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CHAPTER |. PRICE OF SILENCE
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THE man in the limousine was nervous, fearful, asthe big car swung into the narrow tree-fringed lane.
His handstightened on the metal box that rested in hislap; his eyes had atwitch asthey peered through
the car window.

In the front seat, the chauffeur calmly turned the car into adriveway between high box hedges. The
passenger gave alast look along the lane, then settled back with acomfortable sigh. Hewas home at last;
after adrive fraught with imaginary terror.

Ahead glowed the lights of the big mansion; the car wasrolling to astop on aside drive, quite closeto a
large veranda. There were lights on the porch, and people too. The strains of dance music wafted from
the open windows of the house. All that brought new confidence.

Alighting from the car, the passenger was no longer shaky. Hetold the chauffeur to take the limousineto
the garage. Then, with the metal box tucked beneath his arm, the man produced akey and unlocked his
own side door.

He was smiling at his own fears. Odd that he, Thomas Grennel, man of finance, whose wedlth exceeded
amillion dollars, should be worried by a short ride in the dark, from the station to his home.
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True, this section of Westchester County was isolated; the roads the sort where enemies might liein
ambush. True, too, that the box which Grennel carried contained much that would attract men of crime.

But no one, except Grennel and one other man, was acquainted with the contents of that box; and that
other man, even though Grennd mistrusted him, was not the sort who would resort to highway robbery;
at least, not upon this occasion.

Inside the mansion, none was aware that Thomas Grennel was at that moment unlocking hisown side
door, hoping to stedl into the house unnoticed. Most of the guests, somefifty or more, were dancing,
except for the smal group that Grennel had seen on the veranda.

There were two, however, who stood near the rear door of the large ballroom chatting as they watched
the dancers. One was Grennd's daughter, Dorothy; the other, aguest, Ross Bland.

THOUGH vivacious, Dorothy Grenndl was not attractive. She was overly tall and awvkward. Her evening
gown, though astasteful asit was expensive, was too fluffy for her type. It made her arms and neck look
skinny, rather than dender; and it would have suited ademure girl, rather than Dorothy, whose long,
haughty face looked its best when she wore a mannish riding habit.

Never agood dancer, Dorothy preferred to watch the others perform the Lambeth Walk. She knew that
her feminine guests were envying her. For Dorothy, by her charm aone, she thought, was keeping Ross
Bland from the dance floor.

Bland wastall, handsome, his curly hair and well-pointed mustache matching in alight-brown hue. His
well-tailored evening clothes added to his natura poise. Dorothy could count nearly two dozen girlswho
would have preferred Bland to their present dance partners.

There was one exception, and that was why Dorothy mentioned her.

"Cute, isn't she?' questioned Dorothy. "Thelittle blonde in green, the one & whom you are staring,
Ross"

Bland smiled, offered Dorothy acigarette. He had been thinking that the little blonde was more than
graceful. Her sparkling blue eyes and saucy smiling lips were the sort that he would like to meet at closer
range. But he did not mention that to his present companion.

"I waslooking at her partner,” he parried. " An odd-looking chap, with hiswide, dark eyes and long,
serious face. Reminds me of apolo pony | used to own. I've been expecting him to whinny, any

"Y ou'd better not let Margaret Brye hear that," laughed Dorothy. " She'sin love with the fellow. Hisname
isLarry Chandler, and persondly, | think heisrather handsome."

"Sowasmy polo pony,” chuckled Bland. Then, asheflicked his cigarette lighter: "Isthe girl any relaion
to Dana Brye, the old chap who designs dl those elaborate time locks and other contraptions?”

"Heis her father," replied Dorothy, "and Larry Chandler is secretary to Roger Marquin, who controls all
those rubber plantationsin South America. Y ou've heard of him, of course?!

Bland's eyebrowsllifted. Everyone had heard of Roger Marquin, since hisreturn from South Americaa
few years ago. Marquin's connections were of an international sort; no one knew just how heavily he
profited from risesin the price of rubber, but his wedth was estimated at amillion dollars.

Then, his gaze turned toward the hall. Bland forgot the persons mentioned, at sight of someoneese. It



was Thomas Grennel, coming in from the side door. He had locked that door behind him and was
making quick stepstoward his study, on the other side of the hall.

PUFFING his cigarette, Bland was heedless of Dorothy's further conversation. He had observed the box
that Grennd carried and it roused his curiosity. He was anxiousto talk with Grennel.

Bland'sfirst problem wasto get away from Dorothy; and that was suddenly settled for him. A servant
approached, to say that she was wanted on the telephone. Bland waited until she had passed a corner of
the hall, then began to stroll toward Grennel's studly.

As hewent, apause in the dance music enabled him to catch Dorothy's words:

"Mr. Crangton?... Y ou're coming out here? Marvelous!... Father? Why, he wasto be at the office
tonight... No; wait! One of the servantsistelling methat he just arrived... Y es, his chauffeur just brought
him from the gation..."

The music had begun again, but Bland's knock on the study door was audible within, for avoice caled to
enter. As he stepped in, closing the door behind him, Bland was startled to see Grennd hdf risen from his
chair, hands clamped to the metal box that lay upon the desk.

Then, seaing it was Bland, the financier sank back, ran hisfingers weskly through histhin gray hair.

Grennel had the high cheeks, thelarge, aristocratic nose that his daughter had inherited. Usudly, his
expression was one of importance; tonight, worry made him look shriveled. He pointed Bland to achair,
then spoke in a hoarse whisper:

"I'm glad to see you, Ross, but | don't know whether you should have come here. | thought” - Grennel
hesitated - "I thought it was someone €l se who knocked.”

Bland gave an apologetic shrug.

"Weve been going to discussthat mining dedl,”" he said. " The option won't hold much longer, Mr.
Grenndl. | il think I can swing you acontrolling interest in the Slver minefor twenty thousand dollars.
But it may not wait."

"It will haveto wait!"

Grennel opened the box, began to take out stacks of currency, one hundred thousand dollarsin dll.
Bland's eyes opened wide, he was wondering why a twenty-thousand-dollar proposition had to be
postponed, when Grennd was exhibiting five times that amount in actua cash.

"l am taking you into my confidence!" Grenne'stone again was hoarse. 'Y ou must promise, Ross, that
you will bresthe no word of what | am about to tell you!"

Ross nodded his promise. Grennel brought aletter from his desk, passed it across to Bland, groaning:
"Read it."

The letter wastypewritten, in itaics, evidently done on aspecia machine.

Mr. Thomas Grenndl:

Seven years ago, you wereinvolved in thefallure of the

People's Trust Co. Y ou never sent the notes to cover the loans



granted to you privately by your friend Clayton Witherby, athough
you intended to do so.

Perhaps you would be willing to pay $100,000 for the sedled
envel ope which contains those unddlivered notes, the sum to be
disbursed among depositorswho lost through the bank falure. If
not, they will be made public.

The Vindicator

Other letters were phrased more strongly. They teemed with actua demands for Grennd's payment to
the writer who called himsdf the Vindicator. The final one specified that the hundred thousand dollars
was to be paid in cash, setting this night - Bland checked it by the date on Grennel's desk cadlendar - as
thetimelimit.

"Witherby was president of the People's Trust,” spoke Grenndl, hopelesdy. "I actualy sent him the notes,
for apdtry fifteen thousand dollars, in the sealed envel ope mentioned. | dated them ahead, so | would
have a chanceto pay; for |, mysdelf, wasin a predicament at thetime.

"Poor Witherby! His plight was worse than | thought. He burned all his personal papers and committed
auicide. | thought that my envelope had gone with the ret; but evidently | was wrong. Foolishly, | let the
matter go until now -"

"WHAT about the Vindicator?" questioned Bland. "Do you think that he intends to reimburse persons
who logt money in the bank crash?"

"He doesnot!" Grennd forgot his hoarse whisper, in hisindignation. "Thisis blackmail, Ross! Sheer
blackmail! The man himself has been bold enough to cal me over the telephone and admit it, at the same
time reminding methat | must pay. | can tell you much about this crook who cals himsdf the Vindicator,
and his sham hypocrisy, because | know who heis-"

Grennd interrupted himsdlf. The sharp gleam of his eyes showed that he was not yet willing to take
anyoneinto his entire confidence. He admitted the fact afew moments later.

"Thismoney," declared Grennd, tapping the bills that he had replaced in the metal box, "is marked. |
have sent the list, with the numbers of the bills and their markings, to the New Y ork police. Once | have
reclaimed my envelope, | shall do more than seek the Vindicator. | shall expose him and the game that he
has worked on others before me!”

Gathering the letters, Grennd replaced them in the desk drawer. There was asafe near one corner;
picking up the money box, Grenndl stepped spryly in that direction. He turned the dials, swung the safe
door haf open.

"l want you to be here," hetold Bland, in awhisper, "in case the man himsdf arrives. Y our description of
him may be vauable when | denounce him. But you must remain concedled, no matter who arrives.
Remember: thefind letter stated that it any witnesseswere present, | would suffer -"

Words dying on hislips, Grennd fairly shoved Bland into a niche between the safe and the wall, then
swung the metal door fully open to cover the hiding place. There was reason for Grennel's hurry.



A knock had sounded at the study door; asharp, imperative rap that carried an expected summons.

Thetime had comefor Thomas Grennel to pay histribute to the Vindicator!
CHAPTER II. CRIME'SPENALTY

THROUGH anarrow, but ample, space at the edge of the safe door, Ross Bland saw the visitor who
entered Grennel's studly. It took the crouched witness only afew secondsto decide that the arrival could
not be the Vindicator in person.

Thefellow wasrangy, but dightly stooped of build. Hisface, somewhat sharp of feature, could have been
presentable had he so chosen; but inclination, plus habit, had produced an opposite result. The man wore
aleer that seemed fixed to hisugly-cornered lips; the glint of his eyeswaswaolfish.

Hewasdressed in anill-fitting waiter's uniform, and it was plain that the man had never had training asa
servant. Added up, thefellow was athug.

"Helo, Grennd!" gruffed therangy visitor. "Let's get acquainted. My name's Kobin - Trigger Kobin, they
cal me, and it'samoniker that's got sense. If you ain't convinced, start something!™

Trigger patted his hip pocket. Bland could see the outline of aheavy gun.

Either Grennd had stedled himsdlf for thistest, or fdlt that he could depend upon Bland. At any rate, the
financier's accustomed dignity had returned. He acted as though unimpressed by Trigger Kobin. The
thug, inturn, widened hissmirk.

"Werein the same boat, Grennel," he informed. "I don't know nothing more than you do. The big-shot
wants the dough and sent meto get it. | never met him: I've only heard him talk over the telephone,
funnylike, the same asyou have.

"He's got plenty on me, like he hason you. | gottaddliver, that'sdl. | planted mysdf out here along with
the extrawaiters that you hired for tonight, and | brought some other guys dong. We don't want trouble,
no more than you do. So let's get it over with."

Bland could see Trigger's crafty eyesrove the room. The blinds were drawn at the windows; againgt
them, Trigger could seethe dark lines of sted barsthat protected the room against burglary. Trigger's
glance seemed to consider the bars unnecessary, for he had given the safe a careful scrutiny and had
admiredit.

Good reason for that. The safe, like many of the latest and best design, had been ingtaled by the expert,
Dana Brye, whose daughter was aguest a Dorothy Grenndl's party.

"I have the money here," declared Grennd, suddenly. "Asyou state, trouble would be bad for both of us.
But | must see the envelope and be sure that it isintact.”

Obligingly, Trigger produced the envelope and laid it on the desk, letting his hand go to hiship as soon as
Grennel raised the envelope to the light. To Bland, the envelope looked intact; moreover, it was slamped
with awax sed that Grennd apparently recognized. With anod, the financier turned toward the safe.

"Leavethe envelope here" gruffed Trigger.

Grennd obeyed. He went to the safe brought the metal box to the desk, and let Trigger count the
money.



"I must open the envelope,” warned Grennel, "'before you go. That was the understanding -"
"Surething!" interrupted Trigger "Why the squawk?'

"Because the arrangements were changed tonight. This transfer was supposed to have taken placein my
office until the Vindicator" - Grennel pronounced the name contemptuoudly - "called up and made new
arrangements.”

TRIGGER cameto hisfeet, sharled:

"The big-shot said to mention that. Listen, Grennel; if you know what's good for you, you'll keep your
trap buttoned tight! Lay off thewise stuff - and I'll tell you why. The big-shot got leery that something
was phony down at your office. That's why he chased you out here.

"He knows you've been squawking to the coppers. Sometimes stool pigeons work two ways. Get it?
There's apoliceinspector that thinks he's hot stuff - a guy name Joe Cardona - and you've been talking
to him. Whatever you've spilled so far, don't matter. It ain't been too much. But dl the big-shot saysis.
one more squawk -"

Trigger finished the sentence graphicaly. He brought his hand from his hip, made amotion asif dicing his
throat, then gestured histhumb at Grenndl.

Rigid, the financier made no reply. Bland thought for amoment that the threst had put Grennel on the
verge of acollgpse. It was Trigger who revived him, with the sharp reminder:

"Well, there's your envelope. Openiit, and find out if the goods ain't the red stuff!™

With hands that could scarcely pluck the paper, Grennel finaly managed to tear open the envelope. He
was feverish as he brought out dips of paper, studying them in the light. Then, with an eager bound, he
crossed the room to a huge fireplace, where asmall fire was burning, even though the night was warm.

With a pleased gulp, Grennd flung the reclaimed notesinto the embers, watched the papers flare up and
turn to ashes, carrying hisincriminating Sgnatures with them.

Trigger, leaning againgt the desk, watched the scene with relish. Then, remembering that he had closed
the bargain, he grabbed the metal box, made for the door and sidled out into the hallway.

The closing of the door awoke Grennd to sudden activity. Forgetful of Bland behind the safe, the
gray-haired man bounded to the door, made certain that Trigger had gone toward the kitchen on the
other sde of the house.

Satisfied that the emissary was on hisway, Grennd pounced back to the desk. He snatched the hand
telephone from its cradle and called for a connection with New Y ork City police headquarters.

Grennd's eagerness caused Bland to remain where he was. Thoroughly intrigued by the recent scene, the
young man had no desireto interrupt it. It would be best, he thought, to let Grenndl finish hiscall
undisturbed. After that, they could talk over the whole affair.

In amoment, Grennel's voice rose excitedly over the distant dance music. He wastalking to the very man
he wanted: Inspector Joe Cardona.

"I'm a home," announced Grennd. "'l had to come here... A cdl from the Vindicator... Yes, the
Vindicator; that'swhat the blackmailer cals himsdlf. | have hisletters hereto proveit...



"Yes, | ddivered the marked money... No, not to the crook himsalf. He sent aman for it. A rogue cdled
Trigger Kobin... You've heard of him? Good!... Yes, | received what | expected... No, | don't careto
mention that part of it. Y ou understand, of course...”

THERE was a pause. Evidently Cardonawas asking questions. Bland could see perplexity show on
Grenndl'sface. He repeated a name that Cardona must have put.

"The Shadow?" asked Grenndl. "No, there was no call from such aperson... A friend, you say?1
expected afriend to drop in at the office. A man named Lamont Cranston... No, heisn't here. | left
before he arrived. But | have awitness present... His name? Ross Bland...”

Grennd had said something previoudy about knowing who the Vindicator was. Bland wondered why he
didn't get to the point. Grennel did cometo it, after Cardona had finished afew more questions. Hislips
moving eagerly, thefinancier finaly found his chance to spesk.

"I can tell you more, ingpector!™ he exclaimed. "I know who the Vindicator is... Yes, postively! He gave
himself away by something he said when he phoned my office. | wasafraid to cal you then..."

Therewasaclick, that Bland took for an interrupted connection on the telephone. He hoped that
Cardonahad not been cut off. But Grennel was talking again, and the police ingpector was evidently
listening, athough the click was repeated in the midst of Grenndl's speech.

"He gave himsdlf away," repeated Grennel, with a chuckle. "Theré's only one man that he could possibly
be. He cdlshimsdlf the Vindicator, but | recognized hisvoice. The Vindicator is-"

Grennd stopped himsdlf. He was staring toward awindow. He had forgotten that a listener was on the
wire, waiting for the dl-important name that Grennel was about to utter. He was riveted only by what he
saw.

It was something that explained the clicks heard by Bland. Those sounds had been theraising of a
window that the hidden witness could not see. Though barred, the window had an ordinary sash insgde
the metal cross-braces. The sash had raised two inches and was about even with the down-pulled
shade.

Sharp, emphatic, flashing atongue of reflected flame, arevolver shot spurted through the scant-raised
window. Coolly delivered, the bullet knifed straight to the victim's heart.

Ross Bland, sole witness to the tragedy, saw the telephone leave Grennd's hand, strike the desk and
dideto thefloor, carrying the stland with it. But the fal of the instrument was drowned by alouder thud;
that of Grennel's body.

Collapsng like adummy figure, the gray-haired man struck the floor like athing of waxwork. The name
that Grennel had been abouit to utter was |ocked within his closed lips by the very man whose identity
was at stake.

For the thrust through the window, delivered from the direction opposite the route that Trigger Kobin had
taken, could only have been given by alurker previoudy in wait.

Desgth had becomethefind price. Desth ddivered by the master crimina who called himsdlf the
Vindicator!

CHAPTERI1I. THE VANISHED MURDERER

THE shot that killed Thomas Grennd wastimely, from the standpoint of the man that fired it. But the



murderer had overlooked two factors that definitely concerned him.

Fird, the night was warm; hence there were persons on the side veranda. Second, with aloud blare of
sound, the orchestrafinished the piece it was playing. An emphatic silence had resulted; and that sudden
gtillnesswas ruined by the gun's report, so Sartling that it cleaved the night air with its echoes.

Instantly, there were shouts from the veranda. Like the gunshot, they were heard by the lone passenger in
abig car that wasrolling in aong the front driveway. Through the blackness, that arriving guest had aso
Seen the spurt of flame outside Grenndl's study window.

Asmen in evening clothes piled from the veranda, to spread across the lawn, the passenger in the arriving
car spoke camly to his chauffeur:

"Drive past the front door, Stanley. Stop beyond the house.”

In the dozen seconds that Stanley required to compl ete the order, the passenger in the back seat
underwent aremarkable transformation. As Lamont Cranston, anewly arriving guest, he had been a
figurein evening clothes, when he saw the gun spurt from across the angle of the long lawn. But while
men were springing from the veranda, Cranston had begun to lose that identity.

His hands were drawing a black cloak over his shoulders; as hisarmsflung themsalvesinto the deeves,
he twisted to scoop ablack douch hat from the seat beside him. As one hand clamped the hat on his
head, his other hand went for the handle of the door.

The moment that the car stopped, afigure did out into the darkness of the driveway - a shape that went
so swiftly, so sllently, that Stanley ill thought Cranston wasin the car and sat back patiently to await
further orders.

Lamont Cranston had become The Shadow.

A variety of matterswere explained by his quick change. Cardonas question over the telephone
regarding The Shadow, was prompted by the police inspector's hunch that such a crime hunter would
certainly be seeking thetrail of so cunning acriminad asthe Vindicator.

Grennd's answer, that he had expected hisfriend Cranston, showed that Cardona's hunch wasright,
even though the ingpector did not know it. Finding Grennel gone from the office, The Shadow had called
his home. Learning of Grenndl's return, he had headed directly there.

SPREADING out from the veranda, the excited guests were naturally forming afanwise cordon across
the lawn asthey closed in toward the darkened wall outside of Grennel's study. In so doing, they were
gaining the advantage of light that streamed from the windows on the veranda

No crook, however willing he wasto fight, would be foolish enough to fling himsdlf into thelight. Hisonly
chanceto avoid exposure wasto circle the rear of the manson and take to the smaller lawn on the far
sde, unless he found a chance to duck through the hedges at the rear. In either case, the quickest, surest
way to overtake him was by cutting in from the far [awn.

That was the route The Shadow took. As he neared the rear of the house, he could hear the shouts of the
pursuers coming from beyond the corner. Driving swiftly, slently through the darkness, The Shadow had
heard no scurry from the murderer. He wasin time to trap the fellow, whether he rounded the house or
darted for the hedges.

It was up to The Shadow, an automatic aready in hisfist, to waylay the killer before the others did.
Otherwise, those unarmed pursuers would be on the spot.



It happened that the bad spot was The Shadow's.

Ashe clipped five yards by cutting close to low-roofed steps outside the kitchen door, a sudden clatter
interrupted him. The door was flung outward; with it came aflood of light. A man lunged from the
kitchen, adrawn revolver in onefist, ameta box tucked benesth his other arm.

Hishurtle carried him across The Shadow's path; as he struck the ground, the fellow turned to shout
back at other men, who were using gunsto dug their way free from the kitchen. The fellow was Trigger
Kobin, and as he whedled about, the lighted doorway formed a background for asight that startled him.

Againg that glow was a black-cloaked human figure; a head that wore ablack douch hat. Trigger
glimpsed a hawkish profile that disappeared asits owner twisted away to regain the darkness. In that
instant, Trigger changed the shout that was coming to hislips. His cry was raucous-toned:

"The Shadow!"

With that, Trigger fired - at blankness. The Shadow had whirled back again into darkness, and Trigger
took to the same sort of blanket. It was lucky that he didn't shoot again, as he dived into the dark, for
The Shadow would have surely picked him off if given arevolver flash astarget.

It chanced, therefore, that The Shadow's shot went wide. As he shifted, totally deceiving Trigger, the
fellow made the mistake of returning a shot from aspot farther away. By dl logic, the duel should have
ended with The Shadow's next gun stab; but the tide had turned in Trigger'sfavor.

The thugs a the doorway had heard his shout; they had seen The Shadow's shots. They were flinging
themsalves from the sides of the steps, shooting wildly asthey came. The Shadow, whipping away, had
to use hisnext bullet for the nearest of those foemen.

Sprawling, the first comer hit the ground, but the others, threein dl, were bounding across his prostrate
form, shooting toward the deeper darkness. There was only one direction that The Shadow could have
taken: toward the house wall, and they expected to riddle him againgt that background.

They were spraying their shots high and low, driving into fal upon their prey. Whether he flattened on the
ground, or tried to scale the wall, The Shadow would be prostrate by the time they reached him.

THEN, like astab from nowhere, came an answer that dropped another of the thugs. It was repested;
thistime, acrook located it - avolcanic gun spurt that seemed to issue from the ground beside the wall.
The discovery did the man no good, for he received the bullet aso.

Thefind hoodlum, lunging onward, sumbled. He grabbed a thewall, to save himsdf from aplungeinto
an open place in the ground beside the wall.

He had reached The Shadow's protective covering. The cellar windows had stone-walled wells outside
them, for they were below the ground level. Those stone pits were scarcely ever noticed, because they
were covered with hinged gratings. The Shadow, finding one against the wall, had yanked the grating up
and dropped below it.

The grating had not falen back into place. That was why the last thug ssumbled in the pitfall. Before he
could recover his baance, hands had caught him and were dragging him down. Wildly, the mobster tried
to dug hisinvisible opponent. His blow was warded off by The Shadow's arm; and with areverse stroke,
the cloaked fighter let his own gun reach the thug's skull.

The shalow pit retained an occupant, but itsinmate was no longer The Shadow. He was out from that
temporary shelter, leaving the stunned crook below the grating that The Shadow dropped back into



place.

Quick, probing shots were The Shadow's next move; he dispatched them in an effort to locate Trigger
Kobin. There was an answer from aline of trees dong the drive, beyond where Stanley had parked the
limousine. Trigger's one shot was so hagty that it whined harmlesdy off into the darkness.

Trigger's bad aim did not deter The Shadow. He knew how poor such marksmen could be at long range.
Hisown aim was the sort that could drop Trigger before the fellow fled out through the front drive, which
was his obvious direction to escape. But The Shadow's fire was thwarted.

More men were upon him, ashouting frantic crowd whose faces were blurs above the sharp white of
their shirt fronts. The guests had lost the murderer'strail when they heard the commotion by the kitchen.
They thought that whoever was shooting would be the man to get.

All that they clutched was empty darkness; but amid it was a swishing form that bowled them in severd
directions. The Shadow, findly forgetting Trigger Kobin, had become ahuman whirlwind. The blows that
he delivered were straight-armed shoves, rather than punches; but they carried a power that strewed the
lawn with abewildered array of well-dressed young men.

He was past the kitchen steps, The Shadow, still hoping to regain the murderer'strail, when he was met
by thelast of the guests, aman who sprang in suddenly. In the gloom, The Shadow saw agleam which
told that thefelow had agun and was swinging it toam.

There was a clang, as The Shadow's automatic stroked the revolver. That hard dash numbed the
attacker's hand. He lost the gun and grappled, only to be flung into the light by the kitchen steps.

As his opponent sprawled, The Shadow heard agirl's shriek. A blonde, clad in an evening dress of
green, dashed into view. She stooped to aid the sprawled man to rise groggily upon the steps.

THE girl was Margaret Brye, the blonde that Ross Bland had noticed on the dance floor. Her whole
expression showed concern, for the man she aided was her fiancee, Larry Chandler. He had been first in
the chase around the house, and his long face was solemn now, as he ruefully rubbed his head.

Margaret'slips tightened as she stared into the darkness, hoping to sight Larry's opponent. But The
Shadow was gone and, as atoken that no one could trace him, a strange laugh quivered from the
darkness. Sinister, mocking, that tone certified that he had done his part in battle against men of crime.

Elusive, thelaugh left others guessing asto its precise location. Even Stanley was puzzled; staring from
the front sest of the limousine, the chauffeur scratched his head. That laugh might have come from

anywhere.

Not so with the voice that Stanley suddenly heard. It was Cranston's quiet tone, ordering him to start the
car, drive out from the grounds, turn around, and come back to the front door of the mansion.

Chance of pursuing either the murderer or Trigger was ended. The Shadow, having accomplished the
utmost under the circumstances, had again become Lamont Cranston. Playing that part, he intended to
learn what had happened in the mansion prior to hisarrival.

Such detailswould be vita to his quest. For The Shadow was sure of one important fact. He knew,
athough he had not viewed the result, that Thomas Grennedl had been murdered; that an unknown killer
was the man responsible.

He had heard, too, of amaster crimina who styled himsdlf the Vindicator. Other factstestified that the
crook in question must be the murderer. The killer's escape, therefore, marked the beginning of anew



campaign.

The Shadow, true champion of justice, would seek the Vindicator, that pretender whose claims of
righting wrong were but asham to mask hiscriminal desres.

CHAPTER IV. GATHERED EVIDENCE

INSPECTOR JOE CARDONA played an important part in the investigation of the Grennel murder
case, even though the crime had occurred outside his balliwick. Arriving at the mansion, he found the
Westchester County authoritiesin charge. And they had been eagerly awaiting his appearance.

They regarded Cardona as a materia witness, due to his telephone conversation with Grenndl. They felt
grateful because the New Y ork City inspector had called them and reported the murder before word had
reached them from Grennel's. Joe's testimony, moreover, was needed to establish that given by another
witness, Ross Bland.

Stocky-built, swarthy of countenance, Cardona had adirect manner that made his statements convincing.
He declared, emphatically, that Grennd had told him of Bland's presence. Every detail given by Cardona
- such as Grennel's mention of the Vindicator, and the payment to Trigger Kobin as go-between -
meshed perfectly with Bland'stestimony.

When Cardonahad finished, he found himsalf shaking hands with Bland, whose face had regained its
usud smile. Whilewaiting for Cardona, the mustached young man had been very much a suspect; one
county detective holding to the belief that Bland might actually have been the murderer.

With Bland cleared, he was asked to repesat histestimony. He gave it, from the moment of the murder.

"That shot wasfired through the window," stated Bland. "I heard it; | even saw the flash. But | waswhere
| couldn't do anything about it. By thetime | was out from behind the safe door, the killer was gone.

"The window was barred. | couldn't go after him through there. | yanked open the study door and ran
right into some excited servants. They saw Grenndl's body and grabbed me. But | couldn't have gone out
through the side door anyway. It was locked. One of the servants had to take Grenndl'skeysto openit.”

The servants substantiated Bland's story; so did Dorothy Grennel, who had arrived with them. That
swung the burden to the outside witnesses, who told their storiesin half a dozen styles but with the same
chief fact. All had heard the shot and swore that it had been fired outsde. A few claimed that they had
seen the gun flash close to the study window.

Their story of the chase was uniform. They had pursued the murderer to the back of the house. There,
they had been diverted from their chase by the roar of battling guns. They had mixed it with afighter in
the dark, someone who had flung them right and | &ft, to disappear with aparting laugh.

The name of that fighter was known.
He was The Shadow.

Someone had heard the name shouted just before the fray, and thetitlefitted. Like aliving shadow, he
had come and gone, but he had |ft tangible evidence of his battle in behalf of justice. Four crippled
crooks had been taken into custody. One of them, the thug that The Shadow had dugged, was able to
act as spokesman in behdf of hispals, al of whom had gone to the hospitd.

Thefdlow was a smdl-time hoodlum named Muck Sadders. He had been too groggy to think up an dias,
and was glad he hadn't, because Cardona recognized him.



"Wedidn't come hereto pull no rub-out,” testified Muck. "We come aong with Trigger Kobin, because
he wanted to chin with old Grennel and didn't want nobody butting in. We wasto use our dukes, if any
guysgot tough with us. But Trigger saysto lay off with the gats.

"But when we run into The Shadow, Trigger ydlsto start shooting, so we did. Anyway, we didn't croak
The Shadow - so what? It wasn't usthat put old Grennel on the spot; nor Trigger, neither. Nobody can
hand us arap for something we didn't know about.”

POSSESSION and use of firearms seemed a sufficient charge against Muck and the other thugs; but that
was a matter for the courtsto settle. Joe Cardonaheld to the persona opinion that Trigger Kobin, if
captured, would be due for plenty more.

It was certain, though, that Trigger had not foreseen the murder of Thomas Grennel, athough he had
issued veiled threatsto the millionaire.

There was one feature that Cardona definitely did not like. Even if found, Trigger would furnish notrail to
the Vindicator. That was obvious from Trigger's satements to Grenndl, as reported by Bland.

But how to account for the disappearance of Grennd's murderer? What had become of the vanished
Vindicator?

A lone witness suddenly offered testimony. He was one of those who had been in the pursuit: Larry
Chandler. His previous statements had been smilar to those of other guests who had | eft the veranda. But
Larry had something elseto add.

"l was closest to the man,” he stated. " So closethat | saw his gun when he chucked it away. | might have
nailed him" - Larry'stone was regretful - "if | hadn't grabbed the gun instead.”

"Thisgun?' demanded a county detective, exhibiting the weapon. " The one picked up near the kitchen
door?’

Larry nodded.

"| saw The Shadow," he declared. "I didn't know that he'd been fighting crooks, so | went after him.
That'swhen | lost the gun. Y ou'll probably find my fingerprints onit, to prove my statement.”

Cardona's eyes went sharp, hislipstight. He sped a glance toward Lamont Cranston, who was present
asalistener but wasn't rated as awitness, because he had arrived after dl the excitement was over.
Cardonaknew Cranston; recognized him as aman of keenness.

He was wondering, Cardonawas, whether Cranston, too, had noted the smartness of Larry's statement.
The young man was intimating that the fingerprintswould prove his story; whereas, they might more
logicdly incriminate him asthe murderer.

Whether Cranston caught it or not, Cardona could not guess. Cranston's face was immobile, masklike.
Not even the dightest trace of a smile gppeared upon his hawkish visage.

The county detective snapped aquestion a Larry.
"Sinceyou didn't tackle the murderer,” he said, "maybe you can at least tell uswhich way he went."

"There was only one way he could have gone," returned Larry. Hisface was more solemn than ever. "'l
was coming from one side, The Shadow from the other. The killer must have cut through the rear
driveway, between the hedges.”



"And where, after that?"
"I don't know. But if he had a car parked in the lane out back, he would have used it quick enough.”

That led to questioning of Grennel's chauffeur, who had been in the house with the other servants. He
hadn't seen any car in the back lane, but maybe one had followed from the station. There had been
severa cars parked at the station; ones that the chauffeur had noted while waiting for Grenndl.

No one, though, could testify to having heard a car pull away from the back lane. Again, that proved
nothing, for the lane was fairly distant and the sound of astarting car could easily have escaped notice.

Apparently, Larry's story wasto be taken at face value. Cardona, fuming at the thought, suddenly
introduced aquestion of hisown. Swinging to Larry, Joe demanded bluntly:

"Where were you at the time the shot wasfired?'

"The shot that killed Grenndl?" parried Larry, coadlly. "1 was on the verandatalking to Miss Brye. We
were both gtartled by the shot; | was faced toward the study and happened to seeit. | told Margaret -
that's Miss Brye - that | was going to see what was the matter. Being near the rear of the veranda, | was
thefirgt to begin the chase. So many othersfollowed me, that the killer ran for it."

NOT for amoment did Cardonas eyes leave Larry's. The young man met the inspector's gaze directly.
County detectives, aswell as other witnesses, had their eyes glued on the pair.

Two persons, however, glanced el sewhere at Larry's mention of Miss Brye. Those two were Lamont
Crangton and Ross Bland. They let their eyesturn toward Margaret, read the facia expression of the girl
ingreen.

Margaret's face went pale, then took on aflush that crept down her neck and shoulders. But she
recovered from her stress by the time Cardona turned to her with the question:

"Isthat true, Miss Brye."

Margaret's eyes were looking past Cardona, to meet Larry's. His gaze was as steady as ever, and it gave
thegirl afind lift of courage.

"That istrue," said Margaret. "Larry and | were on the verandatogether. We heard the shot, and he
dashed away. Othersfollowed, and | went with them. That waswhy | was close enough' - her voice
took on anew firmness - "to see Larry pick something from the ground. When he dropped it by the
kitchen, | saw that he had picked up agun.”

Crangton's eyes had moved again. They were watching Ross Bland. The Shadow saw that Bland, like
himsalf, had recognized that Margaret's testimony was colored to support Chandler's story. How much
of it was actud truth was something that the girl alone could tell.

It was Joe Cardona, thistime, who had missed his opportunity to find aflaw. Margaret's testimony gave
the sterling mark to Larry's statement, so far as the police inspector was concerned. Joe turned to the
county detectives and gpologized for bregking into the quiz. They politely thanked him for hisefforts.

The net result of Cardonas interjected question wasto clear Larry of al suspicion, thanksto Margaret's
support. When the county officias decided to dismiss the witnesses, they included Larry Chandler and
Margaret Brye among those who were no longer needed.

One man aone remained. That was Ross Bland. But the detectives madeit clear to everyone that they



merely wanted to go over the details of Bland's conversation with Grennd; that Bland, like dl the other
guests, was cleared completely of any complicity in the case.

Joe Cardonarode back to New Y ork City with Lamont Cranston. On the way, the ace inspector
gloated over hisfuture opportunity. The murder had been done in Westchester; but Manhattan, Joe's
own stomping ground, would surely be the place where Trigger Kobin would choose to hide ot.

"Trigger isthe guy to find," assured Cardona. "Maybe he can't tell uswho thisVindicator is, but it'sa
cinch he sent Grennel's dough aong to the bigshot. That'sthe lead I'm going to go after, when | get hold
of Trigger Kobin. The best lead that there was tonight.”

The gloomin the big car hid the dight smile that The Shadow alowed upon hislips. There were persons,
perhaps, who would prove more important in this case than Trigger Kobin. One was Larry Chandler, the
other, Margaret Brye.

Besides those two there was a third, whose excellent memory of details and whose sharp ability to notice
persons faces made him the sort who might obtain important clues on hisown. That was areason why
The Shadow was mentdly listing him as another person to hold for future reference.

If The Shadow's thoughts of the future were correct, and they had an uncanny way of being right, Ross
Bland would figure heavily in the coming search for the unknown Vindicator.

CHAPTER V. CROSSED PATHS

THE next two days produced sensationa newspaper accounts relating to the Grennel murder. There
wasn't adoubt that the Vindicator, despite the smugness shown in his|etters, was a crook of superior
skill. Facts|eaked out to prove that Thomas Grennedl was not thefirst victim of the Vindicator's blackmail
schemes.

Over aperiod of afew years, the Vindicator had shaken down at least adozen men of considerable
prominence, accumulating close to aquarter million dollars by such methods. Some had told apartia
story to the police, without mentioning the Vindicator by name; that was how Inspector Cardona had
recognized what was due, when hefirgt heard from Grennedl.

Similarly, The Shadow had obtained vague facts regarding the Vindicator. But until he suspected that he
had been recognized by Grenndl, the Vindicator had never resorted to violence, let alone murder.

Curioudy, Grennd's death made previousvictimstak. Like Grennel, al had received documentsrelating
to their own misdemeanors of the past. They had paid cash for such papers, then had destroyed them; so
they were safein that respect. But when it came to guessing the identity of the Vindicator, therewas
nothing they could offer.

One of the victims had used Grennd'strick of ddivering marked money, then had instructed private
detective agenciesto watch for it. After ayear the cash had bobbed up from various places, aways
defying effortsto trace it back.

It was plain that the Vindicator was wdll fortified financidly; that he could afford to let "hot" money cool.
He probably would keep Grennd's marked billsin his own possession, then rel ease them some months
hence, through various well-protected channels. The people who would eventudly put the cashin
circulation would not know athing about it.

The sooner, therefore, that the Vindicator was found, the more chance that he would be caught with the
unsavory goods. On that account, Joe Cardonawas combing the underworld for Trigger Kobin. The



Shadow, however, was more interested in the affairs of persons who belonged to amuch higher layer of
society.

LATE inthe afternoon of the second day, Margaret Brye entered the cocktail lounge of the fashionable
Hotel Clairmont. She chose her favorite table in adegp, comfortable corner where the lights were mild.

There was aman at anearby table, but he looked half adeep. Studying hisface, Margaret decided that
she had never seen him before. She was wrong, but could hardly be blamed for the error. The Shadow,
when he changed the contour of his features, aways appeared quite different from Lamont Cranston.

Margaret was Spping adaiquiri when she saw another man stroll over from the bar. He was coming to
her corner, and she heard a polite voice that she recognized; amoment later the man was seated at her
table.

"Ross Bland!" exclamed Margaret. I didn't recognizeyou ét first. | never knew you camein here.”

"I don't, usudly,” returned Bland. "'l just happened to comein with afriend. He had to catch atrain, so |
gayed to finish my drink."

Bland had actualy arrived done, as The Shadow could have testified. The man'srea purpose wasto
have a private chat with Margaret; and he had learned, probably through mutua acquaintances, that she
sometimes cameto the Clairmont.

"I'mwaiting for Larry," said the girl. "He's driving me out to Mr. Marquin's home. I'm living there, you
know."

"So | understand,” nodded Bland. They tell methat your father likesto isolate himself when he getsin an
inventive mood.”

"Not exactly that,” explained Margaret. " Some of his experiments are dangerous. That iswhy he goesto
Vreekill Castle. | shdl be glad when he returnsto New Y ork, so we can take our old gpartment.”

"Do you hear from your father often?"

Bland's question was casud, but it brought atightening of Margaret'slips. In any discussion of her father's
work, she preferred to settle questions rapidly. Opening her handbag, she took out some letters, laid
them on thetable.

"Thisletter isfrom dad,” said the girl, picking up an envelope. "It came yesterday. Heisn't certain how
soon hewill be back. What ismore' - Margaret was gathering the envel opes, putting them back in her
bag - "'l never go out there to see him. The road from Vreekill to the castleisa poor one, and it isthe
only way to get there. Besides, dad never admitsvisitors. | don't think he would open the door, even for
ma"”

There was an emphasisto Margaret's tone that discouraged further questions. She wanted the subject
changed, and Bland obliged. There was another matter that he was particularly anxiousto discuss.

"I'm obliged to Larry Chandler,” remarked Bland, ""because his testimony helped so much the other night.
He made it quite clear that the shot was fired from outside the window and not inside the study. Without
Larry's statement, those county detectives might have doubted my story.”

Margaret nodded. She was|ooking past Bland, toward the man at the other table, and was confident that
he was out of earshot. She didn't redize that the low curved ceiling of the nook acted as a sounding
board. The Shadow was hearing every word.



"OF course" - Bland was offering a cigarette - "Larry owes alot to you. Histestimony needed your
support. It waslucky that you said that you were with him when the shot wasfired."

Therewas atouch of darmin Margaret's eyes, her fingers were nervous as they plucked acigarette from
the case. She puffed at the light that Bland offered, then found her voice.

"Let'stak about something else.”" Margaret was covering theworry in her tone. "'l fed so badly about
poor Mr. Grenndl and Dorothy. She's such agood friend of mine."”

Bland nodded. He seemed to recall something.

"Y ou two used to race your speedboats, didn't you?' heinquired. "Out at the Northview Y acht Club.
Isn't your boat caled the Whiskaway?"

It was Margaret'sturn to nod, abit reluctantly.

"Y ou'll have to match her with the Rambler,” chuckled Bland. "That's my boat - about the same build as
your craft. What say to arace, some day this week?"

Margaret bit her lips, met Bland's eyes.
"The Whiskaway isup for repairs,” shesaid. "l... | struck arock when | missed the channd.”

"A rock outside the Northview basin?1 didn't know of any there. I'll have to watch out for them in the
future”

Margaret, trying to recover from her confusion, was grateful at that moment to see Larry Chandler enter.
She beckoned; Larry came to the corner, shook hands with Bland.

After afew moments chat, Bland found he had to leave. He was scarcely out of sight before Margaret
spoke in a sharp whisper, that carried to The Shadow:

"Larry! He suspectsthat | wasn't with you when that shot was fired!"
Larry stared amoment then shrugged. His hand came across the table, steadied on the girl's.

"It doesn't matter,” he assured. "I redly thought you were there, Margaret, or | wouldn't have said so. It
actually happened exactly as| told you after we were alone. | saw someone lift his head, there by the
window. | said to you: 'Look, Meg,' and | swung over therail -"

"l didn't hear you say that. | wasn't there, Larry!"

"Y ou'd been there just amoment before. It must have happened when you started away to look for Dot
Grennd. Anyway, | was hafway to that window sneaking up on the fellow, whoever he was, when the
shot ripped out.”

"I heard that," acknowledged Margaret. "That'swhen | forgot Dot and looked for you. | didn't see you
where| had just left you. | thought” - her eyes were large, with adewy sparkle - "that someone had fired
at you. That'swhy | hurried to the lawn with the men.”

"Poor kid!" Larry's hand parted the girl'sfingers. "Of courseit scared you! But I'm glad, darling, that you
testified theway you did. It saved us both alot of trouble.”

Margaret's eyes narrowed. Her mood was becoming firmer.



"Theres one question, Larry," she said. "No matter what your answer, | promise never to reved it. But |
must havethe truth.”

THE SHADOW could see atwitch of Larry'sfeatures. In amoment, the man'slong face had stiffened
for thetest. The coming question might prove agrim one. It was possible that the girl might actualy ask if
Larry, himsdlf, had been the man by the window. But she didn't. The question that she put brought quick
relief to Larry'sface.

"That man by thewindow," asked Margaret, "did you, by any chance, recognize him - then or later?'
Larry shook his head.

"Pogitively not!" he declared. "I couldn't see hisface at the window, for it was dim and his back was
turned. Out by the hedges, | barely noticed the gun when he dropped it."

"I lied about that, too," reminded Margaret. "I thought it would help you, Larry."

"It did, and | gppreciateit. | wasafool to snatch up that gun and put my own printson it. Thekiller must
have wiped it on ahandkerchief while he ran. Only my prints showed. Fortunately, they don't count
againg me. My story was atrue one. It was believed - thanks, of course, to you."

The girl's gaze was far away. She didn't doubt aword of Larry's story, so far as his own part was
concerned. But, musingly, she came back to that other question:

"Y ou swear then, Larry, that you have no idea-"

"Who the murderer might be?' Larry snapped the interruption hotly. "Certainly not! If | had recognized
him, I'd have shouted it out! But what makes you think that | might know the Vindicator?'

"Nothing," replied Margaret, with aforced smile. "Nothing, except a crazy notion that | suppose | shdll
forget.”

Larry arose from the table.

"Let'sgo, then," he suggested. "I just cdled Mr. Marquin. HE's having aguest for dinner and wants us
there early. You'll remember the chap; he was out at Grenndl's, but he didn't get there until after the
fireworks."

"Y ou mean Lamont Cranston?"

Larry nodded. He and Margaret |eft the lounge. From his own table, The Shadow watched their
departure. His changed lipswore adight smile. Larry'sremark was areminder that it wastimefor The
Shadow, too, to leave.

Soon, The Shadow would be back in his guise of Cranston, with another opportunity to overhear any
comments by Larry and Margaret on the subject of the Vindicator.

CHAPTER VI. THE RUBBER KING

ROGER MARQUIN'S Long Idand residence was larger, more pretentious, than Grennel's Westchester
home. Marquin had chosen it because he entertained alot, mostly foreigners, who were interested in the
rubber trade.

Since mogt of his holdings were managed through South American agents, Marquin had no officein



Manhattan. A suite of rooms on the second floor of his manson had been converted into offices, where
he worked with Larry Chandler, his secretary.

At present, the only guest at the mansion was Margaret Brye.

The dinner proved a subdued affair. Roger Marquin sat at the head of atable large enough to have
accommodated two dozen diners, in addition to the four persons who were present. Y et the table, large
though it was, looked smdll in proportion to the immense dining room.

The sarvice, like thefood, was excellent. Marquin dways kept alarge retinue of servants, in expectancy
of many guests; and his serving men were so well trained that each course of the dinner seemed to arrive
inmagicd syle.

From one end of the table, Marquin chatted at long-distance range with Lamont Cranston at the other.
The rubber king was aman of middle age, forceful both in manner and expression. Hisface, tanned from
long periodsthat he had spent in the tropics, had the large forehead of athinker, the square jaw that
marked him asaman of action.

It was that combination of brain and brawn that symbolized Marquin's success.

In booming tone, he talked of expeditions up the Amazon; how he had won the control of valuable
rubber plantations despite the opposition of powerful foreign syndicates. He spoke amost cheerfully of
defeatsthat he had suffered, hisair indicating that losses merdly drove him on to other gains.

Larry and Margaret, at opposite sdes of the table, faced each other in silence throughout the entire meal.
Marquin was too busy talking to notice the fact; but to The Shadow, it evidenced that they had resumed
their discussion during the trip from Manhattan.

Perhaps Margaret had put some other questions, more pointed ones, and Larry had not liked them.
Possibly their coldness was exaggerated. This gloomy dining room was anything but achummy place.

Near the dinner'send, Marquin glanced at Margaret. His heavy tone dwindled as he remarked:

"Don't worry about your father, Margaret. Those experiments of hiswill soon be over. Furthermore, |
doubt that he regards them as dangerous.”

"Time bombs are not playthings" reminded Margaret. "1 hope that dad will turn to something different in
thefuture”

DINNER ended, Marquin conducted Cranston up to his suite of offices. There, The Shadow saw stacks
of foreign correspondence on adesk which evidently belonged to Larry. There werefiling cabinets along
onewall, proof that Larry's task was a heavy one. Marquin commented on that very fact asthey went
into the inner office.

"Young Chandler isaprize" he declared. "Heisfar more than amere confidential secretary. | hope some
day - athough Larry does not know it - to appoint him sole manager of my business.”

"How did you first acquire him?" was Cranston's response. "Was he a secretary origindly?*

"No, indeed. He was an architect. With afirm that had many wesdlthy clients. But the building boom
ended and there was no more opportunity for Chandler. He came to meto ask advice regarding
conditionsin South America. He wanted to go there.”

"Did he ask you to finance the trip?'



Marquin shook his head at Cranston's question.

"Chandler hasmoney,”" he declared. "How large afortune, he never stated. Enough, | would say, for him
to live on theincome, provided his stocks were paying dividends. | liked him, and offered him his present
job. He took it because the salary was a good one and enables him to spend money.

"Chandler isasocid climber. | say that in hisfavor” - Marquin smiled frankly - "because | like men with
ambition. At present, heis engaged to Margaret Brye; but | am not sure" - Marquin'stone lowered to a
confidentia pitch - "how that will work out. There's il a question regarding the wedlth of her father,
DanaBrye."

By that, Marquin intimated that Larry, if not afortune hunter, at least took into ca culation the financia
position of hisfuture father-in-law. Mention of Dana Brye put Marquin into areflective mood. He
pointed to the safe in the office wal; it was smilar to the one that The Shadow had seen in Grennd's

study.

"Brye designed that safe,”" declared Marquin. "He sold alot of them, because the combinations are so
intricate that no one has ever been known to crack one, except with dynamite. But | am not sure that
Bryeisagood busness man.

"He may have money, but | doubt it. Unlesslove of hiswork isal that moves him, he should have retired
afew years ago. Instead, he isworking on a dangerous invention. So dangerous, that he has arranged for
me to become Margaret's guardian, in case -"

A knock interrupted, from the door of the outer office. Marquin caled to enter; Margaret appeared. She
hesitated amoment, at sSight of Cranston; then said abruptly:

"l would like afew hundred dollars, Mr. Marquin.”

"Certainly! agreed Marquin. He opened adesk drawer. "I believe that thereis enough in the fund that
your father left with me. No; wait!" He was opening a notebook. "It appears that you have overdrawn
the amount. Did you get some money from Larry? The last entry lookslike one of his”

Margaret nodded. Her eyes were troubled.
"If itisimportant,” declared Marquin, "1 can advance the sum.”

Agan, Margaret'sair was one of hesitation. At last, she unfolded aletter that she carried and handed it to
Marquin, who read it.

"Who isthisman Jolden?" asked the rubber king. "Why has he written you, begging for money?"

"Heworked for dad years ago," replied the girl. "Two letters came from him; they were addressed to my
father, so | forwarded them. But dad was evidently too busy to reply.”

QUICK linkswere forming in The Shadow's chain of thought. Margaret was holding the envel ope from
which she had taken the letter. The return address was in one corner of the envelope, printed ina
gprawly hand. That envel ope was one of those that Margaret had taken from her handbag at the
Clarmont.

Definitely, Bland must have seen it and noted its clumsy hand-printed address. From it, he could have
learned where Jolden lived, the fact might have interested him. If Bland happened to be investigating the
Grennel case on his own, there was a chance that he would check on any unusua name that came his

way.



The name " Jolden” was unusual. Moreover, to The Shadow, it wasimportant. Classified in the back of
his brain were the names of many lesser crooks, and among them was that of Louis Jolden. Since the
envelope stated "L. B. Jolden," it could signify the man in question.

Jolden had donetimein Sing Sing, as a secondary member of a bank-robbing mob. That dated back
twenty years - the exact length of Jolden's sentence. But the fellow had been released in much lesstime,
because of good behavior.

"Why don't you let your father handle this?" questioned Marquin, addressng Margaret. "Old employees
can become avery great nuisance. Perhaps your father hastired of helping out the poor chap and,
therefore, hasignored hisletters.

The statement decided Margaret.

"Very well," shesaid. "Y ou are probably right. It was very long ago that Jolden wasin dad's employ. But
he told me once, dad did, that if Jolden needed money and he was not around, | should give the fellow
some.

"But since he actudly wrote to dad, | supposeit isnot my affair. What should | do? Write to Jolden and
tell him that | forwarded those other |etters?!

"Wait," suggested Marquin. "Do nothing, unless the man writes again and becomesinsistent. Perhaps
your father has dready attended to the matter.”

The two men walked with Margaret to the door of the outer office. When she had gone, Marquin shook
hishead and said:

"Theres DanaBryefor you! That iswhy | fear he may have squandered dl the money he made. Heisa
soft mark for everyone who was ever afriend of his"

A moment later, Cranston was shaking hands. Marquin wondered why his guest wasleaving, until he
recaled that Cranston had mentioned an appointment that would take him away soon after dinner.

The Shadow usualy made such statements when he went places as Cranston. A ppointments aways
accounted for a sudden departure; if he wanted to stay anywhere, he could decide that they were not
important enough to keep.

Within ten minutes The Shadow, still Cranston, was leaving Marquin's front driveway, a passenger inthe
limousine that Stanley drove. His hands, however, were pulling out a secret drawer beneath the seat.

From that drawer, The Shadow was bringing the black garmentsthat so effectively obliterated hisguise
of Cranston, whenever occasion called.

The Shadow intended to pay aprompt call upon Louis Jolden, aman whose crooked past might have a
powerful bearing upon the crime-laden future.

CHAPTER VII. CRIME DELAYED

JOLDEN'S address was well north of Times Square, on aside street lined by crumbly old houses that
had once been private residences. Mogt of them, including the one where Jolden lived, had been
converted into cheap apartment houses.

The Shadow was no longer in the limousine when herolled past the row of buildings. He had transferred
from the big car to ataxicab, an independent cab, which The Shadow privately owned. The driver, Moe



Shrevnitz, was the speediest hackiein New Y ork - and one of The Shadow's secret agents.

There were cars parked dong the street, and The Shadow noted lurking figures that were shifting back
toward an old sedan. Apparently, that car had arrived only afew minutes ago. Consequently, The
Shadow ordered Moe to drive round the block.

Observing a space between two buildings, The Shadow whispered another order. The cab dackened
speed, The Shadow dropped off into darkness. By the time the cab had swung the corner, he was taking
the passage that led into the rear courtyard behind Jolden's house.

Scarcely had The Shadow picked the building door that he wanted, when astir occurred near him. Two
other persons had crept in by another route; they were holding a subdued conference, close enough for
The Shadow to hear.

"Y eah, heré'swhere you cover, Greasy," said one. "I'll dide back and tell Trigger you're posted.”

Shuffly sounds marked the speaker's departure. The crook called Greasy remained; The Shadow could
hear him moving about on the cement just below the stepsto the rear door. Meanwhile The Shadow,
though engaged in an important task, was making less noise than the posted crook.

Crouched low, to avoid adull light that came through a pane of thick frosted glass, The Shadow was
working to open awell-latched door.

Tiny picklikeingruments did their duty. But when the latch gave, it clicked sharply and Greasy heard it.
Immediately, his stedlth became remarkable. He started creeping toward the steps so nestly, that The
Shadow could bardly detect the sound. Before he managed to locate Greasy's position, the thug paused.

The situation indicated that Greasy had a drawn gun, would be using it at close range if he saw the door
move. Thiswas ajam that could become more troublesome, the longer The Shadow postponed action.
The detail of Greasy's exact position had to be settled. In the dark, The Shadow shifted.

Againgt the frosted pane, Greasy suddenly saw the shaded edge of a douch hat that rose, then stopped.
The crook took two sidestepsto a perfect position and leveled hisrevolver. He had a suspicion that he
had spied The Shadow, and Greasy was taking no chances. With a sharp intake of breath, he tightened

histrigger finger.

Right then, an avaanche struck him. The hurtling mass bowled Greasy to the ground. His gun clattered,
unfired, aslong fingerstook histhroat. Greasy went sensaess when the back of hishead rammed the
cement. The crook's shift had given away his position.

RISING from Greasy's prone form, The Shadow turned to the steps and reclaimed his douch hat, which
he had balanced sideward on itsbrim, so that it projected against the frosted pane. The next question
waswheat to do with Greasy. After peering into the apartment house hallway, The Shadow decided to lug
the stunned crook inside.

There was a space just beneath the indgde stairway that served as aresting place for Greasy. Trussing the
crook with belt and handkerchief, The Shadow closed the fellow'slipswith a strip of adhesive tape that
Greasy carried for the purpose of gagging someone else.

Moving stedthily past the foot of the dairs, The Shadow was a gliding thing of blackness, difficult to
discern againgt the darkened stairway. Noiselesdy, he moved upward to inspect the floors above.

It was at the third floor back that he found Jolden's apartment. Most of the doors bore name cards; but
this one didn't, which seemed good policy for an ex-convict. The door wasn't latched; easing it open, The



Shadow heard the buzz of voices. He was |ooking in upon a scene that he had half expected.

He saw Jolden, athin-lipped, tight-faced man with baldish head. With darting eyes that peered through
clouds of cigarette smoke that he puffed, Jolden wastaking to avisitor: Ross Bland. Apparently, the two
were finishing a conference, for Bland was about to rise from his chair.

"It'sthe straight dope I've given you," assured Jolden, in awheezy voice. "And why not?" - he shrugged
his shirtdeeved arms - "congidering that | don't owe anything to Dana Brye. Weve got dong al right, him
and me. | ain't no shakedown artist; al I've asked for isto be taken care of ."

"l understand,” returned Bland, in anicy tone. Then, moreindulgently: "1 hope, Jolden, that your
conscience, rather than the money | just gave you, impelled you to reved the truth.”

Jolden grinned.

"Conscience, hdl!" he mouthed. "I've done my stretch, and that'sthat! Say, if 1'd figured you for adick
when you walked in here, you couldn't have made metalk if you'd used ahunk of rubber hose! That sob
stuff you handed me about that poor Grennel dame and her dead father - bah!

"Y ou want justice done. Sure! A lot of dopesfed that way, but they're guys that have never been in tir.
If I'd ever been that soft, the trip to the big house would have cured me. Y ou're using your bean, though,
by trying to dig up the facts without calling in alot of bulls. Dumb coppers, like that Joe Cardona, can

gum up anything."

Jolden paused, to take alast puff a an inch of cigarette before he chucked it. Then, following Bland
toward the door, the ex-convict added:

"I needed dough and old Bryewon't giveit. All I've ever doneistell him | was hard up; nothing else. You
wanted to hear what | knew about Brye, so | told you, for five hundred bucks. This country's still free
enough for meto do that, ain't it?"

"l supposeitis,” returned Bland, his hand on the doorknob. Then, curtly:
"Good night, Jolden.”

WITHDRAWN to the second floor, The Shadow watched Bland come down the gairs. Stiffly, eyes
straight ahead, Bland was clutching an inside pocket, proof that he carried more money than thefive
hundred dollars he had paid Jolden.

It was obvious that he had found no pleasure in dealing with aman like Jolden; but he wastrying to act
unconcerned, probably fearing aknife thrust in the back.

It wouldn't do to let Bland walk out through the front door into the hands of new mobhbies governed by
Trigger Kobin, who had mysterioudy bobbed back into the game. To warn Bland, The Shadow stepped
out to meet him, gave afriendly whisper that the fellow should have heeded. At that moment, Bland
heard a sound from above. Alarmed, he went berserk.

Taking The Shadow to be afoe, he flung himsalf madly upon the black-cloaked accoster. Grappling, The
Shadow tried to whirl Bland to safety aong the second-floor hall, for a sharp clatter had begun on the
third story.

They redled against acrazy railing, that gave with their weight. Catching asolid post, The Shadow
remained where he was, but Bland went through, to the steps that led down from second floor to first.



That drop inspired him to another. Bouncing to hisfeet, Bland vaulted the banister and landed in the rear
hall of thefirgt floor. The quick dash of hisfootstepstold The Shadow that Bland had taken the proper
route to safety: out through the back door that Greasy no longer guarded.

Whipping about, The Shadow looked up to the third floor. He flattened instantly, for he saw guns above.
There were shots, but the bullets whined over The Shadow's head. Immediately, his sweeping hand sped
from his cloak, to jab answers with an automeatic.

Two thuggish figures bobbed above - one diving back to safety, the other beginning along, sprawling
divedownthe dairs.

Rolling aside, The Shadow avoided the hurtling thug that he had clipped. Coming to hisfeet witha
powerful knee spring, he gave amocking chalenge as he drove for the top of the stairway. Hattening
again near the top step, he saw the route by which the thugs had entered: an open trapdoor that led out
to the roof.

The second thug was crouched bel ow that gap, aiming agun. Behind him stood his leader, Trigger
Kohin, aso with adrawn gun. Both fired at sight of The Shadow's head, but they were too dow. The
Shadow was diding one step downward, as he took that peek. It was his gun, poked over the top step,
that got results.

Inthe midst of blazing shots, Trigger's mobster pal collapsed. Trigger, himsdf, was whedling away
toward thewall as The Shadow fired. But he made the mistake of stopping too soon, as he had that
other night.

In two more seconds, Trigger Kobin should have known the folly of trying to beat The Shadow ina
close-range duel. But the quick changesin this scene were not yet ended.

The Shadow barely managed to halt histrigger tug, as afigure lunged through an opening door. It was
Jolden; he had heard the shots and seen the results. He thought that Bland must have started the béttle,
even though he had caught the tones of aweird laugh.

Jolden, in the penitentiary nearly twenty years, belonged to an erathat dated back before The Shadow's
amazing campaigns had begun.

He had heard of The Shadow, but the cloaked fighter's battle challenge was something that newcomers
did not talk about when they had reached their prison cells. Therefore, Jolden thought that the marksman
from the gtairway, presumably Bland, had reached hislimit in bagging two crooks out of three.

Consdering himself the prey that invaders sought, and seeing only Trigger left, Jolden decided torisk a
dash. Hurdling the sprawled figure of the second thug, he made for the stairway. His leap took him
farther than he expected. Jolden had blocked The Shadow'sfire, but not Trigger's. For Jolden's guess
was right; he was the man that Trigger wanted.

JABBING the shotsthat he had hoped to give The Shadow, Trigger turned Jolden's hurdle into a plunge.
With amad shriek, Jolden went over the top of the stairway. Hisbody, writhing in air, came down so
rapidly that The Shadow could not avoid it. Together, they bounded down the stairs.

At the halfway point, The Shadow clutched therall and stayed there; but Jolden continued, toendina
dead crazy-shaped mass beside the thug who moaned on the second-story floor.

Though The Shadow's eyes |ooked above, his ears heard pounding feet from the stair well below.
Crooks were invading from the front, attracted by the gunfire. They figured that Trigger needed them and



they were on their way.

The Shadow spurted fina shots toward the third floor. Amid the echoes, hislaugh rang out anew, to let
Trigger know that he could expect more. Poking afresh gun through the banister, The Shadow blasted
away and temporarily halted the new arrivals. Then he started up after Trigger.

Trigger had escaped through the trapdoor to the roof. Oncein flight, he had decided to keep going.
When The Shadow rolled out to the roof, there was no sign of Jolden's murderer. Trigger had teken a
quick route across other housetops.

Srenswere wailing from the sireets below. Police were arriving too late to trap Trigger Kobin. They
would furnish no obstacle, therefore, to The Shadow, when he aso used the roofs to reach some empty
house and there descend. For The Shadow was carefully clamping the trapdoor, to leave no trace of his
departure.

That task done, his laugh cameweirdly, but subdued, as The Shadow began his journey benesth the
shroud of night. The game had shifted tonight, producing new elementsin the quest for the Vindicator.
Ross Bland had become an important figure; for that young man had persondly gotten important facts
that referred to Dana Brye.

Louis Jolden, Bland'sinformant, could talk to no one ese; not even to admit that he had spokento a
vigitor. Thefact that Bland had heard Jolden's story was known only to The Shadow. Asfor Trigger
Kohin, he had become more than a mere go-between in the Vindicator's schemes.

Like hishidden chief, Trigger had committed murder. Under such circumstances, the law would hunt him
harder; but it was likely, too, that the Vindicator would use Trigger right along, snce thefelow'slot was
casl.

Out of tonight's confusion The Shadow would foresee trailswith many crossings; new paths that would
end thelr tanglein agtraight route to that hidden master of crime, the Vindicator.

CHAPTER VIII. VREEKILL CASTLE

THE death of an obscure ex-convict was not important enough to become lunch-table conversation at
the swanky Northview Y acht Club. Nor were the membersinterested in the fact that the police had
pinned murder on Trigger Kobin, after rounding some crippled mobbiesin araid the night before.

Among the luncheon group was Ross Bland. He, perhaps, was thinking of Louis Jolden; but there was
something ese upon hismind. All during lunch, he scarcely noticed another silent member who sat
opposite him. Ordinarily, Bland would have been glad to chat with so prominent a person as Lamont
Crangton; but today, his own plans gripped him.

They met, Bland and Cranston, outside the yacht-club library, where Bland headed immediately after
lunch. 1t was then that Cranston remarked in quiet tone:

"Someone wastdlling me about abuy in Arivada Silver. They say that you have options on acontrolling
interest. Perhaps we might get together on it.”

Bland showed aflash of interest. As dways, when he began intensive conversation, he proffered his
Cigarette case.

"It'sareclamed mine," he stated. "Huge prospects, Mr. Cranston. At present prices of slver, thebig
mining interests are so busy with their own projectsthat they have let many opportunitiesdide. Thisisthe



right time to buy up amine like the Arivada
"At what price?

Bland gtarted to answer; then hesitated. His glance went toward the library and its huge file of charts. He
had something more important than the Arivada matter.

"Il find out,” hetold Cranston. "Suppose | cal you in afew days, when | have dl the details"

Crangton was agreegble. He strolled away, while Bland went into the library. But Cranston did not go
far. Passing the doorway again, he saw Bland spreading alarge map on the table.

From that distance, printed names could not be read; but The Shadow easily recognized the outlines on
the map. The sheet was a navigation chart of the Hudson River.

AN hour later, Bland started out in his speedboat, Rambler, bound, so someone said, on atrip across
Long Idand Sound. That report did not deceive The Shadow.

A package had just been delivered for Lamont Cranston. In the library, The Shadow opened the
envelope and began to study a collection of aeria photographs.

The picture showed Vreekill Castle, on the Hudson. They had been taken this morning from apassing
arplane. Such craft were commonly seen above the Hudson's cliffs asfar north as Vreekill. Comparing
the photos with the chart that Bland had so recently consulted, The Shadow found that the pictures
revesled dl - and more.

Whether or not Bland had learned what he wanted, was a question. The Shadow, however, had certainly
obtained required facts.

AsMargaret Brye had said, Vreekill Castle could be reached by aroad. The pictures showed atwisty
ribbon that extended to the promontory where the castle stood.

Perched on the cliff, the castle held a precarious position, due to the cleft rocks below it. Though the
photograph had been taken directly from above, the building, asprawl of ancient stone, appeared to
have an outward lean.

Although much of the ground near the castle was barren, there were clumps of trees that formed an
irregular path toward a dliff just north of the building, which was on the west side of theriver. A narrow
chasm lay between; on itsbrink were afew fair-sized saplings that had gained root in crevices among the
rocks.

Animportant fact, that only the air photos could have shown, was the presence of houses among the
scrubby patches of woods. The buildings were scarcely more than shacks; probably they had belonged
to workmen who had once repaired the ancient castle.

One of those wooden structures, the largest of the tiny group, was certainly inhabited; for the camera,
working from above, had picked out the pygmy figure of aman, who could have consdered himsdlf
concealed aong the trees.

Photographs returned to their envel ope, The Shadow soon wasriding to Manhattan. Stanley headed the

limousineto the Holland Tunnel, glad that Cranston was returning hometo New Jersey, for furious sorm

clouds were gathering from the south, betokening alate afternoon storm. But while they wereriding along
the Skyway, Crangton ingtructed Stanley to take him to acertain airport.



There, Crangton dismissed the limousine and entered an autogiro. Defying the gpproaching storm, he
took off in the strange machine. Big flaying arms shaped like a horizontal windmiill, lifted the wingless giro
into a sharp ascent.

AS he piloted the craft, The Shadow donned his garb of black. He was flying north, keeping ahead of the
storm clouds; but his route was by no means an easy one.

Early dusk had brought lights to Manhattan and the city was one mighty cluster of tiny firefly sparkles.
The glow of the George Washington Bridge was another landmark; but soon The Shadow's only guide
was the blackened Hudson, sometimes impossible to sight.

Lights of water craft, occasiona glimmers along the shore, were beacons that brought The Shadow back
to hisdifficult course, until, when he was many miles north, the blackness of the settled night was broken
by aglow upon which he had depended.

It was the full moon, rising blood-red because of the horizon's haze. The Shadow had outraced the
storm; the clouds had not yet occupied the east. The moonlight, according to The Shadow's calculations,
would be dependablefor at least another hour. That space of time was much more than The Shadow
needed.

He had gauged his own schedule to the moon's. Within the next ten minutes, the ruddy glow showed the
sght that The Shadow expected. From an atitude of seven thousand feet, he spied the toylike structure
of Vreekill Castle, capped upon itscrag.

A few miles above the castle, The Shadow dropped the autogiro into atree-surrounded clearing and
conceded it where no one would discover it. Alighting, he spent the next fifteen minutes picking a
compass-guided path on foot.

He came, at length, to the turning point where he could move eastward, to the cliff just north of Bry€'s
stone-walled retrest.

Despite the moonlight, The Shadow determined to visit the largest of the wooden shacks before
approaching the castle. Keeping to the trees, he found a blackness that the moonlight could not
penetrate. Spotting alamplight from an open window, The Shadow advanced with absolute sedlth.

Thissde of the shack was away from the moon's glow.

One glance within the shack explained how Trigger Kobin replenished his depleted mobs. Thiswas
where he kept hisreserves; and Trigger, himsdlf, was with his crew. Only three thugs were present, but
from Trigger's growled statements, The Shadow learned that there were at least half a dozen more
around the grounds.

"WHY the squawk?' Trigger was demanding. "Thisisacinch here, ain't it? Nobody's supposed to go
into the castle. All right, were seeing that they don't. The way the bunch is posted near here, they'd spot
any guy that tried to get by. All you lugs have to do istake turns keeping watch."

One of the thugs grumbled that this duty didn't worry him. The place he wanted to stay away from was
New Y ork. His pas muttered their agreement. Trigger shrugged.

"Stick herethen," be decided. "When thisjob's over, you can lam. A couple of good torpedoesisadl I'll
need, and they'rein town aready. The way sapslike you guyslet The Shadow knock you off, I'll do
better without you!"

Moving away from the shack, The Shadow worked hisway north of the castle. At moments, he paused,



particularly at places where the trees thinned. There, by blotches of moonlight, he could see the patrolling
members of Trigger's band.

They were keegping themsalveswell under cover. None was close to the castle, for their game wasto
block anyone before such a person reached the bare ground.

Lingering a one spot, The Shadow gained aproper view of the castleitsdlf. Its sone walls|ooked
crumbly, but they bore signs of strengthening patches. Itswindows, dl high, were narrow, verticd dits.
Its door, the only mode of direct entry, was massive and crisscrossed with bands of sted!.

Skirting among the trees, The Shadow reached the cliff on the north. There, he crept on hands and
knees, taking a snakelike course along the rocks.

No watchers were posted near, for they were unnecessary. Persons might reach the stone walls of the
castle from west or south; but on the north side the chasm intervened.

Without cons derable equipment, it would be seemingly impossible for anyone to bridge the chasm. But
the watchers had not reckoned with the ingenuity of The Shadow.

Black against rock shadows, The Shadow arose beside the brink. The space that yawned was too wide
for an ordinary legp; and it afforded no landing place beyond. Nothing but sheer wall, built to the very
edge of the castle's crag, with an abyss straight below. Close to the cleft, The Shadow could hear the
murmur of the Hudson'swaves, stirred by the storm that was beating up from the south. Then came
swashes, asif larger billows had rolled into the water-filled ravine. There were scraping sounds, then
nothing but the murmur.

The Shadow was concentrated upon the castle, not the chasm's depths. In the rugged wall he saw a
ditted window, dightly below hisleve. He gauged itswidth and was satisfied. His next task wasto reach
it.

As he stood on the brink, The Shadow was holding to two of the saplings that the photograph had
shown. He chose the taller of those rock-rooted trees.

Testing the ground as he edged away, The Shadow turned and made a short, swift dash that ended in a
leap.

HIStake-off looked asif he had started a crazy jump across the chasm - asuicida stunt that could only
have ended in a bounce from the opposite wall. But that spring aso had an upward impetus. Its outward
effect ended as The Shadow grabbed the sapling.

Hewasliterdly hurling himself up the dender trunk, making a climb through the speed of hissurge. His
carry inthe direction of the chasm wasintended to bend the sapling, and it did. Instead of diding back to
the ground, The Shadow wriggled forward, his hands hauling him farther along asthe tree yielded
downward.

He was past the center of the bend. Hanging by his hands, he hauled the dender tree into the shape of a
drawn bow. Dangling above the abyss, The Shadow depended solely upon the strength of hisgrip, to
prevent afall that would have dashed him straight to degth. Thetree, asit bent, seemed woefully frail; yet
The Shadow risked it further.

Hand over hand, swinging above black nothingness, he was working himself to twiglike branches at the
tregs very top. The bend of the branches at that point became straight downward. Twiggish branches
snapped warningly. Thetrunk, if it could till be called such, waslike arope in texture. From this point,



there could be no return.

His strength taxed to the full, The Shadow would have along, dow task to work straight upward, hand
over hand; and by that time the sapling, dready weakening, would give beneath the rain.

Return, however, was not in The Shadow's plan. His shoulder was scraping stone. Twisting, he saw adlit
of black carved in agtretch of grimy gray. Tightening one hand with nailsthat dug into the sapling's bark,
The Shadow flung his other arm through the gray dit. His hand found agrip upon an inner ledge.

The sapling did from aloosening fist. It whipped back to its position on the chasm brink, lashing to and
frolikealiving thing resenting the treatment that it had received. While the tree il quivered inthe
darkness, The Shadow's other hand was through the ditted window in the wall, taking hold at the side.

Strong shoulders heaved. Arms spread wide within the window, gave apull. Twisting to get through the
narrow space, The Shadow gave another haul and yanked his body inward. His black shape had merged
with blackness.

Hands reached the floor, to make the drop alight one, as knees supplied afina shove from the window
ledge. The Shadow had arrived within the forbidding walls of Vreekill Castle.

CHAPTER IX. THE QUEST THAT FAILED

A SPOT of light glimmered upon an ancient flagstone floor; turning, it threw its brilliant eye againg wals
of moldy stone where cobwebs formed awoven tapestry. Probing, the glow found a doorway leading
from one cramped room into another.

The beam was The Shadow's flashlight. In the upper story of Vreekill Castle, he was picking aroute
through silent gpartments as forlorn and uninviting as dungeons.

The Shadow knew the history of Vreekill Castle. Begun in Dutch Colonid days asa sure citadel against
raiding Indians, it had later been converted into a blockhouse. These were the rooms that had quartered
the garrison during that period.

Abandoned time and again by successive owners, the gloomy, isolated structure had findly been
acquired by DanaBrye; but it was obvious that the present owner had no use for the upper rooms. They
had been |€eft to their decay, peopled only by ghosts of the past.

As he glided through the ravenlike rooms, The Shadow's flashlight met ashaft of black only afew feet
ahead. There was awhisper: the subdued tone of The Shadow's laugh. He had escaped the deep outside
chasm, only to miss an ingde danger by the fraction of ayard. Turning the flashlight to the right, he
stepped toward a corner wall, where he saw a solid floor.

Something detached itself from a broken flagstone and whipped away. The Shadow took aside step to
avoid the diding object; but he pivoted with the flashlight asthe center, keeping the glow fixed on the
spot. There was alashing motion, awhisk, like the yank of aloose rope.

The thing was ablack snake, that had found its way into the castle seeking field mice as prey for its
congtrictor's coils. Alarmed by the light, the snake had taken to awide crack in the wall.

Other fissures showed aong that same wall. Playing the flashlight in asemicircle, The Shadow saw a
series of narrow, jagged crevices. Thiswasthewall on theriver Side; its outward lean was very apparent.
Dipping the light to the bottom of the wall, The Shadow continued its course down into the black hole
that he had so barely avoided.



The pit was astairway, and The Shadow's sideward shift had brought him to the steps. They were made
of stone, those steps, and each was ahuge single dab. Despite the size of the dabs, The Shadow tested
each one as he descended.

Though they had settled at different angles, dl the steps weretilted toward the outer wall. The masonry,
should it finaly yield, would take to the direction of theriver.

Perhaps some flaw in the foundation was the cause; possibly the original builders had set the castle too
closeto the brink. The exact reason was |ess important than the fact that \Vreekill Castle could not long
continue as a safe abode.

AT the base of the stone stairs, The Shadow came to a heavy door. Brye had evidently placed that
barrier not only to block off the rooms above, but to trouble any chance venturer who might enter there.

Nevertheless, he had foreseen that invasion from that direction wasimprobable; for the door was merely
bolted and gave dightly under pressure,

Wedging athin strip of metal through the crack, The Shadow worked upon the bolt. Had that measure
falled, there were others that he would have used. But the bolt, alowing play inits socket, worked under
pressure. Gradudly, The Shadow forced it back.

Hinges groaned as he pressed the door open. Stifling that sound by dower tactics, The Shadow gradualy
ganed arequired space. Once through the door, he closed it, again avoiding any repetition of the grinding
screeches that sounded like utterances from ghoulish throeats.

His precautions were wise, for from the other side of afair-sized room came atrickle of light that
denoted adoor that stood gjar. This room, stacked with odd boxes, was evidently used for storage. If
The Shadow's conjecture proved right, the room with the light should be Brye's workshop.

So it was, and more. Peering through the partly opened door, The Shadow saw a curious
conglomeration. He viewed alarge room, entirely windowless, with workbenchesin one corner, acot in
another. The room was lighted by ail lamps.

At thefar sde of theroom was atiny oil stove, the principa portion of Brye'skitchen. In find contrast,
the end wall, hollowed into aniche, contained a huge safe that The Shadow recognized as one of Brye's
make.

That one room served Dana Brye as workshop, egting place, living quarters, and office. Therewasno
reason why Brye should ever leave it while he dwelt donein Vreekill Castle; and for that very reason,
Brye wasthere. He was near the workbench finishing sometrifling task, and his profile was visble from
The Shadow's angle of view.

THERE was nothing of the hair-brained inventor in Brye's appearance. His profile was well formed, with
straight forehead, even shaped nose, and strong chin. His hair, gray-streaked, was somewhat shaggy .
Brye'sface and expression were youthful despite the wrinklesthat came when he smiled.

Therewas cunning in Brye's countenance. First sight wasinsufficient for The Shadow to pass judgment;
but it was a certainty that Brye had toiled ably. In his own way, he had contrived something which
definitely pleased him. His chuckles proved it.

Turning from the workbench, Brye went to the wall opposite the big safe. There, The Shadow saw a
door much stronger than the one that blocked the upstairs route; a door, moreover, that had no mere
bolt. It wasfitted with a combination of the sort that Brye manufactured.



Hishead tilted, hislips holding ahalf smile, Brye worked the combination and drew the big door dightly
open. Crossing the room with aspry stride, he reached the safe and thumbed its dia in rapid fashion.

Hewas engrossed in that task, too much so to hear disturbing sounds. The Shadow, too, wasintent; yet
his ear caught something that Brye missed.

It was the stedlthy tread of feet upon stone. Looking toward the big door, The Shadow saw it open. Into
the room stepped a man whose face declared its determination.

The arrival was Ross Bland. As he swung the door wide, The Shadow could see curved stone steps that
came up from below.

BRY E had finished with the safe's combination. He was ready to swing open the big meta front when he
sensed Bland's presence, either from adight footfdl or the draft which swept sharp and chill from the
dank stairway.

With surprising aacrity, Brye whipped about; but Bland, ready for that emergency, was quicker in
drawing agun. He had Brye covered, hel pless, the moment that they came eyeto eye.

Approaching Brye, who stood with upraised hands, Bland tapped the man's pockets, then pointed him to
achair. AsBrye sat down, Bland put away his gun and remained standing while he spoke.

"My nameisRoss Bland,” hetold Brye. "Thomas Grennd was afriend of mine; and o, for that matter, is
your daughter. | mention those two facts, Mr. Brye, because they will have abearing on what isto
follow."

Brye looked interested, but not at al disturbed.
"Last night," continued Bland, "I talked to Jolden. Y ou knew him, didn't you, Mr. Brye?'
Emphasis on theword "knew" brought ariseto Brye's grayish eyebrows. Seeing it, Bland smiled grimly.

"Yes, Joldenisdead," he declared. "But he didn't die before he talked - to me. He told me that he used
to work for you some twenty years ago, and why."

"Probably helied," observed Brye, speaking for the first time. His voice was sharp and piping. "He has
lied to me, when he claimed that he was degtitute. That iswhy | refused to help him any longer.”

"I'll take your word for that," conceded Bland, "but you are not touching the main issue, Mr. Brye. |
mean the reason you paid money to Jolden at dl."

"Because he had been faithful -

"Of course!" Bland snapped the interruption. "But faithful to what? 1 can tell you. Jolden was amember
of the Krigley gang, big-time bank robbers of twenty years ago. But he worked for you and helped you
figure out methods of opening al makes of safes but your own."

Brye gave a subdued chuckle, as though he thought that all other types of safes were obvioudy easy.

"I know you camouflaged it,” declared Bland. " Such type of work wasin your line of business. But
everything that you discovered reached the Krigley gang. They used your information to pull those bank
jobs."

"What if they did?' demanded Brye, suddenly. "I had no ideawho Krigley was. That iswhy -"



"Why you wrote to him?" broke in Bland. ™Y es. Jolden told me that you corresponded with Red Krigley.
He'sdead, Krigley is, and so is Jolden, the one remaining man who knew the facts. But you know aswell
as| do, Brye, that you were deep in the business. Jolden said s0."

"A crook," sneered Brye, "will aways brand an honest man as one of his own class”
"Quitetrue," nodded Bland, "and a crook can a so recognize another crook.”

"Which makesit even. But you say that Jolden is dead. So we can eliminate his testimony.”
Bland shook his head emphaticaly.

"All that we can do," he decided codlly, "is cometo terms. | know your present game, Brye. It isbigger
than any you ever played before. Y ou are the man who cals himself the Vindicator! Y ou have used your
contacts with important men to gain their confidences. From that, you have blackmailed them, to gain
yourself afortune

Bryetilted his head back and gave along laugh.

"That issomething,” hetold Bland, "that you will find much more difficult to prove than my association
with theKrigley gang. | cdl tell you this-"

"Y ou can tdl me nothing!" interrupted Bland. ™Y ou have merely learned enough to keep your methods
covered; something in which you failed before. | have not come here to argue the question. | have come
to make termg”

BRY E'Slaugh faded. His eyes narrowed coldly; Bland met them with an equa gaze.

"Asthe Vindicator," declared Bland, "you claimed that you intended to make restitution to the proper
persons from the funds that you demanded and got. My purposeisto seethat it isdone. | owe that to my
friend, Thomas Grenndl.

"Though you may be amurderer, Brye, it isnot my task to punish you. | have another friend: your
daughter, and on her account | intend to let you go your way. One fase move on your part, however, will
justify my ending your ugly career.”

Turning, Bland stepped toward the safe. He had seen Brye unlock the combination; therefore knew that
he had smply to swing open the door. But Bland's move produced an dectrical effect. It brought Brye
from his chair in one long, maddened bound.

"Stay away!" screeched Brye. "'l warn you!”

Bland couldn't get his gun from his pocket in time to meet Brye's surge. Forgetting the weapon, he struck
out in afurious atack. His hard punches drove Brye back, until the older man redled away, hisface
buried in hisarms. Striking the big door by the lower stairs, Brye dumped to the uppermost steps.

Standing with fists ill clenched, Bland saw that Brye's dump was no fake. Long-fingered hands were
clawing weskly, but they could barely stroke away the grizzled hair that had streaked over Brye's eyes.
With his opponent temporarily helpless, Bland saw no use in wasting opportunity.

He made for the safe, yanked the big door wide. Inside were boxes, stacks of papers, but most
important, a square cabinet that was actually clamped to speciad crossbarsin the safe. That box,
congtructed of thin metal, was the one that intrigued Bland. He tried to open it, but the top would not
budge.



All that was plain to The Shadow's gaze. Shifting to get adistant view over Bland's shoulder, the hidden
watcher saw astreak of copper beneath the sllvery line of asted bar. The sight told him ingtantly that it

wastimeto intervene. Knowing Bland and hisinability to listen when under stress, The Shadow paused
long enough to draw an automatic.

That brief delay wasfortunate. At that very moment, Bland's efforts to open the metal box cameto an
abrupt end. The cause was produced by the box itsdlf. It exploded with ablast that not only ruined it, but
spread the sides of the safe aswll.

With that shock, the whole room quivered, responding to aglare of vivid light accompanied by a
horrendous roar.

When hisvison cleared, The Shadow found himsdlf sprawled on the soreroom floor, staring through the
doorway toward aruined mass of metal against ablank spacein thewall. In front of that wreckagelay a
misshapen human mass that had been hurled toward the center of the room.

The mangled corpse was the remains of Ross Bland, the man who had come in quest of the Vindicator's
ill-gotten wedlth, to find death instead!

CHAPTER X. WALLS OF DOOM

AMID the reverberations that echoed in The Shadow's ears came sharper clatters, as chunks of stone
detached from walls and ceiling, to strike the floor of the storeroom. A warning rumble told that inner
masonry was about to give, through loss of its support.

Coming to hisfeet, The Shadow swung himsdf into the doorway that connected with Brye's workroom.

There, he hated. The ceiling had begun to ped, beginning at the niche, where the debris of the safewas
vigble. In pedling, the ceiling shed athick layer of stones and mortar. Loosened chunks caused othersto
go; the epidemic spread toward the center of the room.

It was asif someinvishble acid had begun to eat itsway on agigantic scae, gobbling the ceiling with
increasing speed. Only one result could follow; it arrived with atitanic crash, exactly as The Shadow
expected.

Dueto the collapse of the ceiling below them, the flagstones of the floor above came rumbling through,
bringing some of the heavy stone partitionsthat divided the tiny upstairsrooms.

Thefloor of the main room quaked. Bland's haf-mangled figure quivered as though imbued with areturn
of life. The Shadow could fed tremors from the sides of the stone doorway where he stood. Chance
sonesfdl about him; some bounced high enough to glance from hisarms and shoulders. But the ancient
door frame held.

Gazing across apile of debris, The Shadow looked for Dana Brye. He saw the master of Vreekill Castle
risen in that other doorway that led to the descending steps.

Brye, safe, relished this scene of ruin. He was studying it with an expert's eye. Histime bomb, set inthe
safe, had done more than trap his unwanted visitor, Ross Bland. In fact, Brye wasted no more than a
brief glance upon the dead form that was half covered by rubbish.

Every trace of Bland's overhandsome features had been obliterated as completely asif they had been
mere waxwork, which, to some degree, they had resembled.

The blast had singed his clothes into ashes. No mark of identity remained to prove that the dead man was



RossBland.

Brye had seen that dmogt in aglimpse. Hisfind survey of the room was accompanied by repetitions of
his piping laugh. With sudden decision, he turned about, yanked the steel door that stood beside him.
That barrier closed, he began his exit by the stairway that curved to places benegth.

Instantly, The Shadow followed. Brye's route could be the only feasible road to safety. Moreover, it gave
The Shadow a chance to trace the crafty man.

Reaching the meta door, The Shadow pulled itslatch and tugged it wide. Fortunately, Brye had not
bothered to twist the dia to lock the combination.

Hardly had The Shadow sprung through the open doorway, before another explosion occurred. The
blast came from beneath the ruined room where Bland's body lay. It heaved the floor like avolcanic
eruption, threw abarrage of sonein al directions.

Spreading outward, chunks from that convulsion reached The Shadow. He was hurled, head foremogt,
down the winding stairs, to bounce from thewall and tumble farther downward in ahelpless spird.

CATCHING himsdf at last, The Shadow lay numbed, incapable of immediate motion. From the clatter
above, he knew that the second blast, set off by Brye somewhere below, must have weakened the old
castle even more than had the first explosion.

Here on the stairswastota blackness; but The Shadow's flashlight operated, when his numbed fingers
found it. Rising through sheer will, he resumed his descent at a pace that was painfully dow. He cameto
alanding, where an open doorway showed asmall chamber that had probably once been adungeon. It
was here that the second blast had been set off.

Sliding noise, broken by heavy thumps, proved that the wreckage from above was settling steedily into
thislower pit. Eventudly, Bland's body would dide down withiit.

Soon, after The Shadow resumed his downward descent, he was staggered by the effects of another
blagt, a thelanding that he had just |eft. Brye, safely below, had set off a blast to demolish the upper
section of the stairway. Probably he would repeat that process with the stretch that lay ahead!

Flinging himself down the steps, The Shadow |et the spird walls guide him. It was anightmarish descent,
that became redigtic only when The Shadow stumbled into light along arocky path at the bottom of the
Spird sairs.

Theleve ground felt soft when he sprawled upon it. Too numbed to fedl pain, he crawled to ajutting
rock and settled there. Hewasin atiny grotto lighted by electricity, probably supplied by asmal power
unit.

Hearing the swish of water, The Shadow knew that he had descended at |east a hundred feet, the height
of the crag that VVreekill Castle topped. This grotto was a natural cave, connecting with the chasm that
The Shadow had crossed to reach the castle.

It was here that Ross Bland had comein his speedboat, the Rambler, after guessing that Margaret Brye
had loaned her craft, the Whiskaway, to her father.

Assuming that Brye wasthe Vindicator, Bland had recognized that Vreekill Castle might have a secret
way of entry. So had The Shadow, but he had bridged the chasm, figuring that the upper route would be
less protected.



A hollow roar ended those reflections. A rocky ava anche came pouring to the bottom of the spird dtairs.
Brye had let off the next time bomb; as reverberations died to whispers, they seemed to speak a
warning.

The grotto would be next!

Strength flowed to The Shadow's limbs. Staring over the jutting rock, he saw adeep brackish podl; in it
two speedboats side by side. Brye was clambering from one craft, the Rambler, into the other, which
bore the name Whiskaway.

Before The Shadow could raise a shout or draw a gun, the Whiskaway was in motion. Brye sped it
beneath a narrow low-vaulted channd; rising in the cockpit, the grizzled man yanked athin rope from a
conced ed spot in the rocks above his head.

The Whiskaway was gone, out to the watery chasm. The dangling cord controlled the fina time bomb.
The Shadow's lease on life was cut to the time space that Brye was dlowing for his own race to safety!

FLINGING forward again, The Shadow tumbled aboard the Rambler. Still half dazed, he found himsdlf
trying to start the motor, wondering if Brye had put it out of commission.

But the motor coughed into life. Y anking the control lever, The Shadow shot the Rambler out through the
channd. The light from the grotto showed thewall of the chasm straight ahead; with ahard twist, The
Shadow swept the speedboat past the turn. He saw the end of the chasm, a mere crack against the
moonlight.

Therelay safety that might even yet be denied. To The Shadow's ears came arumble vaster than any that
had preceded it; a subterranean roar that staggered the whole cliff above. It wasn't just the grotto. Brye's
last touch had set off as many as a half adozen mines, located at various places beneath the castle.

The blast that banished the grotto and its lights sent a sweep of water through the collgpsing outlet. Likea
tidal wave, the billow lifted the Rambler and lofted it out through the rift in the chasm. There were rocks
ahead; it took al The Shadow's regained skill to veer the boat away from them. He saw his proper
channel - past the base of the hundred-foot cliff where the castle stood.

Ingtinctively, The Shadow stared upward, for his course was set. He saw Vreekill Castle, ill ruddy in
the glow of moonlight that was about to vanish under the creep of black thunder clouds that dominated
the sky. The castle was ahollow shell, for itsinner floor had settled into one deep pit; but, until this
moment, the outer walls had retained their form, except for fissures that the moonlight showed.

Cracks that were widening, spreading into fantastic patterns. In sudden fashion, those breaks were
rendered vivid by aflash of blinding lightning that split from astorm cloud just asit effaced the moon.

With the flash came a peal asloud, as sudden, as athunder clap; but it did not burst from the glare-swept
sky. That roar was the outer wall of Vreekill Castle, asit spread into amass of ill-shaped fragments and
took itslong-awaited topple from the cliff.

A Niagaraof stone was bounding from the summit, hurling itsfrightful, irresstible cascade toward the tiny
hull of the Rambler, which was speeding directly beneath. Governed by the law of falling bodies, those
devastating blocks of masonry were to reach the river in a scant three seconds.

That brief time was sufficient for The Shadow. Ashiseyes saw the great wal cavein, his hands had
yanked the speedboat's whedl. He was chancing that he had reached the open channel, and he had. The
Rambler, despite alost second in its veer, was more than ahundred feet from the cliff when the stony



deluge spattered theriver.

The Shadow was swinging the Rambler northward, when another sweep of lightning came. It showed
vacancy atop the cliff, except for afew jagged edges of foundations that might have been the summit of
the rock itsdlf.

Vreekill Castle was gone forever. But Dana Brye, in his destructive departure, had |eft but onevictim
entombed within the ruins. The Shadow had escaped the fate of Ross Bland, thanks to the speedboat
that the lucklessvisitor had |eft in the secret grotto.

LIGHTNING flashes guided The Shadow as he sped the Rambler northward; but he saw no trace of the
Whiskaway upon the heaving surface of the wind-lashed Hudson. Brye had probably headed downriver,
or toward the opposite shore. The Shadow was keeping close to the west bank, to pick alanding place
from which he could return to his autogiro.

He had covered amile and was throttling down the motor to scan the shore more carefully, when the
next flare of lightning came. The pelt of rain was audible, and with it, The Shadow's keen ear detected
another sound, just below the seat behind the whedl.

It was amuffled ticking, like aclock. Springing up beside the whed, The Shadow turned about. When
lightning flashed, he saw a square box wedged in place: adesth machine much like the meta cube that
Bland had found in Brye's safe.

The thing was a portable time bomb that Brye had placed in the Rambler to destroy al traces of Bland's
visit. Methodical to the last degree, Brye had transferred it from the Whiskaway, because his calculations
regarding the destruction of the grotto had not included the presence of an abandoned speedboat.

The Shadow had seen too much of Brye's devicesto risk any trouble from another. Instead of trying to
pry the time bomb loose, he sprang to the side of the Rambler and took along dive overboard.

By the time The Shadow had swum a dozen strokes, the throbbing speedboat had lifted into fragments.
His head below the water's surface, The Shadow missed another dangerous hail - this one composed of
broken metal sprayed piecemed over an area a hundred feet square.

Fifty yardsfarther, The Shadow's swim was completed. Pulling himself to arock beside the shore, he
sared into the rain-swept blackness of the Hudson. Above the fury of the dements, hislips phrased a
grange, grim laugh.

The world would believe that Dana Brye had perished in the destruction of Vreekill Castle. The body of
Ross Bland, when found, would support that belief. But Brye, aive, though posing as adead man, could
not evade discovery.

The Shadow knew the truth. Some time in the none-too-distant future, he would again find Dana Brye.
But the weird mirth toned from his remote bank of the Hudson, betokened more than amere search for a
crafty fugitive.

It was arenewed chalengeissued by The Shadow. A chalengeto the Vindicator, man of supercrimel!
CHAPTER XI. TRIGGER SEESTHE SHADOW

DURING the next few days, dozens of workers searched the ruins of Vreekill Castle looking for the
body of Dana Brye. Among that crew were six who aways managed to be digging with their backs
turned whenever a news photographer snapped a picture of the search. They were members of the



outside squad that Trigger Kobin had kept on duty, to make sure that no visitors bothered Dana Brye.

Those hoodlums hadn't wanted their present job. Circumstances had smply thrust the work upon them.
The huge explosonsthat came from Vreekill Castle had brought afire truck from the village, dong with a
sheriff and a carload of deputies. Trigger and three mobbies had decamped by that timein the only car
available; but they hadn't time to send back for the rest, before the villagers arrived.

Trigger had previoudy coached his reserves on what to say if the authorities discovered them living in the
shacks near the castle. They told their story and it went across.

A couple of them, so they said, had worked here the summer before, when Brye had repaired the
outside walls of the castle. Finding work scarce this year, they had remembered the empty shacksand
had decided to occupy them, rather than go on relief.

They had brought aong some pd's - other workmen who were out of luck. Honest fellows, al, who
would rather live on what they had saved than become burdens to the taxpayers.

The kind-hearted sheriff decided to give them the employment that they claimed to need. They were just
the right men, he declared, to help dig out the debris from the castle, and they could live in the shacks
while they worked there.

To preservether dibi, the sx unfortunate hoodlums had to accept the sheriff's offer.

The situation pleased Trigger Kobin when he heard about it through other mobbies, who arrived with
curious throngs that came to watch the morbid work. 1t meant that he would obtain first-hand information
regarding the recovery of Brye's body, should it be found.

That news came through on the third afternoon, when searchers, Trigger's men among them, unearthed
the mortal remains of Ross Bland.

Since it was commonly agreed that Brye had lived alone in Vreekill Castle, the body, it was decided,
must be his. In fact, the sheriff established that point by questioning the "honest™ workers who had
sguatted in the shacks among the woods. They testified - and thistime they told the truth - that they had
never seen asingle visitor cometo Vreekill Castle.

WHEN Joe Cardona, the swarthy New Y ork police inspector, saw the front-page photograph that
showed a crowd watching workers bring the supposed body of Dana Bryeto light, he crumpled the
whole newspaper and dammed it in the wastebasket.

"That's the stuff that makes crime!” roared Cardona. "Boobs that go around looking at alot of corpses,
arethe kind of nutswho get what doctors call amurder complex. Sometime I'm going to tell the
commissioner that when he wantsto stage ared roundup, he ought to send usto a place like this Vreekill
Cadtle. | bet if we grabbed al those spectators, we'd get alot of those psychoalitical birdsthey talk
about."

Cardonas outburst produced anod of agreement from his only listener, Detective Sergeant Markham.
To himsdf, Markham was muttering the word " psycholitical,” pronouncing it carefully, in syllables,
"gy-kolit-ik-¢l."

That was one word that Markham intended to look up in the big dictionary that he had acquired by
cutting out daily coupons from an evening newspaper over aperiod of Sx months.

It paid to know what long words meant, thought Markham. Maybe that had hel ped Cardonarise to the
rank of inspector. It didn't occur to Markham that the word Cardona had used might not be in any



dictionary at dl.

"Those pictures are bad stuff," repeated Cardona, thumbing toward the wastebasket. "Y ou've got a
couple of nephews, Markham, that you're dwaystalking about. Don't ever |et them get interested in stuff
likethat."

Markham nodded, rather dutifully. His nephews never looked at the front page of a newspaper. The
comic stripswere their meat.

"It gripes mel" muttered Cardona. "Here | am chasing dl over town, looking for mobbies that used to
work for Trigger Kobin, and not aone of them anywhere around. | might just as well been out there with
that bunch of nincompoops watching guys haul what was |eft of Dana Brye out of that messthey used to
cdl acadtlel”

Cardona's comment was more accurate than he knew. Had he gone to Vreekill, he would have seen the
men he wanted. They werein the picture that had roused his anger, but, as usud, they had managed to
keep their faces away from the camera.

It was unlikely, however, that Cardona would have learned anything from those hoodlums, had he found
them. They were no longer in direct touch with Trigger Kobin. That fact explained why The Shadow had
not dropped in to enliven one of their dreary evenings, when they were resting up from their compulsory

job at excavation.

Trigger, The Shadow knew, was depending no longer upon the cooperation of amob. He regarded his
reserves as on the lam, which they would be, as soon as their present work terminated. The Shadow was
willing to let them travel unmolested, Since none of that particular group had aided Trigger in any

murders.

Like Cardona, The Shadow was at present looking for Trigger Kobin, because the man had assumed a
specia importance. He was probably closer to the Vindicator than ever; and with leads lacking to Dana
Brye, The Shadow could profitably take time to hunt up Trigger.

Unlike Cardona, The Shadow was visiting places other than those where Trigger would normaly be
found. He knew that Trigger was smart enough to stay away from the usua underworld establishments;
besides, Trigger had announced anew policy, that night when he had talked to the mobbies assembled in
the shack.

He had said that he had acquired a couple of good torpedoes, men who were aready in town; hence
The Shadow had checked on persons of that description. Through his own channelsin the underworld,
he had learned that Jeeper Quade and Slink Rembo, two highly touted sharpshooters from Chicago, had
been recent visitors to Manhattan's badlands.

THROUGH Hawkeye, one of his agents who had an uncanny skill at tracing shifty crooks, The Shadow
had |ocated Jeeper. The Chicago expert had gone high hat. He was living in astudio gpartment in
Riverview City, acollection of gpartment houses that overlooked the East River.

Rentsin Riverview City were no longer high; nor were many questions asked of tenantswho paid in
advance. Many of the more conservative residents in those apartments had moved because of shootings
inthe vicinity. The Shadow could picture those dead-end streets as just the neighborhood where Trigger
Kobin could snesk in and out, which meant that he might be using Jeeper's apartment as ahide-away.

That explained why The Shadow, hisblack garb blended with the darkness of afire escape, was
beginning a precarious trip dong atenth-story ledge. As he shifted against the wall of the gpartment



house, he took on the appearance of a human beetle, too small to be observed from the street below,
particularly asthewall, itsdlf, was darkish.

The Shadow's objective was adimly lighted window. Reaching it, he clung there, asif held in place by
the stiff breeze from theriver. Working the window open, he entered aroom.

This, evidently, was the studio portion of the gpartment. It was furnished with junky Orienta curios, some
pieces of cheap statuary, and paintings that looked asif they had been bought in wholesalelots. It had an
in-a-door bed; and odd clothing, strewn about the place, showed that it was used as living quarters.

The only light was near the wide doorway that |ed to an outer room. Moving aong the wall, The Shadow
peered through the doorway, to view aliving room.

A darkish, wise-faced man was tuning in aradio. The Shadow recognized Jeeper Quade, saw thefellow
press off the radio switch and come to hisfeet, reaching promptly for agun asthe door of the apartment
opened. The arrival was Trigger Kobin; he gave a snort as he closed the door.

"Sit down, Jeeper!” voiced Trigger. "Cripes! Y ou'd think you were the guy they're after for amurder rap!
All youve got to do is stay relaxed. Any calscomein?!

"Yeah," returned Jeeper. "One from Sink. He got word from one of the guysout at Vreekill. Hewas
waiting at your old number, likeyou told him."

"Anything new?'

"Nothing that we ain't heard. They found Brye's body, that'sdl. Sink saysto call him when you want
him."

Trigger glanced a hiswatch; he decided to ignore the telephone for afew minutes. The reason was
explained when the bell began to ring. Trigger made a hasty grab for the telephone.

"Hello..." The expression on Trigger's face became crafty. "Y eah, we heard from Vreekill... Sure, they
found Brye'sbody, dl right. Straight dope, right from the guysthat | |eft there... Yeah, it's Brye, dl right.
It couldn’t be nobody dse...”

THE cal finished, Trigger darted a shrewd look at Jeeper. With awise nod, he decided to take this
capable lieutenant into his confidence. Jeeper was no ordinary mobbie. He was smart like Trigger; and
smart guysworked better for personswho knew their stuff. Trigger could tell Jeeper something that
would make his eyes pop, and it seemed good policy to do it.

"That wasthe big-shot," informed Trigger. "This Vindicator guy thet | told you al aout.”
"Except who heis," reminded Jeeper. "Y ou didn't put mewiseto that.”

"Because I'm not supposed to know. Only, I'm not as dumb as the big-shot figures.”
Strolling across the room, Trigger faced about, to resume in steady tone:

"Ligsten. Up to thetime that castle blew itsalf apart, | had a hunch that the big-shot wasthis DanaBrye. If
he wasn't, what was the idea of me having the mob out there?"

"Maybe," put in Jeeper, "the big-shot didn't want nobody to get in and see Brye. Or he could have
wanted to keep Bryethere.”

"And maybe it was Brye who wanted us to keep guys away. That makes sense, don't it?"



"It did make sense, maybe. But not any longer, now that Brye's cashed in his checks.”

Trigger smiled. Thiswas where the smart stuff came. He watched Jeeper's face to see how the theory
gruck him. "Thisisthefifth timethe Vindicator called up," reminded Trigger, nudging toward the
telephone. "He's aways got two questions: Am | surethat Brye wasin thejoint when it blew? And have
they found the body yet?

"He asksthefirst one over again, right now, after | tell him that they found the body, the way the papers
said. Still, he don't seem satisfied. He acts like he thinks I'm wise to something; at leadt, that's the way
that funny voice of his sounded.

"Maybe | am wise. Listen, Jeeper. None of the mob even saw Brye, from the time we covered the place.
He never went out to get hismall. It's il laying at the Vreekill post office. Suppose Brye wasn't in that
cadlea dl!"

Jeeper showed the interest that Trigger expected. Before he could put aquestion, Trigger intervened.

"I know what you're going to ask," said Trigger. "What about the body? Well, what about it? Maybe it
was agtiff that Brye lugged in there and left. He could have set those bombs of hisway ahead. And that's
how" - Trigger soread hiswolfish lipsin awide smile - "Brye could have been around to croak old
Grennd."

There was anod from Jeeper. Seeing the fellow'sincreasing interest, Trigger Spat awarning.

"Nobody's to know this, not even Slink. We're playing in with the bigshot, see? It means dough, so it
would be bum stuff to let him know we've guessed who heis, because he don't want it that way. Brye's
using this Vindicator gag to cover up. If nobody knowswho you are, you're better off. Take, for
instance, The Shadow -"

WITH thewords, Trigger'slips clamped shut. Past the doorway, silhouetted against thewall, he saw a
shape that was dl too familiar - a hawkish profile, topped by adouch hat. Stiffening, Trigger watched to
seeif the slhouette moved; then, coming to his senses, he shifted away.

"Let'shaveadrink," he gruffed to Jeeper. "The bottl€'sin the pantry.”

He watched Jeeper as the fellow moved away, unsuspecting that anything waswrong. Easing back to his
former position, Trigger findly sighted the profile again. He suspected that it had moved farther back, but
wasn't sure.

Trigger didn't take time to study that SThouette closdly. Hisleft hand did under the back of his coat, to
reach hisright hip. Trigger could shoot |eft-handed, as he proved in speedy style.

Leaping to the left to get the needed angle, he jabbed two shots deep into the corner of the adjoining
studio. The silhouette performed afading dide; there was a crash beyond the doorway.

Jeeper came dashing from the pantry, an uncorked bottle in one hand, afistful of ice cubesin the other.
"l got The Shadow!" informed Trigger, gleefully. "Come on. Let'stake agander.”

They stepped past the doorway. On the floor lay the shattered portions of a plaster bust that had recently
been alife-sized replica of the Marquis de Lafayette. Beside it was adark-gray felt hat.

"I paid ten bucksfor that thing," commented Jeeper. "That's going high for ashooting-gallery target. Say -
how did that hat get there?' He looked to a shelf above the table where the bust had stood. "I guessit



must have fdl off and landed on that geezer's head. They cdled the thing abust.” Helooked to the floor
again. "Wdl, it'sbuged, dl right!"

Trigger's " Shadow" was explained. He didn't redize that he had seen two separate silhouettes - one of
The Shadow in person; the other of the Lafayette bust, after The Shadow, knowing that he had been
observed, had decked the plaster statue with Jeeper's hat, which was handy on the shelf.

Onetoken only could havetold Trigger Kobin that The Shadow actualy had been here, and that was a
sound that the murderer did not hear - the soft closing of the window by which The Shadow had started
his departure along his chosen route.

CHAPTER XI1. PATHSIN THE DARK

TRIGGER KOBIN suffered little loss of pride because he had been overquick with hisgun. He made a
joke of hismistake; he told Jegper and Slink that The Shadow had "turned out to be abust.” It took
Trigger dl night to think up that one; meanwhile, The Shadow, in histurn, had consdered some
congiructive thoughts regarding Trigger Kobin.

It was plain that Trigger was no more important to the Vindicator than he had been previoudy. Instead of
amob, Trigger merely had two sharpshooting pals. Whether Trigger was caled on individua duty, or the
wholetrio brought into play, it would be for cover-up work only.

Nevertheless, it was not yet time for The Shadow to inform the police regarding Trigger's whereabouts.
By watching Trigger, some clue might be gained, in indirect fashion, to coming movesthat the Vindicator
intended. That work, however, belonged to The Shadow's agents.

There were plenty of empty apartmentsin Riverview City, so he ordered apicked few to movein there
and keep watch on Trigger's activities. With that arranged, The Shadow concentrated on the more
difficult task of tracing DanaBrye.

Since Brye had no crimind record, it was adevious matter to learn his past. The Shadow managed it
through proper channels, but only to alimited extent.

Brye had retired from the business of manufacturing safes some years before. His experiments with time
bombs, anatura outgrowth of hislove for theintricate, had caused him to move from one workshop to
another before he had finally purchased Vreekill Castle.

None of hisformer places were the sort that he could use for hide-outs, as | of them had been taken
over by other businesses. But Brye, it seemed, had aways liked obscure districts, and it waslikely that
he had an address book of unusua places that were vacant.

Putting other agents on the investigation of basements that had recently been rented, The Shadow hoped
for results. They might come, if Brye proved overconfident in the fact that he had been declared as dead.

There was one place quite different from any of Brye'sworkshops, where the missing man might appear.
The Shadow chose that for his own observation, on the chance that his path might cross Brye's.

Comparing the different theories of Ross Bland and Trigger Kobin, The Shadow saw how each had
cometo asmilar conclusion, though not in possession of thefull facts. Bland had used a starting point
that was still adoubtful quantity. He had presumed that Larry Chandler had recognized Dana Brye asthe
murderer of Thomas Grenndl. Since Larry wasin love with Margaret Brye, he would have had areason
to suppress the fact.



From that, Bland had checked on other matters; his guess about the Whiskaway, his study of the Hudson
River chart, had al resulted in the episode which caused him to denounce Brye asthe Vindicator and
come to a prompt doom.

Trigger, playing hunches only, was mileswidein hisbasic belief that Brye had not beenin Vreekill Castle
at al. Stll, Trigger had come to the same conclusion as Bland: that Brye wasthe Vindicator. So he had
arrived somewhere with his guesses, since hisfina result talied with the opinion of aman who had used
much sounder methods.

Onefact that concerned The Shadow wasthat of the Vindicator's next move. With al the commotion
following hismurder of Grennd; some smal excitement at Jolden's deeth; and the huge interest over the
explosion of Vreekill Cadtle, the Vindicator could best afford to bide histime, snce al those events were
somewhat related.

Grennd had known Brye, and had bought a safe from him. Jolden had worked for Brye many years ago.
Brye's daughter, Margaret, had been one of the guests at Grenndl's home the night of the murder there,
as had Larry Chandler, the man to whom Margaret was engaged.

None of those facts had been linked, except by Ross Bland and The Shadow. Nevertheless, the
Vindicator might be waiting, to make sure that the links were not made public.

Perhapsthe Vindicator was plotting crime of adifferent sort, as a variation before he resumed his
blackmail enterprises. Possibly he had taken an actual holiday. The Shadow was confident, however, that
the Grennel shakedown was not the last on the Vindicator'slist.

Once he had shown himself proof against the law, the supercrook would pluck new victims. To block
him when hetried that game, would be the duty of The Shadow.

THERE was one person, considered in The Shadow's review of linked events, whoseinterest in al such
matters had ended. That person was Margaret Brye. News of the explosion at Vreekill Castle had kept
her under aterrible suspense for three long days.

She bdieved her father dead. She had loaned him the Whiskaway under promise not to mention the
matter; but she had also believed his statement that he merely wanted it for tests of submarine bombs -
testswhich might cause trouble, if persons knew that he was working such experimentsin a navigated
river like the Hudson.

It hadn't occurred to her that there was a subterranean route to Vreekill Castle. Her mind had been filled
only with the knowledge that time-bomb manufacture was ahighly dangerous business. She knew, too,
that her father had arranged for Roger Marquin to become her guardian and manage her estate, should
he, Dana Brye, come to an unexpected death.

Thetragedy had fallen. Itsfind proof had been the finding of the body in the ruins.

During the day after that discovery, Margaret ignored the front pages of the newspapers. Listlesdy, she
read the society columns, where she noticed an item stating that Ross Bland had taken atrip to the West.
Probably, the journey concerned Bland's silver mines, Margaret thought, of which she had heard
mention.

It did not strike her that the name of Ross Bland should have appeared upon the front pagein big
headlines, while that of Dana Brye could be included among those of persons who had gone somewhere,
without naming the exact destination. Insertion of the Bland notice, it happened, had been the work of
DanaBrye.



With evening, Marquin's big mansion seemed like one huge morgue to Margaret. The servants moved
about like living corpses. She hated the sight of Larry Chandler, seated across the table from her. Maybe
Larry wasin love with her, ashe clamed; but the girl could not forget that they had quarreled only the
day beforethetragedy at Vreekill. He had felt sorry, very sorry, so he said, when he heard of the
exploson.

In her present mood, Margaret considered that avery ordinary statement. If Larry cared so much for
her, why hadn't he found some way to redly, lessen her sorrow? Perhaps he didn't know how; but Roger
Marquin certainly did. He had spoken so sympathetically, that Margaret had ended by sobbing, her head
on hisshoulder.

All through the dinner hour she felt Marquin's eyes upon her; and that knowledge camed her. She
remembered how he had first broken the news. He had told her that if Dana Brye were actually dead, he,
Marquin, her father's friend, would dways be afriend to her. The ordedl had lessened from the moment
that Marquin had given her that assurance,

Tonight, Marquin's sympathy was even more gpparent. At eleven o'clock, the usua hour that he retired,
he understood that Margaret preferred to remain adone downgtairs beside the fire; dthough Larry, who
asoturned in at eleven, could see no senseiniit. By midnight, the huge mansion was so sllent that the gir
felt soothed.

When she went up to her room on the second floor, near the suite of offices, Margaret noticed the
moonlight shining through the window. Half reclining on the bed, she undressed dowly, listlesdy, letting
her clothes drop to the chair beside her. At last disrobed, she was reaching wearily for her nightgown
when her eyes, turned toward the window, saw something that fixed her gaze.

It was afigure on the lawn, gliding toward the house. It couldn't be a shape cast by the tree boughs, for
they were entirely stilled. As she watched, the startled girl saw the peculiar shade disappear into
darkness.

Breathless, she sat upon the edge of the bed, watching for its regppearance. It did not return; the thing
had vanished like aghost.

A MINUTE must have passed before Margaret sighed, drew the nightgown over her shoulders. Perhaps
the moonlight, pouring in so gently, had roused her imagination. Why should she fear aghost? Should any
gpecter vist her, it would be her father's.

A drrange thought, yet one that intrigued her. The notion keyed her senses. Staring through the window,
she hoped again that the moving figure would reappear.

Instead, she heard a sound. It was dight, like the opening of adoor. Not her door; for when she sared, it
hadn't moved. Another sound came - a scruff, as though someone had encountered a chair in darkness.
Margaret's mood changed immediately to darm.

Hurriedly finding adressing gown, shelooked for the dippers that went with it. They weren't about; she
decided to waste no more time. From a drawer in the dressing table she brought a .22 automatic that her
father had given her on atrip to Mexico, afew years before. Softly, she opened the door of her room
and went out into the hall.

She sensed asound again. It came from Marquin's offices. She was glad that she had not found her
dippers, for her bare feet made no sound as she trod along the hall. The door of the outer office was
open, proof that someone wasinsde. Cautioudy approaching the connecting door, Margaret opened it a
fewinches.



Therewasalight in theinner office. It showed a man crouched againgt the safe a the far wall. Hisback
was turned toward her; he wore adark hat on hishead. The girl could see hisfingersworking the didsin
dow, proficient fashion. The man could not be Marquin; he had gone to bed an hour ago. Nor Larry; he,
aso, had retired.

Tightening her hand upon the gun, Margaret covered the crouched man. From what she had heard of
burglars, they had to be surprised and treated firmly. Reaching for the door, she opened it suddenly,
hoping to bring the man about. He heard the noise and turned, exactly as Margaret expected.

With that, the girl's plan ended. Her fingers, numbed by the chill that swept her entire body, lost their hold
upon the automatic. All her ideas of ghosts swarmed upon her with terrifying redity. For the man that
Margaret saw was one who could be nothing other than a ghost.

Theintruder was her father, Dana Brye!
CHAPTER XlI1. DUEL OF DARKNESS

NOT until Dana Brye spoke did Margaret grasp the smple truth, that her father was still dive. Hisvoice,
firm but modulated, dispelled the girl'sillusons of aghost. Brye was using afamiliar tone, kindly, paterna
- one that Margaret had often heard. It was quite unlike the piping pitch that Brye employed when
excited.

The gleam of Brye's eyes betrayed something that Margaret should have noticed but failed to detect. Her
father was cam only because she, of dl personsin the mansion, had been the oneto discover him. A
bulge of one pocket, with Bry€e'sfingersjust aboveit, sgnified that he carried agun. His other hand,
resting upon a dark-gray topcoat that he had placed across a chair, showed that he had been ready to

begin argpid flight.

Thefloor lamp, too, was close. Had he heard Margaret's approach afew seconds sooner, Brye could
have yanked the cord and produced darkness throughout the room.

"Thereisnothing to fear," spoke Brye. "l am dive. Y ou may be quite sure of that!"

Margaret nodded. She was sure. She watched Brye remove his hat, lay it carefully upon the coat while
he stroked back his shaggy hair. Hisface, which had momentarily displayed distortion, became benign.
Whether or not his expression was amask, Margaret accepted it as atrue index.

Never had the girl seen her father in any mood but akindly one. He could be querulous, she knew, for
there were times when she had heard his piping voice rise in argument when she was in another room. In
her presence, however, he had never displayed anger, nor shown himself unreasonable.

Brye noticed that Margaret was staring past him, toward the safe. He didn't redlize that she had been
testing her own eyes, wondering whether, if thisfigure of her father proved to be a specter, she could see
through the shape, like a cloud of mist. Brye thought that she was troubled because she had seen him
working at thedias.

"l am not here to commit burglary,” announced Brye, his mild tone carrying atouch of rebuke. ™Y ou may
safely say that you did not see me opening thissafe. Actudly, | was closing it. Nor have | taken anything
fromit. Instead, | have placed something within."

Margaret's eyes showed belief. She didn't ask why Brye had still been thumbing the dials when shefirst
saw him. Turning to the safe, Brye resumed his manipulation; hislips, away from Margaret's sght, took
onatight smile.



Boldly, Brye was completing hiswork with the combination. He reached for the handle of the safe door,
drew the front partly open, then turned to Margaret.

"You see?' he spoke with anote of triumph. "'l aready knew the combination!"
"Because Mr. Marquin gaveit to you?'

Brye was on the point of nodding, in response to Margaret's trustful question. Then deciding that the truth
would be more impressive, he shook his head. Brye saw that he would need props of truth to support his
previous falsehood and othersto come.

"Marquin done knows the combination," he replied, "but my knowledge of this safe enabled meto open
it. Firs, let metell you how | happen to be ill dive. That will explaintherest.”

THE gtory that Brye purred in confidentia tone was one that intrigued his daughter to the core. Histime
bombs, he said, were far more important than they were dangerous. Because of their vauein warfare, he
had intended to turn them over to the government as soon as he had perfected the intricate mechanisms.

Four nights ago, Brye related, he had been awakened by peculiar clicking noisesthat could only have
come from the detonators of his empty bombs. Peering into the storeroom, he had seen anintruder, a
man who could only have been some spy in the employ of aforeign government.

Brye declared that he had stolen out to the huge front door, had found it open. Deciding to go to the
village of Vreekill to get aid, he was scarcely past the door before the first explosion came. The spy had
come across aloaded bomb, which Brye had planned to test under water during acruisein the
Whiskaway.

"That blast set off the others,” completed Brye. "The castle went to ruin! Staggered by the shock, | found
my way down apath, to where the Whiskaway was moored. By thetime | had crossed theriver, the
boat was awash. She had been damaged by aflying rock. | managed to reach the shore, but the
Whiskaway lies somewherein the Hudson."

Brye's story explained the matter of the body found in the ruins. Margaret had almost accepted the entire
tale, when she became dubious on one point.

"What about the squatters the newspapers mentioned?" asked the girl. "They declared that they saw no
one enter or leave Vreekill Castle”

Brye had an answer for that question. He was convinced, so he said, that the pretended squatters were
men in the employ of the unknown spy; for it would have taken severa personsto pry open the great
door. Naturdly, they would not mention their chief'svist. Asto whether they had seen Brye leave, that
was amoot point.

"Amid the explosions and the storm,” declared Brye, solemnly, "I may have reached the Whiskaway
unnoticed. But it is possiblethat | am still known to be dive. My inventions' - he tapped his forehead -
"areherel It isbetter, therefore, that | should pretend that | am dead.”

Margaret agreed. Seeing that, Brye pressed another point. Hisface, though still kindly, displayed acrafty
gleam.

"Marquin has many visitors," he declared. " Persons from South America but representing many nations.
Perhaps -"

"Impossblel” exclamed Margaret, horrified. "Mr. Marquin would never have betrayed you!™



"Y ou misunderstand me," purred Brye. "Except for yourself, Marquin isthe only person that | fully trust.
That iswhy | told you both about my work. Either of you might have mentioned it too fredly.”

Margaret fet that the rebuke belonged to her, and said s0. She remembered one person with whom she
had discussed Brye's experiments. Ross Bland. Shefelt it unnecessary, however, to mention him by
name.

Brye was looking toward the safe. His eyes were craftier than ever. Hetilted his head as though he heard
asound; then, his face expressing well-pretended concern, he turned to Margaret and whispered:

"Tiptoe out to the hall and make sure that no oneis awake. When you return, | shall explain more.”

THE girl madethetrip carefully. Lacking dippers, her tread was noisaess; but she was anxious not to
stumble barefooted over anything. When she returned to report that al was quiet, she saw the safe door
open. Bryewasin front of it; he whipped about suddenly, clamping his hand to hisinside pocket.

Seeing an open box indde the safe, Margaret felt amomentary suspicion, until she saw that it contained
nothing but old envel opes and loose papers. Brye coolly closed the box, pushed it into acorner.

"I have placed anote for Marquinin that box," he declared. "It will explain this other box™ - helifted one
of metd - "that | am leaving here.”

Brye was wearing his hat and coat. Margaret remembered how the coat had lain on the chair and
realized that Brye could have had the box concedled beneath it. When her father opened thelid of the
metal box, the girl saw thousands of dallars, al in bills of high denomination.

"My entirefortune!" declared Brye. "Y es, Margaret, | am wedlthy. The manufacture of safeswas
profitable. But" - he smiled wryly - "being dead, | cannot open abank account. | am entrusting this cash
to Marquin; and should | die, | can rely upon Roger to turn it over to you.

"Hewill not mention it to you, nor will heinform you that | am till dive, for | have instructed otherwise.
Whatever he tdlsyou, act asthough you believed it; for hewill be saying it in your own interest, & my
reques.”

Margaret nodded.

"I must dso have your promise,” declared Brye, firmly, "that you will tell no onethat | am till alive. No
one, you understand - not even Marquin, because he would worry if he knew that someone, particularly
yourself, shared the secret which he soon will learn. Do you promise that?!

"l do," affirmed Margaret, solemnly.
"And you will abide by that promise,”" perssted Brye, "until | release you from it?"
"Absolutdy!"

Brye was satisfied. He put the metal box behind other objects at the rear of the safe. He closed the door,
twirled the dids. Pulling off thelight, he whispered for Margaret to follow him through the outer office. It
wasin that room that Brye suddenly became tense.

Thistime, he had heard an actua sound.

"L ook from the window," he whispered to hisdaughter. "Tell meif you seeacar there. And - wait!" - he
had detected something else - "look at the front door, too. Seeif someone has opened it.”



From the window, Margaret whispered back the worst.

"It'sapolice car! Officersare coming from it! One of the servantsis at the front door beckoning to them.
It looks like Gaylor. He must have heard us here and called the police!™

Brye was shuffling for the door of the outer office, Margaret hurrying after him and clutching her dressing
gown with one hand, while she fumbled in the pocket where she had placed her little automatic.

"Down by theside staird" shetold her father. "I'll listen at the top; if | hear them coming to cut you off, I'll
fireashot in the upper hdl."

"Good!" agreed Brye. "Draw them away if need be. Tell them anything afterward - that you saw a
burglar, or aghost - anything, except that | was here.”

"Don't worry, dad,” assured Margaret. "1 shal remember my promise.”

THEY wereinthe hdlway. To the left were the Sde Sairsthat Margaret had mentioned. Brye reached
them first, making too much noisein his hurry. From the right, he had heard soundsthat came up the large
front stairway from the lower hall.

Alarmed by the noise that Brye made, Margaret turned as soon as she neared the Side sairs. In dim
moonlight reflected through the window, she saw aman bound in from a connecting hall.

It was Larry Chandler. Dressed in trousers and shirt, he was half black, half gray, in the moonlight. But
Margaret could see hisface plainly. Huddled, trying to obscure her father when he descended the
sairway, Margaret knew that she must be visibleto Larry. She was about to cal out that al waswell,
when something glimmered in the moonlight.

Larry had arevolver. Hewas aiming it. His voice was harsher than the girl had ever heard it, when he

rasped:
"Stop! Beforel fire!™

Brye made adight sumble on the stairway. Hearing it, Larry thrust the gun straight for the only figure that
he saw, which was Margaret's. Before the girl could find her voice to scream, Larry pressed the trigger.

Death did not come to Margaret Brye. Instead, the gun spurt took a dant up toward the ceiling. In from
some blackness had come another figure, a cloaked form as sable-hued as night. A driving fist gloved in
black had thrust Larry's gun hand upward.

From the side stairway came the jab of shotsfrom Brye'srevolver. Seeing Larry, he had apparently
begun abelated effort to save Margaret'slife. He was shooting for the spot where Larry had been; but
both figures were gone when Brye's gun spouted.

The Shadow, forceful in hisdrive, had bowled Larry clear from the hallway, over the brink of the front
sairway. Larry was tumbling downward; but his cloaked opponent remained at the top. Lying flat, The
Shadow poked a gun muzzle dong the side hal; keeping hisaim wide of Margaret, he jabbed an answer
to Bryesfutile shots.

Brye, like his daughter, was away from The Shadow's aim; but the gunshot produced results. The crafty
inventor did not care to wage further battle with an € usive foe who seemed charmed againgt bullets;
whose own gun, quick with its response, had seemingly poked up from nowhere. Muffled clattersfrom
the sde dairs, heard only by Margaret and The Shadow, were proof that Dana Brye had fled.



A triple dud had ended in the darkness, with none of the participants harmed. Nor had Margaret Brye,
petrified throughout that action, suffered any effects of battle. Perhaps that was why The Shadow
regarded the result avictory.

From the gloom at the head of the front stairs came aweird, mocking laugh - asirain of mirth that
brought shivery echoes from the great musty rooms of Marquin's mammoth mansion.

Half taunt, haf challenge, that tone told The Shadow's satisfaction over the swift change that he had
produced in this scene where degth had threstened.

CHAPTER XI1V. CRIMELESSMYSTERY

FEW fighters but The Shadow would have rdlished the present situation. By thrusting himsdlf into the
open, he had defeated the prime purpose of hisjourney here; namely, to meet up with Dana Brye under
circumstances wherein he could make the inventor talk. Instead of that, The Shadow had taken over
Brye's burden: that of escaping from the house.

Brye was gone, but The Shadow wasin the thick of it. Two shots - Larry's and The Shadow's - had
accomplished the very thing that Margaret had intended to do with her .22; they had attracted everyone
to the center of the house, instead of the side where Brye had fled. Though Brye had fired ashot in
between, it had been practically unnoticed amid the closer gunfire.

Someone had turned on lights downgtairs. Larry, reclaiming hisrevolver halfway down the steps, looked
up to see The Shadow weaving away from the light that came from the lower floor. With ashout, Larry
wason hisfeet.

Gaylor, the butler, was yelling to the officers, telling them that Larry wasdl right. ThusLarry, ashe
dashed upward, became the leader of asurge.

He had recognized The Shadow as the fighter that he had met at Grenndl's. The verdict there had favored
The Shadow, as a person who sided with the law. Margaret knew that.

Standing in the Side passage, her tiny gun in hand, she wondered why Larry was taking up the chase.
Only crooks contended with The Shadow, so she had heard.

That flash of thought cleared the last doubt that Margaret might have held concerning her father. He, at
least, had fled without shooting at The Shadow. His shot at Larry had been ddlivered in an effort to save
Margaret'slife

Grateful for that deed, the girl overlooked the possibility that Brye might first have seen The Shadow;
then fired. His shot, if meant for Larry done, had been rather long delayed.

However, that was past. All that counted at the present was The Shadow's plight. It wasred, for he was
ignoring the best path to safety: the Sde hall where Margaret stood. He didn't want Larry to start another
fudlladein that direction, with the girl ill there.

As she saw The Shadow turn toward another hallway, Margaret recognized the reason and chafed at her
own folly in remaining where shewas.

Again, she didn't see both sides of the matter. Her presence aso prevented The Shadow from overtaking
DanaBrye. That was something for which her father would have thanked her. Brye, anxiousto meet no
one who might recognize him, would not have enjoyed the prospect of outfacing The Shadow.

The hall that The Shadow took was blocked. It led to the rear of the house, where aflight of stairs went



to the servant's quarters. Alarmed by the gunfire, some of Marquin's hired help were on the way down.
Husky chaps, they flung themselves at the cloaked figure that came their way.

Moonlight from a hallway window failed to show the gun The Shadow carried; otherwise, those servants
might have dropped back. They were armed only with improvised weapons: one had abroken chair arm,
another the chassis of atable lamp. A third carried ametal rod, the principa portion of atowe rack, that
the fellow had wrenched from a bathroom wall. With those assorted cudgels, the trio piled upon The
Shadow.

DOWNSTROKES of their arms were met by warding sweeps, as The Shadow whirled among them.
His system was a series of sde strokes ddlivered in revolving style. He put enough lift to the processto
drive the cudgels away from his head; and he prolonged his own strokes, to land blowsin return. His
fists, each weighted with an automatic, planted solid thuds againgt the jaws of his assailants.

Opponents couldn't see The Shadow's strokes arrive, for hisarmswere like invisible pistons, shooting
out from the vague darkness of his cloaked body. What the servants didn't see, they felt. Two were
gprawling by thetime Larry entered therear hall.

Thethird husky took alurch straight for Larry. They met; floundering to the floor, they wrestled there, for
the servant thought he was grappling with The Shadow. The officers thought the same when they saw the
floundering figures. They were dragging them apart, trying to figure which was Larry, when adriving thing
of blackness shot straight past them.

Reversing his course, The Shadow was choosing the front hal again. He met Gaylor on the way,
straight-armed the fellow with aforce that sent him clear across the hall, through adoor that ripped open
when he struck it.

Margaret, away from the side hall, heard The Shadow's taunting laugh as he left pursuers behind him.
With aglad cry, she pointed The Shadow toward the side hall.

Before he could take that route, The Shadow whedled to meet another adversary. It was Marquin,
attired in dressing gown, arevolver in his hand. The rubber king had come from afront room; the opened
door flung a path of light that The Shadow would have to crossto reach the sde sairs.

Marquin's eyes were sharp, his square jaw firmly set. He aimed with cold precison when he saw the
invader loom upon him. From the shouts that he heard, Marquin wasjudtified in the belief that he was
meeting adeadly enemy; and he, more than any of the previous antagonists, was the one who could bring
The Shadow's mad whirl to an end.

The Shadow was sweeping in to beat Marquin's gun - not with ashot of his own, but with the hope of
dashing the revolver aside. Marquin, experienced in meeting danger through the long periods that he had
gpent in primitive lands, used sudden tactics to avoid the drive. In the fashion with which he had once
avoided the thrust of a savage spear, Marquin sidestepped, jerking his gun closer to his body.

The Shadow's cross dash missed. Striking the wall, he recuperated with avaiant back-cut of his other
hand. Whether that blow could have warded off Marquin's gun beforeit fired, was a question that was
never answered. Before either thing happened, Marquin's gun hand was wrenched aside by the firm
clutch of smal, determined hands.

Margaret Brye had intervened, repaying The Shadow for saving her that time when Larry had fired.
Marquin struggled to get hisgun free, but couldnt manageit intimeto aim again.

The Shadow was away; with Larry and the others coming from the rear, he took the front stairs asthe



sure route to safety.

Shots rang from above, but all were wide. Pursuers were piling pell-mell down the stairs as The Shadow
vanished through the open front door. By the time that they had reached there, he had gained the patrol
car, which stood with motor gtill running.

A few seconds later two cops, shooting wildly from the porch, saw thetaillights of their car twinkle
beyond the driveway, while the fading whine of the high-speed second gear replaced the echoes of their
gunfire

RETURNING into the house, one angry officer put in acal to headquarters, while the other began to
question Gaylor and Larry.

The servant stated that he had heard someone enter the house and creep up to the second floor. Coming
down by the back stairs, Gaylor had phoned for the police. From there the story belonged to Larry.

Hetold how he had sighted someonein the side hall, only to be met by the sweeping attack of another
assallant. At that point, Roger Marquin interrupted.

"Miss Brye can tel what happened,” hetold the officers. " She was the person in the side hall. She has
told me so hersdlf. Y ou were very foolish, Larry" - Marquin turned to rebuke his secretary - "or else you
were too excited. Whoever the man who attacked you, he saved Margaret'slife.”

Amazement showed on Larry'slong face. He heard Margaret declare that she, too, had heard soundsin
the house; that she had been looking dong the sde hall when Larry had seen her. It was plain that Larry,
plunging toward the front stairs with The Shadow, had not heard Brye's shot; for he accepted Margaret's
story without question.

"What happened subsequently,” decided Marquin, "was your fault, Larry. Y ou forced the unknown man
to fight hisway out of here. In dl the commotion | would have shot him down, if Margaret had not shown
prompt headwork, to prevent me."

Larry'sface reddened; then his confusion ended with adisplay of sudden temper.

"Hewas aburglar, wasn't he?' demanded Larry. "Maybe he robbed the place before he stole that patrol
car. If hewasn't herefor crime, how could | have known it?!

"Because you should have recognized him,” put in Margaret hotly. "He was The Shadow - the person
who would have captured that murderer at Grennd's, if you hadn't interfered!”

"What if hewas The Shadow?' snapped Larry. "Maybe he was pulling something crooked that night,
only nobody found it out. Why was he here - can you answer that?"

"Perhaps| can,” returned Margaret. "I think that he came here to talk to me - about my father.”
Larry stared, ablank look on hisface. Marquin displayed immediate interest.

"Areyou sure of that?' He asked Margaret quietly. "Did you see The Shadow before Larry encountered
him?'

"Yes, | did," replied the girl, redlizing that she could build dim factsinto a case that would favor The
Shadow. "He was outside my window hoping, perhaps, that | would notice him in the moonlight. Perhaps
he saw me, too, for | was looking out. Perhaps the noise he made when he entered was to attract my
atention.”



"I wonder," mused Marquin. "what The Shadow could know about your father.”

"He might be able to explain the explosion,” declared Margaret, warily. "Perhapsit wasn't accidentd, as
we supposed. Possibly some enemy was responsible.”

Marquin shook his head.

"DanaBrye had no enemies”" he said. "What ismore" - his tone became emphatic - "we know that those
experiments of hiswere dangerous! Much more dangerous, Margaret, than he ever admitted to you.
Neverthdess, thereisamatter that troubles me: the question of your father'sfortune.

"How much money he possessed is doubtful, but there has been no trace of where he placed it. Perhaps’
- Marquin spoke hopefully - "perhaps The Shadow knows."

Marquin's words, though speculative, went far to overrule Larry's claim that The Shadow could have
come to the mangion intent on crime. Larry's notion was further ridiculed when Inspector Joe Cardona
arrived from headquarters.

On the way here, Cardona had found the abandoned police car. When he heard the circumstances under
which The Shadow had taken it, the ace inspector grunted.

"What else could he have done," demanded Cardona, "with alot of crazy guys shooting at him? He
couldn't stay around and pass out calling cards! Anybody that thinks The Shadow goesin for crooked
work" - Joe turned an accusing eyeon Larry - “isnutsl™

"| regard the episode as closed,” decided Marquin. "To satisfy everyone, however" - his glance, too,
meant Larry - "'l suggest that you accompany me upstairs, ingpector, while | open my safe and make sure
that nothing isgonefromiit.”

CARDONA went upgtairswith Marquin. Larry, donewith Margaret in the living room, became
suddenly gpologetic.

"I'm sorry, Margaret,” hesaid. "Very sorry!"

Margaret ignored the statement. Persistently, Larry repested it a intervasfor the next five minutes, until
the mere monotony of histone became maddening to Margaret.

"Sorry for what?" she snapped. " Sorry because you didn't manage to shoot me, therein the hal?"
"That wasamistake, Margaret! A horrible mistake. It was dark; | couldn't seethat it wasyou."

"Y ou have a cute way of not noticing faces when you don't want to, Larry. Funny, how you falled to
recognize that murderer at Grenndl's. Y ou saw him, but nobody else did. Y et you couldn't describe what
he looked like."

"It wastoo dark in back of Grennd's house."

"l don't mean that time." Margaret raised her tone. "I mean when you sneaked over to the window of
Grennel's study. No wonder you lied, and said you didn't go there. Maybe persons would have
wondered -"

"I swear | didn't seehisface!" interrupted Larry. ™Y ou must believe me! Remember, too" - Larry'stone
was hoarse - "that you said | was on the veranda. You'reinit asdegp as| am!”

Larry'sfina statement was not atactful one. Possibly he didn't mean it to sound as pointed asit proved;



but Margaret was in no mood to make alowances.

"I lied for you," she declared, coldly, "because | thought | loved you. In way of gratitude, you accuse me
for that lie. That means the end of everything between us, Larry!"

Larry began to stiffen, then relaxed. Marquin was entering the room, smiling as he came. Rubbing his
hands cheerily, he scarcely noticed the dark expressions on the faces of Margaret and Larry.

"Everything is shipshape," informed Marquin. "The safeis untouched! | didn't haveto go throughiit
thoroughly to learn that it had not been opened. Cheer up, Larry!" He clapped the young man on the
back. "And you, too, Margaret! Our friend, The Shadow, is cleared, and no one has been hurt. After
Inspector Cardona finisheswriting hisreport in my office, we can cdl it anight.”

Margaret smiled, and Marquin seemed pleased. He did not know the thoughts that inspired her
expression. The girl was glad that Marquin had not searched the safe more thoroughly. She preferred that
he should find no evidence of her father'svisit until tomorrow, when he could give it more sober thought.

Riding back to Manhattan, Joe Cardona muttered over the details of the report that he had written. One
fact had been established. The Shadow's visit had been to good purpose. But it had the elements of a
crimeless mystery, afact that baffled Joe Cardona.

"It don't make sense," mumbled the ace ingpector. "Or does it? Whatever it makes' - Joe shook his head
- "only The Shadow knowsd!"

CHAPTER XV.AGAIN THE VINDICATOR

IT happened that Joe Cardona had for once attributed too much to The Shadow. The most important
facts concerning the episode a Marquin's were known to one man only: DanaBrye. Thelittlethat Brye
didn't know about, he learned the next day when he read the newspapers.

The grizzled inventor wasliving in an excellent hide-out - abasement dwelling that had a boarded door
and adim, weether-beaten Chinese laundry sign hanging out front. Brye hadn't rented the place; he
owned it, under another name.

Some months ago, crates had been moved into the place, after the Chinese laundryman's lease had
expired. Those boxes had remained unpacked until Brye's arriva the morning after his supposed death at
Vreekill.

That day, Brye had unpacked; as aresult, he was at present living in aroom that resembled hisVreekill
edtablishment on asmall scae.

There was aworkshop in one corner, its bench covered with bits of mechanism. Another corner formed
Bryeskitchen. His cot wasin the third corner, while afourth actualy held asmdl light safe that Brye had
clamped to the floor with specia locks. Like the explosive safe at Vreekill Castle, thetiny strong box was
one of Brye's own manufacture.

Aswith hisformer quarters, there were two ways out. One was the boarded door, which Brye did not
intend to use; the other, atrapdoor that led into a small subcellar. From there, Brye had a secret exit out
through awindow that opened on an dley.

All in al, he regarded this hide-out as one where no one, not even The Shadow, could find him.

The place had one advantage over Vreekill Castle. It had ateephone, allowing Brye outside contact
without the necessity of along trip. Brye was very particular about that telephone. He kept it in alittle



closet at the back of the room, and whenever he made a call, he stepped inside and closed the closet
door.

During the day that followed histrip to Marquin's house, Brye entered that closet often. It was not until
evening, however, that hisface showed a canny smile after he had finished atelephone call. Opening his
little safe, Bryetook out asmall vaise and laid it on the workbench.

A glance at hiswatch brought anod of satisfaction. Another look toward the closet; Brye nodded again.
Therewould sill betimefor another call before heleft here. The thought brought a chuckle from Brye's
amilinglips

Soon, he would be leaving this hideout on an important mission; one that must be fulfilled tonight. No one
would witness Brye's exit from the cellar window. No one; not even The Shadow!

CIRCUM STANCES made The Shadow's surmise about Brye's hide-out unimportant. He was no longer
looking for it. Dusk had taken The Shadow to aprevious digtrict that he had visited - the neighborhood
where the gpartment buildings of Riverview City raised themsdavesto lofty heights, asif to shake off the
squaid streets beneath.

The Shadow had taken anew interest in the affairs of Trigger Kobin; an interest that demanded his
persona attention.

The day before, Jericho Druke, The Shadow's giant African agent who hailed from Harlem, had been
admitted to Trigger's gpartment when Trigger was not there. Jeeper had let him in, and Jericho, posing as
ajanitor, had roused no suspicion from the Chicago thug.

Jericho looked like ajanitor, in hisoverals, and he had come on alogica mission. He was bringing fresh
electric light bulbs to replace those that had burned out.

Asinthefabled story of Aladdin, there was a catch to Jericho's offer of "new lampsfor old.” One of the
bulbsthat he inserted in the ceiling, with the aid of aladder and hislong reach, had atiny microphone
attached. When the ceiling lights were on - and Jeeper dways kept them burning in the gloomy living
room - the mike wasin operation.

Anywherein the building, a person could plug aspecia receiver into an eectric-light socket and hear
everything that was said in Trigger's gpartment. Such areceiver - the loud-speaking end of adictograph -
was in the possession of Burbank, The Shadow's contact agent.

Day and night, from the time when Jericho had supplied the light bulb, Burbank had been listening in on
everything that happened in the apartment occupied by the crooks. Burbank was |ocated in the other
gpartment that The Shadow had rented for his agents.

Off and on during thisnew day, Trigger had been getting telephone cdls from the Vindicator. Burbank
had relayed al the detailsto The Shadow; and athough the calls merdly included Trigger'send of the
conversation, they had been important enough to command The Shadow's personal attention.

Eight o'clock was the time when Trigger expected afind cal. While hewaited for it, heindulgedin
comments for the benefit of Jeeper Quade. Trigger felt that he could talk fredly to Jeeper, as Sink
Rembo, the other torpedo imported from the Middle West, was not yet back from dinner.

"| told you the big shot was Brye," bragged Trigger. "He had something on the bean, al right. Whatever it
was, he settled it last night, when he was out at Marquin's.”

"How do you know Brye was out there?' demanded Jeeper. " The newspapers didn't say so."



Trigger snorted his contempt. He demanded:

"Ain't Brye's daughter out there? That's good enough reason why held show up. HEsusing her asa
stooge, or I'll missmy bet. So he can pull something on Marquin.”

"The grapevineant wise," reminded Jeeper, referring to the mouth-to-mouth "telegraph” system of the
underworld. "1t piped that The Shadow mixed into it at Marquin's. That'sall.”

"Sure! But the grapevine didn't tell uswhat The Shadow was there for. He wasn't out there calling on
Bry€e's daughter, was he?'

"No. The Shadow doesn't fal for dolls - not even for blondies.”
Trigger fdlt that Jeeper's comment clinched his point.

"Y ou'reright, The Shadow don't," he affirmed. "He'd even walk out on a Turkish harem, that guy! Listen,
Jeeper: The Shadow was out there looking for Brye. Which meansthat Bryeisthe Vindicator! | can put
two and two together and, what's more, take 'em apart!”

The telephone bell provided an emphasisto Trigger'sfinal statement. Reaching for the telephone, he said
to Jeeper:

"Tento oneit'sthe Vindicator - Bryeto you and me - because something's hot and heréswhere | get the
dope.”

Trigger'send of the telephone call conssted mostly of monaosyllables, chiefly theword "yeah,” which he
uttered with various inflections. When he had hung up, Trigger turned to Jeeper.

"It'swhat | thought," he said. "We're going to stage another of the Vindicator jobs, like the one out at
Grennd's. Only, | ain't doing the collecting thistrip. I'm going to talk to the guy that hasto do it. HElll like
it, after | get through with him."

WHEN Trigger sneaked from a dead-end street, a haf-hour later, he was confident that no one was on
histrail. He had two sharp-eyed |ookouts posted in the darkened thoroughfare to make sure that hisway
was clear. Those watchers were Jeeper and Slink, and both boasted that they had eyeslike cameras.

Perhaps they wereright. However, no photographer could have snapped a picture of the gliding shape
that followed Trigger through the darkness. Garbed in his black attire, The Shadow did more than use
darkness as his cover; he became a part of it.

Riding in acab that he entered in such amanner that the driver saw hisface but vaguedly, Trigger felt
complete satisfaction. The police, in his estimate, were pal ookas; and that applied to Joe Cardonain
particular. Asfor The Shadow, Trigger argued that since the cloaked investigator hadn't dropped in and
darted battle, it meant that The Shadow knew nothing about the gpartment in Riverview City.

It didn't occur to Trigger that The Shadow had decided to leave him alone, on the hope that Trigger
would be assigned to just such amission asthe one the Vindicator had ordered for tonight.

That, at least, had occurred to the Vindicator. Trigger was using Jeeper and Sink in amanner that the big
shot had ordered. Also, on his present journey, Trigger adopted some precautions that were not of his
own choice. Spying another cab a a gloomy corner near an elevated station, Trigger dismissed theonein
which he rode and transferred to the other cab.

Severd blocks north, he dighted; ascending to an elevated platform, he took atrain and rode two



stations south. Hailing another cab, he gave an address; taken there, he looked about, then sneaked
through an dleyway to the next stredt.

Crossing over, Trigger cut through another passageway that brought him to an avenue. He stopped in
front of asmall jewelry store, stared through the window, then entered the doorway.

Behind the counter was a meek-faced baldish man whose name, so Trigger guessed, was Tobias
Bourne. That name was on the sign in front of the jewery store, and the meekish man answered the
description that the Vindicator had given.

Trigger edged dong the counter, looking at cheap jewery. Bourne followed aong the other Side, as
though magnetized by the customer. Trigger waswell dressed; his sharp features were not unhandsome
when he avoided hiswolfish smile. He seemed to take a solemn interest in the jewd ry: hence Bourne
suspected nothing until they reached the end of the counter.

There, Trigger's hand emerged to poke a gun past the counter end. Prodded in the lower ribs, Bourne
darted to raise hisarms, but stopped when Trigger growled:

"Lay off! Thisain't no stickup. Get in the back room. | want to talk to you!"

THE back room was on the other side of a partition. Opening the door, Bourne entered, with Trigger
close behind. Looking around the place, Trigger saw another door, which he knew led to the cellar; for
the Vindicator had mentioned that detall.

In another corner was a curtained entrance to apassage. It led to aside door that opened into alittle
courtyard connecting with the last dley that Trigger had cut through.

Trigger introduced himsalf. When he mentioned his name, Bourne jerked upward asif he had
experienced an eectric shock. The baldish jeweler had heard of Trigger Kobin. He gave another Sart
when Trigger spoke of the Vindicator.

"We're getting places," chuckled Trigger. "Here's the whole dope, Bourne. The big shot knows al about
you. He knows how you fenced those sparklers that Peewee Wendorf brought in from Buffalo. What's
more, he can proveit!"

Bourne's mouth opened to an egg shape. In scared fashion, he gjaculated one word:
"How?'

"Because the Vindicator was smart enough to buy some of 'em," informed Trigger, "and to keep 'em.
Remember the Jem Jewery Co., that took eight hundred dollars worth? That outfit's phony! It didn't
even have an office; nothing but a letterhead.

"The Vindicator put that one over on you. All he'sgot to do is send the stuff he bought up to Buffalo,
along with your lettersto Jem Jewelry. When the bulls get tired looking for a company that nobody ever
heard about, they'll come around to seeyou."

The frantic look on Bourne's face was exactly what Trigger expected. He pushed the jeweler into achair,
then leaned back to look him over. He waited until Bourne began to whine an incoherent plea, then
remarked casudly:

"Therésaway out, Bourne. All you've got to do is play bal the way the big shot wants."

Again, Bourne's mouth formed the word "How?"



"Y ou've heard of Nod Shdlley, haven't you?' asked Trigger. Then, as Bourne nodded: "Well, the
Vindicator has got him labeled, just like he had Grenne and all those other big-money boys that he shook
down. He's given Shalley the deadline, just like he did the rest.

"Tonight, Shalley comes across, or else. Only, it ain't dough thistime, it'sjewels; because Shaley collects
them and has plenty. Shalley's coming here, see? To |leave the rocks - and you're the go-between.”

Bourne began to understand. Redlizing that he could protect himsdlf by doing what the Vindicator
wanted, he found his squesky voice, to ask:

"What about the evidence that Shaley will be buying? That'sthe way the Vindicator works, isn't it?'

"You know alot," approved Trigger, in agenia tone. "Been reading newspapers, haven't you? Y eah, the
Vindicator is sdling something, like he dways does. It's nine o'clock now; in haf an hour amessenger will
leave an envelope. That'swhat you're to hand over to Shalley when he shows up at ten.

"Only not until Shaley givesyou the jewe s and shows you the lettersthat the Vindicator sent him, so you
can check and make sure they're worth ahundred grand. After that, you'll get acal from the Vindicator
telling you whereto deliver 'em. But don't get jittery, Bourne. I'll be around to seeit go through.”

Looking past the jeweler, Trigger studied the curtained doorway, then the door that led to the cdllar. His
nod told that he preferred the cellar entrance.

"That'swherel'll be," he decided. "Come on, Bourne. It's nine o'clock. Time for you to close up shop.”

While Bourne was nervoudy closing the store, Trigger watched him from the connecting door in the
partition. His eyestoward the front of the shop, Trigger didn't notice the dight stir of the curtains at the
back corner of the rear room.

An outer door opened noiselessly, then closed. The silence of thetiny courtyard was stirred by a strange,
subdued whisper that trailed mysterioudy to the dleyway beyond.

The Shadow had heard the Vindicator's plans, as voiced by Trigger Kobin. From those, The Shadow
was forming measures of hisown.

CHAPTER XVI. THE LAST SHAKEDOWN

THE huge clock in Marquin's living room was chiming nine when Margaret Brye looked up from a book,
her lips set in adetermined expression that increased her resemblance to her father. She heard someone
sepping in from the hdlway, and if it would prove to be Larry again, she wasn't going to talk to him. This
would be the fifth time since dinner, that he had comein to stare at her and wait for her to spesk.

It wasn't Larry, however. The arrival was Roger Marquin. Margaret changed her grim look to asmile;
but Marquin did not return it. His heavy face seemed anxious.

"WhereisLarry?' heasked. "l thought | would find him in the office. He went up there after dinner, didn't
he?'

Margaret remembered that Marquin had gone out soon after dinner, to attend acommunity meeting. He
had said that he would be back in an hour, or so, unless the meeting proved to be important. Evidently, it
had not been of much consequence.

"Yes, Lary wasintheoffice," assured Margaret, "but he came down here regularly every fifteen minutes,
hoping I'd talk to him - which | wouldn't!"



Marquin rang for Gaylor; when the butler arrived, he asked him if Larry had gone out. Gaylor replied that
he had, but that the secretary had mentioned that he would return.

"That's curious,” remarked Marquin dowly, after the servant had left the room. "1 can't understand why
Larry went o soon, even if he does intend to come back. There's no reason why he should return. |
thought he would go directly aboard the steamer.”

"The seamer?’ echoed Margaret.

"Y es. The steamship Anaconda,” returned Marquin. "It sails early in the morning for South America
Larry isgoing to Brazil. Didn't hetell you?'

Margaret's amazed eyestold Marquin that Larry had made no mention of the voyage. Stroking hiswide
chin, Marquin began athoughtful nod.

"I beginto understand it,” he said. "Y ou're the person responsible, Margaret, though you didn't know it."
"1?7" gasped Margaret. "How?"'

"You will remember," explained Marquin, "that Larry has had a vacation coming to him for some months.
Also, that | once suggested that if he went to Brazil and met with my representatives there, we could
condder thetrip haf-business, haf-holiday and would defray the expenses.”

Margaret nodded. Larry had often talked about that trip. It was to be their honeymoon; that waswhy he
had postponed it. Counting upon his marriage to Margaret, Larry had intended to take her long. Despite
hersdf, the girl found her eyestear-brimmed. Her voice choked, when she said:

"Larry didn't tell me anything about... about this vacation. Maybe... maybe that was why he kept coming
in here - hoping I'd say something.”

"It probably was" returned Marquin, sympatheticaly. "It troubled me, this morning, when Larry suddenly
said he wanted to take that trip. He knew that the Anacondawas due to sail and said thiswas his
opportunity. | told him to think it over; which he did. When heleft his desk, just before dinner, he said
that his mind was made up. He was leaving tonight."

Margaret'stears became redl. In one surge of emotion, she redlized that she did carefor Larry, more
than she would ordinarily have bdieved. Marquin sat beside the girl, spoke soothingly as he patted her
quivering shoulder.

"Larry isreturning because of you," Marquin told her. "He wouldn't leave without saying good-by. It'sal
for the best, Margaret. Y ou two have seen each other too much lately, under circumstances that
produced astrain. Y ou can both begin al over when he returns, amonth from now.”

Gradudly, the girl's sobs lessened. Marquin added further reassurance:

"Don't forget that thisis Larry'slast night in New Y ork. He probably had some matters that needed
attention. That iswhy he decided to go into town."

THERE was consderable truth in Marquin's surmise. At that moment, Larry Chandler wasthinking of a
very important matter. Riding in ataxi, hewas holding along envelopein his hands while he watched
from the window, looking for atelegraph office that he knew would be open.

He saw the office. Telling the driver to stop, Larry dighted, entered the office. He handed the envelope
to aclerk, gave explicit ingructions:



"For immediate ddivery!”

The clerk nodded; he beckoned to a gum-chewing messenger boy. While Larry was receiving his
change, he watched the messenger go out the door studying the typewritten address on the envel ope.

Much though heliked to ddly, the messenger knew he could not linger long on thistrip. He had only a
dozen blocks to go, and the clerk would check to see that he was back in half an hour.

That envelope was addressed to Tobias Bourne; it bore the street number of the jewe er'slittle shop.

Glancing at the clock in the telegraph office, Larry observed that it was just quarter past nine. That
alowed the right amount of time for the envelope to reach Bourne. It left Larry exactly one hour, at which
time heintended to return to this same office,

"l expect an answer," hetold the clerk. "It will be apackage, that will arrive at quarter past ten.”
"Soon enough,” returned the clerk. "We don't close until eeven.”

Larry gtrolled from the office and turned in the direction of Times Square. The arrangements gave him
just enough time to watch an hour's show in one of the news-red theaters.

SOME blocks from the lighted area of Times Square, a shrouded figure stood in the darkness beside an
old-fashioned brownstone mansion, the most pretentious edifice on its Street. Thiswas one of those
gloomy, forgotten sections that reminded old-timers of Manhattan asit had been in the gay '90s.

The Shadow was not concerned, however, with memories of the past. He was thinking of the present,
and the immediate future. The brownstone house was the home of Noel Shalley, noted jewd collector,
and its location was perfectly suited to The Shadow'svigil. Along a darkened street like thisone, The
Shadow could merge unseen into any of adozen niches.

There werefew lightsin Shaley's house, but The Shadow knew that the collector was a home. He had
seen Shdley draw awindow blind only ten minutes ago, which was luck, for The Shadow had arrived
only ashort while before that.

Therewas no mistaking Noel Shalley. Hewas atall, stoop-shouldered man, who kept to the tradition of
the '90s by wearing a bushy beard. The beard was quite conspicuous, for it was areddish brown; but it
identified Shdley on sght, which rather pleased him, for he was aman of much sdf-importance.

Besides, Shdley'sfather and grandfather had worn beardslikeit, and that was enough for Shalley. He
had traveled the world over, dways with the beard accompanying him. People remembered him because
of hisadornment; and except during onetrip to London at atime when street gamins ddighted in shouting
"Beaver!" a anyone who wore abeard, Shaley had never regretted histaste for whiskers.

While The Shadow's eyes were steady on the upper windows, his ears caught a sound below. Cautious
footsteps were coming along a passage that led from aside door. That door had been locked when The
Shadow tried it. Possibly, the man was Shalley; but The Shadow doubted it.

He let the man turn the other way and continue along the street. There was one place that the departer
could not pass without being observed: a spot where abright light was glowing from an open vestibule,
while astreet lamp gleamed from the curb directly in front of that particular house.

The man cameinto the light, darted quick looks right and |eft as he increased his pace. Before he had
reached the farther darkness, which made ashort stretch to the corner, The Shadow caught afull view of
thefellow'sface. It wasn't bearded. The man was clean-shaven, and his countenance was recognizable



ingtantly, even at arange of nearly forty yards.
The profile, with its straight forehead, even nose and strong chin, was that of Dana Brye's!

A secret visitor to Shaley's home, Brye was evidently pleased with what he had accomplished, for The
Shadow could detect hisusua cunning look. When Brye was gone, The Shadow edged toward the
passage that led to Shalley's sde door, intending to make an entry of hisown.

Bry€svist threw anew angle on the case. There were always consequences when Brye dipped in and
out of places, ashe had at Vreekill Castle and at Marquin's mansion. No longer watching Marquin's, The
Shadow knew that Brye could have other trips there; but he hadn't expected to see the missing inventor
at Shdley'shouse.

Thismight mean that Nodl Shalley would not leave for Bourne's jewelry shop. It was possible that Brye's
vigt had made such atrip unnecessary. Perhaps there were factorsin the Vindicator's game that The
Shadow had not discovered.

His own plansfully prepared, The Shadow was faced by alast-minute Situation that threatened to turn
them al away. He was half regretting that he passed up the present opportunity to overtake Dana Brye,
when anew occurrence came; one that immediately put matters back in line,

FROM the entrance to the side passage, The Shadow heard a sound from Shalley's front door. He
edged outward in time to see a man step from the doorway and reach back to close the door. Against
the momentary light from theinner hall, The Shadow saw the bearded face of Nodl Shdlley.

There was no mistaking that profile, which Shalley regarded as aristocratic, like his beard.

By thetimethat Shalley had |ocked the door and started down the steps, The Shadow had crossed the
street and merged entirely with darkness.

Shalley stopped at the bottom of the steps, looked in the very direction that The Shadow had taken, but
saw only the dim lights of a parked cab. Stepping toward astreet lamp, Shaley called "Taxi!" ina
booming voice and Signaled with hisarm.

The cab cameto life. Swinging acrossthe street, the driver opened the door. Noel Shalley stepped into
the cab, giving Bourne's address as he pulled the door shut. The bearded man was on hisway to pay
tribute to the Vindicator.

From that moment onward, many important events were to be shaped by the hand of The Shadow!
CHAPTER XVII.DEATH LEAVESA TRAIL

TWO men faced each other across a back-room table. On one side, the bearded face of Noel Shalley
showed a contemptuous glare; from the other, the meekish countenance of Tobias Bourne peered with a
forced grin.

Bourne didn't like his present assgnment; but his position was mild compared to Shalley's. By "playing
ball" in accordance with Trigger'singtructions, Bourne had found the task much easier than he thought.

At haf past nine he had answered a banging at the front door of his shop, to receive an envelope from a
messenger. At ten o'clock, there had been aknock at the rear door from the courtyard. There, Bourne
had admitted Shalley.

Their business was coming to arapid completion. On thetablelay letters from the Vindicator, which had



been sent to Shalley. While Bourne was reading them in squinty fashion, he noted that Shalley was
reaching in his pocket. Bourne was nervous for amoment, thinking in terms of agun; but dl that Shaley
produced was a chamois bag that helet fall with athump.

Opening the bag with hurried bands, Bourne began to appraise the jewelsthat it contained. There were
emerdds, rubies, sgpphires, al flawless sones as Bourne viewed them through hisglass. The jeweler
gave an gpproving nod.

"They are worth more than a hundred thousand dollars," he asserted, raising histone loud enough to be
heard by Trigger, behind the cellar door. "Far more, Mr. Shalley.”

"Why not?' came Shalley'srumble. "I want no more trouble from the Vindicator, whoever he may be.
Come, Bourne! Let me have those papersthat he promised.”

Bourne produced them. He saw Shalley's eyes gleam as brightly asthe jewelsthat lay beneath the single
lamp. Unlike other victims of the Vindicator, Shaley had not expected papersthat he intended to
destroy. These were documents that the bearded man needed for future protection.

One was a death certificate that bore the name of Lionel Durman; another, ascrawled note, evidently a
dying confession, that bore the same man's signature. The third was a bill of sdle made out to Shalley and
receipted by Durman. It listed rubies valued at eighty-five thousand rupees.

"Durman wasthe rgah's secretary,” muttered Shdley. "He stole those gems, though | didn't know it. To
protect himsdlf, helater stole this receipt, which he had given mewhen | bought the gemsin good faith.

"So he confessed it!" Shalley was eyeing the scrawled paper. "Probably to crooks like himsdlf, who were
torturing him to get the gems he no longer had or the money that he had squandered. | knew that Durman
was dead, but that didn't help me.

"Had the rubies been traced to me" - Shaley's fist thumped the table - "I could never provethat | had not
been part to acrimind transaction! | have wanted this missing receipt for years. The confession, of
course, supported it. The fact that Durman isdead” - he added the death certificate to the other papers -
"rdievesmeof dl worry that | shdl ever meet the cad again.”

Bourne saw the papers go into Shalley's pocket; watched the bearded man lean back in satisfied relief.
The jewder poured the gemsinto the chamois bag and placed the latter in asmall square box. He began
to wrap the box into a package, noting by darted glances that Shalley's expression was becoming rueful.

A buzz sounded near Bourne's chair. It was the telephone bell, which Trigger had fixed so it would not
make too much noise. Bourne answered the call, held abrief conversation, then glanced at his watch.

"Quarter past ten," he said. "l am late; but | didn't know" - histone was pathetic - "just where | wasto
go. Youreto remain here, Mr. Shaley, for exactly half an hour, while | take this packageto -"

BOURNE cut himsdf short. He saw agun muzzle poking from the cellar door and realized that he was
not supposed to confidein Shdley. The jeweler hadtily licked hislips.

"Where| goismy own business," he declared. "Mine, and the Vindicator's. | am not coming back, so do
not wait for me, Mr. Shaley. Remember: ahdf hour, and during that time you areto cal no one onthe
telephone.”

Bourne went out by the rear door, taking the package with him. Hardly had the jewe er gone, before
Shdlley looked warily about the little room. Trigger's gun had moved from sight.



After afew minutes, Shalley shifted over to Bourne's chair and picked up the telephone. Calling police
headquarters, he asked for Inspector Cardona. Learning that Joe was not there, the bearded man
announced:

"My nameisNod Shalley. | havejust paid alarge sumin jewds, to the Vindicator. | can describe those
gems <0 that they can be traced. What ismore, | can tell you who the Vindicator is. Hisnameis-"

Shalley cut off short. He was on his feet, the telephone lowered in his hand. The cellar door had opened.
Trigger Kobin was gpproaching with aleveled revolver.

"Lay off!" ragped Trigger. "I'm pinch-hitting for the big shot tonight. I'm here to give what he givesto guys
that know too much!"

As Trigger finished the announcement, Shdley flung the telephone. Its cord was long, for Bourne used the
telephone in both the shop and the rear room. Trigger dodged the unexpected missile, shooting wildly as
he ducked.

Diving in the opposite direction, Shaley grabbed the lamp cord and tugged it. The ingtant darknesswas
marred only by the jabs of Trigger's gun. Then came spurts from another wegpon. Shalley had agun, too,
as Bourne had suspected.

Amid the incessant roar, Shaley must have dropped, for hisfina gun spurt came from the floor, just as
Trigger knifed another flaming stab in hisdirection. There wasthe clank of agun striking thefloor; thena
fading groan. Gurgling sounds came from the front of the jewelry shop. Men were pounding at the outer
door.

In that room of deeth, aflashlight glimmered. A man wasworking in the dark above abody. Finaly,
there was the crinkle of paper, asthe gleam turned upon a bearded face that lay tiff in desth. Footsteps
reached the rear door just asthe front broke through.

Arriving in the back room, two patrolmen found no trace of Trigger Kobin. Instead, they discovered the
body of adead bearded man who, by identification cardsin hiswallet, was promptly identified as Noel
Shdley. But the officers found no money in the wallet. Shalley's cash was gone, dong with the documents
that had come from the Vindicator.

Thefact that the dead man lay penniless, made the officers suppose that he had died ressting an ordinary
robbery. Using Bourne's telephone, they tried to get in touch with Joe Cardona, but failed. Too bad, one
said, that the ace ingpector was not available to view this scene of crime.

ODDLY, Joe Cardona had been very closeto Bourne's jewelry store, but had |eft a short while before
the shooting began. The police ingpector was following atip-off that he believed was from The Shadow.
Near the dley that alowed arear exit from Bourne's place of business, Cardona had picked up the
meek-faced jeweler'strall.

At this moment, he was watching Bourne enter atelegraph office near Times Square. Through the
window, Cardona saw the jeweler leave a package, then depart. Considering the package more
important than Bourne, Cardona waited.

A man came briskly aong the street. When he entered the telegraph office, Cardonarecognized the
fellow. He remembered Larry Chandler very well. With al the fussthat Larry had kicked up out there at
Marquin's mansion, he wasn't the sort of chap to be easily forgotten.

When Larry came out again, he was carrying the package that Bourne had |eft. There were plenty of



cabs at hand and the young man stepped into one. As soon as Larry'staxi had started, Cardona jumped
into the one behind. Flashing his badge, he gruffed the ingtruction:

"Follow that cab!"

It wasn't long before Cardona guessed exactly where the trip would end. The cabs crossed the East
River, followed thetraffic of aboulevard, and swung into a paved roadway that Cardonarecognized as
the straight route to Marquin's home.

Figuring that Larry might notice that he was being trailed, Cardonatold his own driver to ease the speed.
By thetimethetrailing cab rolled into sght of the mansion, Larry'staxi was pulling from the driveway,
having dropped its passenger at the door.

Gaylor answered when Cardona rang the doorbell. The inspector asked sharply if Larry had entered;
Gaylor nodded.

"Mr. Chandler went to hisroom," said the butler. "Do you wish to see him, Ingpector?’
"Y eah. Right away! Show me theroom.”

Gaylor led the way, with Cardonateling him to hurry. By the time the servant pointed out the closed
door of Larry'sroom, the police ingpector had made alot of noise without redizing it.

Another door opened; Margaret Brye stepped in sight. She hadn't heard Larry enter; she gavea
surprised gasp when she recognized Cardona.

Marquin appeared from his offices. The outer door was gjar, and he, too, had noticed the commotion.
Like Margaret, Marquin stared as an astonished witness, when Joe yanked open the door of Larry's
room and entered with adrawn gun. There was a sharp exclamation from the inner corner, where Larry
was packing a suitcase.

Without waiting for Cardonas challenge, Larry dropped the package that had come from Bourne and
snatched up arevolver that lay in the suitcase. Before he could get a grip on the weapon, Cardona lunged
at him. Joe dways preferred alive prisoner to adead one, and he was glad, very shortly, that he hadn't
been quick with histrigger.

For Larry's nerve fatered when he recognized the swarthy police inspector. Battered by Cardona's
drive, the secretary collgpsed in the corner, his gun gone from his hand.

By way of precaution, Cardona clamped handcuffs on Larry's wrists, then pocketed the secretary's gun.
That done, Joe turned to the suitcase.

OPENING Bourne's package, Cardona found the chamois bag; he gave alow whistle when he poured
out its sparkling contents. Cardona didn't know where those gems had originaly come from, but he could
guessthat they weren't the property of acheap jeweler like Bourne.

Handing the gemsto Marquin, Cardonadragged Larry to hisfeet and demanded the facts.

Larry merdly returned a sudden stare. From the way he acted, Cardona decided he was trying to appear
bewildered; but that didn't go with Joe.

Before questioning Larry further, the ace decided to have alook in the packed suitcase. There, Cardona
found aheavy oblong package. Ripping off the wrapping paper, he gripped a metal box.



It was locked, but the fastening gave when Cardona hammered it with hisrevolver butt. Thelid of the
box popped open and Cardonawas looking at piles of green currency in bundlesthat totaled one
hundred thousand dollars.

The amount, the high denominations, the numbers of the bills, matching amemorandum in Cardona's
pocket, were proof that the ace ingpector had struck along-sought find. To Larry, Cardonarasped a
denunciation that held the other listenersrigid.

"This was the cash that Thomas Grennel handed over,” announced the detective ace. "It pins more than
blackmail on you, Chandler. It tags you for amurder rap! Y ou're the crook that calls himself the
Vindicator!"

Larry's hoarse denid s sounded puny. Cardona regarded them as meaningless chatter. Thiswasonetime
when Joe could not be guessing wrong, not at the end of atrail like the one that he had just followed.

That trail, resulting in the recovery of stolen wedlth, had been provided by The Shadow!
CHAPTER XVIII. SHIFTED EVIDENCE

CARDONA'S next task wasto grill the prisoner. Asasetting for that process, he chose Marquin'sinner
office, where he placed Larry under astrong light. With Marquin and Margaret as witnessesto the quiz,
Cardona opened fire.

"What about Grennel?* he demanded. "Who killed him?'Y ou're the guy that knows!"
Larry shook his head.

"It wasn't Trigger Kobin," snapped Cardona. ™Y ou can't shove the job on him. It was somebody out
there on the lawn. Some fellow that you planted there! Say -"

Cardonas eyes were hard. They caught the signs of anervoustwitch on Larry's face. Shoving hischin
closeto the prisoner's, Cardona played his hunch:

"Y ou could havefired that shot yoursdlf!"

Out of the confusion, Larry found hisvoice. Hiseyes met Margaret's. Away from thelight, her facewas
only apale blur. Meeting Cardonas gaze again, Larry answered the chalenge.

"I couldn't have killed Grennd," he argued. "1 wasn't close enough to the window. | couldn't have doneit,
| tell you!"

A voiceintervened. It was Marquin's, cdm but emphatic in its very ease of tone.

"Let me ask aquestion,” suggested Marquin. Then, as Cardona nodded willingness, the rubber king
turned to Margaret: "'l must question you, not Larry. The other night, after The Shadow had gone, |
overheard you arguing with Larry. Didn't the discussion concern the testimony that you gave after the
crimeat Grennd's?"

Margaret set her lipsfirmly. She moved closer to the light, boldly facing her questioner.

"I know that you love Larry," added Marquin, soberly. ™Y ou proved that tonight. But | do not fed that |
am asking too much, when | request you to state the smple truth. There are times, Margaret, when
justice must be served.”



The girl was till determined not to spesk; but Marquin's words had taken effect upon another listener.
The statement that Margaret had proven her love for him, brought a new expression to the face of Larry
Chandler. He recognized that the girl must have talked to Marquin some time during the evening; and as
Larry watched Margaret's reaction, he knew from her face that her love was afact.

Before Margaret could be questioned further, Larry took theissue ashisown.

"l can answer the question,” he announced, firmly. "I lied about what happened at Grennd's. | had |eft the
veranda before the shot wasfired. | -"

"Lary!"

Margaret'sinterjection was one of anguish. The handcuffed man hesitated; then showed hisown
determination. Unflinchingly, he continued:

"By my own statements, | forced Margaret to testify that | waswith her a the time. | was acoward, that
was all. But only because my story was an honest one. | didn't want to weaken it."

Larry looked toward Margaret and received hisreward. He had declared the facts at atime when such a
step could ruin him. He had done so with the hope of clearing Margaret from any vestige of blame. To
thegirl, that meant that Larry had proven hislove as he could have in no other way.

Though her face was sad, Margaret smiled. Her conflict of emotions revealed her true salf; brought her
closer to Larry than on the night, many months ago, when she had accepted his proposal of marriage.

During those months, Larry had been troubled by the increasing dread that Margaret's willingnessfor
marriage had been inspired soldly through loneliness. All such doubt was dispelled, in this present crisis.

It was Larry'stask to prove himsalf innocent of crime, that he might collect the prize he saw before him.
Boldly, he turned to Cardona and put his casein direct fashion.

"I SAW the murderer that night at Grennd's,”" Larry affirmed, "but did not recognize him. Y ou will recall
that | did not recognize Margaret - Miss Brye - in the halway of this house on the night when The
Shadow came here. Nor did | recognize you at first, inspector, when you entered my room.

"My eyes are not as sharp-sighted as they should be. | usethese” - he drew a pair of glassesfrom his
pocket with his handcuffed hands - "when | work at my desk. That accounts for certain of my
shortcomings. But | am innocent of any crime, and fed that | can answer al questionsto your
satisfaction.”

Cardonaliked Larry'sway of putting it; not because he believed the secretary innocent, but because he
found it easy to meet direct statements with replies of the same sort. Cardonaliked to "bat them back
and forth," as he sometimes described it.

"All right," countered the ingpector. "If you didn't murder Grennel, how did you happen to get his cash?
Perhapsyoull tel me" - Cardonastone was dry - "that somebody put it in your suitcase.”

"Somebody did,” returned Larry. "I'm that person. Tonight, after dinner, | found the locked box on my
desk, with anote from Mr. Marquin ingtructing meto take it to Brazil "

Marquin supplied an gaculation:

"A note? From me?"



"Yes-thisnote" replied Larry. "It dso told me" - he was bringing afolded paper from his pocket - "to
send an envelope to ajeweler named Bourne, by messenger. The envel ope was with the box, and | was
to recelve a package from Bournein return.”

"The package with thejewes" put in Cardona. "What were you to do with it? Take it to Brazil, too?"

Larry nodded. He had handed the note to Marquin, who was reading it. Puzzlement came over
Marquin'sfeatures.

"Thenote saysdl that," he declared. "But | didn't writeit. | notice, too, that it instructs Larry to hold box
and package intact, until receipt of instructions by cable.”

Marquin passed the note to Cardona, who saw that it was typewritten, with theinitidls"R. M.," a the
finish. With agrunt, Cardona commented:

"Anybody could have knocked out this note on one of the typewriters around here."
"Mr. Marquin awaystypes hismemos," argued Larry. "I naturally supposed that thiswas one from him."

"Except for theinitids," reminded Marquin. "I never add them to the notes | leaveyou, Larry. | only
include them on memosthat go e sewhere.”

Larry'slipswent tight. To Margaret, that signified that he was merely annoyed because he hadn't noticed
something unusua about the note when he found it. To Cardona, it meant that Larry had made amuch
more serious Jip.

"The game's up, Chandler,” asserted Cardona, bluntly. "Y ou typed this note yoursdlf, asan dibi. I'm
taking you to headquarters - or, rather, I'm sending you there as soon as | can get the men to take you."

CARDONA reached for the telephone, made acall. Two minuteslater, he was talking with some show
of excitement. He dammed the telephone on its stand and announced:

"There's been another murder! The victim isaman named Noel Shdley. Hisbody wasfound a
Bourné's. Thesejewdsare his. It'sdl clear, Chandler. You're the Vindicator; but you've staged your last
shakedown!"

Larry was 4till staring at the incriminating note that he had so laborioudy extracted from his pocket,
because of the handcuffs that he wore. He turned to Marquin, said hopelesdy:

"I'm sorry, Sir. | wasn't trying to accuse you -"

"l can't believethat," interrupted Marquin, tartly. "No one other than yoursdlf could have typed that note,
Larry. Y ou have found the man you were after, inspector. | suggest that you take him to the cell where he

belongs.”
"Wat!"

Margaret spoke the interruption. She had risen; her eyes were flashing. Looking from Marquin to
Cardona, she pointed toward the box that contained Grennedl's money.

"I have seen that box before," the girl declared. "Here, in aplace where Larry could not possibly have
foundit!"

"If you saw it," objected Marquin, "Larry could have seeniit.”



"No. | saw it inyour safe. Y ou are the only person who knows the combination!™

Marquin looked startled. His lips moved wordlessly, but when he found his voice his statement was
deliberate.

"If you saw the box in there" - Marquin was pointing to the safe - "someone else must have learned the
combination. | never opened the safe when you or anyone else wasin this office.”

"The man who opened the safe was my father.”

"Y our father?' Marquin wastotaly amazed. "When?'
"The night that The Shadow was here."

"But your father - he was dead, three days before!”

Torn between her love for Larry and the promise that she had made to her father, Margaret had cometo
an absolute decision. It was prompted by Marquin's earlier statement, that justice must be served. That
factor threw the balance; for, despite her lovefor Larry, Margaret had considered her promise binding.

She had lied for Larry once. Tonight, she could have lied for her father. One or the other had to be
sacrificed, and the girl wastorn by the dilemma. Nevertheless, al honesty and fairness demanded that the
guilty man be denounced, the innocent person relieved of al suspicion.

"My father isnot dead," spoke Margaret. Her own voice seemed very far away. "He came here the night
that | have mentioned. He opened the safe by some method of his own. He showed me the box and the
money init. He said that he was leaving it for me.

"What he could do once, he could have done again. He left the money here, deep in the safe, where Mr.
Marquin would not find it. But he came here again today, to reclaimit. No" - the girl shook her head, as
Cardona gtarted an interruption - "1 did not see him today, but | am sure that he was here.

"Because only he could have brought the box from the safe and | eft it with afdse notefor Larry. There
was every opportunity for him to do so while we were a dinner. Had he come atrifle earlier, hewould
have overheard Larry telling Mr. Marquin that he had decided to teke the trip to Brazil ."

Her denunciation finished, Margaret sat down in adaze. Cardonawas pummeling her with questions that
shedidn't seem to hear. She waslooking at Larry; his head was bowed. He knew the greatness of
Margaret's sacrifice. Marquin, too, was solemn. The only doubter in the room was Joe Cardona

Getting no answersto his questions, the inspector hammered the desk and voiced aloud objection.

"Y ou can't get away with that story, Miss Brye! Y our father is dead, that's why you're shoving the blame
on him! You'rein love with Chandler - you've admitted it - and you're trying to save him! It's easy
enough to claim that your father murdered Grennel and Shdley. But -"

Cardonasfist stopped tight on the desk. His eyes stared past the lamplight. Too amazed to spesak or
move, he sat thererigid, afrozen gaze on his face that made the others turn. Cardona had recognized the
man who had stepped into the room; so did they, asthe arrival reached the glare of the lamplight.

It was Dana Brye. Hisface had lost its craftiness. His features were drawn, weary, and the expression
very pae. Helooked the part of aman who had returned to life after a sojourn in the grave.

Hisvoice, however, wasfirm. Like his daughter, Dana Brye had come to adecison. Facing the silent,



staring group, he announced:

"l antheVindicator!"
CHAPTER XIX. BACK FROM DEATH

ALTHOUGH Dana Brye produced amazement by his unexpected entrance, no one was startled at the
admission he made. From what Margaret had testified, it was evident that DanaBrye, if actudly dive,
would logicaly bethe Vindicator.

Any man who could mysterioudy vanish from Vreekill Castle, leaving another body in his place, was
obvioudy amaster of hidden ways. His ahility, too, a moving in and out of Marquin's home without
detection pointed to skill at the very measure which had made the Vindicator acrimina of evil fame.

Brye's operations with Marquin's safe were merdly further evidence of crooked ability; and they came
within the field of reason, not only because of Margaret's testimony but because every listener knew that
the safe in question was one of Brye's own manufacture. If anyone could find away to open the
combination, it would be Dana Brye, the man who had devised the mechanism.

The question was. Why had Brye reveded himsdlf?

Margaret's disclosure of her father's secret was not sufficient reason. Brye still could have kept out of
sight. There was a degper answer, and Margaret believed that she could giveit, if she chose.

Brye, alurking witnessto this scene, had watched his daughter'sloyalty swing from himself to Larry
Chandler. Such disappointment might not have influenced him to declare himself acrimind; thered rub
was that circumstances, some unforeseen by Brye, had thrown crime's burden on Larry and thereby
predicted a permanent unhappiness for Margaret.

Behind the fixed expression on Brye'sface, Margaret could sense emotion. No matter how crooked he
might be, Bryewas il her father and recognized his paternal obligation beyond all else. Margaret knew
that he had sacrificed himsdlf for her, and the thought swept her with remorse.

Hinging her aams around Brye€'s shoulders, the girl laid her blond curls againgt his chin and sobbed. Every
weeping gasp that | eft her lips was throbbed there from her heart. Her anguish held the witnesses silent.
No move was made toward Brye.

Rigid asafigure of sone, the grizzled inventor made no effort to comfort his daughter. His sacrificewasa
gtolid one, as cold, upon the surface, as the merciless deeds of the Vindicator. When Brye finaly moved
anam, hedid not let it rest on Margaret's shoulders. Instead, he pointed to Larry, with the words:

"Releasehim.”

Cardona unlocked the handcuffs and dangled them loosdly, in readiness for Brye. His handsfinding
Margaret's shoulders, Brye gently eased his daughter from him.

As shelooked up, her brimming eyes and tear-streaked face gifted with alovelinessthat only her heart
could have produced, Brye's grip tightened. The muscles of his hands and forearms showed their
strength, as he turned the girl toward Larry.

"Goto him." Bryestone, though leve, carried no reproach. "Heisthe man you lovel”

Margaret hesitated; then saw that Larry's arms were waiting. As she reached them and heard her lover's
soothing voice, sheredlized that this ordeal had forever ended her doubts. She belonged to Larry, asshe



should have known long ago. Whatever her father'sfate, both she and Larry would aways remember
that their happiness, in days to come, would be the legacy of DanaBrye.

That thought, to them, would clear the stigma of her father's name. Whatever his misdeeds, DanaBrye
had made amends.

"YOU knew that it wasfather!" the girl sobbed to Larry. ™Y ou recognized him, didn't you, the night that
he killed Grenndl. But you wouldn't tell, because of me-"

"| did not recognize him," interposed Larry, histone very solemn. "I told you the whole truth, Margaret.
Had | seen hisface, | would have told you but no one else. It would have been betrayal, to accuse your
father without your sanction.”

Cardona had clamped the handcuffs on Brye's extended wrists. Marquin, approaching, hisface morose,
sadsmply:

"I'm sorry, Dana."

Bry€e'sonly answer was asmile. He was looking toward Larry and Margaret. When he spoke, Brye
looked toward neither Marquin nor Cardona. Eyes still upon the lovers, he declared:

"Anyone who would destroy such happiness should die. | suppose that appliesto me. May it gpply to dl
otherswhose deeds might bring such harm.”

Cardonawasn't in amood for parables. Though his gruff voice was atrifle husky, Joe began to demand
facts. He wanted Brye's full confession and thiswasthe timeto get it, while the prisoner wasin a soft
mood. But Brye, still watching Larry and Margaret, remained heedless of Cardona's questions.

"Y ou shoved Grennd's money into Marquin's safe,” summed Cardona. "A smart placeto put it, if you hid
it deep; but you couldn't leave it there forever. Y ou were waiting until the Shalley job wasripe. It wasal
Set today.

"So you came here to pick up the dough. Y ou were going to take it dong, gather in the jewe s that
Bourne ddivered; and keep right on traveling. But when you learned that Chandler was going to Brazil,
you had an idea.

"Why not let Chandler lug the swag? That's the idea that hit you. So you stuck thetin cash box right there
on Chandler's desk, aong with the envelope that was to go to Bourne, for him to hand to Shdley. You
typed aphony note with Marquin'sinitids, and everything was fixed."

Cardonamight aswell have been indde Marquin's big sfe itsdlf, shouting at the surrounding walls. None
of hiswords had dented Brye's smiling calm.

"Y ou made abad dip," jabbed Cardona. "Y ou thought it was al off between Chandler and your
daughter. If something went sour and Chandler never got started for Brazil - where you were going to
cable him, in Marquin's name, and have him send the swag - held at least be the guy to take the rap. But
sheloved him, after dl.”

It was brutd, that sort of talk, and Cardona knew it. But the Vindicator's murders had been a
hundredfold more brutal than any words could be. Cardonadidn't intend to stop until he forced Bryeinto
giving details of those very crimes.

"They look very sweet," declared the inspector sarcasticdly, as heturned to stare at Larry and Margaret.
"But | can spoil that picture, Brye. Suppose | don't take your say-so that you're the Vindicator, until



you've proven it. That means|'ll have to take Chandler aong too.”

"You can't!" It was Margaret who gave the challenge. ™Y ou haven't abit of evidence againgt him. My
father has taken the blamefor dl those crimes. Y ou've just built your own case against him. What more
do you require?"

Still wearing his benign smile, Brye turned to Cardona, to speek at last:

"Sheisquite right, ingpector. If you take mewith you, | shal be glad to tell you more. By the way, there
are some busness affairsthat | would like to settle. Would you, Roger" - he turned to Marquin - "mind
coming intothe city done, alittlelater?”

"I'll bethere, Dang," promised Marquin. ™Y ou may depend upon me."

They were walking toward the door, Cardona and Brye, the ingpector making suggestions that he
congdered subtle.

"Youll fed better, Brye," Joe was saying, "when you've got dl this off your chest. | know that you're
feding sorry - sorry for your crimes-"

"Not for my crimes,” interposed Brye dryly, pausing just short of the doorway. "For my mistakes!"

"Cdll them what you want," conceded Cardona. "' Crimes or mistakes, they can't be changed oncethey're
done."

"'Some mistakes can be amended.”
"Murder can't. When aguy's dead, he never comes back."

A dry smileflickered on Brye'slips. Histongue seemed to lick it away, so that he could make the solemn
declaration:

"l was dead, yet | returned. If othersonly could -"
"Y ou mean Grennel and Shdley?!
"Y es; both. But of thetwo, the onethat | particularly meanisNod Shalley.”

TIRED of Brye's cryptic remarks, Cardonadecided to cut al conversation until they were outside. He
was due for another interruption, however, from adifferent source. The telephone bell had begun to ring;
Marquin, answering the call, beckoned from behind his desk.

"For you, inspector.”

Hooking one arm under Brye's, Cardona hauled the prisoner back to the desk with him. But as he stood
there talking into the telephone, Cardona's grip relaxed. So did the hand that held the telephone. It was
only by a sudden grab that Joe caught the instrument asit was toppling from his hand.

"It'sfrom headquarters,”" announced Cardona, his voice peculiarly awed. "They've just been talking to the
morgue. It wasn't Shaley who waskilled a Bourne's. The beard fooled them, until it cameloose.
They've found out who the dead man igl" Joe paused, to take another breath. "Trigger Kobin!™

The hush that gripped the personsin that inner room was broken by a singular whisper that stirred from
Marquin's darkened outer office. A vague, strange whisper, scarcely audible: dmost an echo rising from
that past night when The Shadow's presence had been known in this house,



Y et, with itsfade, that sibilant token of repressed mirth proved itsredlity. It was no memory from the
padt. It was a prelude to the future: the cue for another man to appear upon the scene as strangely as had
DanaBrye.

In through the doorway stepped the answer to Brye's recent wish: aman whose bearded face and high
aristocratic nose went with the dignity of his steady-gazing eyes. Behind him, blackness seemed to dir.
Other eyes, burning from the gloom, gave evidence of a sponsor who had remained behind the scenes.

None saw that strange figure in the background. Their gaze was only on the bearded man - another of
death's reputed victims whose fate, like Brye's, had been annulled.

That man, produced from the past, wasthe last of the Vindicator's victims. Nodl Shalley had been
brought here by The Shadow!

CHAPTER XX.CRIME'STRUE TALE

IT seemed a greeting from one dead man to another, when Dana Brye sprang forward to meet Noel
Shalley. His manacled hands extended, Brye received the bearded man's warm clasp.

Joe Cardona, suddenly aroused, thought that Brye had started to attack Shalley and drew arevolver to
prevent trouble. But the ingpector's gun hand lowered when he saw, to his complete bafflement, that the
two were friends.

"I have brought the letters, Brye," announced Shalley. "The onesthat you left a my housethis
afternoon.”

With agesture of his hands, Bryeindicated Cardona. Shaley passed the | etters to the police ingpector,
who gstared at them, then spread them in front of Marquin, who had cometo the desk beside him. Larry
and Margaret, intrigued by this surprise, stared over the intervening shoulders, to read the | etters also.

"From the Vindicator!" exclamed Cardona. "Addressed to DanaBrye! Demanding a hundred thousand
dollarsfor certain letters -"

"That | wrote to Red Krigley," added Brye, with apleased chuckle. "The head of the Krigley mob. Louis
Jolden - you've heard of him - wasworking with me at thetime. | didn't know that Krigley was a crook;
that my letters, stating the weaknessesin various makes of safes, were being used by hismob."”

Brye's satement impressed Cardona. The inventor was gppearing in anew light, asavictim of thetype
of blackmail in which the Vindicator had specialized. Questions were coming from others - Marquin,
Margaret, Larry - but Cardona silenced them.

"Let's hear some more, Mr. Brye."

"My timelimit was s&t," declared Brye. "The money that the Vindicator demanded was dmost my entire
fortune. So | put the money in abasement hideaway that | established herein New Y ork, and went to
Vreekill Cadtle. | was determined that | would find some way to beet the Vindicator's game.

"He knew it. He set men to watch me. But Vreekill Castle had a secret outlet - by way of theriver. | saw
how | could turn those watchers to my advantage. If the castle, which had become worthless, should be
destroyed, word would go to the Vindicator that | had died.”

For thefirgt time, Brye decided to omit one detail from his new, and accurate, story. The matter of Ross
Bland, he decided, was one that could wait for further explanation. Bland's visit, it happened, had
precipitated his plans, but had not changed them.



"| set off time bombsthat | had planted throughout Vreekill Castle,”" continued Brye. "The Vindicator was
free to choose his own answer regarding my supposed death. Accident or suicide, it did not matter which
he believed. | was beyond hisreach, solong as| remained dead.”

Shdley thought that Brye had finished. The bearded man supplied an interlude of hisown.

"But | was menaced!" exclaimed Shdley. "Brye learned it, knew that my deadline wastoday. He kept
cdling medl afternoon. When | findly returned home and talked to him by telephone, | invited himto
cometo my house.

"When Brye arrived, he showed me the |etters that he had received from the Vindicator. He left them
with me and suggested that | go through with my own payment of tribute; that my jewds, like Grennd's
money, would prove the Vindicator's guilt when found in his possession.

"| started out to Bourne's place” - Shalley turned to Brye, feding that he, especidly, would be interested
inwhat followed - "but something happened to change my plans.”

SHALLEY paused. Brye, eager to hear the story, did not interrupt with further details that concerned
himsdlf. Listeners watched Shalley stroke his reddish beard. He was coming to a portion of the story as
incredible as anything that had yet been related, yet so definitein Shaley's memory, that he findly recited
it asthesmplest of facts.

"Inthe cab," declared Shdley, histone half awed, "I saw mysdf! | mean that literally! | waslooking a a
man, dready in the cab, who might have been my own reflection! True, the disguise was a smple matter”
- again Shdley stroked hisbeard - "but the illusion was perfect.

"The man who might have been mysdf, was The Shadow. He talked to me quite as confidentidly as Brye
had. Hewon my trust; | told him al that | knew. | finally agreed to wait in the cab, while he took the
jewdsinto Bournes."

The rest flashed ingtantly to Joe Cardona. The ace could picture that back room asplainly asif he had
been there. Bourne and Shdley, the latter actually The Shadow, completing the transactions that the
Vindicator had demanded. Bourne's departure; the phone call to headquarters by the pretended Shalley.

Then Trigger Kobin.

There had been battle, Cardona knew. Swift shotsin the darkness, wherein Trigger, the murderer, had
found afoeman far superior to any that he suspected. The Shadow, by one of his clever feints, had
jabbed home the one shot that counted: abullet to Trigger's heart.

He had been forced to that eventuality. With men beating at the front door, there had been no timeto
remove Trigger'sbody. Y et it was imperative that the Vindicator, wherever he might be, should not learn
of Trigger's death until The Shadow could complete other moves. But it would not matter if the
Vindicator thought that Shaley had died.

There, in that back room at Bourne's, The Shadow had peeled away his own disguise; had placed the
make-up, beard and al, upon the dead face of Trigger Kobin!

With the important papersin his own possesson, The Shadow had placed awallet bearing cards
identifying Shalley in Trigger's pocket. The entering police had found only the body and had taken it for
Shalley's. For The Shadow, by that time, had gone!

It was Dana Brye who offered the next comment.



"An admirable arrangement, Shalley,” approved Brye. "Unfortunately, when | arrived here | heard that
you had been murdered. Knowing that my story would never stand without your support, | wasforced to
sacrifice mysdlf, to save another innocent man.”

Brye had stepped to Marquin's safe. Despite his handcuffs, he turned the combination and swung the big
door wide.

"That box on the dek," he said, "the one containing Grennel's money, was actualy in this safethe night |
came. So wasthisbox" - with aquick dip into the safe, he brought out another box that Margaret
remembered - "which contains the documents that the Vindicator kept for blackmail.

"In one envelope, | found my lettersto Krigley and removed them. In another, | found papersrelating to
Shdley, thevictim next onthelist. That iswhy | went to Shdley - to enlist hisaid, that the law would find
new evidence with the old and have aliving witness to testify against -"

A SHARP-RASPED command swung everyone about, to face arevolver held by Roger Marquin. No
longer did Marquin need his oily mask; nor did he care that the truth was known regarding the source of
hiswedth.

"l am the Vindicator!" he announced, histone arumbly snarl. "I typed that note to Larry, adding the
unneeded initidsso | could disclaimit if | chose. Had he reached Brazil, | would have cabled him where
to send the packages.

"If caught, he would have been branded asthe Vindicator. Loss of the swag was worth that result. My
plan failed; but | have another one. | intend to leave here safely. | shdl add thiswedlth” - hisfree hand
reached for the stacked money and the sparkling gems which lay close together on the desk - "to the
profitsthat | have already sent abroad!™

It was Joe Cardonawho gave alook toward those beside him. Including himself, he counted five
persons, everyone of whom showed the same desire, to ded with Marquin at any cost.

"Y ou can't get away with it!" warned Cardona. "We have you five to one, Marquin. The moment you go
through that door -"

"| shall be safe,”" inserted the Vindicator, sharply. "1 can depend upon Gaylor and the other servants. |
have dready summoned them™ - in shifting hisgun arm, Marquin revedled a button at the corner of the
desk - "and if you listen, you will hear them.”

Therewas aclatter from the outer hall. Marquin, chuckling histriumph, was backing toward the
connecting office that would lead him there, when, from close behind him, came aped of mocking
chalenge. Marquin, spinning about, saw The Shadow.

They were face to face, The Shadow and the Vindicator. The one abeing cloaked in black, whose eyes
burned their message of vengeance; the other a calloused murderer, whose latest fruits of crimewere
tucked beneath hisarm, yet whose own eyes had suddenly lost their glitter.

The .45 that loomed from The Shadow's fist seemed ready to swallow the .32 revolver that Marquin was
too lateto aim.

The Vindicator stood rigid, helpless, So puny, he seemed, that The Shadow, knowing another clash was
close at hand, gave the nod that turned Marquin over to those who wanted him.

As Cardona, Larry and Shdley surged for Marquin, with Brye and Margaret close behind him, The
Shadow whedled away.



There were shouts from the hallway door. Gaylor and the other servants had arrived. They saw only
Marquin and the group that was suppressing him, for The Shadow had swished away from the
intervening doorway, into the gloom of the outer office. Hearing Marquin's answering cry, the servants
surged.

Then The Shadow was upon them, giving them ataste of dedging automatics, not merely hisweighted
fists. His gunstongued bullets, too, for tonight Marquin's men were armed with revolvers. They used
those weapons as they battled, but not with the effect they hoped.

Shooting men were sprawling when they fired; the only blacknessthat their bullets found was that of the
celling, thewalls, the windows - not the ink-hued garb of The Shadow.

The door to the inner office had dammed. When The Shadow opened it, he saw chaos. Marquin'sgun
had been plucked from his hand; the wegpon waslying in the corner. But the Vindicator, afighting
madman, had wrenched from the hands that seized him.

Acrossthe floor was astrew of bank notes, Grennel's money; glimmering amid the green were Shdley's
jewels. Marquin had lost the swag in his haste, but a corner panel, swung open, showed aspiral stairway
by which he had made his escape.

Two persons had gone after him: Cardonaand Brye. The others, Larry, Margaret and Shdley, were
unhurt, but they had been sprawled in the fina struggle and were too late to take up the chase. Larry,
however, was going after Marquin's gun, exclaming hoarsdly:

"Thewindow! We can cut him off before he getsto the garage!”

The Shadow reached the window. He saw the garage, heard the find rumble of its opening door.
Marquin had shoved it wide; he was bounding into the garage as The Shadow aimed.

"He'staking the roadster!" added Larry. "H€Ell come out of there like ashot; so fast, it will behard to
gophim!"

THERE wasanote of prediction in Larry'swords, but before its fulfillment, another scene occurred.
While The Shadow was camly aiming to cover the open door of the garage, Cardona and Brye bounded
from the back of the house.

Cardonawas ahead; but Brye was gaining, shouting something that the ingpector did not heed. Hafway
to the garage, Brye overtook him. Flinging hislong arms forward, he dung them over Cardona’s heed,
using the handcuffs to hook Joe's neck.

Under Bryésrolling weight, Cardona hit the dirt. Both men were flattened there, tangled, when Marquin
made the exit that Larry had promised. But histrip in that high-powered roadster was far more
stupendous than any he had planned.

With one vast roaring blast, the roof of the garage split open. Itswalls spread aside like the cardboard
shams of amovie set. Spreading amid an inferno of flame came the chunks of Marquin's car, while from
itsvery center apuny, clawing figure climbed fifty feetin air.

Last to sirike the earth, that human shape landed in grotesque fashion, amisshapen mass. Inert, it lay
amid the dust and smoke of the debris. When that cloud settled, the last spasms of flame from the
shattered garage threw wavering light upon the mangled remains, reveding aface which bore sufficient
vestigesto identify it as the countenance of Roger Marquin.

The Vindicator had perished before starting the next stage of aflight that The Shadow had been ready to



nip when it began. Dana Brye, foreseeing that Marquin might manage to escape in his high-powered
roadster, had visited the garage before coming to the house tonight and attached a qui ck-action bomb to
the ignition system of the murderer'scar.

WHEN Brye returned to the house with Cardona, the grizzled inventor was no longer handcuffed. He
was explaining how abody had happened to be found in the ruins of Vreekill Castle, and was dso stating
who thevictim was.

"Therewas no trap set for Bland," declared Brye. "I did my best to stop him from opening my safe. He
flung me across the room and went ahead while | lay dazed. By opening the safe, he set off thefirst of my
time bombs.

"After thefirst exploson, I had to go through with my plan of abandoning the castle. Thefinding of a
body in the ruins helped my plan, of course, but it was not intended. Asfor Bland, | believe that hewasa
crook working agame of hisown."

Shdley, hearing Brye's statement, remembered an envel ope that The Shadow had left with him. The
cloaked visitor, himsdlf, was gone; he had left immediately after the garage had exploded. Cardona
received the envelope and read its contents.

"Don't worry about Ross Bland," said Joeto Brye. "There was awitness at Vreekill Castle - oneyou
didn't know about. The Shadow!"

"Y ou mean thet he will tegtify in my behaf?'

Cardonagrinned at Brye's question. What a scene it would be - The Shadow entering court, to take the
witness stand! A dramatic sequel, however, that would not be needed.

"Y our gtory will stand,” Cardonatold Brye. "Bland was crooked, like you thought. HE'd been cleaning up
onasmall scae, saling aphony stock called Arivada Silver. Thisenvelope contains al the factsto prove
it. Bland figured you were the Vindicator, and tried to shake you down. Any jury will believe you on that,
congdering Bland's bad record.”

Acrosstheroom, Larry was answering a phone cal. He lowered the telephone with one hand and
looked at Margaret, who was nestled againgt his other arm.

"Two passagesto Riol" exclamed Larry. "Aboard the Anaconda. | only ordered one, but they tell mel
have two!"

It was Margaret who understood. There was another telephone downstairs - one that The Shadow could
have used.

"The ship hasacaptain, Larry," laughed the girl. "He can marry us, can't he? After we sall?!

The tdlephone left Larry's hand. Both his arms were needed, as he gathered Margaret into them. Their
kiss was accompanied by a happy chuckle from DanaBrye; but that was not the only token of approva.

From somewhere, through the open window, it seemed, came a parting tone of laughter; mirth that faded
asif it belonged, not to aliving being but to the vast domain of night itself. That laugh carried no taunt of
challenge, for crooks had been met and conquered.

It told of triumph, The Shadow'sfinal victory, over the archcrook, Roger Marquin, who had styled
himsdf the Vindicator, to pose fasely as aman who wanted justice. The Shadow, rea champion of
justice, had reason to be triumphant, for his prowess had ended the Vindicator's career of evil sham.



To Larry and Margaret, that mirth meant more. They knew that The Shadow was wishing them
Godspeed upon ahappy journey which he, beyond al others, had rendered possible!

THEEND



