but weren't along that night he croaked Krenp. Looking those
birds up is enough to keep ne busy."

WHEN The Shadow | eft Mleson's with the police conm ssioner, he ordered
Stanley to drive himto the Cub Carioca

On the way, The Shadow reviewed a report that he had received fromHarry
Vi ncent, who had been covering the night club on the previous evening. Harry's
report stated that he had seen Beak Barlett enter his office at seven thirty.
Per sons who had knocked at the office door during the next hour had received
no
response.

Evi dently Beak had given orders that he did not want to be disturbed, for
none of the visitors had persisted with their raps. It was nearly nine o'clock
when Beak had finally reappeared, conming fromthe office.

That hour and a half was time enough for Beak to have made a qui ck round
trip to Erwi g's bookshop; and the fact raised a nost inportant question. The
Shadow, at present, was setting out to seek the answer: to | earn whether or
not
Beak Barlett had a secret route to and fromhis office.

Strolling into the Aub Carioca, The Shadow, by seemi ngly being hard to
satisfy as to a table |location, managed to wangl e one cl ose to Beak's office.

Noti ng that Cranston was carrying garnents that appeared to be an opera
cape and a crush hat, the head waiter offered to take themto the check room
He was nmet by Cranston's headshake.

"You shouldn't help the check room Henri," reproved the guest. "Let the
chaps who pay for the privilege worry about it. Run along and attend to the
ot her custoners. | want to relax a while, before the orchestra arrives and
di sturbs ne."

Soon after Henri's departure, the door of Beak's office opened and the
bi g- nosed racketeer came out, very much hurried. He had just received a
tel ephone call froma parking lot, stating that someone had smashed a fender
on
Beak's new i nmported roadster. That was the sort of thing that called for the
racketeer's personal attention

VWil e the door was disgorging Beak in the direction of the sidewal k, The



Shadow drew the garnments fromthe chair beside him Half stooped behind his
table, he blotted out the attire that he wore as Cranston and becanme The
Shadow.

The supposed cape was his cloak; the flat headgear his slouch hat.

Sidling
al ong the dark-papered wall, The Shadow glided into Beak's office and cl osed
t he

door behind him

After a | ook about the place, which included an inspection of a shall ow
cl oset, The Shadow began a rapid tapping process along the paneled wall. At
t he
rear of the room he detected a holl ow sound, but continued his expert probing
until he had covered every inch of wainscoting.

Satisfied that one panel al one was specially nade, The Shadow returned to
it. Wrking coolly, he found a strip of nolding that shifted to the left, then
upward. The reward was a sharp click, which caused the panel to slide aside.

The space that opened showed a tiny elevator, with a light that came on
automatically. Entering the car, The Shadow saw only a single button on its
wal I . Hi s conclusion was that the el evator operated between this floor and
anot her; hence the button would start it up or down, according to where the
car
happened to be.

Sliding the panel shut, The Shadow pressed the button. Hi s interest, at
that nmoment, was a very sinple one. He was waiting to see in which direction
the el evator went. Never had he | ess expected the thing that actually
occurr ed.

The light blinked out instantly. A leftward jerk beneath The Shadow s
f eet
threw himviolently to the right. His fingers slipped fromthe smooth wall of
the el evator, as his body dropped into a bl ackened space bel ow.

Twi sting as he plunged, The Shadow made an anmazing grab for the receding
floor. Hs fingers nipped the edge, but it still slid to the left, drawn by a
power ful mechani sm For instants, that seened endl ess, The Shadow dangl ed,
swi nging |ike a pendul um because of the continued notion

Then the fl oor edge slithered conpletely beneath the wall, into a crevice
so narrow that even The Shadow s fingernails could not negotiate it. Hi s |ast
grip gone, The Shadow dangl ed no |l onger. He took the drop that he had so
valiantly postponed, into a pitch-black cavity that gul ped him

Less than a second later, but too late for The Shadow to profit fromit,
the floor slashed back in place, sealing the route by which the bl ack-cl ad
victimhad entered the trap.

Beak Barlett, crook de |luxe, had planned that trap to di spose permanently
of enemies. The snare had swal |l owed crinme's archfoe, The Shadow

CHAPTER Xl
CROOKS MAKE TERMS

IT wasn't long before Beak Barlett returned to his office. He arrived in
a
fum ng nmood, because his trip to the parking | ot had been unnecessary. It
wasn' t
his car that had received the battered fender. He had seen the car in
guesti on,
and it was an ancient weck that someone had brought to the parking | ot
al r eady
batt er ed.

VWo the boob was that had m staken that jalopy for Beak's el egant
roadster, was an unsol ved question. Nobody knew who had called the C ub



Cari oca.

Beak woul d have been badly worried had he | earned that one of The
Shadow s
agents had nmade the call. About the only thing that would have stifled such
jitters woul d be the added i nformation that The Shadow had dropped into the
concrete pit beneath Beak's fake el evator

I gnorant of both facts, Beak seated hinself at the desk and began to go
over a stack of unfinished correspondence. A rap at the office door disturbed
hi m

Beak ignored the knock. He was busy. But the raps came again, in
persi stent fashion. When the pest knocked a third tinme, |ouder than ever, Beak
strode fromthe desk and yanked the door wi de. The oaths that he started to
deliver faded rapidly fromhis thickish Iips.

The man outside was Korza, dressed in his waiter's uniform The fact that
the fell ow was back on the job aroused Beak's instant interest. He adnmitted
Korza, and cl osed the door.

"CGoof er's outside,"” whispered Korza, hoarsely. "I found himat his
hi de-out, and talked to him"

"Well, what's the stall?" queried Beak, resum ng his usual purr. "Wy
doesn't the guy cone up here?"

"He's out by the service entrance."

"Good enough. Bring himthrough.”

Kor za shook hi s head.

"They're after Goofer," he rem nded, "and he knows it. He wants to see
you, and all that; but he's been asking if there ain't some special way of
getting in here."

Beak delivered a hopel ess shrug. His lips tightened, as he pondered the
problem At last, he put the proposition plainly to Korza.

"I need a guy like CGoofer," declared the racketeer. "Tell himthat.
What ' s
nore, let himknow that it nmeans big dough. But if Goofer's yellow, | don't
want
him Tell himthat, too."

Those instructions reached deaf ears. If other thoughts had not been
occupyi ng him Beak would have realized that Korza was yellow, whether or not
CGoof er was dyed the same hue. As a go-between, Korza was too scared of both
Beak and Goofer to deliver any unconplinmentary nmessage to either.

H's own jitters held Korza speechl ess. Beak, m sunderstanding his
si | ence,
gave himcredit for being determ ned.

"Forget it!" declared Beak. "Goofer's O K , or he wouldn't have cone as
far as he did. We've got to slide himin here, so no body knows it. | tell you
what" - Beak was eyeing Korza's attire:

"Gve hima waiter's outfit and steer himup here."

THE suggesti on was good enough to end Korza's qual ms. The fell ow went
out,
and Beak waited at the door, until he heard another knock. The man that he
adm tted was Goof er Shayne, who pronptly divested hinself of a false shirt
front and waiter's apron, along with a fake bow tie.

Seat ed behind his desk, Beak eyed the visitor coolly. Goofer's flattish
face, marked by a thrust of his underslung jaw, showed no signs of
nervousness.

Nevert hel ess, Goofer was not entirely undi sturbed. He had reasons of his own
for
wanting Beak to do the talking first.

"So you croaked Krenp," spoke Beak, in his oily tone. "Pretty slick, that
j ob! \What about Erwig? Did you get him too?"

Coofer didn't answer right away. He was studying Beak's face, but getting



nowhere, for the racketeer had assunmed his customary smile. Reaching to a desk
drawer, Beak brought out a box of cigars and shoved them across the desk.

The chance turn of Beak's head gave Goofer a perfect view of the
racketeer's profile. It brought recollections, uncertain at first, but those
t houghts grew in Goofer's nind.

"I didn't rub out either of them" grow ed the nobl eader, between the
bites that he gave the end of a cigar. "It was the Lone Tiger that gave those
boobs the works. He got Krenp, right enough, because | was there to see it. |
can't say for certain about Erw g, because | wasn't around when he got his."

Beak's eyebrows lifted, as though the news intrigued him H's smle, as
fixed as ever, gave no indication of his actual thoughts. Again, Goofer
wai t ed.

"I thought you'd staged the Krenp job," observed Beak, idly. "Wat you
tell me, though, nakes it all jake. | like a guy who hands the credit where it
bel ongs. What | don't like" - his tone hardened - "is a squealer!™

Coof er puffed his cigar. He was doi ng some quick thinking. He had cone
here gripped with the growi ng suspicion that Beak Barlett was the Lone Tiger
That glinmpse of Beak's profile had strengthened his belief. Beak's statenents
had renoved the last bit of doubt from Goofer's mnd

The one bet was to spread his cards; and Goofer did it.

“I"1l tell you why | cane here, Beak," he declared. "I was taking a |ong
chance, and | knew it. But you wanted to see ne, and if | didn't show up,
was
afraid you'd work on Korza. If he bl abbed where ny hide-out was, |'d be sunk

"I was out to put the heat on Krenp, that's all. If there'd been any
squeal ing, he'd have done it. He told ne there were other guys who knew the
Tiger and that one of 'emwas a fence. So he nust've meant Erw g.

"But suppose Krenp had bl abbed everything. Suppose I'd got to Erwig and
made himtal k. How woul d that make me a squealer? |I never worked for the Lone
Tiger. | wouldn't even have been double-crossing him if 1'd gone after that
hundred grand that old Mleson is putting up. How can you doubl e-cross a guy
you don't even know?"

GOOFER sat back, satisfied that he had delivered a clever speech. He'd
shown his hand, yet he had done it cunningly. He hadn't let out the thought in
back of it - his sure-fire guess that Beak was the Lone Tiger

The net result was exactly what Goofer hoped for. Beak seened visibly
inpressed. His snile, for the first time, began to show signs of real relish.
But Beak, when he spoke again, put his remarks in the same inpersonal fashion
as Coofer.

"Let's forget the Lone Tiger," suggested Beak, in a live-and-let-live
style. "W don't have to bother with the guy, when there's an easier way to
pi ck up that hundred grand."

Coofer's jaw receded, as he became suddenly intent. \What Beak was driving
at puzzled him but it sounded real

"Why sell out the guy?" Beak's tone was nore indul gent than ever. "It

only

brings you trouble, that sort of stuff. I'll tell you how you can collect that
dough, Goofer; but it's a fifty-fifty proposition. Wiat's nore, the Lone Tiger
won't bother you when you swing it. How does that sound?"

"O K by me," assured Goofer. "What's the |ay?"

"A perfect setup!" returned Beak. "There's old Mleson sitting with his
dough, ready to pay off wi thout asking questions. Wat does that nmean to you?"

"A hundred grand - but try and get it!"

"You should say, 'Go and get it.' The Tiger Mb had a cinch, when they
cracked Ml eson's place two years ago. This is even easier. He's got the door
wi de open, hoping sonmebody will walk in and ask for it. Al right, go ahead;
but take a mob with you. You can put the heat on MIeson easier than you did
on



Krenmp. "

The idea fascinated Goofer. It was amazingly sinple, yet absolutely sure.
As Beak said, it would be something that the Lone Tiger would | et pass,
because
he woul d wel come a smashi ng stroke against M| eson's canpaign. Wth Beak
Barl ett
none other than the Lone Tiger, the schene woul d be perfection

Coofer's wide lips spread in a big grin. "Pick up a few gorillas,"”
ordered
Beak, briefly. "Don't tell themwhat the job is, until you ve pulled it. Then
pay them off cheap. We'll split on that part of it."

Thi nki ng of any avail abl e nobsters, Goofer began a sl ow nod. He'd have
trouble getting the right ones in such a hurry but he could probably manage
it.

Thoughts of the police did not bother him he was already wanted for nmnurder
There was sonet hing, though, that did disturb him

"M leson ruined the Tiger Mb," recalled Goofer. "If he goes after ny
outfit the sane way -"

"He won't," inserted Beak, snoothly, "because you'll take ny advice and
lay off hurting anybody. Dough doesn't count with MIleson. He's lousy with
it

THAT argunent clinched matters with Goofer. He thrust his hand across the
desk, to close the deal. During the handshake, Goofer began to tal k about
bui I di ng his new nob.

"Call in Korza," he suggested. "He'll do, for one. He's worked for nme and
he's worked for you. So he's a good guy to use."

The idea appeal ed to Beak. He picked up his tel ephone and called the
kitchen. As soon as Korza rapped, Beak admitted himand personally told the
man
that he was to rejoin Goofer's mob. The fell ow s response was unexpect ed.

"Not a chance!" exclaimed Korza, |ooking fromBeak to Goofer. "I ain't
working with no nob! Even if | was, it wouldn't be Goofer's."

"Yel | ow, huh?" snarled Goofer. "Say, if you squeal -"

"I ain't squealing," put in Korza hastily. "But things ain't |like they
was. The bulls are after you, Goofer. You oughta be on the |am instead of
figuring on another job."

Appeal i ngly, Korza | ooked toward Beak. The racketeer sat silent,

t houghtful . Before he had wei ghed his opinions well enough to speak, the
t el ephone bell began to ring. Beak answered the call:

"Hello... Yes, Henri... Wio?...Hold himthere! For a couple of m nutes,
anyway. Tell himl'll be right out to see him.."

Sl amm ng the tel ephone on its cradle, Beak turned grimy to his
conpanions. H's smle was gone; his words, put steadily, seened tuned to the
nmuf fl ed blare of nusic that burst suddenly from beyond the door, as the
orchestra began its overture for the fl oor show

"It's Joe Cardona," announced Beak. "He wants to talk to ne. Henri's
hol ding him so I'mgoing out to see him Stick here, both of you" - he | ooked
from Goofer to Korza, noted that they were shaky - "and keep your shirts on!"

Coof er grabbed for the arms of a chair and sat down. He had reason to be
jittery, for he thought that Cardona had come here after him Korza didn't
budge. Hi s pasty face took on a wise | ook, that increased into a shrewd snile;
whi | e Beak, standing behind the desk, was opening a drawer and reachi ng anong
a
stack of papers.

Then, with a bound, Korza reached the door. H's hand on the knob, he
swung
about to utter hoarsely:

"You two stay here! I'"'mthe guy that's going to talk to Joe Cardona!"



As Korza finished that cry, Goofer Shayne w tnessed the event that
supported his conviction that Beak Barlett was the Lone Tiger. The thing was
pr oof concl usive.

Beak' s hand was up fromthe desk drawer. Hi s finger tugged the trigger of
a gun that he had found there.

Korza sprawled in front of the unopened door, a bullet through his heart.

CHAPTER XI I'|
UNFI NI SHED DOOM

ECHOES of the gunshot died within the confines of the office. Qutside,
t he
musi ¢ of the orchestra continued blatant. To Goofer, Beak's snile gave
assurance
that the sound of the weapon's report could not have been heard in the night
cl ub proper.

Turni ng about, Beak pressed a panel at the rear wall. The woodwork slid
back, disclosing the fake el evator in which The Shadow had recently nmet with
grief. Goofer saw Beak beckon, and started to raise Korza's body. The waiter
was frail, but his dead weight taxed Goofer's efforts. Beak crossed the office
and | ent a hand.

VWile they were putting the body in the fake el evator, Goofer asked:

"Whi ch way does this thing go - up or down?"

"Neither," returned Beak. "It's a phony. The only thing underneath it is

pit, walled up solid."
"What's the idea of fixing it to look Iike an el evator?"
Beak chuckl ed at Goofer's question.
"I"'ve always had the hunch,"” he said, "that some guy mght sneak into

this
thing on his own. Every couple of days, | take a look to see if anyone has.
VWat ch. "

Avoi di ng Korza's body on the elevator floor, Beak reached around and
pressed the button. It stayed in the wall, under pressure. Com ng back into
t he
of fice, Beak started to cl ose the panel

"As soon as this is shut,” he explained, "that button will pop out again.
That's when the floor will slide" - Beak nade a side sweep with his right hand

- "sending Korza on his way."

The sweep of Beak's hand ended with a downturn of his thunb. As the panel
cl osed, CGoofer |istened; he thought he heard a faint sliding noise that was
repeated a few seconds later, when the floor came back in place.

"I get it," nodded CGoofer. "If some sap got in that elevator, he'd try to
start it hinself. He'd close the panel, and the button woul dn't stick. The guy
woul d go where Korza's gone."

Beak nodded.

"It's safe in there,” he commented, "provided you don't push the button
It would be a good place for you to listen from Goofer, when | bring Cardona
into the office.”

Suspi cion flashed from Goofer. Maybe Beak was thinking, at this nonent,
that it would be sensible to get rid of anyone who had seen himkill Korza.
Being the only witness to that murder, Goofer did not feel oversafe. Perhaps
t hat el evator had anot her hi dden gadget that would dunp himdown into the pit
wi th Kor za.

The flickers that Goofer registered gave away his thoughts. Beak, ever
smling, changed the proposal quite casually. Pointing to the shall ow
door | ess
cl oset in another portion of the room he told Goofer to go in there.



"Cet as deep as you can," said Beak, "on the right side. I'll take a
gander fromthe front of the roomand see if you're hid all right."

GOOFER nanaged to squeeze out of sight. Beak voi ced approval; then,
puffing his big cigar to overconme what gun snoke and smnell that renmained, he
pi cked up the waiter's disguise that Goofer had worn and shoved the rolled
garnments into the [arge bottom drawer of his desk

Next, he dunped extra cigar butts into a hollow ash stand. Satisfied that
no trace of a visitor remained, he | ooked along the floor for any bloodstains.
There was a blotch on the bare floor near the door. Drawi ng a handkerchi ef,
Beak was about to blot those traces, when sonmeone rapped at the door.

Cool |y, Beak scooped a small scatter rug froma few feet away, laid it
across the threshold. Cigar in nouth, he opened the door, to find Joe Cardona
out si de.

Beak's lips inmediately fornmed an apol ogetic snmile. Bowi ng, he invited

t he
i nspector to enter.

"Sorry, Joe," he said snobothly, as they sat at the big desk. "I was
addi ng

up sone accounts, or |'d have cone out sooner. Have a cigar."

Cardona's acceptance of the perfecto told Beak that the visit was a
friendly one. Despite Goofer's alarm Beak had hal f expected it to be
sonet hi ng
of the sort. Waiting blandly, he heard Cardona say:

"I"'mlooking for a fell ow naned Korza. Maybe you can help ne find him He
wor ks here."

"Korza?" The nane seemed new to Beak. "I'Il check on it, Joe."

Bringing a list of enployees froma desk drawer, Beak ran through to K

He started a nod; then shook his head.

"He used to work here," informed Beak, "but he quit, several days ago. He
was a waiter and a pretty punk one, according to this record."

"That fellow Henri said he thought he saw Korza around here tonight."

Beak used the tel ephone to call the kitchen. Letting his |ips straighten
he nodded.

"Korza was here, all right," he said, soberly. "He put on his waiter's
uni form clainmng he thought he still had his job. They told himdifferent,
and
he took the hint. Guys we fire don't get away with that stuff. W give them
t he

bum s rush."”

Cardona, usually poker-faced, forgot hinself enough to show signs of
gl umess.

"If Korza shows up again," prom sed Beak, "I1'Il talk to him What's nore,
['"l'l hold himhere for you. Only" - the racketeer's tone becane anxious - "I

ought to know just how tough the guy is likely to get. Wat do you want him
for, Joe?"

"To get a line on Goofer Shayne," returned Cardona, bluntly, "Korza used
to be with Goofer's nob."

Beak gave a worried grunt.

"Don't worry," assured Joe. "Korza is yellow. No nerve, except when he's
with a nmob. You won't find himtough to handle, Beak."

The racketeer's snmile returned; but Cardona did not catch its meaning.
Beak Barlett had already denonstrated that he coul d handl e Korza.

THE chat soon finished, Cardona |left. Goofer peered fromthe closet. He
saw Beak's hook-nosed profile against the door and felt that he had enjoyed
t he
rare privilege of seeing the Lone Tiger work under ideal conditions. The



nmast er

crook had fled after he had nurdered Krenp; and fromall accounts, had done
t he

same after settling Erw g.

But there had been utter cool ness in Beak's murder of Korza, and the way
he had di sposed of the body CGoofer could see how necessity, not |ack of nerve,
coul d have caused Beak's flight on previous occasions. Because of that, Goofer
brought up a matter that he might otherw se have avoi ded.

"The Shadow was in on Krenp," declared Goofer. "That's the real reason
that |1've been lying low It's a cinch dodging the bulls; but not The Shadow. "

Beak registered no surprise at the news.

"I thought so," he said slowy. "The way that crew of yours was banged
around sounded pretty funny when | heard of it."

"He was after the Tiger," added Goofer, to keep up his pretense that he
did not think of Beak as the hidden master of crime. "I guess he was on the
j ob
agai n, The Shadow was, when the Tiger rubbed out Erwig."

"So what ?"

"Well" - CGoofer put it cautiously - "if I'mslow getting a nob together
it won't be ny fault. Dodgi ng The Shadow ain't no cinch. If he's got the
finger
on ne!"

"He hasn't!"

There was confidence in Beak's interruption. It made Goof er gawk,
wonderi ng how the Lone Tiger could know so nuch about The Shadow.

"Cardona is on your trail," Beak told CGoofer, "because he thinks you
nmur der ed Krenp. Everybody thinks you croaked the guy. Even | did" - Beak's
snmle was steady - "until you told me different, tonight. But when | say

everybody, there's one |I don't include.

"That's The Shadow. He knows who got Krenp, and he's keeping num He's
letting Cardona worry about you, while he goes after the Lone Tiger. The
| onger
you're in circulation, the better The Shadow likes it. You're the one crook in
town that The Shadow has forgotten.

"That makes the setup swell for that job of ours. Get your new nob

toget her, and duck the bulls while you're doing it. 1'll tell you when to
nove,

and I'lIl be on deck to see it goes right. By the way, don't forget that
there's

somet hing el se we've got to handle.™
A recollection flashed to Goofer's m nd

"You nmean the dame?" he questioned. "I was kind of groggy after The
Shadow
konked nme, but | seen her. | don't know who she is, but maybe she's wise to
t oo
nmuch. "

Beak' s eyes showed interest in this new angle. After a few puffs at his
cigar, he disnissed the matter

"Forget the dane you're telling me about," he said. "W can figure that
out later. What |I'mtal king about” - he poked his thunb across his shoul der -
"is getting rid of Korza's body. But it can go a while. 1'll tell you when to
send a couple of gorillas up here, to haul the stiff out of the pit. Some tine
when the joint is closed, along in the early norning."

BRI NG NG out the waiter's garnents, Beak told Goofer to put themon and
sneak out through the kitchen. As soon as Goofer was ready, Beak went outside,
to make sure that Cardona had actually gone. It was Beak, hinself, who rapped
a
signal fromthe other side of the office door, telling Goofer that the route



was
clear.

Havi ng negl ected the night club's paying custonmers, Beak did not return
to
the office. Passing nmnutes nade it plain that he woul d be busy el sewhere for
a
while. As tobacco snpke settled in the vacant office, the trick panel in the
rear wall showed nore clearly. Oddly, that panel was not quite shut.

Soon, it began to open, bringing a trickle of light fromthe fake
el evator. There was a blotch of bl ackness, that cane edging forward when the
panel finally slid wide. That shape took on a living form that rose to ful
hei ght, staggered wearily, and sank to rest in the big chair behind Beak's
desk.

A being cl oaked in black, a slouch hat askew upon his head, but with eyes
that burned with keen light, while hidden |ips phrased a whi spered | augh. That
mrth, though strained, was a token that a victimcould cone back alive from
Beak's wel | -set snare

The Shadow had returned, so amazingly that Beak, had he been present,

m ght have vi ewed the bl ack-cl oaked being as the ghost of the dead man Kor za,
back froma tenporary grave

CHAPTER XI 'V
AFTER M DNI GHT

CONTRASTED to The Shadow s bl ack attire was his face, which showed
pl ainly
when he pushed his hat back fromhis head and | et the cloak collar drop from
hi s
chin. That face, bearing the features of Lanmont Cranston, was bloodless inits
whi t eness.

The sag of The Shadow s body told that he had undergone an ordeal. He was
drawing his breath in weary puffs, finding even the stagnant air of the office
to be wel cone. Behind him the open panel still yawned; but the floor of the
el evator, closed again, did not reveal the story of The Shadow s journey from
bel ow.

As Beak had told Goofer, the pit ended in the basement under the C ub
Carioca. It was deep enough, however, to uphold Beak's boast that anyone who
dropped there, alive, would come out dead. It happened that varying
circunstances had altered The Shadow s case.

The Shadow s first achi evement had been that grab for the di sappearing
floor. H's dangle, though brief, had saved him from a hopel ess twenty-f oot
plunge to solid concrete. Hanging at arm s | ength, The Shadow had stretched
approxi mately eight feet downward, before he took the actual fall. Moreover,
hi s body had been properly set for the twelve-foot drop

A wait, prone on the floor, had recuperated hin then, with his
flashlight, he had studied the closed el evator floor above. The walls of the
pit, constructed of rough stone cenented, had enabl ed The Shadow to work his
way up to the higher level; but there the path was bl ocked.

Though he had wedged hinself directly beneath the sliding floor, his
efforts to work the barrier open were futile. The floor had no avail abl e

edges;
all sides fitted into the sane sort of slots that had gi ven The Shadow
pr evi ous
troubl e.
The dil etma had been still unsol ved, when The Shadow had heard a thunp

above his head. Dully, he had suspected what m ght occur, and had wedged as
far
to the left as possible. Wile he was rallying for work to conme, the floor had



suddenly slid away, dropping a body past himin the bl ackness.

Fromthe lunmpy fall of that human form The Shadow had known that the nman
was dead. His hands follow ng the sliding edge of the floor, The Shadow had
kept his wedged position, waiting with fingers pressed against the wall crack
When the fl oor returned, The Shadow was ready for it.

Hands pressing hard, he had hoi sted head and shoul ders upward. Swi ngi ng
hi s wei ght agai nst the nmoving slab, he had used the floor as a lever's
ful crum
to carry himupon the upper side. Wth a quick roll, he had brought his |egs
up
t hrough the closing space in tine to save themfromthe floor's slash.

Returned to Beak's trap, The Shadow had lain with drawn gun, in case the
panel opened. Light had returned when the door slid shut.

However nuch luck had favored The Shadow, it had done nore for Beak and
Coof er, when the night-club owner had decided to hide the nob | eader in the
cl oset, instead of the fake elevator. Disaster would have net them both, had
t hey broke in upon The Shadow.

It was during Beak's chat with Cardona, that The Shadow had eased the
panel slightly open; not enough to reveal the elevator's light, but sinmply to
hear what was said. He had recogni zed both voices; and later, had listened in
on Beak's conference wi th Goofer

RESTI NG at Beak's desk, The Shadow pictured the future. Beak and Goof er
had allied thenselves in sonme crimnal enterprise; that nuch was plain, from
what The Shadow had over heard.

He coul d foresee, too, certain details of that com ng crime, even though
the two scheners had nentioned very few of its particulars during the while
that he had |istened.

Ri sing fromthe chair, The Shadow did not trouble to | ook through the
desk
drawers. He knew that there would be no evidence there proving Beak to be the
Lone Tiger. Nor would he find anything el se that would serve as incrimnating
evi dence agai nst the crooked ni ght-club owner

In fact, The Shadow found no need to worry about Beak Barlett at all;
certainly, not for the present. The man's very position was such that Beak
could not afford to change it. Having soft-soaped Joe Cardona, Beak woul d be
quite satisfied in keeping up his usual front.

Besi des, there was that body in the pit. From Cardona's talk wi th Beak
The Shadow had | earned of Korza; the remarks that Beak had | ater made to
Goofer, had identified the victi mwho had dropped past The Shadow, as well as
bearing out the fact that the fell ow was al ready dead.

Stiffly, The Shadow |linped to the office door, inched it open and saw

t hat

no one was about. He nanaged to glide back to his table, by supporting hinself
as he nmoved along the wall. He peeled off the cloak and hat, rolled theminto
a

conpact bundl e. Again Lanmont Cranston, The Shadow was ready for dinner, glad
that he had brought his cane along; for The Shadow s drop to the concrete had
not inproved his weakened knee.

VWi | e he di ned, The Shadow was no | onger thinking about Beak Barlett,
not,
at least, in present terms. The man who interested The Shadow nore, and for
whom
The Shadow had i medi ate pl ans, was Goof er Shayne.

Beak had struck the truth, when he told CGoofer that The Shadow woul d not
be | ooking for him But he had not analyzed the case entirely. It was true
t hat
The Shadow knew t hat Goofer had not nurdered Krenp. But CGoofer, in The
Shadow s



estimate, was still too dangerous a crook to be allowed at |arge.

Hi s brief dinner finished, The Shadow |l eft the Club Carioca. Reaching a
t el ephone, The Shadow put in a call to Burbank. Agents were to start on new
duty. diff Mrsland, Hawkeye, others acquainted with the underworld, were to
visit the dives where Goofer was nmost |likely to appear when seeking recruits
for his new crew. The choice of such places was definitely linmted. Goofer
didn't know many spots where it would be safe

MEANVHI LE, The Shadow deci ded that his Cranston guise called for another
visit to Mleson's. He wasn't in trimfor heavier work; it would be a
rel axation to chat with MIeson. Mreover, there was a slimchance that there
had been sone letter from another reward seeker

The Shadow had not forgotten Krenp's statenment - that there were two
ot her
persons beside Krenp hinmsel f, who knew the Lone Tiger's identity.

At Mleson's however, The Shadow was not at all surprised to |learn no
wor d
had arrived. Thousands of letters had been sifted, without result. The only
bi t
of news was brought by Treefe, when he cane in a little after el even o' clock

"I ran into Joe Cardona,"” announced Treefe, "at a night club, trying to
find out if they'd hired any new waiters. Stealing ny ideas, Joe is. He's
goi ng
after the servant angl e.

"I asked Joe where el se he'd been, and he said he'd stopped at the O ub
Carioca. That's a nifty spot; and the guy that runs it is smart. Joe said he'd
been talking to him- Beak Barlett."

M | eson showed sudden interest.

"Beak Barlett?" he inquired, quickly. "That's an odd ni ckname - Beak. How
did the man acquire it?"

"From his nose," returned Treefe. "Any guy with a big schnozzle is likely
to have that noniker. Only, there ain't many can match Beak Barlett."

"How | ong has he been running that night club?"

"A couple of years. Don't ask me what Beak did before that. Nobody knows.
They say he's been in on as nmany rackets as he has thunbs and fingers; but
nobody ever pinned the goods on him™

M| eson was thoughtful. H's eyes gave a nonmentary gl ance toward Cranston,
the only person to whom he had ever nentioned the Lone Tiger's hook-nosed
profile. Wsely, MIeson had kept to himself his know edge of the Tiger's side
face, to be used as an acid test of the supercrook's identity.

Noti ng no change of Cranston's expression, M|l eson was pleased. H s
secret
was safe, as he believed it would be. There were tines when M| eson regretted
what he had told Cranston regarding the Tiger's facial appearance; but this
i nci dent ended the | ast of those qual ns.

"I want you to call on this man Barlett," said MIleson to Treefe,
fl ashi ng
anot her significant look in Cranston's direction. "Fromwhat you say, he is
t he
sort of person who m ght have unusual information."

"He's got that, all right," assured Treefe. "Say" -the private dick's
tone
became wi se - "you're not thinking that Beak m ght be the Lone Tiger, are you,
M. MIeson?"

"OfF course not!" exclained MIleson, hastily. "But be tactful, Treefe. Let
Barl ett assume that you are checking on facts that m ght be of value to
| nspect or Cardona."

Noting Treefe's nod, M| eson added:

"At the sane tine, learn all you can about Barlett. He may know nore than



we suppose."

VWhen The Shadow | eft Mleson's, a half hour later, he went directly to
hi s
sanctum He arrived there just after mdnight, and found a tiny |ight glow ng
on
the wall - a signal that Burbank had a report to make.

Thr ough ear phones that he lifted froma polished table, The Shadow heard
news that pleased him Both Ciff and Hawkeye had done nore than spot Goofer
Shayne; they had tal ked with the wanted nob | eader

That neeting promised further results, of a sort that mght do nuch to
shape The Shadow s future plans.

Agai n, The Shadow knew

CHAPTER XV
THE Tl GER MOVES

IT was nearly six o' clock the next afternoon when Fred Treefe nade his
call on Beak Barlett. Treefe had tried to nmake the visit earlier, but hadn't
succeeded. Beak's business hours didn't begin until around six o'clock, and
ran
fromthen on until three in the norning.

There were early diners in the Club Carioca, but Treefe scarcely noticed
t hem whil e being conducted to Beak's office. In the paneled room he found the
hook- nosed racketeer awaiting himwith a pleased snile

"Hel |l o, gunshoe!" greeted Beak. "What are you doing - |ooking over the
wai ters? Who sent you - Cardona?"

Such luck left Treefe wordl ess.

"Joe was around here last night," continued Beak, "asking about a guy
naned Korza, who was on ny pay roll. | should have figured that you'd cone
next. |If anybody can solve the servant problem you're the guy."

Treefe gave his usual w se nod.

"I was talking to Joe," he said, as though making an adm ssion. "He's

been
covering the night spots, and he wanted nme to foll ow al ong."

"Runni ng kind of late, aren't you?"

"Sure! I'mdoing all the heavy work. If Joe don't lanp a nug that rem nds
hi m of some nobby, he runs along. The real checkup job is mne."

To Treefe's satisfaction, Beak took the statenment at face val ue. Opening
a
desk drawer, Beak rummaged through a batch of papers and finally tossed an old
letter on the desk.

"That's all | have on Korza," he said. "A letter of recommendation from
t he manager of the Hotel Goliath. That got himhis job here. But he quit a few
days ago, like I told Cardona."

Treefe read the letter several tines over. He was sinply stalling for
time, hoping that Beak would say nore. It was a systemthat worked, even with
so keen a person as Beak

"I thought you were working for old Mleson," remarked Beak, suddenly.
"The guy that wants to hand over a hundred grand, to get even with sone
bi g- shot that nobody ever heard of."

"Yeah, | work for Mleson," returned Treefe. "But he hasn't been getting
anywhere. He made friends with the police conm ssioner and decided to let him
handle it."

"Whi ch sort of put you on the shel f?"

"I't would have, if | hadn't used the bean. | talked M1l eson into keeping
me on the pay roll. So he fixed it for me to work; kind of ex libris, MIleson
called it."

Beak gave a chuckl e.



"You nmean ex officio," he corrected. "Next tine you' re |ooking at books
in

Mleson's library, you' d better read one, instead of stopping at the book

pl ate."

Treef e snapped his fingers.

"That's where | seen ex libris,” he remenbered. "On a | abel inside the
cover of a book. Al Mleson's books are like that. Wth his nane printed
there, too."

Pret ended dunbness was Treefe's best bet. It was working well on this
occasion. It produced a question from Beak; one that the racketeer thought
woul d be safe with Treefe.

"What about this old duck Cadbury?" asked Beak. "The guy Krenp worked

for.
D dn't he have any other servants?"

"Only a secretary," replied Treefe. "But she don't cone under the head of
nmy specialty - domestic help."

"What is she? Sonme wall-eyed ol d mai d?"

"No. She's a looker. | was talking to her this afternoon, when | stopped
in there. Her nane's Marion Del mar."

Beak gave a chuckl e.

"Date her up for dinner sone tine," he suggested. "Bring her down here.
"Il pay the check. 1'd like to see your idea of a good-Iooking dane."

AS Beak finished, his smle faded. He was | ooking past Treefe, toward the
of fice door. Thinking that he had seen it nove, Beak stepped across and opened
the door. No one was outside; Beak didn't notice Lanont Cranston, seated at
hi s
tabl e of the night before.

nserving Treefe's interest in the occurrence, Beak resumed his smle

"Thought | heard sonme one knock," he said. "Maybe it was Henri, the head
waiter. I'd better ook himup. Help yourself to a cigar, Treefe, while I'm
gone.

Treefe had a pocketful of cigars by the tinme the door closed; but he
didn't stop with that. Sw nging around the desk, he yanked the top drawer open
and began to runmage through letters and ot her papers that he found. Hurriedly
sel ecting certain ones that suited him he stuffed themin a side pocket of
hi s
coat .

He was bothered by the same worry that had influenced Beak, for it was
Treefe's turn to be on the side of the desk that let himface the door
Thr ough
pal e- bl ue tobacco snmoke, which seened a permanent institution in Beak's
of fice,

Treefe fancied the door was open to the space of about one inch. Shoving the
drawer shut, the dick regained his chair, expecting Beak's i mediate return

It was several minutes before Beak did arrive, and by then, Treefe had
managed to conpose hinself. Remarking that he was due for dinner at MIleson's,
and woul d probably hear from Cardona while there, Treefe made his departure.

Soon after the dick had gone, Beak, his eyes fixed steadily on the door
pi cked up the tel ephone and dialed a nunber. It was CGoofer's voice that
answer ed.

"You were right about the dane," said Beak, in a low, cold tone. "It
| ooks
like she's the one that works for Cadbury. No use in taking chances. W'll go
through with it like | suggested when |I called you this afternoon. After that
Ml eson."

Lanmont Cranston was nowhere near the office door when Beak made that
call.



Hs interest in the place seened to have ended after Treefe had gone. In |ess
than hal f an hour, however, Cranston received a call of his own. It was Henri
who brought word that he was wanted on the tel ephone.

The Shadow took that call in a booth that was situated in the | obby. The
tone that he heard was Burbank's, and the contact man's information brought an
abrupt end to Cranston's hal f-finished dinner

Entering Me's cab outside the Club Carioca, The Shadow opened a suitcase
that lay on the seat and began rapid changes in attire, while Me drove al ong
dar kened streets.

WHEN, at nine o'clock, Beak Barlett told Henri that he was going out to
| ook over a location for a new night club, the head waiter detected nothing
sinister in his enployer's tone. He knew that Beak had tal ked of starting a
second ni ght club, and wished himluck at finding a suitable site.

It was also at nine o' clock that Marion Delmar, returning froma late
dinner, met Fred Treefe conming fromthe door of Cadbury's apartnent house. The
private detective greeted her with a very sour snile

"\Where' ve you been, beautiful ?" he gruffed. "That boss of yours told ne |
could await and talk to you."

"About what ?" demanded Marion, not pleased by Treefe's style of greeting.
"There is nothing new regardi ng Krenp."

"I"ve got a line on a guy naned Korza," explained Treefe. "He used to be
a
waiter, and | thought naybe Krenp knew him"

"I know not hing of Krenp's acquai ntances," said Marion, inpatiently. "
have told you that a hundred times, M. Treefel™

The dick tilted his derby-topped head. "Sure Krenp never took you to any
of those night clubs?"

To repress her anger, Marion bit her lips. Treefe was not fazed.

"He used to go to the Club Carioca, Krenp did," persisted Treefe. "That's
where Korza worked. Ever see the place?"

"Never!"

"You ought to. It's a classy joint. How about you and me havi ng di nner
down there soon?"

"I"'msorry, M. Treefe." Marion's words were polite, but her tone had
bite. "I have other engagenents."

"For all next week?"

"For all next year!"

Pivoting on a tiny heel, the girl entered the apartnent house. Treefe
ti ghtened his derby on his head, shoved a cigar into his nouth, and nuttered
to
hi nsel f as he went down the steps. Forgetting that econony hel ped pad his
expense account, he gestured at the first cab that passed. Seated in the taxi,
Treefe gave M| eson's address and told the driver to get himthere in a hurry.

Mari on, neanwhile, had entered Cadbury's office, to find her elderly
enpl oyer in a very weary nmood. Cadbury's hair was nore runpled than usual; his
gl asses were crooked, though he did not know it. He shook his head
i mpatiently,
when Marion sat down at her desk

"No nore work tonight," spoke Cadbury, testily. "I can't blane you for
not
returni ng sooner, Marion, because you did not go out until an hour ago. But |
wi sh you had been here to dispose of our npbst obnoxi ous pest."

"You nean Treefe?"

"Who el se could | nean?" Cadbury's tone was peevish. "Again and again, he
cones here. Always with the same question: what else do | know about Kremp? If
it isn't Krenp, it's Krenp's friends. |I've told himthat | never net any of
them™

"The last tine Treefe came here,"” recalled Marion, "I asked himto stay



away in the future."

"So did |I," declared Cadbury, "but he clains that he was told to cone
here
by that old dotard who enpl oys him You know the man | nmean. M| estone, or
what ever his nane is."

"M leson," corrected Marion. "Maybe he doesn't |ike having Treefe around,
any nore than we do."

"That may explain it. Anyway, | have given up all thought of working late
toni ght. You may go, Marion."

THE office light went out as soon as Marion had left. Running up to her
apartment, Marion picked up a handbag that she had forgotten and started
downstairs again. There was still tinme to catch the feature picture at the
nei ghbor hood theater. It was a novie that she had waited a long while to see.

She coul dn't have been upstairs mere than five or six mnutes, yet she
noticed a change in the lower hall. The Iight had gone out, producing darkness
out side the door to Cadbury's office, and as Marion |listened, she was sure
t hat
she heard sounds in the gl oom

It couldn't be Cadbury; he wouldn't have turned out the light, and he
woul d be in bed by this time. Renenbering the door fromthe side hall, Marion
decided to reach the office through Cadbury's apartnment. Fortunately, she had
a
duplicate key to that door; one that she had forgotten to return to Cadbury.

The door, however, was unl ocked when Marion tried it. Overtaxed by his
talk with Treefe, Cadbury had probably taken it for granted that the |atch was
set. Entering, Marion closed the door and stole through the stilled hallway of
t he darkened apartnent.

She didn't want to disturb Cadbury, unless sonething really happened to
be
wrong, so she tiptoed past the closed door of his bedroom Sounds had ended
from
t he hal l way beyond the office; but in the darkness, Marion sensed a new fear.

The inpression would not |eave her. It seenmed that someone was cl ose by
in
t he bl ackened hall. Soneone, perhaps, who had entered the unl ocked door ahead
of
her! Spurred by that dread, Marion increased her pace, alnost stunmbling in her
haste to reach the office.

Past the connecting door, she caught her breath. It wasn't wholly dark,
here in the office, because a street |anp cast a gl ow t hrough the unshaded
front windows. In fact, she could see the whole roomand there was no one
hiding init. Marion began a relieved sigh

That sigh died with an instinctive gasp. Cold steel pressed between
Marion's shoul ders, through the slitted opening at the back of her dress. She
knew t hat she felt a revolver muzzle, poked fromthe darkened hall behind her

There was sonething el se that Marion saw against the office wall, as her
head gave a chance turn. It was a giant sil houette, cast against that inner
wall; a thing with an ugly beak-nosed profile that synmbolized the face that
bl ocked the light fromthe w ndow.

Marion's captor, the nman who cast that evil grotesque sil houette, was
Krenp's nurderer - the Lone Tiger

CHAPTER XVI
THE NEW MOB

TI ME seened at a standstill for Marion, while she waited for that gun to



bl ast between her shoulders. It couldn't be that seconds were passing, because
she coul d think of nothing but instant death fromthe hand of the Lone Tiger

Yet tinme did pass; and Marion suddenly realized it, when she found
her sel f
nmovi ng forward under the prod of the gun point. Next, she was turned about
toward the wi ndows past Cadbury's desk. There she stopped; the gun drew away,
but a hissed voice told her not to nove.

There was the crinkle of paper. The Lone Tiger was searching the desk.
What it was he wanted, Marion couldn't guess, for she had arranged all of
Cadbury's papers this very afternoon. They all related to real estate and
ot her
busi ness matters. None of them concerned the Lone Tiger

Then she recalled those letters that Krenp had witten to his aunt. It
could be that the Lone Tiger had | earned of their delivery to Cadbury. But it
happened that Cadbury had given themto Cardona. Therefore, the nmaster crook
was meki ng a usel ess search

Qdd, how coolly she was sunming it all. But what woul d happen when the
Ti ger found his search in vain?

Wuld it be murder, then? O would he sneak out again, letting Marion
shout for Cadbury? The Tiger mght do just that; for her screans would
certainly attract no nore persons than a gunshot. Perhaps the Tiger would
or der
her to remain silent and stay where she was. If he did, Marion prom sed
her sel f
she woul d.

Thr ough her brain was drunm ng the thought that the Lone Tiger had a
calculating mnd; that his nmurders - those of Krenmp and Erwig - had been
directed agai nst persons who actually knew who he was. Possibly Marion's own
i gnorance woul d cause himto let her remain alive.

Thus, Marion held hope, until she heard a sound fromthe office door. It
was begi nni ng again, that scraping noise that had stopped before she had
entered by way of the apartnment. Wth it, the paper's crinkle ended. The Lone
Tiger was no |longer at the desk. H s gun again between Marion's shoul ders, he
gritted a netallic order in her ear:

"Stay where you are! A single nmove -

He conpleted the sentence by a hard press of the muzzle, which nmade
Mari on

i magi ne that the gun was still against her back ten seconds after it was gone.
A

slight creak fromthe hallway reveal ed that the Tiger had withdrawn to that
wat chi ng post. But Marion sensed that the revolver still covered her

Her hands half lifted, she heard the office door creak inward. O her
i nvaders, coming fromthat direction, had picked the |ock. Froma nedl ey of
| ow
whi spers cane one that had a raucous touch

"There's the noll! Over by the w ndow "

THE speaker bounded past the desk, straight for Marion. Realizing that
t he
Lone Tiger would not shoot with these others in the room Marion wenched
away.

She was too late; there was time for neither struggles nor screams. Her arns
were tw sted behind her, a hand cl apped across her nouth.

The leering face that showed by light fromthe wi ndow was that of Goofer
Shayne. Anot her nobster aided himin suppressing the prisoner. VWile they were
thrusting her back into a big easy-chair that was Cadbury's favorite, Marion
saw a third man at the office door, watching, ready with a gun

Sonehow, these | esser crooks seenmed fangl ess, conpared with the Lone
Tiger. Once in the chair, Marion began a struggle when they tried to bind her.



They al ready had adhesi ve over her lips, and her wists were pinned, but she
ki cked furiously at CGoofer when he tried to bind her ankles.

That was when the third thug intervened. Wth Goofer fighting to contro
Marion's lashing | egs, the fell ow stepped over fromthe door and caught her
feet. H s hands tugged, leaving the girl shoeless. Wthin a few seconds, a
strap was around her ankl es.

"That took the kick out of them kicks of yours," grunted Goofer. "Shove
t hem brogans on her hoofs again, SIim She can't do nothing with them"

Slimobliged. Marion could see his face against the window It was pasty,
cadaver ous.

"Ever hear of the Tiger Mb?" queried Goofer, pushing his face close to
Marion's. "That's us! But not the same outfit that used to be. W' re the new
mob - and we ain't making the m stakes the old crew did.

"Not a chance! W ain't croaking nobody, not when there's any way to find
it out. But that ain't hel ping you, cutey face. Because nobody's w se that we
grabbed you except the Lone Tiger, and he's in on it. So you can kiss yourself
good- by, baby!"

Mari on knew only too well that the Lone Tiger was "in on it"; fromhis

lurking spot in the darkened hall, he had viewed the capture. She could see a
good reason why the Tiger had |left her standing by the window Wth this
nmur der ous crew on hand, he hadn't needed to supply the kill hinself.

Her ears strained, Marion thought that she could hear the hidden master
crook moving out through the hall that led to the other side of the apartnment.
Then, for a nonent, she was worrying over others, not herself.

"Take a gander, Hoppy." Coofer was speaking to the other nobster. "Make
sure that old cluck Cadbury ain't awake. It's time we was starting down to see
that simp MIleson. Wn't he feel smart when we tell himto cough over his
hundred grand."

FORTUNATELY, from Marion's viewpoint, Hoppy heard no sounds from Cadbury.
He wasn't sure which was the bedroom so he listened at all the doors. Coning

back, he mentioned the exit at the far end of the hall, and Goofer decided to
use it. Carrying Marion as if she were no nore than straw, Slim and Hoppy | ed
t he way.

Coof er, conming al ong behind, listened again to be sure that Cadbury was

asl eep. He passed the others at the side door of the apartnent house; told
t hem
to wait, while he brought the car. Goofer was gone at |east five m nutes,
whi ch
made Marion sure that he had contacted the Lone Tiger during that tinme.
It was evident that Goofer was working under special orders. Wen his
pal s
had put Marion in the rear seat of their old sedan, he hopped on the running
board and told themto get started. They'd gone a bl ock, when the nob | eader
spoke through the w ndow
"This is where I'mdropping off. Get rid of the dane and do it right! The
Tiger's down at Mleson's by this tine, waiting for ne to show up with the
nob.
If you can nake it inside half an hour, come along."
Hoppy was driving the car. He showed speed as soon as Goofer had dropped
of f. Marion heard Slimgrow:
"N x, Hoppy! W don't want no argunent with coppers. Don't give her the
gas until we've dunped the noll."
Sl owi ng down, Hoppy travel ed sout hward, crisscrossing occasionally to
ot her avenues. After squinting in the mrror several tines, he said anxiously:
"Sonebody's tailing us!"
Slimsnorted; but Hoppy insisted that another car was on their trail. He
began to shove the accelerator closer to the floor board. Slimprotested.
"Take a | ook yourself," insisted Hoppy. "It's a cab that's tailing us.



He'll be riding our bunper, if we don't nove along."

Slim | ooked back. Hi s own tone becane anxious, and Marion felt a new
thrill of hope. In recent mnutes, she had been experiencing the horrible
regret that she had not shown wit enough to send word to The Shadow before it
was too |ate.

Per haps The Shadow had made up for Marion's om ssion, by |earning
bef orehand, that Goofer intended to abduct her! Though the Lone Tiger had
surprised Marion in advance, it was possible that The Shadow had been cl ose.

Renenbering that The Shadow s agents had at tinmes been near her apartnent
house, Marion convinced herself that word nust have reached her protector. If
he had found the trail, her chances for life were great; for she heard Hoppy
say:

"We can't make the water front, Slim We'Il be boxed when we ride into
that dead end."

Slim to Marion's dismay, didn't share Hoppy's concern

"Head east a bl ock," ordered the cadaverous thug, "then go three south,
doubl e back, and cut into the parking lot on the left. The one Goofer told us
about . "

"He didn't tell me," retorted Hoppy. "Wwen was it he told you?"

"Whil e he had you working on the door at Cadbury's. He says the ot has
an
alley through to the next street, and a couple of guys are waiting there, in a
wheel er. "

"Just for a pinch like this? Goofer sure knows his stuff!"

SPEEDI NG up, Hoppy followed the directions that Slim had given him but
the trailing taxi clung close. Wth the parking lot in sight, Slim]looked
back,
then formed a quick plan.

"Hit right through the lot," he told Hoppy. "If that hack comes up on us,
we'll pile out and get whoever is in it. The guys that are waiting will know
it's us. They'll take the noll."

There was a screech of brakes, as the sedan swng in fromthe street.
Hoppy roared the car right through the lot, janmed the brakes, as he saw
anot her sedan waiting in the alley. Ri ght behind, canme the glaring headlights
of the cab

Slimwas out before the sedan stopped. He nade for the cab, ignoring the
ducki ng driver. Yanking open the door, Slimpounced into the rear. Hoppy,
com ng around fromthe other side, heard a warning yell just as he yanked the
opposite door.

A figure lunged outward. It wasn't Slin he had al ready been elim nated
as
a factor in this fray. The fighter that flung upon Hoppy was cl oaked in bl ack
above the head that wore a slouch hat, his gloved hand swng a heavy gun

Hoppy had no chance to shoot. He managed to ward the blow and start a
grappl e; but another stroke found his skull and I eft him sensel ess. Marion was
right; The Shadow had pl anned her rescue. He was the fighter fromthat cab

But the battle, rapid though it was, did not bring the result that the
captive girl expected. Wile Slimand Hoppy had been rushing back to the cab
two other men had piled fromthe car parked in the alley. They yanked Marion
out of the stalled car and into theirs. One of themwas at the wheel, shoving
the car into gear the instant that The Shadow di sposed of Hoppy.

Then the car was on its way, whizzing through to the next street, off on
a
rapid flight that could only have been traced through an i medi ate chase. Such
pursuit was inpossible, for the car that Slimand Hoppy had abandoned was in
the nmouth of the alley, blocking The Shadow s cab.

VWen the cab finally swng around a corner, its driver, Mpe, could sight
no trace of the swift sedan that had carried Marion away. Nor could The



Shadow,
a | one passenger in the cab. Transferred to another pair of captors, Marion
Del mar agai n was gone.

This time, her fate depended entirely upon the nen who had sei zed her
for
The Shadow was no | onger on the trail!

CHAPTER XVI |
CROCKS | NVADE

BLOCKS distant fromthe scene of Marion's transfer, lurking figures were
nmovi ng al ong a dark street - sone close to a wall that gave them cover, others
choosi ng the shelter of enpty cars parked al ong the curb.

Coof er Shayne had brought his assenbled crewto its planned goal: the
mansi on where Joseph M1 eson lived.

Mot | ey nobbi es, these, but the best that CGoofer had been able to recruit
on rapid notice. They had one merit: they cane cheap. CGoofer had signed them
on
a cash-and-carry basis, with nmoney supplied by Beak Barlett. Their portion of
t he hundred grand that Goofer expected to get would therefore be small.

There were a dozen in the outfit, but CGoofer intended to use nmost of them
as reserves. He pointed a few of themthrough MIleson's gate, while the rest
crouched by the wall and near the parked cars. Goofer, in turn, sidled across
the street, to see how the arrangenment | ooked. He was close to a dark doorway,
when a voi ce caused himto wheel about with drawn gun

It was Beak Barlett. The racketeer stepped out from cover, |et Goofer

have
a look at his smiling face.

"Cet themall inside the wall," toned Beak. "Then nobody's going to see
them™

"Yeah?" returned CGoofer. "Suppose sonmebody shows up?"

“I"1l flash the signal," interposed Beak, "provided they need it. Myve
theminside, | tell you. That's the way the Tiger Mob worked it two years
ago. "

Evi dently, Beak was not granting Goofer's claimthat this new nob bore
t he
Tiger stripe; at least, not until the crew had shown its ability. However,

t hat
did not annoy CGoofer at the noment. He renmenbered that the Lone Tiger had once
before directed an invasion at Mleson's, and therefore knew the ropes.

Coofer nuttered to hinself though, as he was sneaking across the street.
He shoul d have remenbered what all crine-land had di scussed two years ago: the
fact that the old Tiger Modb had occupied MIeson's grounds before entering the
house.

Soon, all Goofer's followers were through the darkened outer gate and he
was nmoving themto strategic positions outside the | arge mansion. There were
various doors that could be covered to advantage; CGoofer saw that, as he
scout ed around the mansi on. He posted nen so |lavishly, that when he reached
t he
front door again, only five of his squad were with him

No one was covering the gate. Goofer placed two nen there, instructing
themto pass the word along if a signal came from across the way. Stepping up
to the front door, he rang the bell and waited.

A servant answered. Goofer shoul dered through, threatening the startled
man with a gun. Wile the servant stood shakily, arns straight up, Goofer
beckoned his pals through. They faced the servant about, ready for a march
upstairs.

Drawi ng one thug back into the gl oony vestibule, Goofer told himto keep



the front door open.
"Don't |et nobody through, Skeet," ordered Goofer, "unless it's
i mportant.
W don't want to be bothered while we're talking with M1 eson."
Rej oi ning the two who covered the servant, Goofer gruffed questions to

t he
pri soner.

"Where are the other flunkies? Wo's upstairs with old M1 eson? Wo's
been

here, and who's due?"

FEARFULLY, the man answered. He was the only servant on duty; the others
were out, or gone to their quarters on the third floor. Fred Treefe was the
only person upstairs with MIleson, who was in the study. But there had been a
visitor, a while ago.

"I nspector Cardona was here," informed the servant, as they paused on the
grand staircase. "I was in the study when the inspector received a phone call
It nust have been inportant, because he |left at once; but he asked M. M eson
to tell the police conmm ssioner that he would be back later."

Coofer didn't ask how | ong ago Cardona had gone. It wasn't necessary,
because Beak woul d have seen the inspector |eave, had it been recent enough to
matter. Besides, Goofer was nore interested in the servant's nention of the
pol i ce conmi ssi oner.

"What did Cardona nmean, when he said tell the conm sh?" demanded Goof er
"Weston ain't here, is he?"

"He is expected," replied the servant, "but not until half past ten."

Coof er chuckled. It wasn't quite ten o' clock. That gave a half hour's
| eeway, and he figured that his business with MIeson would require no nore
than ten mnutes. It would be a good one, thought Goofer - the conm ssioner
arriving to find old Mleson in a new stew over the |oss of a hundred thousand
dol | ars.

The procession noved up the stairway, nmade the turn toward M1l eson's
study, still preceded by the servant, whose ribs were aching fromthe jabs of
Coof er's gun.

Down in the vestibule, Skeet, on the alert, heard footsteps on the steps
out side. As he turned, Skeet caught a signal - a low hiss. It was the
countersign that Goofer had given to the menbers of his ill-conmposed crew, few
of whom had known each other well until tonight.

But Skeet recognized the face that thrust into the gloony |ight when he
answered the signal. It was cadaverous and pasty-hued, but marred with signs
of
recent conbat that aroused Skeet's alarm Oozing down the arrival's forehead,
Skeet saw bl ood that signified a deep gash

"Slim" hoarsed Skeet. "Wat did you run into?"

"The Shadow," returned SIlim "He slugged me and Hoppy, while we was
getting rid of the noll."

Skeet poked his face out through the door, wangling his gun as if he
expected The Shadow to materialize on the steps.

"Don't get jittery," said Slim mopping his forehead as he stood in the
vestibule. "W shoved the dame along to a couple of other guys, and they've

got

The Shadow chasing all over town. What's nore" -Slimchuckled - "I'Il bet he
won't catch up with 'em Anyway, when | got down here, the boys by the gate
told me to go through. | gotta see Goofer. Wiere is he?"

"Upstairs." Skeet was still watching fromthe door. "He says nobody's to
go up, unless it's inportant. But you'd better go. If The Shadow s in it,
Coof er oughta know. "



VWH LE t hat conversati on was endi ng bel ow, CGoofer had reached the cl osed
door of MIleson's study. The servant was knocking there, at Goofer's order
When M| eson gave the word to enter, the servant went through the doorway
first.

He went through rapidly, for he was shoved hal fway across the fl oor
Goof er behind him swung his revol ver toward the corner where he saw M| eson
and Treefe rising in alarm After a quick glance, Goofer chose to cover
Treef e,
for the private detective was reaching for a gun

One of Goofer's pals covered Ml eson. The third thug took charge of the
servant, as the shaky man arose fromthe fl oor

"We ain't hurting nobody," announced Goofer. He had inpressed that point
time and again upon his crew. "W got business to talk over. That's all!"

M|l eson's eyes were half alarned, half puzzled. He had an idea that the
i nvasi on was not quite as desperate as it appeared. Perhaps this was Goofer's
way of bringing information regarding the Lone Tiger. M| eson recogni zed the
nmob | eader, from photographs that he had seen, and | ogically assuned that
Goof er, wanted for nmurder, would prefer to be backed by a nob, when maki ng
soci al calls.

"Very well," declared MIleson calmy. "State your business."

"I"'mcollecting that hundred grand,” growl ed Goofer. "They say you got it
here. Al right, let's see it!"

M | eson hesitated, not l|iking Goofer's tone. Then, making all owance for
the nob | eader's case, he questioned:

"Do | understand that you will give me the required information in
return?

That you are able to identify the crimnal called the Lone Tiger?"

Coof er was pronpt to nmake the nost of MIeson's nood

"Sure thing!" he returned. "That's the deal you offered, ain't it? | can
tell you who the Lone Tiger is, all right" -Goofer's chuckle was genuine in
its
conviction - "but | don't want to waste no tinme about it. So let's see the
kal e."

Treefe shifted, as if to speak a | owvoiced objection in MIleson's ear
Goofer's glare, a nudge of his gun, caused the dick to desist.

Wth quiet dignity, MIleson wal ked to the |large safe and began to turn

t he
conbi nati on. As usual, he bl ocked sight of the process with his body; but one
hand was visible; the other was obviously busy with the conbi nation

The safe canme open. Goofer told another man to cover Treefe. The
nob- | eader approached M| eson, watched the gray-haired man bring out an obl ong
box. The cover was lifted; onto a table M| eson poured stacks of bank notes,
all of high denoninations.

"Count it," ordered Goofer, greedily. "Run through "emfast."

M | eson obliged. Goofer told himto put the cash back in the box and
| eave
it on the table. Wiile MIeson was thus engaged, Coofer queried:

"That mazuma ain't marked?"

"I give you ny word that it is not," replied Mleson, with all his
dignity. "The noney is yours, provided' -MIleson was resting his hand upon the

cl osed box - "that you tell me who the Lone Tiger is.
Coofer's greedy gaze went toward the safe.
"Any nore dough in there?" he demanded. "If there is, cough it over!"

M LESON S eyes went stern. They net CGoofer's with an unyi el di ng
expression. Lips set, MIleson understood at |last that this was an actual raid,
with robbery its purpose. Under such circunstances, he did not intend to give
an inch.

"I told you we weren't hurting nobody," gritted CGoofer, suddenly. "That's



because we don't want you hounding us, like you did with the old Tiger Mb
But

if I croak you, M. Big Dough, you won't be on deck to try that stuff again!
Savvy that ?"

VWet her or not such prospect had occurred to Mleson, he net it with a
snmle. An odd smle, that made Goofer squint in puzzled fashion. Right at this
nmonent, Goofer was "putting on the heat" as he terned it, backing his grow
with a gun thrust calcul ated to make M I eson quail

Yet the man that Goofer called M. Big Dough was treating the whol e thing
as a j oke!

Under st andi ng cane suddenly to Goofer. It came in the shape of a rounded
gun nuzzle, that pressed its col dness agai nst the nob | eader's neck. The chil
was acconpani ed by a whi spered |laugh close to Goofer's ear; a tone that made
the nob | eader begin an instinctive wheel.

Then Goof er was frozen hal fway around, his gun dropping fromhis fist, to
thud the floor. He saw his two thugs; also startled by the |laugh, they turned
from Treefe and the servant. Like Goofer, they faced The Shadow

One gun agai nst Goofer's neck, The Shadow had anot her ready, sweeping
back
and forth fromman to man. But his need to think of three was very tenporary.
A
door had shoved open across the room In stepped |Inspector Joe Cardona,
revol ver in hand.

As cornered thugs let their guns fall, Fred Treefe pulled a stubby .38
from his pocket and copi ed Cardona's exanple of covering a crook. Wth both of
Goofer's foll owers hel pl ess, The Shadow concentrated upon the nob | eader
al one.

To Joseph Ml eson, that changed scene was nore than a triunmph over crine.
He viewed it purely as a foretaste of sonething else to conme. Sonehow, M| eson
knew that the arrival of The Shadow presaged the finish of a | ong, arduous
quest.

Tonight, the identity of the Lone Tiger would be disclosed - through the
efforts of The Shadow

CHAPTER XVI | |
THE DEATH THRUST

SECONDARY events unravel ed thenselves in Mleson's mind. He realized that
t he phone call which Cardona had answered must have come from The Shadow. In
fact, Joe had come here tonight as if expecting something, wthout know ng
what
it was.

The call had come only a short while before Goofer and his nob invaded.
Goof er hadn't questioned the servant on that point, taking it for granted that
Cardona had gone out. But the ace inspector had stayed.

Instructions from The Shadow were the sort that Joe never ignored. He had
stepped into a side roomthat opened, by a connecting door, to MIleson's
st udy,
and had there stayed on watch. Al the while that Goofer had been pressing
M | eson, Cardona had kept the nob | eader covered.

Then, Joe al one had seen The Shadow arriving just as he had proni sed when
he called. He had come in fromthe hallway, unnoticed by the two thugs, who
were quite as busy as CGoofer.

It didn't occur to Cardona that The Shadow had made a nost renarkabl e
entry, for Joe knew nothing of the cordon that surrounded the mansion. This
| ooked |i ke an easy victory; and if Goofer knew anything about the Lone Tiger
Cardona was confident that he would spill it. Crooks had a habit of talking
when The Shadow applied the pressure. Cardona was interested in seeing that



happen.

So interested, in fact, that he neglected an inportant duty. The Shadow
was speaking to Goofer in sibilant tones that the captured crook could not
ignore. He wasn't putting questions; he was putting brief statements that he
expected Goofer to conplete. At any rate, The Shadow was busy, and it was
Cardona's job to watch the door. Joe forgot that detail

Foot steps were creeping along the hallway. Cardona was too intense to
hear
them Goofer, shrunken before The Shadow s gaze, was staring in the hall's
direction. He may have seen sonething there and given away the fact by sone
flash of his eyes. Or The Shadow, ever alert, may have heard what Cardona
didn't. Wich case was true, was sonething that renmai ned unanswered in the
excitement of what occurred.

VWi ppi ng suddenly about, The Shadow made a quick tw st across the room
st abbi ng shots for the hallway as he went. A gun barked in answer, its
changi ng
aimonly inches behind the fleeting figure in black. There were five shots
fired
in that rapid duel; three by the man in the hall, two by The Shadow.

Two proved better than three. There was a howl fromthe hallway, as a
wounded nman fell. But battle was by no nmeans finished. Cardona and Treefe,
swi nging to The Shadow s aid, forgot the nobsters they covered. Like Goofer,

t he others grabbed for their guns.

They were off for the door, all of them turning to fire at The Shadow. A
bad attenpt, for they couldn't come rapidly to aimw th guns that they had
scooped fromthe floor. The Shadow s quick-drilled shots clipped two of them
Cardona added a bullet that spraw ed one of the staggering pair. But the third
man, protected by the bodies of the other two, kept on. As chance had it, the
lucky fugitive was CGoofer.

IN the hall, Goofer tripped over Skeet's withing form It was the man
fromthe front door who had duel ed with The Shadow, for Skeet, hearing nothing
fromSlim had decided to cone upstairs. Goofer didn't know who it was that
tripped him and he didn't care. He sinply snarled an oath at the hapl ess
t hug,

i nstead of giving the thanks that Skeet really deserved.

For CGoofer's spraw took himbelowthe line of fire fromM Il eson's study.
Cardona, closer to the door than The Shadow, had junped in ahead, cutting off
t he bl ack-cl oaked fighter's fire. Joe didn't allow for Goofer's stunble; hence
the blasts that he fired were above the nob | eader's head.

Cardona's gun went enpty. Before Joe could rel oad, Goofer was away, for
the stairs. He swung about, hoping to take a shot at Cardona, but saw The
Shadow pushing into sight. CGoofer went down the curving staircase three steps
at atine, yelling for his crewto rally.

They were pouring in fromeverywhere, nine of them and Goofer, at the
bottom of the staircase, pointed themupward to attack. They saw The Shadow
rounding the turn of the staircase; springing toward the walls of the huge
hal |, the crooks flung about to fire.

By that tine, they were | eaderless. H's nocking | augh a strident peal of
chal | enge, The Shadow was puncturing its echoes with staccato jabs froma
brace
of automatics; and the thug to take a bullet was CGoofer, who had stopped in
t he
center of the hall, foolish enough to try and beat The Shadow to the first
shot .

O her aimng crooks were clipped; but there were enough of themto fight
on and avenge CGoofer. So they thought, but they were only seven, not nine. Two
of their nunber had dropped for shelter past the staircase, and were openi ng
fire at the rest!



Those two were The Shadow s agents:

diff Mrsland and Hawkeye. They had worked thensel ves into Goofer's nob.
Posted at side doors, they had been anmong the first to enter when the din of
upstairs battle began. They knew that The Shadow was dependi ng on them
ot herwi se he woul d not have thrust hinself in sight. And they proved as
efficient as their chief expected.

Pi cking out aimng nobsters, diff and Hawkeye told themoff with
bul | ets.

Frantic fromthe fire that flayed themfromthree directions, those thugs who
were still able took to flight.

On the staircase, snoke pouring fromhis guns, The Shadow watched the
chase that followed. Cardona and Treefe, seeing the carnage bel ow, had sprung
past the cl oaked fighter, to round up fleeing crooks. They didn't think of the
ri sk involved; but The Shadow did. That was why he waited, to prevent sone
snarly wounded thug fromtaking pot shots as the pursuers passed.

diff and Hawkeye, recognizing the situation, covered the nen cl ose by.
That freed The Shadow from his sel f-appoi nted task. Sweepi ng down the
st ai rway,
he paused only | ong enough to give terse orders.

Hi s agents were to di sarmthe wounded crooks, then nake their own getaway
t hrough the back door. It wouldn't do for themto be identified in any way
with
Goofer's nob, now that their work had been acconpli shed.

REACHI NG t he front door, The Shadow heard a shout fromthe gate. That was
the direction that Cardona and Treefe had taken, slugging down the |ast crooks
that they had overtaken. In the chase, Treefe had been the first to reach the
gate and the shout was his.

Treefe was grappling with soneone; the two were reeling toward a |ighted
patch of sidewal k, where a fire plug narked the center of an open space in the
line of parked cars. Cardona bounded to the gate to see what happened; but The
Shadow t ook a shorter course. He cut into the darkness of the lawn, to obtain
an angl ed vi ew.

Treefe reel ed suddenly fromthe side stroke of a gun. Cardona began to
shoot, and the other man answered fire.

He was backi ng away, that fellow, his zigzags saving him Cardona's shots
were rapid, but badly ained, for Joe was keeping to the shelter of the
gat eway.

As before, the police inspector was unwittingly preventing The Shadow s fire.

In the light above the fire plug, however, there was no m staking the
identity of the new foe who had started for MIeson's mansion, then found it
too late to retreat. His face, livid with its fixed smle, was the hook-nosed
count enance of Beak Barlett.

The shooting ended abruptly. Both Cardona and Beak were out of bullets.
Beak made a lunge in Joe's direction; as the inspector made an evasive duck to
lure him Beak was stopped by another fighter, who cane in again.

It was Treefe, raising a gun in half-groggy fashion. Seeing the weapon,
Beak wheel ed away. Treefe, clutching the fender of a parked car, managed to
trigger a close-range shot that clipped Beak's right shoul der. C apping his
| eft hand across his chest, Beak managed to retain his revolver with his
ri ght.

Treefe was ainmng again; and as he did, shouted for Cardona and al
ot hers
to hear:

"CGet himl Get Beak Barlett! He's the Lone Tiger!"

Cardona bounded fromthe gateway, overtaking Beak by the curb. It was The
Shadow s turn to reach the gate, just as the two began a grapple. At that sane
nmonent, a big car pulled in fromthe street, where all other passing
aut onobi | es had sped away at sound of gunfire.



It was Weston's official car. As it halted by the fire plug, the police
conmi ssi oner sprang out. Wth himcane his chauffeur; and to these newconers,
Treefe shouted the same news:

"CGet Beak - he's the Lone Tiger!"

That cry had a boomerang effect. It brought Weston and the chauffeur into
the grapple that Cardona had started, but it spurred Beak to superhunman
effort.

Despite his wounded shoul der, the racketeer flayed strokes right and left.
Whenever hi s hook-nosed face bobbed fromthe nelee, the light showed its
features leering in satanic fury.

O a sudden, Beak's assailants were sprawling, no |onger able to hold
hi m
Looki ng for sone stronghol d, Beak saw Weston's car. The chauffeur had sl anmed
the front door shut, but the rear was open. Beak started for it.

The Shadow s autonmatic was |leveled, his finger on the trigger. He stayed
that shot as another gun spoke. It was Treefe who fired - and his shot went
hone. Beak took a jolt that straightened his shoul ders; he would have fallen
had his left hand not caught the car door

Wth a stunble, Beak rolled through to the floor; his hand, com ng up,
managed to tug the door shut. Treefe, seeing others come too slowy to their
feet, dashed forward hoping to get at Beak through the open wi ndow in the car
door.

Scarcely had the dick reached the fire plug, when Beak's face |ooned at
the window. It was grotesque, distorted, its smle gone. One glinpse of that
face told that Beak had received a nortal wound; but Treefe wasn't satisfied.

He sprang fromcurb to car step; Beak's head and shoul ders shifted,

[ ungi ng out to neet him Through the wi ndow, a |aboring hand thrust its gun
agai nst Treefe's heart. Before the dick could drop back, the gun spoke. Wen
Treefe cane away, he fell, stabbed by a bullet that spelled his own finish.
Beak had managed to reload his gun for a final shot.

The gun dropped fromthe wi ndow, clattering on the step. A last w sp of
snoke was coiling lazily fromthe nmuzzl e when Beak's body, waving stiffly at
t he car w ndow, sagged forward.

One drooping arm sliding outside the wi ndow, drew Beak's head with it.
H s features frozen, without regaining their lost smle, Beak's glazed eyes
bul ged from each side of his conspicuous nose, as though taking a |ast view of
Treefe.

PRONE upon the curb, Treefe groaned as Weston tried to lift him Cardona,
reaching the car door, yanked it open. Beak's body, its whole weight thrown
agai nst the door, came pitching outward.

The racketeer was dead.

Cars were goi ng past again, as The Shadow stepped swiftly toward the
parked row at the curb. He was coming close, to view the double death scene
fromhis own vantage point. By the time The Shadow had approached Weston's
car,
he saw M1l eson hurrying fromthe mansion gate

In a few noments, Ml eson had heard Cardona's account of that final duel

"It's Beak Barlett," said Joe, pointing to the dead racketeer. "Treefe
clipped him but Beak got himlater. W heard Treefe yell that Beak was -"

"The Lone Tiger!" interrupted MIleson. "I heard that shout, too. Wat is
nore" -he was gazing at Beak's profile, plain against the dark asphalt -
"Treefe was right."

It was Weston who recogni zed the certainty of MIleson's tone.

"Do you mean," questioned the comm ssioner, "that you knew who the Lone
Ti ger was, while we doubted his very existence?"

"I saw the Lone Tiger," assured MIleson, "and | know that the face you
see
there could be his. Both Treefe and | have tal ked about Beak Barlett, though



only Treefe had interviewed him Poor Treefe perhaps had already gotten the
proof!"

As Ml eson spoke, Treefe stirred.

Hs head lifted in death agony. H s |ips nuttered:

"Cadbury... find Cadbury -"

"Can Cadbury hel p us?" questioned M| eson, bending beside the dying man.
"Can he give us the proof we need?"

Treefe's |ips noved, but they were wordless. H s head managed a nod. From
his voiceless lips trickled a dying sigh. H s body, quivering with a fina
spasm slunped fromthe curb

There was a whi sper in the darkness, that phrased a grim nirthless
| augh.

The Shadow had departed, but his return would come soon. To whatever proof
Cadbury m ght produce identifying Beak Barlett as the Lone Tiger, The Shadow
woul d add facts of his own.

CHAPTER XI X
THE PROOF

I T was an hour |ater, when David Cadbury arrived at M| eson's nansion
Phone calls to his apartnent had failed to awaken him but Cardona had gone
there in an official car and had pounded at doors of office and apartnment
unti |
Cadbury had finally aroused.

Hearing the details of all that had happened, Cadbury had curbed his
first
annoyance at being wakened in what he ternmed the "niddle of the night." He had
sent Cardona up to rouse Marion, to hel p himgather papers. Wen the inspector
had failed to find the girl, Cadbury had been forced to do the task hinself.

Al the way to Ml eson's, Cadbury was nuttering over the fact that Marion
had not been in her apartnment. It was after el even o' clock, and she was sel dom
out that late, except on her evening off. Cadbury couldn't understand it.

VWen they arrived at Mleson's, they joined a group in the study. Wston
was there with Mleson, but he had not been able to locate his friend
Cranston,
who woul d have nmade a wel cone addition to the conference. A pair of
headquarters
detectives were in attendance; and the rest of the gathering was ill-assorted.

Seated glumy in their chairs, guarded by the watchful detectives, were
four menmbers of CGoofer's nob. Al wore bandages, but they were the |east
crippled of the crew The rest of those who were still alive, had gone to the
hospital and stayed there.

In brisk manner, Weston sumed facts for Cadbury's benefit.

"These prisoners" -the comni ssioner gestured toward the gallery of toughs

"tell us that their |eader, called Goofer Shayne, was working for the Lone
Tiger. You recall Shayne, of course, M. Cadbury. He was the killer who
mur dered Krenp. "

Cadbury nodded.

"When | nspector Cardona and Fred Treefe pursued the fleeing nmob," resuned
Weston, "they encountered Beak Barlett outside these grounds. Treefe shouted
that Barlett was the Lone Tiger. In the duel that foll owed, both Treefe and
Beak were slain. Treefe, dying, said that you could supply the proof that Beak
was the Lone Tiger."

Wearily, Cadbury shook his head. He opened the brief case that he had
brought with him

"Time and again," he declared, "I told Treefe the sane thing: that | knew
not hi ng about Krenp's acquai ntances. Tonight, he called again. He tal ked about
this man Beak Barlett, and a waiter named Korza. | had never heard of either



"I'n hope that Treefe woul d cease annoying ne, | opened the bottom drawer
of my filing cabinet, where |I keep all ny old real-estate records, and |let him
| ook through them so that he would know that he had seen everything in the
pl ace.

"Treefe left many papers strewn on ny desk, and | was so tired that |
nmerely dunped themin a drawer. Here they are, for | have brought them al
along. If Treefe gleaned anything fromthem you will find it there."

EAGER hands sorted the papers. As Cadbury said, they were nostly expired
rental contracts, old insurance papers, and other discarded docunents that had
to do with real-estate transactions. It was Weston who found the first item
that prom sed val ue.

"This has Krenp's nane on it!" he exclainmed. "Do you recognize this, M.
Cadbury?"

Peering through his blue-tinted gl asses, Cadbury studi ed the docunment. He
nodded.

"It is an accident insurance policy," he declared, "that | had issued for
Krenp when he becane ny chauffeur. It was in his possession until a year ago,
when | gave himthe new policy instead."

"I remenber the new one,"” put in Cardona. "W found it in Krenp's place.

I
think we have it here, with other exhibits."
"This old policy," said Cadbury, slowy,

must have been put anong the
old

papers by m stake. M ss Del mar woul d renmenber; we mght call her apartnment and
ask her."

"Hardly necessary," observed Weston. "An insurance policy could have no
bearing on the matter of the Lone Tiger."

The conmi ssi oner changed that opinion, as soon as he had given it.
Cadbury
had opened the insurance policy; frombetween its pages dropped sonme ot her
sheets of paper. Cadbury caught themas they struck his lap; inpatiently
noti oni ng ot her hands away, he began to read them

Suddenl y, Cadbury's eyes went very w de. They showed an avid spark
t hr ough
his dark spectacles. Rising fromhis chair, he clutched the papers close to
hi s
body with one scrawny hand, while his other thrust back the shaggy hair that
had trailed nop-like toward his gl asses.

"What a fool |'ve been!" exclained Cadbury hoarsely. Then, with a sharp
cluck of glee: "Tell me, M. Mleson. Wiat is the nature of this reward that
you have of fered?"

"One hundred thousand dollars,"” returned M1l eson, "for proof leading to
the capture of the Lone Tiger, dead or alive."

Cadbury licked his tight-drawn |ips.

"You regard Beak Barlett as the Lone Tiger," he asserted, "but you are
goi ng only on the unsupported statenment of Fred Treefe. You cannot regard that
as concl usive. "

"Wthout proof - no," agreed M| eson. "Furthernmore, Treefe was in ny
enpl oy, and therefore ineligible for the reward."

"Then the reward is still open?"

"Certainly! The noney is on that table, in the netal box that lies
there."”

Cadbury swung triunphantly to Weston and Cardona, waving the papers that
he hel d.

"You heard?" he demanded. "That is why | am giving these docunents to M.
Ml eson. The fact that Treefe saw them toni ght nmeans nothing. They bel onged to
me and Treefe knew it. Treefe may be dead" -Cadbury shook his head sorrowfully

"but he was a sharp one."



M | eson reached for the papers, saying as he did: "If this proof is
sati sfactory, the noney goes to you, M. Cadbury."

OVER M | eson's shoul ders, Weston and Cardona saw that the papers were
letters; one in Ionghand, which Joe recognized inmediately as Krenp's witing.
Cardona produced one of the letters that Krenp had witten to his aunt, so
t hat
the two coul d be comnpared.

The note was undated; it was addressed to Mleson, and it stated:

DEAR SIR In return for a suitable reward, | can supply you wth
i mpor t ant
i nformati on regarding the actual |eader of the Tiger Mb. If you are
i nterested,
insert an ad in the personal colum of the Classic, addressing it with ny
initial.
K

The next letter, typewitten, was a nonth old by its date. It expl ai ned,
in part, why Krenp's own letter had not been nmailed. It was addressed to
Kremp,
and it was signed by Beak Barlett.

The letter stated that if Krenmp would call at the C ub Carioca, Beak
woul d
pay himthe thousand dollars that he "owed for services rendered,” and that he
was sure "another deal could be arranged." But there was another letter, from
Beak to Krenp, dated the day before Krenp's death. It stated:

DEAR KREMP: You know why |'ve been handi ng you dough. | haven't forgotten
the crack you nade, one tinme, about how old M| eson would pay plenty if he
knew
I ran the Tiger Mdb.

You were right. The old guy has got the same idea. But |'ve handed you
plenty to forget it. Don't let that reward stuff throw you. Get rid of this
letter and keep your trap buttoned, or you'll be paid off with something
di fferent than dough.

The second typewitten letter, like the first, was signed with Beak's
usual signature: "J. F. Barlett." Cardona conpared those signatures wth
Beak' s
driver's license, which had been found in the big-shot's pocket. They mat ched.

"Somet hi ng comes back to me," recalled Cadbury. "Krenp was in ny office
the day before he was nurdered. That file drawer was open. He nust have put
t he
papers in it hinmself."

"Hi dden in the insurance policy," nodded MIeson, "so they would not be
noticed, yet would be safe.”

Bot h Weston and Cardona agreed. It was the comni ssioner who added:

"It is fortunate that Krenp kept the letter he originally intended to
send
you, Mleson. It shows his intent to expose the Lone Tiger."

"Barlett's letters are sufficient,” returned M| eson. He arose, stepped
over to the table that bore the metal box. "This is yours, M. Cadbury, wth
one suggestion. Krenp had an aunt; she should be entitled to a share of the

reward. Wuld you be willing to pay her ten thousand dol | ars?"

"I ndeed, yes," returned Cadbury. "In appreciation of your generosity, M.
Ml eson."

"Then | shall add an equal sum As for Treefe, it is possible, | regret

to



admt, that he may have intended to filch those letters and claimthe reward
by

proxy. Nevertheless, he did his part when the test cane. | shall provide for
his famly."

THE box with the hundred thousand dollars under his arm Cadbury began to
bow his way toward the door. He stopped suddenly, a worried expression on his
face.

"About ny secretary, Mss Delmar," he said. "Sonehow, | cannot understand
why she has not returned to her apartment. | wi sh, inspector"” -he was turning
to Cardona - "that you would call her apartment, and if she does not answer,
begin a search for her. Perhaps -"

Cadbury's eyes had noted the row of faces along the wall. Wunded thugs

wer e exchanging shifty |l ooks. Wth a sharp exclamation, Cadbury poi nted.
Car dona wheel ed around.

"Qut with it!" snapped Joe, catching the stir anong the crooks. "What do
you know about the dame?"

"It was Goofer that snatched her,"’

pl eaded a thug. "W wasn't in on it.
He
pulled it before he cone here."

"And who hel ped hi n?"

"Slimand Hoppy. The Shadow nust have got them But if the girl ain't
back, they croaked her!™

Cadbury cl utched Cardona's arm

"Start the search at once!" he pleaded. "Look!" He held up the box
containing the reward nmoney. "I offer any of this cash, all of it - a price up
to one hundred thousand dollars - for her safe return!”

A calm nodul ated voi ce spoke fromthe hallway - a girl's voice, that
sai d
in biting tone:

"That will be unnecessary, M. Cadbury!"

Faci ng the door, Cadbury saw Marion Del mar. Hi s droopy face contorted, as
his mouth went wide. It wasn't the sight of Marion, however, that nade him
back
away. In the hallway behind the girl, stood a shape in black

The Shadow

CHAPTER XX
SETTLED SCORES

TO all witnesses except The Shadow and Marion Del mar, Cadbury's sudden
change of front was unexpl ai nable, until he had conpleted a series of very
rapi d moves. Noting that Marion partly blocked the doorway, Cadbury wheel ed
away, making for the wall beside the door

As he went, he whi pped his hand to his hip pocket, producing a gun with
snakel i ke speed. Wth an upward sweep of his forearm he brushed off his blue
gl asses and swung about, aimng his gun along the line of the wall, to cover
t he doorway.

VWhen the spectacles struck the floor, they made a peculiar sight.
Large-framed, with a wide, thick netal bridge, their use had never been to
i mprove Cadbury's eyesight. In fact, the blue | enses had bothered him that
was
why he had so suddenly flung the gl asses away.

Affixed to the netal bridge was a flesh-colored piece of nmetal, bent |ike
an inverted U Wth the glasses in use, that pink-painted netal becanme an
i ntegral part of Cadbury's face, so close-fitted that its fal seness could not
be observed. The netal addition was a false bridge for Cadbury's nose.



Wthout it, Cadbury's profile was conpletely changed. A gap appeared
beneath his bul gy forehead. Hi s nose, which, with its fake addition, had
| ooked
| ong but straight, became a hooked beak. No | onger needing to keep his
features
| engt hened, Cadbury threw off his droopy expression. His lips, their
conpressi on gone, were thick and ugly.

The sil houette that his face cast on the wall was far coarser, nore
vul turous, than that of Beak Barlett. To Joseph MIleson, sight of both face
and
sil houette stirred nenories that nade himforget the profile of Beak Barlett,
as
he had seen it on the asphalt. It was M| eson who cried, with a conviction
t hat
wi ped out all previous guesses:

"The Lone Tiger!"

Self-reveal ed, the Lone Tiger was out to kill. Had he conpleted his quick
change of face a second sooner, he would have found Marion Delmar a target for
his gun. But the girl was whi pped from harm before Cadbury could fire. From
t he
hal | way, The Shadow whirled her into outer safety.

Di vi ng sideways, Cadbury fired a wild shot, hoping to clip The Shadow.
Too
deep in the hallway to be reached by that first bullet, The Shadow spurted an
answering shot that shoul d have dropped the maddened Tiger. Al that saved
Cadbury was the nmetal box he clutched. He was shifting it as he sprang; its
side came into the path of The Shadow s bullet.

Defl ected, the slug fromthe .45 failed to conplete its nission, and
Cadbury, |oping across the room was beyond a filing cabinet, away from The
Shadow s present aim Hi s one danger was from others: Wston, Cardona and the
two detectives; but Cadbury settled that, with a shout to the row of wounded
t hugs:

"The hundred grand! W split it, if we make a getaway!"

THOUGH unar med, the nobbies took the bait. They piled for their captors.
Westling with the two detectives, they beat off others who tried to suppress
them GCccasionally a gunshot nmuffled close to a crook's body, announced t hat
there would be one less claimant for a share of the hundred thousand dollars.

But the remaining thugs did not care. They were counting on the Lone
Ti ger
to defeat The Shadow and then clear the way.

Across the center of the room a strange duel was in progress. The Shadow
had wheeled in fromthe door, taking a vantage point quite as good as
Cadbury's, in a corner diagonally opposite. Hi s position was behind the big
door of MIleson's safe, which the nillionaire had | eft w de open

Bul l ets clanged filing cabinet and safe, as the two conbatants took wary
shots. At first, it seenmed The Shadow s policy to prolong the fray; for once
the thugs were settled, other nen would help snare the Lone Tiger. But in the
m dst of that sniping duel, The Shadow saw a comi ng di saster

One crook had grabbed a detective's gun; in a few seconds, the husky thug
woul d have it. After that, anyone might be a victim M]Ieson, Wston, Cardona
For the fight would no | onger be an attenpt at suppressing unarmed thugs. It
woul d beconme an open battle, with shots on both sides.

Mari on was safe. She had kept going in the direction that The Shadow sent
her. She was under a steel desk, watching the progress of the duel. Keeping
where Cadbury woul dn't see her, the girl was judging the situation by watching
The Shadow.

The cl oaked fighter saw the intensity of Marion's gaze, realized how
strai ned she was after the evening's ordeal. Her nerve, under this new



energency, had reached a breaking point. Upon that keen guess, The Shadow
based
his rapid strategy.

Swi ngi ng out from behind the safe door, he jabbed a shot at Cadbury's
i mprovi sed fort, then ducked fromsight. The Tiger's gun spoke in quick reply,
as the cl oaked figure whisked away. Instantly, The Shadow sl unped. As he
sprawl ed, one flinging armknocked off his slouch hat, sent it rolling out
from
cover.

Swayi ng, wavering, on one knee, The Shadow | ooked ready to topple in that
same direction. The sight was too much for Marion. She gave a piercing scream
in the frantic hope that sonmeone el se could aid before The Shadow fell, a
hel pl ess target. The girl's cry cut high above all other din, and Cadbury
heard
it. The master crook thought he understood. He bounded from behind the filing
cabinet. Mrre than hal fway across the room he saw The Shadow crunpl ed past
t he
edge of the safe door. The new angle of fire offered opportunity to the Lone
Tiger. Halting his drive, he ained point-blank

It was swift, that nove. One instant, Cadbury was |eaping; the next, he
had stopped. One noment nore, he had his aim another meant a trigger tug.
That
speed, however, was wasted agai nst an adversary who lay with waiting gun
al r eady
aimed for a spot where he knew that a living target woul d appear

Such was The Shadow s situation. He fired before Cadbury could press his
trigger. This time, there was no intervening box of netal. Cadbury had the
swag
beneath his arm never thinking, in his exuberance, that it would be better
placed in front of his heart.

Upon the position of that box depended one sinple question: whether
Cadbury would fall wounded, or dead. Wth the target w de open, The Shadow
t ook
the latter choice. His bullet drilled the nmurderer's heart. As Cadbury's body
settled on the floor, The Shadow cane to his feet and drove in to settle the
m nor fray. Hi s hard sluggi ng gun hand downed the thug who had finally gai ned
a
revol ver, before the crook had tinme to use it.

Anot her of the nobbies, about to bash a chair over Cardona's skull, was
hal ted when a bl ack-cl oaked aval anche struck him

Fi ni shing that drive, The Shadow reached the door. He stood there, the
same figure in black that Joseph M| eson, gazing steadfastly, remenbered as a
rescuer on a night two years ago. Then, as others | ooked toward the door, they
saw t hat cl oaked form blend with gl oom beyond it.

The room caught the weird echoes of a shivery laugh - a knell for the
Lone
Tiger, lifeless on the floor; yet a tone that carried nmockery for the sullen
t hugs who had been snothered in their effort to side with the head crim nal

To those who had fought for justice, the strange mrth brought a note of
triunmph. It betokened The Shadow s victory over a foe whose cunning brain had
devi sed the superlative in crime. For David Cadbury, alias the Lone Tiger, had
actually collected the reward offered for hinself, and would have carried it
safely with him but for the intervention of The Shadow

Thanks to that sane avenger, The Shadow, Cadbury had | ost the wong
reward, to receive the right one. A single bullet that had marked the end of
t he Lone Ti ger.

AROUND a table in Mleson's study, a rescued group listened, later, to
t he



details that pieced together Cadbury's strange career. It was Joe Cardona who
sumed up the story, although there were gaps that the ace inspector did not
conpl etely bridge.

"He was lying |l ow, Cadbury was," declained Cardona, "with only three nen
knowi ng who he was. One was Krenp - he had hi mworking for him but we were
t oo
dunb to realize it - and another was Erwi g, who was where Cadbury coul dn't
find
him The third" -Cardona spoke ruefully - "was Fred Treefe.

"Cadbury kept an eye on Krenp, because he probably didn't trust him Wen
Goof er found out that Krenp had been with the Tiger Mb, and tried to rmake him
squeal , Cadbury was on deck and murdered the guy."

Marion, |istening, renenmbered how she had tried to call Cadbury fromthe
hotel, but had received no answer.

"Next came Erwig," resuned Cardona. "You got his letter, M. MIleson, and
gave himthe signal he wanted. But when he phoned here, it was Treefe that
answered. That's when we shoul d have guessed that Treefe was in it, like The
Shadow di d.

"Treefe must have told Erwig that he'd have you call himback. Erwig told
hi mwhere to call, and Treefe phoned the dope to Cadbury while he was
pretending to be checking with the tel ephone conpany. Not getting his cal
li ke
he expected, Erwig started out to try and get you again; but Cadbury was there
by that time."

Cardona paused in his story, while a visitor was announced. It was Lanont
Cranston, who had at | ast received Weston's nessage. Shaking his head, when
Cardona wanted to begin the story over again, Cranston joined the group
sayi ng
that he could hear the first details later

"Don't forget," renmi nded Cardona, "that Treefe had seen Erwig's letter

and

could l ook at skywiters, too. You made it easy for Treefe, M. MIleson, when
you had himgo to see Cadbury, regarding Krenp. Fromthen on, none of his
visits caused suspicion. Cadbury's talk of not liking Treefe was all hokum"

"But where," queried MI|eson, "does Beak Barlett enter?"

"Beak had an idea of his own," declared Cardona. "He knew he coul d get
hol d of Goofer through Korza. He figured it would be hot stuff to send Goofer
in here to grab the reward noney. Beak acted so w se that Goofer took himfor
the Lone Tiger, and told the mob it was the Tiger they were working for

"Sonmehow, Treefe got w se that something was up. He went around to see
Beak, and then told Cadbury. They didn't know that a raid was com ng here; but
they hatched a swell stunt. Cadbury figured they could frame it so Beak woul d
appear to be the Lone Tiger. Then Cadbury could prove it and collect the
dough. "

M| eson was stroking his chin. He couldn't fathom how Treefe had picked
out Beak, until Cranston remnarked:

"You must have given yourself away, M. Mleson, that time when you asked
Treef e about Beak and how he acquired his nickname. Treefe realized, then
t hat
you rmust once have seen Cadbury's face and noticed its hooked profile.
Lear ni ng
that fact from Treefe, Cadbury saw the need for inportant neasures.

M | eson gave an under st andi ng nod.

"Toni ght," concluded Cardona, "it was Goofer's nob that went up to
Cadbury's apartnent to grab you, Mss Delmar. Cadbury heard you sneak in, and
trapped you. He was afraid you' d ook in the desk and find the letters that he
and Treefe had just fixed.

"They were forgeries, those letters. One froma sanple of Krenp's
writing;
the others fromletters that Treefe nust have sneaked when he was in seeing



Beak. But when Goofer shoved in, Cadbury slid out. Hearing Goofer say what he
was going to do with you, Cadbury was delighted."

A FAINT smile showed on Cranston's lips. It denoted The Shadow s
approval
Cardona was doi ng very well.

Marion, too, was smling.

"I"'mglad he didn't guess what was really going to happen," she said.
"When | was put in that other car, | found out that ny new captors were
wor ki ng
for The Shadow. When | net himlater, he told me that he had been w th Coofer
passing as a crook called Slim

"I't was Slimwho tal ked the other crook, Hoppy, into going to the parking
| ot where the agents waited. The cab that had foll owed us was enpty, and Slim
was the first to run back and enter it. Wien he cane out the other door, to
nmeet Hoppy, he was no longer SIim He was The Shadow. "

Cardona nodded. Renarkabl e though Marion's account was, it fitted The
Shadow s ways of action.

"There's only one thing 1'd like to know, " decl ared Joe, thunping the
table. "What gave The Shadow the hunch that Beak Barlett wasn't the Lone
Ti ger?

Beak was big enough to be, for he bumped that Walter Korza. W just got a
tip-off, a while ago, that Korza's body was in a pit under a fake el evator
and

we found it there, all right."

"Perhaps the explanation is quite sinple." The suggestion canme from
Cranston. "Suppose, inspector, that on a certain night - say the one when
Erwi g
was murdered - someone had reported to The Shadow that Beak was in his office
at
the tine. Beak didn't have a secret exit, did he?"

"No," replied Cardona. "Only the elevator pit. But there's no way out of

it."

"There were nmany shots at the time of Erwig's nmurder," added Cranston.
"So
we can assune that The Shadow was there and nmet the Lone Tiger. From his other
i nformation, he would have therefore known that Beak was not the master
crimnal."

Cardona sat silent, nodding. Then, rising, he spread his arnms and said:

"That cleans it up. There's nothing nore to settlel™

"Just one thing nore," corrected MIleson. He, too, had risen fromhis
chair. "The matter of the reward.”

For a nonent, Cardona stared, incredul ous; then exclained:

"You're going to pay it to The Shadow?"

"No," replied MIleson, seriously. "I doubt that The Shadow woul d cl ai m
it.
Shoul d he need noney to continue his career against crine, | shall be ready to
furnish it, whenever he requests, to the extent of all ny mllions.

"The reward is a separate matter. It should go to the person concerned in
this case, whose individual effort was nost instrumental in proving David
Cadbury to be the Lone Tiger. | feel sure that all present will agree with ny
choi ce. "

Lifting the bullet-dented box containing the fortune, Joseph M eson
extended it to the astonished girl who faced himacross the table, Marion
Del mar .

Mari on wondered, as she stamrered her amazed thanks, if she should accept
that overwhelnming gift. Her eyes net approval, wherever she turned her gaze.
Finally, they settled on the eyes of Lanobnt Cranston

In those eyes, Marion saw a singular burn - a steady gl ow that she had



never w tnessed in any gaze except The Shadow s. That revelation called for
silence; and Marion nodded.

In turn, The Shadow nodded, but his eyes had | owered toward the box. From
t hat new gaze, the girl understood. The reward was rightfully hers.

The Shadow had deci ded!

THE END



