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CHAPTER I. QUEST OF GOLD

THOUGH dusk was stling in Manhattan's streets, the setting sun gill cast its rays into the offices of
Angew Co., importers, stuated high up in the building they occupied.

There, Wilfred Angew, president of the importing company, sat in conference with two late-afternoon
vigtors Preston Marr, an automobile manufacturer, and Hugo Brydan, a retired investment broker. The
aun's glow cast a golden light upon that thirtieth-story scene, and the burnished tint was appropriate.
Those three men had gathered to discuss a sngle subject: gold.

It was difficult to determine which man dominated the conference, Angew or Marr. The office belonged
to Angew, and the importer was accustomed to ruling his own preserves. Angew was a long-faced,
badish man with stedy eyes, and when he rapped his knuckles on his big desk, it meant for people to
ligen.

But Angew was going light on the raps, with Marr present. Marr had away of compelling slence without
becoming excited. His grizzZled har gave him dignity; his square jav marked him as forceful. Most
people—even Angew— preferred to let Marr do his share of the taking, so as to learn what was in his
keen mind.
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It happened that Wilfred Angew and Preston Marr thought dike on this occason; hence each was
carying part of the discusson. Their remarks were directed to Hugo Brydan, who drank in everything
they said, with nods.

Drab and dreary-faced, with lisless manner and hestant speech, Brydan looked outclassed beside
Angew and Marr. When the forceful man talked in terms of millions, Brydan brightened somewhat, but
adways shrank back into a phase of timid doubt.

"We three represent a group of five" announced Angew, rapping the desk for Brydan's benefit, not
Marr's, "who hold equa dams, or options, on the North Star Mine. For a payment of sixty thousand
dallars, one month from today, we can own that property outright.”

"Should anyonefail to provide his share of the cash," added Marr, "the privilege will pass to the others.
Of coursg'—his eyes were steady on Brydan —"any man could agree to exercise his option, and then
trandfer his share to someone e

Brydan nodded, very wisdly.

"Exactly what Philip Kreft told me” he exdamed. "Why, he actudly offered to double my money, if |
would sl out to him. He said he would advance the purchase money, if | needed it."

Angew and Marr exchanged prompt glances. Nods passed between them. Angew darted to say
something, then decided to let Marr be the spokesman. The grizzled man became emphatic.

"Angew and | have learned something important, Brydan,” declared Marr. "The North Star Mine is
worth milliond We want you to share initsfull development.”

MARR looked to Angew, who took up the tae from that point.

"You mug work with us" insgsted Angew. "Three of us, holding a mgority of the stock when it is issued,
can proceed without interference from Kreft."

Brydan stroked his doping chin.

"Kreft said nothing about millions™ he mused, doud. "He smply stated that the North Star looked like a
good speculation. He's dways been a plunger, Kreft has, ever since he inherited his uncles fortune.”

By another exchange of glances, Angew and Marr decided it would be good policy to ded lightly with
Kreft.

"Perhaps he plunged too much," observed Angew, sympatheticdly. "He saw North Star as his one
chance to make a clean-up. Perhaps he thought he was being generous to you, Brydan.”

"Maybe he doesn't redize how vaduable the mine redly is" soft-toned Marr. "If so, that is one reason
why he should not contral it. We need you, Brydan, on our side, because we fed quite sure that Kreft
has dready won over old Austin Demont.”

Agan, Brydan nodded. There was a very good reason why Kreft might have influenced Demont, the
fifth of the option holders. During Brydan's nods, Angew and Marr mentioned the reason themsalves,

"Kreft is engaged to Demont's granddaughter Patricia" declared Angew. "It seems tha dl women,
especidly young ones, become infatuated over Kreft."

“In her turn, Patricia can influence her grandfather,” added Marr, "which is probably why Kreft has paid



S0 much atention to the girl.”

Having settled the status of the other camp, both Angew and Marr returned to their policy of establishing
Brydan on their sde. They showed him reports and surveys that they had been accumulaing during the
past few months, indicating that the North Star Mine would bring at least a hdf million dollars to each
investor.

They assured the drab man that he would share equdly with them; that any spiteful efforts on the part of
Kreft would be rendered nil, with Angew, Marr and Brydan holding control.

That argument was a vauable one, because Philip Kreft, dready wedthy, was dso quite eccentric. He
was judt the sort who might spoil something for others who could not see things hisway.

Nevertheless, Angew and Marr gave honest assurance that Kreft and old Demont would be treated
farly and would receive their proper shares of the profits. As the conference concluded, Brydan was
satisfied that hisfriends, Angew and Marr, were men of integrity.

"We have shown that honesty is our policy,” asserted Angew, when Brydan had gone. "Therefore, we
can depend upon Brydan to work with us"

"Success in any business venture," observed Marr, "depends upon giving an associate as much as you
demand for yoursdf. We have done that with Brydan.”

The two were going toward the door that Brydan had used, when a troubled thought struck Angew.

"Brydan does not look very hedthy," said Angew. "If anything should happen to him, our plans would be
ruined. The daims are not transferable, you know, urtil after the find date. Perhaps we should have had
Brydan sgn an agreement in our favor.”

"Quite usdess" objected Marr. "If anything should happen to Brydan, there would smply be four daims,
ingeed of five. You and | would 4ill be equd to Kreft and Delmont.”

"But we would not hold control—"

"I'm not so sure about that." Marr's squarish face wore a confident smile "I think there is a chance that
we can win old Augtin Delmont. He is very conservative, you know, and | doubt that he fully approves of
Philip Kreft as a hushand for his granddaughter.”

ANGEW'S eyes flashed with new interest, but his voice was undertoned, for they had reached the
eevaor.

"Can't someone press that point with Demont?* he queried. "He ought to know that Kreft is nothing but
afop; that the felow waks around like a living fashion plate, Smply to gain the admiration of women.

"Youve seen Kreft, Marr, wearing his top hat and fancy waistcoat, dways with a little golden flower in
his buttonhole. That waking stick of his and the swagger that goes with it—bah! Kreft is nothing but a
men about town, an habitue of the night clubg”

Marr's squarish face showed a confident amile, as the eevator hated on the ground floor.

"Those facts have dready reached Ddmont,” he confided, as they walked out to the street. "He and his
granddaughter will be at the reception which is being held a my home tonight.”

"And Kreft?'



"When we sent out the invitations,” amiled Marr, "I saw to it that Kreft's name was not included. Tonight,
Angew, | intend to chat with Delmont, and you will have a chance to do the same."

The two stepped into awaiting limousine. As they did, another man dighted from a taxicab, and paused
as he saw both Angew and Marr. He was close enough to hear their chuckles, athough they did not
notice him. He caught Marr's words to Angew:

"We are dready sure of Brydan, and as for Demont, | am positive that—"

The dam of the limouane door rut off the rest. The big car pulled away with its passengers, Marr and
Angew. Neither looked back through the dusk; hence they failed to see the man who had arrived too late
to pay them avist before they left Angew's office,

He was a youngish man, that late arrivd, but older, probably, then he looked. His smooth-shaven face
was handsome, friendly in its amile There was something suave, however, in his expression, that
betokened craftiness behind his carefree attitude.

His attire, though immeaculate, was too conspicuous. He was a modern version of a dude, a streamlined
Beau Brummd, with hisfancy waistcoat crossed by a heavy gold watch chan; his gray spats and topper,
to match.

The cane that he carried was dender, pliable as he leaned lightly upon it. His necktie, broad and fancy,
was of the species properly termed a cravat. The detall that completed his fagtidious garb was a tiny
flower in the buttonhole of his coat lapd.

It was a golden-hued flower, that looked like a miniature carnation. It seemed to symbolize wedth, as
wdl as individudity. Many persons could have identified the man by that flower, for it was a unique
Species that he done wore.

The golden flower stood for Philip Kreft.

STANDING on the sdewak, Kreft let hiswise amile broaden, while he watched the limousine swing the
corner. Then, turning back to the taxicab, he replaced a drawn wallet in his indgde pocket, re-entered the
cab and gave the driver another address.

Unlike Marr and Angew, Kreft had no one to whom he could confide his thoughts as he rode aong in the
dusk. But the occasond mutters that came from his lips told that he was consdering the same subject
that Marr and Angew had discussed with Brydan: the matter of the North Star Mine,

Words that Kreft had heard were condusive proof thet the present set-up was three to two againgt him,
with the chance that it might later become four to one. Such opposition made it seem impossible for Philip
Kreft to ever obtain the North Star Mine as a speculative venture dl his own.

Kreft, with dl his carefree habits, was a man who sometimes fought to the limit for the things he wanted.
Often, though, he was canny enough to toss certain schemes overboard when the opposition was strong.

Whether Philip Kreft intended to fight or quit on this occasion, was a question so debatable that only
future events could answer it. But such events would have to be drastic as wel as rapid, to serve the man
who wore the golden flower!

CHAPTER Il. CROOKS IN THE DARK

THE taxicab carrying Philip Kreft came to a stop in front of an uptown flower shop which bore the
impressive titte INTERSTATE FLORISTS INCORPORATED. Alighting, Kreft paid the taxi driver,



added a dallar tip, and grolled into the florist shop, where he was greeted with affable bows by a very
polite clerk.

"Hdlo, Oswad," returned Kreft, in a smooth yet casud tone. "Have the flowers arrived yet for Miss
Ddmont?'

"Not yet, Mr. Kreft," replied Oswald, "but they will be here in an hour. Pogtively, Sr, within an hour. |
just had a cdl from the greenery in New Jersey. They said that the truck had started.”

Kreft stepped to a table, where a pile of order dipslay beside the telephone.

"The order isthere, Mr. Kreft," indsted Oswald. "One dozen of our new Arden Bloom roses, to be sent
with your card. | am leaving very shortly"— Oswald glanced a his waich—"but Tabot will attend to it.
The roses will go by specid messenger.”

Mention of Tabot brought a amile from Kreft.

"Poor old Tabot," he remarked. "Finch-hitting for Herkshire. By the way, how is Herkshire getting dong
after that operation of his?"

"Heisdill in the hospitd," replied Oswald, "but we expect him back within a few days, a mog."

With that, Oswald excused himsdf and went into a little office. Kreft glanced about at banks of flowers,
eyang some goprovingly, others with disdain. Then, picking up the telephone, he dided a number and
began a conversation.

When Kreft talked on the telephone, he had a way of purring words into the mouthpiece, so that his
voice could not be heard more than a few feet away. It was just another characteristic that showed him
to be an extremidt.

Usudly quite takative in ordinary conversation, Kreft aways became guarded during telephone cdls.
Even unimportant chats that he held across the wire impressed witnesses as being something of great
moment.

Kreft had finished his cal when Oswald returned from the office. The clerk began to check over the
order dips, nodding while Kreft remarked:

"If anyone should phone me here, Oswald, tdl them that | am on my way to the Club Cabana.”

Jauntily swinging his light walking stick, Kreft departed for his favorite hang-out. He had been gone for
fuly five minutes, when Oswald, anxious to get off duty, gave a welcoming gasp to a dapper but
tired-looking man who entered.

"Herkshird" exdamed Oswald. "When did you leave the hospita ?'

"An hour ago," replied the ariving clerk, with an attempt a a amile. "They told me not to work for a few
days, but | preferred to come here. | caled Tabot to tdl him he would not be needed.”

Before Oswald could protest, he saw that Herkshire's amile was becoming redl. The dght of the flowers,
their fragrance, were bringing back the man's spirits. Herkshire's heart belonged to the florist shop; for
years, he had refused vacations, because he hated to be away from flord surroundings.

Oswald, leaving, decided that Mr. Kreft would be pleased to know that Herkshire was back. Herkshire
was far more efficent that his doddering subgtitute Talbot.



Many customers—Kreft included—rdied gregtly upon Herkshires judgment. But Oswad did not
consder it necessary to telephone the Club Cabana and infform Kreft that Herkshire was again on the
job.

The departing clerk smply told Herkshire that the greenery truck had left New Jersey and could be
expected in three-quarters of an hour. Herkshire accepted the information with a matter-of-fact nod.
Nothing ever delayed that truck long enough to cause complicationsin the florist shop.

In fact, Herkshire could picture the truck approaching the Holland Tunnd on its way to Manhattan, with
aclear path uptown after it entered the limits of New York City. But it happened that the mentd image
did not indude dl factors.

NEAR the Halland Tunnd, on the Manhattan sde, five men were clustered in a long, low-built touring
car. Two, in the front seat, were halding a terse conversation, to which the others listened.

The men in the back seat had the look of thugs, and they dways lisened to the pair in front, on the
chance of learning a greet dedl.

The front-seat men were a brace of highjackers, as capable as any in New York. Koko Yandd and
Morry Cathlan had teamed together during the beer-running days. Later, they had highjacked cigarette
trucks, and had even specidized in waylaying shipments of artichokes, dong with various other odd
commodities.

Thar pas dways sad that Koko had the head, and Morry the brain, which made them excdlent running
mates. Koko had a head, certainly enough: a big one, with a skull guaranteed to bend a lead pipe. His
features, too, were oversized, and ugly.

In contrast, Morry was smal-headed, with a thin face and sharp-pointed nose. When he spoke, Morry
scarcdy moved hislips at dl, whereas Koko went through alot of snarling mations whenever he opened
hishig face.

Morry was doing the talking a present.

"Thet truck is due in afew minutes” he declared. "Get moving, Koko, as soon as | give the word. Well
have to show some speed to overhaul it.”

Koko snorted as he shifted behind the whed.

"Them armored vansis dow movers" he mouthed. "We ain't going to gain nothing by shoving dong too
fagt. They'll only suspicion us™

"Thisiant an armored truck we're after, Koko."
"How come? Y ou sad there was going to be big dough iniit.”

"Therewill be" assured Morry, "but it won't come from the cargo. The two grand that we divwy for the
job will be paid by the guy that wants it done."

Shifting toward the rear seat, Morry gill managed to keep an eye toward the avenue ahead, so he could
identify the truck if it passed.

"Koko goes after the driver,” he told the attentive thugs, "and you birds go with him. Don't put the dug on
him; just scare the hdl out of him. I'll take the back, see. When | get through—and I'm going to handle it
quick— I'll give you the high Sgn to lam.”



While Morry was taking, Koko was counting on his fingers, muttering: "Beer, cigarettes, artichokes—"

The big-headed man was trying to guess what the job would be tonight. Morry did not interrupt Koko's
mumbles Morry had other things to talk about.

"Weatch for awheder that's going to tal us" hetold the men in back. "It's bringing a cover-up crew, just
in case. Youll know the car easy, because —'

Morry cut himsdf off, as he saw atruck whizz past the crossing. Punching Koko in the ribs, he ordered:
"Get going! That's it, that just went past!”

Koko hadn't looked up in time to see what kind of a truck it was, but he had noticed the vehices speed.
Swinging the touring car out to the avenue, Koko learned that Morry was right about the chase proving a
fest one.

They pursued for a dozen blocks, before they were close enough to read the sgn on the back of the
fast-moving truck.

The thugsin back had been weatching for the car with the cover-up crew. They noted that a taxicab was
close behind them. One said to another:

"Waitll | ask Morry if a hack is supposed to be taling us" Then leaning to the front, he began: "Say,
Morry, about that buggy in back of us—"

Thethug didn't complete the question that he started. Koko had read the 9gn on the back of the truck.
His big mouth opened to gect a contemptuous bellow that drowned dl other voices.

"Criped" howled Koko. "FHowerd"

"Yeeh," returned Morry, crisply. "Flowers. What about it? Artichokes meant dough, didn't they? Why
not flowers?’

RAUCOUS in his chuckles, Koko added a burst of speed to the pursuing car. His laughter caused the
menin back to drop their questions about the cover-up crew.

"Four of ud" continued Koko, glegfully, "dl piling on one poor smp that runs a flower truck. So you can
crack the back dl by yoursdlf. Whatcha going to do, Morry?' Koko's laughter became convulsve. "Pick
buttercups and violets while nobody's watching you -"

"Quit the downing,” snapped Morry. "What | said dill goed”

"O. K.," growled Koko, becoming serious. "But get it over with quick, Morry. | don't like flowers. They
srdl!”

Hurling the touring car past the truck, Koko diced over in front of the other vehicle. Brakes screeched,
as the truck was forced to the curb Koko had passed the truck on the right and cut toward to the left, a
rather unethicd procedure, even among highjackers.

The occurrence left the truck driver shaky and astonished. He didn't even redlize what was coming when
he saw Koko and three other hoodlums pile out from the left Side of the touring car. Then they had the
truck door open on the right, and were taking long reaches to grab the stupefied driver, when Morry's
ydl warned them:

"Look out!"



Gunsin ther fids, the clustered crooks took dives in various directions, as a cab came dashing through
the space between the truck and the touring car. The space was narrow, and set at a sharp angle, but the
cab driver took it with inches to spare.

The cab was the one that the thugs had seen but faled to mention to Morry. Only their shrewd leader's
ydl prevented them from being mowed down en masse.

Koko managed to flatten on the truck step; another crook went under the truck itsdf. As for the other
two, one dimbed the hood of the touring car, while the last scrambled hdfway in through the flgpping
rear door.

Fnishing its swerve, the taxi skewed hdf about. Its rear door flew open before any of the scattered thugs
could am. They knew, inginctively, that they were pressed by a foe, but in those hectic moments they
did not redize how formidable he was to prove.

Only Morry recognized the black-cloaked figure that bobbed suddenly from the cab. Through the
windshidd of the touring car, he saw burning eyes beneath a douch hat brim. Then, as a pair of .45
automatics pointed their muzzlesin the direction of Koko and the rigng thugs, Morry shouted again.

His tone was dmogt a shriek, as he voiced the identity of the chalenger who had arrived to battle crime:
"The Shadow!"

CHAPTER Ill. CRIME'S INTERIM

MORRY'S wild-voiced announcement was quite unnecessary. Drowning the mob leader's frenzied cry
came a mocking laugh that was a proclamation of its own.

Crooks knew that mirth—the taunting chdlenge of The Shadow!

Master fighter who hunted down men of crime, The Shadow had uncanny ways of picking up the trals of
crooks, especidly when they were bound on deeds of evil. Though their misson might be unknown to
him, he invariably followed them and broke up their plans at the crucid momernt.

He had done it again, The Shadow had. The cab that the thugs had supposed to be the cover-up car was
The Shadow's own vehide, hot on thetrall, driven by Moe Shrevnitz, the speediest hackie in Manhattan
- and a secret agent of The Shadow.

As he sprang from the cab, to ad the helpless driver of the beleaguered greenhouse truck, The Shadow
saw the proper way to ded with the thugs who had scattered at Moe€'s juggernait tactics.

Too spread to be covered by The Shadow's guns, the four crooks were at least temporarily helpless,
bewildered by ther scramble. The thing for The Shadow to do was to take them in his stride while
meking for the touring car, which might hold a hidden marksman.

With zigzag course, The Shadow bowled over the crooks as he met them. He was dedging with the big
gunsthat he carried, reserving bullets for later battle. His blows fdled the dodging crooks, asthey blasted
messages with thar revolvers. They might just as wdl have sad it with flowers, of which there were
plenty close a hand.

The Shadow was swifter than their am. His gun strokes sagged the highjackers before they could bring
their guns about. The shots that spoke from thug-handled weapons were wide of the cloaked target.

One man, the lagt, offered red fight. That battler was Koko. Having logt his revolver undernegth the



truck, the bulky highjacker went for The Shadow with hands that were bare, but big.

A lucky lunge brought Koko under the swing of a cloaked arm. The glandng blow that stroked Koko's
head would have damaged an average hoodium, but it didn't jar the highjacker's thick skull.

Grappling, Koko bowled The Shadow toward the touring car, roaring for aid.
"I've got The Shadow!" he bellowed. "Flug him, Morry!"

The howl was usdless. In thefirg place, Koko did not have The Shadow. The red grip was the one that
The Shadow had gotten on Koko. Twisted full about, Kokao's big body was between The Shadow and
the touring car. Had shots come from that quarter, Koko would have received them.

There was another reason why no shots were fired. Morry was no longer in the touring car. He had
ducked out by the door on the other side. At the back of the car, he was yanking open a trunk, to haul
out along, light cardboard box.

Big headlights loomed up, reveding Morry. It was the cover-up car. He recognized it by the glare from
the high-powered headlights. Pointing to the space between the touring car and the truck, Morry ydled:

"The Shadow's there! Go get him!"

WHINING in second gear, the car followed the indicated course. The Shadow saw it coming; he hurled
Koko into the path, and made a headlong dive over the hood of the stdled touring car. He knew that the
crooks would gladly run Koko down, if they could get him at the same time.

But Koko, done, was a different propostion.

The car jolted to a stop as it thumped the big man. Though pitched headlong againg the side of the florigt
truck, Koko was preserved for future action in behdf of crime. Legping from their car, a rickety sedan,
the cover-up crew went after The Shadow.

Swinging to meet the new attack The Shadow was firing across the touring car's hood with both
automatics. Five crooks were ducking through the car, around the front of it, one even yanking up a Sde
of the hood, to thrust a gun through the dats on the other side.

The Shadow's nipping fire was the sort that would nullify revolver am, particularly because any hurried
shots from opponents would mark their location. But these crooks were equipped to shoot in a hurry,
and get reults.

Morry had armed the cover-up crew with sawed-off shotguns, deadliest of weapons at close-range fire
A sngle blast from such a gun, ddivered in the generd direction of The Shadow, would cripple him. His
present shelter, close to the far Sde of the touring car, could not serve himin case of a mass attack.

To leave that shelter, even with a rapid whirl, would dso prove fad, for the avenue was wel lighted,
enough for the crooks to spot him when he wheded away.

It didn't occur to those mobbies that The Shadow would have origindly headed for more digtant shelter,
if he had not hed aces in reserve. He knew the kind of wegpons that these murderous fighters carried.
Proof of The Shadow's foresight came with a rapid fire from automatics that took the crooks in the flank.

Two of The Shadow's most capable secret agents, Harry Vincent and Cliff Mardand, were in Mo€'s
cab. They winged the thugs from longer range. When the staggering crooks responded with the shotguns,



the spreading dugs merdly scarred the cab's painted side.

Then The Shadow was over the top of the touring car's hood, taunting his foemen with his chdlenging
laugh as he withered them with firein their very midst!

During that delayed reversd, Morry Cathlan was busy a the back of the greenery truck. It was
unlocked, and Morry wasted no time in yanking the handle that opened it. He didn't stop to pluck
daisies, nor aiff the flowery aromatha greeted his nogtrils.

Morry smply tossed his cardboard box in with the rest of the shipment and dammed the door.

His job was done, and with it came a luckier break than he expected. The truck driver had come to his
senses and was garting to drive away. Morry legped for the stdled sedan that the cover-up crew had
|€ft.

On the way, he ran squardly into the blundering figure of Koko Yandd, who was coming up from hands
and knees after a crawl out of the danger zone.

Shoving Koko into the rear of the sedan, aong with a couple of thugs who had dready managed to crawl
in there, Morry leaped to the whed. The motor was dill running, he yanked the car into gear. With a
wide veer, he overtook the truck on its Ieft, the Sde away from The Shadow, who was just s#tling the
last of his antagonigts.

With the truck as a moving shelter, Morry dso managed to escape fire from The Shadow's agents in
Moe's cab. Spurting ahead of the truck, he kept out of sght beyond it, even when the angle increased.
Then, spying a convenient street to the left, Morry took it, nearly wrecking the sedan on a curb as he
rounded the corner.

BY then, The Shadow was back in Mo€e's cab. The sharp-eyed taxi driver had spotted Morry'sturn. The
Shadow ordered prompt pursuit; he and his agents were ready with their guns. The few blocks that
Morry had gained were not enough to serve him, even in atwisty chase.

Odds favored The Shadow and his agentsin their effort to overhaul the flesing crooks. Once overtaken,
Morry, Koko, and their cowering pals would be easly subdued, for dl fight was gone from them. But
agan, luck favored the highjackers.

As the cab followed the sedan northward on an avenue, a patrol car whedled in between. Coming from a
dde dtreet, the police made a bad mistake. They thought that Moe's cab was in flight, dong with the
sedan up ahead. They decided to block the cab's escape.

There was only one order that The Shadow could give. To avoid a cdash with the misguided police, he
ingtructed Moe to whed full about and head southward. Moe did so, dmog skimming the front of the
police car. Zigzagging to avoid a barrage of police bullets, he sped the cab into the clear.

Other palice cars harried The Shadow and his agents later, but Moe was used to dodging such pursuers.
In haf a dozen minutes, he was dackening his speed in the seclusion of a side street, while fading Srens
told thet the police were traveing el sewhere.

Though many blocks south, The Shadow did not consider the chase as entirdy ended. Crime had gained
an interim, but when the agents heard The Shadow voice a low, shilant laugh, they caught the prophecy
in the tone. The Shadow had obtained one important due the name on the truck that the highjackers had
tried to waylay.

All that he needed was tha truck's destination, something that could be eeslly gotten through proper



inquiry. Once the place was learned, The Shadow would take it as his next objective.

If crooks had picked the same god for another stroke of crime The Shadow would be present to ded
with them again!

CHAPTER IV. AT THE FLOWER SHOP

AT the time of The Shadow's battle with the highjackers, there was only one customer in the Interstate
Forigts shop. Herkshire, feding quite himsdf again, was trying to be very polite to a lady who caled
hersdf Miss Townley.

Herkshire had never seen Miss Townley before, though, in a deep contrato voice, she daimed that she
had previoudy bought flowers in this shop. Moreover, Miss Townley did not look like the usud type of
customer.

Though smooth-cheeked, she had heavy eyebrows that gave her a rather mannish look. Her features,
sharply pointed, had ady appearance. She was awkward, too, and her intere in flowers was so casud
thet it seemed amog coarse to Herkshire, who was very sengtive about the blooms.

Y e Herkshire, though pained, did not guess the entire truth, or anywhere near it.

His pretended customer was actudly Goo-goo Jaffer, avery clever con man. Working with others of his
ilk, Goo-goo had often posed as a woman to help dong a swindle scheme. Usudly, he cdled himsdf
Miss Townley, but his associates had dubbed him Goo-goo because of the trustful way in which he could
ral his eyes.

Tonight, Goo-goo was udng that technique with Herkshire, and it was getting hm by. Every time he
mede his eyes expressive, Herkshire forgot the less ladylike manneriams of "Miss Townley" and became
sympathetic.

"If you placed that order today, Miss Townley," indsted Herkshire, "it should be among the dips. | shdl
be quite willing to look through them; or"— he bowed, as Goo-goo started to reach for the batch—"you
are quite welcome to look through them yoursdf.”

It was during Goo-goo's dow search of the order dips that the flower truck drove up in front of the shop.
Herkshire stepped to the door to meet the driver.

Goo-goo promptly pilfered an order dip from the pile, did it through a dit in his skirt, into a trousers
pocket. Bringing out another dip of his own, he thrust it among the batch on the table.

"Lovey, aren't they?' volunteered Herkshire, as he and the driver brought flowers into the store. "Ah!
Y ou have finished going over the order dips. Good! We must get these orders off at once."

While Herkshire was boxing the various flowers, by referring to the order dips, the truck driver kept
buzzing in his ear. Findly, the driver put in a phone cal to New Jersey, told the greenery about the
trouble that he had encountered; then he went out to his truck.

Meanwhile, Goo-goo kept gralling around the shop, trying to pretend red admiraion over orchids,
gving audible sniffs every time he smelled a bunch of roses. All the while, he was dangling a handbag that
was smdl but quite heavy; and he kept tabs on Herkshire with sddlong glances.

His task dmogt finished, Herkshire lifted the telephone and caled for a messenger. Then, pondering over
the dips, he remarked:



"A specid order, boxed at the greenery. Very peculiar. Very! Thismug be it"—he picked up a long, flat
box—"because it is addressed to Miss Peatricia Delmont.”

Goo-goo side-mouthed a grin. He kept that lip twist on the Sde of his face away from Herkshire.

"A card should go with it," added the precise Herkshire. "A card from Mr. Philip Kreft. | suppose | sdl
have to open the box."

AT that moment, Goo-goo was peering through the front window. A car had stopped across the street.
It was a coupe, and its lights had blinked out a sgnd. When Goo-goo turned around, Herkshire had
aready opened the box of flowers.

Goo-goo's hand sped into the purse he carried, stopped there, gripping a gun. He wanted to see what
Herkshire did next.

"My word!" the clerk exclamed. "Golden carnations! The sort that Mr. Kreft wears, but larger and finer
gpecimens. | never knew that they grew them in the Jersey greenery.”

"Perhaps they don't want anybody to know it," fasettoed Goo-goo, adding a smirk. "They have trade
secretsin your business, don't they?"

Herkshire nodded, very solemnly. He noticed that Kreft's card was aready with the golden carnations.

"I shdl be very discreet,” he declared. "Evidently they did not want me to open the box, as the dip is
marked 'specia order.’ | doubt"—he shook his head—"that Tabot would have thought to open it, had he
been here.

"Thank you for the advice, Miss Townley. | shdl remember these wonderful carnations only as a pecid
order. | would not think of mentioning them, even to Mr. Kreft. And yet"—he lifted the flowers from the
box—"they are so gorgeous! Their fragrance actudly intrigues me!"

With long-drawn breaths, Herkshire amdled the carnations, and Goo-goo came over to iff them at the
clerk’s invitation. Then, regretfully, Herkshire replaced the brilliant flowers in the box, stooping for a last
test of their aroma

The package was wrapped when the messenger arrived, a few minutes later. Herkshire ddivered it to
him, dong with severd other rush orders.

Goo-goo, meanwhile, was close to the table. There, he filched the fake order dip from a little pile the,
Herkshire had lad aside, and subgtituted the origind inits place.

Herkshire returned, gathered up the order dips, to take them into the office. Goo-goo, usng a modulated
tone, was beginning to remark that he intended to make a purchase, when Herkshire swayed beside the
desk.

"I'm... atrifleill™ gasped the clerk. "I... I've just come from the... from the hospita—"

It was plain that Herkshire wasiill. Otherwise, he would have noticed the forceful grip that the supposed
Miss Townley used to propd him into the little office. Goo-goo helped Herkshire into a chair; as the
clerk rested his head on hisarm and dumped toward a desk, Goo-goo turned off the dectric lamp.

Scudding out into the flower shop, Goo-goo aso extinguished its lights, but he did so in a peculiar
fashion, blinking them to imitate the 9gnd that had come from the coupe.



In less than a minute, two men entered the door of the darkened flower shop. Goo-goo recognized the
whispers that he expected. One belonged to Morry Cathlan, the other to Koko Yandel.

"Whd's the idea?' demanded Morry, savagdy. "You were supposed to dide out and join up with us.
Where's the guy who was in here? What does he think about you turning off the lights?"

"Heisn't thinking about it," returned Goo-goo. "He went out like a light himsdf. Come in and take a look
ahm”

Leading the way with a flashlight, Goo-goo conducted Morry and Koko to the office Viewing
Herkshire's limp figure, they began to talk in mutters. While thus engaged, they did not notice something
thet occurred out front.

A CAB had pulled up near the parked coupe. It was Mo€'s cab, but beng of a dark-painted type that
was common in Manhattan, the highjackers would not have recognized it had they seen it from the store.
Nor could they possibly have viewed the figure that emerged from the hated taxi.

The street had gloomy spots, and Moe had paused beside one. The Shadow, his black cloak close about
his shoulders, his douch ha drawn wel down over his eyes, was like a streak of night itsdf as he chose a
gloom-splotched path across the strest.

Pausing a short way from the entrance to the florist shop, The Shadow gave the windows a brief scrutiny,
then glided to a narrow passage between two buildings. He was choosing a route to the rear dley. Entry
by the front of the shop was not the best course.

In learning that the Interstate Florists shop received shipments from the New Jersey greenhouse, The
Shadow had aso gained the information that the store stayed open until nine o'clock. With an hour and a
hdlf before that time arrived, the darkness in the flower shop indicated trouble there.

If crooks were ingde, chances were that they had locked the front door, or were guarding it.

In the dley, The Shadow found a rear entrance to the shop, one that was very flimsly locked. Making an
easy entry, he moved through a back room toward the main portion of the shop, mindful of the fact that
severd minutes had passed during his roundabout trip.

Hdfway through the storeroom, The Shadow heard a dir in the shop itsdf. The sound faded.
Approaching, he glided noiselesdy into the shop; then stopped near an opened door. By the occasiona
blinks of a flaghlight, he saw the interior of an office, where two men were stooped above the huddled
figure of athird man.

The blinks ceased, but The Shadow could hear voices. Acquainted with characters of the underworld,
his thoughts fixed upon two that he had recently met, The Shadow promptly identified the owners. His
quest had brought the very results he wanted.

Those speakers were Morry Cathlan and Koko Yandd. The Shadow had picked up the trail of the thugs
who had escaped him, to obtain some indde facts of the crime in which the two were engaged!

CHAPTER V. CLUES TO COME

IT was plain, even from their guarded conversation, that Morry and Koko were not a dl pleased with
thelr present job, whatever its purpose. They liked the open spaces, where getaways were rapid. The
confinement of the little office worried them.

Morry hed evidently cited certain facts to Koko, for the two were taking as if both understood matters



perfectly. Unfortunatdly, that did not hep The Shadow. He would have preferred to be on hand when
Morry had explained the Stuation in terms that would penetrate Koko's thick skull.

Probably they had taked a lot while riding to the florigt shop. At any rate, they brought up one point
pertaining to thet ride.

"Switching buggies helped,” voiced Morry. "If The Shadow, or anybody else, shows up around here,
they'll see a coupe ingtead of the sedan that we took when we lammed.”

"That part's jake," agreed Koko. "But what about this guy we've gotta lug away with us? We can't take
him out through the front. Some copper might spot us. You know the way those harness bulls come
dong just when you don't want ‘em.”

"All we need to do," returned Morry, "iswait alittle while. | dways figure things ahead, Koko. When we
switched cars, back a the garage, | was thinking of The Shadow. So | told some of the boys there to
bring dong an old jdlopy and park it in the dley back of thisjoint."

There was a smack of gpprova from Koko's big lips.
"Good duff, Morry! Then we can take this guy out through the back and start him on hisway."
"That's the idea, Koko."

The Shadow had shifted to a spot directly opposite the office door. He was close to a batch of potted
rubber plants that formed a darkened background. Though the lightsin the shop had been extinguished, a
dm glow came through the show windows and the glass-paneled door, for there was a street lamp near
the florist shop.

What The Shadow wanted was aview of the huddlied man at the desk. The fdlow certainly belonged in
the flower shop. Whether or not Morry and Koko had dugged him into submisson, was 4ill a question.
From his position, Herkshire looked as though he had collapsed of his own accord.

The crooks were beginning to discuss something important while they waited. The Shadow drew closer,
to catch their undertones.

"Goo-goo shoulda lammed,” grumbled Koko. "From the way he taked, this guy"—Koko thumbed
toward Herkshire—"was going to keep hislip buttoned."

"Maybe Goo-goo would have lammed," returned Morry, "if the guy hadn't passed out on him. That made
it different, Koko. It would have looked bad, if any customer walked into the shop.”

"How come?"
"Because—"

A noise like a threshing machine interrupted Morry's reply. The sound announced the arriva of the old
car in the dley. Morry and Koko stooped to lift Herkshire's frall figure from its chair. Turning on the
flashlight, Koko sweypt it toward the doorway.

The sudden glare caught The Shadow directly in its beam. For hdf a second, the black-cloaked invader
was brilliantly outlined againg the background of rubber plants. But it wasn't necessary for him to whed
away, or get into action with hisguns. Neither of the two crooks saw him.

Snaling for Koko to "go easy with the gim," Morry best the flaghlight downward in his pa's hand. Koko



dicked the button that turned it off.

In darkness again, The Shadow shifted toward the front of the flower shop. Knowing that Morry and
Koko would be carying Herkshire out toward the rear, he was ganing a vantage spot from which to
follow them.

AT that moment, everything looked perfect for The Shadow's plans. Morry and Koko, burdened with
human baggage, could be dedt with, slently and effectively, in the storeroom.

With Herkshire rescued by such action, The Shadow could then attend to the reserve crew out back. But
that moment brought a sartling interruption.

A high-pitched shriek came from the front of the shop. Swinging full about, The Shadow saw a woman
stagger back from a flower-banked corner. Quite visble againg the light of the front windows, she was
dutching a bag in one hand, making awild claw with the other, asif to beat off an attacker.

Launching toward the darkened front corner, The Shadow was hdfway there when Morry, legping from
the office with Koko's flashlight, threw a glare toward the front of the shop. In his hurry, Morry was in no
position to take a shot a The Shadow, but another crook was.

Whipping his revolver from the handbag, Goo-goo Jaffer tongued shots straight for the black-clad shape
that was shown by the flashlight. With the firs of those stabs, The Shadow took a headlong pitch that
carried him to the flower-banked corner.

Goo-goo, guarding the front of the shop, had seen The Shadow that time when Koko had cardesdy
flicked the light. The dy crook had played a clever trick, a ruse for which The Shadow had fdlen. The
garb of "Miss Townley" had enabled Goo-goo to bring The Shadow, and Morry's light as well.

Migaking Goo-goo for a helpless femde customer, The Shadow had gone after an imaginary enemy in
the corner. The dive tha the cloaked fighter took when Goo-goo fired, wasn't faked. Though it carried
him below the levd of the remaining shots, there was no doubt that The Shadow had been floored.

"It's The Shadow!" dhilled Goo-goo. "Il finish him! Y ou guys get out of here, like you're supposed to!™

Koko was hauling Herkshire from the office. Morry grabbed the motionless clerk from the other side.
Together, they started out through the storeroom, while Goo-goo, chuckling in fasetto style, moved
across to find The Shadow, hoping to snk more lead in him.

On the floor, Goo-goo made out the slent, blackened mass he sought. He figured that he had aready
settled The Shadow, but he shoved his gun downward to prod the cloaked victim's ribs and make sure of
the job. If The Shadow 4ill happened to be dive, mere indants lay between him and degth.

Those moments brought another interruption, as gartling as the one that Goo-goo had provided. Under
the double attack of two men from the street, the glass-panded door was shattered. Goo-goo, ringing
about, saw a brace of automatics thrusting toward him, each gun gripped by a different man.

Harry and Cliff had come from Moe's cab at the sound of Goo-goo's fire. They saw the revolver glimmer
from the crook’s fig, but they didn't note Goo-goo's garb, as he was agang a darkish background. Too
late to work his ruse again, Goo-goo darted for the back of the shop.

Guns blasted a pursuit. Goo-goo, pitching headlong, heard bullets whigle above his head. Oddly, he
waan't hurt, but he logt hisgunin the sprawl. It went beyond the telephone table, and Goo-goo rolled to

Oet it.



New guns talked. Morry and Koko had passed thugs coming in from the dley, dso attracted by the
gunfire. They had told those reserves to join Goo-goo in the shop. Coming through, the thugs began
head-on battle with The Shadow's men.

KNOWING they had light behind them, Harry and Cliff took to cover at the sdes of the shop. By that
quick process, they obtained an immediate advantage. Away from direct fire, they could use The
Shadow's own tactics of aiming for the spurting guns of their opponents.

Harry and Cliff were scoring hits, the crooks weren't. But the thugs were ralling for cover too, and the
fight seemed in the balance. Goo-goo wanted to find his gun, so he could weigh the scades in crime's
favor. He clutched the lost weapon, too late.

Another gun was dready in the battle. A .45 automatic was booming from the darkened front corner.
With the blasts of that mighty gun came a fierce laugh of chdlenge, a mockery that chilled crooks to the
Mmarrow.

The Shadow wasn't dead; in fact, he wasn't even wounded!

Dazed temporarily by his fal, he had gained a respite through the prompt ariva of his secret agents.
Crimé's formidable, relentless foe was taking over battle as his own!

Totdly bewildered, Goo-goo was trying to disentangle his own guns from a snakelike thing that seemed
to coil about it. As he got the revolver free, he identified the twity tendril as a telephone cord, stretched
between wal and table and caught around aleg of the latter.

Two events were explained: The Shadow's plunge and the one that Goo-goo had taken later.

Both had cut through the short route between the wal and the table. First, The Shadow had tripped;
missed by Goo-goo's earliest shot, he had seemingly been clipped by a bullet. Floored, The Shadow had
escaped the rest of Goo-goo's fire, dso.

In his turn Goo-goo, headed in the opposite direction, had been saved from the fire of The Shadow's
agents by a sumble over that same cord.

With luck equdized, Goo-goo didn't care to run further chances. Crooks were sorawling in the flord
beds dong the wdls, the centra route to the storeroom was clear. Goo-goo took advantage of it.

Reeching the dley on the run, he piled into the rear of the reserve crew's car just as Morry and Koko
were starting away, with Herkshire dumped on the back sest.

Goo-goo's news that The Shadow had taken over, was enough to turn a mere departure into a rapid
flight. By the time The Shadow reached the rear dley, the roar of the ancient jellopy was a mere rumble
from a block away.

Morry and Koko had deserted their reserves, correctly figuring thet the entire crew would be diminated
by The Shadow and his agents. They were away, carying Herkshire, and Goo-goo had been lucky
enough to go dong. Pursuit was out of the question.

Harry and Cliff were hurrying through to tdl The Shadow that police were dready invading the wrecked
flower shop. Moe would have to gt tight in his cab to avoid suspicion.

With no way to reach the front street, and no other car avalable, The Shadow picked a path on foot
through other passages and dleys, taking his agents with him.



SOME twenty minutes later, The Shadow arrived aone near the excdusive Cobalt Club, which stood on
aquiet avenue.

No longer cloaked, The Shadow carried his black garb over his arm. He was attired in evening clothes,
which were quite smooth despite his recent activity. The light from beneeth the marquee of the dub
showed a cam, hawklike face above the dress shirt's Siff collar.

The doorman recognized the calm-mannered arrival as Lamont Cranston, a millionaire member of the
Cobalt Club. At Cranston's nod, the doorman summoned a limousne from the opposite curb. A dight
amile on his masklike face, The Shadow stepped into the big car.

"Home, Stanley.”

The Shadow put that order to the chauffeur in an even-toned voice. Having logt his trail, he was going to
the New Jersey residence that he occupied as Lamont Cranston. After the police had learned what they
could about tonight's crimes, The Shadow could map his future campaign.

Near the Holland Tunnd, The Shadow remembered an engagement. Through the spesaking tube, he told
Sanley to drive to an address on Long Idand. The big car reversed its course. The Shadow had
decided, as part of hisrole of Cranston, to attend a reception to which he had been invited.

It seemed a far dtretch from crime's battleground in Manhattan to a fashionable function at the Long
Idand home of a wedthy man named Preston Marr. Though he expected clues to come, The Shadow
was not counting upon any tonight.

Asyet, The Shadow had faled to link the deeds of criminas with the purpose they represented. Without
knowing it, he was headed toward crime's next objectivel

CHAPTER VI. DEATH'S RIDDLE

AT the time when The Shadow's big car started for Long Idand, most of the guests had aready arrived
a Marr's reception. In fact, the two who were gpproaching in an old-fashioned limousine regarded
themsaves as late.

"I'm sorry, grandfather.” The gil who spoke was very earnest. "But | had to wait until my flowers arrived.
Otherwise, we could have started sooner.”

Old Audin Ddmont gave a grunt. His face, withery and bony, seemed very set in disgpprova. But
Petricia Delmont let a smileillumine her attractive face, as she smoothed stray locks of her golden hair.

She knew her grandfather's ways. Behind his stern exterior, he was very indulgent, so far as Patricia was
concerned. It was amply policy on his part to make himsdf austere. He regarded it as a duty, snce he
hed taken over the task of rasng Petricia after her parents had died.

"The flowers are beautiful, aren't they?' questioned Patricia. "Philip sent them, and they were such a
aurprise! Look, grandfather! | had been expecting roses, and instead—"

Ddmont interrupted. He wasn't looking at the cluster of golden flowers that Petricia wore in the sash of
her evening gown. He was looking &t the girl's face.

She was more beautiful than any flowers. Her profile was perfect; her ruddy lips and dancing blue eyes
were an idedl combination with her burnished hair. She was the type of girl that dl men would seek; and
that was why Demont decided to insert some Statements.



"Pdricid" His tone was crackly. "l have told you to consider other persons beside this chap Philip
Kreft."

"Why, Phil and | are engaged,” laughed the girl. "And don't cdl me Patricia, grandfather. Cdl me Pat, like
Phil does."

"Bahl" gaculated Delmont. "I have heard too much about Kreft. Remember, Peatricia, you are only
twenty. Until you are of age—"

"I mug felow your advice" sad the girl, with a patient nod. "Yes, grandfather, | shdl be a very dutiful
child. But | expect to see Phil Kreft often and to regard mysdf as engaged to him, even though you have
not given your find gpprova.”

Audin Demont laid hislong, thin hand lightly upon the girl's arm.

"You have spirit, Patricia," he said, gpprovingly. "I am glad of that, very glad. | merdy want you to show
the discretion that goes with it."

"But you and Phil are friends, grandfather—"

"Of course we are! We dhdl remain so. He would decide to break off matters himsdf, if your infatuation
toward him should reach aridiculous stage. But | should prefer that you show wisdom of your own and
avoid future embarrassment.”

Pat hit her lips angrily, but said nothing more, for they had arrived & Marr's.

ENTERING, the Ddmonts were greeted by Mrs. Marr, a very takaive lady, who had the appearance
of a dowager and the manner of a playful kitten.

"How glad | am that you have come, Mr. Ddmont!" she gurgled. "Do you know"—her tone became a
confidentid one, that couldn't have been heard outside the forty-foot living room—"Preston has been
mogt obstinate. He hasn't wanted to leave his study.

"How he can stand that duffy place, | don't know. It's busness, of course'—Mrs. Marr fluttered her
hands as though financd matters could be dismissed like a flock of birds—"but Preston said he would
join us as soon as you arrived, Mr. Delmont. So | shdl send for him right away."

She sent a servant upgtairs to knock on the door of Marr's study.

Meanwhile, Patricia Delmont had disentangled hersdf from the reception committee surrounding Mrs.
Marr. Standing near two men who were holding a low-voiced conversation, Petricia noticed that they
were looking toward her grandfather.

Thegirl recognized the pair when she heard them cal each other by name. She had seen them before, at
her own home, though they had not caled there often.

"Let Marr tak to Demont fird," said one, a long-faced, sharp-eyed man. "After that, Brydan, you and |
can handleit.”

"You had better do the taking, Angew." Brydan's speech, Pat noticed, was hedtant, dmogt timid. "I
doubt that Delmont would vaue gregtly my opinions.”

They were drawing away as they spoke; from then on, Pat couldn't make out their conversation, athough
she caught such terms as "gold" and "mining property.” Then Preston Marr, ariving from his study,



stopped to say something to the pair. His tone was loud enough for the girl to hear.

"I was delayed by a cdl from Kreft," chuckled Marr. "When he asked how the reception was going, |
mede it quite plain that he wasn't expected.”

Pat's figts went tight; a flush came to her face. She wanted to step up to Marr and demand to know why
Kreft hadn't been invited. Findly managing to frown away her anger, she decided that she might learn the
reason if she continued to ligen.

"Kreft suggested a conference later,” added Marr. "l told him it wouldn't be possible tonight. Of course, |
hed to be polite enough to ask him to drop in sometime, but | indicated thet it would have to be a thing of
the future

When Marr went over to shake hands with Demont and the other guests, Pat followed. Marr was dl
amileswhen he saw the girl, and Peat tightened her lips to hold back the caustic remarks that she wanted
to make. With her grandfather present, she knew it would be poor policy to squabble with Marr.

"How lovdy you look, Pat!" excdamed Marr, in arich-toned voice. His squarish face was beaming & its
best. "My word!" He was scanning the girl from head to foot. "What an excdlent choice of flowerd Are
they carnations?'

Pat nodded. She wanted to say that the choice of flowers had been Kreft's, not her own; but she decided
that slence would be better. Marr was touching the flowers, noting their fragrance. He took along breath
and beamed again.

"Exquiste” he complimented. "Audtin"—he clapped old Delmont on the shoulder—"your granddaughter
hes taste as well as charm. Don't let her marry too soon"—he wagged a warning forefinger—"because it
will take along, long while to find a man who redly deserves her."

IN Pat's opinion, Marr was not very subtle. She knew that his interest in the flowers had been a build-up
to the compliments he made about her. Those, in turn, were caculated to impress her grandfather.

Beyond that, Pat recognized that Marr was trying to undermine Kreft, for his find remarks were indirect
references to the man she loved.

Marr was intimating that Kreft, thought not specified by name, was one of the suitors that Pat should
reject. She noticed, too, that her grandfather looked quite pleased at the innuendo.

There was away, Pat decided, to settle that matter once and for dl. She went out to a large hdlway, sat
down at a telephone table, near a greet floor vase that stood nearly five feet high. Knowing that she could
probably reach Kreft at the Club Cabana, she cdled that number. Soon, Kreft was on the wire.

"I've been hearing people tak about you, Phil," the girl said, bitterly. "Mr. Marr has made it quite plain to
certain friends of his that you were not invited to this reception.”

"He made it quite plain to me, too." Kreft's voice was casud, as it came across the wire. "So | won't be
seding you this evening, Pat. Have a good time at the party.”

"But aren't you going to do anything about it, Phil?*
"About Marr? Of course not! | could have told him off if | had fdt like it, but what was the use?"

"Theres plenty of use" Pair's tone was violent. "Why—why, if Marr poisons grandfather's mind againg
you, maybe we won't be able to announce our engagement.”



"Sorry to hear that"—Kreft's tone was purred—"because | thought you had amind of your own, Pat."
Too indignant to find words, Pat let afew seconds lapse. Kreft's voice resumed the conversation.
"Did you like the flowers | sent you, Pat?"

"I'm wearing them!" the gifl snapped back. "But ligen to me, Phil. | don't want to stay any place where
you are being insulted. Come out here at once and take me into town!"

"Sorry, Pat"—the girl could picture Kreft shaking his head—"but I'm not invited to the party.”
"Marr said you could drop in any time—"
"But he made it plain that there would have to be a good reason.”

"I'm the reason. One that ought to be good enough for you, Phil. | want to show Marr, and grandfather,
too, just how we stand.”

"Let's keep that to oursalves, Pat."

Kreft's smooth tone didn't soothe the girl. She repeated her demand, and received a postive refusd.
Angrily, she ripped the golden flowers from her sash.

"Here go your flowers, Phil!" she stormed. Rigng with the telephone, she saw the big vase close beside
her. "Since you won't come to get me'—Pat flung the flowers in the vase—"I'm going home, aone!
Youre dmog as unreasonable as grandfather. This evening'— her tone was scoffing—"he said | was
infatuated over you!"

"Perhgps you are," Kreft said softly. "Other women have been, you know."

Pat dammed the telephone on its stand. Striding vidlently toward the front door, she encountered one of
Marr's servants, who tried to bow himsdf from her path.

"Speak to my grandfather,” ordered Pat, haughtily. "He is the ederly man; Mr. Demont. Tdl him that |
have gone home; that | shdl send the car back for him."

The gifl was gathering up her sash, as she snatched her cape from another servant's hands. She had torn
the sash when she ripped away the flowers. At the door, she waked into a tal guet who had just
arived.

Pat was conscious of keen eyes that gazed a her from a masklike face. Then, sSde-stepping, she
resumed her way out to the car.

WHILE announcing himsdf as Lamont Cranston, The Shadow heard the Ddmont limousne start away.
A sarvant bowed the new guest to the living room; while Cranston was sheking hands with Marr, he
caught what the servant said to Austin Demont:

"She left immediately after meking a telephone call, sr—"

Ddmont was pondering, when he saw Crangton turn to shake hands. They had met occasiondly, and
Ddmont, coming suddenly from his puzzlement, began a withery smile of gregting. The Shadow's firm
hand was dasping Delmont's longish claw, when they heard a shriek behind them.

Preston Marr had collapsed to the floor, in the very center of a amdl group of friends. Though a dozen
hands were close by, none reached out in time to saize him.



The Shadow was one of those who carried Marr to a couch. He was sanding close by when Marr's
physcian, a guest a the party, lifted his head from the stricken man's chest. Looking about and noting
that Mrs. Marr had been taken esewhere, due to the hyseria that had seized her, the doctor made the
grim announcement:

"Heis dead."

A hush gripped the group. Then came awed buzzes. Some were remembering a recent illness of Marr's;
others, that the man had a wesk heart. Men were moving away in little clusters. Only one, Lamont
Cranston, remained beside the physician.

The Shadow's eyes had a steady, disant gaze. Usudly, coincidences did not impress him. But this one,
griking immediady after The Shadow's battles with men engaged in angular crimes, was a coincidence
thet carried portent.

It could be murder. If so, it might link with earlier events. His eyes 4ill fixed in ther digant stare, The
Shadow was seeking an answer to death's riddle.

CHAPTER VII. THE WHEELS MOVE

FOR the fird timein his career as a crime hunter, The Shadow fdt that he had come under the sway of
his own imeagination. The Stugtion rather oppressed him; he was 4ill thinking it over a noon the next day,
when, as Crangton, he sat in the grillroom of the Cobalt Club.

All of his vagudy formed suspicions regarding murder behind Marr's death, were things that had faded
within an hour after the man had died.

One the very scene which he considered one of crime, The Shadow had come to the amazing conclusion
that his surmise was entirely wrong. Not a Sngle shred of evidence had appeared to back his supposition.

Marr's death had been classed as heart falure by competent physicians. Nothing had been found amissin
the dead man's study. His friends had been genuindy expressive of ther grief. One, in particular, had
impressed The Shadow.

The man in question was Wilfred Angew. There were red tears in Angew's eyes, when he talked of
Marr. When Angew |eft, he went with another man, who had said nothing but whose drab face had
seemed to reflect everything that Angew said. Angew's meancholy companion was Hugo Brydan.

Audin Demont, too, had seemed quite distressed; enough so for The Shadow to discount Petricias
departure just before Marr's degth. If women knew of impending crime and approved it, they never
flaunted about before it happened. Ther tendency was to be catlike in a Slent way. If they kicked up a
scene, it dways came after arime was done.

Though Patricia Demont was a very unusud girl, The Shadow was pogtive that she was no exception to
the rule. She was young, and definitdy inexperienced in matters of intrigue. Her childish behavior a the
time she left Marr's was unquestionably due to some minor tiff that had done nothing more than hurt her
pride.

If anyone had mentioned Philip Kreft as a possble enemy of Preston Marr, The Shadow would have
ganed a prop for his theory of murder. But no one mentioned Kreft at dl. Even Angew, Marr's closest
friend, consdered Kreft's absence aufficent proof that the man of fashion could have done no harm to
Marr.



Moreover, for business reasons, Angew didn't care to talk about Kreft; and Brydan was governed by the
same policy. As for Ddmont, though he was a member of the origind five, his present thoughts of Kreft
related entirdy to Peat, and therefore had nothing to do with Marr.

Fve men, dl equa damants to a property that promised millions of dollars, had been reduced to four!
Y e The Shadow, having no key to the secret that the surviving four dill shared, was unable even to find a
moative that could mark Marr's death as murder!

He had made a thorough survey of Marr's servants. All had been honestly grieved by ther master's
death. In fact, the further The Shadow had gone with his invedtigation, the weaker his theory had
become.

In his present mood, The Shadow actudly needed sympathy. It wasn't long before he received some.

Two men entered the grillroom. One was Police Commissoner Ralph Weston, a broad-faced man with
short-clipped military mustache. Weston was barking at his companion, Inspector Joe Cardona, a stocky
men with a swarthy face that looked unusudly glum. Seeing Cranston, Weston sat down and spoke his
tde of woe.

"IT'Sthis flower shop robbery,” bemoaned the commissioner. "I cal it a robbery, because | don't know
what ese to term it. Inspector Cardona can offer no help. His best theory"—Weston shot a
contemptuous look at Cardona—"is that a lot of crooks were out on a practice trip, jus trying to see
how tough they could prove themsdves™

Sapping a stack of papers on the table, Weston spread them wide. They proved to be order dips from
the Interstate Forigts shop.

"Ingpector Cardona cdls these evidence" snapped the commissoner, "smply because he found them
scattered around the floor. Humph!™ With his grunt, Weston turned to Cardona. "Why didn't you cut off
that telephone cord you tripped over while you were blundering around the flower shop? It might have
proven important, too."

A fant amile appeared upon the maskish lips of Cranston. The Shadow could tesiify thet the telephone
cord had been very important. Despite his recent disgppointment a jumping too quickly to conclusions,
he decided that the order dips might prove important, aso.

"Hrd, the crooks highjacked a flower truck,” grumbled Weston. "Fancy that, Cranston! Then, finding no
orchids, or whatever they were after, they headed for the flower shop, where they held another gun fray.

"A derk named Herkshire disappeared dong with them. A man of andl consequence, who could not
possbly have been connected with crime. In fact, Herkshire was just back from a hospitd, after an
operation.

"The crooks couldn't have killed Herkshire, or they would have left his body on the premises. They didn't
take time to carry away the members of ther own mob or any rivd maob, that was engaged in the
conflict.”

There were angles to those episodes that The Shadow could have explained for Weston's benefit.
Crooks hadn't battled among themsdves. Nor had Herkshire fled with them. But it was usdess to
enlighten the commissioner. Facts were ill obscure, even to The Shadow.

From what he had seen of the thugs while fighting them, it had appeared that they were after something;
but there was dill doubt on that point. Doubt, too, regarding Herkshire. The thugs hadn't been afraid that



Herkshire would talk; nevertheless, the clerk’s collgpse had worried them.

Whether friend or foe to criminds whether dead or dive, Herkshire had been taken dong by Morry
Cathlan and Koko Yandd. There was dso another crook at large Goo-goo Jaffer, whose name The
Shadow had heard and whose cleverness had been wel demonstrated.

The Shadow was doing three things at once. He was ligening to Weston; he was pondering over the
facts he aready knew; he was looking through the dips that had come from the flower shop.

It was the find process that brought a red discovery; one tha Weston and Cardona had passed over,
but which was important to The Shadow.

In fact, if The Shadow had come across a gold nugget stamped with the name "North Star Mine" the
due would have been no better than the one he actudly found.

Among the order dips was one for a dozen Arden Bloom roses, liged for specid ddivery to Miss
Petricia Delmont, the young lady who had so huffily left Marr's reception the night before.

It was the missng link that The Shadow wanted; a connection, though a meager one, between the
Manhattan gun frays and the party a Marr's home.

It produced another factor that The Shadow wanted: the name of someone who might have known about
things & Marr's, yet who had not been there.

The name was that of Philip Kreft. The order dip listed him as the purchaser of the flowers that had gone
to Petricia Dmont.

TO date, the engagement of Phil Kreft and Pat Ddmont had not been announced. It wasn't known
among socidites like Lamont Cranston and his friends. Even the snoopers who ran scandd columns in
the tabloid newspapers had missed it. Kreft had so many girl friends, that no one ever bothered to count
them.

Perhaps Marr and afew others knew that Kreft had his eyes on Patricia. Certainly, old Austin Delmont
mugt be in the know, whether he approved or not. But The Shadow was not thinking in terms of Marr, or
even of Ddmont. He was congdering Philip Kreft, picturing the fancy-dressed man about town.

Congpicuous in The Shadow's visudization of Kreft was a little golden-hued flower that dways
decorated the fdlow's coat lgpd. In dl his meetings with Kreft, and there had been many of them, The
Shadow could not recdl atime when the fagtidious chap had lacked one of those tiny carnations.

Where Kreft got them, how he dways happened to have a fresh flower, were such minor mysteries that
The Shadow had never considered them in the past. Recent events, however, made those matters loom
large.

While he lunched with Weston, The Shadow retained the leisurdy pose of Cranston, but behind his
camness he fdt a continua impatience to be elsawhere.

It was past midafternoon when Lamont Cranston findly disentangled himsdf from his friend the police
commissoner and dropped in a the Club Cabana. There, The Shadow found Philip Kreft in a tiny
private bar reserved for the most-prized patrons of the Club Cabana.

Kreft was douched across the bar, muttering thickly to a stolid-faced barkeeper named Jerry. Though
dressed as usud in the height of fashion, Kreft looked very douchy. His wilted appearance did not,
however, goply to the smdl golden carnation that adorned hislapdl.



The Shadow observed that the boutonniere was a fresh one, quite in keeping with the standard.

Blinking in bleary-eyed fashion, Kreft recognized Cranston. Thrugting out his hand, he nearly fdl off his
gtooal. His foot dipped from the brass rail benegth it, garting himin a forward tumble.

The Shadow caught him from one side, while Jerry thrust a big paw across the bar, to grip Kreft by the
other firm.

"Take it easy, Beau Brummd," advised the barkeeper. "Better St tight and try to sober up. I'll mix you
something that's good for you.”

Kreft did look very drunk, which was something quite unusud. He seemed to redlize it and began to
gpologize for his condition.

“I'm in the dog house, Crangton,” said Kreft, very solemnly. "My girl's given me the air"—he wavered,
took hold on the bar with one hand and made a flinging mation with the other—"just like that!"

"Which girl?" inquired The Shadow, casudly.

"The only girl," affirmed Kreft. "Most lovely girl | ever knew! Pat Dedmont.” As he uttered the name,
Kreft seemed to sober. Tilting his head, he looked sharply & The Shadow. "Ever meet her, Crangton?”

"l saw her lagt night,” was the calm-toned reply, "when she was leaving the Marr reception.”

A PECULIAR tightness came over Kreft's face. It developed into a pained expresson. His tone was
sorrowful, as he sad:

"That's where Pat caled me from. Lagt time she taked to me. Been cdling her dl day"—he gestured
toward a telephone near the bar— "but they say she's out. Left word for her to cal me here. No luck.”

Kreft gulped the sedative that Jerry handed him. He thwacked the barkeeper's shoulder.

"Good old Jerry," sad Kreft. "You take care of any cdls that come for me. Youll do that, Jerry?' He
leaned toward the barkeeper, who nodded. "I'm going back to the apartment,” added Kreft.

Sliding from the stoal, he found his feet ungeadily. "You hep me get there, Cranston"—he was leaning
heavily on The Shadow—"like a pd. Y esdr, you're ared pa, Cranston.

"And remember, Jarry"—from the doorway, Kreft wagged his cane— "you tak to the women for me.
Any of 'em that cdl up here. Only, don't say where I've gone—except to Pat Demont.”

When Kreft had left with his new pa, Cranston, Jerry kept glancing toward the telephone. When the bl
rang the solid barkeeper shot awary glance toward the door, then answered the cdl. He recognized the
fasetto tone that sounded much like a woman's.

"Hdlo, Goo-goo," undertoned Jerry. "Kreft has gone. He took a guy named Cranston with him... Yeah,
awise guy, this Crangton; knows too much... He was out & Marr's last night, Cranston weas...

"Kreft handled him just right... Yeah, said just enough to dibi himsdf, then switched the talk. Told me to
answer cdls that came here"—Jerry was chuckling—"s0 that's what I'm doing... Better tip off Morry and
Koko to watch for Cranston.”

Wheds of crime were again on the move. Jarry, the barkeeper, another of the ring that served a master
murderer, had done his bit to see that Marr's death preserved the requirements of a perfect crime.
Trouble lay in the offing for Lamont Cranston, otherwise The Shadow!



CHAPTER VIII. FADED EVIDENCE

WHEN The Shadow left Kreft's apartment, an hour or so later, he bad established a few facts that were
satisfactory, but smal.

Firgt, Kreft was not as drunk as he pretended to be. He had overdone it, Kreft had, by making his talk
more vague and maudlin, instead of sobering after he left the bar.

It was plain that Kreft had known Marr and was admitting the fact, to protect himsdf in case Cranston
learned it elsewhere. But Kreft, canny beneeth the intoxicated state that he exaggerated, had dodged dl
detalls relating to his acquaintanceship with the dead automobile manufacturer.

Kreft was esablishing an dibi; that much was very apparent. Quite ready to declare to anyone, police
included, that Peatricia had phoned him from Marr's home, Kreft was tumning that incident to his own
advantage. It stood as proof that he had been miles away at the approximate time when death struck
down Preston Marr.

Sating for Long Idand, The Shadow drove a sporty roadster that he often used when he traveled as
Crangton. All during the drive, he kept thinking of little golden carnations.

He had seen a cluger of those tiny flowers a Kreft's apartment. They were in a glass vase partly filled
with water, to which Kreft had added a pinch of sdt, saying that it kept his pet flowers fresh.

Ashe neared Marr's home, however, The Shadow turned his thoughts to roses. He hadn't asked Kreft
about the Arden Blooms that had been sent to Patricia; for that wasn't necessary. The Shadow was quite
sure that the gifl had not only received a cluster of flowers, but had worn them to Marr's reception.

Ficturing Pat's rage as she left the Marr mangon, The Shadow remembered that she had plucked at a
torn sash belonging to her evening gown. Knowing that her anger was directed toward Kreft, it was quite
plain that she had flung away the flowers that her debonair suitor had sent her.

It was close to dusk when a sad-faced butler admitted Cranston to the somber residence that had been
S0 gay the night before. Apparently, others had previoudy come there to extend their sympathies; but
Mrs. Marr was not a home. Her physican had sent her to stay with rdatives, and the butler, as
spokesman for the household, was accepting dl condolences.

It wasn't long before the man was pouring his full tale of grief to the sympathetic Mr. Cranston. Under
persuasive encouragement, the butler talked of Marr, of the family, their servants and their friends. He
remembered Patricia Delmont when her name was mentioned by Cranston, but the butler did not recdl
the flowers that she wore.

He shook his head when Cranston remarked that roses made Miss Demont look unusudly attractive.

"I scarcdly saw the guests lagt night, Sr," said the butler. "That is, not until after Mr. Marr had his heart
atack, and a that time, Miss Demont had gone. There was so much to do about the house, Mr.
Cranston, on account of the painters.”

The Shadow's eyes showed query.

"The painters left at 9x o'clock,” explained the butler, "but so much was in confusion. Paticulally Mr
Marr's study. | had to rearrange it personaly, before he arrived home from the office”

"It was painted yesterday?"



"No. But the painters were garting on it, by mistake. |1 was forced to hdt them. They had moved the
furniture, but they pried into nothing. Of that, | am sure”

FEELING that he ought to convince Cranston further, the butler led the way up to the study.

Though The Shadow had seen the room before, he had not entered it. Last night, he had smply watched
from the doorway while the butler and a few members of the family had made a cursory ingpection to
make sure that everything was in order.

Today, stepping deep into the room, The Shadow observed a fireplace in the front wal and noted that
the mantd, with the woodwork below it, had a fresh coat of paint.

"They had done that much when | stopped them,” said the butler. "I was afraid that the odor of the paint
would annoy Mr. Marr; but it didnt. He smoked cigars congtantly when he was in this room, and he
never minded how guffy it became.”

The Shadow approached the fireplace, drew his finger dong the mantel. The paint was quite dry and
glossy, like avarnish. Traces of its odor remained, and the smdl was of a sort that some persons would
have considered sckening.

Asthey waked from the study, the butler turned toward a rear hdlway.

"Youwill excuse me, Mr. Crangton,” he said, "but the painters are here again today. | thought it best to
let them finish the work that they had started. | must see how they have progressed before they leave.

With a bow, the butler gestured toward the front stairway, indicating that he would meet Cranston later,
downgtairs. But The Shadow lingered in the rear hdl when the butler had gone.

The hdlway had been painted, too, but its smdl was exactly that of fresh paint. Returning to the study,
The Shadow made another ingpection of the mantelpiece.

Theglossy paint had the smoothness of collodion, and its smdl, too, had something of the banana odor
characterigtic of that quick-drying substance. The fant odor was evidence, of a sort. Faded evidence, yet
enough to indicate that the painters had not visited the room by mistake.

It would be well, The Shadow decided, to look over those painters before they Ieft. Since they were
going soon, he had only a few minutes to complete another matter of investigation, the task which he had
actudly come here to perform.

Going downgtairs, The Shadow stopped at the telephone in an dcove of the lower hdl. He knew thet it
mus be the telephone that Patricia Demont had used when she cdled Philip Kreft.

From this spot, the girl had gone directly to the front door. The Shadow was hopeful that he would find
some clue near the telephone, perhaps in the shape of arose petal.

Instead, he observed a great vase, close to five feet tal. A whispered laugh came from the lips of Lamont
Crangton, as The Shadow tilted the huge vase toward the floor.

Something did ingde with a dight scrgping sound. Thrugting his arm full length into the vase, The Shadow
brought out a cluster of flowers.

The lagt rays of the sdting sun glinted through a hdlway window, to burnish the drooped petds of
Patricias golden flowerd



Agan, faded evidence. But these flowers, dill possessed of a fragrance that resembled the scent of
carnaions, had logt none of ther value as aclue.

They were large-Sized editions of the golden flowers that Kreft reserved for buttonhole display. No order
dip from a flower shop was needed to identify them with the wedthy man of fashion.

But the fact that Patricia Delmont had received the golden carnations, instead of roses, was something
thet released a floodgeate of posshilities.

The Shadow scarcely noted the heaviness of the flower scent, much stronger than that of ordinary
carnations. He was wondering how these flowers had come to reach Patricia, when the order dip read
otherwise. He was pondering, too, upon what fate had origindly been planned for the golden flowers.

It was not difficult to find the answer. In the excitement prevaling after Marr's sudden death, no one
would have thought of flowers, except in terms of a coming funerd. Leaving with other guedts, Patricia
would have worn the flowers home. Perhaps the girl would have kept them for a few days, then they
would have gone into oblivion.

By conggning the golden carnations to the vase, Pat had amply left the temporary evidence a Marr's,
indead of at her own home. The Shadow had been intending to cal on the Delmonts later; but he now
decided that it would not be necessary, for awhile, at least.

HEARING the butler coming dawn the front sairs, The Shadow stowed the golden flowers beneath his
coat. He met the butler and walked with him to the front door, where they watched four painters file
down the driveway.

The men were wearing uniforms that had once been white, but which now carried paint marks, like their
faces. Noting those faces as they turned in his direction, The Shadow did not like them.

Maybe the increesing dusk did not do proper justice to the painters, but The Shadow's judgment was
sdldom wrong when he classed men as thugs.

None of the faces were familiar, however, which meant that the painters, if crooks, belonged among the
sl fry.

There was a truck, however, that awaited the plodding painters, to take them home. For some reason, it
was stopped outsde the driveway. Two men were in the front seat; The Shadow could not see ther
faces a that distance, but he made a comparison of thar Szes.

If they were the pair that The Shadow suspected them to be, it would prove profitable to trail that truck
wherever it went. But there was no need to hurry. The road past Marr's was a long one. Whichever way
the truck went, The Shadow could give it a hdf mile start and dill overtake it in his speedy roadster.

Chatting with the butler until the painters had reached the truck, The Shadow watched the lumbering
vehide depart. As soon as it had rolled from sght beyond a hedge, he shook hands with Marr's fathful
servant. Waking down the driveway to his roadster, The Shadow entered the car, looked back to see
the house door close.

Agan, a soft laugh came from the lips of Lamont Cranston. Sheltered beneath the raised top of the
roadster, The Shadow drew the faded golden flowers from beneath his coat, stowed them behind the
front seat in a specid compartment.

While there, his hands plucked black cloth. His cloak was ready when he needed it. The time might be
very soon; for the present, The Shadow preferred to preserve the identity of Cranston. With darkness,



his roadster would be difficult to identify, when he stayed close behind the truck. That would be the time
to assume the habit of The Shadow.

Guns might be needed later. They were ready, if required. The Shadow pressed the compartment shut. A
touch of its hidden spring would pop it open. Starting the roadster, The Shadow began a dow rall down
the driveway, departing in a syle that suited the never-hurried Cranston.

The turn from the driveway was sharp, leading just past the hedge. The Shadow gpplied the brakes as he
neared it; the swerve of his car was quite dow. The space beside the hedge was very dark; the moment
that the car svung past it, two men made a powerful legp for the sporty roadster.

They had waited until the car's dim lights could not reved them; nevertheless, The Shadow saw ther
surge. He snapped into action, thrusting his hand for the push button behind the seat. A mere press, a
scooping move for a gun—and those lunging men would be blasted by an adversary much swifter than
the supposed Mr. Cranston.

It was aformulathat had worked often in the past. This was the time the system didn't work.

The Shadow's fingers couldn't find the button. They were numb as they probed. Even his other am
seemed dow, as helifted it from the whed to ward off the firgt attacker, who shoved in from the running
board.

His feet were like lead weights when he lifted them. The Shadow could find neither the brake nor the
accelerator; infact, he didn't know which one he wanted.

A husky man was over the roadster's door, dutching The Shadow's throat. The maskish face of
Crangton tilted upward, eyes saring blankly at the roadster's top.

As The Shadow's big adversary clamped him down behind the whed, a smdler man yanked the door
open, shoved a quick hand through and tugged the hand brake, stopping the dowly ralling car.

Two minutes later The Shadow, limp and helpless, was riding wedged between two captors who were
taking him to parts unknown, dong with his sporty car. The par exchanged contemptuous guffaws
regarding the prisoner who had proven such perfect prey.

There was only one redeeming festure in the Stuation. The trapping of Lamont Cranston had been so
easy, that nather of the gloating crooks could possibly suppose that their prisoner was The Shadow!

CHAPTER IX. DEATH LIES BELOW

EXCEPT for the glow of a tiny flashlight, thick darkness surrounded the three riders in the speedy
roadster that whirled smoothly dong a narrow highway. The headlamps cut a brilliant path that dtered
rapidly and unexpectedly as the car negotiated numerous curves.

Morry Cathlan, the driver at the whed, liked the way the car handled, and said so to Koko Yandd. The
later grunted as a sharp curve threw his weight againg the door on the right. Recovering his grip, Koko
prodded agun againg alimp figure that lay between them, then grumbled:

"Say, Morry, maybe this guy's croaked! | must have busted his neck with these mitts of mine”

"Dont forget the sock | gave him," reminded Morry, coolly. "When | tap them with a blackjack, they go
out and stay out!"

"What're we going to do with him?'



"Weére taking him to Gordy, like Goo-goo took Herkshire. Hell look out for this guy, whether he's
croaked or not."

These comments were heard by an interested ligener. They were the fird words, though, that The
Shadow had heard clearly. Previous conversation had been blurred.

There were a few impressions, however, that The Shadow had gained at intervds when he opened his
eyes, only to close them before the crooks could notice that he was no longer unconscious. He was sure
that they had crossed the Triboro Bridge and taken a course toward Westchester County.

Judging from the car's present actions, they were traveling through a hilly region, but The Shadow could
not see the road ahead. He had dumped downward until his head was below the levd of the windshidd.

"This guy Gordy," remarked Morry, "isdl fixed to handle whatever comes adong. He patched up those
two guys who got clipped by The Shadow the time we highjacked the flower truck."

"Yegh, | remember you sent 'em out there," returned Koko. "But they weren't hurt very bad. The way
you talked, | thought Gordy was a medico.”

"Heused to be" said Morry. "How good heis, | don't know. | never met him."

"Then how's he going to know you?' demanded Koko. "Aint we taking a chance, puling in there
tonight?"

Morry chuckled. He fished in a vest pocket, produced something, and shoved it under The Shadow's
chin. The Shadow fdt the graze of fingers as they opened, moving toward the dashlight.

"When Gordy sees this" announced Morry, "hell do what we want without asking questions. | gave one
of these to the two gorillas the other night, and one to Goo-goo, too, when he took Herkshire out to
Gordy's."

The Shadow's eydids lifted very dightly, but too late. Morry's hand was closed again, moving back to his
vest pocket. Whatever the token that he had shown to Koko, The Shadow did not seeit.

"Yes Gordy used to be a sawbones," remarked Morry, "until the Feds found out he specidized in face
lifting, with public enemies as his cusomers.”

"Where was he working that dodge?' asked Koko.
"Somewherein the Middlewest,” replied Morry. "In Nebraska, | think."

"That's near Omaha," said Koko, with a knowing nod. "Where did this Gordy go after he lanmed from
there?'

"To Mexico, where he specidized in horticulture.”
“Inwhich?'

"He grafted plants" replied Morry. Then, hearing a puzzled grunt from Koko, sad: "Il go into that later.
Our business, when we meet up with Gordy, isto have him take this stuffed shirt off our hands”

By "duffed shirt,” Morry meant Cranston, as he indicated by jodling the prisoner with his elbow. The
gesture wasn't necessary, because Koko understood the term. Nevertheless, Koko gave a grumble,

"Maybe Gordy took care of Herkshire" sad Koko, "but when a guy like Herkshire goes out of



circulation, nobody worries much. The coppers figure that Herkshire was with us, and lanmed, so
Goo-goo says. But they won't dope it that way with this bird Cranston. Theyll figure he was snatched.”

"Not unless a ransom note shows up," argued Morry, "and there won't be any. What's more, nobody's
going to figure what happened to him, so forget it. In about ten minutes well be rid of the guy. Were
pretty close to where were going.”

FROM the statements in that conversation, as wdl as the tone, The Shadow knew that his kidnapers
hadn't found the secret compartment in back of the seat. Unfortunately, wedged as he was, The Shadow
hed no way of reaching it.

His previous experience aso made him wonder about his present ability. He could understand why he
had succumbed 0 eadly when the crooks had attacked. By this time, his strength should have returned;
but it wasn't wise to discount the trestment that he had received when the crooks overpowered him.

Koko's choking tactics, Morry's added touch with the blackjack, might have left after-effects. To test his
condition, The Shadow let himsdf rall as the car struck a curve, until his right hand was beneeth his body.
He tightened his hidden hand. His grip seemed strong enough.

Morry had caculated ten minutes more. That meant only a few miles to Gordy's, where The Shadow
would have more than two foemen to handle. Regting limply, The Shadow waited for the next curve to
theleft. It came. Morry took it at high speed.

The ingant that Koko's gun did away from the prisoner's ribs, The Shadow made a hard lunge to the
right. He twisted as he threw his weight on Koko, who was dready bearing hard againg the door. The
Shadow's hands performed their work like vises on the ends of springs. His left clamped Kokao's gun, his
right clutched the big crook's throat.

Koko hadn't a chance to shoot. A finger had shoved benegth the trigger guard, to prevent pressure. The
big man's gargles told that he was learning what red choking could be.

Haying with his free hand, Koko tried to ward off the attack, but failled. He was off balance, due to the
car's swerve; that, plus the power of The Shadow's attack, trapped Koko hopeesdy.

There was dill Morry to consider. The Shadow was risking his whole game on the chance that Morry
wouldn't yank a gun until after they rounded the curve. In fact, Morry couldn't; he needed both hands on
the whed at the high speed he was making.

If he dackened the car's pace, it would be the give-away. In that case, The Shadow would have to
switch tactics, with the odds in Morry's favor. It wasn't likdy, though, that Morry would redize his
possible advantage in the short time alowed.

Morry didn't. He acted as The Shadow wanted. He kept both hands on the whed. He wanted to get on
the sraightaway. But he was smart enough to guess that the sooner he reached a draight stretch, the
better.

On that account, Morry pressed the accelerator to the floorboard. The car lurched into a furious spurt.

Koko was snking. He wouldn't be out of combat, but he would be dow to resume the fight when The
Shadow's hand I€ft his throat. Sow enough for The Shadow to make a quick dash a Morry with the
revolver that was dready squeezing from Koko's hand into The Shadow's own.

If Morry was depending upon the straightaway, so was The Shadow.



The draightaway never came.

As the car whipped from that curve, it struck another, in the opposite direction. It took dl of Morry's
drength to yank the car from |eft to right. The roadster redled in the bowl-like center of the road, then
rose high on the opposite bank.

THREE figures were hurled forcibly to the left Sde of the car. The Shadow went in that direction,
carying Koko with him. The two struck Morry, pinning him againg the door on the Ieft.

More than ever, Morry wanted speed. Wedged as he was, he hadn't a chance to pull a gun.

Where Morry logt an advantage, Koko gained one. His hand came free of The Shadow's, and Koko 4ill
hed the gun, retained with a frantic grip that didn't quite enable him to find the trigger. He took a blind
dash toward The Shadow's head, overgauging it because of the roadster's swing.

The blow reached Morry just above the forehead. It had jaring force, which proved paticularly
disagtrous a that moment. Morry needed dl his strength and skill combined, to guide the rocketing car.
He was driving so fast that he couldn't even read the road sgns. One of those sgns read:

NO GUARD RAIL

Morry didn't even notice the road after Koko's migudged stroke pounded home. His hands dipped from
the whed and he lurched outward, hdf across the door. The Shadow tried to right the dewing car, but he
inturn was pinned by Koko's weight.

Right then the roadster sraightened, but not on a stretch of road. Its steering whed released, the big front
tires dimbed the bank. The front of the car seemed to haul the chassis dong with it. Arrowing a Sxty
miles an hour, the heavy-built car shot over the brink.

The head lamps spotted the sky, like big searchlights turned doft. Then, arching downward, they showed
the jagged tops of trees. The car had scaled from the brink of a ravine. It was plunging down to reach a
rocky, danting dope.

Three figures floundered down into the seat. Morry's hands were gripping for the whed, not with hope of
turning it, but merdly trying to get a hold that would serve himin the plunge.

Koko had twisted about; hisleft hand had the door-edge on his sSde of the car, while his right was busy
with the gun. He had found the trigger at last, and was pulling it, not redizing thet in his crisscrossed
position he was shooting out into space.

Hands flung upward, The Shadow caught the bow that ran across the center of the top. His fingers dug
between that strut and the canvas itsdlf. There was a ripping sound as the car plummeted through tree
branches; a crash asit struck the boulders that lined the ravine's wooded dope.

More crashes as the shattered roadster took great bounds, dashing its way to the gully's depth. The
explosons that sounded like backfires of the motor were actudly the futile pops from Koko's misdirected

gun.

Lights smashed as the car's nose struck a boulder. Blackness blanketed the find crash, which was the
loudest of dl.

After the tarific clatter of that fearful plunge, a deep, hollow slence gripped the depths. From the
darkness came a gradud rise of sound—the tumult of alittle creek that sent its water tumbling toward the
Hudson River.



Compared to the bettering crashes that had echoed through the deep ravine, the roar of the creek
seemed puny. Like a mdancholy babble, it seemed to repeat a Smple yet awvesome tale, one of rapid,
sudden doom.

Wavering tree boughs rudled their leaves above the blackened depths like ghodly arms, warning dl
comers that death lay below.

CHAPTER X. DEALS AND DOUBLE DEALS

WHILE The Shadow was ending the disastrous ride on which the two crooks had taken him, another
par of men were budly discussing the afairs of the late Preston Marr. Those two were Wilfred Angew
and Hugo Brydan; they were at their former place of conference, Angew's office.

No tak of murder entered ther discusson. They referred to Marr's degth as a chance occurrence, which
they greatly regretted. At the same time, they recognized that the loss of their third partner caled for a
prompt rearrangement of their business plans.

Angew was taking over the task that he and Marr had previoudy shared. He was trying to keep Brydan
on his sde of the fence by promises that Philip Kreft probably would not match. Marr's degth, it so
happened, provided Angew with new arguments.

"Only four of us remain,” said Angew soberly, as he stroked his long jaw. "That means we shdl each
have to put up fifteen thousand dollars, instead of twelve thousand, to close the dam on the North Star
Mine"

The comment brought but little change to Brydan's dreary face. The drab man made a dow mentd
caculation, evidenced by amoation of his pasty lips.

"I can afford three thousand dollars more," drawled Brydan. "The propostion is certanly worth the extra

"More than worth it," said Angew, amiling a the smple look on Brydan's face. "North Star should bring
about three million dollars. Y esterday, that meant Sx hundred thousand dollars for each of five investors.

"Today, there are but four of us. Therefore, we stand to make seven hundred and fifty thousand dollars
each, 9nce Marr'sdam, like dl the rest, is not transferable.”

Lifting eydids registered Brydan's amazement. Apparently that prospect had not occurred to him.

"Added profits, however," resumed Angew, "cannot make up for the loss of Marr. While we had Marr
with us'—he gave his head a sad shake—"we hdd control. Marr's death"—Angew's tone was bitter—
"helps Kreft, not us. If Kreft had actudly desgned it, the thing could not have fitted better with his
schemes”

Almog without redizing it, Angew had expressed a mative for murder. But the long-jawed importer was
too concerned with his own plans to waste time with awild theory that Kreft had arranged Marr's death.

Angew reached into a desk drawer, brought out three typewritten sheets of paper tha were hed
together with paper fasteners.

"l am going to cal on Augin Demont,” declared Angew, "and offer him fifty thousand dollars cash if he
will agree to sl out his share of North Star to us after he has made hisdaim. Read that paragraph at the
top of the second page, Brydan."



Brydan obliged. The paragraph stated:

In return for the said sum of fifty thousand dollars, I, the aforementioned Austin Delmont, agree to ddliver
sad mining stock, after its issue, to Wilfred Angew and/or Hugo Brydan, in accordance with dl terms
and provisons of this contract.

After reading the paragraph twice, Brydan went over the rest of the contract, while Angew watched in
keen-eyed fashion. Angew was expecting an objection. It came.

"You arentt offering Demont his full shares' exclamed Brydan. "l thought we agreed that he and Kreft
would have thar proper rights™”

"So they ddl,” assured Angew, with a benign expression, "but it would be unwise to tak in terms of
millions to old Demont. | am quite sure'—Angew cocked his head, wisdy—"that Kreft is kegping the
old gentleman in the dark. Thisis the time for prompt action. We can prove our generosty laer."

After afew moments, Brydan nodded. Then, dowly, he said:

"Speeking of Kreft, he has invited me to meet him at the Club Cabana this evening. His tone was very
friendly when he cdled me"

Alam showed on Angew's face; quickly, it flickered away. Remembering yesterday's chat with Marr,
Angew was quite sure that Brydan would stay in line. Therefore, he approved the mesting.

"Be careful what you say to Kreft," advised Angew. "Be friendly, but wise. After | leave Delmont's; |
ghdl drop in at the Club Cabana and join you."

WHEN Brydan had gone, Angew glanced at his watch. The evening was advanced; it was time to leave
the office and go to Demont's home. However, Angew took a few minutes for a very important action.

Loosening the paper fasteners, he removed the second page of the contract and replaced it with another
sheet that he took from alower desk drawer.

The new sheet had a differing top paragraph. Instead of the term, "to Wilfred Angew and/or Hugo
Brydan,”" it merdy specified, "to Wilfred Angew.”

Some forty minutes later Wilfred Angew entered the old brownstone house where Audtin Delmont lived.
While he was announcing his name to a stoop-shouldered manservant who looked about ninety years of
age, Angew saw Petricia Dmont come down the stairs.

Bowing, he stopped to chat with the girl, and Pat received hm very cordidly. Attired in lounging
paamas, smoking a cigarette in a long holder, the girl had a streamlined appearance tha Angew
regarded as both modern and attractive.

She frowned, though, as she chatted, and Angew guessed what was on her mind. The girl must have had
atiff with Kreft. Perhaps her grandfather had told her not to see the fdlow in the future. Angew hoped
30, for it would mean that Kreft and old Delmont were a odds.

When Demont came from his smoking room to greet Angew, the ederly man gave a reproving look at
Pat, who merdly strolled away, puffing her cigarette.

Apparently, Ddmont did not care for his granddaughter's present costume. There was coolness between
them; that much was apparent. Angew was more pleased than ever.



The vigtor went into the smoking room with Delmont. They came to business rapidly. When Demont
hed read the contract, he chuckled. Laying aside a pipe tha reeked with the odor of heavy tobacco, he
sd:

"You are a greater fool than Kreft, Angew. He wanted to give me twenty-five thousand dollars for that
worthless North Star property. He said held like to speculate with it, but | wouldn't let him.”
"I'm dill willing to double the offer,” put in Angew. "I like to speculate, too."

"So do|," laughed Demont, "when it's merdy a matter of adam, not cash. | never intended to close this
dam; however, |1 am indined to take your offer. It's againg my policy, you understand, to profit a
another man's expense. But your case is different from Kreft's.

"You are a 0lid business man, Angew, the sort who might make something out of a difficult proposition.
You go into matters with your eyes open. | cannot question your right to use your own judgment. But
Kreft"—the old man shook his head—"is merdy a wedlthy spendthrift who relies on sheer luck.”

Angew produced a check book, wrote out a check for fifty thousand dollars. Reuctantly, Delmont
accepted it. He brought in the creaky-boned servant and a dapper chauffeur to Sgn as witnesses.

There was a duplicate of the contract; like the origind, it named Angew only, without mention of Brydan.
All hands signed the duplicate, aso.

Leaving one copy with Delmont, dong with the check for fifty thousand dollars, Angew left the manson,
bowing good night to Pat, who was standing at the doorway of the library looking very mournful.

From Delmont's, Angew went directly to the Club Cabana.

ANGEW found Brydan with Kreft. The two had been getting dong very wel and, from Brydan's smile,
Angew guessed that the North Star Mine had scarcely been mentioned.

It was plain that Kreft was merdly trying to build up a friendship with Brydan, to put a proposition later.
More then ever, Angew was sure of Brydan.

"Helo, felow mine owner!" Kreft greeted him. "Dont forget the North Star"—he tapped a tiny golden
flower in his buttonhole—"and keep your shirt on, so you won't loseit.”

"What's the trouble, Kreft?' questioned Angew, with a smile. "Losing your interest in mines?'

"That for dl of them!" Kreft snapped his fingers. "If you chaps want to hang onto your options, you are
welcome. I'll keep mine, too, and see how its turns out. Meanwhile, Il look about far some other
propogtion to take care of my surplus cash.”

Kreft invited Angew to have a drink, and Angew did. They watched the floor show, after which Angew
looked at Brydan and remarked thet it was time to leave.

Brydan agreed. After they shook hands with Kreft, they saw him go to the door thet led to the private
bar.

Near the exit from the Club Cabana, Angew brought the Sgned contract from his indde pocket and
showed it to Brydan. He wanted the dour man to see the Sgnatures.

Spreading the pages, Angew doubled them dightly at the top, just enough to hide the paragraph at the
top of the second page. Brydan did not notice that the contract had been altered, leaving himin the cold.



"I paid Delmont the fifty thousand,” confided Angew. "Since you are in with me, Brydan, you ought to put
up hdf. I'mwilling to take your note, but it can wait. Il smply keep the contract, for present security.”

Angew was amiling as he l€ft the Club Cabana. So was Brydan, who went in the opposite direction. In
histurn, Kreft was amiling, too, as he peered from the amost-closed door of the private bar.

Kreft had seen Angew show Brydan the contract at the exit door, and had an ideawhat it was dl about.

"Dirty work at the crossroads, Jarry,” sad Kreft to the solid barkeeper. "Make mine a double whiskey
and soda'—he perched himsdf on a stool and stretched his hand across the bar—"and give me one of
those telegraph blanks you keep in the cash drawer.”

Jarry provided the drink and the telegraph blank. Kreft wrote out a telegram that suited him, then
reached for the telephone.

"Il get the charges" said Kreft, "and pay you, Jerry. Thiswire won't cost much. It's only going to a place
in Westchester. It means a lot, though, because it's going to square me with my girl. Yes, Jerry, I've
figured away to solve the biggest problem inmy life”

From Kreft's tone, Jerry decided that the man who wore the golden flower had larger problems on his
mind than the one he mentioned. Any telegram to that town in Westchester was important, for the place
hed much to do with schemes of crime.

Crooks knew that desth traveled the road between Manhattan and that town in Westchester.
So did The Shadow!

CHAPTER XI. JOURNEY'S END

GRAY wreckage streaked the tree boughs hdfway down the precipitous sde of the gully. Below, a
crumpled roadster held its quota of dead humeanity. The surging creek dill gushed its oft-repeated tade of
"death—death—death!"

Gradudly, that babble reached The Shadow's ears. He stirred amid the underbrush that clustered dl
about him, found his footing, then logt it. Siding, he caught a tree trunk, dung there, and looked up
toward the sky.

A crescent moon was above the ravine. Its fragmentary glow showed srips of hanging canvas. Those
tattered remnants were the roadster's ruined top. Big boughs had torn it from the plunging car.

The Shadow's grip on the cross strut had been a fortunate idea. Braces and dl had given when the top
hooked the branches. Morry and Koko had continued their downward trall in the somersaulting car, but
the prisoner who battled them had stopped off hdfway.

It had been death for the crooks, but not for the captive who had been taken in the guise of Lamont
Cranston. With the tree boughs yanking the cross brace from his hands, The Shadow had dropped hard
and heavily, but the fal had been comparatively short.

In fact, his grestest danger lay ahead. The Shadow's head was svimming from a jolt supplied by stony
s0il beneath the underbrush. As he tried to find his feet again, he logt his baance entirdy and began a
bounding dide to the gully's depths.

Fast grabs with his hands dong the way were lucky enough to save him. The trip ended between two
jagged rocks, where The Shadow caught himsdf and stared over a ten-foot brink.



He was looking squarely & a stone in the creek bed, one that would have given him an unplessant
reception had he did afew feet farther.

Blackness drifted amid the moonlight that illumined the little creek. Everything that The Shadow saw was
patid, and he couldn't understand why. It was dways that way after a hard jolt that brought a brain
concussion. The Shadow had been through the very same experience before, but he could not remember
it.

He managed, though, to grip flegting thoughts that he repeated hdf doud, until he talked himsdf into

remembering them. Marr's house, the golden flowers, the wild ride in the ca—all those were facts, not
fancies.

The Shadow made out a smashed thing beside the creek. It was the roadster. Crawling dong the bank,
he reached the car.

Hdf upright, the roadster was empty. The Shadow couldn't understand why, for he was whispering the
names of Morry and Koko. Stumbling around the car, he fdl across one, then the other. The moonlight
showed what was left of them, but even its gentle glow did not make them look pleasant.

The crushed figures distorted themsdves before The Shadow's gaze. They seemed to writhe and fling
their battered, bloody faces upward. Theilluson puzzled him, urtil he found that he was swaying. Getting
agrip on the bent door of the roadster, The Shadow rolled into the car.

His fingers were dower, more helpless, than they had been a Marr's when The Shadow made a new
effort to find the button of the secret compartment.

At lad, it seemed to pop open of its own accord. The Shadow drew out his cloak, his hat, his guns. With
them came the rusiling remains of the withered carnations.

CLUTCHING dI those prizes, The Shadow rolled from the car, fdl across Morry's body. The jolt
brought him a new train of thought. His lips repeated a name: "Gordy."

Mechanicdly, The Shadow probed through Morry's pockets, found odds and ends that he shoved into
the pockets of his own trousers. He rejected a revolver that he did not need but, as he groped, he kept
sying that there was something ese to find.

The Shadow chanced onit a lagt, in the dead crook's vest pocket. Fingers opening in the moonlight, The
Shadow saw the token that Morry had shown to Koko. It was a gold carnation, of the smdler variety,
the sort that Kreft wore in his buttonhole,

Clutching the little golden flower, The Shadow stumbled away from the wrecked car. He took the only
course the ravine offered, the bed of the shdlow creek. Houndering over rocks, The Shadow sprawled
inthe water; not once, but often.

Each spill revived him somewhat; but when he clutched his guns, his cloak and hat, he lost the evidence
that he had brought from Marr's.

A few a atime, large golden carnations left The Shadow's hands and floated down the stream ahead of
him. One flower, though, was congantly in his clutch.

It was the tiny coin-sized flower that The Shadow had found in Morry's pocket.

The Shadow was fallowing the creek downstream because the course was easier. His coat, ripped haf
from his shoulders, was bothering him. He redized that he didn't want it, for the pockets carried papers



that identified him as Cranston. The Shadow shook the coat off, let it fdl into the stream.
He was repegting a name, time and again.

The name was Morry Cathlan. That was who The Shadow was. He could prove he was Morry Cathlan.
His hip pockets carried the evidence.

And in his hand The Shadow held the tiny flower. The token that Morry had brought to show to Gordy!

The floundering journey mugt have covered haf a mile before The Shadow came to low banks, where
the creek deepened in between. There were large carnations floating dowly through that pool, drifting
beneeth a bridge, but The Shadow did not see them.

He found the bridge, managed to crawl up beside it. The Shadow was back on the road that followed
the ravine. Thiswas a place where it dipped, between widened diffs, to cross the creek.

Steadier of gait, The Shadow moved dong the road. There were times when it seemed to red beneath
his feet; dways, it showed blackish gaps that faded as The Shadow approached them. He was looking
for something, sure that he would recognizeit.

At lag, it came a dirt road that led away from the paving, through thick woods. The Shadow followed
the ruts.

Blackness was thick benegth the trees. The Shadow's sumbles were many, until the road widened. Glints
of moonlight showed obscure buildings.

Making toward them, The Shadow staggered againg a door. Dropping dl burdens except the tiny
flower, The Shadow et his free hand dide dong the door. He fdt the smoothness of glass.

The wdl past the door was glass, too. The Shadow had come across a greenhouse, though he didn't
recognize whet it was.

He was thinking in other terms as he stopped to pick up his cloak and guns. He had to hide these things,
the hat, too. He remembered that, as he found it.

Probing numbly aong the glass-paneled wadl, The Shadow came to a brick surface a house that adjoined
the greenery. He stumbled heavily across some wooden steps; crouching beside them, he found a
loosened board. Indinctively, he rolled the cloak and hat about his guns, pushed the entire bundle
beneath the steps.

Then, crawling upward, The Shadow clutched the side of the steps with one hand, while he rapped at the
door with his other figt. He was sagged, mationless, when the door opened inward.

SEEMINGLY floating upward under thelift of hands that he could scarcely fed, The Shadow gradudly
opened his eyes, to find himsdf on an old-fashioned couch in a andl parlor. A kindly-faced man was
studying him through thick eyeglasses.

The man's stare was owlish, his drooping mustache gave him a warus appearance. His gaze, however,
was both friendly and sympathetic. Thruding his closed hand upward, The Shadow tried to open it,
muttering: "Gordy."

"No, no," returned the mustached man, with a headshake. "1 am not Dr. Gordon. Rest quietly, my friend.
Hewill be here very soon.”



"My nameis Debbleman,” informed the man with the glasses. "This is my home, yes, but Dr. Gordon is
here, too. Heismy guest." The man drew himsdf up proudly. "Dr. Gordon is kind enough to cdl me his
associate.”

A: crigp voice interrupted from the doorway. The man who stepped into the light was thin-faced, but his
complexion was tawny. His thinness gave him afrail appearance, but he was built of bone and muscle, as
he proved when he lifted The Shadow and propped him on the couch.

"A dranger, Dr. Gordon," began old Debbleman. "He asked for you. | was just tdling him that you had
gone to town, when—"

"Gordy!"- The Shadow gulped the name then, his eyes opening toward the muscular man: "Youre
Gordy?"'

"Yeeh, I'm Gordy," interposed the crisp voice. "But who are you? What are you doing here?"

The Shadow answered the second question firg by pushing his hand forward and opening it. Morry's
flower fdl into Gordy's pam.

"Another man from Mr. Kreft!" excdlaimed Debbleman. "He must have had an accident, too."
"Go get abasn of water," snapped Gordy. "Hurry it, Debbleman!”

As soon as Debbleman was gone, Gordy shoved his face close to The Shadow's and rasped:
"Who are you?'

"Morry," returned The Shadow, weekly. "Morry Cathlan. Koko... Koko Yandd was with me—only he
lammed—"

Sagging sSideward on the couch, The Shadow lay motionless until Debbleman returned. Meanwhile,
Gordy had found the papers in his pockets. With a glance at them, the thin-faced man nodded, dipped
them into his own coat pocket.

"WEell get him upstairs to aroom,” Gordy told the entering Debbleman. "Y ou're right, he's a friend of Mr.
Kreft. Well look after him."

Together, they carried the unconscious figure up the stairs. Crime's tral had brought The Shadow to a
journey's end. Though helpless, he had found security in this place where crime prevailed.

By taking the identity of the dead crook, Morry Cathlan, dong with the flower that served him as a
passport, The Shadow had found security, even in the enemy's domain!

CHAPTER XIlI. CRIME MOVES AHEAD

MANY hours had passed since The Shadow's arrivd at the Westchester greenhouse. His impressions of
those hours formed a series of dawns and twilights, with stretches of occasond darkness when he
dozed.

Awakening from a nap that was comparatively peaceful, The Shadow at last understood why the periods
of daylight had been dull. He was in a room where shades were drawn over every window, the proper
trestment for a patient suffering from brain concussion.

Hisvison had cleared again, but The Shadow did not care to test his eyes againg the sunlight. His head
back againg the pillows, he was content to watch the edge of a window shade and note the green of



trees beyond it.

That green was degpening. The time was late afternoon. The thought of gpproaching dusk was a
comfortable one. It meant that The Shadow might soon drop the role of Morry Cathlan and become
himsdf again, with no need to play the part of Lamont Cranston in between.

The door opened, noticesbly enough to attract The Shadow's gaze. The man who cdled himsdf Dr.
Gordon stepped into the room. Seeing that the patient was awake, Gordy approached the bed, stood
looking a The Shadow. He purred the question:

"Feding better?'
The Shadow nodded.
"Maybe you're wel enough,” suggested Gordy, "to tel me what happened last night.”

"Koko and | grabbed a guy named Cranston,” stated The Shadow. "We were bringing him here, when
he put up a battle. He heaved me out of the car just before Koko socked him.”

"Koko was driving?'

"Yegh. Wed taken over Cranston's car. Anyway, Koko headed north and took Cranston dong with
him. | found my way here. | didn't have far to go."

"Why didn't you have Koko drive you here and bring the prisoner, too, as you origindly intended?!

The Shadow was ready for that sharp-put question. He had a satisfactory answer, that he prefaced with
avery knowing smile

"There was another car went by," he said, "while we were stopped on the road putting the dug on
Crangton. Koko said the guysin the other buggy dowed up, like they were looking back. Even with this
bum konk of mine'—The Shadow was rubbing his head—"1 figured it a dumb idea to leave atral, if the
State coppers showed up.

"I knew you could hide me, dl right, Gordy, or explain | was afriend of yours. But two other guys and a
car would have been abig order.”

Gordy agreed. He asked where Koko had taken Cranston. The Shadow shrugged.

"Somewhere over in Jersey,” he said. "To any one of Sx places where we used to hide beer when we
were highjacking the brewery trucks. Il make the rounds &fter | leave here.”

Suspicion flashed in Gordy's eyes, though he tried to smother it. He offered The Shadow a cigarette,
took one for himsdf. While he was supplying a maich, Gordy put another question, crigply:

"Didnt Kreft tdl you to bring Cranston here?'

THERE was trickery behind that query. Gordy hadn't managed to cover it. Where the catch lay was a
quedtion in itsdf, one that The Shadow couldnt andyze at a moment's notice. There was a way to

manage it, though—by putting an answer just as cryptic.

AsMorry Cahlan, The Shadow could play a tight-lipped part. He was as important a cog in the crime
mechine as Gordy. He had aright to meet suspicion with suspicion. With a amile to indicate that he had
caught the gist of Gordy's query, The Shadow treated it accordingly.



"Grabbing Cranston was our own idea," he asserted. "When Koko and | get hold of anything that's hat,
whether it's aguy or aload of merchandise, we freeze it. We knew about this place, so we started here.
Only we changed our minds, like we told you. That coversit, Gordy."

No mention of Kreft; no admission of recelving orders. That was The Shadow's formula, and it worked.
Gordy looked quite pleased. He clapped The Shadow on the shoulder.

"All right, Morry," he said. "I'm running over to town. Wak around awhile, and if youre sure you're
steady, start for Jersey inmy old car. It's ajunker, but it ought to get you there.”

"Il have Koko bring it back," returned The Shadow. "He's probably been watching Cranston dl night,
and hell need some deep. Better give me one of those fancy dandelions, so youll know Koko when he

bringsit."
"Debbleman will give you one of the flowers. So long, Morry."

Shortly after the purr of a motor had announced Gordy's departure for a nearby town, The Shadow
grolled downdtairs, fully dressed except for hismising coat.

He met old Debbleman, who was about to conduct him out to the garage, when The Shadow noticed a
connecting passage that led to the greenhouse.

"Nice place you've got there,” he said. "Mindif | take alook around it, old-timer?"

"I should be very pleased, Mr. Cathlan," returned Debbleman, beaming as he spoke. "I am quite proud
of my greenhouse. This place has been mine for years;, but no matter how long we live'—he shook his
head—"we can aways learn."

"You mean you learned things from Gordy?"

Debbleman nodded. They were in the greenhouse now. The old gardener pointed out clusters of smdl
golden carnations.

"Thee arethe kind | developed for Mr. Kreft," he said. "Once every week | have sent m a shipment,
for the past three—no, it is four—years. | was very poor when Mr. Kreft first heard of my carnations.
Since then, he has paid me much money for these golden flowers.

"Too much money"—Debbleman shook his head—"but he has said that it was worth it to have a flower
dl hisown. | have kept aways to our agreement. Never have | supplied the carnations to anyone dse.
People who have happened to come heré'—the old man blinked through his thick spectacles—"have
adways asked for golden flowers. | have said no."

Asthey waked past other rows of flowers, The Shadow noticed that the framework of the greenhouse
was of metd, recently constructed. The panes appeared to be a type of bulletproof glass. They reached a
bed of larger carnations, twice the sze of Debbleman'’s pets.

The old man spread his hands in an gpologetic gesture. He clucked to himsdf, as he sniffed the strong
odor of the large flowers.

"Always | hoped to grow some such as thee" he stated. "Never was | able. Until, some months
ago"—he was counting on his fingers— "Dr. Gordon came here. He said that Mr. Kreft had sent him,
not to buy flowers but to help me grow the large carnations, with which | had failed.”

POINTING toward a corner, Debbleman indicated a cluster of huge, ydlow flowers. They were exotic



in appearance, coarse-petaled, and with peculiarly drooping leaves. Ther smdl was strong, decidedly
unpleasant.

"ltisatropic plant,” explained Debbleman, "that Dr. Gordon brought from Mexico. He sad tha he had
crossed it with other species; that he might do the same with my carnations.

"I feared that it might lessen the golden color, or destroy the fragrance of my flowers. But, no! The result
was success, so rapid that it amazed me. The tropic plant grows swiftly, with the proper care.”

They turned back to the large carnations. Debbleman stooped, about to pick some; then he paused.

"We sent some to Mr. Kreft, only two days ago," said Debbleman, and he was pleased. "Dr. Gordon
has heard from him, saying that he wants more. It is Dr. Gordon who drives over to the town to get the
telegrams and mail. My eyes are no longer good enough.”

"Swdl-looking flowers™ observed The Shadow, retaining the deadpan expresson tha had helped him
pass hmsdf as Morry. "I don't blame Kreft for wanting a lot of them.”

"One dozen are to be sent this evening,” said Debbleman. "Like the last ones, they are to go to Mr.
Jeffer, the gentleman who came here the other night. | believe he is an associate of Dr. Gordon. They
gpent along while together in here.”

In dassing Goo-goo as an associate of Gordy's, Debbleman wasn't far wrong. But their mutud interest in
flowers had an ingdious savor, as The Shadow could have tedtified.

"One dozen go tomorrow," added Debbleman, "to Mr. Kreft himsdf."

They were leaving the greenhouse. In the hdlway of the main house, Debbleman opened a door, pointed
out some large tanks, with meta pipes attached. He explained that Dr. Gordon had inddled them, dong
with the new glassin the greenhouse. They contained a specia vapor, sometimes needed in the culture of
tropicd plants.

Showing The Shadow to the garage, Debbleman pointed out Gordy's old car. The Shadow drove it to
the front, paused there in the dusk to shake hands with Debbleman.

He had trouble garting the car, after Debbleman went into the house. The trouble was a pretense. It
enabled The Shadow to regain his black garb and his guns from under the house steps.

Theold car rattled off into the gloom. As he drove away, The Shadow thought of Debbleman. The old
men was a dupe, probably dated for death when the crooks no longer needed him. But The Shadow had
others ideas regarding Debbleman's future.

He hadn't forgotten to ask the old gardener for one of the little carnations, to serve as a future token of
identity.

In fact, The Shadow had plans for crooks, as wel. One crook, specificdly: Goo-goo Jaffer. He was one
who could be easly located, and The Shadow intended to vist him immediaidy upon ariving in New
York.

Unfortunately, Debbleman, with dl his honesty, had been mistaken on one point. Soon after The Shadow
left, Gordy returned to the isolated house. After tdling him that the guest had gone, Debbleman reminded
Gordy of the flowers that were to be sent that evening.

"They're dready on ther way," chuckled Gordy. "I picked them and took them dong with me,



Debbleman. | saw | had time to get them off on the early train.”

Those words, though lightly uttered, were ominous. They meant— though even Gordy did not know
it—tha crime was moving ahead of The Shadow!

CHAPTER XIlll. DEATH AFTER DARK

THE messenger who stopped a the squdid rooming house where Goo-goo Jdffer lived, arrived there a
few minutes too soon. He was gone, when a taxicab pulled up opposite and two men peered from its
darkened window.

Those men were Harry Vincent and Cliff Mardand, running matesin the present campaign againg crime.
With Moe Shrevnitz a the whed, atrio of The Shadow's agents were on the job.

They were acting in response to orders from Burbank, the contact man, who communicated with their
chief. Burbank had heard from The Shadow, by telephone, from somewhere in Westchester County.

Harry and Cliff were about to leave the cab and prowl abit in search of Goo-goo, when the man himsdf
came from the rooming house. Goo-goo looked very dapper, and he was carrying a suitcase. From his
manner, he was bound on a trip out of town.

Not noticing Moe's cab, which was darkened, Goo-goo walked to the corner and took another. Moe
tralled it; the route led southward, near the ferries.

But ingtead of going to a ferry sation, Goo-goo entered a amd| cafe that had another doorway on the
Sde street.

From where they watched, The Shadow's agents kept lookout on both doorways. They were dlowing
Goo-goo time for amed, which he had evidently stopped to get. Various people were going in and out
of the place, and after about five minutes, Cliff suggested that Harry drop infor a cup of coffee.

Goo-goo knew Cliff by sght, for Cliff's well-chisded face was familiar in the underworld. But Harry
frequented more fashionable places. He was a clean-cut chagp with a Park Avenue appearance, and it
wasn't likely that Goo-goo would pick him out as atraller.

While Harry was going in the front door, an old woman shambled out of the Sde entrance. She was
carying something in a shawl, and Cliff decided that she was probably taking home a pitcher of coffee.
He changed that opinion soon after the old lady had shambled out of Sght dong the block.

Harry came bolting suddenly from the side door, reached the cab, and announced breathlessly:
"G00-goo it in there!™
"Where did he go?' demanded Cliff. "I've been weatching both doors.”

"I don't know," admitted Harry. "I looked in a back room, but it was empty. | saw a suitcase under a
table; it might have been the one Goo-goo had. So | came out by the side door, which was right there in
the back room—"

Harry's sentence ended, as the taxicab shot forward. Moe had heard the statements and knew the
answer. So did Cliff. After the jolt from the sudden start, he came upright and exdamed:

"The old woman! She was Goo-goo! We should have guessed that held pass hmsdf as a dame. Bt |
was figuring held rig up as ayoung one, like he did at the flower shop.”



By the end of the block, the hunt proved hopeless. Goo-goo had dipped somewhere out of sght. He
was probably 4ill in the vidnity, so The Shadow's agents decided to cruise about, kegping lookot.

They werein a neighborhood of towering office buildings, and Harry had a chance to enter a cigar store
and report, by telephone, the latest development to Burbank.

After that, the agents resumed their cirding trip through the surrounding blocks.

THIRTY dories above one street tha the cab patrolled, Wilfred Angew was working late in his office.
Angew had a habit of working late. He was a bachelor, who spent most of his time at his club, and
seldom cared to dine before eight o'clock.

Late work at the office produced problems, however. Tonight, some deaning men were about. They had
gone through the outer offices scouring desks and other woodwork with an ill-smdling deanaing liquid,
and they had findly invaded Angew's private domain, curtly inviting him to clear out.

Angew obliged. He had work to do in an outer office, so he attended to its details, scarcely nating the
pungent smdl that surrounded him. Findly, the cleaners came out. One of them shoved his thumb over his
shoulder, indicating that Angew's private office was open to its owner.

The deaning men were clad in white, like the painters who had been a Marr's. That meant nothing to
Angew, because he hadn't seen the painters a Marr's house. What did mean something to Angew, was
the way his private office smdled.

It reeked worse than the outer room. Annoyed by that fact, Angew packed a brief case, to take
important papers to the club.

One paper, though, remained in the office. It was in the old-fashioned safe that stood in the corner.
Angew grinned, as he looked in that direction.

The document in question was the contract that Demont had signed, promising to transfer dl shares of a
future mining stock to Angew aone.

The telephone bl rang while Angew was packing. The cdl was for him; he learned that a specid brand
of imported cigarettes was wadting & a cigar store, two blocks away. The news pleased him. He had
been trying to get those cigarettes for quite awhile,

Siill bothered by the odor of the deaning fluid, Angew left the office, forgetting his brief case. He didn't
think of it until after he reached the cigar store.

Looking back at the building, Angew contemplated a thirty-story trip by elevator, and gave a srug. He
decided that he had done enough work for the day.

When he asked for the cigarettes, Angew found that the store did not have them after dl. That annoyed
himimmensdy. He berated the clerk for having caled him; the man denied that he had made the cdl. He
blamed it on the manager, who had left awhile before.

Angew didn't bother to calculate the time dement. He stalked, bridtling, from the store and beckoned to
thefirdg taxicab he saw.

At that moment, Angew wasn't in a pleasant mood. He gave a sharp shove of his arm, when someone
gripped it ligntly just as he was stepping into the cab. He heard a dight shriek, turned to see an old lady
saggering away. Redizing that he had jostled her, he started to gpologize.



A plantive, trustful face thrugt up toward his The old lady spread a shawl; with quivering hands, she
thrust a bunch of flowers toward Angew.

"Please buy them," she pleaded. "Surdly, you can buy an old lady's flowers —"
"How much?' interrupted Angew.
"Only saventy-five cents, gr," came the falsetto reply. "So cheap, S, for these lovey carnations.™

Angew thrugt a dollar bill into the trembling hands and told the old lady to keep the change. He dammed
the cab door, told the driver to get started. The taxi swung the corner, with the shawled woman garing
after it from the curb.

Another cab pulled into ght, swerving toward the space that Angew's had left. By that time, the old
womean had started toward a building entrance. Taking a chance look over her shoulder, she saw the
stopping cab and darted out of Sght.

The passengers spotted the beginning of that flight. Cliff Mardand snapped quick words to Harry
Vincent.

"It's Goo-goo! I'll go after him, Harry. You hop in that store and see what you can find out.”

Finding the clerk muttering to himsdf, Harry asked the trouble. The clerk told him. A fussy guy named
Angew had just been rasing hob.

Purchasing some cigarettes, Harry followed with a phone cdl to Burbank, reporting dl details except the
metter of the flowers, which he hadn't observed.

Burbank told Harry to stand by, and report when Cliff returned. Going out to the cab, Harry found Moe
sheking his head. The taxicab driver was quite sure that Cliff had been too late to overtake Goo-goo.

MEANWHILE, Angew's cab had gone its own way without being spotted by The Shadow's agents. It
was weaving through heavy traffic, and Angew was stting in the back seat, a cluster of carnations in his

lap.

The cab windows were closed, for the evening was chilly. Angew could smdl the flowers, their odor was
quite pleasing. Sniffing their strong but fragrant scent, he forgot the smdl of his office,

As the cab paused beneeth atraffic light, Angew noted the color of the flowers. Golden flowers, of a sort
that he had seen before. His mind went back to Marr's reception. He remembered a dight, shapdy
girl—Patricia Delmont— with a bunch of flowers like these.

He recdled Pat as he had seen her the night before, even more dluring in the lounging pgjameas that had
dung so dosdy to her perfect figure He remembered the girl's morose look, and the reason for her
gloom. His mind went indantly to Philip Kreft.

Golden carnations

Fowers that resembled those which Kreft wore sngly in his buttonhole. Flowers like the one that Angew
hed seen lagt night at the Club Cabana, shining from the fagtidious man's lapd.

With one hand, Angew tried to lower a window, intending to hurl the hated flowers out into the Street. He
couldn't seem to get the window down. He reached for the door handle. His strength falled him, but
sheer weight was sufficient to press the handle downward.



Angew's long face looked very fishlike, as he gasped the fresh air. But he couldn't find bresth enough to
cry out to the cab driver. The cab started forward on the green light; the door jolted outward. Collgpsing,
Angew lay precarioudy at the floor edge.

Flowers dripped from his limp hand, tumbled in the passng gutter. During the next two blocks, Angew
was srewing a golden trail behind him. The dropping flowers lay forgotten in the darkness, to be crushed
by whedls of passing vehicles.

The cab swung another corner. The door flipped inward, struck Angew's shoulders, but he didn't fed it.
The lagt flower dropped from his hand, did between the floor edge and the door. Fdling on the cab's
running board, it remained there.

By then, the cab was sourting dong an avenue. Other drivers saw its flgoping door and began to pass the
cab, blaring away with their horns.

Aware a lagt of what was happening in back, the cabby yanked his vehide to the curb. The door
smacked shut, struck Angew forcibly and rebounded, as if the man had been a rubber buffer. The cab
took a sdeward jolt againg the curb; Angew lurched out through the reopened door.

Striking the running board, he did across it, to strike the sdewalk, lifdess. His twising body brushed the
last golden flower to the curb.

A traeffic officer dashed from across the street, ordered men to hdp him lift Angew's crazily sprawled
form.

Commandeering a car, the officer dispatched Angew to the nearest hospitd; but he told the cabby to
wait. The fdlow was pae and shaky, with good reason. Like the traffic cop, the cabby was pretty sure
that his passenger was dead.

The men who were rushing Angew to the hospital had no doubt about it. They were wildly anxious to get
rid of their grim burden that rolled heavily from sde to Sde as it rested in the rear seat. Chance passers,
they didn't want to be involved in athing that savored much of murder.

Agan, a dam holder in the North Star Mine had met with sudden desth. Firs Preston Marr; now,
Wilfred Angew; but thistime, avishble clue to crime remained upon the scene.

That cdlue was a flower, resting on the curb edge by the halted taxicab in which the victim had been riding
when stricken.

A flower which, by its very color, symbolized the subject of contention responsible for Angew's degth.
Gold!

CHAPTER XIV. CROSSED BATTLE

IN anarrow passage behind the building where Goo-goo Jaffer had last been seen, Harry Vincent found
Cliff Mardand crouched with a drawn gun. Warded back by Cliff's ebow, Harry stayed low and waited.

Gradudly, Harry's gaze became accustomed to the dim glow of the little dleyway. He saw something
squatted at the opposite end of the space. Harry pictured Goo-goo huddied there, until he findly made
out the rounded shape of Cliff's target.

"It's only an ash can, Cliff—"



"Yeeh," undertoned Cliff, interrupting Harry's whisper, "but Goo-goo's on the other Sde of it. Somebody
was doing some danking with the lid, and only Goo-goo had been heregbouts.”

"He's good with the gun?’

"Too good! That baby-doll suff that Goo-goo stages is just a dodge. He comes as tough as they make
them.”

Minutes passed, with no sound from beyond the ash can. Cliff, eyeing a darkened dretch againg the
wadl, resolved upon a sedthy advance. He told Harry to be ready with a covering barrage, if needed.

His own gun drawn, Harry concentrated on the ash can, dl set to cut loose the moment that Goo-goo
gave any Sgnsaf action. But it wasn't Goo-goo who findly motioned from the gloom. It was Cliff. Harry
joined him.

The space past the ash can was vacant. Cliff yanked away the can lid, thrusing a flashlight into the
container, with Harry poking his gun dong. In the ash can they saw an old dress, a ragged wig, and a
frayed shawl. Goo-goo had left behind the old woman's disguise, and had gotten away.

Harry's grip on Cliff'sarm caused his running mate to extinguish the flashlight. Back near the entrance to
the dley, Harry had caught a fleding glimpse of an entering figure, to0 momentary to identify the
newcomer.

Ancther flaghlight blinked from the aley's mouth. Its glow was atiny speck of red; awarning.

As they waited, the agents saw the tiny light again. This time, its spot was green. A dgnd for ther
approach. Moving outward, they met The Shadow coming toward them. Both gave a prompt report.

Stepping past the ash can, The Shadow changed his tiny flaghlight to a whitish yellow, spread its focus
and ran the glow dong the wall above the ash can.

He saw a gndl window, easly reached by anyone who used the ash can as a ladder. It marked
Goo-goo's route; knowing the proximity of Angew's office building, The Shadow gauged the crook's
ultimate god.

Ordering his agents to circle to the street and keep a lookout below, The Shadow took his own course
through the narrow window.

From then, it became a long and arduous dimb, by a stairway that Goo-goo mugt have taken. Despite
the high location of Angew's office, criminds wouldn't be giving themselves away by riding eevators at
this hour.

There was a chance, though, that some could have been earlier on the scene, waiting for Angew's
departure. What had happened to Angew was another matter; one that The Shadow recognized would
be too late to correct. He was banking on the prospect of picking up atrail from the office, itsdf.

The door to the importing offices was unlocked. Windows had been lifted; The Shadow could fed the
breeze that wafted through them. He noted the odor of the deaning fluid, but its traces were dight. More
important was the glow of aflashlight that shone from the inner office.

MOVING closer to that scene, The Shadow saw a man stopped in front of Angew's safe. Either the
intruder had learned the combination, or had merdy utilized much patience, plus a little kill, to crack the
antiquated strong box; for the safe was open.



The man wasn't Goo-goo Jaffer. He was tdler, larger, than the undersized crook whose trall had brought
The Shadow here. But the light was too fragmentary to dlow an identification of the safe-cracker.

The man was masked, and was wearing gloves. He was going over papers in the safe. The fringe of the
light showed an open brief case lying on the desk, indicating that the intruder had searched it first, but
hadn't found what he wanted.

Concentrated upon a folded document that he brought from the safe, the masked man did not notice The
Shadow's close approach. Actudly looking across the felow's shoulder, The Shadow could see the
typewritten pages of a contract, unfolded in the light.

The motions of the masked man's hands indicated that he had finished his quest; but he was coally taking
time to go over the paper in detall.

Suddenly, his manner changed. Folding the paper, he dropped it among others, scooped up the entire
batch and thrust dl into the safe.

Shifting, he dmogt thrust his masked features into the light; but not quite. All that the glow actudly
revealed was a amd| golden flower in the intruder's coat |gpd. Then, Sght of that token was gone. Risng,
the man clanged the safe door shuit.

Perhaps it was the swerve of his body that svung the light suddenly about. Whatever the cause, the result
was unexpected. The glow flashed draght into The Shadow's eyes before he could fade toward the
room corner.

With afierce snarl, the safecracker lunged, swinging the flaghlight for The Shadow's head.

The Shadow's own hands worked like trip hammers. One caught a swinging wrist, stopped it short,
sending the flashlight on a scding journey that extinguished the torch when it struck the wadl. The
Shadow's other fig produced an automatic, pressed the muzze againg the masked man's temple.

Sharply, The Shadow hissed the words:
"It'sno use, Kreft!"

Whether the crook thought that The Shadow was rdying on guesswork, or redized tha his black
cloaked captor had seen the tdlltde golden flower, the words inspired him to fight rather than surrender.

He made adive that carried his head away from The Shadow's gun. With a surprisng show of strength,
hetried to wrest himsdf clear and make for the outer door.

The Shadow went with him, bringing the .45 againg his prisoner's ribs. That would have ended the
contest, if they hadn't reded againgt a chair. The crook sprawled one way, The Shadow the other.

At that, the odds weren't changed. With his drawn gun, The Shadow could have blasted the darkness
and the masked man with it. Crime was through, unless intervention came in its behdf.

The intervention arrived.

SOMEONE pressed the light switch in the outer office. Goo-goo Jeffer, a revolver in his fig, saw the
masked man scramble from the inner office, a gloved hand across his coat Igpel. Having remembered the
flower, the crook was trying to hideit, or retain it; perhaps both.

After im lunged The Shadow; but the cloaked fighter's drive took a sudden veer. The Shadow became



aliving arrow, along, black sheft that shot past the man he pursued. He was meking a terific dive for
Goo-goo, whaose drawn revolver was the immediate menace.

Goo-goo made a frantic Sde leap, firing as he went. The effort was usdless; his gun hand was dready
warded asde by a cross dash of The Shadow's own wegpon-weighted fis. But Goo-goo, sorawling,
mede an acrobatic roll for the shelter behind a desk.

Excited, Goo-goo forgot his usud voice; he screeched in the falsetto that he so frequently employed:
"The Shadow! Get him!"

White-clad men surged in from the hdlway. They were the fake cleaners, the erswhile house painters.
They had discarded their mops, as they had previoudy rid themselves of paint brushes. Instead, they had
guns and were ready to use them.

So was The Shadow. He had flung Goo-goo out of combat; he was ready to ded with these reserves.
Snapping the light switch, he whedled off through the darkness. Amid the blast of guns, his were the ones
that found targets.

Men were lunging, Sorawling. One saw The Shadow by the open window. But the blackened silhouette
was gone when the mobbie drove in that direction, shooting as he came.

Before he dropped his gun muzze to a lower angle, that crook received an upward stab in the shape of
swift-tongued flame, that carried a red-hot bullet.

Thedug didn't stop the man in white. He kept right ahead, struck the window sl and pitched across it.
His dying scream faded from the depths of a thirty-story dive.

Amid that wall, which symbolized the defeat of crime's reserves, Goo-goo ducked out into the halway.
An elevator had arrived at the thirtieth floor. The operator was taking punches from the gloved fids of the
masked safe-cracker whom The Shadow had denounced as Philip Kreft.

The devator man had glimpsed the golden flower that identified Kreft, but the punches were making him
forget it. Asthe fdlow dumped to the floor, Goo-goo followed his chief into the eevator. Together, they
began the trip to the ground floor.

A magter crook was escaping, dong with hislone lieutenant, for The Shadow—unbeknown to the master
criminad—hed dready finished Morry and Koko, the only two who rated egudly with Goo-goo when it
came to leading battle mobs.

From the thirtieth floor, The Shadow was following, but his route— the only one available—was much
dower. He was coming down the stairway. He was only a the twenty-fifth floor when the crooks
reached the street.

Goo-goo bolted out through the lobby, to cover his chief's departure. That was good policy. Two men
were waiting outsde: Harry and Cliff.

Both made a drive for Goo-goo as he headed for Moe's cab, which was parked in front of the building.
Goo-goo lived up to the fighting tactics with which Cliff had credited him.

Thewiry crook aimed for Harry. As the agent grabbed for Goo-goo's gun, the crook deftly tripped him.
Then, ducking behind Moe's cab to escape Cliff's fire, Goo-goo boarded a passng taxi, shoved his gun
muzze againd the driver's neck and snarled:



"Step on it, jockey!"

AS the cab whedled away, Moe took up the pursuit, carrying Cliff as a passenger. But Goo-goo's frantic
driver had enough of a head start to lose the trall.

Cliff had left Harry on the scene, thinking that he could handle it. But Harry's tumble had been a bad one,
his head glancing afire hydrant.

As he came up, groggily rubbing his head, Harry found himsdf in the supporting grip of two policemen,
who were demanding to know what had happened.

Redizing that a couple of minutes must have passed, enough for someone beside Goo-goo to get away
from the building, Harry told a rueful story. He Smply said that he had been getting out of a cab, when a
men had dugged him and made a departure. Probably the flight had been in the same cab, according to
Harry's account.

The cops were accepting the story dubioudy, when a fashionably-dressed man strolled up beside them.
Thearrivd was Philip Kreft, fadidious as ever. He was wearing his golden flower and swinging a cane.
He recognized Harry, having seen him a some of the night clubs.

"I can vouch for this chap,” sad Kreft, in an important tone. "l would suggest, officers, that you go
around the corner. A man just fdl from one of the higher stories'—he pointed with his cane— "just how
many floors, | wouldn't know. The fellow looked like a workman."

With the officers gone, Kreft helped Harry into a cab. Asthey started away, Kreft remarked:

"I was stopping by to see a chap named Angew. But with dl that annoying commotion, it would be better
to cdl on him tomorrow. Come on up to the Club Cabana, Vincent. Il have Jerry mix you something
that will put you on your feet again."

A black-cloaked witness saw that cab's departure. From the deserted lobby of the building, The Shadow
delivered a whispered laugh; then took his own route, off into the dark.

CHAPTER XV. THE SHADOW'S MOVES

MORNING found The Shadow quite restricted, so far as his part of Cranston was concerned. It was
possible for im to go wherever he wanted, in any of the various guises that he sometimes used. But he
did not care to be seen at large as Cranston.

By this time, al members of the crime ring probably supposed that Lamont Cranston, whether dead or
dive was in the ungentle hands of Morry Cathlan and Koko Y anddl, somewhere in New Jersey.

It was a good idea to let that illuson continue. Particularly as Cranston's absence indirectly indicated that
Morry and Koko were wdl and happy, instead of being lifdess things that lay beside a wrecked roadster
ina forgotten ravine.

It would help things, though, if the police did not begin ahunt for Cranston. So The Shadow used a very
effective measure to spike any rumors that Cranston was missng.

He dropped into the Cobalt Club, shortly before noon. Guised as Cranston, he told the door attendant to
keep his vidt confidentia. Going directly to the grillroom, he took a secluded corner table and began a
patient wait.

During that interva, The Shadow reviewed some recent activities of his agents.



Lagt night, Harry Vincent had spent some jally hours with Philip Kreft. Harry hadn't turned in until four
o'clock, but he had remembered to phone a report to Burbank. Harry had learned the reason for Kreft's

happy mood.

Things were dl square again between Kreft and his best girl friend, Patricia Delmont. Kreft had sent Pat
a very specid message, tdling her to expect some lovedy flowers of a sort that he had long been
promisng to send.

The flowers were due to reach Pet this evening, with Kreft bringing them in person. Kreft had bet Jerry,
the barkeeper, ten dollars to one that there would be a welcome awaiting when Kreft showed up at the
Demont home.

As proof of his success, Kreft intended to spend the evening with Pat a the Club Cabana.

The other agent who figured heavily in The Shadow's review was Cliff Mardand. He had sent orders to
Cliff this morning; and with those orders had gone a smdl golden carnation, that meant real work ahead
for Cliff.

Having passed himsdf off as Morry Cathlan, The Shadow was quite sure that Cliff could play the part of
Koko Yandd. Since Gordy was expecting Koko & the greenhouse, somebody had to show up. It
wouldn't be difficult for Cliff to act like the blundering tough guy, Koko.

Moreover, Cliff would have a good excuse for daying a the greenery. As Koko, he was to dam that
Morry wanted him to wait there; that their prisoner, Cranston, wasin a bad way.

Crangton, so Cliff would state, was in the hands of a doctor over in Jersey; aright guy, who would keep
his trap shut. As soon as possible, however, Morry would bring the vicim to Gordy, ether for cure or
burid.

While The Shadow was picturing Cliff driving Gordy's old car back to Westchester County,
Commissoner Weston entered the grillroom. He came to The Shadow's table, because it was the one he
himsdf preferred. Weston was quite pleased to find his friend Cranston waiting for him.

DURING lunch, Weston began to tak about Wilfred Angew, which was exactly what The Shadow
wanted to hear.

"A drange case" declared the commissoner. "Odd, because Angew dropped dead suddenly, like his
friend Marr."

The Shadow nodded.
"I remember that they were friends,” he said. "Perhaps they were business associates aso.”
Weston didn't agree. He brought a bundle of papers from his pocket.

"I have gone over these with Inspector Cardona,” he declared. "None of them show any connection
between Marr and Angew. These papers were found in Angew's safe, which the burglar did not manage

to open.”
"The burglar?’

"Yes There was quite a baitle in Angew's office after he left there. A masked man dugged the elevator
operator and escaped, after shooting it out with some of the building employees.



"Cardona has learned, though, that some of the men working in the building had prison records. It looks
as though they were on hand to hdlp the burglary.”

Going through the papers, Weston passed them to Cranston, one by one. The commissoner seemed to
regard them as little more important than the order dips that had once come from the Interstate Florist
shop.

Less important, in a way, because crime at Angew's office had seemed a matter of ordinary burglary.
The coincidence of Angew's degth did not particularly impress Weston as having anything to do with the
office crime.

The red oddity—as the commissoner had previoudy mentioned— was the smilarity between Angew's
heart attack and the one that had stricken Marr.

"After he left his office” declared Weston, "Angew stopped a a cigar store. He argued with the clerk
over a matter of some cigarettes. He seemed hedthy enough, the clerk tels us, though Angew was
probably unaware that burglars were then preparing to enter his office.

"Perhgps his heated argument excited him. That, and the ragpid ride in the taxicab, could have been
enough to settle a weak heart. Thereisa great ded in suggestion, too, Cranston.

"Angew may have been unsettled, nervous, ever snce he saw hisfriend Marr drop dead. Thereis a great
ded of truth in these sympathetic allments, as the doctors term them.”

Ordinarily, Cranston might have been indlined to agree with Weston. But on this occasion, he could
picture a different type of sympathy between Marr and Angew. One that might involve a common
interest, making both of them targets for murder.

The Shadow began to study the papers, particularly one that looked much like the document which had
interested the masked burglar the night before. Reading the terms of that contract, The Shadow thought
of Philip Kreft, which was logicd enough. The contract was sgned by Audin Demont, grandfather of the
arl to whom Kreft was engaged.

Meanwhile, Inspector Cardona entered. After a few words with Weston, Cardona interrupted The
Shadow's reading.

"You wont find anything in that thing," he said. "I've been taking to people down a Angew's office.
They're dl agreed on one point, Mr. Crangton: that Angew never said anything about gold mines. They
figureit was just another of his speculations.

"Look over the rest of that Suff. Y oull see where he had options on orange groves, that never delivered;
interestsin shde ail properties, that went to deep. He was even going to buy a lake, to cut ice from it in
the winter. Electric refrigeration came dong and queered that one for him."

The Shadow explained that the contract interested him chiefly because it had been sgned recently.
Though it referred to "dl and sundry mining properties upon which the said Augtin Ddmont has dam,”
mentioning none by actua name, it was something that Delmont could explain, if questioned.

In fact, the lack of the terms "North Star Ming' and "gold," impressed The Shadow by their absence. For
dl he knew, from reading the contract, the property might be a cod mine in Timbuktu, if they had such
things there.

GENEROUSLY, The Shadow was offering Joe Cardona an equa chance of invesigating a clue that
might solve the riddle of two amost-perfect crimes; but he did not expect the police ingpector to warm to



it. Joe merdly shook his head.

"I can look into Suff like thet later," he said. "I grant that this contract is more promising than the others,
Mr. Cranston. But it can wait awhile, before | bother with it

Joe's reaction was exactly what The Shadow expected; and precisely what crooks expected, too. There
wouldn't be any chance that the law would seek facts from Delmont before the next day, at least. Then, it
would be too late, though for a reason that didn't occur to Joe Cardona.

The Shadow knew the reason.

Philip Kreft was scheduled to vigt Audin Demont this evening. The fact that he was taking flowers to
Petriciawould not prevent Kreft from talking business with odd Demorit.

Had Cardona known of Kreft's plans and thought of them in terms of flowers, as The Shadow did, Joe's
reaction would have been quite different. For flowers—golden ones—were on Cardonas mind at this
particular momen.

From his pocket, Joe produced a fatish, wrinkled envelope; he opened it and displayed what it
contained—a crushed golden carnation of the larger size.

"Angew bought a bunch of these" asserted Joe, "from an old flower dame. The hackie that drove his cab
remembered it. This was the only flower left out of the batch, and I'm going to find the old gd tha
peddied those posies.

"She could have been the lookout, get it? Waiting there to flash the high Sign to the crooks up in Angew's
office. They've ducked somewhere, probably; but maybe she hasnt. Tha old witch can do some
taking—and she will, when | get hold of her."

Commissoner Weston nodded approva to Cardona's plan of hunting up the old flower woman. Folding
Angew's papers, Weston replaced them in his pocket. Lunch was ended as Cranston, The Shadow,
mede a polite departure, his masklike lips repressng asmile

The Shadow had offered his own opinions to the law, only to have them sidetracked. In return, Joe
Cardona had at least expressed his own ideas, and The Shadow had found them vauable. Not because
they involved a woman peddler that The Shadow knew must be Goo-goo Jaffer, but because of the
wares that the disguised crook had sold.

Golden flowers again. The Shadow had coupled them with Marr's death; the law had linked them to
Angew. But only The Shadow recognized the murderous importance of those specidly-grown
carnaions. Where such golden flowers went, desth followed.

Fresh flowers tonight; to be ddivered by a man whose name the law had not yet considered in terms of
cime Philip Kreft. Tonight, The Shadow would be close upon the golden trall.

CHAPTER XVI. NIGHT BRINGS SHADOWS

IT was late afternoon, and Augin Ddmont sat in his smoking room taking with a vidtor. Both were
spesking in hushed tones; ther faces actualy showed fear. The vigtor was Hugo Brydan. With Marr and
Angew dead, both Brydan and Demont were men who spoke in terms of doom.

"Marr wanted milliond" voiced Brydan. His drab face was gray, his drawly voice quivered. "He wanted
millions and he received—death!"



"Millions?" echoed Demont, his aged face suddenly dert. "Do you mean tha the North Star Mine may
be worth millions?'

"I do! Marr was honest enough to be far about it. But when Marr died'— Brydan shook his
head—"Angew wanted more than hisrightful share. Now Angew is dead.”

Old Delmont had partly filled his pipe from a metd tobacco jar. He paused, went across the room and
opened a smdl wdl safe. Brydan could see Demont grimace, for the fading sunlight showed the old
man's face quite planly.

"About that contract, Mr. Ddmont,” indsted Brydan, "it was none of my doing. It was Angew who
indgted that it be made out to both of us™

"To both of you?' returned Ddmont. He was unfolding the paper, as he spoke. "Y ou're wrong, Brydan.
Look at it."

The amazed expression that came over Brydan's face, a reading of the dl-important paragraph, brought
achuckle from Demont. The dry humor of the Stuation enabled Delmont to shake off thoughts of doom.

"Apparently,” said Delmont, "Angew double-crossed you aso. Did he show you a copy of the contract?

"Beforeit was 9gned,” replied Brydan. "Afterward, too, but | did not have a chance to read it closdy.”
Demont shrugged.

"I regret Marr's deeth,” he said, at last, "but | can't fed sorry for Angew. At present, our question is
Wha do you and I, fully understanding meatters, intend to do about The North Star property?"

Before Brydan could answer, the door opened. Patricia Demont stepped across the threshold,
gorgeoudy attired in a golden evening gown, which she was displaying for her grandfather's admiration.

As she stepped to the window, the last rays of sunlight gave the gold a glamorous shimmer. Though
portions of the gown were like gossamer, the whole effect was golden, for Pat was wearing a dip tha
meaiched it.

In fact, dl of her attire was of golden hue, even to the high-heded dippers that glittered like burnished
metd. Austin Demont gave an indulgent amile, as he inquired:

"Isdl thisjudt to please me?"

"No, grandfather,” replied Peatricia, with a amile. "I've kept this ensemble for a very important occasion.
Phil is coming here this evening, bringing those golden flowers that he promised me. | want to surprise
him."

"He sent you golden flowers once before.™

"I know." Pat gave a frown. "But | didn't wear the gown that night, because he and | weren't going out
together."

"Y ou're going out with Kreft this evening?'

There was sharpness in Demont's tone. Brydan recognized the reason. The old man was migrugtful of
Kreft. Pat took the question as one of disgpprova. She set her chin in determined fashion, and gave a
nod.



"I am not quite sure" decided Demont, icily, "that | shall give you my permisson. | am your guardian,
Patricia, and you will recdl that you are not yet of age.”

"What does that make me?' snapped Pat. "A child?'

"You were childish afew nights ago,” reminded Demont, "when you abruptly departed from Marr's. You
hed better go to your room, Patricia, and consder the matter for yourself, before | render a decison.”

PIVOTING on golden hedls, the girl strode from the room, damming the door in her grandfather's face.
In the gloomy hdlway, where the sunlight did not Sft, everything seemed streaked with blackness, as if
creeping, lurky figures were about her.

Angrily, Pat groped for the stairway; gloom faded as she reached it, for there was dill sunlight from the
windows above. Hurrying up the gtairs, the clatter of her high heds was audible in the room that she had
|eft.

"Do you suppose,” Demont said to Brydan, "that it would be dangerous to let Patricia see Kreft? These
deaths of Marr and Angew are ominous.”

"To us" returned Brydan, solemnly, "but scarcely to your granddaughter. | think we shdl be quite safe,
however, if we adhere to one policy. We mug act as though we did not know the vaue of the North Star
Mine"

"A good idea, Brydan. But suppose he wants us to sl ?'
"We can appear willing, but hold off awhile. 1t will give ustime to plan our next step.”

"Good!" Ddmont smiled wanly, as he stepped toward the door. "I shdl tdl Patricia that she can keep her
dinner date with Kreft, this evening.”

The door was ga when Demont opened it. Starting out through the hdlway, the old man paused; then
returned. Lighting the pipe that he had filled, he amiled a Brydan and remarked:

"Modern youth is too impetuous, expecting everything in a hurry. It will be better for me to inform
Petricia of my decison after Kreft arrives.”

Updairs, Pat had come to a decison of her own. She had arrived in time to find the maid who had
helped her dress. The maid was going out for the evening, very shortly.

"Hdp me get these clothes off, Suzanne" ordered Pat. "I'm going to bed."
"Mademoisdleisill?!

"No. I'm tired, that's dl. Tired of having people meddie in my plans. Stop asking questions, Suzanne, and
help me with these things before | tear them.”

Recognizing that Pat was smathering a redl rage, Suzanne hastened to obey. But even the maid's deft ad
seemed dow to the enraged girl.

Pat had visons of her grandfather coming upstairs and ordering her to bed. She wanted to be there
before the idea occurred to him. Her temper broke, the moment she was undressed.

Tuming upon Suzanne, who was gathering dropped garments, Pat snatched up the golden dress and flung
it into the maid's arms, aong with the rest of the clothes.



"Keep those thingd" stormed Peat. "Take the dress, too! These go with it!" —she grabbed up the dippers
and hurled them as good measure. "And get out!"

Literdly bombarded to the door, Suzanne stood there, stupefied. Sght of Pat going native was too much
for her. Transformed from a queenly creature in shimmering gold, the girl had become a dender bundle of
humen dynamite.

Quivering in every muscle, Pat shook her fids at Suzanne. When the maid refused to budge, Pat grabbed
objects from the dressing table and began to fling them. Her am was bad, but Suzanne fled, quite sure
that Pat, devoid of clothes, would not pursue her.

Suzanne was wrong. Pat followed, just through the doorway. Looking back over her shoulder, Suzanne
received the finish of the barrage—a harbrush that caught her just above the eye. Hearing Suzanne's
screech, Pat darted back into the room, damming the door.

Snatching a nightgown from a chair, Pat did it over her shoulders. She was sobbing, as she swept back
the golden har that strewed across her forehead. Her tear-filled eyes saw only blurs, for the room was
glooming with dusk.

Pat groped her way into bed, buried her face in the pillows.

DOWNSTAIRS, the old servant lighted a Sngle lamp that proved feeble in the darkened hdl. He
knocked at the smoking-room door.

Demont came out, carrying his emptied pipe. Brydan was with him; the two walked to the front door.

"Thisisthe night the servants aways take off," said Demont. "l shdl be here done when Kreft cdlls for
Patricia”

There was a sddong look from Suzanne, who was coming down the gairs a that moment; but the mad
sad nothing. She was quite sure that Pat wouldn't be ready when Kreft caled. The girl's clothes were in
Suzanne's room, but the maid hadn't stopped to tdl Pat so.

Delmont's ancient limousine was waiting out front, to take Brydan to the hotel where he lived. Suzanne
went dong in the car, riding in the front seat with the chauffeur. Edward, the old manservant, wasn't
aong; he was going by subway in the opposite direction.

They had dropped Brydan at his hotel, when Suzanne showed the chauffeur her black eye and described
the events that had led up to it. Her description of Pat's tantrum was graphic; it brought a regretful grunt
from the chauffeur.

"You ought to have ydled for Mr. Ddmont,” he said. "If the old man had taken that sock, he'd have
picked up the hairbrush and whaed his darling granddaughter, for once. Trouble with him is, he's dways
been too easy.”

Back in the old mangon, Augin Demont was not sharing the chauffeur's opinion. Pondering, as he
walked through the gloomy hdlway, Demont actudly feared that he had been too harsh with Petricia. He
had closed the amoking room when he Ieft it; engrossed in thought, he did not notice that the door was

open.

So were the windows. The cool breeze from them attracted his attention. He closed the windows,
wondering why Edward had opened them, and how. Ddmont didn't remember the old servant going into
the smoking room.



Fumbling with his tobacco humidor, Dmont was again surprised when he found thet the lid was off it.
He decided that he must be losing his careful habits, for he dways closed that jar when he finished filling

his pipe.
At present, his pipe was empty. The metd of the humidor fdt very cold, as Ddmont scraped tobacco
from the bottom and loaded the pipe.

As he puffed, however, the old man noticed that the tobacco smoke was cool and pleasant. He leaned
back in his easy-chair, planning the course that he would take when Kreft arrived.

Beyond the door of the smoking room lay the gloom of the dmly lighted hdl. Dark-paneled walls were
shrouded; corners looked deep enough to hold living blackness. Night had settled; seemingly, it had
encroached into the ancient mansion.

Long streaks of blackness lay dong the hdlway floor. One patch seemed to form a slhouette; but it
could have been a shadowy illuson formed by the newe post a the bottom of the Sairway banister.

Cdmly smoking his pipe, Augin Demont gave no thought to those inky symboals in the hdl. His house
was aways filled with shadows after night arrived.

CHAPTER XVII. DEATH STALKS ANEW

WITHIN ahdf hour, aring of the doorbell announced Philip Kreft. Answering the door in person, Audin
Ddmont shook hands with the well-dressed arrival and gave a glance toward the stairway. He hoped
thet Petricia had heard the doorbell, but evidently she hadn'.

Kreft was carying a long, light bundle. Looking for a place to rest it, he stopped by a table near the
library door. Delmont turned on the library lights rather than invite Kreft into the smoking room, which
was an out-of-the-way place to take a temporary vistor.

"Where's Pat?' asked Kreft, looking about. "She said she would he ready.”

"Sheisupdairs,” replied Demont. "I shdl tdl her that you are here, Philip."

Going upstairs, Demont knocked at Pat's door. A low, haf-choked voice responded.

"Kreft is here" announced Demont, in a kindly tone. ™Y ou may go out with him, Patricia, if you wish."
There was a pause; then a difled answer:

"l... I've gone to bed. Tdl Phil I'm—" Peat broke off with a sob. "Tdl him anything!"

" understand, Patricia.”

The tone showed that Demont did understand and was sympathetic. He had hardly reached the dairs
before Pat's door opened.

Seding after him, the night-gowned girl reached the top of the stairs. Her dight figure scarcely discernible
inthe darkness, she watched to see what happened.

Ddmont was tdling Kreft that Pat wasill, and doing it so genuindy that the story carried weight. During
the past hour, Pat had been feding more and more regretful because she had logt her temper; but her
pride hadn't been shattered until this moment.

Redizing that her grandfather was taking her part and trying to smooth matters for her, she wanted to sob



agan; not because she fdt that she was hurt, but on Delmont's account. She recognized that she had not
repaid the kindliness that her grandfather had dways shown her.

Kreft was unwrapping the package, to show a spread of large golden carnations. Intrigued by the
flowers, aswdl as the scene, Pat managed to choke back the sobs and listen.

"Givethese to Pat," said Kreft, handing the flowers to Dmont. "Beautiful carnations, aren't they?'
Ddmont nodded.

"Sorry Pat is indisposed tonight,” added Kreft. "I'll tdl you how to cheer her up, Mr. Delmont. Tdl her
I'm driving out to the place where they grow these flowers. If they have any more of them, I'll order fresh
ones tomorrow."

Fngering the little flower in his lapd, Kreft left by the front door. Pat wanted to cdl after him, to tdl him
to wait until she could dress and go dong. Then she redized that it would be usdess. By forcing her
golden costume upon Suzanne, Pat had definitey put herself on the shelf for this evening.

Pat was avictim of her own sweet spite, for she had promised to wear the golden gown as part of ther
celebration, like the golden flowers that Kreft had brought.

Standing hdplesdy at the top of the airs, she heard Kreft's car drive away. Biting her lips, she decided
to go back to bed, a suitable sdf-punishment for her fally.

DELMONT was placing the golden carnationsin a vase. He paused to smdl ther fragrance, then started
back through the hdlway to his smoking room.

The flowers reminded Pat of the ones that had come from Kreft the night of Marr's party; she fdt very
remorseful, when she remembered how she had thrown them away. Like her grandfather, Kreft was
tactful. He hadn't mentioned those other golden flowers.

Feding very humble, when she redlized how much trouble she caused people, Pat stole downgtairs and
took the flowers from the vase, intending to carry them to her room. She wanted to preserve them, to
thank Kreft for them when he caled up tomorrow.

About to return upgtairs, she decided that she owed her grandfather an apology. The golden flowers in
her arms, she turned toward the smoking room.

A sudden terror gripped her as she stared at the gloomy rear hdl. She couldn't understand her fear; she
was used to this tomblike house and had never fdt afraid before. Tonight, however, she could not fight
off the shudders.

It couldn't be dread of meeting her grandfather. He was kindly; he would understand whatever she had to
sy.

Had sght of Kreft brought that chill? It seemed impossible. Squabbles had kept them apart before, and
Phil could not have changed completely during the past few days.

Pet felt thet the hall, itsdlf, had something to do with her fear.

Blackened corners looked very deep. The gifl had a curious sensation that eyes were watching her.
Forcing a dight laugh, she decided that her flimsy attire was the cause. Parading through a house in
nothing but a nightie would naturdly cause a person to fed conspicuous, even to the point of imagining
thet intruders were on watch.



It took redl bravery for Pat to go through that hdl, treading carefully because of her undippered feet. She
clutched the flowers tightly to her breast and kept on toward the door of the smoking room, which
Ddmont had closed behind him.

Pet tried to think only of her grandfather—how kind he had been, not to tdl Kreft that he had rebuked
her. She tried to picture Delmont beyond the door which she approached, but, oddly, the effort terrified
her more. Maybe the danger that she so definitdly sensed was beyond that door; not in this hdlway!

Franticdly, the gl sprang for the door and tugged it open. She stopped on the threshold; her mouth
opened for a scream that did not come. What Pat saw was the embodiment of al her horror.

STRETCHED in the chair beside his table, Augin Demont lay limp and motionless.

His pipe had fdlen to the table, its smoldering ashes streaked the mahogany. His head was lying on the
top of the char back; his face, tilted sdeways, looked lifdess His features were pdlid, his half-opened
eyes had a glazed sare.

Pat's own hands went limp. Golden flowers dipped unnoticed to the floor, fdling one by one as she
advanced. Pat stepped on the carnations, without feding them crush benegth her feet.

Reeching the chair, she let the last of the cluster drop into Dmont's Iap, as she threw her arms about his
neck.

"It's my fault, grandfather,” the girl sobbed. "I... I've killed you! | shouldnt have acted as | did. If you
could only hear me, to know how sorry | am!™

To Pat, the last hour had been one of torment. She had megnified her own affairs, until they seemed
tremendous. In fancy, she had pictured her grandfather undergoing the same anguish.

With thoughts of Marr and Angew, men much younger than Delmont, dying from sudden heart attacks, it
was only logicd that Pat should suppose that her grandfather had succumbed to the same mdady.

Strain caused heart failure, so she had heard. If anyone had worked Demont to a strenuous mentd pitch,
it must have been Pat hersdlf. That was why she reasoned that she was to blame. Her moan was louder:

"I've killed you, grandfather!"

Something dashed hard againg Pat's wrig. It had the cold fed of metd. Staring, she saw a bracelet; not
agolden one, of a sort that she had intended to add to her evening costume, but a bracelet made of stedl.

It was one hdf of a pair of handcuffs. A strong hand tugged from the other end. Pat was yanked to her
feet, whirled ful about, gasping in new fright, to face a stocky man with swarthy complexion. He
promptly clamped the handcuff on Pat's other wris.

Pat was in the custody of Inspector Joe Cardona.

"So you're the flower girl," spoke the ace ingpector, coldly. "I'm beginning to sze you up, Miss Demont.
You were out a Marr's the night he died, and you |€ft there in a hurry. Maybe you were wearing golden
flowers thet night."”

The girl's eyes went wide. Without redizing it, she nodded.
"I thought s0," snapped Cardona. "Then, lagt night, you put on a funny shawl and peddled some more of



these overgrown daises to Angew.”

This time, Pat blinked, shook her head. Her denid didn't count with Cardona; not after her Slent
admisson that she had been wearing golden carnations a Marr's.

"Tonight, you tried an indde job," added Cardona. "But it kind of shook you, didn't it, after you redized
you'd done away with your own grandfather?'

"But | didn't kill him—"

"You just sad you did," interposed Cardona. "Loud enough for me to hear. What's more, your
grandfather must have known it was coming. That'swhy a cal came to headquarters, tdling me to come
here and talk to him. Y ou didn't figure I'd be getting here tonight, did you?

"Wadl, I wouldn't have come, if it hadn't been for that cdl. Say" - Cardona glanced suspicioudy toward
the hal—"wheré's the fdlow who made that cal, anyway? He talked like he was the butler, or some
other servant.”

PAT began to sob. Looking at her, Cardona showed annoyance. He wasn't a sentimentdist, but weeping
women dways proved a nuisance, when being taken to headquarters. Pat, moreover, presented an
added problem.

Sheld have to put more clothes on, before she started her trip. Maybe shéd want a maid to hep her;
society dames usudly did. The few that Cardona had arrested in the past had never been properly attired
for aride to headquarters. They dways had maids around, though, which smoothed matters somewhat.

"Where's the servants?' demanded Joe, sheking Pat until the handcuffs rattled. "And that butler, or
whatever heis. What's his name, to begin with?"

Pat didn't answer. She was looking toward the hdl, dmaost determined to make a wild dash for freedom.
Cardona was faced in the same direction. The reply to his question startled both the gil and the police
ingpector, for it came from in back of them.

"The servant is named Edward,” spoke a dow, mechanicd voice. "He has gone out for the evening.”

Turning, Cardona whedled Pat with him, heard the girl give a happy shriek. The person who had spoken
was Augin Ddmont! His head lifted, the old man had his hand across his eyes, as if trying to recover
from a daze.

To two persons who saw Demont, his revival was nothing less than a return from death. Those witnesses
were Pat and Cardona. A third observer, though, did not share their amazement.

From the gloom-streaked hdlway came a whispered laugh that spoke ful understanding. The welrd,
whispered laugh of The Shadow!

CHAPTER XVIII. CRIME'S METHOD

AN awed trio stared at the black-cloaked figure that stepped in from the hdlway. To Demont, whose
eyes had dowly opened, The Shadow seemed to represent the spirit of the old manson; a portion of its
gloom, come to life after many long years.

As for Pat, she forgot her present plight through sheer amazement. The fear that she had fdt in the
hdlway; that sensation of watching eyes—both were explained.

Her present sght of The Shadow brought no terror; quite the contrary. Somehow, Pat was sure that the



mysterious being was responsible for her grandfather's return from death.

Last of the awed three was Joe Cardona. Things had been hgppening rapidly for the ace inspector, faster
than his hunches. The gppearance of The Shadow marked the finde of a gartling sequence.

It meant that crime's riddle was beyond Cardonas ken. Joe knew that, from past experience. Usudly,
The Shadow stayed in the offing when the law took over. His specidty was that of setting a scene so that
crime would explain itsaf.

When The Shadow found it necessary to come from shrouding darkness, the only thing to do was ligen.

The Shadow's eyes met Pat's. His burning gaze was reflected by wide, expressve orbs that carried a
plea

Pat hoped that this strange personage could shatter the accusations that Cardona had hurled upon her.
Thegir lifted her arms, to show her wrig-weighted handcuffs.

The Shadow spoke quietly to Cardona:
"Remove them.”

Cardona unlocked the handcuffs. His hunch, that golden flowers had something to do with death, was
going back on him. In fact, Joe had been thinking more in terms of Pat, than of the flowers and
Delmont's revivd freed the girl of what Cardona had considered a solid murder charge.

Pat's words couldn't have been a confesson, for Demont wasn't dead.

Moreover, the golden carnations seemed innocuous in themselves, for The Shadow camly gathered them
up like things of no harm. Pat had carried those flowers into the smoking room; she had suffered no il
effects from them.

But when The Shadow stepped toward Delmont, the old man shied away. Indinctively, he used his
hands to ward off the golden blossoms. His recent experience warned him that death lurked in those
carndions, at least for Augin Delmont.

Cardona saw Delmont's action. So did Pet, as she stood in the background, rubbing her dender wrigts,
gad that the handcuffs had gone from them. Both wondered why the flowers were poison to Demort,
but to no one dse.

Stepping to the table, The Shadow pointed to the open tobacco humidor. Cardona approached it, noted
the traces of a peculiar odor.

"Ether!" exdamed Joe, between siffs "But how—"

He paused, as The Shadow lifted a golden flower toward him. Cardona breathed the strong carnation
scent. The Shadow adlowed him only a few whiffs of that fragrance; then spoke the one word:

"Wat!"

With passing moments, Cardona fet a dizziness seize him. He gripped the table edge, though he did not
need it. His mentd whirl was of brief duraion. Ralying from it, Cardona expressed his understanding
between long breaths.

"Somebody |oaded the tobacco jar!" panted Joe. "After an ether treatment, the vicim was ready! When
those flowers were handed to Delmont, they were poison to him! But who—"



JOE interrupted to glare a Pat. Biting her lips, the gifl shook her head. Pat was beginning to see a
connection that horrified her. She didn't want to talk.

"Philip Kreft gave me those flowers" sad Demont, dowly. "When | returned here, the windows were
rased. Kreft mugt have entered by the window, to fix the tobacco humidor. Previous, of course, to his
arivd with the flowers”

"You took thelid off the humidor?' queried Cardona. "After Kreft had saturated the tobacco with ether?

"No." Demont shook his head. "The lid was off the humidor. The windows were 4ill raised. | am quite
sure'—he was turning to The Shadow—"that |1 owe my life to you. After the trap was s&t, you entered
here, to remove the cover from the humidor and open the windows."

The Shadow's response was a whispered laugh that corroborated Delmont's statement. There was a
sgnificance to the tone that carried something more. Demont was the only person who understood it; he

opened hislips to speak.

Then, his eyes catching The Shadow's burning gaze, Delmont mantained his slence. Whatever Delmont's
thoughts, The Shadow preferred that they remain unspoken, for the present. They were a sort that might
confuse the issue, tuning The Shadow's own plans awry.

From that moment, Demont was determined to say nothing except a The Shadow's bidding.

"Philip Kreft!" exclamed Cardona. "Say—he's the fancy dresser who dways sports allittle yelow flower!
These are the same kind, only bigger. Were getting somewherel What | want to know is, why would
Kreft have wanted to kill you, Dmont?*

Looking a The Shadow, Ddmont received a nod. In a dow, precise tone, Demont told an impartid
dory regarding the North Star Mine. He explained how Kreft had wanted to acquire full control of the
open dams on what he termed a purdly speculative basis.

Then, Ddmont came to Marr and Angew. He related that they had learned the minegs red vaue had
lined Brydan up on ther side. He told how Angew had tried some double dedling of his own, and
produced the contract to proveit.

With the contract, Demont showed Cardona the check that Angew had made out for fifty thousand
dollars, as he told how Brydan had revealed the truth tonight.

Tearing up both the contract and the check, Dmont declared:
"These are void. There are now three dam holdersin the North Star Mine mysdlf, Brydan, and Kreft."

"And one of them," returned Cardona, nodding at the mention of Kreft, "is a murderer. | ought to have
guessed that Kreft killed Angew. Some of those deaning men were phonies, maybe dl of them.

"They loaded Angew's office with the smdl of ether in thair specid deaning fluid. Only, he got ared whiff
of the duff, so when the dame handed him the flowers, he was a goner. But who was that flower dame,

anyway?'

Cardona whedled about, to turn a suspicious glance in Pat's direction; but the girl was no longer there.
She had gone upgtairs to get dressed; only The Shadow had noted her departure from the room.

Joe started for the door, intending to dash upstairs and invade Pat's boudoir before she could put on



enough clothes to make aflight. The Shadow's outstretched arm blocked the ambitious police ingpector.

"The flower woman,” The Shadow told Cardona, "was Goo-goo Jdffer. He gave the carnations to
Angew."

THE news roused Cardonas interest. He hadn't figured Goo-goo in the game. Knowing the crook's
ability at disguise, Cardona was impressed enough to forget Pat for the moment, particularly as the riddle
of Angew's death was solved.

Then Cardona thought of Marr. Facing The Shadow, who seemed to have the answer to dl questions,
Joe demanded:

"How did Marr get his dose of ether?"

"From paint in his sudy,” replied The Shadow. "It was mixed with collodion, applied just before Marr
came home."

Cardona began to see the link between house painters a Marr's home and deaning men in Angew's
office. But Joe had another question.

"Miss Ddmont wore gold flowers out to Marr's,” he said, thumbing upward in the generd direction of
Pat's room. "That means she had a part init."

"An innocent part!" exclamed Delmont, before The Shadow could intervenein Pat's behdf. "The flowers
came to her that evening. | remember it well, because we had to wait for the flower shop to ddiver
them.”

Thruding his hand in his pocket, Cardona yanked out a batch of papers that he had been looking over at
headquarters. They were the order dips from the Interstate Horists shop. Cardona found the dip he
wanted.

"Kreft sent those flowerd" exdamed Joe. "But'—he was consderably puzzled—"but this dip says
roses, not carnations.”

The Shadow's shilant laugh, peculiarly sniger, brought a flood of recollections to Cardonas mind.
Under the influence of that persuasive tone, Joe began to find his own answers.

"That truck the mob highjacked!" expressed Cardona. "They weren't after anything. They were putting
those golden flowersinit!" Then, as The Shadow's whisper gave corroboration, Joe added: "But thisdip"
- he was fingering it— "dill says roses.

"Wait! I've got it Somebody must have switched dips on that clerk Herkshire. Goo-goo, I'll bet, faking
himsdf as a dame buying flowerd™

Cardonas hunches were getting him places, thanks to The Shadow's encouragement. But Joe findly
gruck ablank wdl. He svung to The Shadow.

"What about Herkshire?'

"Herkshire is dead," replied The Shadow, "but the crooks planned merdly to dupe him, not to kill him."
"Then why—"

"Herkshire had just left the hospitd," reminded The Shadow, "after an operation.”



The clerk’s desth was explained. Circumstances had made him a potentid victim for the poison fragrance
of the golden flowers. Ether, inhded in quantity by Herkshire when he had his operation, had I€ft its effect
upon hislungs. No longer immune from the death flowers, he had become their firgt victim.

Herkshire's unexpected collgpse had forced the crooks to remove his body. They hadn't wanted to leave
an accidentd victim lying about. Herkshire's supposed disappearance was a better propostion.

EVERYTHING seemed vey clear to Joe Cardona. He did not know that there was one important
metter that The Shadow had not mentioned &t dl. It was The Shadow's own experience a Marr's, when
he went there to investigete.

Traces of ether in Marr's study; the remaining fragrance of the flowers that Pat had tossed in the big vase,
hed combined to produce a hdf daze on The Shadow, himsdf. The sensation had struck just after he
reached his car. It accounted for the ease with which Morry and Koko had overpowered Cranston.

Because of that experience, which had left no ill effect, The Shadow had let Delmont undergo the same,
this evening. Faint traces of ether from the open tobacco jar had been enough to put Ddmont into a faint,
after he amelled the flowers that Kreft ddivered. By opening the windows, The Shadow had ventilated
the room suffidently to insure Dlmont's safety.

The Shadow had demonstrated the same thing later, to a very mild degree, with Cardona as the subject.

Those facts didn't matter much to Joe Cardona while he was on the traill of actud murder. At Demont's
telephone, the ace inspector was caling headquarters, to begin aman hunt for Philip Kreft.

With Cardona occupied, Augin Demont had a chance to dutch The Shadow's cloaked arm and put
ome eager, anxious questions.

There were things that Demont suspected, and was sure The Shadow could explain in ful. Most
important, Demont wanted to know how The Shadow intended to handle those maiters when the men
hunt started; and how Demont could himsdf co-operate.

In whispered tone, The Shadow was answering those questions while Demont put them. In a very few
words, he told the rescued man dl that was needed. Their undertoned parley was ended by the time
Cardona had finished his headquarters call.

When Cardona turned about from the telephone, the room was empty, save for himsdf and Demont.
From the streaked gloom of the hdlway Joe heard the weird, parting laugh of The Shadow. The rest,
Cardona decided, was being |t to the law.

That hunch was wrong. The next few moves would be up to Joe Cardona. After that, The Shadow
would be needed more than ever before, in this campaign againgt the golden death!

CHAPTER XIX. MURDERER'S LAIR

VERY soon after making that cal to headquarters, Joe Cardona came to a concluson that The Shadow
hed foreseen. The police inspector decided that he had been somewhat hasty in ordering a generd man
hunt for Philip Kreft.

"Maybe you know where Kreft has gone™" sad Joe, to Demont. "I never thought to ask you, Mr.
Ddmont.”

"He said he intended to drive out into the country,” replied Delmont. "He planned to vist the greenhouse
where they grow the golden flowers.”



"Did Kreft tdl you where the place was?'
"No. But | am sure that he has gone there.”

Arriving from the hadlway, Pat heard those statements. Trimly dressed in dark-brown, she looked quite
busnesdike. Quite different from the gold-gowned vison of a few hours before, as Ddmont noted; but
he was used to his granddaughter's many moods.

It was Cardona who was redly puzzled by the contrast. He thought Pat was someone else. He couldn't
picture thiswomanly ariva as the dender, tearful girl who had shrunk, frightened, from his touch when he
clamped the bracelets on her. During the past few minutes, Joe had been thinking that Pat had probably
gone back to bed to have agood cry.

When the girl began to tak, Cardona redized who she was. Pat's voice was firm, as she objected to
Demont's statements.

"Phil wouldn't have gone out to the country,” ingsted Pat. "He's probably at one of the night clubs.
Maybe'—her tone was bitter— "he's found another girl for this evening.”

Cardona gave a wise nod.
"Maybe you're right, Miss Demont,” he said. "Which night spot do you think we'd find him a7
"The Club Cabana—"

Pat caught hersdlf. She was trying to shidd Kreft. She hdf believed that he had gone where he said; that
was why she had tried to change the trall. But in naming the Club Cabana, Pat had given away the one
spot in New Y ork where Phil would be, had he chosen to reman in town.

Cardona cdled headquarters, ordered some detectives to cover the Club Cabana, saying that he would
join them there. Finishing the call, he turned to Ddmont:

"Let'sgo.”
"I'm going with you," asserted Pat. "It looks like | started this, so I'm going to see it through.”

Ddmont shook his head in disgpprovd. In a dry tone, he stated that Pat's childish behavior did not
warrant her saying up late. He decided that she should return to bed at once, and remain there.

But as he spoke, Dmont saw the flash of disobedience in Pat's eyes, knew that his orders would be
disregarded, as soon as he and Cardona had |eft the house.

"On second thought,” declared Delmont, "I bdlieve that you should come with us, Patricia” Then, as they
dtarted for the door, Delmont glanced at his watch and said camly to Cardona: "Do you suppose there is
aposshility of further murder this evening, inspector?”

"Further murder?' echoed Cardona. "If Kreft thinks he killed you, Mr. Ddmont, why should he try
anything ds=?"

"We mud dill consider Hugo Brydan,” reminded Delmont. "If only he and Philip Kreft remained dive,
each would hold a hdf dam on the North Star Mine"

CARDONA pounced back to the telephone, caled Brydan's hotel. Getting Brydan on the wire, Joe told
him detalls of the thwarted crime at Demont's, how a man hunt had begun for Kreft.



He advised Brydan to cal in the hotdl detectives right away, have them stay with him until men came from
headquarters. After that, he could join Cardona & the Club Cabana.

"Brydan's safe)" decided Cardonain a relieved tone, as they haled a cab outsde the house. "That's one
thing sure.”

Audin Demont smiled. He had purposely delayed mention of Brydan, to dlow The Shadow time to get
to the man's hotdl.

Ddmont was quite sure that Brydan's room was being watched by the black-cloaked investigator before
Cardona made the phone cdl. He was convinced that The Shadow would follow to the Club Cabana,
when Brydan came there.

Reeching the Club Cabana with Delmont and Pat, Cardona found two detectives in the private bar. They
hed taken Jerry, the bartender, into custody, and one of them explained why.

"This barkeep was usng the phone" said the dick. "He must have spotted us outsde. What's more, he
&t fireto some old tdlegrams. Those ashes'—he pointed to the floor behind the bar—"are dl that's left
of them."

Cardona began to quiz Jerry. Joe was dill a it, when Brydan arived. Up to then, Jerry had been
inggently denying that he knew anything about Kreft's affars; but in the diverson of attention caused by
Brydan's arivd, the barkeeper suddenly belied his denids.

Grabbing a revolver beneeth the bar, Jerry broke for arear door. Detectives fired after him, wildly; from
the doorway, the crook aimed pointblank for Cardona, who was lunging after him.

A gun spoke from the dleyway. With its cough, Jerry's aam dropped. He had logt his chance to besat
Cardona to the shot, for Joe's Police Positive began to talk while Jerry was trying to regain his grip on his
own revolver.

Sumping from Cardonas fire, Jerry was flayed by bullets that the detectives ddivered. The crooked
barkeeper was dead when Cardona sprang across his body.

In the dleyway, Joe saw the cloaked fighter who had saved hislife The Shadow spoke brief words, then
blended with the darkness.

Rgoining the others, Cardona gave them news. He had learned—he did not specify from whom—the
place where Kreft could be found. The greenhouse was in Westchester County; and Cardona intended
to take everyone there, to confront the murderer when captured.

They waited while Cardona made the necessary arrangements. He ordered cars to be on hand as soon
as possible; he phoned the Westchester authorities and arranged for county officds to meet him.

All that while, Delmont kept staring at the blackened doorway, from which Jerry's body had been
removed.

The keen-eyed old man was postive that The Shadow was Hill close a hand, as a guardian power.

During the rapid ride to the remote corner of Westchester County, Dlmont kept glancing back, watching
for atraling car. Severd times he thought he saw one, but there was none when they reached the winding
road beside the ravine.

At lagt the cars pulled up at their secluded destination.



OLD Debbleman's house was very dim; but they could see a glow in the smal greenery beside it. The
Shadow had told Cardona that the greenhouse could be reached through the main building, so Joe led
the way by that route.

Past clustered plants, the invaders came upon Kreft, talking with old Debbleman. Evidently Kreft hadn't
heard the cars rall in beside the place, for he was taken by complete surprise when Cardona pounced

upon him.

Two Westchester detectives added their weight to the struggle. Kreft was rdieved of the autometic that
he carried, and Cardona planted handcuffs on his wrigts. Old Debbleman stood stupefied, with upraised
hands, when Kreft was flung forcibly on a bench in the corner of the greenhouse.

Confronted by Demont and Brydan, Kreft acted puzzled. He saw Pat beyond them and amiled at the
girl. Then Cardona was to the fore, caling Kreft a murderer.

"Because | carry a gun?' queried Kreft. "I've got a permit for that gun, because | need it sometimes,
when | take long trips out of town."

"I'm taking about Marr and Angew," informed Cardona. "Y ou murdered them, Kreft, and you know it!"

Kreft acted as though he didn't know it. Cardona began to state the details. Item for item, he covered
murder's trail; from the highjacking of the flower truck, through the events a Marr's home and Angew's
office, up to the foiled attempt on Demont's life.

From his expression, Kreft seemed to regard the whole tory as fantadtic.

"Bring me some ether," he suggested. "I'll 3niff it, inspector, and then samdl those flowers'—he pointed to
the bed of strong-scented carnation blooms, amost at his ebow—"to seeif they can knock me woozy."

"Suicide, eh?" retorted Joe. "Y ou're figuring a quick way out, aren't you? Not a chancel It's the hot seat
for you, now that you've lost your three-million-dollar bet on the North Star Ming!"

"So that's what in back of it!" exclamed Kreft. "Marr and Angew didn't believe me, when | said | wanted
to speculate. They looked into it and found they redly had something. Why didn't the fools tdl mel™

Cardona was tired of Kreft's bluff. A hothouse banked with flowers was no place to start a grilling. Joe
wanted to get Kreft back to Manhattan, and start questioning him at headquarters. Hed have Kreft
wilted soon enough, dong with the yelow daisy in the fdlow's buttonhole.

At the doorway to the house, Pat blocked them. From a bag she carried, the girl whipped out a amdl
revolver. She covered Cardona and the detectives just behind him. Taken totdly unawares, the three let
their arms come up. Tiny though the gun was, its bullets could damage. Parley was the best plan.

"Mr. Kreft is leaving with me" announced Peat, coodlly, as she ignored Cardonas plea for her to be
reasonable. "l regard him as a victim of some unexplainable circumstance.”

Old Augtin Delmont was moving forward boldly, confident that his granddaughter would not use the gun
agang him. Behind him came Hugo Brydan, gingerly keeping Delmont between himsdf and the gun.

"Let me have that revolver, Paricia”" sad Demont, camly. "l assure you that Kreft shdl have far
treatment. It isimperative, Patricia, that you obey me"

"Stay whereyou are" warned the girl. "If you can prove that Phil is innocent, | shdl ligen; but no other
termswill do."



"I can proveit!" inadsted Demont, suddenly. "l swear it! Give me the gun ingantly"—he was sweeping his
dampened forehead—"or it will be too late!™

As Pat hestated, Demont darted a look a Brydan. With a bound, the drab-faced man sporang past Pat
and through the connecting door.

Alarmed, the girl turned to fire after him; but she pulled the trigger too late. Samming the door, Brydan
hed closed a barrier againg the shots that came.

Through the bulletproof panes they saw him, his face no longer dreary. Brydan's features were aglow
with the ugly glare of evil. The change of his expression, from fixed solemnity to a livid leer, brought the
truth home with a shudder.

Hugo Brydan, not Philip Kreft, was the master murderer who ruled golden degth!

CHAPTER XX. CRIME COMES HOME

A VOICE spoke, loud and raucous, through the cramped confines of the compact greenhouse. It startled
dl ligeners, except old Debbleman. The gardener knew what it was: an amplifier that Gordy had inddled
because Debbleman was hard of hearing.

Hugo Brydan was taking into the microphone, just outside the door that he had barred.

"S0 you guessed it, Delmont!" sneered Brydan. "Y ou findly wondered how Kreft could have gotten into
your smoking room and out again, to put tha ether in the humidor. You remembered, a lagt, thet | had
been there done just before | |ft; that the opportunity was mine, not Kreft's."

Audin Ddmont did not answer. He kept looking steadily at the door, while Patricia, redizing that her
new faly had made them prisoners, logt dl her bravery, to sob on Kreft's shoulders. Handcuffed, Kreft
could only soothe the girl with words, being unable to embrace her.

"Perhaps, Ddmont,” continued Brydan, "you can tdl your fellow fools the rest of the story.”

Demont couldn't; so Brydan did. His part was known in the Demont case, for the vicim was dive and
had guessed the truth, though he had kept it to himsdf awhile.

Thus Brydan, marked as a murderer, had nothing to lose by tdling dl. Holding ful control, he rather
relished the idea of gloating over his crimes.

He began by daing that he, too, had looked into the matter of the North Star Mine, months before.
Therewith, he had commenced his campaign to dispose of other damants.

Happening to know of this greenhouse, Brydan had seen the posshbility of deding deeth by golden
flowers, thus thrusting the blame on Kreft.

Beckoning as he spoke, Brydan brought Gordy to the glass-paneled door.

"Thisis Dr. Gordon," introduced the master crook, through the loudspeaker. "He and | were associated
some years ago in cimind practices, which we covered later. Gordy specidizes in poisons. He came
from Mexico to develop the large carnations. He grafted them with a venomous tropica plant.”

Among the listeners, old Debbleman stood aone, muttering hdf adoud. He was repesting what he had
told The Shadow—that Gordy had pretended to be afriend of Kreft.

Continuing his tale, Brydan revedled his cunning. Though pinning the trail to Kreft, he had kept it covered



until dl murders were accomplished. Kreft hadn't sent the firgt golden carnations to Pat; but Brydan knew
that Kreft wouldn't be at Marr's party. He intended to have the game finished by the time Kreft and Pat
compared notes.

Brydan had intended Angew's death to be the last. Opening the safe to get the contract Sgned by
Demont, he had learned of Angew's double cross. Thinking his own name was aso on the contract,
Brydan had intended to use it to buy up Delmont's share of North Star. He had been willing to spend fifty
thousand dollars.

"Since the contract was made to Angew done," declared Brydan, "I Ift it there, your death warrant,
Ddmont. You were back in the game, and | saw a way to kill you. Kreft had ordered flowers for your
granddaughter. Y our desth would pin another crime on him.”

With Ddmont dead, and Kreft behind bars, Brydan would have stood supreme. He had left Delmont's
house with the servants as an dibi, while Dmont was il dive. Brydan was the person who had caled
Cardona, tdling him to come there.

Brydan had wanted clues to bob up later, for they dl led back to Kreft: the flowers that Pat had worn at
Marr's; the carnations carried in Angew's cab; the find bunch that Kreft brought to Delmont's house. As
for Jerry, the barkeeper, he was Brydan's tool, placed where he could keep close tabs on Kreft. Jerry
hed phoned Brydan at the hotel just before Cardona caled there. When Joe blamed crime on Kreft,
Brydan had decided to bluff things out.

BRYDAN did not know the part The Shadow played. That occurred to Ddmont, as he watched the
men beyond the glass. Medting Pat's gaze, asthe girl lifted her tear-streaked face, Dmont saw that she,
too, cherished the hope that The Shadow dill might aid.

Then hope faded, when a gruff exclamation came from Joe Cardona.

Brydan was up to something beyond the door. He was tugging a lever beside the wdl. Old Debbleman
understood. He croaked aarmed words about "gas pipes.”

From the amplifier, Brydan spoke.

"You are now inhding an etherized vapor,” he announced, with an ugly chuckle. "When the ar is
auffidently saturated, which will be within three minutes, the odor of the golden flowers will do the rest.
Y ou cannot escape it!"

The odor of the ether was not perceptible in the thick fragrance of the many plants, but the victims knew
that the vapor would operate, regardless.

Old Debbleman was at the flower bed, uprooting the much-prized golden carnations; his action was met
by a combined laugh from Brydan and Gordy. No effort could destroy the poison odor of those flowers,
because the greenhouse was artight. There were dozens of the growing carnations; their death-giving
fragrance was everywhere.

Cardona and the detectives were battering at the glass panes with ther revolvers, Kreft was usng his
handcuffs for the same task. The glass was unbreskable; so were the metd frames that held it.

With two minutes gone, Brydan and Gordy gloated. The ether vapor was softening those victims. Soon,
they would be succumbing to scientific murder.

Voices came over the loud-speaker during that last minute Brydan and Gordy were holding a
conversation of their own.



"BEven The Shadow fdl for it," laughed Brydan. "When he showed up a Angew's, he cdled me Kreft,
because he saw the flower in my buttonhole. | was wearing it, just in case anybody spotted me. Another
due to the wrong man."

"You played it perfectly,” agreed Gordy. "That was a good sunt of yours, having me ask people who
came hereif they knew Kreft. The Shadow, for instance, would have said yes, and given himsdf away.
When Morry came here, he dodged the question, like he'd been told to do.”

"Y ou mean you thought Morry was The Shadow?'

"He might have been. He looked like a pretty smart guy. Maybe, though"— Gordy chuckled—"The
Shadow in't so smart, after dl."

Brydan was garing a the glass pands, then a his watch. Frantic efforts were ill going on within the
greenhouse. Demont and Pat were trying to help break the windows. The three minutes were past, but
no one had begun to die!

Saing a the door to the storeroom, Brydan saw that it was gar. He whipped it open, saw pipes
detached from the vapor tanks. Not only were they unscrewed; they were plugged.

"Who's been in here?' stormed Brydan.
"Only Koko," answered Gordy. "l showed him around the place, after Morry sent him here today."
"Get hold of him, and hurry!”

Gordy shouted for Koko. Cliff Mardand appeared from the house. Hearing Gordy address Cliff as
Koko, Brydan saw that something was amiss. The master crook started his hand toward his hip; too late.
Cliff had him covered.

Hearing Brydan's snarl, Gordy pulled a gun. Cliff had stepped forward; a snister laugh from the depth of
the hdl hed Gordy as he was. Into the space that Cliff had |eft stepped The Shadow!

THROBBING mockery reminded the two crooks of thelr recent words. Brydan redized that The
Shadow had known he wasn't Kreft, that the flower in Brydan's buttonhole was a bluff, during that
burglary a Angew's.

Gordy, in his turn, guessed that The Shadow's hat brim hid features that Gordy had supposed were
Morry's.

Though murders had been accomplished, The Shadow hed findly moved ahead of the game and held it
under complete control; even to the point of having Demont hold back vauable testimony, so tha
Brydan might be trapped on crime's own preserves.

The master crook hadn't needed to talk himsdf into afull confesson of his guilt. The Shadow had known
enough about Brydan to prove the rest.

What went for Brydan went for Gordy aso. Thwarted of their massed victims who were ill imprisoned
inthe greenery, yet safe there, two men of murder were boxed.

The Shadow's laugh had been heard through the loud-speaker. Its Snister tone made crooks cringe; but
it produced the opposite effect upon the prisoners.

They crowded to the barred door; The Shadow saw their hopeful faces pressed againg the glass. He



was moving forward, when a shout came from behind him.

Ingantly, The Shadow wheded, blaging shots dong the hdl. Goo-goo Jaffer and a crew of mobbies
surged through, as Cliff was trying to handle Brydan and Gordy together. He flattened Gordy, but
Brydan reached The Shadow. The cloaked fighter was forced to turn, to ward off the frenzied murderer's
attack.

Shots from outside told that The Shadow had friends at hand. Harry Vincent and other agents had
followed him here, under orders; but sniping crooks were holding them off. Meanwhile, The Shadow and
Cliff were in the midst of a swirling mob that outnumbered them four to one.

Hands were dashing with their guns. Muzzles were blagting, but the clash of warding weapons turned
them aside. Bashed crooks were sdtling to the floor about the spot where The Shadow, his long ams
flaying, gave proof that he could reduce big odds.

Brydan was away; from the door of the storeroom, he was watching, in vulturish fashion, for a chance to
take The Shadow as his prey. He saw Goo-goo ddiver a Sdeways gun dash tha staggered Cliff. He
heard the report of The Shadow's automatic, putting a bullet into Goo-goo's heart.

But Cliff had flattened, groggy, beneath the weight of Goo-goo's sprawl. Three thugs, taking advantage
of The Shadow's turnabout, bowled upon the lone fighter en masse.

Brydan saw one gun jounce from The Shadow's hand, as the black-cloaked battler hit the floor beside
the door to the greenhouse.

Crooks were grappling for the other gun. Cudgeling with it, The Shadow beat them off. Brydan lunged
forward, looking for an opening through which he could am. He didn't watch The Shadow's free hand. It
hed crept up beside the door.

Fighters pulled the bolt. As Brydan's finger tightened on the trigger, the door was hurled outward like a
mammoth battering ram. The Shadow and a par of dawing thugs were catepulted past Brydan as he
fired. Only the big door, dapping in his direction, received the bullet intended for The Shadow.

Cardona and the two Westchester detectives had put dl their combined weight behind that drive. They
came through in a surge, shooting down the thugs who came up to hands and knees. The Shadow was
lying flat upon the floor, as tramping men sprang over him.

AFTER that surge came Kreft; though unarmed, he dashed a Brydan with his handcuffs as the master
crook turned to open flank fire at Cardona and the clicks. Those three were wheding at Kreft's shout;
but neither they nor Kreft could have stopped Brydan's lugt for murder at that momert.

Thething that did stop him was a shot fired from floor leve. The Shadow's gun ill had a bullet, reserved
for Hugo Brydan. The murderer took it in the shoulder; dumping sdeward, he let his gun hand waver.
Kreft's hands, raised high, dashed down to the killer's skull.

Cardona and the detectives were tonguing lead into Brydan's body, as Kreft's weighted wrigts
Sdeswiped the murderer's head. Brydan's free hand made a dawing grab at Kreft; hed a momentary
grip, then logt it.

Hisfig closed, as Brydan coiled to the floor. Men sprang forward to make sure that he was dead. There
wasn't any doubt on that point. Brydan had taken enough bullets to kill a tribe. His muscles went flabby
as he jarred the floor; the clenched hand opened.

A drange laugh whispered from The Shadow's lips. In Brydan's pdm lay an appropriate token: a tiny



golden carnation. In his dutch at Kreft, the red murderer had plucked that flower from the innocent
man's lapd!

In life, Hugo Brydan had sought gold. In degath, he had found it. Crime had come home, to be pinned
upon its maker. The golden trail was ended, by The Shadow.

Outside battle was over. Harry and others, entering, helped Cliff through the hdlway after The Shadow
brought the groggy agent from among a heap of crooks. Following, The Shadow turned for a find
check-up of the scene.

Like Hugo Brydan, certain crooks lay dead; among them were Gordy and Goo-goo. The rest were
moaning, wounded. Cardona and the locad detectives had rdlieved them of ther guns. The Shadow
watched Cardona turn over his supply of hardware to the county police. Then, sepping to Kreft, Joe
unlocked the handcuffs.

Pat wasin Phil'sarms at last. Over his shoulder, she saw her grandfather amiling benign approval. Beside
Austin Demont was old Debbleman. From his nods, the gardener showed that he admired Kreft's choice
of ladies quite as much as his taste in sdlecting flowers.

None noticed the throb of motors outside. But dl heard the sound that followed. A strange, weird voice
of the night, it rose in strident laughter. Mirthlessin its shivery crescendo, the ped faded, tralling from the
distance, to blend with the thrum of the departing cars.

That laugh was a tone of victory, that marked The Shadow's triumph over Golden Degth!
THE END



