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CHAPTER |. KING OF THE ROAD

THE great, deek motor coach pulled from the ramp leading out of the Manhattan bustermind and swung
into the glare of avenue lights. It was heading southward, leaving New Y ork after aone-week stay.

King of theroad, the streamlined supercoach had attracted much attention on itsarrival in Manhattan.
Not only wasit thelast word in deluxe highway travel; its gray sides bore the red-lettered statement:
"Hollywood on Tour."

Its passengers were movie stars; not topnotchers, but persons with recognized names, good enough to
help swell receipts at theater box offices. They were making persona appearances during their tour of the
entire country; publicizing the supercoach asthey went dong.

But New Y ork had become apathetic to the sight of the highway limited and its freight of human gars.
No crowds were on hand to watch the great bus make its departure for Atlantic City. The Hollywood
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barnstormers were no longer news.

The reason was Kid Pell, America's new claimant for thetitle of Public Enemy No. 1. Inamerethree
days, Kid Pdll had blasted dl other news from the front pages, to make room for the accounts of hisown
exploits.

Glum press agents were explaining the situation to disgruntled movie stars, as the busrolled toward the
Holland Tunnd. Thelack of cheering throngs adong the curbs proved that the press agents were telling the
truth, for once. They were spreading newspapers to emphasize their arguments.

Therewasn't adoubt about it; Kid Pdll was more than the man of the hour. He was the man of the
week.

The Kid had crashed into prominence by raiding alarge Manhattan bank, with amob at his hedls. They
had actually gotten to the vault, when someone had let loose aflow of tear gas. The robbers had
retreated; but on the way out they had shot three bank tellers, killing one.

While police were trying to round up the murderous mob, Kid Pell had coolly attacked an armored truck
carrying fundsto the subtreasury. Again, he had failed to acquire any swag, but one of the truck guards
hed been dainin the running battle.

The Kid had fled to New Jersey with a depleted mab, only to bob up again when he blew hisway into a
suburban bank at three in the morning. He and his mob had souped the vault, but State police had shown
up intimeto overtake afleeing car that carried the stolen funds.

They had captured two of the mob, but not the Kid himself. He and two companions had escaped in
another car. All traces of them had been lost. From latest reports, he was till at largein New Jersey.

MY STERY surrounded the notorious Kid Pell. Forgetful of their own disgppointments, the movie stars
were engrossed in the subject by the time the bus was through the Holland Tunnel and streaking along the
Skyway above the darkened New Jersey meadows.

They wereinterested chiefly in what Kid Pell looked like. No newspaper had managed to get a
photograph of him, but artists had made sketches, and faked them to look like photos. Peering from the
front pages, those pictures showed Kid Pell as broad-faced, with straight lips, ditted eyes, and light curly
hair.

They had tried to give him the ugly look that befitted a public enemy, yet there was something handsome
in the murderer's features; probably the fact that they were youthful, in deference to the Kid's nickname.

A chuckling press agent ordered adrink at the bar that the deluxe coach boasted. Finishing the drink with
agulp, hewent back to alounge a the rear, where he joined some movie producers who were talking

with aguest passenger.

"Too bad that the cops are after Kid Pell," declared the press agent. "He'd be agood bet for pictures.
With al the publicity he's gotten, hed go over bigin Westerns."

The producers smiled; one of them made a sllencing gesture, then introduced the gentleman who was
riding with them. His name was Lamont Cranston; and the press agent, when he shook hands with him,
decided that Cranston would do for pictures, too.

His features were the sort that seemed molded for effectiveness. Cranston's face had a hawkish
expression that was masklike. His eyeswere calm, but keenness lay in then depths. Histhin lips carried
thefaintest of amiles.



Obvioudy, the producers were trying to induce Cranston to back some new pictures; otherwise, he
wouldn't have been invited on thistrip.

"Where did Kid Pell come from?' queried aportly producer. "What's he going to do next?"

"He'sfrom somewhere out West," replied the press agent, "and he's supposed to be a pretty foxy
gambler. According to the newspapers, though, he didn't make out well in the joints around New Y ork.

"So he recruited amob and went into the stick-up business. Right there, he made another mistake: he
picked things too tough to handle. He lost about half his mob, and the ones that were captured told what
little they knew about him.

"With al hisnerve, Kid Pdll has proven himsdlf one hundred percent flop when it comesto cash results.
Intechnica parlance, the only thing he can do for himsdlf right now istakeit on thelam.”

THE producers appeared impressed. The press agent looked to Cranston, to see what effect he had
made. To hissurprise, he was met by a calm-mannered headshake.

"l do not agree with you," declared Cranston, in an even tone. "Though little isknown about Kid Pell,
onefact is certain: he needs money. He will proceed with crime until he obtainsit.”

"Or getsabdlyful of lead," argued the press agent. "They've got extraguards an every bank in New
Jersey. It will go tough with Kid Pell if hetriesto crack another vault.”

"With al hisdaring,” observed Cranston, quietly, "Kid Pdll has used intelligence. We may assume,
therefore, that he reads papers.”

"If he does, hell stay away from banks -"

"Precisdly,” interposed Cranston. He reached for the press agent's newspaper. "He will ook for some
better opportunity, and may find one."

Fingering the pages, Cranston folded one back and pointed to a photograph, as he added:
"This, for example.

The other men stared. Cranston was pointing to a picture of the busin which they were riding. With the
photo was a story that made the press agent chew hislips, even though the details were those that he
himsdlf had given to the newspapers.

Along with an exaggerated description of the costly bus, were figurestotaling the salaries of the sarswho
made up the passenger list. The story stated that the Hollywood travelers were spending great sumsin
every town along the route during this good-will tour. It referred to the bus passengers asa"million-dollar
cargo."

Crangton pointed out a paragraph covering the present trip from New Y ork to Atlantic City. It gave the
exact time of the departure from New Y ork, with the route that the buswas to follow.

"Kid Pdl isquiteingenious” remarked Crangton, casudly. "He might decide to stop this highway specid
and find out what percentage of amillion dollars the passengers carry with them.”

Uneasiness gripped the few passengers who were listening to Cranston. This bus was termed the "King
of the Road"; they could recall that highwaymen once gave themsdvesthat title. If that thought had
occurred to Kid Pell!



Their own thoughts were jerked severely as the bus gave asudden jolt. Thrown forward, the movie
producers scrambled to their fedt.

The buswas coming to ahalt; they wondered why. Forgetting Cranston, they started forward, the press
agent with them, toward the compartments where the actors olled.

Camly, Lamont Cranston reached for abrief case that rested beside the seet. He could hear excited
voices demanding why the bus was stopping. The reply came from the driver's seet, that some
road-repair men were signaing them to adetour.

Its speed reduced to fifteen miles an hour, the busjounced over astretch of rough road. It veered to the
left, took a series of thumps and came to a dead stop.

By that time, Cranston's brief case was open. From it, he had drawn ablack cloak, which he dipped
over his shoulders. Clamping adouch hat to his head, he used his other hand to pull the lever of an
emergency door. With asingle step, he left the bus, blending instantly with the outside darkness.

Then; invisble against the darkened gray of the big motor coach's canted side, he was moving forward to
ablock of light - the front door of the bus, which the driver had opened.

Lamont Cranston had become The Shadow. Master of darkness, foe to crime, he had arranged passage
on the luxury busfor the very reasonsthat he had stated to a group of astonished listeners. The Shadow
knew that crime was due.

The Shadow was anticipating a prompt meeting with Kid Pell, the modern King of the Road!
CHAPTER II. SOMEWHERE IN JERSEY

BEFORE The Shadow could reach the front door of the lengthy motorbus, aflashlight sparkled from the
ground outside. A voice spoke, easily, in the tone of apracticed gambler.

"It'sdl right, driver," the speaker assured. "The men are coming up with the lanterns, to show you the
detour. I'll step aboard and guide you through.”

Two red lanterns came around in front of the bus. Asthey drew close, the man with the flashlight stepped
into the doorway. Only adozen feet away, The Shadow veered off into the darkness, at the sametime
observing the self-gppointed guide.

The man who was entering the bus answered the description of Kid Pell; but he was more handsome,
less youthful, than the sketches portrayed him. Below the face of Kid Pell, The Shadow saw the collar
and jacket of a Tuxedo - very odd attire for a road superintendent.

A sharp challengetold that the bus driver had noticed the discrepancy. By then, it wastoo late. Kid Pell
wasin the bus; he had the driver covered with a quick-drawn revolver.

The red lanterns had dropped; shouldering in behind Kid Pdll were two rough-clad men whose thuggish
faces disclosed them asthe Kid's remaining mobhbies.

Moved to a position right behind them, The Shadow could seeinto the bus. Kid Pell wasfacing the
passengers, hisface had agenia amile, ashewaggled hisrevolver in the generd direction of astounded
movie sars.

"Only cash accepted,” informed the Kid. "The gentlemen will kindly keep their armsraised; ladies canroll
down their stockings. My assistants will keep you covered, while | gather the walets and bank rolls,



"Careful, boys' - Kid Pell was pocketing his own gun, as he turned to the two mobsters - "with those hair
triggers. Some of these hams are insured for alot more than they're worth, so why should we do them a
favor by killing them?'

Kid Pdl wasn't expecting intervention from outside the bus, nor did he include The Shadow in his
cdculations. The Kid's game took a stumble, the moment that he left the gun business with the thugs.

A weird laugh came from darkness only afew yards beyond the open bus door. It was mirth that
quivered with achalenge, aped of strident mockery that only oneliving person could utter in such
outlandish gyle.

The Shadow!

Where Kid Pell would have remembered the personsin the bus and handled them with afew gun shots,
the mobbies did just the opposite. They obeyed the call of gangland. They strove to deliver the stroke
that hundreds of others had failed to clinch.

Death to The Shadow!

WHEELING together, the two gunners blasted shots ahead of them asthey drove out into the darkness.
They were shooting at The Shadow's laugh, as others had so often done.

Asthe crooks fired off into the darkness, two guns answered at close range. The Shadow had faded
inward, not outward. Hislaugh, toned in ventriloquid style, was amasterpiece of deception. Coming in
under thejabbing guns, and below them, he answered with bullets blasted from close range.

Lunging upward, The Shadow warded as de the staggering thugs as they stumbled againgt his shoulders.
He was making adrive for the door, to reach Kid Pell.

The handsome highwayman had taken the only course till open. The moment that his ass stants snapped
The Shadow's bait, Kid Pell had to follow them. He didn't know the details of their mistake, but he
guessed the resullts before they happened. His pals were finished, but in their unwitting suicide they were
giving Kid Pell achance to handle The Shadow.

His gun drawn as he reached the door, the Kid saw blacknessloom up at him, aliving massof it. Kid
Pdll was dated for degth right then, before he even had a chance to swing his gun toward that
black-cloaked surging swirl. The thing that saved Kid Pell was the charge of alight-brained brigade: the
movie heroes who no longer faced the threat of guns.

They hit himinasolid surge, Sx of them, bowling him away from The Shadow's path of aim. Out to the
darkened ground, where each of the six could later claim the honor of having overpowered him. With no
camerato record who landed the teling blows, the Situation seemed quite lovely - until Kid Pl got

busy.

Blocking puncheswith hisleft hand; swinging his gun with hisright, it wasthe Kid who put over the
haymakers. Twisting past the front of the bus, he left astrew of dazed stars behind him. Fortunately for
the unwise attackers, Kid Pdll fired no shots. He knew that he would need them for The Shadow.

Asthe fleeing highwayman cut away from the direction of the buslights, The Shadow actudly picked his
path in the darkness. Big automatics tongued bullets that whistled past Pell's ears.

The last of his mobbies gone; Kid Pell had become alone wolf, using tactics much like The Shadow's.
Close shots were exchanged in that shifting duel; until one scored a hit.



A sharp cry told that Kid Pell had dodged in the wrong direction.

The Shadow's shot did not drop him. Scrambling sounds became vague in the darkness. The Shadow's
next shots brought back sharp echoes, telling that the bullets had encountered rocks. Then camethe glare
of headlights beyond achunky knoll, followed by the roar of amotor. Kid Pell was making agetaway in
the mob car.

Blinking aflashlight, The Shadow found aleve sretch of ground. Pointing the torch off to the rear of the
bus, he changed its glimmer to green.

A coupe wheded up from the fake detour, its lights blazing into sight. The driver was Harry Vincent, one
of The Shadow's secret agents. He dowed when the flashlight gleamed red.

Swinging in beside Harry, The Shadow pointed out Pdll's route. The coupe took up the chase dlong a
bad dirt road, following ataillight that gleamed like apin point, well ahead. A jolt told that Pell's car had
reached the main highway. Asit swerved, The Shadow heard the rattle of guns.

Patrolling State police had reached the scene. As The Shadow's car reached the highway, the police car
became the one that guided it. Kid Pell had managed to grab the lead.

THE chase covered miles, with shots continuing ahead. At last, with the police car only ahundred yards
ahead, The Shadow saw afork in the road. The police car wavered, picked the road to the right. The
Shadow pointed Harry to the | eft.

Possibly The Shadow was smply trying to make the chase a sure one, but Harry had an ideathat his
chief had made a better guess than the police car. Whatever the case, it was The Shadow who had found
thetrail.

He saw auto lights halted ahead, told Harry to extinguish his headlamps. The coupe crept close, guided
by the glow. Pointing to adirt road, The Shadow told Harry to ease from the highway.

Dropping off, The Shadow approached a curious scene. Kid Pell wasleaning against the radiator of his
own car, pointing agun at afrightened man who stood beside an old sedan.

"Get back in that buggy,” panted Kid Pdll, "and get started when | say go. Remember... I'll be on the
running board... with this gun. When cops show up... shake them!"

The scared man was hardly in his car before the police car came whedling into sight, back on the right
trail. The Shadow heard Pell cough theword "Go!" and the old sedan rattled away. Dropping to the side
of theroad, The Shadow blinked hisflashlight. The color that he showed Harry wasred.

Whizzing up, the State police spotted Pell's abandoned car and aso sighted the taillight of the fleeing
sedan. They took up the chase, adifficult one, for roads formed anetwork in thisvicinity. Chances were
that the driver of the sedan would actualy shake the police, as Pell had ordered.

Again, The Shadow's flashlight glimmered red, the ray well shrouded in thefolds of hiscloak, so that only
Harry caught the gleam. The Shadow had guessed Kid Pell'slatest ruse. Listening, the cloaked avenger
could hear stumbling sounds from a pathway leading up a high bank beside the road.

Kid Pdll hadn't departed on the running board of the old sedan. Thiswas Pdll's actua goal; he had been
lucky enough to meet the other car, and had staged histrick to misguide the pursuing police. He had
saved valuable time, since he hadn't needed to hide his own car.

THE SHADOW moved silently toward the path. He did not have to look for Kid Pell. The Shadow



could still hear him, although they were separated by more than a hundred feet.

The real wonder wasthat Kid Pell made as little noise as he did. The Shadow had clipped him with a
bullet; the police had scored two hits during the chase. It was nerve aone that was dragging the crook
forward.

Asthe hill steepened, Kid Pell sagged to hands and knees, crawled adozen yards, and dumped against a
rock. His hands scraped the surface, noted the stone's conical shape. Kid Pell gritted alaugh. Crawling
off to hisleft, he pressed through a clump of bushes.

A solid obstacle blocked him in the darkness. It was like asmooth wall, tilted back at adight angle.
Sliding his hand upward, the mobster found aknob, tugged it as he drew himself to hisfeet. With surging
effort, he pulled the door open and pitched through to a bare floor, where he groped dong a a
descending angle.

With hisfumbly hands, The Kid found an dectric lantern, pressed its switch. The glow showed that he
wasin an old trailer, parked off awood road that led dong the hill brow. Inthelight, Kid Pell'sface
showed very pae.

The front of his Tuxedo jacket fell open, to show awhite shirt dyed with blood. As Pell pressed his
fingersto the wounds, a crimson trickle oozed across his hands. Laying his head againgt the danting inner
wall of thetrailer, Kid Pell gave atired laugh.

It might have been the echoes of that feeble tone that made him think he heard another sound. Lips
tightening, eyes staring, Pell did his hand to his pocket and drew his gun. He steadied himself by using his
free hand to grip abrake lever that jutted from the floor beside him.

The lantern glow was turned toward the door of thetrailer. Pell had pulled the door wide open, and it
had not closed. Bleary-eyed, the dying crook watched the blackness of the doorway, until he fancied that
its gloom became solid. Still, he merely clutched his gun and watched.

Blacknesstraced itsdlf dong thetrailer'sinner wall. It formed a hawkish profile, asnister silhouette
creeping inward like a beckoning specter of approaching death. Above that profile, Kid Pell saw the
outlined shade of adouch hat.

Again, the dying man looked toward the door, the direction in which his gun was pointed. There was no
longer any doubt about the blackness. It moved like the solid figure that had lunged in from the darkness
outside the bus.

Kid Pel licked hisdying lips, clenched histeeth and gritted another laugh. Thistime, it was answered, not
by amere echo but by awhispered summons that seemed to certify the deserved doom of a murderer.

It was the laugh of The Shadow!
CHAPTER II1. ALIASKID PELL

PELL'S next move was genuingly performed. As he saw The Shadow's gun muzzle look straight toward
his eyes, the Kid neither quailed nor tried to fire. Instead, he smiled and let hisgun fall from hisfingers.

He had yielded neither to fear nor to thought of revenge. He was welcoming The Shadow, athing
unprecedented in any of the cloaked fighter's previous dealings with murderous men of crime!

It might mean atrap. The Shadow was watching Pell's other hand, the one that rested on the brake lever.
Instead of tightening, it withdrew. Fingerstried to beckon. The Shadow approached the dying man.



"Y ou got me, Shadow,” spoke Pdll, wearily. "1 had it coming. I'm not sorry. Only, | want to talk to you.”

The Shadow seated himself on acamp stoal, close beside Kid Pell. Meeting the steady gaze of boring
eyes, the dying man believed that he saw sympathy in their gleam.

"They cdled meapublic enemy,” declared Pell. "What else could | be, after my first kill?'Y ou know what
itisto bequick onthetrigger. That'stheway | am’” - he hesitated, his smile dwindling - "or was."

There was a pause. Off in the distance came the throb of amotor, that finally faded. Pell's smile
returned.

"I tried crime,” said the Kid. "It didn't pay. But | wasinit - deep. So | stayed. I've got no excuses. I'm
not even blaming thefellow that started meinit. What | did was on my own. Understand?”

The Shadow understood. Pell's eyes showed an eager gleam. He was prompted to say more, and did.

"I'm not blaming Turk Gorlon," declared Kid Pell. "Not for what's happened to me. But I'm telling you
this: Turk isarat! Hed hurt anybody - people that really count - if he could show anickd of profit from
it.

"He'sin on something big, Turk is"" Pell closed hiseyes, letting hisvoice dacken. " Something big - and
ratty. Some bigger manisrunning it, but what itis| don't know. Only; it ought to be stopped.

"Y es, stopped, like | was stopped. Go after it, Shadow. Maybe you wonder why I'm talking thisway.
Y ou won't, when you find out who | am. Those letters, in the box - they'll tell you. Take them with you,
Shadow."

The Shadow saw the box that Pell meant. It wasjust indgde the door of thetrailer. The Kid's speech had
become amumble; The Shadow drew closer to make out the words. Gradualy, they showed
coherence.

"Do meafavor,"” muttered the dying man. "L et me be forgotten - as Kid Pell. | rigged this hideout, so |
could close accounts. Let me go through with it theway | want.”

THE SHADOW'S whispered tone gave agreement. Pdll'sface relaxed. In the glow of the lantern, his
featureslost their forced hardness. It was easy to see why he had been nicknamed the Kid. Hisage
couldn't have been more than twenty-two.

Even his surroundings spoke a pathetic story. The shelves of thetrailer were provisioned for along stay;
and among the canned goods were afew jars of homemade jam; probably the very sort that he had
swiped from his mother's pantry only afew years ago.

There were books, too, that dated back to boyhood. Even when he had embarked on his career asa
public enemy, Kid Pdll had taken these dong. He was |ooking at them, eyes open, thejam jars and the
books, and he was amiling again, Kid Pdll was. But the dampness from his dying eyeswas forming into
little beads, like raindrops. Suddenly, the Kid's lips stiffened.

"Youll kegp it mum,” he pleaded, "who | relly am? It will help out, if Turk thinksI'm gtill dive. Let me
go through with what | planned and -"

A hand was resting on the Kid's shoulder. He could fed the power of its grip: the hand of The Shadow,
mercilessto men of crime. To thisdying youth, murderer though he was, the pressure of that hand had
the warmth of friendship.



"Maybe, Shadow" - The Kid was choking the words - "I ought to have met you before. Maybe... if | had

The grip tightened. It brought an end to regrets that could not be remedied. It steeled the Kid for what
lay ahead.

"Better get... the box," panted the Kid. "Things... are going to happen... fast. There'saletter from Turk...
telling where I'm supposed to go... from here. Fix Turk... like he ought to be fixed, Shadow.

"And if you see Denry" - eyes open, the Kid watched The Shadow pick up the box - "give him back his
letters. Tell him... someday that | said hewasright, al aong. If I'd listened to Denry ... I'd be -"

A spasm racked Kid Pdll. His eyes bulged, as his shoulders|ifted. Hiswhole shirt front was reddened; so
was the hand that he lifted to point to the door.

"Get outsde!" he gasped. "Go quick! I've only got afew seconds... more!”

The Kid's eyeswent shut as his hand clamped down upon the brake lever. His blood-drenched fingers
dipped, losing their grip. He gave aplaintive, hopeless gasp. A moment later, The Shadow was beside
him.

Lifting the limp hand, The Shadow tightened it on the lever, actudly started it in motion. He was whedling
away, when he saw the smilere-fix itself on the Kid'slips. Asthelever did, thetraller stirred. TheKid's
lips, frozen in their happy smile, emitted the deeth gasp.

There was arumble beneath The Shadow's feet as he flung himself through the doorway, to land on solid
ground, clutching the box of letters. There was a sharp dam asthetrailer door went shut. The rumble
ending in acrash of underbrush, the trailer was gone!

Long, dow seconds seemed to count themselves; then, from far below, came aterrific splash that sent
hollow echoes reverberating from cliffs, to diein the night air.

MOVING to the brink, The Shadow looked below. Trickles of moonlight, pressing through clouds,
showed the depths of awater-filled quarry.

Kid Pdll had parked thet old trailer on the quarry edge, so that he could plunge himsdf and his
improvised hide-out into oblivion, there to remain forgotten. At least, forgotten as himsdlf, though the
name of Kid Pell would remain in theannasof crime.

Who hereally was, The Shadow would learn from the letters that the Kid had placed in his custody. By
that deed, and the statements that he made, The Kid had atoned in the small measure possible for his
brief but murderous career of crime.

The Shadow had learned much through The Kid's mention of Turk Gorlon. Long known asadlick
racketeer, Turk had dodged the law too many times. Hisinfluence was the sort that had thrust many men
into vicious crime, where they enmeshed themsalves, while Turk stayed in the clear.

Asfor Denry, the other person that the Kid had mentioned, he represented the opposite influence. If the
Kid had followed Denry's advice, he would never have gone crooked. The letterswould tell of Denry's
identity, and thereby determine the policy best suited to hisinterest.

Reaching the coupe, where Harry Vincent was waiting, The Shadow placed his cloak and hat beneath
the seat in aspecia drawer fitted there. It was awise procedure, for they were stopped often by police
cars on the way into Manhattan.



As Cranston, The Shadow explained how he had been on the bus, but had escaped through an
emergency exit while Kid Pell was staging the frustrated holdup. Harry Vincent posed as amotorist who
had met Cranston on the highway. They had set out to give the darm, only to learn that Kid Pell and the
other bandits had been repulsed.

Reaching his sanctum, ablack-walled room hidden near the heart of Manhattan, The Shadow read the
letters and other data that went with them. Placing them aside, he extinguished the bluish light that hung in
acorner of the sanctum. Solid blacknessfilled the hidden room.

Then camethe tone of a strange, quivering laugh - aprophetic tone, that echoed from black-curtained
walls as though repeated from invisible corridors of time and space. That mirth did not mark the end of
crime; it Sgnified itsbeginning, the start of anew campaign to meet the coming menace.

Much needed to be learned. Asyet, The Shadow had obtained but a single thread to crime. Buit that,
aone, judtified The Shadow's granting of adying request. It waswdll for the world to think that Kid Pell
dill lived, particularly asthat belief, if held by Turk Gorlon, would aid The Shadow in frustrating future
evil.

Asfor the secret of atrailer hideout, sunk with its owner deep in the muggy waters of aquarry, that
would remain The Shadow's own. Upon the hillside stood a conical rock, atombstone marking the
unknown grave; likewise, asecret that The Shadow intended to preserve.

Should ever the strange tomb be discovered, its occupant would be identified only by hisdias, Kid Pell.
Of hisother history, nothing would be known.

Such wasthe last wish of ayouthful and repentant public enemy; awish fulfilled by The Shadow's
decree.

CHAPTER IV.THE OLD HOUSE

RIDING in aManhattan subway local, Denry Mewin frowned at newspaper headlines which told of
recent crime. Two nights had passed since the attempted holdup of the Hollywood movie star bus, and
the law was il looking for the notorious Kid Pell.

Descriptions of the fugitive public enemy bothered Denry. They reminded him too much of someoneese
- aperson who couldn't possibly be Kid Pell, yet who at times had shown signs of getting closeto that

category.

Denry couldn't understand why any intelligent young man would turn to crime. The promise of easy
money certainly was not worth the hazard. Nevertheless, the lure continued to attract chapslike Kid Pell;
afact that was most unfortunate.

Thetrain stopped at Denry's sation. Tightening his hat, raising the collar of hisraincoat, he started dong
the street through asweeping, blinding rain.

Soon, Denry waswalking along alonely, forgotten block. An old house loomed up just ahead. It wasthe
residence of Miss Prudence Ralcott, wealthiest woman in New Y ork.

Few persons were ever admitted through the portals of that mansion, but Denry was one of the chosen.
Thiswas histhird vigt to the place, yet it still gave him a shuddery sensation when he stood on the high
brownstone steps waiting for someone to answer hisring.

Always, on those steps, Denry felt that he was being watched. Glancing across the street, he was sure



that he saw shifting figures move in the shelter of the house fronts opposite. Perhaps there were watchers
placed there by old Miss Ralcott to observe anyone who approached her premises.

Then the door of the old house opened. Denry turned his face toward the light of the thin vestibule, so
that Larkin, the old butler, could identify him.

Admitted, Denry stepped inside, took off hishat and coat, while Larkin was triple-bolting the stout door.
Receiving the hat and coat, Larkin said dryly:

"Y ou may sep into the library, Mr. Mdwin."

Despite itsancient furniture and ancestrd portraits glaring from the oak-paneled walls, the library wasa
cheery room, for it had alarge fireplace between the great rows of bookshelves along the sdewall, and
afirewasdways crackling in the grate.

Denry was smiling as he entered, for he expected to see Miss Ralcott. Instead, the room's occupant was
alittlegirl, sested on afootstool by the fireplace reading a book.

Her head was topped by alarge hair ribbon that matched her short, pink organdy dress. The book was
resting on her knees and her feet were extended toward thefire, fully enjoying itswarmth, for a pair of
short pink socks and child's sandals lay discarded beside the footstoal.

Suddenly conscious that someone had entered, the child came to her feet and gave a surprised gasp.
Denry made a polite bow, and thelittle girl responded with ashy, embarrassed smile.

"Hello!" greeted Denry. "Do you like the book?"
Thelittle girl nodded.
"It's'Mother Goose," she said serioudy. "I'm redlly too old for it, but | liketo read it sometimes.”

Denry let his handsome face grow solemn. The child appeared to be about twelve yearsold, and tall for
her age. It waslogica that she should fed that she had outgrown "Mother Goose."

"I'm Carol Marr,” shesaid. "Y ou must be Mr. Mewin. Auntie said that you were coming, but | didn't
redize" - she glanced at a grandfather's clock that showed ten minutes of nine - "how very lateit was."

Hurriedly folding the book, she gathered her socks and sandals and started toward the door, when
Denry stopped her. He took the book in one hand, her arm in the other, and drew Carol gently toward a
chair.

"l like 'Mother Goose,' too," he confessed. "L et's read some of it while I'm waiting to see your auntie.”

SMILING at the child's bashful protest, Denry seated himsdlf in adeep chair. He drew Caral to the chair
arm, letting her rest partly in hislap. She was sober at first, but she began to laugh as he read some of the
verses aloud in amelodrametic tone.

Denry wasin the midst of arendition, when avoiceinterrupted, dryly:
"Good evening, Mr. Mewin."

Miss Prudence Ra cott stood in the doorway. Elderly and austere, she was wearing aplain black dress
that would have been considered severe, even in the past century.

Denry cameto hisfeet as Carol was diding from the chair arm. Turning to the girl, Miss Ra cott



announced firmly:
"I have businesswith Mr. Melwin. It is past your bedtime, Carol. So run aong, child.”

"Yes, auntie." Carol scampered to the doorway, paused there. "Good night, auntie - and good night, Mr.
Mewin. | am very glad to have met you."

"These children!” grumbled Miss Ralcott to Denry. Then, becoming businesdike in tone, she demanded:
"Wdl, what does Mr. Trone have to say about those bonds he promised me?"

Denry drew a sealed envelope from his pocket. Miss Ralcott opened it, read the letter, then tucked it
away in her dress.

"He saysthat he will have the bonds soon," she declared, "and that you can answer any questions
regarding them. Very well, | have one. Why is Mr. Trone so confident that he can acquire these South
American bonds at |ess than market value?!

Denry explained.

"I've worked for Mr. Trone more than three years," he said. "As an exporter, Mr. Trone does alarge but
irregular business. Due to the complications of internationd credit, he tries to handle matters on a cash
basis.

"That is sometimes difficult, dmost impossible. At present, thereisagreat market for exportsto South

America. Certain merchants are willing to pay high for goods. Lacking cash, they have offered these
bonds at adiscount."

Miss Ra cott nodded. Her grayish eyes caught the glow of thefirdight. Denry redlized that her shrewd,
business brain was coming to aprompt conclusion.

"The South American merchants want goods,” she remarked, with adry chuckle, "so they are sacrificing
bonds at aloss. Mr. Trone, the new owner of the bonds, will want money. He should also be willing to
make asacrifice.

"But don't you understand?’ queried Denry. "Mr. Troneis aready offering you the bonds below par.”

"Hemust go il lower," returned Miss Ralcott. "He hasto s, but | do not haveto buy. Tell him that
when heis ready to dispose of the bonds at lessthan his present price, he may come hereto talk terms
withme."

"On acash bass?'

"Yes. All my transactions are in cash alone. These modern credit methods - bah! They are the cause of
al business upsats and economic troubles!”

USHERING Denry toward the halway, Miss Ra cott noted sharply that the young man was quite
degjected, though he did hisbest to conced it. Placing along, thin hand upon the young man'sarm, Miss
Ral cott softened her harsh tone.

"Do not worry," shereassured him. "Mr. Trone will not blame you. He probably knowsthat | am very
rigidin dl mattersthat relate to business. He may fume awhile, but | shal hear from him. It dwaysworks
that way."

Looking a Miss Ralcott, Denry was amazed at the kindliness of her smile. She seemed years younge,



and very gentle, with matters of business set asde. For thefirst timein any of hisvists, Denry was
meeting the real Prudence Ral cott.

"You are avery honest young man,” complimented Miss Ralcott. "Y ou have personality, too. | an glad
that | have met you, and after this businessisfinished, you may regard yourself as awelcome cdler any
time you cometo this house."

Denry ssammered his gppreciation, while Miss Ralcott continued to smile. At last, he managed to say,
shegpidhly:

"l guess | impressed you tonight, theway | was reading ‘M other Goose' to your niece. But it just happens
that I'm fond of children and understand them. Carol isavery attractive child, Miss Ralcott."

"Shewas," agreed the old lady, atwinklein her gray eyes, "and sheis il attractive, athough she has
grown up."

"Why, she can't be more than twelvel"
"Oh, yes, sheis," assured Miss Ralcott. "Carol happensto be twenty yearsold!”

Denry's face showed a cross between amazement and dishdlief. Miss Ra cott became convulsed with
laughter. Findly, she managed to give an explanation.

"Carol cameto see methisevening,”" she said. "Because of therain, she was drenched, and | told her to
change her clothes. She must have found some of the old things that she wore when she lived here years

ago.

"Shewas playing that shewasalittle girl again, just to surprise her old auntie. Then you arrived early” -
again, Miss Ralcott waslosing her voicein laughter - "and without knowing it, you turned the surprise on
her!"

Denry began to redden, which made Miss Ral cott laugh al the more. The old lady summoned Larkin,
who brought Denry's hat and coat. Just before she turned to the stairway, Miss Ralcott said:

"l haven't had such funinyears, Mr. Mewin. So just forget your confusion and laugh with me. Think of
how embarrassed Caral is. I'm going up to talk to her now."

At the doorway, Denry told Larkin to wait. Hurrying to the corner drugstore, Denry bought a big
lollypop and had it wrapped. Returning, he gave the package to Larkin, and said serioudly:

"Please take thisup to MissMarr, right away."

ALL during his subway ride home, Denry was chuckling to himsalf, hoping that Miss Ral cott had been
present when Carol received the lollypop. Denry's apartment was a block from the subway station, but
he was gtill laughing when he started to unlock his door.

Then something halted him. A man was stepping out from a darkened corner of the hallway. Denry didn't
like theway he kept hishand in his pocket, asif gripping agun. The man'stone was ugly, too, as he
asked harshly:

"Isyour name Denry Mdwin?'

For amoment, Denry paused,; then decided to respond with anod. "I'm Shank Bithlo," introduced the
sdlow man. "'l work for aguy named Turk Gorlon. Heard of him, haven't you?"



"NO."

Denry'sfirm reply brought aleer from Shank. The salow man contemptuoudy drew his hand from his
pocket, empty. Apparently, Shank figured that anyone who had never heard of Turk could not prove
dangerous.

"Turk wantsto seeyou," informed Shank, in aconfidentid tone. "It's about your brother Alvin."
Worriment showed in Denry'seyes. ™Y ou mean Alvinisin trouble?!

Shank nodded. "Turk will tell you dl about it," he assured. "Let'sgo. Turk ain't the sort who likesto be
kept waiting."

A few minuteslater, Denry Melwin wasriding in acab with Shank Bithlo, wondering where the journey
would end. He was thinking only of hiskid brother, Alvin. He was wondering what trouble the kid had
gotten into, and how he could be helped.

Denry Melwin wasto learn dl that, very shortly.
CHAPTER V. TURK'STERMS

THE place where the cab took Shank and Denry was adisreputable dive in a squalid neighborhood.
Shank didn't enter the front door of the place. Muttering that there were "too many wise guysin the
joint,” he guided Denry through an dley and in by aside door.

Looking frontward adong anarrow hdl, Denry saw the main portion of the basement hang-out. It was
thick with cigarette smoke and rough-looking thugs, al well supplied with bottles of cheap liquor.

The place had its private rooms, reserved for the elite of mobdom. Shank opened adoor on the other
sde of the hall, conducted Denry into aroom where four thugs were playing stud poker.

They grinned when they saw Shank and Denry. One nudged toward a door at the front of the dilapidated
room.

"Turk'sin the next room," voiced the thug. "He'swaiting for you, Shank."

Shank entered the forward room without knocking, beckoning for Denry to follow. Thisroom, situated
midway in the dive, was a bit more presentable. It had wallpaper and afew pictures, dso atablein the
center.

At the table sat a squatty man whose broad face and yellowish complexion explained his nickname:
Turk.

Looking at Denry asthough he recognized him, Turk Gorlon motioned to achair.

"Sit down, Melwin," he said smoothly. "Have adrink. I've got alot to tell you.”

"If it'sabout Alvin," returned Denry, pushing the proffered drink aside, "get to the point quick, Gorlon."
Turk's dark eyes narrowed. He was studying Denry's expression, saw worriment there.

"You know alot of it dready," he said suavdly, "if you read the newspapers.”

Denry gtiffened in his chair. Hollow-voiced, he put the query:



"You meanthat AlvinisKid Pdl?'

Turk nodded. Still watching Denry, the racketeer took adrink. The effect wasjust what Turk wanted.
Denry had gone limp; even hisfists seemed weak when he tried to clench them.

"TheKidsdl right," assured Turk. "l just heard from him. He got to where he was supposed to go.”
"All right?" echoed Denry. "Y ou say he'sdl right, when he'sturned murderer?”

"Don't takeit that way," returned Turk. "Alvin didn't want to croak those guys. They just got in hisroad.
Hée'stoo fast on histrigger, though.”

What Turk said wastrue; neverthe ess; the facts somewhat bewildered Denry. He knew that his brother
had beenin New Y ork afew weeks ago, but he had supposed that Alvin had returned West, as Denry
had so advised him. In fact, Denry had given Alvin some money for thetrip.

Why had Alvin stayed East? What adverse chain of circumstances had caused himto goin for crime
under the dias of Kid Pell? While those questions racked Denry's brain, Turk began to answer them.

FIRST, Turk produced awallet; from it, he drew some dips of paper. They proved to be promissory
notes, of different dates, signed by Alvin Mewin. Their total cameto five thousand dollars;, each | O U
was made out to J.T. Gorlon, otherwise Turk.

"TheKid logt hisbank roll in some gambling joints" explained Turk, smoothly. "He thought he could go
back and knock them off. He sold me on theidea, so | took his markers and gave him dough. Only, he
logtit, too."

Turk's glittery narrowed eyes were fixed on Denry, to watch the visitor's reaction. Satisfied that Denry
wastaking it easily, Turk proceeded.

"The Kid wanted to lift these markers,” he said, "so hetried the bank job. If he'd been satisfied with what
the tellers would have handed him, hed have been dl right. Only, he wanted to make the job till bigger

Like a huge dog bresking from leash, Denry launched acrossthe table, thrusting his hands for Turk's
throat. Getting a grip, he began to shake the racketeer until Turk's face became ayelow blur.

"Yourat!" Denry shouted. "You put Alvin up to it! Y ou sent him to get blood money -"

A flood of men fell upon Denry. They were the poker players from the other room, summoned hastily by
Shank. Rolling Denry to acorner, they were about to dug him with revolvers, when Turk intervened with
asnarl.

"Shove himin hischair!" ordered Turk. "Then get back to your game. I'm going to talk to thislug until he
ligend"

Roughly handled in the brief brawl, Denry couldn't do much more than listen, dthough he managed to
glare a Turk. The thugseft, but Shank remained handy, with adrawn gun. Turk rubbed histhroat, took
adrink, then rasped:

"If I told the Kid where he could get easy dough, | wasn't to blameif he went after it. Nobody can pin
that rap on me. Those mobbiesthat the Kid hired were guys I'd never heard of before.

"The Kid was crazy to bust |loose the way he did. He ought to have lammed when thefirst job fluked.



Instead, hetried to highjack an armored truck. Busting into a Jersey bank, trying to hold up abuswere
just acouple more of hisown crackpot notions.”

Gathering the promissory notes that were scattered over the table, Turk shook each separatel O U in
front of Denry's eyes, reading the amounts as he displayed them.

"Fivegrand,” totaled Turk, in araspy tone, "and | want the dough within aweek! If | don't get it, the Kid
takesamurder rap! | know where heis' - Turk brandished atelegram that he drew from his pocket -
"and unless| get the coin, I'll tip the Feds off to where they can find Kid Pell!”

With that ultimatum, Turk stuffed away the notes and the telegram. Lighting a cigarette, he coolly
watched Denry, to see how he took the terms.

THOUGHTS were flashing to Denry in rapid succession. He saw the, strength of Turk's position, knew
that the racketeer meant what he said. It was a question of five thousand dollars or Alvin'slife- as
sacrificeto the dectric chair.

That wasn't dl. Denry knew the virtuesthat mingled with Alvin'sfaults. Hed prefer deeth, Alvin would,
rather than let the family name be smirched by any known connection with crime.

That was proven by the fact that Alvin had operated under the alias of Kid Pell.

Turk broke Denry's chain of thoughts with the rasped demand:

"Well, guy? What are you going to do about it?"

"Asl tekeit," returned Denry, dowly, "you want meto pay off thefive thousand dollars.”

"You'rearegular mind reeder,”" sneered Turk. "If you come through with the five grand, your brother
daysintheclear.”

Rising to hisfeet, Denry strolled half across the room. Shank began to gesture with the gun, but Turk
motioned for him to put it away. At last, Denry turned abouit.

"Y ou're adouble-crosser!" hetold Turk. "If that wasn't the case, | might listen to your terms. This debt
you mention apparently has no direct connection with Alvin's crimes. He might have wanted to pick up
easy money for any one of adozen purposes. But since you're adouble-crosser -"

"Who's adouble-crosser?’ brokein Turk. "Can't | count myself a straight-minded citizen, just like you
are? We both want to ook out for Alvin, but we've both got a duty, too. Hes akiller, and we ought to
turn him over."

The argument was shady, but it had some logic. Enough, &t leadt, to indicate that Turk was adhering to
some sort of code, though his ideas were badly warped.

"Look at it thisway," argued Turk. "The Kid has lammed, and I'm out dough. If you pay it off and tell me
toforget al about Alvin, I'll be grateful enough to keep my trap shut. But if you don't come through, it
shows that maybe your brother isawel sher. Knowing | won't get my dough, | might aswell think about

my duty."
Thinking it over, Denry decided to put Turk to afurther test.
"If | pay themoney," he sad, "will you give me astatement that thething is settled in full ?*

"Surething!" agreed Turk. "I'll scribbleit on every one of those markers.”



"Y ou say you want the money within aweek?'

"That'sright. That'swhen Alvin agreed to pay up. | don't care where the dough comes from, just so | get
it

With asmile, Denry lighted a cigarette of his own. He strolled toward a door at the side of the room, one
that led into the halway. Pausing there, he said steadily:

"Y ou will have the money before the time limit isup. Where can | reach you?”

"Over a my apartment,” returned Turk. "I'm in the phone book, initids J.T.; but if | don't hear from you
inacouple of days, I'll have Shank cdl you."

"Don't worry. You'l hear from me."
DENRY was reaching for the doorknob. Turk purred a smooth suggestion:

"Don't go out that way, Melwin. Go through the back room, where the boys are playing poker. It'sthe
route we aways use."

Shank had stepped to the rear door and was opening it, so Denry could go that way. About to turn
around, Denry became suddenly stubborn. He might aswell show crooks that he was independent of
them.

Inaway, Denry held Turk helpless. He remembered how Turk had caled off hisugly houndsonly a
short while ago. Asthings stood, Turk couldn't afford to get tough with Denry; for if he did, he would
never receive the five thousand dollars that he seemed to want so badly.

Considering such facts, Denry decided to go out by hisown route, not Turk's. Suddenly clamping the
knob of the halway door, he twisted it, yanked the door inward, intending to step out calmly and go his

way.

Denry's quick yank brought more than the door. In lunged afigure that had drawn close outside; an
intruder who had actudly started to ease the door open when Denry pulled it. The unexpected newcomer
was cloaked in black, asouch hat on his head.

Though Denry didn't recognize the being in black, crooks did. It was Shank Bithlo, at the farther door,
who voiced the cry of recognition that brought mobhbies on the run:

"The Shadow!"
CHAPTER VI. BLASTED BATTLE

DESPITE Turk's claim that he took no part in crime, his mobbies proved themsdves avery activetribe.
Their hands came jerking into sight, bringing guns, before Shank had completed hisloud-voiced ydll.

Their speed, however, did not match The Shadow's. Flinging Denry from his path, the black-cloaked
invader fired ashot straight for the table lamp, extinguishing it with asingle blast.

Tonguing gunsfound no target in the darkness. The Shadow was among the marksmen amoment later,
dashing their wegpons from their fists. Savagdly, they tried to down their invisble foe; but when hands
caught The Shadow's gun, it spoke. Thugs sagged away from the black-clad fighter.

Turk wasn't in the fray. He had grabbed Denry, was dragging him through the rear doorway. Shank was



dill there; asthe pair went by, the lieutenant turned on aflashlight and swept itsray through the middle
room. The gleam showed The Shadow hurling away the last of the attacking mobbies.

It would have gone badly with Shank if Turk hadn't hauled him from the doorway, through to the rear
room. An automatic roared; one of The Shadow's bullets split the space where Shank had been. The
laugh that The Shadow gave betokened a coming pursuit. Shoving Denry ahead of him, Turk yelled
savagdy for Shank to follow.

Halfway to the rear door, The Shadow was suddenly outlined in the glare of flashlight's that came from
the hallway. Sound of gunfire had brought a surge of hoodlums from the big front room of this
underworld retrest.

Grouped beyond the doorway that Denry had so unwisaly opened, those arrival's spotted The Shadow.
Like Turk's mobbies, they recognized their archfoe and began to shoot. The Shadow was fading,
dantwise, whilethey pressed their triggers. The first shotsthat took effect were hisown.

Thugs sprawled. Others dropped back, yelling for more to come and help them get The Shadow. But
none wanted to thrust their facesinto that doorway. It was too much like entering a coffin.

Some had snesked past the doorway. They were entering the rear room through which Turk and Shank
had fled with Denry. More joined the sneaking group. Their ideawas to work in and block off The
Shadow, catching him in apincer grip from two doorways. Crooks forgot that The Shadow preferred to
work in opposition to the laws of probability.

In the darkness, he listened, waiting while men crept closer, through the back room. Steadily, The
Shadow eased toward the hallway door, where thugs did not expect him. Then, just asaflashlight
glimmered from the rear room, he performed the unexpected.

With aquick swoop, The Shadow reached the halway, to fling himsdlf into the midst of the men who
were massed therel

The sudden thrust took them off guard. Gun-gripped hands smashed fists that clutched revolvers; then
went after heads.

Though guns were spouting about him, The Shadow remained unscathed. He wasflinging the hurried
shootersin every direction.

Then The Shadow whedled and drove for the big room at the front of the hal. He was heading into
crime's main stronghold, the last place that anyone supposed that he would choose!

THAT very element fitted with The Shadow's strategy. He had correctly guessed that al thugs who were
actudly anxiousfor battle would be on histrail. The bunch in the front, though large in number, would be
smdll in nerve. Such proved the case.

As The Shadow whedled into the main room swinging a brace of automeatics, crooks dived beneath
tables. The mockery of The Shadow's laugh, loud, strident, challenging, spurred their search for shelter.
A few guns spoke hadtily, to be answered by direct blasts that felled the men who handled them.

Reaching the front door, The Shadow paused there. He jabbed afew shots aong the hall; gestured his
guns around the tables. Then, with aquick dart, he made for the street.

His dash was too earnest. It had the look of flight. Emboldened thugs sprang to their fet, pitching tables
from their paths. Y eling like excited hounds, they took up the chase, believing that they at last would
have The Shadow on the run.



They hadn't been close enough to the door to hear the sounds that The Shadow's keen ears had caught.

As crooks poured to the street, spreading to hunt The Shadow, police cars wheeled in from both ends of
the block. Law guns opened fire, sprawling crooks asthey dived away. Others, coming from the
basement, tried to raly their pals.

They began abarrage that halted the police cars; then, howling murderoudy, the thugs broke into two
groups, surging toward the beleaguered police.

Outnumbering the officersfour to one, the hoodlums hoped to takeit out on the police, thus amending
their failure with The Shadow. In their hope of new prey, they forgot the cloaked fighter.

Forgetting The Shadow was poor policy. Crookswho did it usudly had their memoriesjogged.

Guns blasted from across the street. Their swift-tongued fire produced a withering effect. Crooks were
spinning, losing their guns asthey toppled, like toy tops ending awhirl. Others were sumbling, trying
vainly to retain their grips on their guns asthey staggered right into the fire of the police.

Shiping with a precision wherein every shot scored a hit, The Shadow was turning berserk crooks over
to the law.

More police were arriving. Theflood of crooks had ended. Some of the thuggish marksmen were
staggering back into the basement. The officers followed them, came out dragging captured prisoners.
Beaten thugs were surrendering in batches.

From across the street came the weird tone of ashivery laugh, that blended away into the distant rumble
of the city'straffic. A rookie cop turned hisflashlight between two buildings, saw nothing but an empty
space.

Thistime, there was no deception in The Shadow's laugh. It had actudly trailed into the distance, asthe
cloaked fighter made his departure.

FAR from that scene of battle, a cab was skidding to astop near the apartment house where Denry
Mewin lived.

Opening the taxi door, Denry stepped out into the lessening rain without expressing agood night or
rendering any thanksto hisfdlow passengers, Turk Gorlon and Shank Bithlo.

Continuing their ride, Turk and Shank had little to say, becausethe taxi driver might have overheard
them. But when they reached Turk's own apartment, a quarter hour |ater, they opened a heated
conversation. Turk began it as he poured himsdlf adrink.

"What asap you were," he snarled at Shank, "to start a battle with The Shadow!"
"What would you expect meto do?' demanded Shank. " Shake hands with him?"
"Y ou could have ducked out. | was ready to douse the light, when he blasted it."

"We couldn't have taken Mdwin dong with us, if the gang hadn't pitched into The Shadow. | did the best
| could, Turk."

Congdering Shank's argument, Turk saw its merit. Heraised hisglass.

"Here'sto the boobs we left behind us," said Turk, "or what's |eft of them. The copswon't be ableto link
them to me any more than they could with those other gorillas who worked for Kid Pell.”



Shank was|ooking doubtful by the timethat Turk had swallowed the drink.

"Méwin figures you framed his brother," said Shank. "Maybe hell guessthat you steered the kid into
those gambling joints where the cards were stacked againgt him.”

"What of it?' demanded Turk. "The debts stand, don't they? Melwin saw the markers and recognized his
brother's signatures. Hell come through with the dough, al right. What's more, theré's only oneway he
cangetit”

"By turning crooked?"

"Y eah. That'swhat the big shot wants. But Denry won't get tough like hiskid brother did. HE!l use what
they cal finesse, which is another name for being smart. Helll stedl the dough from the guy he worksfor.
It'shisonly bet.”

Shank nodded. He knew that Turk had put Alvininto ajamin order to reach Denry. Apparently, the
game was working perfectly, though Shank did not know itsfina purpose.

"We're after big dough,” asserted Turk. "When we get it, welll lam to Mexico or somewhere ese. Things
are getting too hot for me, Shank. I've kept clear officialy, but if certain guystaked, I'd wake up some
day to find afew raps hanging over me. That'swhy I'm willing to clean up and get out.”

The telephone bell was ringing. Picking up the receiver, Turk spoke; then he nodded to Shank, indicating
that crime's real head was on the wire. Coolly, Turk told how Denry had snapped the bait.

"It was perfect,” spoke Turk, into the telephone, "until The Shadow mooched in on us... No, he didn't
find out who Mewin was. | figure The Shadow was just snooping around that joint... Sure, we got away
easy, leaving The Shadow battling alot of dumb gorillas. Maybe' - Turk's tone was hopeful - "maybe
they knocked off The Shadow. The guy can't last forever -"

Hanging up, Turk began to rub the back of his neck. He turned to Shank and commented:

"Hisnibsis going to keep check on Mewin. Well know when things are ripe. Only, what's the good of
freezing while we'rein this dump? Go over and close the window."

"What window?" asked Shank. "I don't see any open.”

Turk stared. Shank wasright - all the windows were closed. Turk decided that the draft must have come
from another room. Turk turned away.

BLACKNESS stirred beyond a closed window. A blotting shape worked itsalf away in the pelting rain.
A cloaked figure was traveling along a narrow, dippery ledge ten floors above the Street. Reaching an
empty apartment that adjoined Turk's, the mysterious eavesdropper entered it.

Hidden lips uttered a whispered laugh. The Shadow had profited by thisvisit to Turk's premises. He had
learned more than Turk supposed back at the shabby meeting place where Turk had talked termswith
Denry. By ligening in at Turk's gpartment, The Shadow had added more facts.

Working from the origind information given him by Alvin Mewin, The Shadow had arranged the
telegram which Turk had received, supposedly from the missing Kid Pell. From then onward, The
Shadow had been on hand to watch the forging of crime's chain.

What crooks intended to do; how Denry Mdawin would be involved, were matters ftill to be discovered.
But when the chain was complete, The Shadow hoped to entangle criminasin links of their own



manufacture.

Not only crookslike Turk Gorlon and his side-kick, Shank Bithlo, but aman higher up - the real master
behind these schemes of crime!

CHAPTER VII.HANDSIN THE GAME

OF the dozen employees who worked in the exporting offices of Lawrence Trone, Denry Melwin was
the most trusted and rated the highest sdlary. He drew down eighty dollars aweek and was worth twice
that much to Trone, yet Denry was quite satisfied with his present salary.

He knew that Trone was laying cash asde toward aretirement fund; that when Tronewasfar enough
ahead, he intended to make Denry hisjunior partner.

So far, Trone's reserve totaled approximately sixty thousand dollars. Denry had the exact figures,
because one of his dutieswasto deposit additiona fundsin the specia bank account that would some
day lead to Trone's retirement.

Sixty thousand dollars!

Seated at his desk outside Trone's office, Denry wished that he had atwelfth of that sum. A few days
had passed since Denry's meeting with Turk Gorlon; at frequent intervals, Denry had been pained by the
cankering thought that he would have to meet the racketeer's demand for five thousand dollars before the
week was up.

Denry didn't have five thousand dollars. In fact, his own bank account didn't even approach five
hundred.

Denry had been sending most of his earnings out West, to his mother and his sisters. More recently, he
had loaned sumsto Alvin. In fact, Denry had just reached the point where he was ready to begin saving,
when this present catastrophe had falen upon him.

There was away whereby Denry could acquire five thousand dollars before the week was up. He didn't
like to think about it, even though, from his point of view, it could be termed borrowing, instead of
geding. The trouble was, other people wouldn't consider it in that light.

Nevertheless, the money could be had, and Denry was confident that he could replace it within ayear,
during which period it wouldn't be missed. He was figuring that he could save hdf of hisweekly sdary;
more, perhaps, if Mr. Trone gave him an expected raise.

Denry had insurance policieswhich he could turn into cash; furniture that he could sell when his present
gpartment lease was ended. Y es, he could make up the five thousand, but he didn't like the idea of taking
it.

The source that Denry had in mind was Trone's reserve fund. He knew that his employer intended to
make alarge depost in that account very shortly.

Denry'sfinancid calculations wereinterrupted by avisitor, who wished to see Mr. Trone. The cdler was
Lamont Cranston, a gentleman who had come to the export office regularly during the past few days.

An interesting person, Cranston: calm-mannered, quiet-toned, and with remarkable eyesthat seemed as
impenetrable as his masklike face. Cranston was wedlthy, and famous asaworld traveler. He had firgt
come to see Trone regarding the shipment of supplies and complete equipment for alarge hunting
expeditionin Africa



Pleased by such acustomer, Trone had talked of many things, and the subject had swung to South
American bonds. Denry had overheard conversation of that sort and was sure that Cranston's present
vigit related to bonds and nothing more.

Nodding when Cranston asked for Trone, Denry knocked at the door of the exporter's private office and
announced the visitor. Soon, Cranston and Trone were cloistered in a private conference.

IN contrast to histal, cam-mannered visitor, Lawrence Trone was a short-built man, of a somewhat
fussy nature. Behind his desk, he bobbed about like a Punch and Judy figure, aways reaching for paper
and pencil to scrawl figuresthat would prove the statements he made.

With dl hisfussiness, he was a man of method, and Trone's nervous energy could aways be directed to
asngleissue. That was the secret of his successin the export business - aprecarioustrade, in which
many brainy men had failed.

Trone was quick to seize opportunities, and Cranston had provided one. In fact, Cranston was the very
sort of man that Trone had been looking for, in reference to the bond dedl.

"Here'show it stands, Mr. Cranston,” declared Trone in abrisk tone, as he shoved a sheet of figures
across the desk. "The South American merchants are ordering goods worth a quarter of amillion dollars,
and are giving me bonds worth three hundred thousand dollarsin return.”

"I'm ready and willing to sdll the bonds for two hundred and fifty thousand, the price of the merchandise.
Inthat way, I'll Smply make my regular profit. That'sfair enough, isn't it? The person who buys the bonds
will get the greatest benefit.”

Cranston nodded, then said quietly:
"I would be quite willing to pay aquarter million for the bonds."

Trone produced a handkerchief and mopped his baldish forehead. He shook his head nervoudy, then
groaned.

"I've dready committed myself,” he declared. "If Miss Ra cott will pay aquarter million, I'll haveto sl
the bondsto her."

"But you say that shewon't meet the price-"

" She probably will, if she knowsthere isanother bidder. It putsmein adilemma, Mr. Crangton. | don't
want to use you as an argument to make Miss Ralcott buy. | wouldn't be able to give you anything in
return.”

With that frankly put statement, Trone reached dejectedly for the sheet of figures. Cranston stopped
him.

"The Stuation intrigues me," remarked Cranston, camly. "1 have met many wedthy persons, but | have
never had the pleasure of calling on Miss Ra cott. | understand that sheisvery proud of her ability to
flatten al competitors, when it comesto adisplay of cash.”

"Sheis," nodded Trope. "From the way young Melwin describes her, Miss Ralcott hasaprofile like the
lady on the old-fashioned silver dollar.”

"Suppose that | went with you," suggested Crangton, "at the time when you intend to complete the
transaction. Miss Ralcott could not object to my presence. In fact, if you tell her that you have ariva



bidder, she would probably insist that you bring me, as proof."

Trone beamed at the suggestion. Finding his voice, he began to pour histhanks. Rising, Cranston
stopped him with a parting handshake.

"The pleasure will bedl mine, Mr. Trope," hesaid. "I shall enjoy seeing Miss Racott pay cash ontheline
when | offer you acheck for aquarter of amillion dollars”

Going out, Cranston passed Denry's desk, noted that the young man was staring out through the window.
Denry looked worried, and The Shadow knew why. Clear of the export offices, The Shadow let histhin
lipsform asmile,

Denry'sworriment pleased The Shadow. It meant that matters were working as crooks planned. This
was one occasion when The Shadow wanted evil schemesto develop. The game was so deep, so crafty,
that the only way to defeat the brain behind it wasto let the whole thing reach its climax.

Hidden hands were in the game, working at secret purposes. The Shadow suspected their existence, but
had not yet traced them. Proof was very close, but |ocated where The Shadow could not detect it when
he made his departure.

IN an office below Trone's, acrablike, stoop-shouldered man was laying asde apair of earphones that
were hooked to a dictograph. Reaching for atelephone, the crab-like man dialed anumber and asked
for Mr. Hebler. Soon, he recognized avoice acrossthe wire.

"Hello, Mr. Hebler," said the crablike man in confidentia tone. "Thisis Javis... Yes, Cranston called on
Trone again. | took shorthand notes of al they said...

"Y es, young Mdwin should be leaving shortly; it'samost five o'clock... Certainly, Mr. Hebler. I'll see
where he goes. Y ou'll wait for me at the office? Very wdl, sr.”

Updtairs, Denry was answering a phone call that had been put through to his desk. His handswere
trembling, he had trouble controlling hisvoice, for he was afraid that the call was coming from Shank
Bithlo, just asareminder of the money that Denry had promised Turk Gorlon.

Instead of Shank'svoice, Denry heard afeminine tone, that said very swedtly:
"Thank you for thelollypop."
"Oh, hello, MissMarr!" Denry managed to give anervous chuckle. "I thought you would likeit."

"l did," said Carol, very serioudy, "but I've grown up since you saw me. | don't think you'd recognize me,
Mr. Mdwin."

"Sometime," returned Denry, "I'd like to put that statement to atest.”

"The present isagood time," laughed Caral. "Why don't you come over to the cocktail lounge at the
Hotel Metrolite and seeif you can pick me out?'

"I'll betherein fifteen minutes.”

It was dmogt five o'clock and Trone had just departed, so there was nothing to keep Denry in the office.
He reached the Metralite, looked over the throng in the cocktall lounge and finally agpproached a booth
occupied by avery charming brunette. His guess was right; the girl was Carol Marr.

Denry had recognized Carol by the smile she gave him. Otherwise, he would never have known her as



the girl that he had mistaken for achild.

Carol was very grown up indeed, and asthey chatted, Denry found himsdlf gpologizing for hiserror of
the other night. His apology brought another smile from Caral.

"It was avery entertaining introduction,” she said. "I think we can regard it asthe beginning of ared
friendship. Don't you?'

Denry nodded. He fdlt that the friendship had aready blossomed; that he had known Carol for years.
Logt in admiration of Carol's charm, he did not redize that she was equaly attracted by his persondity.

They were talking, though, of future meetings, when Denry, forgetting his resolutions of economy,
suggested that they dine together that evening. Carol nodded her acceptance of the invitation, and Denry
arranged to cdl for her by seven.

Asthey parted outside the hotel, neither Denry nor Carol noticed a stoop-shouldered man who had
followed them from the lounge. Even had they seen him, they would not have suspected that he had
overheard mogt of their conversation from an adjoining booth.

The observer was Jervis. Hurrying away in his crablike fashion, the spy displayed aleer upon his

saturnine face. Taking acab, Jervis began to transcribe shorthand notes that he had jotted down while at
the Metrolite. He was adding them to those that he had gathered earlier, when he had listened in on
Cranston and Trone.

On hisway to see hismaster, the mysterious Mr. Hebler, Jerviswas bringing in facts that wereto have a
strong bearing on the future. Factsthat could interfere with many plans, particularly those of The
Shadow!

CHAPTER VIII. THE WAYSOF MR. HEBLER

FORMING abdt around the tower of alofty skyscraper were four rows of dark windows, that made a
sriking contrast to the lighted offices above and below.

Those windows represented floors forty-one to forty-four inclusive, and they were never lighted. Mogt of
the workers on those floors went home early. Any who remained invariably drew thick shades over the
windows before turning on lights. Violation of that rule would mean dismissa.

The four floors had asingle entrance - on the forty-first floor. Its frosted-glass pand bore the legend:
URIAH J HEBLER
Attorney-at-Law

Even among attorneys, Uriah Hebler was something of amystery. In New Y ork, the names of four or
five lawyers often appeared on the door of asingle office. One name fronting severd dozen offices that
occupied four floors was aremarkable matter in itself.

Curioudy, Uriah Hebler had very few clients. It was known, however, that hisdim clientele represented
some of thewesalthiest personsin New Y ork. It was rumored that he rented his huge array of officesin
order to keep thousands upon thousands of valuable records always at hand.

Hebler's clients were the sort who could not afford to have such records buried in inaccessible
storerooms. The feesthat they paid for Hebler's servicesincluded rental of the specid offices.
Unquestionably, important people would regard al persona documents asimportant, also.



Other lawyers sometimes joked about Hebler's offices. They said that in his spare time Hebler amused
himsdlf by wandering around and opening filing cabinetsjust to hear family skeletonsrattle. But no one
joked about Hebler'sincome. It was too big to laugh about.

Not only did Hebler follow the lawyer'srule of keeping the affairs of hisclients srictly confidentid, he
carried it further by not even revedling who his clients were. Many smart lawyers who handled courtroom
casesfor prominent millionaires were assgned to those tasks by Hebler.

Seldom did Hebler gppear in court; for that matter, he was rarely seen anywhere. His clientswere
persons who remained exclusive, and Hebler seemed to have imbibed their habits. Perhaps that was why
the mysterious attorney actualy had awaiting list of customers.

On this particular afternoon, the celebrated Mr. Hebler was seated in an office that might have been
termed the center of hisvast web. A good comparison, for Uriah Hebler had the appearance of a
bunched-up spider, as he huddled with folded arms behind a huge oak desk ornamented with heavy
brasstrimmings.

The shades were drawn; adesk lamp illuminated the room. It showed Hebler'sface, withery except for
its sharp-beaked nose. Hebler's eyes were shut, his scrawny hands were limp. He looked like aman
wearied by age as he sat there half adeep.

Y et he heard the soft rap that sounded from the distant door on the other side of the huge office. Hebler's
eyes came open, and ingtantly hiswhole gppearance changed.

Sharp and birdlike, those eyes caught the glitter of the lamplight, giving new life to Hebler'swithered
frame. His hands clamped firmly to the desk; when he spoke, histone was brisk and commanding, as he
ordered the visitor to enter.

Jervis came into the office and pussyfooted across to the desk. Helaid hisreportsin front of Hebler; one
typed, the other carefully written in longhand. Reading the first report, Hebler gave a shrewd smile.

"| thought so," expressed the attorney. " Sooner or later, Trone was bound to talk to someone about
those bonds of his. I've been making alowancefor it, al aong.

"It would have been better” - Hebler'slips gave asour twist - "if we had to ded with Troneaone. | had
not expected any real trouble from him. But this man Cranston may produce a problem. Get his record,
Jarvis”

AS Jarvis|eft the office, Hebler studied the second report. He gave amuttered grunt as he read snatches
of the conversation between Denry and Carol, as overheard by Jervis. Nevertheless, Hebler treated the
matter as another problem. He was stroking his chin when Jervis returned.

Therecords on Lamont Cranston were rather eaborate, yet lacking in many details. Running hisfinger
along certain paragraphs, Hebler tilted his head and stared across the room with hiswise, sharp eyes. At
last, he passed the data back to Jervis.

"l have spent many thousands of dollars," snapped Hebler, testily, "in acquiring information regarding
persons of reputed wealth, such as Lamont Cranston. Y et when | need the records, what do they show?

"Gapsl Glaring omissions of the very pointsthat | specificaly need! Y et, sometimes, Jervis' - Hebler
ettled histhin chin on one scrawny hand - "sometimes omissionstell astory in themselves.™

Jervis nodded solemnly. Carrying the file that contained details on Cranston, he went out through a
labyrinth of offices and put the record sheets back in their proper place. When Jervis returned, he heard



Hebler finishing atdephone cal.

As Jarvis entered the office, the attorney rose. Hetold Jervisto bring him hat, coat, and umbrella. Jervis
responded with the anxious query:

"Y ou're going to see Miss Ralcott, Sr?"

"l am," returned Hebler. "Any objections?’

"No, no!" Jervis spoke hadtily. "Only, | just wondered if you -"
"If | arranged for the proper protection?”

Jervis nodded.

"l just made the necessary cdl," assured Hebler. "The two men will be on duty, Jervis. The same two that
| placed outside the house before. If any intruders gpproach, they will be properly handled.”

Within aquarter hour after heleft his offices, Uriah Hebler arrived by cab outside the Ral cott mansion.
The evening was drizzly, the street thick with blackness. Y et Hebler's sharp eyes viewed two squatty
men diding back to cover.

They were the same pair that Denry had noticed on hislast vigit; but where Denry hadn't been quite sure
that he had spotted watchers, Hebler held no doubts regarding the fact.

Hedid not signd the men, however; instead, he acted as if he did not suspect their presence. Ascending
the high steps, Hebler rang the bell and was admitted by Larkin.

Miss Prudence Ra cott had finished dinner. Shereceived Hebler in the library. The withery, white-haired
lawyer sat down by the fireplace and faced the prim old lady in black.

"I have looked further into the bond transaction,” announced Hebler. "Apparently, you are due to
encounter arival bidder. Trone has been taking to a gentleman named Cranston.”

Folding her arms, Miss Prudence smiled. She was quite confident that she would have no trouble buying
the bonds at her own price.

"Crangton is reputed to be very wedlthy," added Hebler. "He offered Trone a quarter million for the
bonds."

"Why didn't Trone sl them?"

"He fedsthat he must obtain your refusdl first," returned Hebler, "which isonly to be expected. My
records on Trone show that he has dways been reliable in his business dealings.”

"So you havetold me before, Uriah."

Hebler nodded reflectively, then gave asharp side glance.

"I'm not sure about Cranston,” he said serioudy. "The man isfamousin away. Too famous!"
"Famous for whet?"

"For hisadventures al over the world. He has money, yes, which he is supposed to have inherited. But
the records on the subject are very meager. | think that Cranston may be an adventurer in more ways



than one”
Miss Prudence leaned forward, quite intrigued. Hebler began to speak warningly.

"Remember," he said, "that | advised againgt this transaction. It may prove risky, Miss Prudence -
bringing agreat sum of money here. Y ou will make yourself atarget.”

"Not for Trone. Y ou say that heishonest.”

"But | havetold you before that the newswould legk out!" gaculated Hebler. "That iswhy | have been
watching Trone. With Cranston entering the scene, we know that Trone has talked!”

MISS PRUDENCE reached for her knitting, which was beside the chair. Hebler gave ahopeless
gesture.

"If anything happens here," he began, "remember that | have warned you. Even if Cranston should prove
honest, too, we cannot tell who else may have learned about your coming purchase.”

"I am sorry, Uriah," interjected Miss Prudence. "But you know how independent | am in certain matters.
When | seeabargain, | want to take advantage of it."

"But thisinvolves aquarter million dollard”

"Which makesit al the greater bargain,” smiled the old lady. "I have made up my mind to buy those
bonds, Uriah."

Cannily, Hebler stopped making objections. He remarked that Trone would probably request the
privilege of bringing Cranston with him to the house, to witness the purchase of the bonds. That prospect
merely pleased Miss Prudence.

Rising, Hebler turned toward the door. On the threshold, he paused to make a further comment.

"Thismay impressyou,” said the lawyer, testily. "Denry Mewin, the man who represents Lawrence
Trone, may aso beafactor. Thisevening, heinvited your nieceto dinner.”

"Redly?" exclamed Miss Prudence, in ahorrified tone. " Of course, she couldn't have accepted!™

"Shedid accept,” returned Hebler, dryly. "I thought that news would bring you to your senses, Miss
Prudence.”

Leaning back in her chair, Miss Prudence chuckled, while Hebler stood staring from the doorway .

"You old foal, Uriah!" exclaimed Miss Prudence. " Couldn't you guess that Denry met Carol here? You
thought | was horrified" - shetilted her head - "or did you? Somehow, | credited you with more sense
than that, Uriah."

Regaining asmug attitude, Hebler became noncommittal. He treated the matter with agesture.

"| thought it would interest you," he said. "That was dl. It was pertinent to the case, snce Denry Melwin
is another person who knows about the bond transaction.”

"It can't matter if hetalksto Caral."

"l suppose not," admitted Hebler. "1 was merely considering your interests. Again, let me repest my
warning regarding thistransaction. If trouble comesfromiit, you will remember -"



"~ that | waswarned," interposed Miss Prudence, with achuckle. "Yes, Uriah, | shal remember that you
have done your full duty in my behalf. Good night, and don't forget your umbrella.”

Larkin, returning after he had bolted the front door behind Hebler, found Miss Prudence standing in the
hallway.

"Poor Mr. Hebler," said the old lady. "No wonder he stays away from court! Hetried to talk me out of
something thisevening, Larkin, and dl his arguments worked the wrong way."

OUTSIDE, Uriah Hebler was looking back at the old house as he stepped into a chance cab that he had
hated. The lawyer's smug manner had vanished; hiswithered face wore avery contemptuous smile.

Asherode away, Hebler |looked back aong the street, spied his watchers and gave a satisfied chortle.

Perhaps he was meredly thinking that Miss Prudence was a very stubborn person, who would some day
come to thank him for his advice and protection. Hebler's chuckle could have meant just that. But one
could never tell from Hebler's chuckles.

It might be that the aged lawyer was considering some persona scheme, that he had not mentioned to his
client. Behind most of Hebler's actions there usudly lay a degper purpose.

His brain was one of the craftiest in New Y ork, the sort which shaped dl mattersto suit its own wishes.
Hebler had demongirated hisinsght when he had seen the possible importance of the missing factsin the
career of Lamont Cranston.

Whatever his actua intentions regarding the interests of Miss Prudence Ra cott, Uriah Hebler was quite
confident that he could prevent one person from meddling in those matters:

The person that Hebler had in mind was Lamont Cranston, whose history showed many gaps, covering
the very important periods when he became The Shadow!

CHAPTER IX. CRIME'SNEW RECRUIT

THE big theater-building clock showed haf past two as Denry Mdwin viewed it from the window beside
his desk. He had watched that clock often before, but never with such tenseness as he did today.

Denry's week was up.

Tonight, probably sometime before midnight, Turk Gorlon would expect the five thousand dollars that
Denry had promised him. Failure to ddliver would cause Turk to go through with histhrests regarding
Alvin; of that, Denry was sure.

If there was only some way to reach Alvin!

Daily, Denry had been hoping that he would hear from his missing brother. Such word might have
enabled him to wire Alvin to be on hisway. True, Turk could reved that Alvin wasthe notoriousKid
Pdll, but he probably wouldn't if Alvin dipped him.

Thered teethin Turk's game, as Denry saw it, was the racketeer's ability to steer the law to Kid Pell's
present hideaway, somewhere far from New Y ork.

The long hand of the clock was moving onward. Denry'sfiststightened, aflush swept hisface. He
couldn't go through with it, not even for Alvin. It wouldn't befair to Trone, for one thing, although Denry
placed his brother's interest above that of his employer's. More important was the fact that it would not



befair to Carol.

Denry had seen Carol last night, the night before; in fact, every night since that evening when they had
dined together. Each meeting had been a greater thrill, and last night ahuge light had dawned on Denry.

Heloved Carol. He had known that before last night. But it hadn't occurred to him, until last night, that
Carol's sentiments were the same toward him.

He had dmost told Carol that he loved her; then there had been an interruption. But in asingle instant,
Denry had caught the flash of Carol's eyes, had seen her lipstremble, ready to respond to the words that
he had failed to say. Her love, too, wasred.

Sored that shewouldn't care if the Melwin name received a blemish. It was Denry that she cared for,
regardless of dl ese. He could till face Caral, even should she learn that his brother was a crook. But if
Denry turned crimind in hisown right, he would no longer be worthy of Carol'slove.

Twenty minutes of three,

The telephone bell tingled. Eagerly, Denry answered, thinking it was Carol. Insteed, he heard the harsh
voice of Shank Bithlo.

"Don't forget the deadling," Shank told him. "Turk told meto remind you. Better take my tip, guy. It ain't
hedlthy to welsh on Turk. What helll do to your little brother will only be part of it, if you don't come
through!™

The receiver did from Denry's hand. He was struck by the thought that Turk might know of Carol and
find some way to harm her, too. Out of the maddened whirl that swept his brain, Denry found himsalf
groping back to hisorigind plan.

Therewas till timeto go through with it. Reaching into the desk drawer, Denry drew out the
savings-fund book that bore the name of Lawrence Trone. Risng mechanicaly, he walked to Trone's
door and rapped. He heard Trone's voice, telling him to enter.

Cranston was calling on Trone; there was a stenographer present, too, taking lists of goods that Cranston
wanted shipped to Africa. All looked toward the door as Denry entered.

"The bank closesin twenty minutes, Mr. Trone," said Denry, steadily. "Y ou told me to remind you about
the deposit you are putting in the savings fund.”

"Ah, yes." Trone smiled. Opening adrawer, he drew out a sheet of paper. "My figures show that the
reserve fund totals sixty-two thousand four hundred and eighty dollars. Isthat correct?!

"Correct," acknowledged Denry, referring to the deposit book. "How much moreisgoing in today, Sr?'

" Seven thousand two hundred and fifty," returned Trone, producing abatch of bills. "Count it, Denry.
That bringsthetota" - Trone gave asatisfied nod - "to just not quite seventy thousand.”

Denry counted the billsthat his employer handed him. He had hardly finished, before Trone waved him to
the door, reminding him that the bank would soon be closed.

REACHING the bank in time, Denry huddled close to acorner table and counted off five thousand
dallars, which he did back into hisinside pocket. He deposited the rest of the money to Trone's account,
then left the book with the teler.



"Haveit baanced,” said Denry. "I'll call for it next week."

On theway back to the office, Denry kept his arm pressed across his inside pocket, where the money
seemed to bulge for dl theworld to see.

Returned to his desk, he huddled there, hard at work on some shipping figures. His coat tightly buttoned,
Denry findly convinced himsdlf that no one would suspect what he had done,

He was keeping up his courage by congratulating himsalf on hisown smartness. A clever ideg, leaving the
deposit book at the bank. Trone probably wouldn't ask to seeit; but if he did, Denry could explain why
he didn't have it handy.

When Cranston came from Trone's office, Denry hunched closer to his desk and looked the other way.
Hefdt jittery, for he was sure that Cranston's eyes were fixed on him; but finally the visitor was gone,
and Denry felt lessworried.

Trone went out at four thirty, much to Denry'srelief. Just beforefive Caral cdled, and Denry promised to
meet her at eight o'clock. On the way back to his apartment, he kept adding and multiplying figures,
remembering that interest would be due on Trone's money.

It would &l work out, Denry decided. He could make deposits a intervals, bringing up thetotd to
exactly what it should be. Months from now, Trone would have forgotten the dates of the deposits.
Trone's own figures weren't dated. If they compared well enough with the deposit total, he would suspect
nothing.

Infact, it would be easy to lull Trone completely by adding twenty or thirty dollars extraand saying that it
was interest.

Peased by that bright thought, Denry resolved to saveit for the future. Matters were looking very rosy;
without redlizing it, Denry wasfaling into the fedling of false confidence that had urged hisbrother Alvin
into waysof crime,

Soon after Denry reached his apartment, someone knocked at the door. It was Shank, his sallow face as
ugly as ever. Shank put alow-toned question:

"Areyou ready to see Turk?"

"It al depends on where Turk wantsto meet me,” replied Denry, coally. "If he's picked adive like the
onethe other night, the dedl is off."

"Turk saysyou're to come to the gpartment.”
"That sounds better. I'm ready to go."

They took acab and rode off through the dusk. The pretentious apartment house suited Denry when he
viewed it. He entered an eevator with Shank, rode up to Turk's gpartment, where the squatty racketeer
welcomed Denry by offering him adrink.

On this occasion, Denry accepted. He finished the drink, and while Turk was pouring him another, Denry
produced the cash.

"Heresyour fivethousand, Turk.”

Counting the money, Turk laid it aside. He brought out Alvin's notes. Across the back of each hewrote



"Paidin Full,” and Sgned hisname. He dso signed a brief typewritten statement listing the total of Alvin's
debts, with the fact that they were entirely clear. Passing the signed papersto Denry, Turk thwacked his
vigtor on the shoulder.

"Wemight aswell befriends," said Turk. "Any time you need afavor done, Melwin, just cal onme. |
fed kind of bad about your brother getting himself jammed up, even though I'm not to blame.”

For amoment, Denry's eyes were hitter; then, deciding that it would be poor policy to rouse Turk's
enmity, heforced alaughto hislips.

"Let'sforget it, Turk," decided Denry. "I guess| lost my head the other night.”

"Y ou've used it sincethen," assured Turk. ™Y ou managed to dig up the dough in time. That shows your
bean wasworking. Say" - Turk's tone indicated sudden admiration - "did you borrow it from the old

ladly?"
Denry steadied his eyes. Looking straight at Turk, he coolly parried:
"Whet old lady?"

"Old lady Ralcott,” returned Turk. "Never mind the bluff, Mewin. We know al about the tripsyou've
made to see the old dame. My boys get around alot, you know."

Remembering the watchers that he had noted outside the Ralcott mansion, Denry redlized the probable
connection. They had snesked quickly from sight, those snoopers, in afashion that suited mobbieswho
worked for Turk Gorlon.

"Wefigured the old lady was afriend of yours,” resumed Turk. "That'swhy | was sure you could dig up
the five grand. But we might aswell forget that, too. It's none of my business how you got the dough. So

long, pa!"

GOING down in the evator, Denry was pleased over one thing. Though Turk had noted hisvisitsto the
Ra cott house, he had evidently regarded them as socid cdls. It followed, therefore, that Turk knew
nothing of the business ded that Denry was arranging between Miss Prudence and Lawrence Trone.

Instead, Denry had smply falen for Turk's bluff.
Back in the gpartment, the racketeer was expressing anew side of the story, for Shank's benefit.

"That was handing it out, wasn't it?" chuckled Turk. "Mentioning the old dame was good stuff, Shank, the
way | did it. Since Mewin figures| don't know anything about her dedl with Trone, hewon't mind my
talking about her later.

"Weve got Melwin in atight spot, Shank. He'stied up as bad as hiskid brother was, only he doesn't
know it. Some more of the old finesse stuff, Shank. Likethat 'So long, pd,' that | handed him."

Turk strolled to the window, which happened to be open, for the evening was mild. Standing there, he
declared:

"Mewin grabbed that dough from his boss. He thinks he's gotten away with something, but he hasn't.
Sooner or later, hell find himsdf in ajam; then hell listen to anything. Getting into that old doll'sjoint will
be acinch for us, and the guy that will take the rap is Denry Melwin, Americas No. 1 sucker!"

Turk was grinning broadly as he finished his statement, but suddenly his smile faded and his eyeswent



narrow. He was looking from the window; tonight, there was no blotting shape just beyond it.

But Turk, gazing down to the street, fancied that he saw streaky blackness fading from the doorway of
the gpartment house just as Denry came out.

The telephone bell wasjangling. Shank nudged toward the table where the tel ephone stood.

"Maybeit'sthe big shot, Turk. Y ou'd better talk to him. He'll want to know how you made out with
Mdwin."

"Yeah - I'll tell him." Turk was stepping toward the telephone. "There's something else Il tell him, too.
That'sto keep his eye pedled for The Shadow."

Though Turk Gorlon had not actually seen ablack-cloaked figure down below, hisimagination had at
least been irred. Whatever The Shadow's coming plansin this campaign, he would find crooks wary
and ready whenever he encountered them in the future!

CHAPTER X. EYESIN THE DARK

IN covering Denry'svisit to Turk's gpartment, The Shadow had found no need to listen in on what was
said. Mere observation of Denry had been sufficient. When Denry arrived at Turk's, his pocket had
shown atelltale bulge that The Shadow had noted at Trone's. Leaving, Denry was smooth-coated, his
attitude was bravado mingled with relief.

Denry was facing the treacherous future with the confidence that he had passed the worst hazards. With
Alvin's problems cleared, Denry evidently considered his own difficultiesto be mild. It hadn't struck him
that he had made himsdlf atool in awell-planned game of crime.

The Shadow understood the Situation. He had fitted the picture well. To data supplied him by Alvin, The
Shadow had added things that he learned in his conferences with Trone, plus observations of Turk.

Crimeé's goa was the Ra cott mansion, where crooks intended to cure Miss Prudence of her maniafor
cash transactions. They intended to relieve her of aquarter of amillion dollars, when she was ready to
buy the South American bondsfrom Trone.

Behind the game was a master schemer, who planned to shift al blame on Denry Mewin.

Actua robbery would be necessary. The big brain had assigned that job to Turk Gorlon. The thrust
would have to be met within the Ra cott mansion; hence it wastime that The Shadow learned the interior
details of the old house and looked over the personswho lived there.

A block from Turk's place, The Shadow stepped into a cab that was parked in convenient darkness. It
was hisown cab, aspecia one, piloted by adriver named Moe Shrevnitz, who was one of The
Shadow's secret agents.

Telling Moeto take him to the neighborhood of the Ral cott mansion, The Shadow began an adventurous
journey that wasto prove far more eventful than he supposed.

Riding in the cab, The Shadow whispered alow laugh. Itstone carried adry touch of humor. The
Shadow was looking into the future, considering how, some night soon, he would visit the old house as
Lamont Cranston, accompanying Lawrence Trone.

Both would enter the place as strangers who had never been in the house before; they would be meeting
Miss Prudence Ra cott for the first time. Actualy, one of those visitors - Cranston - would know as much



about that house as anyone who lived in it, Miss Ra cott included!

The Shadow had away of learning much through asingle visit to aplace. The Ralcott Mansion,
huge-roomed and gloomy, was the sort of house that he could rove at will, penetrating everywhere, likea
family ghost.

When the cab halted at a reasonable distance from the mansion, The Shadow glided to the street. Even
the sharp-eyed Moe failed to observe his chief's fading departure. Theflitting patch of darknessthat did
across the sidewal k might have been due to aflicker of the nearest street lamp.

Moe watched, as he often did, when The Shadow ventured forth. M oe thought he saw a smokiness
againg abrick house front, fancied that darkness degpened momentarily below the shelter of some
dilapidated steps.

But those manifestations weren't enough to account for the presence of aliving form. This street was
made to order for The Shadow. Much better, Moe decided, than the lighted areain front of Turk's
gpartment house. Y et, even when light was prevalent, it took real luck to catch aglimpse of The
Shadow.

Acting asif he had picked up afare, Moe drove past the Ral cott mansion and continued on hisway,
leaving the field entirely to his chief.

NOT quite entirdly. Nearing the old house, The Shadow detected figures that Moe hadn't noticed. They
were stedthy, but they lacked The Shadow's own skill at keeping completely under cover.

Two men were moving across the street; from their actions, two things seemed apparent.

Firdt, they had been here before - for they picked doorwaysin rapid fashion. Second, they were newly
arrived, because they did not move after they were once posted.

From the glimpsesthat he got of them, The Shadow classed the pair as chunky, about the build of the
mobbies who had been with Turk the night of the battle at the dive.

Turk liked hisgorillasto be husky, but not tall. Such was usudly the way with racketeerswho were
short-built themselves. They dominated the thugs who worked for them, and therefore preferred to keep
them a eye level or below.

If Turk had sent these men, they would certainly be trigger specidists; otherwise, Turk would have put
more than two on the job. Particularly if he suspected The Shadow's visit.

There still was humor in the Stuation. One thing that Turk couldn't very well afford was battlein this
neighborhood. Any prelude to future crime might produce problems. Perhaps the squatty men wereto
watch for The Shadow and trail him afterward. That possibility merely made it seem funnier.

Already, The Shadow had worked into a short blind aley beside the old house. Gaining finger gripsand
toe holds, hewas scaling aone-story wall that extended from the building. At the top he pressed closdly
againg the mansion's own bulk, which shrouded him with solid blackness.

Below, beyond thewall, was alittle garden with trees and benches. In back of the long house, the garden
extended to the next street, where there was arear wall, its top barbed with sharp pickets. Therewasa
solid gate in the garden wall, probably aheavy barrier, properly locked.

Windows on the second floor were fitted with strong bars fashioned like ornamenta grille work. Those
on the third floor had plain bars, with the exception of one smdl window, which probably belonged to a



storeroom. It was Ssmply closed with old iron shutters.

Few persons would have considered that window as amode of entrance to the house. The Shadow,
however, picked it asthe very route he wanted.

It was easy to reach hisgoal by climbing a an angle, for the bars on the intervening windows were as
good as aladder. The stretches between were long, but The Shadow managed them.

He waslike ahuman inchworm on alarge scale. Doubled against one window, he would lengthen in the
darkness and sretch to the next. Then his straightened form would double up again, pulling itself another
notch along the way.

Reaching the window that he wanted, The Shadow huddled closeto it and pried between the shutters
with athin, strong wedge of metal. He found the bar that held the shutters, but it proved stubborn, for it
was rusted.

While he was working on it, The Shadow heard the throb of adackening car motor. Looking toward the
dreet, he saw an old-fashioned limousine halt near the front of the house.

The man who stepped out looked frail and withery. He was carrying an umbrella, and he tested the
westher by holding his hand ahead of him. Satisfied that no stray raindrops would annoy him, the visitor
moved toward the house. Then, pausing, he stepped back to say something to the chauffeur.

Logic, not guesswork, told The Shadow that the arrival was Uriah Hebler. The Shadow knew the aged
attorney's reputation and it seemed a certainty that Miss Prudence Ralcott would be one of Hebler's
clients. It was peculiar, though, the way that Hebler moved back toward the car.

He was facing the chauffeur'swindow at an angle, asif hisred attention were centered on the opposite
sde of the street. It wasn't likely that Hebler had glimpsed the watchers posted there. The only other
possibility was that Hebler knew of their presence and was trying to make sure that they were properly
on the job.

That brought an answer to the origind riddle: why the squatty men were here at al. They were on hand to
protect Hebler. Evidently he had ordered them.

New factswere linking rapidly in The Shadow's mind - the very sort of facts he wanted. But they were
but part of the full story that he would like to learn. More might be gained if The Shadow witnessed
Hebler'sinterview with Prudence Ralcott.

PUTTING pressure on the wedge, The Shadow applied astrong lift to the blocking bar. It gave with a
suddennessthat nearly threw him from his precarious perch.

Clutching a shutter with his hands, The Shadow missed atoe hold that he svung toward the window
ledge. The shutter took his entire weight.

Rusted hinges shrieked. They voiced their message to the street. Swung outward, The Shadow came
from the blackness of the wall; he was momentarily outlined againgt the dull glow of the sky beyond the
garden. Then, onefoot reaching thewall, he caught himsalf and clung, dmost completely hidden beyond
the shutter.

Hebler saw the motion up above and waved hisumbrdlawildly. While the chauffeur was springing from
the car to join Hebler, guns tongued from across the street.

Whether or not the lurking watchers had spied The Shadow, they certainly saw the outswung shutter.



Taking it asatarget, they proved their ability with triggers.

Bullets clanged The Shadow's iron shield, whistled past its edge. Even the roar of the guns carried an
impact. The blasts echoed back so sharply that they sounded like avolley fired from the house. Shifting,
the gunnersweretrying to get their firein from new and wider angles.

Only one course could bring The Shadow through that crisis. He had to end the opposing volley in order
to swing around the shutter and reach the window before his adversaries could clip him from some new
position. They had the range and were keeping it; al they needed was a different angle.

Clinging with one hand, The Shadow whipped out an automeatic with the other and fired past the edge of
the shutter. His shots were rapid, and each recoil from the .45 thrust him back againgt thewall. Hisusud
accuracy was impossible while he swayed, but his shots were good enough.

With stabbing guns as histargets, The Shadow was battering the sdewak and the curb closeto the
opposing sharpshooters. Too close, in fact, to suit them.

Recognizing that The Shadow had a protective buffer against their bullets, they took the depths of
basement steps. They quit shooting asthey dived; for the moment, one man alone held thefield. That man
was Hebler, his only weapon a uselessumbrella.

The Shadow took aquick swing out around the shutter; as he threw hisweight to the far edge, there was
asnap above hishead, asloud as any gunshot. An instant later, The Shadow was spinning inthe air,
clutching for anew hold on a heavy mass that was bashing downward toward his skull.

Overdrained by the leverage of The Shadow's weight, the top hinge of the shutter had broken from the
wall. The shutter itsdlf was banging down upon its human burden, threstening to mash him against the
wall.

Dropping his automatic, The Shadow managed to escape immediate disaster by aremarkable contortion
of hisbody. Twisted upside down, he caught the edges of the shutter and managed to be on the outside
asit smashed thewall.

Dangling, hooking hisfeet for the narrow edge that swayed above him, The Shadow had gotten no more
than atemporary hold when the next catastrophe came. The remaining hinge had taken afull twidt. It
yielded, likethefirst one.

From the Street, Hebler saw the shutter scale downward into the darkness. He glimpsed what looked like
abat-winged mongter riding the flying toboggan.

From the darkness came a clang like the crash of cymbals as the shutter struck the top of the aley wall.
Hebler heard the shutter clatter down into the little garden.

Soundsdied. Again, alulling quiet gripped the neighborhood. It was broken by the shrill blast of apolice
whistle. In response, camethe wail of adistant patrol car'ssiren.

All wasdlent inthelittle garden.
Thiswas one time when darkness lacked The Shadow's whispered laugh.
CHAPTER XI.VANISHED BATTLERS

HEBLER'S chauffeur was banging earnestly at the door of the Ral cott mansion. Larkin opened it, poked
his head into sight and recognized the fellow. While the chauffeur was sammering that there had been



trouble, Hebler interrupted with a shout:
"Go through to the garden! That'swhere heid I'll bring the police!™

A patrolman'swhistle sounded from the corner. Redlizing that the police had actudly arrived, the
chauffeur hurried into the house with Larkin. There, the butler hesitated; findly, he decided to bolt the
door.

Miss Prudence was standing on the stairway, calm and unruffled in her usual black dress. She asked
what wasthe trouble.

"Somebody'sin the garden,” stated the chauffeur. "I guess he must have fallen there during the shooting.
All I saw, though" - he shook his head - "was a shutter falling from the sde of the house.”

Larkin opened atable drawer and brought out an old-fashioned revolver. He led the way through to a
little door at the end of along hal. Unbolting it, he stepped out into the garden.

About to follow, the chauffeur heard the police hammering at the front door. He turned about, to find
Miss Prudenceright behind him.

"Never mind," she said quietly. "L et usgo into the garden with Larkin. He can answer the front door
later.”

Lacking aflashlight, Larkin found that searching the garden wasn't easy. Tilting hishead, he listened,
pointing into the darkness, he suddenly said:

"Therel"

He was moving toward the front wall, whispering that he could hear someone cregping in the gloom.
Hebler's chauffeur became nervous. He couldn't hear the sounds, and said so.

"Ligen!"

Larkin paused as he spoke, but his chance of detecting stray noises was ended. A siren wailed from the
rear street; gruff voices shouted. Then men were pounding at the garden gate. Larkin headed there, telling
the chauffeur to come aong.

Flashlights appeared the moment the gate was unbolted. A pair of uniformed policemen wanted to know
where the burglar was. Larkin pointed across the garden; they probed the space with their flashlights.
The glare showed a battered iron shutter lying on the ground; nothing else.

"l saw someone!” gulped the chauffeur. " Someone... going into the house... while Larkin was opening the
gatel”

"C'mon," said one cop to the other. "Wed better get in there.”
"Wait!" ingsted Larkin. He turned to the chauffeur. "Where is Miss Prudence?
"She came out here with us," replied the chauffeur. "1 guess shewasthe person | saw goin.”

"Very well," declared Larkinin anicy tone. "Y ou may follow me, gentlemen, and let us please avoid
undue commotion.”

LARKIN led the way through the long hall, which echoed with the battering at the front door. Miss
Prudence was seated in the library, by the fireplace. Busy with her knitting; she turned toward Larkin as



he entered.
"Answer the front door, Larkin," she ordered. "Tell our vistorsthat they may usethe parlor.”

Larkin unbolted the front door. Hebler came through with aflood of police. Larkin tried to wave them
into the parlor on the other Side of the hdl; failing, he put himsdf in the doorway of thelibrary.

Miss Prudence rose from her chair and came over to the door. She saw Hebler and smiled.
"Good evening, Uriah,” shesad in her firm contrato. "Pleasetdl me more about al this excitement.”

"Therewas gunfire," declared Hebler. "It came from athird-floor window. Someone was shooting a my

"Indeed, | thought the firing came from the street.”
Hebler hesitated, looked at his chauffeur, saw that the fellow was till haf-stupefied.

"Y ou must have heard the echoes, Miss Prudence," said Hebler, hisown voice cam. "I am quite sure that
dl the shotswerefired from the window. Then a shutter broke loose; the man fdl with it into the

garden.”
"We looked there, Mr. Hebler," stated Larkin, "and found no one!"

It was Hebler's turn to stare blankly. He heard the two policemen corroborate Larkin's statement. Then
one of the officersfrom the front street displayed alarge automatic.

"Wefound thisinthelittle aleyway," he said. "The burglar must have dropped it when the shutter broke
loose. It looks like the man must have gotten into the house from the window."

Hebler nodded dowly; then, turning to Miss Prudence, heingsted in firm tone:
"We must make a search of the entire premises.”

"Why, certainly!" agreed the old lady. "Have the officers start right from here, Uriah. Larkin will point out
any cranniesthat they might miss™

With that, Miss Prudence retired to her chair beside the fireplace. Larkin stepped to the center of the
library, glanced about, then gestured to the officers, indicating that the house wastheirs. They started off
invarious directions, with Hebler and Larkin following.

From the gtart, the search was systematic. Two officers went a once to the storeroom on the third floor,
cdling for Larkin to come and show them the way. The others covered the ground floor, then worked
upward. Hebler was with them and insisted that they cover the stairways, so that no fugitive could snesk

past them.

When the two groups met, midway on the second floor, it was plain that no hider could have eluded
them, for they had pried everywhere. Returning to the ground floor, they went to the cellar and gaveit a
through search.

"I wasright," decided Hebler, when they gathered in the parlor. " The rogue fel with the shutter, but it
must have taken the brunt of the blow. He dropped on the near side of thewall, instead of in the garden.
| wasin error on that point.”

The officers agreed. They had thought so dl aong, because they had found the intruder'sgun on the dley



sdeof thewall. A bit irked because they were so unanimous, Hebler testily ingsted that the whole squad
search the garden again.

Larkin led them out through the back door; they flooded the garden with their flashlights. Some went out
through the rear gate; the others returned to the house, politely bringing the battered shutter.

MISS PRUDENCE had laid aside her knitting. She was standing againgt a couch that faced toward the
fireplace. Her hands resting on the couch back, she bowed primly to each of the saluting officers as they
went past, toward the front door.

While Larkin was busy with his bolts, Hebler appeared from the halway. Stepping across the threshold
of thelibrary, the white-haired attorney shook his head.

"l am sorry, Miss Prudence," he said soberly. "1 am more than sorry. | am distressed that you should be
put to dl thisinconvenience.”

"No apologies are necessary, Uriah,” returned Miss Prudence, warmly. "Y ou have my thanksfor &l you
did. Y ou were brave, to defy that burglar with your only weapon an umbrella.”

A glint showed in Hebler's grayish eyes. He was wondering if he had caught anote of sarcasm in Miss
Prudence's voice,

"| supposethat you cameto talk about those bonds again,” the old lady continued. "Redlly, Uriah, | am
too tired to discuss the matter tonight.”

"Very well," decided Hebler. "I merdly wished to say that | have cometo your opinion. If youwishto go
through with the transaction, | have no right to object. But | merely claim one privilege' - histonewas
canny - "and that is an invitation to come here a the time you purchase the bonds."

"The privilegeisgranted,” returned Miss Prudence, with agenuine smile. "Good night, Uriah. Don't forget
your chauffeur. Heis il inthe parlor.”

Hebler summoned the chauffeur, and the two put Larkin to the trouble of unbolting the front door again.
The butler was il locking up when Miss Prudence heard Hebler's old limousine drive away. Larkin
returned to the library door and asked:

"Isthere anything else, Miss Prudence?’

"Yes" sad theold lady. "Bring me the brandy."
"A glassof brandy, Miss Prudence?’

"No. The bottle.

Larkin blinked. He went to the pantry, brought afull bottle of brandy and an empty glass. Before he
could pour the drink, Miss Prudence halted him.

"Attend to the shutter, Larkin," she ordered. "It should be replaced at once.”

As s00n as she heard the butler clumping up the stairs with the heavy shutter, Miss Prudence seized the
bottle and the glass. Hurrying past the couch, she stopped to gaze at afigure resting there.

Close to the warmth of the crackling fire, hidden by the high couch back, The Shadow lay half conscious.
His coat collar had dropped; his hat wastilted back from his head. As Miss Prudence studied the
masklike face of Lamont Cranston, she saw The Shadow's eyes come open.



A gaze of understanding passed between The Shadow and his rescuer. Producing a handkerchief, Miss
Prudence wiped atrickle of blood that crossed The Shadow's forehead. Pouring aglass of brandy, she
placed it to hislipsand lifted his head so that he could drink.

The brandy had areviving effect. Miss Prudence poured another glassful and proffered it, but The
Shadow shook his head. Raising himself weakly on one elbow, he was dumping when Miss Prudence
steadied him against the couch back.

The Shadow turned his head dowly toward the hallway; his eyes became puzzled. Then, from the third
floor came the poundings of ahammer: Larkin, repairing the broken shutter. The Shadow's eyes showed
recollection, hislips uttered awhispered laugh.

Miss Prudence seated hersdlf on the couch and reached for her knitting. Camly, she announced:

"Yes, they have dl Ieft. No one saw me help you into the house. Nor did anyone suppose that you could
be hidden in thisroom. | was here when they arrived.”

THERE was a pause, during which The Shadow's gaze inspired the old lady to continue.

" liketo form my own conclusions,” declared Miss Prudence. "I wanted to learn more before turning you
over to thepolice. | learned that my attorney, Mr. Hebler, isavery excdlent liar. He did not know" - she
chuckled - "that | saw him from my window on the second floor.

"I watched him wave to men across the street, with hisumbrella. | saw the shotsthey fired. Yet Mr.
Hebler clamsthat dl the gunfire came from the third floor of thishouse. He said that | heard echoes.

Faugh!"
Pausing, Miss Prudence listened, heard Larkin still at work above. She leaned toward The Shadow.

"Tel me" she said earnestly. "Who are you? Why did you come here? What reason should Mr. Hebler
havetolie?'

The Shadow replied. His tone had the calmness of Cranston's, though, at intervals, he paused to rest.
During those intervals, Miss Prudence nodded.

Soon, she wastalking, too, stating facts that fitted with the rather amazing things The Shadow told her. At
the end of ten minutes, Miss Prudence came to a set decision.

"Y ou must remain here tonight,” she said. "I shall prepare the guest room for you. But thereismorethat |
mudt tell you!"

The Shadow interrupted with awarning whisper. Larkin was coming down the front stairs. Miss
Prudence hurried to the doorway, met the butler and told him that he could retire.

"I think | shdl St up awhile" shesaid. "It isvery restful by thefire. Good night.”

At thetop of the airs, the faithful Larkin paused. He thought that he had heard Miss Prudence's voice.
Ligtening, he redized that he had. Shewastdking inthelibrary.

Her voice stopped suddenly and Larkin heard an interrupting whisper, which he mistook for ahissfroma
loginthefireplace.

Continuing to hisroom on the third floor, Larkin shook his head. Poor Miss Prudence, talking to herself
as she sat beside thefire. Maybe she was getting old; or perhaps it was the excitement of the evening.



No, it was probably the brandy.

No reason to worry, though. This house was safer than it had ever been before, for the police had
searched it thoroughly and found it empty of intruders. No harm could cometo anyoneinthe old
mangon; not tonight.

Larkin wasright. In fact, the house was far safer than he realized. Any house would be secure when The
Shadow wasits guest!

CHAPTER XII. DENRY'SDILEMMA

IT was nearly five o'clock and Denry Mewin was nervous. He wanted to get away from the office; the
place gave him thejitters. Worse today than yesterday. Each day, it seemed, was bringing him closerto a
bresking point.

Worries had been growing on Denry ever since that evening when he had so smply settled Alvin's debts
with five thousand dollars of Trone's cash.

Denry had seen Carol that same evening; since then, he had avoided her. Guilt and misery gripped himin
the presence of her gaiety. One reason that he wanted to get away early today, was because he feared
that she would telephone him. There was another reason, too: Denry did not want to talk to Mr. Trone.

All day, Denry had managed to keep up something of afront, but the strain wastelling on him.

Watching the clock that he saw from the window, Denry kept letting his fingers fidget toward his hat. He
was amost ready for a nervous grab, when there was aring from the telephone bell at his desk.

At firgt, Denry ignored the call; then, noting that other empl oyees were gazing toward him wonderingly,
he scooped up the receiver and voiced ahello. It was Carol. She wanted to know why she hadn't heard
fromhim.

"I've been terribly tied up,” lied Denry. "One conference after another, with Mr. Trone... Y es, about the
bonds that your aunt wantsto buy... If | can seeyou later, I'll call you... I'll have to say good-by, Carol.
Mr. Trone wants to see meright away."

Denry'sfind statement was hisonly true one. At that moment, Trone had peered from his office and was
beckoning to Denry. Finished with the telephone cal, Denry fet asinking sensation. He had been
nervous enough chatting to Carol over the wire. Taking to Trone, face to face, would be worse.

It wasto prove far worse.

From behind his desk, Trone pushed a stack of unpaid bills acrossto Denry, dong with a sheet of totals
tabulated on an adding machine.

"Thesedl cameintoday,” said Trone, hisvoice worried. "It looks as though my creditorshad held a
get-together. I've phoned dl of them; they say they can't walit for the money."

"Not until after you've sold the bondsto Miss Ralcott?'

"l couldn't mention that transaction,” replied Trone, glumly: "Besides, the bonds haven't arrived yet. Senor
Muyana, the man who is bringing them, istill on hisway. I'd like to know" - Trone dapped the stack of
papers angrily - "who isin back of thiseffort to injure my credit!"

Denry began to look over the hills, trying to keep his hands from fumbling. He managed to control his



voice when he suggested that Trone make part paymentsto his creditors:

"It won't do,” declared Trone. "Right now, | have to show aperfect credit rating, Denry. Therésonly one
way to handle thisemergency. I'll haveto draw out the reserve fund.”

For amoment, Denry sat stiffened. Then, desperately, he blurted:
"Not dl of it, 9r?'

"All of it," interposed Trone. "With the last deposit that you made for me" - hewasreferring to alist of
figures - "thefund should total exactly sixty-nine thousand seven hundred and thirty dollars. Perhapswe
had better compare that with the deposit book, Denry.”

"| 1eft the book at the bank," blurted Denry. "Y ou see - well, there was someinterest -"

"Ah, yes, theinterest!" interrupted Trone. "Only Six months, at two percent, but it will make the total
more than seventy thousand dollars. Go to the bank the first thing tomorrow morning and bring the book
here, Denry."

"Yes gr."

"No; wait!" As Trone spoke, Denry felt awild surge of hope. "Tomorrow isaholiday” - Trone was
looking at a calendar - "'so the bank will not be open, nor will we, although I expect to cometo the office.
You will haveto wait until the next day to get the bank book, Denry."

BUSY gathering the stacks of unpaid bills, Trone did not notice Denry as he walked from the office.
Denry'swhole motion was mechanical; he felt like acondemned murderer who had been granted a brief
stay of execution.

Fortunately, the other employees had |eft the outer office; they were not present to view the startling
change that had come over Denry. Asfor Trone, the exporter had some telephone calls to make; he did
not come out right away.

Thus Denry had time to grope for his hat and go down to the street unnoticed. By the time he was
outsde, an idea had worked itsway through his numbed brain. Denry had to have five thousand dollars,
to make up the shortage in Trone's bank account. There was only one person who could supply it on
cal. That person was Turk Gorlon.

Reaching Turk's apartment, Denry found the racketeer at home, with Shank Bithlo on hand, asusudl.
Denry was more collected by that time; enough so to put up arather good front. He took the drink that
Turk offered him, then decided to broach his propostion.

"About that five thousand dollars| gave you, Turk," said Denry, "I waswondering if you'd lend it back to
mefor awhile”

Turk rattled someice in aglass, when he spoke, histone was as cold as his drink:
"What'sthetrouble, Mewin?"

"I borrowed the cash from my boss," returned Denry, "only he doesn't know it. | want to keep him from
finding it out, that's al. He's taking some funds out of the bank, and the five thousand ought to bein there.
When he makes his next deposit, I'll get hold of it again.”

Sowly, Turk shook hishead.



"No go, Mewin," hesaid. "When | closeaded, it's closed. If you want five thousand, you'll haveto find
another way to get it.”

Turk'stone intimated much. A surge of anger brought Denry to hisfeet. He was closeto Turk, hisfists
raised toward the racketeer's bland, yellow face.

"| seeyour game!" accused Denry. "Y ou want to frame me, like you did Alvin! Y ou see achanceto steer
me into some more dirty work, where I'll take the risk and your yellow hide will be safe."”

Shank was drawing agun, but Turk motioned for him to put it away. Risng, Turk gestured Denry to a
chair.

"Sit down and listen,” advised Turk. "Y ou've got awrong idea about me, Mewin. | said we were pas,
and I'm going to proveit. | didn't give your brother the tough end of the job. He wanted to handle the

heavy part himsdlf.

"I'll make you the same proposition, but I'll do thework. That ought to square uswell enough. Y ou'll get
the five grand you want, without running any risk at dl. How does that sound?"

Denry looked deeply interested. Smoothly, Turk proceeded.

"It's about the old Ralcott dame,” hesaid. "I hear she dways keepsalot of dough in the house. Right?”
His anger returning, Denry wasrising again. Turk pushed him back into the chair and demanded:
"Did she ever flash any dough while you were there?'

Chewing hislips, Denry restrained himsalf. Anxiousto hear Turk'sfull game, he nodded.

"How much?'

"Fifteen or twenty thousand dollars," declared Denry. "Maybe more.”

"Where did she haveit?'

"Inawal safein her library."

"Did you notice the combination?"

Denry shook hishead, but his dow manner told much to Turk. The racketeer chuckled.

"You could spot it, | guess” he said. "All right, do it the next time you go there. Find away to let usinto
the place. Well grab the dough and soup the safe afterward, so you won't be suspected. Y ou'll get your

"But | need the money by day after tomorrow."

"Fix it to see the old dame tomorrow night, then,” suggested Turk. "Listen, guy; somebody tried to crack
into that joint only afew nights ago. The old doll will think it'sthe same bird, back again.”

"Buit if the other robbery failed?"

"Thisonewont. It will bean insdejob. If anybody getsthe blame, it will bethe old butler. | hear the
cops are kind of suspicious about that |oose shutter the other night. Old Larkin has acouple of strikeson

him dready.”



OUTRAGED by the proposition, Denry felt like taking a punch at Turk, but decided it would be poor
policy. Considering himself to be a crook, Denry found it easy to talk to Turk, aman of the sameilk.

He said he would think over the proposition, but couldn't give an answer until he was sure that he would
be ableto call on Miss Ralcott, the next night.

Leaving Turk's, Denry telephoned Carol, made an immediate appointment to meet her a the Metrolite
lounge. The cocktail hour was over; the place was dmost empty. Well secluded in abooth, Denry told
his story to Carol, omitting no details.

Hereveded that hisbrother Alvinwas Kid Pell. He told how Alvin had come under the influence of Turk
Gorlon. He described how he, himsdlf, had felt Turk's pressure, and admitted histheft of five thousand
dollars belonging to Lawrence Trone. He stated why he had to replace the funds at once.

"Theresthewhole case," confessed Denry, mournfully. "It explanswhy I've been avoiding you, Carol.
I'm not worthy of even being seen with you.”

"Thenwhy," asked Caral, camly, "are you being seen with me at present?’

"Because | loveyou!" blurted Denry. " So much, Carol” - he could fedl hisvoice quaver - "that | can't let
things go on asthey are. It's not right that you should care for me, and worry about me, when I'm not
worthy of you."

Carol laid her hand upon Denry's; her voi ce was soft and soothing.
"Sincel carefor you," shesaid, "I should stand by you, shouldn't |, Denry?"
Denry's bowed head lifted hopefully.

"Perhaps,”" added Caral, "thereis someway | could help you, Denry. What you have done does not
metter."

"There's only one way you could help me," brokein Denry. "That would be to get five thousand dollars
from your aunt; to lend it to me, so that | could replace the funds| stole. I'd pay it back, Carol. Believe
rrE—"

Carol thrust Denry's hand away. Rising, she gazed contemptuoudy with blazing eyes. Her voice was
restrained, but it had the force of awhiplash.

"I don't believe aword you have said!" asserted the girl. "I've heard of fortune hunters and the fantastic
storiesthey tdl to pluck money from personsthat they believe are wedlthy. Y our story isthe most
outlandish of any!

"Thistak of abrother and an evil racketeer forcing you to embezzle money to save the family name!
Such suff istommyrot! How amazingly it al happened: Mr. Trone trusting you to make his bank
deposits, then deciding to draw hisfunds.

"Yes, | cared for you, Denry, because | thought you loved me. Knowing that your real game wasto dupe
me, | can only hold you in contempt, whichisdl the greater because you were afraid to work for any
more than amere five thousand dollargl”

Tossing her head at thought of such apatry sum, Carol marched proudly from the booth, leaving Denry
garing after her, wordless. Redlizing for the first time how improbable his sory must have sounded,
Denry could not blame Caral for her reaction.



Along with his own honor, he had lost Carol'slove. The double disaster was too much. Rising unsteadily,
he started out into the night, wavering, dmaost dumping, before he reached the door. Waiters stared at
him, wondering how a man who had entered sober could have become so drunk on nothing more than a
cup of coffee.

Denry didn't care what the waiters thought. It didn't even matter what the world thought. He wasn't going
through with further crime; instead, he would take the consequences of what he had dready done. HEd
confess his guilt again, tomorrow, to someone who would certainly believe him: Lawrence Trone.

The missing sum of five thousand dollars would be proof enough for Trone, and the law, too. It would be
jail for Denry afterward; then Carol would believe. If sheredly cared for him, she would wait until he had
served histermin prison.

Inthe midst of such thoughts, Denry failed to redize that he had gone along way toward upsetting a
scheme of supercrime in which he was a pawn.

Nor, for that matter, did he know that he was producing complications for abeing called The Shadow,
who had formed his own plansfor blocking coming crime!

CHAPTER XI111. DENRY'SSUBSTITUTE

WHEN Carol Marr left the Hotel Metralite, she stepped into a cab and gave the driver her aunt's
address. It wasin Carol's mind to have atak with Miss Prudence Ralcott and tell her the full details of
Denry'sridiculous effort to acquire five thousand dollars.

During the cab trip, however, Carol cooled somewhat. In going over the things that Denry had said, she
began to wonder if her own hasty conclusions had been justified.

True, Denry's story was fantagtic. But he had named people, places, other factsin such complete fashion
that histale could hardly bealie.

Usudly, confidence men were very vague and tricky, naming persons who were out of town, and
depending upon various devices to prevent their falsehoods from being checked.

Denry had mentioned that his brother Alvin had left for parts unknown, which waswhy Carol had
suspected the story from its outset. But histalk of Turk Gorlon and the racketeer's proposition referred
to something definitely at hand. So did Denry's mention of Trone and the shortage in the exporter's bank
account.

It was Caral'sturn to fed remorse. She believed again that Denry's love was genuine; that she, on the
contrary, had proven very spiteful. He had been driven to the things that he had done, while she had not.
It followed, therefore, that Carol could consider hersdlf the unworthy person.

As sheleft the taxicab, Carol was determined to prove her love for Denry in away that he could not
forget.

Finding her aunt in the library, Carol chatted brightly for awhile, then brought up a subject that she knew
would make Miss Prudence listen.

"Congratulate me, auntie," she said laughingly. "I'm going to get married!”
Miss Prudence perked her head. In her low, firm contralto she demanded:

"How soon?!



"Perhgps within afew days," replied Caral. "Maybe not for afew weeks."
"It would be better," declared Miss Prudence, tartly, "if you waited afew months.”

"I know what you mean." Lighting acigarette, Carol kept watching her aunt closgly. "Y ou've promised
me alot of money - fifty thousand dollars, wasn't it?- if | didn't marry before | was twenty-one."

Miss Prudence nodded emphatically.

"Very well." Carol blew apuff of smoke toward the celling. Y ou'll remember, too, that | said | didn't
want apenny of your money; that if | did wait to get married, it would be my own choice, not yours. That
dands, auntie."

The old lady's shrug indicated that it was up to Carol to suit hersdlf.

"It would be funny, wouldn't it" - Carol's eyes were looking toward a squarish portrait - "if you opened
that wall safe and counted out fifty thousand dollars, saying, ‘Here, my good girl," and handing it to methe
day | wastwenty-one. Redlly, auntie, we ought to go through the act, just for the fun of it."

"Y ou aren't twenty-oneyet," returned Miss Prudence, "and there isn't fifty thousand dollarsin the safe. |
have only about eighteen thousand there at present.”

"Too bad,” said Carol ruefully. "Of course, my ideawas just fun. But remember, auntie, if | postpone my
marriage, the money will have nothing to do with it. I've fully decided never to accept that fifty thousand.”

Miss Prudence beamed. Long afflicted with a host of relatives who thought of her as nothing morethan a
human moneybag, she had found Carol aremarkable exception. Carol had asmall income of her own
and was quite satisfied with it. In addition, she had gone from job to job, dwaysimproving her sdary.

Y es, Carol was a very independent and modern young lady, which pleased Miss Prudence immensdly.
But tonight the old lady noted something different in Carol, even though her niece had repested that she
would not accept the fifty-thousand-dollar dowry.

When Caral left, ashort while later, Miss Prudence smiled. Carol's short visit and its detailswere
something that Miss Prudence fet would interest her new friend, The Shadow.

IT chanced that The Shadow was dready interested in matters concerning Carol. He wasin the empty
gpartment next to Turk's, when he saw acab stop in front of the building.

From his high window, The Shadow could not identify the arrival; but soon afterward, the hdting rumble
of an devator told him that someone had cometo thisfloor.

Swinging over the window sill, The Shadow followed the darkened ledge to Turk's apartment.

Shank was at that moment answering aring at the gpartment door. Finding that the caller wasan
atractive brunette who wanted to see Turk, Shank smirked and bowed the girl to achair in the entry,
saying that he would announce her. Shank still wore his smirk when he joined Turk.

"A cutey outsdeto seeyou,” said Shank. "She'salittle doll and shelookslike class. Says her nameis
MissMar."

Recollection of the name flashed itsdlf on Turk's jaundiced features. Regaining hisbland expression, he
told Shank to show in thevigitor.

Entering, the girl lost no timein coming to the point. She asked Turk if he knew Denry, and when the



racketeer admitted that he did, Carol detailed everything that she had been told. Turk began to shake his
head before she had finished.

"Too bad about Melwin," he said blandly. "He's blamed that business about his brother on me. He can't
get it through his head that the Kid took to crooked work on his own. Funny, too, because Melwin did
the same thing himsdf.

"It was his own ideg, taking that cash of Trone's. | didn't know athing about it, until he came here and
admitted it. | felt sorry for him, and asked him why he didn't get some cash from old Miss Ralcott. But
my ideawasfor him to borrow it."

Watching Turk, Carol studied the glassy coldness of the racketeer's eyes. She knew that the bland crook
was masking lies behind his statements. Every denid that Turk made confirmed her new belief in Denry's
story.

Evidently, it was Turk's game to get people under his control; then keep his own moves hidden. Carol
was convinced, though, that it was Turk's policy to go through with anything he promised. She resolved
to test him out.

"MissRacott ismy aunt,” announced Carol. " She has promised me alarge sum of money afew months
from now. Suppose | offered to pay you back two dollars for every one you give to Denry. Would you
lend him the five thousand?'

Turk showed aflash of eagerness; then his expression faded. He shook his head hopelesdy.

"I'd liketo turn five grand into ten,” he admitted, "but right now I'm broke. I've paid off alot of bookies
that | owed. | couldn't lay my hands on any real dough anywhere.”

Carol had haf expected a statement of that sort. She was prepared for it.

"Thereis eighteen thousand dollarsin the wal safe a my aunt'shouse,” she said. "Hereisthe
combination. If you come there tomorrow and wait by the rear gate, | shal signa you when | have
opened the way through the garden.

"I shall expect you to turn over five thousand dollarsto Denry Mewin. Y ou may keep therest, asa
reward for your trouble. If, asyou claim, crimeisnot in your ling" - Carol's tone had a touch of sarcasm -
"you may consder that you are merely doing me afavor, by obtaining money that would later be mine.”

Turk weighed the proposition carefully. It was evident, from what Carol had told him, that Denry was not
going through with the plan that Turk had suggested. In her substitute proposa, Carol was giving Turk
opportunity to commit himsdlf to a deed without admitting that crime was one of hisusua practices.

"I'll take the blame if anything goeswrong," added Caral. "In fact, | wouldn't be able to do otherwisg, if
you told your sde of the story. If necessary” - she spoke grimly - "I shall confess my part to my aunt as
soon as the money has been taken. | doubt, however, that she would report atrifling theft of eighteen
thousand dollarsto the police."

Turk spread his hands helplesdy.

"Youwin, lady," hesaid. "Theway you put it, I'd just be doing you afavor. I'd go out of my way, too, to
help Mdwin. Hesapa of mine. Give the flash tomorrow night, when you're ready. Well be on deck.”

CAROL left, swept by mingled emotions. She knew that she wasto be a party to an actua crime, but
shejudtified it by the fact that she would be in the same boat as Denry. He wouldn't be able to consider



himsalf unworthy, after helearned what she had done.

Nor would Miss Prudence lose by the robbery. Carol would settle that by postponing plansfor an
immediate marriage, should Denry proposeit. As soon as she was twenty-one, she could officidly refuse
the money that her aunt had offered her. That would more than make up for whatever was stolen
tomorrow night.

Unfortunately for Caral's own plans, other matters were shaping themselvesin away that wasto
completely nullify the girl's calculations. Soon after Carol's departure from Turk's gpartment, the
racketeer received atelephone cal from the hidden crime madter.

Turk described the new set-up. Denry, apparently, was out of it, with Carol replacing him.

Theingtructionsthat Turk received were the very sort that he expected. He wasto seeto it that Denry
stayed out of the game, which he could easily do, with Shank'said. Carol could be handled after her part
was done.

"Well snatch the girl when were at the old dame's house," Turk told Shank, "and take her along with us.
Well hang on to her until the goods are pinned on Mewin. When he's been tagged, maybe well let her
go." From theway Turk spoke, other matters would be handled by the man higher up, so that crime's
scenewould be perfectly set for the next night. Thiswas along-awaited opportunity; one that would not
be missed. Many hands were in the game, but they would work like puppets, when the strings were
pulled.

Proof of that was given afew hourslater, when Uriah Hebler called at the home of Miss Prudence
Racott, to find hiswedthy client awaiting him.

"| received your message, Miss Prudence," said Hebler, dryly. "I takeit that you have heard regarding
the bonds."

"I have," replied Miss Prudence. "Mr. Trone called me himself and said that he could see me tomorrow
evening.”

"Very curious," observed Hebler, "that he should communicate so unexpectedly; and bein such haste
regarding the transaction. Up until the present, he has done nothing but delay.”

"Not at al," retorted the old lady. "Mr. Trone just received word from Senor Muyana, the man who is
bringing the bonds. Senor Muyanawill arrive in town tomorrow."

"Tronewill bring Senor Muyana here?'
"Of course!"

Smiling, Hebler gazed toward the fire. The glow gave aruddied reflection to his parchment face and
whitish hair. Though Hebler did not redizeit, the wavering light turned his smileinto a Satanic leer.

"What about young Mewin?' queried Hebler. "Wouldn't it be well to invite him here for the conference?
Y ou conducted your first negotiations through him.”

"Denry will be here" assured Miss Prudence. "Mr. Trone was not quite sure that he would be needed,
but | ingsted uponit.”

"Who eseiscoming?'



"Only Mr. Cranston.” Miss Prudence chuckled. "I shal ook forward to meeting the gentleman who
thinksthat he can outbid me.”

Hebler stroked histight-skinned chin. With asidelong glance at Miss Prudence, he asked:
"Would | bewelcome?’

"Y ou shdl haveto come," laughed Miss Prudence. "Tomorrow isabank holiday, so | shdl haveto
depend upon you to bring the funds, as | dways do when the banks are closed.”

"A quarter of amillion dollars?'

"Yes. In cash. Mind you, | do not intend to pay that much for those bonds, if | can helpit. But | prefer to
be prepared, by having the maximum amount.”

"At what time do you want the money?'

"By six o'clock. Then you can stay and have dinner with Carol and mysdf.”
Thefirdight showed traces of alarm flickering on Hebler's dryish face.
"Does Carol know about this transaction”?”

"Of course not,” returned Miss Prudence, in aseveretone. "Nor do | intend that she should. The subject
is not to be mentioned during dinner. Do you understand, Uriah?"

"Quite. | commend your discretion, Miss Prudence. | was on the point of suggesting that it would be
unwise to burden Carol with the matter. She might be worried, if she knew that so much money wasin
the house."

AS Hebler |eft the Ral cott mansion, he glanced warily acrossthe street. His two watchdogs were missing
this evening, for Hebler had not ordered their presence, even though he fdt that he might need them.

There had been too much trouble explaining the shots on the other evening. If new firing occurred, the
police might not again believe the echo story.

Therewas afigure across the street, however - one that even Hebler's keen eyes could not detect. As
thelimousinerolled away, that shape cameto life. Tdl, cloaked, ghostlike in the dim light of the
thoroughfare, The Shadow crossed to the gloom of the great mansion and waited by the door.

Soon, the door was opened, not by Larkin but by Miss Prudence Ralcott hersalf. Thelight of the
vestibule reveded avague and fleting glimpse of the black-clad visitor.

Then The Shadow was again swallowed from sight, within the walls of the greet ol d-fashioned house!
CHAPTER XIV. DENRY'S CONFESSION

THE telephone bell wasringing again. Moodily, Denry arose from the couch in his gpartment and
answered the call. It wasthree o'clock in the afternoon; but this was a holiday, hence he was at home.
He wondered whom the cal was from thistime.

It was Shank who spoke across the wire. Turk's henchman used hisusua ugly tone.

"Jugt called up to make sure of things," informed Shank. "Turk wants to know if you're keeping your lip
buttoned.”



"l am,” retorted Denry, hoarsdly. "Quit hounding me, will you?'

"Easy, guy," returned Shank. "Turk'sgot to play it safe. He's kind of suspicious because a couple of the
boys spotted you talking to a dame yesterday afternoon.”

" tll you that she knows nothing!™

"Haven't seen her today, have you?'

"No. What'smore, | don't intend to!"

There was a pause; then Shank remarked, after brief consultation with someone else:
"Turk saysthisisyour last chance. Are you going through with that Ralcott job?"
"No!"

"All right, then. Turk don't mind. He saysit was for your benefit. But keep his name out of it, when Trone
finds out you're crooked. If you don't” - Shank's tone hardened - "something may happen to somebody
besides yoursdf!"

Thethreat, Denry decided, could refer to Carol rather than Alvin. Pacing the apartment, Denry felt
caged. He wished he hadn't talked to Carol; but he was glad that she was angry and had not believed
him.

Since hewasn't seeing her, Turk would soon decide that Carol really knew nothing about the case.
Moreover, Denry was sure that she wouldn't talk. His course, therefore, was smply to take hismedicine
when it came. But Denry was anxious to accept the dose as soon as possible.

He reached for the telephone, intending to call Trone's home, then the office. He had tried both places,
without result. Thistime, he was due for luck. There was aring as he lifted the telephone. Tronewason
thewire.

"Hello, Denry!" Trone's voice showed pleasure. "I hoped that you would be a home. | want you to call
on Miss Rdcott thisevening.”

"Very wel, ar," replied Denry. "Only -"

"I'll arrivetherelater,” interrupted Trone. "1 caled her last night and arranged to see her. But | think you
ought to be on hand to introduce me formaly - or rather, Miss Ral cott appearsto think so. | believe she
likesyou, Denry."

"Yes, gr." Denry's voice was desperate, when he added: "I've got to seeyou, Mr. Trone. It'svery
important. Where are you at present?”’

"At the office. Only" - Trone hesitated - "I don't think you should go to the trouble of coming here.”
"It's something that can't wait, Mr. Trone."
"Very well, then. But come a once, Denry. | have other mattersto take up, later.”

TRONE was donein the office when Denry arrived there. Before his employer had timeto greet him,
Denry blurted out the things he had cometo say.

"I've got to tell you what I've done," heingsted. "'I've embezzled money, Mr. Trone! Cash that belongsto



you!"
Trone's roundish face tilted upward, wide-eyed. Its whole expression was one of disbelief.
"| took five thousand dollars" affirmed Denry, "from the last deposit in the reserve fund.”

A nervous smile played on Troneslips, asif he wanted to believe the statement to be ajoke. Then,
redlizing that Denry wouldn't jest over such amatter, Troneinquired:

"Why did you take the money?'

"To pay my brother's debts," returned Denry. He produced the notes that Turk had given him, laid them
on the desk. "There'sthe evidence, Mr. Trone."

Sowly, Trone examined each | O U; then, shaking his head, he declared:

"The fault may lie with this man Gorlon, instead of yoursdf. If it does, he should be regarded as
culpable”

"He'snot acrook,” ingsted Denry hastily, remembering possible danger to Caral. "I'm whoally to blame,
Mr. Trone. In fact, when you get the bank book tomorrow, | think you should return those notesto me.
They won't be evidence. The bank book, compared with your figures, will prove my embezzlement.”

Trone eyed Denry sympatheticaly.
"I'm not sure, Denry,” he said, "that | could prove anything againgt you."

"Y ou've forgotten something, sir,” returned Denry. "Mr. Cranston was here when we checked the figures.
So was your stenographer.”

"That's so," admitted Trone. "Nevertheless, | wouldn't care to prosecute you, Denry."
He reached for asheet of paper, passed it to Denry and pointed the young man to atypewriter.

"Make out astatement of what you have done," suggested Trone. "Then signit and let me haveit,
Denry."

While Denry typed, Trone sat with hischin buried in hishand. As Trone watched Denry'sface, he gave
dight clucks. Denry heard them, could detect sadnessin the tone. Signing the statement, Denry handed it
to hisemployer.

It was adirect confession of the embezzlement; a proof that Denry was willing to accept whatever
pendty hisguilt deserved.

Opening an old-fashioned safe, Trone put the confession in atin box, aong with the notesthat bore the
sgnature of Turk Gorlon.

" till trust you, Denry," asserted Trone, "but | cannot afford to be afoal. | shall keep that confession
until you have paid me back my money."

"I'll start paying it, Sir!" exclamed Denry, gladly. "As soon as| can get another job. Of course, | can't ask
you for arecommendation.”

"None will be necessary. Y ou will retain your postion here.”



"But that's too much, Mr. Trone!"
"Not, at dl."
Leaning back in his chair, Tronefolded his hands and dowly put hisview of the case,

"I had no right to put such fundsinto your possession,” he declared. "Not even temporarily, Denry.
Therefore, | should take my share of the blame. | shall regard this confession of yours as a promissory
note; nothing more.

"After dl, it isthe oneway inwhich | can regain my money, since | never had you bonded. So run along
home, Denry" - up from the desk, Trone clapped a hand on the young man's shoulder - "and get some
deep, which you appear to need. | shall see you at Miss Ra cott's by eight o'clock.”

WITH Denry gone, Trone soon had other visitors. Thefirst was Lamont Cranston; he had received acall
from Trone, at the Cobat Club. They had scarcely begun to chat, before adarkish, mustached man
entered the office. Trone greeted him in atone that was partly aquery:

"Senor Alvarez Muyana?'

The darkish man nodded. He opened a brief case that he carried, produced bundles of bonds and other
documents that served as his credentias.

"My ship stopped a Havana," he declared in adistinctly foreign accent. "I decided to cometo New
Y ork by plane, knowing that you might wish me as soon as possible.”

"| gppreciateit,” returned Trone. "l am glad, too, that you sent aradiogram last night. It was telephoned
to my home early enough for me to make arrangements.”

"Y ou mean to sdl the bonds?'

"Certainly. Sothat | can pay for the goods to be exported and realize my own profit. Y ou will intrust
these bonds to me?”

"Gladly, Senor, in return for your receipt.”

Trone gave the receipt and put the bonds in the safe, after checking over the list that Muyana brought
with him. The exporter then offered to take Senor Muyanato ahotdl, after which they wereto dine
together.

"Youwill comewith us, Mr. Crangton?' asked Trone. "L ater, we can dl call on Miss-"
He caught himsalf, congidering it inadvisable to mention the name of Miss Ra cott with Muyana present.

Though Trone intended to take Muyanawith him; he had previoudy decided to say nothing of the
destination, until they reached it. He saw Crangton give an understanding nod.

"Perhaps it would be better if | met you thisevening,” said The Shadow in Crangton'sleisurely tone. "I
shall bring my check book with me, Mr. Trone. Should you wish to communicate with mein the
meantime, | shdl be at the club.”

Outside the building, The Shadow stepped into a cab. Moe Shrevnitz wasits driver; he reported that
Denry had visited the building awhile before, for Moe had been stationed there dl day.

From Moe's description of Denry's dejected arrival and enthusiastic departure, it was not difficult for The



Shadow to picture what had happened.

Neverthel ess, The Shadow expected something more. He waited in the cab. Soon, a crablike man came
sneaking from the building. It was Jervis, making anervous exit.

On other days, the spy had been able to walk in and out like any office worker. This being aholiday, the
gtuation was different.

After darting alook about him, Jervistook ataxi that was ranked ahead of Mo€'s. As soon as the cab
turned the corner, The Shadow ordered Moeto follow it. Thetrail led to atall building that had a
conspicuous belt of heavily shaded windows around four of itstower floors.

Telling Moeto take him to the club, The Shadow smiled in Cranston's style. He had long suspected that
Uriah Hebler had a spy on duty closeto Trone's office, but had refrained from seeking traces of the man,
rather than give the fellow a chance to suspect that he was being watched in turn.

Apparently, Hebler was keeping himsdlf very well informed on matters; therefore, with the climax near, a
move could be expected from the attorney.

That move, it happened, was dready on itsway. Reaching the Cobdt Club, Lamont Cranston was
informed that an important telephone message had comein only afew minutes before.

The message was from Uriah Hebler. The atorney had telephoned from his office, requesting that
Cranston call there on amatter urgent to them both.

The Shadow'slips till wore their smile as he strolled out to the street. Nothing could have pleased him
more than this chance for ameeting with Uriah Hebler.

Such ameeting could mark the beginning of crime's showdown. The Shadow Knew!
CHAPTER XV. MOVESREVERSED

THOUGH it was till daylight outdoors, dusk was present in Hebler's huge office, save close to the desk,
where alamp flung aring of light. Behind the massve, brass-ornamented desk, Hebler sat looking over
reports that Jervis had brought. The facts pleased him.

"So young Melwin embezzled money from Trone," remarked Hebler, with adry chuckle, "to pay off a
debt that he owed to aracketeer named Gorlon. Have you any ideawhat might lie behind that, Jervis?"

Hebler's eyes were sharp and beady as he watched Jervis. The man shook his head; he hadn't anidea. In
fact, Jervis seldom had ideas. He was paid not to have them, except in amechanica way.

He demondgtrated that fact when he said:
"I can get Gorlon's record from thefiles, Mr. Hebler, if you wishit."
Hebler snorted.

"Not from my files! The police make it their business to keep check on known crooks of Gorlon'stype. |
never bother with such data, except when it directly concerns any clients. After tonight, Jervis, we may
have afile covering Gorlon."

"Do you wish meto cdl the police, Sr?!

"Not yet. Perhaps not at all. We shall wait and see if Mr. Cranston comes here. He may be able to



supply whatever information | want. Go down to the main door, Jervis, and admit him."

Ten minutes later, Jervis regppeared, accompanied by Cranston. Ordering Jervis back to his pogt,
Hebler shook handswith the visitor and invited Cranston to have achair at the opposite Sde of the great
desk.

Hunched in hisown chair, Hebler let his cold gray eyes meet the steedy gaze of The Shadow.

"I would liketo ask, Mr. Crangton,” began Hebler, "why you have taken an interest in the business affairs
of my client, Miss Prudence Ralcott.”

"You are mignformed," was Cranston's cam reply. "It happensthat Miss Racott and | are separately
interested in purchasing certain bonds from an exporter named Lawrence Trone."

"But Trone offered those bonds to Miss Ra cott, whereas you ddiberately sought him out and took up
the matter."

"You are again inaccurate, Mr. Hebler. | went to see Trone regarding some exports. He happened to
mention the bondswhile| wasthere.

Hebler'slipsformed awry curve. Cranston's memory was as good as the reports brought by Jervis.
Finding that he couldn't trip up hisvisitor, Hebler shifted to adifferent style of attack.

"A few nightsago,” he said, "an intruder tried to enter the Ralcott mansion. | saw the man; hewasa
masguerader cloaked in black, who managed to disappear later.”

"| read of theincident,” returned the calm-toned Mr. Cranston. "But the police received no description of
the sort that you have just givento me.”

"They might not have bdlieved it. They would probably have doubted my eyesight.”
"On the contrary, Mr. Hebler, if the police had believed it, you would havelost avery good dibi."
"Just what do you mean?"

"Y ou claimed that you saw no one across the street. If any chance passer had reported the men who
were actually there, you could have resorted to only one claim, Mr. Hebler; namely, that your eyeswere
poor, not good.”

Instead of being stunned by Cranston's statement, Hebler was elated. He thought that he had tricked his
visitor into making the admission. Cranston, as Hebler suspected, was the masguerader who had scaled
thewadl of the Ralcott mansion.

Resting his scrawny hands on the desk, Hebler crouched forward, tilting his head upward. Hiseyeshad a
knowing gleam. He put the query:

"Y ou have heard of The Shadow, Mr. Cranston?"
The Shadow nodded.

"According to reports,” chuckled Hebler, "The Shadow is opposed to crime. Assuming that The Shadow
was the intruder at the Ra cott house, we could suppose that the men who fired at him were mobsters,
could we not?*

"It would be alogica assumption.”



"Thiswould be more sensationa,” declared Hebler. " Suppose the world should learn that The Shadow
had engaged himsdlf in crime; that he was unable to prove that any crooks were present, except himsdlf

Hebler paused, leaned farther forward.
"Would that interest you, Mr. - Shadow?"

AS he paused, then hissed the name, Hebler was letting one bony hand creep toward the desk edge.
Instantly, a change took place in Cranston. He became the person that Hebler had accused him of being;
at least in action, though not in garb.

Before Hebler'sfingers could crawl another inch, The Shadow had whipped out an automeatic. Leaning
across the desk, he poked the gun muzzle between Hebler's eyes, gave alow-toned command for the
lawyer to raise his hands. Shakily, the lawyer obliged.

Tilted back in his chair, Hebler snarled. He threw afrantic glance toward the push button that he hadn't
been able to reach. He heard awhispered tone, ready to begin accusations that would reved every link
inthechain of crime.

"Itisyour turnto listen, Hebler," spoke The Shadow. "Make no move to bring the men who aided you
the other night. They shdl remain wherethey are, behind thefiling cabinetsin the other office, until -"

Hebler made anoisy interruption, by letting hisweight go back into the swived chair. He swung hisknees
apart to catch the sides of the desk, and with that move, a strange thing happened.

Therewas asharp click from the front of the desk. Catches, loosened by the strokes from Hebler's
knees, released awide, ornamental strip of brass. Splitting in the center, two rods whipped upward
between The Shadow's arms.

They were powerful coil springs, those mechanical snaresthat Hebler had unleashed. One hooked The
Shadow's right forearm, flung it aside so powerfully that the gun sailed from its owner'sfist.

The other spring caught The Shadow's | eft wrist above the hand that was leaning on the desk top. It took
The Shadow's|eft arm in the opposite direction.

Entangled in apair of spird handcuffs, hisarms spread far apart, The Shadow writhed helpless, while
Hebler jabbed the push button on the desk. Y anking the top drawer open, the lawyer was grabbing for a
gun of hisown. Histrap had worked, but it had found acanny customer.

Hurling hisweight entirely to the right, The Shadow was letting that spira spring tighten, so that itsown
grength, plus hisweight, would nullify the other. The strain on his shoulders was terrific, but they seemed
made of stedl, in contrast to the brass of the device that clutched him.

A twigt, and Crangton's figure wrenched free from the binding on the left. Whirled by the tightening coil
on theright, he swung hard againgt the desk, sped hisleft hand for a second gun, which he threatened to
havein view before Hebler managed to display the revolver.

Victim was racing trapper to aduel, when other forces intervened.

Two sturdy men came hurtling from the door, flung themselves upon Cranston. Four hands on hisarm
were sufficient to prevent him from drawing hisgun.

Still clamped on the right, The Shadow managed to writhe his body about, like athing on ahinge, in an



effort to free hisleft arm from the two-man grip.

Fists dugged hard against his chin. Punched about, he took a sideward sprawl toward the desk. Hisfoot
tripped by ahard kick, The Shadow's head landed solidly against the woodwork.

Then The Shadow was dangling dmost to the floor, senseless, with hisright hand still hooked above him
by the spiral manacle.

"With a chuckle, Hebler put away his revolver. He nodded approvingly to the hard-faced men who had
won the conflict with their handicapped foe.

"Get him out of that thing, Cady," ordered Hebler. ™Y ou bring the rawhide, Belk. Tie him so hewill never
get loose, and put him in the next room. What we shdl do with him" - Hebler's eyes flashed keen
expectancy - "depends upon how matters go this evening.”

LEAVING The Shadow to the anything-but-tender mercies of the thuggish-looking pair, Hebler took his
umbrelafrom astand in the corner and left the office. He met Jervis at the entrance of the four-story
suite, three floors below.

"I have ordered the armored limousing," Hebler told Jervis. "We shal stop at the bank, get Miss Ralcott's
funds from safe deposit, and proceed to the house. Although it isaholiday and the bank closed, | made
specia arrangementsthat will permit meto go there and get the money. We shall dinewith Miss Ralcott,
and afterward be present when Mr. Trone arrives.”

The armored limousine was waiting out front; it looked like an ordinary car of heavy build. But Hebler's
look was anything but ordinary when he stared through the thick bulletproof windows up toward his high
offices

Thelight of crafty pleasure glowed upon Hebler's withery face, as he reviewed the swiftly executed
stroke with which he had settled that highly touted foe of crime, The Shadow!

CHAPTER XVI.CRIME'SHOUR

WHILE Denry had been gaining sympathy from Trone, and The Shadow meeting disaster at the hands of
Hebler, Carol Marr was undergoing an unexpected ordeal of her own.

Carol had cometo her aunt's house early; too early, as she wasto redlize. Arriving at three o'clock, the
girl had experienced pangs of mentd torture astime passed by, until at present, with the big grandfather's
clock striking five, she was about ready to flee the place.

Part of the time, her aunt had been with her in thelibrary. Their conversation had been pleasant, but all
during it Carol felt the scrutiny of eyesthat she feared she could not deceive. The remarksthat Miss
Prudence made seemed barbed.

Sometimes her aunt spoke of money; again, of Denry. She mentioned the excitement caused by the
burglar afew nights before.

At times, Carol shuddered and was afraid her aunt detected it. WWhenever Miss Prudence was out of the
room, the girl had the impression that she was being watched.

Carol was aone again, and her nerves were frayed. Crumpling in her chair, she choked back soundless
sobs. She was determined to go through with her plan to aid Turk's robbery, much though she hated i,
for it seemed the only way to save Denry.



Carol knew that if she asked Miss Prudence for money she would get it, but therewould be a
cross-examination with it. In her present state, she would never be able to hold back the facts. Should
shetdl the truth about Denry, shewould never be able to marry him. Miss Prudence would prove
powerful enough to block it.

It seemed that evening would never come. It wasn't yet dusk, and Carol's endurance was exhausted. Her
only hope was to get to her room; perhaps by the time she had dressed for dinner, her cam would have
returned.

Hurrying out to the stairway, Carol started up to the second floor. At the top she met her aunt, waiting
for her.

"I knew you would be up here soon," declared Miss Prudence. "Y our old auntie knows just what the
troubleis.”

"I'm... I'mill!" gasped Caral, frantic for an excuse. "That'sdl, auntie."

"Of course! You haveachill. It's been getting worse dl afternoon. That'swhy | told Ellento preparea
hot bath for you. It'stime you went to bed, child."

Ellen was the housekeeper. She was waiting in Carol's room when they arrived. Striving to hold back her
sobs, Carol started to argue that she wasnt ill; then, redlizing that she was only making her predicament
worse, she broke down entirely and began to weep hysterically.

Meanwhile, Ellen was hel ping her undress. By the time Carol managed to collect her wits, it wastoo late
to protest. She waslacking clothes aswell as arguments, and Ellen was helping her into the bathtub.

Finding hersdf literdly in hot water, Carol stared hopelesdy toward the other room, where Ellen was
gathering up garments and preparing the bed for immediate occupancy.

As she soaked, Carol had ared idea. She gave agrateful smile when Ellen cameinwith atowd. Shelet
the housekeeper help her into anightie and tuck her into bed. But as soon as Ellen was gone, Carol
kicked away the covers, left the bed and went to the window.

Below lay the garden. When darkness settled, Carol could reach it by the back stairs. She would wear
her dippers and kimono for the expedition, and blink the flashlight after she unlocked the gate. Then she
would be back upstairs and in bed again, with no one abit wiser. Playing ill was aperfect dibi.

Waiting was the only nuisance; aworse orded than the former. Fearing that her aunt or the housekeeper
would soon return, Carol couldn't risk putting on akimono or lighting acigarette. She was fuming at the
downess with which darkness settled, when she heard a sound from the door.

DIVING into bed, Carol was safely there when Miss Prudence entered, bringing aglass of medicine.
Pretending that she was haf adeep, Carol dowly raised her head. The medicine tasted horrible, but the
girl swallowed it without protest.

Dropping her head to the pillows, she pretended to be haf adeep again, while her aunt tiptoed about the
room making sure that Ellen had arranged everything properly.

When Miss Prudence left, Carol did not stir. She felt drowsily comfortable, and decided to stay that way
forawhile.

Miss Prudence closed the door, met Ellen, who was carrying asmall empty bottle and had aworried
look upon her face.



"Pardon, Miss Prudence,” whispered the housekeeper, "but you didn't give Miss Carol thisdeeping
medicine, by mistake -"

"Of course not, Ellen," interposed Miss Prudence with asmile. "It was empty, so | did not put it back an
the shelf. Y ou may be quite surethat | gave my niece the proper medicinefor her.”

Downgdtairs, Larkin was admitting Hebler and Jervis. Miss Prudence met them, took asmall satchel
which the lawyer carried. It contained bank notes of thousand-dollar denominations, two hundred and
fifty of them. Miss Prudence put the currency in the wal safe.

After dinner was over, they retired to the library, where Hebler, for the first time, asked about Caral.

"| thought, your niece wasto be here," he said. " She usudly spends her holidayswith you, Miss
Prudence."

"Carol went to bed," replied the old lady. " Shewastired and a bit ill. So when she asked to be excused
from dinner, | wasrather pleased. | preferred that she should be e sewhere when our calerscame.”

"Of course," agreed Hebler, promptly. "The less persons who know about your transactions, the better.”

When Denry arrived, Miss Prudence introduced him to Hebler. Denry tried to restrain hisimpression of
didike as he shook hands. Hebler struck him asa smug and crafty individud.

In fact, had Denry known that Turk Gorlon was working for abrainy supercrook, he would have picked
Hebler asthe man, at once. Nor did Denry carefor Jervis. Thefelow struck him asafird-class

pussyfoot.

Until Trone appeared, Denry supposed that his employer would be merely making an introductory visit.
But Trone had brought Senor Muyanaaong.

Introduced to the darkish man, noting the fat brief case that he carried, Denry was struck with the
gartling discovery that the bond sae would take place this evening.

Denry could fed the swest that moistened hisforehead. What aclose shave it had been! Had he gone
through with the plan that Turk Gorlon had suggested, he would have | et the racketeer inon a
quarter-million-dollar proposition!

It would be easy to face Trone after this, without feding like an utter cad. By fighting off Turk's offer,
Denry had saved Trone far more than amere five thousand dollars, since Trone's bonds would probably
intrigue Turk, along with Miss Prudence's cash.

Denry was wondering, though, if Turk had somehow learned of tonight's dedl. He finally decided that
Turk couldn't know, or he would have used more pressure to make Denry work with him.

Thered truth never occurred to Denry. Crooks had smply dropped him as an aid because they had
found a better one. Carol knew very little about the bonds; therefore, would be less apt to suspect
changed circumstances than would Denry.

Belonging in the house, she could dso find it easier to admit Turk and hismob. Asfor Denry, crooks
figured that he was properly framed, anyway.

Such was the game to which Miss Prudence had added afine point. She was smiling when Trone began
to produce the bonds. Miss Prudence had promised The Shadow that she would liminate Carol from
the Situation, and she had done so.



I'T happened, however, that Miss Prudence did not glance at Hebler while abrief smile wasflickering
upon the attorney's dryish lips. Hebler was thinking of avery neat point that he, in histurn, had handled.

He had fixed matters so that tonight's events would not be interrupted by avery disturbing personage
called The Shadow.

It wastime for Miss Prudence's next step. As Trone began to spread the bonds, she offered the
uggedtion:
"Why not walit for Mr. Cranston? | would very much like the privilege of bidding against him."

"I intend to wait for him," returned Trone, "since you are willing, Miss Ra cott. But, of coursg, if you are
willing to pay aquarter million for the bonds-"

"| expect them for less than that amount.”
Hebler began to pretend impatience. He suggested that Miss Prudence begin negotiations at once.

"I'll call the Cobalt Club," hesaid, "and seeif Cranston has arted. By the way, Miss Prudence, | have
made further inquiry about Cranston. Everything proved satisfactory.”

Stepping to the deep halway, Hebler made his phone call, but it wasn't to the Cobdt Club. He called his
office, learned from Cady that Cranston was dtill helpless, with Belk keeping close guard over him.
Returning to the library, Hebler announced:

"Crangton has | eft the club. He has been gone at least aquarter hour, | understand. That should give him
time to reach here shortly. Suppose we proceed to business.”

"Inafew minutes," decided Miss Prudence, firmly. "First, | must go upstairs and see how Caral is. You
may begin the discussion during my absence, Uriah.”

Leaving thelibrary, Miss Prudence paused below the stairway. She knew how Carol was - sound aseep
- without even bothering to look. Miss Prudence had something else on her mind; but first, she was
congdering The Shadow.

He had told her that he would come as Cranston; then leave early, to become The Shadow. But there
was one thing which wasn't quite clear to Miss Prudence, who had very many matters on her mind. She
wondered how Cranston could leave early without bidding on the bonds.

Of course, The Shadow would be able to manage it, even if he had to forego his promiseto Trone. But it
struck Miss Prudence that he must have changed his plan; that he intended to remain outside of the house
until crime struck.

What convinced her of that was Hebler's phone call. Not knowing of Hebler's meeting with Cranston,
she supposed that the lawyer knew nothing of The Shadow's double identity.

Shetook it for granted, therefore, that The Shadow must actudly be outside, wishing that she would go
ahead with matters, but unable to get word to her.

Determinedly, Miss Prudence decided to go ahead with the find move on her well-arranged schedule.
Stepping into asmall room behind the library, she reached among black garments on a closet shelf,
pushed aside two guns and found aflashlight.

Stedthily, she went out through the deserted kitchen, reached the garden gate and unbolted it. Then



followed an event that was indeed amazing.

Through the crack of the gate, Miss Prudence blinked the flashlight. She was giving the signd that Carol
was supposed to send, telling Turk and his mob that the way was open!

The thing was a paradox, but there was areason. By taking Carol's place, Miss Prudence had relieved
her niece from blame; besides, the old lady was giving the sgnd a what she thought was the proper time.
It wasto work againgt crime; not for it.

Returning to the house, the old lady left the back door unlocked, like the garden gate; that, too, wasin
accord with plans.

Unfortunately, Miss Prudence had overstepped hersdlf, as The Shadow had done earlier at Hebler's. She
had flashed her signal too soon. The way was open for crooks who would arrive before The Shadow
could possibly be present to receive them!

CHAPTER XVII|. BELATED STRATEGY

BOUND hand and foot upon aheavy couch in an office adjoining Hebler's, The Shadow had heard the
call that the attorney made to Cady. It had started a switchboard buzzing in another office. Cady had
gonein there, pushed in aplug where he saw alight, in order to answer the call.

In speaking to Hebler, Cady made one inaccurate statement. He said that Belk wasin another office,
watching Cranston. That wasn't quite the case. Belk had cometo join Cady while the latter wastalking to
Hebler.

The cdll finished, both had gone into Hebler's big private office. The Shadow could scarcely hear them,
for they had closed the intervening door, just asthey had shut the portd to the office where the
switchboard was.

Probably they were talking over Hebler's call. Whatever they were doing, they were giving their prisoner
an opportunity.

Writhing on the couch, The Shadow tried to dip the rawhide thongs that bound him. The effort brought
cracklesto hisaching head. Senseless when his captors bound him, The Shadow had been unable to fight
for dack.

He was getting results, though. With an effort that nearly wrenched his shoulder from its socket, he pulled
hisleft hand free. There, hisluck ended. Hisleft arm was il tight above the ebow; hisright wouldn't
budgeat al.

Thongsthat cut across his neck threatened to choke him, if he twisted. Shifting hisleft forearm, The
Shadow fdt knotswith hisfingers and plucked at them. Given five minutes, he might get those thongs
untied. But it would be impossible to work on them after his captors returned to this room.

They were due at any moment. The Shadow could hear their mumbles just beyond the door. Being
wegponless, he was faced with the prospect of lying helplessfor along while to come, unless he could
find some way to nullify his captors.

Moving his hand aong his sde, The Shadow tried to find knots that he could work on secretly while
being watched. He discovered none, but hisfingers found the leg of atable.

Working his hand rapidly upward, The Shadow felt the table top, hoping to find something useful. The
only thing that his hand encountered was atelephone. He gripped the standard of the instrument, held it



for afew moments. Then, clearing histhroat with alow, whispered laugh, The Shadow acted upon a
sudden inspiration.

He pulled the telephone toward him, tilted it, so that the receiver fell from the hook and landed closeto
his ear. From another room, he caught the very muffled buzz that came from the switchboard.

Cady and Belk heard it, too. Instead of coming into the room where The Shadow lay bound, Belk went
to the switchboard.

The Shadow could hear Belk cdl to Cady: "What do | do - plug in wherethelight is?"

From Hebler's office, Cady responded in the affirmative. He strolled on in to learn what the call was
about. By that time, Belk had plugged in. The Shadow heard hishello acrossthe wire.

"Hello!" The Shadow's tone was a perfect imitation of Hebler's crisp voice. "Isthat you, Belk?"
"Yes, Mr. Hebler."

KEEPING his mouth close to the phone so the sound of his voice would not carry, except acrossthe
wire, The Shadow proceeded, still using Hebler's style.

"Matters here are shaping oddly, Belk," announced the pretended Hebler, "but very much to our
advantage. It will be not only safe, but wise, to cdl inthe police."

Belk responded with arebellious growl.

"You can't do that!" heretorted. "It may queer everything. Who's going to make trouble, anyway, now
that we've got Cranston where we want him?”

"Young Mewinis here. From the way he acts, | think that Cranston reached him. | am suspicious of
Larkin, too. There may be others about - friends of Cranston -"

"Cady said you needed a couple more of us," growled Belk in angry interruption. "It's bad stuff, not
having anybody posted out front.”

"Enough of such talk, Belk!" The Shadow's interjection was areplica of Hebler's harshest tone. "I am the
onewho gives orders. | handled the police before and am quite competent to do so again.”

"But if you cdl them -"

"I do not intend to call them. Send Cady out a once. Instruct him to give atip-off to headquarters, saying
that thereistrouble at the Ralcott house. If he makes hiscal from apay station” - The Shadow supplied
one of Hebler'sdry chuckles - "it cannot be traced back to me."

Pressing his thumb against the hook, The Shadow heard the buzz from the switchboard. It ended as Belk
pulled out the plug. Then The Shadow heard mumbles, the closing of adoor.

The ruse had worked. Belk and Cady had decided that the call was actualy from Hebler. Cady had
started out to phone the tip-off.

Not many minutes had passed between Hebler'sred cal and The Shadow's fake one. If Miss Prudence
had acted too hastily, the police might still reach the house before Turk's mob made its getaway. Through
that clever insgde cal, The Shadow was actualy using one of Hebler's own workers, Cady, to summon
the law to a scene of crime.



But the police wouldn't be enough. In pretending that he was Hebler, The Shadow had naturally made
the call abrief one, sparing any details that might have made Belk and Cady suspicious. Cady would
amply tell the police that there was trouble at the house. Not expecting to find amob, the officers might
bungle matters badly.

It was imperative that The Shadow reach the house ahead of them. He believed that he could do it.
Another reason why he had sent Cady out was because the fellow's absence could assist The Shadow's
own escape. With Belk asthe lone guard in the place, The Shadow had a chance.

Hewasworking on aknot at hisneck, had it half untied, when Belk camein aminute later. The Shadow
let hisfree hand drop beside him. His forearm dangling over the couch side, he gripped the telephone,
which he had placed on thefloor.

Through half-closed eyes, The Shadow watched Belk approach. The squatty man saw the loosened knot
at The Shadow's neck, took a quick glance e sawhere and spied the prisoner's [eft arm, drooping free
beyond the couch.

With a sharp oath, Belk shoved forward, pulling agun as he came. He made afree-hand grab for The
Shadow's forearm asiit started upward.

Belk was copying Cranston's mistake of afew hours ago. Just as The Shadow had pushed too far across
Hebler's desk, so did Belk thrust forward too rapidly. The Shadow's fist came up with the same piston
gpeed of the brass coils on Hebler's desk. The fist wasn't empty. It brought the telephone withiit.

That swing was restricted to The Shadow's forearm, but his muscles supplied the power of ajab. The
sweep had leverage; hisloosening fingers|et the telephone ride like aweight launched from a catapuilt.
Belk was aiming his gun downward, but he never had achanceto fireit, evenif he had so chosen.

Hooking the squatty man half beneath his outthrust chin, the telephone seemed to jar Belk'sjaw up into
hisface. His hands flew up as he reded backward. The revolver scaled to the wall and rebounded, to fall
beside its owner's coiling body.

WORKING at the loosened knot, The Shadow finished it inside another minute. With his neck free, he
squirmed about, got at the knots on the right with hisleft fingers and histeeth. Both arms freed, he
worked other bonds from hislegsin rapid time.

Bdk hadn't moved. There was no use wasting timein tying him. Locking the doors of theroom, The
Shadow pocketed the keys. Armed with Belk's gun, he hurried down through the darkened offices, to
reach the outlet on the forty-first floor.

The Shadow counted on meeting Cady outdoors, thus saving time; but the fellow had made a quick
return. As The Shadow reached an elevator outside Hebler's office entrance, the door did open.

Cady, stepping out, saw Cranston, made a rapid reach for agun. The Shadow clamped hisleft fist on
Cady'sright wrist, stopping the coming aim. Shoving hisright arm over Cady'sright, The Shadow
hooked it beneath the fellow's corresponding knee.

An astonished elevator operator saw Cady's squatty form go flying through the air, to land face forward
on thetiled floor. Therewas ablast from Cady'sgun; dl it did was dam abullet into the wall. Then Cady
was flattened, half-stunned, hisrevolver clattering acrossthe floor ahead of him.

Asfor agun, The Shadow till had Belk's and was pressing it against the elevator man'sribs. In
Crangton's cam tone, he told the operator to haul Cady's dumped figure into Hebler's offices.



There, The Shadow locked both men in a darkened room that was cramped for space becauise of many
filing cabinets.

Taking the elevator to the lobby, The Shadow made arapid exit to the street. He saw Moe's cab parked
across the way and made for it. Moe, in histurn, was overjoyed to see Cranston. He had come back
here just on a hunch that The Shadow might show up.

Apparently, The Shadow hadn't expected any trouble when he went to see Hebler that afternoon.
Therefore, he had left no ingtructionsfor his agents. They - Moe and others - were to be needed later,
when The Shadow sent word through his contact man, Burbank. Since no zero hour had been set for this
evening, Burbank had smply supposed that The Shadow was delaying certain moves.

Nevertheless, Burbank had approved Moe's return to Hebler's building. As aresult, The Shadow was
saving precious minutesin histrip to the Ral cott mansion, for Moe was eating up the blocksin hungry
style. There wasn't a question that The Shadow would reach his god ahead of the police.

But crime could be ahead of both. Infact, by now, it was dready there. Swift though The Shadow's
escape had been, his strategy was belated.

Despite The Shadow's wdl-laid plans, twists of circumstance had changed the odds, making them heavily
infavor of crime's success. Such success promised doom aswell as robbery.

Death might strike down helpless victimsin the Ra cott mansion before they could receive protection
through The Shadow!

CHAPTER XVIII. DEATHSINTERLUDE

CROOKS had dready taken over the Ra cott mansion. Creeping inward, Turk and his picked crew of
mobbies sprang a perfect surprise when they invaded the library. From the broad doorway, Turk's
command to stick them up was backed by the bristle of haf adozen guns.

L ooking about the group, Turk gave aleer at the faces he saw. Flickers from thefirdight made the
racketeer's complexion appear more yellowish than ever. Hislook was murderous as he turned toward
eschmaninturn.

At firgt, he studied faces as though he had never seen them before. He eyed Uriah Hebler, whose
withered face was agape. The lawyer quailed when Turk made agun gesture; so did Jervis. Sneering,
Turk turned to look at others.

Lawrence Trone was hdf seated at the table, gripping the edge with trembling hands. Turk could seethe
exporter's fingers move itchily toward the bonds. Stepping forward, Turk made asif to smash the fingers
with hisgun. Trone sagged back in his chair, bringing his hands up. Beside him, Senor Muyana copied
the move.

Turning at last toward Denry, Turk relaxed hisleer, gave adight, but wise, nod. It was enough to brand
Denry in the eyes of honest witnesses. Hebler gave emphasisto Turk's nod by side-mouthing to Jervis:

"Did you notice that?'
Jervisundertoned a"Yes, gr," that meant he would testify later asto the token of Denry'streachery.

Viewed by various eyes, Denry looked guilty. He couldn't help it, for he was overwhelmed with
bewilderment. Unable to fathom the mystery of how Turk had entered the house, Denry wasrecaling his
own interview with the crook and feding that, in some way, he was actudly to blame.



Asit dawned on him that he would be framed, anyway, he tried to stiffen his expression. Denry's attempt
at bravado merely made him look more guilty.

Shank arrived, prodding Larkin with agun muzzle. For amoment, Denry had aflash of suspicion
regarding the butler; then it faded. The horror-struck look on Larkin's face was one that couldn't have
been faked.

"Heresthe flunky," gruffed Shank. "That makesal of 'em, don't it, Turk?"

"Can't you count?' demanded Turk. "Look around. The old doll ain't here; neither is her niece."
"Want me to scout around and find 'em?”

"No. Wait aminute."

Savagely viewing the prisoners, Turk demanded some information regarding Miss Ral cott. No one
spoke, until Turk gestured hisgun at Hebler in businesdike style. It wasthen that Jervis weakened, afraid
for hisemployer'slife.

"Miss Ra cott went upstairs,” whined Jervis, "to see her niece, whoiisill in bed.”

"Get out into the hall," Turk told Shank. "Keep watching the stairs. Cover the old dame when she comes
down. If her nieceis sick, we won't have to worry about her until |ater."

SHANK followed orders. Posting his other mobbies so that they held al prisoners properly covered,
Turk went directly to the picture that hid the wall safe. With aside glance a Denry, the crook began to
turn the combination.

To Denry's amazement, it worked. The safe came open; Turk brought out big bundles of billsand carried
them to thetable.

There, he thumbed the currency, noting its amount. He stacked Trone's bonds in a separate pile,
intending to take them aso. But even with aquarter million in cash and an equa amount in securities that
might possibly be unloaded, Turk wasn't satisfied.

Returning to the safe, he fished around and found the eighteen thousand dollars that Carol had mentioned.
Turk stuffed that cash into his coat, remarking that he would use it as pocket money.

The actua robbery hadn't taken long. Unless Turk choseto delay, he would be gone well before hisflight
could be blocked. But Turk was still thinking about Miss Prudence and Carol. Back at the table, he was
bundling the stacks of thousand-dallar bills, when he called to Shank:

"Better sart upstairsto -"

A harsh toneinterrupted. It was astrange chortle, that sounded sinister above the ceasaless crackle from
thefireplace. Turk gazed angrily about, wondering who had supplied that chalenging croak. He didn't
even redlize the direction that it had come from, until he saw one of hismobbies stare.

The fellow was|ooking toward the back of the library. His eyes bulged as he spoke a name through
chattering tegth:

"The Shadow!"

Curtains had parted in the rear wall. Between their draping folds stood the figure that all crooks feared.
Firelight reflected the burn of boring eyes beneath the lowered brim of adouch hat. The upturned collar



of ablack cloak hid the invader's features.

Ominous as the eyes was the muzzle of a .45 automatic that projected from agloved fist. That gun was
on the move, coolly swinging from one crook to another, threatening al. Mobbiesfound their hands
frozen on their guns.

Turk, whose own revolver was back in his pocket, felt hisfingers dip from the money that he gripped.
Hewasready to drop that loot if the gun muzzle camein hisdirection.

But the gun moved el sawhere. It was bearing upon the crooks who aready held weapons, gesturing them
to drop their guns. A revolver clanked the floor; then another. Tuned to that music came alow,
triumphant laugh from hidden lips.

Again, the power of The Shadow was being demonstrated over men of crime.

Denry wanted to scoop up one of the fallen guns. He hesitated, redlizing that The Shadow - like others -
might consider him an dly of the crooks. He looked eagerly about, hoping that others would spring to
The Shadow's aid. Denry gave a hopeless groan.

Tronewas dtill sagged in his chair; histrembling fingers seemed more anxious to reclaim the bonds than to
grab for agun. Muyanawas making smilar gestures, though farther from the table. Jervis was hopelesdy
out of things, he looked about ready to collapse. Larkin might have been ahelp, but he was too distant
and actudly in the midst of crooks.

The one man who might have helped was Uriah Hebler, but the lawyer did not make amove. Hewas
garing likeaman in atrance, hiseyesriveted asif viewing aghod.

Denry wondered what had come over Hebler. He thought the lawyer would consider The Shadow's
arriva as an opportunity toward ending crime.

Actually, Hebler was too amazed to budge. He was positive that The Shadow lay prisoner in hisown
offices. It wasimpossible that he could have arrived here so soon, that cloaked invader, even if he had
broken loose from Cady and Belk. At least, so Hebler caculated, and the lawyer usudly figured minutes
to thefraction.

There could only be one answer: Lamont Cranston was not The Shadow. That solution was no comfort
to Hebler. It convinced him that he had been tricked; that The Shadow had sent Cranston to fool him. If
30, Hebler could expect no mercy. He, too, had overplayed his game.

ANOTHER revolver hit the floor. Crooks were cowering as the swinging muzzle veered. Then, a the
moment when their disaster seemed a certainty, one man had the boldness that was needed for their
rescue. Crime'slone hope was Shank Bithlo.

Hewas cregping in from the halway, hoping to flank The Shadow. The eyes above the gun muzzle were
turned the other way.

Shank's hand came up, bringing its revolver. He lunged, hoping to blast The Shadow from close range.
Denry gulped awarning, but his voice was drowned by atimely shriek from Larkin.

Instantly, there came a demonsgtration worthy of The Shadow's prowess. Whedling amid the curtains, the
cloaked gunner aimed point-blank for Shank and pressed the gun trigger while the crook was till on the

lunge.
Shank jolted upward; his own shot whistled through the curtains. Then, sprawling forward, the crook hit



thefloor, an inert corpse. A bullet straight to Shank's heart stood as a token of The Shadow's power to
deliver death!

CHAPTER XIX. THE WRONG SHADOW

THE prompt stroke that felled Shank Bithlo should have ended crime's progress; in fact, it would have,
except for Turk Gorlon.

Whilethe last of the mobbieswere staring at Shank's sorawling form, letting their guns drop at sight of
their pa'sfate, Turk waslooking toward the curtains.

Turk saw something more amazing than Shank's finish. He witnessed the end of The Shadow!

The recoil of the .45 was powerful. It took a strong hand to manage so large an automatic with precision,
particularly after a shot had been fired. Such handling was one of The Shadow's specidties, but on this
occasion the ability was absent.

Turk saw the gun kick upward like amul€'s hoof. Totaly unmanaged, it jarred its handler backward.
One gloved hand grabbed for a curtain; the other, gripping the gun, swept backward and struck the brim
of the douch hat. The headpiece flipped away, |loosing ashower of Slver hair.

Turk saw the face beneath, just as the cloaked form staggered back beyond the curtains. He knew those
features weren't The Shadow's. With atriumphant snarl, he yanked his own revolver and lunged forward,

ydling:
"It'stheold dame! C'mont!*

He swept away the curtains as he sprang. Beyond them, mobbies saw the face of Miss Prudence
Ralcott, above the disarrayed collar of the black cloak. They forgot that with her masgquerade, she had
been capable enough to beat Shank to the shot. They grabbed for their guns, intending to follow Turk.

Men fell upon them. Denry, anxious to redeem himsdlf, wasthefirst to charge. Seeing hismove,
everyone el se pitched into the fray. But thugs proved savage, even though they didn't have their guns.

While one dugged at Denry, another spilled Larkin. With the aged servant out of it, Denry found himsdlf
engaged with two opponents.

Others were bowling Trone and Muyana back into their chairs. Hebler made agreat show, that lasted for
three seconds; then he tripped over Jervis and both went scrambling to a corner. They grabbed at guns,
but missed them.

Wresting from histwo assallants, Denry drove after Turk. He saw the racketeer trip over acurtain, and it
was lucky that Turk did; lucky for him, at least.

Again, Miss Prudence was the first to aim; she had both hands on the gun, to control it. Turk pitched
downward just asthe gun blasted. The bullet whined past his head and mashed againgt the fireplace.

Therecoil threw Miss Prudence half about. She wasin thelittle room, and she managed to hustle toward
the hallway door while other thugs were aiming at her.

Denry bowled over one crook and spoiled the fellow's shot. The other halted, aimed for Denry'srolling
figure. Miss Prudence let loose with her gun again.

The shot clipped the crook who aimed at Denry, but the kick of The Shadow's .45 bounced thefrail old



lady out into the hall. Grabbing &t the douch hat that was faling from her shoulders, Miss Prudence made
afutile attempt to resume her disguise.

By that time, Turk was on hisfeet again, ydling for some of his crew to go around by the hall.

MISS PRUDENCE had managed one thing very successfully. She was drawing the whole mob in her
own direction. Cutting through the little room, Turk reached the hallway, saw that the entire lot were
behind him, except for Shank and the other thug that Miss Prudence had dropped.

He shouted for afew to go back and cover the prisoners. By that time, it wastoo late. Someone had
clicked off thelibrary lights. In the darkness, Denry grabbed a an entering thug; the two of them redled
into another scuffling match.

The big couch cut off the glare of the dying firelight. Milling figures were being carried toward the hdll.
Guns were shooting; who was handling them, Denry didn't know, but the shots were directed mostly
toward the celling.

In the halway, Turk spotted Miss Prudence beyond the stairs. She was gone into the kitchen asthe
racketeer fired. Taking up thetrail, Turk wasfollowed by a handful of mobhbies, al bent on avenging a
pair of falen pas.

"Weve got her!" shouted Turk. "The bunch out back will stop her!™

Miss Prudence must have heard that shout just when she reached the back door. Stopping on the
threshold, she gave another laugh. She put a degpnessinto that contralto tone; it carried amockery of its
own, though it differed from The Shadow's mirth.

Crooks out in the garden weren't in amood to make distinctions, particularly when Miss Prudence
opened fire from the kitchen steps. Back against the house wall, she took the jolting recails, even though

they sagged her.

Shots answered, wildly fired, for lurking crooks were taking to cover, thinking that they faced The
Shadow. They didn't like the cramped quarters of the garden; they wanted to be on the move. Asa
result, their hasty fire was useless.

Again, Miss Prudence was learning one secret of The Shadow's prowess. The chill that crooks received
at sight of a cloaked marksman in action was one reason why The Shadow could take chances in open
battle.

Miss Prudence had taken enough chances. She had been living up to The Shadow's name, instead of her
own. The gun was empty; her only chancefor lifelay in flight.

She dashed for the garden gate, holding the hat to her head, clutching the cloak that was faling from her
shoulders.

Mobsters kept shooting at the kitchen door; the sound of their shots drowned Miss Prudence's scurry
through the darkness. Turk, coming up, jabbed shots to make himsalf known. Guns stopped their fire;
Turk heard the creak of the gate. Like Miss Prudence, he had used hisfina shot; but that didn't matter.

Bounding for the gate, Turk was followed by Denry, who came with asurge of mobbies. Denry had
grabbed up agun; temporarily, Turk'stribe mistook him for one of themsalves. Asthey dropped for
cover, intending to back Turk up with gunfire, Denry kept ahead.

IN the vague gloom at the opened gate, Denry saw Turk yanking at the cloak with one hand, swinging a



gun with the other. Rather than risk ashot, he hurled himsalf between.

He warded off the gun blow, athough his intervention wasn't needed. Miss Prudence had twisted clear of
the cloak.

Denry saw her slvery hair asthe douch hat left her head. Miss Prudence had stumbled; she seemed to
be stooping to regain the lost garments. Turk was turning, hoping to take another swing, when Denry
aimed hisgun for the racketeer'sface.

Twisting, Turk dedged sdewise with hisrevolver as Denry fired. Cuffed againgt the Side of the face,
Denry redled. His shot had gone wide. Jarred by the blow that he had taken, he couldn't sesemto get a
grip on hisgun.

Hewas on his hands and knees, his head swimming, when flashlights suddenly appeared. They came
from corners of the garden, their combined glow focused on the gate.

A cloaked figurewas rising again to meet Turk Gorlon. Denry heard the racketeer's raucous guffaw asa
hand siwung a gun toward him. Turk flung his own arm sideward to beat awvay Miss Prudencesfeeble
fist. Hewas gtarting aswing with his own gun.

But thefrail hand did not falter. Its swing had power. Somehow, it couldn't have been frail at dl, unless
Turk'swarding arm had suddenly weakened. The weight of the swinging gun drove Turk'sarm past his
head. The gun landed solidly against the crook's head, jarred him from hisfeet.

As Turk sprawled, the black-cloaked figure sivung about, brandishing two guns, not one. From hidden
lips came a strident mockery, al the more taunting because of its comparison with the imitation that
crooks had heard a short while before.

With that mirth, big automaticstalked. Fully loaded, they had perfect targets: the flashlightsthat Turk's
reserve crew handled in such open fashion. The lights went flying, grounded like stricken fireflies, as
bullets chopped down mobsmen.

Again, mobsters had picked the wrong Shadow. They had mistaken the imitation for the redl, and had
suffered somewnhat as a consequence. Thistime, they had mistaken the redl for the imitation, and the
result wasto be disaster.

It wasn't Miss Prudence Ralcott that they faced at present. It was The Shadow, arriving in person, ready
to complete the work that his brave aly had so capably begun!

CHAPTER XX. WANTED EVIDENCE

THE flowery spacein back of the Ra cott mansion had been the scene of many lovely garden parties, but
never such aone asthis. Buds weren't sprouting; gunswere. They sent thelr fiery blooms from the
mouths of busy muzzles.

Miss Prudence was beyond the gate where The Shadow had thrust her, after claiming his cloak and hat.
Using spare guns that he had brought from Moe's cab, the cloaked fighter was weaving across the
garden, jabbing bulletsto itsfringes.

The bursts that answered him were hopeless. Crooks couldn't keep tabs on The Shadow's zigzagsin the
darkness. Open ground was the best shelter in such blackness, for one who could fade and shift as could
The Shadow.

In their turn, crooks were trapped. Their shots gave them away. Ranged adong the walls, they could



change position only in alaterd direction; when they reached corners, they were cooped up. Sometried
to fire from crouched postures, but found that hyacinths and marigolds made very poor entrenchments.

They broke for the gate, found it the only spot where shots did not pursue them. Miss Prudence was
gone, but The Shadow knew that Denry was thereabouts, and was making due allowances. Besides,
crooks weren't heading toward a getaway.

Asthey bounded to the street, those remnants of a crippled mob heard whistles shrill awelcome.
Spotlights burned suddenly from arriving patrol cars. Down the street, thugs saw Miss Prudence waving
on asquad of arriving policel

His senses back again, Denry found aflashlight on the ground. He pressed its switch, looked for Turk
Gorlon. The racketeer was gone!

Turk couldn't have fled by the gate. He must have crawled aong the path toward the house, luckily
passing The Shadow. Swinging the flashlight toward the kitchen door, Denry saw The Shadow entering
the house. Probably he didn't know that Turk wasingde. It was Denry'sjob to tell him.

Wildly, Denry flashed the light about, found agun and grabbed it up. Speeding into the house, he saw
The Shadow moving toward the front hallway, warily kegping to gloom'sfringesin case of lurking
crooks. Wondering where Turk had gone, Denry thought suddenly of Carol.

He looked about, saw a door and opened it. His guess was right; it was the way to the back Sairs.
Reaching the second floor, Denry heard voices from adoor that stood gar. Approaching, helooked into
abedroom.

Turk was facing the bed, holding aleveled gun. Carol was sitting upright, her eyeswide. She looked asiif
she had awakened from aheavy deep; but the rattle of guns, Turk'sarriva in her room, had completely
roused her.

Turk was arguing some point that Carol couldn't seem to comprehend.
"Dont try to bluff me," hewas snarling. "'Y ou went through with it, dl right. I'm here, ain't 1?*
"But... but | can't remember -"

"Forget it then,” sneered Turk. "Maybe you walked in your deep! It don't make no diff. You'rein the
racket, S0 you're coming along!”

"But why?' queried Caral. "'l can't help you -"

"Oh, no?" Turk'stone was ferocious. "Listen, cutey. The cops are outside, and The Shadow'sinside.
What does that mean to you?"'

Blankly, Carol shook her head.

"It meansalot to me," asserted Turk. "They won't try to clip meif I've got you with me. Come along!"
"But my cdlothed"

"No timefor them. You'll do asyou are.”

GRABBING adender wrigt, Turk hauled Carol's nightgowned figure from the bed. The girl gavea
scream as the crook swung her for the door. Full about, Turk saw Denry charging in from the doorway.
Denry didn't mind; he was remembering Turk's empty gun.



That was why Denry delayed his shot; he wanted to put one straight to Turk's heart. But Turk's gun
wasn't empty. The crook had picked up another weapon, as had Denry. Turk fired first. Something
burned Denry's shoulder; hetook a Sideward stagger.

Turk wanted to get another shot at him, but Carol grabbed for the crook's gun hand. At the same
moment, awhispered laugh made Turk turn toward the doorway. He saw The Shadow, aiming from the
threshold. Turk started to let his hand go limp; Carol grabbed for the gun.

In aningtant, Turk had the girl in front of him, asashield. Twisted toward the doorway, Carol winced as
the crook twisted her arm in back of her. Then, head lifted high, she called on The Shadow to risk a shot.
Turk promptly placed hisgun to the girl's head.

The Shadow was gone from the doorway. They heard his gun begin to blast. Shoving Carol out into the
hallway, still keeping the gun againgt her temple, Turk rushed her toward the front Sairs.

Mobhbies, attracted by the gunfire, had come up the back way. The Shadow had turned to greet them.

With Carol asahostage, Turk reached the tower hal. Theterrified girl thought that The Shadow had
forgotten her. She didn't redlize that he knew she would be safe until Turk wasin the clear. The mob
leader was depending upon her life as apassport, in case of opposition.

By the dim light of thelibrary fire, they saw men cowering in corners, waiting for the policeto comein
from the garden. Turk saw stacks of money and bonds still on the table, but didn't dare stop for the
swag. From upstairs, he could hear the sound of The Shadow's triumphant laugh, marking the end of
gunfire.

Shoving Caral to the front door, Turk told her to unbolt it. Tremblingly, the girl obeyed. Then shewas
outdoors, treading the chill brownstone steps.

Carol tried to hold back as Turk shoved her. There was ataxi down the street, and she feared that Turk
would useit for agetaway, carrying her dong. As Carol baked, Turk jabbed the gun muzzle harder.

"I'minthe clear dready," he sneered. "If you want abullet, you can haveit!"

Carol started down another step. She heard something swish from above her. Then shereceived a
forciblejolt, but not from Turk's gun. It was away from her forehead; wildly, Turk was clawing for her
shoulder. A strap broke, and Carol rolled halfway acrossthe sidewalk.

A taxi driver was helping her to her feet when shelooked back. On the steps, Turk was struggling with
The Shadow. An open window on the second floor told the route that he had used. Dropping from
above, The Shadow had delivered so sudden asurprise that Turk hadn't found a chanceto fire.

"Get inthecab, lady," thetaxi man wastelling Caral. "I'll look out for you. | brought The Shadow here.”

CAROL believed him. They werein the cab and away none too soon. As Turk, wriggling madly, tried to
scramble back to the shelter of a house door, a crook-manned car wheeled up, guns bristling from its
Sdes.

The Shadow opened fire, so did men from across the street. The Shadow's agents were on hand.

Crooks|eft their car and dived for shdlter. Leaving battle to his agents, The Shadow followed Turk into
the house. Luck was putting dl its cardsin Turk's hand tonight.

AsTurk dived into thelibrary, ascurry of crooks came through the hallway from the kitchen. Driven by



the incoming police, they were desperate enough to battle The Shadow.

The cloaked fighter flung himsdf into the midst of them; he sprawled with them in adugging hegp. One
crook got through to join Turk; there was wild excitement from thelibrary. A cluster of men came milling
out - Turk and his attending pal were mixed with Larkin, Hebler, Trone and Muyana

A gtaggering figure from the stairs threw hisweight into the fray. It was Denry, fighting despite his
wounded shoulder. Like The Shadow, Denry saw bundlesthat Turk and the other crook were carrying.
From the stairway, Denry wasin timeto aid the men who actually wanted to prevent Turk's getaway.

It was The Shadow, though, who settled the matter. Pitching alast pair of groggy thugsinto the arms of
arriving police, he leaped for the cluster that was nearing the front door.

His hands snatched bundles from Turk's grasp.

The other thug dropped his part of the swag. Hands caught Turk's coat; the crook wrenched clear of it
and dived out, down the steps.

Turk'strapped pal made awild lunge for The Shadow, took the bullets that should have reached the
fleeing racketeer. Staggering in huddled fashion, Turk was grabbed by two crooks who bobbed up from
beside the steps. They steered him headlong into their car and sped away, running abarrage of bullets
from The Shadow's agents.

At the doorway, The Shadow saw Turk's car turn the corner. Turning about, he witnessed a scufflein the
halway. Hebler was sprawling, as Denry butted him againgt the wall. Stacks of money flew from Hebler's
ams.

Apparently, the lawyer had gathered in the reclaimed cash; The Shadow and others had handed it over
from Turk's possession. And Denry hadn't liked it.

Police were shoving the separated combatants into the parlor. Trone was coming from the library, helping
Jervis, who had been lying wounded since the earliest conflict. The Shadow had a chanceto reach the
library. He looked about to seeif anything had been |eft on the table. It was quite bare.

Moving beyond the fireplace, The Shadow stooped from sight just as other persons reached the
doorway.

Miss Prudence had come in through the kitchen with the police. She was suggesting that, sncethe
wounded men - Denry and Jervis - were being cared for in the parlor, the others should hold conference
inthelibrary.

By the time the group arrived there, The Shadow was gone. Spying the curtains at the back of the room,
with open darkness beyond them, he picked them as a hiding place. He saw Miss Prudence enter,
carrying her money. She seemed to know the amount by the size of the bundles.

"It'sdl here," she assured dryly. "Well, Mr. Trone, let us proceed with our transaction. | am ready to buy
your bonds-"

Trone gave agargly interruption and pointed at the bare table. Turning, he stared from Miss Prudence to
Hebler, then to Larkin and Muyana. His words became coherent.

"The bonds!" expressed Trone. "They were there, but they're gone!”

Crimesinvasion had produced results, despite the efforts to frustrate it. Though aquarter million in cash



had been saved, bonds rated at an equal value were actually gone. No longer could events be considered
inthelight of amere burglary.

Evidence was wanted. When found, it would reved the master hand behind the game of crime. The
Shadow knew!

CHAPTER XXI. PROOF OF CRIME

BEFORE anyone else could offer asuggestion, avery competent man took charge of matters. Hewasa
swarthy, stocky individua, who had come with the police. He was Inspector Joe Cardona, ace of crime
investigators on the New Y ork policeforce.

Cardona had regarded a tip-off involving the Ralcott mansion as important enough to require his
presence. Events had proven that he was needed, for it was Cardona's efficient |eadership that had
enabled the police to round up the horde that The Shadow drove their way.

Pacing the library, Cardona eyed a body lying near the curtains, ordered two detectivesto take it away.

"There goes Shank Bithlo," announced Cardona. "The only guy he ever worked for was Turk Gorlon, a
mighty dick racketeer. From al descriptions, it was Turk who brought the mob here. You dl say Turk
went out through the front." Cardonalooked around the group. " Could he have carried anything with
him?'

One by one, they agreed that Turk might have sill had the bonds, though he had lost the cash. It was
probable, Joe decided, that Turk had mistaken them for the currency, in the excitement. It was rather
ironicd, the thought of Turk clinging to the wrong bundle, though Trone didn't seem to seeit that way.

Between them, Trone and Muyanawere agreeing that Turk would have some trouble fencing the bonds.
Cardona decided that such adiscussion could wait. He got back to the subject of crime, ashe
questioned:

"Who let Turk in here, to begin with?"

Before anyone could answer, Denry arrived from across the hall. Weak and haggard, he was talking
about Carol, saying that Turk had dragged her away. Miss Prudence was claiming that Carol was till
upstairs, in bed, when aring sounded at the front door.

It was Moe Shrevnitz. Asking for Miss Ralcott, heinformed her:

"Your nieceisoutsde, in my cab. | took her away from dl the shooting. When things got quiet, we came
back."

"Tdl her tocomein a once."

" She wants some more clothesfirgt," explained Moe. " She says a nightgown isn't forma enough,
congdering that you've got company. Particularly anightgown that needs repairs.”

Miss Prudence showed actual amazement. Then, regaining her cam, she sent Larkin up to find Ellen, to
tell the housekeeper that the battle was over and send her out with suitable attire for Carol.

Denry wasredlieved by Caral'sreturn, but he was close to collapse. An ambulance was clanging outside;
Cardona ordered Denry to the hospital, dong with Jervis.

"All right,"” demanded Cardona. "All that's over. Let's get back to where we started. Who was working



with the crooks?"

Helooked at Hebler, as though the lawyer ought to know. Like Henry, Cardona had become suspicious
of the withery man. Meeting Joe's gaze, Hebler merdly shrugged. But he had agleam in hiseye that made
Cardona question him further.

"Tdl methis, then," demanded the inspector. "Why did Mewin go after you, just before | came in? What
were you going to do with dl that cash, when you had it?"

Hebler amiled.

"I brought the money here," he declared. " Since Miss Prudence had intrusted me with it once, | supposed
it was my duty to take charge of it again, when she was temporarily absent.”

"But why did Mewin pitch into you?"

"He was excited, | suppose. Miss Prudence regards him as avery trustworthy young man. | wouldn't
want to suggest that he might have been anxiousto saize the funds himsdlf."

CARDONA began to stroke his chin. Hebler's backhanded suggestion had impressed him. Trone had
heard it, too; the exporter suddenly stopped his moaning. Excitedly, he exclaimed:

"Denry must have doneit!™
Cardonawhedled about, with the question: "Y ou mean helet Turk in here?"

"Yes" replied Trone, mournfully, "he isthe one person to suspect. Technically, heisdready acrimina.
He embezzled money from my reserve bank account.”

Hebler indulged in awrinkled smile. He had hoped to get Trone started, without reveaing how he had
used Jervisto spy on the exporter's doings.

"Denry took five thousand dollars," declared Trone. "He confessed it today, and sSigned a statement
admitting his guilt. Go to my office, ingpector. In the safe, you will find atin box that containsdl the
evidence.

"Worg of dl" - Trone gave agroan - "he took the money to pay adebt to thisman you cal Turk Gorlon.
In the box | mention are the canceled notes, bearing Turk's signature.”

Cardonawas ready to leave, when he remembered that he needed the combination to the safe. He asked
for it; Trone repeated the combination from memory, and Cardonawrote it down. As he turned about,
Joesad:

"From what you say, it's obvious that Denry Mewin isthe person who let Turk's mob in here tonight.”

"No!" It was Carol who interrupted. She had entered the front door, wearing an elaborate dressing gown
and fancy dippers. "l was the one who opened the back gate."

"Nonsense!" chuckled Miss Prudence. "Y ou werein bed, Carol. Don't try to shield Denry. Heisn't guilty
yet. Besides, | know you were asegp” - the old lady chuckled - "because of the medicine| gave you."

Cardona stared from Carol to Miss Prudence. He decided that their conflicting statements did not matter.
Probably Miss Prudence was right, because Carol obvioudy loved Denry and might thereforelieto save
him.



"Somebody was working with Turk,” decided Cardona. "When wefind out who it was, that settlesit.
Because" - looking about, Joe kept his eyes on Hebler longer than the others - "anyone who was here
tonight might have let Turk in."

Cardonaleft thelibrary, to cal the hospital. He wanted to make sure that Denry would be under proper
guard, in case hisarrest was to follow. While Joe was making the telephone call, Miss Prudence passed
near the curtains.

She, done, heard the low-toned whisper that issued from the space beyond. She gave adight nod; when
Cardonareturned, the old lady suggested:

"Suppose that we dl follow you to Mr. Trone's office, and continue the investigation there?"

"Good enough,” agreed Cardona. "I'll detail men to come dong with you. | can leave others here at the
house."

AFTER Cardona had gone, Hebler stepped suddenly across the room and parted the curtains at the
rear. The glare from anewly blazing fireilluminated the smdl adjoining room. It was empty.

Miss Prudence smiled. She knew that The Shadow had gone.

They werewaiting for Carol, who had hurried upstairsto get dressed. During the interval, atelephone
cal camefor Hebler. Thelawyer answered it, talking tersely, histone confidentia to avoid the ears of
officerswho stood about.

Then Carol joined them, and a parade of cars set out for Trone's office. There was an officer in each
vehicle, with some squad cars forming an escort. Trone, it happened, was riding in the same car with
Hebler.

"I hateto believethat Denry isacrimind,”" declared Trone, moodily. "But the proof isin my safe-"

"There was proof at the house," interposed Hebler, dryly. "1 haven't forgotten how Denry tried to seize
the cash from me."

"Y et Denry put up astrong fight -"
"That was abluff, Trone. Anyone could have bluffed during thet fight. Evenyou or 1."
"He was wounded, saving Carol from -"

"No doubt he lovesthe girl. He hadn't expected Turk to drag her from her bed and expose her to
danger. That wasn't in their bargain.”

The cars had reached their destination. The assembled group went up in eevatorsto Trone's office.
There, they found Cardona; he had opened the safe and had placed the tin box on the desk. The box
was closed with asedl.

"I didn't want to open it," declared Cardona, "because | knew you were coming, Mr. Trone. Y ou hadn't
told me about the sedl. | thought that you had better identify it."

"Of course," said Trone. "I'd forgotten about the sedl. | put it on there” - he gave a casua glance toward
thetin box - "because | had set the box specialy aside. You see" - histone was earnest - "I had resolved
to give Denry another chance.”

The sedl was wax; its smudged surface cracked easily as Cardona opened the box. But Joe didn't notice



that particularly, nor did Trone. Neither believed that anyone could have tampered with the sedl, Sinceit
had been in the safe.

But when thelid came up, it did not reved the expected contents. Instead of afew flimsy papers at the
bottom, the box was stuffed. The stack that Cardonatook from it consisted of charred papers, dl alike:
some of them crumpled entirely to ashes as Joe handled them.

A few, however, were dmost intact, enough for Cardona and othersto identify them. Those crinkled
papers were proof enough of crime, but adifferent sort of evidence than anyone expected.

On Trone's desk, they made a startling sight - the scorched remnants of the South American bonds that
Lawrence Trone had planned to sdll to Prudence Ra cott!

From somewhere - in that very room, it seemed - came the whispered laugh of The Shadow!

The law had asked for proof of crime. The Shadow had supplied it!
CHAPTER XXII. THE FINAL GUILT

TO Cardonas view, the evidence was enough. A man of many hunches, Joe began to understand its
meaning. Others, closer to recent events, still were baffled; that was because their minds were cluttered
with fase suspicions.

Miss Prudence Ral cott was not among the uninformed. The look that she turned toward Uriah Hebler
was one that made the lavyer stare. He redlized that Miss Prudence had learned everything, from The
Shadow.

Hiswhisper fading, The Shadow spoke. His voice came from the loud-spesker on Trone's dictograph
device. He explained.

Arriving here ahead of Cardona, The Shadow had opened Trone's safe, having heard the exporter give
the combination. He had substituted the evidence, taking out the papers that incriminated Denry, leaving
the partly burned bonds instead.

He had till found time to reverse the dictograph device, so that by speaking from the office below, he
could be heard in Trone's, over the wire that Jervis had formerly used. But The Shadow did not discuss
any of those angles.

How the bonds had come there could remain amystery. The evidence against Denry would be forgotten
asimaginary, when The Shadow was through.

"Those bonds," announced The Shadow, in hissbilant tone, "are exactly as| found them in the fireplace
of the Ralcott library, after Turk Gorlon failed to take them. Their theft was necessary, so that Lawrence
Trone could pretend to be avictim, like Prudence Ral cott."

A spluttery voice interrupted. It was Trone's, making adenid. The Shadow drowned it.

"Tronelacked the capita to buy real bonds," the sinister voice resumed. "Moreover, he did not careto
risk them. Those bonds arefalse, like Trone himself. Like hisfriend Muyana, who was supplied by Turk
Gorlon. Another crook -"

It was Muyana who was mouthing arguments, that were lost as The Shadow increased the tone of the
loud-spesker.



"L ook for the fingerprints, inspector” - The Shadow was speaking to Cardonadirectly - "and you will
find those of Trone and Muyanato be the only ones. But thered crimina is Trone. He planned the whole
game from the Sart.

"The proof issmple. Only Trone could have arranged the detailswhich fell so accurately inline. He
waited until Turk had framed Mdwin's brother, then put Denry into trouble himself. He baited Denry with
the bank account; cdled for it later, a an opportunetime.

"What did it matter if Denry refused to aid Turk's entry into the Ral cott house? Aslong as Denry was
there he would be blamed when afterward branded as a crook. Either Trone or Muyana could have
opened the way through the gate into the house."

Carol Marr was staring fixedly. She actualy thought that Trone, or his sooge, Muyana, had done the
deed in question. No one could have guessed that Miss Prudence was responsible.

But Carol, gazing at her aunt, redlized that the old lady must have known much, al aong. She had
shielded Carol fromapartin crime.

THE SHADOW'S voicetrailed to aweird whisper, that rose with a sudden crescendo and crashed into
shivery echoesthat chilled dl listeners. His story was told; no more was needed.

The law could piece the details as they were required. No accusation would stand against Denry Melwin.
The Shadow had not forgotten to remove Trone's own list of the reserve fund'stotal.

It was only alittle matter of five thousand dollars that had gone back to crooks, anyway. A replacement
for the money that Turk Gorlon had loaned to Alvin Mewin, dias Kid Pell, to belost in gambling houses
where the Kid had no chance to win.

From the very outset, crime had been managed by aman of craft: Lawrence Trone. The silent partner in
many rackets, his export business was nothing but the front he used to acquire crooked funds.

He hadn't been satisfied with irregular earnings, requiring big paymentsto workerslike Turk Gorlon.
Trone had gonein for supercrime, and failed.

Trone admitted that himsdf, now that the game was up. As The Shadow's laugh dwindled into slence,
the master crook found his voice. He was shouting accusations at everyone, including the faker who
caled himsdf Muyana. The pretended Senor lost his accent.

"You can't pinthisrgp onme!" he snarled. "They've got you, Trone-"

With the words, the darkish crook tore away from hands that held him and made a move toward Trone.
It was just what the master crook wanted. Tangled with Muyana, Trone yanked a gun and began to use
it. His shots were wild, until Muyana caught the idea, too.

By that time, Cardona and others were grabbing both of them, halting Trone's shots, preventing
Muyanas draw of agun. It looked like an easy victory for the law until the door of the outer office burst
open, admitting Turk and the few of hisremaining mobsmen.

They had headed to Trone's building, figuring it was the one place they would remain unhunted, for they
had depended upon Trone to cover crime. They were to clear later, those crooks, on the basisthat their
share of ahdf million would make it worth while to leave the country forever.

But Turk didn't have the cash; not even the eighteen thousand dollars, for he had |eft that behind when he
lost his coat. Hearing gunfire, he had ordered his men to Trone's office, desperately hoping to salvage



something from the broken cause by rallying to his chief'said.

It meant death to many, if Turk and his few desperate followers reached that inner office, where
everyone was scattering. What stopped them was a chalenge from the outer door by which they entered.
It wasthe laugh of The Shadow, close a hand, thistime, without the use of intervening wires,

Turk and histhugs wheeled as The Shadow's guns began to blast. They dived for the cover of desks and
other office equipment, hoping by force of numbersto stab home one lucky shot that would end the
career of their superfoe.

It was one of those duelswhere al hung in the balance, when The Shadow's guns were suddenly joined
by another pair.

Two squatty men had shoved into the doorway beside him. His new dlies were Cady and Belk. Hebler
had heard from them back at the Ral cott house, had told them where to come. He had specified, too,
that they were to aid The Shadow whenever needed. Cady and Belk were doing it.

Turk and his crew were dumping, outshot so competently that not one had gained a chance at accurate
am. But with thefinish of ther fire, two men came dashing from the inner office.

Onewas Trone; behind him was Muyana. The latter sprawled as Cardonafollowed him with ashot.

Ahead of aiming police guns, Trone shoved hisrevolver toward The Shadow. Three bullets met Trone,
jarred him so hard that he bounced desk-high as he fired. Trone's bullet dented the plaster above the
outer door. Clipped by three marksmen, Trone was dead when he hit the floor.

Cady and Belk deserved full credit. Either of their shots would have felled Trone, mortaly. But asthe
chief of crimelay motionless, clutching the scorched bonds close to his bullet-burned heart, dl withesses
knew whose am had reached that vital target.

The Shadow's shot had marked the certain end to crime. Stepping between Cady and Belk, the cloaked
victor strode silently from the scene and departed into the night.

RIDING back to the mansion, Miss Prudence beamed at Hebler and asked, very pointedly:
"Wel, Urigh?'
The lawyer shook his head.

"Yousad | wasafool, Prudence" hedeclared, "and | believe | was. | had the whole casein my grasp
andlogtit.”

"Do you mean that you suspected Trone?"

"Of course!™ answered Hebler. "From the day he began negotiations with you. That waswhy | had a
dictograph ingtdled in his place, s0 that Jervis could listen in and report.”

"But you learned nothing?"

"No. | believe now that Trone was too smart. He guessed that the place was wired. When he called Turk
he must have done so e sawhere. Thethingsthat Jervis overheard were the things that Trone wanted
known."

Miss Prudence saw humor init al. Shelaughed. Hebler became solemn.



"When Cranston entered the scene,” declared the attorney, "' began to suspect him. Today, | actually
trapped him, thinking that everything would be safe, once he was diminated.”

Miss Prudence looked quite interested. ™Y ou managed to trap him by yourself?"

"Toadegree, yes," returned Hebler. "But Cady and Belk helped me. | left them guarding him, but he
managed to escape. He locked them in my offices; it took them awhileto get free.”

"I'm glad they did," decided Miss Prudence. "They helped out very nicely later. Who arethey, Uriah?'

"A couple of State officers,” replied Hebler. "The governor furnished them, a my request. | had them
with me severd times, Prudence. Everything they did was quite legal. They even had aright to seize
Crangton. He threstened mewith agun.”

"Because he was going to take you into his confidence,” laughed Miss Prudence. "It would take agun,
sometimes, Uriah, to make you listen to reason! Nevertheless' - she gripped the lawyer'sarm - "I think a
great deal more of you because of dl that you have done. Perhaps | am stupid, too, Uriah.”

An ambulance was waiting outside the mansion. Carol gazed at her aunt, started to ssammer aquestion.

"Of course Denry ishere, dear,” declared Miss Prudence primly. "He wasn't badly hurt. Y ou don't think |
would let him stay in ahospitd, do you? A friend of ours?'

Carol heard no more. She was dashing into the house. She reached the second floor, paused outsde a
door. From inside she heard alow-toned voice that she recognized as The Shadow's.

Stepping away from the door, Carol waited while it opened. Her eyes met those of a black-cloaked
vigitor as he departed. She understood the gaze. Carol went in to see Denry. He was propped in bed, his
aminading. Hisfacewas solemn, hiseyesmigty.

"Alvinisdead," Denry told Carol. "He died as he should have - bravely. Before he went, he talked to
The Shadow. He told him what he knew about Turk. Enough to help -*

Denry'slips wavered, about to phrase the word "me." Carol pressed his hand and supplied the proper
subditute:

"US,”

Downinthelibrary, Miss Prudence and Uriah Hebler were seated on the couch, gazing at the blazing fire
which Larkin had just replenished with alog. They weretaking of yearslong gone by, of many thingsthat
each thought the other had forgotten.

A whisper brought them to the present. It echoed a ong the hallway, from the doorway that led out
through the garden. It was a strange, subdued laugh; atoken that lacked mirth.

To those who dedlt in evil, that tone could bring chills. To the present listenersit carried warmth, like the
firdight. It symbolized afriendship.

Thefarewdl of The Shadow!
THE END



