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CHAPTER |. DEATH ON DISPLAY

THE hotel clerk amiled as he handed Bob Osden a letter, dong with the room key; and Bob gave a grin
in return. The grin, incidentdly, wiped away a very solemn look that had been on Bob's face. He had
been expecting thet letter, and needing it very badly.

It wasn't good policy, however, to show too much eagerness in opening it. Nonchaantly, Bob thrugt the
letter into his pocket and went to an elevator. Reaching his room, he closed the door, sat down & the
writing desk and chuckled softly, as he camly tore the end from the envelope.

Bob was shaking the letter, when he drew it into Sght, but nothing fdl from it. He blew open the end of
the envelope, peered in, expecting to see a bank check. Instead, the envelope was empty. Yanking the
letter open, Bob scanned its brief lines, then dumped deep in his chair.

There wasn't any check, and there would not be any for a long while to come. The letter, from Bob's
father, made that fact very plan.

During the next few minutes, Bob Osden acted in a mechanicd fashion. With one hand, he crumpled the
|letter, while his other hand kept running through his shocky black hair. The mirror above the writing desk,
hed Bob noticed it, would have given him a remarkable picture of his own facid expressons.
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He was running the gamut of emations, that bordered on complete desperation. With an effort, he
recovered himsdf, stepped to a bureau and angrily uncorked a bottle. About to pour himsdf a drink, he
noticed hisface at lagt; thistime, it was reflected from the bureau mirror.

Bob Osden took a good look at himsdif.

He was supposed to be handsome. Maybe he had been once, but he was losng dl fights to the dam.
His dark eyes were ligless. Hislips had atwitch that drew lines down dong his face. He redized that he
hed been keeping up appearances dong with his spirits, until his surface was dmost threadbare.

The bad news had ended his mask. He looked haggard, and he fdt that way. The only thing that could
pull him out of his present state was some sort of lift—and not the kind that came from a bottle. He had
counted too much upon those "lifts’ during the past few months.

Pushing bottle and glass aside, Bob kept garing a the mirror. His fids were tight; he was taking deep
breaths. At intervas, hislips were muttering, but he was amply tdling himsdf to "sngp out of it"; and the
formula seemed to work. Bob looked better, fet better, when he findly stepped across the room and
opened the telephone book.

He found the name of Carl Sigmar, jotted down both address and telephone number. Laying the phone
book aside, Bob steded himsdf for the next orded. He gave Sigmar's number to the hotdl operator and
awaited an answer to hiscal.

There was no response. Learning that the number did not answer, Bob gave a relieved sigh. Moving
about the room, he packed his suitcases, counted the twenty-odd dollars that he had in his pockets, and
phoned for a porter to come up and get the bags.

ABOUT a hdf-hour later, Bob Osden stepped from a taxicab in front of a building that looked like an
old residence turned into a smdl restaurant. He entered the place, left his hat and coat with a check-room
girl, who gave him a amile of recognition.

Bob went updtairs to the second-floor dining room, but did not stop there. A head waiter, recognizing
him, gave a nod, indicating that he could continue to the third floor.

On that floor, the young man was admitted to a room where groups were seated at round tables playing
sud poker. One of the dedlers recognized Bob and pointed to a char. Bob shook his head; after a
relieved glance around the tables, he asked:

"Where is Ftz Jarnow?"
"Inthe office” replied the dedler. "Tdl Ftz | told you it would be dl right.”

Entering the office at the rear of the gaming room, Bob found Fitz Jarnow seated behind a desk. He was
met by sharp eyes that stared from a long, sdlow face, but the amile on Fitzs lips was friendly.
Recognizing Bob, Fitz removed a coat and hat from a chair and motioned for him to St down.

Fitz's har was deek, and his voice seemed to carry the same glossy smoothness, as he asked:
"What's the trouble, Osden?”

Bob managed a grin. He had tried to put on a front, but FHtz was one chap who couldn't be bluffed. In a
way, that was dl the better. It brought Bob straight to the point.

"l need cash, Ftz."



Htz took the statement as a matter of course. He put another question:

"How much?'

"Hfteen hundred dollars” returned Bob. "Right away, and & once."

"Why?

Ftz's question was as unperturbed as ever. Bob gestured out to the poker room.

"I've been playing beyond my limit," he said ruefully, "so | borrowed from a felow who waswinning a lot.
| hoped I'd makeit up, but | only went deeper.”

"Whom did you borrow from?'

"Cal Sigmar. He comes around here every now and then. Thicksat chap, with light hair and a sort of
reddish mustache. Y ou know him, don't you, Ftz?'

Ftz thought for a few moments, asif trying to picture one face out of many, then gave a dow nod.

"I think | know the fdlow you mean,” he said, "but that isn't as important as the matter of the dough. How
come you need it in such a hurry?'

Bob explained. He began with facts that Ftz dready knew. Bob's father, a wedthy merchant in the
Midwest, had let him come to New Y ork, with the promise of funds whenever needed, until Bob found a
good job.

Having plenty of time, with money dways available, Bob had squandered both. He had borrowed from
Sgmar rather than write his father for more money only a week after receiving a check. Bob had decided
to bide histime for a month, then write for more cash. But the sysem hadn't worked.

"I gave Carl a note for thirty days,” explained Bob. "The time is up tonight. My dad's letter didn't arrive
untl this evening. It didn't bring a check."

Bob pulled the crumpled letter from his pocket and handed it to Fitz, who read it, wearing a sympathetic
expresson. Then:

"What about this Sgmar guy?' asked Fitz. "Do you think he's going to crack down on you?'

"I know heis" returned Bob. "I phoned him tonight, but he wasn't in. So | checked out of the hotd, left
my bags at Pennsy Station and came over here"

"Expecting to find Sgmar?'
"Hoping | wouldn' find him, until 1 had a chance to talk with you."
"Where do you expect to go from here?"

"Home To take a job in dad's store, as he dways wanted me to. He never favored this New York
expedition.”

HTZ'S sharp eyes took on areflective look. He pulled two cigars from his pocket, handed one to Bab,
and started to chew the end of the other. Then, with a sweep of his hand, he reached to the desk drawer
and found a pad of promissory notes.



"Make one out to me" he told Baob, "for fifteen hundred. Make it for ninety days. If you can't clear it by
that time, I'll let you renew it."

Eagerly, Bob began to make out the note, urged by further aght of Fitz Jarnow reaching to a amdl safe
and taking out a cash box filled with bills. While Fitz was counting out the money, he told Bob:

"Look up Sigmar and pay him off. Then head for home and get to work, so you can pay me off. Never
mind the thanks; thisis just a business proposition. My place hereislegd enough. I've got it chartered as
aclub, and the fdlows who gamble here are dl liged as members.

"So | expect to keep going for along while. Long after youll be on your feet and making more trips to
New York. You're a good customer"—HFitz thwacked Bob's shoulder with one hand, thrust him the
money with the other—"s0 | wouldnt want to lose you. Besides, there are other people that youll
probably recommend me to."

With fifteen hundred dollarsin hisingde pocket, Bob left the gambling dub and hailed ataxi. He gave the
driver Sgmar's address, and reviewed the gtuation as he rode dong. He had fared well, Bob had,
through that interview with Fitz Jarnow.

Actudly, Bob only owed twelve hundred dollars to Carl Sigmar. The balance of Fitz's fifteen hundred
would finance Baob's trip home and land him there with enough money to impress his father, who
probably believed that Bob was entirdly broke.

Thelocd job would be a grind, but Bob conceded that it was time for him to make amends. He wasn't at
dl proud of his misspent monthsin New Y ork.

A curious contrast, thought Bob, how Sigmar, who had seemed a good fdlow, had later cdled him up to
make pointed threats of legd action if the money was not paid on time while Fitz, formerly a racketeer,
and now the manager of agambling club, had been willing to help a chap who was redly in ajam.

BOB was dill thinking that over and promising himsdf that he would pay back Fitz, with interest, when
the cab stopped in front of the smdl gpartment house where Sigmar lived.

In the entry Bob found a button, with a card bearing the name "Carl Sgmar" just beneath it. While he
rang the bell, Bob glanced out to the street.

He noticed that it was very dark; that occasond passers who shambled by appeared to be thuggish
characters. It wasn't a particularly good neighborhood for anyone to groll about carrying fifteen hundred
dollars on his person.

Hence, when Sigmar did not answer the bell, Bab tried the inner door of the entry. Finding it unlocked,
he went through and started up to Sigmar's third-floor apartment. Arriving a a door marked "3B," Bob
knocked. When there was no response, he decided to wait.

Then, remembering that the lower door had been unlocked, he tried the door of the gpartment. It
opened; he stepped across the threshold. The living room was dimly lighted from a floor lamp in the
corner. Baob closed the door and started toward a chair. Halfway there, he stopped.

The new angle had given Bob Osden a view beyond a gate-leg table, within the range of the lamplight.
There, a crumpled shape lay on the floor; beside the whiteness of an upturned face, Bob spied the
dimme of arevolver, only afew inches awvay from a clawlike hand.

Bob's eyes went to the face again, met eyes that glittered like the gun, yet did not return his stare. Those
eyes were glassy, bulging like ovd beads. So horrible was ther Sghtless gaze, that Bob Osden would



never have recognized them as eyes that he had seeninlife

It was the rest of the face that told the identity of the corpse upon the floor. Hair light in color, lips that
were topped by a reddish mustache. Bob recognized that squarish face as the very one that he had so
recently described to Fitz Jarnow.

The dead man was Carl Sigmar. San in his own gpartment, Sgmar was no longer interested in a vist
from Bob Osden, the man who owed him money.

Some other debtor, it seemed, had dready pad Carl Sigmar, in coin of a different sort!

CHAPTER II. THE CLOSED TRAIL
SUICIDE—or murder?

The question kept popping back and forth through Bob Osden's thoughts, as he eyed the body of Carl
Sgmar. From the evidence, as Bob viewed it, the chances were about equdl.

Sgmar had been shot through the head; the death gun was close beside his hand. He might have fired the
shat himsdf, or someone could have dain him and smply left the gun there. Bob found himsdf thinking
about fingerprints, wondering if they would solve the riddle.

It occurred to him that a smart murderer could eesly have clamped Sgmar's hand on the gun, to leave
the dead man's own prints. Hence, if marks talied with Sigmar's, murder might gill be the answer.

Oddly, Bab found himsdf taking the whole scene very coadlly. All was quiet in the apartment; the place
seemed completely isolated from the rush of the city. Since Bob had walked in unmolested, he decided
that he could go out the same way. But he fdt an urge to know more about Sigmar's death before leaving
the place.

Bob was stooping beside the body, when he suddenly redized that it would not be good to leave traces
of his own vist; fingerprints, for instance. That thought produced a link so important, that Bob was more
than ever determined to remain and investigate. He was remembering the promissory note that he had
gven to Sgmar!

If that dip of paper should be found on the dead man, Bob's hopes would be nullified. His anxiety to
obtain a loan from Fitz Jarnow had been inspired chiefly by his wish to keep the news of his finencd
difficulties from reaching his home town. Even his chance to work for hisfather would be log, if the facts
came out.

More than that, if the police found the unpaid note, they would regard Bob as a suspect! Plenty of
murders had been done for sums less than twelve hundred dollars. True, Bob could argue thet if he had
killed Sigmar, he would aso have taken the note; but the thought of that "if" did not please him.

In their turn, the police would argue that Bob had become confused, and fled without teking the note.
Murderers had a habit of doing such things. Certainly, one argument would nullify the other; the only
evidence that would stand was the fact that Bob Osden owed Carl Sgmar twelve hundred dollars and
had not paid it.

PULLING a handkerchief from his pocket, Bob wrapped it about his hand and began an inspection of
Sgma's pockets. He found nothing of importance, until he drew the dead man's wdlet from an ingde
pocket. Carrying it to the table, Bob kept usng the handkerchief while he spread the contents of the
wadlet.



He found money there, a few hundred dollars, modly in twenty-dollar bills. Next, a seamship ticket to
Europe on a liner which was to leave within a few days. Perhaps that was why Sigmar had been so set
on collecting the twelve hundred dollars that Bob owed him. He probably wanted the money for his

voyage.

But Sgmar had said nothing about going abroad; rather curious, consdering the severa phone cdls that
he had made to Bob's hotd during the past week. Not so curious, though, when Bob studied other
exhibits that came from the wallet.

One item was a dam check for an expengve type of imported camera that was undergoing repairs.
Another article was a folded sheet of thin onionskin paper, which Bob spread to find an array of code
words, listed in three languages besides English. A third item was a Pullman stub from Norfolk, Virginia,
acity that Bob immediately associated with a navy yard.

Cal Sigmar, this evidence indicated, was an internationd spy who had not confined his gambling to the
card table during his stay in America. The fact that he was ready to return abroad indicated that he had
run large risks, with success.

Then Bob was unfolding a paper with frayed edges, that he recognized as the promissory note which he
had given Sgmar. As he spread the paper, acdling card dipped from its folds. Ficking the card from the
table, Bob read the name engraved theree MISS GWENDOLYN MARCY, and benesath the name, in
the lower right corner, was the address: HOTEL ROSEMONT, N. Y.

Sgma’'s death began to look like murder, and Gwendolyn Marcy, whoever she might be, as Iin
something of the same boat as Bob Osden. Unless she had been associated with Sgmar's own game,
which was plausible enough; but a that, Bob doubted that she would have been responsible for Sigmar's
murder. Knowing that she had given the card to Sigmar, Gwendolyn Marcy would have wanted it back,
just as Bob Osden was anxious to regain his promissory note.

Folding the note, Bob tucked it into his vest pocket. He wasn't repudiating his debt to Sgmar; that hed
nothing to do with the fellow's activities as a Spy. But Bob preferred to wait until he learned if Sgmar had
hairs, then he could send them the cash.

That matter was eadly decided; the only question was what to do with the other articles from Sigmar's
wadle, paticularly the cdling card.

Bob pondered. Somehow, the dtillness of the apartment became nerve-racking. Ligening, he wondered if
he heard sounds—such as remote whispers, the soft creep of footsteps. He thought that he could catch
the distant murmur of traffic from some avenue, and as he strained his ears he fancied that the vague noise
swelled.

It wasn't an illuson. There was reason for that fant wave of sound—one that Bob did not see. He was
fadng toward the door, watching it intently. He did not know that the window behind him was risng a a
dow but steady speed.

Beyond that window, dl was blackness that seemed to edge in from the opening. With it came the
increased murmur that Bob Osden heard. Fumbling with the articles on the table, Bob found his nerve
leaving him.

A dight chill struck his neck, sent a quiver down his spine. Redlizing that a draft had reached him, Bob
thought of the window and guessed the cause of the outside murmur.

With a quick spring, Bob was away from the table, grabbing for the revolver that lay besde Sigmar's



hand. Plucking up the weapon, he wheded about, to stop with a terrified gasp. Frozen where he stood,
Bob Osden was facing a being who had entered with the sllence of cregping night.

THE ariva was cloaked in black. On his head he wore a douch hat, with downturned brim. Like the
collar of his cloak, the hat brim hid the Strange personage's face, except for apair of eyes that burned like
living fire. Beneath those eyes was the amed muzze of an automatic that dready held Bob covered.

Then, before the startled young man could fire a usdless shot, a gloved hand sped forward from the cloak
and plucked the revolver from Bob's grasp. A whispered voice uttered afirm command.

Mechanicaly, Bob Osden sumbled backward and sank into an armchair. Totaly unnerved, he could
only chide himsdf for his own stupidity. He was trapped, to every appearance a murderer, and he had
added to hisplight by snatching up the gun.

Now in the possession of the blackclad inveder, that weapon hdd the teltde marks of Bob's own
fingerprints. Bob Osden fdt that he bore the brand of an outright crimind.

It happened that Bob did not know the identity of the cloaked invader. He was faced by The Shadow,
acchenemy of crime, whose methods of deduction went beyond mere summaries of crcumdantia
evidence. One of The Shadow's favorite pastimes was that of trapping crooks on scenes of their
misdeeds. His keen eyes, quick inther andyds, saw that Bob Osden lacked the manner of acrimind.

Furthermore, The Shadow had witnessed Baob's recent actions. As he lad the revolver upon the table,
The Shadow spoke again, requesting the paper that Bob had placed in his pocket.

Amazed, Bob handed over the promissory note. Then, a The Shadow's urging, he began to pour out his
gory in a tense whigper of his own.

Bob omitted no detalls. He showed the money that he had borrowed from Ftz Jarnow in order to pay
Cal Sigmar. By the time that Bob had finished his story, The Shadow had put away the automatic and
was picking up the revolver. Camly, he wiped Bob's smudges from the deeth gun and replaced it beside
Sgma's hand.

While Bob gazed, his wonderment mingled with relief, The Shadow settled the maiter of the walet. He
put back dl the articles, except the cdling card, which he kept; and Bob regarded that as only fair. Bob's
own pogtion was a fdse one, thanks to the note that happened to be in Sigmar's wallet; perhaps the
same gpplied to Gwendolyn Marcy.

It occurred to Bob, too, thet if the girl in question had actudly aided Sigmar's spy work, the one person
best qudified to quiz her would be The Shadow. Silent in his chair, Bob redized how fully he had talked,
prompted only by The Shadow's presence and few words uttered in a weird, commanding whisper.

The Shadow replaced the wdlet in Sigmar's pocket. He took long, sweeping strides about the room,
searching for evidence esewhere. At moments, he seemed to blend with the gloom of the walls, away
from the lamplight; then he was back again, close to the table, where his gloved hand polished away a
mark that Bob's hand had made when it rested there.

Confidence gripped Bob Osden. He was prepared to reman here as long as The Shadow so
commanded, sure that no new difficulties would be encountered while the being in black was present.
Then, into the dillness that was broken only by the faint swish of The Shadow's cloak, came a sharp,
discordant sound thet jarred Bob's nerves and brought him to his feet.

It was the telephone bel, ringing ludtily. The jangle loosed dl of Bob's suppressed fears. Indinctively, he



gtarted for the door, had his hand dmog on the knob, when a gloved fig intervened. The Shadow had
intercepted Bob's flight, was damping another hand on the young man's shoulder.

"Ligen!"

ALMOST as The Shadow spoke, the tdlephone bel ceased. From the hdlway, Bob heard sounds that
The Shadow had dready detected. They were actud footsteps, those sounds, cregping close dong the
hdlway. Accompanying them, Bob heard whispers that were red. He fdt The Shadow turn him about;
then acdm tone spoke close to his ear:

"Out through the window. Drop to the roof one floor below. Cross the roof; go through the trapdoor,
down the gairs to the back street. Turn east, past the next corner, sgnd three fingers to the cab you see
there”

Bob was nodding. The Shadow tapped the handkerchief that the young man had picked up from the
table.

"Useit," he said, "when you drop from the window ledge.”

Bob hurried across the room. Crouching on the ledge, he spread the handkerchief. Gripping the
woodwork through the cloth, he dangled outside, ready to loose his hold and take the handkerchief with
him when he dropped.

He caught an gpproving dlint from The Shadow's eyes, saw his black-cloaked friend turn the doorknob
with one hand and draw an automatic with the other. Then, at The Shadow's nod, Bob let go. A moment
later, he had landed on the roof.

Whatever was to come, in that gpartment above, would be The Shadow's choice. However The Shadow
might fare, he had closed the trall leading to Bob Osden, the man who had played no part in crime.

CHAPTER lll. THRUSTS IN THE DARK

QUICK action began at the doorway of Sigmar's gpartment immediatdy after Bob Osden had dropped
from sght. The Shadow started it by yanking the door inward the moment that he fdt pressure from the
outsde. So quick was The Shadow's jerk that a man came lunging through, to sprawl across the floor,
hafway to Sigmar's body.

Theralling man was in uniform, a police officer. He held a drawn gun, and managed to retain it as he fel.
Twiging about, he heard a sniger taunt, a laugh as evasve as it was weird. But he saw no one; nothing
but the blackness of the doorway.

That blackness cleared, the cop began to shoot. By that time, The Shadow was gone, wheding out into
the hdlway, choosing the proper direction with his usud precison. The Shadow went to the left, and that
was important.

Down the hdlway to the right was another officer, testing the door that led into the back of Sigmar's
gpartment. The rear door was locked, but the second patrolman had decided to cover it, and from his
footsteps, The Shadow had guessed the plan. Thus, by the time the men at the rear door had swung
about, The Shadow was diving for the gloom of the front airs.

Revolver shots ripped the doping caling above The Shadow's head. Dropping to the steps, the cloaked
invader returned the fire, purposely aming high. The cop in the hdlway dived into the open door of
Sigmar's living room, blocking off his comrade, who had by that time found his feet. The Shadow was

avay.



Like a bolt of blackness he had sped, unrecognized, past both officers. He was giving them a traill—his
own, ingead of Bob's—but one that they would never have time to follow. The Shadow was & the firg
floor by the time the policemen were tarting from the third down to the second.

There was trouble, though, when The Shadow reached the ground-floor entry. A whigle hilled the
moment that he yanked the door open. Other officers bobbed into Sght; some in uniform, others in plain
clothes.

The Shadow could have whipped back, out of sght, and chosen a route through the apartment house.
Instead, he took a long dive across the sidewak, ending between the bumpers of two parked
automobiles. All that betrayed his presence was blackness, which the officers overlooked, with the
exception of one.

That individud was a patrolman at the corner. His glimpse of The Shadow was only aflegting one, but he
noticed that no figure reappeared on the street Sde of the parked cars. The lone officer aimed, intending
to spray the space with bullets.

Fortunatdly, The Shadow did not have to budge. A police car had pulled up at the corner. From it sprang
a stocky-built man in plain clothes, who made a legp for the aming patrolman. The shots, when they
barked, went wide. From darkness came the brief tone of aweird laugh, tinged with appreciation.

The man who had intervened in The Shadow's behdf was Inspector Joe Cardona, ace of the Manhattan
force. Summoned to the scene where a murder had been reported, Cardona had caught a glimpse of The
Shadow's daring flight.

One formula was dways postive with Inspector Cardona: he knew from long experience that The
Shadow, no matter how the circumstances might appear, never had any connection with crime, except to
fight againd it.

CARDONA'S rule reagped a prompt reward. There was a reason why The Shadow had chosen the

danger of the Street. That reason was a dow-moving automobile, swinging up toward the front of the
gpartment house. Guns were sprouting from the window of that car, and The Shadow had spied them.

The guns began to talk. They were amed for the outspread police. The firg shots sent the officers to
cover, and gunners amed to dip them as they dived. That was when The Shadow supplied his own
intervention. His automdtic, thrust from between the parked cars, spouted flame toward the traveing
marksmen.

Zinging bullets dropped the gunners back into the car. Its driver jabbed the accelerator peda and sped
away in flight. Wheding out to the center of the street, The Shadow supplied more bullets, intending to
hdt the departing car. Then shouts from the opposite sdewak caused him to turn toward new
opponents.

The street was suddenly dive with foemen—fighters, apparently, who had no connection with those in
the car, for they had not supplied a barrage during that first ondaught. These new battlers were lurkers of
the sort that Bob Osden had noticed when he arrived a the gpartment house; but they were no longer

few, they were many.

Thar shouts told that they had spotted The Shadow. Thugs by professon, they had dropped ther
passve part and were hoping to down crimeland's greatest foe.

Overzed brought disaster to the crooks. Yedls preceded gunfire The Shadow was away before the latter
came. Rling into sght, the thugs became targets for the police, who by that time had found safe spots



from which to shoot.

Joe Cardona led the rush that caught the mobsters flat-footed in the middle of the street. After a wild,
frantic gpasm of fire, hoodlums fled, some sporawling as the others ran. A few turned around to fire from
the shelter of parked cars, but their am did no dameage.

The Shadow, ensconced in a convenient doorway on the far Sde of the street, had drawn a second
automatic. His keen eye ferreted out each would-be sniper; his perfect am was accompanied by stabs of
flame that arrowed toward the ambushed thugs and dropped a pair of them, in turn.

Joining the rest in flight, the last of the crooks dashed around the corner and scrambled into cars that they
hed parked there. Inspector Cardona pointed his men to the chase, then turned toward the apartment
house, to talk to the two officers who had come from there.

Those three who remained upon the scene heard the aftermath of battle, a ped of triumphant laughter,
that sounded egrily dong the street where the echoes of gunfire had died. The mirth of The Shadow was
more than a token of victory over men of crime. It heralded his own vindication.

The officers who were tdling Cardona of The Shadow's dash from the third-floor gpartment were
redizing whét the ace ingpector dready knew: that The Shadow's presence there had been produced by
adedre to thwart crime, not to ad it.

Either Carl Sgmar had been dan before The Shadow's ariva, or the man was a crook who had
chdlenged the fighter in black. The exact case was something that Cardona intended to determine, with
the knowledge that, in either event, The Shadow stood judtified.

FOR the moment Cardona, like the officers beside him, was gawking a the spot from which The
Shadow's mockery seemed to come. All that they saw was the blackness of an dleyway across the
street. There was not a gir amid that darkness, yet the tralling effect of the strange laugh told that The
Shadow had taken that route to leave the battleground.

It never occurred to Joe Cardona that The Shadow had arranged the safe departure for another person,
besides himsdf. The only one who knew that fact was the man in question, Bob Osden, and he was duly
grateful.

In the street behind the gpartment house, Bob had heard the sounds of the gunfray and its sudden finish.
He knew that his own path was clear.

The gairs that Bob had used from the low roof had brought him out the side door of a two-story garage.
From a passage that led to the front street, he could hear sumbly footsteps that dackened, then ended.
One of the wounded crooks had tried to come through that route, but hed faltered on the way.

Reason enough, however, for Bab to hurry away before pursuing police reached the rear street. Turning
toward the corner that The Shadow had mentioned, Bob st out a a jogging pace tha gave speed
without too much noise. Nearing the corner, he paused to look for the taxi that he was supposed to
sgnd.

The sound of Srens told that police cars were in the vidnity. Traffic had stdled, to let the patrol cars
pass. Drawing back from sght, Bob looked for the cab, but saw none, which was not surprising, for the
corner limited his view dong the curb of the avenue.

Glandng anxioudy back dong the rear street, he decided that his best step would be to groll boldly
dong the avenue, rdying on The Shadow's assurance that the cab would be a hand.



Before Bob could leave the corner, tangled traffic moved. A taxi twisted free, then made a jolty stop in
the middle of the cross street. Other cars began to move; in a moment, that cab would be among them. It
wasn't the cab that The Shadow had mentioned, but Bob decided to use his own judgment in this
emergency.

With quick strides he reached the stadled cab, saw that the driver was looking the other way, arguing with
the scar-faced driver of a sedan. Taking advantage of the Situation, Bob opened the cab door and sdled
aboard. Yanking the door shut, he settled back in the cushions just as the cab started forward. Treffic
was dearing ahead, and Bob indulged in a confident chuckle.

He was picturing how surprised the cabby would be to find out later that he had a passenger. So
surprised, probably, that he wouldn't redize just when his fare had entered the cab. But Bob was not
counting upon a surprise of his own—one that was coming at that very moment.

Something pressed Bob's neck, just below hisjaw. From the cold touch and the roundness of the object,
Bob knew that it must be a gun muzzle. A voice, wel modulated, but firm, told him to face about. Bob let
his head turn asif it had been magnetized by the metd of the gun.

Then, the revolver was away from Bob's neck, pointing squarely between his eyes. Beyond the gun, Bob
Osden saw other eyes, steady and determined. Around those eyes was the ovd of awoman's face.

BOB'S captor was young and very attractive. He saw that as the cab swung a corner, past a brief blaze
of lights that came from the front of a motion-picture theater. She was a blonde, though the lightness of
her hair was not extreme. Her eyes were gray, rather than blue; Bob noticed that as they caught the glow.

In fact, the girl was a symphony in gray. Her dress was gray, so was the tiny hat she wore. As the swing
of the cab rolled Bob toward his corner, he noticed that the girl was wearing gray stockings and shoes
with gray suede trim. Then his gaze was lifted again, at the girl's firm command. Bdow a shapdy nose,
lips were firmly set above a chin that had a determined thrugt.

Geduring emphaticdly with the revolver, the girl made a low-voiced statement; one that left Bob Osden
rather bewildered for the next fev moments.

"You are Carl Sgmar,” the girl told Bob. "You have probably guessed who | am. | want you to tdl me
exactly what has happened to my unde!”

CHAPTER IV. THE SECOND TRAIL

PREVIOUS to this night, Bob Osden might have considered his present Stuation a most extraordinary
one. Bang confronted in a taxicab by a girl with a gun, who indgted that he was someone dse, while
demanding news about her uncle, a man that Bob had never heard of, was quite an unusua occurrence,
evenin New York during aWorld's Fair year.

The circumstance, however, was no more agonishing than the recent adventures tha Bob had
undergone. His discovery of Sigmar's body, his meeting with The Shadow, the wild flight for safety—all
that steeled him to encounter new emergencies.

Somehow, the humor of the thing struck home to Bob. He chuckled; the girl frowned. The gun moved
forward, prodding Bob's ribs. He decided that Carl Sgmar could not have been popular with this young
lady, even though she had never met him.

It might be best, Bob thought, to declare his own identity very promptly; but he had become cool enough



to try it in convincing style. Something popped to mind and Bob ventured it, just as the blonde repested:
"Youre Carl Sgmer -"

"And you are Gwendolyn Marcy," interrupted Bob. "You live a the Hotel Rosemont, don't you?'

For the firg time, the girl looked puzzled.

"Gwendolyn Marcy?' she repeated. "Why, | never heard of her! What makes you think that | am she?'

"Thefact that you called me Carl Sgmar,” returned Bob. "That's not my name. I'm not Carl, you're not
Gwendolyn. So we're just a couple of other people, who shouldn't have met.”

He was reaching for the door, hoping to step from the cab as it neared a corner. The girl stopped him
with a nudge of the gun and one word:

"Wat!"

There was command in her tone, but Bob noted a trifle of anxiety aso. He took a look at the dender
forefinger that was steady on the gun trigger, and decided to reman. As Bob settled back, the girl
withdrew the gun and asked:

"What is your name?'

"Robert Osden,” replied Bob, promptly. "I happened to know Sigmar; owed him money, in fact; and was
dropping around to pay him tonight, when dl that trouble started.”

"What happened to Sgmar?'

"Carl was shot." Bob put the statement camly. "Before | arrived there. Don't ask me what it was dl
about. | don't know."

There was a frankness in Bob's tone that convinced the girl. From Bob's casud summary of the Sigmar
murder, she assumed that he had arrived in the midst of a gunfray. Her grim expression relaxed, and Bob
saw a chance to put a question of his own.

"What's your name," he asked, "and who is this uncle that you mentioned?'

"I'm Janet Barden," replied the blonde. "My undeis Christopher Barden. Perhgps'—her tone was quick,
her eyes keen—"you've heard of him?'

Bob shook his head, very honestly. The name of Christopher Barden was entirdly new to him.

"Therés another man"—Janet's tone was casud—"whom you may have heard about. Edward
Weddleman."

Agan, the girl had tried to catch Bob off guard, but he responded with a steady headshake. Janet Barden
seemed at loss, dmogt embarrassed, and Bob found himsdf digplaying a genuine smile.

"Why don't you put away that gun?' he suggested. "We could redly enjoy theride, if you relaxed. 1'd like
to say thet it has been a pleasure to meet you, Miss Barden, but with a revolver in the picture, | can
hardly be mysdf."

FOR the fird time, the girl smiled—very prettily, Bob thought. She started to dide the revolver into a
handbag, when a recollection struck her. She jabbed the gun againgt Bob's sde and demanded:



"Who isthis Gwendolyn Marcy? A friend of Sigmar's?’
Bob nodded.

"Carl mentioned her occasondly,” he said, deciding thet it was wise to avoid mention of the cdling card
that had been taken by The Shadow. "I'd never met her, otherwise | wouldn't have thought that you were
Gwendolyn. She lives at the Hotel Rosemont. That'sdl | know about her.”

"How much would she know about Sgmar?' quizzed Janet. "Do you believe, for ingance, that this
Marcy woman could be a spy, like Sgmar?’

A g7

Bob tried to register amazement. His manner was not convincing. The cab had come into the glare of
many lights, and Janet saw that the lift of Bob's eyebrows, the drop of his chin were both exaggerated.

"Perhaps you do know what happened to my unde™ declared the girl, coldly. "You are going to talk, Mr.
Osden, and thistime be careful to make every answer truthful! I'll ask the questions -"

The cab had stopped sharply. Thrown hdf againg the door, Bob let his hand rest on the knob. Janet
made a warning gesture with the gun, but Bob merdy smiled. He had snatched a look from the window.

"Do you see where we are?' he questioned. "Thisis Times Square. We're tied up in the middle of traffic,
and an officer is ganding right over there beside that line of cabs. | don't think you would be wise to pull
thet trigger here, Miss Barden.”

Janet's eyes became very large; her lips began a sammer. Bob reached out and touched the gun. He
could have plucked it away a that moment. Instead, he merdy lowered it toward Janet's lap.

"Keep it out of Sght,” he suggested. "You can keep it. | wouldn't care to risk carrying a revolver around
the city. Good night, Miss Barden"—Bob gave the girl's hand a dight pat as she let the revolver drop
from her nerveless fingers—"and | redly hope that we shdl meet again—provided, of course, that you
leave your atillery at home!"

With that, Bob Osden opened the door and stepped from the cab. Closing the door, he made a bow
toward the window, saw Janet biting her lips, partly in anger, partly in chagrin. Traffic moved and the cab
was crossing the avenue, with Bob waving another farewd | from the curb.

LOSING himsdf among the throngs on the sidewak, Bob hurriedly reached the next street and took a
cab in the direction opposite Janet's route. Ten minutes later, he was ascending the stairs to Fitz Jarnow's

gambling club.

Ftz wasin the office. Solemnly, Bob drew the fifteen hundred dollars from his pocket and lad it on the
desk. Ftz gave a blank stare. His face showed other expressions, anong them amazement, when Bob
related his evening's adventures.

At the finish, Rtz pulled a handkerchief from his pocket and wiped his high forehead.
"Whew!" he exclaimed. "Y ou were lucky!"

"I guess | was" admitted Bob. "If it hadn't been for that chap in the black cloak -"
"That's just what | mean," inserted Fitz. "You know who heis, don't you?"

Bob shook his head.



"Heis The Shadow," asserted Fitz, solemnly, "and it's a break for you that he believed your story. He's
death on crooks, The Shadow id"

Htz reached to aradio and began to tunein.
"Maybe well pick up some police cdls" he declared. "The cops may be looking for you, Osden.”
"But | left no trall. The Shadow took the note. The Barden gil won't talk -"

"You saw Sigmar quite often, didn't you?' inserted Fitz. "Maybe he mentioned your name to somebody;
the Marcy dame, for ingtance. And besides, what guarantee have you got that the Barden kid won't get
sore and give you away? Every dall | ever met had the habit of blabbing things she shouldn't.”

With the radio tuned in, Fitz reached into the desk drawer and handed back the note that Bob had made
out that evening.

"Tear it up,” suggested Fitz. "If you need the cash later, Il let you have it. Right now"—Fitz was writing
something on a pad—"1 want you to go to this address and stay there. Il keep you posted on whatever

happens.”

Sounds were coming from the radio. Through the crackle of datic, the two ligeners heard an
announcement cutting short a dation program. Brief word was given regarding the interruption.

"An explosion reported aboard the Finnish ship Lentura,” was the announcement. "Cause unknown. Ship
last reported southwest of Cape Sable -"

Fitz cut off the switch.

"An SOS," he grunted. "Even the short-wave boys will be crowding in on that. With the air dl messed
up, there won't be any chance of getting news about the Sgmar murder. Where's Cape Sable, anyway?
Down around Virginia?'

"At the bottom of Nova Scotia," returned Bob. "East of the coast of Maine. That boat was probably
coming in dong the regular seamship lanes”

Htz nodded, then dismissed the subject. He came back to the matter of Bob's future policy.

"Snce Sgmar gambled here occasondly,” stated Fitz, "I'm apt to be questioned about him. That's why
it's best for you to lay low. The place I'm sending you to used to be a hide-out, back in the old racket

days.

"I'm out of dl that. So I'm squared with The Shadow. He doesn't bother places like this dub of mine,
because there's nathing crooked about it. Fellows come here, gamble among themselves, and pay the
house so much for the privilege"

Bob nodded. He knew the way the place operated.

"Weve got a charter,” added Fitz. "The law decides whether or not we can do business, and right now
we're legd. If we weren't, I'd close up. | want to stay in right with the law—and with The Shadow.”

From Fitz's tone, it was evident that criminds sometimes regarded The Shadow as a more pressng
menace than the law. He seemed to rdish the fact that for once he could take sides with the superfighter
whose task was to abolish crime.

"This oy ring may be dangerous,” warned Fitz. "That's why youll help yoursdf by laying low, Osden,



and maybe youll hdp me. Meanwhile, if | get a line on anything, I'll let you know. Perhaps if we land
information on this spy suff and dip it to the Feds, they will ligen to your whole story. Anyway, don't
worry. The Shadow isfor you."

THEY shook hands, while Bob gratefully thanked Fitz for his advice and aid. Shortly afterward, Bob
Osden was on hisway to the quarters that Fitz Jarnow had so odligingly provided for him.

Ten minutes had followed Bob's departure, when a cab pulled up in front of the ground-floor cafe. From
that cab came a gentleman in evening clothes, who went upstairs and was admitted to the gaming rooms.
Htz Jarnow saw him from the office and approached to shake hands.

"Good evening, Mr. Crangton,” said Fitz, warmly. "I haven't seen you for a long while. There's a place
over & the corner table -"

Cranston was looking toward the corner. His face, hawkish and masklike, was something of an enigma
to Ftz Jarnow. Findly, Cranston turned about, a dight smile on histhin lips.

"Sorry," he said, "but a dollar limit is hardly worth my while. | shdl drop in again, Jarnow, when they are
playing for larger stakes."

Cranston's eyes took a searching glance through the open door of Fitz's office. Again they shook hands;
then the vidtor was gone. Fitz Jarnow wasn't at dl surprised that Cranston had ignored a game with a
mere dollar limit. Lamont Cranston was reputed to be many times amillionaire

What redly would have surprised Ftz was the soft laugh that came from Crangton's lips as the
hawk-faced vigtor returned to his cab. That tone, though subdued in its whisper, was a virtud echo of
the mockery that gunmen had heard tonight during their brisk battle with the police.

The personage who caled himsdf Lamont Cranston was actudly The Shadow. He had come to the
gambling dub in the taxi that Bob Osden should have taken, to learn if the young men had returned to
tak to Ftz Jarnow.

Evidence told that Bob had returned, for on Fitz's desk the Shadow had spied a partly spread stack of
bills that looked very much like the fifteen hundred dollars that Bob had shown him. The Shadow,
knowing Ftz Jarnow, could aso recongtruct the sort of advice that the gambler had given Bob.

Though The Shadow had lost Bob's second trail, he foresaw that he could find it again when occasion
required. Meanwhile, upon this eventful evening The Shadow was planning other moves.

CHAPTER V. BLONDE MEETS BLONDE

DURING the events surrounding the murder of Carl Sigmar, one person had figured in the case without
being present. That person was Gwendolyn Marcy, who lived at the Hotd Rosemont.

Gwendolyn occupied a amdl two-room suite on the twefth floor. The telephone was in the living room,
and she had been meking cdls at fifteen-minute intervas, dl to Carl Sigmar's number. 1t had been her cdl
thet The Shadow and Bob Osden had heard, just before the police arrived.

A quarter hour after that, Gwendolyn had tried again to get Carl. That time, a gruff voice had answered.
Suspecting that something had occurred, Gwendolyn had promptly hung up without saying hello. Since
that time, she had made no more cals to Sgmar's number.

At present, Gwendolyn was lounging in the little living room. She was attired in a green kimono, matched
by dippers of the same color. For the tenth time she was reading a letter, which she findly folded and



replaced in a pocket of her kimono.

Under the light of the living-room lamp, Gwendolyn's festures showed very clearly. Her face was
atractive; in fact, it could have been termed beautiful, by a person who appreciated waxworks.

Gwendolyn Marcy had a baby-doll expresson that was increased by the absolute blueness of her eyes.
She had a habit of opening those eyes dowly, just as a mechanicd doll would, and her lips had a cute,
pursed expression, asif they were ready to say "mamma”

Her har was anaturd blond, but it was a few shades lighter than it origindly had been, thanks to frequent
peroxide treatments. Gwendolyn was very proud of her hair, as itsfluffy condition indicated.

After reading the letter, she lighted a cigarette. While smoking, she watched the telephone and her
patience was rewarded when the bel began to ring. Risng from her chair, Gwendolyn drolled to the
telephone, answered it in languid fashion.

"Helo, Carl -" Gwendolyn's low, drawled greeting ended and her eyes opened wide. "Oh, I'm sorry! It's
you, Mr. Zdta... No, | hadn't expected to hear from you until tomorrow. Y our letter said -"

Gwendolyn broke off suddenly, as a smooth voice interrupted across the wire. While she listened, the girl
drew her kimono collar higher about her neck. She had Ieft the bedroom window open and the draft was
bothering her. But she didn't want to leave the telephone at that important momernt.

When Zdta had finished his statement, Gwendolyn let her lips foom a cold smile Her drawl hed
something of a sneer, as she remarked:

"So Carl is dead. | should have guessed that something had happened to him... No, | didn't hear from
him. | had expected to, tonight... Yes, | think we can make arrangements... At dinner? Certainly, Mr.
Zdta.."

Gwendolyn's amile had changed to one of anticipation. She looked through to the bedroom, where a
closet door stood open, saw an array of evening dresses that hung with her other clothes.

“In just one hour,” said Gwendolyn, nodding at the telephone. “In the Gold Room at the Hotel Belwood...
Y ou will recognize me quite easly, Mr. Zdta My hair is blond. | shdl be wearing a blue velvet evening
dress with a pearl shoulder buckle. And a sapphire ring'— Gwendolyn was glancing at her hand— "with
tiny pearls set about it."

FINISHING the telephone cdl, Gwendolyn tripped lightly into the bedroom, only to stop a few fet
beyond the door with an darmed gasp. She was faced by a very determined visitor, who greeted her
with aleveed revolver.

The arrivad was Janet Barden, and Gwendolyn suddenly redlized how the other blonde had entered. The
window opened onto a wide ledge that had origindly been intended as a promenade, but which had
never been completed.

Bang unused, the ledge had passed dmost unnoticed by guests a the hotel. Janet Barden, however, had
seen its possihilities as a means of making a surprise vist to Gwendolyn's suite.

Tha Janet had overheard most of Gwendolyn's phone cdl, was evident when she commanded:
"Give me the letter that you mentioned.”

Gwendolyn hesitated, then saw that Janet had spied the edge of the letter poking from the kimono



pocket. Angrily, Gwendolyn snatched out the letter and thrudt it into Janet's hands.

Stepping back, Janet unfolded the letter and read it, keeping awatchful gaze over the edge of the paper.
Not once did she let the gun muzze drift away from Gwendolyn.

Couched in careful terms, the letter was obvioudy an offer of a large sum for certain information that
Gwendolyn Marcy might be able to supply. Janet noted the flourished signature & the bottom, and asked
pointedly:

"Who is Fernand Zdta? Another spy like Carl Sgmar?”

Gwendolyn's lips went tight. Her overblue eyes flashed rebdlioudy as they met Janet's gray. It was
blonde againg blonde, and the girl in the green kimono tried her utmost to defy her gray-clad questioner.
Gwendolyn's stubbornness, however, could not match Janet's determination. Besides, Janet had a gun,
and gave it one of the casua thrusts that had worried Bob Osden.

A moment later, Gwendolyn's nerve broke. She began to talk, trying to soften her defeat by spesking in a
aullen tone.

"Zdtaisbig-time" she declared. "Carl was just sandl-fry, compared to him. When | got a bid from Zelta,
it interested me. Why not? It's grab what you can in this game.™

"Veay probably," agreed Janet. Then: "Just what were you going to tdl Zdta tonight?"

For amoment, Gwendolyn looked blank. When the gun moved closer toward her, she became panicky.
She was in a dilemma, for she could tdl nothing but the truth and chances were that Janet would not
bdieveit.

"I had nothing to tdl him" she said, awioudy. "Honesly— nothing! | was to see Carl...
tonight"—Gwendalyn's dto voice became a sammer—"and learn whatever he knew... about whatever...
wdl, just whatever he knew -"

Gwendolyn was tdling the truth, and Janet knew it. But the girl in gray let her face show an expression of
contemptuous doubt. Her hand, too, was deft asit raised the gun. Gwendolyn's sammer became a pant:

"Cal had papers... he was going to give them to me... what they were, |1 don't know. | couldnt tdl
Zdta... that | had nothing. | wanted to meet him... to make a ded -"

AMID Gwendolyn's plaintive outbursts, Janet began to have ideas. She saw a plan that might work,
particularly with Gwendolyn in this frantic mood.

Stepping forward, Janet took the other girl by the shoulder and pushed her, unresisting, to the center of
the bedroom. Then, stepping to the doorway, Janet ordered.

"Stay right where you are! Not amovel”

Trembling, Gwendolyn nodded. Janet side-stepped through the living room, opened the halway door
and announced in a whisper loud enough for Gwendolyn to hear:

"All right, Frank. Close the door and st down in the big chair."

The door was swinging shut of its own accord, which madeit dl the better. Janet was back, looking into
the bedroom, when the dam came. She could tdl that Gwendolyn believed that another invader had
entered. That made it dl the eesier.



Stepping to the closet, Janet brought out the blue velvet evening dress and placed it on a chair near the
dressing table. Gwendolyn watched, puzzled; her bafflement increased when Janet returned to the closet,
found a pair of dlk pgjamas and tossed them on the foot of the bed.

"Put those on," ordered Janet. "Then get into bed and stay there! I'm wearing the blue dress tonight. I'm
going to meet our friend, Fernand Zdtal"

Gwendolyn's eyes went large, then showed a gleam of wild anger. Her fists were clenched, her willowy
body seemed to swdl from the fierce bregths she drew. Cooally, Janet calmed that surge of rage with the
remark:

"I suppose well have to tie you up and gag you. The closet is rather amdl, but there will be room there
for you. After dl, you've asked for it."

Stepping hdf into the living room, Janet began to beckon to the imaginary Frank who Gwendolyn il
thought was somewhere out of sght. That was enough for Gwendolyn. She gave a plaintive screech,
gasped her willingness to obey any commands.

Hearing Gwendolyn scramble about, Janet made another gesture into the living room and said:
"Never mind, Frank. Stay where you are.”

When Janet turned about, Gwendolyn had aready flung away dippers and kimono and was hurriedly
putting on the pgamas. She clambered into the bed and stared from the propped pillows, wondering if
she had squared hersdf with Janet. It was good policy to let her wonder; so Janet did.

Padng the revolver on the dressing table, Janet kept watching Gwendolyn in the mirror. Gwendolyn's
head sank farther into the pillows every time that Janet frowned. Repressng a amile, Janet cdmly
discarded her plain gray dress and the shoes and stockings that went with it. In front of the mirror, she
fluffed her hair until it rivaled Gwendolyn's.

Then, choosing garments from Gwendolyn's szable wardrobe, Janet put them on, dong with the blue
vevet dress. Having plenty of time to spare, she dabbled extensvey with her make-up, tested
Gwendolyn's perfumes until she found one that suited her.

Janet looked very lovdy when she had finished, but Gwendolyn didn't appreciate it. Staring from the
pillows, the other blonde could not restrain the glare that told that she would have liked to tear Janet into

vary tiny hits.

After tightening the pearl shoulder buckle, Janet picked up the revolver, stepped beside the bed, and
sd:

"Thering."

Gwendolyn raised one hand. Janet drew the sgpphire ring from the other girl's finger and dipped it on her
own. It fitted very nicdy, as had the shoes and stockings that went with Gwendolyn's blue gown. After

that, Janet transferred the contents of her own handbag to a blue one that belonged with the borrowed
attire.

"If you keep very quiet," she advised Gwendolyn, "Frank will stay right where I've left him, until 1 cdl up
and tdl him to leave. That will be after Mr. Zdta and | have Igt the Hotd Belwood, to have dinner
dsawhere

Gwendolyn forced a amile that was very much awince. Janet returned it sweetly, and turned out the light.



She went out through the living room, leaving the connecting door haf open.

While whispering pretended orders to "Frank,” Janet lighted a cigarette and Ieft it burning in an ash tray,
S0 tha the smoke carried past Gwendolyn's door. That would hep the illuson that someone was on
guard in the living room.

LEAVING the suite, Janet Barden glanced at her wrigt watch while she waited for an elevator. She gave
a satisfied amile, and with good reason. Within fifteen minutes, she would be megting Fernand Zdta, a
men who, indl probability, could supply certain facts that she needed.

Not only could Janet, gowned in blue, pass for Gwendolyn Marcy, but she was satisfied that long after
the required quarter hour, the red owner of the borrowed raiment would ill be lying in the bed where
Janet had left her, a prey to imaginary fears.

Janet Barden fdt that she owed some thanks to Robert Osden, who had told her about Gwendolyn
Marcy. Bob's information had enabled Janet to pose as the woman spy who had been so dosdy
associated with Carl Sgmar.

Wha the future would bring, Janet did not exactly know, but she was confident that she could impress
Fernand Zdta, who, as a superspy tha brought out lesser rivals, might be the very man who could trace
Janet's missng uncle, Christopher Barden!

CHAPTER VI. THE MASTER SPY

JANET'S fird test came when she reached the Gold Room of the Hotd Belwood. Waiting near the
entrance, she fdt very much like a garish fly on the end of a fisherman's ling, set to catch some large and
unwary fish.

Her attire was the bait. Coupled with her blond hair, it identified her as the gil whom Fernand Zdta
expected to meet. Janet was a present an imitation of Gwendolyn Marcy, but a good one. Fingering the
pearl buckle on her shoulder, she let the sapphire ring glitter in the light. 1t worked like a charm.

A tdl man stepped forward, gave a profound bow and sad:
"Good evening.”

He did not add the name "Miss Marcy,” nor did Janet expect it, for she knew that mention of names was
avoided among spies when they were in public. But there was a smoothness to the man's tone, a
sgnificant glitter in his eyes. Janet Barden recognized indantly that she had met Fernand Zdta

There was asngularly impassve expresson to the man's face. Long, thin, it tapered downward from his
temples to arounded chin that appeared narrow in comparison to his upper head. That effect could have
been due to the spread of Zdtas hair, which was farly short, yet bushy.

Streaked with gray, the hair added to a certain dignity that Zetas face proclamed. The man was
graight-nosed; his lips formed a firm line. His eyes, sparkling despite his hdf-closed lids, were both
friendy and searching.

A curious medley, thought Janet, yet it fitted with her expectations regarding Fernand Zdta. He seemed a
men quite competent of learning much, and keeping the important facts to himsdf.

Politdy, Zdta asked Janet where she would like to dine. The girl had hoped to hear that question, for she
wanted to get Zelta away from the Hotd Belwood. Anticipating that prospect, she had mentdly chosen a
little tea room where she knew they could find a private booth.



Janet suggested the place, giving its address. Zdta bowed again, reclamed his hat and cane from the
check room and escorted Janet to a cab.

Zdta was wearing evening clothes and looked wel in them. The only foreign touch to his attire was a
plan blue band; a decoration of some kind, that ran diagondly across his siff-fronted shirt. Yet, when
Janet eyed the well-formed profile of Zdtas face, she found hersdf quite unable to guess his nationdity.

Thet did not greatly surprise her.

From what she had heard of Carl Sgmar, and from what she had seen of Gwendolyn Marcy, Janet knew
thet international spies had aflair for erasng traces of their netiondity.

Fernand Zdta, it seemed, had done that to perfection, which marked him as the perfect spy. The more
that Janet studied his never-changing face, the more ready she was to class him as a man who actudly
hed no country.

DURING dinner, Zdta introduced the subject that Janet expected. In a low tone, oddly accented, yet
which gave no due to hisred nationdity, Zdtainquired:

"What did Carl Sgmar seek?"

Janet was qudified to answer that question better than Gwendolyn could have. What was more, shefdt it
safe to tak. Certain damage had been done in matters that concerned her uncle. Hoping to counteract
that harm, Janet was anxious to enlig any powerful dly, even though she chose one who might prove
dangerous later.

Pretending that she, as Gwendolyn, had learned facts from Sgmar, Janet began an actud Story that she
knew would interest the angular Mr. Zdta, master of intrigue. As she spoke, Janet remembered
Gwendolyn's drawl and imitated it, knowing that Zdta had heard the other girl's voice across the
telephone.

"Youve heard of Chrisopher Barden,” began Janet. "He's an inventor who was experimenting with
gpecid guns, to be mounted on heavy planes.”

Zdta gave the dightest of nods, one which did not require him to move hiseyes a dl.

"Barden's plan was intended as a new means of coast defense,” he recaled. "Unfortunately—or should |
sy fortunately?'—he chuckled, without showing the dightest trace of a smile—"Barden's idea did not
work. The planes would have had to maintain fixed positions, which was impossble.”

Janet gave anod of her own. She knew the flawsin her uncdées cdculations. Then:

"Barden has begun new experiments” she said. "He is usng a base on the Mane coast, very near the
Canadian border."

Zdta showed interest with his eyes. "Do you know the exact location?”

Janet shook her head. This time, she was trying to midead Zdta She actudly knew where her uncles
experimental sation was Stuated, but did not care to reved its whereabouts. That might be necessary
later; for the present, it was better to reserve the facts. Besides, Janet had an dibi.

"Cal didnt tdl me the location,” she said, continuing her part of Gwendolyn. "But he knew it. What is
more, | am sure that he had a confederate working there."



"The man's name?'

"Edward Weddleman. He is a technician employed by Christopher Barden. | bdieve'—Janet leaned
forward, to add the datement— "thaa Weddleman is the person responsible for Barden's

disappearance!”

There was a sudden dlint from Zeltas eyes. The Sgn pleased Janet. She was impressng the master spy
by the smple expedient of tdling him the truth. Then Zdtas eydids showed the trace of a flicker, asif he
doubted the news. His question came:

"What proof do you have that Barden has disappeared?”

Janet had the best of proof. Opening the blue velvet handbag, she brought out three letters addressed to
hersdf. All were postmarked with a name of a town in Maine one was from Christopher Barden, the
other two from Edward Weddleman. Zdta read them.

"I don't know how Carl acquired those letters” said Janet, dill remembering that she was supposed to be
Gwendolyn. "Perhaps he stole them from the Barden girl. Buit it is quite plain that, lately, she has been
writing to her unde and not receiving replies.

"Weddleman has been answering her instead. Notice how he repests that her unde is very busy, and
asked him to write the letters instead. But Carl told me that the girl is Barden's only living relative. It
seems odd, doesn't it, that he isn't writing to her himsdf?"

Zdta agreed that it was odd. He returned the letters to Janet. Then, in matter-of-fact tone, he questioned:

"What did Sgmar learn about Barden's new work?"

Janet couldn't answer for Sigmar, but she was able to tdl what little she hersdf knew, attributing it, of
course, to the dead spy.

"Only thet it relates to coast defense” she declared. "But if Carl acquired any of Barden's plans, | don't
know what he did with them.”

ZELTA looked disgppointed, to a degree that made Janet fed uneasy. She was sure that he wanted to
buy her uncdes plans, thet if he couldn't get them from Gwendolyn Marcy, he would try some other
measures of hisown. To keep Zdta interested, Janet played a trump card.

"Cal gave me this'—she was drawing a folded dip of paper from the purse—"and said that it might be
important. He said, too, that it had something to do with Barden's present experiments, a great ded, in
fact.

She unfolded the paper, to show Zdta a diagram that consisted of straight lines spreading at equa angles.
The ends of the lines were connected, and those farthest apart continued, to form the mgor portion of a
large circle.

"It looks like a baloon,” sad Janet, after a moment. "It may be that"— she caught hersdf as she was
about to say "my unde" and changed the next words—"that Christopher Barden has some scheme of
usng balloons in connection with coast defense.”

Zdta stared. His gaze seemed to pass beyond Janet, through the wdl to distant scenes, as though he
were picturing the far-away base where Christopher Barden had begun his new experiments. Suddenly,
his eyes were upon Janet again.



"All this interests me, Miss Marcy,” sad Zdta, smoothly. "Suppose that you keep this diagram"—he
returned her the paper—"adong with those letters. | notice that you have an address book in your bag.
Take down this telephone number. It will be the one where you can reach me"

The address book was Gwendolyn's. There was a little pencil wedged between its pages. Opening at
that place, Janet wrote the number that Zeta gave her on the blank page at the left. She was conscious
that there was aready writing on the other page. As her eyes sdled toward it, she noted the name of Carl
Sgmar, with an address benegth it.

That address, however, was not the one where Sgmar's gpartment was located!

It struck Janet indgantly that Sigmar, like any cdlever spy, would have another place where he could go.
Perhaps red evidence could be found a this other address. stolen papers, or even some due to her
uncle's whereabouts!

Closing the book, Janet looked up, hoping that Zedta had not seen the writing and been able to read it
upsde down. She was rdieved when she observed tha the straight-faced master spy was lighting a
cigarette and indulging in another of his distant stares.

Janet waited. She wondered if Zelta would question her further regarding the diagram. It did pertain to
her uncl€s invention. Often absent-minded, he had inclosed it in the last | etter he had sent her, migtaking it
for atax receipt that he had intended to mall her.

In broaching the theory that the diagram represented a balloon, Janet had voiced her actua opinion. Her
unde had dways seen an advantage in baloons and dirigibles over arplanes, and might very logicaly
have chosen to experiment with lighter-than-air craft.

Janet's act of showing the diagram to Zdta and discussng it, could hardly be important enough to injure
inany way her unces plans—as the diagram told very little. She was sure, though, that by that same act
she had impressed Zdta suffidently to insure a future meating between hersdf and the master spy.

It was impossible, however, to get an inkling of Zeltas deeper thoughts. His face was inscruteble;
whether or not he would suggest a search for Christopher Barden, was something that Janet would have
to wait to learn.

Perhaps he cared nothing about the fate of the missng inventor; for dl that Janet knew, Zeta might be
concentrated entirely upon some scheme of tracing any important documents that Carl Sgmer had gotten
through the treacherous Edward Weddleman.

Then, suddenly but smoothly, Zdta put a quesion: "Tdl me, Miss Marcy, who do you think killed
Sgma?'

FOR a moment, Janet fet blank. She was hersdf, rather than Gwendolyn, when she sammered the
reply:

"Why... why, | redly have no ideal"

For the firg time, a flickering amile appeared upon Zdtas lips A moment later, those same lips were

draight and inscrutable. He suggested that since dinner had ended, the time had come for their departure.
Janet could do nothing but agree.

A radio was operating from the front of the tea room. As they went out, Janet caught snatches of a news
report regarding a mysterious exploson aboard the seamship Lentura, with the added flash that the
gricken ship had floundered. The crew, the announcer said, were being picked up in the smal boats that



they had used to leave the vessd.

"The Lentura," remarked Zdta, as he escorted Janet to a cab, "was bound to New Y ork from Finland.
Did you ever hear of the ship, Miss Marcy?'

"No."

"Might it be possble'—Zdtas tone was perssent—"that Carl Sgmar could have known that the
Lentura disaster was to occur?"

Agan, Janet was a bit bewildered.

"I redly wouldn't know," she said, at last. "Carl wasn't working on anything of the sort. At least, he never
mentioned it."

Zdta bowed Janet into the cab. The girl told the driver to take her to Times square, where she knew that
she could lose hersdlf in the crowd, as Bob Osden had done. After that, she would take another cab, to
acertain degtination that she had come to regard as very important.

As she rode, Janet kept thinking over Zdtas find questions: one, concerning Sigmar's murderer; the
other, the matter of the Finnish ship Lentura.

A gasp reached Janet's lips, as a sudden thought struck home. There could be a reason—yes, a very
important reason for the two questions that Zelta had asked. It might be that he had been testing her, to
learn if she had guessed a double secret.

Fernand Zdta, himsdf, could have murdered Carl Sgmar! Zedta, moreover, could be the man
respongble for the exploson aboard the Lentural As Janet andyzed it, the master spy had sounded her
to learn if she—presumably Gwendolyn Marcy—had guessed the source of twofold crimel

With that conclusion, Janet Barden decided that if anyone aready knew what had become of her uncle
Christopher Barden, Fernand Zelta would be the man!

CHAPTER VII. THE BROKEN SNARE

WHILE Janet Barden, dazed by her own conclusions, was 4ill riding toward Times Square, another
blonde was speculating on plans of her own. The girl in question was Gwendolyn Marcy, dill tucked in
bed in her gpartment at the Hotel Rosemont.

For more than an hour, Gwendolyn had fumed slently, her only solace being the hope of sometime
settling scores with Janet. At moments, she pictured the other blonde dining with Fernand Zelta, and the
thought maddened her. Time and again, she had wanted to legp from the bed and dash for the telephone;
but always the thought of a guard in the other room deterred her.

Saing at the caling, Gwendolyn drew in her breath with a sharp hiss. From the open window, she could
hear the doorman's whistle, summoning taxis to take gay parties to theaters and night clubs, while she,
wide awake and anxious to be going places, was sentenced to stay ignominioudy in bed.

Gwendolyn was afraid to turn on the night lamp, so that she could read a book; or even to light a
cigarette. In fact, for the last hour she had scarcely dared to stir. She was getting hungry, which made her
think more and more of the dinner she had missed, until, at present, her ordeal had become unbearable.

Boldly, she sat up in bed and stared through the half-opened door to the lighted living room. She listened,
heard no sounds from the imeginary watcher that Janet had pretended to post there.



Pushing the covers dowly downward, Gwendolyn sdled from the bed and began to creep toward the
door, hoping that she would find "Frank™ adeep in his chair.

She didn't waste time looking for her dippers, which was an error, for hdfway to the door Gwendolyn
stubbed her toe againg the foot of a large char. Lodng her baance as she difled a pained cry,
Gwendolyn landed full length, just short of the door.

Coming to her feet, the gifl scrambled back into bed and lay there, hoping that the guard would come no
farther than the door. Hearing no sounds, Gwendolyn pushed the covers down from her head and stared
quizzcdly at the door. Sudden suspicion saizing her, she scrambled out again and entered the living
room.

When she saw that the place was empty, Gwendolyn clenched her fids in rage. Furioudy, she began
overturning chairs and betting ash stands about the room, until the scene was strewn with objects that had
received the spite she fdt toward Janet. Redlization that she had been tricked by Janet's bedtime story of
abogy man, was the one spark that Gwendolyn needed to explode.

The only thing left to throw was the telephone, but as Gwendolyn snatched it up, she had a better idea.
Curbing her anger, she cdled a number, hdd a rapid conversation with a men at the other end. The
conversation completed, Gwendolyn began to pack, usng a sysem that resembled her room-wrecking
process.

Opening two smdl trunks and three large suitcases, Gwendolyn flung her beongings into them, hit or
miss, pausng only when she came to garments that she intended to wear. Those, she tossed on the bed.

When she had completed that scrambled packing, she looked about the room to see what she had
missed. FHinding nothing else, she discarded her pgjamas, flung them into the suitcase and hurriedly began
to dress.

TEN minutes later, Gwendolyn Marcy was checking out of the Hotd Rosemont, with porters carrying
her luggage to ataxi. The dark dress that she wore was rumpled, her stockings didn't quite match and her
blond hair was touded, instead of fluffy.

But Gwendolyn did not regard this as a time to be fadtidious. She had a task to accomplish and was
eager to get started.

Jugt before the cab rolled away, a straight-faced man in evening clothes walked into the hotel |obby. He
stopped at the desk and inquired for Miss Gwendolyn Marcy. He was told that she had just I€ft; that her
cab might il be outside.

The man did not give his name when the clerk asked for it. Fernand Zdta sddom gave his name to
anyone.

Instead, he stepped toward the street, caught a glimpse of Gwendolyn as she flung a two-dollar bill at the
doorman, angrily tdling him that she hoped it would bring him bad luck. Before Zdlta could reach the cab
it was away, carying its passenger to parts unknown.

However, Fernand Zdta smiled. He had satisfied himsdf upon one definite point: that he had dined with
the wrong Miss Marcy. He beckoned to the doorman; pocketing the two-dollar hill, the fdlow cdled
another cab. Zdta gave the address of a hotd and rode away.

MEANWHILE, Janet Burden was riding in the fourth cab that she had taken since leaving Times Square.
She was not only anxious to make sure that she remained untrailed; she was debating upon the course



that lay ahead. Janet was dill wondering whether Zdta had seen the address previoudy written by
Gwendolyn in the little book.

Janet's determination was returning. She spoke to the driver, giving hm a new destination. Alighting in
front of arow of old-fashioned houses, she waited until the cab had Ieft the obscure street. Then, bravely,
Janet approached one of the houses.

It was a place made over into apartments, probably very cheap ones. The front door was wide open,
and Janet noted that there was no name with No. 24, which was the apartment she intended to vist.

Going up aflignt of gloomy stairs, she found Apartment 24 at the back of the second-story hdl. She tried
the door; to her surprise, it was unlocked.

Gripping the gun that she carried, Janet gole into the firg of two smdl rooms. She saw an open doorway
ahead; past it, dight streaks of dull light that came from the edges of frayed window shades. Groping
through the inner room, Janet found a table lamp and turned it on.

The place was furnished, but that was dl. No sgns of recent occupancy, nor was anything disturbed.
Probably Carl Sgmar had smply kept this cheagp gpartment in reserve, should he be hurriedly forced to
flee from his usud lodgings.

Janet was reaching to turn off the lamp, when she heard a sound from the outer room. It seemed to come
from the firg door that she had entered, the one leading in from the hdl. Wheding about, Janet started for
the connecting door. A light came on in the other room.

Peering through, Janet saw Gwendolyn, recognized her despite her unkempt appearance. Pointing the
gun, Janet told the other girl to stand right where she was and to lift her hands. Gwendolyn obliged,
amiling.

"S0 you landed herefirg,” spoke Gwendolyn. "I thought perhaps you would. | suppose youll send me to
bed again, to catch up on some of the deep I've missed. But it won't work thistime, sweetie-piel”

Gwendolyn was coally fluffing her hair with her raised hands, looking past Janet as she spoke. Before
Janet could redlize the reason for the other girl's confidence, there was a rush behind her. Hands caught
her arms, plucked the revolver from her grasp. Other hands clapped across her mouth.

Three men had been lurking in that inner room, in the corners away from the light. Janet had not spied
them during her short ingpection. She could see their faces as they hdd her hepless. They were
deek-looking chaps, which made her redlize that they weren't ordinary crooks.

One of the men had a bandaged wrigt. The outer door opened to admit another of the crew, who closed
the door behind him. He was carrying one am in ading. Gwendolyn camly introduced her pas.

"Some of Carl's friends” she told Janet. "They had a little shooting match with somebody outside his
other apartment. But they got away very nicdy inther car. That's where they're taking you."

JANET tried to wrench her face free. If she could only gasp afew words— enough to tdl these smdl-fry
members of the spy racket that Gwendolyn had intended to sdl out ther leader, Carl Sigmar!

The atempt didn't work. One of the men clamped a wide gtrip of adhesive tape across her lips, while the
others bound her wrigts behind her and strapped her ankles.

Gwendolyn, smiling disdainfully, was at the door. She opened it a few inches, whispered to an outer
guard:



"All dear?'

Caching an afirmative response, Gwendolyn beckoned to the others. As they brought Janet forward,
Gwendolyn spoke, softly but tartly:

"Easy with her! She's wearing my best dress. My shoes and stockings, too, so don't let her do any
kicking."

Reeching behind Janet's back, Gwendolyn took the sgpphire ring from the hdpless girl's finger, then
hissed in her ear:

"It's lucky for you that you kept those clothes. But you won't have that dress much longer. We won't go
easy with you afterward!"

Janet tried to fling her head at Gwendolyn's face. Two of the captors pushed her through the doorway,
let her topple in the narrow space, to be caught by the man outsde. A strong arm gripped Janet as she
fdl, gave her a sde twirl and sent her ralling toward a rear stairway, where she did hdf across the top

tep.

With dl the previous urge for silence, the action amazed Janet. As she Soun to a stop, she was too dazed
to redlize why this rough trestment had come so soon, despite Gwendolyn's order to the contrary. It must
have struck others the same way, for there were suppressed exclamations from the gpartment.

Then, out of a blur, Janet saw an amazing scene that she was to understand later, from her scattered
observations. On the floor just beyond the door lay the limp figure of a man, who had either been choked
or dugged by an efficient foeman.

That man was the guard who had been outside the door. It was his conqueror who had received Janet
when the others thrugt her through the doorway. He was 4ill in Sght, that person who had so promptly
rolled the bound girl from harm's way, but he would not have been visble, except for the light that issued
from the apartment.

He was cloaked entirdly in black, that being, except for his head, on which was a dark douch ha. The
headpiece was quite as effective as the cloak, for both hid hisface, but neither concealed his hands.

Incased in thin black gloves those fids were thrusing toward the open doorway and from each
projected a huge automatic, guns that the strange invader had whipped suddenly from hidden holsters.

Unseen lips produced a ped of sudden mirth—a strange, shuddering mockery, like a whisper that had
cometo life The tone, Sniger inits threat, was a chdlenge to foemen who had been driven off to cover
by this same fighter upon this very evening.

Veneered crooks were dartled as they recognized ther adversary; but to both Janet Barden and
Gwendolyn Marcy, 9ght of this materidized battler was something that brought tota amazement.

The rival blondes were gaining ther first impresson of the formidable warrior who was known as The
Shadow!

CHAPTER VIIl. NEW LINKS AND OLD

CORNERED rats could fight—and the crooks who faced The Shadow were rats in human form. They
were men who lived by their wits, craftily covering their actud characters by glossy methods in everyday
afairs.



Adventurers who had come from many dimes, each was dangerous in his own right. As a pack, The
Shadow had previoudy defeated them in a brief skirmish, chigfly because they had sense enough to leave
a scene where they could suffer more harm than they could give.

At present, the gtuation was reversed. They were trapped, and their only course was to blast The
Shadow from their path. They didn't resort to a blind surge, such as ordinary mobbies would have used.
All the strategy that they had learned as spies came into action. Each used a measure of his own.

They were four. One wheded for the inner room, hoping to use it as a vantage spot from which to snipe
The Shadow. Ancther grabbed a chair back, thrust the legs of it toward The Shadow and pulled a gun
with his other hand.

A third, the man with the bandaged wrist, made a grab for the door that opened from the hdl. That door
pointed into the room; the felow whisked between door and the wal, to be out of The Shadow's Sght.

The fourth man, whose am was in ading, took to a closet a the sde of the room, while Gwendolyn, last
member of the trapped group, was scrambling behind a large armchair in the corner.

From cover, had they made it, those shrewd tools of Sigmar could have finished The Shadow's career
with a deluge of bullets. But the black-cloaked fighter did not dlow them the few seconds that they
needed.

Left-handed, The Shadow fired a shot that clipped the most dangerous of the four: the man who was
heading for the inner room. The crook reached the spot that he desired, but arrived there with a sprawl
that kited his gun across the floor ahead of him. One foe was out of combat.

The Shadow's right-hand gun was jabbing toward the spy who was trying lion tamer's tactics with the
charr. Thefdlow did exactly whet would be expected. He shoved the chair forward, hoping to ruin The
Shadow's am and then get in a shot of his own. But the crafty spy omitted one important detail.

He was holding the chair on an even levd. Had he kept the legs a a diagond, it might have balked The
Shadow. As things stood, there was a verticd space between the legs that made a wide-open god. With
asdeward lunge, The Shadow drove his body draight between the chair legs.

Theforce of that quick counterstroke thrust the top of the chair back squarely againg the foeman's chest.
The guy was jarred backward, his gun hand flingng toward the calling as he fired.

But The Shadow hadn't stopped. With increesing power, he drove the spy clear back to the wadl, where
the man's head cracked the plaster when it struck.

No need for The Shadow to dash with his gun, or waste a bullet. Instead, as his foe went limp, The
Shadow dropped one gun, to grab the chair instead.

At tha moment, a loud dam sounded in back of him; The Shadow knew exactly what it meant. The
crook who was behind the room door had given the barrier a terrific swing, hoping that it would thwack
The Shadow.

The attempt had been made too late. Wheding full about, The Shadow did not waste time in aming for
an enemy who might have a chance to beat him to the shot. Instead, The Shadow smply let the chair fly
from the powerful fig at the end of hislong, sweeping arm.

THE SHADOW'S guess was right. The crook had started to am with his revolver. But the fdlow
inginctively ducked the flying chair. His shots were wide, and too late; so was his dive.



Slintering from the bullets thet it received while in flight, the chair met the marksman's warding arm,
drove it backward and struck the fellow's head.

Without bothering about the staggered foe, The Shadow amed for the closet, to ded with his fourth
opponent.

Amid the quick drife, The Shadow had not forgotten the very important fact that he had previoudy
softened this crew in thelr other medting. He had purposdly dedt with those who were in good physica
shape, before coming to the others.

Hislagt enemy, the only one who redlly had a chance to turn the battle, was the man in the closet, who
was handicapped by one amin ading.

As The Shadow had cdculated, the man's gun hand was the one that was out of commisson. He was
trying to stab shots with a fig that did not respond to his accustomed kill. After one wild shot that
missed The Shadow by hdf a foot, the felow no longer had a chance to reach his black-clad target.

The Shadow was weaving across the room, fading in expert syle, timing each dhift to the give-away
motion of looming revolver. Each time the gun spurted, it was pointing in the wrong direction. Two such
shots were fired; then The Shadow inserted one of his own from a choice angle that he had reached.

There was a howl from the closet; the crook dumped, a bullet in the shoulder of his one good arm.

From near the door, the spy who had received the chair was risng, grasping for his gun. A flying sheft of
blackness, The Shadow reached him, struck down his gun hand and ended the man's brief grapple. The
short fray was a bresther, in which The Shadow looked for the one remaining person who might ill
cause trouble: Gwendolyn Marcy.

The blonde had come from her corner, was stopping hdfway to the door, hoping to snatch up a gun that
one of the crew could no longer use. When she saw The Shadow turn toward her, Gwendolyn screeched
and dashed out into the hdl, gunless.

Swinging in pursuit, The Shadow saw that she was making for the front stairway, which didn't matter. He
amply wanted to keep her from coming across Janet, on the other stairway.

Gwendolyn, though, was ill able to make trouble. On the stair she was met by two police officers,
coming up to invedtigete the battle. Turning, Gwendolyn pointed wildly back adong the hdl, shrieked
something about a crazed murderer. The cops started toward the rear; to hdt them, The Shadow was
forced to fire warning shots from darkness.

His bullets were danted toward the ceiling, but the officers didn't know it. Someone had opened the door
of a 9de gpartment; they made a dive into that refuge, expecting the maddened killer to come past them
in pursuit of Gwendolyn. But the imaginary wild man did not show up. The Shadow smply went down
the back stairs, as he had origindly intended.

Janet was no longer at the top steps. She had purposely worked hersdf over the edge, to dide down to
the bottom, where she would be safer. Near the end of that bumpy course, she had hooked her wrids
agandg the corner of a projecting step. Taking advantage of that projection, she had worked the cords
down over her hands.

Firg pdling the adhesve from her mouth, Janet yanked at her ankle bonds and freed them, to the
accompaniment of the staccato shots from the second floor.

Completdly released, Janet heard the sudden quiver of a triumphant laugh at the top of the back dairs.



The shooting was over; she knew that The Shadow had won. Janet decided to dash out through the back
door.

She wasn't quite sure whether she wanted to wait for her mysterious rescuer, but the question was
decided for her. Reaching a passage in back of the house, Janet was blocked by a pair of men who rose
from the darkness.

She didnt ligen to their argument that they were friends. When they grasped her, she tried to shriek and
druggle.

They managed to suppress her cries, but & moments she dmost broke away. The deeveless blue gown
wasn't easy to grab, paticularly because of its smooth velvet. What was more, Janet had come to hate
the gown because it beonged to Gwendolyn. She ddiberately wrenched to break the shoulder buckle;
tugged as hard as she could in a successful effort to rip the belt.

All that took place en route to the rear street. Suddenly exhausted by her own struggles, Janet subsided,
gasping for breath, inthe rear of ataxi, where her captors placed her. Almost in a daze, she saw the two
men start away, while the driver clambered into the front seat, leaving the rear door wide.

Then, blackness blotted Janet's vison. It seemed to fill the whole door, and as it faded, the door closed.
The cab was in motion. Redizing that she was actudly safe, Janet began to repair the ruin of
Gwendolyn's favorite evening gown.

A VOICE spoke from beside Janet. It was a whispered tone, definitely like the eerie chdlenge that she
hed heard issue from the hidden lips of her cloaked rescuer.

Numbed, she fdt the shoulder buckle dip from her fingers, as she turned to meet a pair of glowing
eyes—d| that she could see of her companion's features.

She redized that the blackness at the cab door had been The Shadow, entering; that the men who had
put her here mugt be the cloaked fighter's aids. The cabby, too, was obvioudy in The Shadow's employ.

From that, Janet cdculated that she could have traveled in this cab before, while on her way to find
Sgmar's hide-out. The cabby could have reported that to his mysterious chief.

Veve did into Janet's hands. It wasn't part of the sagging gown; it was the blue handbag. The Shadow
hed brought it with him, from a chair where Janet had dropped it when she fird entered the hide-out.
Then the whispered voice was questioning her, in a manner that increased her confidence in the cloaked
rescuer.

Almogt autometicdly, Janet was giving her story, with no reservations. She told of her uncés
disappearance, naming the exact location of his base upon the northeastern coast.

She rdated her suspicions of Weddleman, mentioning a letter that the man had once attempted to hide,
its envelope bearing the name and return address of Carl Sigmar.

She detailed this night's adventures. how she had met Bob Osden and learned of Gwendolyn Marcy.
Laughingly, she told how she had borrowed the other blonde's gown and taken over the dinner date
hersdf, after deciding that pgjamas were to be the extent of Gwendolyn's own étire and bed the proper
limit of her range.

Janet became sober, however, and very tense, when she described her later megting with Fernand Zdta.
She was afraid that she had told him too much, athough she was sure, by this time, that she had &t least
managed to keep Zetafrom noting the address of Sigmar's hide-out, as listed in Gwendolyn's book.



As Janet paused, The Shadow spoke:
"You mentioned |etters that you showed to Zdta, and a diagram -"

He did not complete the sentence; he was leaving the rest to Janet. The gifl opened the velvet bag and
brought out the papers in question. The cab was riding through darkened dtreets; he used atiny flashlight
to study the letters and the sketch.

"Thexe are d|?'

"Yes" returned Janet. "l suppose they have taken my unde somewhere. Whether or not Sigmar's band
knows the place, | cannot guess”

The Shadow was dlent. He was thinking of how little Sgmar had intrusted to Gwendolyn and his other
confederates. That was the way with spies. Alwaysin fear of counterespionage, or the medding of some
riva group, they preferred lone-wolf tacticsin certain affairs.

Yet Cal Sgmar might have needed more ad than only the traitor, Edward Weddleman, could give, in
managing to abduct Christopher Barden and cover the deed afterward. Besides, there was the matter of
the missang plans for Barden's coast-defense inventions, which Sigmar had certainly intended to acquire.

Janet was thinking of that very subject.

"I believe that Zdta murdered Carl Sgmar,” she said, solemnly, "and took my unclés plans. | am sure,
too, that Zelta had something to do with the steamship disaster tonight. | mean the Lentura -"

HER gstatement ended with a gasp. The cab had dowed; it was coming to the bright lights of an avenue.
Instead of viewing The Shadow, Janet was saring at emptiness, and taking to it, as well.

Wondering if she had lost her senses, she rapped on the front window of the cab. The driver's peaked
face appeared. Janet asked:

"Where are you taking me?'

The driver handed her adip of paper; unfolding it, she read the name of a hotdl; beneath it, another name:
"Jane Barton."

"That's where you're to stay," informed the driver, "and that's the name you're to use. It's enough like
your own to remember. Don't worry; youll be hearing from the chief again.”

Janet nodded. As she did, the writing faded. Inscribed in some specid ink, the message had obliterated
itsdf, once unfolded. Like The Shadow, it was gone. But Janet no longer wondered if she had redly met
The Shadow.

The gifl knew that she had found a friend who was much more than a rescuer. The Shadow, she
believed, was the one being who could solve the riddle that surrounded the disappearance of her uncle,
Christopher Barden.

The Shadow had aided Bob Osden; Janet had dready recognized that fact. Should she meet Bob again,
as she hoped she would, Janet could tdl him how she, too, had needed The Shadow's hep and had
recaived it. Janet and Bab, it seemed, had a common bond that they hadn't recognized during their brief
encounter.

Perhaps they would meet again, for Janet was sure that many adventures lay ahead. The dimax, when it



came, might produce the strangest meeting of all.

Janet was picturing The Shadow versus Fernand Zdtal

CHAPTER IX. THE NEW GOAL

THE murder of Carl Sigmar should have been front-page news, the next day. Instead, it was relegated to
the second page, as was the account of a massed battle in an old gpartment house. All locd items were
crowded out of 9ght due to a maiter of internationa importance: the Snking of the Finnish ship Lentura

Thet disaster was atributed to the explosion of dynamite on board the vessdl. Odd that dynamite should
be coming from Finland to the United States, but officid reports stated thet this was a specid type of
blasing powder that had recently been developed in Finland and used there in the congruction of
water-power dams. A supply had been ordered by the American government for test purposes.

Of dl men, Inspector Joe Cardona should not have bothered himsdf about the Lentura disaster. Jo€'s
actud job was to trace the murderer of Carl Sgmar. But it became plain, as Cardona advanced with the
invegigation, that Sigmar's desth linked up with internetiond intrigue. Evidence showed that Sgmar had
been a soy; it was possible, therefore, that he could have known what was to happen to the Lentura.

Late in the afternoon, Cardona learned some facts that interested them. He confided his next move to the
ear of aligening detective sergeant.

"Youve heard of Ftz Jarnow, haven't you, Markham?' queried Cardona; then, as the sergeant looked
doubtful, Joe added: "He's the guy that runs a poker room under the charter of the old Grand Union
Club, that died of old age a couple of years ago.

"One of that bunch that's in the hospitd—the guys tha The Shadow crippled down a Sigmar’'s
hide-out—says that Sigmar used to play poker a Fitz's place. I'm going there and find out what Fitz
knows about him."

HTZ wasin his office when Cardona arrived. He recelved the ingpector cordidly, and nodded earnestly
as soon as Cardona mentioned Carl Sgmar.

"He used to come here pretty often,” declared Fitz, "but dl he did was play poker. All the dedlers knew
Sgmar, and you're welcome to question them, Joe. But none of them knew tha he was in the spy racket.
If I'd gotten any line on that angle, 1'd have cdled you before this”

Cardona nodded. Fitz's tone was sncere and carried weght. Anxious to keep his gambling dub
legitimate, Ftz had frequently cooperated with the police on minor matters.

"Did you ever tak with Sgmar?' questioned Cardona.

"Twice, "replied Fitz, "but | hardly even remembered his name. Each time, he came into the office
wanting me to cash a check. He looked O.K., so | did."

"His own checks?'

"No. Ones that other players had given him. He was lucky, Sgmar was, or dse a good bluffer. Every
now and then, some of the other players touched him for aloan.”

By that statement, Ftz was covering the case of Bob Osden. He expected another question, and
Cardona put it promptly:

"Who were the guys that borrowed from him?"



Htz shrugged.
"Jud fdlows he met here," he replied. "The dedlers don't remember anyonein particular.”
"When did Sgmar firg come here?" demanded Cardona. "Who introduced him?*

"I don't know," admitted Fitz. "Weve been going on the system that if one customer brings in a new one,
it means the guy's dl right. Once in awhile we make a bum guess, but we don't like to blame it on the old
customer, because we might lose him.

"So we cut the introduction stuff. No Sgning records, or any of that bunk. When a new customer has
been around a few times, we ask himif he's paid his dues. When he says no, we soak him five bucks for
amembership card, good for a year.

"Whatever name he Sgns on the card, we lig in the membership book. Take a look here'—Fitz thumbed
the pages of a big ledger— "and youll see that Carl Sgmar 9gned his card a month ago. He used his
own name—tha is, if Sigmar happens to be hisright moniker. But that's al we know about him."

Cardona decided to question the dedlers, so Fitz obligingly turned one office over to him, arranging for
the men who ran the poker tables to comein one by one.

Announcing that he was going out to eat, Ftz took his hat and coat. His red purpose was to vist Bob
Osden and assure the hiding man that, so far, matters had gone well.

SOMEWHAT later, Inspector Cardona arrived in a hotd suite, where three persons awaited him. One
was a Fed named Vic Marquette; another, a gray-haired senator up from Washington. The senator's
name was Ross Releston, an active member of a committee that dealt with foreign affairs.

The third man was one whom Cardona knew to be a mutud friend of both Senator Releston and New
York's police commissioner, Radph Weston, who was unable to attend the conference. The man was
Lamont Cranston, millionaire globetrotter. Both the senator and the police commissoner had learned to
vaue Cranston's advice.

Neither, however, knew the red reason behind Cranston's vaue. Like Ftz Jarnow, they had never
guessed that Lamont Cranston was actudly The Shadow.

Crangton sat back puffing a thin cigar, while Joe Cardona described his vigt to Fitz's club. The dedlers
hed been very honest in ther testimony, and every statement had supported those made by Fitz.

To The Shadow, of course, certain facts showed through the surface evidence; among them, the obvious
one that FHtz was covering Bob Osden's vigt to Sigmar's gpartment.

That detall suited The Shadow. The farther Bob Osden kept from the law, the better, for the smple
reason that he could give no evidence not dready known. At present, Bob was safe where he was, and
very likdy to prove of vaue to The Shadow later.

"Theres a lot I'd like to learn,” asserted Cardona. "I'd like to know who tipped us off to Sigmar's
murder. 1'd like to know why a mob supported Sigmar's crew outsde his regular place, but wasn't on
deck when there was trouble a his hide-out.

"What's more, theré's a dame mixed in it; some blonde, who was with Sigmar's outfit. None of them
seems to know who she was, though.”

Perhaps The Shadow had answers to dl of those questions. Certainly, he could have revedled the name



of Gwendolyn Marcy, aswedl as that of another blonde, Janet Barden, who figured definitely in the case.
But there were more important matters to be discussed. Vic Marquette introduced them.

"We're looking for aman named Fernand Zdta," declared the Fed. "Ever hear of him, ingpector?”
"No. Who ishe?'

"The mystery-man in the spy racket. He's been sanding them on their heads. This guy Zdta buys haf of
what he wants, and grabs off the other hdf. It's a sure bet that he was after whatever Sgmar had.”

This was red news for Joe Cardona. The police ingpector was gelting an insgde angle on big-time
government matters.

"Zdta is an enigma” announced Senator Releston. "Sometimes, he actudly sends the facts that he
acquired right back to the government departments where they came from.”

Cardona gaped; then grunted: "The guy must be nutd™

"Not a chance" put in Marquette. "He smply sends us suff that other foreign agents have grabbed, so as
to queer it for them. We've aways figured that there may be other data, much more important, that Zelta
is kegping for himsdlf.

"He's got a sunt, too, of getting one oy to pay another plenty for some red information. Somewhere
during the dedl, the dope fdls right in Zdtas lap, leaving the other birds out. The trouble is, Zdta is
getting such a rep that some day he's going to line up dl the spies we're &fter.

"Once they're working for him, he can become the big brain of the entire racket, getting anything he
wants, Hling it wherever he pleases. It's the future that's worrying us™”

Senator Releston inserted a correction.

"Not only the future, but the present,” he said. "It looks as if Fernand Zdta has aready begun his great
campaign. | am spesking in confidence, gentlemen, when | tdl you that there was not an ounce of
dynamite aboard the Lentura.

"Ingtead, the ship was carrying a much more important cargo, which was removed by members of the
crew. The men who took it in charge proved traitors. They and ther boat disappeared with a haf million
dollars—in gold!"

THE senator's statement was, in its way, as great a bombshell as the one that had blasted the Lentura
He looked from man to man, watching for reactions. It was Lamont Cranston who remarked:

"From what you tdl us, senator, | assume that the Lentura was wrecked from an outside source, rather
then from a blast that occurred on board.”

"Your assumption is correct, Mr. Crangton.”

"Might | ask," continued Cranston, camly, "if that exploson was caused by an aerid bomb dropped, let
us say, from a baloon, not from an arplane?’

The senator shook his head.

"The cause was much more serious,”" he declared. "We have managed to keep the matter something of a
mystery, dthough we know the actud truth. If the culprits were only within our jurisdiction, we might be
able to apprehend them.



"But they are out of reach. The snking of the Lentura was an act of high-seas piracy. The vessd was
attacked, not from the land but from the ocean. From the evidence a hand, Cranston, we bdlieve that the
Lentura was sunk by a torpedo discharged by an unknown submaring!™

With paper and pencil, Senator Releston drew a rough map showing how the attack had occurred. He
marked the pogtion of the Lentura, indicating that the torpedo had struck the port side of the vessd,
coming from the open sea. Then he added, solemnly:

"Other gold shipments are due. Some are dready on their way. The fact has not been publicized, but the
importation of gold into the United States is on the increase. Many vessds are carrying such cargoes
secretly.

"Many spies have learned the fact; indeed, it may be said to be common knowledge among them. Within
the next twenty-four hours, the Dutch freighter Marmaduke will enter that same danger zone. She is
carying a quarter million in gold. We hope, however, to save her from the fate that overtook the
Lentura”

Agan udng his map, Releson marked dots and little arrows. Truding impliatly in his listeners, he
described the measures that were to be taken.

"A radio digpatch has gone to the Marmaduke, ordering her to put into Hdifax," said Releston. "Spies
have been reported in Nova Scotia; there are probably others on board the Marmaduke. Any effort to
unload the gold would merely cause the pirates to forego an attack.

"It is preferable to draw them from cover. Therefore, the Marmaduke will not unload a Hdifax. Instead,
she will take on some cargo, supposedly machinery for South America, where the ship isto go later. That
fraght will be machinery, but of a specid sort.”

Leaning back, the senator detailed the exact nature of the coming shipment.

"High-powered searchlights” he stated, "antisubmarine guns and depth bombs. A few passengers will go
aboard with them. A few passengers will be trained navy men, detailed by the Canadian government.

"There will be no patrol of the coast. Through the co-operation of the Canadian government, and
permisson cabled from the Dutch ambassador, the Marmaduke will be able to handle matters on her
own. We are sending a few observers, to view the results at close range.”

From then on, the conference dedlt with Fernand Zdta and the prospect of enmeshing the master spy
after the pirates were settled. One more mention was made of the freighter Marmaduke, however, when
Senator Reeston stated that the vessd would soon be due in Hdifax and would commence to load
before dawn.

That was important news to Lamont Cranston, otherwise The Shadow. When he left the New York
hotdl, he drove directly to Newark Airport. Soon after thet, the night Sky of Manhattan showed a swift,
low-flying plane thrumming northeastward.

The Shadow's next destination was Hdifax, capita dty and chief seaport of Nova Scotia.

CHAPTER X. OFF CAPE SABLE

DAY was advanced when the freighter Marmaduke left Hdifax, the mid-point in the peninsula of Nova
Scotia. Far east and north of New York, Hdifax operated on Atlantic time, an hour earlier than the
Eagtern standard of the New England seacoast.



Podding a a staid twelve knots, the vessel was ill off Nova Scotia when night arrived. She was not due
to pass Cape Sable, the tip of an idand at the extreme south of Nova Scotia, until about midnight. The
journey, gpproximately one hundred and fifty miles, was along one for the dow-moving Marmaduke.

With evening, uneasiness began to saize the mixed crew that manned the Dutch freighter.

Used chiefly for service in the tropics, the Marmaduke had a personnd made up of many races. The
officers were Hollanders, but the seamen were chiefly from Dutch possessions. Among them were
natives of Borneo and New Guineg, with others from Sumatra

There was dso a garinkling of Javanese, tan-skinned specimens of the Mday race, yet differing disinctly
from the other natives. Those men from Java, though few in number, had been a congtant problem to the
Dutch captain.

Under stress, they could be cooler, more religble than any others that he commanded; but there were
times when the dightest of matters - a shift in the weather, a change of rations, a stay in some foreign
port—could render them sullen and unmanageeble.

There had been times when the captain politely clapped the whole lot inirons and let them cool for a day
or more. They aways accepted it in faididic style, showing no resentment. It was their own mood, not
conditions imposed upon them, that made the Javanese managesble or otherwise.

At present, to the cagptain's joy, the Javanese were the most dependable persons on board. Whatever
migrust he held was toward the scattered European members of the crew, who were largey beach
combers, or other riffraff, who shipped from various ports. Usudly, the captain regarded them as a safety
vave againg outbursts from the Maaysans.

However, there were "passengers' on board, who were wdl equipped to take over the entire ship, if
trouble arrived. With darkness, those men from Halifax suddenly dropped ther passive character. To the
aurprise of the crew, they began to unlimber the "machinery” that the captain ordered from the hold.

Briskly, the newcomers mounted searchlights and guns, converting the merchant ship into an auxiliary
cruiser. The guns were not confined aone to the sort that would make trouble for another craft at sea,
such as a pirate submarine. There were dso antiaircraft wegpons, in case some nosy plane should
reconnoiter overhead. Though an arr attack was not expected, the Marmaduke was prepared for it.

There were depth bombs, too, but it was doubtful thet the freighter would have a chance to use them.
She would have to overtake a submarine firgt, which would not be easy, athough the Marmaduke could
better her twelve knots, under pressure.

SIGHT of the guns and other equipment caused the firg gir among the crew; but that was not the only
factor. A mate told the captain that the Maaysans were muttering among themsdlves, so he went to see
about it. From the babble of various tongues, which were findly trandated into a Dutch didect, he
learned that there was a "ghogt” on board.

Wisdy, the captain treated that theory serioudy. He picked out the men who seemed most troubled and
ordered them to deck duty. Ordinarily, the decks of the Marmaduke were as spooky a place as the hold,
for there were many corners where one might unexpectedly wak into anything. Moreover, the natives
believed in a batch of superdtitions involving weird creatures of the ocean.

A ship's ghogt to them was something that would prefer the darkness of the decks—to grab some
unwary seaman and carry him overboard; then come back for a new victim. Time and again, the captain
hed heard that story voiced, when a man had been lost a sea. He had seen natives clugter, dl trying to



keep close to the few lighter patches dong the freighter's deck.

Tonight, the hard-headed skipper had the very antidote for that trouble. As soon as he had herded the
weak-hearted natives to the deck, he ordered the searchlight into action. The Marmaduke promptly
lighted up the sky so brilliantly that the masters of fishing schooners rubbed ther eyes, thinking thet they
hed drifted from the Grand Banks and were floating past Coney Idand.

Lights were dl dong the deck; great beams were sweeping out to sea. The natives were chattering
heppily to each other, confident that any ocean ghost would take to the depths of the ship's hold and stay
there. That satisfied the captain on one point, but there was another that puzzled him.

None of the worried seamen had been Javanese. In fact, the crew members from Java were curioudy
doof from everyone tonight. They were neither broody nor active. They seemed to have declared a
holiday, and were loitering as they never had before.

It wasn't good palicy to bawl orders a them, for they might shift into one of their peculiar moods. But the
captain could not understand why they were no longer indudtrious. The mates could not figure it out,
ather, and findly the captain questioned a European member of the crew, spesking in English, which was
the fellow's native tongue.

"Therés a Jonah on board, sr," said the seaman, in a worried tone. "Dont ask me what the thing is; but
those Mdays say they've seenit!”

"Dat is dl seddled,"” explained the captain, thickly. "It is dese men from Jaffa dot bodder me. What
aboudt dem?'

"They likeit," was the seaman's explanation. "l guess they think they're too tough for any Jonah to handle.
They think it's great Suff, seeing other people get the jitters”

Pacing dong the deck, the captain rubbed his chin and decided that he had heard the correct theory. At
ay rate, he had settled future trouble. There would be no more rumors of a ghost on board; the
searchlights had settled that question.

IT was fortunate, perhaps, that the captain did not go immediadly to his own cabin. If he had, he would
have regarded rumor as fact. The thing that the crew damed to have seen was at present occupying the
skipper's own quarters!

The "ghodt" was The Shadow. He had come on board with the shipment of so-called machinery, as a
stowaway. Foreseeing that the boxes of guns, bombs, and searchlights would not be opened until the
ship was wdl under way, The Shadow had packed himsdf in one of the crates while it stood on the
Hdifax pier.

Coming from the hold, The Shadow had made the rounds of the ship, looking for future vantage spots.
Severd times he had been forced to sdle from sght, when he encountered a Madaysan seaman. Those
fdlows had been sharp-eyed enough to glimpse The Shadow's fading figure.

At present, The Shadow was interested in the captain's navigaion chart. It was a large-scale map
showing every tiny idand off the shores of Maine and Nova Scotia. The coast line, too, was heavily
indented, and of particular interest to The Shadow.

The Marmaduke had reached Cape Sable. The map showed a fact not commonly recognized; namdly,
that Nova Scotia is a block of land lying east of Maine, not north. Thus the present course of the
Marmaduke was tending toward due west.



To the north lay a great bight, set with indentations that represented the Maine coast. That space was
marked with occasiond idands, some of them scarcely more than large rocks, miles out to sea. Moving
fromideto ide, The Shadow's finger went north and reached a thin, curved bay on the Maine coast.

Unnamed on the map, that gap was actudly known as Windward Bay, and on the rocks above it stood
an old stone structure caled Windward Castle. Built during a period when Maine had enjoyed a brief
gold rush, the building had been furnished as a luxurious headquarters by a millionaire who bought up dl
the surrounding land.

The purchaser had expected to increase his millions tenfold. Instead, he had died with the castle and its
fixtures as hisonly possession. Today Windward Castle, lone and long-forgotten, was the base used by
Christopher Barden in his schemes for coast defense.

Janet had told The Shadow those detals. From the map, The Shadow noted that Barden's castle and the
outlying idands controlled a vast sweep toward the south, covering the Atlantic seamship lane, dong
which the Marmaduke headed.

But the curious factor was that the freighter did not expect an attack from the north. Trouble, judging
from the experience of the Lentura, would come from the south, out of the vast Atlantic!

While The Shadow 4ill pondered upon that riddle, a key clicked in the cabin door. Extinguishing the
lamp on the captain's table, The Shadow glided to a corner beyond the door just as it opened inward, to
admit the skipper in person.

Closing the door, the captain did not lock it. He was feding the urge for a glass of schnapps, and stepped
to the cabinet where, under the head of medicine, he kept the bottle.

While the captain was heping himsdf to aliberd dose, The Shadow quietly opened the door and edged
out into the passage. Slently shutting the portal behind him, he started in the direction of the fo'c'sle.
There, he decided, might lie at least a partid answer to theriddle.

Thiswas not The Shadow's firg vigt to the crew's quarters, but previoudy he had been handicapped by
too much confusion. Though he had noticed something of the gtir among the crew, The Shadow was not
yet aware of the captain's solution. He observed, however, tha the space below decks was dmost
deserted.

During his present course The Shadow paused once, when footsteps came from a passage. He drew
back, in case the man came in his direction, but the fdlow turned the other way. The Shadow merdy
glimpsad the man's face, noticed that he was a Javanese, but had no chance to discern more.

That fact was to prove unfortunate. Upon reaching the fo'c'sle, The Shadow heard the buzz of voices.
Two men were seated just ingde the door, taking in low tones, so that others, resting in bunks farther
forward, could not hear their conversation.

The two, moreover, were white members of the crew and their discourse was in English. Their dang had
an American tone, and their faces a thuggish look. Evidently they had shipped on the Marmaduke at the
port before it touched at Haifax.

Like certain men who had been on the Lentura, these two were obvioudy scheduled to turn traitors as
soon as occasion demanded. Curioudy, they did not seem at dl worried about the secret preparations
that had been made on the Marmaduke, as guard againg a submaring's attack.

They were cdling each other by nicknames, one was Lugger, the other Steve. It was Lugger who asked



suddenly:

"Say, you'd better go take alook at that Java outfit. Their guy oughta have showed up by thistime™
"Maybe he can't make it," snorted Steve. "I dipped him a double round, last time he was here.”

"Y ou shoulda waited!"

"Why? Were west of Sable, an't we?'

"Y eah, but unless things happen soon, we may -"

LUGGER cut off. Sow footsteps were coming from the passage. The Shadow drew back, while Lugger
and Steve were shoving their hands toward their gun pockets. Then, into the light came a man of sngular
bearing.

He was one of the Javanese. Though clad in rough seaman's clothes, he bore himsdf with the dignity of
an Orienta prince. His manner, however, was decidedly unnatural. Thet was evidenced when Lugger
rose to meet him.

Saing seadily ahead, the Javanese seemed to bore his gaze sraight through the man who faced him. He
did not speak; instead, he smply thrust out his hand like a human automaton. Stiff as a waxwork figure,
he waited, while Lugger queried:

"More pills? Sure! Steve, here, will give 'em to you."

The Shadow was dhifting from his hiding place, drawing an automatic as he came. Things might have
proven bad for Lugger and Steve, if an interruption had not come from a hatchway up above. There was
a shout, and a couple of scared Mdaysians tumbled down toward the fo'c'sle babbling excited words
that only The Shadow understood.

The attack upon the Marmaduke had arrived! Despite the precautions taken againg internationd crime,
the freighter was doomed to destruction. These men, knowing it, had dropped down to rouse ther
comrades.

Not even The Shadow could avert the disaster that was adready on its way!

CHAPTER XI. PIRATES LAIR

IN the chaos that swept the fo'c'sle, The Shadow had no choice except to get clear before it reached
him. Lugger and Steve were out of reach; they had grabbed the Javanese, dung him into a bunk, and
dived for other shelter of their own.

Drowsy Maays, roused by their pa's shouts, were coming out in wild stampede. Some were yanking
knives, expecting battle with the ship's officers, and had they spied The Shadow on therr way, they would
have surged upon him en masse.

But The Shadow was gone, up the steep steps to the deck, where he swung to a darkened corner ahead
of the ascending herd. He was in time to see what had caused the darm, for the menace was 4ill on its
way in from the open sea.

Playing searchlights showed the white wake of a torpedo churning shipward at high speed. Though the
searchlights roved far toward the southern horizon, there was no 9gn of any submarine that could have
dispatched that explosve messenger.



Gunners were a ther posts, but they lacked an enemy. Seemingly, the Marmaduke had fdlen prey to a
ghogt submaring, a ship as dusive as the famed Hying Dutchman. But there was nothing imeginary about
the torpedo. It was red enough, and would prove its power further if it found the hapless freighter.

The Marmaduke was no Hying Dutchman. She couldn't legp into the clouds like that famous ghost of sea
tdes. The Marmaduke was a squatty plodder, and her efforts to €ude the torpedo were pitifully
ridiculous. Bells were danging from the bridge, but the urge for speed produced nothing more than a
Sdewise quiver from the freighter's hull.

Guns ripped. They were beginning arapid fire a the only possible target, the wave-cleaving torpedo. To
pick off that cigar-shaped stresk was impossble. Sashing hdf beneath the waves, the torpedo was
gobbling the lagt few hundred yards like a whippet after a mechanical rabbit.

There was only one hope that the torpedo would missits mark. At a distance, that had seemed likdy, for
the point of the torpedo had shown itsdf to be aimed at an angle. But the next flash of its nose, only afew
hundred yards away, showed it coming dead ahead.

The torpedo had curved, asif some magnetic force had drawn it back to its target!

It was then that a Sngle second became a vast expanse of time. Machine guns seemed to clutter that
interva with their rattle, dl to no avail. There was an ingant when the oncoming torpedo was logt in the
white-flecked wash from the freighter's prow. Then, from the streaky foam, the devastating messenger
struck.

THE blast seemed to lift the Marmaduke clear of the water. Reding amidships, the freighter heaved and
quivered, threatening to buckle. Flattened, The Shadow could fed the deck bulge upward.

Rdlling to port, the Marmaduke held her tilt while the reverberations of the exploson continued. Then,
reding to starboard, the ship gave athump that was followed by the gurgling surge of water cascading in
through the blasted hul.

A mouth had opened in the ship's Side, to swallow with an increasing fury. The Marmaduke was trying to
drink the whole Atlantic Ocean before it swallowed her. Never recovering from her tilt to starboard, the
freighter was liging farther with each succeeding second. Mere minutes more, she would no longer be
afloat.

Men were on their feet, dampeding for the boats. The Dutch captain and his officers were shouting at
them, firing revolvers to stop the rush. The gunners a the rails rdlied to the task. Order was coming out
of chaos, with escape assured for dl. Then, from near the stern, a smdl group of men began to return
fire

Lugger was in charge. He and a few others had improvised a barricade to shdter them while they
dropped a motorized lifeboat. Steve and a few other traitors were shoving square boxes from a
hatchway. They had made a foray, to bring avay the gold shipment. Gunfire didnt bother that
rapid-moving squad.

They were pushing the gold-laden boxes into the boat, where the swag itsdf became a bulwark for the
men that legped in behind it. All the while, members of the busy band were insarting a spasmodic fire, to
prevent a charge dong the deck.

A hdf dozen men were holding off ten times their number, thanks to well-laid preparations. The only way
to reach them was by a flank attack. Such a measure, when men thought of it, seemed too late, until a
rousng cheer went up from loya fighters dong the deck.



In the glare of searchlights a long figure, cloaked in black and with a douch hat, came diving from the
superstructure near the stern, squardly among the laboring traitors. Gloved hands were swinging heavy
automatics sraight for the heads of the gold-robbing crew. Gunfire ended from beyond the barricade. Sx
vicious men were finding themsdves entirdy occupied with a sruggle againgt one—The Shadow!

Though seemingly suicidd, The Shadow's attack was sound. He had waited urtil the moment when the
dangling lifeboat was touching the water, now only a few feet below the freighter's rail. The lig of the
deck had added power to his surge, and he was fighting opponents who had used dl but a few of the
bulletsin thelr guns.

With flaying strokes and timdy shots, The Shadow had only to keep the rogues a bay until an
ovewheming number of men arrived to ad him. He could hear a clatter and clang approaching the stern.
Armed men by the dozen were hurrying onward, in the V trough formed by the danted deck and the rall
that rose at right angles from it.

The charge was dowed because the men had difficulty in keeping ther footing. The moments that they
logt should not have mattered, for The Shadow had calculated upon that delay. There was another factor,
however, that The Shadow recognized, but could only hope would not enter until the traitors were
Seitled.

Instead, the menace arrived before any of the loyd men had reached the barricade.

With wild, high-pitched shrieks, a dozen men came legping from within the ship, brandishing knives that
looked like short swords. Madly, they hurled themsdves upon the fighters who were moving toward the
barricade. With that surge, The Shadow was cut off from dl aid, for these newcomers were madmen.

They were the Javanese. The traitors had supplied them with opium pills, knowing the peculiar effect that
the dope produced upon that type of netive.

For centuries, the use of opium had never deviated in its result, so fa as inhabitants of Java were
concerned. It invarigbly turned them into "muck runners” insane fandtics, pressed with the sole desire to
run a large and day everyonein Sght.

Only one cure exiged in Java. That cure was death. The men faced by this surge on board the
Marmaduke recognized ingantly that they must treat the muck runners as if they were mad dogs. Guns
talked, driving home bullets from close range. Thefire crippled the Javanese, but did not stop them.

Though knives were dropping from their waving hands, they kept up their shrieks, and literally bowled
their chdlengers back aong the deck. Guns did not cease their spurts; instead, the fire increased, as the
wild cries of the drug-maddened killers diminished. But the scene itself was blackened from view.

SEA water had reached the freighter's generators. The searchlights were blotted out, dong with the ship's
own feeble illumination.

Back near the stern, The Shadow was suddenly unable to keep track of the oppostion. From the
darkness, a dugging gun glanced from his head, driving the douch hat down over his eyes. The danted
deck seemed to whirl.

Dazedly, The Shadow flayed back. Sipping, he struck the rall, toppled hdf across it. Momentarily loose,
he took the only route that offered present safety: a dive across the rall. Instead of driking water, he
landed againgt hard planking that seemed to rise up and meet him.

The Shadow's head took another thump. Badly jarred, his guns gone from his grasp, he was wedged in a



space that proved triangular in shape. He was between the stacked boxes of gold and the bow of the
motorized lifeboat. Lifting his hands, The Shadow groped. An overbaanced box yieded as he clutched
it.

Under a weight that had taken two men to lift, The Shadow was crumpled to the bottom of his amdl
refuge. He was stunned by the blow; had the full load continued its drop, it might have crippled the
cloaked victim badly. But the box, descending a a diagond, was stopped before its fdl could be
completed.

It wedged between the other boxes and the tapering gunwaes. The sensdless figure of The Shadow lay
trapped beneath it.

Hadhlights sparkled dong the rail. No longer seeing The Shadow, his enemies thought that he had rolled
through a hatchway. Except for the boxes of gold, the lifeboat appeared empty when they scrambled
aboard it, dragging wounded pas with them. Releasing the davits, they were ready for ther flight. Lugger
took the hdm, while Steve started the motor.

Heading out to sea, the gold-snatching crew saw other flashlights dong the tilted side of the Marmaduke.
The fignt with the Javanese was over; the escaping men could hear disgppointed shouts, as crew
members reached the stern of the freighter. Then davits were creeking, announcing thet the loyd crew
was taking the last opportunity to leave the sinking vessd.

Veering the lifeboat, Lugger steered northward. Steve opened the motor; the little craft showed red
speed. They were a mile away, those traitors, heading sraight for the Maine coast, when they saw the
last of the Marmaduke. A blackened thing againgt the moon-filtered clouds, the squatty freighter upended
like a mongter in torture and made an angled dive into the ocean's depths.

Little lights bobbed crazily about the spot where the Marmaduke had departed. They represented the
lifeboats containing captain, crew and the few passengers. Twisted by the minigture magstrom that the
anking steamer created, the little boats were threatening to capsize. Traitors chuckled, hoping thet the
lights would disappear; but they remained.

Surviving the temporary whirlpool, those little boats would row to shore and carry word of dl that had
passed on board the Marmaduke. Crooks grumbled, as they discussed that sequd; then they resumed
their chuckles, which they punctuated with oaths. After dl, they had the gold, and were taking it to the
place where, in thar crime-warped opinion, it belonged.

They were taking something ese, a human cargo of which they were unaware The Shadow. They
thought they had seen the last of the fighter in black, but they were wrong. He was traveling with these
modern pirates, to thar lar.

Though senseless, cooped up with usaless guns beside him, The Shadow might again become a menace
to these crooks and others of ther ilk. He might even carry a threat to the hidden master mind who had
schemed greet crimes a sea.

Such future deeds, however, were dependent upon how The Shadow fared a present. Should his hiding
place be uncovered while he dill lay totdly helpless, The Shadow's cause would be forever gone.

CHAPTER XII. HANDS IN CRIME

THE next day's news of the Marmaduke disaster dwarfed the sensation that had surrounded the snking
of the Lentura. The New York evening papers appeared in many specid editions, each producing new
detalls, while radio flashes were congantly cutting in on regularly scheduled programs.



Until afternoon, dl sorts of wild theories were advanced concerning the ultimete purpose of the unknown
submarine supposed to be lurking somewhere off the New England coast. A rumor started that the ghost
vessd had appeared in Long Idand Sound and had opened a bombardment on the World's Fair.

By the time that hoax had been suppressed, people were confusing the submarine story with a fantastic
radio program, wherein men from the moon came down to the earth in gigantic capsules. Reports were
circulated that moon-made submarines were dropping into the Pecific, as wdl as the Atlantic and could
be expected in the Great Lakes next.

All that fally forced an offidd bulletin from Washington, tdling exactly why two steamers had been sunk.
The news that gold had been aboard both vessels, that the precious metad had twice been solen, gave a
sengble aspect to the Stuation.

It was openly declared that more gold ships were due; that destroyers, cutters, and segplanes would
begin an intensve patrol of the shipping lanes. All craft from fishing smacks to yachts were requested to
relay any information of strange vessas Sghted at sea.

It was well in the afternoon when Fitz Jarnow folded a late edition of an evening newspaper, tucked it in
his pocket and left the gambling club. He took a taxicab to an address in the lower Sixties, near Ninth
Avenue, went upgtairs and knocked at a door. Bob Osden admitted him.

Ftz spread the newspaper and let Bob read the sensationa news. After a hurried perusa, Bob gave a
grunt.

"Thismakes sense @ lagt," he declared. "Carl Sgmar mugt have had a hand in this business—or known
too much about it. Who do you think isin back of it, Ftz?'

Ftz thumbed through the pages, found the find paragraph in a news account that had carried over from
the front page.

“If my hunchisright,”" he said, "the next big news will be dl about this guy.”

Bob read the name of Fernand Zdta. 1t was mentioned as that of a spy wanted by the government, dong
with various other spies. But Zdlta's name appeared to be the most important.

"Cardona was in again," explained Fitz. "Wanted to know if I'd found out anything about Sigmar's
friends. Jo€'s after a murderer, S0 he says, but he dipped a few ingde hints without knowing it. Joe's
working close with the Feds, and they're after somebody on more than one count. It's got to be this
Zdta, that'sdl."

Bob nodded agreement.

"It means a lot to you, Osden,” continued Fitz, "if they get him. Your name is in my membership book
and if Cardona ever starts going through that lig one by one, as he's likdy to, hell begin to think about
you when he drikes the letter O.

"If you can't be found, it will be bad. If you do show up, youll have to answer two big questions if you
knew Cal Sgmar; and when you saw him last. It's going to be tough to laugh those off with a
poker-faced gent like Joe Cardona.”

OBVIOUSLY, Fitz was right. Mere mention of the prospect worried Bob, and he knew that he showed
it. So far, Bob had fared wel by gicking to the truth with The Shadow and Fitz Jarnow. His hope was
that he could use the same palicy with the law.



"I've been thinking of something,” said Fitz, dowly, "that | ought to tel to Cardona. But I've hed off,
because the more dope | give him, the more questions helll ask me. But there's aguy he ought to look up,
it he can find him. A felow named Pete Andro.”

The name was new to Bob, and he said so.

"Pete used to be on the shore end of a smuggling racket,” explained Fitz. "It began with rumrunning, and
he kept at it later. He was dways after me to hdp get rid of the duff he handled, which was mostly
booze. But | didn' like the looks of it."

"Do you think," asked Bob, promptly, "that Andro could be getting the gold shipments ashore?"

"I don't know," returned Fitz. "But Pete hasn't been around for a long time, and nobody seems to know
what's become of him."

There was slence, while Ftz stared at the newspaper; then he gave a shrug.

"I guess I'm goofy,” he said. "Therés been no reports of the gold coming ashore. So Pete couldn't be in
on it. The business of mesting ships offshore wasn't his specidty.”

"Whose was it?' asked Bob.

"That belonged to Shag Rengle™” returned Fitz. "But he's quit. What do you think Shag is doing right
now?' Fitz gave a short laugh. "He's running a fishing flegt, whenever he can get a cheap enough crew
together. For dl 1 know, Shag may be going out to look for that pirate submarine.”

Htz finished with another chuckle, but Bob became tense. He grabbed Fitz's am.

"Maybe that could be a blind!" he exclamed. "If the submarine wants to unload its gold, why wouldn't
Shag's fihing boats be the ones to carry it?'

"Where would they takeit?'

"To wherever Pete Andro id Shag would smuggle it, Pete would unload it. They'd be working together,
jugt like you said they did."

Htz supplied awhidling noise from between his tegth.

"Maybe you've got something!" he decided. "Say, this place iskind of cramped'—he was looking around
the little room—"and fresh ar would do you good. You'd be the right guy to look up Shag Rengle”

"What could | tell him?’

"Tdl hm | sent you. If he phones me, I'll give the O.K. for you. Say that you're on the lam, and want to
joinhis crew."

The idea appeded to Bob. It offered a chance to clear himsdf, by bringing home firshand evidence, if
Shag proved crooked. On the contrary, if the expedition turned out to be a legitimate fishing trip, Bob
would have an excuse for a long absence from New York, should the police look him up when he
returned.

Bob had been on saling cruises and liked sea life. The open ocean was far more preferable then the
duffiness of this hide-out. FHtz saw the increased eagerness on Bob's face and clapped him on the
shoulder. Looking through the window and observing that dusk had gathered, Fitz suggested:



"Better wait urtil tomorrow night, before you see Shag. I'll be seeing you again before then.”

ANOTHER sdf-made prisoner was sudying the same dusk that Bob Osden saw from the window, but
a a spot very remote from New Y ork. In a cove beneath overhanging rocks and tree boughs, a lifeboat
lay deserted, apile of boxes at its prow, afew at the stern, to equdize the weight.

A tilted box stirred, moved upward under a powerful heave that would have been a creditable effort for
two men of average strength. Straining, a black-cloaked figure rose from a cramped space benegth.
Bdancng the box with his shoulder, The Shadow flipped two guns on shore, then rolled clear. The box
tilted back to place with a heavy thump.

Removing his douch hat, The Shadow splashed sat water on his forehead. At intervas, during a long
nightmarish period, he had struggled with that box. Findly, after a long rest, he had awakened and found
srength enough for the successful effort.

Replacing his hat on his head, The Shadow began to reload his automatics. He paused, stared at the sky
for afull three minutes. A whispered laugh came from hislips. He had mistaken the dull light for dawn; its
gradud decrease told that it was dusk!

More then a few hours had passed since that midnight baitle on the Marmaduke. Dawn had come, day
hed followed, and luck had been with The Shadow. The crooked crew mugt have been late getting to this
cove. Rather than unload the boxes by daylight, they had let them stay in the boat.

At the present moment, The Shadow stood in sole possession of a quarter million dollars in gold, but
without a chance of keeping it. The weght of the metd prevented its lone-handed remova, while the boat
hed been hauled so far on shore that its ribs had buckled, meking it unseaworthy, even if it could be
shoved back into the cove.

Beneeth the degpening dusk, blinks of flashlights appeared among the trees. Men were coming dong a
path, to gather in the swag. Though it would have been easy to ambush them, The Shadow had no
intention of making such an attempt in their own terrain. Moreover, there were other things a stake than
this one shipment of stolen gold.

Choosing the overhanging rocks, The Shadow made a swift dimb to a projecting ledge and waited there,
while alarge squad of arrivals began to remove the gold, four men to a box.

Climbing higher, The Shadow could see above the trees. He made out the path by the blinks of the
flashlights wending their way dong a roundabout dope. The mobsters were forced to follow open
ground, to make their way to the top of the diff. The trek was a long one, with no chance for cover on
the way.

Any passing plane—and arcraft were not infrequent dong this coast— could have spied them by day.
That told why the gold had remained in that boat, fitting with The Shadow's own theory.

Recognizing that the procession had the difftop as its objective, The Shadow headed there by a more
direct route. The diff was high and precipitous but the weather-worn rock offered many hand grips and
toe holds.

As he neared the summit, The Shadow saw that the flaghlights were only hdfway to the top. Lower
darkness blotted out the scene below; the flaghlights looked like flickering fireflies roving through the air.

Then The Shadow's hands found smoothness. Here was a wal above the crag, built of large stone
blocks. Below was the lash of surf, that cut in beneath projecting rocks. A tumble would mean a series of



brutal bounces, with the surf as alagt resting place. Nevertheless, The Shadow persisted in his dimb.

While one hand gripped a chunk of rock, the other had probed the stone blocks to find that wide gaps
had broken in the joining mortar. Foot by foot, The Shadow coolly ascended, teking care that his fingers
hed a solid clutch, that his toes dug his soft-tipped shoes into a suitable crevice.

Time and again, one probing hand rejected a sony edge, to choose a better one. Always, when The
Shadow had lifted hisfull length upward, his feet found the same holds that his hands had picked.

At the top of atwenty-foot wdl, he clamped a castellated cornice, worked over the rough parapet, and
rested within the shelter of a promenade that fringed this Sde of a huge building which hulked above him.

DULL lights shone from windows. Between them, The Shadow saw the blackened surface of a door. It
yielded when he tried it, for no one supposed that any invason could come from the diff sde of this
gronghold. Beyond the door, The Shadow found a vaulted stone-walled corridor leading deeper into
Windward Castle.

Sedthily, to prevent echoing footsteps, The Shadow advanced urtil he came to a bacony that formed a
foursgquare ledge around a great hdl below. He was on the second floor of the cagtle, and on the
opposite bacony he observed alight from a door that stood gjar.

Conveniently near a dairway, that room looked like a place of conference. Rounding the bacony, The
Shadow stopped before the door in question. He heard voices with men cdling each other by name. By
the time The Shadow was peering past the door, he knew the identities of the speakers. He had heard of
both before.

One was Edward Weddleman, mentioned by Janet Barden. The other was a New York crook that The
Shadow had long been seeking, a mob leader named Pete Andro.

Thar backs were turned, but The Shadow recognized Pete by his voice. The man who took charge of
the gold shipments was chortling to Weddleman: "That's another in the bag. When the next shows up, a
smarter guy will bring it. That's when Shag Rengle will be in the gamel™

Within an hour after Fitz Jarnow and Bob Osden had held conference, The Shadow was obtaining proof
of the guesses tha they had voiced. Though he had not reached the master mind behind the piracy
racket, he had learned the identity of two lieutenants besides Weddleman: namdy, Pete Andro and Shag

Rengle

The Shadow had learned dl he needed regarding the hands in crime. From now on, he would seek the
brain!

CHAPTER XIll. DANGER FAR BELOW

FEW men could have contrasted more than Edward Weddleman and Pete Andro. All that they had in
common was ther service to a master who dedlt in supercrime. That, however, seemed enough to hold
them in complete accord.

Weddleman was a short, stocky man, who looked the part he played— that of an accomplished
technician capable of impressng an inventor like Christopher Barden. Weddleman's pose was serious,
his face rounded and smooth. His age would have been impossble to guess, for he had the exact
expression of a midget, boyish yet wise. But his frame was of normd sze; if anything, above average.
Pete Andro was tdler, and rangy. From the stubbly growth upon his face, only a coin toss could have
decided whether he was cultivating a beard, or had smply decided that shaving was a usdess habit. His



expresson was a neering one, asif ajest was congtantly about to issue from histwisty lips.

When Weddleman spoke, his voice had a dull tone, while Pete mouthed words in a habitud snarl. The
eyes of the technician lacked expresson to the point where they were merciless, while the mob leader
hed a suspicious gaze that frequently became a glower.

Ther very contrast made each the sort who would get dong with the other. The Shadow could picture
the firg meeting the two had held. Whatever its cause, whoever had arranged it, Weddleman and Pete
hed probably come to immediate and agreeable terms, regarding their disposal of Christopher Barden.

There was a tray on a table in a corner of the room; from it, Weddleman took a cup of coffee and a
sandwich, poured Pete out a cup. The stubbly-faced man shook his head.

"Il scoff downgtairs” he told his companion. "I'm going to check on the swag. Hand me the figure sheet,
wherever itis"

Weddleman found it. Withdrawing dong the passage, The Shadow let Pete go by, saw him descend the
dairs. There was afading slamp of footsteps as Pete continued downward, evidently to some basement
beneath the main floor.

Returning to the door, The Shadow was able to enter the room itsdf. Weddleman had gone to a deep
corner; the room, lighted by scattered lamps, offered many darkened spots. The Shadow chose one
beyond the refreshment table, watched Weddleman at work.

The deep corner of the room was equipped with radio apparatus, wal maps, and a large switchboard.
Weddleman looked a the map, nodded, pulled a switch and began to tap a message. It passed as a
report of some amateur sender, gating that no new report had been picked up from a coast-guard cutter,
heard an hour before.

Rulling another switch, he tapped a second message. Another amateur, it seemed, was cdling the firg
one, to correct him. After that, the first sender thanked the second.

Through Weddleman's actions, The Shadow understood the substance of a very clever scheme. Any
SOS from a dricken ship dways brought a deluge of amateur reports, and later conversations between
such senders would logicaly follow.

Into such messages, Weddleman was coding information for his chief, probably in New York. Each
switch furnished remote control to a different amateur Sation somewherein Maine, or Canada. Probably
those were dummy dations, that could be cut off permanently any time they were suspected.

Tuningin on wireless reports, Weddleman jotted down a scrambled message and clucked to himsdf as
he decoded it—evidently some offidd report, in a code which he had cracked. A buzzer sounded from
the switchboard; Weddleman picked up a telephone.

The maiter was aminor one; Weddleman merdly sad: "Very wdl, Hackett. Come up and get the tray.”

Swinging in hisswivd chair, Weddleman strode briskly through a doorway into another room. The place
was evidently a laboratory, for Weddleman thumped the door shut behind him and The Shadow could
hear the diding of a bolt.

WHATEVER Weddleman intended to do, he would be busy for awhile.

Making the mogt of opportunity, The Shadow reached for Pete's untouched coffee, drained it in one
continuous swdlow, and poured himsdf another cup from the pot. He had a sandwich with that second



cup; then, hearing footsteps on the gtairs, he finished the coffee and took the rest of the food.
Shifting to the darkened corner beside him, The Shadow saw Hackett enter.

The fdlow was not a crook. He was probably one of the few men who had made up Barden's gaff.
When Weddleman and Andro had taken charge, the loyd men had evidently been reduced to a servant
gatus.

As Hackett took the tray, he tightened his pae lips and stared longingly at the equipment in the deep
corner. Then, sheking his head, he left the room.

The Shadow had purposely avoided conversation with Hackett. He had detected an outside sound that
the man had not heard. Just as Hackett reached the stairs, patrolling footsteps approached, paused at the
door, then went past. Hackett had been under surveillance by some thuggist guard.

Moving across the room, The Shadow reached the important corner. It was out of 9ght from the door;
he had ample opportunity to study everything in view. First, he sudied the maps. One was smdl, it
showed land only, and it was marked with the letter "W in five places, each initid followed by afigure.

The switches that Weddleman had pulled were labded "W-2" and "W-5," which meant tha the map
amply showed the location of the dummy-wirdess gations. Its purpose known, it was of no further
interest to The Shadow.

A larger map offered important features.

It was a chart very much like the one the captain of the Marmaduke had owned, until he logt it with his
ship. It had alarge dot on the shore, marking the location of Windward Castle, with dotted lines leading
out to certain tiny idands far off to sea. Each of those ides was checked with a blue dot, the color of the
large one that stood for the castle.

Beyond each idand was arow of tiny dots, in red. The Shadow noticed that each row was to the south
of its particular idand, the intervening distances between idands and dots being uniform, but a matter of
many miles. The blue dots were numbered, the red ones lettered. On the switchboard were many keys,
with corresponding identification marks, such as 3-A, 4-C, 6-L.

On the fla surface in front of the switchboard were tables of figures and beside them The Shadow saw a
very important link. It was a finished diagram like the rough one that Janet Barden had carried in
Gwendolyn's handbag.

Drawn in elaborate detall, its lines inked in black, this diagram showed more tracings than the penciled
sketch. From the firgt, The Shadow had doubted that it stood for a balloon; only the fact that Christopher
Barden had dedlt in agronautics had caused Janet to present that theory.

In the light of later events, plus the equipment that The Shadow was sudying in this control room, the
meaning of the diagram at last was definite.

It was the key to the mydery of crimes at sea, which The Shadow had known originated from Windward
Cadlle, not from an imaginary pirate submarine.

A fla notebook lay near the diagram. Opening it, The Shadow found messages that Weddleman had
sent. On another page were printed steamship schedules, with reports of sallings

These completed The Shadow's survey. His finger tapped a name mentioned in the messages, that of
Shag Rengle. Reeching forward, The Shadow pressed the gtation switch marked W-1.



Muffling the sending apparatus with his cloak, he transmitted a message very much like those that
Weddleman had sent. Switching to W-2, he tranamitted a reply. He kept up the reports between the two
dations, interjecting chaffing remarks. He was repesting certain of Weddleman's dispatches, and more.

Near New York, The Shadow had a receiving gation of his own, managed by a capable contact man
named Burbank. Tersely, The Shadow was insating snatches of his own private code: brief ingtructions
for Burbank to reay to other agents. That done, The Shadow fixed the switches as he had found them.

There was one thing more: the offidd report that Weddleman had decoded. Reeding it, The Shadow
learned why the traitor had clucked so chearfully. The report was an admission that the authorities were
entirdy baked in ther investigation of the sea crimes. So far, they had not found a trace of a superspy
named Fernand Zdta

THE warning dide of a bolt caused The Shadow to whed from the swive chair. He was at the door to
the ba cony when Weddleman came out of the laboratory. The man showed no traces of suspicion. The
thick connecting door had cut off any sounds that The Shadow had made.

Returning to the outside parapet, The Shadow finished the rest of the sandwiches. Brisk breezes from the
open sea whipped the cloak about his shoulders. Below, the grumble of the surf ascended with a hollow
growl. Yet The Shadow fet no quams concerning a return trip into the threatening darkness benegth.

He would make that journey when occasion called, but that would not be for another forty-eight hours, a
least. The Shadow was timing his future actions to coming developments, which involved the actions of
his own agents. Ther moves, in turn, would be dependent upon the drategy of the oppostion, for crime
was due to make ancther thrust on alarger scae than ever.

For the present, The Shadow could choose no better abode than Windward Castle. Though the place
was a veary nest of crooks, it offered many comfortable spots where he could reman unnoticed. He
would be able, dso, to keep tabs on dl developments by reports that Weddleman received.

Returning into the castle, The Shadow decided to familiarize himsdf with its interior. Gliding dong the
bacony, he passed the door of the control room, went down the dairs to the great hdl, which was
deserted. Through a passage, The Shadow looked into a kitchen, where Hackett and two other
prisoners were engaged in washing dishes.

Severd guards were present, tough-faced riffraff, who had come in from the Lentura and the
Marmaduke. Each sea disaster had swelled the ugly crew that took orders from Pete Andro, the
lieutenant who commanded the fighting men. There might be a chance, later, to talk with Hackett or some
other prisoner and learn some trace of Christopher Barden.

The Shadow saw atray of food go out through afar door from the kitchen, but it was carried by one of
the guards, not by a prisoner.

Sirting back through the hal, The Shadow investigated other passages. One was obvioudy the route
that Pete had taken. It led to a Sairway going down into a honeycombed cellar.

There, among vaulted catacombs that carried echoes from many sources, The Shadow traced the
entrance through which the boat crew had helped bring the gold. It evidently opened from the diffsde,
but from voices dong the passage, The Shadow discovered that the route was heavily guarded.

His own route to the outer world would have to be the sea diff, unless he found another exit. Continuing
his search through the cellar, The Shadow passed a large lighted room where Pete Andro was checking
the gold from the Marmaduke, near alarger stack of boxes that represented the Lentura swag.



Pete was surrounded by a choice sdection of ugly aids, Lugger and Steve among them. Gliding away by
another passage, The Shadow reached a portion of the vast cdlar where the ar was consderably
Sweeter.

In alow-roofed room, he discovered a trapdoor that led to a deep subcdlar. Hearing a scuffle beneeth it,
The Shadow withdrew to an dcove in the far wal. He crouched there, above a grating that formed a
black ar sheft to the pit below. Watching, The Shadow saw the trapdoor rise.

The man who came from it was the guard who had left the kitchen only a short while ago. He closed the
trapdoor, and as it descended The Shadow saw the top of a Sted ladder, just benegth it. The men did
not bother to clamp the trap, but merdly fixed it in place and set off on his return route to the kitchen.

WHILE the guard's footsteps faded. The Shadow passed the time by invedtigating the air shaft, intending
to try the trapdoor after he was sure that the guard was gone. The shaft was worth ingpection, for it ran
up, aswdl as down, from the acove where The Shadow stood.

Hickering a flaghlight beam up into the shaft, The Shadow noted that the top was closed, and on a leved
with the ground floor. It was possible that the top of the shaft was merdy capped, not permanently
blocked. The shaft itsdf showed crevices; by usng them for grips, it would be possible to use this as a
private route to the man floor.

BExtinguishing the flaghlight, The Shadow placed it beneath his cloak. It was his intent to make a brief test
a scding the ingde of the shaft. A short try was dl that he would require to learn if the route would prove
feesble; but that attempt was a disastrous procedure.

To dart his dimb, The Shadow rose from his crouch, turned toward the inner wal of the acove and
shifted his ful weght to the grating that topped the lower shaft. Before he could dig his fingers into the
wal, the grating gave.

To the dlank of a goring hinge, The Shadow plunged down the ar shaft, with no chance to break hisfdl
until he struck, a dozen feet below. Reaxing as he dropped, The Shadow saved his legs a the partid
expense of his head. His shoulders jerked sideward, his skull struck the sde wall.

Crumpling senseless, The Shadow rolled from a lower acove, sretching face upward upon a bare stone
floor. His crash was echoed by the walls of a tiny room; then, after a brief slence, came the sound of a
dow, advancing creep.

A match sputtered. Its flickery glow reveded the glitter of fierce eyes set in a dark-bearded face.
Y dlowigh teeth shown from spreading lips. A tight-skinned fist, saffron in color, came into the matchlight
dutching a knife.

The blade poised above The Shadow's heart, while the gritted teeth sucked in along-drawn breath. With
that moment, the match flame quivered, died, leaving only a druggling spark that lived only a angle
second longer.

Blotted by pitch-darkness, The Shadow lay at the mercy of the bearded cresture who dwelt in the
depths of the castle where crime hdd sway!

CHAPTER XIV. NORTHWARD BOUND

THOUGH The Shadow had struck a pitfdl in the depths of Windward Castle, his plans were carrying
elsawhere. Burbank, in New Y ork, had picked up the messages from the control room, had fitted them
with facts he aready knew. Expecting no new word from The Shadow, the contact man had smply



proceeded to carry out commands.

When The Shadow intrusted such duty to Burbank, it was like winding the mangxing of a
smooth-running meachine. All through the next day, Burbank relayed orders to active agents, received
their reports and gave replies, exactly asif he had been in steady communication with The Shadow.

Like human cogs, the active agents revolved about that center, meshing ther efforts in the common
cause. By thetime that evening had arrived, one group, working in perfect co-ordination, were ready to
take over the important duty that The Shadow had assigned to them.

Down on the East River water front was a dive known as the Black Hole, due partly to its underground
location, aso because of its difling amosphere. The Black Hole was wdl liked by certain persons,
because it had as many entrances as a rabbit burrow. Murder or mayhem could occur there, and the
perpetrators would invarigbly be gone when the police arrived.

On this night, a stalwart man with chisded, poker-faced expresson had reached the interior of the Black
Hole by one of its devious routes. Hands in the pockets of the rough jacket that topped his heavy
swester, he looked about, spied the table that he wanted and sat down.

The ariva was Cliff Mardand, an agent of The Shadow. Cliff's relm was the underworld, where he
posed as one-man mob, ready to undertake any tough duty. When needed, he could promote himsdf to
the head of alarger outfit, formed by men of his own choice.

At the table sat along-faced felow whose flattish, off-center nose looked as if it had received every sort
of treatment that savage battle could produce. It had been knocked one way, then the other, but had not
been properly equdized. Nor had a straight-on collison with afig improved it.

The nose was dill out of ling, as were the irregular teeth that the man displayed when he grinned. Those
big molars were the sort that could bite nals, and judging by their jagged edges, their owner had
probably used his teeth for such a pastime. The owner of the crooked nose and oversized teeth was

Shag Rengle.
"Helo, Shag!" greeted Cliff, in alevd tone. "How's the fishing?'

"Gaing dick," gruffed Shag, with a grin. "Here'—he shoved a bottle toward Cliff—"try some of this shark
bait."

Cliff poured himsdf a drink, while Shag, shifting his chair hdf around the table, buzzed in undertone:

"Itsdl set. I'm putting you with Cap Gumbert, on the big cabin cruiser. Like you was some suffed-shirt
auy looking for pirates dong with fish. Get it?"

diff nodded.
"The guys you've brought can join the crew. Where've you got 'em?”

Cliff's thumb nudged back toward the passage that he had entered. Shag arose, deciding that he wanted
to see the new recruits. Cliff led the way to where a pair of men awaited.

One, a gndl, hunch-shouldered man with a shrewd, wizened face, raised two fingers toward Shag and
sad: "Hi!"

Shag returned the gredting with anod of approva. He knew the felow; his name was Hawkeye, and he
hed a fighter's reputation despite his haf-pint sze.



The other was a huge African, solemn-faced until he grinned. Cliff introduced him as Jericho, and
remarked that he had just resigned his position as bouncer in a Harlem night club.

"How come?' demanded Shag, suspicioudy.

"Jericho was too good,”" informed Cliff. "The waiters couldn't open doors fast enough for him to chuck
the drunks out. So he smashed a door last night.”

"With what?' inquired Shag. "A chair?'

"No. With a customer who had dugged a bunch of waiters. That's why they didn't get to the door in
time"

"What about the guy that this bird hove through the door?!

"They took him to the hospitd,” replied Cliff. "He left there this afternoon—in a hearse! That's why
Jericho wants to go fishing for awhile”

SHAG gave a satidfied grin. He told Cliff to send the others outside. Then, after tdling Cliff how to reach
Gumbert's dock, Shag nudged toward the teeming mass of ratty humeanity that decorated the interior of
the Black Hole.

"Therés goaliesin this dump,” announced Shag. "Picking 'em out of fifty guys ain't going to be easy. So
we're going to wreck the joint. | got a bunch of tough mobhbies ready, and they'll knock off dl the mugs
they don't know."

From Cliff's survey of dl the mugsin the Black Hole, the more that were knocked off, the better.
"Dont bother to gtick around, Cliff," advised Shag. "You'd better get dong so Gumbert can heave off.”

Indifferently regarding the brawl that was to come, Cliff went out through the sde passage and found
Jericho waiting alone. Hawkeye had gone to contact Burbank, by telephone. At the end of severd
minutes, the little man rgjoined them, breathless.

"Burbank just got word from Moe," informed Hawkeye, excitedly. "The fdlow in Fitz's hide-out—Bob
Osden—is on hisway here!”

Cliff's eyes took a sudden glint.

"You know how we trailed Fitz to the place” reminded Hawkeye. "He and Moe, | mean. Anyway,
Moe's been posted there, in his cab. Fitz went to see Bob a while ago; and after Fitz has gone, Bob
COMES OLL.

"Moe takes him for a fare, but Bob switches cabs around Thirty-fourth Street. Only, Moe is smart
enough to dide after him with a newspaper hed forgot, and catch what he tdls the other hackie. Any
minute, now, Bob ought to be here, only there's no tdling which door hel's comingin by."

It didn't take Cliff long to decide the proper move in this emergency.

"Come dong with me" he told Jericho. "You can follow, Hawkeye, but wait in the passage until you're
needed. Jericho and | are going in to see Shag.”

From his corner table, Shag tilted a suspicious glance as Cliff arrived with the big African. Coally, Cliff
gave explanation for ther return.



"You're going to get alook at ared tough guy,” he told Shag. "Give your gorillas the high sgn. Wise them
up that Jericho belongs. How long did you figure it would take to wreck this dump?!

"Ten minutes," returned Shag, suddenly intrigued.
"It won't take five" assured Cliff, "not after Jericho getsinto it!"

A man had come into the Black Hole through one of the entrances used by strangers. Though Cliff had
never met Bob Osden, he promptly identified him. Bob was wearing old clothes, but ill looked like a
gentleman. Jericho grinned at Cliff. It was the equivadent of a nod, meaning that he had aso spotted Baob.

Noting a clock over the door, Shag decided it was time for battle to begin. He picked up a bottle,
thumped it on the table. The sound wasn't heard amid the raucous chatter of the fifty customers; but the
sgnd was seen.

Ingtantly, riot broke loose. Bob Osden, trapped near the front of the dive, didn't have a chance to inquire
where he could find Shag Rengle.

HALF a dozen men overturned tables, grabbed up chairs and began to ding them. The place became a
milling mass, with everyone willing to fight. Chuckling, Shag drew Cliff down behind the table in the
corner, leaving Jericho to join the fray done.

Jericho was dready on his way, and there was nothing that could stop him. Choking a brawler
one-handed, Jericho used his other hamlike fig to pluck the table that the fdlow tried to swing. Staking
forward, the big African flayed the table right and left, whipping it like a cane cutting a path through a
whest fied.

Those strokes, mereflips to Jericho, cleared away the massng brawlers, who flattened amid the tumble
of logt chairs and smashing bottles. Then saggering men were dodng in behind the giant fighter.

When Jericho reached the front of the dive, only his head and shoulders were visble. Shag couldn't see
exactly what happened after Jericho arrived there.

Despite the approaching rescue, Bob Osden had gone down beneath a dugging attack. One of Shag's
thugs was crouched above him, ready to give a skull-cracking blow with a big bottle.

Jericho didn't grab for the dugger's am; instead, he clamped the fdlow's neck, gave a long sweep
upward and sideward.

Shag didn't recognize the man who came speeding out of the meleg, to graze the caling in his long,
whirling flight. When the vidim hit the wal and seemed to telescope, Shag thought that another stoolie
hed taken punishment. He knew that Jericho had staged the trick, though, for Shag spied the big fighter's
hands as he released the victim's neck.

Jericho's hands were doing more. They were taking tall a random. Above Bob's sensdess figure, Jericho
leaned to theright. Thrusting his left hand beyond his right, he grabbed a dugger's neck with an inverted
clamp.

He had chosen alightweight, with a reason. Lurching leftward, Jericho whipped the man feet over head,
a druggling, living bludgeon, to bash him down upon one of Shag's crew who had suddenly become
suspicious and was yanking a gun. Theflaying stroke left two victims limp upon the floor.

A chair was dashing for Jericho's head. With an uppercut, he knocked it from the hands that swung it.
Under his own lunge, the man who had logt the chair came into the dutch of Jericho's other paw. That big



hand dmost encircled the thug's neck. While throttling that foeman limp, Jericho looked around for
others.

There were none a hand. The rest of Shag's picked duggers had fdlen prey to ther intended victims,
who had closed upon them from behind while the thugs were trying to get a Jericho. As he let the
throttled man drop to the floor, Jericho stood done. Shag, getting hisfirg clear view of the scene, thought
that the giant African was taking over where the crew had failed.

It wouldn't do to lose afighter like Jericho, who, seemingly, had saved alost cause. Yanking a gun, Shag
fired shots toward the bar. A hand came up from behind it, pulled the light switch. The dive was put into
darkness.

Ydls greeted the dark. From then on, everyone was equd and took advantage of it. So did Jericho.
Carying a human burden, he plowed right through the brawlers, never stopping until he reached the
passage where Hawkeye's flashlight furnished guiding blinks.

Outsde, Hawkeye pointed Jericho to a dark dley. Placing Bob Osden out of sght, Jericho returned just
as Cliff arrived with Shag. Bobbing suddenly into the beam of Hawkeye's flashlight, Jericho let his teeth
glitter in awide grin.

Cliff understood that Bob was safe. As for Shag, he interpreted the grin differently.

"What aguy!" gaculated Shag, gpprovingly. Then, turning to Cliff: "If you hadn't brought this bird dong,
the ting would have gone sour! He had to clean up the job my outfit couldn't finish."

"Thet's his specidty,” declared Cliff. Then, as he heard the dill of a police whidle "Wed better lam,
Shag!"

Heading one way, Shag told his companions to go the other. Cliff led the way through the dley, where
Jericho reclamed Bob and carried him dong. Hawkeye spotted the cab of Moe Shrevnitz, another
Shadow agent, in the next block. The Shadow's agents dimbed into it, propping Bob's limp form
between them.

"Il fix it with Cap Gumbert," stated Cliff. "I'll say that Bob is a guy that Shag told us to bring dong and
dump overboard a sea. Only, well take over that cabin cruiser before the time comes.”

Clearing a dodng police cordon, the cab reached the dock. Soon, the new members of the cabin
cruiser's crew were on board and the boat was dearing for its unknown god.

The Shadow's agents were northward bound, carrying Bob Osden with them.

CHAPTER XV. RIVALS MOVE

AT seven o'clock the next evening, Gwendolyn Marcy was bringing a gorgeous new evening gown from
the closet of a hotel room. Gwendolyn was in Boston, where Janet Barden probably would not find her.
Nevertheless, Gwendolyn shied skittishly at the Sght of a pair of pgjamas.

Laying her degant golden gown across a chair, Gwendolyn withdrew a revolver from a suitcase and lad
it on the dressing table. This was one night when she did not intend to find hersdf lying meekly in bed
watching a rivd blonde cdmly appropriate her finery and set out to sted Gwendolyn's dinner

engagement, as wll.

Dressed by hdf past seven, Gwendolyn carried the revolver in her sequin-covered handbag when she
went down to the mezzanine floor. There, she entered the door of a private dining room, where eight



guedts had dready assembled.

All were men; they stood up when Gwendolyn entered and bowed her to the place of honor at the head.
Asdinner began, the girl looked dong the double line of faces and fet athrill at her own importance.

Her companions were dressed in evening clothes. Some looked like residents of Boston's swanky Back
Bay didrict; others had the appearance of didinguished foreigners. These men happened to be the eght
top-notchers of dl foreign spies operating in the United States.

Every one of them rated higher than had Gwendolyn's former crony, Carl Sgmar. Yet none could begin
to match a man who was absent from this medting: Fernand Zdta. Nevertheless, it was Zeta who had
arranged the dinner, and upon Gwendolyn Marcy he had conferred the honor of acting in his stead.

Though Gwendolyn had never yet met Zdta, she had heard from him soon after she left New York. He
hed seen through Janet's subterfuge, and informed Gwendolyn of the fact. Apparently, Zdta had not lost
confidence in Gwendolyn smply because she had been tricked once.

How he had managed to trace where she had gone, was 4ill a mystery to Gwendolyn. It Smply proved
that Fernand Zdtalived up to his reputation of keeping tabs on everything.

Only letters direct from Zdta could have brought the guests who were gathered here tonight. As yet,
however, those vistors to Boston midrusted one another. Their conversation was polite but guarded;
each would have shown horrified surprise, had anyone even mentioned the word "spy."

Gwendolyn was amiling as the dinner ended. From the sequin-studded bag, she brought a packet of thin
envelopes. None were marked with names, but she knew them by key letters in the corners. Mationing
toward each manin turn, the blonde distributed envelopes.

Guardedly, the spies opened them. Their faces showed restrained ddight as they read the messages.
Each contained facts known only to its receiver; and every message offered specific reward, in return for
service.

Spies who had sought dusive data and never found it were told at last that Zdta had exactly what they
wanted. It might be theirs, if they accepted terms that were to be described by Gwendolyn.

BEigt pairs of eyes fixed upon the gl in the golden gown. The glitter of Gwendolyn's &tire was
appropriate to this occasion.

Gwendolyn's face logt its doll's expression, as she toned in her cool contralto pitch:

"You wonder, perhaps, why Zdta fredy offers you what you have wanted most. There is a very plan
reason. He no longer intends to dedl in such intrigue. Fernand Zdta has decided to retire, amillionare”

VOICES buzzed. The spies, no longer suspicious of each other, were becoming chummy. They were not
aurprised to learn that Zelta had acquired great wedth; but they had not yet heard dl that Gwendolyn
was supposed to tdl them.

"Fernand Zdtais a man without a country,” the girl resumed. "Therefore, he does not care who loses by
his gain. Two steamships have been sunk at sea, each robbed of gold that it was bringing to America
Those disasters, however, were mere tests.

"Before dawn tomorrow, another ship will be stricken offshore. Crews are waiting to rob it of its chief
cargo, gold to the vaue of five million dollars, new wedth that will join that dready gained. | refer to the
geamship Medea."



Startled looks swept the gethering. The Medea was a huge British ship, a passenger liner, gpproaching
America under heavy convoy. Thought of the loss of life that might attend the sinking of that ship was not
whet brought agtonishment to the liseners. Rather than horror, they displayed admiration, as their
amazement faded.

The boldness of the thing held them breathless. It was another tribute to the genius and cool daring of the
master oy whose reputation made their own pride dwindle Fernand Zdtal

"To accomplish his find purpose,”" informed Gwendolyn, referring to a letter, "Zdta has been forced to
use accomplices, ariminas of a class that he would not ordinarily employ. He prefers to have persons of
reliance ad in the disposd of the gold.

"Paticularly persons'—Gwendolyn was emphatic—"who prefer other rewards than money. Such
persons as yoursaves. Each of you has received an individud offer; you dl understand why such offers
have been made. How many are willing to proceed?"

Affirmative responses came from dl. Gwendolyn unfolded a sheet of thin paper that bore a rough-drawn
chart.

"Windward Cadtle" she explained, "a forgotten stronghold on the Maine coast. Our path leads to this
entrance, where we are to take the guards by surprise. After we have disposed of the unsuspecting
crooks batch by batch, we shdl meet with Zdta

"Some living men tdl tales. Zeltawill be rid of that sort, when we have exterminated them. His secret will
red safey with us, becauss'—Gwendolyn gave a wise smile—"Zdta, himsdf knows certain facts
concerning dl of us”

WITHIN an hour after that meeting, two magnificent automobiles of the same make stopped at a traffic
light. They were pointed north, bound on a speedy trip to Maine. Those cars were carrying Gwendolyn
Marcy and her crew of spies de luxe.

From a hotd window, another girl eyed the degant vehicles, watched them continue on ther way, never
guessing that she knew one of the passengers.

Then, with a bored sgh, Janet Barden turned about and paced the hotel room.

Janet was tired of keeping out of sght. Firgt in New York, again in Boston, she had remained hidden
away because of The Shadow's orders. This evening, she had expected the orded to end; but, so far,
she had received no word.

Shufling the rug with her dippers, Janet findly settled in a chair. She was lounging in a loose kimono,
which had a way of dipping hdf from her shoulders, to show the pink hue of the cute step-ins that she
wore benegth it.

Janet wanted to get dressed, but she could not decide on what to wear. That would depend upon where
she was going next, and gpparently she was never going to have any future plans. Janet was brooding
over the annoying prospect, when the telephone bdl rang.

Recognizing the voice, Janet exclamed:

"Oh! Good evening, Mr. Vincent... Dinner? Certainly! Do you mean that we can have dinner together, in
ared restaurant... How long? Not five minuted”

Hary Vincent, the man who had phoned, was one of The Shadow's agents, whose present job was to



see that nothing harmed Janet. The girl had met him at brief intervasin the secluson of hotel lobbies, and
Harry had dropped into her drawing room on the day Pullmen that she had taken from New York to
Boston.

Except during cab rides, Janet had never seen Harry for more than five minutes at a time. All her meds
hed been served in hotel rooms, where she ate aone. At last that necessity was past, and Janet was so
eager to get out to dinner that she did not intend to spend much time getting dressed.

Kicking off her dippers, she drew on the firg pair of stockings thet she found. Stepping into a pair of
high-heded shoes, she dropped the kimono and did a green dress over her shoulders. The deeves were
tight, but Janet findly forced her hands through them and quickly arranged her hair.

Rapid with lipstick and powder, she was ready within the five minutes that she had promised. Grabbing
her bag, Janet went out to the elevators. Harry was waiting in the lobby; he was a good-looking chap,
and he gave Janet an undergtanding smile. He could tdl how glad she was to be going somewhere again.

Hary knew Boston well. He took Janet to atiny comfortable restaurant on a secluded street. Seated in a
booth, they dined on fare that Janet liked much better than the food at the hotel. During dinner, the girl
asked what news there was.

"Bverything is going nicdy,” declared Harry. "l had to wait, though, to make sure that certain plans had
gone through."

"The Shadow's plans?' queried Janet. "Y ou've seen him?'
Harry shook his head.

"I am working on specid indructions,” he informed. "So are severd other persons. We are dl doing our
part, and so far, everything has turned out right."

Obvioudy, Harry knew more than he was free to say. Noting that Janet was a bit put out by the fact, he
added a promise

"By tomorrow, you will know dl about it. It will be dl right for you to go anywhere, even to Windward
Cadle"

"But what about my unde?' queried Janet. "Has he been located?!

" don't know," replied Harry frankly, as he recalled the latest word from Burbank, "but | am sure that he
will be safe when the trouble isdl over. | know that The Shadow will not forget him.”

Harry's confidence seemed redl. They finished dinner and strolled back to the hotd. As they said good
night, Harry repeated his assurance:

"Y oure safe here in Boston, Miss Barden, and by tomorrow morning you will be safe anywhere.”

CROSSING the lobby aone, Janet paused. A new thought struck her. If "tomorrow” began at midnight,
why should she stay in Boston? There was atrain leaving for Maine a nine thirty.

Certainly she would be safe enough on board it. She could ride in the lounge of the parlor car as far as
Portland, and the train didn't leave that aty until after midnight.

From there, she could ride in a day coach unil the train reached Bangor, after four in the mormning. As
luck had it, she had left an old car in a Bangor garage, one that she had used during her summer vacation



on the Maine coast. It wouldn't take her more than a few hours to reach the vidnity of the castle, after
she drove from Bangor.

The hotd clock showed nine fifteen. Perhaps Harry Vincent had purposdly kept her lingering after dinner,
50 that she would not have time to pack and catch that very train. But Janet decided that packing wasn't
necessary. What she needed most was her gun, and that wasin her handbag.

Tuming from the lobby, Janet Barden went out by a different exit and sprang into the firgt cab that she
saw. The gl asked the driver how quickly he could get her to North Station; his reply was "In ten
minutes, easy.”

Thus assured, Janet leaned back in the seat and smiled. Whatever the coming plans of The Shadow or
his agents, Janet Barden intended to play a part in them.

Rivas were on ther way to Windward Castle. There, perhaps, Gwendolyn Marcy and Janet Barden
would have their second mesting!

CHAPTER XVI. DOOM RIDES ANEW

IT was after midnight. A dight drizzle was coming in from the ocean; offshore, the sea was cam, except
for leisurdy swdls that lifted tiny blinking lights, then lowered them, with monotonous regularity.

In the cabin of amotor cruiser aburly, red-faced man was taking to Cliff Mardand. The burly chap was
Cap Gumbert, long a smuggler who had worked with Shag Rengle. Cap was pointing out certain details
on amap.

"That's where Shag gave the last flash," declared Cap. "Hell be watching for more, but he won't bother
none until he gets asgnd here”

Cap moved his stubby finger toward the northeast, covering the equivadent of thirty miles

"We can make it in a couple of hours," he told Cliff, "but Shag is giving us three. So well show up, dl
right, and take our own route getting there. I've sat the course, so dl weve got to think about is that
lubber you're dill kegping in the fo'c'sle”

The"lubber" was Bob Osden. Cliff had expected the conversation to take its present turn. Cap showed
every 9gn of vigting the front bunk room himsdf, but Cliff was ready for it.

"O.K., skipper," sad Cliff. "We might aswdl chuck the guy before the fun starts. I'm ill trying to figure
him out. Maybe it would be a good idea for you to tak to him."

"About whet?'

"About what he knows. Shag was worried over a lot of stoolies that were hanging around the Black
Hole. Maybe the guy's one of them. I'll join up with you, Cap, after I've told the cook to get busy with
thet coffee | want."

When Cliff made hisway forward, he counted noses dong the deck. Cap and his big crew outnumbered
The Shadow's agents by three to one, but Bob could be depended upon in the coming pinch. Arriving at
the fo'c'sle, Cliff could hear the skipper's growl. Cap was taking to the prisoner.

There was another man beside Cap, a chunky crew member who held a lantern, swinging the glare into
Bob's eyes. Bound in a bunk, Bob refused to answer questions, until Cliff appeared. When Bob tried to
lift his shoulders, Cliff grinned at Cap, then propped the prisoner into a seated postion.



Giving Bob a few quick words beneath his bresth, Cliff turned suddenly and drove a hard punch into
Cap's chest. The burly man doubled forward; before he could recover, Bob had him by the neck. Those
ropes were nothing but twisted dack and dipknots.

Cliff took the man with the lantern. The fdlow pulled a gun, but never used it. Cliff was quicker with the
automatic from his own pocket. One hard-dugged blow fdled the crew member. Leaving Bob in charge
below, Cliff made for the deck. Hawkeye popped into sght; coming from separate angles, the two
agents fdl upon unsuspecting enemies and downed them. Lights from the other boats were out of Sght,
when guns began to bark. Both Cliff and Hawkeye responded.

They were driving the remaning opposition back toward the stern, near the little gdley where Cliff
previoudy had gone for coffee. Entrenching themsalves, hdf a dozen mobbies were ready to give red
battle, for the darm had spread. But dl of them had forgotten the ship's new cook.

Jericho loomed upon them. He proved their equa when he struck. Swinging handy kitchen utensils, he
rapped the skulls of the excited marksmen; amid clanks and thuds, the others turned upon the new foe.
For afew seconds, Jericho was the flaying center of a swirling mass.

No one remained to stop Cliff and Hawkeye. Arriving, they dugged the firg mobbies that they reached.
Rdieved of dl but two, Jericho silled the last pair to the deck, where they bounced around from the
powerful jolts the big fighter gave them.

Tdling the others to gather up the prisoners, Cliff took the deserted hdm of the cabin cruiser. Checking
by Cap's chart, he turned the ship to an inshore course. This craft had a rendezvous to keep before it
joined the rest of Shag's flatilla

THREE hours were nearly gone, when Shag Rengle learned that the cabin cruiser had joined the flatilla
Sgnds blinked, then a procession of sx oddly assorted craft headed out to sea, with Shag's flagship, a
fair-9zed doop, in the lead.

To dl appearances the doop, like othersin the flegt, was an old saling vessdl equipped with an auxiliary
motor. But the doop was moving swiftly, smoothly, without an inch of ading canvas. Its motor was
high-powered, capable of producing aracing speed.

In the cabin, Shag chatted with a few of his toughest confederates. They were mobbies, these, but they
looked the part of swashbuckling pirates. The difference was that these modern rovers of the high seas
knew how to handle machine guns, and had a plentiful supply of such weapons on board.

"Weve got some bozos planted on board the Medea," explained Shag, "but they're laying low, and
there's not enough of ‘em to handle things on their own. That duff was O.K. with the freighters, but here
it's going to be abigger job."

Grins showed that listeners appreciated the Stuation, and were looking forward to it.

"When the torpedo hits the big tub,” continued Shag, "well haul close, like we wanted to help take off the
passengers. That's when the boys on board will begin their job, sarting from the strong room ott.

"Theyll hold off everybody behind 'em, savvy? What's more, they'll heave down rope ladders and the
guys from our boats will dimb 'em. By our boats, | mean Cap's and the rest of 'em. This packet"—Shag
chuckled at thought of the doop's part—"will stay back."

Like Shag, the listeners were caculding the number of men aboard the other boats; their estimate was
cose to fifty. Enough, they knew, to get the gold away in the confusion; but they were wondering what



the doop was to do. Shag explained.

"Weve got the typewriters” he declared. By "typewriters' Shag referred to the machine guns. "WEell
make 'em talk dl dong the sde of the Medea, except where our own guys are. WEll give 'em a barrage
they'll remember, and itll cover the getaway perfect!

"After were through"—Shag's big teeth gritted a huge grin— "they won't have to worry about having
enough lifeboats on the Medea. WElIl chop down so many boobs, that the ones Ieft over will have alot of
extra boats to take in tow!"

Completing the prediction of wholesde carnage, Shag fingered a grimy map. It showed the spot where
the 9x boats would intercept the Medea and follow on the lee side of the liner, keeping close.

"Shell be coming dow," asserted Shag, "which means we won't have to show our speed. Weve sighted
coast-guard cutters on the way here and talked nice to 'em, so we've got a clean bill of hedth. Therell be
some reguler fisherstailing after the Medea, so everybody will be welcome.

"What's more, the Medea is hugging close to shore, so the navy boats can make a barrier outside.
They're looking for a submarine, not us. Let 'em get the sub'—Shag leered, asif to emphasze that such a
result would be impossble—"s0 long as they don't stop the torpedo. When that thing hits, were in the
money! And I'm tdling you this it ain't going to misd™

Cleaving onward to meet the incoming dawn, the doop and its companion boats were near the shipping
lane when they saw great searchlights sweep the water. Studded rows of lights appeared near the
horizon. Those glowing lines, dim compared to the searchlights, were the cabin windows and portholes of
the mighty Medea.

The drizzle had ended at sea. Struggling moonlight was coming from the clouds, indicating thet the dawn
would be comparatively clear. Shag's fldtilla joined a few other craft that were traling the wake of the
dow-moving Medea. The liner seemed timid of the waters ahead, as she kept nosng southward.

WHEN dawn began to flicker on that scene, the sky was dill dark above Windward Castle, many miles
to the west. There, rain clouds dill cluttered the sky, producing a heavy gloom. In the control room,
Weddleman had thrown a switch, illumingting the map that showed the region offshore.

One red dot was a twinkling bulb. When it extinguished itsdf, Weddleman watched a moving time did.
Another red dot lighted. Weddleman checked the interva. He pressed a button; a blue bulb sparkled.

"Well use thisidand," announced Weddleman, pointing to the blue dot. "I've clocked the liner's speed
between the buoys.”

He ran hisfinger dong the line of red dots, indicating them as the buoys. Pete Andro, who was sanding
by, gave a nod. Then, anxioudy, Pete asked:

"How come nobody's spotted any of those buoys?'

"They were lowered to ten fathoms™ returned Weddleman. A dight samile came to his boyish lips. "Old
Barden planned that himsdf. He had everything just right, when we took over."

Weddleman's hand was on a master switch. He was waiting for the next red light to indicate the course of
the Medea. Nothing but a sudden dteration of the liner's speed could change his intent. That, however,
would smply cause him to begin a new caculation, covering the next blue idand and its gring of red
buoys.



"Too bad the chief ain't here yet," grunted Pete. "I guess the bum westher delayed his plane trip.”

"Hewill arrive presently,” assured Weddleman. "In time to see the gold come in. He was not here when
we sank the Lentura and the Marmaduke. So why should it metter?”

Pete guessed that it didn't matter, after al. 1t was important, he knew, that the stroke should come at
dawn, rather than later. Like Weddleman, Pete saw a red bulb go out and watched the did tensdy,
hoping it would record the proper time space.

There was a timid tap at the door. Pete swung about expecting to see a member of his own mab,
bringing atray of coffee and sandwiches. Instead, it was Hackett who had appeared.

"Wheat're you doing here?" demanded Pete. "l said for Louie to bring up the grub.”
"Louie hasn't been around,” explained Hackett. "So they sent me instead.”
"All right. Leave the tray and scram.”

Hackett obliged. He had hardly gone before Pete heard a pleased exclamation from Weddleman. The
next red bulb had lighted exactly at the right second, as indicated by the moving did.

"There she goedl”

With that announcement, Weddleman pulled the master switch. Another load of death was on its way,
intended for the mighty Medea, superliner of the transatlantic route!

MILES off the coast, there was a quiver in the water that lapped the shore of a tiny, rocky idet. A long
torpedo launched itsdf and streaked sraight out to sea. A radio control had released it, the moment that
Weddleman pulled the switch.

The torpedo was not headed for the Medeg; it pointed toward a spot that the liner had passed. It was
meking for the firg of the hidden buoys that lay off the idand's shore. Asiit passed that spot, the torpedo
did asngular thing.

Fnding no target, it continued out to sea, but its swift course became a long curve to the right. It was
arching around to overtake the Medea, and swing in toward the last buoy in the line. Its own terific
speed in exact rdio to the liner's dow gait, the cigar-shaped death device was due to meet the Medea
jugt as the big ship reached the line extending from the find buoy.

The torpedo's course explained Barden's diagram. The inventor had done more than create a method of
control whereby torpedoes would shoot sraight to hidden buoys. He had invented a way to bring them
back, should they miss their intended mark.

The brain behind the scheme of modern piracy was teking advantage of that system. Curving back
toward shore, the torpedoes struck from the direction of the sea, not from the land.

That had produced the theory of a ghost submarine, a myth which only The Shadow had shattered. But
unless The Shadow had aso devel oped some remarkable counter plan of his own, his findings would be
usdless.

Disaster was dready on its way, with massacre to follow, should that stresking carrier ddiver its load of
terrible explosive into the great hull of the liner Medeal

CHAPTER XVII. DEATH FOLLOWS DAWN



MORE miles out to sea, the incurving wake of the swift torpedo was sighted first by a government cutter
looking for the mysery submarine. Wirdess messages crackled; swift destroyers sped to action. Those
ships were duggish, compared to the torpedo.

Rapid-fire guns, trained for that deek target, might as well have been trained upon a streak of lightning.
Thething was past the horizon before the gunners redized it. The minutes that gill separated it from the
path of the Medea would be very few.

A quick change in the liner's speed could have dtered the Studion. In fact, the Shadow might have
proclamed that fact a few nights ago, but such advance notice, spread about, would have been a
give-away to the criminds themsdves.

Once learning crime's full set-up, The Shadow had determined to bait crooks to their downfdl. He had
foreseen away to counteract the morta stroke intended againg the liner Medea. It was a method though,
that depended upon The Shadow's own mastery of vitd Stuations.

His agents could not turn the trick alone, except, perhaps, a cost of their own lives Therefore, The
Shadow's plunge into the deep pit a Windward Castle had threatened others, as wdl as himsdf, with
doom. Long ago, The Shadow's agents had sworn that should death overtake ther chief, they would
carry on his cause againg crime.

Three men aboard Cap's cabin cruiss—Cliff Mardand; his aids, Hawkeye and Jericho—all would have
welcomed anything resembling suicide, if it would mean the culmination of some task that The Shadow
could no longer perform.

Like the crews of other tiny boats thet trailed the Medea, those aboard the cabin cruiser saw excitement
begin upon the liner. They could guess the cause: word had been radioed to the liner to beware of a
torpedo off the port bow.

Bdls clanged from the great ship. Steam issued beside a huge funnd, as a mammath whidtle throbbed a
warmning Sgnd to the amdl craft nearby. Perhaps there were orders to dter the liner's course, or change
her speed; but, if so, they came too late.

The torpedo had dready been dghted againgt the risng sunlight. Apparently off course, the projectile
seemed destined to miss the liner. After all, the Medea was only a speck on the vast sea.

Observers on board the steamship thought that some harassed submarine had tried this attempt from too
great a range. They were confident that the torpedo wouldn't come within a quarter mile of its
nine-hundred-foot target. They forgot that both the Lentura and the Marmaduke had been struck directly
amidships

Shag Rengle hadn't forgotten it. He was sgnding from his doop, ordering the other boats to swing out
past the Mededs stern, so that they could close in from the starboard sde after the torpedo struck.
When the Medea liged, that would be the sde from which to receive the gold. As yet, no smoke
indicating nava vessd's was vishle on the horizon, nor had early-morning planes begun their coast patral.

Nothing in Sght but the Medea and the stresking torpedo that was to bring her doom! Unless Shag
counted the boats in his own flatilla and the few draggling fishing smacks farther behind them. Shag
began to count prows at that moment, and finished with an oath.

One boat had done more than cross the Medea's stern. Cap's cruiser had gone crazy! At top speed, she
was speeding up beside the liner, kegping some two hundred feet to port. There, to the left of the liner,
the speedy little boat was dmogt in the torpedo’s path!



The crew had gone as crazy as the vessel. Two men were lowering a little boat at the stern. Two others
were tearing away a tarpaulin that covered the deck in front of the cabin, a sheet of canvas that looked
like alarge sal and which had no right to be on board the cruiser.

Shag lost Sght of the dropping canvas as the boat made a veer in a seaward direction. Then al four men
were piling into the stern boat. They dropped it as the cabin cruiser dackened speed, and began to ply
the oars with dl ther strength.

For the firg time, Shag saw the hdmaman. It wasn't Cap Gumbert. Instead, the figure that sprang from
the cabin was a form cloaked in black; a being who made a weird sght againg the ruddy glow of the
half-risen sun.

Cloaked shoulders, the douch-hatted head above them, were tokens of a master who belonged with
night, but who had lingered to bring his presence into the glare of day.

The Shadow!

WHILE Shag snarled the name, its owner leaped for the top of the cabin. Tiny at that distance, The
Shadow for once seemed hdpless, for the bulletlike nose of the torpedo was boring in from closer range,
farly gorging the lagt Stretch that lay ahead of it.

Legping from the front of the cabin, The Shadow landed somewhere below four curious blades, that
looked oddly like a propeller uplifted to the horizontd.

Ingtantly, the blades began to spin. As the boat's lazy drift carried it hdf about, Shag saw something rise
in the air. He couldnt identify it, nor could his pas, for the sun's glow blinded them. Then came a flash
that outdazzled that ruddy orb from the horizon.

The torpedo had struck. Instead of the Medea, it had found the tiny subdtitute craft that The Shadow had
planted in its path. What the torpedo might have done to the liner could be gauged, though imperfectly,
from what it did to the cabin cruiser.

The charge blasted the fifty-foot craft into thousands of fragments that scaled skyward, Spreading
fountain-fashion amid a briny geyser that rivaled famed Old Fathful. The blaze from that blast was
tremendous, so was the roar that followed it. Echoes slenced the splash of descending water that pelted
the sea with the fury of a cloudburst.

In place of flame, geyser, and timber fragments was a mass of quivering smoke, a black cloud caused by
the boat's ignited fud, streaked with white layers provided by explosve mixtures released from the
torpedo.

Above that smoke was another object, vishle a last, a thing that redled amid the myriad ar currents
produced by the explosion. It was incredible enough to be the spirit of the vanished cabin cruiser, taking
to a higher zone. It was a wingless autogiro, danting crazily while the pinning blades above it tried to
cutch a sure grip on the ungtable air.

Spreading smoke curled about the curious ship. Then, as the smoke billows straightened, so did the giro.
Triumphant, it soun upward, risng from the grayish cloud like a phoenix taking wing from the ashes of its
past.

Perhaps imaginations had been enlarged by that amazing spectacle, for certain witnesses thought they
heard a quivering burst of laughter rise above the giro's motor roar. Those who thought they caught that
sound were persons who had cause to fear The Shadow's power: Shag Rengle and the crew aboard the



doop.

They had seen The Shadow block off disaster from the Medea by a move that offered deeth to few,
instead of many. It had been a feat of well-caculated navigation, and crooks might actudly had admired
it, had The Shadow findly sacrificed himsdf to save the Medea.

But The Shadow had not only ordered his agents clear from danger; he had literdly launched himsdf
from the very midst of doom, to find life instead of suicide.

SHAG and his fdlows could not ssomach that result. They wanted blood: The Shadow's life dong with
the lives of other likdy victims. Shag howled an order that his pas sought to follow before it had cleared
hislips.

They legped for the machine guns. Some aimed for the autogiro, which was spinning dmost overhead.

Others, seeing that those guns were dready trained on the target, swung their own weapons toward the
gern of the Medea, where the rails were lined with crew and passengers, ignorant of danger.

One gun covered the little boat that The Shadow's agents were pulling toward the Medea, where shouts
of acdam were riang in appreciation of thar heroism. Doom again impended, but its stroke never came.
Shag Rengle and hisincorrigible crew weren't sarting murder. They were actudly engaged in suicide.

The only guns that had a chance to chatter were the ones most rapidly aimed. They were training on the
autogiro, by thistime severa hundred feet above them, amoving target difficult for ordinary machine guns
to locate.

Shooting a aircraft was a new experience for Shag's gunners, and The Shadow did not alow them time
to learn their faults.

Something was dropping from the autogiro. It looked like a gleaming egg, as it whistled down toward the
doop's deck. Someone ydled, others looked up. Machine guns were forgotten, as men dived overboard.

Shag saw them go, a mere handful of histotd crew. He wheded about, his face an uncouth sght with its
bloodshot eyes, hammered nose, and teeth that hislips could not cover.

Shag caught a gimmer as the egglike object landed. It was the last thing that he ever saw. He and the
men about him were obliterated by a blast that seemed amdl in comparison to the torpedo's explosion,
yet which performed its own particular duty in comprehensive fashion.

With the same precison that he had used in navigating into the torpedo’s path, The Shadow had lad a
bomb within gx feet of the doop's very center. The exploding egg ripped the ship in haf, and banished dl
humanity within a reasonable range.

Shag and the cream of his crooked crew were gone, dong with their machine guns A few stragglers
were pitched from bow and stern, where they struggled medly to keep afloat, like those dready
overboard. Boats from the Medea set out to pick up the survivors.

The Shadow's agents had reached the liner. They were pointing out the other boats that made up Shag's
flotilla Men were on the decks of the disguised fishing boats, hands above ther heads. They had seen
Shag's fate and didn't want to share it. Surrender was their only policy.

Off to the northwest, fading blades were whirling a farewell from the sky. Hundreds of passengers were
watching the autogiro's departure, wondering what new misson called the superman who piloted it.



Perhaps they could have guessed, had they been told of The Shadow's earlier adventures, but that
involved a mygery that dill shrouded The Shadow's past. Even his agents had not heard dl the facts
relding to it.

How he had escaped degth in the depths of Windward Castle, to rgoin his agents and save the Medea
from destruction, was something that only The Shadow —and one other person—knew!

CHAPTER XVIIl. CRIME'S MASTER

BELOW the cove that offered steep access to Windward Castle was a shug, secluded cottage thet
crooks had vidted once, then ignored. It belonged to a family named Elville and Janet Barden had been
asummer guest at the place.

Driving coastward from Bangor, Janet had chosen the cottage for her firg stop. Along the wood road,
she thought that she had seen a light in the cottage, but decided that it was merdy the reflection of the
car's headlights. The cottage was entirdy dark when Janet unlocked the front door.

The upgtairs room was dark, for thick trees cut off the sunrise that was clouded over dong the coast line
Lighting an ail lamp, Janet laid her revolver on the table beside it, opened a bureau drawer and brought
out sneakers, dacks and flannd shirt.

When she tugged at the deeves of her rain-drenched dress, they wouldn't loosen. Determinedly, Janet
peded the dress clear from her head and shoulders, flipped it ingde out and tried to yank the deeves
from the ingde. While thus engaged, she heard the door swing open.

Janet diffened at Sght of an amed gun muzzle. She tried to reach for her own revolver, but found herself
completely handcuffed by the dangling dress. Sinking her dender form back againg the wall, she gave a

hopeless gasp.

Then, to her agonishment, she recognized the man behind the gun. It was Bob Osden. He amiled,
dropped the .38 in his pocket.

"You look cute," laughed Bab, "but very funny, too!™

Janet didn't know whether to be embarrassed or indignant. At firs she frowned, then saw the humor of
the gtuation just as Bob was bowing himsdf out through the door.

"Tdl me when you're ready," he called back. "I want to tak with you. It's quite important!”
Janet followed to the door, thrust her dress-laden arms through the half-closed space.
"Grab," she said, "and hold on!"

Bob gripped the dress, saw a shapdy form in pink go backward into the room as Janet managed to
wrest her arms from the troublesome deeves. A few minutes later, the door opened, reveding the girl in
dacks and flannd shirt.

BOB recounted his adventures, up to the time that The Shadow's agents had taken over Cap's boat.

"Htz Jarnow had it figured right,” asserted Bob, "but | didnt get a chance to introduce mysdf to Shag
Rengle. If | had, Fitz would have given me an O.K., if Shag had phoned him. | guess poor Fitz has given
meup aslog.”

"But who brought you here?" persisted Janet.



"The Shadow's men, of course!” laughed Bob. "This is where The Shadow met them and went on the
boat. They loaded on an autogiro, farther up the coast.”

"What?'

"An autogiro. A chap named Crofton flew it there for The Shadow, and went dong with them. At least,
that'swhat | heard. | was Ieft here, to look after the prisoners.”

"The prisoners?'

"Cap and his bunch. They're down in the cdlar. Don't worry; they won't get loose! Not after the way
Jericho tied them!"

Bob was lighting a cigarette. As he blew out the match, he eyed Janet, studied her new aitire from head
to foot and asked:

"What brought you here, and where are you going in that getup?'
"I came mysdf," returned Janet, with a shake of her touded hair, "and I'm going to Windward Castle.”
"You aren't -"

Bob hdted—Janet had her revolver again. His gun, loaned him by Cliff, was in his pocket. Bob was
fadng amuzze backed by the same gaze that he had seen that night in the cab.

Quietly, Bob sad: "I thought that we were friends.”

"We are," returned Janet. "If youll promise to come dong with me, I'll depend on you."

"Il go," agreed Bob. "But | won't let you rush in foodlishly. I've been thinking alot about you, Janet."
"You have?'

"I've been thinking you're the swellest girl | ever met!” affirmed Bob. "I've been waiting to tdl you so.
What | fdt was red, Janet -"

"I know." The girl's tone was 0ft, her gaze seemed to drift back to the past. "I didn't forget you, Bob. |
don't know why, but"—her eyes steadied, her thoughts returned to her present purpose—"but what
about going to the castle?"

Bob's hand lifted dowly, drew Janet's chin toward him. His face was bending forward; Janet let her chin
nestlein his hand. Their lips met in along, expressve kiss.

It wasn't Janet who let those lingaring moments end. Bob remembered his promise, fet that he should
prove hislove by showing that he meant to see the agreement through.

His hand descended to Janet's arm. He turned the girl toward the door. Eyes draight ahead, Bob was
unconscious of the admiring gaze the girl gave him, when he announced:

"Were going to the castle. Well see this through together, Janet. After tha, were going other
places—many of them—aways together -"

FOLLOWING a path made plain by increasing daylight, Janet and Bob reached a dump of bushes
opposite the rock-lined entrance to the cagtle cdlar. Her trust in Bob complete, the girl agreed to wait
until they could be sure that their approach was unnoticed.



Bob's advice was excdlent. As they watched and listened, they heard sounds among the rocks. Then
figures crept into Sght from the lower path. They counted eight men in the clugter, dl with revolvers and
automatics, then Janet spied atal, blond-haired girl.

"Gwendolyn!"
Bob heard Janet's surprised gasp.
"Gwendolyn Marcy?' he inquired. "Y ou've met her?'

"I certainly havel" amiled Janet. "She's a sweet child, Gwendolyn id The one time | met her, she loaned
me her best gown and let me keep a date she had arranged. Gwendolyn went to bed instead.”

"Wes sheill?'

"I don't think so. She preferred not to take some pills | offered he"— Janet gestured with her
revolver—"out of this gun!"

Bob chuckled, as he began to understand. Janet gripped his arm tensdly. Something was due to happen
over by the rocky entrance. Gwendolyn had finished a brief conference with her distinguished-looking
companions. Outargued, she returned to her place dong the path, while they turned and filed toward the
cadtle entrance.

One man advanced, while the others waited. A muffled gunshot sounded. The advance man staggered
out from the passage, three rough-clad men fdlowing him, one with a smoking revolver. Indantly,
Gwendolyn's tribe opened fire, riddling their three opponents.

Ignoring ther fdlen companion, they charged in through the entrance. More muffled shots were heard,
coming with the rapid succession of a barrage. Wisps of bluish smoke were floating out from the hollow
inthe rocks. Janet's grip went limp on Bob's arm.

A man crawled out from the entrance. His creep was dow, for his body was tilted to the right. He was
one of Gwendolyn's followers, and when he tried to lift his good arm, he caved in the opposite direction.
Ha on the ground, he managed to raise his hand and beckon.

Gwendolyn arrived on the run, dert and trim in her hiking costume of green jodhpurs and short-deeved
polo shirt to match. Stooping beside the dying spy, Gwendolyn heard the words he uttered. Riang, she
started boldly through the entrance.

Janet's fingers tightened, until they dug through Bob's deeve. Her nerve had returned a sght of
Gwendolyn's boldness. If the other blonde was game enough to meet what lay ahead, so was Janet. Bob
didn't hold back when he heard her say:

"Lals m!ll

ONCE through the entrance, they came upon fdlen fighters, representing both factions. Seemingly, spies
and crooks had diminated each other, leaving the way clear. Gwendolyn must have found the stairway,
for she was not in Sght when Bob and Janet reached it.

Janet knew the way. Arriving in the ground-floor hall, she and Bob heard Gwendolyn on the dtairs to the
bacony. They followed, not redizing that they might be due for trouble after Gwendolyn had passed it.
They saw the open door of the control room, started throughit.

Suddenly pressed by guns, they hdted helplesdy and let their own weapons fdl. Bob didn't recognize the



men who had them covered, but he guessed correctly that his captor was Pete Andro.

As for Janet, she knew the smooth, smug face that viewed her above a revolver barrd. She had been
trapped by Edward Weddleman.

It was Pete who snarled in welcome: " Step right in! The chief's here. Hell be mighty glad to see you!"
"Zdta" gasped Janet. "Gwendolyn has joined up with him! | should have known!"

She hdlted, surprised. Deep in the room stood Gwendolyn, her own hands raised, her face puckered in a
baby dtare, as she viewed a long, sdlow face whereon lips formed a triumphant smirk. The man wasn't
Fernand Zdta, yet he was magter here.

Who he was, Janet could not guess any more than could Gwendolyn. It was Bob Osden who gaculated
the name of the brainy plotter whose face, for the firg time, seemed to reved his arimind character.

Bob's tone was a hollow gasp:

"Htz Jarnow!"

CHAPTER XIX. THE LAST FIGHT

FITZ JARNOW was seated in an armchair like a king enthroned, surveying two prisoners who faced
hm gloomily from a corner where they stood, disarmed. Those two were Bob and Janet. While Ftz
Sudied them with hardened eyes, his hands were sroking a dender arm that lay across his knees.

The am was Gwendolyn's. She was seated on a footstool beside the chair, lifing a amile in Fitz's
direction. As Fitz's hand reached Gwendolyn's, it fdt the pressure of her fingers He let one am glide
around the blonde's shoulders gave her atight squeeze.

"You're nifty, kid," said Fitz, looking into Gwendolyn's blue eyes. "I don't blame you for teaming up with
Zdta. Anyway, he handed you a phony hill of goods, about being the big noise here. He's just another
has-been, like The Shadow!"

Weddleman was tuning in the radio, while Pete Andro weighed a gun, keeping his eye on Bob and Janet.

"Turn off that squawker!" snapped Fitz to Weddleman. "We don't have to know about the Medea. Shag
will give us the story when he shows up with the mazuma.”

Weddleman cut off the did. Fitz again turned his eyes toward Bob and Janet.

"S0 you never went to see Shag,” grunted Fitz, as he looked toward Bob. "I ought to have figured you
were yelow. Shag was tipped to have you knocked off a the Black Hole. | guess he mistook some
other boob for you. Wel, you and this dame'—he was eyeing Janet coldly—"both pulled a boner,
counting on The Shadow.”

Ftz leaned back, to draw Gwendolyn closer. She gave an gppreciative shiver, nestled her face in Fitz's
elbow and pursed her lipsfor akiss. Ftz gave her one, then tilted his head back.

"Hrg it was Sgmar,” he recdled. "He thought he was smart. He was in the spy racket, and he needed
somebody to snatch old Christopher Barden. So he came to the joint and talked terms with me. | agreed
to it, for twenty grand.

"He told me the whole lay, Sgmar did. That's when | got my big idea. Hearing Weddleman had sold out



once, | figured held sdl out again. | sent Pete up here, like he was to pull the snaich. Instead, he and
Weddleman got together.

"They took care of old Barden, and the news was piped to Sgmar, by Weddleman, that the job had
been pulled. | was to meet up with Sigmar and get the twenty grand; | did, and | croaked Sgmar, to
close the bargain.”

Fitz's admisson of the murder explained something ese to Bob. It told why Fitz had promptly loaned him
the fifteen hundred dollars. Just by luck, Bob had come into the picture, better than Ftz had planned.
Sending Bob to the scene of crime was better than merdly |etting the police find the promissory note.

It was Fitz who had sent the tip-off to the police. He had dso put some mobbies on duty, to make sure
Bob didn't get away. When Sigmar's friends, coming to ameeting, had run into a fight with The Shadow,
Ftz's thugs had logt their heads and started a later fray.

"l saw what Sigmar didn't see,” declared Fitz, proudly. "There was a chance here for big crime, with dl
those gold-ships coming in. The spy-racket was the blind for it. The Feds got worrying about Zdta, and
never thought of me."

Fitz chuckled. In his opinion, Zelta would gill be due to take the rap, if the Feds ever caught up with him.
He was glad that the spies had thinned out the guards at the castle. More men would be coming in from
the Medea job.

"Getting back to you two," declared Fitz, suddenly, leaning forward to glare & Bob and Janet, "I'm going
to croak you both! You should be dead anyway, Osden, and this Barden dame you're nuts about can't
go back into circulation. She'd yap about her unde -"

GWENDOLY N wastugging a Fitz's deeve. Noting the interruption, the big-shot turned his head about.
He seemed angry, until Gwendolyn spoke:

"Why croak them? | have a better idea!"

There was a harshness to Gwendolyn's tone that made Fitz ligen. Whispering in the big-shot's ear, Fitz
heard the gifl say something that intrigued him. He nodded.

"For her"—Fitz pointed to Janet—"while we've got Osden here so he can't stop it. Waitll | tdl them -"
"Let metdl Miss Barden,” interposed Gwendolyn, sweetly. "It was my idea, wasn't it?'
"Go ahead, kid. Tdl her."

Clenching her figs as Gwendolyn approached, Janet wished she could claw her riva to shreds. She
guessed that Gwendolyn had suggested some vengeful torture, that it would be Janet's lot to receive.
Janet was ready to undergo any torment that Gwendolyn's spite could have pictured, but she couldn't
bear the thought of Bob's misery, when he witnessed the ordedl.

Side-stepping, Gwendolyn placed her lips to Janet's ear and whispered the most amazing thing the girl
hed ever heard.

"Sart to look scared as hdl," Gwendolyn said. "I'm with you, but | don't want Fitz to know it. Tip the
boy friend off when they're shoving you downgtairs. Sl when they get you to the big hdl. I'll start
shooting from the balcony, and I'll kick a couple of extra guns through, if | get the chance."

Janet didn't look horrified enough to suit Gwendolyn. Snesking her fingers to Janet's arm, Gwendolyn



gave a sharp pinch, urging her to play the game. The whimper that Janet uttered brought a pang to Bob.
He glared at Gwendolyn, as the blonde strolled back to her place a Fitz's side.

"That was dishing it, tootd" approved Fitz. "All right, Pete. Start the pair of them downgtairs. I'll go with
you."

The procession started. Weddleman didnt join; instead, he went into the laboratory. Ftz beckoned to
Gwendolyn.

"Come on, sugar."

"Il be dong,” returned Gwendolyn languidly, as she bused hersdf with compact and lipstick that she
drew from a pocket of her polo shirt. "You gart the fun, Fitzy. | don't want to be bored waiching the
preliminaries. Besdes'— she pouted as she dabbed the lipstick—"you want Gwen to look pretty, don't
you?"

Before they reached the bottom of the stairs, Janet had whispered word of Gwendolyn's reform to Bob.
Mutudly, the two prisoners held back when Fitz and Pete tried to force them across the huge hdl.
Growled threats accompanied the prods of guns, until a voice commanded from the ba cony:

"Drop that gun, Fitz! The same goes for you, Petel”

It was Gwendolyn. She had gathered two forgotten revolvers and was covering a crook with each. Like
her tone, her pose was firm, until a pair of hands clamped her wrists fromin back. Gwendolyn screeched
as the guns were twisted from her grip, to drop to the hdl below.

Weddleman had spotted the blonde and trailed her from the control room. Gwendolyn was helpless, but
Bob and Janet were soringing to daim the weapons that she had lost.

Thar desperate attempt seemed suicide, for Ftz and Pete had time to am before the guns could be
reached. Yet Bob and Janet fdt that death would be preferable to whatever dse the future held.

Guns spoke, the ingant that the prisoners began their dash. Two figures hit the floor. Ftz Jarnow and
Pete Andro were the pair that sprawled. Fitz was dropped by a shot from the far sde of the bacony,
Pete by one that came from a doorway in the great hdl.

Rigng with the echoes of those timey gun bursts came the strident laugh of The Shadow/!

THE cloaked avenger was the marksman on the balcony. He had arrived through the passage from the
searwal promenade. While Bob stared upward, Janet saw the man whose shot had taken out Pete. He
was coming from his doorway, the white-bearded man who had found The Shadow in the pit, a few
nights before.

Arms extended, Christopher Barden received his sobbing niece. Then Janet, remembering a debt she
owed, turned suddenly about to look for Gwendolyn. She heard another shot, saw Gwendolyn break
free from Weddleman.

Clutching a wounded shoulder, the smooth-faced technician sagged across the low rall of the bacony
and toppled headlong to the stone floor below.

The Shadow had inserted another of histimdy shots, thanks to a twist by Gwendolyn, which had turned
Weddleman abouit.

Battle, however, was not finished. Again, The Shadow's laugh announced its chdlenge. Reserve crooks



heard it as they pounced in from the kitchen. Forgetting the persons in the halway, they amed for the
black-cloaked figure on the balcony.

Fading dong the bacony, The Shadow jabbed bullets from an unexpected angle Bob Osden and
Christopher Barden joined in the fire. Crooks turned in flight, to be met by Barden's faithful men, armed
with ralling pins and skillets. They were having ther turn at last, and meant to make the mogt of it.

It wasn't the surge of those rebdling prisoners that caused the crooks to veer. The red factor was The
Shadow's fire, which threatened to finish any lingering thugs. Madly, mobsters made for the stairway to
the cdlar. There, they ran into a brigtling mass of guns, that spoke in unison before a Sngle thug could
fire

Guided by Harry Vincent, a squad of Feds had arrived, under the leadership of Vic Marquette. The Feds
hed obliterated the last crew of mobbies beonging to Fitz Jarnow.

Among the rescued persons in the hdlway, Vic Marquette spied Gwendolyn Marcy as she came
trembling from the stairway. Her face lowered, the gifl spoke her identity, and stretched forth her wridts
to receive the handcuffs that were due her for her past misdeeds.

Janet saw the gesture and intervened. She was explaning how Gwendolyn had aided in the crisis.
Somehow, Janet understood dl that Gwendolyn would have liked to say, but couldn't.

"Carl Sgmar taked her into the spy game" declared Janet. "Gwendolyn fdt the lure of it, but when she
saw cold-blooded murder in the meking, she showed hersdf true blue. She had nothing to do with
Sgmar's death. Fitz Jarnow admitted that murder.”

"That's not the count | want her on," returned Vic. "She's charged with aiding Fernand Zdta. Weve got
the whole dope on what happened last night in Boston; how she acted in place of Zdta, and lined up
eght of the mogt notorious spiesin the country, in order to -"

A shilant tone interrupted. Vic Marquette recognized that whisper. His eyes raised toward the bacony,
where Vic expected to see The Shadow.

Instead, the Fed saw Fernand Zdta

THE face could not be mistaken. In Boston, Marquette had recelved a photograph of Zdta, bearing the
master spy's own sgnature. Janet, too, knew Zdta by sght and could tedtify that it was he who stood
there.

Before other hands could move, Zdta raised his own. Smoothing them across his face, he obliterated his
sraight-featured visage. Off went the gray-streaked wig, the putty that gave the nose its shape, together
with the fdse chin that gave the face its triangular effect.

Jugt as those features received one hand's last sweep, the other hand brought forward the brim of a
douch hat. A lifting am raised the folds of a lowered cloak. Only burning eyes remained, while hidden
lips toned the weird mirth that no one but The Shadow could produce!

The answer struck Vic Marquette with a flash. No wonder recovered plans had found thar way to
Washington! They were dl that Zdta had obtained. Last night's conclave in Boston had not been a
conspiracy toward the distribution of military secrets among a selected group of topnotch spies.

It had been a plan to send those very spies as shock troops againg the crooks who guarded Windward
Cadlle; to sacrifice one breed of evildoers againgt another, that the Feds might enter unopposed!



There was no such person as Fernand Zelta. His persondity was a device used by The Shadow to break
up espionage in the United States. Through that amazing hoax, The Shadow had contributed a sgnd
sarvice to the government.

Vic Marquette looked at Gwendolyn's wridts, then & the handcuffs. He shook his head.
"I won't be able to oblige you,” said Vic. "These bracelets aren't your Sze, Miss Marcy!”

The Shadow's laugh trailed from the balcony, faded as he left by the passage through which he had
arived, following his speedy trip from sea. The others were likewise leaving the castle of death, out by
the route that Sded on the diff.

"No wonder The Shadow kept his eye on me" said Bob to Janet. "He mugt have had Fitz Jarnow
spotted early. That tip-off to the police was pretty near a give-away. So was the mob outside Sigmar's
place.

"Hitz had a pile of money that night. Maybe The Shadow figured it came from Sigmar; held been
checking on the fdlow, you know. Most everybody overlooked Fitz, because they were thinking in terms
of Zdta Being Zelta, The Shadow had a different dant.”

Janet nodded. She was thinking of how much The Shadow had learned from her before she met him as
himsdf. He had known everything that she discussed with Fernand Zdta, the man who certainly had no
country, because he never had existed!

Christopher Barden pointed out the trapdoor as they passed it. He was tdling how he had found The
Shadow and decided thet the cloaked fighter was a friend.

"I had atable knife”" said Barden, "thet | hoped to use on Louie, the crook who brought my medls. The
Shadow gave me agunin place of it. He shared my cdll, and made trips up through the arr shaft, and last
night he released me.

"I was outside the cdll when Louie arrived there. | locked himin the cdl —which reminds me! 1| mud tel
Marquette that Louie is dill there. Those braceets'—Barden amiled at Gwendolyn—"will be just about
Louigsgze"

From the path outsde the castle they heard a roar from the broad, flat roof thet topped the grest hall.
Janet leaned her head on Bob's shoulder, to watch the autogiro take off into the dearing sky.

Janet's amile was a farewell to The Shadow, with a wish—shared by dl who saw tha take-off—that his
success would long continue. For they knew, without a word expressed, that The Shadow was faring on
another mission, that would bring new life to those oppressed by crime!

THE END



