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CHAPTER I. CRIME FORESEEN

SHINY, white, and deek, the liner Salvador was moving dowly from her North River pier. Under the
control of draining tugs, the great motorship looked like a huge beast held in leash.

Even when she reached midstream, the M.S. Salvador seemed impatient. Her prow turned toward the
seq, the ship began a dow, though magedtic, pace. Not until she passed the confines of New York harbor
would the Salvador demonstrate the greyhound speed of which she was deemed capable.

In a sense, this was the liner's maiden voyage. True, the Sdvador had crossed the Atlantic, to reech New
York; but on tha journey she had carried neither passengers nor freight. Though built in a foreign land,
the Sdvador was the property of American owners. Designed for trade between the United States and
South America, she was the first of a good-will fleet that would serve to link two continents.

Like the white luxury liner, the flag that the ship flew was new. Her American owners were operating her
under aforeign flag.

The flag bore five gtripes of ydlow and blue; it stood for a newcomer in the nations of Europe, the
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Protectorate of Bathania. Behind that banner loomed the Snister operations of a land-hungry Power that
had wrested provinces from a weaker country. Formed into a Sngle unit, those provinces were named
Bdthania; behind the five-striped flag lay the grim, but hidden, emblem of the Great Power which
controlled the puppet state.

Soon, it was predicted, Bathania would be the absolute possession of the ruling power. Such plight,
however, did not await the Salvador. Counteracting the blue-and-ydlow flag above the stern was a
pennant that fluttered from the liner's masthead: a strip of white bearing the letters 1.M.L.

Those initids stood for the Internationa Merchant Lines, red owners of the M.S. Sdvador.

Highin atower office of a downtown Manhattan skyscraper, the directors of the International Merchant
Lines were waiching the Salvador begin her voyage. Dominant in that group was Frederick Fasythe,
chairman of the board.

Though in his gxties, Falsythe was a man of energy, maching his rangy physique. His sedly eyes and
square-set iron jaw beied the age that his gray-white har betrayed. His shoulders, broad and erect,
supported long arms that tapered into powerful hands. When clenched in nervous, grasping mation, those
hands bulged with muscles.

Despite hisinterest in the progress of the Salvador, Fasythe did not ignore the men about him. Looking
from face to face, the sted-eyed man let his strong lips form a contemptuous downtwist. He saw withery
faces, scrawny bodies.

Big-money men, these fdlows caled themsdves, to Fasythe, they were dried peanuts rattling around in
shdls They were smart, only because they had invested fortunesin an enterprise controlled by Frederick
Fasythe,

As he looked toward the last member of the group, Fasythe dtiffened. His lips went draight as his eyes
met a par as steady as his own. Eyes that peered from a hawkish, masklike face that seemed to spdl
impenetrable cam.

Fasythe had dmog forgotten Lamont Cranston, the new member of the board. Until today, he had
known Crangton only by name. Fasythe had heard that Cranston was a millionaire globetrotter, who
sddom attended board medtings A perfect qudification for a director in a company controlled by
Fasythe.

That, at least, had been Fasythe's opinion until he had met Crangton. At present, Falsythe was not at dl
sure.

STEPPING from the window, where he had been waiching the Salvador's leave-taking, Fasythe sat
down a a huge mahogany desk and rapped the woodwork with his powerful knuckles. Withery
directors forgot the passng Savador, to give atention to ther chairman.

"Gentlemen,” boomed Falsythe, "our enterprise isfully launched. Below, you see the good ship Savador,
bound on the firs of many profitable voyages. At another pier a sister ship, the Nicaragua, is being
outfitted for service. A third vessd, the Guatemda, is crossing the Atlantic to become an added member
of our fleet."

There were pleased nods, ddighted mutters from the directors, with one exception. Lamont Cranston
amply gazed at Frederick Fasythe, waiting for the charman to say more. Medting Cranston's stare,
Fasythe obliged.



"Some persons have wondered,” continued the stedl-eyed financier, "why we purchased ships built in
Bdthania, a country which isthe subject of so much controversy. My answer is as Smple as it is sound.
Bathanians build good ships, and are anxious to sl them. Our money went further in Bdthania then it
could have gone dsawhere.”

Reeching to a boxlike switchboard beside his desk, Fasythe pressed one of many keys that showed
there. Promptly, a voice came from a loudspesker:

"Yes, Mr. Fasythe?'
"Comein here, Klagg," ordered Fasythe. "There are some gentlemen who wish to mest you."
Clicking off the switch, Falsythe turned to the group. In dow, emphétic tone, he Stated:

"Some persons have questioned the possibilities of South American trade. | answer that such possibilities
are limitless. New, swift shipswill produce results—and we are supplying the need. We have named our
ships after Spanish American republics, as an expression of good will and full faith in our undertaking.”

A door opened as Fasythe finished. A tal, cadaverous man entered, carrying a well-packed brief case.
He approached the desk, placed the burden there and stood slent and expressionless, awaiting
Fasythe's next order.

"Gentlemen," sad Fdsythe, "this is Klagg. He is leaving for South America by plane, to arive there
ahead of the Salvador. The papers that he carries'—Fal sythe thwacked the bulging brief case—"are ligs
of shipments dready arranged. Not one vessd, but three, will be required to carry back goods from
South America. Klagg will be on hand to arrange the loading of those cargoesin South American ports.”

Fasythe waved his hand as a gesture of dismissd. The slent Klagg left with his brief case, amid the
pleased murmurs of the directors. Pressing another switchboard key, Fasythe gave a summons:

"We are ready, Kenley."

VERY soon, a dapper young man arived bringing a trayload of glasses. Fsythe lifted a glass the
directors copied his example. Stepping to the window, Fasythe indicated the Salvador. The white ship
had passed the lower tip of Manhattan and was nearing the Statue of Liberty.

"A toadt," proposed Fasythe. "To the Sdvador!”

Glasses were emptied. As fast as they were replaced upon the tray, Fasythe shook hands with the
directors, induding Cranston. While shaking hands, he worked the visitors to a doorway, bowed them
out through an anteroom.

Fdsythe stood there, watching, until quite sure that dl, particularly Cranston, had gone past an outer
door, through which none could return. Closng his own door, Fasythe turned and smiled broadly a
Kenley.

"A great day," declared Fasythe, "for both of us Frederick Fasythe and Arthur Kenley!™

A dlow lighted Kenley's pae but handsome fegtures, as he heard himsdf put on equd terms with his
employer. Seeting himsdf behind the desk, Fasythe pointed Kenley to a chair.

"I told them"—by his gesture, Fasythe meant the departed directors— "that | bought ships from
Bdthania because we got more for our money. A true statement, Kenley."



Arthur Kenley responded with an honest nod.

"What | did not tdl them,” added Fasythe, with one of his down-turned amiles "was that my own
concern, Fasythe Co., has funds to the extent of thirty million dollars, tied up in Bdthania Money tha
cannot possibly be brought from the country, since another Power has taken control there.”

Risng from the desk, Fasythe strolled over to Kenley's chair, lad his strong hand on the young man's
shoulder with a commending thwack that dmogt jarred Kenley to the floor.

"Buying ships was your idea, Kenley," approved Fasythe. "By organizing the Internationd Merchant
Lines, | can pretend that | am pouring money into Bathania, when, actudly, | am spending money that is
dready there”

"Meanwhile, | am trandferring the funds of the International Merchant Lines into the coffers of Fasythe
Co. A pafectly legitimeate transaction, Kenley, snce the ships are being delivered here. Besdes'—he
eyed Kenley steadily—"1 am by far the largest investor in Internationa Merchant Lines. It's money from
one pocket to another, Kenley."

Nodding, Kenley seemed to agree that it was. His face, though, took on a doubtful 1ook, when he asked:

"Are you sure, Sr, that the South American trade can stand three ships the sze of the Salvador? If it
does, youll have hdf of your money back from Bdthania but if not -"

"I've never known fallure, Kenley," interrupted Falsythe, dbruptly. "Never, a any time in my career! But
let me remind you that this transaction, though legitimate, is unusud. It is something that should not be
mentioned.”

"l understand, sr."

"Even Klagg knows nathing about it," reminded Fasythe, watching Kenley closdly. "It was just by chance
that | took you into my confidence, some months ago, and you provided the solution, Kenley. We must
continue to keep our secret.”

KENSLEY'S agreement was the Sgnd for his departure. After waving the young man from the office,
Fasythe went to the window.

The sun had st; off through the deepening dusk he could see the white hull of the Salvador, reduced to
the proportions of atiny toy, as the ship approached the Narrows.

Fdsythe gazed toward Newark Airport, where lights diced into the glooming sky. Some persons might
consder it an expensve step— sending Klagg to South America merdly to check on loading cargoes.
But not the directors of the International Merchant Lines.

Mogt of the money backing that huge enterprise was Fasythe's own. None of them had questioned
Fdsythe's wisdom, nor his statements— not even Lamont Cranston.

So Fasythe thought; but had he been a Newark Airport, his opinion would have changed. There, a great
plane was taking off for the firg stage of the trip to South America.

Among the witnesses of that takeoff was the cam-faced Crangton. He had been waitching for a
passenger, who, for some reason, did not appear to take the plane. The missng man was Klagg.

Moving through the dusk, Lamont Cranston delivered a low, whispered laugh that was meant, in part, for



Frederick Falsythe. That mirth denoted crime foreseen; evil in which a certain man named Klagg would
be concerned.

It was the laugh of The Shadow!

CHAPTER Il. TRAGEDY AT NIGHT

BENEATH the gloss of Klagg's anug countenance, The Shadow had perceived the traits that marked a
tool in crime. The felow's pose had been a cunning sham, when Fasythe had introduced him to the
directors of the international Merchant Lines.

The headman in a aimind enterprise might cover his crooked part effectively, but ssdom could a tool
pass muster with The Shadow. Klagg's manner, that of a perfect human machine, gave hm away. The
Shadow pictured him as a factor long trained for services much more important than merdly supervising
shipments which would take care of themselves.

In the role of Cranston, The Shadow frequently invested in business propositions that smacked of the
unusud, to gain an ingde knowledge of what was going on. The promotion of a big-time shipping line had
attracted him for that very reason.

The red Cranston, enormoudy wedlthy, spent most of his time abroad exploring and hunting. At such
times, The Shadow adopted his identity.

In sudying Fasythe, The Shadow had gotten the definite impresson that the finencier was furthering
some hidden persond interest through the new enterprise.

Whatever it was, there had been no hint of underhanded tactics, until Klagg stepped into the picture.
From then on, The Shadow's intuition told him that things of crime lay somewhere beneath the placid
surface.

With Klagg marked as the twisted link in the unseen chain, The Shadow had decided to check the todl's
moves a the earliest opportunity. Since Klagg had not arrived there, the next step was to cross the
fdlow's trail, wherever it might lead. The Shadow aready had a logicd step in mind; and he was well
placed to begin his coming venture,

Where Klagg might be at that precise moment was not a matter of great importance. The Shadow was
confident thet their paths soon would meet.

It happened that Klagg was 4ill in Manhattan. In the secluson of a smdl, basement room, the
cadaverous man had dropped the solemn air that he had used while in Falsythe's office. His face, relaxed
into an ugly smile, was one that gleamed with villainy.

His brief case opened, Klagg was dumping batches of blank papers that suffed it. The sneery chuckle
that he gave came from his recollection of the ddight that the stupid directors had displayed when
Fdsythe thwacked the brief case and proclamed its contents as important.

Klagg's room was fitted as a workshop. Among a multitude of tools and boxes were objects such as
table lamps, tobacco humidors, desk telephones and darm clocks. On a workbench stood a
loud-speaker of the type that was used for communication between Fasythe's offices.

Asif from force of habit, Klagg glanced at the loud-speaker, then turned to other tasks. He expected no
cdl over that device, which was hooked to an outsde telephone connection. No further orders were
needed; Klagg knew exactly what he was to do.



From a cabinet, he brought out a flatish radio set of the short-wave variety. He did the device into his
emptied brief case, added some coils of wire, apair of earphones, and asmdl cardboard box thet rattled
with |oose contents when he shook it.

Tightening the zipper of the brief case, he extinguished the cdling lights and stole from his underground
lar.

AS he stalked eastward through a maze of narrow, downtown streets, Klagg glanced upward over his
shoulder, toward one of the talest buildings in the finandd didtrict. He could see lights in Falsythe's lofty
offices, and the glow pleased him. Klagg's hidden workshop was conveniently close to his employer's
headquarters.

Reeching a pier near the narrow foot of Manhattan Idand, Klagg crept toward the lights of a waiting
tugboat. A gruff voice accosted himin the darkness; Klagg spoke alow reply.

A few minutes later, he was in the tug's tiny cabin, setting up his radio controls. With a wheeze of its
andent engine, the tug steamed from the pier.

The men who manned the tug were no ordinary crew. They kept reporting to a man who stood in the
darkness of the deck, and they addressed him as "Mait." The skipper's smooth-toned replies identified
him as Matt Scarnley, one of New Y ork's former racketeers.

Matt had begun his career as a rumrunner, schooling himsdf to the sea, aswel asto crime. Later, he had
used his tdent at navigation by managing getaways for bank robbers who preferred flignt by water. He
hed worked dong with kidnagp gangs, and had been a strong power among water-front racketeers. But
Matt was a canny hand a dropping any game when it began to look too hot.

Always with a picked mob under his command, and more recruits avallable, Matt had come to consider
himsdf a specidist inillegd enterprises. Of dl inwhich he had ever figured, he considered the present one
the best; afitting reward for long years of dishonest effort.

Matt's tiny tug was redly built for speed. She didn't look it, but she showed it. Heading out into the bay,
the craft cleaved the swells, throwing great swashes of water dong the low rails. Viewed from a distance,
the tugboat gave the impresson of a floating furnace with a smoke-gushing funnd tacked on top. She
seemed to Stay afloat Imply because she was plowing dong too fast to sink.

Away in the distance were tiny lights that Maitt indicated to his crew.

"Therés the Sadlvador,” purred Matt. "That's where were heading. But we won't put this guy Klagg
aboard her until were paid off." The promise pleased Matt's thuggish crew. Word went to the engine
room. The tub quivered dong its squatty length, under increased draft. Matt fet the surge of added

Speed.

"Cut that!" he snapped. "Weve got plenty of time to catch up to the Salvador. I've told you guys the Juno
ant arace horse, evenif she can run circles around any other tug in the harbor.

"Besdes'—Mait's tone lowered, while new word was going to the engine room—"we ant sure tha
Klagg wants to go on board the Salvador. We won't know, until he gets through fiddling with that radio
and finds out what's what."

PROMPTED by his own remarks, Matt went down into the boxlike compartment that he cdled a cabin.
He found Klagg seated in a rickety chair, the short-wave radio apparatus on a table in front of him.
Klagg had hooked wires dl over the cabin, and was fingering specia gadgets attached to the set.



Earphones clamped to his head, Klagg didnt know that Matt had entered, until the mob Ieader nudged
himin the ribs. Turming about, Klagg gave an impatient glare.

"Dont disturb me" Klagg's tone was a snarl, that he invariabdly veled in more respectable company. "I'm
Qgetting important newd”

Matt sat down in another chair. Waiching Klagg, he saw a twisty smile spread on the fellow's lips. Matt
could hear nathing from the earphones, but apparently Klagg did. Lifting them, Klagg said:

"All the men have reported ashore. There are none of our group remaning on the Salvador.”

A puzzled look appeared on Matt's long-jawed, darkish face. Shifting his broad shoulders to offset the
lurches of the tugboat, Matt put a question.

"Does that mean," he asked, "that you won't need to go on board?"

"Exactly!" replied Klagg, readjusting the earphones. Then, lifting a finger, he added: "Find orders coming
through. We're to heave to. Make a show at picking up survivors, but go no closer than we are now."

Mait cocked his head and, as Klagg removed his earphones, asked:
"Say! Are you tdling me that the big-shot has got his eye on us?'
"Of course!” replied Klagg. "How ese could he know our position”?

Matt grabbed a par of binoculars and stepped to the cabin door. It faced toward the stern, beyond
which, in the distance, lay the light-studded sky line of Manhattan. Topping that sparkling wal, Matt saw
gimmers from a lofty tower. He grinned, as he remembered the location of offices belonging to the
International Merchant Lines.

"Fdsythe" spoke Matt. Then, rubbing his chin, he asked reflectivdy: "But what's the guy's dodge?"

Klagg did not notice Matt's half-muttered comments. Earphones in one hand, he was unscrewing gadgets
from the short-wave apparatus with the other.

"Givethe order to stop,” Klagg told Matt. "Then watch the Salvador. Our men st the timers before they
left her. 1t's due'—he consulted his watch— "in exactly three minutes™

Stepping to the deck, Matt ordered the engine hdted. Taking the whed, he veered the Juno about. His
crew crowding about him, Matt stared off to starboard, where the white hull of the Salvador loomed
ghodtlike, with twinkling lights above.

Severd other craft were about. Matt saw an incoming pilot boat; a few tugs, one hauling in an emptied
garbage barge; a blackish freighter, Seering into port. He caught the drone of seaplanes overhead. But
Matt's eyes were set on the Salvador.

THE dimax came in gartling style.

Like the salvos from a battery of guns, the portholes of the deek, white ship emitted stabs of flame. As
the puffy roar from those combined blasts reached the watchers on the Juno, there was a greater flash
from the liner. Sheets of flame burst upward and outward, like a spread of distant lightning.

The roar that came was thunderous. The great hull of the Salvador rocked. The tiny Juno seemed to
shudder to the tune of that reverberation. Plodding craft kept on tharr way; then gave a jolting hdlt, as if
adarmed by the catastrophe. Even the droning of the seaplanes ended.



Then Mait heard Klagg shouting from the doorway of the tiny cabin. The cadaverous man was
gedticulaing wildly, as he howled for Matt to remember orders.

With a nod, Matt clanged the bdl for the engine; nonchaantly, he began to steer a wide, drding course
that would keep hmwel clear of the stricken Salvador.

Crime had struck and crooks were pleased, until a ydl from a crew member made Mait look upward.
Agang a sky dready reddened by flames from the racked Savador, the mob leader saw a thing
approaching through the air.

It looked like a plane, except that it was wingless. Above the aircraft, Matt saw the spin of broad blades
resembling a windmill. By the time Matt recognized the ship as an autogiro, its wheds were dmost
scraping the funnd of the Juno.

A motor roared; blades gave a rapid spin that blended them into the darkness. The strange craft from the
sky was hdting its descent, preparing for arise. In that avesome moment of its pause, a change took
place between the giro's suspended wheds.

The ruddy glare had showed a space there. No longer did the vacancy exist. Instead, it was occupied by
adangling figure shaped vagudy like a human form. Swinging with the skill of a trapeze artist, the dangling
form whipped deftly sideward, as one uptilting whed actudly grazed the tugboat's squatty funnd.

His body less than a dozen feet above the deck, the stranger from the sky released his hold. He landed
only a few yards from where Matt stood, while the autogiro, as though thankful to have logt its burden,
zoomed upward in its spin.

Log in the darkness of the deck, the weird vigtant was out of view, urtil he rose, a figure cloaked in
black, his head topped with a douch ha. As he came to dght again, his fiss bulged with drawn guns,
whipped from beneath his cloak in one speedy, well-timed action.

From Matt's widened lips came a snarl that was echoed by hisgulping crew.
All voiced the same dread name:
"The Shadow!"

CHAPTER Ill. PARTED TRAILS

THE blasted Salvador was totdly aflame, her blazing hulk providing lurid background for the battle on
the tug Juno. Trapped in quarters too cramped for flight, a dozen thugs were driving to down their
archenemy, The Shadow.

They had guns in plenty, those mobbies. Matt's orders were dways to "bring dong the Roscoes,”
whenever his crew fared out to sea. It was easy to dump old shooting rods overboard, if the harbor
police pulled dongside to ask questions that might produce a search.

It was that prevalence of guns which caused the crooks to accept baitle the moment they redized the
futility of flignt. Matt Scarnley was fortunate in having a crew that was eager to suppress the
black-cloaked warrior who had landed in their midg.

Too eager.

Weaving across the deck, hdting suddenly to make reverse spins, The Shadow was no target for hurried
am. His motions seemed actuated by the recoil of his heavy automatics, which had begun the fire and



was keeping it up.

Throughout the opening stages of that fray, the gunfire was punctuated by other sounds. One tone was
the mockery of The Shadow's laugh; its accompaniment conssted of howls emitted by Matt's mobbies.
Some wounded crooks were thudding the dippery deck; others took frantic sorawls across the tug's low
rail.

Only two men had red opportunity to bag The Shadow. One was Matt, prone on the deck near the
bow; the other was Klagg, entrenched in the cockpit leading to the cabin. Wild in ther firg few shots,
those two were steadying for better am, when Matt's own men spoiled it.

Spouts of flame, gushing from the burning Salvador, gave a brilliance to the tug's deck. In the momentary
glare, frantic crooks made a combined surge for The Shadow. Some of the mobbies had empty guns,
those who dill had shots available wanted to save them for closer fire.

The Shadow, apparently, had the same idea. He received the clugter of attackers, swinging his own guns
to beat off their dugging blows. There was a tumble of writhing bodies, The Shadow in the midst of the
human mound. From their positions, Matt and Klagg awaited coming opportunity, while the tugboat
wallowed dong its drding course.

Muffled shots came from the living tangle in which The Shadow was the core. Two men rolled from the
clump, testimony that The Shadow's guns dill had bite. A fev moments more, Matt and Klagg would
have their chance.

Right then, the glare from the Salvador lessened. With hazy blackness settling dong the deck of the Juno,
figures took on a shapeless look. Straining, Matt and Klagg could identify dazed members of the mab,
crawling toward the rails; but there was no sgn of The Shadow. He had faded, like the glare.

Somewhere in the gloom, The Shadow was lying low, rdoading his automatics. A shot in his direction
would be a poke in the dark; the sort that would bring doom to the man who made it. Both Matt and
Klagg figured it good policy to lie low, rather than betray themselves and bring return fire.

Hisfree hand lifted, Matt clutched the whed to keep the Juno on some sort of course. Klagg, down to
the levd of the cockpit, waited in his petient style, his packed brief case at his elbow.

A MILE away, the Sdvador had settled down to a steady burning. Already, the ship's racked hull
showed wide, scorched streaks across its whitish sides. The interior had become an inferno, was so hot
that portions of the ship's plates glowed red. No longer were volcanic jets in order; explosive blasts had
done thar work.

Literdly, the superstructure of the Salvador was mdting while her hull settled into the bay!

There had been carnage on the shattered liner; but many persons had survived. Driven to safer spots,
they were jumping overboard into the SzzZing water, to escape the unbearable heat tha had spread to
every portion of the liner's hull.

From where The Shadow lay, hdf huddied between two motionless thugs that he had felled, the cloaked
avenger could see a multitude of pygmy figures plopping around the Salvador. They were tiny, those
humen forms, againg the liner's twenty thousand tons of floating hulk. Dots of humanity escaping hdl
afloat, as represented by the dull-red background of the Salvador.

Many craft were going to their aid; but the play of searchlights had centered on the Salvador. No glow
picked up the tiny ralling Juno, as she pursued the drding course that Matt had set, a Klagg's order.



Down in the engine room, two men were giving her speed and fud, unaware that battle had raged on
deck.

Slently, The Shadow waited. He had missed one guess tonight. He had expected that Klagg would go
aboard the Salvador somewhere in the lower harbor. Thinking in terms of plotters, The Shadow had
foreseen catastrophe, but not at s0 early a stage of the developing game. His trip by autogiro had
origindly been intended as a plan whereby he could become another passenger on the Sdvador.

Short of hisgod, The Shadow had seen the liner rip loose with flame. Above the scene, his attention had
been drawn to the tug Juno, the one craft that had not started to the rescue. Suspecting that the tug was
on observation duty, as part of crimeé's design, The Shadow had told his pilot to drop him on the craft in
question.

So far, The Shadow had battled only with rash thugs, the sort who laid themsdlves open by foolhardy
meass attack. Though crimeand's history should have told them that such was futile with The Shadow,
amdl-fry crooks invariably ingsted in ther policy. Force of numbers was their idea of a sure route to

victory.

True, there were those who learned. Some on this very tugboat had just received an indructive lesson.
Hat dong the rails, they were soaking up the brine that washed across the low-decked Juno, waiting to
see The Shadow before they fired anew.

Matt had waited dl dong. So had Klagg. Wel did The Shadow know tha two cool foemen would
manage the next period of the sruggle. This was merdly time out between the haves, but there was a
way to take advantage of it.

Worming forward, The Shadow worked his way toward Matt's postion. Could he arrive there unseen,
he might dispose of the crew leader and gain control of the tugboat. It was a dow task, much fraught with
chance of discovery. Every time the Juno rolled in the direction of the glowing Salvador, The Shadow lay
motionless

With only afew yards remaning to his god, The Shadow met ill luck. Again, the trouble came from the
anking Salvador. Decks and superstructure had caved beneeth the hedt, letting flames lick loose from
within the liner's hull. Though they lacked the flaring effect of the explosions, those unleashed tongues
flickered high, like ruddy signd beacons.

Reflected on the tug's dippery deck, where blood mingled with brine, the glow showed a long, black
blot—a human shape, with one cloaked arm extended to begin a farther creep.

Matt Scarnley, toward whom The Shadow's gun fig pointed inits crawl, was the firg to see the menace.

MATT ydled;, made a sde legp from the whed. Crooks lunged forward from the rails. They didn't spy
The Shadow until they were upon him, for he had dropped his plan of reaching Matt. Whirling as he
cameto hisfeet, he met the throng that was driving to Matt's aid.

Sashing with his guns, pressing triggers when muzzles hooked his foemen, The Shadow let the surge
carry him forward. Matt hurled himsdf againgt the onrush, trying to thrugt his revolver into The Shadow's
ribs.

Before he could complete that shove, Matt was sprawled flat by the weight of human figures. Like the
thugs who served him, Matt was trapped in amelee.

Klagg saw it and ydled to the engine room, to bring the lagt reserves. But Matt, unlike the men about



him, wasn't wadting timein trying to find The Shadow, somewhere in the mix-up. Grabbing for the ship's
whed, Matt pulled himsdf up to his knees. Just off the port bow, he saw the garbage barge. Matt yanked
the whed hard to the left.

The Juno heaved. Mait stayed where he was, for he had a grip on the whedl. Out of a mass of mobbies
went a floundering figure The Shadow.

Klagg, charging forward with the men from the engine room, saw the cloaked shape; but the fire that he
and his followers supplied was usdess. They, too, were on the lurch, as the deck danted benesth ther
fedt.

Next came the crash. Head on, the Juno plowed into the barge, and telescoped. The impact tossed
Klagg and other men to the bow, dong with Matt. The Shadow, his aam hooked through a water outlet
beneath the solid rail, remained exactly where he had sprawled. He wasin a perfect postion to resume a
fight that never came.

With the collison, a mighty drive of sea water wallowed across the Juno and cascaded into the engine
room. The scene was clouded by a fog of hissng steam; the boiler followed with a coughing blast.
Solitting asunder, the tug became a mass of flying timbers, featured by a fireworks display of live coas
that 9zzled into blackness the moment that they struck the water.

Hung forcibly by the exploson, Matt, Klagg and a few others were hurled upon the damaged barge.
Thar toss was forward; whereas The Shadow, who had rolled past midships, was hurled somewhere off
to gern. He had seen the faces of Matt and Klagg; in ther turn, they caught a flegting picture of a
black-cloaked shape that vanished in the dark water.

Beyond the barge, Matt saw the tug that had been towing it. The tug had experienced trouble casting
loose, to head for the Salvador. Seeing the explosion of the Juno, hearing the survivors ydl for help, the
skipper of the free tug swung back to rescue.

Matt gave low-voiced orders to the men about him. He told them to "pack away the rods, and act
gupid." Taken promptly from the sinking barge, Matt approached the skipper of the rescued tug and
suggested that he head for shore, on the ground that some members of the Juno's crew were injured.

The rescue skipper wanted to look for more survivors, but Matt, coolly counting noses, announced that
dl his crew were safe. The statement was taken as a true one. Though Matt had lost more than a hdf a
dozen of hismaob, he dill had a large enough quota to pass as aful crew for atug like the Juno.

Klagg stayed in the background, scarcely noticed. Still dutching his brief case, the cadaverous man gazed
sternward as the rescue tug steamed for shore. Klagg knew he couldn't pass as a crew member from the
Juno, so he was keegping himsdf inconspicuous.

Besdes, Klagg was looking for The Shadow, and was quite pleased when he did not see him. The Juno
was a mass of fragments; the garbage barge had buckled downward in the middle, and the two halves
were snking. Those facts reduced The Shadow's chances of survivd.

By the time the rescue tug had reached a Brooklyn pier, dull glow was vanishing from the lower harbor.
A meass of twisted, mdlted plates, the hull of the once proud Salvador settled totaly beneath the choppy
waves. Like a ghodly rdic of the sunken ship, an elongated wraith of steam wavered on the water's
surface, then swirled to nothingness amid the breeze.

Keen eyes viewed that aftermath. They belonged to an observer who had reached a shore much closer
then the Brooklyn pier where Matt and Klagg landed.



On the smooth beach near Coney Idand, a deserted spot at this season of the year, a figure clad in a
water-soaked cloak was gazing seaward. Hidden lips, shaded by a waterlogged douch hat, uttered a
Srange, whispered laugh.

Like the sseam-formed wraith of the sunken Salvador, The Shadow's weird mirth faded with the breeze.

CHAPTER IV. FACTS FOR THE LAW

AT noon the next day, Frederick Fasythe stalked importantly into the lobby of the fashionable Hotel
Clarmont. The rangy financier showed dl hisusud energy and confidence, as he stepped up to the desk
and pompoudy gave his name, gating that he had come to see Mr. Fdix Thern.

Broad shoulders erect, Fasythe stroked his powerful fingers through his whitish har and looked around
the lobby asif it belonged to him; which, in part, it did, snce Fasythe owned stock in the Clairmont.

Always desirous of impressng people with his importance, Fasythe let a amile show on his lips, until his
dedy eyes narrowed on a person who approached him.

The arivd was Lamont Cranston. Betraying a dight wince, Fasythe recovered his composure and
extended a greeting hand. Then, resorting to a pompous manner, he spoke.

"I was not aware" sad Fasythe, crisply, "that Federa agents had requested other directors of the
International Merchant Lines to attend this conference with Fix Thern.”

"Nor was |," returned The Shadow, in the cam tone of Cranston. "It seems that we are both honored,
Fasythe"

With difficulty, Falsythe repressed himsdf. The cheek of this fdlow Cranston, to fancy himsdf any more
important than the other directors who had visted Fasythe yesterday! One man done could speak for
International Merchant Lines, that man was Fasythe himsdf, for he—as Fasythe Co.— hdd full control
of the new shipping concern. While caming inwardly, however, Fasythe saw another reason for
Crangton's presence. It was a reason that put Fasythe immediatdly on guard.

It was probable that Vic Marquette, the Federd man investigating the Savador catastrophe, had wanted
someone present who could check Fasythes statements. In looking over the directors of 1.M.L.,
Marquette could only have found one worth while for such a purpose. The man in question was Lamont
Crangton.

Camnily, Falsythe resolved to keep that maiter in mind. He was more than cordid while he and Cranston
were riding up to the thirtieth floor. Chatting cordidly, they were ushered into a large, lavish slite of
rooms.

Quiet perssted there, for the suite had windows opening into a courtyard. Amid the hush, Falsythe and
Cranston were met by Vic Marquette, a swarthy, mustached man whose eyes were as steady as his
poker-faced expression.

Knocking &t the door of an inner room, Vic waited until he heard a degp-voiced summons. Therewith, he
ushered the vistorsinto the presence of Felix Thern.

From firg glance onward, Felix Thern impressed one as a very remarkable man; which he was. Sx fegt
tdl, he had a build proportionate to his height, but he looked dender, dmost fragile That was due to the
long, thin shape of his face and the length of his narrow hands.

Thern was darkish of complexion; his face gave an impression of complete smoothness. His black hair,



parted a one side, was sngularly deek. His eyes, too, had a blackness; their sparkle denoted courage.
Histhin, high-bridged nose marked him as an aristocrat. Histhin lips, weary in the way they amiled, were
indications of a sengtive, artistic nature.

Such was Fdix Thern, who, during troublous months, had served as temporary ambassador from the
new and doubtful nation of Bathania

WITH a gesture that resembled a pianist’'s hands riang above the keys, Thern indicated his vistors to
chairs. He took a seat beside a table, tugged the cord of a smdl mahogany lamp, and began to separate
sheets of thin typewritten paper.

"My condolences, Mr. Fasythe" spoke Thern, in his low, rich tone, "on the loss of your fine ship, the
Savador. Might | ask, gr, if you have any theory regarding the cause of the disaster?’

"None" boomed Fasythe. "Except -
"Except that she flew the flag of Bdthania" interposed Thern. "Am | correct?'
Fasythe nodded.

For afull minute, the room was gripped in complete hush. The only life in the slence was the sparkle of
Thern's coa-black eyes, thair glint so noticegble that they dmaogt seemed to crackle. Thern had asked a
direct question; Fasythe's nod had been ablunt reply. But it had struck at the pride not of aman, but of a
netion.

Gradudly, the spirit of a thinker downed Thern's mood of chalenge. His sendtive hands trembled as he
pressed them, pams together. The smile that came to hislips was a sad one, denoting long patience.

"You are right, Mr. Fasythe" admitted Thern. "My country is hated. We are wesk"—his lips looked
bitter—"and that, according to modern standards, means that we are wrong. Let us forget philosophy,
however, and turn to fact.

"Bdthania, at present, is dominated by a certain Power that has forced many persons to leave its
boundaries, without their wedth. Those refugees may be the group who plotted the destruction of the
Sdvador.

"Agan, there is the posshility that another Great Power may be jedous because a rivd has acquired
Bdthania Agents of such a Power would naturdly relish the opportunity to Snk a Bathanian vessd.

"No other possible explanation can occur to me. Either vindictive refugees, or secret agents, destroyed
the Sdvador. Their purpose was sabotage. Unfortunately, Mr. Fasythe, you have been the one to auffer,
rather than Bathania, though our prestigeis hurt.”

Falsythe could not resst one of his satisfied smiles. Conscious of it, he straightened his lips with an effort
and spoke in a serious tone.

"My loss was partly covered by insurance” he asserted, "but perhaps it could have been entirdy
prevented, had | changed the Salvador to American regidry. | intend to do so with the Nicaragua, before
ghe sals for South America. At present, she is being outfitted a her pier. 1 doubt that she is in any

danger.”
It was Vic Marquette who put a prompt objection to that theory.

"From the way hdll broke loose on the Sdlvador,” asserted Vic, "time bombs mugt have been planted dl



over the ship. Only crew members could have staged that stunt. We know that the Salvador took on a
new crew for her Southern voyage, and they were dl supposed to be American seamen.

"But that counts for nothing. Fellows that specidize in sabotage dways pose as ditizens of the country
where the trouble occurs. Weve got to trace the men responsible, and it's going to be a hard job."

Dryly, Falsythe asked why.

"Because alot of seamen are reported missng,” returned Marquette, "and it's a sure bet that among them
are the bunch that set the time bombs. Maybe they weren't even on the Sdvador when she left port. If
they were, they were probably picked up by arescue boat, dl fixed to help their getaway.”

The Shadow's eyes were fixed on the speaker. It was plain that Marquette had no suspicions of the Juno.
She had not gone near the Salvador; therefore, the wrecking of the tug had been regarded as a sheer
accident.

In fact, of dl the craft that had been in the generd vidnity, the Juno had the cleanest date. It followed,
therefore, that the Feds knew nathing about Matt's mob, nor a certain man named Klagg.

Gazing toward Fasythe, The Shadow saw the white-haired financier leen back in his chair, a very
confident expresson on his strong-ined face. If Fasythe happened to be thinking of his trusted
representative Klagg, he certainly was not worrying about the fellow's present Stuation.

"Our present step,” decided Marquette, "isto look over the Nicaragua and make sure that she's dl right.
| wanted you to know about it, Mr. Falsythe, before we start on the job."

"How soon will that be?'

"This afternoon. | understand she's dl equipped, and ready to sall. We don't want her to run into disaster
like the Salvador. I'll take a squad of experts down there and go over the whole ship. After that, well
weed out the crew. Any objections, Mr. Fasythe?'

Leaning his head back againg the chair, Falsythe replied with a generous chuckle.

"Any objectiond” he exclamed. "My dear fdlow, | was about to request that you do the very thing you
mention! The insurance underwriters have been hounding me adl morning, thregtening to drop the
Nicaragua as arisk.

"When | assure them that Federd agents are taking over the responghility of dedaing the vessd
shipshape, my present problem will be ended. The Nicaragua will be insured to her full limit. Not, of
course, her totd vaue'— Fasythe's expresson changed to one of gloom—"but to a condderable
percentage of it."

For Vic's benefit, Fasythe produced papers that he had brought aong. Among them were vauations on
the logt Salvador. Compared with the insurance on that vessd, Vic saw that Fasythe had suffered some
finandd loss, dthough insurance underwriters had borne the chief brunt.

Marquette and Falsythe took turns with the telephone. Vic was arranging for a squad to start a once to
the Nicaraguas pier; while Falsythe used the opportunity to cdl the underwriters and have Marquette
corroborate his dams regarding an offidd ingpection of the new ship.

Meanwhile, The Shadow watched Thern extinguish the desk lamp. Beginning a low-toned chat, Thern
soon recognized that the cam-faced Cranston was, like himsdf, a man who had visted many lands.



"The present hatred of Bathania™ confided Thern, "gpplies to mysdf. When politica troubles wrack a
land, no one isimmune. Ma contents become active, everywhere."

The Shadow knew Thern's story. A few years ago, Thern had exiled himsdf from Bdthania, in protest
agang the harsh policies of the former government. Lecturing in America, Thern had talked hopefully of
anew Bdthania, only to see his country become the plaything of a land-seeking Power.

But Thern, by his patience, had become a hero in the eyes of a consderable minority. In a sense, he was
Bdthanids unoffida ambassador to America. As a move to win some popularity for itsdf, the Power
contralling Bdthania had given Thern an officd title, through a puppet parliament. In spesking to
Crangton, Thern referred to that occurrence.

"I hated to accept the podt,” he admitted, "but it was more then the old regime had ever offered.
Furthermore, reprisal would have followed, had | refused. Obvioudy, | am beng used to keep my
countrymen contented with something that they neither need nor desire.

"But | can dso provide protection to many who are in need of it. My conferences with offidds of the
ruing Power have lessened persecutions. Knowing that | understand Bdthania, they have, so far,
accepted much of my advice. As for the future, | can only repeat the Bdthanian proverb: '‘Cuano ker
culato—Time speaks for itsdf."

The telephone cdls were finished. Bowing his visitors from the suite, Thern told Marquette that he was
leaving for Washington, but would return tomorrow, ariving in New York at four o'clock. When they
reached the lobby, Cranston, Fasythe, and Marquette went their separate ways.

As he rode from the hotd in his limousne, The Shadow recalled the words of Thern's proverb: "Time
speaks for itsdf." Those words were gpplicable in the present instance. The Shadow was playing a game
inwhich time was the chief factor.

By tonight, The Shadow expected a new lead to Matt Scarnley, the mob leader whose forces he had
thinned. Through Maitt, The Shadow could find another trail to Klagg.

Sill the twisted link in a grim game of evil, Klagg was the man who needed to be broken. Once Klagg
was out of it, crime's chain would fal apart.

The Shadow knew.

CHAPTER V. FEDS ON THE JOB

ALL afternoon, a group of watchful men were busy on the pier beside the liner Nicaragua. Painted the
same spotless white as the ill-fated Salvador, the ship had dl the daintiness of a yacht, coupled with the
bulk that suited an ocean greyhound.

There were reasons gaore why men should be viewing the new liner; hence ther presence excited no
undue interest on the part of the idle crew. Lalling on deck, smoking their pipes, they watched the Feds
a work, taking them for insurance men or othersin some way connected with the Internationa Merchant
Lines.

Not dl the Feds were on the pier. Those who remained there were partly covering the activities of others
who had gone on board the ship itsdf. Among the laiter was Vic Marquette. He was meking the full
rounds of cabins, fo'c'sle, and hold.

In the privacy of a cabin on B deck, Vic sat down a a fancy desk and pressed the switch of an ornate
bronze desk lamp. Under the light, he scanned the reports that his men had dipped him when they passed



one another during the rounds.

So far, the investigators hadn't found a sngle thing of an incendiary nature, and their search had been
quite thorough. Dusk had arrived, but there were sill some measures to be taken. Marquette summed up
the Stuation aloud, for the bendfit of a few Feds who had stolen into the cabin while he was reading the

reports.

"It may be that they're passing this chance up," declared Vic, in reference to criminas unknown. "But
supposing that they havent, here's what weve got to figure. They don't intend to plant their time bombs
until the Nicaragua is about ready to sal.

"Therés nothing more to go on board this packet, because she's making a light trip to South America. If
bombs have been dready brought aboard, there's only one place where they can be in the crew's
quarters”

Vic's logic was sound. The Feds had searched everywhere except the fo'c'sle. He had placed men to
watch it; that was dl. His purpose had been to keep the crew quite unaware that a search was in

progress.

At present, nearly dl hands were on board the vessdl, which fitted perfectly with Vic's coming plans. He
told his men to maintain their watch while he was gone for a hdf hour. With his return, Vic intended to
stage a neat Sunt.

"WEell have the whole crew guessing,” he promised. "They don't know that we've searched the rest of the
ship. They won't even get wise when we go through their own quarters.”

Leaving the gloomy street end of the pier, Marquette made a few telephone cals from the back room of
afish-and-chips bar across the way. Vic taked to Fasythe and insurance underwriters, who were in the
latter's office, assuring them that they need have no worry regarding the Nicaragua. After making another
cdl, Vic grolled outsde and waited.

Vey soon, amal truck arrived. Vic followed it on to the lighted pier. Post-office men began to unload
mal sacks, earlier than the officers of the Nicaragua had expected. Vic amiled, when he saw puzzled
faces garing from the high rail. The mal sacks were suffed with dummy letters and packages, sent at
Vics order.

Stopping the sacks as they went up the gangplank, Vic flashed a badge and announced a coming
ingoection. Some of his men joined him; in a few minutes, they were going through the contents of the
bags. Waving some letters that he found, Vic bawled to the officers

"Summon the whole crew! | want to tdk to them about some of the Suff that'sin thismal!"

IT wasn't the sort of order that would scare the ship's crew. Spy messages, sent from America by mail,
sdldom had any evidence that would incriminete persons traveling by the same ship.

Moreover, the particular type of secret agents that Vic wanted to find were persons who might be
planning to blow up the Nicaragua. They would know that the mall had nothing to do with themsalves.

Some laughing, others showing annoyance, the entire crew of the Nicaragua filed down the gangplank to
the pier. By the time Vic had lined them up, Feds were busy in the fo'c'sle, tearing bunks apart, yanking
open bundles of dunnage, al without the knowledge of the men who belonged there.

In order to gdl, Vic began picking out the surliest, toughest members of the crew. They were the men he
sad that he intended to question, and they formed a douchy, somewhat baffled group. In fact, as Vic



looked them over, he decided that there were some he would question. Quite a few had the appearance
of jallbirds, who might have shipped aboard the Nicaragua in order to flee the country.

Whether some of them were plotting sabotage aboard the liner, might be answered after Vic's own men
completed their search of the crew's quarters.

There was one man whose actions had a bearing on that question, but he wasn't near the North River
pier. Klagg wasin the underground workshop, tinkering with the short-wave radio apparatus that he had
brought intact from the tug Juno.

Klagg had been working with that pet device a good part of the day, much to the annoyance of Matt
Scarnley, who had shared the workshop as a hide-out. As Matt figured it, Klagg didnt need the
short-wave recaiver to hear from Falsythe; not while he had the wired loudspeaker in the workshop.

Probably Klagg was looking forward to another trip, and wanted the short-wave radio to operate better
then it had lagt night. At any rate, Matt had lolled about impatiently, except for intervas when he had
sneaked from the hide-out.

With dusk, Matt had left, not intending to return. Klagg had told him to pick up the members of the maob,
plus recruits that the depleted gang was supposed to gather.

There was a buzz from the loudspeaker on the workbench. Klagg didn't answer it in a hurry; he was busy
adjuding some knobs on the short-wave device. Fndly sepping to the telephone-connected
loud-speaker, Klagg pressed a switch that stopped the buzz. He spoke, in his dry mechanica tone.

It wasn't Falsythe's voice that came in reply. The tone was Matt's, an eager, excited purr.

"I'm cdling from a joint across from the pier,” informed Maitt. "The Feds are here, dl right. They've got
the crew dl lined up, like they were gaing to grill them.”

Speaking into a mouthpiece, Klagg inquired: "Is anyone on board the Nicaragua?'

"Some Feds, | guess” returned Matt. "It looks like they're putting on a gal. But ligen, Klagg: maybe
some of your men are in that line-up.”

"Quite possbly." Klagg's tone was unconcerned. "If they are, they know how to handle themsdves.
Look at your watch, Matt. Tdl me what timeit says"

A pause;, then Matt's response; "Fve minutes of 9x."

"Exadtly right," stated Klagg. "At precisaly sx, dl Feds mus be off the Nicaragua, like the members of
the crew. You know how to bring them, Matt."

Matt answered that he had the right system, to which Klagg added another order.

"Bregk up the quiz," indructed Klagg. "Give those men from the Nicaragua a chance to shift for
themsdlves"

Pressing the switch, Klagg cut off the connection and went back to work upon the short-wave radio.

Matt heard the dick that ended the cdl. He gave a chuckle, that sounded hallow in the phone booth.
Fnished with the same telephone that Vic Marquette had used, Matt did from the dde door of the
fish-and-chips bar. Near a street lamp, he Sgnded to skulkers who were keeping to the gloom.

Blackness streaked the pavement near the door that Mait had left. As the mob leader and his crew



sneaked toward the lighted pier, the blackness materidized into a cloaked shape that Matt would have
recognized, none too gladly.

The Shadow was again upon the scene.

THE assembly of Matt's scattered mob had been noted by trusted agents of The Shadow, who were
watching known hide-outs. They had put their chief on the tral, dthough he had not needed it. The
Shadow was dready in the vidnity of the pier when Matt and his gang arrived there.

Spotting Matt, The Shadow had followed him into the phone booth. Though too late to catch the number
that Matt called, the cloaked ligener had overheard the entire conversation. Klagg, through his day in
ansvering Matt's cal, had unwittingly served The Shadow.

It was obvious what Matt intended to do. By starting gunfire from the shore end of the pier, he would not
only bring a response from Marquette and the Feds close by; the remaining Feds would hurry from the
Nicaragua, the moment that they heard the shots.

Under pressure, Matt's outfit would retire; but they could stir up enough trouble to break the line-up. Any
seamen who didn't want to stay around for a further quiz would have their chance to travel, according to
Matt's caculation.

Not according to The Shadow's.

Traling close behind the mob, he was an unseen force, prepared for this sort of trouble. The tiny
flashlight that blinked from the folds of his cloak was red at firg; but soon it flickered green. A 9gnd to
Secret agents, who were at awary distance, that they were to join The Shadow.

As crooks reached the pier end, Mait told them to wait. Haf of his task had been accomplished. From
the gangplank came aline of Feds, their task completed. They were giving Sdeward hand sgnds to Vic
Marquette. It meant thet dl was safe. The Feds had scouted the fo'c'sle and raked the dunnage, without
finding evidence of a sngle bomb.

Matt gave a disappointed grumble.

"Criped" he gaculated. "The whole thing's gone sour! The Feds are off the scow and the whole pile of
‘em will give us plenty, when we start things We've got to start something, though. Hold it, uniil | give the
sgnd. Make it snappy, and then lam."

Lifting a revolver, Matt pointed it a an angle. He wasn't aming at anyone, because he was keeping well
from sght behind a post, where only his own gang could see him. As he waited, Matt decided to look at
hiswatch. It showed exactly Sx o'clock.

At that moment, The Shadow was waiting, two guns in readiness, for Matt's intended sgnd. As matters
stood, a huge surprise seemed in store for Matt Scarnley and his mob, trapped between The Shadow
and a squad of Feds.

But Matt, by his delay, was generoudy sharing the surprise with dl. The thing that was due was to bring a
terrific jolt to dl who witnessed it. Even to The Shadow!

CHAPTER VI. THE HEAT OF BATTLE

MATT SCARNLEY pressed the trigger of his revolver; a puny action in itsdlf. The spurt that came from
the gun muzzle was unheard, utterly unseen, because of the voluminous roar and flash that occurred with
it.



Timed to the zero hour of Sx, Matt's trigger squeeze was the harbinger of tremendous resullts.

Theroar that drowned dl others had the power of the mightiest thunderclap. The flames that it produced
came in a hundred ten-foot spurts. The burst quaked the moored Nicaragua, for it was from the
portholes of the liner that the gigantic flame-thrusts came!

Like the ill-fated Salvador, the Sster ship was rent asunder by the force of atitanic exploson!

Close to shore, that blast did more then gtir the surrounding waters. It buckled the whole side of the pier.
It shook the cobblestones |oose in the paving, Saggering Matt and his mob.

New cannonades followed. Flames ripped the decks; ventilators went flying like chaff. Great funnds tore
apart, hurling their meta chunks for blocks around. On the heds of those sdutes came a deep-bellowed
grumble, that broke into arisgng, flame-flinging roar. The fud tanks had ignited, quicker than those of the
Sdvador.

Doomed ingants after the explosons had begun, the Nicaragua became a six-hundred-foot mass of
hillowing blaze.

A stampede broke loose upon the pier. Hung clear to the far sSide, frantic men rose en masse, dinging
adde those who blocked them. It wasn't a case of suspected seamen making a wild break. Everyone
who belonged on board the Nicaragua wanted to be miles awvay from the stricken ship.

Only the Feds rdlied into some semblance of order. Led by Vic Marquette, they tried to dodge the
trampling herd that came in their direction. They succeeded partly, but not enough. Most of them were on
hands and knees when they tried to grab the batch of suspected crew members previoudy segregated by
Marquette.

Outnumbered five to one, the Feds would have faced a hopeless tusde, if thair adversaries had not been
as badly shaken as themsdlves. It started as a dow-moation fight, a pier's width away from the flaming
Nicaragua, a struggle in which neither faction could hope to show red punch. But the vivid light showed
opportunity to another group, who were but dightly jarred: Matt Scarnley and his mob.

At their leader's shout, the gunmen started for the fray, picking their way through the stampeding seamen
who were taking shore leave for keeps. The wave of figures passed; the way was clear for Matt's
murderous tribe.

Unable to open fire on the mobbies because of intervening figures, The Shadow swung past the flank of
the outcoming herd. Though his course was alonger one, nothing impeded him. He swung to meet Matt's
warriors before they could open fire on the Feds.

Agan, crooks heard the shivering chdlenge of The Shadow's laugh, strident amid the hollow crackle of
smoke-laden flame. It chilled them, despite the furnace heat that swept from the burning liner.

The veterans of the tugboat battle halted, dropped away for cover. Only the new recruits tried a surge
toward the cloaked chdlenger. They were stopped, too—by bullets.

ALONG the pier, The Shadow had dl the scope he needed. Though he had to keep on the Sde away
from the vast conflagration, he took advantage of the aily smoke that poured in his direction. Cooped in
under the shedlike pier roof, the smoke itsdf took fantagtic shapes when added explosions forced it into
switls.

A black billow took the semblance of a giant's form, as The Shadow disappeared within it. From the
smoke came jabs of gun flame. Oddly, they spurted from a spot eight feet above the floor of the pier, as



if smoke-formed figts actudly handled the weapons!

Above were smoky shoulders and a giant head; a rough-formed cloud shape fifteen feet in height. Maybe
the thing was imaginary, but the shots weren't. The black smoke giat was ddivering them—for The
Shadow!

Crooks couldn't ssomach opposition such as that. Matt and his veteran fighters ran for shore as wildly as
the remnants of the recruits. New shots greeted them; The Shadow's agents were in readiness. The
crooks preferred the scathing fire that met them, to the shots that came from behind.

Thoroughly routed, they scattered without looking back, those of them ill able to flee. The smoke had
cleared by that time. Brilliant flames revealed a squatty ticket house a short way dong the pier.

The Shadow had reached its low roof amid the smoke, to gain a new evation for his gunfire, as wdl as
atemporary bulwark. From the top of the little house, he had loosed those shots thet created the illuson
of asmoke giant in action.

The pier roof was ablaze. Great chunks of it were fdling as The Shadow sped dong the far edge, toward
the river end. There, Feds and ship's officers were fiercly bettling the suspected crew members.

So far, only the crew members had suffered badly. They had produced a few guns among them, but not
enough to stave off the opposition. The fight had become a hand-to-hand grapple over the crawling
forms of wounded men. In the new-style fray, however, the rowdies held a three-to-one advantage.

The Shadow settled that. Seeing risng men who had wrested guns from Feds, he opened fire. Sight of
the black-cloaked avenger, the sing of the bullets that he dedt, was enough to scatter many of the
brawlers. They went off the pier end like rats, dragging afew Feds with them.

Coming upon one stubborn cluster, The Shadow dedged them right and left. Vic and his ads pounced
upon the fellows before they could rise. Obtaining new control, they hustled them to shore in droves,
knowing that The Shadow could handle the rest from the pier end.

He was doing it neetly, stabbing shots at swimmers who tried to drag down the Feds who had gone
overboard with them. In equdizing the odds, The Shadow gave the advantage to the Feds. They were
svimmers, too, and could handle a battle in the water. They were choking men who grabbed at them.
Subduing their opponents, the Feds hauled them toward another pier.

It seemed that dl the fire apparatus in New York was converging on the burning Nicaragua. Amid the
clangor of the fire engines, the dren walls of fireboats, The Shadow failed to hear scrgping sounds beside
him. While he watched the water, sullen men were working their way up the corner of the pier beside
him.

Thar lunge came. In their eagerness, they gave themsdlves away. Foot thuds on the planking were
audible The Shadow turned intime to meet a driving trio. They grabbed his arms, forcing his gun hands
upward, but his powerful wrists managed to drive down tdling blows that rendered his opponents
groggy. Still, they fought with a tenacious fury.

The Shadow had been in the heat of many battles, but never one so hot as this. The pier itsdf was ablaze,
from the collgpse of the burning roof. Scorching flames licked The Shadow's cloak, actudly igniting it.
His adversaries were luckier; their clothes were soaked, and therefore immune In ther maddened
gruggle, they didn't care what happened.

They fdt The Shadow try to twist away. Groggily, they lunged, went over the pier edge, dutching a living



sheet of flame. In histwigt, The Shadow had drawn them in the direction that he wanted. His arms across
his eyes, he could hear the crackle of the flames that consumed his cloak like tinder. Then the fire seemed
to ped away above him.

The Shadow had struck the water. His cloak was gone, but so were the flames. As for the dawing hands
about him, they never managed to regain another hold. Coming free to the surface, The Shadow kicked
himsdf away from the pier and got in the clear with long, swift backstrokes.

Reaching the bulky piling of a ferry dip, The Shadow drew his shoulders high from the water and gazed
back toward the scene that he had left. His last three antagonists were dutching ropes tossed from a pier,
gad that Feds were drawing them to safety.

Some of the Nicaraguas crew had managed to get away. The Shadow doubted that they had played a
part in the conflagration. The burning of the Nicaragua, like that of the Salvador, had been managed with
such kil that the perpetrators should certainly have been able to take care of their own affairs, as well.

Hghting such a fire was usdess. The Nicaragua was amply burning itsdf out within red-hot plates of
twisted sted that no one could approach. Tons of water were sreaming from the nozzles of fire hoses
banked double on the shore, where one row of engines stood on West Street, another on the eevated
levd of the Express Highway.

Tdl fire towers were in action, squirting great streams down upon the Nicaraguas blazing hull; while fire
boats, drawn into the very end of the pier, contributed another deluge from the opposite direction.

Shrouded in steam, the liner was liging. By the time The Shadow had worked his way to the deserted
fearry dip, the ship wastilting a a crazy angle beside its ruined pier.

Reeching the second floor of the ferryhouse, The Shadow entered a phone booth, made a cdl to his
contact man, Burbank. He learned that his secret agents had hacked Matt's mob to pieces, driving most
of the fugitives into the hands of ariving police.

One of the few who had escaped was Matt Scarnley. Tha might not be unfortunate. Alive, and at large,
Mait could dill produce alead to Klagg.

From a window of the ferryhouse, The Shadow witnessed the finish of the Nicaragua. Loaded with
water, ill balanced because her shattered hold was dl askew, the liner keeled over on her Sde. Her beam
was greater than the water's depth. As the ship settled, her long Side remained above the surface.

Once white, the hull was blistered into blackness. That scorched stretch looked like the flank of some
dead, dranded sea monger. A totd loss, the Nicaragua had become a sunken monument
commemoraing the success of another gigantic crime. Searchlights played upon the hull, where flames
hed recently hed sway. Cloakless, The Shadow stepped away from the darkened window, his lips
whispering a strange, solemn laugh. Mirthless, that tone promised ill to crime's perpetrators.

Success in deeds of crime could mean greater woe for evildoers, when The Shadow found their trall!

CHAPTER VII. THANKS TO THE SHADOW

AT noon the next day, Fdix Thern arrived back from Washington. His early trip was induced by the
news of the Nicaragua disaster. At Pennsylvania Station, Thern waited until dl other passengers had |eft
the Pullman; then he came from his drawing room, to be met by Vic Marquette.

Riding to the Hotel Clairmont, they took a circuitous trip, so that the cab could follow the Express
Highway. From that vantage point, Thern saw the sunken hull of the ill-fated liner as they passed it.



Men were drilling great chunks from the scorched plates, not in hope of sdvage, but to investigate the
cause of the fire. Marquette considered the task as good as usdess. Nevertheless, the case demanded it.

At Vic's order, the cab stopped at the Cobat Club, which was noted for its exdusve membership. He
sgnded a Fed who was dtationed opposite; the man entered the club, and soon returned with Lamont
Cranston, who seemed much surprised to find Thern and Marquette awaiting him.

"I thought you'd like to come dong with us" Vic stated, as they continued toward the Clarmont.
"Paticularly because we need some one to represent the Internationa Merchant Lines. You can servein
that capacity, Mr. Crangton.”

"I take it that Frederick Fasythe will not be at our conference.”

"He won't be" returned Vic. "Hes at his office, and | didn't care to go there. Too many people are
around the place. Phone cdls might be overheard. 1'd dready made an gppointment to go there later this
afternoon, before | learned that Mr. Thern was returning here early. So | decided to wait, rather than
make it look asif something new had developed.”

When they reached Thern's suite, The Shadow and Marquette waited in the large reception room, while
Thern changed from his traveling clothes to the morning coat thet he preferred. By the time they joined
the ambassador in his conference room, Marquette had given The Shadow the few facts that had been
gleaned.

Vic repeated them for Thern's benefit. They amounted to very little. Vic amply stressed the point that
some of the seamen had escaped during the fray on the pier. Those could have been the men who
planted the bombs.

"The question is, how did they manage it?' declared the Fed. "Wed dready searched the whole ship.
We were covering the crew's quarters when we brought the seamen to the pier.

"Unless some fools remained on board, to burn up with the ship, it seems impossible that the thing could
have happened. From the way those bombs cut loose, there mugt have been explogves everywhere. It
would have taken alot of fast work to place them.”

Thern's sengtive fingers stroked his smooth chin in a worried fashion. "It's the mystery, more than the
deed, tha troubles me" he confessed. "Almogt anything could happen, a present. Such success by
maefactors invariably causes them to become bolder.”

"Some locd thugs were in the mess lagt night,” remarked Vic, "but we haven't linked them to the plot.
They started trouble from the shore, but The Shadow stopped them.”

Thern's dark eyebrows gave aquizzicd lift.
"The Shadow?'

"The Shadow,” repeated Vic, very solemnly. "A humen battleship, if there ever was onel The most
hopeful gnindl thistrouble is the fact that The Shadow is working with us.”

"But who is The Shadow?'

"Youll have to find im," returned Vic, "in order to ask him. Nobody ese knows. Usudly he gticks to the
dark, but he couldn't lagt night. After he had polished off those medding mobbies, he gave us a heping



"You needed him?'

"Il say we did! The newspapers gave us credit for wha happened on the pier; but The Shadow
deservesit. He was as great a hdp as awhole squad of operatives. No, I'll change that: two squads.”

Despite hisworriment, Thern displayed a amile. Almost wigfully, he said:

"I'd like to meet this man you cdl The Shadow. | would thank him, not only for mysdf, but for my
country."

WITH that tribute, Thern remembered the data that he had brought from Washington. Spreading thin
sheets of paper on the table, he explained that they were copies of decoded cable messages.

"From Bdthania" stated Thern, "but | believe that they were supplied by the Power which controls us.
Many of the names mentioned may interest you."

The names did interest Vic Marquette. They induded persons that Vic had long suspected to be foreign
agents of various countries. None, of course, were in the service of the Power that controlled the puppet
date of Bathania All belonged to rivd nations.

Others were refugees of known ability. But Fdix Thern was not satisfied with the information that he had
recaeived. He clamed that it covered obvious cases. Vic Marquette would have to delve much deeper,
Thern declared, to get to the bottom of the present Stuation.

"We mug look for more than mere sabotage,” asserted Thern. "Thereis an answer to thisriddie; one that
may prove smple, when we find it. Somewhere in the scheme is a definite cross purpose. Perhgps'—he
nodded his head wisdy— "it isa thing that promises profit, more than glory.”

Vic Marquette saw the logic. His own experience had proven that men took risks when they were after
wedth, but preferred to tak when they supported a cause. Vic dtarted to mutter something about
"fandics” then shook his head. Last night's disaster impressed him as the product of a caculating brain,
rather than a madman's fancy.

Not once in the course of ther discusson had either Marquette or Thern mentioned the name of
Frederick Fasythe. In that omission, they were neglecting the person closest to the scene. It was not
surprising, however, that Falsythe had been overlooked. On the surface, he seemed the grestest loser,
through recent crimes.

That fact initsdf, had a double twist. Never, inany of his varied enterprises, had Frederick Fasythe logt
money. As Cranston, The Shadow could have mentioned that point. It was something that Vic Marquette
probably did not know, since he did not belong to a group of investors.

Asfor Thern, he was interested entirdly in internationad matters, and could not be expected to know the
detalls of Fasythe's many transactionsin America

Standing by the window, Thern was gazing outward with a far-away expression, as if his eyes had the
power to penetrate the wal on the opposite side of the courtyard.

"Our foe remains invisble" spoke Thern. "Perhaps, to be quite correct, | should term him my foe.
Whoever he may be, heis crafty enough to know that my presence in Americais his grestest obstacle.

"Not only do | uphold the prestige of Bdthania; | also have the confidence of the ruling Power, in so far
as present palicy is concerned. Were | removed from the scene’—Thern shook his head, as he returned
to his chair— "so much dissenson would arise, that these seamship catastrophes would be forgotten.”



DEEP in his reflective mood, Thern lapsed into a sngular Slence— the sort that caused both The
Shadow and Marquette to wait until he spoke again. The room was pervaded with the long-drawn hush
that The Shadow had noted the day before.

Thern liked such cam. Perhaps he was speculating on his own prestige. Failure, on Thern's part, to solve
the riddle of two disastrous inaults to Bathanids flag could cause a wane of his popularity in the
homeand.

Whatever his thoughts of the future and its hazards, they were broken suddenly when Thern gave atilt to
his head. His eyes flashed their blackish sparkle; his senstive features became sharp.

"Ligen!" Thern's whigper broke the hush. "Do you hear it? A ticking, somewhere close beside me”

The others ligened. Vic Marquette heard nothing, but when he looked about, he saw a keen expression
on the face of Lamont Cranston. The Shadow's eyes were fixed on the table to Thern's Ieft. From across
the room, Marquette exclamed loudly:

"Thelamp!”

It wasn't the mahogany lamp that had been on the table the day before. This lamp was a squetty one, of
brass. A lamp that might arouse the curiosty of either Thern or Cranston, but which meant much more to
Vic Marquette.

The brass lamp was identicd with the one in the stateroom on the Nicaragual Nor was it the only lamp of
the same type that Vic had seen when he vigted the vessel prior to the orgy of destruction. There had
been such alamp in every cabin where Vic had made his fruitless search for bombs.

Before Vic could follow his gaculation with action, his companions were on the move. Thern made a
sweeping gesture toward the window: asgnd for Cranston to openit.

As The Shadow whipped the sash upward with swift, powerful hands, Thern snatched the lamp from the
table and started for the opened space.

Tripping over the lamp cord, Thern sumbled before Marquette could reach him. The lamp scaed from
Thern's lunging hands; his sumble sent the object below the levd of the window dll. For one horrendous
indant, the lamp seemed sure to srike the floor; then The Shadow's sweeping hand actudly plucked it
from midair!

Hdf juggling the flying lamp, The Shadow gave an upward swing of his arm. Clearing the window sl as
his hand released it, the lamp continued outward, downward. As it tumbled in its thirty-gtory fal, The
Shadow saw ametd plunger projecting from beneath the base.

That gadget told that the ticking lamp was an infernd machine. It had been hurled from the room jugt in
time, as was proven before the object reached the courtyard. A few stories from the ground, the lamp
exploded.

The flash was blinding, in the gloom of the deep court. The roar of the blast was terific in its volume,
Amid the echoes that reverberated within the courtyard's wals came the shaitering clatter of many
windowpanes.

By the time the smoke had cleared, Thern was saring from the window, aong with The Shadow. Peering
over ther shoulders, Vic Marquette made out the scene of havoc below. The explosion had knocked
loose chunks of brick from the hotel's inner walls. The paving of the cement courtyard was cracked into
tilted sections.



Windows were dripping arain of glass from as many as twenty stories. The odor of sckening fumes was
drifting upward with increasing volume. Drawing the others away, Vic dammed the window tight, then
turned about.

Thern's blackish eyes sparkled with heartfelt gratitude, as they met the cam gaze of Cranston. Thern's
own features were tight-drawn, but no change had come to Cranston's masklike expression. To Thern's
imperturbable vistor, death's close squeeze had become a mere incident of the past.

Clutching Cranston's hand in awarm, long-sustained grip, Thern expressed his gppreciation chokingly:
"I thank you, Mr. Crangton! Not for mysdf aone, but in behdf of my country, Bathanial"

The faintest of amiles traced itsdf upon Cranston's thin lips. Unwittingly, Felix Thern was fuifilling a wish
that he had expressed only a short while before.

With his gratitude to the placid Mr. Cranston, Thern was extending thanks to The Shadow!

CHAPTER VIII. TRAILS TO COME

REALIZING that the explosion mugt have created chaos throughout the Hotel Clairmont, Vic Marquette
cdled the management and explained briefly what had happened. As Vic put it, a bomb had been found
in Thern's suite, and it had been necessary to toss it from the window.

Vic didnt specify that the bomb had been ingde a brass table lamp. He merdy stated that he wanted to
quiz dl employees who might have entered the suite while Thern was in Washington.

By telephone, Vic ordered a squad of Feds to meet imin the lobby. He sad that he would post two as
future bodyguards for Thern, while he went about hisinvestigation.

"Weve cracked one angle" assured Vic. "We know how those bombs were planted in the Nicaragua.
They were concedled in the cabin lamps, and maybe in some of the other furnishings They reserved one
for you, Mr. Thern; and it's mighty lucky that you heard it tick.

"If that thing had blown us to smithereens, it wouldn't have left a cdlue. As it is, weve gathered an
important piece of evidence. The ticks prove that the crooks were usng time bombs, that could have
been planted along whilein advance.

"I'm going to see Falsythe and find out about the fumnishings that were put on the Salvador and the
Nicaragua. After I've taked to the people who supplied them, well have the trail we've wanted. It means
fagt action, though, because there's no way of suppressng news of the exploson here. Too many people
heard it."

Leaving the hotd with Marquette, The Shadow took a cab to the Cobat Club. By the time he had
finished lunch, newsboys were on the streets flourishing extras tdling of the mysterious exploson that had
threatened the life of Bathanias ambassador, Fdix Thern.

Without bothering to read the meager details that the newspapers had to offer, The Shadow stepped into
hislimousing which was parked across from the club. In Cranston's cdm tone, he told the chauffeur to
take him to a certain office building.

Lamont Cranston was on hisway to see hisinvestment broker, a gentleman named Rutledge Mann.

The Shadow wished Vic Marquette the best of luck in finding a new trall, but he wasn't a dl sure that
Vic's hopes would be redized. In this game, tralls were being covered very nesily. The only policy was



to look for weak spots, where crooks would not expect investigation.

By this time, thanks to the newspapers and the radio reports, even the smdl-fry connected with the
aimind game would know that the Feds were hot upon a fresh tral. Such was The Shadow's
well-founded opinion.

PROOF occurred in a gloomy, dingy room where Mait Scarnley and his few remaining followers were
lounging on rickety chairs and battered army cots, ligening to the radio. They heard the news flash
concerning the exploson in Thern's hotel suite. Worried mutters came from ligening crooks.

"Keep your shirts on," advised Mait, as he rose from his cot. "Nobody's wise to this new hide-out. Sit
tight, while | talk to Klagg."

The hide-out was connected with Klagg's workshop. Following a short passage, Matt knocked a the
workshop door. Klagg admitted him, and gave a nod.

"The chief just cdled,” said the cadaverous man, gesturing toward the loud-speaker. "He told me that the
bomb missed out. It's too bad. Thern is the one man who might make trouble for us. We needed to get
rid of him."

Klagg's statement fitted with things that Matt had pieced together. To Matt, it seemed quite plan that
Frederick Fasythe was behind the seamship disasters, regping big cash from insurance companies. Hed
wondered, of course, how Falsythe could afford to do it, Snce he had to put up money for the ships, in
thefirg place.

Matt had findly satisfied himsdf with the argument that Wall Street big-shots never used their own cash,
anyway. Maybe Fasythe had gathered in a lot of sucker money and could make the boaobs think they
hed logt their dough for keeps, when the ships went up in smoke.

That theory was good enough for Matt, whose knowledge of high finance was something very hazy.

Concerning Fdix Thern, however, the case was very smple. Falsythe's ships came from Bdthania, the
country that Thern represented. Naturdly, Thern would be hdping the Feds invesigate. Maybe Thern
hed been keeping an eye on the new ships from the time they left Bdthania If so, he was a man who
could know too much.

Besides, there had been alot of talk about foreign spies at work. By putting the blast on Thern, Falsythe
could make that hokum look like the red McCoy. A swel way to put the Feds on the wrong track, if it
hed worked. But the scheme had dipped, and Mait didn't like it.

Looking about the workshop, Mait pointed to the lamps, the humidors, and the desk telephones.
"Where was the bomb planted?' he questioned, somewhat anxioudy. "In one of those?"
"Inalamp,” replied Klagg, dryly. "Thern must have heard the clockwork tick."

"Then the Feds are wise. They'll go to the wholesde houses that supplied the suff.”

"Let them. Their trall will carry them no farther. All our work has been grictly undercover.”

Matt gave a dow nod. He remembered one night when he had kept his mob in readiness near a
warehouse, a Klagg's order. Probably that was the time the bombs were planted, by Klagg and other
secret workers, infittings that were to be supplied for the new liners.



It could have been done drictly undercover, just as Klagg said. Fasythe was the man who ordered the
merchandise, and Klagg was a member of his office gaff. Between them, it would be possible to handle
arrangements perfectly.

"I guess there's noting to worry about,” decided Matt. "Only, the boys are getting kind of restless. What'll
| tell them?'

"Tdl them that you're moving out tonight,” returned Klagg. "I'm sending you to the new place on Long
Idand."

Grinning, Matt rubbed his long jaw in pleased fashion. Klagg had mentioned the Long Idand hide-out
severd times, and it had sounded better with each description. So far, Matt had not told the mob about
it. He was keeping the thing for a surprise, and thiswould be the time to spring it.

"How soon do we gart?' asked Matt. "Right after dark?”
"Better wait longer,” replied Klagg, methodicaly, "in case you are needed around here”
"What about getting new guys for the mob?'

"No hurry. You can come into town and do that yoursdf. Y ou won't have to keep humoring your present
crew when you reach the Long Idand place. They will likeit too wdl to worry."

Klagg resumed work at the bench, Sgnifying that the interview was ended. Returning to the other room,
Matt found that the news broadcast was over. The mobbies were ligening to racing results, part of a
gporting program. Ther interest in horses had caused them to forget their worry.

EL SEWHERE, another conference was under way. In the privacy of a secluded inner office, a chubby,
round-faced man was carefully compiling a lig of foreign securities, as requested by a calm-faced vistor.

Rutledge Mann, invesment broker, was completing a survey for Lamont Cranston, millionaire clubman.

"All these should be obtainable in Bdthania," assured Mann, in a serious tone. "It might take some time to
acquire them, through aforeign brokerage house, but | am sure that it can be arranged.”

The Shadow checked certain items on the lig, returned it to Mann.

"Thesewill do," decided The Shadow. "Cable Paris and ask for options. Then cal Vincent and have him
come here for the lig. Give him the full details of the plan.”

"Heisto cdl on Fasythe today?"
"Yes After five o'clock. Fasythe dways remains late at his office; that will be the best time to see him.”
Mann received the ingtructions with a dow, methodica nod.

"While you are waiting for Vincent,” added The Shadow, "cdl Partridge. He is one of your customers,
and he is dso a director of the Internationa Merchant Lines. Ask him who would be the right man to
arrange credit in Bathania"

"Hewill, of course, name Fasythe."

"Exactly! If Fsythe asks questions, Vincent will refer im to you. In your turn, you will refer Falsythe to
Partridge.”



There was a touch of humor in The Shadow's tone. He was picturing Partridge, the prize fossl in
Fdsythes entire array of decrepit directors. "Vincant is not to press matters with Falsythe," reminded The
Shadow, as he stepped toward the office door, "Today, he need play for one thing only: another
interview with Falsythe. Our plan is to make Fasythe show his hand; and he will, one way or the other.

"Either he will be eager to accept the proposition, or he will hedge completely. Tomorrow, Vincent can
gveyou aful report on his actions. We can then arrange our next move, through Vincent."

Riding back to the Cobalt Club, The Shadow considered the merits of his scheme to fed out Frederick
Fasythe. In choosng Harry Vincent as the agent for the job, The Shadow had picked a most capable

person.

Whether Falsythe snatched at a business propostion involving Bdthanian invesments, or shied away
from it, his status would dill be in doubt. Falsythe, dways clever, was a man who frequently did just the
opposite of what another person might do.

In any event, the contact would be made without leading back to Lamont Cranston, of whom Fasythe
was ddfinitdy wary. The Shadow did not expect Harry to learn anything of red vaue through a firgt
medting with Falsythe. He was depending upon later results to produce the facts he wanted.

Had The Shadow known of a certain opportunity that was adready in the making, he would have made a
persond vigt to Fasythe's office. Curious circumstances were to produce a Studtion that only The
Shadow could handlée!

CHAPTER IX. THE SHOWDOWN

ALL afternoon, men had been passng in and out of the offices of Fasythe Co. They were brisk and
busnedike, chaps whose expressionless faces betrayed no part of therr purpose. There were certain
persons though, who necessarily learned what the vigitors were about.

The vidtors were Feds, and they talked to various clerks in the purchasng department. The questions
that they asked concerned dl types of supplies and equipment that had been purchased for ships
bdonging to the International Merchant Lines.

Other Feds were checking on the supply houses that had made the sdles. By the time the afternoon was
over, alot of ground had been covered, but with no tangible result.

Thet fact was learned by a dapper young than who held a confidentid position in the firm of Falsythe Co.
The young man in question was Arthur Kenley.

Though he frequently assumed a amug and sdf-sufficient air, Kenley reserved that pose purdy for the
benefit of customers. Frederick Fasythe liked his confidentia men to behave in such fashion. Like Klagg,
young Kenley had learned how to conduct himsdf in the required style.

There was a difference, however, between Klagg and Kenley.

Where Klagg had been diff at dl times, Kenley frequently relaxed when he talked to other persons in the
office. As areault, hisfdlow employees liked him and trusted him.

After the Feds had gone, Kenley decided to test his popularity. Strolling into the bookkeeping
department, he approached a shirt-deeved man who sat done, thwacked the fdlow on his stooped
shoulders.

"Helo, Rogerd" greeted Kenley, in an easy tone. "l hope the Feds didn't give you the jitters.”



Rogers looked up with a surprised smile He was pleased to find someone ese who knew who the
vigtors were. He didn't redlize that Kenley was merdly working on a guesser's basis.

Soon, Rogers was tdling dl he knew. It went deeper than Kenley supposed.

"Bombs went aboard those boats in furnishings” confided Rogers. "The Feds have been checking on
everything we bought, particularly lamps™

He drew a newspaper from a chair beside him, showed Kenley the headlines tdling of the exploson in
Thern's hotel suite. Kenley hadn't been out of the office dl afternoon. The news surprised him.

"If youd ask me" said Rogers, wisdy, "I'd say that the Feds found the bomb in a lamp, up there a
Thern's. If that wasn't the case, why should they be interested in lamps, more than anything 7!

Kenley shared the opinion, but did not say so. Instead, the dapper man thumbed the pages of a ledger
that lay on the desk. He found the ligs of lamps that had been bought for the Savador and the
Nicaragua. There was dso a notation covering a supply that had been purchased for the third ship, the
Guatemda, which had not yet reached New Y ork.

Kenley put a question: "Where are these lamps, Rogers?"

"In storage,” replied the bookkeeper. "One of the Feds cdled up the warehouse while he was here. He
talked to some of his pals who were at the place.”

"Had they found anything?

"I don't think so. The Fed looked pretty disappointed. He dropped the subject of lamps and began to
check on other types of equipment.”

NO longer did Arthur Kenley look dapper. His eyes were sharp, his lips firm and tight. There was some
thing grim about his whole expression. He was a man who saw a duty that he must perform at any cost.

Siill, an occasiond flicker of doubt was momentarily present. Kenley had a sense of loydty to Fasythe.
He could not cast it asde merdly on suspicion. He wanted to make a test, and he saw his chance.

Rogers was stacking the ledgers, to take them back to the safe. Kenley checked the titles on the big
account books; as he did; he noticed that one was absent.

"I don't see Ledger F," remarked Kenley. "The one that covers foreign investments of Falsythe Co."

"It hasn't anything to do with Internationa Merchant Lines” returned Rogers, "so | didn't bother about it.”

"You brought the rest of the Falsythe ledgers?

"Y es—because a Fed went to the safe with me and told me to bring dong the works. Ledger F wasn't in
thelot."

"Who hasit?'
"Fdsythe, | guess. It's his pet.”

Going back to his office, Kenley considered the absence of Ledger F. He could see exactly why Falsythe
hed not wanted that record to be examined. Ledger F was the only one containing evidence of the huge
aumsthat Falsythe Co. had tied up in Bdthania.



Naturdly, Fasythe had wanted to keep the existence of such funds unknown, so far as the public was
concerned. But when it came to playing hide and seek with Federd agents, the matter had a crooked
look. If Falsythe would go thet far, he might go further.

Seated a his desk, Kenley mopped his perspiring forehead. He was worried; badly so. He wanted
someone in whom he could confide: a person who might be in the right mood to understand. He fdt that
he could talk to the Feds, if such a person advised it.

Mentaly, Kenley was picturing a scene that he had read about: the newspaper account of the exploson
a the Hotel Clairmont. Meager though it was, that description made one point quite evident: Felix Thern
was the man for whom the bomb had been intended.

Then was a man who could understand. Enough so, to keep things confidentid. With sudden
determination, Kenley reached for the telephone. He cdled the Clarmont and was connected with
Thern's slite.

The voice that answered lacked a foreign accent. When Kenley asked for Thern, he learned that the
ambassador had gone out. In turn, the man on the other end of the wire asked who was spesking and
whet the cdl was about.

Kenley gave his name, gating that he was with Falsythe Co. Reverting to the smooth manner in which he
hed been trained, he declared that he would have to tak to Thern persondly. He learned that Thern
would be back within a hdf hour.

Hanging up, Kenley stared from the window. His reverie lasted a few minutes; then:
"Mr. Kenley! Mr. Kenley!"

It was Fasythe's voice, booming from the loud-speaker on Kenley's desk. Reaching for the button that
would complete the connection, Kenley hated suddenly. He didn't want to talk to Fasythe. He reached
for his hat instead.

"Mr. Kenley!" The voice was urgent. "Come to my office, a oncel™

His hat clamped to his head, Kenley started out through a maze of deserted offices. He was ddiberately
avoiding the route that led to Falsythe's. It was after five o'clock, and nearly everyone had Ieft the place.

With dusk gpproaching, the offices were gloomy enough for Kenley to make an unnaticed exit. He was
caeful to skirt the few rooms where lights were burning and clerks dill at their desks.

Along his route, Kenley could hear Falsythe's voice booming from other loud-speakers. The shout was
the same: "Mr. Kenley! Come to my officel”

By that system, Falsythe could bring people from anywhere on the premises. This was one time when his
sysem wasn't working.

AT hisown desk, Frederick Fasythe was furious. He had pressed a dozen levers on the switch box, so
that his voice could be heard dl over the premises. Suddenly, with a savage fling of his hand, Fasythe
turned the switches off. He pressed one that connected him with his secretary's office, growled:

"I thought you said that Kenley was ill about!"

"Hewas, afew minutes ago, Mr. Fasythe" came a woman's reply. "I'm sorry that he's gone. But what
about Mr. Vincent, who is dill waiting here? Do you wish to see him?'



"Yes Show him into the anteroom.”

With one hand, Fasythe pressed the button that unlocked the anteroom door. With a finger of the other
hand, he stabbed a lever in the lowest corner of the blocky switch box. Not waiting for a response,
Fasythe announced in low-rumbled tone:

"Kenley hasjud Ieft here. If he tries to leave the building, | want him stopped!”

Cutting off the switch, Fasythe sat drumming the desk with his big hands. Then remembering his vistor,
Mr. Vincent, he strode over to the door from the anteroom and placed his hand upon the knob. Fasythe
hed just turned the knob, when he heard another door open.

Swinging about, Fasythe faced the person who entered from the opposite sde of the room. The man
who had so boldly invaded the private office was Arthur Kenley.

Kenley gave atight-lipped amile as he looked toward the switch box. Codlly, he sad:
"I heard you wanted me, Mr. Fsythe."

"So | did," began Fasythe, angrily. Then, his steely eyes narrowing, he gestured toward the switch box.
"I cdled everywhere. In fact"—Fasythe inserted a casud chuckle—"1 even caled downdairs and told
the dlevator Sarter to be on the lookout for you. | didn't want you to leave the building until after | talked
to you. St down, Kenley."

Falsythe took the chair behind the desk; but Kenley remained standing. His eyes fixed steedily upon his
employer, Kenley made the cool announcement:

"Il do the taking, Mr. Fasythe! | have alot to say. That's the one reason | came back. | wanted to talk
to you done”

To dl appearances, the two were actudly aone. There was something that neither noticed. Falsythe had
accidentdly Ieft the anteroom door gar. Beyond that door was aman who could hear every detail of the
discusson.

The lisener was Harry Vincent, who had come here to obtain information for The Shadow!

CHAPTER X. FALSYTHE'S ALIBI

ARTHUR KENLEY had come here for a showdown. Of that, Harry Vincent was certain, as he listened.
Through the dight crack of the door, Harry could get only a partid view of Fasythe's desk; but he
considered it sufficient.

In fact, Harry was ready to close the crack entirdy, should occasion warrant it. He would rather miss a
portion of the discussion, than have it known that he had heard any of it. If he could hear dl, so much the
better; but to try to view the scene would be pushing beyond the limits of a reasonable risk.

AsKenley began to talk, he approached the desk. Thus, Harry actudly saw both speakers, for a sart.
From Kenley's determined expresson and Fasythe's steedy glower, it was quite likdy that the two
would soon be a odds.

"I've been wondering about Ledger F," spoke Kenley, tensdy. "I didn't see it with the others that Rogers
showed to the government men."

"Ledger Fisright here" retorted Falsythe, dgpping a volume that lay on his desk. "I decided to show it
to Mr. Marquette mysdf."



"Has he seen it yet?"
"No. Marquette was only here afew minutes. He had to attend to other matters, more important -"

Fasythe cut short. His strong-lined face went purple. Kenley had opened the volume on the desk, turning
it to the exact page that he wanted. As Fasythe made a pounce to grab the ledger, Kenley gritted a laugh
and stepped away.

"A fake ledger!” Harry heard Kenley say. "Very clever, Mr. Fdsythe - having it here so that Marquette
could look at it. But you wouldn' risk letting one of our own bookkeepers see it. I'm glad | came back.
I've learned that my suspicions were correct!”

With surprising control, Falsythe let his rage subside. Such ability was characteristic of the financier.
Through mastery of himsdf, he had learned to control others. The power that he had gained sometimes
made him forget the rule that had produced his success. But when a criss came, Fasythe dways banked
upon his old system.

Sitting weexily in his chair, Fasythe let his srong face rdax into a sad amile Even his tone became
sorrowful, as he gazed solemnly at Kenley.

"I trusted you beyond dl others," spoke Fasythe. "I fdt that you were one person who had full faith in my
integrity.”

"I did have" returned Kenley, "until today."
"At leadt," pleaded Fasythe, "you can specify the causes for your sudden change of opinion.”
It sounded far enough to Kenley. After a short pause, he broke loose with hisfull denunciation.

"You have nearly thirty million dollarsin Bdthania™ asserted Kenley. "Money that you couldn't bring out
of the country. So you bought ships with it, and charged them off to Internationa Merchant Lines"

"At your suggestion, Kenley."

"At my suggestion,” admitted the young man, bitterly. "But it wasn't my idea to wreck those ships and
collect the insurance money. You're getting your cash back from Bdthania, by way of the insurance
companied”

Fasythe gave a horrified gasp. "You can't believe that | would countenance such a scheme!”

"I could believe anything!" snapped Kenley. "This case is obvious, to anyone who knows the indde facts.
Each time you Snk a ship, you can order another, until you've used the full thirty million. Each liner that
goes to the bottom pays you cash. When the dirty work isdl done, your money will be here, instead of in
Bdthania"

Fasythe shook his head.

"Your suspicions are fantastic, Kenley! None of the vessds are insured to ther full vaue. I've actudly lost

"A good dihi," retorted Kenley, "but not good enough for me. | know what your losses are; about twenty
per cent. You are willing to drop that much. It's good business, consgdering that no cash is safe in
Bdthania, the way everything has gone to pieces there."

FALSYTHE continued his headshakes, while Kenley blasted away with further charges. According to



Kenley, the Internationd Merchant Lines could never make money and Fasythe knew it. Every voyage
of the Salvador and the Nicaragua would have shown a loss. The sooner that Falsythe got rid of the
liners and collected dl the cash he could, the better his scheme would work, from the standpoint of sure
profit.

Fnishing with his summary of the past, Kenley looked to the future.

"I suppose youll wreck the Guatemda, if you can," declared Kenley. "But it will be tough going after she
getsto port. The Feds have learned alot, Mr. Fasythe, after the thing you tried this afternoon.”

Fasythe was on hisfeet.

"You ingnuate that | tried to murder Thern?* he demanded. Y oure mad, Kenley!"
"Mad?' Kenley's voice reached a high pitch. "Thern won't think so, when | talk to him!"
"You can't mean -"

"That I'l talk to Thern? I've dready cdled him. I'm going up to see him, after | leave here

Fdsythe's hands clamped hard upon the desk. For a moment, Harry, pesping in from the anteroom,
thought thet the agile financier was going to clear the desk with a angle lesp, to get his hands on Kenley.
Shoving his hand into his pocket, The Shadow's agent drew a gun. He let the door go wider, knowing
that it wouldn't be noticed.

At that moment, Falsythe recoiled. Harry saw why. Kenley had come here prepared for an emergency.
Like Harry, he was armed. At the firg Sgn of Falsythe's lunge, Kenley had produced a smdl revolver.

"Remember this gun?' queried Kenley. "You bought it for me, Fasythe, and arranged for a permit, so
that | could carry it when | took funds to the bank. It's been in my desk for months.

"I remembered it while | was walking out; that's why | thought it would be safe to come back. After dl, |
do owe you thanks for certain thingsin the past. Otherwise, | wouldn't have bothered to talk to you.

"I'm giving you a chance, Fasythe. A chance to clear out, or commit suicide, which ever you prefer.
Think it over after I've left here. Youll have time while I'm on my way to Thern's™

Kenley was edging toward Harry's door, since the route through the anteroom offered a rapid exit. By
hismove, Kenley lost Sght of Falsythe's hand, behind the switch box.

So did Harry, for he was letting the door ease shut, intending to drop out of Sght behind a sofa that was
st a an anglein a corner of the anteroom.

Lifting a knuckle of his forefinger, Falsythe pushed a switch upward. It was one that connected with an
office adjoining his own. The move completed, Fasythe emitted a sharp, excited cry.

"Stop, Kenley!" he boomed. "Put away that gun! Y ou're mad, | tdl you -"
"Stay where you are,”" interrupted Kenley. "If you make another move, I'll shoot!"

CATCHING the new commotion, Harry let the door ease partly open. Kenley was back in the center of
the room, covering Fasythe, who was cowering low behind the desk. Fasythe was meking a frantic,
though unneeded, plea.

"Dont shoot, Kenley -"



"Keep your hand away from the switch box!" bawled Kenley, as Fasythe made a fesble gesture. "You
heard my warning!"

He didn't notice that a switch lever was dready lifted; nor did Harry. Fasythe's postion looked so
helpless, that Harry let his gun dide into his pocket, expecting no trouble for Kenley. At that moment,
trouble came.

A door burgst open, two men sprang into Sght. They were late-working secretaries, who had heard
Fdsythe's voice over a loud-spesker. Kenley swung toward them, brandishing his revolver. Fasythe
didn't waste an indant.

With both hands, the financier gripped the switch box. He gave a powerful jerk, ripping the blocky
object from its stand, the wires coming with it. Before Harry could get his hand back to his pocket,
Fasythe had flung the heavy switch box a Kenley's head. The missile struck above Kenley's |left ear.

Teking a long lurch. Kenley landed prone, thudding the floor harder than a fdling log. His revolver did
from his fingers, bouncing to the feet of the two astonished men who had come to Fasythe's rescue.

From his desk, the financier watched anxioudy, until sure that Kenley wasn't going to move,

Then Harry saw Falsythe suppress asmile He had offered dibis to Kenley, only to have them rejected.
But the dibi that Falsythe next intended was one that he knew would be believed.

CHAPTER XI. THE WRONG MAN
"POOR Kenley!"

There was sympathy in Falsythe's tone, as he surveyed the figure on the floor. Approaching from his
desk, he spoke regretfully of the circumstances which had caused him to act in sdlf-defense.

According to Falsythe, Kenley had entered the office behaving like a crazed man. Fasythe couldn't even
remember dl the things that Kenley said, for the poor chap was very frenzied. He had tried to cdm
Kenley, until the fdlow drew a gun. After that, there was nothing to do but summon help.

There was enough truth in Fasythe's story to convince the secretaries. The things that they had heard
over the loud-speaker fitted perfectly with what had followed. Fasythe did not have to inggt that he had
flung the switch box in self-defense; the secretaries pressed that point on their own account.

In fact, they thanked Fasythe for saving ther lives when Kenley turned on them with the gun. They kept
assuring Falsythe that they would tedtify in his behaf when the case came up before a coroner's jury.

At that, Falsythe amiled, as he stooped beside the figure of the flattened victim.

"Kenley isn't dead,” he asserted. "Hell be dl right in a short time. Y ou mugt take him to Dr. Humphrey, in

Lifing Kenley's lightweight form, the secretaries turned toward the anteroom. Fasythe stopped them,
pointing to ancther door.

"Go down by the private eevator,” he told them. "The car isright outsde. My chauffeur will help you.
Tdl Dr. Humphrey that | shdl be over there very shortly. Ask him to keep Kenley very quiet. We can't
risk another of his mad moods."

As soon as the door had closed behind the secretaries, Falsythe picked up the battered switch box and
replaced it on the stand. Juggling Kenley's revolver, he findly placed it in his own pocket; then turned



toward the anteroom.

Despite the exating events of the last haf dozen minutes, Fasythe remembered that he had a cdler
walting.

Thefinandier found Harry Vincent lounging on the anteroom sofa. With an gpology for the long wait, he
ushered the vistor into the private office,

Pressng the button on the desk, Fasythe kept dicking the outsde door of the anteroom, until the girl
who guarded that porta decided that something was amiss. She came into the private office.

"The switch box is broken,” said Falsythe, pointing. "l upset the stand, by accident. Tdl the repair men to
have it fixed by tomorrow morning. Please wait in the anteroom, Miss Norris, so that | may summon you
more eedlly.”

GOING into the anteroom, the girl closed the door behind her. Placidly, Fasythe turned to Harry. The
financier's manner was quiite friendly, but Harry caught the sharpness of the sted-grey eyes.

Fasythe was making a careful sudy of hisvigtor. In Harry Vincent he saw a frank, good-looking young
men whose manner, as wdl as his appearance, indicated both position and wesdlth.

Long in The Shadow's service, Harry was adept at credting just such an impresson when megting men
like Falsythe. He could tdll that it was working with the financier. Despite the fact that he had learned the
very things he wanted to know, Harry went through with his set plan of approach.

Sating that he was making a trip to Bdthania, Harry added that he might make some investments while
there. He was worried about taking money into the country, on the chance that he could not bring it out

again.

Harry wanted to deposit funds with some New York finencid house that could arrange credit in
Bdthania When Fasythe asked the 9ze of the intended deposit, Harry approximated it at fifty thousand
dollars.

All during the discussion, Harry recognized more and more that his bold procedure was the best. It
completdy lulled any idea that he had overheard the argument between Fasythe and Kenley.
Nevertheless, Fasythe was canny whenever anyone mentioned Bathania He wanted to know who had
advised Harry to ded through Fasythe Co.

"My broker suggested it," explained Harry. "His name is Rutledge Mann."

Fdsythe had never heard of Mann. He summoned Miss Norris, told her to look up Mann's phone
number and give the broker a cal. Harry could have supplied the number, but he didn't. He wanted Miss
Norris to look in the directory and find out that Mann actualy was an invesment broker.

Soon, Miss Norris returned, to state that she had talked with Mann. She added that the broker had
suggested Falsythe Co. on the advice of Mr. Partridge. With a amile, Falsythe suggested:

"You might as well cal Partridge.”
"I did," replied Miss Norris. "He sad that he was the person who recommended usto Mr. Mann.”

Risng from his desk, Fasythe bowed Harry toward the anteroom. As they moved in that direction, the
finender inserted a smooth-toned explanation.



"We have to check on dl these matters” declared Falsythe. "Our concern holds a high reputation. We
mug be careful who recommends dlients to us. There are envious rivas'—Fasythe seemed distressed a
the thought—"who sometimes try to pry into our affairs by sending pretended customers here. We regard
dl inquiries that we make as being for the protection of our valid customers, as wel as ourselves.”

They had crossed the anteroom. Pausing at the outer door, Fasythe came back to the origind subject.

"Bdthanian credits are somewhat difficult to arrange” he said. "You mugt dlow me a few days, Mr.
Vincent, while | learn what can be done."

Letting the outer door close dowly, Harry gained a glimpse before departure. Fasythe had met Miss
Norris coming from the private office. He had asked some question to which the girl had shaken her
head.

It was obvious what the question was. Fasythe had asked if Miss Norris had heard any conversation
from the inner office, while she was in the anteroom. Since she hadn't heard Harry tak to Fasythe, the
finender assumed that Harry had not overheard Falsythe's own argument with Kenley. In each case, s0
Fasythe supposed, the door had been tightly shuit.

TRAVELING down in the elevator, Harry was summing up other phases of the stuation. He could see
that Kenley's suspicions of Fasythe were wdl founded. With some thirty million dollars at stake, a man
of Flsythe's sanding might readiily go in for large-scale crime,

There had been mass murders in the snking of the Salvador and the Nicaragua; therefore, the brain
behind the crimes would think little of one life more. Fguring Falsythe as the master crook, Harry could
foresee what might become of Kenley, the one man whose tetimony covered the indde angle of the

game.

But Kenley dill had awhile to live. The men who had carried him away were innocent. It was probable,
too, that Dr. Humphrey would prove to be a reputable physcian.

In any event, no harm could come to Kenley until Fasythe cdled a8 Humphrey's to see hm. Meanwhile,
Harry intended to contact The Shadow and inform his chief of Kenley's plight.

There was just one point that bothered Harry. He had heard Kenley mention a phone cdl to Fdix Thern.
The question was How much had Kenley said when he made that cdl? Kenley's satement was vague,
as Harry remembered it; but, at least, he had declared that he intended to vist Thern.

The devator stopped on the ground floor, after an express trip down from the tower floor. Waking out
through the long foyer, Harry passed the uniformed starter, then saw ataxi driver lounging near the Street
door.

Apparently, the fdlow had been watching the did indicating that the eevator had come from the tower,
for he approached Harry and undertoned:

"Areyou Mr. Kenley?'

A flash struck Harry. Thern could have sent this cab to pick up Kenley. It wouldn't do to have the fdlow
day around, asking the same question every time someone came from the top floor. Word of it might get
to Fasythe. Seeing away to sdtle the problem, Harry nodded.

The cabby grinned.

"My hack's waiting right around the corner,” he said. "Hop in, and I'll take you where you want to go."



The felow spoke as if he knew where Kenley wanted to go. Harry went with him past the corner, but
stopped at the door of the waiting cab. A trip to Thern's would be dl right; but it would be best to cdl
The Shadow firg.

"Jug aminute” said Harry, nudging his thumb toward a cigar store. "'l have to make a phone cdl.”

Harry was tumning as he spoke. He took two steps, no more. A pair of husky men piled from the building
wadl, where they had been wating in the darkness. While Harry was reaching for his gun, they bowled
him straight for the cab.

The rear door opened; Harry was pitched into the arms of another thug, who greeted him with an expert
tap from a blackjack.

As Harry went limp, his firg attackers piled into the cab and thrust him on the seat. The fake cabby
gprang to the whed and promptly drove away, while the men indde were yanking the rear door shui.

Recuperating during that ride, Harry was vaguely conscious of a voice that sounded like an ugly purr. The
tone belonged to Matt Scarnley.

"Il buzz Klagg from the Long Idand joint," Matt declared, "and tdl him that grabbing Kenley was a
cinch. The hard part was waiting for the guy to show up. Klagg said we'd have to work quick, after he
got that cal to stop the guy. Maybe Fasythe hdd Kenley back awhile”

It didn't occur to Matt that Fasythe had persondly handled Kenley; thet, as a result, Matt's crew had
seized the wrong man. Y et, with Kenley aready out of crculaion, Harry was the right man for mobsters
to capture.

Harry Vincent had heard the facts that Arthur Kenley stated. With both men prisoners, those facts—like
the plight of the men themsaves—would remain unknown to The Shadow!

CHAPTER XII. THE FORCED TRAIL

LATE tha night, Matt Scarnley paid a solo vigt to Manhattan and made a round of various dives in the
badlands. A familiar figurein Bowery hang-outs, as wel as dong the waterfront, Matt had many friends
of asort.

Replenishing a depleted mob was usudly easy work for Matt, but lady he had ganed a sense of
discrimination. Two experiences with The Shadow had convinced Matt that mass fighters were no good.
He wanted lone wolves, and was willing to pay for their services.

Matt had severa in mind; among them were two of particular merit. One was Cliff Mardand, a
stony-faced killer if ever there was one.

According to rumor, Cliff couldn't chop notches in his gun because there would be no gun left. Matt
aways laughed when he heard that gag. He figured it showed the ignorance of those who told it. They
didn't know that Cliff dways carried two guns.

There was another story, though, that impressed Matt strongly. It was sad that Cliff Mardand was
guming for The Shadow. When questioned on that point, Cliff's usud answer was to suggest that the
questioner have another drink. But he had never denied that he was looking for The Shadow.

Therefore, Cliff was aman Matt needed. He might find The Shadow, if he worked dong with Matt.
The other candidate was a wizened rowdy cdled Hawkeye, who had a cute way of winning bets.



Hawkeye would invite anyone to mark a hdf dollar and chuck it into the depths of a dark dley.

If cops weren't around, Hawkeye would pull a gun and dent the hdf dollar with a bullet, provided that
some sucker would bet a sawbuck that he couldn't do it.

Any marksman who could pick out targetsin the dark would be a great hdp when The Shadow showed
up, according to Matt's logic. So he wanted to Sgn Hawkeye dong with Cliff, and Matt was more than
pleased when he found the pair together in an underground den known as Red Mike's.

Matt put the proposition and they listened. The thing that convinced them was the bank rall that Matt
hauled from his pocket. They let im pedl off bills like leaves from a sdf-shedding head of lettuce, until
hisfingers showed a Hiff reluctance. Therewith, Cliff and Hawkeye decided they had received a proper
price.

Tdling them to stay around Red Mike's, where they would hear from him when needed, Matt continued
his rounds, hoping to acquire other capable sharpshooters who might prove less expensive.

Before leaving, Matt cdled in a few recruited thugs from outsde and told them to gick with Cliff and
Hawkeye. In so doing, Matt unwittingly prevented Cliff from sending Hawkeye dong the tral of thar
new employer. Which was most unfortunate, because Matt's two new aces happened to be agents of
The Shadow.

Not knowing that Matt had captured Harry Vincent, both Cliff and Hawkeye slently agreed that they
could pass up the trall tonight. It was their job to tip off The Shadow whenever Matt's mob moved, and

they werein a perfect postion to perform that duty.

Matt was leaving them in Manhattan, while he went elsawhere, but Cliff and Hawkeye knew that they
would hear from him as soon as their services were needed.

MANY hours passed before The Shadow learned that Harry was among the missng. At noon the next
day, Rutledge Mann cdled the Cobat Club and held a guarded chat with Lamont Cranston. Mann hadn't
heard from Harry since he left for Falsythe's yesterday afternoon.

There was proof, though, that Harry had actudly met Fasythe, because the latter's secretary had cdled
Mann's office. Whenever one of his agents disappeared, The Shadow preferred to take up the tral in
person. In this case, the trail would begin from Fasythe's office.

Though much concerned over Harry's safety, The Shadow knew that he would jeopardize it if he moved
too hedtily. Death was arisk that The Shadow and his agents aways faced; but on the basis that should it
come, it would be swift.

Inthis case, The Shadow was sure that Harry, if dill aliving prisoner, would be in no immediate danger.

Between them, Cliff and Hawkeye were managing to put in occasona reports, through Burbank. The
Shadow cdled his contact man, indructed Burbank to inform the others that Harry had disappeared and
to be on the lookout for the missng man. Soon &fter that, The Shadow |eft the Cobalt Club.

He went to the Hotd Clarmont, on the theory that a vigt with Thern might produce developments
through which The Shadow, as Cranston, could cdl at Fasythe's office later. Two Feds were on guard in
Thern's reception room. One of them knocked at the inner door and announced the vistor.

Thern welcomed Cranston esgerly. When they were done, he pointed to the table, indicating the
mahogany lamp that stood there.



"Theold ong" said Thern. "We found it on a closet shdf.”

The Shadow asked if there was any clue to the person who had subgtituted the explosve lamp. Thern
shook his head, then produced a batch of papers.

"These camein from Washington," he said. "Long ligs of persons who may be foreign agents, or working
intheir employ. But to work from such ligsis impossible, Marquette says. He must find suspects fird."

"Has he found any so fa?'
"None. But | expect him later. Perhaps he will bring good news."

When Marquette came in, his face was glum. He announced that he had combed the supply houses
thoroughly, without finding a sngle thing wrong. The men who had put bombs in lamps and other
gppliances had done their work like ghosts.

"Inwith dl that suff," declared Marquette, "are alot of fittings purchased for the new ship that's due here
tomorrow, the Guatemaa You would think that maybe the crooks would have made some dip, like
putting a bomb in awrong lamp.

"Not a bit of it. Everything that's to go on board the Guatemda is in perfect shape. Which makes me
think that they are foxy enough to switch methods. Well have to keep a close eye on the Guatemaa™

Inasmuch as Vic and the other Feds had kept a close eye on the Nicaragua, only to have the ship blow
up in ther very presence, the future had a doubtful look. Vic was practicaly admitting it, though not in
words.

"They've helped us dl they could, at Fasythes" declared the Fed, "but it hasn't been enough. They dug
out every ledger and account book in the place, to show us. Falsythe even had one on his desk. It listed
hisinvesmentsin foregn countries.”

"Induding Bdthania?' inquired Thern.

"Yes. But the figures didn't amount to much,” replied Vic. "l guess Fasythe was able to get his money out
of the country before things changed around there."

The wedge had come that The Shadow wanted. He was about to ask when Vic intended to vist Fasythe
agan, when Thern saved him the question by insarting a proposal.

"Ask Fasythe about a chap named Kenley," suggested Thern. "An Arthur Kenley, who works for
Fasythe Co."

"Kenley?' repeated Vic. "What about him?"

"He telephoned yesterday, while | was out. One of your men took his name. | cdled Falsythe's office
after | returned, but no one answered.”

PRODUCING a typewritten lig, Vic ran through the names, sopping on the letter K. It was a lig of
Fasythe's employees that one of the Feds had obtained the day before.

"Arthur Kenley," announced Vic. "He's liged as working in the bond department. I'll find out more about
him tomorrow."

Looking casudly at the ligt, The Shadow pointed to another name that appeared just below Kenley's.



"I've met that chap Klagg," he said. "An odd name, and an odd chap, too.”
"Jerome Klagg, specid representative,” read Vic. "What about him, Mr. Cranston?”

"He's gone on a job where he won't be needed. To South America, to arrange for return shipments on
boats that never will arrive there”

The gtuation intrigued Marquette. Studying the lig, he didn't notice that Thern was rudling other papers.
Suddenly, Thern excdlamed:

"Here's the same name! Among a group of obscure foreign agentd One of the type who will serve any
person or nation who will pay them the most money."

Pocketing his own lig, Marquette picked up his hat and suggested that Cranston go with him to
Fasythes.

Hdf an hour later, the two were in the financier's private office. Falsythe listened camly to everything that
Marquette said.

"I told Kenley to cdl Thern," stated Fasythe, his stedly eyes steady. "I wanted him to inquire regarding
Bdthanian credits, requested by a customer named Vincent."

The Shadow knew that the statement was a fdse one. Fasythe was fitting a fact to a lie By The
Shadow's cdculation, Kenley must have cdled Thern shortly before Harry arrived at Falsythe's office.

"Today" continued Fasythe, "Kenley went on a vacation, and | forgot the Vincent matter. Y our mention
of Kenley made me remember it. | can assure you that Kenley is quite trustworthy, and that the matter is
of no importance.”

"But"—with the word Fasythe paused, emphatically—"the case of Klagg is different. | hired the fdlow
because he had foreign experience. The record that he gave himsdf appeared quite bona fide.

"I am glad for Klagg's sake'—Fa sythe's tone was warming with Sncerity —"that he has gone to South
America Being out of the country, he could not possibly have had a hand in those two disagters.

All of Fsythe's arguments convinced Vic, except the last one. He took issue with it, saying that Klagg
might have handled the bomb planting before he left. If so, Klagg would have had good reason to clear
the country.

For the firg time, The Shadow saw Falsythe's face lose color. The financier could see where Vic's theory
would eventudly lead. It was Falsythe himsdf who had sent Klagg to South America Therefore, other
thingsin which Klagg was concerned might be considered as part of Falsythe's design.

If Vic Marquette had dready reached that conclusion, he did not betray it. He smply said that he would
communicate with Fasythe later, after he learned more regarding Klagg. The Fed drolled out,
accompanied by the slent Mr. Cranston, leaving Fasythe saring a the new switch box that stood beside
his desk. Vic rode with Cranston to the Cobat Club, then continued on to Thern's hotel.

THE day was gloomy, bringing an early dusk. Soon after the streets had darkened, a man stole furtively
from an obscure door of Fasythe's building. Looking about, he folded his coat collar high about his chin
and made off through the dusk.

Street lamps showed the man's face, despite his efforts to hide it. The wary man was Frederick Falsythe.
As he hurried adong, he kept looking back at every corner, until he was postive that no one was



following him.

The dreet lights did not show the vague black shape that kept close to building wals. Rdentledy
adhering to Fasythe's trall, that figure might have been the financier's own shadow. In fact, it was a
shadow—aliving one.

A trall was needed. The Shadow had forced one into existence. His vidt to Thern's, his suggestions to
Marquette, the later scene at Fasythe's dl had been wdl-planned stepsin The Shadow's game.

In bringing Klagg's name into the limdight, The Shadow had played a sure card: one that he had specidly
reserved for use when needed. But The Shadow did not expect the present trall to lead to Klagg.

Instead, he believed that Fasythe's trall would produce a missng man, either Arthur Kenley or Harry
Vincent. Through one, The Shadow hoped to find the other!

CHAPTER XIll. FOES IN THE DARK

AFTER atwidy course of severd blocks, dong comparatively deserted streets, Fasythe paused near a
darkened corner. He scanned the street that he had just left, then looked longingly across the way, to a
gpot where cabs were parked.

He let a few vehides go past. When dl was quiet, Fasythe bolted for the cab stand. Jumping into the
nearest cab, he gave the driver an address and told him to hurry.

Back on the gtreet that Fasythe had forgotten, a figure stirred from darkness. A flaghlight blinked, as it
hed at previous spots aong the way, but its gleam was no longer red. The Shadow was flashing a green
spot to someone farther back.

A cab whipped into speedy moation, dowing when the flashlignt went ydlow. An ingant later, The
Shadow was in the rear seat, pointing out the direction in which Falsythe's cab had gone.

Within a few blocks, a jumble of cabs showed up ahead. The Shadow picked out the right one for his
driver.

From then on, pursuit was Smple. The Shadow's cabby and secret agent, Moe Shrevnitz, knew every
trick in the business. He had ways of ducking behind other traffic, so his cab would not be noticed.

Sometimes he ran ahead of the cab that he was traling; waiting for The Shadow to tdl him when it
turned. In those cases, Moe did some ragpid work in reverang his course, aways picking up the trall

again.

If Fsythe noticed Moe's cab in the rear, he probably mistook it for any of hdf a dozen different
vehides. Moe used varied sets of lights to create that illuson. The cab was The Shadow's property, and
it was rigged with specid gears for high-speed pursuit.

In back, the seat had a secret drawer benesth it, where The Shadow could keep a hat and cloak, dong
with guns. At present, he was wearing those garments, for he had dropped the part of Cranston from the
time he began hisvigll outsde Falsythe's building.

The Shadow had played one hunch: namdy, that Fasythe had his own private route from the tower
office. His next guess was that Falsythe would leave the cab ahead and travel on foot. That was exactly
what occurred.

The street that Fasythe chose was a dingy one, with narrow dleyways between the old houses. Taking



one of the dleys, Fasythe went through to the next street, with The Shadow keeping close behind him.

In using darkness to cover his route, Falsythe was only making it harder for himsdf, when he had The
Shadow on histrall.

Across the next street were other houses, and Fasythe made a roundabout trip to reach one. So did The
Shadow, but there was a difference in their paths. Fasythe was visble, The Shadow was not. Where
Fasythe let himsdf approach the lights of a basement taloring shop, The Shadow was careful to keep
wide of the glow.

Under the shelter of high, old-fashioned steps, Fasythe unlocked a basement door. As soon as it had
closed behind the fugitive, The Shadow set to work on the lock. It was just an ordinary door, essly
managed with the tiny picks that The Shadow carried.

IN the darkened basement, The Shadow could hear footsteps cresking above. Guiding himsdf by them,
he reached the second floor, stopping at the only door that was locked.

The keyhole showed a spot of light, which helped The Shadow at his work, but he performed the task
more dowly than he had below. Here, there was a chance that Falsythe might hear the picks, if they were
anything but soundless.

Opening the door dightly, The Shadow saw Fasythe seated at a table in the corner. Beside him was an
open wuitcase, on the table, a square mirror, with a light above it. Fsythe was making up his face, and
doing a very good job.

His methods were dementary, but effective. He had darkened his face with a liquid stain, and was
gumming a droopy brown mustache to his upper lip. Usng a bottle that contained a temporary dye, he
stroked his eyebrows and thoroughly saturated his hair.

To conclude the process, Fasythe put on a par of glasses, which made the trandformation perfect.
Mustache and spectacles completely modified the most congpicuous feature of his face: the high-bridged
nose.

With his hair changed to brown, to match the droopy mustache, Falsythe could have returned to his own
office without fearing recognition.

There was a telephone in the room. Fasythe dided a number, while The Shadow watched his finger
mations. While waiting for an answer, Fasythe turned off the light; The Shadow heard hm carry the
telephone into a closet. Evidently, Falsythe was careful not to make any noise, even though the house
was empty.

Thecdl proved to be along one. Hearing no sounds whatever from the closet, The Shadow moved into
the room. Stopping by the closet door, he listened.

At lag, the tense slence was stirred by the whisper of The Shadow's laugh. Opening the closet door with
one hand, he pressed his flashlight with the other.

Except for the telephone, the closet was empty. Asthetiny torch licked to the left, The Shadow saw that
the large closet had a second door, leading to another room. He tried the door, found thet it was bolted
from the other Sde.

It was dl in kegping with Falsythe's clever ways. One man entered and left by the front door; the other
aways used the back. If people in this neighborhood knew of one man, or even of both, they certainly
would not confuse one with the other.



Speculating on the matter, The Shadow wondered if Falsythe ever had occasion to violate hisrule.
Hismenta question brought an answer.

Extinguishing his flashlight, The Shadow listened to a sound that came from below. Footsteps were on the
darway, but their creaks were very cautious. Someone was coming up by the front way, as Fasythe had
done before; thistime, with more care.

Cdculating the number of minutes snce Fasythe had entered the closet, The Shadow found that they
dlowed ample time for the disguised man to make artrip around the block and come in by the front way.
Of dl nights, this was probably the one when Falsythe would break hisusud custom of never entering by
the wrong door.

Suspicious from the time he left his office, the financier might il believe that he had been followed here.
His maneuver with the telephone, his bolting of the far door, could be the dements of a very nest trap.

LEAVING the telephone as it was, The Shadow closed the closet door and moved away. His mation
was dlent, but he could hear a gir from the hdl. There wasn't time to close the door and lock it. What
Fasythe would do when he found it open would be something worth while to see.

It offered an dement of the unexpected, which was usudly to The Shadow's advantage. On this
occasion, however, the result was to be quite the reverse.

There was motion by the door, then the sudden dick of aflashlight switch. A wide sweth of light swept
across the room. Hashing a gleam from his own torch, The Shadow made a quick sde step away from
the sweeping light.

As he went, he tripped. His foot had caught the telephone cord in the dark. Twigting about, The Shadow
saved himsdf a sprawl by flinging hisfull weight againgt the wall. He was swinging both hands toward the
door when the glare of the other flashlight found him.

The Shadow's own torch was cutting into thet beam. The thin ray of the little flaghlight was puny in
comparison, but it brought a glitter that The Shadow recognized as a gun muzze amed squardly in his
own direction.

He made a quick dive from the light. A spurt of flame came.

The gunshot brought echoes. As they ended, there was a thud from a fdling body. The light from the
doorway took another swing. It showed The Shadow's cloaked form sprawled in distorted fashion, his
ams twisted under him, his douch hat hdf across his face.

A sngle shot had produced that result. Nor could the intruder at the door be termed a murderer. It had
been a case of gun for gun; another hand had been quicker than The Shadow's.

All that the victor needed was a look at The Shadow's face. Footsteps told that the winner was coming
forward with that purpose. A hand moved downward, gripped the brim of the douch hat. The hand
moved no farther, but its owner did.

Like ametd trip hammer, The Shadow's free hand took the wrigt that neared his face. He rolled, and his
am supplied a short, hard twigt. A gun spurted in the darkness, as a flaghlight bashed againgt the wal.
The shot was usdless.

It was the victor, not the vanquished, who was flat upon the floor. The Shadow was upon his hands and
knees, swinging for where he knew a gun would be. His heavy automatic clanked the sted muzze of a



gamdl revolver, sending the weapon flying. Hands clawed in his direction; he received them.

His foe went into another dive, clear over The Shadow's shoulder. With the finish of that topsy-turvy
sprawl, there was dlence.

Thistime, it wasn't a case of the vanquished playing possum. The Shadow was the winner, and a red
one. His own dive had been a sham; diminaing gunplay, he had left his foe haf-stunned through a display
of swift jujitsu tactics.

The Shadow's adversary lay huddled, hunched in an overcoat with upturned collar. Hashlight in one

hand, The Shadow pulled the coat aside with the other. Dropping the coat, he stared at a pair of shapely
shoulders as bare as the back between them.

His foe was dressed in an evening gown!

Curls peeped from benegth the brim of a dented derby hat that crowned the loser's head. When The
Shadow lifted the hat away, a mass of blond hair tumbled toward the shoulders.

Reaching for the chin, The Shadow carefully tilted a face into the light. It was a very nice face. One that
could have been classed as beautiful, when its blue eyes opened and blinked as they met light.

The Shadow's defeated foe wasn't Frederick Fasythe. The foxy finender could never have assumed a
disguise so perfect as this one. Some how, through a fresk of circumstance, The Shadow had become
the captor of a genuine blond young lady, whose one fault was her downess with a gun.

CHAPTER XIV. FRIENDS IN THE LIGHT

THE girl said her name was Janet Myland, and she redly meant it. She was sure that The Shadow was
not Frederick Fasythe in disguise, dthough she had fird supposed that such was the case. She daimed
that Falsythe was clever, but dumsy, which didn't gpply to The Shadow.

Whoever The Shadow was, he was traling Falsythe. Pogtive on tha point, Janet was quite willing to
talk, because she was looking for Falsythe, too. She had intended to follow him, to make him talk, Smply
because she wanted to know what had become of Arthur Kenley.

From a pocket of the dark, overszed coat that she was wearing, the gil produced a letter that bore
Kenley's signature & the end of afew wabbly paragraphs.

"It came today," she said. "It looks like Arthur's handwriting, but it may be a forgery. Compare it with
these other letters.”

The batch that she showed The Shadow were firmer in penmanship, ther statements more coherent. The
Shadow read them by the light above the mirror, while Janet watched hopefully.

Wondering who this new-found friend might be, the girl kept tilting her head, trying to get alook a the
face beneeth the douch hat.

It was usdless. The Shadow had away of kegping the hat brim toward the light, so that it cast a continual
umbraof darkness across his features.

When he spoke, his tone was shilant, yet it carried a reassuring cdmness. To Janet, The Shadow's
words gave confidence. She was sure that this new-found friend could succeed where she had falled, that
he would find the trail to Arthur Kenley, the man she loved.

"Thisletter issgnificant,” stated The Shadow. "It is not a forgery, but it was written under pressure. Most



of the wording was suggested to the writer.”

The Shadow reached that concluson after a careful comparison of the latest |etter with those that were in
Kenley's usud style. The letter substantiated the statement made by Fasythe: namdy, that Kenley had
gone on a vacation. He was indefinite regarding when he would return.

Stepping to the closet, The Shadow brought out the telephone. Cailing its lengthy and troublesome wire,
he placed the telephone on the table and dided Burbank's number. Janet watched The Shadow's
forefinger tap holes on the telephone did.

The Shadow was checking the number that Falsythe had caled. Knowing the names of the various
telephone exchanges, it was smple for im to pick the correct letters that preceded the actud number.

Burbank had a specid telephone directory available—one that listed by numbers instead of names. It
took Burbank less than haf a minute to tdl The Shadow whose number Falsythe had called.

Hanging up, The Shadow turned to Janet with the query:
"Did you ever hear of a Dr. Ronad Humphrey?"
Thegirl nodded.

"He's a psychiatrigt,” she said. "He believes that a rest cure is the best way to handle mental cases. He
usudly has a few patients at his place; it's like a amdl hospitd. | went there once with Arthur, when he
vigted a customer who had suffered a nervous breakdown.”

As she spoke, the girl's eyes widened dowly, urtil they reached a large, fixed stare. Her lips trembled;
then, in sudden horror, she exdamed:

"You can't mean that Arthur -"

"Suppose you tdl me more about Arthur,” interposed The Shadow, "together with whatever you know
concerning Falsythe.”

RAPIDLY, Janet gave the facts. She and Kenley had been engaged for more than a year, during which
period she had met Falsythe severd times. She had learned that Kenley was Falsythe's confidentid man
inmany matters. Usudly, Kenley became slent when that fact was mentioned.

Once, however, he had pointed out this house to Janet while they were passing in a cab. Kenley said that
Fasythe sometimes went to the house and put on a disguise, S0 tha he could vigt the water front when
longshoremen were on gtrike.

Fasythe had large interests in the shipping industry, and when trouble threatened he liked to observe the
Stuaion at close range.

Worried by Arthur's letter, Janet had gone to his apartment an hour ago. Finding that his belongings
weren't packed, she doubted the vacation story. Recdling the recent ship disasters, she wondered how
deeply Fasythe was involved. Janet had been going to a party, but she resolved, ingtead, to come here
and watch for Falsythe.

Wearing a coat and derby that she took from Kenley's gpartment, Janet had watched outsde. She had
seen Fasythe enter, but had not observed The Shadow. Having trouble with the basement door, which
The Shadow had locked behind him, Janet had findly managed entry through a window.



Hdlting the girl's story, The Shadow suggested that they start for Humphrey's. Leaving the house, they
soon saw Moe's cruising cab.

It stopped when The Shadow blinked his flashlight from his cloak folds, an action which Janet did not
see. Janet thought that the cab had stopped for her. The Shadow told her to keep taking to the driver,
while he was entering from the other side.

The process worked so neetly that Janet never suspected that the cab was actudly The Shadow's. With
her cloaked companion also in the cab, she gave an address in the vianity of Humphrey's. There were
more detals that Janet wanted to tel The Shadow, as they rode aong, but his whisper called for slence.

The Shadow knew the rest.

Very obvioudy, Janet had believed that Falsythe would talk if she surprised him in the hideaway where
he performed his artful disguise. Expecting to find Fasythe in some new guise, Janet had supposed The
Shadow to be the foxy financier.

At 9ght of The Shadow's gun, she had become excited and used her own weapon. She hadn't wanted to
kill Falsythe, or anyone else. Janet had been genuindy glad when she learned that her shot had missed.

Alighting in a darkened neighborhood, The Shadow and Janet found themsdves among large,
old-fashioned houses that formed a solid block. Humphrey's house was the largest of the lot, and its
windows were covered with bars.

Four stories high, the place was an actud citadel. Janet gave a distressed gasp, thinking that entry would
be impossible.

The Shadow picked an empty house next door; one that was narrower than Humphrey's, but as high. He
entered the empty house, teking Janet with him, and found the stairway to the top floor. There, with the
ad of an old table and a chair, they went out through a trapdoor to the roof.

Humphrey's roof had a trapdoor, too; one tha was securdy bolted from beneath. Working with a
portable jimmy, which became a lever when its sections were screwed together, The Shadow
demondtrated his efficiency in handiing trapdoors. He worked the trap open, like a hinged lid. Dropping
through, he waited for Janet. Strong arms caught the girl as she dropped.

After ingpecting empty rooms on the top floor, The Shadow returned to the sarting point. Janet was
gone; her eagerness to find Arthur had taken her below.

Descending, The Shadow found more empty rooms aong the third floor. When he reached the second
floor, he met Janet coming back.

Forgetting caution, the girl gave aglad ary: "I've found Arthur!”

WHISPERING for slence, The Shadow listened. No sounds girring, he let Janet lead him to a door that
stood gjar, adim light beyond it. The blonde pointed through to afigurelying in a bed.

"I spoke to him," she whispered. "I'm sure that he heard me”

Gaining a better angle, The Shadow saw that no one ese wasin the room. He told Janet to enter. As the
grl obeyed, the man in the bed propped himsdf on one elbow. The face of Arthur Kenley peered from
benesth a swath of bandages that Janet had mistaken for a pillow.

"Arthur! What's happened?’



"Nothing serious, Janet,” replied Kenley with a amile. "But you shouldn't have come here. You look as if
you'd dropped in through the roof."

"I did," returned Janet, serioudy. "But tdl me about this letter. Did you write it?"
Kenley nodded.

"Here's the story, Janet," he said. "A chap got excited at the office and began to threaten Mr. Fasythe
with agun. | got into the mix-up and somebody chucked a switch box that happened to caich me. Back
here"

As he spoke, Kenley started to tap the back of his head. He stopped with a painful wince.

"I saw Mr. Fdsythe tonight,” said Janet dowly. "He went into the house that you showed me once, the
place where he disguises himsdf."

Kenley's eyes went narrow; for amoment his face betrayed darm. Then, pretending that it was his head
that hurt him, he regained his cool manner.

"Some fools have been blaming Mr. Fasythe for alot of things" asserted Kenley. "l suppose he decided
to look into matters. He was terribly upset because | was hurt. That's why he brought me here.”

"Was the letter hisidea?

"We both agreed on it," replied Kenley. "I didnt want you to be darmed. But | could hardly put words
together lagt night. Mr. Falsythe had to tel me what to write.

"No wonder you were worried"—amiling, Kenley surveyed the note that he had written—"the way those
lineslook. You tried to read something between them, didn't you?" Janet nodded.

"Wdl, I'm dl right,” affirmed Kenley, "and Doc Humphrey says I'll be back in circulation soon. So stop a
my gpartment and leave my hat and coat there. Then go dong to the party.”

"Il hear from you?"
"Of course!” returned Kenley. "But don't tdl anyone where | am. Just say thet I've taken a vacation.”

Rather abashed by her latest mistake, Janet said good night and came out to the hdl. The Shadow
motioned her toward the gairs; there, he whispered ingtructions.

"Youll find a ladder in one of the top rooms,” he told Janet. "Go out and find the cab that brought us
here”

"Youre going to stay?"

"Yes" The Shadow's tone renewed Janet's confidence. "l want to find out who d<seis here. | can tdk to
Arthur, too, after he has rested awhile"

BY thetime that Janet had reached the floor above, The Shadow was back at Kenley's door, watching
from his chosen angle. His gaze was toward another door, across the room.

It looked like the door of a darkened closet, and it was dightly open. The Shadow expected the door to
move. It did.

Out from the closet stepped a man who gripped a ready gun. His hair was a congpicuous brown, like the



droopy mustache that he wore. The spectacles that bridged his nose lessened the usud dlint of his sedy
eyes, but the amile that he could not restrain was a betraya of his actud persondity.

The disguised man was Frederick Fasythe. Here for a chat with Kenley, the finender had detected
Janet's arrival. Choosing a hiding spot, he had controlled every statement that Arthur Kenley made.

Fdsythes game had worked with Janet Myland. The girl had been too close to Kenley to notice the
direction of his occasiond stares. But The Shadow, lingering in darkness, had seen and understood.

The Shadow had remained, to become a secret witness to the interview that Fasythe and Kenley were
ready to resume.

CHAPTER XV. THE SHADOW'S GOAL

BEFORE speaking, Fasythe wanted to make sure that Janet had actudly left. Moving across the room,
he opened the hdlway door and peered in both directions. He was careful not to thrust his face too far
into 9ght; therein he made his error.

The only spot that Fasythe could not view was the wall close to the door. He noticed thet it was gloomy,
but took that for granted. He did not suspect that a tal shape, black-cloaked and living, stood within his
very reach.

Turning back into the room, Fasythe pocketed his gun and sat down near the bed. At the same time, the
halway darkness stirred, encroaching somewhat across the threshold of the half-opened door. Still a part
of the gloomHfilled background, The Shadow was observing the entire scene.

"You handled it nicdy," Fasythe told Kenley with a chuckle. "Just as | expected; since you had no other
choice

"I wanted to keep Janet out of it," returned Kenley. "You can't gan anything by haming her. Not if |
agree to keep quiet.”

"Y ouve decided that you will?"
"Yes. Providing that nothing happens to the Guatemala, after you take the new ship over."

Fasythe paced the floor, rubbing his wide jaw. He findly hated, and propped an ebow on the foot of
the bed. His eyes glinting, he put a sharp-toned question:

"If nothing happens to the Guatemaa, will you concede that | had no part in wrecking the other vessals?'
Kenley's answer was a contemptuous laugh.

"Don't hand me that hokum!" he said. "Y ou've tagged yoursdf, Fasythel | was a fool not to redize it,
after the Salvador went blooie. If I'd used my head right them, | could have prevented the disaster to the
Nicaragua."

Fasythe supplied a charitable amile.

"You used your head just once" he told Kenley. "That was when you stopped the switch box that |
threw at you. | hoped that the experience would jar some of these foolish ideas out of your brain.”

"Never mind the comedy,” returned Kenley. "A lot of lives have been logt, and that's no laughing matter.
If my slence can prevent ancther tragedy, Il be doing my hit. It isnt my job to bring you to justice,
Fasythe. The Fedswill do that."



With a shrug, Falsythe turned away. Near the door, he stopped to speak a reminder:
"No word of thisto Dr. Humphrey."

"That's part of the bargain," agreed Kenley. "Humphrey thinks I'm bamy, anyway. He wouldn't believe
anything | told him. He'd pass the word dong to you.”

Fdsythe's amile showed that he held the same opinion. Coming from the room, the disguised financier
turned toward a stairway that led downward. He glanced across his shoulder as he went, but again he
missed seeing a narrow, but important, area close to the wall.

WITH Fdsythe gone, The Shadow stepped into Kenley's room. The patient jolted upright in bed,
fancying that his head injury mugt have affected his eyesight. Hearing a low whisper for slence, Kenley
doubted his ears as wll.

Then he was hearing words that convinced him of redity. The Shadow was describing the meeting with
Janet and the trip later.

Redizing that The Shadow mus have aided Janet's venture, Kenley accepted the cloaked vidtor as a
friend. He told The Shadow the things that he had been afraid to discuss with Janet.

Detall for detail, The Shadow learned of Falsythe's scheme to redam millions from Bdthania, and the
part that Kenley had origindly played in it. He heard about the scene that Harry had witnessed when
Kenley had accused Fasythe of taking up crime as a means of meking profit certain.

The facts dl fitted with The Shadow's own theory. He had figured that Fasythe had specid interests at
stake, with funds tied up in Bdthania. It was that very theory that had prompted The Shadow to send
Harry Vincent to Fasythe's office.

By subgtantiating his theory, through Kenley's facts, The Shadow had strengthened other important ideas
that had long before occurred to him. These included the part that Klagg was playing. Questioning
Kenley regarding Klagg, The Shadow found that the young man knew very little

" was taking with Falsythe before Janet came” said Kenley. "He said that the Feds suspected Klagg as
the big brain in the game. But | thought that Falsythe was just springing another dibi. That's his specidty.”

When The Shadow questioned Kenley regarding Harry, Kenley began to shake his bandaged head. He
stopped suddenly, a a chance recollection.

"There was someone in the anteroom,” said Kenley, in a postive tone. "Fasythe was going to admit him
to the office, when | barged in there. It might have been this chap Vincent."

The Shadow inquired if any other patients had been brought here to Humphrey's. Again, Kenley shook
his head.

"I don't think s0," he said. "I woke up right after | arrived. Humphrey told me to lie quiet, so | did not
tak. But | knew what was going on about me”

Fasythe had made no mention of Vincent in his talks with Kenley. The Shadow regarded the omisson as
highly important. It indicated that Falsythe had no suspicion of Harry. If he had, the chances were dmost
certain that he would have sounded Kenley on the matter.

"If you're looking for Vincent," Kenley told The Shadow, "just forget about me. I've told you dl | know,



S0 you can tip off the Feds. Fasythe won't know that | dipped the word dong; therefore, Janet won't run
into danger.

"I'm safe enough here. Doc Humphrey is reliable, and would know that something was up if Fasythe
tried to remove me. | was even thinking of cdling for Humphrey while Falsythe was in the closet with the
gun. | was worried, though, on account of Janet.”

KENLEY'S words brought a whispered laugh from The Shadow—a solemn, sinigter tone that worried
the young man who heard it. His troubled expresson increased to one of darm when Kenley saw the
cloaked vistor draw an automatic.

Cdmly, The Shadow handed the .45 to Kenley, with the low-toned admonition:
"Kegp it under the pillow. You may need it."

Evidently The Shadow foresaw danger, despite Kenley's own impresson that he was quite safe.
Gradudly, Kenley began to get alarger picture of the Stuation.

Remembering that Klagg was in the scheme, recaling that other men had played a part in creating
disagters, Kenley redized how important a cog he, himsdf, might be. It wasn't just a case of biuffing
Fasythe. Other persons— Klagg, for one—could hold suffident authority to have a say regarding
Kenley's fate.

Tuming to question The Shadow on the subject, Kenley blinked. Maybe his eyes and ears were going
back on him. There wasn't asgn of the baeing in black. In some amazing fashion, The Shadow had Ieft as
suddenly as he had arrived.

Only when Kenley's hand gripped the loaded gun beneath the pillow, was he sure that his senses were
dill intact. He was glad that the gun was there.

Outside, The Shadow met Moe's cab, which had returned, after taking Janet to the party. Tdling Moe to
reman on cruisng duty near Humphrey's place, The Shadow placed his hat and cloak benesth the rear
Sedt.

As Cranston, he drolled to the nearest avenue, to pick up another cab. In a way, he had solved the
mysterious disappearance of Harry Vincent. Kenley's testimony, plus a find ingpection that The Shadow
had made at Humphrey's, stood as proof that Harry must have met with trouble after leaving Falsythe's
office.

Harry certainly would not have gone far out of his way without making a report. It followed, therefore,
that trouble must have looked for him. Only a quick-acting crew of thugs could have snatched so capable
aman as Harry; and the one maob activein thisreign of crime belonged to Matt Scarnley.

Knowing that Matt and the few remaining members of his origind gang had found a new hide-out, away
from Manhattan, The Shadow correctly surmised that they had taken Harry to the place in question. The
Shadow's god, therefore, would be that new headquarters, as soon as he learned its location.

Riding to the Hotd Clairmont, The Shadow stopped in the lobby to make a telephone cdl. He talked to
Burbank, told the contact man to send a few reserve agents to join Moe, in case anything happened at
Humphrey's house. In addition, Burbank was to report immediatdy should Cliff or Hawkeye phone in
any news regarding Matt's present base.

Entering the Clarmont's spacious dining room, The Shadow found Vic Marquette a a table with Fdix
Thern. They invited Cranston to join them; as he did so, he looked around and smiled. Thern gave a low



musgcd chuckle,

"I see that you've noticed the vacant tables,” he said. "It's not that I'm exclusive, Cranston. People just do
not care to dine too near my table. Every time a dish is brought to me, they think it may contain a bomb!"

One diner was a trifle more daring then the others. He had accepted a table just within the risky circle.
He was a man with brown hair and a pair of large spectacles. Every time he took a drink of water, he
wiped his mustache carefully, to make sure he dill had it.

Frederick Fasythe was looking in on things in the other camp. The same disguise that he had used to
beffle griking longshoremen was serving him while he watched Fdlix Thern.

But if Falsythe expected to learn much, he was certainly disappointed. None of the conversation at the
other table concerned recent eventsin crime.

A BELLBOY entered, paging Mr. Cranston. With a shrug, The Shadow arose. He had promised to
have dinner with the police commissoner at the club but had hoped tha the appointment had been
forgotten. Going out to the lobby, The Shadow entered a telephone booth that the bellboy indicated.

Burbank was on the wire. He had the news The Shadow wanted. Some of Matt's new crew had been
ordered to join him, and they had been told how to get there. Cliff had heard the indructions, and had
phoned them to Burbank.

Unfortunatdy, neither Cliff nor Hawkeye were going to the place. They were among the remainder that
Mait was kesping in New York. Judging from the number of new mobbies that Mait had hired, he
intended to keep two separate squads available, so that he could travel from Long Idand to Manhattan
without carrying too many men aong.

When Lamont Cranston gtrolled from the Hotd Clarmont a few minutes later, he found his limousne
awaiting him. Burbank had ordered the big car to come over from the club. Entering the limousine, The
Shadow spoke in Cranston's tone, tdling the chauffeur to start for Long Idand.

By the time the car had reached a greet bridge spanning the East River, its passenger had vanished.
Instead of Cranston, the rear seat held a black-clad figure thet rested deep in the cushions, so deep, that
the limousine looked empty.

From benegath the rear seat, which was fitted out like Moe's cab, The Shadow had drawn forth a cloak, a
douch hat, and another brace of guns. He was bound on an expedition that required a double quota of

wespons.

Should trouble greet The Shadow when he reached his coming god, it would consst of lone bettle
agang aformidable crew of killers, in the midst of their own domain!

CHAPTER XVI. PLIGHTS REVERSED

OUTSIDE a squatty house that nestled in a smdl Long Idand woods, deployed crooks were on picket
duty. They were within the confines of a high barbed-wire fence that offered a pogtive obstacle to
anyone who might try to crossiit.

At intervas, they played thar flashlights dong the stretches of barbed wire, thus keeping excdlent
lookout. No caution was needed, for the woods obscured the abandoned lodge that they guarded, and
the lights could not be seen from the highway.



A motor purred in dong a dark road. Roving flashlights settled on the car, identifying it as it pulled up in
front of a heavy iron gate. Watchers opened the padiocks, let the car come through. Its lights were
extinguished when it reached the squatty hunting lodge.

Matt greeted the newcomers with a grin, told them to look around the place, which they did. It was an
excdlent hide-out, for the former owner had Ieft the furnishings complete.

Mobsters sttled in comfortable chairs in front of an open fireplace. Helping themsdlves to bottles that
stood handy, the thugs began to lesf through magazines.

Matt, meanwhile, was gregting another man who had come in the car. The arivd was Klagg; four
mobbies had served him as an escort. With him, Klagg was carrying his precious brief case, which, as
usud was packed full. Matt gestured toward the bag.

"You're taking that to the cabin cruisr?
"Not yet," returned Klagg, crisply, "I want to see Kenley."

Mait showed Klagg a closet where he could leave the brief case, then conducted him through a short
passage to a storeroom. Unlocking a padlock, Matt turned on a light. The glare showed a boxlike
compartment, with one high, narrow window. In a corner was a cot, on which a man lay bound.

The prisoner stirred, lifted his head as Klagg approached. The reaction was immediate. Klagg's eyes
seemed to pop from his expressionless face, as he wheded toward Matt.

"You fool!" blazed Klagg. "Thisian't Kenley!"
Matt looked surprised for a moment, then narrowed his own gaze to aglare.

"What're you trying to do?' he demanded. "Tak us out of the bonus we were to get for snatching the
quy?

"I told you to get, Kenley!™
"Andif this guy isnt Kenley, why would he be sap enough to say he was?"

Klagg yanked back the prisoner's coat, found awadlet in the indde pocket. Matt had taken the captive's
gun, but orders had been to leave other articles on him. In the wallet, Klagg found an identification card
that bore the name of Harry Vincent.

"Don't worry about your bonus" said Klagg, as he showed the card to Matt. "This man may be
important. Maybe you can tdl us'—he snapped the words a Harry—"where Kenley is or what's
become of im."

Harry shook his head. He grumbled that he didnt know. When somebody asked him if his name was
Kenley, he said, held misunderstood the question. He hoped that Klagg would show more sense than the
other people around the place. All they had done, so Harry said, was tdl him to keep quiet. So held
decided to let them find out for themsdlves that he wasn't Kenley.

Those arguments didn't suit Klagg.

"Tie this fdlow right," he ordered, "and gag him, too. Heave him in a corner, where he can think things
over. We're taking hm dong.”

MATT brought in mobbies to atend to Harry. With Klagg, he walked to the man room of the lodge. On



the way, Klagg kept fuming over the mistake.

"I couldn't go around to Falsythe's place" he stormed. "I'm supposed to be in South America. | told you
to make sure that it was Kenley you grabbed. When you blinked the 9gnd, going past the workshop, |
knew it meant that you had pulled the job."

"Why didn't you cdl up Fasythe?'
Klagg gave awarning gesture; the new mobhbies were within hearing. Then, importantly, he replied:

"When the chief gives orders, he knows that | go through with them, unless he happens to countermand
them. Maybe'—a shrewd gleam lit Klagg's eye, as he dropped his voice to an undertone—"maybe
Fasythe did attend to Kenley, without Ietting me know. He could have forgotten it.”

Theidea struck Matt as a good one. Klagg was carrying it farther.

"The one place where Fasythe would have put Kenley," said Klagg, dowly, "isover a Doc Humphrey's.
If he did, it will dl work out right.”

There was the jangle of a telephone bdll. Klagg went to answer it; the call was one that he expected.
According to a previoudy planned schedule, Klagg was dready due at the Long Idand hide-ouit.

Chatting with the new mobbies, Matt could overhear some of Klagg's conversation from the telephone
acove. He heard Klagg describing Harry Vincent, the prisoner who had been captured by mistake. After
that, Klagg's voice lowered, but Matt caught mention of Arthur Kenley and a reference to Dr.
Humphrey.

Fnished with his cdl, Klagg beckoned Mait to the telephone. He asked him who was the right men to
run the squad of mobbies that he had left in New York. Matt started to name Cliff Mardand, then
changed his mind, figuring hed want Cliff to stick dong with him later, as a safeguard againgt a medting
with The Shadow.

" guess Greasy Zdllon is the right guy," decided Mait. "I've known him longer then the rest of them.
Nobody would be soreif | put Greasy in charge.”

"Ishethere a Red Mikes?'
"Y egh. Along with the rest of the outfit. What's up? Has Fasythe got a job for them?”

"Not exactly." Klagg scrawled an address on a dip of paper. "Tdl Greasy to watch this house. He's not
to start anything, unless Feds or police show up. Inthat case, he's to break in and look for Kenley."

Matt began to understand. Klagg repeated the orders, to make sure there would be no migteke; then
added:

"When he finds Kenley, he's to bring him here. Only, tdl Greasy to make sure it's Kenley, no one dse”

LEAVING Matt at the telephone, Klagg went outsde and followed a path through the woods. All dong,
he could see sweeps of flashlights, tdling that Matt's pickets were on the job. The path kept indde the
watched circle, and ended at alittle cove that made a bite into the shore.

A trim cabin cruiser was moored to the remains of a former pier. The cabin was sSzable, with bunks to
deep four. Klagg had brought his brief case; he opened it, brought out the short-wave radio set. Soon,
he was buslly fitting the various gadgets that went with the apparatus.



Among the sweeping flaghlights that scoured the wire fence, there was one that gleamed very sdldom. Its
owner was a the extreme end of the fence, near where the barbed wire encountered the steep shore of
the cove.

The husky who held that post was known as Mooch, and Matt had warned him to "go easy with the
dim," so that no one would notice the light from offshore. After awhile, Mooch had decided that his light
didn't have to blink at dl, for the watcher next dong the line was covering the area for him.

Every time the other light swvung in his direction, it lighted up a path clear to the edge of the cove. Fence,
rocks, trees, bushes— everything showed clearly when the light came aong.

Not quite everything.

What Mooch took for amound at the end of the fence was something more than a jutting chunk of earth
thet overhung the cove. Mooch didn't natice that one time it was larger than when the light had shown it
before. The thing didn't move; therefore, it didn't worry Mooch.

Thelight came dong again. The mound was back to normd. As the beam swept avay, Mooch handled
his own flashlight carelesdy, giving it a routine glimmer.

Streaks passed in quick succession as the light went by, but Mooch fancied that he saw something. The
huddly dump that might have been a mound was severd feet in from the fence!

With a grunt, Mooch crept in that direction. He flicked the light again, the dump wasnt there. On the
point of 9gnding dong the line, Mooch decided to wait until he had taken a closer look. A good palicy,
hed he gone through with it, but Mooch didnt complete his self-appointed task.

Close to the cove, Mooch heard loose stones splash the water. He swung his flashlight, pressing the
button. His mouth opened to shout an darm that was too late. Blackness, surging from gloom as inky as
itsdf, hurled Mooch to earth. Living hands choked down the thug's outcry.

When alight gleamed at that spot it was a tiny one, dosdy shaded in cloak folds. It showed Mooch,
bound with two belts, one his own. The thug was gagged with a bandanna handkerchief that he had
unwisdy carried in his coat pocket.

Having passed the cordon of thugs, The Shadow was close enough to shore to spot the cabin cruiser. He
heard voices going away from the boat. After a short hdt, The Shadow boarded the cruiser and looked
into the cabin. He saw Klagg's short-wave equipment, dl set up.

BExamining the various knobs and diads, The Shadow next turned to the earphones. Hislaugh was audible,
but it passed unheard. Klagg had Ieft the cruiser, to go back to the lodge with Matt. Taking the same
path, The Shadow again heard thair voices, just as they were entering the door.

"After the Guatemda gets to port,” Klagg was tdling Matt, "bombswill go on board, dong with the other
guff, no matter how wel the Feds inspect the ship. If Vincent knows anything, he won't tdl it. We're
taking him dong.”

Hdlting in the darkness, The Shadow considered a new opportunity, the chance of a voyage with the
crooks, themsdlves. The way to do it was to find Harry and reverse ther present postions. The Shadow
would become a prisoner. Harry, in histurn, would become The Shadow. The plan was double-edged; a
perfect one!

Perfect, except for one thing: In choosing his present god, The Shadow had Ieft the scene where he
would be most needed. Cross-purposes were a work, back in Manhattan. Béttle was dready in the



making—without The Shadow!

CHAPTER XVII. CRIME TURNS THE TIDE

WHENEVER The Shadow undertook a lone and unusud course to reach the heart of crime, he firg
considered dl exiding factors in the ful campaign. In this case, The Shadow had studied such factors and
found them properly placed.

He had dlowed for such occurrences as the placing of Matt's mob in the vidnity of Humphrey's house.
That and other prospects were dl part of a rather large and checkered game, in which every angle was
covered.

But there was one factor that The Shadow had dismissed too eesly: Janet Myland.

Reassured by both Kenley and The Shadow, Janet had left Humphrey's with the honest intention of
remaining in her own orbit. She had gone to the party, as Kenley suggested, but while there she had been
dflicted with quams. Her fears were unreasonable, a matter of mere whim. Neverthdess, Janet had
yielded to them.

An hour after Moe Shrevnitz had dropped her at the party, Janet went home to her own apartment. She
put on a dark dress; alow-brimmed hat completely hid her blond curls. Remembering how capably The
Shadow's black garb had enabled him to blend with darkness, Janet decided that she, too, could keep
from Sght.

She took up her vigl opposite Humphrey's house, congantly watching the dim light in Kenley's room.
She managed to keep wel conceded, and complimented hersdf on being unique in this respect. She was
wrong.

Others were watching this house without being noticed. They were The Shadow's reserves—sometimes
cruisng in Moe's cab, at other times dralling in the vidnity of the watched house.

The scene changed when men actualy came into view. The newcomers were not a dl subtle. They rode
past in cars, got out and prowled by on foot, stopping to light cigarettes and even hold low-muttered
conversations, while they looked across & Humphrey's.

These interlopers were Matt's Manhattan mob, under the command of Greasy Zollon, who was as
dumsy alout as any of his subordinates.

They promptly attracted the attention of the agents who were with Moe, but that compact group bided
their time. They knew that Cliff and Hawkeye were with the mob and would tip them off to any coming
trouble.

Janet had quite the opposite idea. Haf terrified, she recognized that the newcomers mugt be mobsters.
Summoning dl her nerve, she managed to sneak from the neighborhood. Halling a cab, she begged the
driver to rush her to police headquarters.

It happened that New York's mog efficdent police inspector, Joe Cardona, was a headquarters that
evening, in specid conference with Vic Marquette. Cardona had been pumping stool pigeons, trying to
get an angle on the mysterious mob that had mixed into the trouble the night when the Nicaragua had
gone to ruin. So far, Cardona had had no luck.

"Mobs are funny,” Joe was tdling Vic. "You go for weeks without getting a lead to them. Then, dl of a
sudden, something drops right into your lgp!"



AT that moment, the inward swing of the door dmos did drop something into Joe's lap. Something in the
shape of a blonde who hurtled into the inspector's office asif dl the thugsin New Y ork were at her heds.

The reason that she didn't land in Cardona’s lap was because the police ingpector was on his feet to
catch her when she gasped and sumbled toward him.

Her breath recovered, Janet Myland poured out her story. Mention of Kenley was enough for
Marquette; talk of mobsters brought action from Cardona.

Within two minutes, they were arranging for squads of Feds and police to be on the move. Vic found
time to put in a phone cdl to Thern, a the latter's hotd suite. Vic needed the two Feds who were
gationed there, and Thern, being dlergic toward bombs, decided to come dong with them, rather than
reman unguarded.

When Thern and the two Feds hurried out through the lobby, they were observed by a dour, mustached
men who was seated there. He promptly followed them to the street, took the next cab and told the
driver he was going with the party. Thus Frederick Fasythe became one of the many who were
converging on the scene.

In fact, too many were on the go. Advance scouts reached the neighborhood too soon. Greasy's crew
was much larger than Janet supposed; moreover, the leader was usng Matt's sysem of employing
outposts.

Thefirg skirmish began when a police car hdted two blocks from Humphrey's house. Posted mobsters
opened fire, not only to annoy the cops but to tip off the main crew.

Greasy heard the shots as he was driving past the somber house. He yanked his car to the curb, piled out
with four pas and made for the front door. When Greasy hammered with a gun butt, a stolid-faced
servant opened the door, gave aydl and ducked from sght. The five crooks started into the house.

Other cars were swinging into Sght. Among them was a taxicab. Two earnest-faced men shoved guns
from a window and fired toward the house. They were Clyde Burke and Miles Crofton, agents of The
Shadow. Though their am was hasty, they caused crooks to halt.

The moment that the agents were out of the cab, batches of arriving mobbies surged for them. They were
saved firg by the caculaing fire of two supposed crooks, who stayed close to a car that actud thugs had
|eft.

Cliff and Hawkeye were nipping gunmen who aimed for ther fdlow agents. Clyde and Miles found an
dleyway past the house next door to Humphrey's and took to cover.

Four thugs were after them, ready to drill the fugitives with bullets, when a giant form rose from the dley
entrance and made them change their minds. The human obstacle was Jericho Druke, a huge African
who served The Shadow.

WITH four men to stop, Jericho had to dispose of two in order to get a the others. He grabbed the first
pair before they actudly saw him.

Each hamlike hand nearly girdling a convenient neck, Jericho flung his powerful ams outward. His
launched burdens hit the walls of the narrow passage and collgpsed amid showers of loosened mortar.

Lunging forward, with his loose hands swinging inward, Jericho caught the next pair as they hdted and
tried to am. Not having time to introduce them to the wals, the giant settled the pair more swiftly by



bashing them together.

It was quite the practica treatment, snce Jericho's hands were dready swooping inward; but the huge
fighter added a bit of specid technique.

As his hands caught necks, Jericho twisted his wrists downward, so that the vicims met skulls firs. Felt
hats merdy muffed the sound of that crack, not the effect of it. Dropping two new trophies aong with the
fird pair, Jericho waited for more.

They didn't come. By that time the street was dive with men. Battle was raging from both directions, with
mobsters usng old stone steps and basement entries as entrenchments againgt waves of Feds and police.

Greasy and a few stubborn thugs were dill trying to invade the house, when shots from a stairway sent
them outside. Arthur Kenley supplied the timely shots. He was finding a good use for the gun that The
Shadow had given him.

Tumbling from the house steps, crooks found themsdves trapped. It was Greasy who hurled himsdf
agang a basement door that gave. He ydled for the mob to follow him, which only a hdf dozen of the
origind twenty were able to do. Among those who took the suggestion were Cliff and Hawkeye.

The basement was cut off from the rest of the house by a barred stairway door. Making for the rear,
Greasy found an outlet. Fighting was going on there, begun by thugs who had abandoned a car. All was
quiet directly in back of the house, for the mobbies had spread out in opposite directions.

As Greasy ydled for his companions to pile into the car, a man sprang from the firg-floor doorway at the
back of Humphrey's house. He had spent the bullets in his gun, and was usng it as a cudgd. Mobbies
dugged for his white-bandaged head; he sprawled among them.

Driving in, Cliff Mardand dashed away the guns that crooks were swinging a the helpless man's head.
He shouted his reason, as he intervened:

"Lay off! 1t may be Kenley!"

Greasy helped curb theriot. He told his pas to shove the prisoner into the car. Kenley ill had strength
enough to struggle as his white-wrapped head bobbed into sght, a revolver began to bark in the car's
direction.

Crook's saw a grim, determined girl approaching. Left some distance from the scene, and told to day
there, Janet Myland had disobeyed Cardonas orders. She had downed one crook, and others were
aming for her, when Hawkeye darted into her path and wrested away her gun.

THAT move saved Janet's life; but not her freedom. Congratulating crooks arrived to grab the girl away
from Hawkeye. FHguring that the blonde might prove an important prisoner, Greasy had his pas shove
her in the car dong with Kenley.

Cliff nudged Hawkeye. The two made for the car. It was Cliff's intention to drive away, with Hawkeye in
the front seat with him, carrying the prisoners to safety. But Greasy was quicker; he came into the car
from the Street Sde and grabbed the whed. He started the car, ydling for the rest to dimb on the running
board. Cliff managed to get into the front seet; two others found the rear, where Kenley and Janet were
sprawled on the floor.

More thugs were running up, wounded men among them. They weighted the running board of the moving
car, dinging to the door handles. Hawkeye was among them, and he knew what was coming.



Hawkeye made a quick dive to the curb, darted into the dley where Jericho stood supreme,

Peering out, Hawkeye saw the wisdom of his move. Greasy's car ran the gantlet of Feds and police,
when it reached the corner. The sdes of the car were blazing, for the thugs on the running boards were
shooting at full blast. But they made better targets than marksmen.

Riddled with bullets, they fdl off one by one, recelving a fate that Hawkeye would have shared if foolish
enough to go dong. But the human girdle that dropped from the car had served as a protection for those
ingde. Relieved of the overload, Greasy sped away.

Hawkeye knew that Cliff, in the midst of dduging bullets, had no other choice than to ride dong. The
thing to do was follow, and help out at the other end. Medting up with the other agents, Hawkeye told
them to wait, while he found Moe and brought the cab.

The task wasn't difficult. Feds and police had taken up a chase after Greasy. Hawkeye met Mo€'s cab in
the next block, brought it back to where the other agents were. He gave Moe the directions to reach the
Long Idand hide-out, where Greasy had dready headed.

They were dl dong the route when Hawkeye, looking back, spied tiny twinkles in the distance. Despite
the speed that Moe was making, those lighted dots did not dwindle. Hawkeye guessed the reason, and
told the other agents.

"Too many of the mob heard about the place," said Hawkeye. " Cardona must have found one that would
squed, out of dl the cripples that were lying back there at Humphrey's™”

An added spurt of the high-speed-geared taxi was Moe's answer. The rest of The Shadow's agents
understood. Two lives—those of Arthur Kenley and Janet Myland—might depend upon ther reaching
the god ahead of the law. Lone-handed, Cliff Mardand could scarcdly intervene, if crooks decided to kill
the prisoners.

Probably the crooks would do judt that, if cars loaded with Feds and police began to overtake them. The
Shadow's agents needed to get there firg; otherwise, the race would be won by death!

CHAPTER XVIIl. THE WRONG SHADOW

SOMETHING black had blotted the very vague salight that showed through the tiny window in the
storeroom where Harry Vincent lay prisoner. So narrow was the space, that Harry could not believe the
obgtructing form was human, until it landed softly beside him.

Then aflaghlight glimmered, to be propped on a box beside the cot. Deft, swift hands were a work,
removing Harry's bonds and gag. All the while, The Shadow was spegking in alow whisper, tdling Harry
whet he was to do.

Having dipped the bonds from Harry, The Shadow handed his agent cloak, douch hat, and a pair of
guns Nesetly, The Shadow worked himsdf into the ropes, let Harry dfix the gag and tighten it. His face
helf muffled, The Shadow could pass for the former prisoner in average light.

His bonds, however, were 0 fixed that he could struggle from them in as short a time as he had taken to
get into them. With a pair of guns in his possession, The Shadow was wdl equipped for his coming

voyage.

Briefly, Harry told of his own adventures—details that The Shadow wanted. Then it was Harry's turn to
try the window, which The Shadow had proven to be large enough for a person to pass through it.



Harry was jus sarting that task, when voices sounded outside the door. Whipping the cloak around his
shoulders, Harry dropped to a corner beyond some boxes.

The padlock clicked open. A flashlight glowed as the door svung inward. Matt Scarnley threw the ray
on the prisoner, who was lying with head turned toward the wall. Satisfied thet the ropes were tight, he
told accompanying thugs to carry the prisoner to the cruiser and put himin the cabin.

Matt didn't bother to padlock the door. As soon as everyone was gone, Harry used that easy route and
made his way for the cove. He came across Mooch, dill bound and gagged, and blinked the felow's
flashlight for him, to Iull the men dong the line.

Usng the system described by The Shadow, Harry worked his way past the end of the fence. It was a
dow process, hanging above the water, but it worked, exactly as The Shadow had declared it would.
From then on, Harry wasin the clear.

He stopped when he heard a car come in by the little road. Thanks to the enveloping cloak and hat,
Harry found it safe to approach. The car had stopped near the gate. Men were jumping from it; lookouts
came up to meet them. Harry saw two prisoners being carried into the headlights of the car.

Next, he saw Cliff Mardand, sanding grimly by, while a hoodlum addressed as Greasy kept saying that
he wanted to tak to Matt. While somebody was garting to get Matt, Harry drew his guns. This looked
like trouble.

Off through the woods, Harry spotted other lights, that were suddenly extinguished. No one dse was
close enough to observe them, but Harry kept on the lookout. He sensed that someone was cregping
past him; then a flashlight blinked openly. Crooks chdlenged; Hawkeye answered.

Matt arrived while Greasy and the rest were welcoming Hawkeye. He said that he had ducked to safety,
and hitchhiked out to Long Idand on a truck. Then Matt was giving orders. He was sending the prisoners
dong to the cabin cruiser.

HARDLY had the prisoners been lugged away, before Hawkeye suggested something that Matt
approved. Hawkeye came cregping back, usng his flashlight. Harry gave a low cdl from the brush.
Extinguishing the light, Hawkeye crept close.

"I told Matt 1'd take a gander," explained Hawkeye, "and see if everything was jake. The Feds are on the
way here, but Matt doesn't know it. I've got Clyde and the others with me, and we're going to spread out
and be ready when things pop.

"The prisoners have gone to the cruiser, so they'll be safe. Cliff will be there, too, ready to hep us. What
well have to do is reach the boat before she gets started. That may prove tough.”

Hawkeye sounded worried, but his troubles were forgotten when he heard the news that Harry had to
offer.

"Don't worry about the boat,” said Harry. "The chief ison it. Look over at the gate and you will see that
Cliff has |eft. The sooner things pop, the better. Matt won't have a chance to take dong a full crew, if we
dart some fireworks™

Hawkeye agreed. He hurried back into the darkness. It wasn't long before he came running dong the
road ydling for the thugs to get on the job.

Guns began to tak from the woods. Clyde and the rest of the reserves were showing ther Suff.
Dropping flat, Harry waited. Crooks were answering the fire, but Matt was at the gate ydling for them to



fallow him. That was something Harry had to stop.

As aflaghlight svung in his direction, Harry came to his feet. Both guns ready, he began to shoot as soon
as the bright beam reached him. The effect was gartling; from a dozen hoarse-voiced throats came one
mighty shout:

"The Shadow!"

Mobsters went in every direction, faster than Harry could am after them. Then their own guns began to
blaze, and it was Harry's turn to do a dive, cloak, ha and dl. He had wanted to draw crooks, and he
did.

Harry was redizing what it was to be The Shadow.

He had logt histargetsin ajiffy. In turn, he had become the prey of a dozen guns. By taking to cover in
excited fashion, he had given his enemies new confidence. They were spreading out to trap him, al of
them, Mait included! The crooks thought that for once they had The Shadow on the run.

Only the stern fire of the other agents held off that human avadanche. Dropped behind a rock that he had
been lucky enough to find, Harry could do nathing but wait, for he knew that arriving crooks might equd
hisremaining bullets

He had overdone his part, Harry had, and he was expecting to pay for it, when a whole flood of lights
poured in from the road.

It was Hawkeye who raised the shout that gave great hdp to Harry:
"The Fedd!"

Thanks to that cry, some of the driving crooks scattered. The rest sped fagter, in thar effort to reach
Harry's rock. Crackling through the brush, they gave themsdves away. Harry poured bullets in ther
direction.

Guns were blaging everywhere, as dozens of Feds and police went after the thugs. Harry's few
opponents were downed, except for one man: Greasy. He came across the rock coughing, his lips
flecked with blood. His guns, like Harry's, were empty. Both fighters dugged.

Greasy didn't even fed the blow that hit him. But his own hand, driving down with dying strength, landed
aforceful stroke. Harry fdt himsdf gathered into blackness, as he settled upon the rock.

A PAUSING flashlight showed that scene. Keeping the glow fixed, Vic Marquette was the firs man to
arrive. Seeing that Harry was safe, the rest of The Shadow's agents retreated through the woods, where
Hawkeye, dippery as ever, caught up with them.

Pushing Greasy's body aside, Vic Marquette stooped beside Harry and expressed good news.
"Hesdl right!"

"I'm grateful.” 1t was Fdix Thern who spoke. "This man must be The Shadow —the one you spoke
about."

Vic stopped his nod, as Harry's face came into the light. He had met Harry in the past, knew him to be
one of The Shadow's agents.

"Thisis Vincent!" exclamed Vic. "He isnt The Shadow! He's pinch hitting on the job. Good work, too!



Give me a hand'—Vic turned to arriving Feds—"and get thisfelow to a car. Look after him."

The cloak and the hat fdl awvay as the Feds lifted Harry. Guns were dready gone from the agent's
loosened fingers. HAlf roused, Harry plucked at his pocket, drew out a box of cartridges. He wanted to
reload his guns, but when he tried to open the box, he dropped it.

Vic Marquette rushed away, cdling orders to his outspread men. Felix Thern was Ieft done in the
darkness. He stood there, voidng his own thoughts hdf doud. The words that he uttered were in a
foreign tongue.

Hadhlights were sparkling like fireflies through the trees; but as Thern gazed about, he saw a distant glow
that did not move. Again, he muttered; then, stooping, he probed beside the rock and found Harry's
flaghlight. He focused the torch upon the black cloak and the objects with it.

Acting upon a new impulse, Thern placed the light on the rock, picked up the box of cartridges and
rapidly loaded the automatics. Pocketing those guns, he dipped the black cloak over his shoulders,
placed the douch hat on his head.

Usng the flaghlight, he picked a course in the direction of the dationary light that dill showed steedily
between the trees.

Reeching the barbed-wire fence, Thern had trouble getting past it. Hafway through, he turned out the
light and listened. He could hear some one plunging through the underbrush just beyond him; a person
who didn't have alight.

Usng his hands done, Thern fet carefully for the barbs and worked hisway clear.

The sounds from ahead had ended; but Thern did not use the light. He had neared his dedtination; against
the garlight he saw a cabin cruiser moored to an old dock. A light was glowing from the cabin— the light
thet Thern had seen.

A man was clambering over the stern. As soon as the fdlow had gone somewhere, Thern followed. He
dropped to the shdlter of the cockpit behind the cabin just as three more men arrived on the run.

Matt Scarnley jumped aboard, followed by his pas, and ydled for the crew to shove off.

The motor was thrumming, the cruiser was on the move, when Thern stepped into the cabin. Halting, he
reached for an automatic. He saw a man, with cold, expressionless face, leaning above a prisoner who
lay bound on a bunk.

It happened that the stooping man was Klagg; he was eyeing the prisoner who should be Vincent. With a
rough tug at the captive's shoulder, Klagg hauled the bound man's face into the light. He snarled, as he
saw the masklike features of Lamont Cranston.

"You aren't Vincent!" began Klagg. "You're -"

A low-voiced chuckle made Klagg turn. Totd bewilderment seized him; his eyes seemed to race his
mouith, to see which could go the wider.

Klagg was garing into the muzze of an automatic held by a black-cloaked invader who could be none
other than The Shadow!

CHAPTER XIX. CRIME'S ANSWER
THOUGH Klagg didnt know it, he was covered from two directions. While Thern, masked as The



Shadow, had leveled one gun, Cranston, no longer The Shadow, was aming one with an unbound hand.

Sedaing the situation, Thern gestured with his gun and suggested that Klagg turn about. Sight of Cranston,
covering him and dipping off his loose bonds with a free hand, was too much for Klagg.

Armsraised, Klagg sank back on the only empty bunk. The other two were occupied by prisoners who
were genuindy bound: Kenley and Janet.

What astonished Klagg most, was the whispered laugh that came from Cranston's lips. The mockery told
him that he had been doubly wrong. Not only was Cranston free; he was The Shadow, despite the fact
that a black-cloaked figure was sanding at the cabin door!

Pocketing his gun, Thern politdly removed the hat and cloak, to lay them beside Cranston. He drew his
own gun, to cover Klagg, while The Shadow donned the garments. To show that he was actudly The
Shadow, Cranston dipped into the cloak and put on the hat, dl with one hand, retaining his autometic
during the process.

Thern looked toward the opposite bunk, made one of his graceful gestures, as he sad:
"Thisman, | take it, must be Klagg."

The Shadow replied in the affirmative. He pointed out the other prisoners and stated their identity. It was
Thern who released them, while The Shadow kept Klagg covered.

"We number four," declared Thern, soberly. "It will not be difficult for us two to take command of this
boat, provided that we go about it wisdy. | would suggest"—he looked toward The Shadow— "that you
be the one to see what the Stugtion is, on deck.”

The Shadow was temporaily interested in Klagg's short-wave radio apparatus, which was fully put
together. Thern picked up the earphones, gave amusca laugh.

"Klagg expects to hear from Fasythe" he said. "Perhgps we should let him ligen, and tdl us what he
hears. But firg"—his tone sobered—"we mugt remember that we have to deal with a dangerous crew.”

The Shadow moved toward the cabin door; but dl the while, he kept his automatic in Klagg's generd
direction. To relieve him, Thern started to draw a gun. The Shadow gestured for him to wait.

Ligening a the cabin door, The Shadow used his free hand to give the knob a dow turn. A sudden
yank—a mean pitched headlong into the cabin. Thern made a grab for him, and won the struggle quickly,
thanks to the looming threat of The Shadow's gun. Thern shoved the prisoner to the bunk beside Klagg.

The newcomer was Frederick Falsythe.

EVER a bluffer, Falsythe tried to cover his identity, until he saw Kenley. The laugh that the young man
gave him made Falsythe look sheepish. Gradudly, it dawned on Thern thet this was Fasythe in disguise.
Klagg, too, showed an expression of surprise.

"So you're the man | saw," remarked Thern, coldly. "I mistook you for another crook, Fasythe, when
you came on board. Pardon me the term 'mistook’ isincorrect.”

Huddled, Fasythe had nothing to say. Turning to The Shadow, Thern repeated his suggestion that they
take measures to dispose of the crew. The Shadow overruled the plan.

"Let uslearn ther purpose fird," he suggested. "We shdl have ample time to take over.”



Thern was quite stisfied with the suggestion. He sat down on the bunk where The Shadow had been an
imitation prisoner. Steadily, the minutes passed, while the smooth motor drove the cruiser onward. There
were persons who had much to say; but none attempted conversation.

Somehow, the tengon indicated that some strange result was due. The firs break came when footsteps
shuffled outside the cabin door. The Shadow raised a warning hand, cdling for absolute slence. There
was a knock, then Matt's voice:

"Hdlo, Klagg!"

The Shadow's lips phrased a barely audible whisper. Klagg heard two words:
"Answver im."

Licking hislips, Klagg responded: "What isit, Matt?'

"We jugt sghted the Guatemda,” returned Matt. "She's heading into port on schedule. What do we do
next? Sgnd that submarine you told us about?!

Klagg hesitated. His eyes moved anxioudy about. His tone was sudden, when he answered:
"You might as well, Matt. Shell be looking for us, anyway!"

"Sheld better be" returned Matt. "By this time, the Feds are wise to how we lammed. Theyll have
cutters looking for us. Wed better ditch this scow and get into the sub, before they find us”

The footsteps shuffled away. A new tenson had caught the group in the cabin. Klagg's statements, like
Matt's questions, had produced a surprisng angle to crimes game. In fact, Klagg seemed the most
worried person present. He kept moving his moonish eyes about, as if looking for some means of
escape.

Looking firs at Falsythe, who Ssmply glowered in return, Klagg turned his gaze toward Thern. He caught
the direction of the latter's eyes. Thern was looking at the table where the radio equipment rested.

Sitting beside the radio apparatus was a lamp, identicad with the one that had been planted in Thern's
hotd suite.

Klagg's eyes went back toward Thern. A flicker of expresson showed upon Klagg's cadaverous face.
Watching the fdlow, The Shadow waited; but it was not Klagg who made the next move.

Looking from a porthole, Kenley suddenly exdaimed: "The Guatemda”

A WHITE ship was passng in the night. She was aglow with light, a proud sight, from bow to stern. As
the new liner moved mgedticaly onward, a flag showed in the glow. It bore the blue-and-ydlow stripes
of the Bathanian emblem.

"Not yours yet, Fasythe" observed Kenley, bitterly. “There is one ship that won't go to the bottom! Y ou
won't have a chance to Snk her. You can't load the Guatemaa with bombs -"

Interrupted by a clatter, Kenley swung about. He made a grab for a man who bolted past him. It was
Klagg, making a dive for the table a the front of the cabin.

Kenley missed him; then made a quick dive to the floor, redizing that he had blocked The Shadow's am.



By that time, Klagg had grabbed the lamp.

"Look out!" warned Klagg. His voice had a sneer. "It has a bomb in it, jugt like the others. Don't
shoot"—he was glaing at The Shadow - "or I'll throw it!"

Thern recoiled, as did Fasythe. Kenley remained cdm, hoping for some way to offsat his mistake. His
digolay of nerve gave Janet courage. They looked toward The Shadow, saw that he was unperturbed.

Advancing with the lamp, Klagg waved it threateningly. The Shadow moved toward him; Klagg
Sidestepped in the direction of a bunk. Then they had passed each other. The Shadow was near the
cabin front, close to the short-wave radio apparatus, while Klagg was very near the door.

Thelick that Klagg gave hislips produced a amile on hisusudly solid features. Klagg fdt that he had The
Shadow worried. His opponent had chosen the inner end of the cabin; he probably wanted to let Klagg
move out on deck, with the dangerous lamp. Klagg didn't go.

"Stay asyou are" heingsted. 'l am master herel One shot means deeth to dl of you! My own life will be
worth it."

Thern was drawing a gun. He lowered it when Klagg darted alook at him. Weakly, Thern turned to The
Shadow.

"Dont shoot, Cranston,” pleaded Thern. "We are helpless. We mugt make terms.™

The Shadow kept his gun steadied on Klagg. Risng shakily, Thern started toward the front end of the
cabin. He paused, as he heard Matt knocking again from the other sde of the door.

"Weve sghted the sub!" bawled Matt. "She's on the surface, so she mug have seen us. She came right
aong behind the Guatemaa.”

The news brought triumph to Klagg's leer. Siill brandishing the lamp, he added new arguments as he
addressed The Shadow.

"Youll have to make terms now," jeered Klagg. "There isnt a cutter within ten miles of here! If you ligen
to reason, youll have a chance to live. If you don't -"

The Shadow's tone interrupted. His voice had the same steadiness as his trigger finger, which Klagg was
watching. The finger tightened, as The Shadow commanded:

"Put down the lamp!"

Instead of obeying, Klagg gestured asiif beginning a throw. Thern sprang toward The Shadow, rasing his
OWn gun in protest.

With his free arm, The Shadow hooked Thern's; hisfoot tripped the man and sent him sprawling, hafway
to the door. As Thern fdl, The Shadow pressed the gun trigger.

The bullet shattered Klagg's wrist. The fdlow screamed; the lamp dropped from his hand. It struck the
floor and broke apart, but not from an exploson. The interior of the lamp was empty, bombless.

GRABBING for the door with his other hand, Klagg yanked it open. Matt was outside; he dived for the
deck, ydling to his crew, the moment that he saw The Shadow. Instead of firing after Matt, The Shadow
performed another action.

Thrugting a hand to the short-wave apparatus, The Shadow thumbed a knob. Deftly, his fingers moved to



adid, turned it to a set mark. With amost the same action, he pressed afind switch. The result was an
explosion—a greater one than Klagg had promised.

The blagt came from two miles away, where the Guatemda was dinking through the night. The sky
lighted, as streaks of brilliant flame spurted from the liner's portholes, exactly as they had broken loose on
the vessd's Sgter ships.

Ancther burgt brought blaze to the horizon, as the deck of the digtant ship lifted high. With the incoming
sound waves, that carried an increasing roar, there came a different tone, from close a hand.

The laugh of The Shadow filled the cabin. Forced to this one resort, he had played the needed stroke.
Crime's game was ended, dong with its long-hidden riddle.

The Shadow had reveaed the answer.

CHAPTER XX. BLASTED CRIME

AS spectacular as the dght of the exploding Guatemaa was the truth behind the liner's doom. The
Guatemaa was inbound to America. She was a ship that had not yet been delivered to Fasythe, the man
upon whom previous disasters were blamed.

Some hidden bombs, supposedly planted among fittings supplied by Fasythe, were accurately explained.
There were no such explosives, nor had secret workers been used to place them. The actud bombs had
been built into the liners when they were constructed in Bathania

Like her agter ships, the Guatemaa was a vessd designed for doom before she ever Ieft the ways. Her
wadls and bulkheads looked like sted, but were actudly made of inflammable maerid. Hidden within
those wdlls, the explosives lay safe from any search.

Tdk of time bombs was a sham. The bombs buried in the hulls of the doomed liners were equipped with
radio receivers, tuned to a specid short-wave hookup. The control was in the short-wave apparatus
manipulated by Klagg.

To avoid premature disasters; the radio was set for close range. Klagg had taken a trip on a tugboat the
night he touched off the bombs that ruined the Salvador. From his workshop he had finished the
Nicaragua, close by, at her pier.

Tonight was not the appointed time for blaging the Guatemda. Not according to the indructions that
Klagg followed. Find disaster was to wait uniil after the Guatemaa had reached New York and been
outfitted there. But, The Shadow, divining crimée's method, had advanced the schedule.

The end of the Guatemda meant an end not only to crime, but to the mysery enshrouding it. By that
deed, The Shadow cleared dl blame from Fasythe. Crime's burden was automaticaly shifted to other
shoulders, and The Shadow's weird laugh told that he knew who the big brain was.

Fdix Thern!

WITH thefird flash from the stricken Guatemda, Thern was on his way to the cabin door. He grabbed
Klagg, whipped the man about and used him as a shield. Aiming for The Shadow, Thern sought quick
vengeance upon the magter fighter who had exposed him.

The gun that Thern was usng belonged to The Shadow, but the proper hand was not manipulding it.
Each time Thern tried to jab a shot, The Shadow was ahead of him. Bullets, whisling past Klagg, nearly
nipped Thern's gun-hand. Keen enough to recognize his precarious postion, the master crook changed



tactics.

Dragging Klagg through the doorway with him, Thern dropped his human shidd and fled for the deck.
He hoped that he could rdly the crew about him before The Shadow arrived.

As he scrambled, Thern heard The Shadow's laugh again, strangely sniger in its Sgnificance. A few
moments later, Thern understood the meaning behind the tone.

As part of his crafty scheme, Thern had told Klagg to shift dl blame on Fasythe, even to the point of
convindng Matt and the mobbies that Fasythe was crime's chief.

Klagg had done that job quite thoroughly. Hearing shouts for aid, Matt and his crew looked for Fasythe,
saw Thern instead.

They didn't wait for The Shadow. They opened fire on Thern. He flattened to the deck to avoid ther
shots. None of the crooks were ready when The Shadow appeared. By the time they wheded in
response to a chdlenging laugh, The Shadow's gun was talking.

Blazing a path through the scattering horde, The Shadow neared Thern as crimés unrecognized
commander grabbed for a dropped gun. The Shadow's foot was quicker than Thern's hand. It kicked the
revolver from the grasper's reach. Scrambling away, Thern tried to draw the other automdtic; he was
jugding it as he neared therall.

The Shadow, meanwhile, had swung to jab some timdly shots at aming crooks. The whole scene was
lurid, againg the glare that came from the Guatemda Revealed in the risng glow, The Shadow had to
make alowances for lesser opponents, until others could handle them.

Those others were on the job. Cliff was pumping shots from the cruiser's bow. Kenley was out from the
cabin, bringing Klagg's gun and putting it into use. The Shadow had reserved some shots for Thern.

Having opportunity to deliver them, The Shadow whedled toward the master crook, then faded as Thern
attempted hurried aim with a gun not fully gripped.

The Shadow's firg shot snged Thern's fingers. With the recoil from his wildly fired shot, Thern went
backward, losng the automatic. His hands hitting the rall, he threw himsdf into a long, vaulting back
somersaullt that only sheer desperation could have inspired.

The Shadow's next shot Szzled for Thern's revolving body. It was the rall that saved Thern; it intervened
between him and The Shadow's descending am.

Thern was in the water, a plintered rall above him. He was like one of the little jumping forms that were
plopping from the flame-ridden Guatemda, off in the distance. In the sea, Thern could put up no fight.
The Shadow left im to Kenley, who was hurrying toward therall.

Important duty loomed on board the cabin cruiser. Matt Scarnley had managed to escape unscathed,
while his mobbies were taking bullets. Matt's revolver was empty; he hadn't scored a hit during his wild,
exating flight, but he was making for a place that promised safety.

It was the cruiser's tiny fo'c'sle. To reach it, Matt had to pass the muzze of Cliff's gun, which he
managed to do by dragging a pair of wounded pas dong with him. He shoved them a Cliff, who dugged
away one of them. But the other dived down the hatchway, dong with Matt.

Matt was gaining a rat's advantage, in the hole that he had chosen, but with dl his haste he wasn't fast
enough.



Before Cliff could spring down the hatchway after Matt, The Shadow had reached it. His cloaked form
hed the look of a black-shafted arrow, as he dived below.

THERE wereriflesinthe fo'c'sle, arack of them, that mobbies had brought dong to stave off long-range
attack. Matt was swinging one of the long-barreled weapons, when The Shadow drove for him.

Shouldering under the barrel, The Shadow grabbed it as Mait pulled the trigger.

The shot smply took away a chunk of the partition between the fo'c'sle and the hold, for The Shadow
had passed the looming muzze But the kick that Matt took from the gun was fa beyond 4l
expectations. It made the behavior of a bad-acting rifle seem trivid.

Jogging the gun upward with his fist, The Shadow put dl his strength behind the recail, diverting it to
Matt's jaw. The butt end of the gun lifted Matt clear of the floor, dashed his head between two racked
rifles, and cracked his skull againg the wall.

Momentarily, Matt dangled limply, like a wrestler hooked between the ropes. Then his sagging weight
brought the rack the other way.

Sprawled sensdless, Matt was buried by a shower of dattering rifles. Turning about, The Shadow was
ready to handle Matt's pd; but the crippled mobbie didn't offer fight. He had collapsed from his sprawl
down the fo'c'sle steps.

Sounds were coming from the deck above. Kenley's shots had evidently missed Thern, who was
svimming away from the cabin cruiser, for a second gun was taking: Cliff's Evidently Thern had svum
out of range, for the shots were keeping up.

Thern hadn't headed in the direction of the Guatemda; The Shadow could see the blazing ship from a
porthole. The water about the liner was peopled with men who had jumped overboard. They were the
Bathanian crew, who had brought the ship from its home port.

None of them had logt their lives. They knew too much about the vessdl in their charge: The Shadow had
foreseen that they would go overboard at the firgt puff; but he knew, too, that Thern would not care to
join them.

The master crook would have too much to explain, to the Bdthanian's firdt; afterward, to the officers of
coast guard cutters, which were on their way to the stricken liner.

Thern's god was e sewhere. Gathering the riflesinto one great armful, The Shadow started for the deck.
He heard the drone of distant planes, knew that they were coming out from shore, attracted by the blaze
from the Guatemda But those thrumms were for the present unimportant, compared to the shout that
Cliff gave.

The Shadow's agent had sghted Thern's destination. The Shadow saw it, too, as he reached the deck.
Only a few hundred yards away, a long, deek hul lay awash among the glare-tinged swells. 1t was the
submarine that Matt had reported. Humped from its center, was a conning tower, showing plainly against

the glaring sky.

Thern had reached the sub's deck; men were hdping him on board. He was pointing toward the cabin
cruiser, and the men on the submarine were nodding. Thern wanted them to blow The Shadow's
captured craft clear from the water.

Only such amove could cover the deepest portion of crime's game. For if witnesses lived to report that
Thern had been received by a submarine, the fullness of the internationd intrigue would become common



property.

Bdthania no longer had a navy. This submarine convoying the Guatemaa, unquestionably belonged to the
Power that now ruled Thern's homdand.

He had sold out, Thern had, for a reason that The Shadow aone understood. Suspecting the extent of
The Shadow's knowledge, Thern was out for more than vengeance.

There could only be one outcome to the struggle that was due, according to the way Thern pictured it.
Doom for The Shadow!

CHAPTER XXI. SUNKEN EVIDENCE

MEN were swinging a heavy gun to the submaring's deck, preparing to shel the cabin cruiser. A few
tastes from that weapon would settle the frall craft which was The Shadow's present refuge. Close by the
conning tower, Felix Thern let his face betray amdicious amile

Even a that distance, the gleam of Thern's features were satanic, thanks to the ruddy glow that ill
poured from the digant Guatemda

Thern expected The Shadow to begin a usdess flight. Instead, a shot crackled from the cabin cruiser.
Thern's facid expresson changed as he heard a bullet whine past the sub. That wasn't a shot from an
automatic. The Shadow was uang arifle

With a snarl, Thern sprang into the conning tower. He didn't intend to be clipped by a stray bullet just
because The Shadow wanted to be heroic. He snapped a command for the gunners to hurry up and
finish The Shadow.

One gunner dumped. Another took his place, only to stagger. More blasts were coming from the rifle
Those shots seemed inexhaudtible; which, for practical purposes, they were. Not only did The Shadow
have a dozen rifles at hand, but Cliff was bringing up anmunition; so that Kenley could reload the guns as
fadt asthey were fired.

The Shadow was sniping off the gunners before they could fire asngle shdll. They were reding dong the
dippery deck, dodging behind the conning tower. Thern was ydling down for snipers of his own. They
came, ther rifles bristled into sght.

Tossang arifle to Cliff, The Shadow told him to get the range of the deck gun, in case men came back to
it. Then, with perfect precision, he took rifle muzzles as his own targets. Those guns seemed to disappear
while they were firing. The bullets that they returned were wide.

Shifting dong theral of his own craft, The Shadow was keeping the range, but not giving the opposition
achance to locate it. At lagt, the only target was a head and pair of shoulders Thern's.

Crime's master did from Sght to join his dumped riflemen, but he performed the unwise action of shaking
an uplifted fig as he disappeared. Thern's am gave a wild jolt as The Shadow spurted a rifle shot; the
clenched figt vanished with the speed of a woodchuck diving into its hole.

The conning tower clamped shut. The sub was in mation, beginning to submerge. Its crew were
abandoning their wounded, aong with the unfired deck gun. The Shadow gave quick orders to Cliff and
Kenley. He knew what would be coming next: torpedoes.

THE SHADOW was a the hdm when Cliff and Kenley had the motor running. The Shadow's cruiser
was swashing through the sea; the only Sgn of the submarine was the ugly eye of a periscope, above the



aurface.

She was an old craft, that sub—one whose very exisence would be disavowed by the Power tha
owned her. She had come to cruise these waters in case Thern should need her, which he had.

Her purpose to keep out of Sght, she was unequipped for surface battle, which fact The Shadow had
used to his own advantage. Once beneath the waves, however, the sub was in a postion where she
could prove deadly.

The periscope was ddking the cabin cruiser, following it closdy, as the little craft throbbed in the
direction of the flame-gutted Guatemaa From the course The Shadow took, it was evident that his
purpose was to get beyond the ruined liner and use its hulk as a protection.

Such was the impression that The Shadow tried to convey; and did. So successfully, that he was able to
gauge the sub's reaction. He was gazing straight ahead, off the stern of the Guatemala, paying no attention
to the looming periscope behind him. But he sensed the moment when a torpedo would be on its way.

The Shadow swung the tiller. The cruiser was reding into its sharp veer, just as Cliff yeled that he had
gghted the wake of a torpedo.

Sashing off its course, the cabin cruiser was far wide of the torpedo when it sped past. The Shadow, it
seemed, had suddenly chosen to go around the Guatemala's bow.

Whitening the sea far ahead, the torpedo logt itsdf awvay beyond the Guatemaa. That streak was vishle
to drding planes that had come out to guide coast guard cutters when they arrived.

One of the planes swung shoreward. The Shadow knew the report thet it was carrying to land, only a
few minutes flight away. The men in the submarine didn't. They could not see the plane they were
keeping their mechanica eye upon the cabin cruiser.

Thanks to The Shadow's nonchadant change of course, Thern and the others in the undersea ship thought
his action luck, ingead of a ruse. They did not credit him with perfect timing, until he displayed his ill
agan.

The cruiser was a perfect target, set againg the middle of the flame-dyed Guatemda, when The Shadow
performed ancther zigzag. Again, Cliff spied the stresk of a torpedo, frothing the water ahead of the sub's

periscope.

Misdng the veering craft by a dozen yards, that torpedo kept on to a target that it did not want. The
blazing hull of the Guatemaa buckled in the center as the torpedo hit it. The flames took a skyward hoist
that seemed to Snge the Slvery wings of the remaining patrol planes.

They understood why one of their number had made a quick departure. They skimmed off, to warn the
cutters, knowing that word had aready gone ashore.

Making for his regained god—the stern of the Guatemada—The Shadow spoke a whispered command
to Cliff.

In a dozen seconds, Cliff had them dl on deck: Kenley, Fasythe, Janet, even the crippled prisoner
Klagg. They were ready to go overboard when The Shadow gave the word. He was wide of the
Guaemaas stern, when Cliff shouted that a torpedo was on its way. This time, as The Shadow veered,
he gave the word—to wat!

In the space of three tenson-packed seconds, the torpedo's foam-swashing nose seemed to swdlow the



distance from the submarine to its tiny prey. Expecting The Shadow's command, Cliff redized suddenly
that when it came, it would be too late. A dive into the water would not carry them clear when the
exploson came.

Provided the blast arrived, which it did not. The expert at the torpedo tube had gauged the cabin cruiser's
speed, her course—but not The Shadow's Kill.

Like alive thing in the hands of the cloaked hdmaman, the little craft twisted. She seemed to lift her prow
upon a passing swell, jerk right across the passing torpedo, and dap down into the sea the ingant thet the
murderous messenger had passed.

Then she was beyond the Guatemda, trickily changing course to fool the submarine when it came up
from a deep dive benegth the Snking liner.

AMID the breathlessness of the persons that he had saved from doom, The Shadow uttered a mocking
laugh. They took it as a token of The Shadow's recent explait; dl except Cliff. He caught a future
meaning to the tone.

The Shadow had seen the gleam of an gpproaching plane. Asits zoom increased, the others followed the
direction of his pointing finger. A huge bomber was roaring out from land, summoned by reports of a
pirate submarine.

A speck appeared upon the water, twisted about, looking for the cabin cruiser on the far 9de of the
Guatemda. Like an eye digointed in its socket, the periscope skewed upward; then it shot from sght.
The submarine was no longer a hunter; it had become prey.

Darkness might have saved the pirate craft. But there was no darkness. The Guatemda was 4ill a pyre,
lighting up the sea around it. The Shadow, by his strategy, had done more than dodge torpedoes. He had
brought Thern's undersea ship into the very zone where it could be spotted by the approaching bomber!

The Navy plane zoomed downward, like a fish hawk driving after a scaly victim. A hdf mile from the
cabin cruiser, the greet bird lad an egg that nestled into the ocean. The plane was rigng, swinging to take
another look for its target, when the depth bomb burst.

The repercussion quivered the cabin cruiser. The sea swirled, as if clutched by a tidd wave. Cirding
shoreward, around the sattling Guatemaa, The Shadow watched his passengers gaze seaward and heard
thar exclamations.

He knew what they saw. A pool of dimy ail was spreading on the ocean's surface, caming the foam that
the explosion had produced. Fdix Thern and his crew of pirates were beneeth the waves, to stay.

Cliff was at the hdm; others had gone to the cabin, when boats met the cabin cruiser chugging into shore.
Vic Marquette was one of the firs to come on board. He did not meet The Shadow.

Apparently, the black-cloaked navigator had dropped off somewhere, for the amdl boat was missng
from the davits a the cruiser's sern.

Kenley and Janet came out on deck to tak with Cliff. In the cabin, Vic found Lamont Cranston, chatting
with Frederick Fasythe. In the corner was Klagg, his am bandaged; he made a surly, slent prisoner.
According to what Vic heard, Cranston had come aboard a captive, like Kenley and Janet.

Therefore, it followed that Cranston, too, had been rescued by The Shadow; something which Falsythe
asserted and believed, for he had met The Shadow firgt, Cranston afterward.



It was Cranston, however, who told Vic dl there was to know about Feix Thern. Vic supposed that
Crangton had learned it from The Shadow.

"I should have known it!" exclamed the Fed, "the day when Thern chucked that lamp out of the window;
or, rather, when you did, Mr. Cranston. We were crazy to think it was a time bomb. It was set before
Thern was due in town; and it was funny, the way the thing went off as soon asiit was thrown.”

"Before it hit the courtyard, too," reminded Cranston, casudly. "Now that you mention it, Marquette, |
remember a plunger projecting from the bottom of it."

"That explainsit!" exdamed Vic. "Our friend Thern planted it himsdf. It was set to go whenever he lifted
it from the table. Histak of hearing it tick was a bluff!"

FALSY THE looked relieved. So much suspicion had been attached to him, that he couldn't fully believe
that he wasin the clear. He saw Cranston smile,

"Thern knew dl about your fundsin Bathania" stated The Shadow. "He was no patriot. He was working
with the Power that controls his country. They built ships for you to draw your money out, but they didnt
want those vessds to become part of the American merchant marine.

"Furthermore, by destroying those ships, they could induce you to buy more, with the insurance money. It
was the smplest way of forcing you to spend dl the funds that you had in Bathania, there in the country
itslf."”

Fdsythe understood dl that; but other detalls dill perplexed him. He heard Cranston's cdm tone smooth
them.

"Thern planted Klagg to double-cross you,” The Shadow told Fasythe. "Klagg told Matt and other
crooks tha you were the man behind crime. They were to be captured later, so they could testify againg
you.

"When Kenley cdled Thern, it was obvious that a man who knew alot was planning to talk too soon. So
Thern cdlled Klagg and told him to abduct Kenley. Klagg sent Matt, who captured Vincent by mistake."

Falsythe nodded.

"Because | had dready attended to Kenley," he said. "I did it for his own good, and mine. | merdly tried
to reason with Kenley; not to harm him. But why did Thern saize Kenley tonight?”

"To keep him as awitness againg you. Thern intended to stay in the submarine, with Klagg and the rest
going dong. He 4ill beieved that they could blast the Guatemda after she began her fird cruise from
New Y ork, and blame another deed on you."

Risng, The Shadow picked up Klagg's earphones, rattled them on the table. They were dummies.

"Klagg used these," said The Shadow, "to pretend he was getting ingructions from you, Fasythe. Mait
never suspected that this short-wave radio set controlled the ship explosions. A good bluffe— Klagg.

"He caught the idea tonight, when Thern tried a bluff and pretended to be on the side of right. But Thern's
game went up in smoke'— Crangton's tone was very cam—"when our mysterious friend, The Shadow,
blew up the Guatemada before she ever reached New York."

They had reached shore. Cars were a the pier, anong them Cranston's limousne, summoned by
Marquette. As Cranston rode away, Frederick Fasythe let his lips droop regretfully, like the fase



mugtache that ill adorned them.

Fasythe was wondering why he had been so mistaken, the day when they had watched the firg white
ship sal toward the Bay. In Cranston, the man he thought an enemy, Fasythe had found his greatest
friend. With the exception of The Shadow, that myserious being who had produced miraculous rescue
for dl.

Fasythe could recdl The Shadow's weird, mysterious laugh, the tone that had marked farewdl to crime.
So vividy did Fasythe remember the tone, that he actudly believed he heard it again.

He did hear it. The mirth came from the lips of Lamont Cranston, as the limousine rolled away into the
night.

The parting laugh of The Shadow!
THE END



