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THE APEX AIRPLANE CO. was working overtime. Its many windows were dight, its wals thrummed
to the pound and whine of machinery. Only one section of the plant offered anything that resembled quiet
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CHAPTER |. DEEDS AT DUSK

and secluson—the executive offices in the corner of the second floor.

A peaked-face man sat a a desk that bore the name plate JAMES DARR. Busy with account books,
Darr didn't look up when a door opened and another man came out. But Darr was ligening, intently. He
heard the executive lock the door behind him and stride out through the outer office.

As footsteps faded, Darr pounced to the inner door. His hand was trembling with eagerness as he used a
duplicate key to unlock the private office. Thanks to the glow of lights around the factory, Darr found an
envelope in the drawer of a big desk. Pocketing it, he hurried out, locking the inner office as the other

man had done.

The executive had gone to supper at the factory cafeteria. Darr had thirty minutes to do what he planned.

Time enough.
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They were particular about employees leaving the plant; guards were on duty outside the entrance to the
offices. But Darr had a good-enough excuse; one that he had tested previoudy.

"The boss wants to check over the expense sheets," Darr told a guard. "The ones that I've been working
on a home. Drive me over to my diggings, Kdly. It will only take me ten minutes to collect them.”

Obligingly, Kely stepped into his car. Darr joined him; they rode from the grounds, the guard's uniform
saving as ther passport. They swung from the blesk area where the concrete walls of the factory
squatted like a white ghost in the dusk. They passed the low, corrugated buildings that served as
bunkhouses for the workmen.

Ahead were scattered lights—the border of a little town adjacent to the factory. As a member of the
office gaff, James Darr rated quartersin a town house.

Hdf a mile brought them to the old-fashioned cottage where Darr lived. By then, the dusk had redly
thickened. Honest Kelly didn't see the grin on Darr's face when the secretary hopped from the car.

Hurrying in through a gloomy, deserted hdl, Darr sped upstairs and unlocked the door of a rear room. It
was a cozy room, dreedy lighted by a crackling fire in the open fireplace. Many of the Apex employees
would have regarded that room as a prize, but Darr considered it a nuisance.

He preferred rooms with steam heat, and therefore regarded his present quarters as unbearable.
Chucking logs on the fire was too much effort, even though Darr kept them handy beside the hearth,
instead of in the large wood box that occupied an acove past the fireplace.

At present, however, Darr had no complaint. He was thinking of other things of an opportunity that
would bring sufficent reward for him to drop his hated job with the Apex Co.

How much Darr hated his job was evidenced by two empty whiskey bottles lying on the desk. There
were other bottles, too, that had once contained ginger de; hdf a dozen of them, tossed in odd places.
Darr had a habit of using rye highbdls to amplify the warmth from the log fire.

The expense sheets were in the desk drawer. Darr bundled them into his coat pocket. Remova of those
shests revealed an odd-shaped insrument that |ooked like wooden lazy tongs.

The thing was a pantograph, an adjustable device used by draftsmen for copying plans. Its greet
advantage was the fact that it could produce tracings on a different scale than the originds.

Already st to the gauge that Darr wanted, the pantograph was ready for immediate use. He clamped it
to the desk; udng thumb tacks, he affixed a three-inch square of paper beneath a pencil-bearing joint of
the pantograph. Opening the envelope that he had stolen from the plant, Darr thumbed through sheets of
plans, found the one that he wanted.

Holding the plan flat with his hand, Darr gripped another pencil, set verticdly in the end of the pantograph
am. He began to trace the plan, carefully and steadily. Under the glow of a desk damp that he had
lighted the effect was dmost uncanny.

The pendil that Darr was usng had no point, for he did not went to leave evidence that the plan-sheet had
been traced. But the other pencil—at the spot where the links joined—was insribing every detall, in
miniature syle, upon the three-inch square of paper!

DARR'S eyes were darting back and forth from the plan-sheet that he traced to the paper on which it
was being autometicaly reproduced. But his eyes, nervous in thar movements, were not the only ones
that viewed the process.



Hard, cold, were the other eyes that waiched. Eyesthat peered from the dightly lifted lid of the big wood
box. Darr's actions were under the surveillance of an unsuspected spy, who had chosen that convenient
hiding place as the best possible watching post.

The crackle of the fire might have been an ingdious chuckle from the lips of the secret watcher, as Darr
finished the transcribing of the plans. Thelid of the wood box, lifting higher, showed an ugly, darkish face
quite as evil as the snakish, soying eyes.

His task finished in a few minutes, Darr tucked the plan-sheet back in the envelope with the others. In
turn, the envelope went into his pocket, ready for its return trip to the factory desk where it belonged.
Swinging the pantograph aside, Darr pulled the thumb tacks from the three-inch square.

Next came an ingenious move. Darr picked up a ginger-ade bottle, the only one that had no labd. Tilting
the bottle, he spilled the smal amount of remaining liquid on his fingers and moistened the outside of the
bottle. Taking thetiny tracing, Darr gpplied it, penciled side downward, to the bottle.

Sightly gummed, the paper square stuck in place because of the moisture. Darr hdd the bottle to the
light. The reverse sde of his tracing bore the printing of a bottle label. Even againg the light, it was
impossible to seethe traced underside of the labd, for the glass of the bottle was a darkish-green tha
conceded the pencil marks.

Darr tossed the bottle into a char beside the desk. A satisfied gleam showed on the brown face that
peered from the wood box. The lowering lid narrowed to a crack as Darr turned toward the fireplace.
Dar had the pantograph in his hand; eagerly he tossed the wooden insrument into the heart of the blaze.
Thefire gulped it indantly.

Needing the pantograph no longer, Darr was pleased. The fireplace had served hmwdl enough to make
up for its shortcomings. It had worried him, kegping the ingrument in his room, for he was a secretary,
not a draftsman. But there had been no other way. Darr had to be geared to work quickly when the time
came. But that was dl over.

Rid of the pantograph, he could ride back to the plant with Kely. Replacing the plans would be smple;
the ginger-de bottle would be gone from the room when Darr returned. If there should be trouble, it
would strike someone ese, not Darr. All he had to do was St tight and collect.

The flickery firdight gave Darr's expression a touch of devilish cunning. They'd have to pay him, the
people who received the copy of the plans, because if they didn't he could find a way to spoil the fruits
that they gained. That was the best part of it, thought Darr, as he turned from the fireplace.

Then, hdf about, he stood frozen, despite the heat of the crackling logs. The sound that chilled him was a
mammoth wall from the emergency dren a the plant. The squatly factory had come to life like an
avenging banshee, to howl the fact that someone had betrayed it.

Did the shriek mean Darr? Had his theft been discovered? Darr did not know - but another did.

The lid of the wood box shot upward. Its darkish occupant bobbed into dght like a humen
jack-in-the-box. The firdight illumined his face as it had Darr's, but with far stronger effect. Compared to
the satanic gleam of the dark man's countenance, Darr's expression was no more than impish.

Darr recognized hislurking guest, knew him as aman sent here as part of the transaction. Shrinking back,
Darr gulped the name:

"Kava"



FEAR drained Darr's voice. His cringe was a mistake. Too late, he redized that his only chance for
safety would be a dash to the door.

Before Darr could turn in that direction, Kava acted in cold, professond syle. Whipping suddenly in
gght, Kalvas hand drove graight for Darr's heart, thrusting a knife ahead of it.

Needle-pointed, tapering into a long, roundish blade, the knife found Darr's body. Kava was vauting
from the box, usng hislurch to drive the blade home. The twisty mation of his wrist was an expert touch
thet carried the thrust between Darr's ribs. The knife did not stop until its circular hilt nearly met the
vidim's chest.

Theforce of Kalvas thrusting-arm flattened the victim to the floor. Darr sprawled, prone and motionless,
skewered in the heart, with the projecting knife handle as visble evidence of the degth stroke.

Hdf crouched above the body, Kava displayed an evil amile at the sght of blood upon the dead man's
diffened lips.

Darr would never tdl who murdered him, nor could he ever admit the theft that he had accomplished. In
fact, Darr carried evidence—the envelope which hdd the arigind plans intact—that would pass as proof
that he had failed.

With the factory sren walling louder than before, Kalvas next move was his own escape. He wanted to
make it a hurried one, to create the impresson tha he had fled too rgpidly to make a search of Darr's
pockets. His knife dill in Darr's body, Kava needed an improvised weapon to beat off ariving

oppostion.

He chose the mogt logicd thing at hand—the ginger-de bottle that Darr had tossed on the chair.
Snatching up the bottle with one hand, Kava grabbed the doorknob with the other. He yanked the door
wide, asif expecting to meet a foeman on the threshold.

Kava actudly hoped for oppodtion, but not the sort that came. A figure swept inward, a swirling,
blackish form that drove for the murderer with whirlwind speed. Kavas hand was stopped short as it
swung the bottle. The killer's wrist was nipped in the clamp of a gloved hand.

Bumning eyes were dl that Kava saw, as a cloaked shape lurched him back into the death room. Eyes
beneeth the brim of a douch hat told the killer the identity of the avenger who had trapped him. It was
Kalvas turn to utter the name of an antagonist more powerful than himsdf, as Darr had done a few
minutes before.

Kava gasped that name "The Shadow!"

CHAPTER II. THE BROKEN TRAIL

LIKE arat caught in a ferret's clutch, Kalva was reding across the room, vainly griving to use the bottle
as a bludgeon. He was usng his free hand to claw for athroat that he couldn't find; but The Shadow had
afree hand, too.

The fig that was on the loose contained a .45 automatic, which the black-cloaked fighter swung for
Kavas skull. Only a lucky bob of Kavas head, a frantic, warding motion with his left am, saved the
killer from a blow that should have jarred him sensdless.

Few fighters could stave off The Shadow, and Kava knew it. Sheer desperation caused the murderer to
gruggle againg the cloaked battler who had long been crimés archenemy. Hurled againg the desk,
Kava knocked it over. The lamp crashed; only the firdight remained to disclose the fray.



Swaying forms cast blotting streaks across the gligening eyes of Darr, that were saring, sghtless, from
the floor. Then blackness predominated the scene as The Shadow forced Kava downward.
Momentarily, the murderer's figure was enveloped by the shrouding shape of his cloaked opponent. With
amad wrench, Kavatried to reach the open door.

The move was a bad one for Kalva. A hard-swvung gun grazed the killer's head as Kadva sumbled; it
found the darkish man's shoulder and plunged him to the floor. Ralling over, Kalva came face upward, to
See agun muzze looming straight between his eyes. He heard the merciless tone of a whispered laugh.

The Shadow had brought the murderer to bay. There was nothing that Kava could do to save himsdf.
The croak he gave was hopeless, rescue was something that he could not expect. Nevertheless, it came.

To Kavas agtonishment, The Shadow whipped suddenly away, seeking obscurity in a darkened corner
near the door.

Men were surging in from the hal—Kdly and two other guards who had just arrived from the factory.
The Shadow wanted them to see Kava only; he was giving them a chance to capture the murderer on
the scene of crime. Often had The Shadow found darkness in a Stuation such as this but, on the present
occasion, the firdight betrayed him.

The sudden flare of a log gave the arivds ful sght of The Shadow, as he took his angled course.
Attracted by the swirl of living blackness, they did not notice Kava. Instead, they drove in massed force
for The Shadow's corner. Reverang hiswhirl, he met them, hurling them aside with flaying arms.

Kdly was jolted by the backhand swing of a fig weighted with a heavy gun. He rolled across the floor,
as his companions tried to grapple with The Shadow. The stroke did more then put the firgt attacker out
of the fray; it dropped Kdly right in Kalva's path, as the assassin, seeing the door blocked, made a lesp
for the window.

AsKedly grabbed him, Kalva showed a ill that he had not exhibited againgt The Shadow. Hinging the
guard aside, he yanked the window open. Persstent, Kelly made another lunge and caught Kava haf
across the window dll. It was just what Kava wanted. Protected by Kelly's body, he started to swing
the bottle for the guard's head.

Kava shifted as he made the swing. Inadvertently, he poked his left shoulder from cover. A gun spoke
from between the figures of two other men, the guards who were groggily trying to suppress The
Shadow. A szzing dug from The Shadow's .45 clipped Kavas shoulder, jolted him backward.

The murderer did not topple forward after recaiving the bullet. He was off baance, and Kdly's weight
was pressing him. The writhe that Kava gave was a frenzied one; his lashing feet struck Kelly's chest.
Instead of stopping the guard's lunge, Kava's kicks launched his own body outward.

Before Kdly could grasp the murderer's squirming form, Kava was through the window, plunging
downward. Headfirst, he struck a cement wak that ran beside the cottage; the bottle smashed beside
him.

Kdly heard the clatter of the bresking glass, saring from the window, he looked for Kalvas crumpled
form. It was reveded immediatdy by the lights of a coupe that whedled in from the road.

Two men sprang from the car, to reach the motionless figure of the murderer. Kely saw badges dlitter
under the headlights, he knew that these men were Feds who had come to the factory that afternoon. The
guard turned to shout the news to his comrades.



They were stting on the floor, rubbing their heads and looking quite bewildered. Remembering The
Shadow, Kdly stared about, hunting for the fighter in black. He redized that he owed The Shadow
thanks for handling Kava, but that would have to come later. The Shadow was gone.

BELOW the second-floor window, the Feds were satisfying themselves that Kava was dead. The
shortness of his fdl was merdy incidental, considering his head-on collison with the cement. The Feds
looked up to the second-floor window from which they had seen Kava start hisdive.

They didn't notice the dark sedan that came dinking in from the road. Its own lights extinguished, the
mydery car was guided by the glow of the coupe's headlights.

A window dashed open on the ground floor, just below Darr's room. A chdlenging laugh, punctuated by
Spurting gunshots, quivered the darkness. The Shadow had reached a new vantage point, in time to spot
the dark sedan that was cregping up on the Feds.

Revolvers answered wildy from the darkness as the sedan swerved away, its motor roaring loudly. The
Feds dived for the darkness of the wadll, away from Kavas body. They fired futile shots at the fleaing
men who had been thwarted in ther effort to reclam Kalva, dead or dive

While the Feds were blazing away with their guns, The Shadow vaulted from the darkened ground-floor
window.

Then, before the Feds could start toward their own car, its motor gave a rumble. The coupe whipped
backward; swerving, it sped after the fugitive sedan. The crook-manned car was out of range, but its
lights were on, giving the direction of its flight.

A traling laugh from the coupe told the Feds that The Shadow had borrowed their vehicle for the chase.

Soon, the pursuit had reached the open highway. At the whed of the coupe, The Shadow was coolly
checking on the distance between his car and the one ahead. He was kegping the coupe &t its top speed,
but it was not enough to overtake the sedan dong the straightaway. The fleaing car was speedier.

Nevertheless, The Shadow dung to the trail. The other car was dackening on the curves, dlowing The
Shadow to make up the distance that he lost on draight stretches. Ahead lay hills, with dangerous bends
that would further handicap the sedan’s driver, while proving advantageous to The Shadow.

Accustomed to speedier cars than this one that he had borrowed, The Shadow had pulled the throttle
wide and intended to keep it so0. Handling the steering whed with absolute ease, he centered his thoughts
on the occupants of the car that was ahead.

Thar part fitted perfectly with the scheme of things. It wasn't difficult to andyze events, so far.

Darr had been bribed to acquire plans of new modd aircraft from the plant where he worked. Kava was
the man deputed to pick them up. While Darr served as a mere tool, Kava was obvioudy a vaduable
member of some spy ring. Two things had concerned Kava, as soon as the game went wrong.

Fird, to dispose of Darr, who was better dead than dive once his part was suspected. Second, Kava's
own departure, to close the tral to the spy ring. Both matters had been arranged beforehand. But The
Shadow, though reaching the scene too late to prevent Darr's death, had managed to frudrate Kava's
getaway.

Thetrail to the spy ring was not closed. It would exigt as long as The Shadow maintained his pursuit of
the sedan. Only men of Kavas own ilk would have been deputed to convey him from the scene. By
taking one or more of them dive, The Shadow could gain much-needed facts.



Perhaps, like Kalva, the men ahead prided themsdalves on being the sort that would not talk. They would
change such an opinion should The Shadow question them. He employed persuasive ways of obtaining
answers, methods more subtle than any third degree.

THE hills were riang ahead. The Shadow's laugh was meditetive as he saw the sedan brake for a curve,
One man in the fleaing car was thinking of his own hide. That man was the driver. He wouldn't wreck the
sedan if he could help it. A fdlow who feared an automobile crack-up would be one who feared other
things as wdll.

Through such reasoning, The Shadow had aready picked the spy that he intended to quiz—when the
sedan took a sharp veer to the left into a patch of woods. The trees fringed a gorge; The Shadow could
see a short, high bridge above the chasm, for the lights of the other car reveaed the scene.

Those lights gave a peculiar blink as the car struck the bridge. Its possble meaning impressed The
Shadow as he was taking the curve a top speed. In the midst of the narrow bt of trees, The Shadow
let hisfoot reax the accelerator for the fird time,

The bridge was just ahead; the fleaing car was dmog across it. The Shadow's hawklike eyes spotted a
crouched figure on the other sde of the bridge, a man who had evidently caught the blinked sgnd.
Jabbing his foot to the brake pedal, The Shadow threw dl hisweight behind it.

Asif actuated by the pressure, the bridge gave a heave. With the lifting of the Structure came the rumble
of an exploson. Momentarily, the end of the bridge seemed risng to meet The Shadow's swerving car;
then the whole arch broke apart, like chunks of cracking ice.

The sedan was safdy across, picking up the man who had touched off the exploson. But The Shadow's
car seemed destined for the caving bridge. The brakes had locked, but they weren't enough to stop the
skidding coupe. The roadway had taken a sag, with the collapse of the bridge abutment. The Shadow's
car was no longer on leve ground; it was skewing down a dope.

To escape the menace of the yawvning gorge, The Shadow threw the car into a wider skid. Spinning
about, the coupe actudly skimmed the brink, then lurched for the outside of the road. There, it seemed
destined for the same fate that it had escaped, for the road at that point bordered the ravine.

There was only one hope: the wire guard rall. It was usdless at the bridge abutment, for there the wires
dangled. But the whirling lights of the spinning coupe showed a white post ill rooted in the ground, with
solid cables leading back fromit.

The coupe became a living thing under The Shadow's guidance. With a writhe, it escaped the post and
found the solid cables. There was a twang, like the touch of giant harp drings huge wires bellied
outward, dutching the coupe in ther powerful web.

Nosng downward, the car threw its full weight againgt the guard rail; the rear wheds, lifted high, were
churning the air, asif anxious to drive The Shadow to destruction.

For long, ominous seconds the mechanica creature balanced. Reluctantly, it was about to settle back to
the roadway, when a splintery sound came from beside the car. The weakened post had given; the
coupe's fate was settled. Pivoting lazily upon its snout, the car took a sdewise plunge into the ravine.

From the road beyond the gap where the bridge had been, observers saw the coupe's gyroscopic twirl
down into the gorge, very much like the headlong plunge that Kava had taken from Darr's window. The
revolving drop was accompanied by the clatter of the coupe's flapping doors; then that minor rattle was
drowned by the crash of the car upon the rocks.



Lights were shattered. The blackness at the bottom of the guily blanketed the crushed pursuit car. From
its spot of safety on the solid road beyond the gorge, the sedan sped off into the darkness.

Men of crime, freed from the menace of The Shadow, were satidfied that they had seen the last of thar
cloaked pursuer.

CHAPTER IlIl. COVERED CRIME

BACK in the room where James Darr lay dead, a taciturn man had completed his survey of the scene.
He was a swarthy man, with dark eyes, and a heavy brown mustache that somewhat lessened the deep
lines of hisface. Like the men who had found Kava's body, the swarthy individud carried a badge that
identified him as a member of the F.B.I.

He was Vic Marquette, veteran among Feds, whose speciaty was bringing undercover crime to light.

Weighing dl the evidence, Vic came to sound conclusons. The envelope of stolen plans was ill in Darr's
pocket; but Marquette did not discount the possihbility that Darr could have copied the ones he wanted. If
he had done so, only one man could have taken the duplicate sheet. That man was Kava

Fortunatdly, Kalvas career had been stopped as suddenly as Darr's. Even better, there was no link
beyond it. Darr could have handed something to Kalva, but the murderer could not have passed it
farther. The Shadow had blocked the sequence.

Fnishing hisingpection of Darr's room, Marquette went downgtairs. Outside, he found two Feds loading
Kavas body into an ambulance that was serving as a dead-wagon. They had searched the murderer's
person and found no evidence. Vic told them to go upstairs and get Darr's body, too.

"Stay on duty at the morgue,” indgsted Marquette. "Don't let anybody near the bodies. If there's any due
on ether of these birds, well find it!"

Marquette dready had one clue. Not the envelope, for it was merdly proof of crime, and belonged back
a the factory. Vic's due was the knife that he had drawn from Darr's body. A very curious dirk, the
wespon that Kava had used for murder.

Its blade was something like an ice pick; its handle resembled four spools fitted together. It was a meta
handle, however, made in one piece, of an duminum dloy. The handle was coated with a peculiar
varnighlike substance.

A cever weapon, tha knife. Its beveled sections alowed a sure grip for every finger, offsgting the
smoothness of the curious lacquer which coated it. The gloss, inits turn, served a purpose; of obscure
Orientd origin, its substance was such that it did not reedily take fingerprints. The few prints it did take
were vague, unrecognizable.

Thus, Kalva, adle to ddiver sure death with his probing blade, could dso have remained a murderer
unknown had he managed his escape.

Marquette was quite postive on the find point. He had heard of such knives as these, though he had
never seen one. They had been found in the bodies of murdered men, in various countries and dimes,
and no one had ever traced the actud killers who used them.

Producing a notebook, Marquette inscribed a sngle word, in capitd etters.
ILSA



At the front door of the cottage, Marquette found Kdly waiting. The guard told him that another
company man was on duty upstairs, outside Darr's room. Marquette gave a methodica nod. The room
hed been searched thoroughly, and Darr's body had been removed. He wouldn't have to detail one of his
own men to wetch the place.

A car stopped in front of the cottage. From it came a man in overdls, whose long face looked very
worried. He was accompanied by a Fed, who brought him to Marquette.

"Youre Windle?'
At Vic's query, the worried man nodded.

"Why did you start the sren?' demanded Marquette. "When we learned that the plans were missng from
the vice president's office, we knew Darr was the man to blame. We'd have trapped him, and that fdlow
Kalva, too, if the racket had not started.”

"It wasn't my fault,” ingsted Windle. "I got the order from Mr. Jennings, the plant manager.”
"Who told him to start the Sren?’
"I don't know."

Marquette checked with the Fed who had accompanied Windle. He learned that other men had been
chatting with Windle when the cal from Jennings came through. None of them knew what was hgppening
outsde. The order that Windle repeated smply cdled for a generd darm.

"All right, Windle" decided Marquette. "Where do you live? I'l need you when | tak to Jennings.”

Windle pointed to the lights of a house some distance in back of Darr's cottage and off at an angle.
Marquette told him that he could go.

THE route that Windle took naturdly led him around the sde of the cottage. Once out of Sght, the
long-faced man lost hisworried look. Looking up at Darr's window, he picked a space beneeth it, darted
there as soon as he was out of Marquette's sght.

Crouched on the ground, Windle pulled a flashlight from his overdls, kept it covered while he probed the
ground. A green glitter met the glow. Windle was finding pieces of the ginger-de bottle that Kava had
used as a bludgeon. Feds had kicked the broken glass out of the way while examining Kava's body.

The Feds couldn't be blamed for their oversght. Kdly had told them that Kalva had amply grabbed the
bottle as a club. It looked like dl the others bottles up in Darr's room, except for one tiny detall that the
Feds hadn't noticed. But Windle detected the difference when he found the chunk of glass that bore the
labd, intact.

Windles flashlight showed atiny pin prick in each corner of the labd, the marks of Darr's thumb tacks.
With a quick motion, Windle shoved the curved glass into his pocket, extinguished the flashlight and
sneaked off into the darkness.

Another car had stopped in front of the cottage. Marquette spoke to the Fed who leaned from the whed.

"What luck, Tyson?'
"They got away," returned Tyson gumly. "Blew the bridge over Cedar Gorge and blocked off our



"But the car that was &fter them?”'
"It went through the rail. Crashed down into the gorge. It looked like atin can hit by a dedge hammer.”
"And the driver—"

"They're il looking for him. The doors must have flapped open when the car took the dive. Hell show
up somewhere on the rocks."

Standing at the front of the car, Marquette could not see the bulky blackness that rose between the
taillights The hinged flgp of the trunk compartment was rising; it stopped hafway, then settled back into
place. Tyson started away, for he had a carload of company guards to take back to the plant.

As the car svung about, each tallight was momentarily blotted by a black shape that formed a solid
figurein the darkness.

Tyson was right. The Shadow had gone out when the doors flapped open. But that had occurred during
the brief seconds before the guard ral gave way. The cables that had falled to hold the toppling coupe
hed proven strong enough to retain The Shadow when he gripped them.

The cloaked fighter had stowed himsdf in Tyson's car while the latter's men were meking ther trip down
the bank of the ravine.

Though Vic Marquette did not see blackness cross the departing taillights, the Fed was thinking of The
Shadow. This was not the firg time that the mysterious investigator had used his efforts to aid Marquette.

Quite sure that The Shadow had escaped death, Vic was puzzing over another maiter: How The
Shadow had happened to suspect trouble at the aircraft plant, and had shown up as soon as the Feds—if
not Soone.

Deciding that his present work was done, Marquette was waking avay from the cottage, when he heard
a phone bdl-ringing downgtairs. Turning, he hurried through the front door, to meet the guard from
upgtairs. The fdlow had come down to answer the phone cal. Brusqudy, Vic sent im back to his post.

The door of Darr's room had closed before the guard returned. The Shadow had aready entered the
cottage, and had found a chance to reach the desth room.

THINGS were not as The Shadow had last seen them. Everywhere was evidence of Marquette's recent
search. Nothing, apparently, had been left unnoticed; Hill, The Shadow sarted a search for clues,
beginning with Darr's desk.

Long, thin fingers, stroking the desk top, discovered the four punctures made by Darr's thumb tacks.
Scarcely naticeable in the desk's roughened surface, those tiny holes were sgnificant to The Shadow. His
eyes saw aginger-ade bottle on a table in the corner, and compared the sze of the square labd with the
marks on the desk.

An understanding whisper came from The Shadow's lips. A dight crackle from the fireplace blended with
his repressed mirth. Turning toward the hearth, The Shadow saw a feebly-burning log sunk deep in the
grayish ashes. He approached.

Vic Marquette had dready poked among the remnants of the fire, without discovering anything thet



looked like evidence. The Shadow observed something that Vic had passed by as worthless—a tiny bit
of blackened metd that might have been an ordinary carpet tack among the ashes.

Plucking the object from its gray surroundings, The Shadow saw that it resembled a smdl rivet. He found
others when he searched for them. When he came across a bit of grgphite embedded in atiny diver of
wood, The Shadow identified it as the remains of a pencil. Immediately, he had the answer to the rivets.

They were the metd joints of a pantograph, the important link to the entire picture. Traced plans, scaed
down to a sheet of paper the Sze of a bottle labd; Kavas choice of a weagpon to replace his lost
knife—those points were enough.

Swinging across the window g, The Shadow took Kalvas route to the ground, but not in headlong
fashion. Lowering himsdf from the ledge, he dropped feet first and landed slently in the darkness.

He remained there when a car pulled up in front of the cottage; he heard Marquette come dashing out the
front, to yd| at the men who had arrived.

"Get Windle" yeled Marquette. "I've just learned that Jennings wasn't even at the plant. The cal must
have been atip-off from some of Windle's pals. Sarting the Sren was his own idea”

"Windlés gone” It was Tyson who answered from the car. "Weve just been over to his place. | found
out he didn't livein the house he pointed out to us."

The car started away, carrying Vic dong with the other Feds. Alone in the darkness, The Shadow
probed the ground with a tiny flashlight, exactly as Windle had done a while before. He found the
fragments of the broken bottle, but the important piece was gone, the one that bore the labd.

The Shadow's discovery formed the find link in the chain of crime. With it, however, The Shadow
congdered deeper purposes behind the game. He, done, could understand that the members of the spy
ring had savaged something ese as important as the stolen plans. They had salvaged secrecy.

Ther game had been to ged the plans without the fact being discovered. Darr had been told to get the
plans, make his tracing, and return them. Kavas job had been to pick up the bottle whenever
convenient, and travel dong hisway.

Things had gone wrong. Crooks, faced by detection when Darr's theft was detected, had thrown aside
discretion. Spies, sationed around the plant, had caled Windle, then jumped into a car and gone to pick
up Kalva. Warned by the sren that Windle started, Kava had murdered Darr and started off with the
bottle.

Quick teamwork on the part of dl, but not the sort thet they had origindly intended. Had Kalva escaped,
the Feds might have classed the plans as stolen. The result could be a change in arcraft design, rendering
the plans worthless. But something had enabled the tribe of spies to cover the theft, after dl.

That something was The Shadow's intervention!

Though he had trapped Kalva, and saved the lives of two Feds, The Shadow had put the game back to
itsorigind basis. Kalvas death, the flight of the other spies, had broken the chain as the Feds understood
it. Vic Marquette had aready given absolute assurance thet the airplane plans were as safe as they had
been before Darr took them.

To Vic, Windle was a mere tool who had done no more than pull the cord of a Sren. But The Shadow
knew that Windle had picked up where Kava and the others left off. Safely away, Windle would join the
men who escaped in the sedan, bringing dong the copied plans that they had falled to get from Kalva



A low laugh dtirred the darkness. There was prophecy in The Shadow's mirth. It foretold the laugh that
Windle and his fdlow spies would soon be enjoying a The Shadow's own expense. The Shadow was
pleased because the crooks would think in terms of triumph.

Covered crime was the very sort that The Shadow could most surely destroy when he, done, knew the
hidden facts benegth it!

CHAPTER IV. THE NEW ALLIANCE

FOUR men were seated in the innermost office of the Titania Congtruction Co., which occupied part of a
high floor in a Manhattan building. One man, of middle age and build, was Ned Jorman, presdent of the
Titania Co. He had dl the marks of an executive—firm, direct eyes below the broad forehead of a
thinker; a square jaw that indicated power of decison.

One of Jorman's vigtors was Vic Marquette. The Fed was rdaing details of the night before, when the
law had supposedly blocked the theft of arcraft plans from the Apex factory. When Marquette had
finished, Jorman turned inquiringly to the other vidtors.

Both had come with Marquette. One was Senator Ross Releston, a gray-haired men of dignified
appearance, who had come from Washington especidly for this conference. Jorman had met Releston
before, but was rather surprised that the senator had brought a stranger with him.

The stranger's name was Lamont Cranston. He was a man of immobile features that bore a hawklike
expresson. His manner, like his face, was one of absolute cam.

"We owe you thanks, Mr. Jorman," declared Releston. "Not only have you guarded the government
plansthat cover your own work; Marquette tells me that you were the one who suspected trouble at the
Apex plant.”

"It was atrifling suspicion, senator,” returned Jorman, in a depreciating tone. "We discharged some men
whose loydty we doubted, but did not tdl them why. When they took jobs & the Apex plant, they gave
usas areference. So | natified Marquette—"

"And | should have bagged them,” put in Vic. "They were the bunch that cleared out last night. But Darr
and Windle weren't on the ligt. They were old employees at the Apex plant.”

Senator Releston had turned to his friend Cranston.

"Let us take this matter from the beginning,” suggested Releston. "It relates to factors vitd in our nationa
defense. As you know, the United States government has decided to fortify many idands off the shores
of North America. Some of those idands are dmogt unknown, others have been forgotten.”

The senator stepped to the far wdl, where a huge mep was on display. His hand swept from
Newfoundland to the eastern tip of the West Indies, it moved southwest to the Galapagos Idands, off the
coast of Ecuador, then circle to Alaska, by way of Hawalii.

"It has been proposed,” Releston continued, "that certain key idands be purchased from other nations,
who might, thereby, be willing to pay off past debts in order to establish future credit. For the present,
however, we are confining our work to idands actudly owned by the United States."

Moving from the map, Releston approached Jorman's desk, pointed to a large sted filing cabinet that
stood besideit.

"Let us see your large-scale maps, Mr. Jorman.”



A trifle aghast, Jorman hesitated. Then, redizing that the request came from a man who was qudified to
make it, Jorman unlocked the heavy cabinet. He pulled out the drawers one by one; they were packed
with envelopes and folders, from which Jorman picked the items that Releston wanted.

Between them Jorman and Releston spread the maps on the big desk. In ther origind form, those maps
were not important, for they merdy showed the outlines of the idands. Though rather scarce, such maps
were avalable in certain libraries. But this set of maps showed blocky marks, in black ink, dong the
shores of variousides.

"Those show the future fortifications” explained Releston. "Their foundation work will be done by the
Titania Congruction Co."

Crangton's eyes flashed keenly. Releston's statement told why Jorman's office was so well protected. On
entering with Releston, Cranston had noticed several men who had the look of trusted guards.

"Certain foreign spies would give much for these plans™ declared Releston, "but Mr. Jorman has taken
proper precautions—"

"With your co-operation, senator,” interposed Jorman.

"Let us say with Marquette's cooperation,” corrected Releston, with a amile. "The point is, Cranston, we
are quite sure that these plans can be preserved intact. But we are not so certain about others.”

THE senator chose an idand map as an example. He moved his forefinger inward from the fortification
lines that fringed the shore.

"Somewhere in this area," he declared, "will be the arplane hangars, runways, and storage places for
munitions. Those are being designed by the Superior Enginesring Corp., who specidizein sructurd stedl.

"Out heré'—he moved his finger beyond the idand's shore—"are channds which will have to be
improved. That work will be handled by the Cyclops Dredging Co., who are a present revisng the
various navigetion charts.

"Thus there are three vitd links Titania, Superior, and Cyclops. Each has plans, but only for its pecific
work. Spies would have to obtain dl three groups of plans to be successful. Such thefts are the crimes
that we are anxious to prevent.”

Crangton had a query, while Releston was folding the maps.
"What about Apex Aircraft?' he asked. "You did not mention it with the others."

"Apex have designed a specid type of landing gear," explained Releston, "idedly suited for the specid
planes that will be stationed on these idands. The spy ring wanted those plans, too. In going after them,
they made a serious error. They reveded themsdves too early—and too dearly.”

Tumning to Marquette, the senator gave a nod. Vic produced a narrow package, that clanked when he
placed it on the desk. Unwrapped, the object in the package proved to be the knife that Kava had used
to murder Darr.

"This shows who is in back of it" declared Marquette. "The only spies that use dirks like this are
members of the llsa. You've heard of that bunch, Mr. Cranston?

Apparently, Cranston hadn't.



"It isn't easy for any government to shove alot of spies into another country,” affirmed Marquette. "Such
spies are too much of a breed. Besides, there are plenty of counter-agents who can tag them. For a
while, certain nations began swapping spies, but that didn't work out. They bought too many lemons.

"The llsa was the result. Don't ask me what the letters mean. Some say it's the International League of
Secret Agents, but maybe it's an abbreviation of a foragn name. I've even heard that the word 'llsa
means something in a lingo that its members use among themsalves.

"When the llsa gets the dope it goes after, it s the informetion to the highest bidder. The outfit is
organized to the last degree, and its members have to follow rules, even when it comes to murder. Thet is
why this knifeé'— Vic picked up the wegpon and baanced it—"is important evidence. It's the type of
wespon required by the llsa”

Jorman took the odd-shaped knife, examined it, and passed it to Releston. Handing it dong to Cranston,
the senator inquired:

"lant it odd, Marquette, that Kava should have left the knifein Darr's body?!
Marquette shook his head.

"That never bothers the llsa" he said. "Thisis the firg time they've shown up in the United States, but
from reports weve received from South American countries, the llsa declares itsdf as soon asit arrives.

"They figure that's the way to get new members and bring in roving agents, without having to
communicate with them. Weve been expecting the llsa to show up, because some of our own
men—wel, welve jud figured the Ilsa was due, that's dl."

Crangton's eyes were fixed seadily on Marquette, more steadily than Vic supposed. Releston's friend
was cdculating how much more the Fed knew than the amount that he had told.

"Who heads the llsa?" queried Jorman. "In what country does the organization have its man
headquarters?’

"We don't know who headsiit," admitted Marquette, "but we're of the opinion that the main headquarters
aeright herein New York."

"Incredible” exclaimed Releston.

"Not at dl, senator,” returned Marquette. "What country besides America offers anybody a chance to get
away with about anything he wants? The llsais safer in the U.S.A. than it would be anywhere else.

"To makeit dl the safer, they've been operaing everywhere ese except here, dthough this is the happy
hunting ground for every other tribe of spies I've ever heard of. The llsa needed a big reason to open up
around New Y ork, and they've found it. They want our defense plans, infull!”

JORMAN wasfiling the maps back in his cabinet. He locked the sted drawers, and sat down behind his
desk. His glance was toward Cranston, and his expresson gppeared troubled. Senator Releston noticed
it, and smiled.

"Don't worry about Cranston,” Releston told Jorman. "He happens to be a friend of The Shadow.”
"The Shadow?'
"Yes" nodded Releston. "The mygery fighter who appeared on the scene lagt night and settled Kalva



Do you know, Cranston"—the senator was turning to his friend—"1 fed quite sure that you had a hand in
it"

Crangton's face showed a hint of surprise.

"I asked your opinion of certain private pilots” reminded Releston. "Men who had applied for positions
with the Apex Co. | didn't tdl you how important the matter was, Cranston, but evidently The Shadow
understood. He takes an unusud interest in many of your affairs”

From the senator's tone, he might actudly have supposed tha Lamont Cranston was The Shadow.
Marquette was watching Cranston, searchingly. Vic, himsdf, had held a smilar theory, but had never
quite been convinced as to the dud identity.

There wasn't a flicker of change in Cranston's immohbile expression. His voice was even-toned, as he
asked:

"Is that the reason, senator, why you brought me to this conference? Are you anxious to make sure of
The Shadow's further services againg the spy ring thet cdlsitsdf the llsa?”

"More than anxious" assured Releston. "In talking to you, Cranston, | have been proposing an actud
aliance between our government investigators and The Shadow. If you can give assurance—"

"Only The Shadow can give such assurance” interposed Cranston. "He will do it through deeds, not
words. | am glad that you informed me regarding the issues a stake. Through some uncanny faculty, The
Shadow does seem able to learn important facts that come my way."

Gravely, Crangton shook hands dl around. This time, it was Neal Jorman whose eyes studied the
masklike face. Jorman could understand why Releston and Marquette were baffled. They had tested
Crangton often, but evidently they had dways met the same result. His cdm discusson of The Shadow
left them at aloss.

They expected results, however. Senator and Fed showed their full enthusasm when Cranston had gone.
Hearing thelr description of previous cases wherein The Shadow had made use of Cranston's
knowledge, Jorman agreed with them that the new dliance was as good as accomplished.

Lamont Crangton fdt so, too, as he rode up Broadway in hislimousne. From his unchanging lips came a
low, shilant tone, the whispered laugh of The Shadow!

CHAPTER V. WITHIN THE CIRCLE

HARRY VINCENT was getting tired of the International Athletic Club. The place had intrigued him the
firg few nights that he had visted it, but after a week it became monotonous.

The club was redly an oddity. It was Stuated on a decrepit Sde street in Manhattan, in an old brick
building that looked as dilapidated as the rest of the block. The neighborhood was tough; there were
aways police around to make sure that hoodlums did not strip the automobiles that parked in the vidnity.

In fact, the characters that Harry saw dong the street looked like the sort who would stedl everything
from tires to spark plugs, and sl the rest of his car as junk, if they could haul it away. But it was safe
enough to park, with the cops on constant duty.

Ingde the building, vistors met with a pleasant surprise. The lounge, though not eegant, was
commodious. There was a gymnasum above, with an elevator down to the locker room in the basement.



The cafeteria was in the basement, too, across a corridor from the locker room. The food was
reasonably priced, and good.

In fact, the cafeteria was Harry's favorite spot. It had two bowling dleys dong a wal. They were fenced
off by aral; neverthdess, the clatter of tenpins was very loud and made strange musc with a med. But
Harry didn't mind the bowlers; he had become used to them.

The one red annoyance was Hero Dronz.

Why the dub tolerated Dronz had seemed a mydery a fird. Of the hundred men or more who
assembled nightly in the cafeteria, most were presentable, though rather nondescript. Harry expected to
see an odd assortment at a dub composed of many nationdities. It was remarkable how much good will
there was among them.

So much good will thet it seemed best to leave it done; but Hero Dronz didntt.

He came to the club every night, a squatty man with brigly hair. His eyes had a fanatic's glare, his nose
was of the pointed, prying type. Dronz's chin was weak, and gpparently he knew it, for he had a constant
hebit of thrugting his lower jaw forward, until it seemed to drain its sockets.

Dronz aways talked. When he entered the place, sneaky stooges began to applaud. Then Dronz would
mount a platform, and throw out his chest. When he folded his ams againg his amplified bosom, his
adherents must have considered it some sort of a sdute, for they would lean back in thar chairs and do
the same.

Hero Dronz!

Even the name angered Harry. It sounded phony, like the blather that Dronz howled in a voice like a
deam cdliope. It was dways the same guff: Worldwide freedom through internationd friendship, on
terms proposed by Hero Dronz. The last part was the catch.

Tdk of anew sort of liberty, in a country dready free, defeated its own purpose—unless the purpose
happened to be different than the one stated. In Harry's opinion, Dronz was smply trying to build up a
crowd of followers who would obey his absolute dictates.

But the fdlow was keegping out of trouble until he became strong enough to lift the lid on the red game.
Then, it would turn out, Dronz would consider liberty too good for persons who did not agree with him.

Unfortunately, the crowd around the Internationa Athletic Club listened to Dronz and liked him. Tonight,
with Dronz shouting at his loudest, even the bowlers had paused to hear. Harry dmost forgot his red
purpose in being at the club.

As an agent of The Shadow, Harry was seeking facts concerning the llsa, a mysterious organization of
internationdl spies. A pleasant chap, who could make friends with anyone, Harry was jugt the man to
cover this athletic club. Knowing that the Ilsa gained recruits from many nationdities, The Shadow had
picked it as a place to watch.

SO far, Harry had obtained no results; he only hoped that The Shadow had. Everyone talked so much
about Hero Dronz thet there was no chance for conversation on any other subject.

When Dronz shouted, it was even worse; and, on this evening, Harry had taken more than he could
stand. Deciding to go out, he reached for his dinner check.

The dip of paper was folded; its haves seemed gummed together. It hadn't been that way when the



cashier had put it on the tray with Harry's dinner. Tugging at the dip, Harry opened it.
Written across the paper was a message in a code that Harry could read at Sght. Trandated, it stated:
Make sure that no one follows Clester after he comes from the locker room.

Theink faded. In place of linesin vivid blue, Harry was staring at a check that said sixty-three cents. The
vanished message was from The Shadow; he sent dl such notes in disgppearing ink, that left no trace
after short contact with the air.

How and when The Shadow had written the message, Harry could not guess. He had been too busy
glowering a the loud-mouthed Hero Dronz.

Then Harry's glower became a amile. He saw the likdy answer to the note. Only a few tables awvay was
Clester, the man mentioned in the note. Harry knew Clester by his last name only, as was common
around the club.

But Clester was no fool, even though he sat with folded arms, drinking in the words of Hero Dronz. He
hed a strong profile, Clester; a heavy forehead, sharp nose, and straight-cut chin. His face was the sort
that could be molded; sudying it, Harry decided that it could be a disguise.

No wonder, thought Harry, that The Shadow had told him to check on persons who trailed Clester. This
idea fixed itf in Harry's mind: Clester was The Shadow!

Like others who thronged this cosmopolitan hangout, Clester was probably going up to the gym, or one
of the handbdl courts on the roof, which would account for his coming from the locker room later. Harry
began to chide himsdf for not having thought of the same plan.

Around the cafeteria and the foyer, Harry had met no one who talked about anything important; and he
hed neglected, so far, to apply for gymnasum privileges.

It struck him, then, that his present duty was to see that no one trailed Clester from the club. It was
therefore good policy, while Dronz was shouting from the platform, to look about and see if anyone
happened to be watching Clester at present.

Harry's firg glance brought results.

Across the cafeteria, near the bowling dleys, was a man whose eyes were fixed on Clester. He was
slow, dark-haired, and his beetle brows seemed to crawl as Harry watched them. The fdlow's lips
were dark, too, and the color of old hemp, and they were pursed as though prepared to deliver a sneer.

Harry had shaken hands with the sdlow man the night before, and his grip had seemed as crawly as his
expresson. He recdled the man's name. It was Belka. But Harry hadn't learned Belkas nationdity. In
fact, it wasn't good palicy to inquire into origins around the Internationa Athletic Club.

"Men of right are found in every race!” mouthed Dronz, from the platform. "Such men are those who
believe, who obey, without question. Find me those men, and | shdl lead them to their heritage of greater
freedom!™

Applause roared through the basement room. Dronz was sepping from the platform, with four husky
bodyguards moving in to form a miniature phaanx about him. Clester was gpplauding with the rest,
unconscious of the fact that Belka's eyes were fixed on him.

Beka did not applaud. His sneer seemed audible, though Harry could not heer it in the tumult. Suddenly,



the sdllow man became conscious that he, too, was being watched. His gaze left Clester, turned toward
Harry.

Swinging in the direction of the platform, Harry faked a few handclaps, picked up his med check and
started upgtairs to the foyer.

From there, he watched for both Clester and Belka. As Harry hdf expected, Clester did not appear.
Nor, for that matter, did Belka, which completed Harry's suspicions. If anyone followed Clester from the
club, Harry was quite sure it would be Belka. At least, decided Harry, he had picked the man who
would take up The Shadow's trall.

HERO DRONZ was going out to the street, but his husky bodyguards remained a the doorway, as if to
make sure that dl was safe for ther precious leader.

Smdl groups broke up; findly, none remained but the bodyguards. From deep in a chair, Harry saw two
of the four go outside.

Then an odd thing occurred. The outsde pair returned, Dronz coming with them. The loud-voiced
speaker had buried his chinless face in the collar of his overcoat, but Harry recognized him by his eyes
and forehead. Dronz's hat was pulled down to hide his brisly hair, but his quick, erratic gaze gave hm

away.

Dronz was looking from right to Ieft, to make sure that no one noticed his return. When he sarted
downgtairs to the locker room, the bodyguards went out. Harry had learned two things that were
gpparently unknown, though they were done boldly.

Hrg: Hero Dronz made a practice of coming back to the dub when everyone thought that he had gone.
Second: He considered it safe to meet certain persons without keeping bodyguards on hand.

Like machine-sawn ditching, the whole thread unraveled itsdf at a sngle tug. Harry knew why The
Shadow was & the Internationa Athletic Club; he could dso guessthe red part played by the bombagtic
Hero Dronz.

This place was the actud headquarters of the Ilsa, and Dronz was the head of the nefarious spy ring!

With the redization that his own part had become important, Harry Vincent gained a greater thrill from
his knowledge that The Shadow was actudly within the circle, planning to learn the schemes of spies by
posing as one of thelr own number.

CHAPTER VI. THE ILSA MEETS

THE locker room in the basement of the Internationd Athletic Club was partitioned into severd sections,
the one nearest the door was seldom used. It was the one that Dronz chose. By stepping promptly to the
shdlter of a partition, the muffled man escaped notice from bona fide athletes who were in other portions
of the room.

Dronz stopped at a locker that was evidently his own, for he unlocked it with a specid key. Finding a
gamdl package on the shef, he pocketed it. Then, with a wary look behind him, he moved to a corner of
the partitioned space, where three lockers formed a row.

The locker nearest the wal was open; there was no lock on its door. Closng the locker, Dronz turned
the handle as though manipulating the combination of a safe. When he drew back the door, the locker
came with it; so did the other two. All three made a wide door that opened a gap in the otherwise solid
wal.



Stepping through, Dronz pulled the secret barrier shut. A few paces through darkness brought him to an
ordinary door. Opening it, he entered a lighted room, where the members of the Ilsa were gathered a a
table.

Both Clester and Belka were among the dozen assembled; dl had been dining in the cafeteria when
Dronz made his speech. On this occasion, none folded their arms, nor did any applaud. They Smply
returned the wise leer that showed on Dronz's oversized lips. They enjoyed the bluff that Dronz put up to
cover hisred part.

There was, however, much of the egotist in Hero Dronz, even when with the confidentid agents of the
llsa When he sat down, he gave his chin its habitud forward thrust, shot his glary eyes around the group.
As an opening formdlity, he called for their credentias.

Each member approached and presented a card. Dronz held the tokens againg the lens of a portable
ultraviolet lamp, that connected with a floor plug. Under the penetrating ray, cards like drivers licenses,
het checks, and railroad tickets, showed hidden printing and secret Sgnatures.

When he came to Clester's card, Dronz smiled.

"You have not been with us long,” he told Clester. "I shdl be interested in your firs report, the one you
have brought tonight. If satisfactory, | shdl give you specid ingructions.”

Upon checking Belka's card, Dronz arose and extended his hand. He did not seem to mind the grip that
Harry had didiked. Dronz turned to the others by way of introduction.

"Agent Belka is a baadeur,” he told them, "who has come from our nid in Buenos Aires. We welcome
him, and look forward to whatever specia information he may supply.”

Dronz was udng terms common among sy rings Most of the men present were baladeurs, or free
lances, though two who reported were dupeurs who made direct contacts when seeking military secrets,
while one of the group was a sabotage expert, or mouton.

By that dassfication Kalva, who contacted Darr, had been a dupeur. Windle and the spies working at
the Apex plant were classfied as moutons. Through his exploit of bringing in the duplicate arplane plans,
Windle would probably gain the rating of baladeur, which most spies preferred.

However, Windle was not present a this meeting. His case was not unique. When Dronz cdled for
reports, a misshgpen spy came from a chair beside the wal and approached with crablike gait, to give
Dronz a package of envelopes.

The twisted man's name was Gado. He was a courier, or go-between, who met absent members. His
grotesque shape applied to his face as wdl as his body. Gaddo had one bulging eye, a nose bent
Sdeward, and lipsthat carried agmile a one corner.

Gado was a sample of what could happen to a oy who got in with the wrong tribe. His deformities were
the resullt of physicd torture, applied a intervas. He certainly hadn't escaped his captors, for such never
happened in the spy business, therefore, it followed that Galdo had been rescued by fdlow members of
thellsa

Torture had not rendered Galdo usdless. He looked as agile as any of the llsa members present; in fact,
more o, for he had acquired something of a catlike manner. But he would have been marked indantly if
hetried to work as a baladeur, or a mouton, for those types of spies went places openly.

Even as a dupeur, like Kava, Galdo was unsatisfactory in his present shape. But he seemed quite content



inhis snesky role of courier.

ALONG with the envelopes that Galdo gave him, Dronz received those that were handed in by the spies
who were present. Opening the envelopes, he read their contents and made notations on a pad.

All the while, Clester was wetching Dronz in steady fashion. Clester did not seem to notice that he, in his
turn, came under the searching eyes of Belka.

Coming to the lagt envelope, Dronz read its message carefully. When he dropped the envelope on the
table, its corner showed the number B-18, which seemed to interest Clester. Then, settling back in his
chair, Clester turned a poker-faced countenance about the group. By thet time, the shrewd-eyed Belka
was looking elsewhere.

Dronz wrote out ingructions, sealed them in envelopes, and gave them to the agents present. Finished
with that, he wrote other orders, which he gave to Galdo, in separate envelopes.

On the lagt envelope, the thickest of the lot, Dronz marked the number B-18. When he passed it to
Gddo, the twisted man increased his one-sided grin and tucked the envelope in a different pocket from
the others.

The impressive thing about the whole proceeding was its lack of open discusson. Hero Dronz, the
bdlowing orator of the cafeteria, kept his mouthy speeches for the mob. Here, in the secret meeting room
of the llsanid, or nest, Dronz believed in Slence.

He was ready, however, to hear others speak. The sweeping gestures of his hands were an offer of that
opportunity. None accepted it. They had mentioned dl they chose to say in ther reports, and were
satified that Dronz's written ingructions would darify their coming duties.

There was no open mention of success a the Apex plant; in fact, the absence of Windle and his
companion moutons gave the impresson that the 11sa had falled in that particular enterprise. The complete
slence produced another effect; one, perhaps, that Dronz had expresdy wanted.

The very atmosphere seemed charged with intrigue—as though these spies were themsalves under the
survellance of those about them. Beyond Dronz, they could see Galdo grinning from his corner. The
twisted messenger was a human example of what could happen to anyone who might betray the llsa.

What the future held was a mygery, even to these men who were to play a part in dastardly events to
come. But there was one definite glimmer shared by certain minds among the group. They knew that
much depended upon an absent member, whose number was B-18. His importance to the spy ring had
been evidenced when Dronz gave the find note to Galdo.

To The Shadow, whose present disguise had enabled him to become a member of the secret circle, a
tral to B-18 had become the vitd quest. In undertaking it, he would have to display the full craft of an
llsa member, and more.

The mere exigtence of absent members was sgnificant. Their tota number could not be gauged by the
envelopes that Galdo had brought to Dronz.

Like every spy ring, this one probably counted many members who never came to the mestings at
al—persons connected with channds of informeation, others assgned to specid duties that no one ever
heard abot.

For a newcomer like The Shadow to venture aong such guarded trails would be equivdent to a trip
through the network of a spider's web—performed by a fly, not by a spider. The Shadow, it s0



happened, was accustomed to such excursions, but this web might contain a dozen spiders, not merdy
one.

There was foresght, therefore, in The Shadow's use of his own agents, like Harry Vincent, if only to
draw hidden members of the llsaring away from his own trail.

THE meeting was over. The spies were going out by the secret door to the locker room. Only Dronz
remained, beckoning to Galdo.

It wasn't wise for anyone to linger, to lisgen in on that two-man conference. All members of the departing
group were checking on each other, just as Belka had chosen to keep tabs on Clester.

They stopped at different lockers, some picking up packages or other odds and ends. They had to keep
up appearances, these spies, because bona fide members of the athletic organization might wonder why
certain persons had lockers, but never used them. Clester had a locker, so did Belka Each picked up a

package.

Clegter was the firg to reach the street. Harry Vincent saw him from the foyer and followed promptly.
When Clegter drolled away, Harry stepped into a cab, told the driver to take hm around the block. By
the time it came back, the cab looked like a different one.

The Shadow owned that cab. Its driver was Moe Shrevnitz, speed king of the Manhattan hackies, and
one of The Shadow's secret agents. The cab was geared for high speed, and other things besides. Its
lights could be dtered; the angle of its spare tire tilted; even the ornamenta dirips dong its doors could be
changed—al by the operation of devicesin the driver's set.

Fnishing its circuit trip, the cab rolled past the athletic dub unnoticed by departing members of the llsa. It
dackened speed because of a changing traffic light ahead. That was how Harry, in the rear, happened to
glimpse figures down an dleyway and recognize them.

Four men of brawny build were medting up with a stocky man, to conduct him through to the next strest.
The group conssted of Dronz and his bodyguards. Evidently, Dronz had his own specid route from the
hidden mesting room, whenever he chose to use it.

Clegter had turned the corner. He was walking aong, looking for a cab. Other people were in the Street,
possibly members of the Ilsa. Harry advised another block-around trip, Moe swung into it. They passed
Dronz and his strong-arm quartet just as the group was pulling away in a car. Harry glanced back toward
thedley.

There, he dghted a twisty form thet took a darty path across the street. The man happened to be Galdo,
off on hisroute; but Harry, though he had guessed that the llsa had its own medting room, was ignorant
of the fact that Galdo existed.

Harry wondered who the gpish creature was, then Galdo was logt in darkness that would have made a
perfect blackout for The Shadow. The cab came back to the street where they had last seen Clegter.
Ancther cab stopped, and Clester was getting into it.

From then on, it was Moe's job to follow, Harry's to look back and note if any other pursuers were on
thetrall. There were times when Harry fdt sure that they were being traced, but gradudly his suspicions
ended.

The crowning episode came when Moe swung a corner, jammed the brakes suddenly, and stopped
beside the cab that Clester had taken.



The driver of the hdted cab was gawking at something which he held in his hand. Otherwise, the cab was
empty.

"Hi there, hackie?' greeted Moe. "What's the idea of blocking traffic? Why don't you park crosswise,
and make agood job of it

"Sorry, bud,” was the rgjoinder. "l was looking at this five-buck hill my fare chucked a mejust before he
cleared out."

"Wha's the matter? Isit phony?"

"New. That's what gets me. This dough's the McCoy!"

Moe leaned from the window, to give good advice.

"Better get moving," he ingsted, "before the guy remembers to come back for his change.”

Both cabs wheded away. Harry Vincent spied an open passage between two buildings near where the
other cab had stopped. The space was deserted. If Clester had taken that very convenient route, he was
wel away by thistime. Harry's work was done.

It didn't matter if others showed up dong the trall. Harry Vincent was quite sure that they would not find
The Shadow.

CHAPTER VII. THE MISSING MESSAGE

THE Polychrome Room was an exdudve spot among New Y ork night clubs. Situated on the top floor of
one of Manhattan's highest skyscrapers, it appeded to a de luxe dientde. But the Polychrome Room
offered much more to the eyes than a mere view of the city's lights. Its mogt attractive eyeful was Wynne
Mariot.

Cuter blondes than Wynne were very few, even in New York. She had taent, as wdl as looks. Wynne
Marriot sang well, and danced even better. Her dender figure could swing from a willowy pose into a
medley of Jitterbug shakes. Wynne's choice of costume was appropriate, too, particularly when it came
to brevity.

The patrons of the Polychrome Room saw a lot of Wynne Marriot. She did three shows nightly and,
between the fird and second, she made a rush trip to the Forty-seventh Street Thester, where she
appeared in the cafe scene that opened thefirg act of a stage show cdled "Purple Twilight.”

Wynne Marriot was being watched by everyone in the Polychrome Room, except Vic Marquette.
Seated at a table some distance from the tiny stage, Vic was garing in the opposite direction. With the
Fed was Ned Jorman, whose eyes were fixed on Wynne. Jorman's amile indicated that he gave blondes
occasiond precedence over concrete fortifications.

"A clever girl, Marquette—"
"A clever guy," interposed Vic, as he caught Jorman's words. "Waeatch what he's doing.”

Jorman managed to shake his gaze from Wynne. He saw a dapper man in evening clothes, severd tables
away. The man was folding a large menu card that a waiter had given him. At the same time, he was
diding something in between the folds.

"An envelope" undertoned Vic. "I saw him ease it out from his vest. Waich where the menu card goes”



A waiter approached and took the folded menu. Waking away, he was lost among the tables.
Nevertheless, Marquette gave a stisfied nod. He was watching another man, who had seen the whole
process from closer range. The close observer was Clester, the man with the sharp nose and solid chin.

Clegter's eyes followed the waiter. After a short interva, Clester arose and took his own course between
tables. Marquette decided to watch the dapper man who had disposed of an envelope, dong with the
menu card.

Meanwhile, the waiter had passed a screen beside the stage. Going through a swinging door, he reached
the dressng room used by Wynne Marriot. A green slk dress was draped from a hanger. Lifting the
broad bdt of the dress, the waiter did the envelope into a secret pocket among the pleats.

Sding away, the waiter was gone when the blond dancer came tripping from the stage. Other actors
were waiting, expecting her to do an encore.

"I haven't even time to take another bow,"” Wynne told them, breathless. "I've got to change and then get
right over to Forty-seventh Street.”

Dating into the dressng room, she closed the door. A long streak of blackness, dretching dong the
passage from the off-stage screen, was suddenly blotted as the darkness increased.

In the dressng room, Wynne Marriot disposed of her costume with a swoop, flung hersdf into other
clothes, completing her attire with the green dress. She grabbed a pair of large dark glasses to hide her
make-up and dashed from the dressing room, leaving the door wide open.

The streak of blackness was gone. Near the screen was a gliding shape, cloaked in black. The Shadow
hed seen the waiter put the envelope in the pleated pocket. He was taking up the trall of the envelope;
with it, the tral of Wynne Marriot.

A TIMES SQUARE traffic tangle delayed Wynne's cab on its way to the Forty-seventh Street Thester,
but she had alowed for such atie-up in her caculations.

The stage door was on Forty-eighth Street, reached by a short passage behind the theater. Wynne
hurried through, as she reached her dressing room, she heard the cdll:

"Hve minuted"

She tugged the green dress over her head and shoulders as she kicked the door shut. Hinging the dress
on a chair, she let it lie there, indde out, while she completed a quick change into the costume that she
worein "Purple Twilight." The stage manager was giving the curtain cal when the blond dancer reached
the stage.

A shrouded figure had stepped in from the stage door. The Shadow's keen eyes studied Wynne Marriot
as she passed the wing, to reach the glare of footlights. Her present costume was quite Smilar to the one
thet she had worn at the Polychrome Room. It was just ample enough for Wynne, without dlowing for a
hidden pocket that might contain an envelope.

Turning toward the open door of the dressing room, The Shadow moved to a new angle, saw the green
dress where Wynne had so cardesdy tossed it. But before The Shadow could approach the dressng
room, another person did in ahead of him.

The arrivd was a uniformed usherette, who had stolen backstage when the house lights had given way to
foatlights.



Laying a bundle of programs upon the dressing table, the usherette made a quick probe of the pleated
dress. Finding the envelope, she did it between the pages of the top program, then turned the whole pile
over as she |t the dressing room.

In darkness, The Shadow followed the usherette through the connecting door to the theater proper, and
dong adim sde aide. When the uniformed girl reached her dation a the back of the house, late comers
were waiting to show their ticket stubs.

Most of them were watching the stage when the usherette guided them to ther seets, for Wynne Marriot
hed begun her song-and-dance number in the cafe scene.

But there was one late comer who didn't care about the show. He waited until the others had gone to
ther seats, then showed histicket stub to the returning usherette.

The Shadow had moved so close that he could have touched the pair, but their faces were no more then
blurs in the darkness. He saw the stub when the man drew it from the ticket envelope, because the
usherette turned her flashlight on the bit of pasteboard. The number of the seat was L8, and The Shadow
heard the usherette mention that it was on another aide.

But that wasn't dl that happened. The girl gave the man the bottom program of the stack, the one that
contained the envelope that Wynne had carried from the Polychrome Room. The man kept his ticket
stub, but he passed the usherette the envelope that had contained it.

The Shadow had struck a double transaction dong the chain. Dronz's message, on its way to a spy
known as B-18, had met a communication coming in the opposite direction.

The usherette was garting backstage again. The Shadow followed dong the darkened sde aide, saw her
enter the dressng room, sed the envelope and tuck it in the green dress. The bulge of the envelope
indicated a Szable message, probably a smdler envelope, previoudy sedled.

For the present, The Shadow was more interested in the envelope than in the human chain that he had
tralled. The usherette would be recognizable later; there would dso be time to pick up the route of the
men who had taken the aide seat in Row L. He, too, carried a message, the one that Dronz had
dispatched, and The Shadow intended to trace it to its ultimate destination.

But hisimmediate opportunity concerned the envelope that was on the way to Dronz. The Shadow was
expert a opening envelopes and sedling them again in undetectable style. A few minutes might be dl he
needed to learn what B-18 was reporting to Dronz.

The chance faded when the usherette departed in a scurry. Wynne Marriot had finished her turn and was
coming offstage. She went into the dressing room and closed the door. The Shadow decided to return to
the audience and check on the manin Row L.

His path was suddenly blocked by two stage hands, who happened to choose the connecting doorway
as a secluded spot for a conversation.

There was another route: the stage door. But as The Shadow moved in that direction, a watchman
arived from the dley, carying a thermos bottle and a package of sandwiches. Sedting himsdf on a
bench in the lighted entry, the watchman poured himsdf a cup of coffee and began to eat his evening
lunch.

AFTER severd minutes, Wynne Marriot appeared, wearing her green dress and dark glasses. Reaching
the stage door, she gave the watchman a amile



"The rush is over,” said the blonde. "I won't have to get back to the Polychrome Room for nearly an
hour. So finish your lunch, Jerry, before you cdl a cab.”

"I'd better get one now," returned Jerry. "No reason to keep you waiting, Miss Marriot."

The watchman went out and Wynne peered from the stage door, until she saw him wave his am. With
that, the girl left, and thereby cleared the way for The Shadow. No eyes were near to observe the
black-cloaked form that loomed suddenly in the entry, then blended with the darkness outsde the
theater.

Keeping to the dde of the short dley, The Shadow let the watchman pass. He intended to reach the
street, shed hat and cloak, and stroll around the block in ordinary guise. It wasn't too late to buy a ticket
to the show; as a customer, The Shadow could soon locate the manin Row L.

He hadn't forgotten Wynne Marriot, however. Behind the cab that the blond dancer entered was
another, which the watchman had not noticed. It was Mo€'s cab, with Harry Vincent as a passenger. The
Shadow had found time to summon it, by telephone, while coming from the Polychrome Room.

Wynné's cab was sarting as The Shadow glided toward Moe's. From the corner of his eye The Shadow
was noting its departure, checking the license number and other details. He saw the cab stop suddenly,
and spied the reason. Two men had stepped from the curb, to hat the driver in officious fashion.

One was gepping up to the cabby's window, the other was opening the rear door to speak to Wynne
Marriot. Farther ahead, The Shadow saw a sedan; other men were easing gedthily from its doors. Street
lights produced glitters that The Shadow identified. Ingtantly, he summed up the Stuation.

Both hands on the move, The Shadow whipped a brace of automatics from beneeth his cloak. Springing
openly into the light, he lunged in the direction of Wynne's cab. Nor did he announce his purpose by the
move aone. Sight of his cloaked figure was only part of the warning that he gave. The Shadow added
sound effects.

From his lips came a grident laugh, a burst of chdlenging, mockery, tdling men of crime to prepare for
combat with The Shadow!

CHAPTER VIII. TRIPLE BATTLE

FOUR men took the chdlenge; they were the outfit from the sedan. Ther fists hed glimmering revolvers,
unlike those of the pair who had stopped Wynne's cab.

The two who wanted to talk to the blond dancer were Feds. They had merdy displayed badges.

Turning a sound of The Shadow's laugh, the Feds saw that his guns were aming past them. His drive
became a sdewise whirl that carried him to the shelter of a doorway. His autometics began to spurt as he
wheded; the men from the sedan returned the greeting with revolver fire.

Those opening shots were wild. Like his foemen—members of the spy ring— The Shadow seemed too
hegty in his am. But even by wasted fire, he was accomplishing results. The open manner of his attack,
his sudden dart for cover, had diverted battle from the two Feds by the cab.

Caught totaly off guard, the government men needed such rescue, badly. Once given opportunity to save
themsdves, they took advantage of it in efficent syle.

One Fed shoved the cab driver to the floor, where the fdlow would be safe, then flattened himsdf dong
the running board, with the cab's high hood as a bulwark. The other dammed the rear door shut, yeled



for Wynne to drop to the floor. As he shouted, he dived behind the cab, to a spot where he could open
fire on the gunmen.

They rated as crooks, those members of the llsa, but they were no ordinary men of crime. Rats by trade,
they had ways of seeking crannies that other eyes might have missed. The Shadow had found his
darkened doorway, but the Ilsa tribe had picked places, too. They made just one migake: in this, their
fird red battle with The Shadow, they underestimated his vaunted marksmanship.

The spies thought that The Shadow, under fire from various quarters, would be too busy to take true am.
The haste of his opening barrage had done much to create such an illuson. Anxious to dispose of The
Shadow, so that they could handle the two Feds, the Ilsa men poked their guns in his direction and
blasted away.

Bullets splintered the edges of the degp doorway where The Shadow had taken cover. Those dugs were
coming from various angles, for the crafty spies had scattered.

But the fire was high, enough so for The Shadow to take brief risk. Stretched at full length, he thrust head
and arms out from the doorway and stabbed shots from the sidewalk levd.

Cool, cdculating shots ddlivered by a marksman who was undisturbed by the whimper of bullets above
his head. The Shadow had targets that suited him exactly: the spurting gun muzzles of the opposition. As
one .45 recoiled, the other jabbed, dmost asif two fighters werein action.

Clipping bullets zimmed between the rails of steps, skimmed edges of doorways. The wild, misguided
spurts of other gunstold that The Shadow was nicking living targets.

The Feds were firing, too, at figures that came lurching into Sght, actudly yanked from hiding places by
the power of The Shadow's bullets. But the Feds made the bad mistake of daiming victory too soon. As
they sprang from the shelter of the cab to take care of the writhing spies, a car with brilliant headlights
bore down upon them.

It was coming from the corner, with another load of 1lsa men. Seeing the Feds cut across the dtreet, the
car veered to the right, so that menin back could swing a machine gun into action. The Shadow was too
digant to hdt the coming rattle of that deadly gun, but he had anticipated such a thrust and had kept
intervention ready.

Intervention in the shape of Mog€'s cab, dill parked in back of Wynne's. Harry Vincent was on the
lookout; he snapped a quick word to Moe. The speedy cabby whipped his vehide from the curb,
twigted it right into the path of the Ilsa's mop-up crew.

A savage-eyed driver avoided the crash by dashing his own car leftward. It crossed the street, jounced
over the curb and smashed into a building wall. The machine gun was chattering, but it was pointed in the
wrong direction. Boxed between the car and an old house wadl, the machine gun was making filigree of
brickwork, nothing more.

Then, while the Feds were turning to meet new foemen, Moe's cab found its course and whedled past
Wynne's. Harry poked agun back through the window, to back the Feds in ther fray. Even Harry was
amazed by the 9ght he saw—one that made him stay his fire, dong with the astonished Feds.

WITH the passage of Mo€'s cab, a black-clad hurricane had whirled across the street. His guns thrust
ahead of him, The Shadow was springing for the spy-manned car, announcing his arriva with a strange,
outlandish laugh that carried mockery for the men who would have to meet him.



Agan, a drive into the open brought results. It made foemen respond in haste. Given a dozen seconds
more, they would have swung their dumsy machine gun to a new angle and begun a raking fire dong the
street. But with The Shadow dmost dimbing in among them, the I1sa reserves changed their minds.

They thought that The Shadow was amost out of bullets; otherwise—as they figured it—he would have
come with both guns blasting. Expecting a conflict grictly hand to hand, they surged from ther car to
megt The Shadow, pulling guns and knives as they came.

The swirl of human blackness struck them. Gloved hands dedged hard, with heavy guns ending the
swingswith stabs of flane. Revolvers were talking, too, but The Shadow was aready deding with their
owners. Bullets went wide, as did knives of the long, thin-bladed variety.

Like their pds before them, the new attackers scattered, hoping to blast back a The Shadow when they
reached shelter. The thing that suddenly appalled them was The Shadow's strident laugh, sounding from a
spot that they had dmost forgotten.

The Shadow had reversed his soring again; he was in the car that the spies had abandoned. He was
teking over the machine gun!

Staggery fighters hdted; then the two Feds were upon them. Though outnumbered, the Feds were
physcdly intact, capable of settling wounded and groggy foemen in a hand-to-hand druggle. The
Shadow had softened the opposition consderably; he saw immediae victory without the ad of the
mechine gun.

Police were coming up from the corner. They had heard the laugh from the wrecked car. Knowing that
the officers would discover the machine gun, The Shadow sprang from the car to join the Feds. His start
was timdly, for battle was due to take an unexpected turn.

Up ahead, Harry Vincent had managed to get in a few quick shots at aimind foemen before the Feds
milled with them. At present, Harry was beckoning to the driver of Wynne's cab, who had poked his
head up into sght.

Harry's job was to get that cab away, to cover its departure after it passed Moe's.

The cabby took the hint. He jolted his car out from the curb, started it into the clear. At that moment, the
rear door flung open and Wynne Marriot sprang to the street. The gifl sumbled, sorawling flat beside
Harry's window.

The llsamob saw her. Madly, they wrenched free from the Feds and tried to grab the girl. Wynne came
to hands and knees, her blond har sreaming over her face. Through those locks, her sartled eyes saw
the surge that was bearing down upon her. Wynne tried to spring away.

She sumbled as the mass of men hurtled againg her. Harry was ready with his gun when he saw the
aurge break. The Shadow had overtaken them; for the moment, Wynne was safe. Then, hdting as her
hands brushed back her sreaming hair, she uttered a terrified shriek.

A solitary lurker had leaped from cover; one who had been smart enough to lay low through the battle.
He didn't seem humean, that glaring, twisted creature who sprang in to block the girl's flight.

The creature from the dark was Gado; he was the red leader of the Ilsa contingent, intrusted to that duty
by the absent Hero Dronz.

HARRY flung the cab door wide, took sraight am for Galdo, as the man's ugly, dawlike hands made a
snaich a Wynne.



The gl hersdf was quick enough to turn toward the cab, avoiding Galdo's grab a her neck. For the
moment, she blocked Harry's am. And in that instant Galdo caught her.

One daw hooked the neck of the green dress, the other found the belt. Hearing Galdo's triumphant snarl;
Harry saw the fdlow suddenly shift his clutch. His upper hand had relaxed; the other, diding dong the
green belt, had tightened.

Wynne wrenched away. The dress gave at the belt, not a the neck. Fitching headlong, the girl struck the
door of the cab, damming it in front of Harry's gun. By the time Harry shoved the door open, Gado was
away, carying his trophy—the green bet and a long strip of plegting that had ripped from Wynne's
dress.

Hary saw Wynne lying by the step, a pink-clad shape hdf obscured by dangling green. Galdo had made
away with the message that Wynne carried. Other spies hoped to finish the work by withering the
unconscious girl with bullets. But The Shadow, aready a hand, put an end to that opportunity.

Hinging a lagt pair of fighting demons back into the hands of the Feds, The Shadow whipped his cloak
from his shoulders, rolled Wynne in the garment and gave her an upward fling, dl in one rapid sweep.
Only Harry saw the figure that performed an adagio whirl in his direction.

Harry caught Wynne as she came through the open door, and dropped her in the rear seat of the cab.
Up from his toss, The Shadow dammed the door shut and scaled his hat through the window as the cab
shot away.

Sagging under the attack of the Feds, the lagt of the llsa fighters heard the laugh of The Shadow glimpsed
atdl form that was speeding across the street to take up Galdo's route. They didnt identify the tal man
as The Shadow; they took him for another Fed. Besides, they were looking for Wynne.

Though they didnt see her, those succumbing fighters couldnt believe tha the girl had gone in the
departing cab. As they sprawled, they tongued ther find shots dong the curbing, hoping 4ill to find a
humen target.

Van shots, those, thanks to The Shadow; a short while before, the bullets would have counted, but
Wynne was gone when the dying marksmen found their chance to fire.

Riding back in a cab, after finding it too late to pick up Gado's trall, The Shadow passed the Street
where Feds and police were gathering in the remnants of the llsatribe.

He was in the guise of Crangton, wearing a Tuxedo. The evening was mild; his lack of hat and coat
brought no puzzled look from the man at the box office of the Forty-seventh Street Theater.

The firg act of "Purple Twilight" was ending as The Shadow grolled into the theater. His manner was
lasurdy, as befitted Cranston, but his eyes had the keen, searching gaze of The Shadow. Had there been
persons to find, those eyes would have found them.

Unfortunatdy, the quest was too late. Words must have reached the go-betweens that The Shadow
sought. One usherette was missng, the very one who had made the trips backstage. The aide sedt in
Row L was empty.

A soft laugh came from the lips of Cranston as the theater darkened. The Shadow, too, had left when the
curtain rose for the second act.

CHAPTER IX. THE GAME TO COME



WYNNE MARRIOT awoke with a headache. It was morning, and it was good to see daylight, after the
tumult of dreams that had disturbed her deep. Dreams so vivid that they had actudly seemed redl. In fact,
when she rubbed her forehead and found alump there, Wynne began to believe that they had been redl.

Then, suddenly, she was convinced of it. Staring about, Wynne redized that she wasn't in her own
gpartment. Coming upright in bed, she gave a gasp of darm that brought immediate results. Another girl
appeared in the open doorway of the bedroom.

Wynne had never seen the other girl before, but her darm faded as she studied the face that smiled in her
direction. The gifl was a brunette whose features were as attractive as they were friendly. She introduced
hersdf, quite caAmly, as she came toward the bed.

"My name" she sad, "is Myra Reldon. I'm a friend of The Shadow."
The name crygdlized Wynne's recollections.
The Shadow!

Though Wynne had never heard the name before, it sorang spontaneoudy to her mind. The only name
that could fit the black-clad fighter who had battled so powerfully in her behdf. Redizing that everything
hed been red, Wynne definitdy remembered The Shadow.

He had been everywhere, a wheding shape in black, a human ghost who had downed the opposition
with bullets. The last thing that Wynne redlly remembered was The Shadow saringing to her rescue when
she wasin the dutch of a snarling, twisted creature who redly belonged in a nightmare.

In fact, it was Wynne's recollection of Gado that had made her ding to the belief that dl had been a
dream. Once accepting the whole thing as redl, she redized that Galdo wasn't much more horrible than
the rest of her enemies, except in looks.

Myra Reldon went back to the living room, brought in a newspaper and handed it to Wynne Marriot.
There were big headlines on the front page, but they were not the thing that made Wynne gasp in new
darm. Her own picture frightened her, when she saw the caption beneath it.

Wynne Marriot was missng, wanted as a member of the spy ring!

"Dont worry," Myra reassured her. "That part of it has dl been cleared. Tdl me about this'—she was
picking up Wynne's ruined dress—"where did you buy it?'

"A dressmaker brought it to the night club,” explained Wynne. "At leadt, she said she was a dressmaker.
It was such a bargain, like everything dse she had, that I—"

Wynne paused; her blue eyes went wide.
"Were those dresses solen?' she queried. "The prices were so0 low, that | was afrad—"

"They weren't dolen,” inserted Myra. "Tdl me about the rest of them. Did they dl have bdts and pleats?’

Wynne nodded. Her puzzled expression proved what Myra dready supposed, that Wynne knew nothing
about the secret pocket in the green dress.

Myra was dill chatting with Wynne when a buzz announced vigitors to the apartment. Tdling Wynne to
rest awhile longer, Myra went out into the living room and closed the door between.



THE vistors were Vic Marquette and Lamont Cranston. Myratold Vic about her interview with Wynne,
and the Fed nodded. He had come to the conclusion that the Ilsa group was smart enough to have a fdse
link dong its chain when it sent important messages.

"If we'd grabbed anyone 2" declared Vic, gumly, "wed have had some kind of alead. But we picked
Wynne Marriot, the one person who could have told us nothing.”

Myra darted alook a Cranston, then turned to Vic.
"I was informed,” said Myra, crigply, "that you were working with The Shadow on this case.”
"So we were," began Vic. "Only—"

"Only you got ahead of yoursalves™ interrupted Myra. "If it hadn't been for The Shadow, Wynne Marriot
wouldn't be dive. When the llsa crowd found you were going to question her, they figured ther bluff
would stand if you found her dead.”

Marquette stroked his chin. Eyang Myra steadily, he questioned:
"Youve heard from The Shadow?'

"Of course” returned Myra. "He cdled up, after Wynne arived here. If you're redly anxious to
co-operate with him, maybe youll take his advice."

"Whichis—"

"To let Wynne stay here. When the Ilsa finds out that you haven't grabbed her, it will start them guessing.
They like the mystery suff, o give them ataste of it."

The idea suited Marquette. He looked at Cranston, who seemed to take it indifferently. Vic decided that
Crangton probably regarded The Shadow's say-so as aufficient. Therefore, Vic decided to et it stand.
Thevigtors left, and Myra Reldon amiled.

Cases like this intrigued Myra. In the past, she had worked with the Feds, and was gill on cal when
needed. Myra had done undercover work, disguised as a Chinese, because she knew the language
perfectly. During such work, she had met The Shadow and, since then, she had served hm adso, on
occasions.

Myra had been chosen again, because of The Shadow's dliance with the Feds. She formed a new link
aiter lagt night's bungle, and was the one person agotly suited to look after Wynne Marriot, whose
supposed disappearance was a maiter of good strategy. Myra hoped that the Stuation would bother the
llsa

THE matter of Wynne did have the Ilsa guessng. Hero Dronz, at that particular hour, was seated in his
own apartment, angrily strewing the floor with newspapers. None of the accounts mentioned him by
name, his part in the oy ring seemed to be wel covered. But Dronz's schemes hadn't gone the way he
wanted.

Dronz's elaborate apartment was located on the second floor of an old brick house. His bodyguards
lived in the same place, and the other floors housed others of his followers—not 11sa members, but men
who believed in Dronz's preachments of a new and greater freedom.

One of the bodyguards entered Dronz's living room, to inform him that Galdo had come in by the back
way. Vigts from the twisty messenger were rare in these preserves, but on this occasion a mesting with



Gado was imperative. When Galdo entered, Dronz dismissed the bodyguards.

Gdado sde-mouthed a grin when he eyed Dronz. There was little of the heroic in Hero's pose. He was
wearing a garish purple dressng gown and puffing nervoudy at a cigarette. A hdf-filled bottle and an
empty glass indicated that he had been dpping brandy, as a remedy for heavy drinking on the night
before.

Dronz had even forgotten to keep his chin shoved out. It seemed to drift away and blend with his Adam's
apple when he gave a swalow. As Gado produced an envelope, Dronz snatched at it impatiently.
Ripping it open, he read the message with quick, darting eyes.

His manner changed. He was Hero Dronz again. His eyes had their glare his lips their scoff. Shoulders
erect, he forced his chin forward and addressed Gado in important fashion. The only remaining trace of
Dronz's previous carelessness lay in a gutturd tone that characterized his normd speech. Usudly, Dronz
covered that accent, but he didn't regard it necessary with Galdo.

"You have done wdl, Gado," approved Dronz. "It was important that this message from B-18 should
not fal into the wrong hands. 1t was worth the cost.”

Gado leered in pleased fashion. It had cost him nothing to redlaim the message. The sacrifice of severd
fighting spies meant less to Galdo then it did to Dronz. If more were needed Dronz would supply them,
and Galdo would be quite as ready to let them take the brunt in battle, as a means of preserving his own
hide.

They were a great pair—Dronz whose sdf-importance had become a mania, which made him regard his

followers as mere chaff; Galdo, whose brain had been distorted with his body, making him hate the Sght
of fdlow humans.

Had Hero Dronz been the brawny leader that he boasted to be, Galdo would have detested him, like al
others. But Dronz was a sham, and did not hide the fact from Gado.

Two warped minds, differently askew, had a common bond. Through Dronz's ugly desire to crush dl
opposition, Gado found opportunity to ded in dirty work, and gain approva aswel as protection.

"They will never trace my message to B-18," spoke Dronz. "Therefore, we are safe in both directions.
Future contact will be made through new channels. It is unfortunate, however'—his eyes were
glary—"that you let the Marriot girfl live"

"My job was to get the message” snarled Galdo. "I Ieft the gifl to the others. It was The Shadow who
interfered with them."

"And took the girl," sneered Dronz. "He is a fool, The Shadow! He thinks that he deceives us, but |
know The Shadow's game. Thistime, heis no lone walf. He isworking with the lam!"

Gado gave a danted nod. He had seen enough of The Shadow's actions to agree that Dronz was right.
But Dronz had not finished; his eyes, garing in glittering fashion, were picturing recent events with
accuracy.

"We learned last night,” declared Dronz, "tha our messengers were under observation by men who
looked like Feds. That iswhy | ordered you to snap the weak link in the chan: Wynne Marriot. Feds
intervened before you struck, proving our reports were right.

"But such intervention was not a The Shadow's bidding. He never would have ordered it. Since he was
working with the Feds, he would have blocked it, had he known. Therefore, we are sure that he must



have picked up the trall himsdf."
Gado began to mouth a query, which Dronz interrupted before the twisted man could finish.

"Yes, your tral, Galdo! The Shadow dropped it after you sent the message dong the chain. To follow
you, The Shadow mug have started from one definite point.”

"From the mesting room?”’

"Exadtly!" Dronz's tone was dry with contempt. "He has done well, The Shadow. Too wel for his own
good. He has become a member of our nid. We may know where to find him when we meet again.”

Dronz's laugh was harsh, Galdo's chuckle snarly. These experts at torture and assassnaion knew what
to do with unwelcome strangers in their mids.

Lagt night's fray had been an open battleground; The Shadow had won through a surprise attack. It could
be different, when members of the Ilsa chose their own scene and sprang the surprise themselves.

Ye there was a double threat behind Dronz's statement. He had used the word "may,” not "shdl,” and
Gado caught the inference. The chance was strong, so Hero Dronz bdlieved, that The Shadow's career
would be ended before the llsa held its next secret conclavel!

CHAPTER X. THE LOST TRAIL

THE message from B-18 had reached Dronz by a short cut, thanks to Gado. But the other
message—the one that had originated from Dronz—had gone dong its usud route. How long those
messages took to reach their destination was evidenced by new occurrences.

It was early afternoon when a box of flowers was ddivered at a little music store a few doors from a
busy avenue. The proprietor of the musc store was a complacent man who looked as though he liked
flowers. He opened the package himsdf and strolled around the shop, carefully placing roses in different
Vases.

He passed the door of his office during that stroll, and decided that his desk needed decoration. But, as
he placed flowers in the vase on his desk, his hand aso plucked an envelope from deep among the
remaning flowers. That envelope did underneath a large blotter on the desk.

Entering his office later, the complacent man closed the door and opened the envelope. He stepped to a
phonograph in the corner and started a record going. He set the needle in the middle of the record; music
resulted.

He tried again; thistime there was no music. Ficking up a microphone atachment, the man began to talk
inalow voice, repeating the words of the opened message.

After that, he tore the message into shreds, burned the pieces in an ash sand and dumped them. He did
the record into a paper folder, left it on his desk.

Severd customers were in the shop a hdf hour later, when a tal, well-dressed woman entered. She
spoke to a clerk, showed him a post card addressed to Miss Vema Thane. The card referred to a
record that Miss Thane had ordered. The clerk said that he would speak to the proprietor.

Meanwhile, Velma Thane gtrolled around the shop, naticing the roses. The customers, a the same time,
began to notice Velma Thane.

She was an exatic type, at fird Sght handsome rather than beautiful. But varying light, her own changes of



expression, gave her features an dluring touch that gripped dl eyes that observed her.

Her own eyes were dark; sometimes ther sparkle had a blackness that matched her raven har. Her
nose, though high-bridged, gave her an aristocratic profile, while her lips, when they amiled, produced a
Mona Lisa touch that made it difficult to tdl if they redly smiled at dl.

At moments, she looked foreign; at others, she had a diginctly American appearance. Her complexion
was probably the answer. Under some lights it looked dark, but when she lifted her head only the
dightest touch of dlive hue was noticesble.

When she spoke, as she did when the bowing proprietor approached, Vedma showed the faintest trace
of aforeign accent, which was dso indefinable. In fact, it might have been an affectation.

Whatever the case, Vdma Thane had persondity plus, and it increased the more one watched her. The
other customers, who happened to be men, decided to stay around the shop as long as Vdma remained
there.

"Good day, Miss Thane™" greeted the proprietor. "Yes, we have the new rumba record. Would you
mind'—his tone was somewhat gpologetic—"if | played it, so that the other customers could hear it?"

"Not at dl," returned Velma, in her accented tone. She flashed sparkling looks at the other customers. "It
would be very nicefor dl of usto enjoy it."

The proprietor played the rumba. The rhythm of the tune was magnificent. Eyes hdf closed, Vdma
seemed ready to sway with the beat of drums. She liked the record so much that she inggted thet it be
played again; by that time, the other customers were puiting in orders for the same record.

But when the record was wrapped, Vdma dropped her informa manner. She seemed annoyed by the
interest of the other customers, who looked too anxious to make her acquaintance. With a shrug of her
gnuous shoulder, the raven-haired charmer stalked from the music shop and entered awaiting cab.

SOON, Vdma Thane reached a sug apartment. Her lips had logt ther hdf smile they curled
contemptuoudy as she placed a cigarette between them.

She was thinking of the stupid gdlery of admirers back at the music shop; how she and the proprietor
hed played them for a batch of dupes.

The same act was dways staged when Velma bought a new record. If suspicious people happened to be
around, wondering why Vema Thane bought so many records, they could find out that she liked rumbas
and other rhythmic music. They wouldn't guess that the records she bought were very specid.

Vedma placed today's record on her phonograph. The light from the window showed the spird groove
that awaited the needle. But no light could have been strong enough to give away the secret. Aninchin
from the edge of the disk the track widened imperceptibly, to dlow another groove between the coils
thet carried the rumba

A microscope could have shown the secret track that lay between, but Vema did not bother to look for
it. She used the same system as the music-shop proprietor. She amply started the disk revolving and lad
the needle a random, an inch from the edge.

Twice, she caught the strains of the rumba; the third attempt found the hidden track, and brought a voice
instead.

Thevoice of the music-shop man, reding off what he had read in the note from Dronz. Terse detalls of



things that had happened a the llsa meeting, which Vdma recorded in shorthand. The record was
muffled, for the doors of the phonograph were closed. Finished with her notes, Vdma stacked the record
with others.

She gtrolled about the gpartment for a while, and the variances of her mood were remarkable. At times,
she picked up the shorthand notes and studied them solemnly; on other occasions, she laughed coldly as
ghe read the notations.

Ficking up a newspaper, Vema gazed disdanfully a the pictured face of Wynne Marriot, the missng
dancer. At fird, Vemads laugh was ripply; then, seized with a fit of sudden anger, she flung the
newspaper savagely to the floor.

Perhaps her habit of dways posng in public accounted for Vemas strange outbursts when aone.
Remembering her public, she paused in front of a full-length mirror to sudy the effect of her present
atire.

She didn't like the black wool dress that she was wearing, even though it was findy woven and adorned
with a brilliant shoulder pin. Her sudden didike was caused by the fact that she had worn the dress dl
morning. Velma's tastes were as variable as her other moods.

Deciding to change to something that suited her better, she pushed back the diding door of alarge clost,
to reved an array of expendve gowns and dresses, enough to have stocked a store window.

She took out a suit of midnight-blue, beautifully cut, and was choosing suede shoes and gloves to match,
when the telephone bdl rang.

Vdma had expected that call. Her impatience ended the ingant that she heard the bell. Answering, she
talked in a low, wel-modulated voice, repesting detals from her shorthand notes. Having finished, she
listened, then began to jot down comments that came across the wire. One page finished, she started
another, ending it quite aoruptly.

Ruddy lips wore their most dluring amile when Vema Thane had finished the telephone cal. She was
looking forward to afuture conquest, the very sort of task that made her most important in the schemes
of the llsa

From her notes, Vdma wrote a message in tiny letters on a sheet of thin white paper that she crumpled
caefully, its softness wadding it like alittle bal of cotton. She took a bottle of capsules from a medicine
chest. Opening a capsule, she dumped out the whitish powder that it contained and inserted the wadded
note instead.

To the eye, there was no difference between the specid capsule and those containing the pulverized
substance. Dropping the note-bearing capsule into the bottle, Vdma put the medicine in her blue
handbag.

She was pleased that she had chosen the blue ensemble. It seemed as if her choice had been inspired by
things that were to come. Taking off her black attire, Velma garbed hersdf in blue and admired the effect
inthe mirror.

Then, drawing the glove from her right hand, she sat a a writing desk and inscribed a carefully worded
note on perfumed paper. Seding it, she wrote a name across the envel ope.

WHEN Vedmalleft her gpartment, she rode by taxicab to a drugstore some blocks distant. On the way,
bits of paper fluttered from the cab window, like flurries of confetti.



Those fragments were the remains of Velma's shorthand notes, plus the blank pages of the pad that she
had used. There was never a chance to gain tracing of anything that Vema took down in shorthand. She
used anew pad every time.

At the drugstore, Vema gave the bottle with its smdl quota of capsules to a clerk, tdling him she wanted
it refilled. Automaticaly, she was sending the message to Dronz dong its way by a new route; for that
bottle would go to a laboratory where a member of the llsa chain had long been waiting for it.

Returning to the cab, Vema gave the driver another address. That was when the redly surprisng portion
of her trip began. The cab pulled up in front of a secluded building. When the doorman approached the
cab, Vdmainquired in her accented tone;

"Isthis the Cobalt Club?'
"Yes madam,” replied the doorman. "Who isit that you would like to see?

"No one" Vema produced the letter that she had written. "I wish to ddiver this note to Mr. Lamont
Crangton.”

The doorman nodded, as he read the address on the envelope. He looked up to see black eyes sparkling
above ruddy lips Then the cab was away, leaving a trace of perfume and the soft drains of a tippling

laugh.

Hero Dronz had intimated to Gado that there might be a way to reach The Shadow before the next
mesting of the llsa nid. Evidently Dronz had been thinking in terms of a most myserious lady, Vdma
Thane.

CHAPTER XI. THE AMAZING MR. CRANSTON

THE SHADOW was not a the Cobalt Club when Vdma Thane stopped there, a fact tha the
myderious lady evidently knew. The reason for The Shadow's absence was that he was needed
elsawhere, as Lamont Cranston.

Senator Reeston had telephoned Cranston to suggest an afternoon conference at Jorman's office. So
they had gone there, at about the time when Vdma was sarting for the Cobalt Club.

Ned Jorman was just returning from lunch when Cranston and Releston arrived. They met him outside
his office, and when they entered they found Vic Marquette pacing the floor, looking a maps dong the
wadls. With the assemblage complete, Vic came promptly to business.

"It's about the Superior Enginering Corp.," he said. "Ther plans have been completed; I'm going to get
them tonight and take them draight to Washington."

"Good work," expressed Jorman Then, with a shake of his head: "Weve been pretty dow on our own
work, here at Titania, congdering that Superior started their job later than we did.”

"Not at dl," returned Marquette. " Superior didn't have as much to do. They've promised dl dong to have
the plans completed by today. Besides, they've had severd men working on them.”

Senator Releston showed a trace of dam at the mention of several men, but Marquette dlayed his
Worries.

"The men have been working separately,” explained the Fed. "One on hangars, another on runways, a
third on anmunition storage, and so on. None of them knows what the other fellows are doing.”



"Excdlent!” declared the senator. "But when the plans are assembled—"

"That's fixed, too," interposed Vic, with a chuckle. "Superior isudng a draftsman named Kelington, who
doesn't know what any of it is about. His work will be a srict assembly job. Kelington will see the
complete plans, of course, but hell be under observation when he fits them together.”

"By your men?'

"Yes Digyuised as draftamen, in the same room. If Kelington tries to copy them, or make notes, hell be
spotted in a flash. As for trying to remember them"—Vic insarted a blunt laugh—"Kdlington is only a
draftsman, not a memory expert. That's why he was picked for the job."

Marquette, while spesking, had shifted his gaze to Cranston, asif to emphasize that these facts could well
be relayed to The Shadow. Vic was making it quite plain that the Feds had everything under full control;
thet there would be no repetition of the fiasco at the Apex airplane factory.

In a sense, however, Marquette was aso extending an invitation to The Shadow—should Cranston hear
from him in time—to be on hand a the Superior Engineering Corp. a the hour when spies would have
their last chance to attempt a theft of the structura plans.

That hour would be seven o'clock, or alittle later, judging from recent reports made by Feds stationed at
the Superior offices.

Both Ned Jorman and Senator Releston observed the cam indifference with which Cranston accepted
Marquette's information. They took it that Cranston, too, considered matters under control; thet if The
Shadow appeared in person at the Superior officesit would be merdly a routine vist on his part.

No one happened to guess the real impressions behind the masklike pose of Cranston.

Riding from Jorman's office building, The Shadow considered the Superior Stuation. The Shadow knew
something that the Ilsa considered to be completely covered, namdy, tha the spies had actudly stolen
the Apex plans and kept the theft unknown to the law. From that fact, he reasoned that the Ilsa would
attempt a smilar job with the Superior plans.

From Marquette's statements, The Shadow was sure that the thing was not yet done, because the llsa
would have found it too difficult to reach severd persons, al separately concerned with portions of the
gructurd plans. The crucid time would come when the plans were in the hands of one man— Kelington,
the draftsman.

Marquette had a hdfway recognition of that danger; but Vic was thinking in terms of Kellington, not of
the llsa. It might be that despite dl of Vic's precautions, there would be a dip. From the light of his own
knowledge, The Shadow considered it imperative for himsdf to be at the Superior offices as soon as
dusk arrived.

REACHING the Cobdt Club, The Shadow found a note addressed to Cranston. Opening the dainty
envelope, he noted the perfume; read the lines that were inscribed in afeminine hand.

DEAR MR. CRANSTON:

You will remember our meeting in Shangha, two years ago last May; how we hoped, on parting, to
renew a most pleasant acquaintance. The opportunity has come, for | am in New York. If you could
meet me, in the Metrolite lounge, at five today—VELMA THANE.

There was guilein the smple note. Itsfind sentence had just the right touch to insure a medting between



Vdma Thane and Lamont Cranston.

The Shadow could picture Velma Thane, whoever she might be, ready to pick up the thread where she
hed left it to talk of many things that he might want to learn.

She was from Shanghai; that, in itsdf, meant intrigue. Shangha had long been a hotbed of spies, a
samping ground for the llsa. A meeting with Vemawould be an opportunity, as the note declared.

It was after five o'clock. The Shadow made a telephone cal, then Ieft the Cobat Club. Riding to the
Metrolite Hotel, he considered another feature of the note, one that brought a faint amile to his disguised
lips

The Shadow could not have been in Shangha a the date mentioned in the note. At that time, he had

been actively combating crime in New York; so openly, that newspapers had carried mention of The
Shadow. But that was not dl.

There had aso been news reports of Americans marooned in Shanghal at about the same period. Among
the names lised was that of Lamont Cranston.

Vedmads note was obvioudy a clever device maneuvered by the llsa. As Cranston, The Shadow could
not deny that he had been in Shanghai; on the other hand, the chance that Vema had been there would
force him to be very tactful. If The Shadow avoided this meeting, or tried to cut it short, he would be
jeopardizing his own paosition.

Behind it lay a deeper motive. Through Vemas art, the Ilsa was endeavoring to keep The Shadow away

from the Superior Engineering Corp. at the important hour when spies would have ther last opportunity
to obtain the gtructurd pland

However, nothing seemed to be worrying Mr. Cranston as he drolled into the lounge of the Metrolite.
Looking about, The Shadow saw an exatic creature dressed in midnight-blue, whose black sparkling
eyes were turned expectantly toward the door.

It wasn't difficult to identify her as Vdma Thane. Her very pose, the foreign look of her olive-hued
features, made her the only digible woman among the few who were awaiting friends.

Ruddy lips formed a rose-petal amile as Cranston approached Vemas table. The amile was one of
recognition, given by an old friend to another, but that meant nothing.

Not only could Veima have guessed that this was Cranston, she could dso have seen photographs of the
gentleman in question. For Lamont Cranston was renowned as a millionaire globe-trotter, and his picture
was often in the news.

They taked asif they were old friends, these two. But, in their chat, they parried like dueligts, with no
direct mention of the Shangha mesting. After al, Shangha had been a mere stopping-off place for two
far-traveled persons like Lamont Cranston and Vema Thane.

The Shadow mentioned names and places, talked of incidents that Vema pretended to recal, as though
they had discussed them before. Her eyes seemed to shine with admiration at Cranston's ingenuity; but,
behind their sparkle, she concedled a triumph as time progressed.

Vdmawas managing her purpose—to keep The Shadow fully occupied until after seven o'clock. It was
dready six fifteen, and she dill had her glamour in reserve. Of one thing Vema was convinced. She had
gotten agrip on Cranston that would hold him as long as required.



Only once did Vdma lose her dluring smile—when an attendant came to tdl Cranston that he was
wanted on the telephone. The Shadow excused himsdf and |eft; for the moment, Vedma wondered if he
would return. Then her amile reappeared.

He would have to return, and stay. Otherwise, he would give himsaf—as The Shadow.

OUT in the lobby, Cranston had not gone to a telephone booth at dl. Instead, he turned a corner, found
aman awaiting himin a secluded spot. The two came face to face both amiled, with the same amile

A srange medting this—the amazing Mr. Cranston was face to face with himsdf!

Two Crangtons, ther features identicd, ther voices the same. Each cdm, unhurried, while the first
Cranston described his chat with Vema, and the second Cranston listened. This was no case, however,
wherein a clever man was taking to an inferior who served him as a temporary double.

The firg Cranston, otherwise The Shadow, was the fase one; the man to whom he spoke was the red
Lamont Cranston!

They had been working this game for years. Away in foreign lands, the red Cranston had kept his
whereabouts vague, while The Shadow, in New York, had passed himsdf as the absent millionaire
Whenever he returned to New Y ork, Cranston kept his arriva secret until he arranged matters with The
Shadow.

This happened to be one of the times when Cranston was waiting for The Shadow to step out of the role,
s0 tha he could step in. The sudden flare-up of the llsa had delayed the process. But The Shadow,
confronted by the problem of Velma Thane, had seen a pecid use for Cranston. His cdl from the
Caobalt Club had been to Cranston's homein New Jersey, summoning the millionaire to Manhattan.

During their brief chat, The Shadow and Cranston made sure that their appearances were identicd to the
last detail. Not only did The Shadow post Cranston properly regarding Velma he learned something
important. The red Cranston had actudly been in Shangha and had not met Velma Thane.

Thetwo Cransgtons parted. One, the red Cranston, strolled back into the lounge, to take over where the
other had left off. Cranston's gmile showed anticipation; he enjoyed his coming assgnment, that of
keeping Vema occupied while the dluring lady would think that she was controlling him.

Persons in the lobby falled to observe the face of the other man, who went out through a rear door, for
his back was turned toward them. Thus, no one guessed that two Cranstons were in the picture; not even
Moe Shrevnitz, whose cab was waiting in the rear street. Moe saw only one Cranston, who stepped into
his cab. That Cranston was The Shadow.

Then the cab was away, heading northward, while its passenger was drawing black cloak and ha from a
hidden drawer beneath the rear seat. Moe heard the address that The Shadow gave—the Long Idand
offices of the Superior company.

What puzzled Moe was the laugh that followed—the low, whispered tone of The Shadow, which aready
carried a note of triumph. Had Moe been familiar with the tale of two Cranstons, he would have known
why The Shadow laughed!

CHAPTER XIlI. THE MAN WHO FAILED

SETTLING dusk had covered The Shadow's departure from the Hotd Metrolite; the same deegpening
darkness annoyed a pasty-faced man who was saring from a window of a little office. The fdlow was
gnawing a a sandwich, gulping a cup of coffee. He had reason to be worried; his name was Alfred



Kelington.

Outside, the view was blesk and ominous to Kelington's nervous eyes. Men were gralling dong the
glent street beside the office building that housed the Superior Engineering Corp. Watching them from
four stories above, Kdlington decided that they looked like Feds.

His gaze went across the street, to an eight-story warehouse. Its blank walls loomed like some gigantic
sentingl. Kdlington hated the Sght of that warehouse; then, with a scowl, he shook off its spell.

After dl, blank walls meant nothing. If any Feds were in the little cubicle atop the warehouse, they could
not bother Kdlington. The cubicle had windows, but it was too far away.

Far off in the distance, Kdlington could see the glow of Manhattan lights The brilliance pleased him.
Kdlington could look forward to some good times in the vidnity of those lights. He'd be paid off soon,
and could drop his job with Superior when other draftsmen were laid off.

The telephone bell rang. Kelington stiffened, then relaxed. Answering the cdl, he said that he was ready.
Fnishing alagt gulp of coffee, he stepped out into a deserted hdl. A darkish man moved forward from a
darway, gripped him by the shoulder.

"All set, Kdlington?'
Kdlington grimaced, gave a nod. His whisper was somewhat hoarse as he responded:
"Yegh, I'm ready, Armion."

Armion's teeth gleamed in the gloom. They looked very sharp and white. Like Kelington, Armion was
employed by Superior Enginearing, but in an unimportant department. That was why Armion, a dupeur
agent of the llsa, had managed to escape notice. Armion was of Kalva's type—contact—but smoother.

"Take it easy,” advised Armion in a low, choppy tone. "The doth tracing sheet is planted under your
drawing paper. It picks up lines better than carbon.”

"Il dideit out,” promised Kdlington. "I tried it, the way you showed me. It won't crackle, so nobody will
hear it. But I'm worried over one thing, Armion—"

"Youre afrad they'll see you?'
Kdlington nodded. Armion displayed a gleaming smile.

"Il tell you how to handle that," he said. "Thisis specid work you're doing. No one is supposed to watch
you, not even the other draftamen in the room.”

"They're supposed to watch me" corrected Kdlington, "but not the work I'm doing.”

"That'sjudt it," explained Armion. "Your drawing board is by the window. The firg thing for you to do is
be suspicious of the others. Swing the board toward the window so they can't see what you're doing.
And later—"

Kdlington nodded, eagerly. He didn't have to hear more. With the board turned, the swiping of the
tracing cdoth would be child's play. He was darting avay when Armion hed him back with a find
reminder.

"The sunt with the towd, Kdlington. Don't forget it. Youll need it for the find touch.”



LEAVING Armion, Kelington soon turned a corner of the corridor and hurried past a row of doors, to
alarge room where three draftsmen were a work. There, two men awaited him.

One was Philip Saybrook, a vice presdent of the Superior Engineering Corp.; the other was a swarthy
individud whose name and occupation were known to Kelington. The swarthy men was Vic Marquette
of the F.B.I.

Saybrook turned over an envelope of plans, and Kdlington went to his drawing board. Scarcely noting
Saybrook and Marquette, he glanced suspicioudy & the other draftsmen, then sivung his drawing board
90 that itstilted back was toward them.

Thet |eft Kdlington a space beside the window, where he placed his stool and began to work.

From the corner of his eye, Kdlington saw Saybrook and Marquette exchange gpproving glances as they
departed. The envelope opened, Kdlington was fixing sets of plans upon his drawing board with thumb
tacks. All were penciled diagrams, that he was to connect in one large group.

Chosen because he was rapid, as wdl as accurate, Kdlington came up to expectations. He handled
ruling pens and compasses with a polished deftness, apparently to the envy of the other draftamen, who
kept geding occasiona glances from ther boards. Kelington was too busy to notice such observation;
otherwise, his nerves might have dipped.

These men were not new draftamen hired for extra work, as Kdlington supposed. They were Feds,
specidly deputed to make sure that Kdlington nether stdled nor attempted to make notes of the plansin
his possession.

Nor were they entirdy baffled by thelittle game that he had staged for their benefit—that trick of turning
his drawing board so they could not see it. They had caught a parting look from Marquette, quite
different from the approving nod that he had let Kelington see. It was possible that Kedlington's display of
overzed might be hiding some shady purpose.

At least, Kelington was consstent. He completed hisrapid job in twenty minutes, work that would have
taken an ordinary draftsman an hour. That fact seemed to indicate that his zed was actud; that when
Kdlington leaned back and scanned the plans for hdf a minute, he was merdy doing the normd thing
checking to make sure that he had done the entire job.

His next move, too, was naturd. After wiping his pens, Kdlington glanced at his hands, saw that they
were gained with ink. Quite nonchdantly, the pasty men Ieft his stool, went across the room to a
washstand and scrubbed his hands with soap and water. He kept darting looks across his shoulder, to
meake sure that no one went near his precious table.

It was then that Kdlington staged the scheme suggested by Armion. Returning to the drawing board, he
carried the towd with him. One hand dried, Kdlington picked up the telephone, cdled Saybrook's office
to tdl him that the plans were ready. The ink was dry, so Kdlington laid a large sheet of paper over the
board and tacked it down.

His find moment had arrived. If he had staged his trick ddliberately, it would never have been noticed.
But Kdlington was worried by the glaring light above the drawing board. He reached up and turned it
off, then let his hand go down to the towe, which was lyingin his lap.

Meanwhile, his other hand began to pluck the edge of the drawing paper; beneeth, it found a sheet of
cloth. Kdlington tugged, the cloth did not come.



He had forgotten the thumb tacks with which he had affixed the samaler sheets of plans. It took a hard
pul for him to get the doth away. Nervoudy, Kelington fumbled with the towel, wadding the tracing
doth inddeit. He went back to the washstand, fumbled there, as he pushed the ditted cloth benegth his
coat.

Worrying for fear he had ruined the tracings, Kdlington picked up the drawing board and started for
Saybrook's office.

The pretended draftsmen, dert from the moment that he had fiddied with the light, left their stools and
formed a procession behind Kdlington. Saybrook's door was open; when Kdlington entered, Marquette
saw the trio behind him and mationed them back.

Kdlington lad the large drawing board on Saybrook's desk. Marquette stepped up, clapped his hand on
the draftsman’s shoulder in a fashion that made Kdlington start. Vic spoke in a tone that would have
reassured no one but an honest man.

"Good work, Kdlington," he said. "We hoped that you would be done ingde ahdf hour. We have a little
formdity that | hope you won't mind; it's for your own benefit. We would like to search you—"

WILDLY, Kdlington turned toward the door, only to see the Feds come pounding in to stop him. They
grabbed at him, trying to get the doth tracings as he wrenched away; but Kdlington left them with nothing
but his coat buttons, which popped off when they tried to rip the coat from his back in the rapid struggle.

The room had another outlet; one that Kelington had not forgotten. It was a door leading to the sde
corridor, which Armion had told him would be unlocked.

Kdlington reached that door with maddened legps; one hand dutching the ragged tracing cloth, he seized
the doorknob with the other. Five steps ahead of the gun-drawing Feds, Kdlington yanked the door
wide.

What happened next was amazing, even to the well-trained pursuers. On the very threshold that offered
him a route to freedom, Kdlington sumbled to a hdt, uttered a wild shriek. Then, flingng his arms wide,
he took atwidy sprawl across the threshold; driking on one shoulder, he flipped face upward.

Projecting from Kdlington's chest was the knobby handle of a thin-bladed knife. Like Darr, the tool who
hed falled to cover the theft of the Apex plans, Alfred Kdlington had taken an assassin's blow to the
heart.

Such was Kédlington's reward for crime; the only reward that the 1lsa gave to those who faled!

CHAPTER XIll. THE LINE TO CRIME

ARMION was Kelington's murderer. The darkish man had hurled his knife from the shelter of a Sairway
a an angle across the hal, where he had been lurking during the past twenty minutes.

Jugt as Kava had disposed of Darr, so had Armion finished Kelington; but this murder was even bolder.
It had been committed in open view.

Beyond Kdlington's loosened hand, lying between his dead form and Armion, was the wadded cloth that
bore the tracings, the thing for which Kdlington had sacrificed his life. It was within Armion's reach, had
the murderous spy wished to grab it, but Armion did not take the chance.

Feds had reached the open door. It would have been a daring risk to get that cloth before they opened
fire. Usudly, members of the llsa enjoyed taking risks, but Armion did not run true to form. Preferring to



save hisown hide, he ydled for others to take over bettle, while he dived for the Sairs.

The men who responded were at the far end of the corridor, a cover-up crew like the batch who had
once tried to rescue Kava. They opened fire, and the Feds returned it from the doorway. The barrage
was intended as a cover for Armion's getaway down the dtairs. But it did not work as the crooks
intended.

Hearing a maddened ydl, the gunners a the hal end saw Armion dashing back. The darkish man's eyes
were white things, bulging from their sockets; his teeth were gleaming, but not in a smile, for his lips were
wide with horror.

Not only did Armion ignore the wad of duplicate plans, he actudly kicked them as he passed. He
sumbled, gave a howl, thinking that someone had clutched his ankle. The hand that Armion fdt was only
Kélington's, outstretched like a bird's talon, fingers upward on the floor.

Feds didn't matter to Armion. He wanted to reach the end of the hdl where his cover-up men were. He
was ready to run the gauntlet of bullets to atan that objective. For brief seconds, the sharpshooters
helted fire, amazed by Armion's madness.

Then, more gartling than the crackle of guns, came the token that told them the full Stuetion. It was a
quivering laugh; a prophetic kndl for those who sided with Armion in his gtrife againgt the law.

Only one living fighter could have voiced that echoing mockery, with its note of doom:
The Shadow!

Guns blasted anew. The llsa crew were shooting for the sairway where Armion had met The Shadow
and fled. But the gun that answered theirs supplied its jabs from low angles that they could not reach. Hat
on the steps; The Shadow was showing only a gun muzzle, confident that any shots adong that corridor
would find human targets.

Forgotten by the crooks, the Feds were shoving out from their doorway, pouring lead into a mass of
retreating foemen. Their rapid shots were blocked by an intervening target—Armion.

The murderer's flight ended with a high bounce, as the dugs from four guns flayed him. From his
convulsve leap, he spread-eagled face downward on the floor, dearing the path for bullets to the men
beyond. Already wilting from The Shadow's rapid fire, the hapless band of Ilsa agents made for the turn

inthe passage.

Feds pursued the staggery crew. Seeking another stairway, the crooks put up a sporadic fire, hdting to
am a the men who hounded them. Such policy was the dimax to ther tragedy of errors. Only two of
them reached the dairs, leaving dying comrades strewn behind them. The lucky par descended in
tumbling fashion, hoping only to reach some outlet below.

A car was pulling up beside the building. A man beside the driver shoved open the rear door, to admit
the fugitives One reached it, the other sagged in the middle of the sdewak. By then, the Feds were
clattering into sght. The car whipped away, making for the safety of a corner.

Shots fallowed it. The Feds were blazing away, overlooking the fact that one car wasn't enough to carry
off dl members of the Ilsa crew. There was bound to be another automobile on the scene, as there had
been on that night when the Feds had tried to arrest Wynne Marriot. The llsa used systems that were
rardly changed, afact that Vic Marquette remembered when he reached the street.

Vic ydled to the gunning Feds, told them to forget the car that had escaped them. Responding to his



shouts, they turned to see another machine bearing down upon them. They ducked for the doorway just
as a machine gun began to rattle.

Momentarily, they were safe, but that doorway could offer no sheter when the speeding car came
adong-sde.

MARQUETTE, done, wasin apogtion to stop the murder car. He punched shots at it from the corner
of the doorway, hoping to dip the driver or the man who handled the machine gun.

Vic's jabs seemed puny, until the car took a sudden swerve across the street. The clatter of the machine
ogun ended; Vic found himsdf tugging the trigger of an empty gun.

Yet shots 4ill echoed, and Marquette saw their source. They were coming from the window of a floor
above, sharp tongues of flame ddivered with an accuracy that only one marksman could produce.

Agan, The Shadow was in the fray; his shots, not Vic's, had played the mgor part in sopping the
counterthrust of the 11sa mob.

The car crashed lazily againg the blank front of the warehouse across the way. The Feds reached it and
dragged out a dumped driver and a crippled machine gunner. Pursuit of the fird car being usdess, the
Feds returned to the offices of the Superior Engineering Corp.

They had saved the vaued condruction plans. Saybrook, the vice president, was seated a his desk
dutching the drawing board. Stopping in the hdlway, Marquette picked up the thin wad of tracing cloth.
Carying it into Saybrook's office, he spread the ragged materid in the light.

Detall for detall, the cloth bore the plans that Kdlington had drawn. Graphicdly, the tracing told its own
dory of defeated crime.

There were other points, however, that required a thorough check. Hearing the combined reports of the
Feds who had been in the room with Kdlington, Marquette went to have a look on his own. He saw the
towd where Kdlington had tossed it by the washstand; next, Vic examined the tilted drawing stand that
had held the board.

Above it was the tdltde light that Kedlington had turned off too soon. Marquette gave a grim gmile as he
turned on the light and studied the scene. It redly hadn't mattered, that giveaway, for Vic had intended to
search Kdlington after the fdlow ddivered the completed drawings to Saybrook.

But Vic Marquette had an eye for detail. He liked to study everything firs-hand, so that nothing could
escape him. He did not redlize that something was duding him at this very moment, when he was most
intent.

The something was a creegpy splotch of darkness that crept into the room where Marquette stood aone.
The eongated shape, restless upon the floor, took on the form of a slhouette. Had Vic noted that profile,
he would have guessed its owner to be The Shadow.

Instead of looking toward the floor, Marquette turned off the light. Sharp blackness dwindled to streaky
gray. It was gone when Marquette strode from the room, on his return trip to Saybrook's office. Then,
from the depths of the gloomy corridor, living blackness stirred, became a solid shape.

The Shadow entered the deserted room, to make his own survey. He did not turn on the brilliant light
near the window, for he had seen its effect when Marquette handled it. Moreover, The Shadow
preferred comparative darkness.



Arriving too late to prevent Armion from murdering Kdlington, The Shadow had at least witnessed the
events immediatdy afterward. He had noted Armion's reluctance to grab the tracing cloth that Kdlington
hed dropped. An odd occurrence, yet not so peculiar, consdering the policy of the llsa

The spy ring had used Kdlington to obtain the enginearing plans, only to let the whole case smack of
falure But wasit fallure? Hardly, consdering how falure in the Apex case had resulted in secret success.
The Shadow could see another answer to theriddle.

He was congdering the possihility that the Ilsa had actudly gained the structurd plans, that Armion had
been told to murder Kdlington, yet let the Feds recover the tracings on the sheet of tattered cloth that the
dupe had dragged from beneath the drawing paper!

Seeking to prove histheory, The Shadow stepped toward the window. Keeping to the wdl, he noted the
exact pogition of the tilted drawing stand; then, peering past the edge of the window, he surveyed the
outsde scene.

Across the way, he saw the gloomy bulk of the warehouse; but as The Shadow stooped to get a higher
angle of view, he spied the tiny cubicle atop the massive structure.

Tuming from the window, The Shadow reached the door. Blending into the darkness that fringed the
corridor, he glided toward a stairway. As he went, hislips whispered a laugh that told of tasks to come.

The Shadow had found the link between falure and success. He was chooding a tral that he bdieved
would lead him to a spot where crime had been completed, prior to the time when the Ilsa had met with
seeming defeat at the hands of Marquette and the vigilant Feds!

CHAPTER XIV. HIDDEN STRATEGY

THE beam of atiny flashlight focused upon the top step of a stone stairway. Playing back and forth in
santillating fashion, the gleam showed that the steps led no farther. Then, the dicing light centered upon
the door of an devator. A figure swished through surrounding blackness, pushing the light ahead of it.

Though the stairs went no higher than eght stories, perhaps the eevator did. Slently, The Shadow
worked gted doors apart, sprayed light into the eevator shaft. The glow proved that this was the
uppermost levd. The shaft was topped by whed's and pulleys, with a cable leading to the devator eght
floors below.

Moving about through rooms that were stored with huge crates and boxes, The Shadow found muddy
streaks dong the dusty floor. The traces were so dight that few eyes would have detected them, let done
falow them to their exact destination. But The Shadow did both. He came to a crate that blocked the
trail.

The crate seemed heavy, but that was promptly explained. Probing deep past its 9de, The Shadow
found that it was loosdly bolted to a piano box that adjoined it. He loosened the balts; the crate proved
very light. Lifting it aside, The Shadow found a door which was unlocked.

Beyond the door was a stairway, a steep metd spird. Through pitch blackness The Shadow moved
upward, until dim light greeted him. The trifling glow came from windows situated in the little cubicle that
topped the warehouse opposite the Superior Enginesring building.

The Shadow's ascent was noisdless, which proved quite fortunate. Otherwise, his arriva would have
been detected by a crouching man who was busy near a window. Approaching with ghodtlike glide, The
Shadow observed the man at close range.



Thefdlow was of blocky build, hisface so chisded thet it looked like stone in the peculiar glow. But the
man's task was even more important than his appearance.

He was digmantling a huge camera that had a telescopic lens. The camera was pointed from the window,
downward at an angle. Itsam was toward a window in the building opposite. As The Shadow watched,
abrilliant light appeared in the lower window across the way.

The stony-faced man gave a chuckle. He could see the men who had entered tha other room. Vic
Marquette and a pair of Feds were taking another look a Kelington's drawing stand, talking among
themsalves and nodding. They were going over the details of Kelington's treachery, dill confident that
they had spailed the traitor's game.

Here, in the warehouse cubicle, the fixed camera was proof that the Feds had actudly faled. Armion,
dead agent of the llsa, had tricked his own tool, Kdlington. The tracing underneeth the drawing paper
hed been a double bluff— firgt, to make Kdlington think that he was accomplishing a red theft; second,
to trick the Feds after they uncovered the subterfuge.

Thered secret of the gamelay here. Hidden cameramen had kept ther lens trained on Kdlington at the
drawing board. When the draftsman left his place to get the towed, they had been free to shoot a
long-range picture of the complete plans. It had taken only a brief time exposure, thanks to the brilliant
light above Kdlington's drawing board!

Only The Shadow had guessed the double game. At this moment, his gloved hands, groping through the
darkness, were close to the chunky neck of the llsa's cameraman, ready to throttle the unsuspecting spy
into submission.

Jugt short of their mark, The Shadow's fingers hated. The thing that made the cloaked fighter stop was a
muffled buzz, sounding somewhere in the tiny, squarish room.

EASING back, The Shadow let the stony-faced man pass him in the darkness. Groping dong the floor,
the felow found the telephone; answering the buzz, he spoke in atone hdf hissed, haf gutturd.

"Yess.. Thisis Luthe... The plates, they are good?.. You keep them, Windle. | see them when | join
ycll n

A pause followed. While Luthe listened, The Shadow considered Windl€'s part. The llsa had found new
use for the mouton, or sabotage expert, who had helped the cause at the Apex arplane plant. Evidently,
Windle had been promoted to the rank of dupeur, or contact man, and had been working here with
Luthe.

Windle had aready gone, taking the photographs with him, while Luthe had remained to dismantle the
camera. It would be better, under present circumstances, to trall Luthe and thereby find Windle.
Accustomed to sedthy tactics, The Shadow was dready caculaing upon a clever game.

If he could only filch those plates after Luthe met Windle, and let each spy blame the other for thar
disappearance!

Wl did The Shadow know how spies migrusted one another. In a high-geared organization like the
llsa, the amosphere was congantly charged with suspicion. Though Windle and Luthe seemed good
enough friends at present, they wouldn't be if The Shadow could find the opportunity he wanted.

Then Luthé's voice was pailing those thoughts of the future. Luthe wasn't going to meet Windle, after dl.



"l undergtand.” Luthé's tone had a croak of disgppointment. "You are to keep the plates, yess... | an to
take the camera... | wait here, to learn where | am to go... Good!"

Luthe tried to put satisfaction in the find word, but it wasn't a convindng effort. The fdlow was
disgruntled because a comparative newcomer, like Windle, had taken precedence. The Stugion was The
Shadow's cue for action.

Tightening his cloaked form, The Shadow lunged forward in the darkness just as Luthe was risng from
the telephone.

Luthe must have thought himsdf overwhelmed by a living avdanche, for his thick lips gaculated a loud
croak of surprise as he was bowled across the floor. A snister whisper, throbbing in Luthe's ear, made
the chunky man claw franticaly, hopelesdly, at gloved fids that clutched his throat.

Though Luthe was husky, The Shadow could have settled himin half a minute, without the felow uttering
another cry, for the swiftness of the cloaked fighter's attack had whittled down whatever physica
advantage Luthe might possess. But The Shadow did not want to settle Luthe too empheticaly.

He let the chunky man writhe. At intervas, Luthe was able to lash across the room on hands and knees.
He was trying to shake himsdf like a big, shaggy dog, and his snarls, too, were of a canine qudity. But
The Shadow was keegping Luthein leash.

Always, the cloaked fighter tightened his grip when Luthe was dmost free. Each time that he suppressed
the fellow's struggles, The Shadow whispered a low, taunting laugh, tdling Luthe that battle was no use.
The shilant mocker made Luthe sruggle dl the harder, to his own disadvantage.

Exhausted by the violence of his own €fforts, the chunky men lay bleary-eyed and panting, his back
agang a sheet-iron section of thewadl on the far Sde of the little room.

By then, The Shadow had learned a great ded about the cubicle, for the furious fray had carried him to
every portion of it. The room had atiny rear window like the front one, but the sde walls were blank.

One of those sde wadls held the door through which The Shadow had entered; the other was faced by
the sheet-iron partition againgt which Luthe reclined at present.

The telephone wire led to that partition. The rattle of the sheet iron, caused by the tired heaves of Luthe's
back, indicated that the partition afforded another outlet from the cubicle. Very probably, the spies had
come by tha route, bringing the telephone with them on the end of along extenson wire.

FOR the present, The Shadow was concerned only with Luthe. He was taking to the wearied battler,
taunting him with terms that Luthe understood. The Shadow was mentioning Kava and Armion, naming
them as dupeurs who had been sacrificed by the llsato serve its own ends.

"You, dso, Luthe" sneered The Shadow. "They need you no longer. Tha is why Windle told you to
reman. Therewill be no cdl, as Windle said. Why should the Ilsa waste money by rewarding you, when
they have never rewarded others—"

Luthe interrupted with a snarl. His forced tone was not directed againg The Shadow. He was thinking of
the Ilsa. By subduing Luthe and talking to him, The Shadow had won the fdlow as atemporary dly.

Not that Luthe had reformed. Contrarily, he was more murderous than ever; but his rage was directed
toward Windle, the teammate who bore the markings of a double-crosser. The Shadow was repesating
Windle's name, offering Luthe a promise of revenge. Luthe knew where Windle had gone; The Shadow
wanted Luthe to lead the way there.



Licking his lips, Luthe tried to speak anew. The Shadow released his throat entirdy. It was a Sngular
scene, atribute to The Shadow's strategy. Given a few minutes more, The Shadow would have had the
wedge he wanted. The trail to Windle, and those beyond, was the sort of thing that could crack the llsa

ring.

But the same thing that had previoudy helped The Shadow occurred again, to ruin his dmost-completed
game.

Before Luthe could pant the dl-important words, the buzz of the telephone intervened.

The sound was fatd. It belied The Shadow's entire argument. Luthe hadn't been double-crossed; he was
recaiving the cal that Windle had promised!

Again, battle was in order; but this time The Shadow was meeting a revived Luthe, an enemy who was
ready. As The Shadow sped his hands for Luthe's throat, the chunky man drove his feet upward. Big
brogans met The Shadow's chest, hurled him in along, backward sprawl that ended by the telephone.

Indinctively, The Shadow rolled, his hand finding an automatic as he made the turnover. He wanted to be
ready when Luthe charged, and he would have been had the chunky man come his way.

But Luthe had a better idea. On his feet, he yanked open the sheet-iron partition, reveding a narrow ar
shaft. Over the edge, Luthe's feet found the rungs of a ladder.

Luthe was willing to let the telephone buzz, as proof that something had gone wrong. But he hadnt
forgotten The Shadow. His own position seemingly secure, Luthe wanted revenge on the foe who had so
ably tricked him.

Seaing a black-cloaked form swirl toward the ar shaft, Luthe poised a thin-bladed knife, then drove it
with the hard underhand thrust thet dl |lsa-trained assassins used.

Not counting on The Shadow's twig, Luthe missed his mark. The long-bladed dirk ripped the side of
The Shadow's cloak, dashed across the deeve and hooked the shoulder benesth. It was a nesy stab,
but superficid in its consequences. The handle of the knife left Luthe's grasp, as The Shadow finished his
sverve.

Then Luthe was grabbing for The Shadow, trying to pitch the cloaked fighter down the air shaft.

Unable to grab with his numbed left hand, The Shadow could not risk aming the gun that he hdd in his
right. He was overbaanced, on the very brink of an eight-floor pit, a yavning hollow of doom. His task
a that moment seemed impossible—he had to save himsdf, and a the same time ward off Luthe.

The Shadow performed the double action on the spur of an indant's thought. Twisted hdf about, he
made a wide-sweeping backhand stroke with hisright hand. His arm, swinging inward toward the room,
was like a mammoth pendulum, that carried his balanced weight in the right direction.

Literdly, The Shadow writhed back to safety, out of Luthe's eager clutch. His knees struck the solid
floor, anchoring him safely. But his backhand sweep continued, with Luthe's head as the target. The
Shadow intended to sideswipe the chunky man, then grab him as he settled on the pit edge.

Luthe saw the coming blow and ducked it, not redizing the madness of his shift. A moment later he was
dhrieking, dawing for the ladder as his feet logt ther hold. Hinging avay his automatic, The Shadow
made a dipping, one-hand grab for Luthe's descending form, but it was too late for rescue.

Like a banshee's saddened wail, Luthe's tralling scream ended far below, its echoes drowned by the thud



of the man's own body as it crumpled at the bottom of the eighty-foot ar shaft.

ABOVE, The Shadow lay on the brink. Sowly, he moved his free hand to his tortured shoulder, from
which the knife had dropped.

Tuned to the throbs of that wounded shoulder came the persstent buzz that sgnified the telephone.
Crawling to the ingrument, The Shadow lifted the receiver and spoke the hissed "Yess' that Luthe had
previoudy used. The Shadow recognized the voice that answered.

He was taking to Hero Dronz.

Choppily, Dronz gave orders. Luthe was to leave and take the camera with him, going his own way. He
could contact the llsa at the end of ten days through the usud channels.

Dronz did not name those channds, nor did The Shadow inquire regarding them. Hanging up, he closed
the ar shaft and laborioudy left the cubicle by the route that he had used to enter, dragging the camera
with him.

He stowed the camera in the empty crate on the floor below. Therewith, The Shadow seded the story of
Luthes tragic death, for the next ten days at least.

No chance to find Windle, no use to seek Dronz. Windle could have been handled had The Shadow
reached him, but Dronz, the leader, or agent fixe of the Ilsa nid, was too wel protected againg any foray.
It was preferable to let the theft of the Superior plans remain unknown, like the Apex case.

So long as The Shadow's own discoveries remained unknown to the Ilsa ring, the cloaked fighter could
consder himsdf on the path to ultimate triumph.

CHAPTER XV. THE FATAL NIGHT

THE next morning, Lamont Cranston obligingly fdl off ahorse. To a few of his closest friends, who read
about it in the tabloid newspapers, Cranston's fal wasn't as great a surprise as the fact that he had been
on ahorseinthefirg place.

In his travels, Crangton preferred arplanes and other forms of mechanized transportation. In the lands
where he went, he often encountered more primitive modes of trangt; ill, he ssldom rode horses.

If Cranston had fdlen off a came, an eephant, or even a yak, his friends would have accepted it as a
normd consequence. But his yen for riding a horse around his New Jersey estate was something quite
new.

Crangton'sfdl did not puzzle Vema Thane when she read about it. She had only met Cranston once, at
the Hotel Metrolite the evening before. He was the sort of man who probably rode horses. Asfor his fdl,
it wasn't the only one that he had taken recently.

He had fdlen for Vema the night before. Recollection of their evening made the exotic lady smile. She
and Cranston had gone many places after leaving the Metrolite. They hadn't parted company until well
after midnight. Maybe Cranston had been thinking about the night before, when he went for his gdlop in
the morning.

According to the newspaper accounts, Cranston had injured his shoulder in the fdl. Velma read those
reports in a tabloid newspaper cdled the Classic, when she returned to her apartment after a noontime
grall.



She didn't know that Clyde Burke, a reporter on the Classic, was a secret agent of The Shadow, and
hed fixed the Cranston story. But there was other news that made Velma ponder.

Feds had staged a vidlent battle with members of a spy ring, at the offices of the Superior Enginesring
Corp. There was no mention of The Shadow as the deciding factor in the fray, but Velma knew the part
that he had played. She knew, too, that The Shadow, though seemingly invincible, was not invulnerable.

Last night's battle was the sort in which The Shadow could have been wounded. It was odd, very odd,
thet Cranston had suffered an injury the morning after thet fray.

Vedmads jet-hued eyes flashed with deep suspicion, until she gradudly convinced hersdf that Cranston
hadn't been out of her sght long enough to travel more than afew blocks, let done go to Long Idand and
return.

The telephone bell rang. Velma learned that her manicurist could give her an gppointment at one o'clock.
Vedma had just hung up when the bell rang again. Recognizing the cdler, she talked in an undertone.

She recounted her meeting with Cranston, mentioned various of the evening's incidents. But while she
talked, she wondered. Somehow, the coincidence of The Shadow's battle and Cranston's injury gave her
increasing doulbot.

"The Shadow dill could be Crangton,” conceded Vema, findly. "Not the Cranston | met... No, hed
been to Shangha, and many other places... Yes, | managed to convince him that he and | had actudly
met... But The Shadow might be passng himsdf as Cranston—

"Certainly, Il check on it... Yes, | ought to hear from Cranston today... Yes, if that's The Shadow's
game, Cranston would have to know it. Otherwise he wouldn't have fdlen off his horse today—"

Vdmawas pacing her gpartment, thinking of ways to test Cranston later, when a third phone cdl came
through. Thistime, it was Cranston on the wire. He wanted to meat Vemafor lunch.

Momentarily, her face showed a worried frown, which Cranston couldn't see across the telephone. Then,
her poise regained, Velma agreed to meet him at two o'clock.

At one, Vdmawent to the beauty shop. Her manicurist was indudtrious, and less takative than most. She
and Vdma occupied a booth, and the lack of conversation enabled Vema to look around the shop.

The manicurigt suggested a liquid polish cdled Jacqudine Red, to which Vema agreed. Presently,
Vdmads fingaemails were dyed with a thin coating of deep crimson. Then, gazing from the booth, she
undertoned:

"Go ahead. Everything is clear.”

THE manicurid drew a smdl square of cdluloid from an ivorine box that contained a powder polish.
With a pair of scissors, she snipped the cdluloid in halves, then repeated the process twice again. The
square that she was cutting was a photographic negative. Reduced to eight parts, it consisted of very tiny
squares.

Usng tweezers, the manicurist rested one cdluloid fragment on the nall of Vdmas forefinger, then
goplied another quick coating of Jacqudine Red, dong with a liquid gum that kept the bit of cdluloid in
place. She continued with the other nails until one hand was done.

At that moment, Vema gave a waning whisper and added the word:



"Cigarette”

The manicurist promptly supplied her with alighted cigarette. Lifting it between her spread fingers, so that
it would not disturb the drying polish, Vema turned from the booth to amile a the approaching
proprietor.

Meanwhile, the manicurist was working nervoudy on Velma's other hand, hurriedly putting the remaining
photographic bits in place. But Velma was migtress of the Stuation. She saw that the proprietor did not
come close enough to observe the manicurist's unusud work.

Vedmads expedient was a Smple one. She coyly puffed a cloud of cigarette smoke into the proprietor's
face, making him cough and blink as he stepped back. Seeing more smoke coming in his direction, the
men retained his distance while he chatted.

He didn't suspect Vemas ruse. He regarded the smoke puffs as an accidental habit, for Vema seemed
veary glad to tak to him. In fact, she was leening forward on one ebow, her eyes turned upward in a
languishing gaze, her expresson very earnest.

Thelift of her shoulder rather fascinated the proprietor. He didn't redlize that it was cutting off his view of
Vedmas other hand.

The manicure job was done. Vema leaned back and rested both hands on the table, admiring the effect
of the Jacqueline Red. The glossy finish totdly obscured the tiny sections of the photograph that the
manicuris had so negtly affixed.

At two o'clock, Velma met Cranston as arranged. They lunched in a amdl, secluded restaurant, where
Vdma noted Cranston's bandaged shoulder and spoke sympatheticdly about the morning's accident.

Cranston seemed to regard the whole event indifferently, though he was a bit annoyed because the
newspapers had made so much of it.

All the while, Vdmads eyes were searching. She was looking for some change on Cranston's
countenance. No change was traceable upon those masklike features. Evidently, Cranston was prepared
for any artful hints that might prove his connection with The Shadow. There were moments, however,
when Cranston's gaze was as sharp as Vemas, though she did not observeit.

He was nating her retouched fingernalls, not only their ruddiness, which made them look like tiger claws,
but dso thar gligen. When they approached the light, those nalls scintillated as sharply as Vemas
flashing eyes.

When the luncheon ended, Velma put Cranston to another test; one which he could have avoided had he
chosen. She hinted for another dinner invitation, and Cranston, quite to her surprise, took up the

suggestion, goplying it to that very evening.

When Vedma left, she was in a red quandary, which pleased Cranston as he watched her cab drive
avay.

His lips phrased a low, whispered laugh. This Cranston was The Shadow. He knew why his invitation
hed rather nonplused Velma Thane. This was an evening when the llsamet. As a member of the spy ring,
The Shadow would have to be present.

ON theway to her gpartment, Vema decided that she would positively solve the riddle when she dined
with Cranston. She had brought up enough trivid questions, dropped a suffident number of trivid
remarks, to pick up the threads that she had Ieft. If there were two Cranstons in the game, Vdma was



aure that she would discover it.

There was other work, however, in the meantime. At her gpartment, Vema placed some magazinesin a
large envelope and wrote an address on the wrapper. Seding to the door, she made sure that there were
no lurkers in the hdlway. Neatly, she pried loose the coating of her fingernals and reclaimed the tiny
portions of the photograph.

Laying the dips of cdluloid on the envelope, Vdma covered them with postage stamps, which dlowed
aufficent space around the edges to make awel-gummed job.

Carrying the envelope, dong with half a dozen letters, Velma took a cab trip to Times Square, where she
mailed the envelope in a box that offered frequent collections.

The photographic reproductions of the important sructurd plans were on their way to a find destination.
Totdly untrailed, they would be enlarged and added to the arrplane plans that the llsa had previoudy
acquired.

It was hdf past seven when Cranston met Vemafor dinner. As casud as ever, he mentioned tha he had
been somewhat delayed by an important gppointment that afternoon.

Vdma knew what the gppointment was—a vigt to Jorman's office where Vic Marquette had held a usud
post mortem over the crime of the night before.

But Vdma gave no indication that she knew anything of Cranston's business affairs. She was more
interested in learning if he happened to be the same Cranston who had taken her to lunch. Apparently he
was, for he responded to every detall of conversation that Vema began.

At another table, a stranger was watching the pair of diners. Sharp eyes sudied Cranston, who was
perfect in manner, immeaculate in his wdl-fitting evening clothes. The same eyes surveyed Vema, noted
that suspicion was fading from her darkish face.

Smdl wonder that eyes watched Velma. She had become a creature of subtle charm. Her black velvet
gown was of the strapless type, dlowing a full display of her lovely, rounded shoulders. Her back, too,
was revedled by the gown's low cut; when she leaned forward to spesk to Cranston, there was
something of atiger's crouch in her posture.

Crangton did not notice it, nor did he detect that Velmas blood-red fingernals had logt some of their
gligen. He happened to be the red Cranston, pinch hitting for The Shadow, who had given hm every
detail of the lunch-time chat.

It was The Shadow who observed Vemas jungle manner, and noted the change in the fingernalls. The
Shadow was the stranger at the other table. His disguise was one that Vema had never seen; as a result,
she scarcely noticed him.

Stidfied that Cranston was holding his own, The Shadow |eft the dining room. Outside, he entered Moe
Shrevnitz's cab, told Moe to take him to the Internationa Athletic Club. As he rode dong, The Shadow
gave awhispered laugh. He was thinking of Velma Thane.

It happened that Vema, too, was laughing lightly at that very moment, because she was thinking of The
Shadow. Satidfied that Cranston was not the black-cloaked fighter, Vema was picturing what would
happen at the medting of the llsanid.

The Shadow would attend the mesting; of that, Vema fdt quite sure. Whether he would leave the
medting place was another question. This was the night when the spy ring had plans concerning a certain



member of its own circle.

A fad night for The Shadow!

CHAPTER XVI. BATTLE OF BLACKNESS

HERO DRONZ was in high fettle, shouting in his most blatant manner, bringing wild plaudits from the
crowd that filled the cafeteria at the Internationd Athletic Club. Though Dronz was smply repesting
things that he had mouthed on other occasions, Harry Vincent was not bored.

The Shadow's agent was on the dert this evening, as were others who had come here with him. Clyde
Burke, the Classic reporter, was present, taking notesin a corner. So was Cliff Mardand, a chisd-faced
chap who looked tougher than most of the athletes who thronged the place.

Cliff was an agent who frequently served The Shadow in the underworld; tonight, he had been brought
here for specid duty.

Those three were not dl. Outside were other agents, who could be summoned in an emergency. For The
Shadow had sensed the importance of the coming meeting. In view of recent events, it might be the
logicd time for the llsato dean house and dispose of unwanted strangers.

Looking across the room, Harry saw Clester, the cam-mannered man who had given him the dip some
nights ago. In Clester's even manner, Harry saw confidence that wdl befitted The Shadow. Clester's
cam would have been ared encouragement for Harry but for the presence of another man.

Tha man was Beka The sdlow man was more saturnine than ever; his face wore more than a sneer.
Belka was gloating, and the target of the eyes that glared from heavy brows was Clester.

Harry could not doubt that Belka had picked Clester as a man who did not belong in the llsa circle.
Harry's one hope was that The Shadow knew of Belkas suspicion.

Dronz hed finished his harangue. He was starting out with his bodyguards, and others, Clester and Belka
included, were on their way to the locker room. Waiting until the place had cleared, Harry motioned for
Clyde and Cliff to remain where they were, while he rolled out to the street.

Near Moe's cab, Harry heard a quick, hoarse whisper. He stepped to a wal, to light a cigarette. A
scrawny hand plucked at his deeve; as Harry turned, he saw a wizened face.

Theman was Hawkeye, a crafty spotter who served The Shadow. When it came to picking up difficult
trals, Hawkeye was second only to his chief.

Hawkeye had news, plenty of it.

"Dont bother watching for Dronz,” he whispered. "Hes back aready. He snook in another
way—through the dley."

"By his secret route?"
"Yegh," returned Hawkeye. "On account of the Feds.”
"The Feds?'

"Surd" Hawkeye gave a grin. "They're shooping dl around the joint, Marquette and a bunch of ‘em.
They mudt've got wise to Dronz, somehow.”



Just how the Feds would fit into the picture was a bothersome problem to Harry, when he went back to
join Clyde and Cliff. He wished that he could have given the news to The Shadow. Since Dronz
apparently knew that the Feds were around, things would be apt to happen fast and secretly.

Harry and the other agents were here to hdp their chief in a pinch. They wouldn't be able to give much
ad if the llsa crowd became busy right away. The Shadow was counting on Dronz and the other spies
being overconfident in anything they did. It would give im enough of a break to bring in his agents, when
needed.

But Dronz was no longer overconfident. Had he been, he would have returned through the street door,
instead of by the secret route.

Under such circumstances, Harry was afraid to move too close to the locker room, because Dronz, in
this emergency, might have posted a lookout on duty. The only thing to do was dtay at a distance, dert
for any sounds of trouble.

While he waited, Harry kept glaiing a the bowlers dong the cafeteria wal. The dattering of the pins
might drown out a call from The Shadow.

HAD Harry visudized an accurate picture of the [lsa meeting room, his worries would have increased.

Glaing from his post a the head of the big table, Hero Dronz was taking in the entire assemblage. Beside
him, Galdo was displaying an ugly leer, indicating that he knew the surprise that Dronz intended. As men
moved forward, Dronz gathered in the envelopes containing their reports.

He did not open the envelopes. Instead, he knuckled hisfigt upon the table and spoke for dl to hear.
"Thereisatraitor anong us," declared Dronz. "I shdl name him. He is The Shadow!"

Ingantly, the whole group was adtir. A dozen hands went for knives, every spy turned toward a
neighbor, ready to pounce and kill. Dronz watched the dectricd effect; so did Galdo.

Who the traitor was, they couldn't guess. Like everyone else, The Shadow had behaved as a member of
the llsa should.

Dronz spread his hands for slence. The whole group became rigid, but dl mantained their watchful
glares. Turming to Galdo, Dronz buzzed ingructions. The messenger gave an eager nod, went out through
the exit leading to the locker room.

When Gado returned, he was carrying an amful of packages—the various bundles that the spies had left
in their respective lockers. They dways brought such bundles, to keep up the pretense that they were
gymneds

Cirding the table, Galdo dropped bundles in front of thelr respective owners, according to the lockers
from which he had taken them.

"We should like to see what these packages contain,” sneered Dronz. " Perhaps their contents will give us
adueto a certain member who is not a proper companion in our nid."

The scene teemed with tension, as men began waily to open the packages. With the exception of Dronz
and Gado, none were omitted, for the bundles in the lockers were part of the llsa regulations. Most of
the packages looked dike, but Gado had marked them when he brought them in.

Both Dronz and Gado were counting on a dimax. Convinced that The Shadow had trailled Galdo from



this meeting room, they were sure that he would have his cloak and hat avalable. He couldn't risk
henging those garments openly in a locker; therefore, they would have to be in The Shadow's package.

One of those bundles, when fully opened, would betray The Shadow in the presence of men who had
accepted him as afdlow spy!

The Stuation was dawning on the others. Each man seemed more interested in packages other than his
own. They were looking around the circle, these agents of the llsg, dl anxious to be the fird in detecting
tharr common foe.

Dronz motioned to Galdo. The misshgpen man retired to the door that led out to the aley. Galdo would
be needed there in the event of a grand fracas.

Gazing around the circle, Dronz looked for another man who could guard the exit to the locker room.
One package dready lay wide open; it was Belkas. The sdlow man had cleared himsdf from suspicion,
inorder to waich the others better.

Belkas eyes, however, were centered on one man: Clester. Dronz knuckled the table; hearing the rap,
Beka glanced toward the leader. Dronz motioned him to the other door; with a nod, Belka went to
guard it. But he was watching Clester dl the while.

More packages came open. Spies were spreading gym suits, khaki trousers, flannd shirts, so that Dronz
could see them. Clester, lifting the find wrgpping of his package, seemed about to toss its contents
cadesdy indght.

Then, with a sudden gesture, Clester flapped the paper downward and gave the package a sdeward
push, to shove it out of sght beneath the outspread bundle next to his.

It was a quick move, negtly executed, but too difficult to escape detection. With a shout, the man next to
Clester grabbed at the diding package. Clester snatched it back; the wrapping fell away.

In Clester's hands were the tdltde garments that the spies had hoped to see. He was holding a black
cloak, that disgorged a douch ha asit unfolded!

SPIES pounced for Clester, snaling the hated name "The Shadow!" But Clester was twiging away as
they grabbed a him. Wrenching from a dutching pair, he whedled across the room, away from the light
of a six-socket chandelier above the meeting table.

Hinging the hat and cloak ahead of him, Clester grabbed a chair with hisleft hand; swinging full about, he
used the chair as a warding bludgeon against men who were close behind him. Spies ducked, ther knife
thrusts wasted; but others were surging for the corner, flanking in with drawn blades.

Degth to The Shadow!

Thistime, the threat seemed sure. The lights were too bright for Clester to escape their glare, even if he
had managed to put on the cloak and hat, which he hadn't. The gun that he was pulling from his hip might
account for a few foemen; but the rest would account for Clester.

So the assassins thought, until the lights went out. 1t happened when they were hdfway to ther prey.
How, why, they did nat know, for the light switch was not in Clester's corner. They knew only that The
Shadow had brought darkness to the scene, thereby gaining the setting in which he battled best!

There were snarls in the blackness. Spies hdted ther lunges, dropped low, preferring to snare The
Shadow when he came their way rather than lurch blindly into the path of bullets.



Two shots blasted from the corner, then the fire ceased. Evidently The Shadow dso saw advantage in
keeping his exact pogtion unknown.

But the thing that followed proved quite the opposite. There were a few tense seconds in which scarcely
adir was heard. Then, not from the corner, but in the very midgt of the cregping semicirde of spies,
came a srident chdlenge that made the walsring.

It was The Shadow's laugh, sardonic in its rigng quiver, inviting foemen to find their dusve prey. The
snarls that answered the chdlenge were amazed ones. The llsa tribe couldn't believe their own ears as
they wheded.

They heard the laugh again, shifting a their very elbows. Franticdly they lunged for the fighter who had
somehow managed to work through their dosng cordon. The clatter of their feet betrayed them. The
bursts of big guns replaced The Shadow's laugh.

Thruds of flame were tonguing through the pitch blackness, bringing howls as proof that the stabbing
guns were finding targets. The Shadow, in his habitat of darkness, had turned the game againg the llsa
tribe and was mopping up the foemen who had trapped him!

CHAPTER XVII. FIND THE SHADOW

ALL was chaosin that underground room. It was every man for himsdf in the wide-spreading fray. But
in such a Stuation, odds could not count. The Shadow had more than evened them. He had forced the
type of conflict that he had often used in the underworld, but which was new to the men who composed

the spy ring.

Darkness couldn't handicap The Shadow in this combat. Every man that he encountered was a foe, to be
treated accordingly. But the llsa agents found it just the opposite—they were running into fdlow
members of ther tribe as they blundered through the dark. Some had drawn guns ingstead of dirks, but in
ather case they had to make sure whom they had encountered, before they struck.

Those who met The Shadow found out promptly. But he supplied his tokens of identity before they had a
chance. The Shadow's tokens varied. Sometimes they were dugging blows from guns a others, they
were bullets delivered point-blank in the darkness.

Through rapid shifts, The Shadow threatened to whittle down the dozen foemen in hdf as many minutes,
but his opportunity was soon cut short. In fact, the most amazing thing about the battle was its brevity.

It lasted only long enough for Galdo to skirt the room and grope for the light switch on the other sde.
With a press of the switch, Galdo banished darkness just as The Shadow's laugh was ringing with fresh

chdlenge.

Hero Dronz was safe. The leader of the Ilsa nid had found the door to the locker room and was just
about to make his exit. Galdo was dso on his feet, close by, but the rest of the room was filled with
sprawled and crouching forms.

As the lights came on, two of the llsa men grabbed for a haf-crouched figure that was wheding from
between them. Ritching headlong with The Shadow, they tried to settle him, one with a gun, the other
with a knife

A gun spoke: The Shadow's. One of the llsa men rolled away. The other man ill grappled with The
Shadow. From the floor came more, hoping to be in on the kill. But The Shadow's strategy wasn't
ended. He and the man who grappled with him lurched benesth the big center table, away from the half



dozen who were lunging toward them.

That lurch for cover was managed by The Shadow. So was the jolt that the table gave. Shoulders
heaving upward, The Shadow settled his one foeman by bashing the felow's head againg the woodwork.
With the same heave, he hurled the table toward the others.

One knife, thrown for The Shadow, found the table top instead, as the rounded surface formed atilting
shidd. A gunner who had just found am was forced to side-step the table as he pulled histrigger.

Dronz and Gado saw The Shadow's back, for he was between them and the table. Dronz yanked a gun,
Gddo drew a knife. Together, they were arting forward to get The Shadow at close range when a
rattle, right behind them, made them turn.

The door from the locker room ripped wide. Three men sprang in with drawn guns. Harry Vincent was
the leader of the rescue crew; he was followed by Cliff Mardand and Clyde Burke. They had heard the
sound of muffled gunfire from the meeting room and were here to ad The Shadow.

ONLY Galdo's quickness saved the remnants of the llsa crew, induding Dronz and himsdf. The twisted
messenger did the unexpected. Writhing toward the light switch, Galdo snapped it, bringing back
darkness. It seemed that he was playing into The Shadow's hands, but he wasnt.

Gdado was smart enough to redize that The Shadow preferred darkness only when he fought aone.
Once the newcomers were in the brawl, The Shadow couldn't tdl them from his enemies.

The Shadow and his agents would probably triumph, congdering the damaged condition of the Ilsa
crowd, but that didnt matter. The spies were beaten anyway; Gado had seen that in his glance across
the room.

If Dronz and Galdo could get clear, enough would be sadvaged from this disaster. Dronz caught the idea,
as soon as Gado extinguished the lights With a wild fling, the cowardly Hero took to a corner, leting
The Shadow's agents surge past to the center of the room.

Then, with the doorway clear, Dronz was dashing out through the locker room, with Galdo close behind
him. The Shadow saw therr flight againgt the dim light and called for his agents to pursue them. Turning,
the agents obeyed, leaving The Shadow master of the darkness.

The staccato bursts of an autometic, accompanied by the evasive quivers of a mocking laugh, told that
The Shadow had taken over exactly where he had Ieft off.

Out in the main locker room, a squad of athletes were returning from the gymnasum. They gawked at the
sght of Hero Dronz followed by a distorted creature, Galdo, instead of his usua bodyguards. Dronz had
left those huskies outside to deceive the Feds. If he and Gado could reach them, al would be well.

Seaing the astonished gymnasts, Dronz mouthed an incoherent shout and pointed behind him. Seeing The
Shadow's agents, the athletes sprang in to block them. Unable to use bullets againg these innocent
dupes, Harry and his companions were forced to cudge with their guns, warding off blows from Indian
clubs and other improvised weapons.

At lagt, the agents managed a retreat back into the meeting room. Pulling the locker wal shut behind
them, they bolted the wall from their side, then turned warily toward the meeting room. The lights had
been turned on again, which rather puzzled the agents, until they saw that the room contained only a
Sprawled group of llsafighters

Across the room, Harry saw a yawning wall, the specid exit that Dronz so often used. Counting the



sorawled figures, Harry estimated that severa of the unwounded spies had managed a flight through
Dronz's chosen route. It seemed that The Shadow must have turned on the light, then gone after them;
leaving the glow as encouragement for his agents.

The three started for the exit across the room. Usng a flaghlight, Harry picked the way; then gave a sharp
exclamation. Hisflashlight had pointed out a splotch of flattened blackness; it was The Shadow's cloak,
bedraggled from the trampings of many feet. Near it lay the douch hat, dso battered.

Jugt beyond was a dlent figure. Stopping, Harry turned his flaghlight on the sharp-featured face of
Clester. The countenance was whitish; Harry feared that The Shadow had come to permanent grief.
Then, leaning closer, he noted the dow breething that came from Clester's rigid, haf-open lips.

Luck was with The Shadow. The remnants of the Ilsa nid hadn't noticed the man that they had dugged
down in the darkness of the exit. Imbued with absolute fear of The Shadow, they mus have fled,
bdieving thet their archfoe dill pursued them.

RAPIDLY, Harry and the other agents rolled Clester's stunned form in the cloak. Tucking the hat into the
folds, they carried their human burden out through the secret route. The next thing to do was contact
Moe's cab, and get away.

Gunfire sounded from severa directions, when the agents reached the dley. Dronz and his bodyguards
were shooting it out with Feds, and some of the flesing I1sa members had probably ralied for the fray. At
fird, it seemed that contacting Moe would be difficult; then Hawkeye suddenly bobbed into Sght.

He was bringing news of gunfire in the front street, but Harry cut him short. He told Hawkeye to locate
the cab and guideit to the dley.

Hawkeye managed that task in record time. As soon as the cab entered the dley, Harry and the other
agents placed ther cloaked burden in the rear seat. Gunfire was getting closer. Crowding into the cab,
they started thar getaway. Moe reached the next street; seeing the way blocked, he swerved into an

dley.

Too late, Moe found that he had struck a trap. The dley was a blind one, alow wal & itsinner end. Men
yanked at a door of the cab, ducked back as The Shadow's agents lunged for them with guns. But in that
brief meeting the men in the dley saw the figure propped in the rear seat, recognized the whitened,
sensdless face of Cledter.

There was a scurry in the dley, followed by shouts. Then came the belowing voice of Hero Dronz,
announcing that The Shadow was in the cab. This trap, placed to entice the Feds, had brought bigger
results, and better.

Out of the cab, Harry and the other agents were shooting blindly, when a searchlight gleamed from atop
the dley wall. Its glass was bulletproof; it stopped the shots that the agents directed toward it. Then,
while Moe was trying to dap the cab into reverse, figures rose from a barricade of ash cans just below
thewdl.

They had a machine gun, that lurking crew. With it, they had their chance to wither The Shadow's agents,
cab and dl, induding the cloaked figure propped on the rear sedt. It was a coming massacre that only
The Shadow could have prevented.

The Shadow did prevent it!
A long, lithe figure dropped from the wall, into the midst of the machine-gun crew. Staring, as he stood



flatfooted, Harry Vincent saw the newcomer's face.

The ariva was Bdka, the sdlow spy who had roused Harry's complete misrust. The same man who
had tonight won the full confidence of Hero Dronz!

As Bdka landed, his figs began to widd heavy guns, bashing down the machine gunners. From his lips
came a mockery that told why he had shifted sdesin thiscriss.

It was the laugh of The Shadow!

With the two machine gunners sagging beside him, The Shadow tilted his guns upward and stabbed shots
a the wdl above. Recovered from his dumfoundment, Harry joined in the fire Cliff and Clyde did the
samne.

There were shouts from the wall, mingled with howls, as Hero Dronz and his remaining followers jumped
for the other side, carrying the searchlight with them.

The cab was in reverse. As it swung from the dley, Harry and the other agents boarded it. They were
off, dong the street, ahead of shots from ariving Feds, who took them for part of Dronz's band and
opened fire from a range too long for damage.

In the cab lay Clester, the man who wasn't The Shadow. He was partly recovered from his stupor; his
lips wore a gmile For some reason—till unknown to Harry Vincent—Clester seemed to rdish the
weird, uncanny sound that followed the cab in its departure from the dley.

The tone that the departers heard was a tralling, triumphant laugh uttered by Belka, the mystery man of
the Ilsa nid, who, by some inconceivable process, had become The Shadow!

CHAPTER XVIII. ENEMIES AT LARGE

IT was noon when Senator Releston and Lamont Cranston caled on Nea Jorman, to await the arrivd of
Vic Marquette. Like Jorman, the vigtors were anxious to chat with the Fed, for Vic had promised them
some gartling facts regarding the mopping up of the llsaring.

Then Marquette arrived he was accompanied by a slent man, whose face was of a sharply chisded type.
He introduced his companion as Clester, an undercover agent working for the F.B.I. It was quite
obvious, from Marquette's manner, that Clester was to figure heavily in the coming reveations.

"Clester worked his way into the llsa a while ago,” explained Marquette. "That's how | happened to
know alot about the spy ring. It was Clester who tipped us off to certain important messages going to an
llsa agent known as B-18."

Ned Jorman expressed sudden interest.

"That night a the Polychrome Room!" exdamed Jorman. "It was Clester who traced the message that
went to Wynne Marriot?'

Vic nodded. Jorman shook his head.
"And dl dong," chuckled Jorman, "Senator Releston and | thought your informant was The Shadow.”

"WEell get to The Shadow,” promised Marquette. "He mugt have trailed that message, too. But fird, I'l
tdl you more about Clester. From what he told us about the llsa nid, we decided it was time to crack
down. So we arranged it for last night. Go on from there, Clegter.”



Shifting in his chair, Clester rubbed his forehead in recollection of last night's experience. Steady eyes
were watching him; they were the eyes of The Shadow, peering cdmly from the maskish features of
Crangton.

"There was something | hadn't guessed,” stated Clester. "The Shadow was in the nid, too. It was lucky,
for me that he was; otherwise, they would have figured a Fed wasin it and spotted me the first crack.

"But Dronz was thinking in terms of The Shadow—and that could mean anybody in the outfit. In fact,
The Shadow turned out to be the man they least suspected—a fellow named Belka. He had me fooled,
too, this Beka"

Pausng, Clester leaned forward in his chair, to emphasize his coming surprise.

"Dronz figured that The Shadow would have his hat and cloak dong," stated Clester, "so we had to open
the bundles that we brought. But The Shadow guessed that game beforehand. So he switched the bundle
inhis locker for mine"

"But why?" inquired Senator Releston, in astonishment. "Thet put the burden on you, Clester!”

"Of courseit did," returned Clester. "l guessed why, as soon as | saw the cloak. The Shadow had picked
me as bedonging to the F.B.1., and knew that I'd have to fight the moment | was on the spot. He wanted
meto draw the whole crowd in my direction.

"Bdieve me, | did! | couldnt hep it. | made for a corner, and they piled after me. Right then, the lights
went out, because The Shadow dapped them off. Next thing, he wasin the middle of that bunch, coming
from the wrong direction.

"From then on, | was safe in my corner, picking off the strays that came my way. The Shadow would
have cleaned up the works if the lights hadn't come on for a few seconds. A few of the spies saw that
The Shadow was Belka, before the lights were off again. But the few who spotted him"—Clester added
that comment dryly—"were too close to him. They were the ones The Shadow settled next.”

FROM then on, Clester's story was somewhat hazy, though he had managed to piece the details. Dronz
hed gone in one direction, the remnants of the nid in the other. The Shadow had started after the crowd
of spies, and Clester had joined him, only to get dugged in the darkened exit.

Clester had been picked up by men he thought were Feds. They turned out to be agents of The Shadow.
They had migtaken him for their chief. Later, they had learned that Belka was The Shadow, under
circumstances that Clester had not actudly witnessed.

It seemed that Belka had suddenly routed what remained of the llsa crowd, after rgoining them. He had
reveded himsdf as The Shadow in order to dispose of machine gunners who were about to massacre
Clester and The Shadow's agents.

"l said that you'd hear about The Shadow,” Marquette told the listeners, when Clester had finished his
gory. "Those agents of his are good fighters, too. When they found out who Clester was, they brought
him to my hotel. What became of The Shadow we don't know, but he's il in circulaion.”

With that comment, Marquette became grim. Standing close to Jorman's filing cabinet, he began to
pound its top with hisfig.

"Dronzisin circulation, too," declared Marquette, "and he's got a right-hand man named Galdo, who is
just as dangerous. They're the ones we redly wanted to get: Dronz and Galdo. With Dronz at large,
there's no tdling what will happen.”



"You captured some of the llsa members” remarked Senator Releston. "Can't they lead you to Dronz?"
Marquette shook his head.

"They're a lot of stooges," defined Vic. "The best of the lot never came to the meetings. Dronz has
ducked from sght, and he's il in contact with some of the dickest pies that have ever bothered us.

"Take Kalva and Armion, for ingance. Clester never saw them at any of the meetings. They're dead,
those two, but Windle isnt. Asfor Kava and Armion, the llsawouldn't have let them die if there weren't
alat more workers as good as they were."

Marquette's words produced a definite gloom. The llsa had taken on the aspect of a hydra-headed
mongter that could crop up, stronger than ever, after some of its members had been chopped off. Noting
the solemn faces about him, Marquette took a more sanguine outlook.

"Weve licked the llsa so far," he assured. "They didnt get the Apex plans. They missed out on the
Superior job, too. As for the plans of the fortification foundations'—Marquette swung to
Jorman—"you've got them right here, in this burglarproof filing cabinet.”

Jorman nodded, but he seemed only partly reassured. He decided to open the cabinet and make certain
the plans were safe. The others sat by, while Jorman opened the cabinet drawers and delved among the
folders. At last, he gave a satisfied nod, proving that dl was well.

All the while, Cranston's face remained immobile. Behind those fixed features, The Shadow's brain was
consdering definite facts. The Shadow knew that the Apex plans had actudly reached the llsa. The same
hed happened with the Superior plans, which had adso been obtained in a duplicate form.

How safe the Titania plans might be was another question. As head of the Titania Congtruction Co., Ned
Jorman had made ddfinite efforts to protect them; and Feds were dways on duty outsde his private
office. But when the time came, the llsawould find away to get them.

MARQUETTE'S next comment broke into The Shadow's thoughts. Vic was bringing up another
important matter, which, to date, had scarcely been mentioned.

"I've heard from the Cyclops Dredging Co.," declared Marquette. "They've completed the channd plans,
and I'm to pick them up tonight. Thisis one time when the llsa won't even get a break.

"Specid messengers are bringing in the plans to Tracy Glent, the generd manager of Cyclops. He's gaing
to put them in his safe, and I've dready detailed four men to watch the place. The llsa can't make a move
until after | get the whole set of channd plans”

Congdering that he might become the target of the Ilsa, Marquette should have shown some worriment;
but he didn't. Ingtead, he chuckled, as though looking forward to his dangerous assgnment. Noting that
the others were puzzled, Marquette explained his plan.

"Those plans are going right into an armored truck,” he said. "Well take them sraght to the subtreasury
and put them in the gold vault. If Dronz and his crowd try to stop us, theyll be on the receiving end of
machine-gun fire. | hope they do show up. It will be our chance to wipe them out entirdy.”

Leaving Jorman's office, The Shadow stopped at the Cobat Club long enough to telephone Vdma
Thane and suggest dinner that evening, with a theater date afterward. The arrangement completed, The
Shadow cdled Cranston's home and informed the globe trotter that he would have to meat Velma.

Crangton didn't seem to mind the assgnment. He said he would like to see the "tiger lily' once more,



before somebody plucked her. Cranston had read about the smash-up of the Ilsa ring, and caculated
that the net had tightened to a point where it would soon gather in dl roving agents such as Vema Thane.

From the club, The Shadow made a weaving tour of lower Manhattan in Mo€'s cab. His plan was to
shake off any followers, satisfied that he had done so, he arrived eventudly in his sanctum, a hidden room
where daylight never penetrated.

Under a bluish light, The Shadow's hands became living things, as they produced a large envelope and
brought out a sheaf of maps. These were charts of dl the idands tha the government intended to use as
military bases.

These were plan maps which The Shadow, as Cranston, had obtained through Senator Releston. They
showed no fortifications, like Jorman's maps, no markings indicating camouflaged hangars and munition
storehouses, as with the structura plans designed by the Superior Engineering Corp.

However, The Shadow was not thinking in terms of concrete or sted. He was congdering channels,
breskwaters, and potentid harbors. Carefully, he marked in such detals on his map. It was purdy a
matter of The Shadow's own imagination, to which he gave wide play. He had never seen the red
channd plans, which the government had placed with the Cyclops Dredging Co.

These were fdse plans, so deverly faked that they would deceive anyone who had never seen the red
ones. This was one time when The Shadow intended to anticipate the moves of the llsa to nullify
whatever gain the spy ring might make through secret theft.

The Shadow was working toward a showdown againg enemies who were dill a large. Through this
device of well-faked channd plans, he intended to bring the Ilsa into the open, make them attempt their
find step—the sde of their illiat gains. The faked plans |ooked perfect.

Last blobs of ink were drying when The Shadow's hand reached for the bluish light. A dick produced
complete darkness; then a crinkly sound crept through the blackened room, as The Shadow gathered up
the maps.

A whispered laugh, then slence. The Shadow had departed upon his coming misson.

CHAPTER XIX. THE THREE-WAY GAME

THOUGH dusk had scarcely settled, darkness was thick againg the eastern wal of an old building near
Second Avenue. That sde of the building was away from the lagt rays of sunlight; it was dso stained with
the grime of many years.

Not a pretentious building, but it held the offices of a very important concern, the Cyclops Dredging Co.
Squares of light, ten stories above the street, marked the windows of those offices.

Like many old-fashioned buildings, this one lacked the severe lines of more modern structures. Its walls
hed ledges at every floor; at intervas, there were wider cornices. In addition, the windows were topped
by ornamental geegaws of weather-beaten stone.

Black againg dark gray, afigure was peforming a vertica crawl up that wal. At times, the shape looked
like an enormous beetle; a other moments it rested, dinging in batlike fashion. Most of the while,
however, it was blended with the grimy background so closdy that no one could have discerned it from
the street.

In fact, no one saw the figure at dl. Its intervas of motion were well timed. Always, the dimber looked



below before resuming his upward course. Such was The Shadow's usud systlem on expeditions of this
sort.

The wind was sronger near the higher floors. Momentarily, The Shadow's cloak swept wide in the
breeze. Then, twiding himsdf in the garment as he made another reach, the dimber took the shape of a
tight cocoon as he drew himsdf to the tenth-floor leve.

Flattened dong a wider ledge, The Shadow wormed his way from window to window, his raised hands
dutching the outside slis. With each pause he lifted his head, edging a hat brim againg the light. Such
creeps of blackness were too trifling to be noticed from a distance.

At length, The Shadow reached the window he wanted. He saw an office, with a white-haired man at the
desk. The man was obvioudy Tracy Glent, generd manager of the Cyclops Dredging Co. Near Glent's
desk was alarge safe.

Across the office was an open door to another lighted room. As The Shadow worked the window
upward, he heard voices from the far room and redized that the men must be Feds, on guard duty.
Suddenly, The Shadow became rigid, his eyes to thelittle crack of space that he had opened.

Two Feds were entering Glent's office, conducting a dapper man who looked more like a clerk than a
messenger. But messenger he proved to be, when he handed Glent a sedled envelope.

Glent opened the envelope, examined its contents, and gave a nod. The dapper men departed,
goparently glad that his task was over.

"The lagt of the plans™ Glent told the Feds. "This is the chart that our Cleveland office completed.
Perhaps you had better telephone Mr. Marquette and tdl him that dl is ready.”

One of the Feds replied that Marquette was due in fifteen minutes; Hill, a cdl would not be out of order.
The Feds went into the outer office, while Glent turned to the safe. From his angle, The Shadow watched
Glent's fingers on the did and checked the combination accurately.

Gathering hdf a dozen envelopes, Glent added the one that the dapper man had brought. He placed them
dl inalarge, offica-looking wrapper, consderably larger than the rest. Laying the large envelope on the
desk, Glent smeared it with wax and stamped it with a heavy metd sedl.

Glent turned toward the safe again. The Shadow dipped below the window, became active with a tiny
flaghlight, that blinked little dots of red, green, and ydlow. It was a specid code, requiring many less
blinks than Morse, because the use of colors diminated the need of dashes.

A FEW minutes after Glent had locked the sealed envelope in the safe, Feds beckoned him to the outer
office. They had cdled Marquette, they said, and he was on his way; but they wanted Glent because of
another cdl that had just been received. It was from a man named Cranston. He wanted to tak to Glent
persondly.

The Feds knew about Cranston; that he was a contact with The Shadow. He had asked for Marquette
firg; learning that Vic wasn't present, he had inssted upon talking with Glent. Apparently, he wouldn't
trust anyone ese, even though the Feds had separately introduced themsdves across the wire. Glent
made out as badly as the Feds had. The government men stood by impaiently for five minutes, lisening
while Glent inggted that he was himsdf. At moments, Glent nodded to the Feds, indicating that Cranston
seemed to be convinced; then he would begin to sputter as Cranston's tone became suspicious.

During those few minutes. The Shadow was very busy. Swinging in through Glent's window, he reached



the safe with a slent, crouching glide. Sheltered by the high desk, he peded away a glove and repidly
fingered the did. Opening the safe door a scant six inches, he probed and found the sealed envelope.

There wasn't time to pry the wax loose. The Shadow cracked the sedl, found the inner envelopes and
dipped them benesth his cloak. He replaced them with another set—his own—the envelopes that
contained the false channd plans.

They were different from Glent's envelopes, but that did not matter. No one was going to compare them,
not while one set—the originds remained in The Shadow's possession.

Pushing the safe door shut until only atiny crack remained, The Shadow crept to the desk. His gloved
hand came up over the edge like a crawling thing; finding the meta sedl, it clutched the object and did
away. Glent had turned, at the telephone; he was staring into his own office. But he didn't see the creep

of that disgppearing fist.

Both hands gloved, The Shadow struck a match, muffling its sound as wel as its light. He worked the
flame dong the broken seding wax, softening it. Carefully, The Shadow pressed the metd samp againgt
the wax. The repair job proved perfect.

The dlick of a descending telephone receiver told that Glent had abruptly ended his chat with Cranston.
He was covering his chagrin by daiming thet it couldn't have been Cranston on the wire. Some fakery
was a work, Glent argued, as he stepped toward hisinner office, followed by the two Feds.

At tha moment, The Shadow was replacing the metal slamp upon the desk. Turning, he did the sealed
envelope through the crack of the safe. Glent did not notice that the door was atrifle open, which proved
The Shadow's foresght in leaving it as he had. But Glent's arrivd, in itsdf, could be enough to ruin The
Shadow's game.

If Glent glanced in the wrong direction, as he stepped behind the desk, he would see the crouched figure
on the far side. There wasn't time for The Shadow to reach the window. He was forced to hinge his
success on the flimsy chance that Glent might overlook him.

Then came the break that made up for Glent's act of cutting the phone cdl short. An outer door opened;
atuning Fed saw Marquette enter. Stopping at the desk, Glent gazed expectantly toward the outer
office, ligening while the Feds were tdling Marquette of Cranston's cal.

Jugt behind Glent's back, The Shadow's hand eased the safe door shut, gave the did a twirl. Then,
unobserved by Glent, streaky blackness was gliding toward the window, where it merged with the outer
darkness.

Marquette entered, a moment later. Vic was puzzled over Cranston's cdl, not knowing thet it was the
result of orders relayed by The Shadow, through a watching agent at a corner near this very building.

Cdling the Cobalt Club, Marquette learned that Cranston had just Ieft. Findly deciding that the cdl did
not matter, Vic had Glent open the sife.

RECEIVING the sedled envelope, Marquette examined it. Glent assured him that it contained dl the
channd plans; that he, Glent, had sealed it himsdf a short while before.

Flanked by the two Feds, who carried drawn guns, Marquette went downgtairs with the precious
envelope.

The armored truck was standing outside, with two Feds waiting near it. The truck had arrived earlier then
Marquette expected; he had seen it when he entered the building. The Feds spread dong the street; they



cdled that dl was clear. Marquette motioned toward the truck; its door opened and a uniformed men
stepped out.

Marquette did not hand the package to the guard. Vic intended to ride to the subtreasury in the armored
truck, aong with the crew. From a corner ledge of the building, The Shadow saw Marquette take two
paces forward. Then, past the next corner, The Shadow saw something else, which only he could
observe because of his higher devation.

Another armored truck was coming adong the street, heading for this very building!

Ingantly, The Shadow delivered a waning laugh, drident in the night. His hand, whipping out an
automatic, ddivered shots to back the mirth. No chance to am that gun; the ledge intervened, and The
Shadow's present position was too precarious for expert marksmanship.

But the warning brought results. Marquette sprang about; so did the guard from the armored truck. Thar
faces were turned upward, toward the building lights. A shout came from one of the flanking Feds; the
men who shouted happened to be Clester. He was pointing, as he ydled:

"Hero Dronz!"

At that cry of recognition, the guard from the armored truck snatched the envelope that Marquette held.
With a bound, the flow reached the truck, damming its door behind him. His very action proved him to
be the person that The Shadow had suspected; the man that Clester had identified a moment later.

Thistruck wasn't the one that Marquette had ordered. It was a vehicle manned by members of the llsa,
with Hero Dronz in command!

CHAPTER XX. BATTLE OF STEEL

Asthe llsatruck started from the curb, The Shadow opened fire from his cornice. Shots at the armored
vehide would have been usdess, with Dronz sefdy ingde; but The Shadow was not aming a the moving
target.

Although he had descended the building wal partialy, dill he was risking a three-story fdl in order to
pepper bullets at the sdewalk, in the vidnity of the shouting Feds. He wanted them to get to cover; and
this was the only way. Hearing the whine of passing shots, the pop of ricocheting dugs, the Feds took the
hint.

Marquette among them, they made for shelter not an indant too soon. They were scarcely raling into

doorways and behind house steps when a tarific clater shook the street with its reverberations. The
turrets of the armored truck were ablaze with ripping machine guns.

Hero Dronz had indeed turned the game. Marquette had counted on such turret guns to best off spies
who tried to sted the channd plans. The Ilsa had borrowed the idea from Vic's own notebook Dronz
and his companions in crime had found a way to frudrate the law. Too lae to dip the Feds, they
concentrated on The Shadow.

Hanging over the edge of the cornice, The Shadow had kept his precarious position through the recoil of
his gun. Each stab from the automatic had jolted him back from the verge of a topple.

With the last of his warning shots, The Shadow let the gun fdl. The release of its waght was a hdpful
item, conddering that he was on the very baance point.

As the gun struck the sdewak, The Shadow's form gave a lazy rall; but its direction was toward the



wal, not outward. At that same moment, the rear gun of the turreted truck began to rake the building.

The firg shots were low and wide. By the time the gunner had the range, The Shadow lay in safety.
Streaming bullets were chewing the cornice, hewing away large chips of stone. But The Shadow was in a
narrow trough, beneeth the line of the metd hall that swept across him a an upward angle.

As the truck swung the corner, Vic Marquette spied the vehidle that The Shadow had seen ealier.
Legping out to the street, Vic waved his ams and pointed, sending the ralling fortress after the one that
hed just departed. Again, The Shadow had an advantage from his higher observation post.

He saw the chase that followed: two trucks heading down an avenue, svinging for another cross street,
blazing away a each other like miniature battleships. The sght boded battle such as New York had
never seen.

Crawling for a window, The Shadow smashed through; he wanted to reach an inner stairway and get to
the street without delay.

Most pursuits in Manhattan proved difficult to trace, once they were a few blocks out of range. This
chase was different. The heavy-armored trucks were dumsy, and lacked speed. They kept up a rattle of
gurtfire that could be heard dmog from river to river.

Fortunatdy, the clash of those armed juggernauts warned everyone that it approached. Taxicabs were
pulling to curbs; drivers and passengers were legping out, to scatter with pedestrians before the battling
fortresses arrived.

Dronz and his crew were trying for a getaway. Dronz didn't care if his present theft lacked finesse. The
supposition that he had failed in the theft of other plans would nulify the gain of these. But the other truck
kept doggedly to histrail; like Dronz's vehicle, its low-built armor even gave protection to tires. To shake
it, Dronz ordered weaving tactics.

Thus, the trucks were zigzagging across town, and by the time they neared Sixth Avenue, a flock of
patrol cars were in the battle. They were like pesky destroyers nibbling at the sSdes of a battleship, as
they tried to overtake Dronz's wheeled stronghold.

Destroyers could have torpedoed a battleship; the police cars had nothing that matched torpedoes.
Spatters from machine guns sent the patrol cars scooting for cover, some so rapidly that they crashed
into store windows and house fronts.

Dronz's juggernaut reversed its course. It picked a Sde dtreet that led past an open-front garage. As the
truck went by, another whedled out to block Dronz's pursuers. This was the trick that Dronz had saved
for an emergency, after a dozen minutes of hopeless effort a escape.

BLOCKED by the second llsa truck, the pursuing armored van was hdted. While the two sted
creatures blazed away, ariving police learned the Stuation and decided to metch the game. They cdled
garages, ordering out armored cars of their own.

That move meant eventud disaster for the second llsa truck, which had delayed too long to make a
getaway. But Dronz, by then, was wel away dong an avenue. His machine gunners were cutting a wide
swath that scared off pursuersin ordinary cars. They were dearing traffic ahead, giving the armored car a
chance to show some speed in the straightaway.

A taxicab was racing dong an avenue pardle to the one that Dronz had chosen. Its passenger was The
Shadow; he was taking quick glances at every cross street. When he had pushed severa blocks ahead of



the llsa truck, he told Moe to take the next strest.

Moe couldnt. It happened tha the street was blocked. Repairs were under way there and workmen
were on a night shift, hurrying the job. But The Shadow was not disgppointed. He saw something that he
hadn't counted on, something which offered unexpected opportunity. The door of the cab swung open;
as Moe dackened speed a bit, The Shadow snapped the order:

"Meet our crew. Guide them to Dronz. Have them force his truck through here—"

If there was more, Moe didn't hear it. He was away a a sweep of a gloved hand, as The Shadow
dammed the door and sprang to the curb. Moe knew exactly what his chief wanted. He hoped that there
would be time to manage it.

Racing through the next cross street, Moe reached the pardld avenue. He had bucked traffic through
thet block, but there hadn't been enough traffic to matter. Everything had cleared because of Dronz's
approach.

That worried Moe, for it indicated that Dronz was dready close a hand; but when he reached the
cleared avenue, he saw that the speeding fortress was dill 9x blocks digtant.

Eagerly, Moe looked in the opposite direction, saw only the cleared avenue. He shrugged hopelesdy,
thinking the game was up; then a powerful rumble told him that it wasn't. From two streets below, a
turreted van wheded into the avenue, heading north to meet Dronz.

The Shadow's crew!

At the very outset of the chase, The Shadow had foreseen the need for other armored trucks to combat
Dronz. He had flashed word to his agents to get one, giving them the address of a garage owned by one
of Cranston's banker friends.

The agents had managed it; they were heading uptown in the borrowed truck while the police were just
beginning to get busy. With Dronz's getaway a maiter of mere minutes, The Shadow's men had thrust
themsalves into the breach.

Moe spurted his cab into the avenue. He zigzagged ahead of the agent-manned truck, to let its crew
know who he was. There wasn't time to tdl them what he wanted, but Moe let the taxi talk for him.

He actudly tacked back and forth across the avenue, to dow his comrades as they neared the closed
sreet. Then, as Dronz's juggernaut came rumbling down upon him, Moe veered his cab into its path.

Machine guns opened on the skidding cab. Tires popping, Moe crashed the curb, sprang from the whed,
and dived for safety. By then, he was safe enough and his sunt had worked. Dronz's truck had veered,
its driver had aso seen the formidable foe that Moe's cavorting had covered.

Again, the turrets of two mighty cars were dreaming fire this time, it was Dronz's crew againg The
Shadow's. As before, Dronz wanted to set the pace; and only one route offered the opportunity. His
path lay through the street that was under congtruction. A perfect route, as Dronz saw it, because it was
clear of treffic.

SMASHING aflimsy wooden barricade, the llsa truck drove through. Behind it came The Shadow's
armored car, making the chase hot. Ahead were scattering workmen; otherwise, the scene looked
empty, until the llsa truck reached a narrow space where hdf the street was torn deep.

Solid asphdt remained, just wide enough for the big vehide to pass. But as the driver veered for it, he



saw an gpproaching mass of sted, heavier and more lumbering than his own. Its rumble could be heard
amid the chatter of the guns

Thething was a seam raller, controlled by a figure in black, whose laugh rose srident above the clatter
and the gunfirel

Two ded giants seemed to lurch into an embrace. The Shadow had dropped low as machine guns
opened toward him. The massive bulk of the steam roller not only stopped those bullets, it hated the
armored truck as well.

Dronz's land battleship had met ardling Gibratar. Sted sheeting caved, the whedls of the armored truck
soun upward. The steam roller plowed beneath it, overturned the fire-spitting creature and dropped it
into the deep-torn section of the street. The turret crumpled. Its guns were mashed.

A door flung open. Dronz and his crew came diving from their ruined fortress, to be greeted once again
by The Shadow's taunting laugh!

CHAPTER XXI. FRUITS OF FLIGHT

WHATEVER d<e he lacked, Hero Dronz seemed oversupplied with luck. As he crawled to the
sdewdk and found his feet, Dronz heard sounds of fray behind him. The Shadow's agents were out of
ther armored car and were overwheming Dronz's crew, which conssted of Gado and the four

bodyguards.

Beyond those fighters, Dronz saw The Shadow, driving in to put a perfect finish to the fray. Clutching the
seded envelope, Dronz took to his heds, hoping that The Shadow wouldnt see him. To his own
amazement, Dronz reached the corner without hearing a shot fired in his direction.

He didnt redize that it wasn't luck. The Shadow had let him go. He wanted Dronz to get away with
those fdse plans that the fdlow thought were red. But The Shadow had been forced to put an end to
Dronz's armored truck, that had threatened massacre to opponents who chalenged it.

Dronz found a cab near the next corner. It should have been Moe's, for Moe knew The Shadow's
purpose and would have sped Dronz dong hisway. But Moe's cab was wrecked, a another corner. The
cab that Dronz took had a second-rate driver, who was weak on speed, even when threatened with a

gun.

Speed was needed. Though The Shadow was willing to let Dronz get away for the present, the police
weren't. They were showing up in green patrol cars with white tops, and they spotted Dronz as his flight

began.

For severd blocks, Dronz kept waving his gun a the driver's head, while the coughs of revolvers
sounded from cars behind them. When the cab swung into an avenue, Dronz darted a look back, saw
thet the pursuers were coming closer.

Crouching low in the cab, Dronz broke the sed of the envelope, yanked out the contents and stuffed
them in his pocket. He pulled some old papers from his pocket, thrust them into the envelope instead.
Then, with bullets zinging the rear of the cab, Dronz stuck his head through to the front seat, ordered the
driver to turn a the next street.

The cabby tried to argue. The cold pressure of agun muzze made him obey orders. The cab seemed to
didike the gun, too, consdering the spurt it gave. Dronz had findly changed a second-rater into a demon
driver. From then on, Dronz picked the corners and the driver took them.



At lagt, the cab made a Sde street that Dronz wanted. It was just in time, for there were swinging lights
ahead that meant police cars coming in to block the flight. Dronz snarled for brakes; the driver gave
them.

Asthe cab quivered to a stop, Dronz jumped out and dashed into the nearest refuge; which happened to
be the entrance of a rather excdusive gpartment house.

Dronz was shoating as he reached the lobby. There was a man behind the desk, another in an eevator.
Both ran when they saw the madman from the street. Dronz sprang into the eevator; he waved the
envelope with one hand, his gun with the other, as atrio of policemen came through the front entrance.

Bullets pinged the eevator door as Dronz dammed it. The car was speeding upward when the officers
reached it, for they could see the indicator moving. They yeled for the operator to take them up in the
other car. They were on their way upward before Dronz reached the fifth floor.

The police went to the top floor, intending to come down the stairway and trap Dronz, should he stop off
on the way. But when they reached the top, they found the other car deserted. The eevator men pointed
to an open door, leading to the roof.

On the roof, they saw Dronz at afar corner, beyond a parapet. He waved the envelope agan; they saw
it plainly againg the glowing sky. Then, as the officers fired, Dronz ripped the envelope to shreds,
screaming like a madman.

Gunshots couldn't seem to reach him as he bobbed dong the ral. Clutching the torn fragments in each
hand, Dronz flung them into the riang breeze. His head and shoulders were surrounded by a flurry that
looked like snow; then the torn bits were gone and Dronz, too, was out of Sght.

STARTING forward, the police spread as a gun tongued from below the ral. They returned the fire
ludiily; their low-aimed shots brought slence. After a short lapse, the officers arose with one accord and
charged.

Dronz popped into Sght; screaming triumph. He had tricked them into thinking he was wounded; instead,
he had been reloading. Dronz had six shotsin his gun, two for each cop. Whether he could have finished
dl three was a doubtful question. Asit happened, Dronz disposed of none.

Another gun jabbed from the opening in the roof before Dronz or the officers could fire. Dronz jolted; his
amsflung upward. He tried to dutch the parapet as he logt his revolver. By then, the cops were blagting.
Fayed by bullets, Dronz overbalanced and took a screamless dive. He was dead before he reached the
ground.

From the stairway came a tone of weird, shuddery mirth, uttered by the marksman who had stopped a
murderer's effort. The Shadow had settled the evil career of Hero Dronz.

There was no dgn of The Shadow when the officers went below. In the lobby, the cops met ariving
Feds, headed by Vic Marquette. They told of their encounter with Dronz, described the envelope that
the spy had destroyed.

Asthey remembered it, the envelope was sedled. They hadn't been close enough to see that Dronz hed
held the flgo shut with his thumb, keeping the cracked portions of the sed in place.

A search of Dronz's crumpled body produced no find except some keys and one of the thin-bladed
knivesthat dl llsa agents carried. The keys belonged to roomsin Dronz's gpartment, which the Feds had
dready raided and found lacking in evidence. The knife was Smply another to add to the collection.



Two hours after Dronz's body had gone to the morgue, a limousine pulled up in front of the gpartment
house. No Feds or police were present when Lamont Cranston escorted Vema Thane into the lobby.
Vdma was wearing her velvet evening gown; she let a mink wrap settle below her lovely shoulders, as
she gracioudy said good night.

As Crangton left, Vema glanced about the lobby. Her sharp eyes had noted a dent in the wal above the
desk, a window, covered with a sheet of cardboard, that looked as if it had been broken. The clerk
seemed nervous, the eevator man was fidgety.

Quite camly, Vemainquired if there had been any trouble. The clerk decided to face the issue. He said
that a crazed man had dashed into the place and fired a few shots at the police. He admitted, too, that
Federa agents had branded the dead man as a spy. But it had dl been accidentdl; there was no occasion
for darm.

Vdma entered the elevator. She saw a pile of newspapers under the operator's chair. They were tabloids
thet the operator had for sdle, and Velma stooped to take one from the stack.

"They're early editions, Miss Thane" informed the operator. "They won't tdl what happened here. In
fact, they'd dready been delivered when that crazy guy camein here.”

Vdma bought a newspaper, anyway. But she didn't take the top one from the stack. She picked a
newspaper near the bottom. One that had a fringe projecting from its pages, an edge of paper quite
different from newsprint.

In her apartment, Velma examined the find. Her eyes gleamed as she spread thin sheets that bore maps
of idands, with charts of channds. Others hadn't guessed why Hero Dronz had headed here, but Vema
hed.

Clever of Hero, even though he had not been smart enough to get away dive. In a way, his bold scheme
had succeeded better than he intended. The Feds probably thought that these plans had been destroyed;
therefore, they would consider Hero's attempt another falure.

Seding the plans in an envelope of her own, Vema wrote an address, and added postage stamps. She
made artrip down to the lobby and asked for a brand of cigarettes that she knew the clerk did not have.
He offered to order some from the corner drugstore, but Vema wouldn't hear of it. She went to the
drugstore, hersdif.

WHEN she returned to the apartment, Vema had the cigarettes, but not the envelope. She paused,
momentarily, as she unlocked the door. The hdlway looked gloomy; it offered many lurking spots. Vema
gave it a thorough scrutiny, to make sure that no Feds were on watch.

The phone bell rang just as she entered the apartment. Answering the call, Vdma spoke casudly at fird,
then reduced her voice to an undertone. Her words were scarcely audible, though she mentioned "plans'
and "Dronz" in the course of the conversation. Finished with the cdll, she lighted a cigarette.

Mink wrap tossed aside, Vdma was redining in a chair finihing her smoke, when a dight breeze crossed
her back and shoulders. She would never have noticed it had she not been wearing the backless evening
gown, and her firg thought was thet the draft had come from the window.

Crangton's term of "tiger lily" well suited Veima, as she sprang up from the chair and whipped along knife
from a table drawer. She wheded toward the window, only to see that it was closed. Pivoting on a high
hed, she svung to the door; too late.



The door was open. On the threshold stood The Shadow, his eyes burning with an intensty that
outmatched Vemas glare. Only those eyes were visble beneath his douch hat; but his gloved fig,
projecting from his cloak, had afirm grip on an autométic.

The Shadow approached, plucked the knife from Vemas hand. As the tiger lily wilted, two other
persons entered at The Shadow's low-toned cdl. Vema recognized one of the arivds as Wynne
Marriot. The other was agirl that she had never seen: Myra Reldon. Vema greeted both with a scowl.

Quite methodicdly, the two girls searched the apartment, while The Shadow watched Vdma When they
hed finished, they took charge of Vema, who remained slent while she watched The Shadow go out
through the door and close it behind him. Satisfied that The Shadow did not intend to return, Vdma
turned to Myra and Wynne,

"Whatever you're looking for," sneered Vema, "is not here. Since you've finished your search, | expect
you to leave.”

"We haven't finished," returned Myra coolly, "nor do we intend to leave. After we search you, we shdl
day right here, to save you the trouble of answering the telephone.”

The search did not take long, conddering that Velmas evening gown was just a sample of her scant
attire. Five minutes later, Vdma found hersdf parked in bed, where Myra and Wynne had placed her.
Wynne was seated in a chair, taking firg watch in an dl-night vigil.

For awhile Vdma fumed; then, deciding that she had faked sufficdent indignation, she tilted her face into a
pillow and smiled. She was lucky, so she thought. If The Shadow had arrived a little sooner, he would
have turned her over to the Feds, for he would have found the stolen channd plansin her possession.

Instead, she was in the custody of two girls who, as far as Vema was concerned, could remain here as
long as ther patience lasted. The plans were safdy mailed; Velmas last phone cal had been completed.
She considered her own position quite secure, despite The Shadow. He couldn't guess that her work for
the Ilsa was ended.

Vdmawas partly right. The Shadow did not have to guess, he knew! He had told Myra and Wynne to
keep Vedmallulled, so that she would be avallable when the roundup came. Her testimony would be her
only hope of leniency when The Shadow exposed the full working of the Ilsaring.

CHAPTER XXII. THE HIGHEST BIDDER

VIC MARQUETTE had a amdl audience of one when he recounted the detalls of the battle with Hero
Dronz. Vic's audience was Neal Jorman; they werein the Titania Congtruction Co. office.

It was late afternoon, and Marquette had delayed his vidt, hoping that Releston would arive from
Washington; but the senator had been detained by a committee mesting.

"Accept my congratulations, Marquette,”" said Jorman. "Not only for yoursdf, but for The Shadow. That
is'—Jorman's amile was broad—"if you expect to see him."

"Crangon will see him," declared Marquette, "or hear from him. But The Shadow doesn't need
congratulaions. He's satisfied because the channd plans are safe”

"But you said that Dronz destroyed them—"

"Thet made them safe enough. We can get new ones made. The main thing was to keep the llsa from
grabbing them. With Dronz dead, we won't have to worry."



Marquette arose. He was moving toward the door when Jorman stopped him. The Titania president
unlocked thefiling cabinet and brought out his own envel opes.

"Here are the fortification foundation plans," he told Vic. "We finished them this morning. Since dl chance
of trouble is ended, you might as well take them aong.”

The telephone bell rang while Marquette was bundling up the envelopes. There were vistors to see
Jorman, who glanced at his watch, then told his secretary to tdl them to come the next day. But the
secretary reminded Jorman that the gppointment was important.

"There you have it, Marquette," said Jorman, weerily, as they walked past the open filing cabinet. "While
I've been worrying over this government work, my other business has accumulated. There will be a flood
af it, with no chance for a vacation.”

Waking out through the offices, Marquette didn't know whether or not to sympathize with Jorman.
Business could be a burden, Vic was willing to concede, but lack of it might prove worse. Still, there was
one point that awakened Vic's sympathy.

He knew that Jorman was actudly losng money on the government work. He had made too low an
edimate when he placed his bid. No wonder Jorman had to do without a vacation; he would have to
make up for hisloss through private contracts.

Marquette was dill thinking of Jorman when he reached the devator. As the door did back, Vic ran into
Lamont Cranston. He told him that he was too late to see Jorman, but that didn't matter to Cranston. The
placid globe trotter actudly betrayed anxiety as he led Marquette to an empty office across from the
Titania suite.

"I've heard from The Shadow," undertoned Cranston. "He told me—about thid"

The pause came as Cranston unlocked the door. The "this', that he mentioned was an odd-looking
contrivance in a corner of the empty office. Vic closed the door and studied a big box, with a hookup of
wires running out through the window. While Marquette gazed, a voice came from the box.

"It's Jorman!" exclamed Marquette. "Thisthing is hooked up to his officel The llsamust have rigged it!"

"By short wave" explained Cranston. "I don't know the technical detalls, but it seems that by wiring
around the building, you can pick up anything ingde the circuit.”

"But somebody must have planted a mike in Jorman's office. Who could have done it?'

Cranston shrugged. He redly didn't know. It happened that his ignorance was red, because he was the
red Cranston. He was acting upon indructions from The Shadow.

"It's bad," grumbled Marquette. "Still, it might be worse. Ligening in couldn't help the Ilsa to get these
plans” He tapped the envelopes that Jorman had given him. "Maybe the thing has a tdevison hookup.
Let me have alook at it

Marquette turned a did. Jorman's voice became louder. Noting the words, Vic suddenly cocked his
head and listened intently.

THERE were four vigtors in Jorman's office; ther voices told that they were foreigners. In fact, Jorman
was viewing a group of faces that indicated four different nationdities. When Jorman spoke, he amiled,
particularly when he looked toward the fourth man in the group.



"It is quite a surprise, Mr. Damon"—Jorman was fingering a cdling card - "to find that your country is
interested in what | have to offer. However, the more the better. Have you met these gentlemen, Mr.
Damon?'

Mr. Damon shook hands with the others. They accepted his name as an assumed one, like their own. His
appearance marked him as one of thar ilk; Damon's long, thin face was very suave; his amile was of the
diplomatic sort, which meant that it Sgnified nothing.

"My own government,” chuckled Jorman, "gives its contracts to the lowest bidders. That is how |
managed to acquire the fortification plans without difficulty. The details of the Apex Aircraft; the structurd
plans from Superior; findly, the channd charts arranged by Cyclops Dredging—adl those gave us some
amount of trouble.

"However, we have them dl." Stepping to the filing cabinet, Jorman pressed a release and turned it on a
swivd. "But before we proceed, let me remind you that | am very patriotic. So patriotic'—his chuckle
rose—"that | shdl sl these plans only to the highest bidder!”

With that statement, Jorman did open the rear of the filing cabinet. The result was a remarkable
revelaion. The back of thefiling cabinet had drawers like the front!

Ther depth was shorter, and their presence was effectively concedled by the foldersin the red part of
thefiling cabinet. When the front drawers were opened, the folders naturaly expanded, giving the effect
of aful depth.

"My files are dways open,” jested Jorman. "One s, to certain people; the other set to those who come
here on specia business. Y ou belong to the privileged group, gentlemen.”

Removing envelopes, Jorman lined them aong the desk. He tapped them in turn, sying: "Apex...
Superior... Cyclops... Titania" Then, lifting afifth envelope, he added, wisdly:

"Thisisthe magter set. To an extra sheaf of my own plans, | have added dl the details of the others. Here
are the plans, completein every detal. Who will be the highest bidder?’

Before the others could speak, Damon arose. Stepping to the desk, he faced Jorman and stated bluntly:
"My offer will be the highest. In fact, you may regard me as the only bidder.”

Jorman's gaze became incredulous.

"The only bidder?' he queried. "But what is your price?"

"Nothing!" snapped Damon. "The only price for worthless pland™

"Thisisridiculoud" stormed Jorman. "l can prove that these plans are genuine. If you think you can prove
otherwise—"

"I can prove otherwise" interrupted Damon, as he drew an envelope from his pocket. "Your plans are
genuing, Jorman, except for those that show the channels. Tha particular set is spurious, because |
dready have the red ones”

It wasn't Damon's gesture that made Jorman start, even though the long-faced man tapped his envelope
dramaticaly. The trouble was Damon's tone. It had changed from a dry, crisp note to a Sniser whisper.
It carried a trace of mockery that made Jorman stare at the speaker's eyes. As he saw ther glint, Jorman
blurted:



"The Shadow!"

THERE was a buzz from the other hearers. They saw Jorman dump behind his desk, pawing at the edge.
They, too, knew Damon for The Shadow, when he spoke again.

"Your game was plain, Jorman,” came The Shadow's sniger accusation. "Only you could have been
B-18, the red head of the Ilsa. Clester recognized your importance, but only in part. He did not surmise,
as| did, that Dronz was sending you reports and recaiving ingructions. Clester thought it was the other
way about."

His head hdf raised, Jorman was beginning useless denids; he hdted, redizing his faly under the present
gtuation.

"Your plans were safe)" continued The Shadow. "So safe, through your oversupply of precautions, thet
there was only one way for the llsa to acquire them—through yoursdf. That was another cause for
suspicion, Jorman.

"Hndly, you overstepped your part. You suspected—as many people have— that | was Cranston. So
you checked on Cranston, too early. At atime, Jorman, when you done could have informed the Ilsa of
any connection between Cranston and The Shadow—"

Jorman interrupted, not by word but by deed. With a whiplike move, he snapped his hand into a desk
drawer; his body actudly pivoted upon the gun that he grabbed. His sddong twigt took him behind the
ged filing cabinet, where he snarled threats at The Shadow.

But Jorman did not fire. The only reason that he reached his barricade was because The Shadow was
busy seeking a smilar entrenchment. Dropped beyond the desk, The Shadow had drawn an automatic.

The magter of the Ilsa had one card left. He snarled again, but he did not address The Shadow. He was
voidng arguments to the three representatives of foreign governments, dl men who wanted to buy the
golen plans. Jorman was depending upon ther aid.

"Take him!" voiced Jorman. "Heis an enemy of dl! Our cause is common. Eliminate The Shadow—"

"And diminate yoursdves," interposed The Shadow. "Your embasses may shelter you in purchases, but
not in murder.”

"Whoever buys™ indsted Jorman, "will be protected.”
"But only one can buy,” reminded The Shadow. "The other two will be parties to crime”

With his free hand, The Shadow tossed the genuine channd plans on Jorman's desk. The diding envelope
gruck the false set and scaled it to the floor.

"The plans are complete,” announced The Shadow camly. "Whoever is sure that he can make the highest
bid will do well to sde with Jorman. As for the others, they will do well to make no bid &t dl.”

Not one of the three was willing to be the odd man. To this moment they had not dedlt with Jorman, as
The Shadow would tegtify.

One of the foreign representatives reached for the telephone to cdl the police. Another reached to press
abuzzer, then hesitated, fearing that he might bring help to Jorman by mistake. The third started for the
door, hoping to find persons who could properly ad in Jorman's capture.



With every man a foe, Jorman whedled, aming his gun for the nearest. As Jorman turned, The Shadow
shifted. His angle gave him a three-inch path to Jorman’'s gun arm. The Shadow's trigger finger moved
while Jorman's hand was ill swinging to am.

At the shot, Jorman staggered. The foreign representatives took dives in various directions. The man a
the door left it wide. His free hand dutching his wounded wrigt, the gun dill dangling from it, Jorman
gorang for the doorway. The Shadow's taunting laugh merdly spurred his flight. As he reached the door,
Jorman knew why.

He was met by Vic Marquette and three hadlily summoned Feds, coming in from the corridor. They
heard The Shadow's gun speak again. That shot should have stopped Jorman, for it reached his shoulder;
but the frantic man il lunged when he had passed the door. His numbed finger was tugging the revolver
trigger, but hiswavering hand was sending the shots wide.

Y e those blasts |eft the Feds no other choice. They met Jorman with a ddluge of lead that stretched him
dead before hiswild am had found a target.

THERE was another door from Jorman's office. It was the one toward which The Shadow turned to
make his departure, while Vic Marquette was receiving three foreign delegates in the outer office.

All three were inggting that they had come upon a blind misson; that they had no knowledge of the stolen
plans until Jorman told them.

Marquette was accepting explanations. It was the proper policy under the circumstances. Anyone who
sded with The Shadow, even though it took persuasion, was quite dl right with Vic Marquette. Perhaps
that was why The Shadow, in departing, indulged in a whispered laugh that only one man heard.

The man who heard was Lamont Cranston. He caught the laugh in the other office, where it was
amplified by the loud speaker which The Shadow had inddled so that Jorman's own announcement of
treachery would be broadcast. When Cranston heard the laugh he amiled.

Crangton was thinking of The Shadow when he went down in the eevator. He rather liked being The
Shadow's double; he had enjoyed the partnership during this campaign againg the Ilsa. But Cranston's
amile faded when he entered hiswaiting limousine,

Another thought had come to him, tha of tiger lilies He would have to think of other flowers, in the
future. Rather sadly, Cranston lifted the spesking tube and said to the chauffeur:

"Home, Stanley.”
THE END



