DEATH FROM NOWHERE
by Maxwel | G ant

As originally published in "The Shadow Magazine," July 15, 1939.

Death from nowhere...but The Shadow was there to trace its source

CHAPTER |
CRI ME TO COMVE

THERE were very few patrons in the Cub Cadiz at the early hour of five
in
the afternoon. Archie Dreller noticed that when he cane up the stairs fromthe
street. A smile formed on his sallow, weak-chinned face, bringing a twitch to
the feeble tips of his hal f-grown nustache.

Passing a row of tables, Archie sneaked to a short hallway beyond the
t el ephone booths and knocked at the door of Silk Elredge's office. A snmooth
voice invited himto enter and Archie did so, after casting a shoul der | ook
al ong the di m passage behi nd him

That short hallway was not as deserted as Archie supposed. Atall,
hawk- f aced patron had risen froma table when the young man went by, and had
taken the same route. Near the passage, however, the personage in question had
nmerged with the gl oony background, thanks to garnents that he had drawn over
head and shoul ders.

Attired in black cloak and sl ouch hat, he was a thing unseen as he glided
toward the closing door of the office. Wth gl oved hand, he turned the knob
slowy, inperceptibly, and edged the door inward a mere half inch

The Shadow, strange being who trailed crine to its source, was looking in
upon this interview between Archie Dreller and Silk Elredge.

Usual |y, chaps like Archie visited Silk because they owed hi m noney | ost
at the faro table on the floor above. This, however, was Archie's fourth cal
during the past week: and the frequency of those visits told that something
el se was afoot. Apparently, they had settled the details previously, for this
conference proved very brief.

Across the desk fromArchie sat Silk Elredge, faced partly toward the
door. His roundish face had a snoot hness that went with his oily tone; the
only
expression that he ever betrayed was a slight flicker of his eyes. Silk was
listening, with poker-faced attitude, when Archie questioned eagerly:

"Then | won't have to talk to my uncle?"

"Not a word," purred Silk. "Have your friends in for the poker party as
usual tonight."

"And t onorrow?"

"Start on that cruise we tal ked about. You've made the arrangenents,
haven't you?"

"Yes. But | was afraid you' d changed your mnd -

"l seldom change nmy mnd."

Sil k spoke that sentence with a final note, that meant the interview was
ended. Archie arose, gave a grin.

“I'"1l run along and neet ny sister," he declared. "She's got to be
somewhere at five-thirty, and I'mtaking her there. Anything else, Silk?"

"Yes." Silk's eyes showed a flicker. "You' d better hold that poker gane

to

a five-ten limt, so you won't be broke when you go on board ship tonorrow. "
There was vacancy in the passage when Archie Dreller went out. Silk

El redge foll owed, a few nonments |later, and paused to | ook around the night

club. He saw a tall, hawk-faced custonmer rising froma corner table, and



appr oached.

"CGood afternoon, M. Cranston,"” greeted Silk. "It's rather unusual
seei ng
you here so early."

"I enjoy solitude," returned Cranston, in an even tone, "and no pl ace
could be nore quiet than a night club at five in the afternoon.”

The statenent brought a nod of agreenent from Silk. The proprietor of the
Club Cadiz started across the dance floor. Halfway to the bar, a sudden
t hought
struck hinm he decided to return and give sone pretext for talking further
with
Cranston. But when Silk finally turned about, he noticed the early custoner
goi ng down the stairway, carrying hat and coat across his arm

MEANVWHI LE, Archie Dreller had reached a sporty roadster, wherein he
sl ouched behind the wheel and lighted a cigarette, expecting a prol onged wait
before his sister Louise joined him To his anmazenment, she arrived within ten
m nut es.

Though Loui se had features that resenbled Archie's, she was quite
attractive. Archie's profile consisted of a sloped forehead, a sharp nose,
puffy lips, and no chin - a very poor conbination

As for Louise, her fluffy blond hair produced an attractive forehead; her
nose, though thin, had an aristocratic touch. Her lips were definitely
| anguor ous, and her chin could be properly described as small.

She was gifted, too, with a dinply smle and baby-blue eyes that carried
a
trustful gaze. Archie, however, considered the smle and the stare as proof
t hat
there was no brain behind them He gave a snort when Louise told himthat she
wanted to go to an address in the East Fifties.

"I thought so!" he exclai med savagely, as he wheel ed the roadster from
t he
curb. "You're going to see that fortuneteller again!"

"Rahman Singh is not a fortuneteller," reproved Louise. "He is an adept!"

"An adept at what ?"

"He holds the wi sdom of the East."

Archi e thought that one over, while they paused in front of a traffic
light. He gave another snort.

"W sdom of the East Side, you nean! If Rahman Singh is such a hot-shot,
why isn't he on Park Avenue?"

"Hi s surroundings are uninportant to him" replied Louise. "H s occult
powers are superior to all else. He has proven that by the remarkabl e things
that he has told me."

Archi e nervously slipped the car into gear. Gving a side glance toward
his sister, he asked anxiously:

"What did he tell you?"

"He told me," replied Louise, "that | had an uncle naned Adam Rendrew,
fromwhom| shall inherit a trust fund of twenty-five thousand dollars. He
sai d
| had a brother - that's you, Archie - who was to receive the sane amount."

"He punped that out of you!" snapped Archie. "You're a fool, sis. A crazy
little fool!"

Loui se didn't notice the comment. Staring strai ght ahead, she continued
her account:

"Rahman Singh also told me that Uncl e Adam has a stepson named John
GCsnan,
who |lives at the house with us. He said that John would receive the rest of
t he
estate, about two hundred thousand dollars, because of the faithful way in



whi ch he has managed Uncl e Adaml s business affairs.”

Archie's attenpted nustache was performng wigwags with its tiny tips.
This was going too deep into famly affairs! But Archie was to hear nore - and
wor se.

"Besi des," declared Louise triunphantly, "Rahman Singh told me all about
our cousin, Dw ght Kel den!"

Traffic started a pile-up behind the roadster, when Archie jamed on the
br akes.

"You know what Uncle Adam has al ways told us!" he exclainmed. "W're never
to mention Dwi ght's nanme to anyone!™

"But | didn't nmention it -"

"You must have! Listen: if Dwi ght ever found out that Uncle Adam sw ndl ed
his father, years ago, there'd be a lawsuit that woul d take every nickel that
Uncl e Adam has got. If -"

Honki ng horns interrupted. Starting the car, Archie continued wth
i ncoherent mutters, which ended only when Loui se assured hi mthat Rahman Si ngh
had sai d not hing about the nmobney. He had nerely stated, so Louise said, that
her cousin, Dwi ght Kelden, lived in California.

The car pulled up in front of a basenent doorway flanked by
heavy-curtai ned wi ndows. Louise alighted, and was admitted by a dark-ski nned
servant in Hndu attire

Archi e drove away, intending to be back in half an hour. He didn't care
about the dusk and heavy traffic. He just wanted to be on the nove, so that he
could mutter as much as he pl eased w thout having people stop and stare at
hi m

CONDUCTED by the servant, Louise went through a shabby anteroom across a
| arger roomwhere chairs were set in rows in front of a platform She reached
a
corner door, hung with frayed velvet curtains. The door opened, revealing a
bearded man with glittering eyes, who wore a H ndu costune conplete to turban

"Enter the sanctum Mss Dreller,"” said Rahman Singh, in a rich, deep
tone. "The crystal foretold your arrival. We shall consult it further."

As they sat at a table centered by a crystal ball, Louise produced a
letter fromher handbag. It bore an air-nmail stanp and was postmarked San
D ego

"It came this norning," said the girl. "FromDwight. | wote him as you
suggested. O course, | didn't nention any of those famly matters that you
| earned fromthe crystal. But -"

She paused. Rahnman Singh was drawi ng the envel ope across his forehead. It
pressed the band that marked the | ower border of his turban. A liquid that
Loui se did not notice was sponged agai nst the face of the envel ope.

Lowering the letter toward the crystal ball, Rahman Singh was able to
read
the nmessage, for the liquid had rendered his side of the envel ope transparent.
Layi ng the envel ope aside, he stared at the crystal

"I see a journey," declared the H ndu, "to the south - to Mexico. Dw ght
Kel den will be gone for two weeks."

"Ch, marvelous!" exclained Louise. "That's exactly what he told nme in the
letter!™”

She was reaching for the letter, but the Hi ndu' s hand stopped hers. The
envel ope was not yet dry; he had to fill in nore tine.

"l see a dark-haired woman -"

Loui se interrupted with an exclamation; then |aughed.

"I't nust be a Mexican senorita," she decided, "but | thought for a nonent
that it mght be Hel ene Graynond. She's the girl who cones to our house and
wor ks as secretary for John Gsman. She nmet Dwi ght when he was East, a year
ago,
but | suppose that by this tine she has forgotten him™



Soon afterward, Rahman Singh conpleted his study of the crystal and
returned the letter to Louise. He rem nded her that there was to be a speci al
seance at eight-thirty that evening.

"I"'mso sorry!" exclaimed Louise. "I won't be able to come. I'mgoing to
a
party."

"Wth your brother?"

"No," returned Louise. "This is the night when he and his friends play
poker at the house. Wy, you should be able to see all that, Rahman Singh!"

They had reached the anteroom the Hi ndu gave an apol ogetic bow, show ng
a
white-toothed snmile fromthe bl ack beard that adorned his darkish face.

"Wthout the crystal," he accented, gesturing back toward his sanctum "I
am hel pl ess. But with the crystal - ah! - you have seen nmy power to |learn
all.”

Loui se was still noddi ng when the servant ushered her out to the street,
Rahman Singh returning to the inner premises. The girl |ooked at her watch,
noticed that it was not yet six o' clock, which neant that she would have to
wai t awhil e before Archie returned.

DURI NG t he seven mi nutes that she stood outside the darkened doorway,
Loui se becane vaguely conscious of a stir froma passageway beyond a
nei ghbori ng house. Staring, she thought that she saw a sliding patch of
bl ackness. It faded as she watched, and Louise, fromthen on, was gazing in
t he
wrong direction

The shape had flitted along the wall beside her, to nerge with deep
dar kness. Eyes were watching fromthe gl oom when Archie's car pulled up
Hovering cl osely, the unseen observer heard Archie say:

"Listen, sis, if that fake H ndu is throwi ng one of his shindigs tonight,
you' re not going."

"There will be a seance tonight," returned Louise, icily, "but it happens
that | accepted an invitation to a party at the Wtherspoons' apartnent, and
am
goi ng there instead."

Archi e seened satisfied, when they drove away. So did The Shadow, as he
energed from darkness. Keeping clear of the doorway, where Rahman Singh's
servant m ght be on watch, The Shadow chose a rapid course al ong the gl oony
street.

Later, The Shadow arrived in his own sanctum a roomw th shrouded walls
t hat spoke of actual nystery. Conpared to the headquarters of The Shadow, the
tawdry parlor that Rahman Singh termed a sanctumwas a pitiful sham

The Shadow s sanctum was hi dden away in an old building in the heart of
New York Gty.

Pl ucki ng ear phones fromthe wall, The Shadow spoke to his contact man,
Bur bank, and gave himcertain instructions that were due to end the false
career of the self-styled H ndu, Rahman Singh. Then came a whi spered | augh
eerie and prophetic in its tone.

Apparently The Shadow, through nmethods of his own, was quite conversant
with circunstances that surrounded Adam Rendrew, and his various relations.
The
Shadow was to prove a figure in those affairs, as nmuch as either Silk Elredge
or
Rahman Si ngh

Just how those two fitted into the picture, only The Shadow knew, but

from

his findings, he knew that crime would soon be due. How soon it would strike
was

evi denced when he inscribed in ink the single word: "Tonorrow. "



The written word faded fromthe paper, as was the way with all The
Shadow s secret witing; for he wote with di sappearing ink. Tonorrow, The
Shadow woul d be prepared to battle com ng crine!

CHAPTER |
MJURDER | N ADVANCE

AT ni ght, the Rendrew mansi on | ooked very much |ike a norgue. Standing on
a side street in Manhattan, it | ooned above other forgotten residences, as if
proud of the fact that it had domi nated the nei ghborhood for nore than fifty
years.

The mansion's only rival was the house next door, but that structure had
long ago fallen into decay. Separated fromthe Rendrew mansion by an inner
courtyard, the next-door house showed lines of wi ndows that had been boarded
up
for the past ten years.

The interior of the Rendrew house was anythi ng but cheerful. The roons
were | arge, but gl oony; the hallways seened |ike caverns. The only place that
bore a nodern touch was the ground-floor roomthat had been converted into an
of fice.

A girl was seated there, staring reflectively at the wall. She was Hel ene
Graynond, the secretary whose name Loui se had nentioned to Rahman Singh.

Usual |y, Helene left the house at five o' clock and did not return until the
next day.

Toni ght, she had remenbered sone inportant accounts and had come back
here
on her own. She had finished her work, and the silence of the old house had
stirred her recollections of those who lived in the place. Never had Hel ene
encountered a nore curious nmenage than the Rendrew househol d.

O course, old Adam Rendrew was the cause. He was a crabby old tyrant,
whose neanness forced others to adopt protective neasures. About the only
person who could handle himat all was his stepson, John Gsnan.

M ddl e- aged and net hodi cal, Osman handl ed Rendrew s affairs to
perfecti on;
in fact, had pulled themout of serious difficulties.

The old man had overinvested in real estate, which he had been unable to
sell. To offset that, OGsman had becone a rental agent, with his office here in
the old house, and was maki ng the properties show a profit. \Wenever he could
manage it, Osman went to his club for dinner, as he had done this evening, for
he disliked the srmugness that he had to show in order to please old Rendrew.

Archie Dreller had devel oped into a whiny weakling, through living with
his uncle. He was always trying to please the old man, so that he woul d not
| ose the trust fund that Rendrew had promi sed him Archie's one refuge was a
roomthat he called his den, which was in the basenent underneath the kitchen

There, once a week, Archie brought in friends for a poker gane, a
practice
whi ch his uncle tolerated because the den was so renote. This evening,
Archie's
pal s had been going through the hall on tiptoe, until they had all assenbl ed.

Loui se had al ways managed to offset Rendrew s tyranny by playi ng dunb.
When she went out eveni ngs, she was supposed to be in by half past ten, and
t he
si de door was left unlocked until that tinme. O d Rendrew never checked to find
out if Louise did return by ten thirty.

He assumed that should Loui se ever arrive honme late and find the door
| ocked; she woul d beconme a wandering, shelterless creature, who would return
t he next day broken by the cruel world.

New Yor k, however, had changed a | ot since Uncle Adanm s day. Louise had



many friends, and if she couldn't get hone by half past ten, she sinply stayed
out all night. In fact, she had sonetinmes dropped into Hel ene's apartnent

al ong

around three o'clock in the nmorning, to sleep there until noon

There was anot her menber of the Rendrew househol d. He was Froy, the old
servant, who noved about |ike a human cat and had probably nmoved into the
house
along with the original furniture. Froy, nore than any one, seened to have
been
conpl etely shaped by the influence of old Adam Rendrew.

In the two years that she had worked for John Gsman, Hel ene had net only
one person that she really liked. That person was Dw ght Kel den, a nephew of
Adam Rendrew, who had visited the house a year ago. After staying two nights,
Dwi ght had gone to a hotel, but he had called Hel ene fromthere; and she had
seen himoften while he remained in New York

For some reason, Dwi ght's name was sel dom nentioned by his rel atives.
Waat
the nystery was, Hel ene had never been able to learn - not even from Dwi ght,
who
never seenmed to take the matter seriously. Nevertheless, it was a problemto
whi ch Hel ene gave much thought and hoped sone day to find an answer.

FROM t he hallway canme a sound that ended Helene's reverie. It was the
chimng of the big clock; Helene counted the strokes that followed it. There
were nine, and the hour presaged an event that had never varied on any of the
ni ghts that Hel ene had remai ned here.

Sl ow, draggy footsteps approached. They were shuddery as they echoed
t hrough the ol d mansion; but the paces sinply neant that ol d Adam Rendrew was
on his way to bed, as he always did punctually at nine o'clock. He based his
habits on a never-changi ng schedul e that m ght have been actuated by the
mechani sm of the old clock in the hall

Qut side the office door, the footsteps stopped.

That had never happened before. Suddenly, Hel ene had the reason. This was
the first time that she had ever worked late w thout Osman being in the
of fice.

That rust have aroused either Rendrew s curiosity or suspicion. Turning toward
t he door, Helene saw the old man bristling fromthe threshold.

Agai nst the hall's gl oomy background, Adam Rendrew | ooked |ike a gray
nmonstrosity matched by the house itself. H s eyes were gray, so were his bushy
eyebrows, that seenmed miniatures of his shocky hair. Even his withery face was
gray; down past his thin nose, a chin tapered beneath the points of his
wi ng-tip collar.

Hel ene was neeting the stare of tyrannical eyes that had never before
seened to notice her. Fromdeep in his throat, Rendrew croaked:

"Why are you here?"

Renenberi ng how Gsman nmet such chal | enges, Hel ene used the sane system a
nmet hodi cal manner of reply.

"l had work to finish," she declared, "so |I came here."

Rendrew s lips curled a smile of doubt, produced by a forward thrust of
hi s chin.

"I heard John say he woul d not need you," asserted the old man. "He told
you he was having dinner at the club."

Hel ene replied coolly that she had not remenbered the extra work unti
she
was having her own dinner. Swinging to the typewiter table, she began to
gat her
typed sheets and arrange them At monents, she turned in Rendrew s direction
and
was conscious that he had remained to stare.



It wasn't surprising that the old man should give the girl close
scrutiny.

H s gray eyes saw a rounded face that had every claimto beauty. Brown eyes
shone beneath brows that had a penciled curve. Hel ene's nose was one of

scul ptured fineness, above lips that were delicate, yet firm Cdearly outlined
agai nst Helene's dark hair, that face was conpleted by a perfect chin, that
showed determnation in its thrust.

That chal | enge was the sort that ol d Rendrew woul d accept fromno one. He
lingered, seeking a pretext that would enable himto prove the girl at fault
nmerely because of her presence.

"I heard no ring at the front door,'
Froy admt anyone."

"I happened to renmenber that it was Froy's night off,
so | canme in by the side door."

"Who granted you that privilege?"

"M. Gsnman. You may ask himto-norrow.

The direct reply settled Rendrew for another three mnutes. Then he found
a chance to issue a command that Hel ene woul d have to obey.

"Froy always returns by ten thirty," rem nded Rendrew, harshly. "Wen he
does, he will lock that side door. Be sure that you | eave before that tine!l"

he creaked suddenly, "nor did | hear

returned Hel ene,

OBLI A NAY, Hel ene nodded. Satisfied that he had scored a triunph, the
old
man nmoved fromthe doorway and started toward the stairs. It had been a | ong
strain for him postponing bedtime for a full ten mnutes. Hel ene deci ded that
Loui se woul d enjoy hearing that, but probably wouldn't believe it.

Smiling as she gathered up the papers, Helene hit upon the hunorous
t hought that those ten m nutes nmight be regarded as the nost inportant period
in the |life of Adam Rendrew. She was to renenber that later, but from another
Vi ewpoi nt .

Footsteps were dwindling up the stairs. They halted, as if the old man
had
paused to listen for sonme sound. Hel ene could picture Rendrew starting a
downwar d sneak; then the footsteps sounded again, traveling higher

There was a second pause, and Hel ene, tense, was startled by the nost
amazi ng sound that she had ever heard. It was | ower than Rendrew s paces and
sounded |i ke an echo to the old man's footfalls!

Then Rendrew s gait was a clinmb no longer. He was movi ng al ong the second
floor. But the echoes still were clinbing in uncanny fashion. Hel ene was
gri pped by an unreal horror which seemed to filter in through the walls of the
old mansion. Then, in a flash, she placed those ghostly footfalls.

They weren't echoes. They cane fromthe side stairs beyond the office
partition. Those steps were the route that led fromthe side door that was
left
unl ocked for Loui se.

Soneone was sneaki ng up that other stairway, but Hel ene couldn't place
who
it mght be. It certainly wasn't Gsman; he always stayed late at the club. It
couldn't be Archie; he was busy, at poker, in the den. As for Louise, she was
at a party, which neant she woul dn't be hone at all

Nor Froy. If he had stayed in the kitchen, as he often did on nights off,
he m ght be going upstairs; but Froy, the velvet-footed, never made a sound
anywhere he went about this house.

The echoes ended. Woever the nocturnal visitor, he had reached the top
of
his stairway, Helene listened tensely; as if in answer to her own enotion, the
girl heard ot her sounds.

First, a voice. Not Rendrew s, for the tone was deep. Beyond that, Hel ene
could not identify it, because the long halls produced a hollow effect. It



m ght be anyone except Rendrew, which was proven when Hel ene heard a croaky,
i ncoherent voice reply. That nust be Rendrew s.
The heavy voice was repeated; the croak followed it. Stepping out of the

of fice, Helene noved toward the front stairway. Still she couldn't catch the
conversation, until Rendrew s voice took a higher pitch

"Cet out of here!"™ The croak had becone a wild cackle. "CGet out, | tel
you, before -"

The ot her voice drowned Rendrew s words, but, like the old man's tone, it
was forced. No |onger heavy, the intruder's speech was savage in its hoarse
response:

"Stop! Stand where you are, or -
A gunshot sounded.
The report was muffled; but its intervention was so startling that Hel ene
stood frozen. Then, oddly, she was jarred back to her senses by another shock
First, she heard a man's mad scramnbl e sonewhere in the upstairs hall way;
t hen anot her gun burst, this tinme a loud report that must have cone fromthe
hall itself. Wth it, there was a sudden tinkle, the shattering of a w ndow
pane, probably in Rendrew s room
Despite hersel f, Hel ene screaned. The shriek that she gave was probably
| ouder and nmore harrowi ng than any of the precedi ng sounds, though she didn't
realize it. Then, am d the echoes of her piercing cry, the girl heard a clang

cl ose by.
It was the old clock, chinmng the quarter hour. Its four-note nel ody
seened a knell, tolling an end to the career of old Adam Rendrew
CHAPTER | I |

MURDER S CLUES

MJURDER had struck in advance of the time when The Shadow had expected
crime to begin. Though Hel ene Graynond knew not hi ng of the bl ack-cl oaked
i nvestigator and his conjectures, she recognized intuitively that death had
occurred on the floor above.

Heavy footsteps were poundi ng down the side stairway. The invader was
seeking exit. Her natural bravery returning, Hel ene dashed along a hall toward
the kitchen, intending to cut through and head off the nurderer

She saw the little passage, the side door straight ahead. A single Iight
was glowing, as it always did, as a beacon for the wayward Loui se. Then, as
t he
man plunged suddenly fromthe side stairs, Hel ene was bowl ed over by anot her
person who was also intent to cut off the intruder's escape.

It was Froy. The old servant had not gone out on his night off, had been
in the kitchen. Hearing Hel ene's scream he had cone to give aid. The girl saw
Froy lock with the invader; together, they reeled out through the side door
t he
i ntruder had opened.

Froy was taller than his adversary; that was all that Hel ene observed,
except that the other man was wearing a tan overcoat and a |light-gray hat.

For a monent, the two were lost in darkness; then Froy came sprawling in
t hrough the doorway, sent there by a well-directed punch. Coning from hands
and
knees, Hel ene was passed by a surge of nen, who had arrived just intime to
see
Froy's fall. The newconers were Archie and his fell ow poker players. Froy had
called to them down the basenent stairs.

The shirt-sl eeved band took up the chase. Qutside the door, Hel ene saw
t hem pursue the fugitive through a tiny alleyway that led to the rear street.
They were yapping |ike hounds, with Archie at the rear of the throng; but
their



prey outdi stanced them Fromthe rear street, Helene heard the whine of a
departing notor.

A curious sensation seized the girl. She had wanted to stop that unknown
fugitive, but she couldn't suppress an instinctive synpathy toward the hunted.
She was al nbst glad that he was safely away. Then, biting her lips at thought
of such disloyalty, she turned to help Froy, who was groggily comng to his
feet.

"You heard the shots?" she questioned.

Froy gave a puzzled squint; then licked his pinched lips. H s voice was
croakish, like Rendrew s, but with a servile touch

"I heard no shots, Mss Graynond," he replied. "Nothing but your scream
How many shots were there, and where were they fron®"

"Two shots,"” inforned Hel ene. "Fromupstairs.”

The poker players were back, this tinme with Archie in the | ead. Catching
what Hel ene had said, Archie gave one of his twitchy snmiles, then suggested
that they go upstairs and see what had happened.

They took the side stairs. At the top, they looked into a small roomthat
Rendrew cal |l ed his study and beyond which lay his bedroom Both roons were
dar k.

Froy found a | anp near the door, but it didn't come on when he pressed

t he
switch. Archie found a wall switch and produced a glare of lights fromthe
cei ling.

Directly in the center of the study |lay Adam Rendrew. He was turned half
on his side, with his face twi sted upward. The bristly look had left his
features; instead, they had a gruesone gape, intensified by the goggly bul ge
of
his gl azed eyes.

H s knees were doubl ed, his shoul ders huddl ed; but his back was arched,
as
if it had been poked forward by a sharp jolt against his spine. Rendrew, in
fact, had received just such a spinal thrust - froma bullet.

Dar kness hadn't saved himfromthat first nurderous shot. A hideous
splotch of crinson dyed the gray cloth of his coat. Considering his whol e back
as a target, the bullet had reached the pin-point center of a bull's-eye.

Across the roomwere high, built-in bookshelves with their |ines of
regul arly arranged volunmes. In a far corner was Rendrew s witing desk, beside
the door that led into his bedroom Straight opposite the doorway fromthe

hal |, where everyone stood, was a shattered wi ndow, the one cracked by the
second shot.
Hel ene drew the others fromthe threshold. Archie retired willingly, but

Froy remained to stare. On his face, Helene saw a faint snile, as though the
servant wel comed Rendrew s death in the manner a slave woul d be pl eased by
rel ease fromlong bondage. Sharply, Hel ene brought back the servant's drab
expressi on by her command:

"Froy! Go down to the office, call M. Gsman and tell himwhat has
happened. Ask himto sumon the police."

WTH N a quarter hour, there were many new visitors in the Rendrew
mansi on. Chi ef anbng them was a stocky man, swarthy of conplexion, stolid in
expression, who introduced hinself as Police Inspector Cardona. Standing in
t he
study doorway, Joe Cardona cast an expert eye upon the scene.

Here was a squarish room entered froma rear corner, for it ran
frontward
in the house. Starting fromthe shattered wi ndow, Cardona |let his gaze rove to
the right. He noted the high bookcases, with their lines of volunmes all in
even
arrangenent. Hi s eye reached the witing desk near the front corner



Wth a sudden stride past Rendrew s body, Cardona reached the desk. On it
he saw a daily calendar, turned to the correct date, which happened to be
Tuesday, the tenth. That cal endar |eaf was torn; its |lower section was m ssing
just below the date title.

Maybe Rendrew hadn't torn that sheet. Possibly the nurderer had.
| nspect or
Joe Cardona did not leap to conclusions. Instead, he poked about in a
wast ebasket near the desk, found the bit of paper that he wanted.

It was slightly crunpled, so he smoothed it, touching only the edges, and
checked it by the torn | eaf on the cal endar. The edges fitted.

The bit of paper bore handwiting which Cardona deci ded nmust be
Rendr ew s,
judging fromsanples on the desk. Its witing was penciled, and stated:

Expect Dwi ght Kel den toni ght.

Pl acing the paper with the cal endar, Cardona opened the desk drawer. He
found a revolver, |oaded but unfired, with a pernmt nade out to Adam Rendrew.
The gun was properly registered; that point covered, Cardona turned around and
pi ctured how the crinme had been committed.

Soneone had probably accosted Rendrew in the hall. The invader had
di spl ayed a gun, to support some threat. Rendrew had scranbled into the
dar kened study, perhaps to get his own gun fromthe desk. That had given the
mur derer an obvi ous opportunity to shoot the old man in the back

Springing back into the hall, the killer had fired another shot from
there, getting the window that tine. He had heard Hel ene's scream and fl ed.
That reconstructi on made Cardona deci de that Rendrew, and not the killer, nust
have torn the half sheet fromthe desk cal endar

Paci ng across the room Cardona cane to the unlighted floor |anmp. He
observed that the cord was plugging into the wall socket, and as he stooped he
found a bit of cloth just past the |anp.

It was an eyegl ass wi per, that bore the printed advertisenent:

WEEKER & SONS
OPTOMVETRI STS
NEW YORK BOSTON

Adding that to the exhibits, Cardona went down to the first-floor office,
where detectives were in charge of the w tnesses, who had already given their
first testinony. They consisted of Hel ene, Froy, Archie and the poker players.

Wth the group was John Osman, who had arrived fromhis club. He was
short, pudgy, and bal dish, a man of about fifty. H's |arge forehead, stubby
nose, and bul gy chin gave hima profile Iike the inside of a crescent noon.

In Cardona's experience, nmen with that type of profile were usually
serious-m nded and nethodical. The analysis fitted OGsman, for he had brought
his attorney with himfromthe club

None of the w tnesses could be regarded as suspects. There were too many
of them and their stories fitted too well. Helene Graynond had given a very
accurate description of what she had heard, even to the point of an exact tine
el enent.

The cl ock had been striking nine when Rendrew stopped at the office door
After his talk with her, he had gone upstairs; she had heard the other
footsteps follow Then the voices; the shots - the first nuffed, the second
| ouder, acconpanied by the wi ndow smash. Her scream at the nmonent of the
nmurderer's mad dash, had been echoed by the clock's chinme of quarter past
ni ne.

Froy's story supported Hel ene's, for the servant had heard her scream and
had met her dashing to the side door after the fleeing invader. H s claimthat
he had shouted to the poker players, was supported by Archie and the others.



ONLY one flaw seenmed likely: Froy's claimthat he had not heard the

shot s.

Cardona tested that by going into the kitchen, while a detective fired two

bl anks in the second-floor hall. Froy was right; the shots couldn't have been
heard there.

But when Hel ene, fromthe front hallway, obligingly supplied a scream
Cardona heard it very plainly. Sounds in the old house carried easily al ong
one
level, but not fromfloor to floor

Asserting that fact when he returned to the office, Cardona was rather
surprised when Csnman remarked stiffly:

"It seens odd to nme, inspector, that those shots were not heard in the
basenent . "

"They weren't heard in the kitchen," argued Cardona. "How could they be
heard a floor bel ow?"

"Because of the hot-air pipes. This house used to have a system of
regi sters, before we installed radiators.™

Cardona noted that the office wall had a squarish bul ge between its
wi ndows, a peculiarity that he had noted in other roonms. Tapping the wall, he
di scovered that it was hollow, with the regi ster papered over.

"Some of the upstairs registers are not covered," declared Gsman. "They
are behind bureaus, bookcases, other furniture. Yet | should think that they
woul d carry sound."

Mutters were comng from Archie and the poker players, who did not I|ike
this doubting of their testinobny. It was Archie who becane their spokesnan.

"The furnace is at the front of the cellar,"” he declared. "The poker den
is at the back. Besides, those old pipes have been closed off. Go take a | ook
i nspector."

Cardona went down to the cellar and found that Archie's statenent was
correct. The pipe ends had nmetal caps that |ooked |ike box Iids. Though the
squari sh pi pes nmeasured only a foot and a half across, Cardona managed to bunp
hi s head against one that followed the |ow ceiling; and when he returned to
t he
of fice, he decided to waste no nore tinme with secondary details.

"About this fell ow who got away," said Cardona to Archie. "You say he
junped into a cab that was waiting in the back street?"

"Right," agreed Archie, "but it reached the corner before we could yel
after it. W couldn't spot the |license number."

The ot her poker players nodded their corroboration. Cardona nused a few
nonment s, then said:

"You' ve testified that you didn't get a | ook at the man's face. But tel
me, Dreller - do you think he could have been sonebody that you knew?"

"I don't think so."

"Al'l right. Tell me then, who is Dwi ght Kel den?"

Archie's response was a stare featured by w de-nmout hed astoni shnent .
Fortunately, Cardona was too busy watching himto observe Helene. The girl's
face, at that noment, reveal ed an expression of horror. It was John Gsman who
answered the question; in his blunt style.

"Dwi ght Kel den," he declared, "is a nephew of Adam Rendrew, and he lives
in San Diego."

Cardona swung about, took in both Helene and Froy with his gaze. He asked
themif the killer could have been Dnight. By that tinme, the girl had steadied
enough to declare that she did not know, and Froy nade the sanme reply.

Taki ng Csnan as the best person to question, Cardona asked if Dw ght wore
gl asses. Osman did not renenber; this time, it was Froy who vol unteered a
reply.

"M . Kelden had reading gl asses, sir," said the servant. "He left them
here, at the house, the tinme he was East a year ago."

Cardona produced the exhibits fromthe death room The calendar with its



torn-of f sheet was proof that Rendrew had expected a visit from Dwi ght. The
eyegl ass wiper could easily have fallen fromthe killer's pocket when the nman
pul I ed his gun

“*1"1l check on the optonetrist,"'
Kel den was in town -"

"He couldn't have been," interrupted Hel ene. "Louise received a letter
fromhimthis norning, and it came from California, by air mail!"

Hel ene didn't nmention another letter that she, herself, had received -

assured Cardona. "Wien | find out that

one
that m ght have proven very danaging to Dwi ght Kel den. The news of Louise's
letter, however, was a surprise to both Gsman and Archie, and it brought a
prompt response from Cardona.

"Who' s Loui se?" denanded, the inspector

"My sister," answered Archie. "She's at a party, over at Madge
Wt herspoon's apartnent. Call her up, inspector. She'll talk, if she hasn't
had
too many cocktails."

HELENE supplied the phone nunmber. Cardona managed to get Louise on the
wire; but he couldn't make much sense from what the blonde told him He turned
to Archie.

"Say!" exclainmed Cardona. "lIs this sister of yours dizzy? She talks in
circles! She got a letter, but she won't say who sent it. She keeps saying
t hat
her lips are sealed; that all is known only to those who know all."

"Tell her," suggested Archie, "that Rahman Singh knows all. Say that it

is
his will that she should reveal whatever she knows."

onserving that Archie was serious, Cardona tried that forrmula, with
pr onpt

results. Louise poured so nuch conversation into the receiver, that Cardona
finally hung it up. He told detectives to take charge during his absence;
t hen,
using the tel ephone again, he called headquarters to arrange for a flying
squad
to nmeet him

"Your sister handed ne an earful,” Cardona told Archie, "once | got her
started on Rahman Singh. He's sonme crystal gazer, who clains he's a H ndu and
who's told her everything fromthe name of her great-grandfather's tontat to
her own hi p measurenents.”

"Did she show himDwight's letter?"

"She says she did," returned Cardona, "and then she says she didn't.
Whi ch
means she did. | know the way those fakirs work, getting information out of
peopl e and handing it back to them |If there's one person outside this house
who knows what was going on inside, it's Rahman Singh. | hope he does know
all,
i ke your sister says. Because whatever Rahman Singh knows, |'Ill know by the
time I'mthrough with him"

Twenty seconds |l ater, the slamof the front door denoted the departure of
| nspect or Joe Cardona, bound on his flying journey to the real mof Rahman
Si ngh.

CHAPTER | V
THE GHOST GRABBERS

IN his quest for a nurderer, it never occurred to Joe Cardona that Rahman



Si ngh m ght already be under the surveillance of the I aw. Such, however,
happened to be the case. Ever since half past eight, when the H ndu had begun
hi s schedul ed seance, certain persons in his audience had been giving him
unusual noti ce.

One was a reporter nanmed C yde Burke, who handl ed assignnments for a
tabl oi d newspaper, the New York C assic. Cyde, it chanced, was al so an agent
of The Shadow, and was here under orders received from Burbank. For sone
reason, which Cyde had not asked Burbank to tell him The Shadow had deci ded
to put Rahman Singh out of business.

The sinplest way to do it was to have Cyde sell the idea to the city
editor of the Cassic and | et the newspaper take the credit for exposing the
H ndu as a fraud. The city editor had |iked the suggestion, and, as a result,
G yde had shown up at the precinct police station and | odged the proper
conpl ai nt .

Wth two plain-clothes men and a policewonman, Clyde was at present in
Rahman Singh's seance room the place with the platformand the chairs. Al
four had paid a fifty-cent adm ssion fee, and were posing as ordi nary nenbers
of a small audience until the chance for a raid | ooked ripe.

For an hour and a half, Rahman Singh had been | ecturing the audi ence and
answering questions, promsing that ghosts would be forthcomng later. Cyde
and the detectives were soon agreed that it would be best to wait until the
H ndu produced t he spooks.

Unwi ttingly, Rahman Singh was doing sonething el se. He was buil di ng
hi nsel f an alibi against a nurder charge. \Whatever night cone later, there
woul d be four witnesses - and reliable ones - who would testify that Rahman
Si ngh had been in his own seance room between ni ne and quarter past.

Meanwhi | e, the detectives present were blissfully ignorant of the fact
that their superior, |Inspector Cardona, wanted Rahman Singh for questioning in
the recent death of Adam Rendrew. Like Cyde, they were hoping that the Hindu
woul d turn down the lights and let the ghosts ganbol .

Rahman Si ngh was a good actor; that rmuch, dyde Burke would concede. But
he wasn't convinced that the fell ow was a Hi ndu. The beard, though it fitted
wel |, could easily be a fake; and between it and the turban, there wasn't much
of Rahman Singh's face to be seen. Gven the sane outfit, Cyde would have
been
willing to bet noney that he could fool his own city editor with the disguise.

True, Rahman Singh's cheeks and forehead were dark; but ordinary grease
paint would suffice for that. In fact, O yde soon decided that when the others
wer e snatching ghosts, he would nake a grab for the H ndu's beard, as a nore
certain trophy.

THE spook act was due at |ast. Rahman Singh had stepped to a corner of
t he
room where a curtain stretched at an angle to forman inprovised cabinet. He
cal l ed upon persons fromthe audience to tie himin a chair. One of the
detectives was about to join the cormttee, when C yde notioned hi m back

The easier the knots, the sooner the spirits would arrive - in Clyde's
opi nion. The reporter was pl eased when he saw that the faithful believers had
done a third-rate job. They didn't want to hurt their bel oved nmahat ma, or
afflict himwith the fear that they had becone skeptics.

VWen they stepped out fromthe corner and drew the curtain shut, Cyde
set
three m nutes as about the time that Rahman Singh would require to get | oose.

Li ght faded when Rahman Singh's servant pressed the switch. Only a red
| anp remai ned, glowing fromthe floor beside the cabinet. dyde knew that red
bul bs were popular with spirit mediunms; their glow was al nost as satisfactory
as darkness, when it cane to hiding gadgets.

Al was silent in the seance room From sonewhere distant canme the faint
tone of a siren, that the believers took for the sigh of a wandering spirit.



Then muffled raps cane fromthe street door. Those, in turn, mght have been
sound effects produced by Rahman Singh in his cabinet. Not even Cyde and the
detectives realized that other raiders were arriving here.

The ghosts were coming fromthe cabinet; that fact nmade all others
dwi ndl e. Round, nooni sh faces gl owed above the sitters, bringing anazed gasps
fromthem One wonan was proclaimng that she recogni zed her departed
grandmot her, when C yde voiced the signal

"Grab!"

The detectives and the policewoman snatched for fat-faced spooks and
f ound
them The nooni sh spirits squeaked when grabbed; their curious faces contorted
in the gloom Believers were scattering, overturning chairs in the confusion
Hysterical screans conpleted the bedl am

Clyde had reached the cabinet first, but couldn't find Rahman Singh, | et
alone the fellow s beard. As the detectives arrived, he yelled for one of them
to press the light switch. At that nmonment, the door cane sweeping inward,
bow i ng Rahman Singh's servant with it. The man who saw the light switch and
used it, was Inspector Joe Cardona.

Rahman Singh's disciples were cluttered along the walls amd a pile of
chairs. A few of the nore ardent were near the cabinet, clawi ng at Cyde and
the other raiders who, in turn, were retaining their trophies of the ghost
hunt. Cardona |evel ed a revol ver as he heard a sharp report. Then he grinned.

One of the ex-ghosts had expl oded. The things were oval -shaped bal | oons,
daubed with yell owi sh paint that glowed in darkness. The |um nous paint
accounted for the faces; the squeaks, had been the rubber tw sting and the air
escapi ng under the squeezes of the hands that had grabbed the spooks.

Cardona faced the cabinet with his gun. Frominside, he could hear a
fai nt
whir that sounded l|ike heavy breathing. He ordered Rahman Singh to cone out;

t he
curtain stirred, but no one appeared. Cardona yanked the drapery aside.

The cabi net was enpty, except for an up-tilted electric fan whose
spi nni ng
bl ades provided the whir. Rahman Singh had placed it there to waft the fake
spirits out into the seance room But whatever his linmitations when it cane to
mat eri al i zi ng spooks, he had certainly staged an effective vani sh of his own.

YANKI NG a drapery fromthe wall, Cardona saw a door that opened into
Rahman Singh's sanctum where the vani shed nahat ma had pl ugged the electric
fan
cord into a wall socket. Packing in a hurry, the Hindu hadn't waited to
di sconnect the fan.

An open door showed the rear route that he had taken; and in saving his
crystal ball and other props, Rahman Singh had lost all the time that he could
spare. Cardona and the others could hear the slamof an outer door at the rear
of the basenent.

They took up the chase and reached a rear courtyard. There, Cardona
shouted for everyone to spread and cover the entire area. Running to the next
street, the inspector blew a whistle to bring in a hastily posted police
cordon.

A police car suddenly wheeled the corner, flung its spotlight on a
door way
across the street. The glare reveal ed a bl ack-cl oaked figure, which dyde
Bur ke
recogni zed as The Shadow. A nmoment |ater, nen were flocking in that direction
shouting for the fugitive to halt.

Hel pl essly, dyde sought sonme way to end that m sguided chase. He had
expected The Shadow near at hand, to cut off the escape of Rahman Singh. Il
luck had intervened, putting The Shadow in a tight spot, instead of the wanted



Hi ndu.

The searchlight was sweeping wi de, but The Shadow had nmanaged to escape
its path; which neant that he coul d have chosen one path only: an opening
t hrough the bl ock across the way.

Convergi ng police had spied that route and were heading for it, firing
revol vers. Clyde's yells were unheeded, drowned by the bark of guns. He was
poi nting el sewhere, trying to divert the trail; but no one noticed him

Joe Cardona had glinmpsed The Shadow, know ng the cloaked fighter's
ant agonismtoward crinme, the inspector forned the same conclusion as C yde.
Cardona used nore drastic efforts to halt the wild chase. Leaping into the
search-light's path, he waved his arns in an attenpt to call the pursuers
back.

Once recogni zed, Cardona managed to call off the police bl oodhounds; but
by the time that he was | eading them back to hunt for Rahman Singh, the task
was usel ess. The police had |left a space as anple as a prairie around the tiny
al l eys where the Hindu had | ast been traced.

The Shadow was safely away; but so was Rahman Si ngh. Whatever the bearded
H ndu's part in present crine, only the future would reveal. Perhaps Rahman
Singh woul d consult the crystal, to learn what his own fate would be.

If so, Cyde, hoped that the slippery H ndu woul d be confronted by a
vi sion of The Shadow

CHAPTER V
AFTER M DNI GHT

SOON after midnight, Inspector Joe Cardona arrived at the exclusive
Cobal t
Club to confer with Police Comm ssioner Ral ph Weston, who had just come back
from Phi | adel phia, where he had delivered a | ecture on crime prevention.

Weston was a man of military bearing, brisk even to the points of his
short-clipped nustache. He liked the Cobalt Cl ub because it was swanky and
because the grillroomnot only served good food, but nade an excellent neeting
pl ace, where no one woul d be disturbed.

Cardona, however, was not surprised to find that Weston had a friend with
him The friend was one that the conm ssioner frequently called into
conf erence
when he happened to be around. He was Lanont Cranston, the mllionaire who had
i ntroduced Ral ph Weston to the Cobalt O ub

Seated across the table, Cranston gave Cardona a | eisurely greeting that
contrasted with Weston's brisk style. Neverthel ess, Cranston's apparent
i ndol ence did not deceive Joe Cardona. The inspector knew that the brain
behi nd
Cranston's maskli ke face was keen; that the commissioner's friend could fling
aside his idle manner and nove to swift action, when occasion call ed.

Cardona spread his report sheets, gave a summary of the Rendrew mnurder
He
had gone back to the nmansion after the futile hunt for Rahman Singh. There, he
had checked over various details and had asked sone inportant questions. For
once, Inspector Joe Cardona felt that he had his finger upon the very
pul sebeat
of crime.

One by one, Cardona checked the known persons who had either been
connected with Adam Rendrew, or mngled in the dead man's affairs.

"We'll start with John Osman,"” announced Cardona. "He's Rendrew s
st epson.
Been managi ng the old man's busi ness for years, and making a good job of it.
Bui I ding up for the future, of course, because he's to get the bulk of the
estate; but Gsman had nothing to worry about, because he was the only person



that Rendrew trusted

"Anyway, Osman was at a cl ass-reunion dinner at his club fromsix o'clock
this evening. The first he heard of Rendrew s death was when they phoned him
fromthe house. He call ed headquarters, then cane to the house with his
attorney, who had been at the dinner with him That covers Gsnan."

Conmi ssi oner Weston nodded pronpt agreenent. Cardona covered two nore
cases in his next verbal stride.

"The Drellers," he declared - "Rendrew s nephew and niece. | don't like
the | ooks of that boy Archie, but he's got an ironclad alibi. He was playing
poker with four friends down in the cardroom All four come from good
famlies,
and their testinony fits. W know that Archie couldn't have sneaked upstairs
and
taken a shot at old Rendrew, even if he'd wanted to.

"As for Louise, the niece" - Cardona gave a hopel ess shrug - "she's as
di zzy as they make them Sone friends brought her hone while | was back at the
house, and she tal ked the same as she had over the tel ephone.”

Cardona ran his finger down the list, came to two other nanes. He passed
a
typewritten sheet to Weston

"That's the testinmony given by Hel ene Graynond," said Joe. "She typed it
off for me, in Gsman's office. She heard the killer enter and argue with
Rendrew. She heard the shots, too. Al the details fit with the evidence.

"As for Froy, the servant" - Cardona was referring to another sheet -
"he's a funny-1ooking duck, who could tell plenty of lies if he wanted to. But
in this case, he's told the truth. His statenments fit right in with the
others."

Agai n, Weston nodded; then

"Since the nurderer was seen and pursued,” he declared, "it seemns
superfluous to discuss these other persons further. The question is: who is
t he

nmur der er ?"
"Not Rahman Singh," returned Cardona, ruefully. "Wy he was mxing in the
Rendr ew busi ness, | don't know, but he's got a perfect alibi, since he was

running a seance at the tine of the crime. W don't know where he's gone, and
guestioning his servant hasn't hel ped.

"The servant was just a stooge who saw people in and out of the place.
The
cl osest he'd ever been to India was Harlem He doesn't even know whet her
Rahman
Singh is a Hndu or not. Says he was scared of 'old whiskers'; thought naybe
t he spooks were real."

VWESTON S face was showi ng di sappointnment. It was tine for Joe Cardona to
play his trunmp card. He produced the evidence that he had found in the death
room The comm ssioner brightened when he saw the calendar, with its torn page
and notation. The eyeglass w per also interested him

"Dwi ght Kel den!" he excl ained. "Wo is he?"

"A nephew of old Rendrew," returned Cardona. "He lives in California, and
this nmorning his cousin, Louise Dreller, got a letter fromhim Here it is" -
Cardona produced the letter - "and it says that Dwi ght was going to Mexico

"My hunch is that he hopped a pl ane East, instead. Rendrew expected a
visit fromhim according to the cal endar notation, and if | find out that
Kel den bought his gl asses fromthat Weker outfit when he was East a year ago,
we' |l be getting places, comm ssioner."

The opinion satisfied the conm ssioner. View ng Dwi ght Kel den as a
possi bl e nurderer, he finally asked:

"What woul d have been Kel den's notive? Hatred of his uncle, Adam
Rendr ew?"



"Nobody |iked Rendrew," returned Cardona. "But there may be a noney angle
to the case. Louise let that out, and | questioned Osman afterward. He
admtted
that it mght be the answer, but didn't want to talk about it until he and his
attorney had assenbl ed Rendrew s papers."”

"Quite right," decided Weston. "It would be better to have actual facts,

t han hearsay."

“I"1l be digging into that tonmorrow," decl ared Cardona, "and by then, |
hope to have another witness: the cab driver who took the nurderer away from
the scene. Here's a photograph of Dwi ght Kelden, that Louise Dreller gave ne.

W'll identify him all right, if we run across him
"Meanwhile, I've put men to watch the Rendrew house, just in case Kel den
is fool enough to conme back there. |I'mnot hol ding any of the w tnesses;

they' Il all be avail abl e when needed. The Graynond girl is going to stay at
t he

house. |'ve detailed a man to go with her to her apartment while she packs
somne

clothes to bring back with her."

LEAVI NG t he Cobalt C ub, Lanont Cranston sniled. As The Shadow, Cranston
could have told facts regarding the cab that the police wanted. He had al ready
recei ved a report from Burbank covering the matter

Unfortunately, the cab had left a broken trail. Until The Shadow had
wel ded nore links, his information would be useless to the | aw

One nane had not been nentioned in connection with the Rendrew nurder
t he
nane of Silk Elredge. It had an inportant bearing on the case, and denanded
prompt investigation. Therefore, when Lanont Cranston entered his waiting
I i mousi ne, he ordered the chauffeur to take himto the C ub Cadiz.

Arrived there, Cranston dism ssed the car for the night. Wth fol ded
garnment across his arm he ignored the attendant who wanted to check his hat
and coat. Going up the stairway, he joined a young man who was seated at one
of
the first tables.

Soon, The Shadow was receiving a report fromone of his secret agents,
Harry Vi ncent.

Though The Shadow had not expected crine to strike tonight, he had
stationed Harry at the Cub Cadiz, to keep tabs on visitors who met with Silk
Elredge. In view of the Rendrew nurder, it was nore inmportant to |earn just
where Silk had been all evening; and Harry was able to give facts.

Gstensibly, Silk hadn't left the night club, but there had been intervals
when he stayed in his office. Harry, fortunately, had cl ocked those peri ods.
Silk's | ongest absence had been twenty mnutes, fromnine ten until nine
thirty.

Harry was particularly positive on those tines, because the floor show
had
begun at nine o' clock, and Silk had wal ked out on it. That had struck Harry as
unusual because, normally, Silk would have watched the floor show, to see how
it went over with the customers.

O course, there were inportant matters that nmight drag Silk away at any
time; nevertheless, Harry had made definite note of the tinme when the
ni ght-cl ub owner went into the office, and had kept constant watch until his
return.

At present, Silk was again in the office, and as The Shadow gazed in that
direction, the fellow appeared. Silk was starting for the stairs that led up
to
the ganbling room and as luck had it, he gazed straight toward the table
wher e
The Shadow sat .



Recogni zi ng Cranston, Silk's eyes showed a sudden flicker; then
approaching, he purred a polite greeting and went his way.

Silk hadn't noticed Harry, seated beyond Cranston. As soon as Silk went
upstairs, The Shadow told his agent to keep watch. Plucking his black garnents
froma chair, Cranston began to stroll toward Silk's office; by the time he
had
passed the tel ephone booths, the cloak was sliding over his shoul ders, the
sl ouch hat on his head. Cranston had become The Shadow.

The office was lighted. In a few m nutes, The Shadow found what he
expected; an exit to a little stairway that |led both up and clown. It was an
ordinary door, fronted with a filing cabinet that had stacks of newspapers and
magazi nes on top of it. The cabinet itself was attached to the door, and swung
withit.

Searching the office for any evidence of Silk's business with Archie
Dreller, The Shadow kept watching the usual door and the filing cabinet. Wile
he | ooked about, he noticed a small electric-light bulb in a special socket
under the |l edge of Silk's flat-topped desk

The Iight was gl owi ng when The Shadow observed it; a few seconds |ater
it
flickered off. Before The Shadow could investigate its purpose, he heard
sounds
beyond the filing cabinet. Wth a swift glide, he went out by the nain door
just as Silk entered fromthe secret route.

Perhaps Sil k suspected somet hing, for he peered out into the passage a
few
seconds later. By that tine The Shadow was in one of the tel ephone boot hs,

r eady

to drop his cloak and hat, to become Cranston, making a phone call, should
Silk

arrive.

SILK did not | eave the office. Apparently, it was not his policy to cone
out by the regular door when he had entered through the secret one. He could
see the tables fromwhere he stood, and probably noticed that Lanmont Cranston
was gone. Harry Vincent, neanwhile, had shifted to another table.

VWen the office door closed, with Silk still inside, The Shadow dropped a
coin in the tel ephone pay box and made a call fromthe booth. The quiet tone
that answered was that of Burbank, the contact agent. Burbank made a bri ef
report:

"Dwi ght Kel den at Hotel Northley, registered in Room 416 under the nane
of
Davi d Arnmage. "

"Report received."

The Shadow spoke his response in whispered tone. Hangi ng up, he noted
t hat
Silk's door was still closed. Easing fromthe phone booth, he glided toward
t he
front stairs. Lights along the edge of the night club were dim only Harry
Vi ncent caught a glinpse of that passing formand noticed a signal from one
gl oved hand.

Two patrons had just gone down; the hat-check girl was | ooking for their
hats and coats, while they | eaned across the counter of the cl oakroom Passing
unnoti ced, The Shadow glided out to the street.

Reachi ng the nearest corner, he remained close to a darkened buil di ng
wal
until, about ten minutes later, a cab wheeled into a parking place and waited.
That cab was The Shadow s, its driver an agent naned Mbe Shrevnitz, who had
been di spatched here by Burbank.

Bl ackness crossed the sidewal k, changed froma sliding patch to a tal



formin black. Only for a half second did the figure hold that senbl ance; then
it merged with the dark interior of the cab. A gloved hand cl osed the door
fromthe driver's seat, Me heard the whi spered order of his mysterious
passenger:

"Drive past the Rendrew house; then to the Hotel Northley. Full speed!"

The cab spurted away; Me, his head cocked toward the half-opened
partition, hoped for an added order. It cane:

"Report!"

CHAPTER VI

CROSSED PATHS

Mboe had a worth-while story to tell. He was responsible for gaining
Dwi ght
Kel den's trail. \Wether or not Kelden had actually entered the mansion and
slain

Adam Rendrew, he had certainly been in that imediate vicinity, as a passenger
in a taxicab, soon after the nurder had occurred.

Anticipating future trouble at the Rendrew house, The Shadow, busy
el sewhere this evening, had instructed certain agents to | ook over the terrain
and report on the mansion. |In accordance with such orders, Mwe had been
cruising near there in a cab. Driving along an avenue, he had seen another cab
whip out fromthe street in back of Rendrew s.

"It took the corner hell-bent," described Me, "like sonebody had shoved
a
gat in back of the hackie's ear. So | tailed the cab over toward Ti mes Square
A
guy junped out, and the hackie beat it |like he was glad to get away.

"I tried to pick up the fare, because he was | ooking for another cab, but
anot her hack beat me to it. | dodged a bl ock ahead, so it wouldn't |ook |like
was following him and then cane in back

"I got a look at the fell ow when he got out of the second cab, and from
what Burbank told me later, it was Dwi ght Kel den. He ducked into a drug-store
and out another door, so | lost him But | knew he hadn't gone far. Hawkeye
was
with nme, and he finally picked the Northley. Then diff showed up, and
clinched
it."

The Shadow coul d pi ece the remaining details. Burbank had received a
description of Kelden from O yde Burke, who had gone back to the Rendrew house
wi th Cardona. After Hawkeye, another agent, had picked the Hotel Northley as
the fugitive's final refuge, an agent named Ciff Marsland had appeared there.

Adiff was better qualified than Hawkeye to enter even a second-rate
hot el ;
for Hawkeye was a shabby, furtive little chap, whose specialty was sharp-eyed
observati on whil e slouching al ong darkened streets. Entering the Northl ey,
diff had noted the hotel register; the |latest name in that guest book had
been
Davi d Armage, Room 416

Driving at best speed while he reported, Mde had excellent luck in
catching green lights along the way. In exactly twelve mnutes after |eaving
the Cub Cadiz, he reached the final avenue before the Rendrew house. There,
Moe cruised slowy past the mansion, while The Shadow | ooked for the posted
pl ai n-cl ot hes nmen nentioned by Cardona.

Four were on duty - two in front, two in the rear street - and they were
keepi ng special vigil on the passage that ran through beside the |arge house.

Changi ng his route, Me made for the Hotel Northley, sone twenty bl ocks
di stant. Several minutes had been | ost because of the detour, but The Shadow



regarded the tine as worth while. He intended, later, to visit the old
mansi on;
for the present, the Kelden matter seened nore inportant.

THE Northl ey was in a neighborhood off the main arteries of traffic, an
i deal spot for The Shadow to conduct an unseen investigation. Me parked on a
deserted street and pointed to an alley leading into a courtyard in back of
t he
hot el .

The Shadow saw a fire escape of the ol d-fashioned type | eading up the
rear
wal | of the brick hotel, near a corner of the structure.

Soon, he was in the courtyard. Lights were fewin the rear w ndows, but
there was a glow fromthe corner roomon the fourth floor, only a short
stretch
fromthe fire-escape platformon that particular |level. There was a good
chance
that the lighted roomm ght be 416; if so, The Shadow woul d not have far to
| ook for Dwi ght Kel den

Of fromthat side of the hotel was a two-story garage with a flat roof.
Beyond the intervening structure, The Shadow saw t he wi ndows of a fair-sized
apartment house. Such details often proved inportant; hence The Shadow studi ed
them carefully before he drew down the swi nging | adder that formed the bottom
of the fire escape.

Silently ascendi ng, The Shadow reached the | evel of the second fl oor
noticed that the garage roof was flat, as he had supposed. Continuing to the
fourth floor, he studied the window that he wanted. Its shade was drawn, but
i ght shone through the yell ow col ored blind. The wi ndow was | atched; the
| edge
out si de was very narrow.

Consi dering the rather precarious position that he woul d have to take,
plus the need for absolute silence while jimmying the wi ndow, The Shadow
cal cul ated at least five minutes for the task

Wth painstaking care, he dug his fingers into crevices anong the brick
and sought a toe hold, as he ventured his right foot fromthe fire escape.

During the trip in Me's cab, The Shadow had not seen a car that left the
Rendrew mansi on, for the sinple reason that it had started a few ni nutes
before
his arrival. That car was driven by a detective sergeant named Markham who
was
taki ng Hel ene Graynond to her apartment, which bore the pretentious title of
the Wnsl ow Arnmns.

Hel ene' s apartnment was on the third floor. She and Markham entered a
little living room and the girl invited the detective sergeant to take a
confortable chair, while she packed.

"I ought to change ny clothes," she added. "Could | take time for that?"

"Certainly, mss," rejoined Markham "Wenever you' re ready, we'll start
back to the house."

Hel ene entered the bedroom Markham was out of sight, so she left the
door
slightly ajar. After drawi ng down the shades, |oudly enough for Markhamto
hear,
she turned on a light. Changing her clothes was an excuse to gain nore tine
t han
ordi nary packi ng would require.

Hurriedly renoving her dress while crossing the room Hel ene opened a
suitcase that |ay beside the bureau. From a drawer she brought a package of
letters, placed themin the suitcase and put some clothes on top of them

A few seconds gained there, she went to the closet and made consi derabl e



clatter while placing her dress on a hanger. That was to create the inpression
that she had spent the entire tinme in taking off her dress.

There was a witing table close to the closet. Hel ene fished about it
with
one hand, to find a few nore letters, using her other hand to tug at dresses,
in
the cl oset, which would indicate that she was having troubl e choosing the one
she intended to wear. The girl ended the clatter by picking a dress al nost at
random

Carrying the fresh dress to the bed, Helene laid it there; then took off
her shoes and let themdrop, not too heavily, to the floor. She intended to
put
t hose same shoes on again, but felt that if Markham heard the thunps, he would
suppose that she had started to change stockings as well as shoes and all ow
time accordingly.

DETECTI VE SERGEANT MARKHAM woul d have been surprised, and probably
i ntrigued, had he been inpolite enough to peer into that room during the next
m nute. A shapely figure in silk scanties and stockings, Helene was tip-toeing
to a corner near the wi ndow. There she opened the drawer of a dressing table
and drew out a | arge photograph

The portrait showed a young man with square-set face; expressive eyes
wer e
beneat h straight brows. Hi s features were handsone; they were enhanced by the
slight curl of his tight hair. That photograph, too, would have interested
Det ective Sergeant Markham It was a picture of Dw ght Kel den

Comi ng suddenly froma reverie induced by her study of the photo, Hel ene
hurried softly to the bag that |lay open on the bureau. There, she placed the
picture in the bottom there weren't enough garments in the bag to hide it
conpletely, and rather than run any risk, the girl stealthily opened a bureau
drawer and brought out a few nore itens for the suitcase.

She could spare a nminute nore, she thought; then she would have to get
back and put on the other dress. After that, she could carry the bag out to
t he
living roomand conpl ete her packing there, in Markham s presence.

But that coming minute was to produce consequences that Hel ene had not
anti ci pat ed.

Directly outside the girl's bedroom w ndow was the roof of a | ow built
garage. Beyond the roof of the garage was the side wall of the Hotel Northley.
There, in a corner wi ndow that faced toward the Wnslow Arnms, stood the
original of the photograph that Hel ene had just hidden

Framed against the roomlight, Dwi ght Kelden's face was plainly
recogni zabl e. He was | ooking toward the wi ndows of Hel ene's apartnment, hoping
that the girl mght [ater raise a shade and see him Dwi ght was so
concentrated
on that hope that he did not notice a stir in the room behind him

A rear wi ndow had opened. A cl oaked shape was sw ngi ng across the sill.
Wth quick, gliding strides, The Shadow approached the nan at the side w ndow,
pl aced a hand upon his shoul der and spoke an introduction in forceful
whi spered tone.

Startled by that sibilance, Dwm ght wheel ed about. H's hand went to his
pocket, as if seeking a gun. The Shadow s fist was quicker, girding Dwight's
wrist. Expecting sone frenzied resistance on Dwight's part, the cl oaked
visitor
gained a grip with his other hand, intending to subdue the wanted nan after a
brief grapple.

Dwi ght Kel den mi ght have accepted The Shadow s persuasion, if another
interruption had not come with startling swiftness. As The Shadow tw st ed
Dni ght inward fromthe window, his owmn formcane into the light. Sight of the



bl ack-cl oaked figure brought a hoarse shout fromthe garage roof, one story
bel ow.

"The Shadow Get him"

Wth the utterance of his name, The Shadow fl ung Dwi ght Kelden to the
floor. The nove was one of the tineliest that The Shadow ever perforned. The
finish of the shout was punctuated by the bark of guns. Bullets whistled
t hrough the open wi ndow, above the rolling pair. Gther shots smashed the gl ass
in the raised sash.

Noting that the fire was high, The Shadow rel eased Dwi ght and wheel ed
about close to the floor. Poking a drawn automatic past the | ower corner of
t he
wi ndow, he stabbed reply shots at targets reveal ed by gun spurts. One shout
turned to a how : then another

Dwi ght was on hands and knees, grabbing at the roomdoor. It gave,
bow i ng
hi m back into a corner. The Shadow spun about agai nst the wall beside the
wi ndow, jabbing shots into a deluge of incom ng thugs.

They were upon himbefore he could damage them sufficiently, slugging
with
guns that they hadn't time to aim thanks to The Shadow s skillful fade in the
direction that they did not expect - toward the w ndow.

Shoved hal f across the sill, The Shadow had only one course. Lifting his
feet high and wi de, he drove theminto the massed enemi es about him The
stroke
bow ed back the nearest fighters, but the pressure of the rest produced the
opposite result.

Teetered upon the wi ndow sill, The Shadow was flung headl ong out ward.

The fall was short - a nere ten feet to the pitch-black garage roof just
bel ow. But The Shadow took it under the worst of circunstances. It was a back
dive, that threatened to | and him head forenost. Only a quick fling of his
ar ns
took the full force fromhis skull

Consci ous after he |anded, the cl oaked fighter was nmonentarily nunbed.
Hs
hands seenmed wei ghted as they reached for guns. Prone in the darkness, The
Shadow was striving to pull hinmself back into the fray, know ng that he could
succeed if granted a mere minute | onger

But crooks were claiming that mnute as their own. Their shouts told it,
fromal ong the roof and at the w ndow above. Men of crinme were exultant,
confident that the tinme had conme to deliver a |ong-awaited stroke:

Death to The Shadow

CHAPTER VI |
BROKEN BATTLE

THE first roar of battle had produced a sudden change of events in
Hel ene's apartnent. Startled by the bark of guns, Helene had stiffened exactly
as she had at Rendrew s. This time, the thing that brought back her senses was
t he sudden pound of Markham dashing toward the bedroom

Hel ene was gripped by the alarm ng thought that when the detective
sergeant found her, half clad and w thout shoes, on the wong side of the
room
he woul d guess that she had been sneaki ng about the place, hiding evidence
unf avorabl e to Dwi ght Kel den

But Markham hadn't been paying attention to any of the sounds fromthe
bedroom Nor was he interested in Helene's attire or lack of it. He was
anxi ous
for the girl's safety, and when he saw her starting fromthe corner, he swept



her back with his arm

"Stay there!" he ordered. "Lay low" By the tinme Markham had turned off
the bedroomlights, stunbled to a wi ndow and raised it, the gunfire had
[ulled.

Looki ng out, the detective sergeant saw three nmen at a |ighted w ndow on
t he other side of the garage roof, and one floor up.

They were the nobbies who had just lost their grip on The Shadow, who, in
turn, was at that nmonment groggily trying to prop hinmself up fromthe garage
roof. Markham heard shouts, saw guns flash from spots al ong the roof.

Del i berately, Markham fired at every gun that spurted. Wth Hel ene's
bedroomas a fort, he held a definite advantage over the men in the open.
Though his shots didn't have the accuracy of The Shadow s, they nmade gunmnen
scurry for cover.

Hi s gun enpty, Markham crouched to reload. By that tine, matters had
changed in the hotel wi ndow across the way. The gunners there had | eft The
Shadow to the nobsters on the roof, in order to spot Markhamis fire. But they
hadn't started to shoot, because some of them were engaged in a scuffle with a
young man who had suddenly flung hinself anong them namely, Dw ght Kel den.

On his feet, Dwight had met a bl ocking crook at the doorway and was using
his fists in hope of escape. Shoved into the arnms of other foenen, he woul dn't
have | asted | ong, except for Markham Again at Hel ene's w ndow, Markham saw
gun
hands swi nging over in the hotel room and opened fire at the braw ers.

His first bullet nmade nmen duck. Dw ght staggered through the doorway, off
to new flight, while his enenies dropped beneath their w ndow | edge and j abbed
shots back to Markham His fire ceased suddenly, and they guessed why. Again
Mar khami s gun was enpty.

One sharpshoot er popped above his wi ndow | edge, thrust a gun forward to
take quick aim He was speedier than Markham that crook; he was | eaning from
his wi ndow, finger on trigger, before the detective sergeant realized that his
own gun was enpty.

Per haps the intended shot woul d have found Markham had the thug ever
fired it; but he never managed to conplete the opportunity.

A tongue of flanme knifed strai ght upward beside the hotel wall. The crook
jolted fromthe blast of the big automatic. Pitching forward, he spraw ed
headl ong to the roof beside The Shadow.

The cl oaked fighter was in the fray again!

MARKHAM and his enpty gun were forgotten. Mdre crooks were at the w ndow,
warily aimng for The Shadow, as were others on the fringes of the roof. They
couldn't believe that their invincible foe had fully recuperated, and their
guess was right. The tinely shot in Markham s behal f had been a huge effort
for
The Shadow.

He was crawing toward the rear of the roof in a sideward, crablike
f ashi on.

One arm was caving under him his opposite | eg was draggi ng. Wat |ights
he saw were blurred; but The Shadow could still pick out gun flashes. Every
spurt, fromthe wi ndow or below, jarred himinto a pronpt response.

The Shadow was denonstrating the inmportant margin of superiority that had
so often enabled himto outmatch heavy odds. He had trained hinmself to gauge
di stance, as well as direction, when he ainmed for gun spurts in the darkness.
Mere guesswork, the sort that crooks were using, wouldn't do. These thugs were
| earning that | esson with bullets.

Qut fromthe wall, The Shadow was cl oser than the gunnen al ong the roof
supposed. They were firing for twenty yards, instead of only ten, and their
bull ets were carrying high. Those at the w ndow of Dwi ght's room had the
range,
but they were visible targets and The Shadow clipped them before they coul d



tug
their triggers.

Then Markham was back into the fray, his one error being a shot that he
fired at The Shadow, along with the other gunners. Fortunately that bullet,
like nost of Markhamis, was wide of its hurried target.

By that tine, the crooks had enough. They were thinking that The Shadow s
fire was sufficient, when Markham joined in. Coupled to that, they heard the
whi ne of approaching sirens.

Mar kham yanked out a police whistle and blewit, giving the inpression
that police reserves had already arrived. The lights went out in the hotel
room men began to drop fromthe edges of the garage roof.

During the lull, Hel ene approached the apartment wi ndow. She saw Mar kham
squinting into the darkness. He pointed to a draggi ng shape partly outlined
agai nst a dull gl ow between two buil di ngs.

"There's sonebody." Markham s tone seenmed doubtful. "W he is, | don't
know. Only I'mthinking, maybe, it m ght be -"

Hel ene hel d her breath, spreadi ng her hands agai nst her chest. She hadn't
seen Dwi ght over in the hotel room for she hadn't been near her own w ndow
until this monent. But she was afraid that Markham ni ght mention Dwi ght by
nane.

"I't could be The Shadow "

Mar kham added that with such enphasis, that Hel ene excl ai ned

"The Shadow? Who is he?"

"He's a fellow who gives crooks what they ought to get,’

spoke Mar kham

"Fromthe way that nob thinned out, I'lIl bet The Shadow was on deck.

coul dn't

have been picking themoff that quick. I'd Iike to go out on the roof and | ook
around -"

Poundi ng on the apartnent door interrupted. Deciding that the police had
arrived, Mrkham caught Helene's armand started her out into the living room
He heard a gasped protest, but didn't understand it until they reached the
light.

"I"'msorry, Mss Gaynond!" Mrkham gul ped the apology. "I didn't realize
that you hadn't finished getting dressed."

"I"l1l have a dress on in a jiffy," smled Hel ene. "You can open the
door. "

She slid into the bedroom slipped her dress over her shoul ders and was
snoot hing it when Markham and the others came through. There were four
officers
in uniforms, and all had flashlights to begin the search along the roof. From
t he wi ndow, Markham said that Helene could turn on the light if she wanted; so
she did.

Putting on her shoes, the girl started to conpl ete her packing. Every
item
that she added to the bag buried the letters and the photograph deeper from
sight, a fact that nmade Hel ene smile, despite the new ordeal that she had just
under gone.

Qddly, Hel ene found hersel f wondering about someone ot her than Dw ght,

who, after all, m ght not have been anywhere around. She renenbered Markham s
mention of a fighter called The Shadow, and hoped that he had fared well in

t he

battl e.

d ancing fromthe wi ndow, Hel ene saw flashlights over in the direction
t hat Mar kham had poi nted out; but apparently no one was there.

The girl decided that The Shadow had gone; and in that assunption, she
was
right. But The Shadow had not traveled far

W TH battl e won, The Shadow had reached the roof edge. There, he had



attenpted a drop to the ground. Two stories froma hanging drop was usually a
sinmple matter for The Shadow, but on this occasion he trusted too nmuch upon
hi s

injured arm

He was lying by the wall of the garage, when officers flicked their
flash-1ights downward. Thanks to the overhanging roof and a short crawl by The
Shadow, they did not see the figure in black

Sheer instinct nust have enabl ed The Shadow to performthat creep, after
his drop had crunpled him He remained quite notionless, |long after the
flashlight rays had passed him

Men were creeping in frombehind the Hotel Northley. Wether friends or
f oenen, The Shadow was in no condition to receive them Fortunately, they were
friends: diff Marsland and Hawkeye. Lifting their chief, the faithful agents
carried himout to the next street.

The departure was fraught w th danger of discovery. More police were in
t he nei ghborhood. Two officers, stunbling through an opening, were al nost upon
The Shadow s agents when they stopped. The cops had cone upon a crippled thug.
Wil e they were dragging himaway, diff and Hawkeye conpl eted their own
j our ney.

Moe's waiting cab whipped to |ife the nmonent that the agents and their
burden were aboard. It shot right fromthe sight of a patrol man who was
searchi ng parked cars al ong the way.

A whistle gave the alarm a police car whined in froma nei ghboring
bl ock.

But Mpe knew these streets, like all others in Manhattan.

He twisted the cab fromthat vicinity as if it had been a mechanical eel
Di scardi ng darkness, Me chose a |ighted avenue and mixed the cab into traffic
far fromthe scene of the brief pursuit.

VWen diff spoke through the partition, telling himto drive to Doctor
Rupert Sayre's, Me nodded. Sayre was a doctor who ai ded The Shadow when he
received injuries in his eternal battle against crine.

The Shadow s pl ans were ended for the night. Later, perhaps, he would
again seek the trail of Dwi ght Kelden - who had managed a new flight during
The
Shadow s costly triunph. Doubly costly, that victory, since it neant that The
Shadow woul d have to postpone another mission: his visit to the Rendrew house.

In that old mansion lay certain clues that were the answer to strange
mur der; clues that m ght be gone when The Shadow finally arrived to seek them

CHAPTER VI I'|
THE THI RD CLUE

BY noon the next day, |nspector Cardona had news that pleased him
Matters
were going very well in the Rendrew case. Dwi ght Kel den had been tagged as
Suspect No. 1, and his picture gazed fromthe front page of every newspaper in
t own.

That particular photo showed Kelden in a ten-gallon hat, which - though
Cardona didn't realize it - hid the suspect's nost conspi cuous nark of
identification, his somewhat curly hair. Louise Dreller had provided the
phot ograph; it was one that her cousin had sent her, to kid her with the
noti on
that the West was still very wild and wool ly.

Wres to San Di ego had proven that Dwi ght Kel den was absent fromthat
city
and that no one knew precisely where he had gone. The news supported Cardona's
theory that Rendrew s m ssing nephew was probably in New York

As for the gunfight held between the Hotel Northley and the W nsl ow Arns,



the ace inspector held a hunch that Dw ght had been concerned in it. He argued
that it mght have been an effort to kidnap Hel ene G aynond, the | aw s npst
i mportant w tness.

Capt ured nobbi es clainmed that they had been working with a | eader who had
not survived the battle; that he was the only one who coul d have told who
hired
them or what their ultinmate purpose was.

That was | ogi cal enough, and Cardona had an idea that the man in back of
it all was a guest at the Northley, named David Armage. The fight had begun in
Armage's room 416, and from descriptions of the guest, the nane sounded I|ike
an alias, used by Dwi ght Kel den

Positive that Dwi ght nust be the murderer, Cardona had forgotten about
Rahman Si ngh. Besi des, another man had come into the scene - a taxi driver
naned Ti m Dogan. The fellow reported at a precinct station, admtted that he
had picked up a passenger in back of the Rendrew house. He was brought to
headquarters, where Cardona interviewed him

Dogan | ooked honest, but sonewhat wary. He kept fidgeting with the
battered cap that constituted his sole itemof uniform He wanted to think
bef ore he spoke, and Cardona |l et him Experience had shown the inspector that
fake testinmony was usually given glibly, rather than with forethought of the
sort that Dogan used.

"IT was this way," said Dogan. "I was grabbin'" chow at the Busy Bee, see?
That's where | go regular - all the boys up there know ne."

Cardona inquired where the Busy Bee was.

"It's a hashhouse on the street in back of Rendrew s," declared Dogan
"About a block away. I'mthe only hackie that eats there, and every now an'
then | gets a call."

"From t hat nei ghbor hood?"

"Yeah, usually." Dogan paused, then blurted the adnmission: "I'd gotten

em
fromthe Rendrew house before."

"Who nmade the calls?"

"Cenerally a dane. The same one that wanted the cab, | guess. She's a
bl onde. Di zzy | ooking."

That fitted Loui se. Cardona put a pronpt question: "Did the girl call you
| ast ni ght?"

"No," replied Dogan. "It was a guy called. He tal ked ki nd of quick. Says
to stop out in back of the old house at nine o' clock and wait there. | figures
the guy is callin' for the blonde."

"At what tinme was the call nmade?"

"Al ong about six o'clock. | always hit the Busy Bee ahead of six, so
can
scof f before the rush starts for the restaurants an' the night clubs."

Cardona cal cul ated. If Dwi ght Kel den had conme East by plane, he woul d
have
arrived long in advance of six o'clock. As for the quick voice that Dogan
mentioned, it certainly didn't fit Archie's whiny tone or Froy's precise sort
of speech.

They were the only persons who could have called fromthe house, except
Adam Rendrew or John Gsman. Neither of them would have arranged for a cab to
nmeet Loui se. Besides, Rendrew s voice had been cackly, according to Hel ene,
and
Gsman' s speech was deliberate, alnost a draw .

"It's been six nonths that |'ve hung around the Busy Bee," continued
Dogan, "an' this is the first tine a guy calls fromthe house; instead of the
dane -
"He said he was calling fromthe house?"

"No. He just says to be there at nine. So | shows up, an' it's the guy



hi nsel f that pops out, after |'ve been waitin' about fifteen mnutes. He's in
a

hurry, an' he hops aboard as soon as he sees ne, sayin' to get to Tinmes Square
qui ck.

"By the tinme we're around the corner, he's flashin' ten bucks in one mtt
an' a gat in the other, askin' ne which | want. | figure a sawbuck is better

than a slug, so | takes himwhere he wants to go."

Dogan ended his story abruptly. Cardona eyed himin poker-faced style.
Finally, the cabby added:

"That's all, inspector. Until | takes a gander at the newspapers this
mornin' an' find out you're lookin' for the guy."

Cardona pointed to Dwi ght's photograph on a front page, and asked:

"Was that the man?"

"It mghta been," admitted Dogan. "Only | didn't see himvery close.
was
busy drivin' fast, |like he wanted. He wasn't wearin' that hat, though."

Cardona gave a grunt. Leaning back in his chair, he considered what other
i nformati on Dogan m ght supply. Finally, he questioned:

"Where's your cab?"

"Qutside here. They had me drive it down fromthe precinct station."”

"W'll have a look inside it."

They went outside, and Cardona began to probe the cab's interior. Wen he
lifted the rear seat, sonething slipped down fromthe side of it. Cardona saw
the flutter of paper and reached for the trophy.

A nmoment | ater, he was holding a third clue that pointed to Dw ght
Kel den,
an itemquite as inportant as the torn cal endar and the eyegl ass wi per

Joe Cardona had found an airplane tinetable, scheduling the flights of
skyliners between California and New York

LATER t hat afternoon, |Inspector Cardona arrived at the police
conmi ssioner's office and laid the new clue on the conm ssioner's desk,
together with the ol d ones.

"Kelden left a trail a mle wide!" asserted Cardona. "He overlooked the
date slip that Rendrew wote and, later, tore fromthe calendar. |'ve checked
on the eyeglass w per and found out that Kelden bought his reading gl asses
from
Weeker & Sons, when he was in New York a year ago.

"This timetable is sonething el se he dropped from his pocket, or decided
to get rid of, while he was in the cab. Kelden knew we'd be after him and he
wasn't going to carry anything that mght show he'd just cone from
California."

Conmi ssi oner Weston showed a pl eased snile. Cardona took it for
commendati on, which it was; but the smle neant nore. Weston had a surprise of
his own, for Cardona

"Very good, inspector," declared the conm ssioner. "You have built up an
excel | ent case agai nst Dni ght Kelden! He is the man we want, as your evidence
proves. \Wat you now need, is to learn his notive."

"Maybe John Gsman can help us with that -"

"Osman has hel ped us," interrupted Weston, w dening his smle. "I
sunmoned
him here at noon. He arrived with his attorney, and | insisted upon know ng

facts about Dw ght Kelden."
"Csman gave then?"
"Yes." Weston brought some papers fromthe desk drawer. "He and the
| awyer
had been goi ng through Rendrew s papers this norning. They brought to Iight
certain matters which even Gsman had not fully understood.”
Spreadi ng the papers, Weston referred to them tapping first one, then



anot her. \When he had roused Cardona's curiosity to a high pitch, he proceeded.

"Some years ago," declared the comm ssioner, "Adam Rendrew had deal i ngs
with Kelden's father. Mney was involved, and it wound up in Rendrew s hands,
to the extent of one hundred thousand dollars."

"You nmean Rendrew pulled a sw ndl e?"

"Exactly! Fortunately for him Kelden's father died before he had a
chance
to begin a lawsuit. He could al so have brought crimnal charges agai nst
Rendr ew. "

West on pushed the papers across the desk

"There's nost of it," he declared. "Docunments whi ch ol d Rendrew kept,
even
t hough they incrimnated hinmself."

"Why was he fool enough to keep then?"

"Rendrew was a rogue, not a fool. He was afraid that Dw ght Kel den woul d
| earn enough to bring action against him Rendrew probably wanted to show
t hese
docunents to his lawer, so the latter would know exactly what he was up
agai nst."

Weston's anal ysis was a sound one. Ampong the papers were certain letters
that Rendrew had witten to the el der Kel den. How they had come into Rendrew s
possessi on was a nystery, but they expl ai ned why Dwi ght could certainly not
have known all the details of the sw ndle.

"I have |l earned," declared the commi ssioner, "that Dwi ght Kelden is quite
weal thy. Still, he could have wanted nore noney, or revenge; perhaps both. He
could easily have guessed that his case would be strengthened by evidence that
only Rendrew held."

"So he cane East to get it!"

"Exactly!" nodded Weston. "And the only nmethod was to threaten Rendrew
i nto passing over the papers. That, in turn, neant the use of force, or a gun
Kel den chose the latter as the nore effective neasure. Meeting with
resi stance,
he killed Rendrew. "

"Whi ch neans he took his revenge," added Cardona. "He saw his chance, so
he didn't wait. That explains everything, comm ssioner. Al |'ve got to do" -
Joe's tone was grim- "is find Dn ght Kel den."

VWESTON gestured his hand toward the door. It was nore than a token that
the interview was ended. Weston was ordering Cardona to resune the hunt.
Cardona turned toward the door, but before he reached there, Wston stopped
hi m
with the question:

"You heard about Cranston?"

Cardona shook his head.

"He cracked up that tiny plane of his," infornmed the conm ssioner, "while
he was trying a take-off fromhis front lawn, this nmorning. He was banged up a
bit, but not seriously. He's dining with nme this evening, but his physician
has
insisted that he start hone at ten o'clock."

Wt hout knowi ng it, Conm ssioner Weston had announced a fact that was of
prime inportance. Hi s statenent told that The Shadow was ready to resune his
i nvestigation of the Rendrew nurder, after learning, while dining with the
poli ce comm ssioner, just how much the | aw had covered during the interim

Mor eover, Weston had decl ared the exact time at which The Shadow s new
canpai gn would start. That time would coincide with Cranston's departure from
the Cobalt C ub.

The Shadow s noves woul d begin at ten o' cl ock tonight.



CHAPTER | X
THE SHADOW S CLUES

THE mansion clock was striking ten. Seated at the typewiter desk in
Gsman's of fice, Hel ene Graynond shuddered. Those chimes, the strokes that
foll owed them remi nded her too much of death as delivered to Adam Rendrew.

Hel ene was sorry that she had agreed to remain in the mansion; but it was
too late to change her decision. The nore readily she accepted suggestions,

t he

| ess woul d peopl e question her. So far, Hel ene had given honest replies to
every

qui z; but there were certain questions that she would certainly dread, if ever
t hey were put.

Thus Hel ene, by her pretended willingness to be hel pful, was alone in the
house, except for Froy. She was typing long lists of assets belonging to the
Rendrew estate, a task which Gsman had said was highly inportant and shoul d be
done as early as possible.

Gsman had taken a huge batch of papers over to his attorney's apartnent.
Archi e and Louise, not at all disturbed by their uncle's recent death, had
gone
their separate ways, seeking good tines anong friends.

Detectives still guarded the house, watching from outside. There was
nothing to fear, so long as they were around. But that did not |essen Helene's
m sery. She was nourishing worries that were fast becom ng unbearable. From
her
desk, she could count the ticks of the big clock, until she realized that she
could no longer stand the strain.

Hurrying upstairs to her room Helene fought back the sobs that fairly
pressed her tight-set |ips. She | ocked the door and drew the w ndow shades,
letting her breath cone in sharp, quick sighs.

She wanted to get into bed before she broke down and wept; but her eyes
were already blurred with tears and her fingers were trenbling increasingly,
as
she undressed. Silken garnents were like |ead, as they slipped fromthe girl's
unst eady hands.

As she finished her struggling task, Helene's enption gave away
conpl etely. She sank on the bed, buried her face in the pillows to drown the
unrestrai ned sobs that quivered her slender body. Her weeping seenmed beyond
control, and she no | onger cared. Perhaps that was why the convul sive sobs
gradual | y | essened.

At last, Helene lifted her head fromthe tear-drenched pillows, dried her
eyes with her fingertips, and gave a profound sigh

The cry had hel ped her, bringing nore relief than she had expected.
Though
she was undressed, Helene no | onger wanted to go to bed; still, she wasn't
equal
to putting on all her clothes again and going back to work in the office.

Finally striking upon a conprom se, Helene attired herself in a nightie,
a
silk kimono, and a pair of confortable slippers. Unlocking the door, she
| ooked
about for Froy; seeing no sign of the drab-faced servant, Hel ene went down to
the office.

She was gat hering papers, intending to take themup to her room where
she
could work in confort and secl usion, when she noticed curious darkness slid
across the desk. Against the woodwork, Helene saw the outline of a hawkish
sil houette. Turning, with a gasp, she looked into the eyes of a weird visitor

Al that Hel ene saw were eyes - and bl ackness. The stranger was cl oaked:



a
sl ouch hat hid his face, but the down-turned brimcoul d not conceal the burn
of
those all-searching eyes. Recollections flashed to Hel ene's m nd; despite her
bew | dernent, she excl ai ned.

"You are The Shadow "

A whi spered | augh acknow edged the identity. Drawing a chair beside the
desk, The Shadow sat down. Silently, he waited for Hel ene to cal m down.

THE ki nono-clad girl was very beautiful, yet quite unconscious of the
fact. Wile preparing for bed, she had I et down her hair, and it forned a
bill ow of brown loveliness as it streamed across her shoul ders. Raising a hand
that no |l onger trenbled, Hel ene brushed stray locks fromin front of her eyes
and smi |l ed her wondernent.

The Shadow had denonstrated the ability that Markham had descri bed.
Sonehow, the cl oaked visitor had passed the outside detectives and had entered
by the side door, which was |ocked to-night, with its key in the possession of
Louise Dreller. Helene was further awed when The Shadow spoke:

"Tell me all you know regardi ng Dn ght Kel den. ™"

It was a conmand, not a question. Helene's lips tightened.

"I must ask a question first," the girl asserted, firmy. "Tell me: do
you
bel i eve that Dwi ght nurdered Adam Rendr ew?"

"No nore than you believe it!"

The Shadow s pronpt response won Hel ene's confidence conpletely. It
seened, amazingly enough, to sumrarize her fears along with her doubts.

Though she had tried to convince herself that Dwi ght was innocent of
crime, Hel ene had been overwhel ned at tinmes by the magnitude of the evidence
agai nst the man she |l oved. Torn by conflicting thoughts, Hel ene had |onged to
nmeet soneone in whom she could safely confide; someone who woul d t horoughly
under st and.

By his cryptic words, The Shadow had shown absol ute recognition of
Hel ene' s deepest qual ms. He had expressed her own thoughts for her. Earnestly,
the girl began to pour out her story.

Ever since Dwight's visit East, a year ago, she had corresponded wth
hi m
He had proposed narriage to Hel ene, and she had accepted. In his last letter
whi ch she had received only a few days ago, Dwi ght had prom sed to cone East
very soon.

Those letters, of course, had been nmailed to Helene's apartnment. Dwi ght's
letter to Louise had arrived here at the house, but it hadn't troubled Hel ene
because she knew that Dwi ght occasionally corresponded with his cousin.

"Dwi ght didn't want Louise to know that he was com ng East," concl uded
Hel ene. "That's why he wote her that he was going to Mexico. She m ght have
| ear ned, sonehow, that he was no longer in San Diego."

"You have the letters that Dwi ght wote to you."

"Yes," nodded Hel ene, rising. "I can get them-"

The Shadow had al so risen; he was noving toward the door

"I shall be in the study," he announced. "Bring the letters there. Do not
worry about Froy. He is asleep.”

On the way upstairs, Helene realized that The Shadow nust be famliar
with
the entire house, for Froy's roomwas on the third floor. She didn't realize
t hat The Shadow had read all of Inspector Cardona's reports and had seen a
floor plan of the mansion

The girl brought the letters to the study, Dwi ght's photo with them
After
viewi ng the picture, The Shadow asked for Dwight's latest letter, and Hel ene
found it for him



Taking the other letters back to her bedroom Helene returned to find The
Shadow vi ewi ng the exact spot where the dead body of Adam Rendrew had been
f ound.

He turned toward the bookcase, noted that it was set against a thick

wal I,
bet ween the wi ndows. As he turned again, his finger traced an imaginary |ine,
and finally pointed toward the floor | anp near the door to the hall. He told

Hel ene to turn the switch. She obeyed, and gasped when the |ight came on
"That bul b was burned out |ast night!"
"So | have been told," returned The Shadow. "I am glad that you al so
not ed
the fact."
"I can't inmagine who replaced it with a new one -

HELENE hal ted her earnest statenment, very abruptly. Again in the center

of
the room The Shadow was noving his hand upward, as if neasuring a man's
hei ght .

He pointed to bookshel f, where volunmes forned a tight-packed row. He
pushed his finger forcibly between two books in the center, then pulled his
hand away, letting the books press together

Hel ene heard hidden lips utter a whispered | augh, a strange, uncanny tone
t hat somehow added to her confidence, though it brought a slight chill that
tingled her fromhead to foot.

She saw The Shadow renmpve sone books fromthe shel f, watched hi m probe
t he
space with a tiny flashlight, its beamno |larger than a dime. Then the books
were back in place again and The Shadow was running his finger along the
titles.

He spoke in half sentences, that he let Hel ene conplete.

"These books are arranged al phabetically," said The Shadow, "therefore,
take it that they have been listed -"

"Several tinmes," supplied Helene. "I have a copy of the latest list in ny
desk. "

"Adam Rendrew was proud of this collection -

"Very! Especially the bindings."

"He occasionally bought better copies to replace poor ones -

"Yes."

"And the duplicates that he discarded -"

"Are in the attic, except for sone that he sold.”

They went down to Osnan's office, where Hel ene produced the book list.
Duplicate volunes were noted on a separate sheet, and the girl supposed that
The Shadow, whatever his interest in the books, would propose a trip to the
attic.

I nstead, he shifted to another subject. He asked about the desk cal endar
that Cardona had found in Rendrew s Study.

"M . Rendrew al ways kept one," explained Hel ene. "He used those cal endars
somewhat like a diary."

"And the old ones -"

Hel ene found them They were buried deep in a corner closet beyond the
of fice safe. The Shadow stood beside her, while she knelt and dug for the
cal endars.

VWhen she found the one of the previous year, The Shadow took it from her
grasp. Helene saw himflutter the pages with his thunb. Pausing after the
second riff, he declared:

"Your first neeting with Dwi ght Kel den was on the twentieth of March

| ast
year."
"Wy, yes!" exclained Hel ene. "How did you know?"



The answer struck her suddenly. The Shadow must have found sone evi dence
of Dwight's brief visit to his uncle Adamthe year before. That tine, of
course, had been the occasion of Helene's first nmeeting with the nephew from
Cal i forni a.

Returni ng the cal endar, The Shadow told Helene to replace it with the
ot hers. That done, he announced that he intended to visit the cellar, not the
attic. As it was getting late, he suggested that the girl listen fromthe
kitchen and informhimif anyone arrived hone.

Hel ene heard scraping sounds fromthe cellar while The Shadow was down
there. They were quite nmuffled and came from sonewhere near the front, well
beyond the cardroom Wen he had come back, by way of Archie's so-called den
The Shadow seened quite satisfied with his inspection of the cellar.

Then canme his nost surprising statenent.

"One of your bedroom wi ndows opens on the little courtyard,” he told
Hel ene. "1 want you to watch fromthere. Should you hear Froy nove about, or
shoul d anyone return, tap the wi ndow and hurry into bed. Qtherw se, wait unti
you see three blinks - red, green, and white - of ny flashlight. After that,
you need watch no | onger."

W TH Hel ene on her way upstairs, The Shadow went out by the side door

From her wi ndow, the girl saw the tiny flashlight cross the courtyard,
t hr owi ng
a steady beam though occasionally the folds of a black cloak nmuffled it.

Knowi ng that Louise might return and look in to see if she happened to be
awake, Hel ene discarded slippers and kinono, to be ready for a quick trip into
bed. She had left the door slightly ajar, so that she would surely hear anyone
who entered.

The Shadow s |ight was probing below the wall of the house next door. For
several mnutes Hel ene coul dn't guess his purpose, until she realized that he
was directly opposite the wi ndow that faced the door of Rendrew s study.

The Shadow was | ooking for the bullet that had broken the wi ndow as a
result of the wild, superfluous shot that had been fired after Rendrew s
deat h!

Such search did not explain why The Shadow wanted the bullet in question
At first, Helene felt that the hunt would prove a hopel ess one; but as she
wat ched, she deci ded ot herwi se. The bullet nust have dropped after it struck
the wall; the area where The Shadow was | ooking for it could not be very
| ar ge.

Ten m nutes had passed, when Hel ene heard a sound fromthe floor bel ow
then footsteps on the side stairs. She reached to tap the w ndow, at that
instant, the flashlight I|icked up against the wall and delivered three short
blinks - red, green, and white. The Shadow s search was ended, nmaking Hel ene's
si gnal unnecessary.

Quickly, the girl reached the door and closed it. Scanpering to the bed,
she was under the covers, except for her head and shoul ders, when the door
opened. Louise stood there and softly spoke Hel ene's nane. Receiving no
response, the blonde entered and approached the bed.

By the light fromthe hallway, Louise observed that Hel ene was wearing
only her nightie and therefore assumed that she was asl eep. Eyes tight shut,
Hel ene heard Louise tiptoe out into the hallway and cl ose the door behind her

Then Hel ene Graynond was staring at the darkened ceiling. Wde awake, she
was wondering about Dwi ght Kel den and what this evening' s events night nmean to
him She felt nore hopeful regarding Dm ght's innocence; still, she wasn't
sure.

As sleep finally cane upon her, Hel ene was convinced that one person
al one, could solve the riddle of recent crine.

That person was her new friend, The Shadow



CHAPTER X
CRI ME' S NEW ANGLES

ALL the next norning, Helene Graynond tried to assure herself that she
had
hel ped The Shadow, but she didn't nanage to convince hersel f. Just what val ue
The Shadow coul d have found from his clues, was something very specul ative, in
Hel ene' s opi ni on

The | aw, she learned from John Gsnman, had wel ded a new | i nk agai nst
Dwi ght. The chain now had three, Rendrew s torn cal endar, the eyegl ass w per
and an airplane schedule fromthe cab that had carried the nmurderer along in
his flight.

The Shadow s clues were a |last-year's cal endar, a pair of books that he
had noted on the list, and a nashed bullet. He had taken neither the cal endar
nor the books, and Hel ene could not even be sure that he had found the bullet.
So far as the girl knew, The Shadow s clues, if they had any value at all
m ght clinch the case agai nst Dwi ght Kel den, instead of hel ping him

O all factors, the nost encouragi ng was Hel ene's absol ute confidence in
The Shadow s ability to gain results. She was sure that he had waged that gun
battle on the roof near her apartnment. Mreover, The Shadow had | earned one
fact that no one el se had even guessed at; nanely, that Hel ene was in | ove
with
Dwi ght .

Wth all his questions, Joe Cardona had not found that out. Nor had John
Gsman, in whose office Hel ene worked every day. Archie Dreller, with all his
shrewdness had not guessed the truth; nor had his sister Louise, who fancied
herself so clever. As for Froy, Helene was sure that the soft-footed servant
shared t he same ignorance.

Yet The Shadow, in his first meeting with Hel ene, had struck upon the
very
point that the girl had so successfully conceal ed from everyone el se!

There was a sinple answer to that riddle. The Shadow knew that Dw ght had
tried to signal Helene fromthe hotel room H's interpretation of Dw ght's
presence was therefore at variance with the theory that the suspected mnurderer
had wanted to kidnap the star w tness.

Qovi ously, Dwight wanted to reach Hel ene, but hadn't risked a phone call
whi ch neant that he was afraid the girl had been unable to cover sone secret
whi ch they had i n conmon.

From that, The Shadow had readily conjectured the exi stence of a ronance,
and had foreseen that Hel ene would be only too glad to aid anyone who mi ght
hold an inpartial attitude toward Dw ght.

Unfortunately, Helene had placed herself where it would be difficult for
Dni ght again to seek her. She couldn't |eave the Rendrew nansion for the
present, and Dwm ght would certainly think a long while before making a phone
call there, let alone a visit.

Li ke the law, The Shadow woul d have to hunt blindly for Dmght, if he
wanted him but there, the simlarity ended.

It happened that The Shadow was no | onger anxious to find Dw ght Kel den

That news woul d have astoni shed Hel ene, had she heard it; but, again, it
was a riddle with a sinple answer. The Shadow i ntended to crack the case from
anot her angle. If that succeeded, Dw ght woul d appear upon the scene of his
own
vol ition.

O her persons had figured in the affairs of Adam Rendrew and t he dead
man's relatives. Wth all suspicion centered upon Dwi ght, and the fact
procl ai med by the newspapers, those parties would soon behave | ess warily. The
Shadow was dependi ng upon their nmoves to start new progress.



THE soundness of The Shadow s policy was proven early in the afternoon
when The Shadow | unched wi th Commi ssi oner Weston. d addened when he | earned
that his friend Cranston was suffering fromhis accident no nore than he had
t he previous night when they dined together, Wston was chatting about
airpl anes, instead of crime, when Inspector Cardona dropped into the
grillroom

Wth him Cardona brought the bullet that had been taken from Andrew s
body and commented upon its inmportance.

"It's froma .38 revolver," stated Joe, "and if we ever find the gun that
fired it, there won't be any trouble identifying it. The slug stayed in good
condition, even if Rendrew didn't."

West on examined the bullet, passed it to Cranston, whose |ips showed a
slight smle as he weighed the pellet in his hand. Then, before Weston could
ask if progress had been made in the search for Dwi ght, Cardona popped sone
news that he hoped woul d divert the comm ssioner fromthe touchy subject.

"Remenber that fell ow Rahman Si ngh?" asked Cardona. "He's in again! |
talked to a lot of his old customers and told themto keep nme posted. Well
he's been calling themup, only they don't know from where."

"W are positive," declared Weston, "that Rahman Singh did not murder
Adam
Rendrew. Therefore, he is uninmportant."

"He may be nore inportant than we think," persisted Cardona. "That H ndu
m ght have an idea where Kelden is hiding out. He won't get it fromthat
crystal of his, but he may remenber a lot of things, if we question himright.
I'd like to find him"

As Cardona hoped, Weston becane enthusiastic over the possibility that
t he
H ndu nmight be a lead to Dwi ght. He nodded approvingly, then questioned:

"Has the Dreller girl heard from Rahman Si ngh?"

"Not yet," replied Cardona. "But | bet she will, before very long. |'ve
been telling his other customers to say that we aren't going to bother him
He's called sone of thema second tinme, so he certainly has ny nessage."

"He's been using themas feelers" - Cardona, was enphatic - "and when he
thi nks he's safe, he'll call the Dreller dane. Maybe he just wants to start
hi s
fortune-telling racket again, but there's a chance that he's got sonething up
the sl eeve of his turban."”

"His turban,"” corrected Weston, "is the object that he wears upon his
head. You nean the sleeve of his tunic, inspector."”

Cardona gave a sheepish grin. He knew what a turban was, all right, but
Weston always |iked a chance to correct somebody, so Cardona had given him
one.

Such digressions carried the conversation further fromthe subject that
Car dona
was trying to avoid: the futile hunt for Dw ght Kel den

After lunch, while Cardona and Weston were still tal king, The Shadow
excused hinsel f and tel ephoned the Rendrew house. Froy answered; using
Cranston's tone, The Shadow asked for Louise Dreller

He introduced hinself across the wire, and Loui se gushed enthusiastically

when she | earned that she was talking to the mllionaire globe-trotter, Lanont
Cranston, who had been to India, Tibet, and all other hotbeds of Oiental
nmystici sm

"l have received an astral call," cane Cranston's serious tone, "fromthe
presiding yogi in the Tenple of Allahabad. H s nessage is for Rahman Si ngh."
"I understand!" exclaimed Louise. "But | don't know where Rahman Singh
is."
"Your mind and his are in harnmony. You will hear fromhim Wen you do -"
"Yes? Yes?"
"I nform Rahman Si ngh that he must conmmunicate with me at once, or the

yogi's nmessage will never reach him"



LQU SE stayed in the house the rest of the afternoon, hoping to hear from
Rahman Singh. At half past five, just as Archie canme in the front door, the
t el ephone bell rang. Louise pounced for it; stopping on the stairs, Archie
heard her exclaim

"Rahman Singh! It's you, at last!" Archie listened closely to Louise's
end
of the conversation. Wile she was hanging up the receiver, he hurried out the
front door. He called Silk Elredge fromthe nearest pay station, but required
several attenpts, at brief intervals, before Silk finally answered

"The Hi ndu called Louise," said Archie. "She gave himsone dizzy
nmessage. .. Who fron? From Lanmont Cranston... You've heard of him haven't
you?"

Smoot hly, Silk asked for details. Archie gave them

"It sounds goofy," he admitted, "but it's the sort of bunk that Louise

falls for... Maybe you're right; it nmight be Cranston's way of getting hold of
Rahman Singh... Sure, Silk! 1'll keep you posted, if Louise gets any other
calls...”

In his office, Silk Elredge sat drumm ng the desk, his eyes registering a
shrewd flicker, his straight lip set tight. Suddenly he nodded to hinself,
arose and strode over to the door. As he pulled the barrier inward, Silk
st epped back.

The passage was bl ocked by a stranger who was stepping toward the door
his hand lifted, as if to rap against it. Before Silk could halt him the man
strode across the threshold and cl osed the door behind him Silk heard an oily
greeting, given with a peculiar accent:

"You are M. Elredge?"

Sil k nodded. H s narrowed eyes were staring at a darkish bearded face,
that he could identify with one man only: Rahman Singh. He thought at that
nonent that the Hi ndu nust have been outside the Rendrew house when Archie
left
it; then Silk realized that Rahman Singh could not have picked up the trai
t hat
soon.

By his own testinony, Archie had left while Louise was still talking to
the H ndu. There had been an interval after that, but even if Rahman Si ngh had
cone along and spotted Archie calling fromthe drugstore, that woul dn't
expl ain
the H ndu's presence here. Silk had been talking to Archie only five mnutes
ago!

Silk was deciding that the stranger couldn't be the H ndu nentioned by
Archi e, when the bearded nman announced:

"My name i s Rahman Singh."

For a monent, Silk Dredge was inclined to credit the wonder of the Oient
wher eby nystics could transport thenselves fromone |ocation to another; but
that nmood did not grip himvery long. Silk figured that there would be a nore
sensi bl e expl anation, and he knew the way to get it.

Gesturing Rahman Singh to a chair, Silk sat down behind his desk and
reached for the tel ephone, while he purred:

"I was just about to make an inportant call. You'll pardon me, M. Singh

"One nonent!"

The harshness of the Hindu's interruption caused the tel ephone to drop
fromSilk's hand. Looking across the desk, the proprietor of the Cub Cadiz
promptly wheel ed his chair back and let his hands come to shoul der |evel.

Rahman Singh, the trickster, wasn't the sort who could be tricked. From
beneath his overcoat he had produced an oversized revol ver, that shone |ike
t he
gold teeth which the Hindu's leering |ips displayed.



"I would prefer it, M. Elredge," chuckled Rahman Singh, "if we settled
our business before you nmade the call!™

CHAPTER Xl
CARDS ON THE TABLE

RAHMAN SI NGH had | ooked into the future without the aid of a crystal
bal I .

He had guessed why Sil k Elredge was reaching for the tel ephone: to slip a
si gnal

to certain nobbies who served him Silk nmade those calls craftily, when he
wanted to be rid of troubl esonme visitors.

It seened that Rahman Singh had either |earned, or guessed, a great dea
about Silk's methods. Wth his gun drawn, the Hindu seened quite confident. In
fact, he stretched his dark hand to the corner of the desk and | aid the weapon
there.

Silk's arnms canme down, then folded across his chest. The revol ver was
j ust
cl ose enough for Rahman Singh's use, should the visitor need it; just too far
away, in case Silk nmade a grab for it. Letting his smle fade, Rahman Si ngh
remar ked soberly:

"The gun is on the table. Wy not |lay our cards there, too?"

"It suits nme," decided Silk. "Let's have your showdown first. Wat's your
ri ght nane, H ndu?"

"Rahman Singh," replied the bearded man, coolly. "I amnot the only bona
fide Hindu in New York. As for these" - he gave a sweeping tug at his black
whi skers - "l ook!"

The beard struck Silk as genuine, after that denonstration. As for his
visitor's nationality, Silk was remenbering that New York had plenty of
Chi nese
and others of Oriental origin, who tal ked plain English and behaved according
to
Anerican custom

It wasn't odd that Rahman Singh should wear a turban and pose as a
nysti c,
since many Orientals who ran curio shops garbed thensel ves in robes of their
nati ve | and.

At present, Rahman Singh wasn't decked up for his act. He was wearing a
wel | -cut business suit, topped by a stylish overcoat, and his headgear was a
dark felt hat.

"Suppose that we discuss our affairs,"” suggested Rahman Singh, "only so
far as the lawis apt to interfere with them™

"That's Jake," agreed Silk. "You're on the lam and I'"'mnot. So let's
hear
your troubles."

"They are already known. Yours may be yet to cone.”

"Yeah? Wat's the gag?"

Rahman Si ngh stroked his beard; finally he gave a sl owworded reply to
Silk's question

"According to a young | ady naned Louise Dreller," he announced, "her
brother Archie has | ost heavily in your ganbling establishment. So heavily
t hat
he was forced to nmake very special arrangenents in order to square hinself."

"What sort of arrangenents.”

"Mss Dreller did not know. But | suspect"” - long brown fingers were
pl ucki ng the black beard - "that they involved blackmail, with Adam Rendrew as
the man who was supposed to pay."

Silk shifted forward. Rahman Singh clutched the gun. Wth a shrug, Silk



settl ed back and denanded:

"How woul d anyone have shaken down ol d Rendrew?"

"Very simply," returned Rahman Singh, in a cold, steady tone - "by
threatening to inpart certain information to his nephew, Dw ght Kel den; facts
regardi ng a swindl e that Rendrew once nanaged."

THE statenent had a powerful effect upon Silk. So far, the inside
i nformati on had not reached the newspapers. It was obvious, therefore, that
Rahman Si ngh had gl eaned facts from Loui se; and that |led to other concl usions.

"Forget that heater," suggested Silk, referring to the gun. "I mght as
well come out with it. That boob Dreller talked too much to his dizzy sister
I"mlucky that they've both kept their faces buttoned while the cops are
around.

"Anyway, Rendrew got croaked before the deal ever went through, so they
can't hand me a rap on that. They've pinned the murder on Kel den, which nmakes
me safe there, too. You ve got it right, Singh. Archie owes nme dough.”

The Hindu did not inquire as to the anount, so Silk decided to state it.

"Close to three grand," said Silk. "I thought old Rendrew woul d be good
for it, until Archie swore he'd never come through. To square hinmself with ne,
Archi e gave me the | owdown on the Kelden matter. He said the old man woul d
turn
baby, if anybody threatened to give that out.

"I told Archie to take a cruise so that while he was away, | could wal k
in
on the old gent. | told Archie I'd make his uncle settle for ten grand, and go
fifty-fifty on the deal. But | was going after twenty. It |ooked worth it."

Si | k paused, gave a snap of his fingers to indicate the sudden vani sh of
fifteen thousand dol | ars.

"Kel den rubbed out Rendrew," he said, "and that was that. But why shoul d
I
worry? Archie is due for an incone, and I'Il get ny dough - the three grand -
in
time payments. |'ve got Archie's markers right here, if you want to see them"™

Rahman Singh hefted the revolver as Silk was reaching toward a desk
drawer. The ganbl er shrugged, and decided that the H ndu was taking his word
for it that the | OUs were there.

"Your position," spoke Rahman Singh, "is better than nine. Louise Dreller
al so has an income and will spend nuch of it with ne, provided that | can
again
resume ny business. However, that appears inpossible."

"How cone?" asked Silk.

"Today, | called Mss Dreller," declared the H ndu. "She said that a
gent| eman naned Lanont Cranston wi shed to see nme. | happen to know t hat
Cranston is a very good friend of the police conm ssioner. Therefore, it may
mean a trap!"

Silk was suddenly interested. He | eaned his fol ded arns upon the desk.

"Knowi ng that you night synpathize with my predicanent,” resunmed Rahman
Singh, "I cane here feeling that our mutual know edge of certain facts would
make us lasting friends -"

"Cut the boloney," interrupted Silk. "Archie told ne about Cranston
calling Louise. Listen, Singh, you're in a racket, the same as | am | didn't
croak Rendrew, but there's a guy I'mgoing to get. I'Il let youinonit,
because | can use you."

Rahman Si ngh | ooked troubl ed at the suggestion of rmurder, but Silk nerely
snmled. He wasn't nystified any longer by the Hindu's visit here; the fell ow
had sinmply started his trip as soon as he had finished his call to Louise. A
crook himself, Silk was confident that he could spot any of his own breed, and
Rahman Si ngh had the proper earnarks.

"The guy I'mafter," announced Silk, "is Lanmont Cranston. That ought to



i nterest you, Rahman Singh."
"It does. But not enough for nurder -
"No?" Silk spoke the word with a long drawl. "Suppose | told you that
Lamont Cranston was The Shadow. "

A SHARP gl eam flashed to the Hindu's eye, seemingly flickered there
bet ween amazenent and belief. Silk beckoned around the desk; Rahman Si ngh
arose, bringing his gun. He saw Silk point to the |light bulb under the desk
edge.

"That hooks with the phone booths outside," explained Silk. "They're

t apped, and whenever anybody makes a call this light comes on. | rigged it, in
case any big |l osers got sore upstairs and tried to call the cops while on the
way out.

"This guy Cranston has been around here, but | wasn't very leery of him
until night before last. 1'd seen himout there at a table; when the |ight
cane
on, | figured he was making a phone call. | listened in, but the guy | heard
was
The Shadow "

Rahman Si ngh sucked in his breath with a | ong, deep hiss, then asked with
a gasp:

"You're sure?"

"Sure as shooting!" chuckled Silk. "Because there was sone shooting
pretty
soon after that. The Shadow was going up to the Hotel Northley. | chased a nob
t here ahead of him He got out of that nmess, though, because he was in the
open. "

Leani ng back in his chair, Silk reached to the desk drawer; this tine,
Rahman Singh did not deter him Silk drew out some slips of paper, spread them
on the desk. Each was an | O U signed by Archie Dreller

"The Shadow probably saw these,"” said Silk. "He knows too nuch, that guy.
But he hasn't seen this" - the ganbler produced a key - "because | only put it
there a half hour ago."

"What is it for?" inquired Rahman Singh

"It's the key to an old hide-out," explained Silk, "where |I"'mgoing to
trap The Shadow. | know he's Cranston all right, because Cranston was gone
after The Shadow made that call. But you're the only guy |I've told."

"I"ve got another nob. Like the old outfit, they went to get The Shadow.
There's no use telling themhe's Cranston, until they've grabbed him Guns
aren't the way to trap The Shadow. |'ve thought of a couple of guys who m ght
be in that hide-out, ready to fox him but you' re the best bet yet!"

The eyes of Rahman Singh di splayed a far-away gl eam as though the Hindu
had caught a conplete view of sone future scene. The bl ack beard wagged when
Silk's visitor nodded.

"An excellent idea!" he approved. "Mich better that | should be there,
expecting a friendly visit from M. Cranston, than to have some person whose
very name woul d rouse suspicion."

"That's it," agreed Silk. "I'd thought of steering The Shadow there to
| ook for Kelden. Only, that wouldn't work. The Shadow probably thinks that
Kel den ran that nob two nights ago. He'd be I ooking for another battle."

"If I called Cranston -"

"He' d suspect nothing. He's asked you to call him Invite himto the

joint. He'll come there."

"Yes, he will come al one" - Rahman Singh's eyes still had their distant
gaze - "for the first visit. It will be" - again gold teeth gleaned from
leering lips - "Cranston's only visit!"

Silk Elredge placed the key in the H ndu's browni sh palm He scribbled an
address on a slip of paper and added it to the key. Stepping from his desk, he
opened the door that swung with the filing cabinet.



"Use this way going out," suggested Silk. "Go over to the joint and rig
it
up any way you want. If you need dough -

"I have money," interrupted the Hi ndu. "Yes, the place nmust be
presentable. Something like nmy former establishment.”

"There's two doors to the hide-out. The nmob can npbve in whenever you say.
I won't tell themit's The Shadow, or anybody else, until after they've pulled
the snatch.”

Rahman Singh thrust out his hand, Silk gripped it. He could guess, from
the H ndu's gleaming smle, that a cunning brain was already at work; one
skilled in devising tricky stunts that could deceive the smartest nminds. Silk
al ready had sone ideas of his own, but decided to withhold them

"Frane it by tonorrow night," said Silk, "and slip me the | ondown as soon
as you're ready."

Wth Rahman Si ngh gone through the secret exit, Silk Elredge returned to
hi s desk and chuckl ed. Yes, he and his new crony had laid their cards on the
tabl e; and they both stood w nners.

The only loser fromthat showdown woul d be The Shadow

CHAPTER Xl
SI LK GETS THE DOPE

SEATED at his desk in headquarters, |Inspector Joe Cardona wore an
expression as gloony as the sky outside his wi ndow Considering that the day
was overcl ouded and that dusk had already settled, Cardona's face was just
about as glumas it possible could be.

Lights were already tw nkling from Manhattan's hazy background. Noting
them Cardona wi shed that he could see a glinmer in the personal fog that
surrounded him About all that he was getting was synpathy from Detective
Sergeant Markham who reni nded Joe of a patient St. Bernard bringing a bottle

enpt y!

Anyway, he could talk to Markham that was a bit of confort. Cardona
wanted to talk on a subject that he could handl e thoroughly, when occasion
demanded. Cardona's thene concerned Police Conm ssioner \Wston

"He's gone bul | headed again," gruffed the inspector, "like he always does
when things don't go the way he wants. Tells you to go right ahead, your own
way, then all of a sudden he yanks you on the carpet and yells |like blazes
because you haven't gotten what he calls results. What a guy!"

"Who?" asked Mar kham

"The conmi ssioner!" stormed Cardona. "Do you think |I've been talking

about

t he superintendent of the zoo? Sorry, Mrkhani - Joe was m xing sarcasmwth
hi s

apology - "I couldn't blanme you if you nade that m stake. We might as well be

nonkeys and hyenas while Weston is in charge of us."

From hi s desk, Cardona brought Louise's photograph of Dw ght Kel den, made
a nove to chuck it in the waste-basket, then returned it to the drawer.

"The trouble with Kel den," snapped Cardona, "is that hat of his. Ever
since we sent out those 'wanted' notices, the whole force has been | ooking for
a cowboy. Instead, the guy's got curly hair. That's something nobody thought
to
tell me, until today."

"That ought to help,"” put in Markham "Mybe you'll find himquick."

"Just what | said to the comm ssioner. H's idea of 'quick' sounded |ike
ten mnutes. He finally made it ten hours, which gives ne until mdnight."

Pacing the little office, Cardona finally reached for his hat. He
grunbl ed



as he studied the nurky sky, then said phil osophically:

"I mght as well get used to bumweather. Fromthe way the conmi ssioner
talked, I'Il be pounding a beat tomorrow. It wasn't reasonable, the way he
busted | oose. | guess he's getting tired of |anb chops.

"Maybe he woul dn't have acted up, if Cranston hadn't gone out to make
t hat
phone call of his. | should have taken ny cue and ducked out then. Then
woul dn't have been alone with Wston."

A jangle interrupted further comments. Cardona told Markhamto answer the
tel ephone and started out the door. He hadn't gone ten yards down the
corridor,
bef ore he heard Markham bawling after him Wen Joe returned, the detective
sergeant gul ped:

"I't's The Shadow "

Cardona didn't believe it at first; but as he |listened, he becane
convi nced. Those whi spered words were inimtable, and as usual, they were
prom si ng the unexpected. Though the voice did not nention the name of Dw ght
Kel den, it stated that the Rendrew case woul d be cracked before m dni ght,
provi ded Cardona co-oper at ed.

Since The Shadow s tinme linmt coincided with Weston's ultimatum Cardona
gruffed that he woul d agree to anyt hi ng.

"Remain in your office," was The Shadow s final whisper, "until you
receive |later word."

A trailing | augh foll owed, ending abruptly with the click of the
receiver.

Cardona stood hol ding a dead tel ephone, staring as if he still heard distant
echoes of that eerie mrth.

ELSEVWHERE, the |l augh |lasted longer. It reached completion in the
bl ack-wal | ed sanctum - The Shadow s own headquarters. Beneath a bluish light,
gl oved hands were at work - a curious sight, below that glow Usually, The
Shadow s hands were ungl oved while he attended to such details.

Two books were lying on the table; also an automatic. Stepping away from
the Iight, The Shadow carried those objects with him There was silence; then
t he sudden report of the gun

The sound was a roar ami d those curtained walls; its echoes stil
rever berat ed when The Shadow swung back to the table and began to wap the
books in a package. To them he added a small box padded |ike an egg crate. It
contai ned a darkish electric-light bulb.

Next came a coil of wire, tipped by a device that | ooked sonething like a
vest - pocket canera. Just before he cl osed the package, The Shadow slipped a
seal ed envel ope inside it. The bundl e went beneath his cloak; then, reaching
across the table, The Shadow picked up a tiny object, which he decided to
retain separately.

The object was a bullet, flattened at the head but unmashed at the base.
It was distinguishable as a revolver bullet of .32 caliber. The Shadow was
inserting the metal slug into a tiny pocket of his cloak, when he reached his
other hand for the light switch.

The bl ui sh gl ow exti ngui shed, the sanctumthrobbed with the quiver of a
departing | augh; then silence joined pitch-darkness.

Ni ght had actually settled, when a taxicab wheel ed from an avenue and
swung to a stop at a corner near the Rendrew house. Hel ene G aynond cane from
a
drugstore, carrying some bundles. She stopped at a mail box to post a batch of
letters: That brought her al nost beside the cab

The Shadow s shape had emerged fromthe hal f-opened cab door, but no one
farther away than Hel ene coul d have seen the cl oaked figure against the cab's
darkened interior. In fact, Helene could not distinguish the outline of the
f orm besi de her.



But she felt the light clutch of expected fingers upon her arm heard
| ow whi spered instructions, to which she gave an understandi ng nod.

A rmovi ng hand added another bundle to those that Hel ene carried. The
cl oaked formmerged with the gloominside the cab. The vehicle was tw nkling
its taillight, a block distant, while Helene was still wal king toward the
house.

VWen Froy opened the front door in answer to her ring, Helene went
upstairs to her room She |left some of the packages on a table near the
stairs,
but took the rest with her. Anbng those that she retained was the package t hat
she had received from The Shadow.

There had been not hi ng suspi ci ous about Helene's trip. By this tine, it
was deened safe for her to | eave the mansion, and detectives were no | onger
guarding the portals. It would have been a mi stake, though, for her to have
stayed away too long. Helene had sinply gone to nmail sone letters for QGsman
and
to make a few purchases at the drugstore.

In her bedroom Hel ene opened the package. She read the note that cane
with it; it gave brief instructions regarding the items in the package. Wth
them Helene was to place another object, the old cal endar, that was in the
office closet.

Al'l the exhibits were to remain in her room until The Shadow cane for
them unl ess, because of some energency, it would be necessary for Helene to
pl ace them at spots about the house, where they were eventually to be found.
In

that case, Helene would be informed by a tel ephone call; otherw se, The Shadow
woul d attend to the needed details.
In the nmessage, Helene al so noted a nunber that she could call in case of

trouble. The note told her to remenber it, and it was well that she did, for
the witing soon began to fade from The Shadow s nessage.

Al that was quite nysterious, rmuch nore so than the tel ephone call that
Hel ene had received an hour ago, telling her when to be at the drugstore.

ABQUT the time when Hel ene was returning downstairs, Silk Elredge |eft
hi s
office at the Cub Cadiz, bound on a visit to Rahman Si ngh, from whom he had
heard occasional ly during the day.

The Hi ndu was at the hide-out, and fromhis chortles across the
t el ephone,
he had evidently cooked up sone cute schenme to waylay Lanont Cranston,
ot herw se
The Shadow.

Silk was going to "l ook over the lay," as he termed it, and realizing
t hat
he m ght be under observation from The Shadow, he adopted precautions to keep
a
derby hat down over his forehead and went out by the special route.

Sneaki ng through an all eyway behind the C ub Cadiz, he entered a parked
coupe. As he drove past the next corner, Silk blinked the lights, received a
response froma parked sedan. The other car followed Silk while he took a
roundabout course. Finally, when he pulled into a side street, the sedan
rolled
past and blinked another signal.

That car contained Silk's cover-up crew. They were telling himthat he
hadn't been followed, and they were now on their way to line up the rest of
t he
mob. After that, they would post thenselves at a given spot near the hide-out
where Silk was to neet with Rahman Singh.

Reachi ng a shabby bl ock, Silk parked the coupe and entered a di ngy house.



Up a flight of uncarpeted stairs, he followed a short hallway to a stout door
where he rapped. Rahman Singh admitted him and Silk | ooked around with
approval

The Hi ndu had nade over a poorly furnished roominto a place that had
somewhat of an Oriental glamour. Draperies hung fromthe walls, and though
t hey
were cheap, they gave tone. There was a table in a corner, covered with a
fancy
cloth; surmounting it was a pedestal topped by the crystal ball that Rahman
Singh used in the forecasts that he gave the gullible.

From anot her table, Rahman Singh brought a bottle of whiskey and poured
hinself a drink. Corking the bottle, he handed it to Silk and reached for
anot her glass. Silk supplied hinself with a drink, while Rahman Sing waited.
When the Hindu lifted his glass Silk did the sane, while Rahman Si ngh
chuckl ed:

"Here's to The Shadow "

Down went the drinks. Wping his beard, Rahman Singh put both gl asses
with
the bottle, then lifted a turban fromthe side table. He was wearing a tuxedo
and the Oiental headgear nade an excellent contrast, rem nding Silk of
pi ctures that he had seen showi ng Hi ndu rajahs on tour of Anerica.

Sil k, however, had sonething nore inmportant to talk about.

"The nmob's outside,"” he told Rahman Singh, "ready to get posted when
gi ve the high sign. What about Cranston?"

"He is waiting at his club,” mouthed Rahman Sing. "I have talked to him
by
t el ephone, but have not yet told himwhere he is to come to neet ne."

"And after he gets here?"

"All will be well!"

Rahman Si ngh spoke with such assurance that Silk could no longer restrain
his inpatience.

"Let's have it," he insisted. "How are you going to snag the guy? Gve ne
t he whol e dope. "

"You have already wi tnessed ny nethod,"” smiled Rahman Singh. "I have
shown
you how | intend to handle Cranston. | amsure that you will agree that ny
schene is quite as effective as it is sinple.™

Wth that, Rahman Singh brought back the bottle. Fromthe neck, he drew
the cork, tapped it and announced:

"This is it!"

CHAPTER XI I |
MEN | N THE DARK

SI LK ELREDGE saw not hi ng unusual about the bottle cork, and said so.
Rahman Singh held the cork close to the ganbler's eyes and pressed the top of
it. Atiny orifice opened in the bottom of the cork

Opening a little box, Rahman Singh brought out a medicine dropper; from
it, he let a colorless fluid enter the hollow cork. Hs finger eased away, the
hol e at the cork bottom cl osed.

"You will renenber," remarked Rahman Singh, "that after | poured nyself a
drink | corked the bottle before handing it to you."

Si | k nodded.

"W were both drinking fromthe sane bottle," stated the H ndu. "The
gl asses were fresh ones, therefore you could have suspected nothing. Nor could
anyone el se -"

"Cranston, for instance!" inserted Silk, with enthusiasm "I get it,
Rahman Singh. You've | oaded the cork, and when you handed himthe bottle, |ike



you gave it to nme, you'll press the top. The stuff will get into the whiskey!"

Rahman Singh smiled his approval of Silk's insight. He corked the bottle
very carefully and set it on the proper table. Silk gave a reflective chuckle.

"A smart stunt!" he approved. "I remenber that first phone call you gave
me this afternoon, when you asked nme what kind of |iquor Cranston usually
ordered at my joint. | told you whiskey.

"So you're going to hand his nibs a Mckey Finn. Say, that will nmake a
cinch of it! How soon will the stuff hit him and how much of a wallop has it
got? We don't want The Shadow to make trouble after the nmob snatches him"

Rahman Singh calculated for a few nmonments. He studi ed the nedicine
dr opper
as he replaced it in the box.

"The stuff can't be tasted," he said, at length. "It's better than nopst
knock-out drops. You don't feel it for a while, but when it hits" - he snacked
one fist against his other palm- "it cones like that!

"It puts a man out for ten mnutes, maybe fifteen. But that will be |ong
enough. | have these" - he opened a drawer beneath the table, to show coil ed
rope and strips of rawhide - "to use as bonds. They are strong enough to hold
The Shadow. "

Si | k nodded, then added a suggestion. "You'll need to gag him too."

Rahman Si ngh produced a bi g handkerchief; then, as an afterthought, he
brought out a bag that |ooked |like a hood, for it was |arge enough to go over
a
man' s head.

"I use this when | performny blind-fold tests," declared Rahman Singh
"It will hold the gag tightly in place. Sonetinmes gags can be worked | oose.™

Al'l preparations satisfactory, Silk was ready to | eave. Rahman Si ngh
halted him with a wi se suggestion

"Wait until | have called Cranston. W nust nake sure that he can cone
toni ght. Gtherw se, we shall have to postpone our plans."

Silk sat down, while Rahman Si ngh picked up the tel ephone that had | ong
ago been provided for the hide-out. Soon, the Hi ndu's voice was speaking its
oily tone across the wire. He was connected with the Cobalt C ub and asking
for
Lanmont Cranston.

Cold teeth gleaned fromthe bl ack beard, as Rahman Singh listened to the
response fromthe tel ephone receiver

QUTSI DE, Silk's mnobbies formed separate clusters at distant spots al ong
the street. Sone were roving about carrying nessages to others who were
[ urking
near the rear of the hide-out. One thug suddenly hissed to the others:

"There's Silk!"

They recogni zed the derby-hatted figure with the nuffled overcoat, saw a
hand go up and nmake shoul der gestures. They understood the sinple signals,
munbl ed t he good news anong thenselves while Silk's car was wheeling away.

"He neans the guy is due to show up," grafted one. "All we gotta do is
| ay
down until he does."

"Then slide up after him" added another, "so we can snatch himand take
hi m out by the back. The outfit there has got the car."

"Yeah. Only we gotta allow tinme for that Hindu to spring sonething
first."”

"Sure! Silk gave us the | owdown on that. Didn't you see himspread his
fingers when he stuck his mtt up? That neant five minutes."

The five mnutes, of course, applied to the tine that was to foll ow
Cranston's arrival. It was at |least a quarter hour before the lurking thugs
saw
a big limusine pull up in front of the squalid house.



They saw a passenger alight; he was dressed in evening clothes and noved
in leisurely style. Had they been cl ose enough, they woul d have di scerned the
features of Lanont Cranston. Wth a wave, The Shadow di sm ssed the |inousine,
then strolled toward the house steps.

Rest | ess nobbi es were beginning to think that the victimsuspected a

trap,
when he suddenly snapped fromhis idl eness. Swinging a cane with one
gray- gl oved

hand, Cranston opened the house door and entered. The crooks began to cl ock
t he
m nutes as soon as he was gone from sight.

Five m nutes passed. Mbsters enmerged from hiding spots, crossed the
street and massed through the door of the marked house. They left one nman as
| ookout, then started to creep up the bare stairs.

Near the door they wanted, the snatch crew could hear the sound of
Voi ces;
one, oily, alnost apologetic, that of Rahman Singh. Replies were conming in a
| evel tone that represented Cranston. There was a gurgle of liquid pouring
into

gl asses.
The tal k continued; gradually, Rahman Singh's voice predom nated, for
Cranston's was grow ng weaker. There cane a sound, like the thunp of a body on

the floor. Crooks reached the stout door, waited eagerly for it to open

Meanwhi | e, the | ookout bel ow was wat chi ng passing traffic. He saw a car
wheel into the street, twist toward the nearer curb and halt there with a
jolt.

The huddl ed crook's pasty face contorted, as he gave a squint.

"Cripes!" he uttered. "A squad car!"

From anot her bl ock cane the start of a siren's whine, hastily cut off.
Soneone had begun to shrill the device too soon. The | ookout saw a stocky nan
| eap fromthe squad car and turn toward the door of the house.

He knew that swarthy face by sight.

It belonged to Inspector Joe Cardonal

THE police official saw the thug wiggle back into the doorway. Cardona's
hand, already at his hip, came out with a Police Positive. He shouted for the
thug to halt; getting no response, he riddled the doorway with bullets.

O her officers were at his heels, nore cars were rolling into the street,
when Cardona sprang into the house.

Upstairs, crooks were poundi ng Rahman Singh's door, bellow ng for the
H ndu to open it. They had heard the gunfire, and the | ookout had arrived
hoar sel y announcing that the bulls had begun a raid.

Thi nki ng thensel ves trapped, the crooks wheel ed, ready to nmow down
opposi ng cops; but at that nmonment they were given another outlet.

Rahman Si ngh yanked his door inward. The nob saw the H ndu pointing to a
trussed prisoner, whose head was covered with a cloth hood. Wile they were
grabbing the victim Rahman Singh crossed ahead of them babbling in sone
unknown tongue, the Hindu tugged the rear door wi de and pointed t hem out
t hrough the back of the hide-out.

Mobsters were gone, with their burden, when Cardona arrived at the head

of
his squad and covered Rahman Singh with the revolver that had fired the
openi ng

shots. The Hindu cowered hel plessly in the corner; counting himan inportant
pri soner, Cardona remai ned, while the officers dashed through

Fromthe rear stairs Joe heard a shout, as the cops saw that escapi ng
t hugs were carrying a human burden. Catching the significance, Cardona poked
his gun hard agai nst Rahman Singh's ribs and demanded:

"Who did they snatch? The Shadow?"



It wasn't guesswork on Cardona's part. He was here on a tip-off: the
phone
call that he had waited to receive. The Shadow s voice had cone over the wire
again, urging the police ace to invade this hide-out with a squad.

Rahman Singh nerely leered. H s darkened hand took hold of Cranston's
gun,
shifted it aside as Joe tugged the trigger. The revolver was enpty, because of
t he barrage that Cardona had | oosed bel ow. Rahman Singh had seen that its
chanbers cont ai ned no sl ugs.

There was a rapid grapple between the slippery H ndu and the stocky
i nspector. It ended when Rahman Si ngh proved hinmsel f naster of other Oriental
arts than those of the H ndu mystics. The specialty which he reveal ed was
jujitsu; with the skill of a Japanese westler, he sent Cardona on a whirling
flight that bowl ed over the table holding the crystal and sent the big glass
ball rolling along the floor

Comi ng to hands and knees, Cardona shook the cobwebs from his sw mi ng
head. He saw Rahman Si ngh opening a cl oset door, peeling away his turban wth
one hand, snatching at something with the other. Reserves were clattering

upward on the front stairs; Cardona still thought he had a chance to detain
t he
tricky H ndu.

Rahman Si ngh saw Cardona cone to his feet. He flung a mass of Oiental
garnments toward the inspector; as they were brushed away, he grabbed the
crystal fromthe corner where it had rolled. At threat of a throw ng gesture,
Cardona ducked; when he | ooked agai n, Rahman Si ngh was peeling away his beard!

It was false, that beard, but so well fitted that it took a tw sting tug
to remove it. H s hand across his mouth, Rahman Singh plucked out gold shells
that gave his real teeth the appearance of fal se ones. Chucking the crystal
j ust above Cardona's head, Rahman Singh caused Joe to duck agai n.

Thus did the H ndu keep Cardona from sighting his real face. H s back was
turned, he was clanmping a hat on his head and sweeping a cloak across his
shoul ders. But he wasn't a H ndu - nor was he a crook

Rahman Si ngh was The Shadow

Bounding to the wi ndow sill, he yanked the top sash downward, thrust his
long arnms up through. H's hands nust have caught the hanging rung of a rope
| adder, and gone one over the other in a rapid, timely clinmb. The cl oaked
figure seemed to lash itself into darkness with nore than whi ppet speed.

Rahman Si ngh was gone again, this tinme forever. The Shadow had openly
cast
of f the H ndu disguise, that Joe Cardona m ght recognize the truth and forget
the futile search for a man who did not exist. There were other matters, nore
i mportant, that should concern the | aw.

Cardona recogni zed that by the time his reserves arrived. lgnoring the
opened wi ndow, the ace inspector started for the rear door of the hide-out,
beckoning his men along a trail that actual crooks had taken

CHAPTER XI 'V
FACTS FOR THE LAW

THE whol e reason for The Shadow s dual part was plain to Joe Cardona by
the tine he and his nen had reached the ground. The inspector knew that The
Shadow had probed deeply into the Rendrew nurder. He realized, too, that The
Shadow nust have foreseen crime at the old mansion, even though he had not
prevented it.

To acquaint hinself with affairs in the Rendrew househol d, The Shadow had
adopted the gui se of Rahman Singh as an effective node of getting information
from Loui se Dreller, who becane tal kati ve when anyone pl ayed upon her
gullibility.



The Shadow had gained the facts he wanted just prior to the fatal evening
when Adam Rendrew had net death. No | onger needi ng the guise of Rahman Si ngh
he had instigated a police raid so that there woul d be an excuse for the
H ndu' s di sappear ance.

No wonder The Shadow had been seen in back of Rahman Singh's!

Vani shed fromthe seance room he had cloaked hinmself in black. He had
travel ed farther than Cardona and the others thought, when they reached the
rear courtyard. They woul d never have found Rahman Singh, for he no | onger
exi st ed.

Qddly, the police who had spotted The Shadow had actually been on the
trail of the fugitive Rahman Si ngh

Not they, but Cardona, had been duped; but Joe found solace in the fact
that O yde Burke had al so been fool ed. He woul d have appreciated it nore, had
he known that the reporter was one of The Shadow s agents. But there was
somet hing el se that added nore sol ace. The Shadow, too, had been at |oss that
ni ght .

He hadn't expected the hue and cry that arrived upon his trail, because
the murder at Rendrew s apparently wasn't listed on The Shadow s schedul e.
After the excitenent, The Shadow found that his part of Rahman Si ngh had
produced serious consequences, since the H ndu was wanted for nore than
runni ng
a fake seance: nanely, for conplicity in the Rendrew nurder

At | ast The Shadow had cl eared Rahman Si ngh of f the books, in
satisfactory
style. There was nore to this present episode, however, than Joe Cardona
reckoned. Before Joe began to think about the other angles, he was in the
m dst
of them

Crooks had reached their sedan and were shoving a bound figure aboard it.
They were wheeling away anid a spattering fire frompolice guns. They weren't
goi ng far, though, for police cars closed in at the next corner, to block
their
path. Leaping fromtheir own vehicle, the thugs scattered like rats for
what ever
cover they could find.

Cardona reached the abandoned car. To the acconpani ment of shots that
announced a skirm sh between police and hoodl unms, Cardona cut the bonds of the
prisoner who lay in the sedan. Yanking the hood fromthe man's head, Joe
t ugged
away the gag. He helped the man into the light, found himself staring at a
face
he recogni zed.

The rel eased man was Sil k Elredge! Crooks had snatched their own | eader

ALL that was beyond Cardona's ken. Only Silk could have related the facts
whi ch even his own crew did not know Yet Silk was hazy on certain details,
t hough he had begun to guess them

As Rahman Singh, The Shadow had literally "given the dope" to Silk. He
had
wor ked the cork trick on the crook, just before revealing the details of the
schene. Silk had slunped in his chair, while The Shadow, as Rahman Si ngh, had
been faking a phone call to himself, as Lanont Cranston

After that, The Shadow had bound Silk and rendered hi munrecogni zabl e by
t he hood. Donning the overcoat and derby, he had gone out the front door
passing hinself as Silk, giving a signal to the lurking nob and taking the
ganbl er's own car.

El sewhere, he had nmade a phone call to Cardona, then returned to the
hi de-out as Cranston, to draw the nob inside. Keeping themwaiting outside the
door, The Shadow had conducted a conversation between his two selves - Rahnman



Singh and Cranston - whil e again garbing hinmself in H ndu costune.

Natural ly, the thugs, when finally adm tted, had grabbed the prisoner
poi nted out by Rahman Singh. Therew th, The Shadow had placed themin an
unl ovely situation. Despite their mstake, the fact remained that they had
staged a ki dnapping. To clear them of that charge, Silk Elredge would have to
admit that he had hired them for such work.

Al that would force other statenments, and Silk knew it as he faced
Cardona. He would have to tell about the deal with Archie Dreller. If he
tal ked
hi msel f out of that ness, he would be in for another

The police were | ooking for the big-shot who had caused the battle up
near
Hel ene's apartnent, and it wouldn't take themlong to connect the affair with
Silk Elredge. If they couldn't find the proper proof, The Shadow woul d sonmehow
manage to provide it.

@uns were tal king spasnodi cally. Thugs and police were keepi ng under
cover
while they fired. The crooks knew they were bottled up and were hoping for
somne
break. The police, in turn, were content to hold their present advantage unti
t hey recei ved new orders.

They expected such orders from Joe Cardona, but he was waiting for Silk
to
decl are hinsel f. There was sonething very funny about the whol e busi ness, and
Cardona wanted to know what it was. Silk knew he had to tal k, but couldn't
find
his usually glib-voice

The crook knew that The Shadow was Lanont Cranston, but the value of that
know edge was gone. What if he did tell Joe Cardona? Maybe the inspector
al ready knew it. The Shadow m ght be working closer with the aw than Silk
supposed.

No, that was one thing that Silk would never reveal, and he realized that
The Shadow knew it. Crinmedomheld to the tradition that it wasn't healthy to
tal k about The Shadow, if he knew where to find you. In his present
predi cament, Silk could see that his future address would no | onger be the
C ub
Cadiz, but a cell in a State penitentiary.

Such quarters woul d be unconfortabl e enough, w thout the prospect of a
visit from The Shadow

For Silk Elredge, his brain warped by the traditions of nobdom firnmy
bel i eved that The Shadow net crooks with their own nmethods, even to the
ultimate degree of rubbing out a squealer. Coupling that with his opinion that
The Shadow coul d travel anywhere, even to the barred confines of a great
prison, Silk decided that it would never do to bl ab

TENSE nonents held Silk Elredge on the brink of a really nonmentous
decision. For once in his life he was about to cone clean, to confess all he
knew and rely on the nercy of the |aw and the fair play of The Shadow.

In fact, The Shadow had already given Silk the very chance that the crook
had started to consider. It was a test that woul d have hel ped hi m nuch nore
t han he supposed, had Sil k possessed any |ove of sincerity.

Silk, however, was a full-fledged rat, by nature as well as deed.
Preferring crinme to honesty, he suddenly took advantage of a chance at dirty
wor k. Cardona was giving himan opportunity to recuperate froma state that
seemed bewildernent. Silk recovered in a vicious fashion

From his hip he yanked a gun that The Shadow had | eft on him Swi nging
t he
weapon toward Cardona, Silk pulled the trigger. The gun didn't bark, because
The



Shadow had rempoved the bullets while Silk lay hel pless. It was another bit of
foresight - allowing the crook to bare his fangs, only to find he couldn't use
t hem

By rights, that nove should have led to Silk's pronpt suppression; but
Cardona, too, was handling an unl oaded gun. He produced it as a gesture; by
that time, Silk was springing away, howing for his nobbies to rally. Their
| eader's daring brought them out from cover

Quns ripped, as the crooks charged for the end of the street. Police
bullets nmet them but didn't stop the drive. Even though their ranks were
t hi nni ng, the hoodl uns had the advantage in nunbers; once it cane to a
hand-to- hand fight, they could w n.

Silk was behind them for he had stopped to grab a gun that a sprawing
t hug had dropped, but his shouts - no |onger snooth, but raspy - kept spurring
on the charge.

Dropping to the shelter behind the sedan, Joe Cardona had decided that it
was tinme to reload. He had just filled his gun with cartridges, when he saw
t hat nobsters were beyond control. Alnost to the corner, they were forcing the
officers to | eave their cover, or be cut off fromeach other. Carnage was due
and Cardona thought that nothing could stop it.

Cardona was wong. Froma |ow roof near the corner cane the chall enge of
a
nocki ng | augh, a tone that pealed | oudly above the rattle of guns. A nmighty
taunt, that no crook could fail to recognize; mrth that brought a responding
shout fromthe lips of Silk Elredge. Like their |eader, crooks wheel ed.

They saw The Shadow. From his position, he was about to cut off their
charge, exactly as they hoped to trap the outspread police. There was a
di fference, though; the thugs were many, The Shadow was only one. Mreover, he
had flung the gauntlet that no crook could ignore. Wth The Shadow as a
tar get,
all others had to be forgotten

@uns stabbed upward. The shots were hasty, but accurate, for the distance
could be gauged. Bullets ripped the roof edge, yet The Shadow s | augh
persisted. Wth it, he dispatched answering bullets that found human narks.

The edge of that roof was sheeted with gal vani zed iron, which was the
reason why The Shadow had chosen it. The netal deflected the bullets that
ri pped through; other shots, that zi med above the roof rim were too high. No
| onger was The Shadow a standing figure outlined against the dingy wall of
yel | ow bri ck.

He had dropped to the roof |evel as the barrage began. The nuzzl es of
automatics were the only targets that he left in sight. They were thrust out
just far enough to | oose their belching flame straight for the bl ood-mad
mar ksnen that he fought.

PERHAPS The Shadow coul d not have stood that conflict nore than a few
m nutes, for the iron barricade was not stout enough to |ast through a
prol onged hail of |ead. But he was counting upon co-operation that his tinmely
attack had rendered possible - and it came with swift response.

The Shadow had diverted the driving crooks by a thrust fromone flank
Whil e he was taking over the brunt of battle, the police rallied and used The
Shadow s system of a flank attack. Theirs cane fromthe opposite direction. It
was a charge, in solid force

Pouring their bullets into the massed foe, the officers matched The
Shadow s action. Thugs, caught in a pincer trap, began to fling away their
guns
and throw up their hands. Those who nanaged that surrender were fortunate, for
t hey stood knee-deep anong the sagging figures of their pals.

One man alone refused to quit. Silk Elredge had turned, to dash in the
opposite direction. He saw Joe Cardona swinging in to intercept him Silk
flung



his gun hand forward, hoping to settle the ace inspector. Cardona's revol ver
beat himto the shot; but a single bullet could not have produced the
contortions that Silk underwent.

A shot fromthe roof had nicked Silk first, in the shoul der of his gun
arm Jolted sideward. Silk took Cardona's bullet and went upward. Wile in the
m dst of what seenmed a twisting |eap, he was flayed forward by a litera
barrage fromthe guns of Cardona's nmen. The wallop of three bullets flattened
Silk squarely on his face.

Waving for his men to hold their fire, Cardona reached the fallen nob
| eader. Though any one of Silk's wounds ni ght have proven nortal, the woul d-be
nmurderer was still alive. Cardona turned Silk's face upward, stared at eyes
that blinked through blood that streamed froma battered forehead. Full-force
contact with the paving had bashed Silk's features into an al npst
unr ecogni zabl e condition

Cool ly, Joe Cardona was playing a hunch. This fray, he was positive,
neant
alink with the Rendrew case. Voicing the first thought that cane to nind
Cardona gruffed:

"You croaked Rendrew and planted the job on Kelden. Better spill it,

Si | k.
You' re done!"

Sil k shook his head weakly.

"I didn't... didn't croak Rendrew. It was a shakedown | was after..
wor ki ng wi th anot her guy."

"Who was he?"

"Archie... Archie Dreller.”

"Then he kill ed Rendrew?"

"I... don't... know. "

Si | k coughed each word separately. The conpleted sentence was his last. A
spasm racked him when it ended, dead shoul ders settled from Cardona's grasp.

Staring toward the | ow roof, Cardona saw the fadi ng shape of The Shadow.
By the time the police inspector was beckoning to his nen, there was no
remai ni ng sign of the bl ack-cl oaked figure. At that nonment, however, Cardona
was catching the gleamof a newlight in his brain, exactly as The Shadow had
desi gned.

Wth Rahman Singh out of the picture, and Silk Elredge definitely init,
Cardona had proof that the law had failed to delve into every angle of the
Rendrew case. Since inportant facts had been missed entirely, it mght be that
the whol e affair possessed a different tw st.

Cardona was actually ready to concede that soneone other than Dw ght
Kel den coul d have nurdered Adam Rendrew. But he couldn't quite believe that
anyone |like Archie Dreller could be the party responsible. He decided that the
real solution still depended upon finding Dam ght Kel den

It didn't occur to Joe Cardona that The Shadow was planning to reveal the
true facts of nurder w thout producing Dwight at all. Wth mdnight only a few
hours away, Cardona still clung to his hope of finding the m ssing nan and
maki ng himtal k.

Great though the odds were against that prospect, Joe Cardona was
actual ly
to find Dwi ght Kel den before m dnight.

He was to find the trail he wanted w thout the aid or know edge of The
Shadow

CHAPTER XV
HELENE' S MEETI NG

VWHI LE The Shadow had been arranging the finish of two careers - those of
t he nonexi stent Rahman Singh and the actual Silk Elredge - matters had been



very quiet in the old Rendrew mansion. Only two persons were in the house:
Hel ene Graynond and Froy.

John OGsman was off to another session with the | awers handling the
estate. Archie Dreller had gone to play poker with the same friends that he
had
so often invited to his den. Louise had made a later exit, fluffily dressed
and
in a great hurry, to join a crowmd that was going to the theater

In the house office, Helene was typing nore of the unending lists, when
she heard the ringing of the tel ephone bell. There was an extension in the
office, but the switch was off, because Gsman didn't want to be bothered with
other calls when occupied with the details of the estate.

So Hel ene started out into the hallway, only to find that Froy had
reached
t he t el ephone ahead of her.

"Yes..." Froy was speaking in his drab nmanner. "No, she is not here at
present, sir... | can have her call you... Yes, she may return at any
nonent . . .

Very well, sir..."

Froy nade a notation on a tel ephone pad. He was fol ding the paper, when
he
turned and saw Hel ene. Placing the slip in his vest pocket, the servant
announced:

"Acall for Mss Dreller. | shall give her the nessage when she returns."

"But M ss Louise won't be back soon," said Hel ene. "She went to the
theater this evening."

Froy blinked. For the first time, Helene saw hi m show an expression that
resenbl ed surprise. Then, nunbling to hinself, the servant wal ked away. Hel ene
returned to the office, convinced that something must be wong with Froy.

Her mild alarmwas increased, when the servant appeared in the office
about ten minutes later. Froy was carrying a square tin box that had a fol ding
handl e. The box had no | ock, but it bore two heavy side clanps. Planking the
box on Hel ene's desk, Froy asked sol emly:

"M ss Gaynond, could | ask your help in a matter which is very inportant
to nme?"

"Certainly," replied Helene. "What is the trouble, Froy?"

The servant stroked his forehead.

"I have been ill," he declared, weakly. "Terribly upset, ever since M.
Rendrew di ed. You knew how faithful I was to him"

Hel ene nodded. Despite his faithful ness, Froy had not been renenbered in
Rendrew s will. The servant was staying on only because Osman was ki nd enough

to keep him
Gsman had added that it would be a lifetime job for the old servant, and

Froy had been ardent in his thanks. Still, Helene coul d understand why he
should feel bitter toward the situation, enough so to class his feelings as
illness.

"I't's my menory," confessed Froy. "It's left nme. | forget things - such
as
Mss Dreller going to" - he blinked - "to where did you say she went?"

"To the theater."

Froy repeated the statement, in an effort to remenber it. "But about this
box, I"'mafraid I'll mslay it somewhere, Mss -"

He paused apol ogetically, to indicate that he had actually forgotten
Hel ene' s nane during the conversation. Hel ene rem nded hi mwho she was, asked
himif he could remenber what he wanted to tell her about the box. The
guestion
brought a coherent reply from Froy.

"It contains mnmy savings," he declared, "fromall the years that | have
been here. | w sh you would keep it in the safe for ne."

"Certainly!" agreed Hel ene. Noting that Froy | ooked anxi ous because the



box was nerely clanped, not |ocked, she added: "You may be quite sure that |
shall not open it."

"You won't tell M. Gsman, or the others, unless something should happen
tonme -"

"Of course not! Don't worry, Froy. I'll try to help you renenber things,
any time you want. Your menory will be all right again, very soon."

FROY departed in his soft-footed style. Helene let the box stay on her
desk, because she intended to open the safe when she had typed the lists.

It was a large safe, in one corner of the office, and Hel ene had the
conbination to it. Its contents were nostly real -estate docunents, kept there
so they would be preserved in case of fire. Nothing in the safe was of any
great value, and there would surely be sonme space where Froy's box could be
tucked out of sight.

Again the tel ephone bell was ringing, and this tine Hel ene answered it.
Froy had been gone about five minutes and she supposed that he had retired to
his room

Thoughts of Froy vani shed conpl etely when Hel ene heard the voi ce across
the tel ephone. It wasn't a call from The Shadow, as she had expected. In a
way,
it was even nore startling to Hel ene.

The man on the wire was Dwi ght Kel den

"Hel ene!" Dwight's tone was breathless. "It's you, Helene; | know your
voi ce! "

"Yes, Dwight!"

"I thought you'd be back by this time. |I must see you, Helene, right
away.
" moutside the hotel -"

"What hotel ?"

"The Espon, where | left word for you to call. O course, | didn't give
ny
nane, not even the one I'mregistered under. | only told Froy the room nunber

and asked himto have you call there."
Poor Froy! Recollections of the servant again cane to Hel ene. He had been
so nuddl ed that he had thought that last call was for Louise! Wth Froy in
t hat
state, it didn't matter that he had talked to Dwight; particularly since

Dwi ght

had been careful not to nention his own name, or his present alias.
Hel ene' s voi ce was cal m as she asked, "Where shall | neet you, Dw ght?"
"There's a little restaurant one bl ock east of the Espon. I'll be waiting

outside it. W can go in there and have coffee while we talk."
"Il start right away, Dwi ght."
Hel ene hurried up to her room While she was getting her hat and coat,

she
heard another ringing sound, this tinme the front doorbell. It stopped
abruptly,

so she supposed that Froy had heard the summons and gone to answer it.

Renenberi ng the package that The Shadow had sent her, Hel ene brought it
fromthe place where she had hidden it. She wanted a safer spot for it and
knew
a very good one, where the package could remain during her absence.

There was a heavy chest set in a niche in the second-floor hall; filled
with famly relics, the thing was too heavy to nove. The chest was | ocked, but
there was a space behind it, thanks to a slope in the wall.

Soneone was calling her nane fromthe floor bel ow. Recognizing Osman's
voi ce, Helene left her hat and coat on the chest and hurried downstairs. She
nmet Gsman at the door of the office.

"Where is Froy?" he questioned. "When | rang the doorbell, he did not



answer. | had to use ny key."

"I think Froy went to his room" replied Hel ene. Then, anxious to take
t he
servant's part, she added: "I told himl could answer the doorbell. 1 thought
I
could hear it in my room"

Gsman' s stubby face | ooked nollified. He glanced at his watch and
shrugged.

"I have only lost five mnutes here," he declared. "I suppose | can spare
that rmuch tinme. Provided" - he | ooked hopeful - "that you have finished typing
the new lists. W need them"

"I have them M. Gsnan."

The lists were on Helene's desk, along with Froy's nmetal box. Hel ene
shifted herself between Gsman and the desk, to cut off any chance view of the
box. Gathering the lists, she turned about; half seated on the edge of the
desk, she let one hand slide behind her to make sure that she had gauged the
proper angle that would keep the box conpletely out of sight.

Wth her other hand, the girl extended the lists to OGsnman. Sniling, she
announced:

"Here they are."

Gsman was nore than pleased. He renmarked that he and the | awers had
finished with all the work they had at hand, but were anxious to continue. The
lists would keep them busy for a few hours | onger. Thanking Hel ene profusely,
he left the office and went out by the front door

| mredi ately, the girl hurried to the second floor, put on her hat and

coat

and came down again. Hearing nothing fromFroy, and realizing that Gsman mi ght
have had trouble getting a cab outside, she decided to make an inportant phone
call. The nunber that she dialed was the one that The Shadow s nessage had
nmenti oned.

A M NUTE | ater, Helene was tal king to Burbank. The contact nan did not
state his nanme, but the girl was inpressed by the nethodical tone in which he
spoke. Instead of talking excitedly, Helene found herself equally calm

The details that she gave were conpl ete and accurate. Burbank checked
t hem
in prompt fashion: Dwight's first call, that Froy had answered; Froy's visit
to
the office, with the box; then the call from Dwi ght that Hel ene herself had
received, with mention of the Espon Hot el

Hel ene told where she had | eft The Shadow s package, and spoke of Osman's
return to the house. She described how she had kept Froy's box from Gsman's
si ght; whereupon Burbank asked if she had put the box in the safe. Hel ene said
she hadn't, but would do so before starting out to neet Dwi ght.

She ended the conversation by promising to call Burbank again, as soon as
she returned. After that, she went into the office, turned the conbinati on of
the safe and stowed the metal box deep beneath a stack of papers.

Cl osing the safe, Helene hurried out through the front door

There was a taxi near the drugstore at the next corner, and Hel ene gave
an
address near the Espon Hotel. Her trip ended, she found the restaurant that
Dni ght had nentioned. \Wile she was approaching the door, a man stepped up and
j oi ned her.

It was Dwi ght Kelden. He didn't give a word of greeting, nor did Hel ene.
They entered a booth and ordered coffee. As soon as it arrived, and they were
really al one, Hel ene and Dwi ght | ocked hands across the table. Their eyes met
in a long gaze, and both spoke in eager whispers.

"I knew you'd come!" exclaimed Dnvght. "I tried to reach you the other
ni ght, Hel ene, when you were at the apartnent, but too many things happened."



"You mean the gun fight?"

Dwi ght nodded. Hel ene noted that his face | ooked very haggard. Hi s eyes
showed that he was tired, and his hair was unconbed. Perhaps he had purposely
left it so, to offset the latest police description

H s puffs at his cigarette were nervous; to al nbst anyone but Hel ene, he
woul d have fitted the brand that had been placed upon him that of a hunted
mur derer. Hel ene, however, saw only the Dw ght Kel den whom she had net a year
ago, and he was still the man she | oved.

Those marks of strain, in the girl's opinion, were the logical result of
t he unjust persecution that had forced Dwight into hiding. Yet, in fairness to
both Dwm ght and herself, she felt that she nust ask hi mabout those very
ci rcunmst ances. Anything that she | earned m ght be hel pful to the one person
who
could aid an innocent man to shed crinme's burden. That one person was The
Shadow.

"You know I didn't kill my uncle," whispered Dwight. "You re probably the
only person who believes the truth. That's why | had to talk to you."

"It mght be better to talk to the police," returned Hel ene. "Perhaps
t hey
woul d bel i eve you, too."

"They might," admitted Dn ght, "but there are certain things | can't
understand. |'ve got to know the answers, Helene, before | can give nyself
up. "

Hel ene' s eyes denoted inquiry.

"I was at the house,"” admitted Dn ght. "I had a gun, and | used it. | was
the man that fled by the side door. But | didn't fire the shot that killed
Uncl e Adam Worse, | don't know who did. Until | find that out, 1'd be a foo
to put nyself in sight.

"You' ve been there at the house, all along. Maybe you know sonet hi ng that
the police haven't let get into the newspapers. If you do, you ve got to tel
me. | need your help to prove my innocence. There nust be sonme solution to al
this, Helene."

HELENE nodded agreenent. She had every reason to believe that the riddle
could be answered. Though she did not understand the purpose of The Shadow s
present preparations, she had his assurance that they would bring an end to
what ever mnystery shrouded the death of Adam Rendrew.

She was confident, too, that The Shadow i ntended to crack the case
to-night. But she didn't want to rouse Dwi ght's hope until she knew the
details. She had prom sed to aid The Shadow, and intended to do so. It would
be
better to let himtalk to Dwi ght.

"I'"mgoing back to the house," decl ared Hel ene, suddenly. "I think
Dni ght, that | may |earn sonething there."

"You nean that you've found clues -"

"I mean that clues may cone," interposed Hel ene. "Wen they do, you will
hear fromne, Dwight. | can add only this: soneone other than the police has
begun an investigation that may prove your innocence. Rely upon it, Dw ght!"

They went out to the street. She gave a snmile as she pressed Dwight's
hand.

"You'd better turn in," said Helene. "You need a rest. Cet sone sleep
Dwi ght, and forget your troubles until tomorrow That's what |I'mgoing to do."

Then, Helene was in a taxicab, blowing a kiss fromthe wi ndow. A snile
crept to Dnight's tired lips, as if he half believed that his worries were due
to end. That smle nmade Hel ene give a happy sob, as she was riding back to the
ol d mansi on

Had she known what the inmediate future held for Dwi ght Kelden, her sob
woul d have been one of anguish. New conplications were due to harass the nman
she | oved.



Conpl i cations which not even The Shadow had foreseen!

CHAPTER XVI
MJURDER BRI NGS MJRDER

SOON after Helene's report to Burbank, the contact man heard from The
Shadow. Having settled scores with Silk Elredge, the cloaked fighter was ready
for the nmoves that would finally solve the Rendrew murder. He was calling
Burbank to send orders to his agents, but the news that The Shadow received
caused himto make i medi at e changes.

Anal yzing matters nore deeply than Hel ene had, The Shadow cane to
definite
concl usions. He could foresee conplications that needed swi ft attention. He
gave
Bur bank pronpt instructions; anbng themwas the order that Hel ene shoul d nake
no
nove whatever, after she returned to the house.

VWen she phoned, Burbank was to ask her for the conbination of the office
safe. That given, Helene was to retire, |eaving the package exactly where it
was. New factors had entered the case, nmaking it preferable for The Shadow to
handl e future details, instead of Hel ene.

The Shadow s i nmedi at e destinati on was the Espon Hotel. He reached there
in Moe's cab just in time to see Dwi ght Kelden entering the |obby, back from
his meeting with Hel ene. The Shadow instructed Moe to go inside, and see at
what floor the elevator clock stopped when Dwi ght ascended.

The Shadow took a different route to enter the Espon Hotel. The structure
was an old one, fairly tall but very narrow. Me had parked short of the
lights
t hat shone from beneath the dingy marquee. A quick glide took The Shadow past
the side of the building, where a fire escape beckoned.

By the time The Shadow had ascended to the fourth floor, Me was back at
the cab. He seenmed to be having trouble with the switch that controlled the
head | anps. They blinked every tinme he put themon. Qddly, those blinks were
al ways the sane nunber: seven

Fromthe fire escape, The Shadow answered with a tiny flashlight that
bl i nked red, green and white signals. He had caught Mde's signal

Thus | earning that Dwi ght's destination was the seventh floor, The Shadow
anticipated little difficulty in finding the right room There weren't many
roonms on the individual floors at the Espon; and Dwi ght's would certainly be
one roomwith a light showi ng through its transom

The search, however, was to prove much easier than The Shadow expect ed.
He
had just reached the fifth-floor |evel, when he heard the muffled sound of a
gunshot . Pausi ng, The Shadow cal cul ated the direction from which the noise had
cone. It had been to the right of the fire escape, and evidently inside the
hotel . \Whether from bel ow or above, was difficult to determ ne by the sound
itself.

For that, The Shadow used a different node of cal cul ation. Looping from
the fire escape, he saw a light in the corner roomon the seventh fl oor
Chances were that the shot had come fromthere; that it was the roomto which
Dwi ght Kel den had just gone.

THE SHADOW covered the next two flights with long, swift | eaps. He struck
an obstacle when he reached the fire exit fromthe seventh floor. The door was
| atched, so as to prevent intruders fromgetting into the hotel

Rat her than waste time by going down and up again by another route, The
Shadow devoted his energy to jinmmying the door. Wodwork ripped under the



pryi ng sharp curved tool which The Shadow cl anped to an automatic nuzzle. He
was using the gun as a lever; had the door proven obstinate, he would have
blasted it open with bullets.

As it happened, the door gave rapidly, with conparatively little noise,
except on The Shadow s side.

Once through the door, The Shadow foll owed a roundabout |ine of short
passages. He went by an inner stairway, then passed the elevators. His route
doubl ed back, and brought himto the door of the roomhe wanted. It was partly
open; peering through the space, The Shadow swung it wi de.

Two nen were in that room One was Dwi ght Kel den, half stooped to the
floor holding a revolver in his hand. The other man was prone; his head
wabbl ed
crazily as Dwight lifted it. A dead face twisted into the light; as Dw ght
st epped back, The Shadow saw the features clearly, along with the splotch of
bl ood against the victims shirt front.

The dead nan was Froy. The withery servant had been nurdered by a bull et
straight to the heart!

The Shadow swept forward. Dwi ght nust have heard the swi sh of his flow ng
cl oak, for the young man wheeled with a startled exclamation. Again, he was
cl anped by the sane clutch that had caught himon that other night, when the
cl oaked visitor had arrived in a hotel room

This time, Dwight didn't nake a struggle. He was overwhelned too swiftly
to begin one. Mreover, no nob was around to intervene on this occasion. Flung
to a chair, Dwight felt the gun go fromhis grasp and heard it clank the
fl oor.

He was | ooking into the nuzzle of an automatic that had a yawn |i ke a cannon

Recogni zi ng The Shadow, Dwi ght tried to accept himas a friend. They had
been allies, to a degree, during that fight of another night. Sonehow, Dw ght
suspected that The Shadow mi ght be the "other investigator" that Hel ene had
nmenti oned.

Nevert hel ess, the cornered man let his hands come to shoul der |evel. From
deep in his chair he made a short side gesture toward Froy's body, and gul ped:

"I didn't kill him"

There was sincerity in Dwight's plea - enough to nake The Shadow willing
to hear nore, particularly because this scene fitted with his own anal ysis.

Dni ght heard The Shadow s whi sper; it gave hi mencouragenent. He began to
stamrer facts; how he had called Hel ene, had nmet her, and then returned here.

"I saw the body and the gun beside it," he blurted. "I thought it was ny
revolver - that I'd left here. But it wasn't mne. It's a .38 caliber; nmneis
a .32 that | keep in ny suitcase."

The Shadow saw t he suitcase, swung it open. Except for a few clothes, the
bag was enpty. The Shadow s gaze swung toward Dwi ght, who thought he saw
accusation in the gl ow of the burning eyes.

"It was there, | tell you!" expressed Dwight. "My own gun - the one
brought from California - a special nodel -"

I T wasn't The Shadow who suddenly interrupted. The sound that nade Dw ght
halt was the distant clank of an el evator door. It brought the tone of
| ow buzzed voices that carried easily through these corridors.

The Shadow took a swift |look into the hallway, hoping to find sonme outl et
where he coul d take Dwi ght and prolong the interview Dwght, unfortunately,
didn't get the point.

To his frantic m nd cane the thought that The Shadow was against him In
hi s madness, he actually believed that the bl ack-cl oaked stranger was
responsi ble for his present dilenma. Wth a sweeping grab toward the fl oor
Dwi ght scooped up the revol ver that he had dropped and | aunched hinsel f
directly for the fighter in black

The Shadow canme around with a long twi st that brought himinside the
doorway before Dwm ght reached it. He could easily have beaten Dwight to the



shot, for the frantic man hadn't gotten his finger to the gun trigger

But The Shadow didn't use his own gun at all. He drove his free fist for
Dnight's chin, nmet it as it arrived. The bl ow hooked Dwi ght clear fromthe
floor, sprawl ed himhal fway to Froy's body.

As Dwnight fell, his hand gripped nore tightly on the gun. There wasn't
time for The Shadow to go after the incrimnating revol ver. VWi sking out
t hrough the doorway, he blended with the darkened end of the hallway just as
three nen shoul dered into sight. Sighting the | eader of the trio, The Shadow
had a real surprise

The squad was headed by | nspector Joe Cardona!

Only a tip-off could have brought Cardona here; and The Shadow had not
supplied it. In fact, Cardona couldn't have had time to go back to
headquarters, after the battle with Silk Elredge and the nob. The Shadow had
seen Joe talking to Silk, but he was positive that the dead ganbl er coul d not
have known where Dwi ght was.

Then came the real answer; one that fitted perfectly with facts that The
Shadow had | earned tonight. Froy's death dropped right into its proper place,
conpleting the entire sequence, explaining the arrival of Joe Cardona as a
natural consequence. But that wasn't hel ping matters at present.

Cardona and his nmen were through the doorway, to find Dwi ght on his feet.
Moving to a cl oser angle, The Shadow saw Dwi ght clutch the revolver, crazed
enough to begin a blind fire. Fortunately, Cardona reached hi mand knocked the
gun fromhis hand. Dwi ght was still half groggy from The Shadow s punch

"We've got you, Kelden!" gruffed Cardona. "This tine, you couldn't get
away. Here, you guys" - Joe shoved Dwight into the grip of the two detectives
"hang onto him™"

The Shadow saw Cardona stoop beside the body on the floor

"So you killed Froy," grow ed Joe. "How cone? Did you have it in for him
too? Along with your uncle?"

Dwni ght's lips clanmped shut. He was pale, but his eyes were defiant.
Cardona furnished a grimsnile. Wen chaps went sullen, they usually held out
for a long while. The thing to do was find a way to crack them

Cardona pi cked up the tel ephone, made a call to headquarters. After
sumoni ng a police surgeon, he called Comm ssioner Wston

FI RST, Cardona reported the matter of Silk Elredge and made nention of
Archie Dreller. Wston nust have retorted sonething, for Cardona grimaced.
Then
he gri nned.

"You say Archie couldn't have done it?" queried Cardona. "All right..

Yes, | agree.... Certainly, comm ssioner, | know |I'm supposed to find
Kel den. ..
Yes, that's what I'mcalling you about. 1've got Kel den..
"No, not Dreller... I've got Kelden... How? On a tip-off that came into
Markham while | was out... Were? Up at the Espon Hotel... Well, no, he didn't

make trouble for us, but he's done anot her nurder..
"Froy is the victim.. No, Kelden hasn't told us why he killed him..

Certainly, 1'Il make himtalk, comrissioner... Yes, I'll bring himdown to the
Rendr ew house... How soon will | have himthere? |Inside an hour... Yes,
there'll be sone details here, first..."

The Shadow was gliding out through the hallway, heading for the fire
escape. Once there, he phrased a whispered |laugh. Matters had taken the very
turn he wanted. Despite the new conplications, they prom sed the results that
The Shadow had pl anned. Weston's decision that Dwi ght should be grilled at the
Rendr ew mansi on woul d put the next scene where it properly bel onged.

The arrangement was savi ng The Shadow t he necessity of another call to
Cardona, to nmake that very suggestion. Valuable tine had been placed at The
Shadow s own di sposal, giving hima full hour in which to set the stage for



t he
real climax.

Mur der had brought nmurder. Rendrew s death had led to Froy's. Dw ght
Kel den stood accused of double crime, and every shred of evidence known to the
| aw pointed directly to his guilt.

VWhat Dwi ght's case woul d be when new evidence finally appeared, only The
Shadow knew

CHAPTER XVI |
CRI ME' S LAST HOUR

AT the exact time of The Shadow s departure fromthe Espon Hotel, Hel ene
Graynond arrived back at the Rendrew mansi on. She used her passkey to enter,

t hi nki ng that perhaps Froy was asl eep

It was getting late, but no one else had arrived hone. Helene hurried to
t he tel ephone and called the number that she had used before. She gave Burbank
a brief report of her interview w th Dwi ght, and received the instructions
t hat
had been awaiting her return

Bur bank, it happened, had not yet |earned of Froy's death. He sinply
assured Helene that all was satisfactory at present, and that she was to | eave
The Shadow s package where she had hidden it. He asked for the conbination of
the office safe and Hel ene gave it.

VWhen Hel ene i nquired what she should do next, Burbank politely replied
that she was to go to bed, and stay there. Wth that announcement he hung up
| eaving Hel ene staring at the tel ephone.

Defiantly, she banged the tel ephone on its table and went into the
of fice.

She felt that she had been taking orders fromtoo nmany sources. She was tired
of

obeying the police, John Gsman, and The Shadow. She had foll owed such orders
because they were reasonable; but when it reached the point where her bed-tine
was bei ng schedul ed for her, she was ready to rebel

It was five mnutes before Hel ene's anger cooled. By that tinme, she had
reluctantly conceded that the final order was probably the nost sensible of
all. If The Shadow i ntended to reopen the Rendrew case, everyone woul d be
guest i oned.

Matters nmight go badly, if the law | earned that Helene was in love with
Dni ght Kel den. Obvi ously, The Shadow preferred to have Hel ene stay out of
si ght
until the proper tine.

The only place where she could go, was bed. That realized, Hel ene deci ded
to obey. She turned out the office light and went upstairs to her room There,
t hi nki ng of Dwi ght, she brought his photograph out fromits hiding place,
gazed
at it smlingly, while she let down her long hair.

"Don't worry, dear," she whispered to the picture. "All will be well by
to-norrow. Then | won't have to tuck you out of sight any more. Right now,

t hough" - she gave the photograph a kiss, and folded it - "I'mputting you
safely away. Good night!"

Hel ene repl aced the photograph in the bottom of a drawer and pronptly
began to undress. Her clothes felt light tonight, and she was smling, instead
of fighting against sobs. True, her eyes had tears, but they were glad ones.
The bed seened softer than ever, and after she had turned off the | anp beside
it, the girl snuggled her head in the pillows, quite content to go to sleep

Hel ene wanted to wake up and find it norning; to learn that crinme was
solved, with Dwi ght no |l onger inmplicated. She thrilled at the thought that she
m ght be the first to call himand tell himthat everything had turned out



exactly as she had pronised.

Hel ene was hal f asl eep, when another picture came to m nd; one so vivid,
that she believed it nust be real. She could see The Shadow, entering the side
door of this very house, coming up the stairs, to find the package that she
had
left for him Then he was goi ng downstairs again, to the office. There, he was
opening the safe, taking out Froy's metal box!

AVWAKENI NG with a start, Helene turned on the bed |anp. Half an hour had
passed; maybe her dreamwas real! Turning off the light, she stole out to the
hal | way and reached behind the big chest. Yes, the package was gone. Then
Hel ene found herself at the head of the stairs, |ooking down.

She saw the blink of a flashlight, noving in the direction of the side
door. Another token of departure, |ike the one that night when The Shadow had
searched the courtyard. Fancying that she heard the side door close, Helene
stol e back to bed.

Hel ene was hardly in bed again, before another sound actually al arned
her .

This time, she heard the side door slam she was sure of it. Then there were
footsteps, |loud ones, that came up the side stairs and finally ended at
Hel ene' s very door!

Upright in bed. Hel ene saw t he door swi ng open; then gave a |ong sigh of
relief. It was only Louise Dreller

The bl onde heard the sigh, and gave one of her own.

"Cee, I'mglad you're around!" exclainmed Louise. "I've got the jitters
somet hing awful! Conme in ny room won't you? So we can talk awhile."

Hel ene found her slippers and kinono and foll owed Loui se al ong the
hal | way. Louise turned on the light, then sagged into a chair. Her fluffy
appear ance was gone; she really had a worried | ook. She eyed Hel ene, gave
anot her si gh.

"You certainly | ook confortable,” declared Louise, kicking her shoes
across the floor. "Fish my ki nono out of the closet, will you? I"'mgoing to
get
intoit. Stick around awhile, too, so | can talk to you."

"Al'l right," smled Hel ene. "Wat's the trouble?"

"The show was | ousy, to begin with," declared Louise, "so we all wal ked
out on it. W went to a |ounge bar, and everybody began to drink hot Tom and
Jerrys. Then they began to talk about nme - or rather us. O course, they were
lit, but that didn't change what they said."

"What did they say?"

"That anybody mi ght have killed old Uncle Adam You, nyself, Archie,
Johnny - even Froy. Anybody that ever lived around this |ousy old house!"

"What made themthink that?"

"Some foolish talk that cane over the radio. About Silk Elredge. He was
killed tonight, in a big battle with the police."

Hel ene caught the link at once. She knew that Archie had often ganbled at
the Cub Cadiz; that the place was run by Silk Elredge. For a nmonment Hel ene
hesitated; then asked bol dly:

"Did that start themtal ki ng about Archie?"

"It did," returned Louise. "One fellow was just crocked enough to bet

t hat
the thing |inked up with Uncl e Adam

"He said that the cops were crazy, |ooking for Dwight, while Archie was
still around. He said Archie was all set to go on a cruise, too, which nade
t he
whol e thing | ook real bad."

Hel ene bit her l|ips. She had thought of Archie as the murderer, but
didn't
like to say so to Louise. After all, Archie was Louise's brother



"Then somebody said that Archie was too dunb," announced Loui se. "They
said he was too big a sap to even load a gun, let alone fire it. So sone
fat-head thought he'd get flip, and asked me if 1'd done it!"

LQUI SE paused to put on her pajanas. Hel ene gave her the kinobno and found
her slippers for her. By that tine, Louise was pouring further details.

"I gave hima cold stare, of course,"” she said, indignantly, "and that
started the rest of them By the tine |I'd wal ked out, they were |aying odds on
who shot Uncle Adami They had Archie running first, Dwi ght second, and - just
imagine it! - | was third!"

Hel ene | aughed, despite herself.

"What about the rest of us?" she asked. "You said we were all init."

"You were just a bunch of also-rans," declared Louise, "with about one
t aker api ece. You, Froy, and Johnny. One fellow picked Silk Elredge, another
bet on Rahman Singh. There were two, though - this is really funny - who
t hought that Uncle Adam conmitted suicide!"

Hel ene tried to laugh, but couldn't. The whole thing was too serious, its
only ray of confort being the fact that popular opinion did not entirely agree
that Dwi ght was the nurderer of Adam Rendrew. Then she began to wonder how
nmuch
she could really allow for the flippant ideas that had been voiced by Louise's
friends.

Per haps the whol e thing had been a practical joke, to see how the bl onde
woul d react. If so, the crowd had certainly had their fun, for Louise had
finally wal ked out. Neverthel ess, there nust be a nmurderer somewhere, and if
it
wasn't Dwi ght, who could it be?

In the midst of her bew | dernment, Helene heard a sound from downstairs;
this time, it was the front door. Voices tal ked excitedly; Louise gave a
nervous junp, alnost dropped the cigarette that she was inserting in a |long
ivory hol der. She gasped to Hel ene:

"See who it is!"

Hel ene hurried out to the front stairs. She saw John Gsman and Archie
Dreller. She called to them and Csman answer ed:

"I amglad you are here, Mss Gaynond. Has Loui se cone hone yet?"

Hel ene nodded, just as Louise arrived beside her

"Hell o, sis!" chuckled Archie. "You'll be in on the fun, too. Johnny here
cane around and dragged me away from my poker party, after the police called
him"

"The police?" inquired Hel ene, anxiously.

"Yes." It was Gsman who replied. "They want to talk to all of us again.”

Loui se drew a puff from her cigarette, |lowered the hol der |anguidly and
asked:

"What about Froy? Shall | call hin®"

Gsman | ooked at Archie, then solemly shook his head. Al that Archie did
was chuckl e.

"You'd have a long job of it," he told Louise. "Froy is dead! He was
mur dered, |ike Uncle Adam"

Loui se gave a real shriek

"Pull yourself together,"
They' ve got the murderer -"

Bef ore Archie could say nore, the doorbell rang. Osnman answered it,
admtted two persons. One was a man with a short-clipped, pointed nustache,
who
i ntroduced hinself as the police conm ssioner. The other was tall,

i mmacul ately
attired in evening clothes; his face was maskli ke, with an i mmbile, hawkish
expr essi on.

Loui se gripped Hel ene's arm

suggested Archie. "He wasn't killed here.



"It's Lamont Cranston!" the bl onde exclaimed. "He's been everywhere - to
India and Tibet! He called nme this afternoon -"

HELENE couldn't listen to Louise's chatter. She was concentrating upon
t he
conversation bel ow. Sonmeone was mentioning | nspector Cardona and a prisoner
Horrified, Helene could only grasp Louise's arm to steady herself. She was
straining to hear the nention of a nanme, when the doorbell began to ring
agai n.

Conmm ssi oner Weston strode over to adnmit the new arrivals. Two detectives
entered, bringing a handcuffed nan between them |Inspector Cardona foll owed,
bearing hinself proudly, but Helene did not even see him She was stunbling
down the stairs, clutching the banister rail.

One slipper tripped her, as it left her foot; when the other went, she
pi tched headl ong. Al that saved her froma horrid fall was the pronpt action
of Lanont Cranston.

He had | eaped to the stairs to stop her tunble. Gipped by strong arns,
Hel ene mi ght have realized nuch had she | ooked into the eyes of her rescuer
They were brilliant eyes, that tried to flash the confidence that woul d end
her
al arm

But Hel ene did not see them Wenching fromCranston's grasp, she flung
hersel f upon the handcuffed prisoner, throwi ng her arns about his neck

Dwi ght Kel den was receiving kisses fromthe girl he loved. No | onger was
Hel ene Graynond willing to hide the truth. She didn't care if Dw ght had
nmur der ed Adam Rendrew, nor if he had been charged with the added crinme of
killing Froy.

Hel ene knew only that she | oved Dm ght Kel den; and she believed that in
this crisis, she was the only person who could help him She didn't realize
that there was no aid she could give him

One person al one could extract Dwi ght Kelden fromthe web of
circunstantial evidence that enmeshed him

That bei ng was The Shadow

CHAPTER XVI | |
FI ND THE MJRDERER

THEY t ook Dwi ght Kelden to the room where Adam Rendrew had di ed. There, a
varied group sat watching, while Inspector Cardona began his quiz.
Commi ssi oner
Weston was | eani ng back, arnms folded, with the air of a presiding judge.
Besi de
him Lanmont Cranston calmy snmoked a thin cigar

Across the roomwere Gsman and Archie. The short, pudgy man was as
serious
as ever, while Archie's sallow features wore their usual smrk. Near the door
were the girls, both clad in colorful kinonos, yet form ng a marked feninine
contrast.

Loui se was alert with interest, her blue eyes w de open, anxious not to
m ss a thing that happened, her blonde hair very fluffy. Hel ene was sol emm,
her
brown hair streanming as a background for a face that showed real beauty, wth
its brimmng eyes, tear-stained cheeks and downturned I|ips.

Cardona was reconstructing the death scene for Dnght's benefit. Standing
in the center of the room he pointed to the spot where Rendrew s body had
been
found, then reached over and shook Dwi ght's shoul ders, until the prisoner



st opped | ooki ng at his handcuffs and raised his haggard eyes.

"Your uncle was right here," declared Cardona, "trying to back away from
you, when you gave it to himw th the gun. You hopped out into the hall and
t ook another shot at him That tine, you cracked the wi ndow. Then you ran
downstairs and got into the cab that you'd arranged to have outside.

"But you forgot these," Cardona produced his clues. "First, the paper
t hat
your uncle tore off his calendar, that said you' d be here that night. Then
this
eyegl ass wiper that fell out of your pocket. Last of all, this airplane
time-table that you were foolish enough to |l eave in the cab.”

Dwnight's lips twitched, then tightened. He opened themto ask:

"I's that all?"

"No," retorted Cardona. "Here's the bullet that killed Rendrew. From a
. 38
caliber gun, to match the revol ver we took from you tonight."

"l suppose,"” said Dnght, "that you're going to blame me for killing
Fr oy,
too."

"We'|| get to that later,"” snapped Cardona, "after you have confessed
nmur deri ng your uncle!"

Dwi ght sat back and | ooked around the group. Hi s eyes net Hel ene's and he
snmled. He let his gaze travel; it was magnetized by other eyes: those of
Lamont Cranston. Dwi ght found hinmsel f wondering at the expression of the
hawk- f aced stranger.

Sonehow the conmmi ssioner's friend seened urging the prisoner to tell his
story. Gipped by the inpression, Dwi ght took a |long breath. He had been
troubl ed by the thought that any testinony would be usel ess, but he began to
sense that he would have one interested listener, aside from Hel ene, who, by
her admi ssion of |love for Dwight, had unfortunately jeopardized her own
standing as a w tness.

"Suppose | told you just what happened," said Dwi ght, to Cardona. "Wuld
you |isten?"

Cardona' s expression renmai ned noncommittal, but he nodded.

"Cet the letter, then," suggested Dwi ght, shifting his handcuffed wists
to one side. "It's in ny inside pocket."

THE letter offered a new angle. Cardona fished for it and found it.
Opening it, he began to read it.

"From Adam Rendrew, " he grunted, "asking you to cone here at nine fifteen
on the night of Tuesday the tenth, to talk over an inportant famly matter
Wth a postscript that says the matter is very confidential."

"I received that letter in San Diego," stated Dwight. "It was one reason
why | cane East. The other was - well, | wanted to marry Hel ene."

"How about the letter you wote to Louise?" demanded Cardona. "That
didn't
say you were conming East."

"I didn't want Louise to know it," returned Dwight. "I thought she m ght
be trying to find out sonething that she wasn't supposed to know about."

Loui se opened her lips, but couldn't find words to go with them Archie
reached over and pushed her back into her chair.

"Don't | ose your kinono, sis," he drawed. "If you haven't found out
you're the world' s chanpi on snooper, it's tinme sonebody told you!"

"Don't fool yourself," snapped Louise, finding words for Archie. "Wen it
cones to butting into other people's business, you re six |engths ahead of
ne! "

Cardona grow ed for silence. He accepted Dwi ght's statenent regarding
Loui se. Handing the letter to Gsman, Joe asked:

"I's that Rendrew s signature?"



Gsman studied the letter. Solemly, he arose and passed it to Hel ene.
Then, facing Cardona, he said:

"I amnot sure. | would prefer to have M ss G aynond answer."

Hel ene stared at the letter. Amid the silence of the watchers, she felt a
terrible dread. Everything was unreal, except the hopel ess shudder that cane
over her. She wanted to shrink fromevery gaze. She knew the signature that
Adam Rendrew used. This one was not his.

The girl gave a glance toward OGsman. He was trying to | ook synpathetic.
Qovi ously, he had recogni zed the signature as a pal pable forgery, but did not
care to say so. Helene was wenched between an urge for honesty and her
whol e- hearted desire to hel p Dwi ght.

She | ooked farther. For the first tine, her eyes met Cranston's. His
searching gaze nearly made her exclaimal oud. Those eyes had a strange
resenbl ance to The Shadow s!

Hel ene made her decision. To this nonent, every statenent of hers had
been
truthful. Her forner testinony mght prove inportant; therefore, she wanted it
to be believed. By telling the truth this time, she would prove her sincerity.
Looki ng away from Cranston, Hel ene faced Dwi ght's gaze, while she said:

"This signature is false!"

NO reproval expressed itself on Dmght's face. Instead, his eyes showed
admration. Dwight realized that Hel ene had wanted to be for him but had
depended on the truth instead. In her turn, the girl felt an overwhel ning
sur ge
of absolute belief in Dwight's innocence.

Under Cardona's pressure, John Gsman agreed that Hel ene was correct. The
letter was a forgery. Turning to Dwi ght, Cardona queried:

"What's your answer to that?"

"Only that | received the letter,"” returned Dw ght, steadily,
t hought
that it was fromny uncle. You probably think I faked it, but I didn't."

Cardona decided to let Dnght go on with his story. It had struck one

and

snag
al ready, and woul d probably neet others.

"So you got here at quarter past nine," said Cardona, "and found your
uncle waiting for you. Ri ght away, you started an argument, and then shot him
"Wait!" interrupted Dnight. "I found him all right. Maybe he didn't

expect ne, because he began an argunment. He threatened to shoot nme, if |
didn't

get out. The next thing | knew, he was backing into the room Then cane the
shot

"From your gun!"

"No! Not frommnmy gun. Fromhere, in the room | junped back, thinking ny
uncle had fired. | wanted to scare himoff, so | ainmed nmy gun at the w ndow. |
pulled the trigger and started for the stairs. | couldn't have killed Uncle

Adam He wasn't anywhere near ne when | fired!"

Cardona thrust his face close to Dwi ght's.

"Then what about the clues |I've shown you?" demanded the inspector. "The
cal endar, the eyeglass wi per, the airplane schedule -"

"They must have been planted," insisted Dwight. "Faked, like that letter
I
received in California."

Cardona stepped back. Smiling grimy, he folded his arnms and turned to
Vst on.

"What about it, conmi ssioner?" queried Joe. "Shall | keep on grilling him
until he cracks?"



Weston was starting to nod, when he heard Cranston speak. They held a
buzzed conversation; finally the conm ssi oner nodded.

"Al'l right, Cranston," he said, indulgently. "If you have a suggestion
we
shall be glad to hear it."

Cal My, The Shadow strode to the center of the floor. In Cranston's idle
style, he | ooked at the spot where Rendrew had | ain dead, then glanced about
the room He |ooked at Cardona's clues, together with the forged letter that
Dwi ght cl ai mned was sent to him

"My suggestion, conm ssioner," he said, calmy, "is that we should
consi der Kelden's story as if it actually happened; then look for any flaws in
it."

Weston beaned. He liked that sort of thing. He had al ways enphasized the
val ue of deductive reasoning; this m ght be good instruction for Joe Cardona.
I f Cranston brought out some point that would clinch the case agai nst Dw ght
Kel den, nuch val uable tinme would be saved.

"LET us assume" - Cranston's tone was casual - "that Kelden did receive
this letter. That brings another party into the case; the person who actually
forged it. Let us determ ne what el se that person could have done."

He picked up the desk cal endar and its torn page, then asked if he could
take two other leaves fromit. Weston agreed; detaching two sheets, Cranston
hel d them cl ose, together and gave a quick tear. He passed the torn |leaves to
t he conm ssi oner.

"You will notice," observed The Shadow, in Cranston's tone, "that the
torn
portions of those sheets are interchangeabl e: Wich proves that the torn piece
from Rendrew s daily cal endar m ght have cone from sonme other sheet; let us
say, for instance, froman old cal endar of the sane nake."

Hel ene' s eyes were very w de. She understood, at |ast. A year ago, when
Dwi ght Kel den had been East, Adam Rendrew had probably made a notation on his
cal endar. Sone one had taken that old date sheet, placed it on the present
year's cal endar, and used the very systemjust denonstrated by Cranston!

Adam Rendrew had not expected his nephew, Dwi ght Kelden, to pay that
Vi sit
at nine fifteen, on Tuesday, the tenth. Soneone had faked it to appear as if
he

had!

"As for the eyeglass w per," she heard Cranston say, "it interested ne
consi derably, comm ssioner. Today, | sent a taxi driver into Weker & Sons to
ask for one. Here it is" - he produced a wi per fromhis pocket - "along with
an
ai rpl ane schedul e" - he was drawi ng out the object mentioned - "that | took
from

a timetable rack in a hotel

"Anyone el se coul d have obtai ned such itens, to serve as evi dence agai nst
Dwni ght Kel den. Whet her or not soneone did, we nust judge later. So far, we
have
sinmply failed to detect anything wong with Kelden's story."

THERE was a | ong pause, during which two persons stared at Lanont
Cranston
wi th expressions of thanks as well as admiration. Those two were Dwi ght Kel den
and Hel ene Graynond. Not that others were lacking in appreciation; both Wston
and Cardona showed plenty. There was a question, though, that they couldn't
fail to ask. It was the conm ssioner who put it:

"But who other than Kelden could have shot Rendrew?"

In Cranston's style, The Shadow | ooked around the room He took Rendrew s



position and faced the door.

"According to your statement"” - the question was put to Dwight - "your
uncl e backed into the roonP"

Dni ght gave a positive nod.

"Yet he was shot in the back"” - Cranston had turned toward the bookcase -
"whi ch neans that the bullet nust have cone from here!"

Wth a single sweep, he pulled half a dozen volunmes froma shel f.
Reachi ng
deep, The Shadow rapped his knuckl es agai nst netal. He | eaned back, to | ook
into
the space; then eyed the thick wall against which the bookcase stood.

"An open hot-air register," he announced. "Suppose a gun had been there,
conmi ssi oner, pointed out through the |oose grating on the front. A gun
equi pped with a photoelectric cell - a nechanical eye, issuing a line of black
light straight across the room

"Rendrew, backing into the path, would have interrupted the beam A shot
fromthe gun, so ainmed that the victimcould not escape it, would have found
Rendrew s spine and killed him It would account, too, for the shot that
Kel den
heard. "

The theory left Joe Cardona staring, until ideas began to strike him
Therewi th, he began to quiz Lanont Cranston

"Why didn't anyone see the gun?"

"Let me have your own revol ver, inspector."”

Recei vi ng the weapon, The Shadow repl aced the books, then pressed the gun
barrel between the center ones. He showed that they formed a gap, though the
gun nuzzl e was deep from sight.

"But what happened when the gun was fired?"

"The weapon recoiled," returned The Shadow, drawi ng out Cardona's gun
"The books pressed together" - he pointed, by way of illustration - "and the
revol ver dropped down the register pipe."

Cardona's gun thudded the fl oor as The Shadow s fingers released it.

"It sounds good," admitted Cardona. "Only that beam of black Iight you
tal k about nust have had a receiving device at the other end of it."

Cardona paused; he was followi ng Cranston's gaze, toward the floor |anp
near the door. Stepping there, The Shadow renoved the unlighted bul b and
smashed it. Inits interior was the very apparatus that Cardona had asked
about !

This time, the silence was ended by a detective shouting fromthe

stai rway:

"M. Cranston's car is here, inspector!"”

"I amvery sorry" - The Shadow was Cranston to perfection, as he bowed to
t he persons present - "but | rnust be going honme. My physician has ordered it,
because of my recent accident. So good night" - he paused, stepped up to
Dwi ght

Kel den and gripped the young man's right hand, lifting it with the handcuffs -
"and good luck to you, Kelden!"

They saw Cranston wal k fromthe room heard himgo down the stairs. Then
cane the closing of the front door, audible through the echoi ng passage of the
big mansion. To all, except one person, that was the final sound of Cranston's
departure.

Hel ene Graynond fancied that she heard one token nmore: a strange,
whi spered tone of mirth, that nust have wakened itself to life from deep
wi t hin
her menory.

The | augh of The Shadow

CHAPTER XI X



FALSE BRI NGS TRUE

QUT of a mental whirl, Helene Gaynond began to realize the depth of The
Shadow s nethods. It was he, not Cranston - the girl was still too bew | dered
to link the two - who had first divined that the clues agai nst Dwi ght were
pl ant ed.

She renmenbered how The Shadow had paced this room and nmade his
cal cul ati ons. He had been trying, then, to visualize a way whereby Adam
Rendr ew
could have been slain alnost in Dwight's presence, wthout the action of a
human
hand.

In effect, The Shadow had let his own brain work along the line that the
nmur derer had followed. Step by step, he had built up a logical way to arrange
the death of a person entering this room and his final findings had checked!

O course, the real nurderer had been snmart enough to renove the evidence
of crime. He had reclained the death gun fromthe bottom of the hot-air pipe.
He had di sposed of the mechanical eye that was attached to it, also the wire
t hat rmust have extended down the pipe to a light socket, probably behind the
bottom of the pipe in the cellar

He had taken the two books al so, because they were scorched by the flane
fromthe revol ver muzzle; and he had replaced the special light bulb with an
ordinary one. He had made two m stakes, however, slight though they seened.

The bulb that the killer had put in the |lanp socket was a new one, that
lighted when the switch was pressed. The murderer had also left the
| ast-year's
calendar in the office closet, probably supposed that no one woul d ever | ook
for
its mssing page.

Qovi ously, The Shadow coul d not have obtained the evidence that the
killer
had destroyed. So he had adopted the neat plan of providing simlar itenms: the
contents of the package that had been delivered at the house!

It was fair enough, under the circunstances. The nurderer had franed
Dwni ght Kel den by planting clues against him The only way to nullify those
tangi ble bits of evidence was to plant other clues against the nurderer

The Shadow had done exactly that. He had nullified false with fal se. But
t he objects that The Shadow had provided were legitimate substitutes for the
ones that the nmurderer had removed. Fromthe fal se, The Shadow had proven the
true.

One thing puzzled Hel ene. She felt sure The Shadow had intended to plant
nore evi dence than the |light bulb. The books shoul d have gone on their shelf;
the wire, with its electric light attachnment, at the bottom of the hot-air
shaft.

Why hadn't The Shadow gone through with those arrangenments?

Suddenl y, Hel ene had the answer. The Shadow had made his plans before
Froy's death. Sonehow, the servant had nmeddl ed into matters, and thereby
produced new conplicati ons.

Joe Cardona was review ng that very fact. He was aski ng Dwi ght:

"I'f you didn't nurder Rendrew, why did you kill Froy?"

"I didn't!" returned Dwight. "Froy answered ny first phone call. | said
was at the Espon and gave the room nunber, even though | didn't nention ny
nane. He nust have guessed who | was. Knowing the |aw was after ne, he figured
I would pay for silence. But | wasn't there when he cane. Sonebody else killed
him"

From somewhere, Hel ene seened to hear a whisper. It mght have been her
i magi nation, yet it had a tone that she renenbered. The voice of The Shadow

"Renenber the box!"

Hel ene nodded. Before Cardona could quiz Dwi ght further, she interrupted,
t o announce:



"Froy left a metal box with ne before he left. He said its contents were
inmportant. | put it in the office safe.™

CARDONA told the girl to come along with himand open the safe, so he
could get the box. Soon, they returned; Cardona was carrying the box, and
Hel ene was sure that it was heavier than when she had placed it in the safe.
Cardona uncl anped the box in front of Weston, then raised the Iid.

Inside were the other objects that Cranston had pictured: a wire with a
phot oel ectric attachnment; two books, matching a pair on the shelf, except that
they were scorched by streaks of gun flane!

The | ast-year's cal endar was al so in the box. Thunbing it, Cardona | ooked
for the date of Dwight's previous visit East. The page was m ssing; the fact
fitted with Cranston's theory that an old sheet and a new had been torn as
one.

Then Cardona found a bullet, its nose mashed from an i npact.

"It looks like a .32 caliber," admtted the inspector. "I guess this was
the bullet you fired through the wi ndow, Kelden. Froy was pretty smart to go
out and hunt it up."

Hel ene was understanding nore. Wth Froy dead, The Shadow had deci ded to
stow t he assenbl ed evidence in the servant's strong box, to nmake it look as if
Froy had gathered the various clues. That ruse added an authentic touch; the
clues seened nore valid than if they had conme from an unknown source.

But what had Froy left in the box?

One thing only - a note that Cardona had just found. Reading it, Cardona
announced t he high spots. The note said, in effect, that Froy was going to the
Espon Hotel to hunt for Dwi ght Kelden, hoping to gain a trail for the |aw. He
was | eaving the note as a protection. He intended to tell Dw ght that he had
made provision to insure a safe return

Qovi ously, Froy had gone to demand noney; though he didn't say so in the
note. He rnust have supposed that Dwi ght was actually a murderer, and hence had
regarded his trip as dangerous. But Cardona, influenced by the evidence that
The Shadow had | ater added to the box, was ready with a theory of his own:

"Froy wanted to sell you this stuff,” he said to Dwi ght. "He knew that
someone el se had planted it to kill Rendrew. | guess it clears you, Kelden -
provi ded, of course, that it works."

Deci ding that he ought to test the apparatus, the inspector pronptly set
to work. He renoved the front of the register, clanped the electric eye on the
death gun. Hol ding the nuzzle through the grille, Cardona put the register
front back in place.

If he had rel eased the revolver, it would have dropped. Fromthat,

Car dona

guessed the real purpose of the books. Wth Hel ene hel ping him he put them
into

pl ace, and the pressure of the two central volumes held the gun right where it
was.

Cardona was using the two new books, to learn if they would scorch as
expected. Rather than go down to the cellar, he fished for the cord attached
to
the electric eye, brought it over the books and plugged it into the |anp on
Rendrew s desk

Picking up the dummy light bulb that Cranston had broken, Cardona studied
the reception apparatus and gave a satisfied nod.

"This will work, anyway," he declared. "The glass part of the bulb was
only there to hide it."

He screwed the broken bulb into the socket, tilted the gun nuzzle
slightly, until its aimwas correct. Mdtioning everyone to the side of the
room
near the door, Cardona reached out and turned the lanp swtch

Wth the click, a thin black beam appeared, form ng a pencil line



strai ght
fromthe book-clanped revolver to the broken bulb in the floor I|anp!

"Cranston was right!" announced Weston. "Black light, that couldn't have
been seen in darkness! Very well, inspector, you may cut the beam and conpl ete
the test. Use any suitable object - a table, for instance; since all the
chairs
are occupied."

W TNESSES to that dramatic scene were tense, while Cardona was picking up
alight table that stood in the corner. Then, when he had al nost reached the
center of the room Cardona added a new elenment to the situation

Hol ding the table by one leg, he lowered its top to the floor and | ooked
at the faces that were watching him

Finally, Cardona met Weston's gaze, and questioned:

"Tell me, conmi ssioner: who do you think killed Adam Rendrew?"

"Why, Froy, of course!" voiced Weston, suddenly. "He left all the
equi prent in the box. W shoul d have thought of that before, inspector.”

"It couldn't have been Froy," asserted Cardona. "He wouldn't have |eft
t he
equi prent with the note. If he'd been the nurderer, he wouldn't have been
scared
of Kel den. Besides, sonebody killed Froy, too. That person, conm ssioner, nust
be here in this room"

The logic was solid. So absolute, that Hel ene realized that The Shadow
did
not have to be here to assert it. He had known, of course, that the fact woul d
sooner or later strike hone to Joe Cardona. The inspector's gaze rested on
Hel ene, as though he nonentarily considered her as a possible suspect; then
hi s
eyes fixed el sewhere

Loui se Dreller gave a shriek. Cardona was |ooking right at her. The
bl onde
began to wave her arms excitedly, the sleeves of her silk kinmono flapping like
a
butterfly's w ngs.

"I didn't kill them- either of them"

"We'| | forget you for a while," grow ed Cardona. "You wouldn't know what
a
phot oel ectric cell was! But your brother here -

H s gaze was on Archie, who gave a pitiful w nce.

"You and Silk Elredge were up to blackmail, weren't you?"

Archi e nodded at Cardona's question; then found his voice, which was nore
whi ny than ever.

"That was all," insisted Archie. "W didn't want to nurder Uncle Adam
Silk said a shakedown was the system"”

"You got nmoney fromyour uncle's death."

"Only a little income. Silk wanted nore, and so did |I. W'd have been
crazy if we'd gone through with a nurder. It ruined our plans when Uncle Adam
di ed. Besides -"

Archi e paused; an idea had struck him and he expressed it with great
eager ness.

"Besides, | couldn't have killed Froy tonight. I've got an alibi! | was

at

t he poker gane, with the fellows you talked to the other night. They'll al

tel

you that | didn't |eave the place until Johnny cane to get nme -
"Quite true!™



I T was John Gsnman who provided the interruption. Cardona swung about, and
faces turned with him All eyes were |ooking at a gun that Gsman had drawn.

Only Dwi ght Kelden found his voice, to exclaim "That's my gun! The one
that was in ny suitcase!”

"OfF course," sneered Csman. "I found Froy's box tonight, while Hel ene was
upstairs. Only the note was init, at the tinme. After | left the house,
phoned the police and told them where you were. | went to the Hotel Espon

nmysel f, intending to take some credit for your capture.
"Froy was there ahead of me. He had your gun, so | shot himwth the one
I

carried - the same revolver that killed Rendrew. | left the .38 where you
woul d
pick it up, and took the .32 with ne. | was starting down the stairs when you

stepped out of the elevator. You wal ked right into the newtrap I'd laid for
you. "
Once started, Gsman did not mnd talking nmore. He swng toward Archie:
"I knew that you and Silk were staging something. So | got rid of

Rendr ew.
It was the one way | could be sure of getting the chunk of the estate that was
due ne. As for you" - he swing to Dmight again - "I sent you that forged

letter, to bring you here.

"I fixed the clues, including the airplane schedule that | stuffed in
Dogan's cab while he was at the Busy Bee. | called him told himto be around
after nine. I'd counted on you finding your uncle dead, when you arrived. |
t hought you'd sneak out and grab the first cab you saw "

A bitter smle framed Gsman's lips. It showed regret for plans gone
wr ong,
yet a satisfaction also, at the way in which schenmes had stood the strain.

"Hel ene happened to be here," remarked Osman, "and Rendrew was stil
alive. But the whole thing worked as well as | expected. The next day, |
cleared out the evidence. If it had been found in the nmeantine" - Gsman
chuckl ed gleefully - "it would have been bl aned on Archie, never upon nyself!"

Gradual ly, Gsman's chortle dimnished. H's eyes took on a vicious glare.
Sweepi ng the group with his ugly gaze, he asserted:

"I"ve got six bullets in this gun! One for each of you! | may not kil
al l
of you" - he was flourishing the revolver - "but you won't stop ny getaway!
It's
my turn to use that side door, and afterward" - he gritted the next threat -
"I"mgoing to get the man who figured out ny gane and planted fake evidence to
match the clues that | destroyed. Yes! |I'mgoing to get -"

Gsman did not add the name: "The Shadow. " A strange |augh interrupted,
quivering fromthe hallway. The Shadow was present to announce hinsel f. He was
swi ngi ng through the doorway, an automatic in his fist.

But it seened that The Shadow, at |ast, had | aughed once too soon

THE SHADOW stunbl ed, half across the threshold. Helene, nearest to him
| eaped fromher chair to aid his stunbling form She didn't realize that The
Shadow had tripped purposely. His stunble was a bait to bring Gsman's gun away
fromthe others, toward The Shadow s own direction.

Cardona grabbed the table by the |l eg and wheeled to batter Gsman with the
i mprovi sed weapon. The killer was stepping back, aimng coolly for The Shadow,
not realizing that a snap of a black-sleeved wist was bringing a gloved hand
to an aimnore rapid than his. At that instant, there was a sharp report.

It didn't come from The Shadow s gun. Nor did Gsman fire it, for the
mur derer was crunpling. A curl of snoke issued from between two books in the
center of a shelf. It vanished, as the flane-seared vol unes pressed toget her
The cord leading to the table lanmp went taut, then jerked clear. It whipped
snakily over the tops of the books and di sappear ed.



From bel ow cane a faint clang, as the death gun struck the partly-padded
bottom of the hot-air shaft. The gun had been sent there by its own recoil

John Gsman had backed across the path of the black beam

The nurderer had taken the identical death that he had delivered to Adam
Rendrew. Sprawl ed on the floor, a bullet through his spine, OGsnan had added
t he
| ast touch that vindicated Dw ght Kel den of past crine!

VWil e eyes were staring toward the dead killer, The Shadow s | augh
trailed. Hel ene reached the doorway, saw that the hall was enpty. Then, while
she still hoped for a last glinpse of The Shadow, Dwi ght arrived beside her

Cardona had relieved the prisoner of his handcuffs. Dwi ght's arms
i nfol ding her, Helene felt herself drawn into the hallway, where she | earned

the thrill of an enmbrace that she had awaited during many nonths of | onging.
From somewhere deep in the old house, trailing an eerie note of triunph
that stirred weird, lingering echoes fromevery nook and al cove, cane the

parting | augh of The Shadow

THE END



