THE THREE BROTHERS
by Maxwel | G ant

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

VWi ch of themwas the evil one? Only The Shadow knew

CHAPTER |
M LLI ONS TO GAI N

DUSK was settling upon the New Jersey nmeadows. North of the Skyway, where
glittering lights of autonobiles forned a continuous two-way parade, |ay
spreading tracts of |ow wastel and, between two narrow rivers that seemed to
have wi dened apart to shun that m serable terrain.

Man had conquered those neadows with crisscrossed railroad |ines, where
manmot h frei ght | oconotives were chugging stolidly through the gloom their
whi stl es adding a mournful wail to the ghostly pall of dusk.

Rising like specters to greet the approachi ng ni ght were huge buil di ngs
that bordered the railroad tracks. These were industrial plants, erected upon
t he barren neadows because such sites brought themclose to transportation
routes.

Largest of all such structures was the Jersey works of the Caxter
Cheni cal
Corporation. It stood, a miniature city in itself, between the el bow of a
river
and the junction of two rail lines. About it were yards filled with freight
cars; on the river's fringe, a |line of barges accounted for the raw materials
that would | ater be shipped, as finished products, to many Eastern cities.

Once white, the Caxter buildings had become a griny gray. Bl ocky, they
formed a pyranid to the central structure in their mdst. The only relief in
their drab appearance was formed by a yell ow nountain of sul phur piled agai nst
a building wall, plus a few sparkles of light that came fromthe w ndows of
t he
central tower.

Those tiny lights, however, were inportant. The roomthat they
illum nated
was a renmarkable contrast to the dingy outside scene. Under the soft gl ow of
an
ornate ceiling | anp, nmen were seated about a mahogany table in an office as
el aborate as any that Wall Street coul d boast.

This was the private office of Gegg Caxter, president of the
corporation;

a man whose wealth was conservatively estinmated at fifty mllion dollars.

G egg

Caxter, hinmself, was presiding over the nmeeting; the men seated with himwere
directors of the chemical corporation

Short of build, Gregg Caxter seemed nost inpressive when seated. He was a
man of thirty-five; but his sallow, deep-lined face and thin, black hair gave
himan ol der |ook. So did his eyes, for their coal-black glint carried an
anbitious desire that indicated | ong and purposeful effort over a period of
many years.

Gregg Caxter!

The very nanme neant power to the assenbled directors. It neant nore than
that - tyranny alnost, to two others who stood in the background; for they
wer e
nerely enpl oyees, and they knew the driving force of Caxter's rule.

One man, pasty-faced and nervous, stood beside a table in the corner. On



that table was a variety of articles: solid blocks of sul phur, the size of

bricks; bottles of liquids, varying in color; a tiny netal tank, with a val ve

attachment at the top; finally, most curious of all, a small crate that

contai ned a dozen gui nea pigs, as stupid-looking as the crowd of directors.
The man who guarded these exhibits was Walters, one of the many

secretaries who worked for Gegg Caxter. If he had a first nanme, he had

probably forgotten it; for, like others close to Gregg Caxter, WAlters was
constantly addressed by his |ast name only.

Across the room silent in his corner, was a tall, droopy-faced man who
could actually boast a full name. He was Kirk Wdell, a consulting chem st.

Though merely Wdell to Gregg Caxter, the chemi st was inportant enough to be
called Kirk by some of the | esser officials.

THE sil ence that gripped the sunptuous office was broken suddenly by the
sharp tone of G egg Caxter. His voice usually held a harsh tone; but on this
occasion, it was tinged with a note of extrene annoyance. The listeners knew
that G C., as they termed him was about to review a subject that he did not
l'ike.

"When famly matters enter into business,”" announced G egg, "there is

al ways trouble. That is why we are balked in our plans to build an Illinois
pl ant duplicating this one. As you gentlenen know, | have two brothers"”
there
was a touch of contenpt in Gregg's tone - "who hold the rights to certain
basi c
patents used in our chem cal processes.
"Even though | control this corporation, | cannot proceed to spend five
mllion dollars wthout their perm ssion. That was one of the w se provisions”

- Gegg' s voice showed sarcasm - "made by ny father! He knew that Howard, ny
ol der brother, was a dreaner; that Philip, my younger brother, was a
spendthrift. So he gave me this business, when he divided the estate anobng us.

"And yet" - Gegg shook his head - "ny father was unw se enough to |et
t hem have a strangle hold on me. He thought that this business had reached its
greatest growth. To curb ny efforts to enlarge it, he specially provided that
if | increased the capital stock of the Caxter Chem cal Corporation, al
rights
to those patents would be lost."

Gregg concluded his statement with a hard pound of his fist; a stroke
t hat
made t he mahogany table quiver. One of the directors finally gathered nerve
enough to nake a mld objection

"You've told us this before, G C; but you also said that if your
brot hers grant perm ssion, we can expand -"

"My brothers!"™ Gregg snarled the interruption. "How can we get anywhere
with then? W sent Payson and Lloyd to see them What happened? They tal ked to
my brother Philip first, and that was the |l ast we ever heard of them

“I"1l tell you what | think happened." G egg wagged his forefinger
"Philip bribed them He paid themlarge suns, just to spite ne; told themto
go
their way and get sonme fun out of life, instead of sticking in a stinky
cheni cal
plant. That's the way that fool Philip tal ks!"

Gregg sat back, his eyebrows pursed in a glower. The directors showed
serious expressions. The odor of the room pungent with chem cal snells,
proved
that there m ght be sone logic in the remarks that Gregg had attributed to
Philip. But the directors, loyal to G C. because they hoped for I|arger
salaries, were very careful to show no synpathy toward G egg' s younger
br ot her.

"Then we sent Tyburn," recalled Gegg, harshly. "W told himto go to see



Howard first. Tyburn ran into a different matter. Howard told himthat things
weren't right here; that the plant didn't have enough safety measures. He said
t hat when such inprovenents were nade, he would give his permssion to
anyt hi ng.

"Tyburn left Howard and called on Philip, who said that it sounded al
right to him Philip had to agree, after what Howard had said. It's that
ridiculous famly situation again: Philip, the youngest brother, sides with
Howard, the oldest. So we had to mark tine and install new safety neasures,
just to please ny precious brothers!™

The directors | ooked relieved. After a few noments, the one who had
spoken
previously remarked:

"That ought to settle it, G C; if you send Tyburn back to your brother
Howard, to tell himthat the safety nmeasures have been adopted -"

"Tyburn can't go back," snapped Gegg, sharply. "The first thing the foo
did when he got here, was start an inspection tour of the plant. He wal ked
right into a | eak of hydrogen sul phide; not enough to bother anyone el se, but
it got him"

"You nmean, G C., that Tyburn is... is dead?"

"Yes!" Gregg cane to his feet, leaning his squatty formforward. "Wat's
nore, the news is out. Some reporter heard about it, and tonorrow everyone
will
know it! What's worse, they have taken a | ook at our pay rolls.

"They want to know about Payson and Lloyd, two nen who are no | onger
wor ki ng for us. \What becanme of thenf? That is what the newspapers have asked
us;
and what could we answer? Only that we don't know where they are. You know
what
that means. The headlines will say that three nen died here; not just one."

DI RECTORS were exchanging furtive | ooks as Gregg settled back in his
chair. Perhaps they were thinking that the newspaper theory actually accounted
for the disappearances of Payson and Lloyd. Gegg's sharp eyes raked the group
i n challenging fashion. The directors stiffened.

"W nust send another man to see ny brothers,"” announced Gregg, tersely.
"He nust talk to them- Howard in particular - before this scandal breaks. He
nmust explain that Payson and Lloyd sinply left us; that Tyburn's death was an
accident, due to conditions that have been rectified.

"I have chosen Wdell for this mssion" - Gregg turned and beckoned to
t he
tall man in the corner - "because he is a man who knows the situation
t horoughly. | have talked to himand he is willing to go through with it. Am]I
right, Wwdell?"

Wdel |l had stepped toward the table. He cleared his throat with an
apol ogeti c cough, then said:

"Quite right, M. Caxter."

"And the matters which |I have nentioned," pronpted Gegg. "The fact that
Payson and Ll oyd left us; that Tyburn's death was accidental - do you agree
with those statenments?"

"Absol utely, sir!"

There was a buzz anmong the directors, with approving mention of "Good old
G C.," which brought a smle to Gegg's sallow lips. In his plans for
i ncreasing his huge wealth, Gregg did not care if the directors had doubted
hi s
word until Wdell substantiated it. They were at |ast convinced; that fact
satisfied him

"You have your car here, Wdell ?"

The chem st nodded, in response to Gregg' s question

"Then start at once," Gregg ordered. "Drive to Pennbury and call Howard's



house fromthere. He lives only a fewmnmles fromtown; he m ght see you
tonight. If not, stay at the Pennbury Inn and nake an appointnment as early as
possi bl e tonorrow. "

Wdel | | ooked toward the table where Walters stood.

"Never mind the exhibits," said Gegg. "It won't do to waste tine show ng
Howard any products fromthe plant. He'll only want to see nore, and | haven't
assenbled all that | wanted. It is better to take none than only half."

Wdel | nodded. He took his hat and coat, which were on a chair in the
corner. Gregg waved himtoward the door, voicing a harsh farewell

"Good | uck, Wdelll!™

Gregg Caxter had risen, so the directors also stood. They saw the chunky
corporation president |ook around; then heard hi m demand:

"Where's Walters?”

One of the directors had seen the secretary go into another office. Gegg
gave a shrug, decided he didn't need Walters after all. The group left by the
same doorway that Wdell had taken

Hardly had Gregg Caxter, last to | eave, closed the outer door behind him
when Walters peered in fromthe other office.

No | onger was the pallid secretary nervous. Hi s face was eager; its
twitches were a gloat. He was holding a tel ephone, the receiver to his ear
waiting for a reply froma nunber that he had already called. As Walters
listened, a voice canme across the wire - a voice that he recogni zed.

Quickly, the secretary gave the details of all that had happened at the
conference, concluding with the fact that Kirk Wdell had been sent to see
Howard Caxter. Wen asked if Wdell was to visit Philip Caxter later, Walters
answered in the affirmative.

Wdell, as Walters understood it, was to do exactly the same as Tyburn,
the previous em ssary who had called on the two brothers. After that, Wdel
woul d return to the plant and report to G egg Caxter. Finished with that
expl anation, Walters asked if there were any instructions.

Orders canme across the wire; as he received them Walters indulged in an
evil grin. Any instructions pleased him for he regarded all commands as noves
agai nst Gregg Caxter, the enployer whose tyranny he hat ed.

Evil was afoot tonight, and Walters, the traitorous secretary, was
pl eased
because he had been ordered to play a hand in it!

CHAPTER |
DEATH FROM THE CLI FF

BELOWthe central building that housed Gregg Caxter's pal atial offices,
t he ground was bl ack, al nost cavernous. Sheltering walls of the surroundi ng
bui | di ngs produced narrow confines that seened renote fromthe w de expanses
of
t he outlyi ng neadows.

Dar kness had becone conmplete in those | ower crannies. Even the building
wal I's could not be seen in the gloom The ground, strewn with odd pieces of
junk, was the sort where prow ers could easily stunble, unless they used a
[ight; which, in turn, would normally reveal themquite as noticeably as any
bl unders in the dark

There was a figure, however, that noved through those | ower stretches
with
untraceable silence. The light that this observer used was a tiny torch; its
thin, silvery beamwas nuffled, in part, by the folds of a black cloak

Even against the gray of a building wall, his cloaked shoul ders were
obscure, as was his head, which was topped by a slouch hat. This unseen
visitor
to the Caxter Chenical domain was The Shadow.



VWere crime threatened, The Shadow foll owed. A deadly foe to crooks, The
Shadow possessed the uncanny faculty of ferreting out men who dealt in evil.
Hs visit here told that he had come upon one of his accustomed m ssions.

The Shadow was not the only lurker in the darkness. There were others -
nmobbi es from Manhattan, who had sneaked into the shelter of these griny walls.
What ever their purpose, The Shadow intended to learn it and frustrate their
plans. At this nonment, as he noved about through obscure channels, he could
have pi cked out the exact position of four nmen, thugs who had no know edge of
The Shadow s presence.

A shaft of |ight broke froma | ower doorway in the central building.

G egg

Caxter stepped into sight, acconpanied by the departing directors. Shrouded in
a

sheltering corner, sone fifty feet away, The Shadow was ready with nmuffl ed
flashlight and drawn autonmatic to pick out any crooks who offered trouble.

No trouble cane. Skul kers kept to their posts, while G egg Caxter and his
conpani ons went to their parked cars. Soon, |inousines were in notion, to take
their passengers across the neadows in the direction of the Skyway, which
of fered the short route to Manhattan, by way of the Holland Tunnel

A flashlight was noving, off past a building. One man who had cone from
the tower offices was not |leaving in a |inousine. Perhaps he was the quarry
sought by crooks. Gauging his own course by the flashlight's glow, The Shadow
nmoved t hrough dar kness, follow ng the | one nan.

The fell ow was Kirk Wdell. The Shadow saw the chenist's droopy face,
when
Wdel | stepped into a shabby sedan and turned on the done light. Wdell's car
was parked in a space used by enpl oyees; a few other autonpbiles were nearby.
Wdell didn't notice those other cars. He was busy consulting a road map.

The done |ight went off before The Shadow coul d approach cl ose enough to
observe Wdell's road map. Headl anps and taillights glittered suddenly; by the
glow of the latter, The Shadow saw that Wdell's car had New Jersey license
pl ates. Moving away, to be out of sight when Wdell turned the car, The Shadow
gl anced upward to the tower.

VWet her or not chance had inspired The Shadow s gaze, the result that he
gai ned was inportant. The lights of the upper offices switched off.
| mredi atel y
afterward, a flashlight began to blink. Its signals were all dots, indicating
that the nan above was flashing a nunber, not a name. By the tine the second
figure had been blinked, The Shadow knew what the signal indicated.

Soneone in the suite of offices was giving the very nunmber that The
Shadow
had seen upon Wdell's |icense plate!

THERE was a stir in the darkness, as soon as Wdell's car had swung
about .
Men were moving, none too guardedly, toward a long, lowbuilt touring car
par ked
in an obscure corner of the lot.

Wdell didn't notice them for his car had swng away. But The Shadow
knew
their purpose. They were the hoodl ums that he had watched; they had just
received a tip-off to follow Wdell's car

Rol i ng out through an open gateway, Wdell's sedan took a different
direction than the |inousines which had left a few mnutes before. He was
choosing a road that led northward to some through hi ghway. Probably his
destinati on was sonewhere in New Jersey, not New York

Hardly had Wdell's taillight bobbed fromview beyond a railroad
crossing,
bef ore the rakish touring car poked through the same gateway, to take up



Wdell's trail. When the thug-nmanned vehicle had di sappeared, another car
joined the caravan. The third autonobile was a high-speed roadster. Its driver
was The Shadow.

For a few mles, The Shadow used precautions resenbling those of the car
ahead. When a through hi ghway was reached, the trail required no great care.
Al that The Shadow had to do was keep the touring car in sight, while its
driver checked on Wdell.

The course was northward; whether it continued in that direction, or
veered to the west, was a matter of small consequence. Wi chever way Wdel
went, The Shadow i ntended to foll ow.

Hi s plan canme to a sudden obstacle a few nmiles farther north. The touring
car nmade a sudden swing to the side of the highway; it was halted there when
The Shadow drove past. Speeding around a bend, he saw no sign of Wdell's car
ahead, so he chose a convenient spot of his own and pulled in there.

Wth lights extinguished, The Shadow waited. Soon, he saw the touring car
roll by at nmoderate speed. Behind it cane anot her nachi ne, a coupe, that
seened, by its actions, to be follow ng the thugs. Again The Shadow started
hi s
car, and becane the third in line.

Then came anot her el ement of the unexpected. At a crossroad, the touring
car swung eastward, taking the one direction that The Shadow had not foreseen.
The coupe followed suit, proving The Shadow s inpression that it was follow ng
the touring car. Apparently, Wdell was out of the picture, so The Shadow s
only course was to trail the other cars and see what happened.

They were too far north to make a straight line for the George Washi ngton
Bri dge, which offered a route into Manhattan. The cars were closer to the
vicinity of Englewood, but if they kept to their present course, they would
eventual |y reach the boul evard running al ong the Palisades above the Hudson
Ri ver. There, again, would be a choice of direction; but once nore, the
unexpect ed occurred.

Just short of the boulevard, the two cars swung into a byway. Foll ow ng
them The Shadow cut off his lights and picked the road by watching the two
taillights ahead. The cars had cone to a stop, apparently at a dead end, and
were halted side by side

Suddenly, the red gl ows vani shed. Easing his car to the side of the road,
The Shadow applied the brakes and cut off the | owthrobbing notor. Easing to
the road, he advanced on foot.

The growl of voices guided himstraight to the two darkened cars. Men
wer e
standi ng between them and as The Shadow pressed into the space, the flicker
of
a match reveal ed a rough, unshaven face.

The man with the match lighted a cigarette, then flicked away the fl ane.
He was facing the open wi ndow of the coupe; The Shadow heard hi m address the
car's driver.

"I"MRed Felgin," gruffed the man with the cigarette. "Your nane is
Walters, ain't it?"

"Yes." The voice fromthe coupe carried annoyance. "But you were supposed
to tail the car that went out first. | flashed you the |icense nunmber."

"Yeah, we know that. But the guy shook us."

"You can pick up the trail again. The man in the car is naned Kirk
Wdel | .
He's going to a place called Pennbury. If you cut west fromhere -

Red Felgin interrupted with a guffaw. He must have nudged one of the nen
beside him for a flashlight suddenly gleamed. It showed the pale face of
Walters, half fromthe coupe wi ndow, then into the gl ow came a gun, gripped by
Red's hairy fist.

"W ain't tailing Wdell," sneered Red. "W're taking you for a one-way



ride! Get it, double-crosser?"

"But... but" - Walters was nervous in his stamrer - "you're working for
the sane man that | am-"

"Sure! But he don't trust nobody that pulls a double cross. Get it? He
used you while he needed you, but he don't need you any nore! Shove over,
Walters. |I'mgoing to wheel your car."

It was apparent to The Shadow that two men of that assenbl ed group could
give real information regarding the big shot who ruled them Those two were
Red
and Walters. The fornmer was a notorious nob | eader; the latter a traitor.

Both were crooked; if Red murdered Walters, as schedul ed, the [oss would
not be great. But such a deed would end The Shadow s trail. This nmonent was
t he
tine to intervene.

A fierce laugh shivered the darkness between the two cars. There was a
snarl from Red, as he wheel ed away fromthe coupe. The thug who glimered the
flashlight upon Walters came about, hoping to spot The Shadow with the gl ow
for every startled crook knew that a challenge fromthe darkness, uttered with
such weird nockery, could cone only fromthe bl ack-cl oaked fighter that al
nobl and f ear ed.

Red's gun barked. Wth its echoes, the gleam of the flashlight sliced
nere
space. The Shadow had vani shed; like his shivery |augh, he seemed a thing of
not hi ngness, until he bobbed up suddenly fromthe ground where he had
flattened.

Flung forward in his dive, The Shadow was anpong the startled crooks. H's
gloved fist took Red's wist, shoved the nob | eader's gun hand upward. Wth
hi s
ot her hand, The Shadow brandi shed an automatic into the faces of Red' s huddl ed
foll owers before the crooks could scatter

Then came the spurt of another revolver, fromthe coupe. Walters had
grabbed a gun, had chosen the closest target: the skull of Red Felgin, just
out side the wi ndow. The bullet settled the nob | eader; he jounced sideways in
The Shadow s clutch. Wth a gleeful snarl, Walters poked farther fromthe
wi ndow. Quite inpartial when it came to nurder, the traitor wanted to take a
shot at The Shadow.

Wth a quick swing of his gun fist, The Shadow bashed the revol ver from
his foeman's hand. Walters shrieked, as the heavy automatic mashed his
fingers.

Dr oppi ng behi nd the wheel, he shoved the coupe in gear, drove it forward
t hr ough
the detour barrier that made this road a tenporary dead end.

The flashlight was gone. Thugs had scranmbled into their car. One, trying
to ward off The Shadow, took a slugging blow that dropped himin the rear of
the touring car. A nonment |ater, the hoodl ums were away, |eaving Red dead in
the road behind them They were as anxious as Walters to escape The Shadow.

Reaching his own car, The Shadow started in pursuit. He swung across a
bunpy stretch of road, took a turn that led toward the boul evard. The cars
t hat
he pursued were still in sight, tearing for the highway. Then cane the shriek
of
brakes. Too late to prevent catastrophe, they were the announcenent of new
t r agedy.

Walters, slicing across the boul evard, had lost control of his coupe. The
car struck a heavy rail that bordered the Palisades, but its nonentum was too
great for the barrier to withstand. Armid a splintering crash that drowned out
ot her sound, the coupe catapulted through a shower of debris, to cross the
brink of a cliff that offered a sheer drop of three hundred feet.

Li ke Red Felgin, Walters had found a deserved doom Both men who held the
key to crine were gone. Watching, The Shadow saw the thugs in the touring car



escape di saster as they veered safely into the |ighted boul evard. There was no
need to pursue that car farther. Its small-fry occupants could tell nothing.
The Shadow s course lay el sewhere. Fromtonight's adventure, he had
| earned the name of Kirk Wdell, the nan who had gone to the town of Pennbury,
some thirty-odd mles northwest of Manhattan. There, perhaps, The Shadow coul d
obtain further clues that he required.
Wth a grim whispered | augh, The Shadow turned his car about. Thwarted
by
doubl e death, he was choosing a new trail, hoping to solve the riddle of
hi dden
crinme.

CHAPTER 1 |
TWO MEN AGREE

IT was |late the next afternoon, when Kirk Wdell left the little Pennbury
Inn and started his old sedan in the direction of Howard Caxter's estate. Last
ni ght, Wdell had tel ephoned too late to nmake an evening appointnent; this
norni ng, he had | earned that Howard Caxter was busy and could not see him
unti |
af t er noon.

He had been told to await a call fromthe Caxter mansion, and it had not
cone until nearly five o'clock

Al day, Wdell had been maki ng occasional |ong-distance calls to the
Caxter chenical plant, where G egg had been chafing away the business hours
waiting to | earn how Wdell made out with his brother Howard.

Wth every call, Wdell had been rem nded that if he had any luck wth
Howard, he was to go straight to New York and seek an interview with the
youngest brother, Philip.

Fortunately, Philip Caxter did not have Howard's habit of retiring early.
As for Gregg, he could be a night owl when occasi on demanded. He prom sed
Wdell that he would remain at the plant, with the directors, until Wdell's
return.

Several of Wdell's tel ephone calls had been overheard in their entirety
by The Shadow, for he had taken an adjacent roomat the Pennbury |Inn. But The
Shadow was no longer in the little hotel when Wdell started his drive to
Howar d' s mansi on. The Shadow had started ahead. Qutside the big gate that |ed
into the huge grounds, he watched Wdell's car roll through

It was al nost dusk. The Shadow, free from observation, began a short cut
t hrough the trees. Though he was traveling on foot, his route prom sed him
access to the mansion soon after Wdell arrived there; for the driveway took a
roundabout course to reach Howard's front door

In fact, Wdell was rather amazed to find that he had driven a nmile from
t he gateway before he reached the mansion. A building of magnificent
proportions, Howard Caxter's home | ooked like a kingly palace, while its
grounds, Wdell estimted, probably covered half a county. On sober
reflection,

Wdel | deci ded that such circunstances should not cause surprise

O d Theobal d Caxter, father of the three brothers, had divided his wealth
equal ly anong them Only a few years had passed since the father's death;
hence
Howard, al so Philip, should each be worth about fifty million dollars, the
sane
as their brother G egg.

After ascending a flight of marble steps and passing great pillars of the
same stone, Wdell reached the front door. He was adnmitted by a servant
dressed
in drab livery, then conducted through a great hall decorated with statuary.



There were vast roons on either side; finally, short steps of marble. At the
top, they reached a small garden entirely inclosed with gl ass.

There was a tinkling fountain in the center, with a pool filled with fish
as rare as the plants that stood beside the wi ndows. There were stone benches
anong the plants, except at one side, where a door opened to an outer garden
and at the rear of the glass-walled room where another door led to a w ng of
the i mense house.

Above was a done-shaped skylight, at present dark because of the dusk;
but
t he i ndoor garden was illum nated by |anps set in corner pillars. The whol e
ef fect was one of indirect lighting, and the gl ow was as soft, as pleasant, as
the gentle tinkle of the central fountain.

A sl ender man, dressed in dark gray, stood |eaning on a cane, one hand
extended in greeting to Wdell. A glance at the greeter's face told the
visitor
that he was neeting Howard Caxter. Though gaunt and thin-featured, with
conpl exi on tawny rather than sallow, the man had the keen eyes and firmlips
that were characteristics of his second brother, G egg.

"I expected Tyburn," spoke Howard, in a tone that was dry yet with none

of
the sarcasmthat Gregg so frequently used. "That is why | postponed this
appoi ntnent. | could not understand why G egg had sent another man instead,
until | learned" - he gestured toward a newspaper that lay on a stone bench -
"that Tyburn di ed several days ago."

"It was an accident," assured Wdell. "I am positive of that, M.
Caxter."

Howard's eyes were searching, but not unkindly so. They seened to sense
that Wdell's statenment was sincere.

"And t hese others?" questioned Howard. "Wat were their nanes" - he
reached for the newspaper - "the two who have so strangely di sappeared?"
"Payson and Ll oyd," supplied Wdell. "They went to see your brother,

Philip, before they canme here."
"But they never cane here -
"That was because" - Wdell hesitated, then blurted - "because, according

to G C, Philip paid themto forget that they ever worked for the Caxter

Chemi cal Corporation."

Howard Caxter did not resent the statement. |Instead, he delivered a |augh
as nusical as the tinkle of the fountain.
"That would be like Philip," he said. "He has often wanted to pension off

some of Gregg' s enployees. You will have a chance to neet Philip tonight, M.

Wdell. After that, you can hurry back to G C., as you termny brother G egg.

Cone! " Turning, Howard pointed his cane to the door at the back of the garden

"We can chat nore confortably in nmy study.”

VWHI LE the two were passing through the doorway, there was a stir at the
side of the garden. It cane fromthe door that |led outside. Into the inclosure
gl i ded The Shadow, he gl anced about the indoor garden, then approached the
door
at the back.

The study door was slightly ajar. Fromthe shelter of a senitropical
pl ant, The Shadow got a partial view of the study, yet retained the advantage
of conceal nent, should any servants chance to cone into the garden fromthe
mai n portion of the house.

The study was | avishly furnished, but done in excellent taste. Its walls
were fitted with bookcases, all filled with handsormely bound vol unes. One
corner had a desk; there was a reading alcove at the rear of the room with a
door beyond it. Alarge table stood in the center of the room and about it
were | arge deep-cushioned chairs that |ooked unusually confortable.

Howard had noti oned Wdell to one of those chairs, and the guest was



rel axed deep in the seat, his head reclining against the chair's cushioned
back. Howard, however, was standing close to the central table; the |ight was
such that he could see Wdell's face very clearly.

"I told Tyburn," declared Howard, "that | objected to certain processes
in
use at Gegg's chem cal plant. One was the practice of utilizing a dangerous
gas
i ke hydrogen sul phide in the manufacture of sul phuric acid. Tyburn cl ai ned
t hat
t he | eakage was insufficient to cause death."

"He was wrong," returned Wdell, solemmly. "It was hydrogen sul phi de that
kill ed hi mwhen he was checki ng on the process."

"So | understand. That nakes the tragedy all the worse. Therefore | rmnust
know positively" - Howard was rapping the table with his knuckles - "if that
process has been elimnated."

"It has. W have already received | arge shipnents of raw sul phur, to be
used in future manufacture of acid."”

Studyi ng Wdell's face, Howard decided that the chem st had told the
truth. Then:

"I al so understand,"” he declared, "that Gegg is producing quantities of
poi son gas for the governnent."

"Yes," returned Widell, his tone a bit uneasy. "But | assure you that
every precaution has been taken. Inproved val ves are used for the tanks.
understand, too, that a government contract cannot well be ignored.”

"Perhaps not," agreed Howard. "But what about gas masks, which really
benefit mankind. |Is Gregg equi pped to manufacture thenf"

Wdel | shook his head.

"There lies the trouble,"” declared Howard, slowy. "Let me express ny
views, M. Wdell, and | believe that you will understand. My father was a man
with only one anbition: to acquire wealth. That trait, it seems, was passed
along to Gegg.

"Wealth, to ne, is sonething that should be used to aid humanity. |

| earned that |esson" - Howard's eyes took on a reflective gaze, his tone
softened to a sentinental pitch - "fromnmy tutor, Norman Sel wood, as fine a
man

as ever |ived!

"I was a weakling as a child. My father disliked nmy love for study, and
therefore disliked me. He preferred Gregg, who had a flare for business; he
cared for Philip, who was rugged and |iked outdoor activities. Fairly enough
however, he gave us what he thought we preferred.

"I own this estate, where | can dwell as a recluse, with a huge incone at
nmy di sposal. Gregg has the chem cal plant and ot her businesses. Philip was
given the great ranch in Wom ng, where he spends nuch of his time. But ny
father overl ooked one fact."

Howard was smiling, his expression showing fondness for his father's
menory. Quite different, thought Wdell, from Gegg' s contenpt toward all that
concerned his famly. A contrast, too, the fact that Howard felt that famly
matters had a bearing on business; a thing that Gregg treated with annoyance.

"My studies,"” said Howard, "included chem stry. | know nore about that
sci ence than Gregg does, although the chem cal plant is under his control.
have watched the industry's developnment, and it is my opinion that chem stry
shoul d be used to benefit humanity, rather than destroy it.

"That applies specifically in the case of poison gases. In mny |aboratory"

- he gestured toward the door in the rear alcove - "I have made extensive
experiments, not in destructive gases but in those which can neutralize the
ef fects of poison. Conmpounds, M. Wdell, that would amaze a chenist |ike
yoursel f1"

WYDELL' S gaze was pl eased. He was hoping that Howard would take himto



t he
| aboratory. The el dest Caxter recognized his visitor's interest, but shook his
head.

"Not today, Wdell," he said. "Later, | should like to have you cone here
and aid me in nmy work. | think that it will be quite possible, because" -
Howard's eyes had a gaze that seenmed to picture sonme vision of the future -
"here are ny terns to G egg.

"I'f he will agree to manufacture chem cals for gas masks, or other
neutralizing agents, in equal proportion to the poi sonous conmpounds that he
now
supplies, | shall approve the construction of all the new plants he wants. M
decision, | feel, is only fair to humanity. Do you agree, Wdell?"

The chemi st nodded. His face was sober as he arose fromhis chair, to
recei ve Howard's extended hand.

"More than fair," said Wdell. "It's sonething that" - his voice was
hesitant - "well, if |I may say it, you're offering to go halfway, and that's
something that G C. won't do if he can help it! But in this case -"

"In this case," interposed Howard, with his mld snle, "Gegg will have
to go halfway in order to nmeet ne. \When you see ny brother Philip, tell him
exactly what | have said. | believe that Philip will agree with me, just as
you
have. So you, Wdell, will be the proper nessenger to carry the decision back
to
Gregg. "

Shaki ng hands, Howard and Wdel | approached the indoor garden. The Shadow
was gone, through the side route, by the tine they arrived. Fromthe front of
t he huge nmansion, he saw Wdell come out to his car and drive away.

Cutting through the woods, The Shadow reached his own car. Though he had
wi tnessed an interesting interview, everything had been quiet here at
Pennbury.

No signs of crooks at the little inn, nor near the nmansi on owned by Howard
Caxter.

Nevert hel ess, The Shadow had forebodi ngs of danger that night strike
later. Trouble for Kirk Wdell, perhaps when he called on Philip Caxter
possi bly, later, when the nessenger started the final stage of his journey, to
nmeet Gregg Caxter at the chem cal plant.

Two nen, Payson and Ll oyd, had di sappeared; another, Tyburn, had died.

Al

had gone, at the bidding of Gegg Caxter, to visit his two brothers. Wdel

was

the latest man to undertake that duty. Therefore, The Shadow regarded his case
as a test.

Deep-laid crine could have played its part in the affairs of those three
precedi ng nessengers. The Shadow hoped to prevent such toils from enmeshing
Kirk Wdell.

CHAPTER | V
PH LIPS VISITOR

PH LI P CAXTER lived on the top floor of the exclusive Hotel Beaunont,
where he received callers only in the evening. Hs visits to New York were
conparatively rare, although he usually stayed at |east a nonth whenever he
cane East. O d friends always flocked to see him and since they liked to stay
up all night, Philip usually did the sane.

It wasn't easy, however, to see Philip Caxter. Anyone who could afford a
suite that spread over half a floor and cost one hundred and twenty dollars a
day was certainly entitled a protective barrier against the general public.

Mor eover, the Beaunmont had recently been troubled by some mnor robberies,



hence its managenent was very much on the alert.

They were courteous, though, behind the desk at the Beaunont. I|rene
Sel wood | earned that much, when she inquired for M. Caxter. But she also
di scovered that the courtesy was a nere device to get rid of unknown callers.

"Sorry, Mss Selwood," said the clerk, "but M. Caxter is not receiving
callers this evening. You may use the house phone, if you wi sh, and speak with
his secretary, M. Enro."

Irene used the house tel ephone; it was on the other side of the |obby.
She
tal ked to Enro, whose silky voice infornmed her that M. Caxter was not at
horre.
The girl persisted:

"But | nust talk with M. Caxter! Wth M. Philip Caxter -"

She was speaking into a dead tel ephone. Enmro had hung up in the niddle of
her protest. Slamming the receiver angrily, Irene turned about and stunbl ed
directly against a young man who had entered the | obby.

"I"'msorry," Irene apologized. "But I... | -"

"You were trying to talk to M. Philip Caxter," interposed the young nan,
smling, "but not having nuch luck, |I take it?"

| rene nodded.

"There's a party going on in his suite,” informed the young man. "I'm due
there. Cone with ne and I'Il help you crash the gate."

In the elevator, Irene had a better | ook at her new acquai ntance. The nman
| ooked a bit ol der than she had first supposed; she decided that he nust be
close to thirty. His face was handsone in a rugged way; the snile on his lips,
t hough slight, was friendly. So were his eyes, despite their searching gaze.

Clad in tuxedo, the young nan was going to a party, as he had said; but
for the present, he was nore interested in Irene, and with good reason

The girl was unusually attractive. She was a brunette, with eyes that
mat ched the deep brown of her hair. Her nose was exactly what a nose shoul d
be,
especially when small and lovely lips lay just beneath it. Her chin had a
perfect curve; and the flush of anger that had come to her soft cheek gave a
final touch to her beauty - a loveliness so natural that Irene did not appear
to realize that she possessed it.

The young man, it seenmed, was wel come at the Caxter suite, for he had a
key. When he unl ocked the door, he bowed Irene across the threshold and into a
living roomwhere tuxedoed nen and extravagantly gowned wormen were sipping
cocktails.

I rene stopped short in enbarrassnent. Her street clothes seemed very nmuch
out of place amd such a throng. Everyone was | ooking toward the door, sniles
upon their faces, which nade it worse, until she realized that they were
concerned not with her, but with the young man who acconpani ed her

Then, just as she regai ned her calm new confusion seized her when she
heard a chorus of greeting:

"Hello, Phil!"

The young man was smiling broadly when Irene faced him stamering:
"You're... you're M. Caxter?"

"Yes. And you are Mss Selwod. | heard you give your name to Enro

Suppose we go where it is quiet, and you can tell ne why you cane to see ne."

SHAKI NG of f his friends, Philip conducted Irene into a roomthat was
fitted out like an office. Near the French wi ndows that |ighted the roomwere
two confortable chairs, with a small table between them

Bowi ng Irene to one chair, Philip offered her a cigarette froman ebony
box; as he flicked a lighter to supply a flame, he asked:

"How about a cocktail ? Any choi ce?"

"None, thanks," replied Irene. "But if you want one -

“"I"ll do without. I amnore anxious to |earn why a charm ng young | ady



like yourself finds it so inperative to see ne."

Irene puffed her cigarette and studied Philip carefully through a mld
cl oud of snoke. She was considering what he had said; whether it should be
taken as a conplinent to her, or as conceit on his own part. She wasn't sure;
but she was finding that she liked Philip Caxter and was willing to give him
the benefit of doubt.

"It's about ny father,’
here today to see you."

"Nor man Sel wood!" Pronpt recollection flashed to Philip. "OF course!
shoul d have renenbered the name. He was ny brother Howard's tutor, years ago."

I rene nodded. Then: "Dad saw you - today?"

"No," replied Philip. "I wasn't here. I'll call Emo" - he was pressing a
button on an adj acent desk - "and find out what he knows."

Enro entered. From hearing his voice previously, the secretary was just
what |rene expected. He was dapper, smug of manner, yet shrewd. Irene could
tell that fromthe quick dartings of the eyes that peered from beside Enro's
poi nted nose, the oily purr that came fromhis lips - a tone that had a
servile
touch when he spoke to his master, Philip.

"You sunmmoned ne, sir?"

Enr o' s unnecessary question was a stall. He was sizing up the situation
guessing that Irene nust be the girl who had tel ephoned the suite a few
m nut es
ago. He seened to be watching, too, for any signal that Philip mght give him
Per haps one of Enro's duties was to dispose politely of any visitors, when
t hey
had begun to bore Philip.

Ignoring Enro's flashes, Philip introduced Irene to the secretary, then
asked himif her father had called that afternoon. The oily man nodded.

"I talked to M. Selwood," said Enmro, "and nmade an appointnent for himto
see you tonorrow afternoon. ™

"Why not tonight?" demanded Philip.

"Because of the party, sir," replied Enro. "Perhaps | can reach him
t hough. He said that he intended to dine at the Faculty C ub."

"Try there," suggested Philip.

Enro nade the call from another room evidently assumng that Philip
preferred to be alone with Irene. The girl felt a shiver as Emmo left. The
fellow rem nded her of snakes that she had seen on the Connecticut farm where
she lived with her father. Philip, however, seemed quite unconcerned regardi ng
Entro. As soon as he and Irene were al one, he asked:

"Why woul d your father come to see ne?"

"I don't know," returned lrene. "Except -

She hesitated; then opened her purse and drew out sone newspaper
cli ppi ngs, which she handed to Philip. They were fromtoday' s newspaper, and
they bared the facts of death at the New Jersey plant of the Caxter Chenica
Cor por ati on.

"Fat her taught college for a good nany years," explained Irene. "This is
hi s sabbatical year, and we have been living in Connecticut while he is
writing
a book on econonmics. Today, | returned froma visit in Boston earlier than dad
coul d have expected.

"He wasn't at home, but on his desk |I found a newspaper with these
par agr aphs marked. On a pad, he had witten the name of this hotel, with its
phone nunmber and your nane beneath. | asked the maid where dad had gone and
she
said to New York."

said Irene. "H's nane is Norman Sel wood. He cane

PH LI P was running his fingers through his dark, wavy hair while he read
the clippings. This seened the first time that the news had come to his



attention.

"Al'l this is exaggeration!" he exclainmed. "I have net these nen, Payson
and Lloyd, and | can't see anything nysterious in their disappearance. |'lI
bet
that Gegg fired them that's all."

"Why shoul d he have done that ?"

"Because they couldn't nake ne agree to what G egg wanted," expl ai ned
Philip. "He is anxious to expand the business. Wiy should he? It's nmaking nore
t han enough noney as it stands. Any of us - Howard, Gregg, nyself - can buy
anyt hi ng we want."

Irene wondered if the final words were boastful. She watched Philip read
farther through the clipping. Then

"I remenber Tyburn, too," Philip said. "He went to see Howard, instead of
comng here. He ran into better luck than Payson and Ll oyd. Howard agreed to
|l et Gregg go ahead, provided that safety nmeasures were first adopted at the
pl ant .

"Wth that rmuch gai ned, Tyburn canme here later. About all | could do was
say the same as Howard, because | had previously stated that | would guide ny
decision by his. As luck had it" - Philip's face was sober - "Tyburn died from

the very cause that Howard feared: inproper safety measures at the plant."

From Philip's statenents, Irene saw i nmmedi ately that Tyburn's death had
halted G egg's plans. Fromthat, she concluded that the newspaper reports,
whi ch were very caustic toward Gregg, did not reveal the correct story.

There was anot her clipping, which nmentioned the death of Gegg's
secretary, Walters, which Philip had not read; but when he spoke, Irene did
not
interrupt him

"Your father,"” Philip told Irene, "was probably alarmed by these reports.
Per haps he believes that Gegg is actually up to sone dirty work. If so, he
nmay
have felt it his duty to talk to Howard and nysel f. Know ng how sensitive
Howar d
is, and not having seen himfor years, your father would naturally have
deci ded
to discuss the matter with me before taking it up with Howard."

Layi ng the clippings aside, Philip arose and stepped abruptly to the
French wi ndows. Swi nging them w de, he gestured to a little bal cony, beyond
whi ch [ ay the panorama of New YorKk.

"Alovely view," snmled Philip. "Let's look at it, while we wait for Enro
to return.”

From the bal cony, with Philip beside her, Irene surveyed the glitter of
Manhattan's ni ght. Thousands of tiny sparkles studded the bl ackness, while a
ruddy ever-changi ng gl ow hung above the neon-lighted area of Tines Square.

"It's really marvelous!" said the girl. "Think what those |ights
represent: mllions of people, sonme toiling, others at play -"

"And mllions of dollars,” put in Philip, dryly. "Invested in those huge
bui | di ngs, which block half the sky."

Again, lrene sensed that there could be conceit in Philip's tone. He had
mllions of dollars; she wouldn't wonder if he would prefer to think in terns
of wealth, rather than people.

"Why don't you ask me to choose one of those buil dings?" demanded Irene.
"So you could buy it for me? You said, a while ago, that you coul d buy
anyt hi ng
you want ed. Perhaps" - her tone was caustic - "you already own sone of those
bui | di ngs! A few dozen, maybe, of the biggest ones! But you wouldn't care to
spare one, would you?"

The flash of Irene's eyes brought a smile to Philip's lips. The girl was
showi ng the spirit that he had seen before; but this tinme, it was directed
straight at Philip, not at a tel ephone.

“I'f I owned all those buildings,"” chuckled Philip, "I'd mow t hem down!



I'd
make this island like my ranch out in Woni ng, where people woul d have space
to
roamand really live. Those lights, of course, they're pretty; but 1'd supply
others that they can't match

"I mean the stars. You ought to see them Irene - the way they are out

there in Woning. You think I |ike Broadway; that |1'm fond of New York night
life. Youre wong. My friends like it; that's all. Wien I'min town, which
isn'"t very often, |I find pleasure in watching nmy friends enjoy thenselves."

PHI LI P had stepped farther out onto the bal cony. Irene could not see his
face, but his voice carried a warnth of sincerity. To the girl, it seened that
Philip Caxter had revealed his true self; that he was a man who woul d actual |y
exchange all his wealth for the happiness that it could bring to others.

"Don't think that | intend to squander all | own," cautioned Philip. "It
isn'"t practical. It doesn't take noney to nake real people happy. Sonetines |
| ook down there" - he notioned toward the streets - "and watch as many as a

t housand peopl e, wondering just what each one wants. Wndering, too, how many
woul d be really happy if they all found what they thought they wanted."

Leaning on the rail, Irene was |ooking downward as Philip gestured. Her
el bow slipped as she shifted it; instinctively, she gave a startled,
frightened

gasp. Philip, too, was startled; he acted in a fashion quite as natural

H's armcane swiftly around Irene's shoulder; with an energy nuch greater
than he coul d have intended, he swept the girl back fromthe rail.

It came so suddenly, that Irene could scarcely conplete her gasp. Philip
had drawn her alnost to the French window, his strength and her |ight weight
had brought her conpletely into his arms. Held in a protective clasp, the girl
was gazing straight up into a face that showed nore than nere concern

Philip's eyes spoke his whole story. H s silence added enphasis. Wrds,
no
matter how tender, could not have expressed his enotion. H s eyes said that he
cared for Irene nore than he hinself woul d have believed, only a few nonents
ago.

Irene, too, had eyes. Lovely eyes they were, for they carried a gl ow that
was their own and not a chance reflection of Philip's gaze. For Irene Sel wood,
to her conpl ete wondernent, was discovering that she loved Philip Caxter

CHAPTER V
CRI ME' S | NTERLUDE

HAD Philip kissed Irene at that nonent, he would have felt the touch of
lips that were laden with warnth and sincerity, along with their |oveliness.
Yet a kiss, |like words, belonged not to the present, but the future.

Their enmbrace, the neeting of their eyes, brought full understanding to
both Philip and Irene. Mtionless, they felt the scene about them fade.

I nst ead

of those lights against the | ower sky, they could picture tw nkles from above
as if the entire hotel had vanished, to | eave them beneath the Western stars
whi ch Philip had descri bed.

They had cone, it seemed, froman abyss of the past to a tinme that they
had both unknowi ngly awaited. The very facts of their chance neeting, the
shortness of their talk together, made the discovery of their nutual |ove al
the nore inpressive. The circunstance that had so suddenly brought theminto
each other's arns fitted as an incident in which fate had pl ayed a hand.

It wasn't the hand of fate, however, that was rapping at the office door



The knock was Enro's. Reluctantly, Philip released his arns fromlrene's
shoul ders and touched her elbow with his fingertips as he turned her inside
toward the chair that she had occupi ed before.

Philip, too, was seated, nonchalantly offering Irene a fresh cigarette,
when he called for Enro to enter

The overpolite secretary didn't appear to notice that Philip's tie was
awy; that Irene was finding it difficult to Iight her unsteady cigarette.
Enro
si mply announced that he had called the Faculty Club, to | earn that Nornman
Sel wood had dined there and left.

"M. Selwood is staying in New York," stated Enmro, "but they do not know
at what hotel. He said that he would call at the club for any nessages
t onor r ow
eveni ng. "

Philip turned to Irene, asked if she knew what hotel her father would
choose. Irene shook her head; then said:

"I can see dad tonorrow, when he conmes here. 1'll stay over with Mlly
Graves. She's an old friend of mne; | always stop at her apartnent when |
cone
to New York."

That settled, Philip was waving Enro toward the door, when the secretary
suppl i ed anot her announcenent .

"A man named Wdell is here, sir. He says that your brother G egg sent
hi m
to see you."

"Tell himto drop in on Howard first," suggested Philip, with a smle
"That seenms to be the proper procedure."

"He has already seen M. Howard," inforned Enro. "He gave that as one
reason why he cane here."

"Very well. Show himin."

As Enro left, Philip noticed that Irene was picking up her purse and
gl oves.

"You mustn't go!" exclaimed Philip. "I'll only be a few minutes with this
chap Wdell .’

"But if it's a business conference" - Irene |ooked troubled - "I oughtn't

to stay here."

"You don't have to," smiled Philip. "At least, not in the room Wy not
try the bal cony again, provided" - his tone becane serious - "that you stay
away fromthe rail."

| RENE agreed. She stepped out to the bal cony, and Philip partially closed
the French wi ndows. For a few mnutes, Irene stared at the skyline; but it
seened very artificial and uninteresting, when she recalled Philip's tal k of
Wom ng. She could hear voices fromthe office, and a sudden thought struck
her .

It wouldn't be eavesdropping, if she looked in on the conference. Philip
hadn't sent her out to the balcony to get rid of her. The idea had really been
her own. Besides, she was going to marry Philip sone day - the thought seened
very natural; as positive as the fact that the sun would rise tonorrow - and
she certainly had a right to watch her future husband while he was in a
busi ness nood.

Turni ng about, Irene gazed through the wi de crack between the hal ves of
the French wi ndow.

She saw Philip Caxter behind his desk; facing himwas Kirk Wdell. The
tall, droopy-faced chem st | ooked a bit nervous; and Philip - nuch to Irene's
pl easure - was doing his best to make the visitor feel at ease. Enro had
br ought t hem whi skey and soda; though Wdell had declined a drink, he was
accepting a choice cigar that Philip offered him

"So Howard has | aid down new terms for brother Gegg," remarked Philip,



with a chuckle. "Fromwhat you tell me, M. Wdell, | approve of them?"

"You do?" questioned Wdell, eagerly. "Then | can tell G C that it al
is settled?"

"Certainly! But | shall sign nothing until Howard does. According to
t hese
not ati ons of yours" - Philip passed a paper across the desk to Wdell - "that
will not cone until Gregg has reorganized his plant. He will have to produce
many things for which there is little sale and no profit. Wich neans, in ny
opi nion, M. Wdell, that G egg won't go through with it."

Wdel | | ooked rueful. Philip, stepping from behind the desk, clapped his
hand upon the chem st's shoul der

"If Gegg fires you," said Philip, "come and see nme. |'ve taken care of
other men that Gregg di scharged because they were getting too close to a
pensi on age. The busi ness needed 'new bl ood,' as he termed it. Probably G egg
had sucked all the old blood dry!"

"I"mnot worried about ny job," expressed Wdell. "1'd just been hoping
that I mght have a chance to work with your brother Howard on sone of his
experiments to aid mankind."

"You like Howard, | see."

"Yes. | found him- well, very human."

Philip nodded, while Wdell was seeking words to further express hinself.

"Howard i s human," said the youngest Caxter. "But whatever his virtues,

he

owes themto the training of one man. Years ago" - Philip's tone becane
rem ni scent - "Howard had a tutor; a nman naned Norman Sel wood. One of the
finest men, Wdell, that ever -"

BEYOND t he French wi ndows, Irene failed to hear the rest of Philip's
statenment. She had withdrawn al ong the bal cony, her face warmfromthe
enbarrassed flush that came to it. She was wondering if Philip had drawn her
father's nane into the conversation on the chance that she was |listening. Very
possi bly, he had.

Previously, Irene would have felt that Philip had done so to nake an
i mpressi on upon her. But she was sure that she had already | earned to know him
better; that his comments, if deliberately intended, were nore logically a
gentl e rebuke, had she becone an eavesdropper. She felt that she deserved to
be
enbarrassed; and she could not be angry, if Philip thought the sane.

The bal cony extended to the wi ndow of another room a snaller office,

t hat

connected with the one where Philip was. Chancing to glance through the
wi ndow,

Irene noticed an open door to the hotel corridor. The wi ndow was rai sed,
offering a route that would enable her to | eave the suite without Philip
knowi ng it.

Irene was suddenly tenmpted to nake her departure; to call Philip later
and
repay himfor his rebuke. Even though justly given, such indirect reproval
called for some retaliation. Perhaps it would be best to let Philip feel that
she coul d be unreasonable if she chose.

Wth that thought, Irene started to clinb through the w ndow, yet she
could not help but glance toward the door of Philip's office, as she went.

Instantly, real terror gripped her

The door to the other office was ajar. Against the shaft of |ight that
canme fromPhilip's room Irene saw a figure so unreal that her wits conpletely
left her. It was the shape of a being cloaked in black, his head topped by a
sl ouch hat.

He had sensed her arrival, for he whirled suddenly about, to neet Irene's
gaze. Yet all the girl could see beneath the hat brimwere burning eyes. The



rest of the intruder's features were obscured, partly by the cloak collar
partly by the hat brim

In sighting The Shadow, Irene didn't realize that he, |ike herself, m ght
be a friendly eavesdropper. Her unreasonabl e nood was gone, but she
automatically seized upon another privilege, that bel onged to every woman.
From
the wi ndow, Irene screaned, putting every ounce of lung power into the shriek

Wth a sweeping nove that seemed incredibly swift, The Shadow wheel ed
across the room not in Irene's direction but toward the outer door. Fromthe
space that he had left, Irene heard Philip's excited shout. He was out of
sight, like Wdell, for the connecting door was obscured by filing cabinets;
but Irene knew, fromthe call, that Philip was on the way to aid her

Her nerve returning, Irene sprang into the room How she understood it,
was sonet hing that she could not answer at the nmonent, but she was struck with
t he newer thought that the being in black was not an eneny. She hoped that if
she coul d reach the corridor door ahead of Philip, she nmight be able to ward
of f conflict between him and The Shadow.

But battle was due, and Irene's cry was the cause. It wasn't Philip who
brought the strife. Others were responsible - men who sprang in sight al ong
t he
corridor, just as Irene arrived at the doorway.

She heard The Shadow s warning hiss - a sibilant whisper, that she was
t oo
ast oni shed to heed. Fromthe corridor, he wheel ed suddenly in upon her, one
hand
drawi ng an automatic. The gun was not nmeant for lIrene. Wth his free hand, The
Shadow propelled the girl deep into the darkened room just as revolvers began
to bark along the hall.

THE SHADOW returned that fire. There were hows fromthe corridor, as he

drove out against his foenen. Irene, still on her feet, grabbed Philip as he
cane plunging fromhis office, with Wdell just behind him Though her
strength

was frail conpared to Philip's, Irene won through mad determ nation

Flingi ng her arm across the open doorway, she managed to bl ock hi m before
he could force hinmself out into the fray.

Philip had a silver-nounted revolver, that he had evidently snatched from
his desk drawer. He tried to get the gun past Irene's shoul der, but the
determ ned girl prevented him Turned toward the corridor, Irene saw The
Shadow
conplete his fight, although Philip got but a partial view of the exciting
struggl e.

The Shadow had dropped three of his opponents; all were hard-faced,
rough-clad men with the [ ook of thugs. He was slugging down a fourth as he
swung toward the hal f-opened door of an elevator. There was a clatter as the
mai n door of Philip's suite went wide; Irene heard a shout that she recogni zed
as Enro's; then, as The Shadow bl azed a shot, the suite door slammed shut.

The shot was a warning, lrene realized, when she saw how tinely it
proved.

Persons in the living roomof Philip's suite would have net with harm had

t hey

surged out. For the door of the elevator was slashing wide; fromit came two
new attackers, both with guns, who flung thensel ves upon The Shadow.

One | ooked like a house detective; the other was an el evator operator
They tried to fire as they canme, but The Shadow handl ed them w th amazi ng
skill. Flinging the house dick with a swift jujitsu hold, he caroned the
fell ow
fromthe opposite wall.

The el evator man, his ai m bl ocked by the detective's body, was gawking



fromthe doorway of the car, trying to spy The Shadow, when the cl oaked
fighter
swung up beside him

@uns sl ashed. The Shadow drove the operator's revol ver back against the
man's head. As the elevator man slunped, The Shadow whi sked into the car and
sl ammed the door behind him the clang of the netal barrier cutting off the
sudden tone of a triunphant |augh

Irene rel axed. Battle was over, she thought. But as Philip bolted past
her, she heard a snarl from somewhere along the corridor, saw a hal f-sl unped
thug prop hinself on one armand fire. Fortunately, the shot wasn't neant for
Phi li p.

As Irene peered out into the corridor, she saw Emro hurry fromthe main
doorway, to help his master disarmthe crippled thugs, including the one who
had fired that last bullet.

O her men, Philip's guests, were conming out to aid. Battle was over, and
crooks had received their fill of it. The victory, which Irene had w tnessed
in
total ammzenent, belonged to a |lone fighter; that being in black, whose
identity
she knew, at least in part.

For Irene had heard it gasped by a vicious-faced thug who had received a
bullet as he uttered the nane:

"The Shadow "

CHAPTER VI
DEATH S NEXT STRCKE

IT was quite remarkable, how rapidly order began to form from confusion
From her doorway, |rene saw other elevators arrive. Uniformed police stepped
fromthem along with a stocky man in plain clothes, who was evidently sone
sort of an official.

Philip Caxter, glancing about, saw Irene at the doorway, made a slight
gesture with his hand. He wanted her to go back into his office, so she went
there and cl osed the connecting door. She found Kirk Wdell sitting in his
chair, and the droopy-faced chem st gave her a nervous gl ance of inquiry.

"It's all right," Irene assured him "M. Caxter is talking with the
police. | suppose" - she recalled sonmething that she had read a few days ago -
"that it was just another attenpt at robbery; the sort that has been troubling
themat this hotel."

Wdel | | ooked relieved. He began to jot notes on his little list, and
seei ng hi moccupi ed, Irene decided not to introduce herself. Wdell probably
supposed that she was one of the guests at Philip's party, which was just as
wel I .

It wasn't very long before Philip came in by the door fromthe suite;

t hough his face | ooked quite serious, he nanaged to give a smle. The reason
for his smle was an interesting coi ncidence. The police, it seened, had
accepted the very theory that Irene had propounded to Wdell; namely, that the
confusion had been caused by an attenpted robbery.

"I have been talking to a police inspector naned Cardona,"” said Philip.
"It appears that sonme doubtful characters were observed in this vicinity, so
Cardona cane up here. Remenbering the recent robberies, he phoned ahead and
t he
management sent the house detective - a chap named Denbry - to investigate al
floors.

"I't was Denbry who mixed it with the thugs. Unfortunately" - Philip's
snmle was gone - "they got himat the finish. The last shot did it; the one
that was fired while Entro and | were hurrying out into the hall."

Irene started to say something, then stopped herself. She knew that The



Shadow had been the fighter who bal ked the crooks. Denbry, as she recalled it,
had actually sided with them Perhaps the house detective had made a m st ake;
at any rate, the crooks had later turned against him Irene wanted to think
al l
t hat over before saying nore, even to Philip.

Wdell put a timd question:

"Does this nmean that | shall have to remain here, M. Caxter; perhaps to
be questioned by the police?"

"Not at all," assured Philip. "Inspector Cardona is satisfied that no one
in this suite had any hand in the trouble. He says that anyone is free to
| eave

here.”

"I"'mglad,"” nmurnured Wdell. "I knowthat G C is very anxious for me to
report."

Philip smled.

"Still faithful to Gregg," he said. "Well, Wdell, | hope G egg sees the
light, so you can work with Howard, as you want to do. Here, have a drink." He
was pouring whi skey and soda. "It will steady you a bit before you | eave.™

WYDELL took only a few sips fromthe glass, then decided that he had to
| eave. Philip turned toward Irene, nmade soundl ess movenent with his |ips,
nmeani ng that he wanted her to remain; then he showed Wdell out through the
short route to the corridor

Irene expected Philip to return imedi ately, but it was several m nutes
bef ore he came back. Pouring two drinks, he offered one to Irene; then asked,
above his half-lifted gl ass:

"Why did you screan?"

“I... | don't know." Irene glanced toward the w ndow, as she spoke. "I
suppose that | - well, | imagi ned sonething."

"I have been talking with Inspector Cardona," Philip said. "He has an odd
theory regarding the trouble here; one that he doesn't care to have nentioned,
but which I feel that | can tell to you. It involves a person called The
Shadow. "

Irene et her eyes neet Philip's. There seened no need to cover matters
further.

"The Shadow, it seens," resuned Philip, "is a chap who nakes it tough for
crooks. Cardona thinks that he nay have been watching here, to prevent further
robberi es. The crooks thought they would spring a surprise; that's why they
cane. But The Shadow turned the tables on them"™

"He did," declared Irene, solemly. "I sawit."

"Now we're getting somewhere,” smled Philip. "I thought you nmust have
seen The Shadow. Where was he?"

"I'n your outer office," replied the girl. "I screaned before | realized

that he had cone in there to prepare for an attack. Just as | screaned, he
went
out into the corridor, and the shooting started."

Irene did not add that she had first seen The Shadow peering into the
of fice where Philip talked with Wdell. She wanted Philip to bring up that
qguestion hinmself; but he ignored it. Quite satisfied with Irene's explanation
he sai d:

"Enro is talking with I nspector Cardona, and | shall have to join them |
haven't told the inspector that you are here; and perhaps it is just as well.
A
| ot of questions nmay be asked during our conference. It m ght be better -"

"For me to | eave?" questioned lIrene, as Philip hesitated. "I think you
are
quite right, Philip."

"But | shall see you tonorrow," insisted Philip, anxiously. "You mnust

t el



me where to reach you, lrene."

"OfF course!" Irene wote a tel ephone nunber on a slip of paper. "Do you
thi nk" - her eyes had a pleasing twinkle - "that you could call me before
[ unch?"

"It's a date!" laughed Philip. "For lunch, with my apol ogies for
forgetting to nention it. But there's something | have not forgotten -
H's arnms had reached for Irene's; his sentence ended with the

| ong- awai t ed
ki ss. Menories of trouble and tunult faded.
Again, it was a knock at the door that ended their brief enmbrace - a
sharp
rat-tat-tat, alnost |ike a nessage
"It's Enro," whispered Philip, as he lifted his head. "That rap neans

t hat
someone is with him probably Inspector Cardona. Good night, Irene!"

QUTSIDE the hotel, Irene called for a cab. One cut in fromthe street and
promptly took her as a passenger. To Irene, the incident was uninportant; no
nore eventful than her trip through a corridor fromwhich gun-fray victins had
been renoved, and the ride down in the el evator

Never woul d she have guessed that the cab in which she was riding
bel onged
to The Shadow, that its driver, Me Shrevnitz, was one of that strange
i nvestigator's agents, instructed to keep tally on wherever Irene went. Me
had
orders, too, to report Irene's final destination, that The Shadow ni ght pl ace
ot her agents on watch.

Meanwhi | e, The Shadow had reached a parking lot a few bl ocks distant from
t he Hotel Beaunont. He stopped beside a coupe parked on the street outside the
lot. The car was enpty; entering it, The Shadow took the seat behind the whee
and waited. A minute later, a young man hurried into sight; clanbering into
t he
car, he was halted by the whi spered word:

"Report!"

The arrival was another agent, Harry Vincent, posted here to keep track
of
Kirk Wdell, who had left his car in this parking lot. Harry should have
trailed

Wdell, if necessary, but he had m ssed his man.
"Somebody put Wdell's car out of kilter," reported Harry. "He took a
taxi, instead. | saw the cab go out, but didn't know that he was in it. One of

the attendants heard himtell the cabby to take himto the Hudson Tubes."

The coupe was in notion, swinging fromthe side street into an avenue,
when Harry reported further

"Wdell is going to Journal Square in Jersey City, but he hasn't enough
cash for the taxi fare. That's why he's going to the nearest Tube station
probably Thirty-third Street."

The Shadow did not drive to Thirty-third Street. He cut west, sped the
coupe sout hward al ong an avenue where traffic was [ight. He was making for the
Chri stopher Street Tube station, well south of Thirty-third.

There was a chance that Wdell had caught a Tube train just before it
left; if so, The Shadow s only chance was to intercept it. Even that m ght be
too late, for if Wdell's life should be threatened, danger m ght have struck
when he left the parking I ot. Crooks might be using a cab driver as a worker,
just as The Shadow did. Nevertheless, the only plan at present was to
i ntercept
Wdel | .

At Christopher Street, The Shadow perforned a double action. He flung his
hat and cloak to Harry with one hand, while he opened the car door with the



other. He formed a long, linber figure as he bolted down into the Tube
station,
but his speed di ni ni shed when he neared the platform
There, The Shadow appeared as a leisurely, well-dressed individual, whose
face, hawki sh in appearance, possessed a singular calm To persons on the
platform he was sinply another passenger awaiting a train to New Jersey.
There
wer e peopl e, though, who woul d have deened it odd to see himin this station
The Shadow was gui sed as Lanmont Cranston, a wealthy New York cl ubman, who
invariably preferred his |linmusine to subway trains. The Cranston gui se was
one
of The Shadow s favorites, for though there was a real Cranston, he was al ways
out of town.

A RUMBLE brought a two-car train into sight. Short trains were custonary
at this hour, but, as usual, the two cars were crowded. Getting aboard, The
Shadow found Kirk Wdell by the tine the train had started fromthe station
The chem st was hanging to a strap near the center of the front car. The
Shadow
took the strap next to him

As the train sped westward, The Shadow | ooked around him studying faces
close at hand, in the event that any m ght be prospective foenen. The
passengers were a rather dreary lot; none anobng them had a thuggi sh | ook

A few were | ooking up fromtheir newspapers, but nerely because the
i ncreased speed of the train was bringing themthe pleasing information that
t hey had passed the Manhattan portion of the journey. Rolling down the incline
to the tube beneath the Hudson River, the train was naking its fastest tine.

The train's runble had become holl ow. Against his eardruns, The Shadow
could feel the pressure that cane at this lowlevel. A half mnute nore would
bring the train to the very depths of the tube, directly beneath the center of
the river. Satisfied that he had only to watch Wdell, The Shadow turned his
gaze toward the chenist.

He could no longer see the man's face. Wdell's head was saggi ng al npst
to
his chest. The sway of the car had tw sted his body full about. H s hand was
| ooseni ng upon the strap; before The Shadow coul d make a grab for Wdell's
arm
the man's fingers yiel ded.

Pitched by the sway of the rolling train, Wdell's body took a grotesque
tunmbl e, al most from The Shadow s grasp. Jostling another passenger, who had
| ost his bal ance, the chemist's formspraw ed weightily upon the floor anid
t he
shrieks of startled persons who witnessed the sudden fall.

Rolling Iike dunnage in the bottomof a tossing boat, the fallen man
settled face upward; his arms, spread wi de beside him stopped his further
sway, but purely through inertia, for those arms were |ifeless.

VWile the train roared onward t hrough the depths beneath the river,
Lanont
Cranston, otherwi se The Shadow, was the first to stoop beside Wdell's form

Though The Shadow s face remained i mobile, horrified passengers sensed
what he | earned, as his |ong-fingered hands pressed Wdell's heart and pul se.
Correctly, they interpreted the maskli ke visage of Lanobnt Cranston as one that
was controlled by sol emm thoughts.

Kirk Wdell was dead. Sone doomi ng force had found himas its victim at
the strangest of all nonments. Death had come to Kirk Wdell while he was under
the protection of The Shadow

CHAPTER VI |



CRI ME' S FACTCORS

I T was noon when Lanont Cranston strolled into the swanky Cobalt C ub,
where he had an appointnment with New York's police comm ssioner, Ralph Weston
As the doorman greeted Cranston by name, a chunky, dark-haired man halted and
turned about.

"You are Lanont Cranston?"

Fromthe sharp, dark eyes, the set lines of the nan's sall ow face, The
Shadow knew i mredi atel y who he was. The man bore consi derabl e resenbl ance to
both Howard and Philip Caxter, therefore nmust be the m ddl e brother, G egg.

Acknowl edgi ng hinself to be Cranston, The Shadow waited while G egg nade
hi s own introduction.

"I want to thank you, M. Cranston," said Gegg, warmy, "for all the
trouble you went to, regardi ng poor Wdell. | understand that you spent nost
of
this nmorning at the coroner's office in Jersey City."

The Shadow nodded.

"And the verdict, | suppose" - Gegg s eyes were sharp - "was death
t hr ough m sadvent ure?"

"Heart failure," stated The Shadow, in Cranston's casual tone. "Wdel
had
evidently overexerted hinself, perhaps in rushing to catch the Hudson Tube
train. He couldn't stand the strain of increased atnospheric pressure under
t he
river."

Gregg started to say sonething, then twitched his |lips and tightened
t hem
It was The Shadow s turn to bring up a question

"Fromnotes in Wdell's possession,” he remarked, "it was apparent that
he
had gone on some mnission regardi ng the expansi on of the Caxter Chenmnica
Corporation. Am| correct?"

"Yes." Gregg's tone was bitter. "But Wdell wasn't the first man we sent.
W have been having many difficulties, the directors and nyself. W need
advi ce
badl y. "

"Why not call the minority stockholders into your next conference? They
m ght be anxious to know the details."

The idea struck Gregg as a good one. He stroked his chin as he thought it
over.

"Howard and Philip are stockhol ders, of course,” he said, "but | can
hardly expect either of themto accept the invitation. If | knew of fhand who
any of the smaller stockhol ders were -"

"I happen to be one" - Cranston's |lips showed a slight smle - "and | can
assure you that | shall be present, M. Caxter."

Gregg | ooked highly pleased. He shook hands again and went his way, while
The Shadow strolled downstairs to the grillroom to find Comm ssioner Wston

Wth the conm ssioner was | nspector Joe Cardona. The corner table where
they sat was one of their favorite spots for unofficial conferences, whenever
t he conmi ssi oner happened to be at the Cobalt dub instead of his office,
whi ch
was quite often.

They made an odd pair. Ral ph Weston, a man of military bearing to the
tips
of his short-clipped, slightly pointed nustache, was a stickler for
ef fici ency;
wher eas Joe Cardona, swarthy and poked-faced, |iked hunches, with freedom of
action in order to play them Each, however, had some respect for the other's
opi nion, a fact that frequently brought results.



Both greeted Cranston. Weston chuckled over the fact that his wealthy
friend had been riding in the Hudson Tubes on the one night when sonet hing
exciting had happened there. For once, Cranston had forgotten to sumon his
linpusine in fromhis New Jersey home, and had taken the Tube instead.

Cardona | ooked pl eased, but for a different reason. He was gl ad that
Cranston's testinmony had set the place of Wdell's death as a spot past the
center of the river, thus putting the case into the hands of the New Jersey
authorities. Had it been classed as a Manhattan death, Conm ssioner Wston
woul d probably be fussing about it, instead of attending to sonething nore
i mportant.

"W have been talking with Gregg Caxter," said Weston to The Shadow.

"I nspector Cardona has taken sone interesting notes." The conm ssioner turned
to Cardona. "We are ready to hear your sunmary, inspector."

"THE guy is nuts," declared Joe, abruptly. "He says one thing, then he
denies it. First, he tal ks about two fell ows naned Payson and Ll oyd. Says
t hey' ve gone away - he doesn't know where - because his brother Philip
pensi oned them of f, or sonething."

"Very interesting," asserted Weston, "and very unusual ."

"I"d have thought so, maybe," retorted Cardona, "if | hadn't nmet both
those brothers. If | was working for a guy like this Gegg Caxter, |'d chuck
ny
job in a hurry, and I wouldn't have to be paid to do it! Philip is different;
he's a right guy.

"Just to talk to himfor half an hour woul d nake anybody sick at the idea
of going back to Gregg. That is" - Cardona was renenbering Wdell - "pretty
near anybody. "

"W want a summary, Cardona,"” shapped Weston, "not merely your persona
opi ni ons. "

"Al'l right," agreed the inspector. "Here's the sumary on Payson and
LI oyd. Gregg wanted themto sell an idea to Philip. Philip wouldn't listen. So
they didn't go back to the plant."

"And so -"

"So what ?" queried Cardona. "That covers it, don't you think?"

Weston pondered a while, and decided that it did.

"Forget Payson and Ll oyd," suggested Cardona. "They're red herons, or
what ever they call those birds that keep wal ki ng across the path."

"Red herrings," corrected Wston

"Al'l right," agreed Cardona, "red herrings."

Privately, Cardona would have liked to debate the point. He knew that a
herring was a fish, and couldn't figure what one woul d be doing on a path.
However, he had di sposed of Parson and Lloyd, and that was nore inportant than
the matter of red herrings.

"Anot her guy, named Tyburn," continued Joe, "goes to see both of Gregg's
brothers. After he gets back, gas knocks himoff at the chenical works. G egg,
hinsel f, admits that there was a | eakage, nore serious than they thought. So
t hat makes the thing an accident.

"The sane with that fellow Walters. A couple of nights ago, he gets
started on a bender and drives hinself off the Palisades. G egg, hinself,
admts that Walters could have been digging into some of the fancy liquor that
they keep for big boys, like the directors. So there's another accident."

Cardona m ght have considered the Walters case froma different angle,
had
he known of Red Felgin's part in it. The Jersey police, however, had not found
Red' s body. Mobbi es had sneaked back and renoved it, after The Shadow s
departure.

"Which brings us to Wdell," concluded Cardona. "He goes on a trip, like
Tyburn, and winds up with a heart attack. So Gregg cones to see us, adnmts the
ot her deaths were accidents, and wants to nmake somet hi ng out of Wdell's case.



There's no sense to it, conm ssioner. The Jersey coroner says Wdell died from
heart failure. Wiy doesn't Gegg Caxter talk to the coroner, instead of us?"

West on thought a while before answering that question. Then, slowy, he
decl ar ed:

"The fact remains that Kirk Wdell was calling on Philip Caxter at the
time of the gun fray last night."

Car dona nodded.

"l1've checked on that,"’

he said. "I called up Philip's place and tal ked
to
that sour secretary of his, Louis Enmro. He admits that Wdell was there at the
tinme."

"Way didn't you find that out |ast night?"

"Because | didn't ask who was there," returned Joe. He had been ready for
Weston's question. "I saw a | ot of guests and asked if any of them had
wi t nessed the shooting. Philip said no, only himself and Enro.

"Li sten, conmi ssioner - everybody was excited. There were guys in
t uxedoes
stunbling over each other; dames with bare shoul ders upsetting gl asses on
their
dresses while they were yanking off rings and bracelets, trying to hide them
under cushi ons before the nobbies could cone in on them

"I guess Wdell got pretty scared, too. Emo says he did. Down at the
parking lot, | hear, he was so upset that he couldn't get his car started. He
chased away in a cab, and nade a rush for that Tube train. No wonder his
ticker
quit on him™"

CARDONA' S vivid description of the scene in Philip's suite was strong
enough to carry his argument. Weston's sl ow nod becane enphati c.

"We can class Wdell's death with the others," decided the conmi ssioner
"Through a natural cause; brought on, perhaps, by a peculiar coincidence."

Cardona shot a slight grin at Cranston, who had been a silent, inpassive
listener to the discussion. Leaning back in his chair, the inspector crunpled
one batch of notes and thrust theminto a pocket. He brought out other sheets,
that he regarded as inportant.

"I"ve gotten to the bottom of the Hotel Beaurmont trouble,"” announced
Cardona. "That house dick, Ray Denbry, was a phony. He'd been working with the
gang that staged the robberies at the hotel. Wen they ran into trouble | ast
ni ght from The Shadow, they thought that Denbry had doubl e-crossed t hem

"That's why one guy, Jupe Luber, gave Denbry a bullet at the finish. The
rest of themall agree on that, but as luck would have it, the anbul ance was
slow getting Jupe to the hospital and he cashed in. So we couldn't hear what
Jupe had to say about it."

There were tinmes when Comm ssioner Weston struck upon remarkabl e
theori es,
based on facts. On this occasion, he built to a considerable height, from what
Cardona told him

"Could it be possible" - Wston's conservative trend caused himto
specul ate, as he voiced his theory - "that Denbry was taking orders froma man
hi gher up; that Jupe perhaps knew it and was supposed to elimnate Denbry, in
t he emer gency?"

Cardona's answer was a grin. Weston saw it and gl owered. Usually, such
hunches cane from Cardona, and it was the commissioner's policy to reject
t hem
Irked by his slip, Weston pronptly changed tone.

"Odd theories interest you, inspector," he told Cardona, "so | thought I
woul d test you with one. Since you apparently do not like it" - the
conmi ssioner's words had a touch of banter - "we shall forget it."

West on neant exactly what he said. He turned to Cranston, suggested that



t hey have lunch together. That was a token that Wston needed Cardona no
| onger, so the inspector left. Cranston also departed a few mnutes later, for
it turned out that he had another |uncheon engagenent.

A soft laugh canme from The Shadow s |ips as he ascended the steps from
t he
grillroomto the foyer. There was significance in the tone, for The Shadow
recogni zed that Conm ssioner Weston had actually struck upon the truth, only
to
discard it.

The Shadow s own experience tallied with Weston's tenporary theory.

Last night, Denbry had tried to aid the crooks in their fight with The
Shadow. Not one of them could have regarded the crooked house detective as a
doubl e-crosser. Soneone, unquestionably, had given Jupe the signal to dispose
of Denbry in order to block the trail to a person higher up

Gunmen had conme to the hotel, not for robbery but to battle with The
Shadow, shoul d he appear upon the scene. They had taken their orders direct
fromDenbry. But the later order, putting Denbry on the spot because of his
failure, could have cone only fromone of two nen: either Philip Caxter or
Louis Enro, the smug secretary who obeyed all of Philip orders wth pronptness
and preci sion.

Events of |ast night enlarged the issue. The di sappearances of Payson and
LI oyd, the deaths of Tyburn and Wdell, |ike the doomof Walters, were the
result of insidious design. Wherever chance had entered, it had not changed
t he
out come, as planned by a master schener who dealt in whol esal e death.

Though many threads to crime existed, their tangle was such that The
Shadow i ntended to reserve all verdict until he had delved further into the
affairs of the three Caxter brothers, whose varying purposes had an inportant
bearing upon the facts of crine.

CHAPTER VI I'|
| RENE' S MESSACE

THE SHADOW S appoi nt nent was not an invitation; far fromit. Upon | eaving
the Cobalt Cub, he went to a very small, but expensive, restaurant famed for
its French cuisine. The place was called the Cafe de |"Aiglon, and it
consi sted
entirely of private dining booths.

One small booth was reserved entirely for Lanont Cranston, and soon he
was
l unching al one, faced by a variety of delicate edibles that included frogs
| egs, snails, as well as sone itenms of nore ordinary diet.

Soon after the food was served, The Shadow provided an article that was
not on the menu. From his pocket, he brought a snmall earphone, wapped in a
coil of insulated wire. There was a plug on the end of the wire, and he
inserted it in a wall socket beneath the table.

The booths in the Cafe de |'Aiglon were fitted with those sockets, so
t hat
t he tel ephones coul d be used by diners w thout need of |eaving the table. The
Shadow however, was using his special earphone to Iisten in on another booth,
where Burbank - one of The Shadow s secret agents - had, earlier, plugged in a
nm cr ophone whil e posing as an el ectrician

The di stant booth had been reserved for two persons who intended to | unch
at this cafe. Having | earned of the reservation through other agents, The
Shadow had sent Burbank ahead to arrange the conmuni cati on system

Though the expected patrons were due at half past one, they did not
arrive
until nearly an hour later. They had net, evidently, outside the cafe: Irene



Sel wood and Philip Caxter.

The girl seened a trifle piqued as they passed Cranston's booth, and
Philip was extrenely apol ogetic. Once in their booth, they ordered |unch; then
began a conversation

Except for a slight interval, when a waiter canme to Cranston's booth to
take away cold snails he had not eaten and | eave a hot filet mignon, The
Shadow
heard the chat between Philip and Irene. It did not take himlong to |learn
what
he had guessed the night before: that Philip and Irene were in | ove.

Fromthat, The Shadow knew nearly all that Philip and Irene had tal ked
about on the preceding evening before he had arrived, at the tine of Wdell's
appear ance.

Then came a nention that brought other links to the night before.

"I read about poor Wdell," said Irene, soberly. "H's death was - well,
very sudden."

"And unexpected,"” added Philip.

Irene's eyes took on a steady gaze, which The Shadow coul d picture from
the interval that passed, until she asked:

"Do you really think that Wdell died unexpectedly?"

"Wy, of course!" exclaimed Philip. "lInspector Cardona thinks the sane.
Exci tement probably caused the poor chap's heart attack."

"You tal ked to Inspector Cardona today?"

"Entro did. He told himthat Wdell had been visiting ne at the tinme of
t he
gun fray."

There was anot her pause, nmarked by a hesitant expression on Irene's |ips.
Then the girl blurted the question

"You rely on Enro a great deal, don't you, Philip?"

"Certainly," the man answered. "He is capable, efficient, and has been
honest in all his dealings with ne. If you don't like hin - Philip chuckled -
"it may be because Enro prides hinself on being disliked. It helps himin one
of his nost inportant duties: discouraging unwel cone visitors. I"'mtroubled a
ot by that, you know "

Irene admitted the logic of the statement.

"Until Enro came with me," continued Philip, "I seldomhad any time to
nmyself. It was on ny last trip East, six nonths ago - no; the trip before then
- that Enro applied for a job as secretary. | tried himout; he suited nme. So

I
have kept himever since."

DROPPI NG t he subject of Enro, Irene came back to the matter of Wdell

"Those clippings | showed you," she remi nded earnestly, "were considered
i nportant by ny father. He believes - | amsure of it - that there was nore
than mere coincidence to those deaths."

"W agreed, last night," returned Philip, "that your father was probably
m st aken. "

"We didn't agree. W nerely decided that he m ght be nistaken. But that
was before Wdell died."

"Yes, that might make a difference."” Philip's tone was one of conprom se
"But why let it worry us, Irene? W shall be seeing your father shortly, when
he conmes to the hotel."

"What time is he com ng there?"

"Soon after three o' clock, Enro said. Come to think of it, it's already
three o' clock. 1'd better call Enro."

Philip sumoned a waiter and ordered a tel ephone. Fortunately, the waiter
found it nore convenient to plug the cord into the socket in the next booth
and
carry the tel ephone fromthere



As a result, the hidden m crophone was not discovered. The Shadow
overheard Philip talk to Enro, then explain to Irene ruefully:

"Your father called, and left. Enro tried to nake himwait, but he
woul dn't. Unfortunately, Enmro didn't know where to reach ne."

"But where did dad go?" questioned Irene. "Wen is he conmi ng back?"

"Enro doesn't know where he went," returned Philip, "but he said he wll
be back early this evening. |'mvery sorry, dear" - his hand stretched across
the table and parted Irene's - "but it was just a bit of forgetful ness on ny
part. You can cone to the hotel with ne and wait until your father arrives
again."

Irene had a notion of her own.

"I amgoing to Molly's apartnent,” she said firmy. "Wen dad calls on
you, you can tel ephone nme. Perhaps he would rather talk to you al one,
regar di ng
your brother Gegg. You will have time for the chat while | amon nmy way
over."

VWen they had finished lunch, Philip and Irene parted near the corner
outside the Cafe de |'Aiglon. Lamont Cranston also left the restaurant, after
handi ng a handsone tip to the waiter who had been so horrified at seeing him
snub the fanous snails. Wth strolling gait, The Shadow foll owed Philip toward
the Hotel Beaunont.

Irene, it happened, had stepped into Me Shrevnitz's cab, which had been
waiting in alittle-used hack stand near the Cafe de |'Aiglon. Once again, The
Shadow was dependi ng upon his agents to keep track of Irene, while he was busy
el sewhere

So far, all reports fromthe agents had been satisfactory. Irene had
reached her destination safely the night before. No suspicious persons had
been
reported in the nei ghborhood of the apartment house where her chum Molly
G aves, lived on the third floor.

Everything was as quiet as ever when Irene again arrived at the
apartnent.

Mol Iy was out, for she had an office job and wouldn't be back until after five
o' cl ock.
Irene read a book until Mlly returned; the only interrupti ons were when

Philip called her, twice, to say that he was still waiting for her father and
to tell Irene how much he | oved her.

Irene was beginning to feel qualns on the |ast-naned subject.

Not that she lost the effects of last night's thrill. On the contrary,
t he

sudden burst of romance seemed nore genui ne than anything el se she had ever
experi enced. She was worried only regarding Philip's ways.

She had meant to ask him for instance, if his remarks to Wdel
regar di ng
her father had really been neant for her to hear. She had forgotten that,
however, while she was discussing Enro. Philip's dependence on the sneaky
secretary annoyed her; it made her wonder whether or not Philip was somnething
of a doubl e-deal er hinself.

She didn't nmention any of that to Molly; instead, she sinply hel ped her
chum prepare an early dinner. At six o' clock, there was another call from
Philip; he was still waiting for her father. At seven, with dinner over, Irene
was on the point of calling Philip herself, when there was a knock at the
apartnment door.

A man-si zed tel egraph nessenger delivered a telegramfor Irene. He didn't
go through the formality of having her sign for the nessage, nor did he wait
to
learn if there would be a reply. He departed while Irene was reading the
nessage

Mol Iy sensed, fromlrene's expression, that the wire m ght have brought
bad news. But Irene, in response to her friend s anxi ous query, sinply gave a



determined snile and shook her head.

"I"'mleaving," she told Molly, "and | won't be back. If anyone tel ephones
here, particularly Philip Caxter, just say that | have gone and that you don't
know where I am"

CRUVPLING the telegram Irene thrust it into her purse. It took her only
a
few m nutes to pack her bag; then, hearing the tel ephone bell ring again, she
waved good-by to Molly and nade a rapid departure, without waiting to learn
fromwhomthe call cane.

The street was dark outside the apartment house; Irene saw the dimlights
of a cab parked a short distance away. She didn't recognize it as the same cab
t hat had brought her here a few hours before, but it was.

In pronpt style, Moe flashed the brighter lights and started the cab
forward, hoping to take Irene as a passenger

Wth that, things happened.

A rattletrap sedan that was seeking a parking space took a roaring |urch
and veered, as if out of control, straight across Mie's path. No driver could
have avoi ded that crash, not even the quick-witted Moe. H s cab was swept
across the sidewalk, to ramits bunper against the apartment house am d a
clatter of ripping fenders that were ruined by the sidesw pe.

From across the street, Harry Vincent junped from his coupe; a nonent
| ater, he was dodging, diving for cover, as another car veered toward him It
seened that the street had becone alive with madcap drivers; except for a
t axi man, who suddenly backed to where Irene was standing in astonishnent at
t he
smashes that had crippled Me's cab and ruined Harry's coupe.

"Let me have your suitcase, |ady," suggested the driver of the tinely
cab.

"Better hop in, and nake it fast. | guess you don't want to be bot hered,
havi ng
to be a witness for a bunch of smashups, no nore than | do."

Irene agreed. As the driver received the suitcase, she junped into the
cab. It was in notion before she closed the door. Harry saw the cab depart and
| eaped into sight, giving a shout. He was answered by a gunshot fromthe sedan
that had wecked Me's cab

It m ght have gone badly for Harry, if Mde had not piled in upon the
occupants of the sedan, bringing a nonkey wrench as a handy weapon

Taki ng hard-swung bl ows from a cabby that they thought was out of the
fight was too nuch for the gun-yanking thugs. They scranbled fromtheir car
before they could turn and aimat Me, Harry had an automatic in his fist and
was opening fire.

Hoodl unms fled. Qthers junped fromthe car that had ramred Harry's coupe
and tried to cover the wild retreat. Me, by that time, had picked up a
revol ver that one of the thugs had lost. He blasted shots that turned the
flight into a rout.

Smal | -fry nobbies were scurrying like rats for the safety of alleyways.
Sone of them were nicked by bullets, and that was enough for the rest of the
yel | ow crew.

Wth the street cleared, Mde hopped back into his cab, managed to
extricate it fromthe weckage of the sedan. He wheel ed ahead i n wabbly
fashion, and Harry sprang aboard. They were past the corner by the time they
heard the siren of a distant police patrol car

Irene's cab had di sappeared, its destination unknown. |If crooks had
fl ashed upon the scene, intending to harmthe girl or abduct her, The Shadow s
agents had certainly bal ked the surprise stroke in efficient and successful
style.

But if the thrust had been made with the purpose of cutting off al
trails



to Irene Sel wod - as could be possible - crime had scored again, despite The
Shadow s plans to block it!

CHAPTER | X
THE MAN WHO KNEW

THE final telephone call that Irene had ignored was fromPhilip, to tel
her that her father had arrived at the Hotel Beaunont. Seated in his office,
wi th Nornman Sel wood at the opposite side of the desk, Philip Caxter indul ged
in
a self-satisfied smle.

He hadn't told Selwood that he was calling Irene. It was just as well
t hat
he had avoided it. Mention of Irene could cone |ater, after Selwood had
di scussed the subject that had brought himhere. As for Irene herself, the
fact
that she had just left her friend s apartnent did not perturb Philip. He had
not
expected that she would stay there nmuch longer, with the time for Philip's
nmeeting with her father al nost at hand.

Enro was absent fromthe office. Al ways discreet, the secretary had
nerely
ushered Sel wood into the roomwhere Philip awaited him then had retired. But
this nmeeting between Philip and Irene's father was observed by a witness: The
Shadow.

This night, like the preceding evening, was mld. Philip had left the
French wi ndows partly open. Against the dark sky above the |level of the
gl owi ng

hori zon, The Shadow coul d have been a part of night itself.

He had reached the balcony froma cornice just below, for Philip had
doubl e-l ocked the door that nade a side entrance to the suite. Wether or not
he had done so to preclude another visit from The Shadow, Philip had not
st at ed.

St udyi ng Norman Sel wood, Philip found himto be a very singular nan.

Irene's father was about fifty years of age. He had the manner of a
prof essor, and had an abstract way of stroking his chin and furrowi ng his
forehead. Hi s face had a kindly, sensitive expression, but it was
squar e-shaped, with the heavy jaw that indicated a man of action. Sel wood was
handsome; his grizzled hair bore traces of dark brown, very nmuch the col or of
Irene's.

As Philip sumred him Selwod had been an athlete in his youth, but had
conbi ned physical ability with nental alacrity. It was that fact, probably,
whi ch had caused himto be chosen as Howard's tutor, a job which he had taken
a
few years before Philip had been born. Thinking back into the past, Philip
recal l ed that his own age had been six years, when Sel wood had | eft the Caxter

enpl oy.

Sel wood had married shortly after that; but he had nmade occasional visits
to his former pupil, Howard. On those visits, he had also met G egg and
Phi | i p;

whi ch expl ai ned why Philip remenbered himso well.
Curiously, however, Selwood acted uneasily in Philip's presence. He
seened
a bit distressed to find the youngest Caxter so mature. Possibly he had
i nt ended
to talk to Philip as man to boy, and was realizing that it was inpossible.
There
was anot her factor, too:



Sel wood, after nearly a year of seclusion as a witer, had |ost touch
with
the outside world and found it a bit difficult to open conversation on a
subj ect
whi ch he certainly regarded as a delicate one.

"I scarcely know how to begin," he told Philip, in a troubled tone. "You
natural ly wonder why | have cone to see you -"

"Not at all,"” interposed Philip. "The newspapers have the answer. You are
worried about the deaths of those chaps who worked for Gegg."

Sel wood nodded, eagerly at first, then a trifle doubtfully.

"M ght | ask," he questioned, "what opinion you hold regarding thenP"

"They are nere coinci dences,"” returned Philip. "However" - his tone
becane
i ndul gent - "if you have some theory regarding them | should be glad to hear
it."

Sel wood | eaned back in his chair and folded his arns. Philip smiled; he
saw where Irene had | earned sone of her mannerisnms. Her father had plenty of
determ nation, and could display it. Irene had inherited that trait.

"MR CAXTER " said Selwod, abruptly, "or, as | prefer to call you,
Philip, there is much that | feel you should know. | may be forced to state
certain facts that will pain you; may incur your displeasure -"

"Let themcone," interposed Philip, still smling. "I'mready."

"Very well." Selwood was watching Philip's face, as if he expected the
snmle to leave it soon. "I must begin by stating that your father, Theobald
Caxter, was a man who lived for one desire alone: He wanted power. Power
strong
enough" - Selwood raised his clenched hand - "to hold the whole world in his
fist!™

The smile faded fromPhilip's |ips.

"I rather thought," said he, "that the governor was sonething of a mlder
sort."

"You woul d have, for you were young," agreed Sel wood. "And when you grew
up, your father had passed his prine. He wanted power, your father did, and he
got it. But there was sonmething else. He tried to stir that same desire in his
sons. "

Philip was shaking his head. He never renenbered any stirring efforts on
his father's part. Al he could recall were instances when his father had been
i ndul gent .

"Hear me out," insisted Selwood. "Your father tried to force that desire
upon Howard, his eldest son. He took a puny weakling and tried to give hima
Spartan training. It failed, largely because of your nother's intervention."

This time, Philip nodded. He remenbered that Howard had experienced a
severe youth, racked by illnesses that had nearly cost his life. He knew, too,
t hat Howard had been a subject of terrific contention between his parents. It
was Sel wood who had sol ved that difficulty.

Howard had been placed in the tutor's care as a conpronise; and the
beneficial results had been a source of great joy to the entire Caxter famly,
in later years.

"When | first met Howard," resuned Selwood, his gaze fixed toward the
wal
beyond the desk, "I found himto be a pitiful child; detested by his father
panpered by his nother. He was neurotic, subject to fits of temper, of fright.
At nonents norbid, he would change to a creature inmbued with hysterica
del i ght.

"I trained himto govern hinmself. The first years were difficult; but
| ater, he began to guide hinself by nmy phil osophy. He patterned his
inclinations after mne. Still a youth, he idolized nme. He becane, in actua
fact, the bal anced sort of person that your father wanted for a son."



Philip's eyes showed surprise. He knew that his father had al ways
ret ai ned
a certain contenpt for Howard, hence this was a curious fact that Selwood had
related. Noting Philip's baffled gaze, Selwood expl ai ned further.

"Your father never realized it," he said. "Nor did Howard | et him know
it.

He preferred to be independent, as your father was. He studied your father
copi ed what he, Howard, thought was worth while; rejected what he did not care
for. | saw that, nore and nore, on every visit. | saw, too, what prevented any
cl ose associ ation between your father, Theobald Caxter, and his son Howard."

"You nean G egg?"

"Exactly!" Sel wood was nodding as he replied. "During those years when
Howar d had been under ny tutel age, G egg had taken the place of his elder
brother. It was G egg who received his father's training, who was pounded into
becom ng a future master of finance.

"Gregg satisfied your father. He didn't have to be handled tactfully; was
allowed to see and learn things for hinmself. He was ruled by iron; he |earned
to drive others with the same rod. But he is powerful only because he was
gi ven
fifty mllion dollars for a start.”

Sel wood paused. Hi s voice had risen; he was driving home indictnents
agai nst Gregg, as though he detested the fellow. It was Philip who began to
show uneasi ness. He glanced at the little clock upon his desk, then said
suddenl y:

"Hol d on! Before you get back to Gregg, suppose you finish with the
Caxter
famly. Just where do | fit in?"

The stern | ook left Selwod' s eyes.

"You are all right, Philip," he said. "Qtherwi se, | wouldn't be tal king
to
you as | am It is difficult to conderm a man's brother and expect to have him
take it fairly, as you have."

The Shadow saw Philip smle. Cbviously, Philip was foreseeing no

obj ection
from Sel wood when it cane to the question of lrene's marriage.
"But you nmust not misunderstand me," resumed Sel wood. "I have expl ai ned

how your brothers differed, solely to make you realize that where one is
capabl e of doing great harm the other, with all his faults -"

THERE was a knock at the door. Enro's tap, signifying sonething
i mportant.
Philip called for the secretary to enter. The sall ow aid bowed hinself into
t he
room handed a yell ow envel ope to Norman Sel wood.

"Atelegramfor you, sir. It was just delivered. | thought it m ght be
i mportant."

Sel wood opened the envel ope, read the nessage. H s teeth clicked tight,
his eyes lifted, with a stare that seemed to bore through Philip. Crunpling
t he
nmessage nechanically, alnost as Irene had done with her tel egram Selwood
t hr ust
t he sheet of paper into his pocket.

"W have discussed matters far enough," he said in a grating tone. "I am
sorry, M. Caxter, but | can talk no further."

"But | should like to hear nore -"

"There will be no nore." Selwood had risen, was turning toward the door
"I hope, M. Caxter, that you will forget that | even came here!"

Philip reached the door ahead of Selwood. Blocking the way, he tried to
force the visitor into a further statenent. Philip's tone becane unreasonabl e.



"You always did think a | ot of Howard, didn't you?" he jabbed hotly.
"Enough so, that you'd think anything mean of Gregg. Well, 1I'mfor Howard,
t oo,
and I"'msorry | have Gegg for a brother. A few m nutes ago, you had nme on the
good side of the fence, with Howard. Now, it | ooks as if |I'm being shoved in
Gregg's yard. | don't know what made you change your nmind, but | don't like
it

Wth a sudden show of strength, Selwood took Gregg's arm and shoved it
aside. In cold, harsh tone he asserted:

"You are wel come to think anything you wi sh, M. Caxter. Henceforth, |
shal |l keep all my opinions of your famly entirely to nyself!™

He stalked fromthe room Philip and Enro heard the outer door slam
behi nd
him But The Shadow was no | onger near to witness the | ooks that Philip and
Enro
exchanged. Fromthe nonment that Sel wood's departure had been certain, The
Shadow
dropped fromthe bal cony to the | edge bel ow

VWHEN Sel wood reached the street, he saw a cab near the corner and started
toward it. The cab pulled away, and Sel wood had to | ook for another one on the
side street. That delay enabled The Shadow to dart froma side door of the
hotel and nake a quick spurt across the darkened sidewal k, just as Sel wood was
settling into the cab

As the taxi pulled toward the avenue, Selwod saw the door swi ng w de,
spied a figure of blackness entering, w th warning whisper

Knowi ng that some strange tw st of circunstance had caused Sel wood's
sudden change of front, The Shadow was adopting a bold neasure to learn the
answer. Oten, before, he had sprung in upon persons who were in the thick of
difficulties; had won their confidence and given themreal aid toward a
solution of their problens.

I f Sel wood should tal k, or show The Shadow that all-inmportant telegram
chances were that the bl ack-cl oaked investigator would have the real key to
hi dden crine. This nonent seened the vital opportunity that The Shadow had
awai t ed.

Instead, that instant very nearly marked The Shadow s fi ni sh.

Wth maddened nervous speed, Norman Sel wood whi pped an ol d-fashi oned
revol ver from his overcoat pocket, jabbed the weapon straight for The Shadow s
heart. Had the gun had a hair trigger, the tug of Selwood's finger woul d have
meant The Shadow s death. But the shot didn't cone with enough speed.

VWhen the gun bl asted, The Shadow was already recoiling in a |l ong dive
from
the taxi's step, that carried himfromthe path of the knifing flame. The
bul | et
sizzled inches wide of his cloaked shoul der, as The Shadow went sprawling to
t he
m ddl e of the avenue, the spot that the cab had reached.

As brakes shrieked fromother cars, and loud cries cane fromthe
si dewal k,

Sel wood pressed the snmoking revol ver muzzl e agai nst the neck of the cab driver
and told himto show i medi ate speed. Neither |ooked back to that corner where
a cloaked figure lay linp and sensel ess al nost beneath the wheel s of

br ake-1 ocked cars.

A crippled taxi had linped up to the crossing, just as The Shadow s
spraw i ng form had been jounced fromone car fender to another. Fromit sprang
the driver and a passenger.

Brushi ng other men aside, they gathered up The Shadow and thrust himinto
the cab. Shouting that they would rush the victimto a hospital, they were
away, the danmaged cab making all the speed that its driver could give it.



Harry Vincent and Mbe Shrevnitz, arriving at the Hotel Beaunont to report
I rene' s di sappearance and be ready for further orders, had rendered a tinely
service to their chief. Whether The Shadow was alive or dead, they were
carrying himfromthe public eye, that the nystery which shrouded hi m m ght
remai n unreveal ed!

CHAPTER X
THE NEW EM SSARY

A CERTAI N physician in Manhattan, named Dr. Rupert Sayre, had a patient
who was bot h val uabl e and troubl esone. Val uabl e, because w t hout that
patient's
frequent patronage, Sayre would not have been able to maintain his costly
of fices; troubl esone, because the patient al nost invariably went against
Sayre's orders and advi ce.

The patient's name was Lanont Cranston. Sayre had treated himfor bullet
wounds, knife cuts, brain concussions, and numerous other accidental injuries.
This time, Cranston was recuperating from an autonobil e smash.

It had happened three nights ago, and fromthe description of the
acci dent
Sayre knew that once again, Cranston's quick-witted behavior had served himin
excel | ent stead.

Cranston had been buffeted fromone car to another; sprawing in front of
one automobile, he would certainly have been crushed beneath its wheels, if he
had not taken a quick roll in the opposite direction

Nervy work, that; because another car had been ramm ng for the very spot
that Cranston chose. But it had worked as Cranston hoped. He was just ahead of
the first car's wheels when the second vehicle net it in head-on collision. A
heavy thunmp of | ocking bunpers had knocked Cranston unconsci ous; but he had
escaped serious injury.

Cranston had been brought to Sayre's wapped in a black cloak, with a
sl ouch hat to match. Whether that neant Lanont Cranston was The Shadow, or
t hat
The Shadow was Lanont Cranston, Dr. Sayre did not know. He had figured it one
way, then the other; but had never finally nade up his mnd

Sayre felt positive on one point only: that The Shadow, otherw se
Cranston
- or was he Cranston? - would never rest up for as long a period as Sayre
t hought best for him There, again, Dr. Sayre found hinmself wong, at |ast.

He had suggested that his patient rest at |east two days, and here it
was,
near the end of the third day, with The Shadow still idling contentedly in the
little hospital roomthat Sayre had specially provided for him

True, The Shadow had received sonme tel ephone calls, froma man naned
Bur bank. So Dr. Sayre decided that everything nust be running smoothly wth
what ever canpai gn The Shadow had under way. In that verdict, Sayre was w ong
agai n.

Matters were quite out of hand. The Shadow s agents had not gotten a
trace
of lIrene Selwood, nor of her mlitant father, whose wild attack had brought
grief to The Shadow. Wet her Norman Sel wood had j oi ned hi s daughter sonewhere,
was i npossible to guess. Their Connecticut cottage was closed; Harry Vincent
| earned that by a visit to the place.

So matters stood just as they had been. Each of the Selwods had
di sappeared separately, the only common point in the two processes being that
each had voluntarily dropped fromsight i mediately after receiving a
tel egram

VWhat those nessages contai ned; whether the two wires were identical -



t hose, again, were matters for sheer specul ation

Harry Vincent had done his best to get some clue fromPhilip Caxter. He
had managed to beconme a guest at one of Philip's parties, but could report
very
little, except that Philip acted at times as though trying to forget
sormet hi ng.

The smug secretary, Louis Enro, was not changed a bit fromthe
description
that Harry had of himfrom The Shadow. But there were times when Philip called
Enro into conference privately; that policy, however, was usual with Philip.

Per haps Philip had given up hope of seeing Irene again, until her
father's
unr easonabl e anger had cool ed. Possibly he had heard fromthe girl, in sone
way
or anot her. Watever the situation, The Shadow had cone to a very definite
concl usion regardi ng both Irene and her father

If real harm had befallen either of them it would have struck on the
ni ght of their disappearance. Should they still be safe, they would probably
remain so. The worst possible step would be to rush a hunt for them Since
bot h
were concerned, to sone extent, in affairs involving the three Caxter
br ot her s,

The Shadow s course was to await the right opportunity to nmove into those
affairs hinself.

The opportunity was due this afternoon. That was why The Shadow had been
content to rest in his present confortabl e surroundi ngs. The opportunity, it
happened, was in the shape of a directors neeting, to be held at the New
Jersey
pl ant of the Caxter Chemi cal Corporation

In accordance with Cranston's suggestion, Gregg Caxter had invited the
| esser stockholders to the neeting.

AT hal f past three, Dr. Sayre was sonewhat surprised - and rather
relieved, too - when Cranston appeared, fully dressed, fromthe little
hospi t al
room He was carrying a suitcase, which evidently contained his black cloak
and
hat, along with other accouternents.

Sayre had begun to worry over Cranston's |ong stay, and was therefore
pl eased because his patient had voluntarily decided to | eave.

From Sayre's office, Cranston went to the Cobalt C ub, where he ran into
his friend Conmi ssioner Weston. Remarking that he was going on a journey, as
his suitcase indicated, Cranston cut off their chat and sunmoned his
['i mousi ne.

Just before five o' clock, the big car joined a file of other expensive
aut onobi l es that were crossing the Jersey neadows to the chemcal plant.

There were about twenty persons in Gregg' s spacious tower office when the
conference began. Except for Lanobnt Cranston, the ninor stockhol ders made no
better showi ng than the sheeplike directors. Mst of the men who held shares
of
Caxter stock were old fossils who had refused to give up their small, but
much- pri zed, holdings at a tine when Theobal d Caxter had tried to buy up al
t hat were outstandi ng.

Wth ninety percent of the stock in his craw, Theobal d had |l et the rest
go. As matters stood today, his son G egg owned sixty percent, Howard and
Philip each fifteen, while the remaining ten percent bel onged to the dozen nen
who had been invited to watch G egg Caxter browbeat his board of directors.

Despite his dom neering way, G egg knew how to gl oss over matters that he
did not care to stress. He touched only lightly on the fact that there had



been

nmyst eri ous di sappearances and deaths anmong the enpl oyees at his plant. He
dwel t

at greater length upon the fact that the conpany needed to expand, but that
Howard and Philip were the obstacles.

"My plan is this," declared Gegg, briskly, as if the whole idea were a
new one, com ng under serious consideration for the first time. "W nust send
some responsi ble person to talk with nmy brothers; to | earn upon exactly what
terms they will release full rights to the patents which they control.

"Let us allow that man a week, so that he may call to see them several
times, if necessary. After that, if nothing has been acconplished, |
personal ly" - Gregg twisted his lips wyly, as if he felt the thought
di stasteful - "shall see ny brothers and settle matters with them"

There were nods of approval, the usual nurmurs that foll owed whatever
Gregg said. Then the stooge directors, and even the fossilized stockhol ders,
wer e astoni shed when one man put a pointbl ank objection to Gregg' s plan.

"You speak of a responsible person,” renarked Lamont Cranston. "Just
wher e
are you going to find one, M. Caxter?"

Though Cranston's tone was even, his words, thenselves, had a barb. The
Shadow was bringing up the tender point that Gegg wanted to avoid: the fact
that four men, all deened responsible, had undertaken the m ssion and had not
ret ur ned.

Wth the question, The Shadow had al so sized up Gregg correctly, and was
| eavi ng everything wide open for a pronpt retort. It came - the very response
t hat The Shadow expect ed.

"Anyone here woul d be a responsible party," snapped Gregg, gesturing
toward the throng, "and that statement” - a shrewd gl eam cane to Gegg's
narrow ng eyes - "includes you, M. Cranston."

The Shadow delivered a slight snile, typical of Cranston, then let the
expression fade. He asked suddenly:

"Do you actually mean that you want ne -

"To become our em ssary?" inserted Gregg, pronptly. "Certainly! As |
recall it" - his eyes were narrowed again - "you were the gentl enman who
suggested that the stockhol ders be called into this conference. Therefore, |
speak for all when |I accept your offer to handl e this undertaking."

BEFORE Cranston coul d object that he had not made the offer, G egg was
motioning to the directors. They cane to their feet and began to appl aud,
urging the old stockholders to do the sane. In the mdst of such acclaim The
Shadow coul d only bow, thereby sealing his acceptance.

"I't would be best to see Howard first," declared Gegg. "He |lives near
Pennbury, and if you go there tonorrow, M. Cranston -"

"Why not today?"

Gregg | ooked pl eased. Apparently, Cranston intended to go through wth
t he
duty as soon as possible. But there was an objection, which Gegg voiced.

"I't would take you about an hour and a half to drive to Pennbury, M.
Cranston. By the tinme you arrived, Howard would be at dinner. H's day, as |
understand it, ends right then."

Cranston pointed fromthe w ndow, across the Skyway, to the hangars of
Newar k Airport, which glinmered agai nst the sunset.

"I have a plane there," he remarked. "I can fly to Pennbury in fifteen
m nutes. There is an airport very near your brother's estate.”

"Excel lent!" exclaimed Gegg. He rapped the table. "The nmeeting is
adj ourned, so that M. Cranston may start."

VWile the others were filing fromthe room Gegg drew Cranston to the
| arge table near the wi ndow. The table still bore its crate of guinea pigs,
t he



sul phur brick, the various tubes of liquids, and the little netal tank. G egg
began to pack themin a large box, with the exception of the guinea-pig crate.

There were a few nore exhibits, which he added; all bore |abels that
expl ai ned them Renenbering some articles in another office, Gegg went to get
them When he canme back, he found that Cranston had renoved sone objects from
the box, to make nore room

"You put those in your suitcase?" queried Gegg, referring to the m ssing
items, as he noted the suitcase on the table. "Be very careful; sone of these
are highly inflanmable."

The Shadow t hanked Gregg for the warning, and hel ped hi mpack the | ast
packages in the box, which now had space for them G egg shouted for a
secretary; a nouseli ke man appeared from another room

The fell ow had evidently replaced Walters, but he had certainly been in
Gregg's enploy for a long tine, for he had the beaten | ook that G egg
i nvariably forced his enpl oyees to acquire.

Wth the pitiful secretary |lugging box and suitcase, while Gegg kept
adnmoni shing himto be careful, they went out to the el evator. Wen the box and
suitcase were in the car, The Shadow quietly told Gregg that he would need the
man no | onger.

"My chauffeur will help me with the luggage,” he said, in Cranston's
style, "and in just about ten m nutes, M. Caxter, you will see ny plane | eave
the airport. Don't worry about the cargo. | shall be careful when | [and at
Pennbury. "

Gregg smled his approval, as he thrust forward his hand in a farewell
shake. When the el evator door had closed, G egg kept staring at it while the
car runbl ed downward. Returning to his office, he stared fromthe w ndow,
wat ching Cranston's big car start off toward Newark Airport.

The chortle that came from Gregg's |lips brought a startled |ook fromhis
pi nt-si zed secretary. The nman had never before heard a chuckle so filled with
ugl i ness, yet evidently tinged with pleasure.

Perhaps that evil cluck neant that Gregg Caxter at |ast was satisfied
t hat
he had sent an enissary - Lanmont Cranston - who could treat with both Howard
and
Philip, bringing both of themto terms. O, possibly - as the uncertain
secretary thought - Gegg's venom for sone unknown reason, was actually neant
for Cranston.

VWi chever the case, The Shadow was enbarki ng upon a nission fraught wth
hi dden danger; a quest fromwhich four men had failed to return. The Shadow
had
accepted it, despite the hazard, that he might solve the riddle of mysterious
crinme.

One fact was certain. Wien The Shadow returned - if he did return - he
woul d hold the key to the whol e insidious gane.

CHAPTER Xl
LI NKS TO THE PAST

ARRI VI NG at Pennbury before Howard Caxter's dinner hour, The Shadow had
no
trouble in gaining admttance. Howard, it seenmed, had heard of Lanont
Cranston,
and was quite willing to neet a man whom he regarded as a fellow mllionaire.

But the visitor was not conducted to Howard's study. Instead, The Shadow
found hi msel f gui ded through huge hallways in the main portion of the house,
until he arrived in a vast library.

Howard Caxter was there to greet him nore am ably, even, than he had
recei ved Wdell. Tonight, the gaunt man was dressed in a tuxedo, which made



hi m

appear thinner than when in nornmal day wear. At close range, however, The
Shadow

could tell that Howard's frail build was not the result of ill health.

The el dest Caxter had a strong handshake; his figure was wiry, not weak.
Havi ng heard Nornman Sel wood descri be how Howard had devel oped from a puny
yout h
into a mture man, The Shadow considered himin such terns. Taken accordingly,
Howard coul d be classed as a man of sound physi que.

As Sel wood had al so stated, brain counted with Howard. Though he had not
| earned the reason for Cranston's visit, his knowing smle told that he had
guessed it.

"You are wel come, M. Cranston," greeted Howard, cordially, "although I
can foresee that we shall have unpl easant business to discuss. You have cone,
no doubt, fromny brother Gegg."

"Not exactly," was Cranston's quiet reply. "I happen to be a ninor
sharehol der in the Caxter Chem cal Corporation, which makes ny situation nore
in conmmon with yours."

Howard's response was a hearty chuckle. Though he knew that no one
i ndi vi dual outside the Caxter famly held nore than one percent of the
cheni cal
corporation stock, he knew that Cranston's argunent was technically correct.
Since Gregg controlled nore than fifty percent of the corporation, the other
Caxter brothers had no real voting power in the conpany.

O course, there was the matter of the patents, which they held as a club
over Gregg. But anyone - Cranston, for instance - night have been able, sone
way, to gain a sinilar advantage.

"I believe that we shall get along well together," decided Howard, as he

proffered a box of choice cigars. "OF course, | nust insist that you have
dinner with me, M. Cranston. O herw se, we shall not find tine to talk."

"I should be glad to accept the invitation," returned The Shadow, "if I
did not feel that | would be out of place anong the guests at a formal dinner
party."

"No, no," insisted Howard. "There will be only one other guest besides
yoursel f; a person who will overlook the fact that you are attired in business
cl othes.”

"Very well, then. | accept."

VWi le they puffed their cigars, Howard showed Cranston about the library,
whi ch contained a remarkable collection of rare books. At noments, Howard
gazed
toward the door, as though expecting sonmeone; finally, just as dinner chines
sounded, he heard the approach of |ight footsteps.

"Here is our other guest," announced Howard. "Come this way, M.
Cranston,
and | shall introduce you to Mss Sel wod."

| RENE stood in the doorway. She forned a lovely picture, a vision in
silver lane, which glimered with the sheen of noonlight. She could not have
chosen a nore attractive dinner gown for this setting, where oak-paneled walls
and sparse lights provided a subdued background.

There was gl adness in Irene's snile; her wel cone, when she was introduced
to Cranston, indicated that she was quite happy in these surroundi ngs.

One question, at |east, had been solved. The Shadow had | earned where
Irene had eventually gone, after her sudden di sappearance. Perhaps his smle
the sort that a man |ike Cranston woul d give upon being introduced to so
charmng a girl as lIrene, had something of the inscrutable in it. For, with
The
Shadow, di scoveries such as this were apt to be the result of deduction
rat her



t han coi nci dence.

I f, however, Lanont Cranston had expected to nmeet Irene Selwood in this
mansi on, neither the girl nor Howard Caxter suspected it. Nor did they guess
that his nmasklike features were restraining all expression of the elation that
he felt.

The three dined in a large room where wavering candl el i ght added a
shimer to Irene's silvery attire and brought occasional sparkles to her
attractive brown eyes. Howard Caxter was a courteous host, and he did not
forget Irene in the course of his conversation

"Mss Selwood is a very old friend of mine," he told Cranston. "Not in
years, of course, because she is delightfully young, but in my recollection
Her father"™ - his tone becanme serious - "is a nan to whom | owe a debt that
can
never be repaid. He was ny tutor, and nmy confidant, through the days of ny
troubl ed yout h.

"As for lrene" - he beaned happily, as he |ooked at the girl - "if she
woul d tell you her age, |I could state the precise nunber of years that | have
known her. | renenber her as a baby, as a child, and now' - Howard drew a deep
sigh - "I see her as a lovely womman, a credit to the man | nost admire, her
father!"

Howard Caxter raised his w neglass, as in a personal toast to Norman
Sel wood. Irene | owered her eyes, managed to snile away her nonentary
enbarrassment. Then

"I had a letter fromfather today," she said. "He said that he will be
here soon; perhaps within a week."

Howard nodded. After a short pause, he questioned: "Has Philip witten

you?"

"No." Irene pursed her lips. "I don't think he will. 1've rather decided
to forget Philip" - her tone lost its slightly formal trace - "until | have
seen dad. "

"That m ght be wise," agreed Howard, with an approving nod. "Of all the
men | know, none is better qualified to give advice than your father."

There was a lull in the conversation, which Howard ended when he turned
to
The Shadow.

"Mss Selwood refers to my brother Philip," he said. "You will probably
meet himlater. He is full of youth, romance, and all the happy-go-I|ucky
t houghts that go with it."

"But wi se enough," suggested The Shadow, casually, "to abide by the
decisions of his eldest brother."

Howar d chuckl ed.

"You must have talked a lot with Gegg," he said. "It annoys hi m because
Philip sides with me. But why not? Philip and | have no desire to amass nore
weal th, or power. At l|least, | have none; and Philip has never shown that

i nclination.

"We are proud of the Caxter name, of course. But should it ever evolve
upon us to carry on, in place of Gregg, | would intrust all that in Philip's
hands. Though he has ideals, Philip is closer to the world than I am"

DI NNER ended amid a parade of quiet, well-trained servants. |Irene excused
herself and retired to the library. Howard invited The Shadow to the study. A
servant followed them bringing the box and suitcase that the visitor had
carried with him On the way, Howard returned to a fact which had been
nmentioned in the dinner conversation

"It is remarkable, M. Cranston, to learn that you arrived here so
rapidly. If | were a few years younger, | believe that | would fly nyself, as
you do. But a nere plane flight, | understand, has none of the zest that cones
with piloting your own ship."

Agreeing that solo flying was one of his chief enjoyments, The Shadow



paused to admire Howard's indoor garden. After that, they stepped into the
study, where Howard crossed to a corner and turned on a floor |ight beside one
of the large chairs.

"Sit here, M. Cranston," he suggested. "You will be nore confortable
t han
anywhere el se. Put the luggage there, Pelton" - he was speaking to the servant
"and then you may | eave us."

Si nki ng deep into the heavy-cushi oned chair, The Shadow rel axed until the
servant had gone. Then, rousing fromhis reverie, he opened the box that stood
besi de the chair and passed the various exhibits to Howard Caxter. \Wile
Howar d
was pl aci ng them upon a table, The Shadow poked into his suitcase and brought
out the few | eft-overs

Howar d nodded approvingly, as he handl ed the sul phur brick. It satisfied
hi m on one point.

"This means," he said, "that Gegg is using raw sul phur to produce
sul phuric acid, instead of playing with a dangerous gas |ike hydrogen
sul phi de. "

He was interested, too, in the safety gas tank. He toyed with the valve
saw that it was fool proof. That satisfied Howard regarding the precautions
t hat
were being taken in the manufacture of poison gas, which Gegg still made
because of governnent contracts.

The tubes of chemicals were al so inportant. Ampng them were conpounds to
be used in gas masks, as Howard had requested. Nodding further, Howard canme at
last to a small box that Gregg had added to the list of exhibits. That box
contai ned a ruddy substance that aroused Howard's delight.

"Red phosphorous!" he exclained. Then, reading a typewitten sheet that
was with the box: "So Gregg has come to his senses at last. M. Cranston, ny
brother Gregg has cormmitted one great crime - yes, | can honestly call it such
- and that has been the manufacture of white phosphorous, for export.

"Used in sinple things, |ike the manufacture of matches, white
phosphor ous
can prove deadly to workers. Such practice is forbidden in this country; but
it

is still possible to enploy white phosphorous for use in snoke screens laid by
ai rpl anes. Gregg has been shipping out white phosphorous, but has not
speci fi ed

its use in other countries.

"He has agreed" - Howard tapped the note - "to end that practice.
Henceforth, he will export red phosphorous only. Being harmess, it can cause
no human woe when used in itens of conmercial manufacture. That is good, very
good! "

Rl SI NG, Howard notioned toward the al cove at the rear of the study. He
opened the door; stepping through, they stood in a small hallway. The Shadow
saw a flight of steps that led to a | aboratory directly beneath the study.

Two chemists, attired in white, were at work at benches that bore shiny,
pol i shed equipment. In the ceiling of the wi ndow ess white-walled roomwas a
hanging lanp with a waving bare flame of scintillating hues, that varied as
The
Shadow wat ched t hem

"The | anp of progress,"” declared Howard, solemmly. "In this |laboratory of
m ne, we have no poi son gases; no chem cals that can injure the human race. W
devi se and test nothing but substances of benefit. | have di scovered ways"
his tone becane a proud one - "of neutralizing the nost harnful gases,

rendering themnull and void!
"Should Gregg agree - as | now feel sure he will - to manufacture such



chem cal conpounds, | shall gladly agree to any expansi on program of his
busi ness. The financial part is up to hing he knows that side of it. Wen you
return to Gegg, tell himall that | have said. Mention ny |aboratory and its
| anp of progress, and say that | hope it will be his guide as well as mine."

Conducti ng The Shadow back into the study, Howard pressed a button for a
servant. \Wen Pelton arrived, Howard had himcarry the box and the suitcase
down to the front door, ordering himto sunmon a |inousine to take M.
Cranston
to the landing field.

Irene was not about when The Shadow shook hands with Howard at the front
door. In Cranston's casual tone, The Shadow i nqui red:

"What shall | tell your brother Philip when | neet hinP"

Howard Caxter sml ed.

"Sinply that you have seen ne,’

he declared, "and that | have deci ded

upon
nmy policy. Wen | have signed the agreenents that Gregg sends ne, | shal
forward themto Philip. | feel confident that Philip will also sign them thus

conpl eting the arrangenents.”
Wth that assurance - the word that Gregg Caxter had so long awaited -
Howar d Caxter bowed his visitor out into the night.

CHAPTER Xl
THE SECRET VISIT

SO far as his mssion concerned Gregg Caxter, The Shadow had conpl et ed
it.

He had spent several hours with Howard Caxter and everything had gone with the
great est snmoot hness. That was not surprising, considering that Howard had been
approached by persons previously - Tyburn and Wdell, for exanple - who had

of fered increasing concessions from G egg.

In Lamont Cranston, Howard had met an em ssary who tal ked his own
| anguage; one who was not under Gregg's rule. That, too, could have played a
strong part in influencing Howard. But it did not fully satisfy The Shadow.

He, on his own part, had delved into certain matters that intrigued him
One, especially, was why Irene Sel wod had gone to Howard's mansion, to await
her father there.

Reaching the landing field, The Shadow | et Howard's hel pful chauffeur
| oad
the box and suitcase into the waiting plane, an autogiro. Stepping off into
t he
dar kness, The Shadow adjusted an aviator's helnmet on his head. At the sane
time, he delivered a low, clear whisper that brought a man instantly to his
si de.

The waiting man was Mles Crofton, a pilot who worked for The Shadow. He
had come here by car, after The Shadow had started his plane trip. Crofton
al so
wore a goggled helnmet; in the darkness, The Shadow gave hi m bri ef
i nstructi ons.

It was Crofton, not The Shadow, who clinbed aboard the ship. Just before
he took off, the pilot opened the suitcase, renmoved a few boxes, then let the
| uggage piece drop fromthe far side of the plane.

The autogiro took off, |eaving the blackness of the landing field beneath
it. Menmbers of the small ground crew went their way; Howard's chauffeur
returned to the linousine and started back to the estate.

The final incident suited The Shadow to perfection. He wanted it supposed
by everyone, particularly by Howard Caxter, that Lanont Cranston had taken off
in the plane. For The Shadow was due to appear in a nei ghborhood where
Cranston



had been; and should he, by chance, be sighted, his chief wish would be to
keep
his double identity secret.

Finding Crofton's parked car, The Shadow renpved his hat and cl oak from
the suitcase, along with other needed itens, then placed the bag in the car
That done, he started a roundabout route by foot, back in the direction of
Howar d' s mansi on

Toni ght, The Shadow s goal was not the side door that led into the
tropi cal garden. He had found a better node of entry. During that view of
Howard's | aboratory, The Shadow had noticed a doorway at the rear of the hall.
It obviously opened to the ground in back of the wi ng, wherein the study and
the | aboratory were | ocat ed.

Reachi ng Howard's prem ses, The Shadow used the utnost caution. On
estates
the size of this, the grounds were usually patrolled by watchmen | ate at
ni ght,
and the hour was already well advanced.

There would still be a while before nmidnight; but that was quite late in
this vicinity. The people of Pennbury went to bed early, and Howard Caxter
according to all reports, had acquired the sane habit.

Moreover, there was a trickle of moonlight through the thin clouds that
partly veiled the sky, and that forced The Shadow to choose a careful course
sheltered by trees and shrubbery, whichever happened to be nost convenient.

THE rear door, once reached, was not a difficult problem It was |ocked,
but not bolted. Probing the lock with a plierlike pick, The Shadow found the
key and turned it. Inside the door, he locked it behind him and stole al ong
the hallway toward the steps that I ed down into the | aboratory.

Men were still at work there, under the colorful flame that Howard had
termed the "lanp of progress.” Aiding a few steps downward, The Shadow
observed that the lab was well fitted with large tanks, with varied markings.
Each tank, of course, contained some different type of gas which Howard Caxter
used in his experinments to benefit humanity.

Movi ng up to the ground-floor |evel, The Shadow saw a stairway that |ed
to
the second floor. He followed it, canme upon a dividing passage that |ed
t hr ough
two catwal ks, one on each side of the dome that topped the indoor garden
Reaching the main part of the mansion, The Shadow saw spreadi ng hal | ways,
dimy
i ghted.

He took the hall to the left, for the all-inportant reason that he heard
footsteps conming fromthe passage on the right.

Despite his gliding skill, The Shadow nmust have become nonentarily
visible
agai nst an end window, with its pale block of noonlight, for he heard the
footsteps stop. Then a | ow pitched, but gruff, voice inquired:

"Who' s there?"

Cl ose against the wall, The Shadow tried the first door that he found. It
was | ocked; rather than waste tinme with it, he eased to the next, to find it
al so | ocked. He was noving to a third door, when someone joined the man who
had
chal | enged him

From hi s voice, the newcomer was Pelton, and he seened to have authority
over the first servant.

Fl ashlights blinked; the pair were com ng along the hall. Rather than
risk
a scuffle that would make his visit known, The Shadow tried the third door. It
opened at touch, with a noisel ess sweep that The Shadow appreci ated. |nside



t he
room which was lighted vaguely by a small lanp in a far corner, he closed the
door and turned the key that he found in the |ock

From beyond a partly cl osed door at the far side of the room The Shadow
heard the splash of water. Then, as he was choosing a darkened space al ong the
opposite wall, there was a pounding at the door fromthe hall. The Shadow
heard
Pelton's voice, calling:

"M ss Selwod! M ss Selwood!"

Chance had brought The Shadow into Irene's bedroom Wth the darkness
t hat
the wall afforded, his only policy was to remain where he was. Further events,
as they devel oped, woul d shape The Shadow s pl ans.

Irene was stepping into the bathtub, when she heard the pounding fromthe
hal | way door. One foot dipped into the bath, she paused, caught the anxious
tone of Pelton's voice as the servant called her nane.

Stepping to a corner, lrene picked up a bathrobe and hurriedly slipped
her
right arminto its sleeve. The other sleeve was inside out, so she drew the
r obe
across beneath her right armand clanped it there with her el bow

Pelton's knocks were | ouder, and would soon arouse the entire househol d.
Wthout waiting to hunt for slippers, Irene opened the bathroom door and
tri pped out through the bedroom She saw her reflection as she passed the
mrror on the inside of the bathroomdoor and gave a |ight |augh

Her bat hrobe was anpl e coverage, as she wore it, but it rem nded her of a
Roman toga - the way she had it tightened on the right, with her left shoul der
and arm bare. Using her right hand to keep the robe about her, Irene found
difficulty in turning the door key |eft-handed. Finally, she nanaged it and
opened the door hal fway, to neet Pelton and the other servant.

"I"'msorry, Mss Selwod," apologized Pelton. "I did not wish to disturb
your bath, but may | ask, did you have this door |ocked?"

The question rather surprised Irene. Ofhand, she wasn't sure that she

had
| ocked the door; but since the key was turned when she reached it, she
natural ly
deci ded that she had been responsible.

"Wy, yes," declared Irene. Then, laughing: "I usually |ock the door of
ny
bedroom Is anything the matter?"

"Nothing at all," replied Pelton. He had been | ooking about the bedroom

during those few nonments. "W just weren't sure - that is, we thought someone
was about. Good night, Mss Selwod."

| RENE cl osed the door and |l ocked it. Turning toward the bathroom she was
just beginning to relax her hold on the cunbersone and no-| onger-needed robe,
when she stopped stock-still, facing the oblong light that came fromthe
connecti ng door.

A bl ack-cl oaked figure had stepped in front of that |ighted background.
I rene recogni zed the eyes that glittered from beneath the slouch hat. Her
t houghts flashed back to that night at Philip's; but this tinme, Irene did not
scream WAiting, she heard a | ow, whispered voice cautioning her to silence.
The tone gave her confidence that all was well

Approachi ng, The Shadow notioned toward a chair near the wi ndow. I|rene
nodded, went to the chair and sat down. The spectral shape of The Shadow
remai ned cl ose beside a table; his voice, strangely sibilant, was too subdued
to be heard outside the bedroom yet entirely clear to Irene.

"Describe the nmessage," spoke The Shadow, "that caused you to come here."

Hal f to her own surprise, Irene did not protest the summary comrand.



There
was sonething in the voice that called for trust, as well as obedience.

"It was a telegram" the girl whispered, "fromny father. He told ne to
take the next train for Pennbury; that M. Caxter, Howard Caxter, would expect
ne."

"And you still have that message?"

"Yes." Irene arose, reached for her handbag on the table. "Here it is."

Finding the tel egramwasn't easy, with one hand. Irene tried to bring her
right hand into use, but the bathrobe began to slip from beneath her el bow and
she had to pause, to readjust it.

ol igingly, The Shadow found the yell ow envel ope for her; he spread the
crunpled telegramand read it by the doorway I|ight.

"You have written your father?"

"Yes, and dad has replied. H s letters, though, are very brief. They
haven't told ne about... about -"

" About Philip?"

I rene cane straight up as she heard The Shadow s quiet statement. She had
begun to regard this cl oaked personage as an incredible being; now, she was
convinced of it. Sonmehow, he had | earned that she [oved Philip, a fact which
she had related only to her father, although she had hinted it to Howard.

It struck her suddenly that The Shadow mi ght have come from her father
and therewith, her trust became absolute. Thinking swiftly, Irene tried to
connect The Shadow with soneone whom she had net. The first person she
renenbered was Lanont Cranston; nonmentarily, Irene smled.

She pictured herself as she had been only a few hours ago, gowned in
silver, meeting the imuacul ately attired M. Cranston. Here she was cl ad
sinply
in a bathrobe, donned hurriedly, at that, talking with another visitor, The
Shadow. A stranger quite different from Cranston; for The Shadow, garbed in
cl oak and hat, seened a being of darkness come to life.

Keenly, though, Irene conpared the two, wondering if Cranston could be
The
Shadow. Then she deci ded ot herwi se. The Shadow was taller, definitely, than
Lamont Cranston. It didn't occur to Irene that the difference was due to her
own | essening in height.

VWen she had net Cranston she had worn hi gh-heeled silver slippers; at
this nmoment, she was standi ng baref oot ed.

Then Irene found hersel f tal king, breathlessly pouring words that she
could not restrain. She was releasing the worry that she had hi dden ever since
she had arrived here, to a person who, she felt sure, could provide al
answers.

"WHY did father wire me?" she asked. "He hasn't come here, as he said he
woul d; his letters haven't explained. Wat does he know that... that may be
dangerous? Wiy has he feared for me so nuch that he has sent ne here, so that
I
can be safe from whon?

"What terrible thing involves the Caxter famly? | |ike Howard; he
admires
my father and is so ready to help ne. | despise Gregg, though I have never net
him but | have heard so nmuch about his nean ways. |... love Philip!" Irene's
voi ce had a sob. "I really love him.. but -"

Irene couldn't finish the sentence. New doubts had seized her, with the
fear that the climax to all this nystery would bring sweepi ng di sappoi nt ment.
She felt the touch of The Shadow s hand upon her shoulder; its pressure was
soot hing. Then he was guiding her toward the broad w ndow t hat overl ooked the
shrub-filled lawn, with the woods beyond.

"Those trees" - The Shadow poi nted, as he whispered - "are where you are
to watch for certain signals. Wth a light like this" - he blinked a tiny



flashlight that gli mered green, then red, finally white - "according to the

code that you will find inside the case. You can signal, also, toward the
trees, should you find reason

"Do not worry for the present. You are safe here and will be, unti
certai n persons make dangerous noves. | have but one question: | must know the

address to which you sent the letters that you have witten to your father."

Irene gave the address; it was in New York. Her tone was brave again, her
hand firm as she received the tiny flashlight that The Shadow pressed into
her

pal m

Then The Shadow took a step toward the corner, extinguished the rooms
lone light. Wth a sweep, he was back at the wi ndow and across the sill, to
t he

out si de wal I'!

Gaspi ng astoni shment, Irene reached the wi ndow. Both hands on the sill,
she stared downward through the darkness. She thought she could see The
Shadow,
working his way to the ground by gripping the stony surface of the wall.

M nut es passed; a sudden trenor seized Irene. A flashlight - a watchman's
torch - was sweeping fromthe corner of the house. The brilliant gl ow was
pl ayi ng al ong t he ground.

Irene wasn't conscious of herself as she crouched to the |evel of the
wi ndow sill, her knees against the folds of the robe, which had slipped to the
fl oor ahead of her. She was thinking of The Shadow, fearing that he woul d be
di scover ed.

The watchman's |ight sprayed the wall, swept along the shrubbery, cutting
a wide path that faded into the dull moonlight near the hazy trees. That beam
showed total blankness. The watchnman continued on his way.

There was amazenent in Irene's happy sob. It cane with the realization
that The Shadow, swi fter than Irene could have imagi ned, had vani shed nonents
ago into the confines of the night!

CHAPTER XI I |
THE CHANGED SCENE

IT was | ate when The Shadow arrived back in New York, in Crofton's car
Too late to begin a search for Norman Selwood; for the address that Irene had
given was an office, where her father either called for his mail or had it
forwarded. Therefore, The Shadow postponed that hunt until the next day, for
two very good reasons.

First, The Shadow was convinced, as he had told Irene, that everything
woul d be safe so long as the present status continued. Again, The Shadow,
renmenbering his own encounter with Norman Sel wood, knew that the m ssing man,
when | ocated, woul d have to be approached with utnost care.

Per haps, like his daughter, Selwood had nerely becone overexcited when
first accosted by The Shadow, and woul d be | ess zeal ous when approached agai n.
But that, in a sense, night make hi mnore dangerous. If he still had his gun

at
hand, he might use it deliberately.

There were certainly reasons why Selwood did not want to talk with
anyone.
They mi ght be | earned from Sel wod hinmself, or fromthe tel egramthat the nman
had received at Philip's. But Selwood, |ike his daughter, had probably
retai ned
the nessage that came to him The only answer was to find Sel wood, surprise
hi m
and urge himto talk - under pressure, if necessary.

On the surface, Selwood might fit anywhere into the curious and sinister



schene of things that involved the Caxter brothers. Irene, of course, was
i gnorant of how her father stood.

Had The Shadow told her of Selwood's actions the other night, Irene m ght
have lost faith in her father. Therefore, The Shadow had di screetly avoi ded
mention of the startling episodes and had let the girl formthe conclusion
t hat
he had al ready conferred with Sel wood.

That was particularly appropriate, because The Shadow had del ved deep
beneath the surface. He had the real answer to the riddle, and felt sure that
when ot her facts were | earned, they would piece into the picture exactly as he
vi sual i zed them For The Shadow had tested out his theories and had proved
t hem
to his satisfaction

One thing that pleased hi mwas the dead guinea pig. It was delivered in a
cardboard box punched with holes, and it canme fromone of his agents. To just
what tests the guinea pig had been subnitted, The Shadow al one knew.

Hi therto, the dead ani mal had not been brought to light; but it had
becorme, particularly when dead, a nost inportant actor in a strange, hidden
dr ama.

BY m d-afternoon of the next day, The Shadow, aided by Me Shrevnitz, in
the latter's reconditioned cab, had successfully traced Norman Sel wood. The
of fice where Sel wood's nmail was delivered was occupi ed by a real -estate agent.

A special nmessenger had left that office carrying a letter, which he took
to the New Tower Apartnents, several blocks away. Wen the nmessenger had
entered the el evator, The Shadow heard himtell the operator to take himto
t he
twenty-sixth floor.

That happened to be the top floor of the New Tower, and it had only four
apartments. Fromthe renote location, it was |ogical that Selwod was
occupyi ng
one of them that the letter had been delivered to him Further evidence cane,
when The Shadow noticed tough-looking characters loitering in the vicinity of
the New Tower.

Mobbi es |ike those had figured in many epi sodes. There had been a
t huggi sh
crew around the chemi cal works, that first evening; another, when Irene called
on Philip; a third, when the girl had left New York. They had, at tines, been
ready to answer the beck of someone higher up; their work, too, had been to
cover up certain matters.

Just why they were around the New Tower, the thugs al one knew, but The
Shadow, in a guise different fromCranston's, didn't stop to ask them He had
his own answer; and, noreover, when the right tine cane - soon after dusk -
those lurkers wouldn't be able even to glinpse him

VWil e that afternoon was wani ng, another man was keeping tabs on G egg
Caxter. The man intrusted to that duty was Cyde Burke, a reporter with the
New
York Classic. Actually, Oyde was an agent of The Shadow, and ever since the
story had broken, regarding tragedy in the Caxter plant, Cyde had done his
best for Gregg Caxter.

In fact, Cyde was the only reporter allowed on the prem ses, and one
reason was because he never tried to hurry Gegg into an interview. This
afternoon, Cyde was | ounging in the vacant office where the directors usually
assenbl ed.

Gregg was very busy; he was having dinner in his private office and m ght
not be able to talk to dyde until eight o' clock. That didn't discourage the
reporter; on the contrary, it pleased him Cyde's real purpose here was to
make sure that Gregg did not go el sewhere, for any sudden nove by G egg m ght
ruin The Shadow s pl ans.



Just what those plans were, Cyde hinself did not know. He understood

t hat
Harry Vincent had gone to Pennbury, to be on watch until The Shadow arrived
there. Whatever Harry's vigil, there was some reason why it could not begin

until dusk; hence The Shadow was anxious to keep matters exactly as they were
for a while |onger.

It was close to six o' clock; with gray gl oom streaking the neadows, C yde
felt quite satisfied. Unfortunately, he could not hear what was being said in
Gregg's private office, where the dark-haired chemical king was talking to his
dull-witted secretary.

"No word from Cranston yet?" G egg' s eyes were narrowed shrewdly. "Don't
you think that is odd, Brooks?"

"No, sir," replied the secretary, after sone consideration. "I believe
you
said that you intended to give hima week for negotiations."

"I did. But his plane has not returned to Newark Airport."

"He m ght have flown el sewhere, sir."

Gregg smled, his Iips formng one of its contenptuous expressions. He
sai d, sarcastically:

"Someti nes, Brooks, you becone quite as profound as ny | anmented secretary
Walters. | am anxious to know two things." Again his gaze was shrewd. "First,
if Cranston called on nmy brother Howard; second, dependent on the first, if he
visited Philip afterward.”

That was all too deep for Brooks. G egg suddenly changed the subject:

"I's that reporter, Burke, still out there?"

Br ooks nodded. Gregg opened a door that reveal ed a spiral stairway.

"Keep himthere," sneered Gregg, "as long as he is fool enough to stay.
I'"mgoing out to settle a few things for nyself."

THE nonent that the door closed behind Gegg Caxter, a serious factor had
entered into The Shadow s well-laid plans. Two hours were due to pass before
Cyde would |l earn that Gregg had gone, and that period m ght spell tragedy.

Yet, at that very nmonent, another devel opnent was under way, to threaten
further, and perhaps nore serious, disaster. The nman who figured chiefly in
t he
ot her occurrence was, ironically, Inspector Joe Cardona.

In his office, Cardona was grunbling as he nulled over a batch of report
sheets. Here he was, working |late at headquarters, going around in circles.
Joe
was still thinking in terms of the frustrated robbery at the Hotel Beaunont.
There was sonething he hadn't been able to learn about it.

Why, on the night after the shooting, with Denbry, the crooked house
di ck,
al ready dead, had soneone barged out of the side door of the Beaunont and
started shooting froma taxicab?

Wtnesses declared that the fleeing gunner had dropped soneone who tried
to junmp into his cab. The victimhad been hurled in front of other cars, and a
second cab had taken himto a hospital. Suspecting homnicide, Cardona had taken
the easier way; he had tried to find out what had actually happened to the
victim

That trail had been an utter blank. Joe had squared it with the
conmi ssi oner, who was vastly interested in the case, by claimng that maybe
there hadn't been a victim Perhaps, said Joe, the man who dived fromthe cab
step had not been hurt at all. But there was no doubt that someone had fired a
shot fromthe taxi, and it was Cardona's job to find out who the sharpshooter
was.

Joe was ready to give the job up for the night, when a heavy knock
sounded
at the door. A brawny detective sergeant entered, dragging a scrawny,



bl eary-eyed taxi driver. The fellow, it seenmed, had been hauled fromhis cab
hal f drunk; about to be slated at a local precinct, he had pl eaded to see
| nspect or Car dona.

"I gotta get out of this,

the fellow pleaded to Joe, "or I'Il | ose ny

j ob

an' the mssus will nurder ne! Honest, it's the first tine | ever boozed while
I

was drivin' - an' the cops grabbed ne before | done any harm on account of
it."

"A serious offense," began Cardona, gruffly. "I can't help you -

"Maybe you'll square ne" - the taxi man seemed quite sober in his
eagerness - "if | tell you what gave ne the jitters an' started nme on the
booze
route to forget it."

Sagel y, Cardona showed an expression of interest that made the cabby
t hi nk
his plea was granted.

"It happened outside the Hotel Beaunont," began the cabby, "when a guy
junped into nmy cab. W're wheelin' across the avenue, when this binbo outs
with
a roscoe and tries to plug some gazebo that was on the steps -

Cardona was on his feet. Hi s eagerness to hear nore made the infornant
conti nue:

"An' then the guy sticks the rod to the back of my neck an' tells ne to
drive like blazes! So | go off, hell bent, an' finally we wind up near a big
apartment house, where the guy slips nme a double sawbuck to keep ny trap
shut . "

In proof, the cabby produced a twenty-dollar bill and unfolded it, as if
t hat anount of money, in the hands of a taxi driver, would support any story.

"Why didn't you report this before?" demanded Cardona.

"Nobody was bunped, was they?" queried the cabby. "I didn't see nothin'
in
t he papers about it. | wouldn't want the guy with the roscoe hoppin' in ny
hack
again, would | - this time for real? He | ooked |ike a smart gazebo, the kind

that wouldn't forget to lanmp my name an' ny nug fromthe license |'ve got
showin' in the cab."

Cardona nodded slowly, then made a provisional offer

“"I"1l get you off the slate,” he promised, "if you go on with the rest of
your story."

The cabby grinned. He did have nore to tell.

"I felt better," he said, "after the guy had clinbed out. |I sneaked
ar ound
the bl ock an' seen himgoin' into the big apartnment house. It's called the New
Tower, an' the next day, when | was up near there, | chinned with the doorman.
"Seens |ike a guy naned Norman Sel wood has took an apartment up on the
top
floor. The tin-button guy that handl es the door says Selwood is a doctor, or a
prof essor, or sonmethin' like that, an' he looked it, fromwhat | saw of him"

Cardona reached for his hat, told the detective sergeant that he woul d be
back in a few hours. The cabby began a protest.
"I started gettin' the jeebies |later, see? Seens |ike whenever | drive at

night, I"'mthinkin' a guy's goin" to pop up with a gat. If | get an edge on, |
forget it."

"You can forget the whole thing," Cardona inforned him "if | find out
that this yarn of yours is on the |level. Keep himhere, Markhant - this was to
t he detective sergeant - "until you hear fromne."

QUTSI DE headquarters, Joe Cardona studi ed the darkening sky, then decided



to have some di nner before enbarking on his inspection trip of the New Tower
Apartnents. An hour's del ay, Joe deci ded, was sonething that wouldn't natter
Besides, it would be darker then, and his arrival at the New Tower would be
| ess conspi cuous.

That hour's postponenent was a sort that could prove much nore inportant
t han Cardona supposed. It was the one possible factor that m ght prevent the
ace inspector fromblundering into a case that actually bel onged to The
Shadow.

Si nce darkness was the time when The Shadow s own nove woul d begin, there
was still a chance that the master sleuth m ght sal vage some results fromhis
own intended visit to Nornman Sel wood.

CHAPTER XI V
CROSSED PATHS

AT that sanme hour of six, lIrene Selwood was having an early dinner with
Howard Caxter. Meals were on no set schedule in the mansion; their tinme seened
governed by Howard's whims. He al ways asked Irene, however, if the chosen tine
suited her, and the girl invariably agreed.

Di nner, though, was always a fornmal matter with Howard; a fact that Irene
liked. It gave her a chance to wear the new and attractive gowns that her
father had sent here for her. Tonight, she was clad in a black dinner dress,
tastefully decorated with gold ornaments which glittered prettily in the
candl el i ght .

Howard Caxter, ever thoughtful, had sent her a corsage of tea roses, that
Pel ton had plucked fromthe garden. Dressed as usual in his tuxedo, Howard
seened very pleased to be dining with so delightful a comnpani on

Thi ck darkness had settled outside the dining-roomw ndow by the time the
meal was over. Irene had becone silent; she was thinking of the wooded patch
beyond the shrubs, where The Shadow had pronised to be on vigil

Deci ding that she did not want to stay in the library and read, Irene
| ooked for sone pretext whereby she could go to her bedroom and remain there
during the evening. She noticed that Howard was wonderi ng why she had | agged
in
conversation; so the girl nade the nost of it.

"I think I shall go upstairs and lie down awhile," remarked Irene. She
drew her hand across her forehead. "I've had a slight headache this
afternoon. "

"You're sure it is not severe?" asked Howard, anxiously. "Headaches can
beconme serious, you know "

"Not this one," smled Irene. She stroked back the hair from her
f or ehead,

as if to dispose of the imaginary ache. "It's sinply that | amtired. |I'mjust
a
bit" - she gave her shoulders a shivery shrug - "just a trifle out of sorts."
The shrug was a mi staken gesture.
"My dear child!" exclained Howard. "You have a chill! You nust do nore

than nmerely rest; you nust go to bed, while | have Hilda prepare a hot
| eronade
and bring it up to you."

Hi | da happened to be the housekeeper, who cane every day from Pennbury
and
did not |eave the mansion until after dinner. She was a fluttery old soul, but
exact when she followed orders. It would be as difficult to argue with Hilda
as
wi th Howard. There was nothing for Irene to do but smle gracefully and | eave
t he di ning room



BY the tinme she had reached her bedroom Irene was fum ng. She didn't
f eel
ill; she wasn't even tired, yet she was being sent to bed at seven o' clock
li ke
a "dear child," as Howard had described her

Moonl i ght from above the trees was fl ooding the bedroom and Irene hated
t he sight of the place.

She wanted to break up the furniture, but nanaged to resist that mad
desire. She snatched the tea roses angrily and pricked her fingers in the
attenpt. She was about to throw the corsage on the floor, when she realized
that the flowers, too, were actually Howard's.

Irene put the roses in a vase, still realizing that, unless she cared to
admt that she had lied, she would have to be undressed and in bed by the tine
Hilda arrived

Irene's clothes, at |east, were her own. Savagely, she kicked away her
shoes; tugging at her gown, she was glad that it tore when she pulled it
furiously from her arns.

Her temper conpletely lost, Irene flung remaining garnents right and
left,
until her supply was gone and she stood w th hands cl enched and trenbling.

M1 d noonlight seened | aughing at the girl, as its gl ow bathed her tense
body. Hurling herself upon the bed, Irene buried her face and pounded the
pillows with her fists, while her feet kicked the folded quilt. \Wen her
vi ol ence di m ni shed, she still fumed nentally, until a sound suddenly brought
back her senses.

It was a car, conming in by the driveway. Probably a car for Hilda, which
meant that the housekeeper would be hurrying up here. Irene didn't want to be
found in her present state, with the clothes-strewn fl oor as evidence of her
chi l di sh behavi or. Bounding to the bureau, she found a pair of silk pajamas
and
wiggled into them

I rene thanked the noonlight this tine, as she rapidly gathered her
scattered clothes, finding all but one | ost stocking. Arranging the garnents
on
a chair, she scranbled into bed just as Hilda knocked at the door. Entering,

t he
housekeeper turned on a | anp.

"My, my!" clucked Hilda, as she brought the hot |enobnade. "Your face is
flushed; you have a fever!"

“I"'mall right," assured Irene, drawing up the covers tight and propping
hersel f against the pillows that Hlda raised. "Don't wait here, Hilda. Your
car just drove in."

The woman shook her head. Looking about, as if fearing hidden ears, she
whi spered to Irene in an awed tone:

"Do you know whose car that was? It belongs to a man that none of us
t hought woul d ever cone here again. A spiteful man, who hates good M. Howard
yes, hates him because M. Howard is kind and treats poor people well. It's
M.

Gregg who just drove in here, that's who!"

H LDA went out, leaving Irene bolt-upright, staring toward the w ndow.
Though her fingers gripped the warmplate that held the hot | enonade gl ass,
Irene was swept with a chill - this tine, a real one - that seemed to freeze
her from head to foot.

She wi shed again that she hadn't stupidly tal ked herself into being sent
to bed at this early hour. But she didn't dare get dressed, for fear that
Howard had told Hilda to remain. Should the housekeeper return and find Irene



dressed, the wonman mi ght be foolish enough to make a worried report to Howard.

Then Gregg would learn that Irene was in the mansion; something that
Howard, ordinarily, would not reveal. That secret nust be kept at any cost,
for
if Gegg was her father's archenemy, he would al so be Irene's worst foe.

Irene had come to regard Gegg as the presiding satan of a particular
i nferno known as the Caxter Chemical Wrks; not a bad anal ogy, considering
Gregg's slave-driving tactics and the sul phurous fumes that issued fromhis
plant, to wither what scant foliage the Jersey meadows boast ed.

Deci ding that she would have to stay in bed, or close to it, Irene
wondered if she could risk a reading |lanp. That turned her thoughts to the
little flashlight that The Shadow had gi ven her.

Layi ng the | enbnade gl ass on a chair, Irene hopped from bed and took the
tiny torch fromthe bottom of her purse. Approaching the w ndow, she blinked a
cautious signal, a conbination of red and green glimers, which nmeant to stand
by.

Instantly, the flash was answered froma spot somewhere in the trees.
Irene's relief was i medi ate. Taking a chair near the wi ndow, she waited,
listening for sounds of Hilda but otherw se peaceful in nmind. The Shadow had
made good his promise to have aid ready at imredi ate notice.

Meanwhi | e, the meeting between Howard and Gregg was proving nmuch | ess
heat ed than Irene woul d have supposed. The two Caxters were on their way to
Howard's study; Gegg' s contenpt was directed only at the tropical garden,
whi ch he considered as a usel ess adornnent to the house.

The study pl eased himbetter. Except for the big chairs and | aden
bookshel ves, it | ooked sonething like an office. Gregg approved the chairs,
after he had settled into the one where Howard placed him because finding
fault with confort was sonething that Gegg never did. As for the books, they
related to technical subjects, nostly chemistry, and were therefore useful.

Howard's cigars were nore expensive than those that G egg handed around
at
directors' neetings. Puffing one of the cigars, G egg remarked casual ly:

"A friend of mne dropped out to see you last night. Did he neet you,
Howar d?"

"I'f you mean M. Cranston," returned Howard,
pl easant eveni ng together."

"Did you conme to any solution to our difficulties?"

"Certainly! Cranston showed ne the exhibits, and they were satisfactory.

yes. He and | spent a very

I
specified ternms which I considered reasonable. | supposed that you woul d have
heard from Cranston, by this tine."

G egg shook his head.

"OfF course," added Howard, "Cranston intended to see Philip. He stayed
here rather late" - Howard was smiling - "at least, late as we consider it in
Pennbury. He m ght have postponed visiting Philip until tonight."

"Cranston didn't come back to Newark Airport," declared G egg. "Perhaps
he
| anded sonewhere el se.”

Howard's eyes w dened into an al arned | ook. Suddenly, his voice becane
stern, as he remninded:

"Some of those materials he brought here were inflammable, Gegg. You
shoul d have warned Cranston not to carry them by plane."

"Why didn't you warn hinP" jabbed Gegg. "You saw the stuff, didn't you?"

"OfF course!" Howard's tone was rueful. "I should have thought of it. But
he mentioned the matter of the plane trip before he produced the exhibits. |
didn't actually connect the two. You had better call up Cranston's hone. At
once, Gegg!"

OBLI A NAY, G egg took the tel ephone that Howard handed him Connected



with Cranston's New Jersey home, G egg heard a servant state that the m ssing
mllionaire had not returned there. Nor had Cranston been heard fromat the
Cobal t C ub.

"At the Cobalt Cd ub?" Gregg faked his query. "Thank you." Replacing the
tel ephone on its stand, he coolly lied to Howard: "They have heard from
Cranston at the Cobalt Cub. Once in the air, | suppose he found the return
flight to Newark too short and trivial."

Howard nodded at the |ogical remark. He gave a relieved sigh, then said
to
G egq:

"Since Cranston will probably see Philip tonight you can depend upon
hearing fromhimtonmorrow. If Philip's terns concur with mne, you can draw up
the final agreenents for our signatures."

Gregg repressed a shrewd gl ance of triunph. He had handl ed the Cranston
matter smoothly. This was the tine to follow up that neat bit of work.

"I have brought the agreenments," said Gegg, producing a bundle of
typewitten papers. "They allow for all that you have asked; possibly nore. |
understand"” - Gregg was cautious, for he was repeating snatches fromWdell's
notes and did not want the conversation to revert to the chemst's death -
"that you expect us to manufacture humane conpounds, along with the harnful
gases that our present contracts call for.

"Very well, Howard" - Gregg passed the papers to his brother - "we shall
do so. You've given ne a grand idea! Wiy shouldn't chemi cals for gas nasks,
conpounds to neutralize poisons, be in great denand? There will be another war
scare eventually, like the last one. That will be when | shall unload all

t hese

new products at a profit."
Looking up fromthe papers, Howard nade severe response:
"Not at a profit, Gegg!'"
"I don't mean an exorbitant profit,’

hastened Gregg. "Merely a nornal

one,

Howard. Sinply to defray costs and storage and bring in the usual interest, in
return for principal invested. After all" - Gregg was up fromhis chair,
spreading his arms - "you have never tried to interfere in ny managenent of

financial affairs, Howard."

Chin in hand, Howard seemed to be contenplating the future of Gregg's new
policy, foreseeing that manufacture of the beneficial products would be the
first inmportant step, regardl ess of what mght follow

"Peopl e don't profiteer nowadays," insisted Gregg. "Qur government
contracts are down to the | owest possible margin. That's why we need to
expand.

W have to double the business to stay where we are.”

Howard read the agreenents, then summoned Pelton and anot her servant.
Taki ng a pen, the el dest Caxter solemmly signed, in triplicate, and handed the
pen to Gregg. Affixing his own signature to the three papers, G egg turned
t hem
over to the witnesses.

There was a bl ank space for Philip's signature; others for nore
Wi t nesses.

Ext endi ng his hand, Gregg received Howard's grip, and said:

"After Philip signs, I'll send your copy here. | thank you, Howard, and
with this understanding, | hope that we shall forget any past di sagreenents."
"W never disagreed,"” said Howard, in a reflective tone. "Qur tastes

nerely differed, Gegg."

"You're right, Howard. By the way" - Gegg licked his dry lips - "you
haven't anything in the way of a drink, have you?"

"Some Madeira," replied Howard. "Pelton can bring it."

Gregg's face went wy. He never had cared for wine, |least of all Madeira.
It was anot her denonstration of how Gregg's tastes and Howard's vari ed.

Gat hering together the w tnessed papers, Gegg said good night, that he would



have to hurry into New York. \Wether he was nore anxi ous to see Philip, or
find
a drink, he didn't state.

From her wi ndow, Irene saw Gregg's |inousine swing out through the
driveway. Irene had donned slippers and a satin | ounging gown. Hilda would
certainly rap after a while, to find out whether or not Irene had gone to
sl eep. That would give the girl time to be in bed, attired only in paj anas,
shoul d the housekeeper finally decide to enter

Blinking the flashlight, Irene sent a colored signal telling that al
danger, if any, was past. Wth Gegg' s departure, she was sure that nothing
serious could happen here tonight. Unfortunately, lIrene did not realize
certain
consequences of Gregg's visit, that The Shadow woul d have foreseen

Gregg's move, plus factors that The Shadow was al ready encountering in
Manhattan, were capable of carrying crime's strife to any quarter; even to
this
i sol ated mansion, where all, at |ast, seened serene.

CHAPTER XV
CRI SSCROSSED CRI ME

WATCHERS about the New Tower Apartments were not particularly conspi cuous
when The Shadow arrived there early in the evening, but they were shifting
posts when he saw them From all appearances, fresh nmenbers of sonme nob were
relieving others of the crew

One man, The Shadow noticed, had come from a drugstore, where he had
probably rmade a tel ephone call. He buzzed sonmething to another, then the two
parted. After that, the watchers lurked very nuch in the background.

They had not identified The Shadow. That was certain, for two reasons.
First, they had been on the nmove when he approached; second, they could not
possi bly have recogni zed him He was wearing the bul ky bl ue-gray uniform of
t he
apart ment - house doornman, with the large visor of a fancy cap pulled well down
over his eyes.

Li ke the thugs who watched the place, the doornmen worked in shifts, and
their uniforns consisted only of the big coats, which they wore over ordinary
bl ue serge suits. If one didn't show up at the right tinme - which wasn't
unusual , as they worked on a tip basis only - the nan on duty usually went to
eat without waiting; then cane back |later and stayed around awhile.

Toni ght, one doornman had gone to his favorite eating place, a conbination
l unch and bar. While there, he had received a note fromhis relief, a nmessage
sent by a taxi driver. It said that the other man was on the job, and that his
friend, the cabby, would be glad to bring back the first doorman's so-called
uni f orm

The taxi driver was Moe. Receiving the coat and hat, he had net The
Shadow
around the corner and had given themto him Patrolling thugs, used to the
ways
of the New Tower, had not been surprised when they saw a supposed door man
conmi ng back from supper

After a very few nminutes on his tenporary job, The Shadow saw t he
relieving doorman coming fromthe corner. The fell ow had stayed too long in a
pool room where the clock had stopped. One of The Shadow s agents had i nduced
himto stay there, while The Shadow had been naking the fake call to the
[ unchroom

From t he doorway, The Shadow gave an inpatient gesture, signifying that
the other man had better hurry and take over. Headi ng inside, he wal ked past a
| obby clerk, through to a little storeroomnear an inside stairway.



As he renoved the doorman's coat, the folds of The Shadow s cloak slid
downward. Pulling his slouch hat from beneath his cl oak, The Shadow cl anped it
on his head with one hand, while he hung up the coat and cap with the other

He was halfway up the stairs, lost in their gloom when the relief
door man
arrived and opened a second | ocker, to take out his own uniform

On the fourth floor, where a large party was in progress, The Shadow
bundl ed his cloak and hat over his arm In tuxedo attire, wearing the visage
of
Cranston, The Shadow pressed the "up" button of an elevator and rode to the
twenty-second floor. Many of the guests were fromthis apartnent house; the
el evator man didn't bother about any who were taking inside rides.

On the twenty-second floor, The Shadow again noticed sonething that he
had
particularly intended to observe, having earlier in the afternoon studied the
floor plans of the New Tower.

Al t hough there had been only four elevator doors in the | obby, there were
five up here. The reason was that one of the cars was a service el evator and
had its ground-floor entrance away fromthe | obby.

Opening to the side alley, that elevator offered a private route to any
fl oor above; but The Shadow had avoided it for the very good reason that
strolling thugs were keeping special watch on that side entrance

THE four top floors of the apartment building were cut off by a heavy
steel door and el evators never went up to them except by special order, which
had apparently applied in the case of the nessenger who had brought the letter
fromthe real -estate office. Those floors, a small tower in thenselves, were
not officially open for occupancy.

To reach the twenty-sixth floor, The Shadow had to take a dizzy outside
route, up the wall itself; but except for the nmental hazard of being high
above
the street, which did not bother The Shadow any nore than it woul d have
worri ed
a steepl ejack, the task was ot herw se easy.

The twenty-second had a | edge wi de enough to be a promenade, and each
floor above was set a trifle in, giving a nodified pyranmid effect. Thus the
climb was actually a series of four ten-foot stages, rendered all the easier
because sone architect - for reasons known only to architects - had added
st one
decorations to walls that could be closely admred only with the aid of a
t el escope.

Flattened on the cornice that ran just bel ow the wi ndows of the
twenty-fourth fl oor, The Shadow began an inspection crawl that was actually
t he
nost precarious part of his trip. The | edge was narrower than the others; at
t he
corners, the wind swept by with the fury of a half-gale.

Besi des, there was the chance that he might be seen from sone ot her
bui | di ng, when he canme to spots that caught the reflection of Manhattan's
gl ow.

In New York, reports of anyone hovering voluntarily on such a high brink
could bring anything frompolice nets to baby blinmps, to say nothing of
towering fire | adders, all bent upon rescuing a life.

A wi ndow gl owed just past a corner. Peering in, The Shadow saw a bedroom
whi ch was enpty. The wi ndow, apparently, was all one piece; a certain dullness
of the pane indicated that it was of shatterproof glass. Wndows farther along
| ooked the sane; but between the |arge ones, The Shadow saw t he open w ndow of
a kitchenette.

It was high and very tiny; probably that was why it al one was ordinary.



The wi ndow coul d supply ventilation to the entire apartment, w thout affording
a route for the average human. \Woever had |l eft that w ndow unprotected had
probably decided that only a m dget would attenpt to negotiate it.

The Shadow happened to know how snmall a space a human body requires for
passage, provided a scientific procedure would be used. He needed to be above
t he wi ndow; and that was easily managed, thanks to a | edge that topped the
hi ghest fl oor.

Gai ning the | edge, The Shadow took a pendul um swi ng and shoved his feet
strai ght through the window. Turning as he slid, he took the space edgeways,
hi s push carrying himpast his hips.

Teetering there, half in, half out, The Shadow gradually added nore to
hi s
| ower weight, until gravity drew himfarther. H's arnms were extended, as his
head and shoul ders went through; with his hands, he caught the sides of the
wi ndow, to stay his speed

That enabl ed another side twi st, that |anded The Shadow lightly upon his
feet in the kitchenette, with the wi ndow about two feet above his head.

NOTHI NG nore than an al cove, that was dinmy lighted by a glow fromthe
apartment living room the kitchenette served The Shadow as a suitable nook
fromwhich to nake further observation

@iding forward, he saw a portion of the living room noted a cl ock upon
a
mant el above a fireplace that contained an electric heater canoufl aged as a
| og
fire. The cl ock showed the hour of eight.

Bef ore The Shadow had advanced nore than a few feet, his keen ears caught
a distant clang, that sounded like the closing of an elevator door. There was
a
sudden stir in the living room

Reachi ng the archway that opened fromthe kitchenette, The Shadow saw
Nor man Sel wood, risen froma chair, tensely facing a far door

A key grated in the |lock, turning fromthe other side. Selwood' s hands
went deep into his coat pockets. His back toward The Shadow, the
grizzle-haired
prof essor was watching the apartment door

Shifting slightly to get an angl e away from Sel wod, The Shadow al so
wat ched. Hi s thin-gloved hand was drawi ng an automatic from beneath his cloak

The door swung inward. In froma dimhallway stepped a man with a drawn
revolver in his fist. Though his face was distorted with fury, his dapper
features were instantly recogni zabl e. The intruder was Louis Enmro, the smug
secretary enpl oyed by Philip Caxter.

Hi s snakish eyes fixed upon Sel wood, Enro hissed accusi ng words. Selwood
recei ved them coolly, remaining absolutely notionless, though his figure
seened
unusual Iy rigid.

"So you tried a double cross," snarled Enro. "You sneaked the word out,
didn't you, to bring Cardona here? You didn't tell himenough, though, to get
hi m past the crew outside."

Li nki ng past events, The Shadow suddenly understood the reason for the
shift of the thuggi sh watchers outside the apartment house. Sone nenber of the
outfit nust have spotted Joe Cardona near the place. Unfortunately, the police
i nspector had stayed away fromthe front door; otherw se The Shadow woul d have
spi ed him

Cardona, evidently, nust have been around before The Shadow arrived in
doorman' s di sqgui se. The crook who had tel ephoned had passed the word that
brought Enro here, to handle matters. Philip's secretary had nade a trip up to
Selwood' s lofty hide-away by the service el evator.

"Cardona is in the | obby," sneered Enro, "but that isn't going to nean



that you will see him Selwood. He'll see you, right enough, but you won't be
in shape to talk! Not after | -"

A stir fromthe kitchenette had caught Emo's eyes. Hi s gaze shifting,
t he
snaky man saw sonet hi ng that Sel wood could not view - a black shape that edged
forward, shoving a huge automatic ahead of it. The burn of The Shadow s eyes
told Entro the rest. A crook of the first water, the fell ow was confronted by
t he archavenger that all crimnals feared

WTH a wide lunge, Enro made for the hall. He was swift enough to el ude
The Shadow, but not through any laxity on the cl oaked invader's part. It was
Sel wood who saved Enro

VWi ppi ng his hand from his pocket, Selwood canme out with his
ol d- f ashi oned
revol ver and took a forward bounce that carried himdirectly in The Shadow s
path of aim

Fi nger pausing on the trigger, The Shadow foll owed Sel wood to the hall
t hrough the door that Enro hadn't found time to close. GQuns were thundering
when The Shadow reached there. He saw Enro dart away fromthe el evator
bl azi ng
anot her shot as he went.

Sel wood answered it. His bullet nicked Entro as the crook wheeled at the
end of the hallway, against the background of a darkened wi ndow. A w ndow t hat
was quite unlike the solid ones in Selwod' s apartment, as Enro i nmedi ately

proved.
Firing a wild shot, Enro again flung hinsel f backward, expecting to
rebound froma solid wall. Selwood clipped himwi th another bullet; jolting,

Enro's fling became a hurtle. As he hit the wi ndowpane, it crackl ed. The shot
t hat The Shadow added proved unnecessary. Wth the shattering of the w ndow
sash, Enro was gone.

Foiled in nurder, Enro was taking a long plunge to his own doom Reaching
t he wi ndow, Sel wood saw the man's flipping body take a | ong bound fromthe
| ast
of the steplike cornices. Clearing the wi de edge of the twenty-second fl oor
Enro was traveling a strai ghtaway course that was to |land him crushed and
shapel ess, in the avenue bel ow

Thrusting away his automatic, The Shadow cl anped one hand upon Sel wood' s
shoul der, spoke whi spered words that the nman shoul d have understood. |nstead,
Sel wood whi pped about in the sane alarmthat he had shown outside the
Beaunont .

Frantically, he jabbed his gun toward the bl ackness that | oomed upon him
but on this occasion Sel wod, though speedier than before, was quite unable to
pul I the trigger.

The missile that struck with tri phammer speed was The Shadow s gl oved
fist, its target Selwod's jaw. The revolver clattered to the fl oor as Sel wood
flattened. Scooping up the weapon, The Shadow hoi sted Sel wod and shoved him
into the open elevator, where the man settled groggily.

Anot her door sl ashed open as The Shadow was cl osing his. The Shadow
caught
a quick glinpse of Joe Cardona, heard the inspector's angry shout as the
el evator door went tight. The car was speedi ng downward; Cardona, back in his
own el evator, was beginning a simlar descent, not realizing that the outlets
woul d be different.

At the bottom floor, The Shadow haul ed Selwood to his feet, started him
out into the alley. Men sprang suddenly in sight; they were net by The
Shadow s
chal | engi ng | augh, the tonguing fire of the automatic that he again had drawn.

Crooks scattered. Other shots burst fromthe alley's end. Cardona had
sumoned a squad, and his nmen had heard the fire. Amid the sudden rout of the



surprised thugs, The Shadow dragged Sel wood to the side street and pushed him
into Mbe's waiting cab

As they rode away, |eaving the battle to the police, The Shadow got in
touch wi th Burbank, his contact man, by short-wave radi o. Over the air cane
two
recent reports: one fromdyde Burke, telling of Gregg Caxter's departure from
the plant; the other, fromHarry Vincent, mentioning the signals that Irene
Sel wood had fl ashed.

Ordering Mbe to drive to the Hotel Beaunont, The Shadow gri pped Sel wood's
shoul ders and shook them Fully aroused, Selwood nodded; he understood, at
| ast, that The Shadow was a friend. Then The Shadow s whi sper was telling
facts
whi ch amazed his lone listener; voicing details which Sel wod thought that he,
al one, had known.

Sel wood was tal king eagerly, soon afterward. This conference, hasty
t hough
it was, marked the begi nning of an alliance that The Shadow had | ong desired.

For The Shadow, in his efforts to offset the harm done to his plans, was
dependi ng upon Nornman Selwood as a vital factor in the rapid noves that |ay
ahead.

CHAPTER XVI
DEATH DI SCOVERED

GREGG CAXTER had come into New York nmuch nore rapidly than The Shadow
supposed. That was due to Gregg's capabl e chauffeur, who had whi sked the car
across a short cut to the George Washi ngton Bridge, averaging a mle a minute
over a distance of less than thirty mles.

Thanks to favorable traffic lights, the linpusine had maintained a swft
pace sout hward in Manhattan; and swi nging through Central Park, the chauffeur
had vi ol ated speed | aws, confident that Gegg's inportance would lead to no
nore than a rebuke fromany traffic cop who mght stop the car

No such incident had occurred, with the result that Gregg Caxter had
reached the Hotel Beaunont a few minutes after eight o'clock and was, at
present, seated with his brother Philip in the roomthat the |latter used as an
of fice.

Though surprised by Gregg's unexpected visit, Philip extended his brother
a cordial welcone. Apparently noticing Gegg's thirsty look, Philip pressed a
button and ordered a servant to bring whiskey and soda.

Gregg hel ped hinself to a |arge dose of the |liquor and pressed the siphon
of the soda bottle, to fill the remainder of the glass with charged water.

"I'"ve been out to see Howard," announced G egg, briskly, by way of
explaining his visit here. "Had a nice chat with him Sorry | hadn't sense
enough to drop in to see himbefore."

Philip snmled, while he watched Gregg gulp a long drink. He had al ways
been sonething of a neutral factor in the rivalry between his brothers.
Visibly, his sympathies had inclined toward Howard rather than G egg, but that
had been a matter of policy.

Actually, Philip had a few things in common wi th both; though not enough
to make himdesire the conradeship of either. Regarding themas extrene types,
he coul d understand why they had never gotten al ong together

"Have anot her drink," suggested Philip, as Gegg finished the first.
"Then
tell me how you nmade out."

Gregg nmeasured a drink, then cocked his head as he was pressing the soda
si phon. He had a chance to dart a quick look at Philip, while asking:

"You tell nme sonething first, Phil. Did a chap named Lanont Cranston try
to get in touch with you last night?"



“No. Why?"

"Well, he was supposed to see you, after talking to Howard. However,
don't think it's inportant any |onger."

Philip rang for the servant, while G egg, slouched deep in a chair, was
si ppi ng his second drink slowy, keeping the glass on a convenient level with
his 1ips.

The servant appeared. He was a husky fellow, who m ght have been one of
t he cowpunchers from Philip's ranch

"Hasn't Emro cone back yet?" denmanded Philip. "I told himnot to stay any
| onger than was necessary."

The servant replied that Enro had not returned. Shrugging, Philip
addressed the servant again:

"Maybe you woul d know somet hi ng about it, Kelman. Did Enro nmention a
tel ephone call froma man naned Cranston?"

"No, sir."

"Al'l right. You may go." Philip was m xing hinmself a drink, with very
little whiskey and a | arge amount of soda. "Wien Enro cones back, send himin
here right away."

BY the tinme Kel man had gone, G egg was |aying papers on Philip's desk.
Pointing triunphantly to the signatures, G egg eased back into his chair and
continued sipping his drink. He waited for Philip's comments. They cane.

"So Howard came through in great style,” declared Philip. "I'll bet that
surprised you, Gegg."
"Why should it?" returned Gregg. "I gave himeverything he wanted, and

put
a fence around it, too."
"Yes. Perhaps that is just the trouble. Maybe you gave himtoo much."
Gregg came angrily to his feet. Philip sat unperturbed; the snile that
showed on his handsone face was one of shrewdness. Mtched by his own tactics,
Gregg curbed his sudden tenper. Qul ping what was left in his glass, he began
to

fill it again, in order to get new sidelong glances at Philip.

"You will want ne to sign, too," stated Philip, "but | can't. | know that
| practically agreed to do whatever Howard did, but this thing has to be
ironclad. Your part of the contract is so heavy that you'll find a way to dunp
it overboard. By claining that you have gone through with it to the best of
your ability, you'll have us all wound up in legal technicalities, which wll
result in your getting everything. Howard and I will be out in the cold!"

Gregg shook his head over the top of his glass. "Howard didn't see it
t hat
way. "

"He wouldn't," returned Philip. "Howard has lost all contact with the
outside world. He lives alone, and never invites guests to his place."

"Don't be so sure of that," Gegg' s eyes gleaned shrewdly, as he saw a
chance to win a point. "Howard is nmuch nore sociable than you realize. He is
entertaining a house guest at present."

"Whon? Sorme old fossil who Iikes to play chess?"

"No." Gregg toyed with his drink; then: "I didn't neet the guest," he
admtted. "But | knew there was one, because Howard was all dressed up in a
tuxedo, with a flower in his lapel. A nman doesn't go to all that cerenony when
he dines al one. ™

"Howard mi ght."

"Not in this case, Phil. | probably would have net the guest, but she
happened to be a trifle ill."

" She?"

G egg nodded.

"My chauffeur was outside,"” he related, "and he chatted with sone fell ow
who arrived in a rattletrap car from Pennbury. The car had conme for a wonman



who
wor ks for Howard as a housekeeper. \Wen the housekeeper canme out, ny chauffeur
heard her say -"

Gregg paused, lifted his glass a few inches and took a | ong swall ow. He
had aroused Philip's interest and wanted to keep it at a high pitch. During
that interval, Philip was staring so intensely that he failed to notice a
slight change in the room

Streaky bl ackness was edging in along the floor. It came fromthe door to
t he connecting office, a door which had opened silently under the pressure of
a
skil I ful hand. The Shadow had arrived, alone, to | ook in upon inpending
events.

As yet, however, he did not suppose that G egg had arrived. Away from The
Shadow s range of vision, Gegg did not reveal his presence until he resuned
hi s statenent:

"The housekeeper said that she had to stay and see that the young | ady
was
confortably in bed, because the young lady had either a chill or a fever.
Wil e
we were coming into town, nmy chauffeur told me what he had heard. He | earned
the girl's name, too, because the fellow that drove the rattletrap nentioned
it. Her nane" - Gregg paused - "her name was... was Mss... Mss Sel -"

THE sentence was not conpl eted. Wavering dizzily, Gegg Caxter pitched
forward; his glass, half enptied, flipped fromhis hand, broke as it struck
Philip's desk and splashed its contents over the triplicate agreenents.

VWen Gegg hit the floor, he coiled there under the steady gaze of
Phi lip,
who was | eani ng across the desk. The Shadow had shifted closer in, beside the
filing cabinets, and would have been in plain view had Philip | ooked in his
direction.

I nstead, Philip swing out from behind the desk, stepped to the door that
led to the Iiving room opened it and shouted for Kel man.

Uterly notionless, Gregg's figure was absurdly twisted in position - a
fact which definitely proclaimed that The Shadow had arrived too |ate.

What ever

the cause of Gregg's fate, it had struck, and could not be remedi ed. But
Philip

seemed to take a nore casual view of the matter, when he returned with Kel man.

Drawn farther into cover, an automatic in his hand, The Shadow heard
Philip tell the servant:

"My brother took too many drinks. He's passed out. He needs air, so let's
get himto it."

The servant suggested opening the French wi ndows. Philip objected.

"We'd better get himdownstairs,"” he decided. "Hi s car is somewhere

about ,

and his chauffeur can take care of him M. Gegg hasn't eaten dinner, that's
why the drinks hit himso suddenly. |I'm going downstairs anyway, because

have

to start on a trip, right away. Cone! There's no tinme to waste."

Though Philip was raising heavily on his side, Kelman noted a deadness to
Gregg's weight as they tried to lift the body. Panting, the servant spoke in
awed tone:

"He's dead, M. Caxter! I'm.. I'msure of it!"

"Don't be squeami sh, Kel man!" snapped Philip. "Keep steady and curb your
i magi nation!"

"But if he is dead -"

"If he is dead, it's an accident. Al the nore reason to get himout of
here. | can send you along in the car with M. Gegg' s chauffeur. M. Gegg



ought to be taken to his own physician. Maybe he has had attacks like this
before. "

Kel man was bal king. Philip knifed the words: "You'll see me through wth
this, or -"

If the statement had started as a threat, Philip did not conplete it. The
sound of a rapid knock drifted through fromthe door to the living room
Letting Gegg's body thunp the floor, Philip shoved the servant toward the
door way.

"It's Enro," he told the shaky servant. "Go and let himin. He has nore
nerve than you have, Kel man. Maybe when you see how well he helps nme, you will
wake up to yoursel f."

Confident that his secretary had returned, Philip stepped behind the desk
and finished the contents of his own glass. Hi s hands were nervous, though
when he lighted a cigarette. Evidently, Philip was cal culating rapidly, making
qui ck plans to offset this unexpected episode.

Then, his cigarette lighter still flamng in his hand, Philip stiffened

at

t he sound of a sudden commotion. Men were coning through the living room
pushing Kel man fromtheir path. The first to enter Philip's office was a
swart hy man of stocky build, who gripped a stubnosed revolver in his fist.

Recogni zi ng | nspector Joe Cardona, Philip Caxter clutched the corners of
his desk. For a nonent, his eyes were frantic, seeking some node of escape. He
didn't note The Shadow during that wild glinpse about the room for two
nmenber s
of Cardona's squad poked into sight, grasping revolvers that fascinated
Philip's
gaze.

Lowering his own gun, Cardona stooped beside G egg' s body. In exactly
seven seconds he learned all he needed to know. Lifting his head, Cardona gave
a nod to his men, to signify that Gegg Caxter was dead. Then Joe's icy gaze
fastened upon Philip, whose own face went stony.

Death | ay discovered by the law. Philip Caxter, trapped on his own
prem ses, was about to be accused of a crine that, to Joe Cardona, had every
sign of murder!

CHAPTER XVI |
PH LIPS FLI GAT

WHATEVER hi s opi ni ons, Joe Cardona had a habit of keeping themto hinself
when occasi on so denanded. Not only was Joe poker-faced, but he liked to hold
his cards close to his chest. This was a tinme when Cardona felt that he held
many trunps, but he wasn't going to play themtoo fast.

The nore he could build against Philip, the stronger would be his
accusation. There were reasons, too, why it was not wise to junp matters.
Philip Caxter was wealthy and promni nent, not the type of nman who woul d
ordinarily go into crime. To assert that he had killed a man, particularly his
own brother, would produce nothing but contenptuous denials.

Mention of a few other details mght, however, weaken Philip's position.
To get to those prelimnaries, Cardona told his nmen to pocket their guns.
Then,
al nost affably, Joe remarked:

"Sorry about this, M. Caxter. It looks |like your brother has turned in
his checks. Wiile we're getting the doctor here, you mght as well tell ne
what
happened. "

Steadily, Philip gave the details and nmade themrenmarkably brief. G egg,
he said, had cone to call on him and had coll apsed during a nost friendly
chat, after a few drinks.



Cardona eyed the bottles on Philip's desk. Wth a depreciating shake of
his head, Philip declared:

"Not hi ng wong with those, inspector. In fact" - he rai sed one hand and
pointed - "that glass was mne. Probably Gregg wasn't in good physical shape;
but I didn't knowit."

"He | ooked healthy to me," commented Cardona, "when he was talking to the
pol i ce comm ssioner the other day. How many drinks did he have?"

"Three," replied Philip, "or rather, two and a half. | had one, but I
think" - his eyes met Cardona's steadily - "that | would |ike another. Do you
obj ect ?"

"No, no. Go right ahead."

Philip mxed hinmself a drink and began to swallowit. There was still
sone
whi skey in one bottle, soda in the other, so Cardona renoved themfromthe
desk,
to serve as exhibits later. Joe was sonewhat puzzled by Philip's
denonstrati on,
for it apparently ended the chance that Gregg had been poi soned.

Still, Cardona was thinking in terns that night include the seem ngly
i mpossible. He was right in the mddl e of a situation that Conmm ssioner \Wston
had once begun to broach, but had | ater desisted. The death of G egg Caxter
was
maki ng Cardona recall such cases as those of Tyburn and Wdell .

Not only they, but two before them had run into trouble after visiting
Philip Caxter. The other two - Payson and Lloyd - had di sappeared; but Tyburn
and Wdell had di ed. Maybe the sane had been intended for Gegg - death, after
| eaving here. But this time, the final event had occurred during the visit
itself.

CARDONA was wondering what woul d have happened if Gregg had taken only

two
drinks, instead of three. Perhaps that would have worked out better for
Phi lip,

as it mght have caused Gregg to succunb farther along the route.

Joe wondered, too, if Philip would ever have adnitted that his brother
Gregg had been here. He had not dodged the question with the others, because
it
had been known that they made hima visit.

Deciding to sound Philip out, Joe put the question: "Did a man namned
Cranston conme here | ast night? Lanont Cranston?”

"No," replied Philip. "An odd thing, inspector - Gregg asked ne that sane
guestion. "

Cardona was not surprised. Echoes of the directors' neeting at the Caxter
pl ant had reached Commi ssi oner Weston. He knew that Cranston had set out as
Gregg' s em ssary. Today, Weston had been annoyed because Cranston had not
called himat the Cobalt Cub regarding a di nner engagenent for the com ng
Sat ur day.

"I'f you are thinking," said Philip, suddenly, "that people have a way of

di sappearing, or dying, after they have called on ne, | agree that it is very
curious. There was one nan that | sonetines wanted to ask about that matter,
but, unfortunately, | never got around to it."

"One man?" queried Cardona. "Wo was he?"

"My brother Gegg," replied Philip, quietly. "Apparently, one of his
little schemes booneranged. Wth his death, it may be that the others wll
al ways remain a riddle."

Cardona had a coneback to that one: nanely, that Gregg would have had no
point in rmurdering hinself, whatever peculiar notive night have influenced him
with the others. But Cardona did not spring that argument. He had a better
i dea



in mnd. Looking about, Joe asked:

"Where's that secretary of yours - that chap Enro?"

"He went out a while ago," replied Philip, "to buy some mmgazi nes. He
shoul d have returned by this tine."

"Sure he didn't go to talk to sonebody?"

"He could have. In fact, Enro happens to be well acquainted with one of
the mani curists here in the hotel ."

"I don't nmean a dane. | mean, could he have gone to tal k business, on
your
account. He handles a lot of things like that for you, doesn't he?"

Philip began to nod a sl ow adm ssion, then steadied his gaze on Cardona.
The inspector guessed what had flashed to Philip's mnd. For the first tine,
Philip was begi nning to wonder how Cardona had arrived here at such an
unexpect ed nonent.

"Did you ever hear" - Cardona was enphasi zing every word - "of a man
named
Nor man Sel wood?"

Philip's lips cane open, but he managed to suppress the ejacul ation that
he was about to voice. Then, leaning forward with intent expression, he asked
qui ckl y:

"Where is Sel wod? What has happened to hinP"

"Don't worry," retorted Cardona. "Enro didn't get him It was Sel wod who
bagged Enro, then got away fromthat trick apartnent that could only be opened
fromthe outside. Sure, Enro's mob was around the place, but ny nmen were
t here,
too, and we cl eaned them up

"There wasn't rmuch left of Enro. He took a nose dive all the way to the
street. But we found stuff in his pockets that told us who he was. This tine,
t he nobbi es tal ked, because they couldn't get out of it. They'd been taking
orders straight fromhere, through Enro

"Just the way a lot of others did, | guess; l|like the house dick, Denbry.
So | cane right over here, to ask you all about it. What do I find" - Cardona
swept his hand toward Gregg's body - "but another souvenir! Two jobs tonight,
both at the same tinme - so you sent Enro on one, and handl ed the ot her
yoursel f1"

CARDONA" S hand was going to his pocket to bring out the gun, but Joe
didn't hurry the nove, because Philip had again becone rigid, his eyes staring
al nrost blankly. From Philip's |lips came a question, alnost mechanically:

"Where did Sel wood go?"

"You'll have to ask him" returned Cardona. "He made a nice getaway, nore
power to him Funny, how rmuch a nervy guy can do when he gets started. He mnust
have shook his gun right in the faces of those rats -"

Wthout realizing it, Cardona was giving Philip a sudden inspiration. As
Joe's voice broke off, there was a clatter fromthe desk drawer; Philip's
hand,
wi th a sudden di p, had yanked out a revol ver.

Spi nni ng out from behind the desk, Philip covered Joe and the two
detectives with a sweep of the gun nuzzle before any of them even Joe, could
conpl ete a draw

"Stay where you are! | warn you!"

Philip was wheeling toward the filing cabinets. Cardona nmade a side
shift;

a gun spoke, muffled, fromthe inspector's pocket. The shot was too hasty; it
nmerely burned a pathway through the cloth of Joe's best gray suit. But it
threatened to start real damage. Cardona hadn't heeded the warning that Philip
fully meant.

Just past the filing cabinet, Philip jabbed a return fire. Cardona was
ducki ng, so were the detectives, as they tried to bring their guns into play.



I ntent upon escape at any cost, Philip's next shots woul d have been delivered
with better aim except for a startling intervention.

The bl ackness of the doorway came to life, wapped Philip in its folds.
Cardona, seeing the form of The Shadow materialize, not only dropped his own
gun but grabbed the aimng hand of a detective and hurled the fell ow agai nst
t he ot her headquarters man, to end all chance that either would fire.

Back into the office reeled two grappling fighters, The Shadow | oom ng
hi gh above Philip. H s own gun raised, his opponent's warded asi de, The Shadow
seened ready to deal the sledging blow that would lay Philip prone beside
Gregg' s body. The bl aze of The Shadow s eyes showed triunph. H's task, it
seened, was as good as acconpli shed.

Then came an unexpected turn. Philip gave a tw st; the conbatants
staggered in the opposite direction, out through the roomthat connected with
the corridor. G abbing up his gun, Cardona followed, his nen behind him At
t he
outer door, they saw The Shadow send Philip in a headl ong dive. Sprawling in
t he
corridor, Philip came to his feet and scranbl ed away.

Though victory seemed The Shadow s, the cl oaked fighter did not followit
up. He was wavering groggily as Cardona and the others reached him |n dazed
fashi on, he lunged anong them apparently m staking themfor other enemes.
Hs
gun hand was swinging flabbily, as the three pushed him aside and took up the
pursuit thensel ves.

Philip was gone when they reached the el evators, for Cardona had kept a
car there, with an operator in attendance, and Philip had taken it over.

That was pl ausi bl e enough, but there was real nystery in the fact that
The
Shadow had vani shed when Cardona bounded back into the office, to nake a phone
call to the | obby. Joe was rather amazed, when he | ooked about and saw no sign
of The Shadow.

Recuperating al nost as soon as the pursuers had passed him The Shadow
had
gone out by the window route. Only a few minutes later, he was |eaving the
si de
door that opened to the street. There, he saw the taillights of a cab, just as
they twi sted past a corner.

That taxi was carrying Philip Caxter. Wanted for the murder of his
br ot her
Gregg, Philip was getting away before the alarmwas given. He was off to a
destination that The Shadow coul d have naned. Stepping into another cab, The
Shadow told the driver to take himto Newark Airport.

One being, alone, could intercept Philip Caxter before he reached his
goal . The laugh that whispered fromthe interior of the airport-bound cab was
i ssued by the personage hinself.

Strange, sinister, was that mrth - a repressed taunt fromthe |ips of
one
who had solved crine's riddle: The Shadow

CHAPTER XVI | |
THE LAST REFUGE

PHI LI P CAXTER gazed furtively fromhis big car, as he parked it near the
| onel y mansi on where his brother Howard |ived. He had made a quick trip to
Pennbury, after |leaving the taxi at a garage where he kept his own cars. He
had
closed the trail well enough to get away from Manhattan, and the rest had been
easy.



It was a little after ten o' clock; only a fewdimlights showed fromthe
wi ndows of the great house. Wiat Philip sought, however, were tokens of any
new
arrivals. A while ago, he had fancied that he heard the steady huming of a
notor, but that had ended before he reached Howard's estate.

At present, all was silent, with clouds gathered across the noonlight.
Leaving his car, Philip stunbled toward the mansion, then brought up suddenly,
hi s hand gripping his pocketed gun, as a sweeping flashlight shafted toward
hi m

A mnute later, he was talking to the watchman, who made a | ong
patrolling
trip about the house. The fellow was just finishing his inspection; upon
| earning who Philip was, he conducted the visitor to the front door

Admitted to the house, Philip saw Howard coming fromthe |library. Howard
had di scarded his tuxedo for a |lounging jacket; he was carrying an opened
book,
that had only a few pages left to read.

Despite his interest in the book, he had been attracted to the front door
by the unusual occurrence of a ring as late as ten o' clock

"Philip, ny boy!" Howard beaned, as he tossed the book to a chair and

advanced with outstretched hand. "It's good to see you! But what has brought
you here tonight? | thought you would be with Gegg."

"I want to see Irene," explained Philip, seriously. "I nust see her
Howar d! "

Howar d di scarded the readi ng gl asses over which he had been peering.
"You' ve talked to her father?" he asked. "He told you that it would be
al l
right to cone here?"
"No. It was Gregg who told ne -"
Howard interrupted with a grip on Philip's arm

"Not Gregg!" he exclaimed, anxiously. "I did nmy best to keep himfrom
| ear ning, because Irene's father said -"
"It's all right, Howard," interposed Philip. "Don't' worry. I'Il tell you

everything, later. But | nust see Irene."

Noddi ng, Howard pronptly led the way upstairs. He tapped several tines at
Irene's door, before the girl opened it. Still wearing slippers and satin
| oungi ng gown, Irene had been dozing in the chair by the w ndow

She | ooked as if she had just come frombed, for she was adjusting the
collar of the gown above her | ow necked pajama jacket. Irene blinked tw ce,

t hen excl ai ned:

"Philip!"

She made a soft, silky bundle of |oveliness as she nestled in Philip's
arms. Her eyes were shining as she kissed him and Philip, his worried
expression gone, returned the kisses ardently. Smling benignly, Howard
nodded.

"I thought so," he said. "lrene said that you two had net; that she |iked
you, Philip. Liked you very much, she said, which | knew night mean she | oved
you. "

Irene's eyes were steady on Philip's.

"You're troubled,"” said the girl. "You' re not going away?"

"No, indeed," interposed Philip. "Not unless you go with nme, Irene. But,
first, there is rmuch that | nust tell you."

Howar d' s gaze becane serious.

"Irene was ill this evening. Perhaps she does not feel well enough to
talk."

“I"'mfeeling much, much better!" expressed Irene. "Really, it was just a
headache, that went away after | had slept.”

Howar d becane reassured. He drew Philip by the arm

"Suppose we go down to ny study," suggested Howard. "lrene can dress,
t hen



join us there."

THEY were starting along the hallway, when Irene stopped suddenly inside
her doorway. She didn't want to miss a conference that she felt sure would be
i nportant; and she would have to, if she took tine to dress. She couldn't wear
those ripped clothes on the chair, and it would take too |ong to assenbl e
ot hers.

Wy, of all nights, had she chosen this one for a tantrum She hated her
own picture of herself, unclothed and furious, pounding away at pillows. She
had never acted that way before, and she was sure she woul d never repeat that
performance. However, that was not hel ping her present dil enma.

Struck with a sudden idea, Irene hurried out into the hall and overtook
Howar d and Philip.

"I"l1l come downstairs as | am" she said. "Really, |I'mwearing plenty" -
she spread her | oungi ng gown, showi ng the pajamas, and net Howard's troubl ed
expression with a smle - "and the study is quite warm |I'mso glad to see
you,
dear" - lrene locked her armin Philip's - "that | don't want to miss a mnute
with you!"

This time, it was Philip's face that changed. He had just begun to
appreciate the idea of a short talk with Howard before Irene could join them
Neverthel ess, Philip managed to shift back to his former resolve: that of
letting Irene know everything that had happened.

VWen they reached the study, Philip accepted a glass of the Madeira that
Gregg had rejected. Warned by a few sips of the wine, he faced Howard and
sai d:

"Gregg is dead."

Howard coul dn't seemto believe it, while Irene al so showed a startled
amazenment. Just as the girl was groping for an explanati on of such tragedy,
Howar d expressed one.

"An accident?" he inquired, slowy. "Wile driving i nto New York?"

"No." Philip was resolved to tell the worst. "He dropped dead in ny suite
at the Beaunont. The police canme there and blanmed ne for it. | broke away
before they arrested ne. That's how | happen to be here.”

The way both listeners took the news was a source of great relief to
Philip. Howard folded his arms, sat pondering, his face quite synpathetic.

I rene reached from her deep chair, pressed Philip's dangling hand between her
own. Philip's head turned fromthe high cushion where it rested, his weary
eyes

and nmurnuring lips expressing thanks for the confort the girl gave him

"Al'l this can be straightened, Philip," said Howard, finally, his very
tone a reassurance. "No one coul d conceivably believe that you woul d harm
Gregg. You saw himdie?"

Phi | i p nodded.

"The ordeal unnerved you, then," affirmed Howard. "You becane excited, as
anyone woul d, under the circunmstances. You nust rest here where it is quiet,
and let nme handle matters."”

"You nean," asked Philip, norosely, "that you will call the police?"

"Not tonight," returned Howard. "I shall call mnmy attorney - or yours, if
you prefer. Let the police wait awhile, then find you here. It is not a crine
for a man to visit his brother; nor for his brother to receive him"

"That doesn't always apply,"” returned Philip, ruefully. "It seens to have
been a crine on ny part, to receive Gegg. But | know this." H's tone was
suddenly sharp. "If crime it was, Gregg caused it by visiting ne!"

HOMRD | ooked puzzled. Irene, despite the fear that she had built
regardi ng G- egg, shared Howard's perplexity.



"I know what you think," said Philip. "The sane as the police, you can't
see why a man would conmt a crime against hinself. But suppose Gregg had cone
there to nurder ne -"

"He didn't try to kill ne," put in Howard.

"Because you signed the agreenments,"” explained Philip. "I wouldn't. |
t hought there was a catch to them Suppose G egg had dropped sonething in a
gl ass - sone poison expecting me to drink fromit. Suppose that he had taken
the wong glass -"

Howard was shaki ng hi s head.

"Suppose, then, that he was up against it," argued Philip. "That he
pl anned suici de and was nean enough to want to blane his death on ne. Again,
you have to renmenber that | wouldn't sign, and that Gregg probably knewit."

"Your theories are all right, Philip," said Howard, reproval in his tone.
"But renenber; Gregg was our brother. | could not consider hima nurderer; nor
even a willing suicide. No nore than | could believe that you woul d perform
such deeds."

"What about those deaths at the plant?" demanded Philip. "There was
somet hing in back of those, Howard."

"Yes!" It was Irene who rallied to Philip. "There nust have been! M
father suspected sonething; and dad - well, he just isn't a nan who wil |
accept
absurd theories -

Irene was interrupted, not by either of the listeners but by a clatter of
t he door that connected with the tropical garden. Swi nging in, that door
di scl osed a sight that brought Philip Caxter to his feet. H's hand went for
hi s
gun - the worst nove that he could have nmade. He was covered by an array of
weapons: a revolver, a shotgun and a rifle.

Irene's quick wit prevented tragedy. She flung herself at Philip,
protecting his body with her own. She caught his hand, al nost by accident, for
she didn't realize that he was drawi ng a revol ver. Her real purpose was to
bl ock any bullets that the invaders fired. Seeing that, two of them dropped
t heir weapons, sprang across the room and seized Philip.

Howard was hel ping them for he saw their badges and knew it was the only
sensible thing to do. But Irene, determined to protect the man she | oved,
struggl ed on. Wen they caught her, she twi sted desperately; when her | oungi ng
gown tore, she twisted fromit. Then soneone caught her about the arms and
settled her in a chair.

Seeing that Philip had subsided, Irene quieted. A nman who wore a
sheriff's
badge politely handed her the remmants of her |oungi ng gown, but I|rene shook
her
head. The garnent was ruined, and of no use. This was no formal affair, and
she
consi dered her paj amas anpl e.

So did the sheriff. He laid the torn dressing gown on a table and pi cked
up his rifle, while his deputy was regai ning the shotgun. The man who had
entered with a revolver still held the weapon. Irene renenbered that she had
seen himonce before, though she had only glinpsed himat the tinmne.

He was | nspector Joe Cardona.

"WE traced you here, Caxter," announced Cardona, facing the chair where
Philip sat huddled. "You left a trail as wide as the New Jersey hi ghway t hat
we
drove over getting here. Those agreenents, signed by your brother Howard, nade
us figure you' d conme here."

Philip grunted a word that sounded |ike "clever."

"We picked them off your desk," added Joe, "and we called the sheriff out
here. Technically, he's nmaking the arrest. Maybe you'll fight extradition and



all that, but it won't do you any good. | got a tel ephone call, after |
reached
Pennbury. They've found out how you nurdered your brother Gegg!"

Philip's handsonme face | ooked strained. Irene thought his expression
qui zzi cal , but Cardona considered it to be a trapped crimnal's gaze.

"Carbon monoxide in the seltzer charger," added Cardona. "G egg sniffed a
load of it, and it got him Not enough to bother anybody that drank it; the
stuff would go down like ordinary soda. But the mnedical exam ner was smart
enough to think of nonoxide poison

"As smart as you were, Caxter, when you charged that soda with a poison
gas, instead of the usual carbon dioxide. Thought you'd fool ed me when you
t ook

a drink yourself but you m ssed out. Here, sheriff" - Joe was hauling Philip
to
his feet - "slap those bracelets on him He's your nman!"

Irene didn't agree. If Philip was anyone's nman, he was hers. She flung
herself up fromthe chair, ready to start a new struggl e, when she was halted
by a single word, spoken in a voice she recognized.

"Vait!"

The tone canme fromthe doorway. Turning with the others, Irene saw a man
whose inmportance in this case had been tenporarily forgotten

The arrival was the girl's father, Norman Sel wood!

CHAPTER XI X
CRI ME' S ANSVER

THERE was no need for Norman Selwood to introduce hinself to the few
persons who did not know him Wth a happy cry, Irene reached him Burying her
soft formin his arnms, the girl began to sob on Sel wood's shoul der

Much t hough she loved Philip, Irene would not have displayed tears in his
presence while he was dependent solely upon her help.

But with her father's arrival, the burden was gone. Irene knew t hat
Nor man
Sel wood coul d supply the missing facts that she had so vainly sought to guess.
For a nonent, she thought that no one else could possibly have filled in this
energency. Then she renmenbered one ot her: The Shadow.

This wasn't the time to ask her father regardi ng The Shadow. Her father
was here to save Philip. Irene knewit, as surely as if Norman Sel wood had
al ready spoken the details. Shaking her head, the girl flicked away the tears;
smling, she nodded as her father pointed her back to the chair that she had
left.

Howard Caxter had advanced. Hi s hand was extended to his old tutor
Sel wood received it, then turned to the others, as Howard told hi mwho they
were. Joe Cardona was particularly inpressed by the new visitor

"We' ve been | ooking for you, M. Selwood," he said. "I'mplenty willing
to
listen to whatever you have to say, particularly" - he glanced toward Philip,
who was cl anped in the handcuffs - "since the sheriff has got the prisoner so
he won't make any trouble.™

"Sit down, gentlenen," invited Howard Caxter. "W can discuss this matter
quietly - with sone wine, if you wish it. | assure you" - his tone was dry -

"that nmy Madeira contai ns no poi sonous substance such as carbon nonoxide."

I rene took courage fromHoward's tone. She felt that he didn't believe
t he
charge that Cardona had made agai nst Philip. She transferred her snmile to
Philip, who managed to return it. Then Irene | ooked toward her father.

Nor man Sel wood, al one, had remai ned standi ng, while the others had
settled



i n cushioned chairs. He seened to have retained his professor's attitude, and
| ooked as though ready to address a class. Howard Caxter, seated in an obscure
chair beyond the table, chuckled as he addressed Sel wood:

"You are as alert as ever, Norman! Conme; be seated. Relax, l|like the rest
of us. This is all quite informal."

Selwood finally took the chair that stood near him but there was
somet hing stolid about his manner that held the closed roomin a hush. Howard
was | eaning back, his face weathed in a snmile; Philip, though serious, had
rai sed his head in an intent gaze.

Cardona, fromhis chair, was keeping a watchful eye on the prisoner
forgotten by the gawki ng sheriff and the deputy, who were watching Sel wood.

I rene had doubl ed her knees up in the chair, lacing her hands gracefully
in front of them Philip should have | ooked her way at that nmoment, for the
girl was nore beautiful than ever.

The pink hue of her silk pajamas was as delicate as the shade of the tea
roses that she had worn at dinner; but that color could not match the soft
flush of the snooth neck that enmerged above, or the | ovely shoul der that
peeped
fromthe slightly tilted fringe of the pajama jacket.

Irene's face had color, her eyes a sparkle. She had fought in Philip's
behal f, and was | ooking forward to his vindication. Her entire manner showed
it; her lips, when they pursed slightly, were as eager as her eyes. Her hair,
runpl ed across her forehead, added a brown glow to the light that caught it,
and with every tilt of her head, stray |ocks wavered delightfully.

"My story is a brief one," announced Norman Selwood, in a steady voi ce.
"Fromthe nmonment that | read of death at the Caxter Chem cal Wrks, |

suspect ed
foul play; the nmotive behind it, a desire for power. | resolved to go to
Philip

Caxter and tell himof ny suspicions.”
"Which you did," blurted Philip. "And you were blanming it on G egg, when

"One nmonent, Philip," inserted Sel wood, severely: "You interrupted ne
t hat
ot her night, and thereby failed to understand ny inferences. | was cut short
by
the delivery of a nmessage which | took to be a telegram otherw se, | would
have conpleted ny story at that tine.

"The tel egrant’ - Selwood drew a yell ow sheet from his pocket - "is
obviously a fake, although | did not realize it at the time. It was prepared,
in all probability, by Philip's secretary, Enro. Though it never cane across
the wire" - Irene noted a grimess to her father's tone - "the nessage,
nevert hel ess, was real, and prepared because of an actual order

"The pretended tel egramthreatened a terrible consequence, unless | went
voluntarily to an apartnment that was practically a prison and remained there.
Toni ght, Enro supposed that | had managed to conmunicate with the police. He
cane there to nmurder nme. Havi ng wounded hi m and seen hi m plunge through the
hal | wvay wi ndow, | no | onger stayed there."

Ri sing fromhis chair, Selwod handed the telegramto Cardona, who read
it. Wth each word, Joe's eyes appeared to open wi der

"This is fromHoward Caxter!" exclained Cardona. "It says that he is
hol di ng your daughter as a hostage; that she will remain well and happy,
provi ded you make no fal se step."

Stepping fromhis own chair, Howard took the yell ow sheet and studied it

inthe light.

"Precisely as Norman said," he declared. "The telegramis a fake!"

"Yes and no," returned Selwood. "It was prepared by Enro, yes. But if you
say that the nmessage is fraudulent, | answer no. Enro prepared it at your

order, Howard!"
Amid a stunning silence, Irene's slippered feet slid fromher chair.



Pl ucki ng her father's sleeve, the girl excl ai ned:

"I received a tel egram-"

"Supposedly fromnme," conpl eted Sel wood. "Anot her of Enro's concoctions,
at the order of his real master, Howard Caxter! That fal se message brought you
here to be in Howard's power. Not until you were actually on your journey, did
Enro pass the other nessage to ne."

A hurt | ook showed on Howard's face.

"This is fantastic, Norman!" he said to Sel wod. "Surely, by your own
story, you never could have created such fabul ous clains. You, a self-admitted
pri soner."

"I was," conceded Selwood, coldly, "but | am speaking in behalf of a
person who has pieced together the facts. An investigator called The Shadow.
He
reached ne before Enro. He it was who brought nme through the cordon of crooks
outside. It was The Shadow, too, who sent ne here, to place nurder where it
rightfully bel ongs!"

ONE man was instantly converted to Sel wod's view. That man was Joe
Cardona. He was realizing his own blunder of earlier this evening. He
understood, at last, the secret of Selwood' s remarkabl e departure.

Sel wood was face to face with Howard.

"You wanted power!" denounced Sel wood. "You hated Gregg, because he had
usur ped your rights as your father's el dest son. Under the veneer of
ki ndl i ness
which I, your tutor, gave you, was a desire for evil, that | recognized but
hoped woul d di sappear.

"You schenmed to gain vast power through murder. You disposed of two nen,
Payson and LI oyd, who cane here after they had seen Philip, to make the world
beli eve that Philip had sonehow di sposed of them When Tyburn and Wdell cane
here, you dealt in deeper strategy.

"You gassed them Howard, with odorless funes that woul d produce an
aftereffect when they came in slight contact with other conditions. In
Tyburn's
case, you prepared himto succunb when he inhaled air that contained the
ner est
per cent age of hydrogen sul phide.

"The gas that you gave Wdell weakened hi m agai nst any at nosphere that
showed conpression. You knew that he would have to travel by tube to New
Jersey. Whether by train, or taxi through the Holland Tunnel, did not
particularly matter."

Howard sniled. To both Philip and Irene, viewing himin a new light, his
expression seenmed a smrk

"Death gas is not one of ny specialties,"” he said to Sel wod. "Since The
Shadow knows everything, he should have told you that | experiment only with
chemi cal s that neutralize poisons."

"The Shadow told me," returned Sel wood, "that any nman who devises ways to
neutralize a poison, nust have quantities of that very poison in his
possessi on
in order to test his experinents.”

Col dly emphatic, Selwood's words gave Howard his first jolt. As the gaunt
man wi nced, his brother Philip added a denunciation. It was something that
Sel wood had reserved for later consideration, but it was all inportant to
Philip, who gained his conclusion fromthe things that Selwod had reveal ed.

"You killed Gegg, too!" exclained Philip. "You dosed himw th sonme gas
cont ai ni ng carbon nonoxi de. You had Enro put the same gas in ny soda chargers.
Only Gegg could suffer fromit -"

"Proof!" roared Howard. "Any of you, all of you, prove these absurdities!
Let The Shadow, whoever he is, offer proof!"

"The Shadow told me," supplied Sel wod, "to nention a man named Lanont



Cranston. You gassed Cranston, too, quite differently fromWdell. The gas

t hat

Cranston inhal ed was supposed to work when he reached a high altitude, for he
was traveling by air.

"Fortunately, Cranston turned his ship over to a pilot. Init, he sent a
gui nea pig that he had brought from G egg's plant. The gui nea pig had inhal ed
the sane gas. It died on the return trip, as Cranston woul d have, had he been
piloting his plane."

In a flash, Howard al one had the answer: Lanont Cranston was The Shadow.
He foresaw that his keen visitor nust have | earned other facts; which was
true,
for at that nonent Selwood supplied the very one that Howard feared.

"These chairs" - Selwod swept his hand around the circle of
heavy-cushi oned seats - "were hitherto | oaded with gas, each holding its
speci al sort. Those cushions are bellows; |earning what each of your visitors
i ntended to do, you placed himin the proper chair. You inhaled gas with the
victim You, of course, avoided the wong conditions, afterward. To expose
your
crimes, Howard, we have only to exam ne the cushions -

IN the midst of Selwood's revelation, Howard Caxter made a sideward |eap
away fromthe throng. He knew that Sel wood was speaki ng for The Shadow, t hat
once the secret of the chairs had been di scovered, all hope of bluff was gone.

Bef ore a hand could stay him Howard had reached the rear alcove. His

hand
tugged a cord into sight; ready to pull it, he cackled:

"Not a nove, or all of you will die! Those chairs" - his tone was gl eeful
- "all contained gas tonight, mne included! | have only to adnit another
vapor, fromthe | aboratory below this room and death will be instant. There
will not be tine for you to reach the door

"You think that | shall die with you" - Howard shifted, as he saw the
ot hers draw back, none daring a move - "but you are wong! | have provided

agai nst that misfortune. Watch!"

Hi s other hand had found a switch. He pressed it. A panel of thick glass
sliced across the alcove; its dull transparency pronounced it bull etproof.
Through that protecting plate, Howard Caxter surveyed his group of victins as
if they were creatures beneath a m croscope.

They pl eased Howard; three in particular. H's brother Philip, whom he
detested, next to Gegg. His old tutor, Selwood, whose teachi ngs Howard had
rejected. Irene, so lovely that her life should be plucked, |ike one of the
many fl owers that Howard enjoyed, only because he coul d destroy them

I rene produced the precise color that Howard Caxter wanted for the com ng
scene of destruction. Her horror was beautiful, her costune the very sort that
Howar d shoul d have requested for this hideous occasion. Silk pajamas, pink
li ke
the tea roses; the garb seenmed part of her.

No, not quite; for Irene was against the light, and Howard coul d see her
shape through the filmnmy attire. He noticed the girl's body trenble. H s hand
ti ghtened on the cord. He tugged at it.

Only the | oose end yanked. The portion above was gripped by another hand,
that had reached in above Howard's fist. A gloved hand, its hue as black as
t he
nmurderer's heart. Halted in his attenpt to deliver his death, Howard thrust
hi s
face across his shoul der

A pair of burning eyes were close to his.

The eyes of The Shadow



CHAPTER XX
STRCKE OF DOOM

THROUGHQOUT that entire drama, The Shadow had been master of the scene. He
had arrived ahead of Philip Caxter, landing in an autogiro near the woods of
Howard's estate. The Shadow had entered through Irene's open wi ndow, at the
nmonent when she had been neeting Philip in the upstairs hall.

Taki ng the catwal k past the donme of the indoor garden, The Shadow had
reached the rear door of Howard's study, situated at the back of the al cove.
During short intervals, he had been absent, but he had w tnessed every
i mportant scene.

VWen Irene had flung herself in front of Philip, to save himfrom Cardona
and the sheriff, The Shadow had been ready to intervene; but the girl's grit
had acconplished all that was needed. The Shadow knew t he route by which
Howar d
Caxter would eventually cone, so he had stayed there to met the mnurderer

Met by The Shadow s boring gaze, Howard flattened back agai nst the heavy
pl ate of glass. He glared at the cord, which he had been unable to pul
because
of The Shadow s hi gher grasp. Then, to Howard's actual amazenment, The Shadow s
gl oved hand calmy gave the cord a tug.

Li ke a madman, Howard Caxter wheel ed about, to view his human speci nens.
They were seating thenselves in the chairs, Irene like the rest. No gas was
spurting to overwhel mthemy with a sudden snarl, Howard realized why.

The Shadow had gone down to the |aboratory, which purposely |acked
wor ker s
toni ght, and had cut off the feed pipe. H s procedure with the cord had been
hi s
way of introducing hinself to Howard Caxter - this time as The Shadow, not as
Lanmont Cranston.

No one beyond the glass noticed The Shadow tug the cord. Their gaze
attracted by Howard's flounder, they did see the nurderer's nouth go wide in
what seened a silent gasp. To The Shadow, that notion was a terrific shriek.
Thrusting an automatic nmuzzl e between Howard's eyes, The Shadow i ssued a
fierce-toned conmand for silence.

Again, all seened pantomine to the wi tnesses. They knew the difference
when t he door behind the al cove swung wide, to reveal the massed fornms of
Howard's servants, headed by Pelton. The servants had quarters in this w ng of
t he house; they had heard Howard's maddened call and were here to aid him

The Shadow frustrated that attenpt in two ways. H s hand plucked Howard's

shoul der, whi sked the nurderer about and flung him I|ike a human
battering-ram

against the arriving servants. Slashing his automatic along the wall, The
Shadow

struck the switch that controlled the glass barrier and slid the transparent
wal | wi de.

Hurling hinself into the mdst of Howard' s startled servants, The Shadow
sprawl ed themleft and right, while Cardona was hurrying through, foll owed by
t he deputy, Norman Selwood and, l|ast, the sheriff. The reason that the sheriff
cane | ast, was because he was bl ocked by a very earnest young |ady in paj anas,
who insisted upon snatching his key ring fromhis vest pocket.

Wth the sheriff gone, Irene proceeded to unlock Philip's handcuffs. That
done, they both followed the route that the others had taken. They reached the
rear hall, to find Pelton and the servants putting up the last remants of a
struggl e. But The Shadow and Howard Caxter were gone.

Joe Cardona pointed to the | aboratory steps. Philip joined him as Joe
started downward. The sound of gunfire halted them but they were cl ose enough
to witness the scene bel ow The Shadow was shooting it out with Howard Caxter
in a strange setting.



KNOWN NG t he | aboratory by heart, Howard was taki ng advantage of every
nook. Wenever he changed position, he grabbed sonme | arge piece of equipnent,
sent it wheeling in The Shadow s direction. Rubber-tired, those chunky things
of metal were silent juggernauts, intended to crush their prey.

But The Shadow, a whirling blotch of black amd the glitter of
chrom um pl ated tanks, was away fromevery rolling mssile before it reached
hi m

He was picking vantage spots, chiefly workbenches, from which he stabbed
an occasi onal shot toward Howard. Sonehow, the nurderer evaded those
wel | - ai ned
efforts. Thin, amazing in his agility, Howard Caxter had luck with him here,
in
his own preserves, he was the nmost difficult human target that The Shadow had
ever encount er ed.

Joe Cardona tried to get in a few shots of his own. Hi s revolver was no
nore effective than a cap pistol. He saw Howard bob up behind a bench, spread
bot h hands, and thrust two squatty rolling tables toward The Shadow. Wen Joe
fired, Howard was no |l onger in sight.

Philip was shouting a warning. It wasn't needed. The Shadow si dest epped
one of the rolling objects, flung a netal stool beneath the wheels of the
other, veering it toward the wall. Wirling away, he dropped behind an
overturned bench, that served himas a barricade agai nst Howard's next shot.

Al through that fray, the flickering flame that Howard terned the "I anp
of progress"” was throwing a flickering gl ow upon the barriers. As colorful as
the glass fragnents of a kal ei doscope, the flane had partly aided, partly
betrayed, noves of the two conbatants. But there was nothing tricky in the way
the Iight showed the progress of the rolling table that The Shadow had dodged.

There was a crash, as the heavy object struck a tall gas tank by the
wal | .

The big cylinder overturned; its cap broke free as it hit the floor. That
second
crash was acconpani ed by a beastlike shriek from Howard Caxter

Boundi ng from his own barricade, the nurderer nmade a desperate attenpt to
cl ear The Shadow s bulwark and sl ash the cl oaked fighter with an enpty gun
Howar d t hought The Shadow s .45 was exhausted, too; but he was wong. Flane
spurted froma raised nuzzle; jolted in mdair, Howard spun to the floor

That bullet had nmerely clipped him The Shadow wanted the killer alive.
Maki ng a quick dash for the steps, The Shadow t hought that Howard would rise
and follow. Instead, the wounded man tried to scranble to the shelter of a
closet; he tripped over one of the objects that he, hinmself, had flung, and
sprawl ed a few feet short.

There was no tinme for The Shadow to return to him Meeting Philip and
Cardona, The Shadow was busy driving themupward to safety. Hurled by gl oved
hands that swept them hard ahead, they realized what Howard's cry had neant.
That tank had rel eased an inflammable gas; in a very few seconds, it would
fil
t he sunken | aboratory.

That coul d nmean not hi ng but disaster, thanks to the undying flane that
burned openly in the lanmp that hung fromthe | aboratory ceiling.

Philip shouted to Irene and her father. Joe Cardona yelled at the sheriff
and the deputy. For a noment, all were confused; then they caught The Shadow s
hi ssed conmand.

He was pointing to the rear door that led fromthe house. Driving ahead,
he had it unl ocked and was outside, when the surge arrived.

First, Norman Sel wood and his daughter; then Pelton and the other
prisoners, sone handcuffed, others staggery, as Cardona, Philip, the sheriff
and his deputy, propelled themout to safety. Ahead, all saw The Shadow s
bl i nking flashlight, urging themfarther fromthe house.



ALL were di stant when the explosion cane. It issued fromthe wall just
back of the domed indoor garden, a blast that lifted nortar and stone apart
i ke pasteboard. The wi ng of the mansion collapsed in one roaring puff; the
mai n portion of the house was shattered all along its connecting wall.

New bl asts foll owed; huge masses of green-hot vapors puffed toward the

sky. Whenever those roaring gases jetted in through the shattered wall, they
burst inside the main portion of the house. They nust have penetrated
everywhere, there to explode; for, like the deaths that Howard Caxter had

delivered, they cane in unexpected spots.

Irene saw her own roomburst with vivid flame; then cane a flash from
wi ndows several roons beyond it. Next, the library shivered with tenporary
brilliance. The whol e great house was going to absolute ruin.

Only the front wall stood intact amid the crackle of flames that foll owed
t he expl osions. The central spot, where the study had been, was level with the
ground. Beneath the flane that |icked the tunbled debris lay the ashes of
Howard Caxter. Hi s nansi on had becone his pyre.

Fromthe side |l awn, Irene and two conpani ons heard the sound of starting
cars fromthe front driveway. Cardona and the local officials had pronptly
packed the prisoners into two cars and were taking themto the county jail.

Of
from behi nd the house canme another roar. The Shadow s autogiro was in notion

Accompani ed by Harry Vincent, who had enmerged from his hiding place anong
the trees, The Shadow was | eaving the scene where he had conquered crine.
Above
the garish light fromthe burning mansion, three people saw the strange,
wi ngl ess craft in which The Shadow had nmade his journey here. It vani shed,
finally, into the cloud-streaked sky.

Qdd, that three persons should all imagine the same sound: the shivery
tone of a parting laugh, mrthless, yet triunphant. Yet that strange tone had
of ten been heard, or imagi ned, when The Shadow | eft a scene where he had
brought victory to the side of justice.

They hoped, those listeners, that The Shadow s weird nmockery woul d be
heard again, by others, as token of conpleted rescue and vengeance justly
del i vered.

Then, solemnly, the three filed across the lawn, toward Philip's coupe,
the one car which still remamined, its position plain by the light fromthe
flam ng mansion. Irene began to hobble, as they reached the driveway. Philip
was al arned, thinking that she had been hurt. Smilingly, Irene explained that
she had |l ost a slipper and was hopping on the other foot, to avoid the rough
gavel

Tucked between Philip and her father, Irene listened to their solemm
tal k,
while the car was rolling along roads that |ooked strangely peaceful under the
headl i ghts. Toget her, they were clearing up the final points of Howard
Caxter's
crines.

"HE wanted Gregg dead," said Philip, soberly. "The only way that Howard
could manage it, was to bring G-egg to the house. O course, that neant

killing
all the others -"

"Which was quite in keeping with his nature,” inserted Sel wod. "He had a
natural desire to nurder. | could tell you many stories of his youthful

cruelty, a habit which | gradually overcane. But we nust |let those rest with
Howar d. "

"But murder could be charged to him" continued Philip, "unless he had
someone to take the blanme. No wonder, he tried to pin the crimes on ne! If |



had gone to the chair, all of our conbined nillions would have bel onged to
Howar d. "

"I thought of that," said Selwod. "But | didn't understand how Howard
had
arranged it, until | learned that Enro was his tool. Al Enro had to do was
di sappear; then, through himeverything woul d have been traced back to you."

"The mobs and all," acknow edged Philip, "and though | would have known
that Enro was somewhere in it, | never would have suspected Howard. | even
blamed it on poor Gegg, after he was dead."

There was silence with that reference. Yet all three knew that the death
of Gregg Caxter had been no great loss to humanity. It was Gregg's own folly,
even trickery, that had carried himbeyond the protection of The Shadow.

Philip's next words were bitter.

"As the last of the Caxters," he said, "I can't say nuch for any of the
tribe."”

"I can," declared Irene. "\Wat about you, father?"

"I agree," said Selwod. "You and | have |l ost nothing fromthese
tragedies.”

"Not hing," returned Irene, "except all those new clothes you sent ne."

"But | sent none. Howard rnust have bought them"

"Then | amglad that they are gone."

The car was swinging into a side road. The sway brought Irene snugly
cl ose
to Philip. The girl |ooked up, said:

"The Sel wood fam |y approves you, M. Philip Caxter!"

d anci ng beside him Philip wondered why he had ever boasted of the stars
that shone in Woning. He was |ooking into two that seenmed to shine nuch
bri ghter than any he had ever before seen

"Tell me," suggested Irene, as she snuggl ed closer, "just how are you
going to snmuggle a young lady in pajamas into the great city of New York?"

"We' || think about that later," replied Philip. He was swinging into a
road, where a sign pointed to the town of Pennbury. "At present, we are goi ng

to drop in on our friend the sheriff. He will be through with the prisoners by
this time, and we'll ask himto arrange sonething else."

"Just what ?"

"A wedding! Don't you think that it would be real fun" - Philip's snmle
was one of happy anticipation - "to find yourself being married in -"

Philip was going to add "pink pajamas”; but didn't, because Irene's
finger
pressed his lips as her soft voice conpleted:

"New Jersey!"

THE END



