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CHAPTER |

DETECTIVES BRAUN AND JEPSON formed a good team. They proved it when they left the subway
shuttle train and went out through the subway turnstiles, toward the concourse of the Grand Central
Termind. The man they weretailing did not identify them asapair of heedquarters dicks.
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He was adapper man, with atiny mustache that bobbed whenever he twitched hislips, which was often.
Braun and Jepson knew who he was: Fence Cortho, peddler of stolen goods, back in Manhattan after a
long absence.

Braun paused at a newsstand to buy some cigarettes. He scanned the headlines of the evening
newspapers, accepting them rather grimly. They told of unsolved crimes, wherein crooks had blasted
their way into vaults and warehouses through the use of high explosives.

Plenty of swag had been taken in these robberies. Somebody was certainly peddling theloot. It could be
Fence Cortho; such work was his specidty. With asidelong glance, Braun spotted Cortho turning into a
passage that led to the termind’slower level. Braun resumed thetrail.

Jepson had gone past the ramp that Cortho used. The second detective had paused, however, to set his
watch by agtation clock, avery natura procedure. Reversing hisroute, he followed Braun down to the


G:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
G:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
G:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
G:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
G:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
G:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
G:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
G:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
G:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
G:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
G:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
G:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
G:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
G:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
G:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
G:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
G:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
G:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
G:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
G:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
http://www.blackmask.com

lower concourse. Apparently strangers to each other, both detectives spied their man again.

Fence Cortho had stopped at the information kiosk in the center of the lower concourse. He was one of
half a dozen persons who were asking for timetables. Receiving one, hethrust it in his pocket, did a
face-about and went toward a stairway leading to the upper level.

Therewas dways acrowd in Grand Central around eight in the evening. Losing themselves in the throng,
the detectives kept close tabs on Fence. All were caught in an incoming tide of passengersfrom a Boston
train. The swarm took them toward the taxicab driveway.

Suddenly redlizing that Fence Cortho intended to take a cab, both detectives made vaiant effortsto
catch up with him. By then, they were trapped between moving barricades of bag-carrying porters; the
jostled redcaps did not understand that they were hindering two detectives from overtaking aman
wanted by the law.

Out through the door to the taxicabs, Fence coolly pushed himsdf into a cab and told the driver whereto
take him. The astonished redcap who had opened the cab door gradualy found hiswits, and put a pile of
bags into the next cab.

Detective Braun managed to get the fourth cab in line; he flashed a badge and told the driver to follow the
cabsahead. It was atall order, sSince the cabs scattered after they |eft the terminal exit. Within three
minutes after he took up Cortho'strail, Braun had lost it.

Braun's running mate fared better. Instead of taking a cab, Jepson grabbed the porter whom Fence had
pushed aside. He asked if the redcap had heard Cortho's order to the cab driver. The porter nodded.

"Yussuh. He said, 'Hote Clarion.’ That's what the gen'leman told the driver” - the redcap was eyeing
Jepson's badge respectfully - "as sure as I'm standing here.”

Detective Jepson started for atelephone booth. He hadn't gone a dozen steps before he made a quick
grab for along-legged, pasty-faced man who was dodging for an exit. In terrier fashion, Jepson wheeled
the fellow around.

"Soit's Dip Perkin," growled Jepson. "What're you doing round here, trying to give somebody the
roust?"

"Honest, Jepson,” whined the pickpocket, "1 ain't ditched no leathers since | got off the Idand.”

Backing Perkin by abulletin board, Jepson gave the dip arapid frisk. Finding only some smdll change,
which was evidently Dip's own cash, Jepson told him to be on hisway and not to stop until he was
outsde the Grand Central area.

Over his shoulder, Dip muttered thanks as he shuffled away. Jepson didn't bother to listen. He was
stepping into atelephone booth.

THE detective had scarcely started his call to headquarters before Dip Perkin appeared again, warily
pushing his pasty face from the corner beyond the phone booths. Sliding into the nearest booth, he
dropped anickel inthe dot and hadtily dialed anumber.

A gruff voice answered; it sounded forced. Dip had heard that voice often, at various numbers which he
had called. He recognized it, though he didn't know its owner.

"Therestwo dickstailing Fence," confided Dip. "They're wise to where he's stopping. He's headed for
the Clarion; it lookslike they'll be putting the arm on him after he gets there.”



The gruff voice acknowledged the timely information. Hearing the clatter of atelephonerecever, Dip
sdled from the booth and was off around the corner while Detective Jepson was il talking to
headquarters.

Several minutes later police callswere on the air. They were heard by a solitary passenger in alarge
limousine that wasjust reaching Manhattan by way of the Holland Tunnd.

The passenger was atal man, attired in evening clothes. His face, hawkish in its contour, had an
immobile, masklike cam. His name was Lamont Cranston, and he had a habit of listening to short-wave
cdlswhen herodein hisexpensive limousine,

Headquarters was calling aradio car that patrolled the neighborhood near the Hotel Clarion. Cranston
heard the order:

"Stop at Hotel Clarion... Look for man answering the description of Fence Cortho... Arrest and hold him
until arrival of Inspector Cardona-"

A soft laugh whispered from the lips of Cranston. The repressed tone produced aweird, shivery effect
within the cramped confines of the limousine. It was atoken of identity, that laugh.

It marked Lamont Cranston, gentleman of leisure, as adouble persondity. His whispery mirth belonged
to another being; one who dedlt in swift, uncanny action: The Shadow!

Long known as crime's superfoe, The Shadow, like the law, was seeking traces of persons responsible
for the recent robberies. His clues, so far, wereidentical with those that the police had gained. Crooks
had used powerful explosivesin their crimes, obliterating al evidence except the actud blagts.

The Shadow hoped to move ahead of the law. Thefirst step, therefore, was to keep up with it, which
explained The Shadow'sinterest in current police cals.

Like Detectives Braun and Jepson, The Shadow recognized the possible link between the robbery mob
and aswag peddler like Fence Cortho.

At the same time, the tie-up lacked wisdom. Fence Cortho was an expert in freezing hot goods, but his
contacts were mostly in New Y ork, where he was wanted. Crooks knew that Fence couldn't handle
local sdles; if they planned to dispose of their loot in other cities, they could find better peddlersin the
townsthemsdlves.

To The Shadow, the coming arrest of Fence Cortho looked like a routine matter; a case connected with
the past, not the present. Thumbing the dia of his short-wave set, The Shadow tuned in on broadcasts
from amateur senders.

He was listening for something that he did not expect to hear, for it had come a comparatively rare
intervals. It was awirdess cdl that the law had so far overlooked, or ignored, yet which had a potentia
importance in The Shadow's estimate.

The call had come on nights when crime struck home; it had a possible connection with recent
explosons. But the blasts had never come on successive nights; and since the last explosion was only one
day old, this seemed an unlikely evening for amessage.

Long, thin fingers suddenly went motionless.

It was coming again; that mystery call!



"Dash - dash - dot - dash -"

A pause, the call was repeated. It formed aletter in Morse; the initia, perhaps, of the sender. Again and
againit came, asthough to drill itself on some particular listener:

"Q..0Q..Q..Q-"

It was dowing, but it still gave theletter "Q," and nothing more. The Shadow's eyes went shut; hetried to
shake away the tone of that coded letter, which his brain was repeating in advance of each coming call.
Out of asdf-enforced blankness, The Shadow heard it again:

"Dash - dash - dot - dash -"

Imperceptible to an ordinary listener, something had crept into the" Q" call that gave The Shadow the
very link he needed. In atrice he had the proof of his suspicions. The mysterious Q was the master hand
behind the recent crimes!

I'T wasn't mere coincidence; it was fact. Keenly, The Shadow was trying to locate the direction of the
call. His car, equipped with two-way radio, was a perfect direction finder. Asit swung acorner, The
Shadow gauged the exact angle a which the call came strongest.

If the dackening "Q... Q... Q... Q- " kept on, The Shadow could tell whether it lay in front or in back of
his moving limousine, which had by thistime gone many blocks uptown. He knew that it had moved to
various places on various evenings, for he had checked it in the past from two locations.

Given time, The Shadow might find the present headquarters of the mysterious Q. But that was
something that Q, himself, had probably foreseen. The dowed cal cut off, as druptly asit had begun.
The Shadow heard no more of it.

To The Shadow, however, Q meant more than crime. It signified crime of a specific sort, or - inasense -
adeed that went dlong with crime. Contrasted to that fact was The Shadow's well-formed belief that no
robbery was due tonight.

Ashisfingersturned the did, The Shadow heard new police calls coming through. They were mere
routine cdls; the instructionsto pick up Fence Cortho had evidently been acknowledged. But The
Shadow's own decision was reversed.

The Shadow believed in coincidences, because he knew they often occurred; but thiswas atime when
chance had struck too suddenly.

Thelaw's guess regarding Cortho could still be wrong, while The Shadow's andysiswasright. Yet, to
practica purposes, the law might be right and The Shadow wrong!

There could be alink, atwisted one. Something that lay benesth the surface; asituation away from
crime's apparent purpose. The Shadow's brain was probing those depths, finding various answers.
Though al wereincomplete, The Shadow could fathom one essentid fact.

A whispered laugh stirred within the limousine. Drawing out a hidden shelf benegath the rear sest, The
Shadow produced a douch hat and ablack cloak, dong with abrace of automatics. Asthe car
approached a lighted avenue, he reached for the speaking tube that connected with the chauffeur's sedt.

In the dow, even tone of Cranston, The Shadow spoke:

"Turn here, Stanley. Take meto the Hotel Clarion.”



CHAPTER Il. THE WRONG SHADOW

THE HOTEL CLARION boasted a glittering lobby that formed a midtown meeting spot. It wasjust the
hotel that a man like Fence Cortho would want. Bold enough to appear in public, Fence preferred
crowds to space. He figured that the chances of being spotted in a Manhattan crowd were about onein a
million.

Such ca culation had made Fence unwary. He had mingled with too many crowds, somein the wrong
places. The Times Square shuttle was one; it was a crossroads often watched by detectives like Braun
and Jepson. Though he hadn't noticed the trailing dicks, Fence had become uneasy after his subway trip.

Hewas glad that he'd thought to take a cab from Grand Central. He was dso glad to be back at his
hotel.

Waiting at the elevators, Fence didn't notice, from the elevator signal clocks, that one had stopped at his
own floor, the fourth. Nor did he observe the darkish passenger who stepped from that car along with
others when the car reached the |obby.

The man in question had a choppy face; was heavy-browed and big-lipped. He saw Fence turned the
other way, and was careful to shift in the opposite direction.

Only Fence Cortho would have recognized the darkish man, and considered his action specidly adapted
to emergency. Once away, the fellow strolled indifferently to atelephone booth, from which he watched
Fence enter the elevator. The darkish man saw that Fence was nervous, and it rather pleased him.

In his booth, the darkish man diaded anumber, the same that Dip Perkin had called from Grand Centrd a
quarter hour before. To the voice that answered, the darkish man said:

"Thisis Shoy. It'sO.K., chief."

From hislookout post, Shoy watched afurther scene unfold. A uniformed policeman had entered the
hotel and stopped at the inquiry desk. A girl there was shaking her head, when one of the house
detectives stepped over.

The cop spoke to the hotel dick, who gave aknowing nod. The two were starting toward the elevator,
when astocky man accosted them.

The arrival was swarthy; he wore a poker-faced expression. Shoy recognized Inspector Joe Cardona,
ace of the Manhattan police force.

Like certain persons of questionable repute, Shoy didn't care to remain on any premises occupied by
Cardona. Taking advantage of the conference that Cardona was holding, Shoy backed from the
telephone booth.

Spying asde exit from the lobby, Shoy took it. As he went out, the darkish man tucked aflattish box
farther beneath his overcoat. The box was encircled by acoil of wire; it looked like anew style of
portable radio cabinet.

Concentrated upon the hotel dick's story, Cardona did not observe Shoy's departure. The house
detective was telling Joe about a man who had registered, afew days before, under the name of
Cortland, in Room 412. He was awary sort, this Cortland, and the house dick classed him asaman
traveling under an dias.

He'd watched the fellow go in and out, and this evening Cortland had looked very nervous while waiting



for an elevator. He had only entered the lobby afew minutes ago; that fact, plus the dick's description of
the man in question, convinced Cardonathat the fellow was Fence Cortho.

Telling the officer from the patrol car to wait in the lobby, Cardona sarted upstairs, accompanied by the
house detective. They were the only two passengers on the eevator. Its door was closng when atall
man strolled into the lobby, carrying acoat over hisarm.

He was wearing evening clothes, and seemed in no hurry to get anywhere. His stride, however, was
rapid; it was his manner that made it appear dow.

The stranger's eyes were keen, though their glance gave a casua impression. He caught aflash of the two
men as the elevator door was closing; before stepping into the next car, he watched the dia of thefirst
elevator and saw whereit stopped.

He was|eaving the ground floor just as Cardonaand the house dick alighted at the fourth.
Asthe pair moved past acorner on their way to Room 412, Cardona undertoned:

"Got agun?'

The house detective produced one.

"We may need them,” declared Cardona. "This fellow Cortho is supposed to be working with the
dynamite mob. Give methat passkey of yoursand I'll walk in on him. Y ou cover the hdlway."

Therewas alight shining through Cortho's transom; they could hear the man inside as he moved across
the room. The house dick gave awhisper as Cardona started softly to unlock the door.

"Thereésawriting desk in the corner, inspector. Sounds like he's going over to -"

A GRATING chair brought interruption; the sound testified that the detective's guess was correct.
Nudging his companion, reminding him to keep the hallway covered, Cardonaturned the passkey, at the
sametimeleveling hisrevolver.

At that ingtant, a gunshot ripped through the hallway, and a bullet whined between the heads of Cardona
and the house detective. The shot came from the corner near the eevators. To Cardona, it meant the
opening gun in an invasion by crooks who had come to prevent the arrest of Fence Cortho.

Two figures separated, asif the wind from the bullet had blown them. Cardonawas responsiblefor the
double dive. He gave the house dick ashove in one direction, and used his own push to recail in the
other. But Joe didn't lurch into Fence's room, for two reasons.

Firgt, Cardona hadn't quite unlocked the door when the shot reverberated; again, Joe wasn't going to
take any chances with Fence, now that the crook had been warned that personswere in the corridor.

Joe had sent the house dick forward, but across the hal, to a degp doorway on the other side. Hisown
direction being opposite, the ace inspector did abackward dive into the doorway just beyond Fence's. It
offered shallow shdlter, and Cardonaknew it; that was why the ingpector took quick aim with his Police
Positive as he went.

With the stab of his own revolver, Cardona heard a sound that bewildered him. It came from near the
corner where Cardona amed; the chalenging mockery of an inimitable laugh that could mean onefighter
only: The Shadow!



Hitherto, that strident tone had dways signified aid in behaf of the law. Tonight, it ssemingly could not
mean rescue. The Shadow had not driven off arriving foemen. He was the marksman who had fired that
ghot &t the two men outside of Room 412!

Only The Shadow could havefired it.

Except for Cardona and the house dick, The Shadow was the only person in the corridor. Cardona saw
acloaked form fading toward the opposite wall. Joe's shot had missed. Momentarily he was glad, until he
wastold in no uncertain terms that The Shadow was hisfoe.

Answering Jog's fire came tonguing shots that nicked the edge of the doorway just above the clutching
fingers of Cardonas|eft hand. As Joe jerked away, another dug whizzed past his gun hand, so close that
the ingpector could fed its scorching heat.

Whesdling, The Shadow jabbed two shots at the house dick, who was blazing blindly with hisrevolver.
Cardona heard the fellow howl as he sprawled.

Madly, Cardona pumped bullets at the black-cloaked attacker. He saw the figure zigzag, but kept on
shooting, confident that he would clip hisfoe. Maybe such shots couldn't reach The Shadow; but
Cardonafdt that it didn't apply in this case.

Hat and cloak, even the laugh - they seemed genuine, but Joe would not believeit. This couldn't be the
real Shadow. Some artful crook had disguised himsdlf to fool Cardona, and thereby aid in Cortho's
getaway.

Cardonawas more than anxious to drop the foe in black; he felt that he had a double score to settle,
having guessed that he was shooting at the wrong Shadow.

Cardona saw the masguerader spin into a shallow doorway. Forgetting caution, Joe legped from hisown
shelter and spurted aquick shot. His next would have been point-blank if the cloaked foe hadn't
sprawled.

Seeing the masquerader strike the floor and roll, Cardona started aforward lunge, intending to deliver
bullets at closerange.

Up from the carpet came fresh jabs of flame, accompanied by alaugh that had al the tone of avengeful
sneer. Therolling sprawl was faked; the cloaked foe had used it to get away from Cardonas pointblank
am.

Right now, he was giving Cardonatwo guns, not one. Joe wrenched himself haf out of his shoulder
sockets, turned to dive to the far end of the corridor.

As he went, with more dugs skimming past him, Cardona was doubly sure that this was the wrong
Shadow. Theright one, whether fighting a mistaken battle, or gone berserk, would never have missed a
target such as Cardona made at present. Nor would the wrong Shadow miss, if Joe didn't do something
about it.

WHAT Cardonadid was aimost ludicrous. He grabbed afat fire extinguisher from thewal and clung to
it like ashield as he turned to shoot back at hisfoe.

Again Joe heard asinister laugh, then the cough of a .45 automatic. Cardona staggered, asabullet
punctured the meta case of the extinguisher.

Hewasn' hit. It wasthe wallop of the bullet that jarred him. Tilted upward, the extinguisher spouted



liquid from its Sde. Recovering his balance, Cardona saw the black-clad marksman, well beyond
Cortho's door, aiming his gun, as though awaiting Cardona's own move.

There had been a dozen shotsin less than the same number of seconds. Trapped between doorways, his
gun empty, the shielding extinguisher dipping from his grasp, Cardona stared, half hypnotized, at the
pointed gun, expecting another blast - the last.

It came.

If dl the noise of fired guns had been combined into one big roar, they would have been puny compared
to the thing that happened. The muzzle that | et off the titanic burst was nearly seven feet high and four feet
wide. It was the doorway of Cortho's room.

The whole space opened, splintering the stout door into shreds the size of match sticks. With the roar
came amighty spasm of flame, like the opening of ablast furnace. The whole floor of the corridor
quaked, rocking Cardonafrom hisfeet. The building seemed to shudder in response to the blagt.

The shock made the recent fray seem trivid. A man numbed, Cardonaredled forward with the spouting
fire extinguisher; he began to spray its hose on flaming chunks of furniture that strewed the wrecked
room, Joe was wondering what had become of Cortho, when aman stumbled into him.

It wasn't Fence Cortho. The man was the house detective, even more bewildered than Cardona. His
own senses returning, Cardonaredlized that the dick wasn't injured at al. His howl, hisdive, had been
inspired by bullets that sizzled too close for his comfort, not because of hits.

Shoving thefire extinguisher into the fellow's hands, Cardona sprang out into the hall. Hisfoot kicked
something; he stooped to pick it up. The thing was curved, and made of leather; the handle of asuitcase.
Clutched in afig, the suitcase handle had survived intact, but the hand that had gripped it was gone.

Cortho's hand! Blotted out with the man himself, reduced to atoms by a bomb planted in the suitcase!

Only a substance as powerful as TNT could have wrought such complete destruction. If Cardona had
entered that room to apprehend Cortho, the ace inspector would have made asimilar trip into complete
oblivion.

But Cardonawasn't thinking of himself, or Cortho. He was wondering about the cloaked fighter who had
risked hisown life to drive Joe and the house detective away from the door of Room 412.

Arriving at the very moment when Cardonawas about to enter the room, The Shadow had lacked time
to give any warning except with bullets.

He had chosen that method as a sure one, and it had worked. The only hazard had been The Shadow's
own, the chance that areturn bullet might clip him. For The Shadow's shots, aimed by amaster among
marksmen, were as harmless as blanks. Their closeness was merdly part of his effort to make his attack
seemredl.

Fearful that he had found The Shadow as atarget, Cardona stared along the floor toward the corridor
corner. He saw no figure stretched there. Instead, from beyond the corner, Cardona heard the whispered
throb of a parting laugh; atone that betokened satisfaction.

The wrong Shadow had turned out to be the right one. Correctly, The Shadow had interpreted Q's
message to mean death for Fence Cortho. Too late to balk the scheduled crime, The Shadow had saved
two other victimsfrom asmiler fate.



CHAPTER IIl. FACTSFROM THE PAST

A FEW hours &fter the explosion at the Hotel Clarion, four men gathered in conference at the exclusive
Cobalt Club. One of the four was Police Commissioner Ral ph Weston, who spent much of histime at the
club after office hours.

Broad-faced, with short-clipped mustache, Weston was brisk of manner. He formed a sharp contrast to
the man who sat beside him, Bryce Dalvan. Long-featured, with wide forehead and sharp-pointed chin,
Dalvan was hesitant in speech, troubled in tone whenever he spoke.

Davan had reason to be so. He was the near-victim of a previous explosion, the one that had occurred
the day before. News of another tragedy had ruined what poise Dalvan had earlier been ableto
command.

The news-bringer was present. He was Joe Cardona. He had afull report on the death of Fence Cortho;
that was, asfull areport asthe law had been able to compile.

Lamont Cranston was the fourth member of the party. Also amember of the Cobalt Club, Cranston had
dropped in, to find hisfriend the police commissioner chatting with Bryce Davan. He had just begun to
hear Davan's gory of last night's crime, when Cardona had come in with hisreport on afresh case.

"Resume your story, Mr. Davan," suggested Weston. "It sheds important light on the operations of the
robbery ring."

Dalvan gave histestimony. The explosion of yesterday had occurred at eight in the evening, outside a
jewdry store. It had blown an automobile to pieces and smashed the store window.

Some crooks had sprung through the gap and made off with afair-sized haul, but the robbery had been
trivial compared with previous crimes.

Behind the indifferent expresson of Cranston, The Shadow was keenly interested in Dalvan's account. It
furnished new anglesto a case that had previoudy seemed ordinary. Early police reports had stated that
the explosion occurred within the jewery store, not outsideit.

"You see, Crangton,” said the commissioner to hisfriend, "the car that blew up happened to belong to
Mr. Davan, whose office is next door to the jewelry store. Heisin the real estate business.”

"It wasn't my own car,” corrected Dalvan. "It belonged to one of my collectors, Tillingham. He waskilled
inthe exploson. But it was pure luck that | wasn't with Tillingham at the time. If he had stopped at the
officealittle earlier, he would have found me there and | would have gone with him on histrip.”

"To make collections?" inquired Weston.

"Yes," replied Davan. "Our last stop wasto be at the Gibraltar Trust Co., which is open until nine
o'clock. | intended to draw twenty thousand dollars, as afund for next month's cash transactions.
Something which | do regularly.”

Commissioner Weston proceeded to andyze the casein efficient fashion. It was obvious that crooks had
planted the bomb in Tillingham's car. They were on hand in cars of their own, ready to trail the collector
and his passenger, Davan.

The bomb had gone off ahead of time, which was away with bombs occasionaly. Davan had been
lucky enough not to be with Tillingham when the collector was killed, and the crooks had been somewhat
lucky, too. The chance smashing of awindow in asecond-rate jewery store had enabled them to stage a



small robbery.

But they had lost their chance for the cash profit which would have been theirs, had the bomb blown after
Ddvan and Tillingham left the bank with the twenty thousand dollars. Obvioudly, the crookswould have
grabbed the cash box from the wreckage and made away withiit.

TO adegree, Weston'stheory fitted well with The Shadow's own findings. Last night, he had heard the
Q sgndsjust after nine o'clock, which was when Davan should have been on hisreturn trip from the
bank.

Very definitely, Q, whoever hewas, had not learned of the ill-timed bomb that exploded nearly an hour
before.

The case threw new light on Q, dtering The Shadow's analysis of the signds. Evidently, the Q call did not
aways sgnify that a blast wasto be planted or discharged; sometimes, that was attended to beforehand,
inwhich case Q flashed hisword asasignd for other crooksto be ready for their part.

Davan wastaking again, explaining the reason for hisworry. He put the matter very frankly. Though
crooks had been after his cash, rather than himsdlf, he feared that they would make him afuture target.

His present testimony was putting him in jeopardy, because it gave the law some valuable clues,
Criminalswho could plant bombs unmolested might easily wreak their vengeance on Dalvan, as an object
lesson to other persons who might also help the police.

Such talk made Weston chew hislips. He couldn't dispute Dalvan'slogic. Tonight, Fence Cortho had
been blasted into nothingness, without cash profit to the crooks. Since this case smacked of vengeance,
the rule could apply to Dalvan, too.

"I seeyour point, Mr. Davan," conceded the commissioner. "Therefore, | assure you that nothing you
have said shdll pass beyond this group. Every effort will be made to protect you. Should you fed any
precautions necessary, notify us at once.”

The assurance rdieved Davan. He settled back in his chair to listen to Cardona’s account of Cortho's
death.

Cardonarelated how Detectives Braun and Jepson had trailed the wanted man to the Grand Central
Termind, where they had seen him pick up the timetable from the information booth in the lower
CONCOUr<e.

Joe mentioned Jepson's encounter with Dip Perkin, but regarded it as unimportant. Dip wastoo small a
fry to have figured in the tragedy that followed.

"We don't know why Fence was back in town," admitted Cardona, "but we do know that he intended to
get out again. Thefact that he picked up atimetable at Grand Centrd is proof that he was going to
trave.”

"Towhere?" inquired Weston.

"l wish | knew," returned Cardona. "Unfortunately, we couldn't find any trace of thetimetable. It was
blotted out along with Fence Cortho.”

"Did you inquire & the information booth?"

"Y es. But we couldn't find anybody who remembered Cortho, let aone what timetable he asked for.



Those fellows hand out timetables just like adot machine would. We know that Fence was going to lam;
but how far he intended to travel nobody cantell us.”

The dightest of smiles displayed itsdf on Cranston'slips. Histonewas quiet, rather casud, ashe
remarked:

"Probably not more than forty milesfrom New Y ork.”

Cardona stared. If The Shadow had made such a statement, Joe might have believed it. Coming from
Crangton, it didn't ssem to carry weight.

Neverthd ess, the commissioner's friend had occasiondly surprised Cardonawith some startling
statements. Maybe Cranston had a hunch and Cardona aways liked hunches.

"Tel ussome more, Mr. Cranston,” suggested Cardona, politely. Then, with achange of tone, Joe
added: "I'd say that you've made a pretty wide statement.”

"A rather narrow one," was Crangton's smiling correction. "Forty milesisavery smadl radius, ingpector.”
"The smdler the better. But how do you figureit?"

"Y our men reported that Cortho went to the booth on the lower level," stated The Shadow. "Ordinarily,
aperson would have gone to the main booth, on the upper level."

"Agreed. But what hasthe lower leve to do with it?"

"Simply that most local trains go out from the lower level. Therefore, we may assume that Cortho wanted
alocd timetable. Which, in turn, limits hisinterest to some place within about forty miles of New Y ork."

CRANSTON'S analysis won Cardona's prompt acclaim. Even Commissioner Weston, who didiked
hunches, voiced his gpprova of this one, because his friend had backed it with logic.

Bryce Davan, dso, wasimpressed, though he stared blankly at the mention of Fence Cortho, asthough
wondering what the man's nickname meant.

"Get dl the information you have on Cortho,” Weston told Cardona. "Find out the names of any dealers
who have handled stolen goods within the circle that Cranston mentions. Y ou can concentrate solely on
towns reached by trainsfrom Grand Centrd."

Cardonawanted to go into further details regarding the explosion at the Hotel Clarion, but Weston didn't
consder it important. In away, Cardonawas glad. He couldn't tell the full story without emphasizing The
Shadow's part, and that might have annoyed the commissioner.

Actualy, Weston recognized the part that The Shadow played in hunting down crime, but officidly he
had to ignore it. No one knew who The Shadow was except The Shadow himsdlf; therefore, it was
impossibleto class him as a definite person.

Tonight, the doubt had been emphasized more than ever. Even Inspector Cardona, one of the few men
who claimed ability a recognizing The Shadow, had been completely deceived.

AsWeston had once put it, to recognize The Shadow would mean that anyone who masked himsdlf in
black could claim such an identity. Tonight, for once, Cardonawas inclined to agree.

The conference ended. Bryce Dalvan made a careful exit from the Cobat Club, and Cardonatold Braun
and Jepson, who were waiting outside, to follow the red-estate man to his penthouse and make sure that



no crooks were on histrail.

Lamont Crangton Ieft in hislimousine, presumably bound for hishomein New Jersey. Instead, he
ordered Stanley to take him to a neighborhood in Manhattan where the car had often gone before.

On the way, Cranston became The Shadow, cloaking himsdlf in black. When Stanley parked on an
obscure Street, avague figure drifted from the car like a puff of fading smoke.

Soon afterward, abluish light appeared in adark-walled room. The Shadow was in his sanctum, his
hidden headquarters somewhere in the heart of Manhattan. His hands, long-fingered beneath the bluish
glow, were plucking a stack of recent newspaper clippings.

As Cranston, The Shadow had decided not to mention an added fact to Weston and Cardona; one that
had occurred to him after he established the forty-mile radius that applied to Fence Cortho.

The town of Ossining happened to be within forty miles of New Y ork City. A pleasant town, onthemain
lines of the New Y ork Central System, Ossining aso happened to be the nearest town to Sing Sing
Prison.

It wasn't likely that Fence Cortho had planned atrip to Ossining. Nor was it certain that he had intended
to takeatrain at al. People could want timetables for two reasons: to take trains, and to meet them.

Perhaps Fence had planned to meet someone who was coming in from Ossining in the near future. If so,
The Shadow's clippings might afford aclue. Thetiny dips of printed paper flowed under the touch of deft
fingers, until the stack was two thirds exhausted. There, the motion stopped.

Keen eyesread aclipping. A hand reached up and plucked the bluish light. Absolute darkness engulfed
the room when the bluish light went off.

A whispered laugh gtirred the gloom. With its finish, the sanctum was empty. The Shadow was gone; he
had found his mission for the morrow.

CHAPTER IV. TWO MEN MEET

LATE the next afternoon, alocal train from Peekskill disgorged its usua quotaof passengersat Grand
Centra. Among those who alighted were two who might have attracted attention had anyone bothered to
notice them.

One was a middle-aged man who walked with adight shuffle. Hisface, though rounded, had a
noticeable pallor that wasn't due to the platform lights. He was an ex-con, just out of Sing Sing, who felt
it rather curiousto be a largein theworld.

The other was a hawk-faced individua whose natura stroll left him well behind the other passengers. The
last person to leave the train gate, he was unnoticed by the pale man who preceded him. From a vantage
point, he watched the actions of the Sing Sing graduate.

In squinty fashion, the ex-con was |ooking for somebody that he couldn't find. Hesitatingly, he shuffled
toward a stairway; stopped suddenly as a darkish man accosted him. Gaping at choppy, big-lipped
features, the man from Sing Sing gave agulp:

"Rigger Shoy!"
"Hello, Jute!" returned Shoy, extending hishand. ™Y ou didn't expect to see me, did you?'



Jute shook his head.

"I didn't expect to see anybody,” he began. "They forget us, Rigger, after we go to the Big House. It's
just aswell they do. A trip up theriver changes aman's outlook, Rigger.”

"Quit kidding," laughed Shoy, dapping his hand on the pae man's shoulder. "Nobody could forget apen
man like Jute Bantry. They don't comein your class, Jute."

The term "pen man" made Jute wince. It meant aforger; but "pen” had another meaning. Jute thought of
the penitentiary he had just |eft.

"I don't want to talk to you, Rigger,” he said. "I've beenin dtir. It isn't hedlthy taking up old acquaintances.
| don't want to talk to anybody that | used to know."

"Not even Fence Cortho?"

The question brought aflicker to Jute's pallid face. The forger tried to cover his change of countenance,
but Shoy merely grinned. Hooking Jute by the elbow, Shoy led him to a newsstand and bought an
evening newspaper. He pointed to a column; watched Jute while heread it.

Both were so busily engaged that neither noticed the tall stranger who stopped at the same stand to
purchase haf adozen cigars.

Hoarse-whispered words dropped from the lips of Jute Bantry, repesating the thing that his eyes had
read:

"Fence Cortho... is... dead!"

"Y eah, poor guy,” sympathized Shoy. ""He must've known what was coming, or he wouldn't have told me
what hedid."

"Y ou talked to Fence?"

"Sure! Thelast thing he said was for me to meet you, in case he couldn't. Come on, Jute. | know anice
quiet place where we can talk thisover."

Jute Bantry shook his head. He remarked that the places that Shoy frequented weren't the sort where a
paroled convict should be seen. Shoy gave aguffaw.

"Speakeasesare out of date," hetold Jute. "We go to fancy joints nowadays. Flossy hotelsthat the bulls
don't bother. Say - you've got atreat coming to you! Let'sgo.”

TWENTY minutes|ater, Rigger Shoy and Jute Bantry were seated in acozy booth in the corner of an
exclusive cocktall lounge. Jute wasimbibing adrink in wonder, while his eyesroved the placein
admiration. There was only one spot that Jute could not observe, the booth next to hisown.

It contained one customer, the man who had followed Jute from the train; alanguid gentleman who called
himsalf Lamont Cranston. Though the words from the next booth were low, The Shadow could hear
them over the leather-cushioned top.

Rigger Shoy was doing thetaking.

"Before you have another drink, Jute," he undertoned, "I want to tell you something. I've got thewhole
lowdown."



Jute's response was cagey. He asked: "About what?'

"About you and the Hoxel maob,” returned Shoy. "We know you were Hoxel's pen man. Y ou rated big
with him, Jute. Before he croaked, he told you where he buried the dough.”

Thistime, Jute did not reply. He smply finished his drink and suggested another round. Shoy gavethe
order. Then:

"Y ou belonged to the mob, Jute. That meansthe doughisal yours. That'swhy you wanted to meet up
with Fence Cortho. Y ou figured he could unload the stuff. Phony checks were your specidty; it took a
guy like Fenceto handleredl bonds."

Therewas along pause, during which Jute Bantry sampled his second drink. Meanwhile, The Shadow
was reviewing the case that Rigger Shoy had mentioned. Reference to the Hoxel mob told much.

Ten years before, when high finance and big-time crime both flourished on amgor scale, the Hoxel mob
had staged a daring robbery that netted them half amillion dollars.

Notorious asaband of killers, Zeke Hoxd and his crew had driven up to apier to meet the liner
Corinthian. They had kidnapped a French financier named Pierre Lebanne, together with alarge bag that
he carried. The next morning, Lebanne had been found floating in the Hudson River, without the saichel.

The absence of the bag had been no riddle. Its contents were negotiable bonds; the only known list had
been in the bag itsdf. With Lebanne dead, the bonds were as good as cash to Hoxel and his crew, if they
could escape the law. But the Hoxel mob had met with swift justice.

Rupert Thurgin, the New Y ork financier who intended to purchase bonds from Fierre Lebanne,
remembered atelephone cal requesting information regarding the Frenchman'sarrival in New Y ork.
Starting from that clue, the police had picked up more. They had trapped the Hoxel mob in the Bronx.

The ensuing gun fight had proved a bitter one. The barricaded mob would have daughtered a score of
attacking officersif afray had not begun in the sironghold itself.

Witnesses spoke of acloaked fighter who had dropped from ahigher building to the house that served
the mob asits stronghold. That battler, recognized as The Shadow, had fought single-handed against
huge odds, until the police arrived.

Only one thing had marred the victory. The mob had been wiped out to the last man, with the exception
of Jute Bantry, and the bonds were not in the stronghold. Hoxe had buried the loot in some unknown
place, and even The Shadow had been unable to trace the missing wedlth.

Despite the fluctuations of the market over aperiod of ten years, it was probable that Lebanne's bonds
had maintained much of their vaue. In the pages of The Shadow's archives was one that till remained
unfinished. It concerned the missing bonds that belonged to Fierre L ebanne.

Congantly, in the midst of many ventures, The Shadow had sought traces of the missng wedth. His
confidence that someone could provide an answer to the riddle had at last been justified. Why the trail
had vanished was at last explained.

Jute Bantry, the man who might have told, had goneto jail for forgery soon after the finish of the Hoxel
mob. Others had eventualy learned Jute's secret, but he had kept one fact entirely guarded. It wasthe
most important fact of al, the location of the missing bonds.

FROM the next booth, Rigger's voice was repegting details that Jute Bantry dready knew. Hewasa



persstent fellow, Shoy; he was promising Jute afifty-fifty ded, the same termsthat Jute had made with
Fence Cortho.

The only answersthat The Shadow heard were the gurgles that came when Jute took another swallow of
hisdrink.

"I know your trouble, Jute,” said Shoy, findly. ™Y ou don't know what's been going on. They ought to call
the Big House the Bug House, the way it's changed you. Her€" - there was arustle as Shoy spread the
newspaper - "take agander at this bladder and read something else. What do you think of these guys
who have been blagting up the town?"

Shoy was referring to the recent explosions and the crimes that occurred with them. There was a pause
while Jute read the newspaper; findly he said:

"Smart guys"

"Plenty smart," declared Shoy. " Smarter than Hoxd was. Smarter than Fence Cortho, too. He didn't put
the blast on anybody. He got blasted himsdlf.”

"Y ou mean these guys croaked Fence?'

"It looksthat way," replied Shoy, "don't it? They might blast anybody sky-high, Jute. Even me- or you."
Jute's voice hardened.

"Spill it, Rigger,” he demanded. "Tell mewho croaked Fence."

The Shadow listened intently for Shoy'sreply. It came, in curious fashion. Instead of speaking, Shoy
tapped the table. His knuckles gave two dow taps, aquick one, then another dow one.

"BEver hear that, Jute?'

"Hear it!" Jute'stone was hoarse. "That's what the guyswere piping in the Big House! | heard it
everywherel Off radiators, from forks when we had grub. Evenin thelibrary, guys used to shufflein
tapping it off with their feet!"

"Know what it means?'

"Yeah. Wedl knew Morse up there. It was the only way we could talk, sometimes. It means'Q," and |
figure that's the moniker that some guy uses-"

Jute paused. Shoy was tapping again. His knuckles kept repeating the symbol for Q until finaly he
undertoned:

"That'swhat they dl think it means. Just Q. But it means something ese, too. Listen, Jute, you never
heard it thisway up inthe Big House."

Shoy was tapping Q again, dowly, with longer pauses. He placed one after the first dash, the other after
the dot. He was imitating the dower Q call that The Shadow had heard the night before.

The Shadow had already sensed its hidden meaning; the probable reason why Q had been takenasa
symbol. But Jute Bantry hadn't yet caught the answer to theriddle.

"No." Jute spoke dowly. "I never heard it dow like that -"



"Because those lugs didn't know what it meant,” interposed Shoy. "I'm putting you wise. Listen again,
Jute”

Listening, Jute spoke dowly: "Dash... dash... dot... dash." He paused, then: "Dash... dash - dot... dash!
Thatisnt Q! I'sTNT!"

"One and the same," chuckled Shoy. "When Q shoots the word, the TNT doesthe rest. Q means
big-shot, and TNT means abig blast. This guy reaches everywhere, Jute. Y ou ought to know; you've
heard from him whileyou werein sir."

The Shadow caught a hollow gasp from Jute Bantry'slips. It told even more than words. Jute needed no
more facts concerning the master crook who styled himsdlf Q. Whatever histerms with Fence Cortho,
Jute was willing to make the same again.

Not with Rigger Shoy. With Shoy's master. Jute Bantry was ready to talk to Cortho's murderer, to
escape the same fate that had overtaken hisfriend!

CHAPTER V. HOUSE OF SILENCE

HAVING thrown achill into Jute Bantry's heart, Rigger Shoy was prompt to ease the fellow'sworry. He
began to soften the matter of Cortho's murder, in amanner which sounded most convincing.

"Y eah, we croaked Cortho," Shoy undertoned. "1 wasthe guy that planted the bomb in his suitcase, after
| got the Q flash. But it was done on your account, Jute.”

"On my account?"

"Sure! The bulls were after Fence. They'd even tailed him to Grand Central. Suppose Fence had talked,;
what then? Y ou'd be out of luck.”

The statement impressed Jute. As Shoy suspected, it wasn't friendship that had caused the forger to seek
Cortho's assstance. Paroled from prison under certain surveillance, and short of funds, Jute Bantry
wasn't in apogtion to reclaim the missing bonds and dispose of them himsdif.

Learning that Fence Cortho had been "on the lam,” Jute began to fed resentful toward the dead man. He
growled that Fence should have found some way to notify him of the matter, to which Shoy agreed. All
of which made Jute like the Q proposition, since he was dedling with someone who had the police
baffled.

"It'saded," declared Jute, suddenly. "Only, theres onejob I've got to do first. | want to sneak into
Thurgin's house and take alook around.”

"For what?' demanded Shoy.
"Toseeif hesgot aligt of the bonds," returned Jute, "like the one the Frenchy had.”
"Thurgin never handed any list to the G-guys.”

"Because they weren't heavy on the job in those days,” argued Jute, whose knowledge of the Fedswas
limited to reports that he had heard in prison. "I happen to know old Rupert Thurgin. He never trusts

anybody but himsgif.

"Suppose he had alist of that stuff - would he have passed it over to the coppers? Not Thurgin. HEd let
guysthink the stuff was safe to peddle; then, as soon asthey got started, he'd tip off the coppers and



dart aroundup.”

Recdling that Thurgin's clues had led to the trapping of the Hoxel mob, Shoy saw the merit of Jute's
statement. Shoy asked how Jute had happened to know Thurgin. The forger explained that he had been
the financier's secretary, under an assumed name.

"Hefired me amonth before the Lebanne robbery,” explained Jute, "so he didn't figure | had anything to
dowithit. | got in with Hoxel right after that. Hoxd caled me on the phone, while he and his mob were
shooting it out with the bulls; that's when he told me where the bonds were.

"Likeasap, | let mysdlf get picked up on apen job before going after the bonds. But I'm going to take a
look-see into Thurgin's dump, firgt. | know an easy way in there. What's more, Thurginisdownin
Horida. Nobody bothered us up theriver" - Jute grinned - "when we were reading society news."

Shoy told Jute to St tight while he made atelephone call. Stepping from the table, Shoy thrust his darkish
face around the corner of the next booth, to make sure that no one was there.

The booth was empty; Cranston had eased from it afew seconds before, and was placidly sipping from
aglassat amoreremotetable.

Strolling from the lounge afew minutes later, The Shadow caught snatches of Shoy's telephone call.

"O.K.," Shoy was saying. "I'll hold Jute here awhile... Yeah. I'll tell him we need timeto get the crew
together... No, heain't jittery, but helll fed safer knowing that well be around when he bustsinto
Thurgin's

The scheduled delay pleased The Shadow. It was dusk when he strolled outdoors. Taking a cab instead
of hislimousine, the leisurely Mr. Cranston spoke an order to the driver. As he rode, he underwent
another transformation.

This cab happened to be The Shadow's own, driven by Moe Shrevnitz, one of his secret agents. It had a
gpecia drawer beneath the rear seat, with cloak, hat, and guns concealed there. The Shadow needed
thoseitemsfor his coming venture. The address that he had given was the home of Rupert Thurgin.

STATELY, but old-fashioned, Thurgin's manson occupied an dmost-forgotten corner of aone-time
resdentia district. Despite the fact that the house was tightly locked and heavily shuttered, atrickle of
light was evident from aside angle.

The light was in a second-story room, where agirl was busily carrying large clothes bags from a closet.
Though she didn't livein the old house, the girl had aright to be there. She was Thurgin's niece, Adele
Marcy.

Adeewas very attractive when she smiled. At present she wasn't smiling, but she was dtill attractive. In
fact, the reproving frowns that she directed at the clothes bags added a winsome touch to her
well-rounded face.

There was an eectric heater in the room, and its deep glow somewhat resembled the coppery hue of
Addeéshair. Added to her facid charms, the girl had avery trim and shapdly figure, which showed to
perfection in the dressing gown which was her chief atire.

A dark, knitted sports costume lay on the bed. Adele had discarded it for the dressing gown before
sarting her search through the clothes closet. She was going over some old dresses that she had stored
here a her uncle's, hoping to find one that would do for evening wesr.



The silence of the musty old house hadn't bothered the girl after she had reached thisroom. The eectric
heater had taken away the chill, and Adde fdt quite at home until a muffled, jangling sound gave her a
sudden start.

A moment later, she was gasping her relief. It must be the telephone bell, out in the halway. Deciding thet
the call wasfor her, Adele st her lipsfirmly; then, starting toward the door, she murmured:

"Garry Cleave

It was Garry Cleeve. Add e recognized the voice across the wire - adrawly tone, with atouch of suavity.
Her own response carried atouch of anger.

"Hello, Garry," snapped Adde. "What made you think | had come here?!
Words from the other end. Then:

"l see- " Addéestone carried sarcasm. "Y ou thought you ought to call Bentley. Well, Bentley happensto
be my uncle's butler, but it's none of his businessto tell people where I've gone -

"| asked Bentley for thekey, yes. To seeif | could find adress| wanted... Yes, | know you don't like my
coming to this empty house done, but why?'

There was apause, while Adele listened to Garry's protest. Shefindly cut him short with alaugh.

"Such glly notiong!™ the girl exclaimed. " People don't prowl around old houses nowadays. Y ou belong in
the tintype age, dong with Uncle Rupert. Or maybe you believe in ghosts. Do you, Garry?"

Her own levity put Adelein good humor. She listened to Garry's serious tone again, and finally gave
agreement.

"All right... Yes, I'll leave very soon... No, | couldn't find the dress | wanted, but the sports costume will
do... Redly, Garry, | would have given you the key and let you come here, like you did before. But that
was when | wanted my suitcase, which was something you could find -

"Y ou couldn't have picked adressfor me. Besides, | intended to changeto it, here... Yes, and what's
more" - Adelestone was rueful - "there wasn't athing that would do... All right, I'll be at the restaurant in
about fifteen minutes.”

Adeewas amiling. Garry'stak of lurkers sounded as silly as her own suggestion of ghosts. But the
moment that she turned Adele was swept by achilling fear of both!

Chance light from the bedroom gave her aglimpse of adoor acrossthe hdl. It led into alittle room that
her uncle used as an office when a home. The door was white; it should have shown in the light. Instead,
its surface was blotted by a smokey shape that had risen to envelop it!

THE thing looked human, yet ghostly; afigure of blackness, shrouded by what seemed to be acloak.

Shivering, Adele was tempted to dash downstairs and out through the front door; then, as her eyes
blinked nervoudly, the strange shape faded.

It didn't exactly disappear. Instead, it blended with other darknessthat actudly engulfedit. AsAdele
gared, whiteness came from the gloom, like a vague, encroaching ghost. Expecting the new apparition to
lungein her direction, Adele opened her lipsto scream. Then she recognized the whiteness.

It was the door.



It opened inward; and it had been opened, otherwise the doorway wouldn't have looked so black. The
approach of the white shape meant that someone had closed the door. Someone who had come aong
the halway while Addle was talking over the telephone to Garry!

Thething, whatever it was, had gone into the office - unless the whole occurrence had been a product of
Addesimagination.

Tremblingly, the girl hurried back to the bedroom. Still watching the door across the halway, she did off
the dressing gown and reached for her sports costume.

She was determined to have alook into that other room after she had changed attire. There wasan old
hammer on the closet shelf that would serve her as awegpon should she meet with some intruder.

Within thelittle office atiny flashlight was blinking guardedly, half-concealed in the folds of ablack cloak.
The Shadow was |ooking through afiling cabinet, checking on Thurgin's papers, of which there were very
few, for thefinancier evidently kept more important documents at his office.

Nevertheess, The Shadow agreed with Jut€'s guessthat if Thurgin did have alist of thelong-stolen
bonds, it would be here,

From dl reports of Thurgin, the man was as canny, astight-lipped, as Jute made him out to be. Having
once regarded the list of bonds as a private matter, Thurgin wouldn't have l€ft it at his downtown office.

Finished with the cabinet, The Shadow searched the desk. Papers were crinkling as he drew them from
the top drawer; then, in asingle action, the drawer went shut and the flashlight was extinguished. The
door of the room was opening; ahand reached in to pressthe light switch.

By the time the lights came on, The Shadow had reached a deep corner. His figure seemed to elongate
itsdlf, to stretch into anarrow space beyond the end of atall bookcase. Adele entered; she was wearing
the dark, knitted dress; her blue eyes had a glint as apparent as the burnished gleam of her auburn hair.

A hammer poised in her hand, shelooked around the room. Her eyesroved to every cranny; she probed
some that were close. But the space past the bookcase did not interest her; it seemed too cramped to
hold aliving form.

After afew minutes, Adele gave arelieved smile. It was her imagination that had tricked her, shefelt
aure. She turned off the light and went from the room, closing the door after her. Immediately, The
Shadow'sflashlight glimmered.

Stopping at the desk, The Shadow drew adip of yellow paper from benegth his cloak and did it into the
drawer. Then, moving from the room, he glided along the hall and reached a shuttered window.

Opening it carefully, he swung acrossthe sill, clung to the shutter while wedging it tight again. Taking a
long drop, The Shadow struck the ground on the dark side of the house.

He had recollections of Adele's footsteps descending the front stairway, which meant that therewaslittle
timeto lose. It might prove disastrous for the girl should crooks see her coming from the house where
Jute Bantry soon would enter.

Reaching the front street, The Shadow spied a car parked across the way. He wheeled ad ong the
sdewak. Over his shoulder, The Shadow could see the front door moving, as Adele opened it from
within. By then, The Shadow had reached a street lamp, located in the opposite direction.

Asthe glow revealed his cloaked shape, The Shadow delivered awhispery taunt - aburst of mockery



which, though repressed, carried across the Street.

INSTANTLY, crooks sprang from their car, taking for shelter asthey aimed their guns. They had
glimpsed the black-cloaked figure, knew it astheir superfoe, The Shadow. But they weren't wasting
shots, until they could check his position.

With an evasive twist, The Shadow had dready faded from the range of light.

Adele saw the evanishment of that smokelike shape. Tugging the front door shut, the girl hurried down
the steps and scudded in the opposite direction. She had seen the ghost again - thistime, outside the
house! She had heard the shivery laugh aswell, and its tone was the sort that evoked horror.

Around the corner, Addle saw awaiting cab. She didn't fed safe until shewasinit and riding from the
neighborhood. As she passed the front street, she saw men prowling around the spot where the cloaked
figure had been. Mistakenly, she regarded those ghost hunters asfriends.

Mere memory of the laugh gave Adee the creeps. Looking from the other window, she gave astartled
gasp when she caught another glimpse of athing in black, shifting off into darkness. Incredibly, the
cloaked figure had dipped away from the searchers, to aremote spot.

Only aghost could have vanished and regppeared so suddenly; at least, such was Adele's decision, for
her imagination was badly strained. But there was something else that even her wild fancy did not grasp.

Adele Marcy would have been completely amazed had she known that the cab in which she rode
belonged to that ghostly being in black, The Shadow!

CHAPTER VI.A MATTER OF CASH

NEW sounds stirred within the old mansion; they were cregping footsteps that might well have been a
ghodt's. Different from the clatter of Adeleshigh hedls, or the barely audible swish of The Shadow's
cloak, the sounds continued with persistent approach.

They had along way to come - from the cellar, where the newcomer had entered by aforgotten
unbarred window beneath alow back porch. Their lag, however, had another quality than the draggy
manner sometimes attributed to ghosts. The shuffle resembled a prisoner's march.

Jute Bantry was making hislong-awaited invasion, in search of the bond list which he believed existed.

Sight of men outside had not bothered Jute. He knew that they were stationed there by Rigger Shoy.
They hadn't flagged him when he gpproached the mansion; therefore, Jute was sure that al waswell
indoors.

Since Adele had turned out the bedroom light and disconnected the eectric hegter, there wasn't athing to
tell Jute that other persons had been in the house before him.

Reaching the office, Jute tested the windows, made sure that the shutter dats were tight. He pressed the
light switch, gave agloating grin as he recognized the surroundings. Like The Shadow, Jute made hisfirst
foray in thedirection of thefiling cabinet.

There weren't many foldersin the cabinet, but Jute took time to study them closdly. He didn't find athing
that resembled abond list. Rubbing his blunt chin, he began to decide that his guess was wrong. Rupert
Thurgin had never had such aligt.

It would be wise, though, to search the desk, to make sure. Starting at the bottom drawer, which was



most likely to hold long-stored items, Jute worked upward. Nothing rewarded him until he reached the
top drawer.

The paper that Jute promptly plucked didn't happen to be thelist of bonds, but it was something else that
interested him exceedingly. It wasthe yellow dip that The Shadow had dropped in the drawer just before
departure.

The paper was a check, drawn on the Gibraltar Trust Co. It was made out to cash, for the sum of five
thousand dollars. The check bore the signature of Rupert Thurgin!

Thiswasafind, indeed! It brought aflood of recollectionsto Jute Bantry. He knew Thurgin's signature
well, for Jute had practiced on it when he held his brief job asthe financier's persond secretary.

Just for comparison, however, Jute went to the filing cabinet and dug out aletter that bore Thurgin's
sggnature.

The two samples of ornate penmanship matched as closely as two such signatures should. They differed
dightly, but not in their most important characteristics. The signature on the check was certainly Thurgin's,
Jute decided, becauise he knew of only one other man who could have written it with such practiced
flourish. The other man happened to be Jute himsdif.

It didn't surprise Jute that Thurgin had |eft the check in the drawer when he went South. To Rupert
Thurgin, five thousand dollars was a piece of smal change. Occasiondly absent-minded, Thurgin had
probably made out this check for traveling expenses, then forgottenit.

With the house closed, and strongly shuttered, Thurgin wouldn't have worried about the matter. Besides,
ordinary snesk thieveswould be shy of checks, particularly those of high amounts. Jute, himsalf, would
have been hesitant, if he hadn't known Thurgin'sways.

The financier frequently made out checksfor high amounts, payable to cash. His bank, which had dways
been the Gibrdtar Trust, paid them without question. Moreover, Jute remembered the Gibraltar asa
bank that kept open evenings, which waswhy Thurgin had preferred it.

Wondering whether the bank still maintained that policy, Jute recalled a newspaper report that Shoy had
shown him. It had carried a picture of Bryce Dalvan, areal-estate man who had escaped death in an
exploson.

Davan had intended to go to the Gibrdtar Trust Co. to draw twenty thousand dollars, and the explosion
had occurred at eight in the evening!

There would be ample time for Jute to go to the bank and cash Thurgin's check. He could indorse it with
the name that he had used when in Thurgin's employ; a name that happened to be on the bank's records,
because Jute had kept a small account of hisown in the Gibratar Trust.

TO Jutes crafty brain, the thought of thisfive thousand dollars, in cash, loomed larger than half amillion
in bonds. Jute had contacted Cortho, and later agreed to the Q proposition, for one reason only, hislack
of present funds.

With five thousand dollars, Jute would be independent. He could give Shoy's men the dip and travel on
his own. No need to bother about the Q outfit; they could go on robbing their places and blowing up the
town.

Jute could hire men of hisown, dumb clucks who wouldn't know what it was al about, to do certain
things he needed. When he reclaimed the stolen bonds he could dispose of them at leisure, keeping al the



profitsfor himsdlf.

Pocketing the check, Jute made alast ook for alist of bonds; finding none, heleft in high glee, satisfied
that the stolen goods weren't listed at all.

Outside the house, Jute gazed warily across the Sde street. He saw a cigar store, with no one behind the
counter. Evidently the proprietor of the one-man shop had stepped into the rear room. The place was
rather dim, and Jute didn't like the way that avague shape blurred the light.

It reminded him too much of The Shadow, the strange, invincible fighter who had practically wiped out
the Hoxel mob. Jute watched afew minutes, then decided that he had seen nothing except aflickery light
bulb.

He shuffled half ablock, to get into acab. A dinky figure trailed him; a street lamp showed the pasty face
and long legs of Dip Perkin, the shifty trailer who worked for the mysterious Q.

Seeing Jute take a cab, Dip legged away to tell Shoy. Jute's cab had hardly started before a car whedled
around the corner to follow it.

The Shadow saw the whole scene from a phone booth near the front of the cigar store. He finished acall
that he was making to his contact man, Burbank. The Shadow was giving Burbank instructions regarding
further calls, someto certain agents who were dwaysin readiness.

His own cab was due back any minute, and The Shadow saw no reason to trail Jute Bantry immediately,
because he knew the man's destination.

Stepping from the cigar store, The Shadow passed the corner and neared the front street. He recognized
the cab that swung in toward the curb; gave ared blink through aspecia didein histiny flashlight.

It was The Shadow's cab. Moe Shrevnitz, the driver, cameto a prompt halt. Stepping into the cab, The
Shadow gave the whispered order, "Wait!" just as Moe was about to dart.

Another car had pulled up in front of the Thurgin mansion. It was an open-topped roadster; itsdriver was
arather handsome, shrewd-mannered young man, who wore aderby hat canted over theright sde of his
head.

The Shadow decided that the arrival was Garry Cleeve, the man who had phoned Adele Marcy at the
house.

Studying various windows, Garry decided that they were all dark. He snapped the deek car forward,
gaveit asharp spin around the corner, passing The Shadow's cab, which by that time had its lights out.

Swinging into the rear street, Garry jerked his car to asudden stop on the left sde. Without bothering to
open the door, he vaulted from the driver's seat and entered the cigar store.

The Shadow's cab was in motion; asit went by the roadster, The Shadow saw Garry stepping in the
direction of the phone booth.

Meanwhile, Jute Bantry was staring from a cab window, drinking in the passing lights of anew
Manhattan. He was surprised at the number of landmarks that had vanished in the past decade. He didn't
recognize Sixth Avenue, because the €levated was gone.

But he knew when he approached the Gibrdtar Trust Co. Its neighborhood had not changed. Thefare
was ninety cents, Jute gave the cabby one of the few dollar billsthat he had in his pocket. Then, in his



most convincing style, the forger entered the bank and took hisplacein alineleading to ateller's
window.

JUTE smiled when he saw thetdler. The felow was a veteran, one of the sort who would never forget a
customer. He would probably remember Jute as a man who had once made deposits and cashed checks
for Thurgin, which would bolster the cause. In addition, Jute had signed hisformer dias, Edgar Farney,
on the back of the check.

Theteller took the check, examined it, and nodded. He apparently remembered Jute and was approving
him. His tone was matter-of-fact when he asked:

"How will you haveit, Mr. Farney?'
"Infifties" decided Jute, "up to thelast hundred. Make that dl tens.”

Theteller counted out the fifties. He reached for the tens, below the window ledge. Jute didn't see him
nudge a button with his elbow.

One hand came up with the ten-dollar bills, the other brought arevolver and thrust it through the barred
window, straight between Jute's eyes!

Before the astonished forger could make amove, bells began to clang. Watchmen sprang to action, as
other tellers produced revolvers. Patrons were scudding to cover amid the confusion. Everyone was
doing something except Jute Bantry.

He was standing petrified, surrounded by a bristle of approaching guns, with a steady stream of
fifty-dollar bills dripping from his numbed hands, to carpet thetiled floor about him. Jute Bantry hed
gotten the five thousand dollars that he wanted, al except amere hundred of it, but he desired it no

longer.

Jute'sthirst for that cash had resulted in his recapture as alawbresaker, through some baffling sequence
that the forger couldn't understand. He wasn't going to keep the cash that had been handed him.

Worse, in Jute's estimate, was the fact that this disaster would mean another long-term postponement of
his quest for the hdf million that he had waited so many yearsto clam!

CHAPTER VII. CRIME'STHRUST

To hiscaptors, Jute Bantry was merdly a swindler who had tried to acquire five thousand dollars through
smart tactics. He was the sort who might prove dangerousif given leeway, but when surrounded he
would certainly wilt.

Infact, Jute gave immediate indications that he was behaving in expected form. Thelast of the money
plopped from his shaky hands; he sagged, as awatchman clutched his collar. The vanish of his greater
hopes, dong with present cash, merely served to dishearten Jute dl the more.

He might have dumped completdly if he hadn't chanced to see beyond the cordon. Hisweak gaze turning
toward the door, Jute spied new customers, who had joined people there. He recognized one man - and
that was enough. The man was Rigger Shoy!

Quick hope shot hometo Jute. He could dibi what he had done. Nobody like Rigger would blame him
for having tried to pick up five grand in soft money. Hed tel Shoy that he intended to split the cash with
the Q organization. But that would come | ater; for the present, the thing was to escape existing
entanglements.



Jute realized that his capture was ajolt to Shoy, aswell asto himsdf. By thetermsof the Q dedl, it wasa
fifty-fifty proposition. Those men with Shoy were part of Q'stribe; fighters, dl of them. Onecall, and
they'd go the limit to get Jute out of hisdilemma

Wrenching suddenly from the hand that clutched his collar, Jute began afrantic shout for help. There
were ydls from the door, as people were thrust aside by Shoy and four others. Hearing the commoation,
watchmen and tellers turned, to see crooks drawing guns.

The previous chaos was mild compared with that which followed. Gunsroared, bells broke loose with
new clangor. Battle was on, with Rigger Shoy and his crew pushing the attack.

Watchmen dived for shelter, dragging Jute dong. The forger received ahard blow on the head, which
meant he wouldn't escape unless Shoy and the others hauled him away, which was what they intended to
do. They weren't worried by the barricaded tellers nor by the fact that people in the cashier's office were
grabbing tear-gas bombs to throw at the invaders.

Shoy's crowd had gas bombs, too, and used them first. A submachine gun, aso. Throughout the banking
room defenders redled, dropping their guns and clawing at their faces, while a gaseous cloud rose about
them.

On hisway to where Jute lay, Shoy was yelling to his palsto start the daughter. From their vantage point,
which the gas hadn't reached, the crooks aimed to kill.

Thething that stopped them was a challenge from the doorway behind them. It was a strident laugh, far
more forceful than the whispery mirth that the crooks had heard outside of Thurgin's. It was achdlenge
that every mobster accepted. A dozen helpless enemies could wait while they settled scoreswith one.

The Shadow!

He was sweeping in from blackness as crooks spun about. His big gunsjabbed; the recoil seemed to
gpin him from the doorway toward which hisfoemen aimed. But the muzzles of the guns remained the
pivot point throughout The Shadow's whirl. Four crooks were taking bullets that staggered them back
toward the encroaching gas.

It was Rigger Shoy who evened matters. He didn't use agun; he chucked an extragas bomb for The
Shadow's corner. It cracked the wal beside the cloaked fighter. Shoy saw The Shadow fling onearm
upward to carry aflowing deeve across hisface.

Shoy didn't wait for bullets from the other gun that The Shadow still had handy. Shooting wildly as he
went, he made for the door, ydling for the rest to bring Jute Bantry.

In his own excitement and desire to escape, Shoy didn't redize that all four of his gunners had been
clipped during the few seconds of rapid fire.

Two wounded men followed Shoy to the Street, but they didn't bring Jute dong. Asthey reached their
car they heard a pursuing laugh, saw The Shadow whedling from the gas-filled banking room to overtake
them.

Instead of starting the car, Shoy yelled for the othersto duck. As he dropped below the whed, he gave a
wild fling of hisarm.

It brought new action from an arriving car, which had Dip Perkin seated next to the driver.

THESE crooks were equipped for battle with anyone, The Shadow included. They had amachine gun



and were thrusting it from their window. But they didn't see the car that launched across the sdewalk
from the avenue, not until it struck them squardly amidships.

The crook-manned automobile was hurtled on its Sde, the machine gun spouting astream of bullets
toward the moon. Out from the arriving car came The Shadow's agents, to pile upon the men in the
wrecked car. Only one of the tribe managed to squirm free: Dip Perkin.

Always lucky, the long-legged sneak managed to jump on the running board of Shoy's car as Rigger
drove desperately away. Looking back, Dip yelled and pointed at a taxicab that had taken up thetrail.
Dip spied the cloaked figure that legped into the cab, and knew that The Shadow was in pursuit.

It was an important chase, one to The Shadow's liking. There were two men that he wanted as trophies,
Rigger Shoy and Dip Perkin. In fact, either one would do, for they could talk separately, aswell asin
unison.

Rigger and Dip, the two among al the crooks who knew enough about a master crook caled Q to give
The Shadow redl cluesto the Monarch of Blast himsdlf.

Though out of gun range, the men ahead were in abad situation. Any change of luck would bring them
under the fire of The Shadow's guns, and they weren't equipped to put up afight in return.

Rigger Shoy was fully occupied a the whed, Dip Perkin was no hand with arevolver. The two gunners
that rode in the back seat were sagging from their wounds

Weaving in and out of many streets, the chase kept on. Moe was holding his ground; gaining, somewhét,
at intervals. He heard The Shadow's calm, restraining tone, and understood. It was better to hold the
spurt until it would count most. A blocked street, atraffic snarl, or adead end, would put the crooksin
the position that The Shadow wanted them.

It seemed that Rigger Shoy foresaw those factors. As he swung a corner into an avenue, he suddenly
decided to make arun for it, though the thoroughfare ahead was |ess clear than others that he had
crossed. Theidea of outdistancing The Shadow's cab had often occurred to crooksin the past, usually to
their own disaster.

The cab that Moe drove was geared for real speed. It could outrun anything, including patrol cars, asthis
occasion wasto prove. Spinning aong the avenue, zigzagging to avoid traffic, Shoy managed to look
back and learn, to his sheer amazement, that the pesky cab was drawing up on him.

Therewere other carsin the chase; al settling far behind, except for new onesthat started out from
curbs, some with traffic officers commandeering them.

The cops didn't know who was in the chase, or why, but al concerned were defying traffic regulations by
their speed; the thing to do was help overtake the lead car.

Gunfire began to spice the pursuit. The Shadow was|eaning from the window of hiswhizzing cab,
seeking the range. His bullets kicked up little puffs from the paving, dmaost under thetires of Shoy'scar.

A few more shots and The Shadow could have ddlivered a crippling stroke. The thing that spoiled his
chance was a patrol car that whined in from aside Strest.

It cut between the cab and the car ahead. The officers were shooting from acloser range than The
Shadow's; their bullets were hammering the back of Shoy's car, but doing no severe damage.
Meanwhile, the patrol car was blocking The Shadow'sfire.



More driverswerein the chase. Sight of the green patrol car, with itswhite top, signified that the law had
taken the lead. Evidently, orders had gone out over the air. Reaching in from the window, The Shadow
tuned in his short-wave st to catch police calls, on the chance that they would tell what lay ahead.

At that moment he glimpsed Shoy's car, more than a block ahead, swinging out to the center of the
avenue. The police car, just ahead of the cab, copied the move, supposing that atruck had blocked
Shoy'sway. But the street happened to be clear and, from Shoy's veer, The Shadow guessed the

purpose.

Shoy was going to swing right at a corner where apartia barricade told that the street was under repair.
The barricade was aside to allow outlet; it happened to be aone-way street, that Shoy intended to usein
the wrong direction, thinking perhaps to outsmart his pursuers.

AGAIN, it was aquestion of what wasin Shoy's mind. First, he had chosen this particular avenue;
second, he was picking a certain street. The two facts gave The Shadow a prompt mental link; the
answer was proved the very instant that The Shadow formed it.

The proof came from the cab'sradio, in the form of awirelesscal:

"Q..Q..Q-"

Shoy's car did ahalf skid asit whipped to the right, passing the barricade into the wrong-way Street. The
Shadow's .45 was taking, for this was the moment when bullets would count more than before, or after.
But the barricade was between The Shadow and Shoy's car. It took the bullets that should have blown
Shoy'stires.

The wirdess seemed to taunt The Shadow's effort with itsincessant "Q... Q... Q- " Thecal was
dackening; to The Shadow, it meant something else. He hissed quick wordsto Moe, in the front seet.
The game driver followed orders.

Asthe patrol car made its swing in the middle of the avenue, to follow after Shoy, The Shadow's cab
leaped forward with every added ounce of power that Moe could giveit. The cab wasn't going to turn; it
was heading straight forward, close to the curb of the avenue.

Itslunge carried it toward the path of the veering patrol car, close enough to mean acrash if the other
machineingsted upon its swing. There was ayell from the cop on the right; the man at the whed yanked
hard to the left. A wreck couldn't help the chase.

Patrol car and cab rocked asthey tried to avoid the sidewalk and stay on the avenue. The cop who had
ydled wasaming wildly inthe genera direction of the cab, thinking that its occupants must be friends of
the crooks who had cut through the side Street.

The officer didn't expect much to happen when he pulled the trigger of hisgun, but awholelot did.

The end of the side street lifted, barricade and all, with ablast that was horrendous. Patrol car and
taxicab looked like frail seacraft picked up by atida wave.

Againgt abackground of volcanic flame that split the street from curb to curb, the two carswere hurtled
out into the avenue, bombarded with chunks of asphalt that came like fiery lavatossed from aVesuvius.

Only through the cab's blocking tactics had the patrol car been saved from complete destruction, for the
explosion had been timed for such disaster. Crooks had hoped to do more than cut off the pursuit of
Shoy and his pas. They had wanted to wreck one chasing car, at least, and permanently dispose of its
occupants.



Q'scall had produced only half success. Pursuit was ended, for afifteen-foot crater gaped deep at the
outlet of the blasted street. But the patrol car was safe, perched on the sidewalk across the avenue, its
two-man crew uninjured.

Safe, too, was The Shadow's cab, asit reeled and jolted down the middle of the avenue. Jarred by the
explosion, Moe was having trouble regaining his grip, when a black-gloved hand came through from the
rear seat and steadied the whedl for the cabby. Straightening, the cab was on itsway again.

Back from the departing vehicle came along, shivering laugh that carried atouch of triumph initstone. It
wasn't meant for Shoy and Dip; they had succeeded in what they sought: escape.

That laugh wasfor Q, the master plotter, whose scheduled death thrust had been stymied by The
Shadow!

CHAPTER VIII.CRIME'SMYSTERIES

SULLEN crooks, captured after the fray at the Gibratar Trust Co., had very little to say, but they stuck
toit. They'd worked on other jobs, they admitted, but this one had been different. There had been no
explosion before the crime.

A bank job had been on the schedule; they knew that much. Some had expected it earlier, some later.
None had thought that it would turn out asit had. The thugsfdt resentful toward Rigger Shoy, the man
they regarded astheir leader. His name was wrung from them without much effort.

That linked Dip Perkin with the murder of Fence Cortho, because Dip was known to be one of Rigger's
friends. He fitted the description of a"long-legged guy" whose name the captured thugs didn't happen to
know.

Inspector Joe Cardona formed a reasonable theory covering much of what had happened. He was
confident that amaster hand was behind the crime wave, because Shoy didn't rate high enough to be the
big-shot. Joe classed dl motives as robbery, with the exception of two explosons which he considered
Sdeissues.

Cardonafigured that Fence Cortho had been blasted because of some double cross. Fence could have
belonged in the racket and might have tried to sdll out hisfriends.

Asfor the other explosion, the one that wrecked the barricaded street, Cardonafigured it correctly. He
knew that it was meant to aid escaping crooks, he was sure that waiting lurkers had touched off the
charge, and fled.

But Cardonadidn't guessthat the signals for those blasts had come over the air as mysterious "Q" cdls,
which aso spdlled the sgnificant letters"TNT."

IT was late afternoon when Cardonawas summoned to an important conference to discuss another
person, Jute Bantry. The conference was at Rupert Thurgin's home; the financier had returned from
Florida. Arriving at the mansion, Cardonawas ushered into the upstairs office, where Commissioner
Weston introduced him to Rupert Thurgin

Tdl, bulky, dominating Thurgin had a heavy, deep-lined face, topped by acrop of bristly gray hair. His
voice was as booming as his manner; he was talking about the forged check when Cardona arrived, and
he paused impatiently while Cardonamet others.

Joe needed no introduction to Lamont Cranston, who was present, nor to Bryce Davan, who had come



at Weston's request. The personsthat he had never met before were Garry Cleeve and Adele Marcy.
Joe soon learned that Adele was Thurgin's niece and Garry her fiance.

Seated behind his desk, Thurgin fingered the five-thousand dollar check, holding it to thelight.

"A clever forgery," he announced. "Experts have declared it such. Y et Bantry won't admit that it was his
work. He claims he found the check somewhere. Bah! | may be absentminded, but | don't write out
checks and scatter them to the wind!™

"Since Bantry was once your secretary,” suggested Weston, it islikely that he learned your signature, as
well asyour banking methods.”

Fedling that he had made an excellent deduction, Weston |ooked around for approval and received it,
except from Cranston. However, Cranston was dways noncommittal. He happened to be saring at the
desk drawer when Weston gazed hisway. The commissioner failed to guesswhat wasin hisfriend's
mind.

The Shadow knew that Jute Bantry had found the check, in Thurgin's own desk drawer. Naturaly Jute
couldn't state where he had found it, because burglary was acrimina offense, like forgery. But there
were certain persons who would believe Jute if he told them - Rigger Shoy, for one.

Shoy's name came under discussion at that moment.
"Thisfellow Shoy," declared Weston. "What connection could he have had with Bantry, inspector?!
"None," returned Cardonatersely. "If anything, Bantry gummed the works on the bank job."

"He started something,” affirmed Cardong, "that had the bank staff dert, while Rigger and his crew were
waiting for the blagt. It hadn't been planted, but they didn't know it. So they barged in a the wrong
time"

Superficidly, the facts backed Cardonas analysis. Forgers like Jute wouldn't team up with a stick-up
mob, particularly when on parole; at least, not ordinarily. But The Shadow happened to know that this
was one case where such a connection had been actud.

"They've shipped Jute back to Sing Sing," informed Cardona. "' So we can forget him for afew years
more. There's just one thing that has me puzzled: who tipped off the bank that Jute was coming there, and

why?'

THERE were quizzicd |ooks from both Thurgin and Davan. Adele Marcy whispered something to Garry
Cleeve, who pondered, then shook his head. Cardona resumed:

"They got acdl about an hour before Jute showed up. Somebody told them that a crook was going to
try to pass a phony check. One with your name on it, Mr. Thurgin."

Staring blankly, Thurgin findly centered his gaze on Adde. Noting his niece's expression, he queried:
"What isit, Adee?'

"I was herelast night," declared the girl, "for ashort whilein the evening. | think - in fact, I'm dmost
certain - that someone was prowling through the house.”

"But what hasthat to do with it?" demanded Thurgin. "Bantry would certainly not have come here.



Unless' - rising, he stepped to the filing cabinet - "unless he wanted to look over some of these."

Theitemsthat Thurgin produced were |etters bearing his signature. Cardona decided to have them
fingerprinted, on the chance that Jute was the intruder mentioned by Adele. Thurgin aso supplied acheck
book bearing the name of the Gibratar Trust Co.

"l am glad that | bank at the Gibrdtar,” declared Thurgin. "They handle many large accounts, and pay a
great number of checkswithout question. But it seemsthat they are right on the job in an emergency.”

"I agreewith you," put in Davan. "I bank there, too. | understand that they make deliveries of large sums
by armored truck. | intend to make use of that servicein the future.”

The fact that they were depositors in the same bank proved an opening wedge for conversation between
Thurgin and Davan. Both knew the more important officers at the Gibratar Trust; asthey chatted, they
learned that they had other mutud friends.

It developed, too, that Thurgin, as afinancier, sometimes dedlt in real-estate transactions. In histurn,
Davan frequently accepted stocks and bonds as payment on property.

Crangton was an interested listener to the chat. It was difficult to tell if one man pressed the conversation.
Both were big-money men, each the sort that many people would like to meet. Perhaps that was the real
bond between them. Men of that type were usudly glad to meet someone who talked on common

terms.

They shook hands warmly when they parted. The conference was over and, though some facts remained
unsettled, Commissioner Weston felt that enough had been accomplished.

Weston saw little importance to the mysterioustip-off that had reached the Gibraltar Trust Co. regarding
Jute Bantry. It was a matter for the parole board to decide; it Smply indicated that someone had guessed
what Jute was up to and thought that the forger belonged back in prison.

Commissioner Weston didn't happen to know what Jute's return to prison meant. The Shadow did.

The profitsfrom amost sensationd crime - the unsolved mystery of the loot acquired by the Hoxel maob -
would remain forgotten for awhile to come, with Jute behind prison wals. The question was. just how
long the situation would last. There were ways to reach personsin such places, particularly when the law
was not expecting it.

Those"Q" taps that Jute remembered from his Sing Sing days and nights would mean more to the forger
than before. Shoy had told Jute the real significance of thesignal. The Q dedl il existed, so far asthose
two were concerned.

At the door, Adele prolonged the conference.

"The person who was herelast night," she said dowly, "was amogt like aghost. He was cloaked in black

Thegirl paused. Garry was taking her arms, smiling asif he regarded the matter unimportant.

"Because you didn't see aghost the night you were here," exclaimed Adele, "is no reason why | couldn't
see one! Maybe it was my imagination, but | saw the same shape again, outside. | even heard it laugh!™

THURGIN was stepping forward, his expresson worried. Davan gazed sympathetically at Adele, as
though he considered her to be amenta case. Commissioner Weston tried to treat the matter brusquely;



he wasn't pleased when he heard Cardonawhisper in hisear:
"The Shadow!"
"Cdl it my imagination,” decided Adele, suddenly. "I'd rather not have you think I'm crazy."

There was veiled defiance in her tone. Her eyes, meeting Cranston's, went wide. From the gaze that she
received, Adderedlized that one person did believe her story.

"Take care of her, Garry," spoke Thurgin, soberly addressing Cleeve. "Adel e needs more outdoor life.
Why not get her interested in some wholesome sport, like golf?

"I haven't played much lately.” returned Garry. "I get out to Meadowfield often, but I'm usudly so late
that | only have timeto do some driving from the practice tee.”

"The practice tee?'

"Yes. Theoldfird teg, in back of the clubhouse. They changed the course around some while you were
inHorida."

Taking advantage of the turn in conversation, Garry left promptly with Adee. The othersfollowed,
among them Cranston, whose eyes had a cam but meditative gaze.

The Shadow was thinking of Jute Bantry, of ways whereby he might learn the facts that the convicted
forger knew. The smile on Crangton's lipstold that The Shadow had an answer.

Curioudy, a this very conference The Shadow had heard of something more important than Jute Bantry,
but had let it pass by. He had amost grasped the key to crime, though it was not recognizable. What that
key was, The Shadow could il learn.

CHAPTER IX. DAY VERSUSNIGHT

ONE night back in the Big House was amost enough for Jute Bantry. Hisbrief sojourn in the outside
world had broken his routine of years. To him, the cell block was as bad as any haunted house; in away,
far worse.

Y ou would expect creepy things to happen in old houses, but not in a place inhabited by a hundred other
men. Neverthdess, Jute had gone through a harrowing experience; area one, not something that he
dreamed. He was confident that he hadn't dozed for more than brief intervals.

The cregping sounds had bothered Jute badly. They were uncanny, like something crawling up the bars
outside his cell; some spidery cresture, that was gone whenever Jute made afearful grab for it.

Jute didn't redlize that he was too hesitant when he grabbed, that he telegraphed hisintent to someone
outsidethe bars.

Thething that Jute took for a spider was actualy athin-gloved hand that performed a clever finger crawl.
Its owner was around the outer edge of the cell door whenever he applied the creeping process.

Its purpose was to hold Jute's attention, which it did. Whenever Jute became tense, he heard the voice -
athing more ghostly than the crawling hand. The voice was awhisper that reached Jute even when he
retired to the depths of hiscell.

Jute couldn't understand why others did not hear it; that was the fact that maddened him. He was too



nervous to reason out that his cell made a perfect sound box. The person outside the bars was spesking
directly through, confining hiswhispersto Jutes cell done.

"ThisisHoxd." The eerie tone brought shudders from Jute. "Remember?*
"Remember what?' Jute would query.
"Our bargain,”" was the invariable response. "Remember?’

There had been abargain; one that Jute hadn't mentioned to Rigger Shoy. Hoxel had told Juteto use
fundsto help out certain pas, a that time prisonersin different penitentiaries. Jute had given hispromise
that night when Hoxe had informed him where the missing bonds were.

But no one knew of it except Hoxe and Jute. No one, not even The Shadow, for Hoxel had been aone
at the phone that night when his mob was trying to fight off the cloaked invader.

Jute was therefore convinced that the voice outside his cell belonged to Hoxd's ghogt. It didn't occur to
him that The Shadow was playing a strong hunch; namely, that Hoxel wouldn't have told Jute where the
bonds were, unless there had been some sort of bargain toit.

Crooks of Hoxel's breed often found grest relish in leaving their deeds undiscovered. They died more
eadly, knowing that secrets would be buried with them.

Asthe night wore on, Jute decided to talk to Hoxel's ghost. The phantasm had departed at intervals,
particularly when guards came through the cell block. To Jute's strained imagination, however, it seemed
that guards had glanced into his cell while the ghost was il there, but that they had gone on without
seding it.

Hearing the ghost's whisper once again, Jute responded to the word: "Remember?' He crawled toward
the door and spoke:

"I remember. Y ou told me about those pals of yours, Hoxel. I'd have helped them if | could. Only, | was
shipped here too soon. | should've dug up the swag right away, like you wanted, but | had to wait."

The ghostly whisper became mocking.
"Y ou have forgotten,” it accused. "Even the important thing has dipped your memory.”

"Y ou mean | don't know where the swag is?' hoarsed Jute. "Listen, Hoxdl! I'll repesat just what you told
me. Every word of it."

Jute's voice had risen. There were snarls from adjacent cells. Jute was awakening other prisoners. But he
didn't care about them. He wanted to talk to Hoxd's ghodt, to insure himself againgt its vengeance for
imaginary wrongs. He clutched the cell bars; beyond them, he saw only blotting blackness.

Jute had dmost grasped the folds of acloak, instead of aghostly wraith. The thing that frightened him
deeper into the cell was aglitter from aroundish, ruddy orb that shone like a Cyclopean eye.

Catching the dim light from the corridor, the unblinking object varied in hue, from red to purple. It had
changed to green when darkness obliterated it.

The Shadow had drawn away hisleft glove, to display afire opa that was on histhird finger. That gem, a
rare girasol, had served The Shadow often. Itsvery glow pronounced it asamystic jewe; it caught eyes
and held them fascinated.



To Jute, the gleam of the girasol wasfind proof that he had met aghostly presence.

A CLOAKED figure glided rapidly from the cell block as clumping footsteps approached. Jute, arm
across his eyes, heard the paces passhiscell.

Opening hiseyes, heblinked at the dim light; approaching the barred door, he whispered warily to the
man in the next cdll.

"Whet... who wasit?"'

"A screw,” growled Jute's awakened neighbor, referring to the guard who had come and gone. " Just
another screw. And listen, lug, you're something worse! Y ou're ascrewbadl, that's what, the way you've
been mumbling to yoursdlf!”

Jute wasn't in amood to argue. Had the "ghost” returned soon afterward, Jute would have resumed his
incompleted chat with it. But the cell block had become restless; too many faces were peering from their
doors. Of necessity, The Shadow was forced to postpone afurther visit, for dawn had nearly arrived.

Daylight steadied Jute's shaky nerves. The familiar prison grounds looked rather pleasant when he went
outdoors. He was glad to learn that he had been assigned to hisold job in the library, where he had been
cataloguing books at the time of hisrelease.

But daytime brought other reminders of the past. At lunch, in the big dining room, Jute could hear the
click-click of afork from somewhere near him. Two long clicks, ashort one, another long one. They
werea it again, ticking off that mysterious symbol, Q.

Returning to thelibrary, Jute passed afile of prisoners who were moving furniture from one building to
another. From behind him he heard a shuffling foot asit beat arecognizable tap, the longs and short of
the sameletter, Q.

All afternoon, the symbol throbbed through Jute's brain. There was a chugging for awhile outsde the
library window; the putt-puit of itsidling beat dowed, and in that dackened sound Jute sensed the other
meaning of Q, theletters TNT.

The motor's throb might have been accidentd, but other sounds weren't. Prisoners were building a
loading platform not far away, and Jute heard the pounds of a hammer - two hard strokes, aquick one,
and afina banging blow.

"Q..Q..Q-"

It was everywhere, talking to Jute Bantry. He knew that the men who supplied the incessant message
were mere sooges, hoping to curry favor with someone who might cut them in on worth-while crime
after they Ieft prison. They couldn't know what Q meant.

But it carried a specia message for Jute, more potent than ever before. It meant that Q was reminding
him of the unfinished dedl, pressing him for the needed information that would mean the recovery of the
long-buried Hoxel swag. Crime's master did not want to wait afew yearslonger, until Jute's prison
sentence was compl eted.

It was adouble orded for Jute Bantry. By night, he could expect visits from The Shadow, in the guise of
Hoxd's ghogt. By day, there would be repested messages from the master crimind, Q, through prisoners
who served him as aproxy.

Of the two, Jute feared the ghost the more. It had come at night, it threatened vengeance unless Jute



squared himsdlf for his past neglect. Jute couldn't talk to Q until after he had settled the other matter. Not
unless Q promised theimpossible, immediate release from Sing Sing walls.

Such an offer, nothing less, would give Jute nerve enough to stand off the ghost.

DUSK was sttling above the Hudson. Q's period was aimost ended, The Shadow's reign would soon
begin. Jute was giving worried glances from the window, studying the darkening sky, when a stolid-faced
convict entered the library bringing a stack of new booksthat had just been ddlivered.

The stolid man rapped the counter to attract Jute's attention. Long and short, the pound of hisknuckles
sgnaed the letter Q.

Taking the books, Jute stared at them after the other man left. The books were covered with printed
jackets; Jute noted the thickness of one cover midway in the stack.

He pulled afolded paper into sight. Back in his corner, he read the message. It told Jute things that
amazed him, that he couldn't believe unless Q furnished proof.

The ded was till on, itstermsfifty-fifty, but Q was ready to handle everything. Not only would he dig up
the stolen bonds and fence them, he would give Jute freedom!

The proof? The message promised it, if Jute would look in the right place.

Sneaking to another corner of the library, Jute picked alarge volume from a bound set of prison records.
He opened the book; it was hollow. Insde was atiny radio transmitter; awire ran from the book to the
wall.

Jute knew that the transmitter was connected with adirectiona antennathat someone had concedled on
these premises. It was pointed for direct communication with Q. Hesitating &t first, Jute decided that if the
master crook could plant adevicelike this, he would be able to do the rest he promised.

Huddled above the boxed tranamitter, Jute began to send the information regarding the buried bonds. He
knew that directional transmission could be kept dmost completely secret; that only areceiver inthe
exact path of the beam could pick it up.

No persons, other than the master crook, would know what the message meant, so Jute figured. He
caculated, too, that if Q failed in hisimmediate promise, Jute himsalf could queer the game for both of
them by telling the warden about the buried swag. In fact, the note had hinted that Jute could do so.

The message was sent. Jute folded the fake book and put it back in place. He returned to the catalogue
corner, unnoticed by the librarian, who had been busy at atypewriter al the while. Three minutes passed,
tense ones for Jute Bantry. Then the telephone bell rang. The librarian answvered.

"Thewrong books?' he queried. "Certainly, I'll send aman over for them right away... Y es, well correct
the mistake and deliver the otherslater -"

There was only one man that the librarian could send, Jute Bantry. The forger repressed a pasty-lipped
grin asthe librarian summoned him and told him to go to the guard captain's office to pick up apackage
of books. Not bothering to pick up his cap, Jute was gone a once.

Soon after Jute's clattering footsteps had faded from the long, outside corridor, avague figure appeared
from adarkened stairway near the library door. Some of the library lamps were lighted, but much of the
big room wasthick with gloom.



Picking aroute where hissilent, gliding shape could scarcely be noticed, The Shadow moved toward the
catalogue corner. He saw that the space was vacant, except for Jute's cap, which hung above atable
strewn with unsorted index cards.

With aglance, The Shadow summed up the situation; he knew that Jute had |eft for some detinationin a
hurry. With aquick motion, The Shadow reached awindow; from it, he saw afigure hurrying through the
dusk toward the administration building.

There was no recognizing the prison-garbed form at that distance, but The Shadow took the chance that
the man was Jute Bantry. With another glide, the cloaked investigator was gone from the darkening
library, to take up the prisoner'strall.

By night, The Shadow had sought Jute's secret; mere chance had prevented him from gaining it. By day,
Q had made the same endeavor, and luck had favored the master crook.

Day was ended; it was night again. Thiswas the time when The Shadow's power ruled. Therewas ill a
chance that the cloaked investigator could offset the schemes of Q, crime's hidden master!

CHAPTER X. CRIME'SREWARD

OTHER convicts were following Jute Bantry toward the adminigtration building; though, in hishurry, the
forger did not notice them. If he had, Jute wouldn't have redlized their connection with his present
purpose, for they had kept themselveswell covered so far.

They were the men who had drummed the Q signa so often and in so many ways. Like Jute, they
expected areward for services. The same reward that Jute wanted as much as wedlth: escape from the
confines of Sing Sing prison.

It wasn't unusud for prisonersto gpproach the building that formed part of the outer wall, particularly
when they rated aswell asthese men did. Q had been careful in picking the men who handled his

MESSagEs.

All werein for long terms, which made them anxious for escape; but they were aso convicts with good
behavior records, entitling them to specid privileges.

They had cooked up individua excusesfor being in thisvicinity of the prison grounds. But their red
reason was the expected payoff. Jut€'s trip to the administration building was proof that it was due.

None of the other consfollowed Jute into the captain's office; he was the only one who had business
there. Two lounging guards gave Jute a suspicious glance, until he announced that he was from the
library. One gestured toward a stack of books on atable in the corner. The books were tied with a stout
cord.

"The captain caled up,” announced the guard. " Said he hadn't taken the books to town with him, because
they were the wrong ones. Told usto have it made right, so we called the library.”

Jute began to untie the books, stating that he would have to check the card numbers. The guard
shrugged, and told him to go ahead.

Removing thefirst two books, Jute found that the next one was fastened to the book beneath it. A wise
smile cameto his pasty lips as he turned the stack of books around and lifted the next cover toward
himsaf.

The move was hardly necessary. One guard had stepped to awindow that opened toward the prison



grounds. He was beckoning to his companion and gesturing out into the dusk. The guards saw hazy
figures near the building. One asked:

"What're those guys doing around here?"

Big floodlights were appearing, brightening the scene. A few of the convicts clustered near the building
wall, but others were smart enough to stroll toward the lights. That policy deceived the guards,
particularly when they saw faces of men who were classed as modd prisoners.

During those same moments, Jute had found why the stacked books stuck together. The cover that he
lifted was alid; like the bound volumein the library, these books were hollow, but it took three of them
to hold a certain object.

That object was a degp-set oblong box, black and shiny. Except for its shape, it resembled a bomb.

Thething had an inset dial, numbered, and bearing the word "Minutes." Directly below the did wasa
switch marked " Starter.” Promptly, Jute turned the arrow of the dia to the number 5. He closed thelid,
turned to one of the guards.

"All right if | call thelibrary?"

The guard indicated the telephone. Jute called the library, held brief conversation with thelibrarian. The
guardsonly heard hdf that call, the words that Jute spoke. Coolly, Jute faked the rest of it.

"The other books are ready," said Jute to the guard. "They want me to come back and get them. They
say I'd better leave these here until the return trip.”

There was anod from the guard. His companion was beckoning him to the window again.

"Funny thing, Jm," said the man who was looking out. "That light there, by the door. It looked like it
blinked off. Only, therewas till some light Ieft. It was kind of like something black came in between and
garted to blot it, then quit.”

THERE was another window in the office, aheavily barred one that faced outside the prison. The barred
window had a deep ledge and Jute was starting to place the stacked books on it, so that they would be
out of the way. His thumb was underneath the fake cover, prepared to press the starter switch.

Muffled mechanism would tick for five minutes, then go off. By then, Jute would be on hisway to the
library, but he wouldn't be gone far. He would remember something - the library cards - and turn back
for them. A good excusg, if any of the screws outside asked him why he had faced abott.

Good enough, too, for the two guards who were at present lounging in the captain's office. But they
wouldn't ask any questions when Jute arrived. In fact, they wouldn't be around; they would be gone,
aong with the barred window and most of the office furniture.

But at present the guards were il talking, and their mention of aflitting blackness outdoors made Jute
restrain his pressing thumb.

Hoxd's ghod!

The thought chilled Jute; then another impression struck him. Last night apatrolling guard had failed to
see the spectral shape that roved outside of Jute's cell. But in thisinstance aguard had spied it. The black
shape couldn't be aghost.



It was The Shadow!

Asif in answer to Jute's menta exclamation, awhispered laugh came from the office door. It was meant
for Jute alone, and the tone was well directed. The arguing guards didn't hear it in their recess by the
courtyard window.

Jute was the person who gave the laugh away.

Petrified by sight of ablack-cloaked figure in the doorway, Jute couldn't budge a muscle. He saw burning
eyes, beneath them the muzzle of an automeatic that seemed big enough to swalow him. His hands il
gripped the stack of books and couldn't let go. Hisfingers, fortunately, were frozen like therest of him.

However, Jute's vocal cords could function, and did. The wild gasp that he gave turned into a shriek that
resembled the cry of astricken beast. The guards didn't think the screech was human, judging from the
way they spun around. Their hands went to their holstered revolvers.

Jute's riveted eyes told more than words. They were straight toward the door, pointing out the menace.
The guards didn't stop their spins. Thinking that they were to meet a surge of desperate convicts, they
gprang toward adoor, bringing up their guns. They saw The Shadow; he wheeled away asthey arrived.

The guardsfired; ataunt told that their bullets had found space. They were past The Shadow, looking for
him, when he swung in behind them dedging with his gun. The guards dived through a passage toward the
inner yard, where they intended to whedl and take aim at their foe. But The Shadow was no longer after
them.

He had revolved completely and was driving in upon Jute Bantry, to hat the crook’s intended action. But
Jute didn't see The Shadow.

His muscles acting again, Jute was planting the books on the sill by the barred window, thinking that he,
too, could reach the inner yard and cower somewhere during the next five minutes.

There wasn't time to change the minute did. All that Jute could manage was pressure of the Sarter
switch. Heforced histhumb againgt it. The Shadow saw the motion, made areverse divein the doorway,
headlong to the floor of the passage.

THE blast went off before The Shadow landed. Jute Bantry took the brunt of it. In aflash, the forger was
obliterated, wiped from the world like hisold pal, Fence Cortho, had been. Otherwise, the explosion
came up to specifications.

It did more than take the window bars from their heavy frame. It blew the wall open, ripping agap from
floor to ceiling aswide asit was high. It cracked the opposite wal and hurled an avalanche of ruined
furniturein every direction.

A veritable hurricane flattened The Shadow asthe air from the concussion found outlet through the
doorway. A volley of debrisroared through, chunks of it overtaking the two guards, who were still short
of the yard. They were pitched headlong through a door that gave when they struck it.

A wave of ruddy flame swept The Shadow like a spreading sheet, but he escaped the fury of that passing
lick. Hisface was buried deep in the folds of his cloak deeves when he struck the passage floor.

The sprawling guards lost their revolvers asthey rolled into the yard. Two other guards, stationed near,
were too stupefied to aid them. Convicts, expecting the blast and therefore ready for it, snatched the lost
guns and grabbed others from the holsters of the dazed guards standing by.



Another avalanche was coming through the passage. A human avalanche led by four desperate men who
were ready to blast apath for a dozen who followed them. They wanted to get through the gap and
makefor cars parked beyond the walls before marksmen in the high watchtowers could begin ariflefire.

Not asingle member of that maddened mob expected opposition as early asit came. They scarcely saw
the blackened shape that rose from the threshold of the office, until they were upon it. The strident laugh
that greeted them waslike athing of fancy.

But thefighter himself wasred. Too red for their comfort. His dedging fists held big automatics that
bashed down warding arms and found the skulls beneath them. Revolvers spurted, without avail. They
were dropping from the hands that used them.

The Shadow had met the four gunners with a surprise attack, at such close range that every swing was
sureto score a hit. But hisweight couldn't stop the surge of a dozen more.

Hands grabbed the cloaked fighter, while others scooped the lost guns from the floor. The human tide
surged through the wrecked office toward the yawning wall. There, it crashed like abresking wave.

The Shadow's hands were swinging; they were shooting. Enemies were sagging asthey gripped him;
others were sstumbling across the forms ahead. New gunners were busy, shooting at blackness, but the
blackness wasn't The Shadow. Everything was black outside the gap. The Shadow was somewherein
the dark, but guns couldn't find him.

Jabs from automatics answered the revolver fire. The gunners saw the spurts coming from ground level.
They amed well, but their shots were answered by ashivery laugh. Their bullets were battering
concrete.

The Shadow had rolled to a sunken driveway that was bounded by athree-foot wall. He was shooting
over the edge of his entrenchment, crouched so low that he wasn't sufficient target for the opposition
shots.

Stll, The Shadow was taking a greet risk, a deliberate one. He wasn't trying to drop hisfoemen; he was
merdly holding them at bay, forcing them back into their holein thewall by the closeness of hisshots. He
wanted them to grasp the idea that, while they remained in Sing Sing, where they belonged, he had no
quarrel with them.

The escape-mad convictsfinally understood, when aflood of guards came through the shattered office
and piled upon them. Deprived of their nearly empty guns, the captives were dragged back to their cdlls,
except for those who were sent to the hospital. Asthey went, they heard a parting tone from their
vanishing foe.

It was atrailing laugh, the sort thet listeners could not forget. The mirth proclaimed the triumph of The
Shadow.

The cloaked fighter was sillent, however, as he rode awvay in acar driven by one of his agents, Harry
Vincent.

Crime had failed, so far as the convicts were concerned, but it meant success for their hidden master, the
unknown Q. Crime's overlord had tricked Jute Bantry into telling where the Hoxel mob had Ieft its swag,
then had blasted Jute into permanent silence.

Jute had marked himself as a double-crosser by trying to cash the check from Thurgin's desk. Hisreward
from Q was death. The minute dial on the bomb box was a dummy. The device contained no clockwork,



as Jute had supposed. It was set to go off the instant the victim pressed the switch.

Such facts were plain to The Shadow, aswere other elementsin Q's success. The Shadow had lost his
own chance to make Jute Bantry talk. His only remaining course was a seemingly hopeless quest, ahunt
for the buried wealth which amaster crook aready counted as his own!

CHAPTER XI. DEATH'SNEW SETTING

EARLY the next afternoon, Rigger Shoy entered the Grand Central Termina and went to the lower levd.
Hisbig lips showed asmirky grin, indicating that he was quite pleased by his own Strategy.

Thelower level at Grand Central was where two smart detectives had followed Fence Cortho. It was,
therefore, the last place where they would expect to find Rigger Shoy.

Rigger had been smart enough not to use the subway shuttle train coming over from Times Square, for he
knew that dicks like Braun and Jepson watched it as part of their routine. But Grand Centrdl itself was
safe, particularly the lower level, for no one was apt to lam town on aloca train.

For that matter, Rigger wasn't clearing out of town, in the true sense of the word. He was smply on his
way to handle avery important job which had been assigned to him by his mysterious chief.

After buying atrain ticket, Rigger purchased a newspaper, then paused to make atelephone call. He
wasn't taking orders on this occasion, he was giving them.

Rigger grinned when he heard a cautious voice whine from the telephone receiver.
"What's the matter, Dip?' queried Rigger. "Jitters? | haven't got 'em. Why should they worry you?'

Dip explained that he didn't like his hide-out. There were too many guys around the place, he said. He
should have been given ajoint of hisown, like Rigger had, instead of being quartered with acrew.

"They're goin’ some place," added Dip. "Wheresthat leaving me?I'll tell you. Right behind the eight ball!
Anybody'sligbleto take alook in here, after the outfit leaves. If they do, they'll find me."

"Not achance," assured Rigger, "because you're going, too. Y ou used the noodle the other night, Dip.
I'm counting on you doing it again. Listen now, and get it straight, what you're supposed to do -"

Rigger's voice lowered to an undertone, his statements punctuated by understanding grunts that Dip
inserted. Finishing the call, Rigger hurried from the phone booth, joined a group that was hurrying through
atrain gate and caught the local with half aminute to spare.

When the train stopped at a station in Westchester, Rigger dighted, found a cab, and told the driver to
take him to the Meadowfield Country Club. Ten minuteslater, the cab rolled into adriveway in front of a
clubhouse that was large enough to be asmal hotel.

Meadowfield was more than agolf course. It had afew dozen tennis courts, acricket field, and a
swimming pool. The clubhouse boasted broad verandas, a cocktail lounge, arestaurant, and alocker
room that filled the entire basement.

Attendants were numerous, but they didn't stop peopleto ask if they belonged to the club. That question
was put to persons who made use of the club's privileges, otherwise, non-members were alowed free
use of the premises.

Rigger Shoy made good use of the opportunity. He strolled around the grounds, watching the tennis



players. Hejoined agroup of spectators who were watching golfers at thefirst tee. He walked around
the clubhouse, and saw the galf pro giving driving lessonsto adub on the practice tee.

A road crossed the grounds, not far beyond the practice tee. It was an old road that came out of a
woods and shied away, asif avoiding the golf course. Rigger studied the road and gave an approving
nod. Heliked it, particularly the trees.

The door of the locker room was open. Rigger entered, unchallenged, and stopped to watch a group of
shirt-deeved men who were playing bridge. From there, he made an extended trip and had alook at the
swimming pool. All thewhile, he was making other observations.

RIGGER noted that the attendants all wore white jackets and that they were very busy. Some were
carrying golf bagsto and from lockers; others were hurrying upstairs and coming down again with trays
loaded with drinks.

The attendants had aroom of their own in the corner. Rigger saw one man come on duty; the fellow went
into the room and came out wearing awhite coat.

Watching members enter, Rigger soon learned the process. Many of them did not know each other;
those who did, frequently introduced friends who happened to be guests. The attendants, trained to
courtesy, treated everyone like amember.

Anyone could walk into the locker room of the Meadowfield Country Club as though he owned the
place, but playing golf was a different matter.

Golfers had to register at the caddy master's office. Their cards were checked, and they were identified
by asharp-eyed caddy master who seemed to have amemory for names and faces. He gave them score
cards, and dips of paper that had to be handed over to the starter on thefirst tee.

Such details didn't bother Rigger. He wasn't interested in playing golf. Going up a stairway, he went
through the main floor of the club. Outside, he took one of the waiting taxicabs and rode back to the
raillroad station.

There, he stopped at the express office and presented areceipt for a shipment addressed to Mr. Ronald
Exton.

The shipment proved to be aset of golf clubs, carefully crated. Rigger borrowed ahammer and undid the
crate. His particular care over the golf clubs did not impress the express agent. Many such shipments
cameto this station, though usually they were called for by club attendants.

Riding back to the country club, Rigger stalked into the locker room, with the golf bag across his
shoulder. He handed the bag to an attendant, who asked the number of hislocker. Rigger smply
gestured toward a corner, as he had seen others do.

"Leaveit there" hesaid. "I'm not amember. I'm waiting for afriend who is.”

It was getting late. The pro had finished giving lessons at the driving tee, and some of the other golfers
wereusng it. Most of them were finishing for the day; very few new playerswere arriving.

Most of the attendants had gone upstairs, because business was increasing in the lounge and restaurant. It
wastimefor Rigger's next srokein agame quite different from golf, though it had much to do with that

pagtime.
Finding his opportunity, Rigger entered the room where the attendants went, hung his coat on ahook ina



corner and put on awhite jacket. When he came out, he went to an obscure corner of the locker room
and began collecting towels, something that he had seen one of the real attendants do.

Stdling on thejob, Rigger kept hisface turned from the light and picked up what snatches of
conversation he could hear. Two latecomers entered; they stopped near Rigger, and promptly interested
him with their conversation.

One of the arrivalswas Garry Cleeve, the other was an elderly man, with along face and agray
mustache trimmed in walrus style. The mustached man was muttering angrily.

"Don't takeit so hard, Gunthrew," said Cleeve. "We couldn't help it because the Parkway was jammed
with traffic.”

"But look at thetrouble | went to," snorted Gunthrew. "I've brought along anew set of clubsthat I've
never even tried. | won't have a chance to use them, because we won't even have timeto play nine
mall

"Wewill if we sart right away.”

"But | have to changeto my golf togs. We might aswdll cdl it alost cause. Let'sgo up and have a
drink."

MENTION of the new clubs brought a pleased expression to Rigger's face. A trace of worriment wiped
itself from the crook'slips. The game that Rigger was planning looked like a sure one. Never having used
his clubs before, Gunthrew would not recognize one driver from another.

Garry Cleevelooked out from the doorway, saw that the driving tee was deserted. He suggested getting
two caddies and trying some practice drives. The idea suited Gunthrew. It pleased Rigger, too. As soon
as Garry |eft, the darkish man stepped up to Gunthrew and asked:

"What locker number, Sr?"

Gunthrew gave the number and handed his golf bag to Rigger. The crook didn't go to the locker right
away. He placed the bag beside his own, and pretended that he had another errand. When he came
back, Gunthrew had gone ahead to the locker.

Tipping Gunthrew's bag with his knee, Rigger sent it to the floor. The clubsdid hafway out; in
graightening, them, Rigger did thedriver farther. It was lying on the floor when he set the bag upright.
Picking up the club, Rigger replaced it, not in Gunthrew's bag but in the one he had brought from the
detion.

His hand moved to his own driver. Giving ashifty look over his shoulder, Rigger saw that no one was
watching. He removed his own driver carefully and placed it in Gunthrew's bag, which he promptly
carried to the locker, where the mustached man was changing clothes.

Garry returned, saying that he had hired the caddies. He didn't even glance a Rigger, who was standing
near thewall.

Gunthrew started to pick up his bag; decided he wouldn't need it. Filling his pockets with golf bals, he
pulled the driver from the bag and started out to the tee with Garry.

Rigger read thefull name on acard set in the front of thelocker. 1t said: "Homer Gunthrew." Grinning,
Rigger decided that the name would look good under the man's picture when it appeared in the next

day's newspapers.



From the doorway, Rigger watched the two men approach the practice tee. He reached to a pay
telephone that was set againgt the wall and removed the receiver from the hook. He saw Cleevetee up a
line of golf balls, then wait while a sauntering caddy reached his postion, afew hundred yards away.

Garry stroked the golf bals one by one. His drives were good, though some had adice. The caddy
started to gather them up, and Garry stooped to help Gunthrew arrange histees. By then, Rigger was
outside the doorway and starting toward the practice tee.

"Telephone call for Mr. Cleevel”

Hearing Rigger, Garry turned, saw the fake attendant beckon. Gunthrew finished setting up hisgolf bals;
stood holding the driver, waiting for his companion to return. Garry, meanwhile, was working &t the
telephone hook, trying to get the operator. Gunthrew did exactly what Rigger expected.

Seeing that his caddy wasin position, the mustached man decided to get in dl the drives he could while
daylight remained. He poised his club, hitched his shoulders asif he intended to make along drive. Some
caddies near the clubhouse laughed. One sad:

"Watch Old Warusdig thedirt!"

Gunthrew swung. He dug the dirt, but in arecord-breaking fashion. He didn't merely chop adivot from
the turf. His stroke took the whole tee. He wanted to drive the golf ball out of sight in the gathering dusk.
Hedid just that, and agreat deal more.

Gunthrew vanished with it!

Hewent in aburst of volcanic flame that seemed to spout from underground. The earth from the practice
tee spurted high and wide, like mud from amighty geyser. Echoes reverberated from surrounding hills,
which seemed to shake from the explosion.

When blinded witnesses found that they could use their eyes again, they saw a deep cavity, aslargeasa
shell hole, at the spot where Homer Gunthrew had made hislast drive.

CHAPTER XII. MEN IN THE DARK

OF those who witnessed the sudden tragedy, Rigger Shoy aone observed the immediate sequel. Rigger
had turned away and shut his eyes when Gunthrew began the fatal swing; the rest hadn't fully recovered
from the dazzle.

Rigger saw acar nosein from the trees along the old road. From its speed, he redlized that it had just
arrived. In one breath, Rigger cursed Dip Perkin for having made too long a detour, and ended his oath
with achuckle because luck had worked out well.

Luck had done more than Rigger redlized a that moment. He was soon to learn how, and why.

Instead of keeping to the road, the car cut across the old fairway and sped up beside the ruined tee.
Other people saw it by that time, but they didn't consider its maneuver unusua. Theridersin the car
could have seen the explosion and believed that someone needed aid. Their action seemed
commendable.

Four men jumped from the car the moment that it stopped. They sprang into the hole and began to paw
around, which was somewhat understandable. Maybe they thought that Gunthrew had been swallowed
by the ground, instead of being blasted to atoms. Some of the people who came running from the
clubhouse thought the same.



They started toward the tee to seeif the men were finding anything, which was exactly what Rigger did
not want. Dip's crew weren't looking for Gunthrew; they were seeking something e se. Thelessthat
others knew about it, the better.

Waving hiswhite-clad arms, Rigger yelled: "L ook out! Theré's another blast coming!”

Rigger wasright, though he didn't know it. He had turned about to flag people; they were stopping at his
wave. While Rigger'sarms gill made their sweeps his prediction wasfulfilled.

The second blast came. It wasn't ahuge explosion, like the firgt, but it was sharp, and carried adeath
threet of its own. The sound was the report of agun. Hearing it, Rigger turned in darm.

None of Dip's squad had fired, but they were starting to shoot when Rigger saw them. Out of the hole
they blazed with revolvers as they made amassed scramble for their car. They were shooting at atdl
marksman who was loping for them, a black-cloaked figure scarcely discerniblein the dusk.

The Shadow!

He had fired the opening shot. He was ddlivering more, and the tongued flames from his automatics were
the only targetsthat crooks could see. Their fire was always late; when they aimed for onejab, another
appeared elsewhere.

The car wasin motion, carrying the crooks with it. But The Shadow wasn't restricted to a chase on foot.
Another car was swinging into sight, the same speedy roadster that had met The Shadow outside the
wallsof Sing Sing. It had circled around the trees while The Shadow was taking a shortcut through.

The roadster picked up the cloaked fighter. The spurts from an automatic marked the progress of the
chase, asit went back to the road and swung into the woods.

Rigger Shoy shoved hisway through a crowd that was starting toward the ruined tee. He saw Garry
Cleeve hurrying with them. Again, Garry ignored the fake attendant.

No onewasin the locker room when Rigger reached it. He disposed of hiswhite jacket and regained his
own coat, then doubled up through the clubhouse, out to the veranda.

People were climbing into cars, shouting something about chasing somebody. Uninvited, Rigger joined a
group inthefirs car.

They knew the direction in which the crooks had fled, and believed that they could cut them off; but they
hadn't an idea regarding what had happened. These folk had been on the verandawhen they heard the
explosion. Rigger took advantage of their ignorance.

"The bombersarein aroadgter," hetold them. "They blew up the old tee out in back of the clubhouse.”
"How?" queried someone.
"They touched off afuse," returned Rigger. "There must have been some dynamite buried in the tee.”

Other carswere following the onein which Rigger rode. Asthe procession sivung acurve, Rigger caught
aflash of dim lights crossing the road ahead. He knew that it must be Dip's crew; The Shadow could not
be far behind. Rigger pointed excitedly to the side road from which the fleeing car had come.

"Therethey arel”
RIGGER'S shout was well timed. Boring headlights appeared, Signifying The Shadow's roadster. Cars



gped forward to block it. Approaching at terrific speed, the roadster was sure to be driven off the
highway. An ordinary driver would have applied the brakes, but not The Shadow.

He had taken the whedl from Harry in order to speed the chase. Confronted by the blocking cars, he
pressed the accelerator, gave the car asharp swing. It was amasterpiece of skillful driving, that sharp
veer to the right. Though headed half across aditch at the crossing, The Shadow kept two whedls on the
highway.

They were the wheds on theleft, the ones that took the whole train. With its whole weight thrown in that
direction, the car actualy rode on two whedls asit swerved.

Agtonished witnesses swore later that the whedls on the right side of the car lifted five feet from the
ground. They were mistaken. They included the depth of the ditch in their calculation.

In redity, the roadster's right wheels rose no more than haf afoot, but the lift was sufficient. Two whedls
clung to the road, where therewas aroad. The pair that found no surface did not need it.

By the time the car was settling, the high side was clear acrossthe gully. With ajounce, the fleet roadster
ganed its proper level and rolled off into the thickened darkness.

There was no overtaking it. Built wider than most automobiles, The Shadow's car was speedy aswell as
roadworthy. Past the next curve it reached asteep hill, and its lights shot over the brow with a spurt that
resembled a skyrocket.

Pursuing cars gave up the chase and went back to the Meadowfield Club adong aroad that led by the
Sation.

There, one passenger asked to be dropped off. His request was granted. The man was Rigger Shoy, and
five minuteslater he was on atrain bound for Manhattan.

Despite hisamazing feat of shaking off atribe of misguided pursuers, The Shadow had met with
disappointment. He had lost thetrail he wanted and the next hour brought no traces of it, though The
Shadow roved a maze of county roads at remarkably high speeds.

Westchester County was an overlarge haystack in which to seek aneedle, such asthe darting car in
which Dip and the thugs had escaped. The Shadow had managed to trace them from Manhattan, but
their roundabout course had been irregular, and therefore usive, until they neared the Meadowfield
Club.

There, The Shadow had nearly overtaken them, when he heard the explosion. He was certain, however,
that the men in the car had not set off the blast.

Someone else was responsible for the disaster; Dip's crew had been ordered to pick up something
afterward. It could only be one thing - the loot that the Hoxel mob had buried.

Ending his search for the missng car, The Shadow drovein the direction of Meadowfield. Hewas
considering two things. The first seemed aremarkable coincidence. It was odd that the Hoxel mob had
stowed the bonds under the old first tee at the Meadowfield Country Club. Still, it might not be entirely
coincidence.

The Meadowfield course was new ten years ago, probably still under congtruction. If only hidden
temporarily, theloot could have easily been removed without detection.

If Hoxel had intended to bury it for along while, he could have chosen no better cache than agolf tee.



Oncefinished, tees were expected to remain for many years.

The second point that struck The Shadow was the fact that the tee itself had been mentioned that day
when the conference was held a Thurgin's. Garry Cleeve had casualy mentioned the practice tee. He
had specified, too, that it had been the old first tee.

Such wasthe key that The Shadow had failed to use. He had actually heard of the place where the swag
was buried, but had given it no attention!

It couldn't be regarded as a menta |apse on The Shadow's part. Golf tees had seemingly had no
connection with the Q explosions. Garry's remark had been so artless, that The Shadow felt it usdessto
chide himsdf.

THERE were many cars at the Meadowfield Club when The Shadow piloted the roadster into the
driveway and turned the wheel over to Harry. The car'sarrival excited no comment. No one supposed
that it was the roadster that had made the amazing escape at the crossroads.

When he dighted, The Shadow wasin the guise of Cranston. He saw lightsin back of the clubhouse and
went around there.

Commissioner Weston was present. As would be expected, Inspector Cardonawas with him. Surprised
at first to see Cranston, the commissioner remembered that he had |eft word at the Cobat Club to let his
friend know where he had gone.

The commissioner's other car had brought two passengers. Rupert Thurgin and Bryce Dalvan. Having
heard of the new explosion, the commissioner had called Thurgin, remembering that the financier was a
member of the Meadowfield Club.

It turned out that Thurgin was more than amember. He was one of the directors, hence he had fdt it his
duty to makethetrip.

The other passenger was Bryce Davan. To convince Dalvan that the police were giving him full
protection, Weston had made it a point to inform the red-estate man of every new development. So
Dalvan had come dong to humor the commissioner but, from his expresson, he was becoming fed up
with explosions.

While Thurgin stalked about booming questions at everyone, Davan stood in the background surveying
the whole scene glumly.

The case belonged to the Westchester authorities. They were glad to have Weston and Cardona present,
but Thurgin annoyed them. They findly quieted him and began to discuss the evidence. Oddly, it fitted
with the rumor that Rigger Shoy had tried to spread, though his fase report had not spread far.

Lessthan aweek ago, some workmen had started to level off the old first tee, after widening it for
practice use. They had done some digging to remove clogged drainage pipes. It was quite obvious that
they could have planted a dynamite charge beneath the soil; their purpose was the only question.

A greens keeper testified that the workmen had been disgruntled. They had been hired only for afew
weeks, and some had quit dmost immediately on the claim that they expected longer employment. It was
possible that radicals among their group had decided to sabotage the golf links. In that case, Gunthrew
had been achance victim.

At the bottom of the blown pit was asquarish cavity, of sufficient Szeto hold alarge bomb. After
agreeing that the blast had come from that source, the investigators decided to question persons who had



seen the actual tragedy. Garry Cleeve was one of the witnesses.

Garry told how he had come to the club with Gunthrew. He stated that he had finished his drivesfrom the
practice tee and was ready to watch Gunthrew, when he had been called to the locker room to answer a
telephone call.

One of the Westchester detectives promptly snapped the question:
"Who cdled you?'

"From thetee?' queried Garry. "Why, one of the attendants.”
"Which one?"

Garry shook his head.

"I don't know many of them by sght," he replied, "and none of them by name. Besides, it was getting
dark. | couldn't seethefdlow plainly, except for hiswhite jacket."

"Funny that you walked off the tee just before Gunthrew was blasted.”

Garry shrugged when he heard the comment. He remarked that it had smply been his good fortune. The
county detective didn't like Garry's manner, it showed too little concern over Gunthrew's death. The dick
persisted with hisquiz.

"Who was on the telephone?”

GARRY hedtated. His eyes narrowed as he glanced about. He was |ooking for witnesses who had seen
him, but nobody offered to speak up. The detective's suspicion increased.

"l suppose it was the wrong number," he gruffed. "Or just two other people. Kind of funny, that call.”

"Not at dl," returned Garry smoothly, hisusua poise regained. "It was from my fiancee, MissAdele
Marcy, who happensto be Mr. Thurgin's niece. She often calls me here at the club. Today, she wanted
to talk about taking up golf" - Garry was glancing toward Thurgin - "'because her uncle had suggested it."

In hisrumbly fashion, Thurgin supported Garry's statement, and Dalvan added anod. When Weston and
Cardonaremembered the matter, too, the detective was stumped. The only person who gave no
testimony was Cranston; his seemed unnecessary.

The Shadow's eyes were fixed steadily on Garry Cleeve as the young man strolled triumphantly away.
Garry's satisfied smile was a bit too suave, like histone. It told The Shadow that Garry had bluffed the
matter of the phone call.

Something el se attracted The Shadow's notice - the square hole at the bottom of the pit. Everyone had
taken too much for granted in assuming that the charge was planted there. Had such been the case, the
sguare hole would have been obliterated, along with the entire tee.

The Shadow knew exactly what the square hole had contained; namely, a strong box stuffed with hdf a
million dollars worth of negotiable bonds, the spoils of an unsolved robbery of ten years ago. If workmen
had dug deep into the tee in order to plant abomb, they could just as easily have taken the box at that
time.

In addition, there had been no digging since yesterday, when Jute Bantry had ddivered the information
that Q wanted. The repair work on the tee did not fit with the explosion at all.



Studying the soft soil, comparing the greet width of the hole, with its consderably lesser depth, The
Shadow concluded that a high-powered surface explosion had produced the damage.

Others were going around the clubhouse to reach the front driveway. Alone, Lamont Cranston strolled
into the deserted locker room. A soft laugh issued from his smildesslips.

The laugh of The Shadow!
CHAPTER XII1I. THE SHADOW'S QUESTION

LAMONT CRANSTON had taken a sudden interest in golf. Late in the evening, when the grillroom of
the Cobalt Club was amost deserted, he used the place as his practice ground, much to the annoyance
of hisfriend, Commissioner Weston.

Fortunately, Cranston wasn't battering golf balls around the room. He had merdly cleared a spacein the
center of the floor and was practicing swingswith the clubs.

When Weston raised a protest, Cranston reminded him that since the grillroom was used as an office, it
could be employed for recreation, too.

It was anest jab at Weston's expense, particularly because the membership committee had objected to
Weston's practice of holding conferencesin the grillroom. Only through Cranston'sintervention had they
alowed Weston to continue.

"Sit down, Crangton," suggested the commissioner, more politely, "and have a cup of coffee. I'm not
using this place as an office at present. I'm having alate supper.”

"Coffeeitis" agreed Crangton. "It will give me a chance to show you my new golf clubs. They werea
bargain.”

Weston raised his eyebrows. He didn't suppose that amillionaire like Cranston ever bothered to look for
bargains.

"l should say agift,” corrected Cranston. "1 picked these clubs up at Meadowfidd."
"Who gave them to you?'

"No one. Which makesthem abargain, instead of agift. | found them. Since no one claimed them, | was
entitled to take them.”

Crangton was drawing clubs from the bag, poking them in the commissioner's direction. Weston gabbed
his coffee cup and ducked.

"Curious about these clubs," remarked Cranston. "None of them has ever been used. And the driver
waan't sold with the sat.”

"How do you know?"

"Because | found out where they were bought,” replied Cranston. "They were sold to a man named
Ronad Exton, and no one knowswho heis. He smply mailed amoney order for aset of golf clubs, and
had them shipped to the Meadowfield Station.”

The commissioner was examining the golf clubs, Crangton's story aroused hisinterest. Cranston,
meanwhile, drew agolf ball from the pocket of the bag and bounced it on thefloor. The eyesthat he



fixed on Weston were keen and piercing, unlike Cranston's mild gaze. They were the eyes of The
Shadow.

His own investigations having fitted with histheory, The Shadow was prepared to pass the factsto the
law. He began it casudly, as suited Cranston's style.

"Supposethisgolf bal to beloaded with TNT," he said to Weston. "Do you think it could blow agolf tee
al to pieces?"

Weston's eyes betrayed a sudden glean. For amoment, he thought that Cranston had struck on
something. Then, with asmile, the commissioner shook his head.

"I doubt that the charge would be sufficient, Cranston.”

"I wanted your opinion,” nodded The Shadow. "Now compare the size of the golf bal with the head of
thisdriver. Y ou will agreethat the club head has afar greater cubic capacity.”

Thistime, Weston nodded.

"Moreover," continued The Shadow, "the face of the club could easily be fitted with a device that would
blow the charge. | think the missing driver explains the Meadowfield explosion.”

It was dl very casua, but the calmness of Cranston's tone added emphasis. Somewhat astonished to find
that hisfriend had taken an interest in crime solution, aswell as golf, Weston found that the theory
impressed him.

Hewas dmost ready to commit himself when he changed his mind. Cranston's theory was good enough,
but no better than the former one. Lacking al knowledge of the motive behind the explosion, the
commissoner began to balk.

"It'stoo fantastic,” he began. "It would mean that someone wanted to murder Homer Gunthrew. No,
Crangton, | fail to see-"

AN interruption came. Not from The Shadow but from aman who hurriedly entered the grillroom. The
newcomer was Inspector Cardona; his breathless condition told that he had something important to say.
Hefinaly managed to blurt it out.

"I've traced them, commissioner! The workmen who planted that dynamite. They weren't workmen, they
were crooks! A crowd that's right here in town. Nick Logus and his outfit!"

Cardonawas rather surprised when Weston tilted back his head and laughed. He didn't redlize that the
commissioner was chuckling at Cranston's expense. In Weston's opinion, this new information made
mincemest of hisfriend'stheory.

The usually impassive fegtures of Cranston showed actual dejection, which merdly increased Weston's
chuckles. The expression was afase one. Behind its mask, The Shadow's keen brain was working
quickly.

Cardona's statement, if correct, did not injure the exploding golf-club theory. It merely introduced anew
angle; one that The Shadow had considered likely dl aong.

He had intended to put the law on onetrack at atime; since the game had jumped too rapidly, it would
be better to play alone hand. The Shadow decided to listen, and learn what Cardona had to offer.



Joe detailed the past career of Nick Logus. The fellow was a strong-arm arti<t, leader of ahoodlum band
that had worked for racketeersin the old days. They were duggersrather than killers, Nick and his pals,
and they had clung together during dack times.

"What Nick'sgonein for, I don't know," admitted Cardona. "Maybe he'sworking for some
blackmailers. Blowing up agolf tee a aplace like Meadowfield would scare alot of club members. They
might listen if somebody turned the hest on them later.”

"How did you learn about Logus?" inquired Weston.

"| identified one of the workmen," explained Cardona. " Some of the club attendants remembered him.
One led to another, and another. | showed them photos of the guysthat run around with Nick and, first
thing | knew, | had the whole dope.”

"You'velocated Logus?’

"Sure! | know the garage where he and the crew hang out. It is being watched. Even that fitsin with the
workmen stuff. Nick and the boysweren't in their joint over the garage the days those workmen were
out at Meadowfidld."

Cardonas new link was so perfect that Weston gave another smiling look at Cranston.

"I'vejust seen Thurgin,” continued Cardona. "He called some of the Meadowfield directorsto find out
why they hired guyslike Nick. It seemsthat Nick and his bunch mooched in by giving phony references.

"Cleevewas over a Thurgin's, too. | asked him if he remembered what the workmen looked like. He
didn't particularly recall them. Funny, too, because he used that practice tee alot. | guess hismind was
on MissMarcy. Hed just comein with her when | got to Thurgin's. She's staying there since her uncle
returned.”

Tdk of Garry and Adde didn't interest Weston; but The Shadow filed it mentally for future reference.
Cardona, meanwhile, was producing photographsillustrating the "mugs’ that belonged to the Logus
crew.

"l sent aset up to Davan,” added Joe, "'on the chance that this bunch might be the fellows staging these
robberies. Dalvan doesn't remember seeing any of them around his office. They couldn't be the bunch
that blasted Tillingham's car and cracked the jewdry store.

"Wevelinked dl that with Rigger Shoy. It'sacinch that Rigger wouldn't travel with adopey guy like
Nick Logus. Neither would Dip Perkin, for that matter. I'll bet that if Rigger found out that Nick was
copying the blast stuff on apint-sized scale, he'd take acrack at him.

"All I wish" - Cardonafinished, growling - "isthat | could find Rigger aseasy as| can Nick."

THE SHADOW, too, would have liked to find Rigger Shoy. He was quite sure that Rigger had
somehow handed Gunthrew the wrong golf club. The Shadow did not regard the Meadowfield explosion
asa"pint-sized" blast, as Cardonatermed it.

It fitted perfectly with the entire scheme of the Q organization. Crimes coupled with explosions, right
through to the finish. Digposal of men like Cortho and Bantry by the same method, afind blagt, in the
effort to acquire the treasure that the Hoxel mob had buried.

The case of Nick Logus was something else, more of an undercover job. But it smacked of abrain
behind it. Nick Logus could tdll alot if questioned, and he was the sort who would talk under the right



persuasion. In thinking of persuasive measures, The Shadow considered the superiority of hisown
methods compared to Cardona’s average third degree.

"I'mmoving inon Nick Logus," declared Cardona. "I've got a squad due here any minute, commissioner.
All I needisfor you to give the nod."

Weston gave the nod. As hefinished he added a chuckle for Cranston's benefit. Cranston was getting up
from the table, gathering his golf clubs, preparing to take those playthings home. Weston reached over
and clapped him on the shoulder.

"Sorry you're going, Crangton,” said the commissioner. "I hope you keep up your golf practice. It'sa
better game than detective work. Y ou can't go wrong in golf.”

Cardona stared blankly as Cranston departed. Joe looked to Weston for an explanation, but the
commissioner's fun-making mood had ended.

Briskly, Weston asked Cardonato outline his plan for trapping Nick Logus. Joe drew diagrams on the
tablecloth, showing the garage, the living quarters over it, and the location of atiny courtyard in the rear.

Outside the Cobdt Club, Crangton was driving away in hislimousine. The big car hadn't gone a block
before Stanley, the chauffeur, heard a quiet voice through the speaking tube, directing him to a destination
quite different than Cranston's New Jersey residence.

The limousine swung eastward, heading toward avery disreputable district. The passenger in the rear
sedt began atransformation. From Lamont Cranston, he became abeing cloaked in black, the proper
attire for the coming occasion.

The Shadow planned to drop in on some crooks who lived above an old garage, before the police paid a
smilar vigt. The Shadow had a question that he wanted to ask Nick Logus.

CHAPTER X1V. THE MISSING SHADOW

NEAR his destination, The Shadow glided from the limousine and went the rest of theway on foot. The
procedure was necessary, for acar like hislimousine would have attracted too much attention from the
plainclothes men stationed by Cardona

The Shadow passed severa of these worthies as he approached the old garage, which was midway in a
dingy block. The garage was used mostly for repair work; it wastoo far from hotel and apartment
digtrictsto attract car owners who wanted storage.

Therewasalight in the garage; it glimmered through little windows in the closed door. Apparently, men
were at work. Whether they were legitimate mechanics, or lookouts working for Nick Logus, wasa
debatable question which The Shadow did not attempt to answer at the moment.

He saw a better mode of entry to the upstairs quarters than the route which the garage offered. Next
door was an old house, empty and ramshackle. Even the boardings over its windows had been partly
removed; probably torn away to serve as kindling wood for some of the neighborhood tenements.

The house had three floors, while the garage, with its upstairs quarters, had only two. The trouble was
that the house showed a blank, windowlesswall on the side toward the garage. Such problems appealed
to The Shadow. He liked routes that other persons would reject.

Moving in beside the old house, The Shadow squeezed through a broken window. Using histiny
flashlight, he found arickety stairway and made arapid trip to the top floor.



He saw the usual trapdoor in the roof, a common thing in these old houses. Rust had eaten the bolts that
held it; amere shove would open the contraption.

The door to athird-floor room was leaning from broken hinges. Y anking the door loose, The Shadow
carried it dong the hall, propped it against the wall and used it as an improvised ladder.

His hand clutched the top of the door, hisfoot stepped to the knob. Another hoist, and he was
shouldering through the broken trap to the roof. Reaching the side wall, he studied the flat top of the
two-story garage building.

It had no outlet through itslevel roof; nevertheless, it suited The Shadow. He took an easy drop to the
level below and moved toward the rear edge. He looked down into thelittle courtyard that Cardona had
mentioned to Weston.

A rear light from the garage provided trickly illumination to the courtyard, the very sort that would serve
observers watching from the second floor. The ground was dark directly below the rear wall, but it
would be impossible to approach that spot without being seen.

Cardonas visit wasn't going to be as easy as the ace inspector supposed. Listening from the roof edge,
The Shadow could hear guarded voices from open windows on the second floor. He knew that Nick's
lookouts were on duty.

Sidling dong the roof edge, The Shadow reached a spot where no voices could be heard, though there
was awindow just below. Swinging over the brink, he dangled by his hands, not directly outside the
window but atrifleto the left of it.

Hisright foot found the corner of the outer sill. His right hand descended, clamped the edge of the
window frame.

No voices. Infact, anudge of The Shadow's soft-tipped shoe told that this particular window was
closed. Releasing his hold above, he clung to the sill and peered through the panes. It was dark inside,
but not enough so to hide watchers had there been any. This window was unguarded.

The Shadow had expected as much, since there was no need for lookouts at every window. All they had
to do was watch the courtyard. At least, they so supposed. Nick Logus and hisfollowers had not
consdered the prospect of asilent invader from above.

WORKING the window open, The Shadow entered. He closed the outlet, rather than run the chance of
having some crook natice it while he was esawhere. The Shadow found himself in ashort hdl. At the
end was aright-angled stairway that led down into the garage.

Returning, The Shadow stopped and listened to voices beyond a closed door. He listened to araspy
tone belonging to Nick Logus. To hear better, The Shadow tested the door, found that it yiel ded.

He opened the door acrack, saw tiny glowsin the darkness, indicating the tips of lighted cigarettes.
Then Nick'srasping voice.

"Sittight, guys," it said. "Maybe the bulls are on their way - so what? All we got to do iswait for some
whedersto show up.”

"Why wait?" interjected asnarling tone. "Therés buggies down in the garage, ain't they?"

"Surethere are, Hunk," agreed Nick. "But most of them hegps are haf apart. The guys downstairs had to



fake the mechanic stuff in case some of Cardona’s flatfeet took alook-see.”
Buzzes approved Nick's statement. Even Hunk gave an accepting growl. Nick continued:

"If the bulls show up, they'll be out back. Well let ‘'em movein away. Just when they think they got us
where they want us, well lam out through the front -"

There was an interruption, from aman who came blundering in from another room. The arrival had
news.

"Thewhedersare here," hetold Nick. "They just rolled up to the front, and the guys downgtairslet ‘'em
in"

Sounds of motors were audible from below. Nick chuckled, remarking that the cars had shown upin
short time. He ordered his men to move downgtairs through the darkness.

L etting the door ease shut, The Shadow turned toward the stairway. There was a space beyond it, which
would make an excellent nichein which to hide.

From Nick's orders, it seemed that he intended to bring up the rear, which offered The Shadow an
excdlent opportunity. He intended to let the others go by, then single out Nick in the darkness.

Expert in quick-throttling methods, The Shadow believed that he could pluck the leader from the rest and
carry Nick away before the puzzled hoodlums would redize what had happened.

Men were adready in the hall when The Shadow heard Hank's hoarse whisper from the room the others
hed |eft:

"Look, Nick! The coppers!"
Evidently, Nick looked from the window of the room. His voice was doubtful.

"Maybe," said Nick. "Maybe not. Go ahead, Hank. I'll watch for the glims. If you hear any shooting, just
gttight. It be me, giving some poison to boobsthat need it. I'll be with you, right after.”

With Nick staying in the room, the sooner The Shadow reached there, the better. He started from his
niche, intending to dip past the hoodlums who were moving into the hall. Just past the stairs, The Shadow
made an abrupt halt.

Creeping men were coming up the stairs, evidently to learn why the others had not started down.
Because the steps made aright angle, The Shadow had not heard their approach.

One climber was stumbling across the top step, making a haf lunge to catch himself. The Shadow,
graight in the fellow's path, tried to whisk away.

Therewasn't time. The stumbler's extended hands caught The Shadow's cloak. The thug recognized the
garb despite the darkness, and lifted awild shout.

Before he could articulate crime's battle cry, " The Shadow!" the crook was silenced by afisted bludgeon
that met hiswide-open mouth, driving the words right down his throet.

Carried over the stair top by The Shadow's punch, the thug sprawled into the midst of others. Whedling
away, The Shadow headed for the window at the far end of the hall. With chance for Sedlthy tactics
ended, the window was the only spot from which The Shadow could put up a creditable battle against
doubled odds.



A flashlight bored from the stairway as shouting men lunged up with drawn guns. The Shadow's swirl had
carried him beyond the glow, but he couldn't avoid those who were coming from the lookout room.

Meeting apair head on, he drove them toward the window, dugging with an automatic that he had
whipped from his cloak.

By then, another flashlight was blazing, supplied by amember of the upper mob. The Shadow was past
it; as he twisted from the men who gripped him, he saw the paths of the flashlights meet. The odds had
truly doubled. The crew from below was as tough, perhaps more so, asthe tribe that backed Nick
Logus.

IN the glare, The Shadow saw the face of their leader. The man was Rigger Shoy. He was backed by
the same sort of gunnersthat he had headed when he invaded the Gibraltar Trust Co.

Matching Rigger's triumphant yell came ahigh, vengeful rasp from Nick Logus. Gunswere blazing as The
Shadow reached the window. He had dugged down the two men who had tackled him in the dark, but
he hadn't time to get hisgun in action againgt jabs that were sure to come hisway.

There was something e se, however, that The Shadow heard aong with the blasts of revolvers. The other
sounds were shouts from the courtyard in back of the old garage. Cardona and his squad had actually
arrived; the roar of gunfire was speeding their approach.

More lights were agleam; they threw a sweeping brilliance through the hall and the adjoining room,
rendering the whole scene visible to those outside.

To Joe Cardona, at the head of his squad, the sight was ablur of faces and spurting guns. But al that
formed a background past the silhouetted figure that partly blotted the hallway window.

Hoarsaly and anxioudy, Cardona voiced:
"The Shadow!"

Alonein that mass of murderous gunners, trapped at such close range that a surge could surely
overwhelm him, The Shadow seemed beyond the law's aid. Cardona's squad could not open fire without
dropping The Shadow first. He had to clear theway, and he did it in most startling fashion.

Twigting from the glare of the lights, The Shadow dashed his gun ahead of him ashe lunged straight for
the window. He dedged the sash from its frame and came plunging headlong through the space that he
had opened, along with a crash of woodwork and the shatter of glass!

He cleared the slI with that terrific dive. His hands were gripping the demolished framework of the
window as he pitched into the darkness. His arms, with their spread cloak deeves, seemed the wings of
some mammoth night bird as he parachuted to the ground.

Blackness swallowed The Shadow's dive. The crash of hislanding was drowned by the rattle of guns
above. Some of the upstairs fighters were shoving from the windows with their revolvers. But there was
nothing to restrain Cardona's marksmen now.

At the ingpector's command, detectives began a blazing fire that sent thuggish figures staggering.
Spreading through the courtyard, the headquarters squad kept up its stinging fire. They were finding the
range and making the most they could of it.

Battlewasonin full fury, dthough The Shadow, the fighter who had started it, was missing from the fray!



CHAPTER XV. THE DEATH CALL

FLASHLIGHTS had vanished from the floor above the old garage, but the scene there wasn't black. It
gave theimpression of afireworks diplay, the way gunsjabbed. Most of the mobsters had withdrawn
from the windows, which made them difficult to reach; but bullets were taking effect none theless.

Shooting from improvised shelters, the police had not suffered asingle casudty, yet the firing upstairs
began to dacken. Onceit lessened, it dwindled rapidly. Y dling to his men to keep up their barrage,
Cardona dashed forward to look for The Shadow.

Beneath the window, Jo€'s flashlight showed the wreckage of the fallen woodwork and splotches of
blood upon the courtyard paving. The Shadow had suffered from hisfdl, but he couldn't be too badly
injured.

From the condition of the broken window frame, it must have struck first. By carrying it ahead of him,
The Shadow had used it as a buffer.

Besides, The Shadow wasn't on the ground. He had crawled somewhere to shelter, another good sign.
There was adoorway at the back of the garage. Cardona decided that the black-cloaked fighter might
have gone toward it. Joe was about to turn hisflashlight in that direction, when he heard shoutsfrom his
detectives.

Springing back across the court, Cardonalooked toward the second-story windows. He heard alast
few shots; they were fired from deep down the hall. There was a clatter, too, of feet on astairway. The
sound was muffled.

"They're heading down through the garage!" shouted Cardona. "Come on!”

Dashing for the rear door of the garage, Cardona used hisflashlight to make sure he wouldn't sumble
over The Shadow. But he saw no sign of the cloaked fighter.

Smashing hard, the inspector and apair of detectives drove the door inward. There were shots asthey
arrived, from the direction of the stairway, and the headquarters men ddlivered afull-fledged volley in
return.

They heard howls from the opposition. Reaching the stairway, they came upon three sagging crooks who
had dready dropped their guns. Telling two of his men to attend to them, Cardonaled the rest of his
squad updtairs.

The upper hdl was strewn with dead and dying, about twice as many crooks as Cardona expected to
find. Never had the ace ingpector viewed such carnage, considering the shortness of the fight and the
distant range. Cardona's men were amazed at their own marksmanship.

Outnumbered by more than two gunsto one, the headquarters squad had literaly wiped out a horde of
entrenched gunmen, at a rate which meant that nearly every bullet must have scored a hit. Cardona
decided that the windows must have been just the right type of targets, agood point to remember on
future occasions.

Near the halway window, Cardona came across Nick Logus, found the man in adying state. He
pounded Nick with questions about the blast at the Meadowfield Country Club. Nick's one answer was
araspy sneer. Hedied with itsechoes on hislips.

Detectives were identifying some of the dead thugs. They had news for Cardonawhen he rejoined them.



The dead men were not just Nick's followers, some of them were crooks identified with Rigger Shoy.

"Sothat'sit!" grunted Joe, as he started down the gtairs. "Both Rigger and Nick were working for the
same big guy, after dl. One brain behind the blasts. Well, that makes sense. When things got tough for
Nick tonight he sent for help, and it was Rigger who brought it.”

DOWNSTAIRS, two waiting detectives had started to |ook around the garage. One saw something near
the open door at the back. It wasn't a human form, it was a blackish blotch that crawled jerkily aong the
floor. It disappeared while the dick stared.

The detective caled his companion. The two went to have acloser look. But there wasn't anything to
see. The blotch, whatever it was, had moved off among some old cars that were undergoing repairs.

Looking farther, the detectives came across aman who was wearing mechanic's overalls. Thefelow was
lying motionless. He had taken ahard blow on the skull.

They found a second stunned mechanic alittle later. It puzzled them, because they had heard no scuffles
while they searched. Nor was there any sign of the blotch. It must have traveled farther toward the front.

Hearing Cardona coming down the stairs, the detectives went to meet him. Their talk of cregping
blackness was understandable; it could mean The Shadow. Cardona decided to take alook himsdlf,
gtarting from the front and working back.

Joe hadn't gone a dozen feet before he heard arattling sound at the front of the garage. The big diding
door went rolling wide, two men sprang for a car that was parked with its nose toward the door.
Cardonarecognized both men a sight.

Rigger Shoy and Dip Perkin!

It was Rigger who legped to the driver's seat; by the time Cardonaarrived, Dip was jumping in beside
him. Cardonadidn't waste abullet on Dip; he took a hard swipe at the pasty man's head.

Dip dodged the blow and took a somersault across the garage floor, hislong legs kicking crazily ashe
tumbled.

Meanwhile, Rigger had kicked the starter. The car was snapping forward as Cardona legped into the
front seet to settle the crooked driver. Joe tripped, sprawled half beneath the dashboard, his gun shooting
into the floor board ashefell.

Rigger plucked a handy monkey wrench from the seat beside him and tapped the back of Cardona's
head. The ingpector coiled, the car's front door hit the edge of the doorway asit passed, and dammed
shut.

Detectives were blazing after the fleeing sedan, but their guns no longer had the magic charm. Maybe the
range was too short for such experts at distant fire.

Whatever the case, they didn't sop the sedan, nor did they clip the man who had managed to jump on
the running board. Dip Perkin was making a getaway, too, just as he had at the Gibraltar Trust Co.

Rigger might have made a perfect escape, if it hadn't been for Dip. Word had aready gone to detectives
in the neighborhood that the headquarters squad had exterminated crooks and captured the garage. The
fleeing car could logicaly have gone unchalenged except for the scrawny figure hanging outsideit.

Finding himsdf running the gantlet of agpasmodic fire, Rigger zigzagged the car to makeit difficult for the



marksmen. The system worked perfectly, except where Dip was concerned. Every sharp jerk of the car
nearly threw the clinging man to the street.

Dip was clutching arear doorknob with one hand, the car fender with the other. He was crouched low,
his face besde arear window. He wastrying to figure some way of getting insde; therefore, his goggly
eyeswere fixed in that direction.

Asthe car whipped beneath abright street lamp, Dip gave asudden yell to Rigger.

Theydl wasn't heard. Rigger was veering for acorner. Remembering The Shadow's gyrationswith the
roadster, Rigger cut in close and gave the car full speed. Tires shrieked, drowning Dip's yell, asthe outer
whedlstook the gtrain.

Rigger hadn't learned The Shadow's style. The inner whedls didn't lift as he expected. They bounced the
curb and nearly overturned the sedan. Rigger managed to right the car and get it under control. But the
jolt had ended Dip's hold.

Lurched by the car's veer, the scrawny crook took a dive when the wheels bounced. He was
somersaulting again, like agiant tumblebug, thistimein the middle of the street.

Fortunately for Dip, hewas arubbery sort of creature. He found hisfeet, took to hislong legs
automatically. Half ablock away, he dived into a darkened doorway and crouched there.

SIRENS began to whine. From their direction, Dip decided that the patrol cars had lost Rigger'strail.
They were coming dong this street, and Dip feared that they would start searching doorways.

Hetried awindow beside his own doorway. It gave. Dip tumbled into alittle laundry shop.

Crawling behind a counter, he encountered the extension cord of atelephone. Thething gave him an
idea. By thelight of amatch Dip placed the telephone on the floor and used the didl.

An answer came, in the same forced voice that he had heard the time he called from Grand Centrdl.

"Listen, chief!" hoarsed Dip. "It was pretty near awipe-out! Curtainsfor Nick Logusand all hiscrew.
Our bunch got theirs, except for me and Rigger. We made a getaway, after the bullstook over.

"Cardonatried to put the dug on me, only Rigger gaveit to him instead. We made a getaway in our car -
you know, the specia - but | wasthrowed off. Rigger isin the clear, only there's something he don't
know. Ligten, chief -"

Abruptly, Dip hated. A police car had stopped near the front of the laundry shop. Patrolmen were
looking into doorways. They were missing the partly opened window, but there was achance that Dip's
voice would be heard.

The speaker at the other end wanted Dip to continue. Dip did so, in awhisper, asking if it could be
heard. It could. Dip finished his conversation and eased the receiver on its hook. Looking out, he saw the
patrol car moving away.

Meanwhile, more than amile from the old garage, Rigger Shoy had dackened his sedan to acruising
speed. He had shaken the trail; there was no reason to excite suspicion from traffic officers.

Reaching toward the floor, Rigger grabbed Cardona's collar and hauled the inspector's head and
shoulders up to the front sest.



Joe's eyes opened groggily. Rigger gave aglance and chuckled. Hefigured that Cardona could hear what
wastold him.

"Ligen, lug!" sneered Rigger. "Y ou went after Nick Logus, figuring he planted the blast out there at
Meadowfidld. Well, Nick didn't have athing to do with it. He was just out therelooking over the lay.

"l wasthe guy that finished off Homer Gunthrew. | gave him adriver loaded with TNT! I'm tdlling you
this, because the big guy that | work for thinks you ought to know. He says he's getting tired of the
racket. No funinit, theway you bulls are muffing everything. Even The Shadow has been awashot.

"I'm letting you off pretty soon, so you can go and talk to that dope who calls himself apolice
commissioner. Tell Weston he might aswell resign. Wed be making amonkey out of him if hewasn't
one-"

A sharp sound was coming from the dashboard. Rigger stared while he listened. Cardona heard it, too,
just as he had grasped most of the thingsthat Rigger told him. Therewas aradio dia on the dash. The
sound that came was a short-wave call.

"Dash - dash - dot - dash -"

The sgnd was repeated; it kept drilling through Cardona's brain. Smirking, Rigger turned to look at his
captive. Cardonalet hiseyes go haf shut, faking that he was worse off than he was. Joe fdlt aive enough,
but limp. He wasn't ready yet to tackle Rigger.

"That's Q," chuckled Rigger. "Get it? Q. It'sthe big-shot's call; that'swhat we call him - Q. | could tell
youwhy he usesit, but thereisn't time. When Q calls, it means business. Right now, there's something he
wants meto do. Just why, I'll find out later. Too bad you won't be around to learn.”

Rigger was stopping the car at adarkened curb on adight downward dope. He kept hisfoot on the
brake pedal, while he reached benesth the front seat to pressaswitch. A ticking sound wasimmediately
audible,

Cardona's dumped hand was fedling along the floor for the lost revolver. Joe clutched it, started to lift his
arm, while hiswesk forefinger hunted for thetrigger.

Hiseffort wastoo dow. Rigger had lifted his shoulders, and was picking up the monkey wrench.

"Just acouple of minuteseft for you," hetold Cardona. "I'm leaving, but I'm not taking any chanceson
you coming, too."

RIGGER'S hand gave an upward flip. He started the wrench on adownward drive for Cardona's skulll,
intending ablow far harder than the one that he had given Joe before,

Cardonas left arm sought to ward the stroke; hisright tried to swing the gun toward Rigger. Joe's actions
were painful, too belated to save him.

Rescue came from another source. Like athing from nowhere, ablack-gloved fist cameto life above
Cardonas head and plucked Rigger's descending wrist in agrip as strong as any vise!

Thefigt drove the stroke wide. The turned wrench grazed the windshield, dipped from Rigger's clutch as
hiswrigt received atorturing twist that carried to his fingertips. With asnarl, Rigger was swung about,
clawing for another hand that thrust an automatic toward hisface.

He saw The Shadow; so did Cardona. The black cloaked fighter wasin the rear seat, where he had



crawled after coming from the garage courtyard. Thiswas atime when The Shadow's face wasvisible,
for hisdouch hat wastilted far back on his head.

But the face wasn't recognizable as Crangton's. It was a pae blur, streaked with zigzagged lines of
crimson, blood from gashes above The Shadow's forehead. The cloaked fighter had been groggy, too,
even more S0 than Joe Cardona. Senseless, infact, at the time when Dip Perkin had seen himin the rear
seet and yelled to Rigger.

The Shadow was the reason for the Q call!

Rigger hadn't understood it. He thought that the master mind had ssimply decided to dispose of Joe
Cardona. There had been no message flashed through, because Q didn't want The Shadow to hear it.
The one thing needed had been quick response from Rigger, and the crook had delayed too long.

Hewastrying to make up for it. Rigger was warding away The Shadow's gun; coming over the back of
the seat, he was grabbing for the cloaked fighter's throat. The Shadow's clutch was gone from Rigger's
wrist. HEd put al hisreserve strength into it, to save Cardondslife.

The Shadow was hoping that Cardonawould return the favor, and the inspector did. His gun hand was
up by thistime, and Joe didn't hesitate. Shoving the revolver muzzle againgt Rigger'sribs, Cardonafired.
The crook dumped behind the whed.

The car was starting down the dope. There was no sound from the motor, for Rigger had turned it off.
Rigger'sfoot, off the brake pedal, had rel eased the sedan into a glide. But the roll was not noisaless.
Therewas gill the muffled ticking. The Shadow knew exactly what it meant.

Gathering strength for another lunge, the cloaked fighter came over the front seat, shoving Cardona
ahead of him and to theright. Wonderingly, Cardonamade a haf-hearted grapple; during it, The
Shadow's hand yanked the door handle. The door gave; he and Cardona went tumbling through.

They struck the curb and rolled apart. The Shadow was coming to hisfeet, while Cardonawas ill on
hands and knees. Both were watching the taillights of the car, which was gathering peed down the dant
of the deserted Street, adying driver vainly clutching its steering whedl. The trip ended at gpproximately
fifty yards.

It ended in abig way. The car exploded like agiant firecracker, gushing agreat spread of flame that
ripped from curb to curb. Windows rattled in slent houses, the paving crackled like thawing ice.
Showers of metal sprayed in dl directions. Along with the parts of the car went pieces of Rigger Shoy.

It seemed along while before Cardona could see things plainly, or hear in normal fashion, for the flame
had blinded his eyes, the roar had deafened hisears. In fact, it did take Joe afull minute to recuperate
from the explosion, as he caculated later.

For when he looked for The Shadow, Cardona found that his cloaked rescuer was gone; and the laugh
that Cardona heard seemed digtant in itstrailing, shivery tone.

There wastriumph in that mirth. It was The Shadow's answer, and avery satisfactory one, to the latest
cal from Q.

CHAPTER XVI.CRIME TO COME

COMMISSIONER WESTON was redlly jolted when he heard Cardona’s report on Rigger Shoy. The
thing that flabbergasted Weston was Rigger's admission of murdering Homer Gunthrew in the exact



fashion that Lamont Cranston had pictured.

Weston argued for awhile. He claimed that Rigger's word could not be trusted. Cardona flattened those
arguments. He declared that Rigger was dready wanted for murder, hence would brag about his crimes.
Not having heard Cranston's theory, Cardona didn't know why the commissoner was so obstinate.

To prove his point, Cardona made atrip to Westchester County and spent the day there. He arrived
back in New Y ork, at the Cobalt Club, just as Weston and Cranston were finishing dinner. The evidence
that Cardona spread upon the table |eft no doubt asto Rigger's guilt.

The caddy master mentioned a mysterious golf bag that had later disappeared. The express agent at the
station told about aman named Ronad Exton, who had picked up asimilar bag. His description of Exton
matched Rigger Shoy, and quizzing around the clubhouse caused certain people to remember an
attendant who aso looked like Rigger.

"Y our theory isproven, Cranston,” declared Weston, suddenly. "We shall put it to the findl test, shortly.
We are going over to Thurgin'sfor aconference, and | think that Garry Cleeve will bethere.”

During the ride, Cardona heard al about Cranston's theory. Remembering the golf bag that Cranston had
brought to the Cobalt Club, Joe kicked himsdlf for not having inquired more about it. He felt, however,
that the brunt of the blame belonged on Weston, which gave the inspector considerable satisfaction.

They found Bryce Davan chatting with Rupert Thurgin. Weston had invited Dalvan to the conference,
but it turned out that he and Thurgin dready had businessto discuss.

Thurgin wasinterested in the purchase of some Midwestern red estate, and had learned that Dalvan was
well acquainted with such property. They were going over details when the visitors arrived, but they
postponed their own businessto learn the latest developmentsin crime.

When Weston asked if Garry Cleeve was coming, Thurgin summoned Adele. The girl said that she
expected Garry, and would bring him to the office as soon as he arrived.

Meanwhile, Cardonaread the portion of his report which concerned the Q cdls.

"These cdls have been picked up before," explained Weston, "and they coincide with certain explosons.
No one, however, had guessed their significance, until last night.”

"l didn't even guessit,” inserted Cardona, "until Rigger told me. | heard the call, and didn't get the idea.
The only reason Rigger spilled the facts was because he figured that | was going to be blown up, instead
of him."

"The cdlsareimportant,” declared Weston. "We shall make every effort to trace them, along with Q
himsdf."

Both Thurgin and Davan looked puzzled. Cardona explained that Rigger had termed the master crook as
Q, and that the law had adopted the initial for convenience.

"There'stwo guyswho were closeto Q," declared Cardona. "One of them is dead: Rigger Shoy. But the
other guy, Dip Perkin, istill around. I'm going to find him."

"What about Nick Logus?" inquired Weston. " Of course, heis dead, too -"

"Which doesn't matter," interposed Cardona. "Nick was only working for Rigger. That's what Rigger
sad.”



Thefaintest of smiles showed upon the lips of Lamont Cranston. The Shadow had his own idearegarding
the relationship between Rigger Shoy and Nick Logus. Hefelt it best to keep histheory to himsdlf,
though he could produce definite facts to back it.

While The Shadow was mentdly reviewing details of last night'sfray at the old garage, Garry Cleeve
appeared with Adele Marcy.

"There's something | want to ask you, Cleeve," said Cardona. "It's about that telephone call out at
Meadowfield."

ADELE'Slipstightened suddenly, to repress agasp. Cardonadid not observeit, nor did Weston. They
werelooking at Garry, not Adele. But Cranston's eyes, which so often roved idly, took inthe girl's
congternation.

There wasn't the dightest change in Garry's suave expression. Perhaps he had expected the question. All
he said was.

"Shoot!"
"Tel me about the attendant who summoned you," suggested Cardona. "Did helook like this?"

Cardonatossed apicture of Rigger Shoy on the desk. Garry examined it solemnly, then gaveadow
nod.

"I think | saw thisfellow in the locker room," he said. "He was probably the same onewho cdled me.”
"Ligentothis, then."

Cardonaread thelast half of hisreport, covering Rigger's actions at Meadowfield. He waited for
guestions. One came - from Bryce Dalvan:

"But why did they want to kill Homer Gunthrew?"
"We don't know," admitted Cardona. "Rigger didn't say. Maybe he got the wrong man.”
Rupert Thurgin came bolt upright behind his desk.

"It might have been my lifel" he exclamed. "'l have been intending to play golf with Garry. 1t looksto me"
- he swung to Bryce Ddvan - "as though we are in something of the same boat. Y ou were amost a
victim of these same murderers, Dalvan.”

The point impressed Commissioner Weston. He declared that he could offer full protection to both. So
far, he reminded, Dalvan had met no further danger after the first thrust from Q, and the law's vigilance
was largely respongble. Thurgin was entitled to the same privilege.

Thurgin promised to notify the commissoner if anything occurred to give him darm. With thet, the
conference ended; but, as the visitors were going out, Thurgin asked Garry and Adele to remain and
witness some papers. Davan was staying, too, because of hisbusinesswith Thurgin.

Pausing in the doorway, The Shadow heard Garry tell Adele that they could go out later, together. The
Shadow decided that he would have a chance to learn of anything important that might happen
meanwhile, so he went dong with Weston and Cardona.

By the time the commissioner's car had |eft the mansion, Thurgin and Davan were getting back to
business, with Garry and Addle asinterested listeners.



"Y ou think the proposition isagood one?' queried Thurgin. "Are mint fields redlly profitable?”
"At the price you are paying,” returned Dalvan. "1 would like to have the same opportunity.”
"Twenty-five thousand dollarsisalot of money, Davan, in acash transaction.”

"But you're getting alot of land in return. Thething is an absolute bargain!™

Thurgin drew some letters from his desk drawer, read them carefully. Stroking hisbrigtly hair, he
tightened his deep-lined face, gazed steadily at his new friend, Dalvan, and declared, asif to test him:

"I could buy twice as much, if | wanted it. Would you like the other haf, Dalvan?'

An eager expression spread over Dalvan'slong-featured face. He nodded. Thurgin brought out his check
book.

"The Gibrdtar Trust isyour bank, too," he reminded. "Write out acheck for twenty-five thousand
dollars. | can add it to my share.”

Casudly, Thurgin tossed astack of big bills on the desk. Seeing the money, Davan glanced at hiswatch,
noted that it was only haf past eight.

"I don't have that much in my account,” he said, "but | have plenty of cash in my safe-deposit vault at the
bank. I am sure | can make up thetotd. But | shall have to go to the bank.”

"Send the cash here," decided Thurgin. "The bank will deliver it by armored truck. | can put it al inthis
meta suitcase" - he pointed to alarge bag beside the desk - "and turn it over to Claude Lyden when he
arives"

ADELE had heard of Lyden. He had served her uncle often in important transactions. Thurgin had
mentioned once that Lyden was bonded for a hundred thousand dollars.

"Lyden isstopping a the Hotel Andorra," added Thurgin. "The cash will be entirdly secure with him. He
leavesfor the Midwest by the early plane tomorrow morning. He can put the bag in the hotel safe over
night.”

Dalvan reminded Thurgin that time was getting short. With anod, Thurgin wrote out areceipt for
Davan's money, and had both Garry and Adele witnessit. Dalvan looked surprised.

"A receipt?’ he queried. "Before you have the cash?!

"I'mgivingitto Adde" smiled Thurgin, "and sheis going with you to the bank. Shewill turn over the
receipt as soon as you ship the cash.”

"Wecangoinmy car,” said Garry. "Then Adeleand | can go on somewhere d<e. I'll have the car herein
afew minutes. It's parked on the rear street.”

Adele and Dalvan were waiting out front when Garry arrived with the car. Asthey rode away, ataxicab
whedled in from a corner and took up their trall. It followed to the Gibrdtar Trust Co. After Garry and
Adele came from the bank, the cab trailed Garry's car again.

At the night club where they findly landed, neither Garry nor Adele recognized atall manwho sat a a
table near them. The Shadow had changed his features as completely asif they were acostume. Hisface
was broader than Cranston's; it had lost al hawkish traces.



"I think I'll call your uncle," Garry told Adele, suddenly. "He ought to have arranged for police protection
whilethe cashisinthe house.”

Hewent out, and returned in about five minutes. As he sat down, Garry smiled and shook his head.

"What asmart chap | am," he said. "The cash was already there and gone by thetime| caled. What's
more, Lyden called your uncle from the Hotel Andorra, to say that he had arrived safely.”

An attendant entered and stopped at Garry's table, to tell him he was wanted on the telephone. Garry
went out. When he returned, he still wore hissmile, but it had afixed look.

"It wasthe garage,” he said. "They wanted to know how soon we will need the car. They get rushed
around thistime, and like to find out well ahead.”

" Speaking of telephone cdls," remarked Adele, "why did you say that | caled you at Meadowfield, that
time?'

Gary gaveadight laugh.

"I knew you'd ask that eventualy," he said. "Y ou were agood sport, to say you'd back me up on the
meatter. I'm sorry you weren't out there, because you would have understood. A county detective started
to get smart, so | sumped him."

"But you could havetold the truth -"

"That | didn't know who cdled?' demanded Garry. "Why, they'd have been quizzing me dl night, the
fools It wasn't the bother to mysalf that counted. | wanted them to stick to their job of trying to solve
poor Gunthrew's murder."

Addedidn't gppear to be entirely convinced, though she expressed some sympathy with Garry's
problem. Eyeing the girl steadily, Garry brought up amatter more recent than Meadowfield.

"Take what happened tonight,” he said. "I'm worried about the cash that your uncle placed with Lyden.”

"Why should you be?' queried Adele. "No one knows about it except ourselves. That is, no one except
Uncle Rupert and Mr. Davan, and the cash belongsto them.”

"If Q hopesto rob ether your uncle or Davan," returned Garry, "they will probably hear from him very
soon.”

"Q couldn't know about the cash,” protested the girl. "He couldn't have seen Mr. Davan get the money
at the bank, nor watch my uncleturn it over to Lyden."

"What he could have seen,” said Garry, "was an armored truck that stopped a your house. If he stayed
around, he would have seen something else - Lyden leaving with atin suitcase very soon afterward.”

Adees eyesflashed alarm, then narrowed. She tarted to say something, but bit her lipsto hold it back.
The Shadow could conjecture the girl's thought. Adele was wondering about the telephone call that
Garry said was from the garage.

Maybe Garry suspected it. Suavely, he glanced at hiswatch, then at the glasses on the table.

"Let'sfinish our drinks," he suggested. "The car will be over herein five minutes. Y ou said you aretired
and would like to get home early."



Soon after Garry and Adele had gone, The Shadow |eft the night club and stepped into his cab, which he
was using in place of the limousine that he could only employ when guised as Crangton. Hetold Moe
Shrevnitz to take him to the Hotel Andorra.

During theride, The Shadow opened aflattish box, to disclose amirror in the lid, amake-up kit benegth.
A tiny light enabled him to make the facia changes necessary to anew disguise. But the lipsthat changed
shape inthe mirror still phrased the whispered laugh that only The Shadow could produce.

CHAPTER XVII.CRIME FROM WITHIN

THINGS had begun to happen at the Hotel Andorra before The Shadow reached there, but they weren't
the sort of occurrencesto excite alarm. Claude Lyden began the sequence by stopping at the hotel desk
and turning a suitcase over to the clerk.

The clerk noted that the suitcase was large and heavy, therefore he supposed that its contents were
bulky. It wasn't until he put the hag in the hotdl safe that he found it was made of metd, painted to look
likelesther.

Lyden didn't place any specid value on the shipment. He trusted hotdl safes, particularly the one é the
Andorra, for he had stopped there before. The clerk, in fact, knew Lyden; and after he had written out a
receipt for the suitcase, the clerk gave Lyden amessage.

"Phone cal from Mr. Thurgin,” he said. "He wants you to go over and see Mr. Davan."

No surprise registered on Lyden's dralb-looking face. Thurgin had mentioned Davan when Lyden caled
at the house. It was lill early, and evidently Thurgin thought that Dalvan would fed more confident about
hismoney's safety if he met Lyden personally.

Lyden looked up Dalvan's addressin a phone book, and |ft the hotel.

Within five minutes after Lyden's departure, amessenger entered carrying a package. He gaveit to the
hotel clerk and said:

"Mr. Lyden sent it. He saysthat you can put it with hisbag. I'll want areceipt to take back to the
jewder."

The clerk wrote out the receipt, then put the package in the safe, noting that Lyden's name was aready
onit.

Arrived at Dalvan's penthouse, Lyden received a cordia welcome. Davan was attired in adressing
gown. Apparently he hadn't gone to bed because he expected Lyden. The two talked about mint fields
but, asthe chat wore on, Lyden began to gain theimpression that hisvisit was a surpriseto Dalvan.

Lyden asked if Dalvan had heard from Thurgin, and the red-estate man replied: "Why, no -"

Therewith, Lyden mentioned the message at the hotel. At firgt, Dalvan smiled. He supposed that Thurgin
had forgotten to call him, and resumed the former conversation. As he talked, Dalvan's broad forehead
showed increasing furrows. Glancing a aclock on the wall, he suddenly decided:

"I'd better cdl Thurgin. He should have informed me that you were coming. It may be more important
than we suppose.”

It was Adele who answered the telephone. She had been home afull hour, but she was too awake to go
to bed. Fully dressed, the girl wasin thelibrary with abook. After answering the downgtairs telephone,



shecdled up to her uncle:
"It'sMr. Davan."

Thurgin came deepily from his room, wearing pgjamas. Adele heard his voice boom, as he used the
extenson telephone on the second floor. She noted that her uncle was becoming excited.

"l sent no message to Lyden!" exclaimed Thurgin. "Yes, Dalvan, | agree. It must be ahoax... Send Lyden
to the hotel, at once, to check on the matter. I'll be there myself, in about haf an hour... Y ou can get
there later, too?... Good! Only, send Lyden right away -"

As soon as Thurgin hurried back to hisroom, Adele put on hat and coat and went out by the front door.
Hurrying along the street, she found a cab and told the driver to take her to the Hotel Andorra.

Ade€sintuition was at work. She felt sure that she would find someone else a the Andorra; namely,
Garry Cleeve.

TO adegree, Adedle wasright. Garry had gone to the Hotel Andorra. But he hadn't shown himself inside
the place; he was outside, seated in his roadster.

Occasiondly, he pulled away and cruised around the block; at other times, he dighted from the car and
grolled past the entrance of the hotdl, glancing into the |obby.

A man segted in acorner of the lobby noted Garry outside. But Garry didn't recognize the seated man.
Hedidn't look like Cranston, nor did he resemble the gentleman who had listened to Garry's chat with
Adeleat the night club.

He saw Garry's car pull away on another trip. It hadn't been gone long, before furtive figures showed
themselves on the opposite sdewalk. They looked like shambling bums, or panhandlers, the sort who
infested hotel digtrictslate at night.

The Shadow strolled across the lobby and entered atelephone booth. Using a disguised tone, he called
the Cobalt Club and asked for Commissioner Weston. When a brusgue voice came over the wire, The
Shadow spoke in aweird whisper:

"Thisis The Shadow, commissioner.” He could hear Weston give an exclamation a hearing the sibilant
tone. "If you are still seeking Q, send Inspector Cardonato the Hotel Andorra, a once!”

The Shadow ended his statement with awhispery laugh, that trailed to nothingness. As he ddlivered the
mirth, he could hear Weston shout to Cardona, who was at the club, as The Shadow supposed. They
were probably going over the lengthy details of the Q crimes, at the very time when another stroke was
due.

It wasn't far from the Cobalt Club to the Hotel Andorra. The Shadow knew that he could expect
Cardonawithin several minutes.

Reaching benegth the shdf in the telephone booth, The Shadow pulled out a cloak and hat that he had
stored there when he entered. As he put on the garments, he opened the door of the booth atrifling
space.

There was aradio in the lobby; it wastuned to amusica program. Suddenly the music ended, broken by
some crackly interference. Then, from the barrage of static, came the zing-zing of awirelesscal, loud
enough to be heard on the Street.



"Dash - dash - dot - dash -"

It was spdling "Q."

With a sweep, The Shadow flung the booth door wide. He was awhirling mass of blackness, speeding
for an angle of the lobby where he could cover two street entrances. He was equipped for such atask,
for each of hisgloved fissheld agun.

With hiswhirl, The Shadow laughed. His mockery was a strident peal, a sardonic challenge to invaders
who were pringing in from the streets. They were the panhandlers - no longer bums, but gunners. Half a
dozen in number, they expected opposition, but not from The Shadow!

Sight of the dread foe made them scatter. They were caught where blasts from The Shadow's guns could
wither them. They could only depend upon Q to provide amightier answer. Their hidden chief did not fail
them.

A great stedl throat coughed in an explosive burst that shook the lobby. Itsroar was ashuge asa
howitzer's. An immense muzzle flung atremendous load of meta, wrecking everything thet lay in its path.

The thing that behaved in cannon fashion was the hotel safel It exploded in titanic fashion, and the
projectile that it hurled was the door of the safe itself!

Ripped from the safe's buckling walls, the flying door smashed the clerk's desk like kindling. Chunks of
imitation marble flew through the lobby, making aterrific barrage. Flung farther, the door splintered a
heavy settee and bashed atall clock that stood against the far wall.

The package that bore Lyden's name had been sent by Q. It contained atime bomb scheduled to go off
exactly on the hour. The lobby clock had been chiming just as the concussion came. Asfor Q'scdl, he
had timed that, too, bringing in hisraiders at the proper moment.

FORTUNATELY, no onewasin the direct path of the hurtling metal. The clerk was at the switchboard,
inacorner behind the ruined desk.

The Shadow, too, was away from the massive missile, but he couldn't escape the scattering hail that
came with it. Showered by fragments from the desk, The Shadow sprawled.

Crooks dmost had their chanceto finish him. Only hisingtinctive ability saved him. Instead of trying to
stop his sprawl, he prolonged it. He was diving, headforemost, into an open elevator, as a piece of debris
glanced sharply from his head.

The astonished operator stared at the black shape that coiled beside hisfeet. Then, asthe crooks
shouted and turned to open fire, the elevator man had sense enough to dam the door and start upward.
He didn't stop until he had reached the top floor.

By then, The Shadow gtirred. Hearing the command of awhispered voice, seeing agesture from alifted
gun, the operator took the elevator down again.

Following the invadersinto the lobby came a scrawny man: Dip Perkin. With Rigger dead, Dip had
become Q's chief lieutenant, but he preferred to follow his men instead of heading them.

Dip yelled for them to forget The Shadow. He pointed to the thing that they were after - a battered metal
suitcase that had been blown from the safe.

Thething was half gpart when athug grabbed it. Dip snatched it from the fellow, turned to dash away.



Outside the door toward which he headed, he heard the whine of an arriving patrol car, saw officers
spring to the sdewalk.

Dip reversed his course; four of his men swung to shoot at the police. With two others, Dip dashed for
the door to the other street. A chunky man sprang in to block them, greeting them with a spitting
revolver. The blocker was Inspector Cardona.

Just then, the devator door dashed open. New guns began to talk, accompanied by afierce laugh of
challenge that made crooks turn about. The Shadow's quick fire sagged the sharpshooters who were
holding off the officers. Whedling around the angle of the lobby, The Shadow went after Dip and the
remaining two.

Cardona had dready flattened the two gunners by his point-blank fire. The suitcase had stopped a bullet
intended for Dip.

Hearing The Shadow's laugh, Dip went desperate; he broke from Cardona's eager grapple and swung
the suitcase at his opponent. Dodging the swing Cardona grabbed again; he got the suitcase instead of
Dip.

The crook darted for the sdewak. The suitcase, spilling open, delivered aflood of fifty thousand dollars
in bills, that broke from their bands and rugged the floor with green. Cardona hesitated; then, seeing that
no crooks were able to grab the money, he followed Dip.

Cardonas decison was untimely. It forced The Shadow to give hisgun aquick jerk as he pulled the
trigger. Otherwise, The Shadow would have dropped Joe instead of Dip, for the inspector came
between the black-cloaked marksman's gun and itsintended target.

It didn't seem that Dip could get away. Cardonawas close behind him, and ayoung man was legping
from aroadster to prevent the crook’s escape. Recognizing Garry Cleeve, Cardona bawled an order,
telling him to take Dip dive. Garry tried, but couldn't manage it; worse, hisblunder let Dip get away.

Waving agun that he yanked from his hip pocket, Dip made Garry duck from the car step. Tripping over
the curb, Garry came up to make avery futile grab, for Dip had dready jumped into the car, which had
the motor running. The most that Garry did was get in Cardonas way; by the time that Joe could
Sde-step him, the roadster was whining away in gear.

Cardona kept blazing shots at it, until apatrol car pulled up to learn the trouble. By then, pursuit of Dip
was useless. The lucky fugitive was blocks out of sight.

THE SHADOW was gone when Cardona reached the lobby, and policemen were gathering in the
wounded crooks. The money was safe. A serious-faced man was stacking the bundles, aided by the
hotdl clerk.

The man introduced himself as Claude Lyden and explained that he had just reached the hotdl. Garry
Cleevetold Cardonawho Lyden was and why he had the money.

Adele Marcy arrived afew momentslater. From her cab, halted at the corner during the excitement, she
had seen Dip's escape. She gave Garry avery sgnificant stare, which he didn't seem to notice.

It wasn't long before others appeared. First, Rupert Thurgin, then Bryce Dalvan. They were
congratulating each other on their reclaimed cash when Commissioner Weston arrived accompanied by
hisfriend Lamont Cranston, who had chanced to meet him outside the Cobalt Club.

Weston was in amood to congratul ate everyone after hetallied al the stories. Hefdt that al had played



afitting part. Thiswas one time when the cards had been against the master crook, Q. He had taken too
long achance.

In fact, as Weston warmed up to the theme, it seemed rather puzzling why Q had gone through with the
game, considering its hazards. It was aquestion, to the commissioner, whether the game had been worth
therisk.

Not to The Shadow. He could have spoken the answer to that riddle had he chosen.

The Shadow knew much concerning the master plotter, Q.
CHAPTER XVIII. A MATTER OF ORCHIDS

THE swift minutesthat had balked Q'sthrust in the Hotel Andorrawere followed by dow days, during
which the policetried to unravel the full mystery of the master bomber. But finding Q did not prove as
gmpleasstopping him.

Whoever Q was, he was keeping low, apparently satiated as far as crime was concerned. None of the
loot from Q's earlier robberies made its appearance on the market, in New Y ork or elsewhere. The
theory that Q needed ready cash, as his attempted robbery at the Andorraindicated, was rapidly
disproven.

Still, the police were watching for fenced goods. So was The Shadow, but hisinterest did not liein
jewdry or other merchandise of the sort that Q had gained through his preliminary crimes.

The Shadow was on the watch for gilt-edged bonds more than ten years old. The fact that there was no
influx of such securities convinced The Shadow that his surmise was correct.

Q wasnot yet in apostion to digpose of the Hoxel swag. Furthermore, it might be avery long while
before he would be capable of doing so.

Other things had happened as aresult of the Andorrafray. Garry Cleeve had made himsalf quite ahero.
When he rode around town in his conspi cuous roadster, he was pointed out as the man who had tried to
stop theflight of Dip Perkin.

It was quite adistinction, because the newspapers, in search of some sensation, had rated Dip asa public
enemy.

Joe Cardona knew that the claim was exaggerated, that Dip was nothing more than ayellow rat. Like
any rodent, Dip had crawled into some hole, and Cardonawas waiting for him to come out.

If Dip was using hisrep to gather anew maob for Q, so much the better. If the mobbies proved of Dip's
cdiber, Joe would be willing to tackle the whole tribe, done.

But Cardonadid nothing to lessen Garry's stlanding as a hero. If he did so, people would remember that
Joe, too, had failed to hang onto a dippery gent named Dip Perkin. Cardona decided that Garry had
shown up at the Andorra because he was really worried about the money that Lyden carried.

Some people thought it odd that Dip had abandoned Garry's car, intact, only a dozen blocks from the
hotel. But Cardona decided that Dip had figured the roadster to be too conspicuous.

Adde Marcy wastotaly unimpressed by Garry'sfame. She wondered alot about Garry's telephone
cdls. Shedidn't like it because Garry had taken her home early, then made atrip to the Hotel Andorra
aone. Shefdt that he should have stated hisintention. Asaresult, Adele began to treat Garry rather



coally.

In contrast, Rupert Thurgin and Bryce Davan had cemented a growing friendship. Finding the mint field
purchase profitable, they dedt in other business. Thurgin became Davan's adviser in Wall Street matters.
Inreturn, Thurgin let Dalvan handle adl hisred estate. Both showed regard for Garry Cleeve; he began to
drop into see them, often.

During such vigts, Garry sometimes met Lamont Cranston. A millionaire, Cranston had many problems
concerning finance and red estate. He found Thurgin competent in one line, Davan capablein the other.
But dl the while, The Shadow had another thought in mind.

He was watching for a bregk, that came one afternoon in Dalvan's office. Garry was present. The young
man heard Davan boast that he was handling dl of Thurgin's red-estate transactions. A shrewd gleam
showed in Garry's eves as he remarked:

"Not quitedl.”
Dalvan reached for astack of ledgersto prove hisclam. Garry promptly amended his statement.

"I don't mean Thurgin'sown red estate,” he said. "I'm talking about the property that Adele Marcy owns.
Of course, itsAddes, her father left it to her. But Thurgin managesit for her."

"Miss Marcy owns property?' queried Davan. "Where?"

"Hereintown," replied Garry. "Some old houses, | believe, that the same tenants have rented for years.
I'd ask her about them, only she's been peeved at melately. Maybe | could square it with some
orchids"

"If you can," said Davan, in his best business manner, "I shal be quite glad to pay the flower bill."

"I'll ship the orchidsthis afternoon,” declared Garry. Then, with achuckle: "I'll ask Thurgin to make sure
that she opensthem. Sheld be apt to chuck the package in the wastebasket, otherwise. When Adele gets
peeved, she meansit!”

HAVING reasons of hisown for seeing Thurgin, The Shadow stopped at the financier's office later.
Thurgin was out, and called by telephone to say that he might not be back.

Learning that Cranston was there, Thurgin offered apologies over the telephone and said that he would
try to return by five o'clock. After telling Thurgin that it wasn't important, The Shadow | ft.

Garry hadn't arrived while The Shadow wasin the Wall Street office. He had probably goneto the
florigt'sfirst, and been delayed. Which proved, later, to be the case. But there was an angle that The
Shadow did not know about; hewasto learn it, later.

At four o'clock, Garry sauntered into Thurgin's office and sat around afew minutes. He finaly wrote a
brief note, went into Thurgin's private office and | eft it on the desk, tucked under the base of alamp.

At half past four Davan arrived with copies of some property deeds, which he left for Thurgin. He
couldn't wait until five o'clock, the time when Thurgin was expected if he managed to get to the office at
al.

Thurgin arrived soon after five. He sat down at his desk and opened Garry's note. Before reading it, he
noticed the property deeds. Garry's note wasn't important, but the deeds were.



Thurgin took them out to his secretary and arranged to have them filed. While waiting, he read the note.
It referred to orchids. With a chuckle, Thurgin put the note in his pocket.

His chuckle had ended, and he was stroking his chin when he went back into his private office. At his
desk, hewondered why Garry was sending orchidsto Adde. As Thurgin recaled it, Garry usudly sent
less expensve flowers.

A few minutes |ater, the secretary saw Thurgin come from his office, his eyes fixed straight ahead.
Thurgin was amost in the hallway, when he heard the secretary's repested call:

"About thosetitles, Mr. Thurgin -"
"What titles?' asked Thurgin, abruptly.

"The onesfor Mr. Davan,” replied the secretary. "He wanted them, but | needed your approva. Shal |
mail them, or hold them until he callstomorrow?"

"L et me havethem,” decided Thurgin. "'l want to see Davan, anyway. I'll drop them off at his office."

Glancing at his watch as he stepped into a cab, Thurgin noticed the time and decided to go to Dalvan's
resdenceingtead of his office. Reaching alarge gpartment building, Davan rode up to the penthouse. A
servant ushered him into aliving room, stating that Davan was not a home.

"Telephone hisoffice," suggested Thurgin. "1 suppose | should have stopped there.”
"Very wel, gr."

The servant went out into the hallway and called Dalvan's office. After afew minutes he returned, shaking
his head.

"I'm sorry," he said, "but Mr. Dalvan did not go back to the office.”
"Go back?' echoed Thurgin. "Has he been here?!

"Yes, dr. Mr. Cleeve was here, waiting for him. That iswhy he came home earlier than usual. They went
out together."

Seated in an easy-chair, Thurgin picked up a newspaper and reached to turn on areading lamp.
Stopping both actions hafway, he shook his head and arose.

"l was going to make myself comfortable," he said with asmile, "and stay awhile. But it's probable that
Davan has gone to dinner with young Cleeve. If so, they won't be back.”

THURGIN did not go directly home. He had planned to stay out for dinner, himself. Nor was Addle
Marcy at her uncle's house. She was standing in the lobby of a swanky hotel, watching anxioudy for
someone.

It had darkened outdoors, and Adele gave asudden smile when acertain car sopped. She could tell by
the great distance between the headlamps and the taillight that the car must be alimousine.

Lamont Cranston entered the lobby. Looking about, he saw Adde. The girl met hisinquiring gaze with a
nod.

"I'm the lady who cdlled the Cobdt Club," she said. "There's something very important” - her tone
became anxious - "something that | ought to tell you, Mr. Crangton.”



They sat down in acorner of thelobby, and Adele gave her story rapidly. It concerned Garry Cleeve,
and it might be something for the police, but Adele wasn't quite sure. That was why she had called
Cranston.

Somehow, shefdt that she could rely on his advice. Adele was remembering Cranston's belief of her
ghogt tory the night when other listeners had doubted her.

"I met Garry accidentdly this afternoon,” said the girl. "He wasin aflorist's shop buying orchidsto send
tomy unde"

"Toyour uncle?'

"Yes." Adde couldn't hep but smile. "They wereredly for me, though. Garry just wanted Uncle Rupert
to make surethat | accepted the orchids. Anyway, it was so funny that | couldn't stay mad at Garry. We
went to acocktail lounge, to chat.

"Then he began asking me odd things. He wanted to know about some old houses that my father owned.
| told him about them; how one, in particular, has been empty, athough the tenant keeps on paying rent.”

The Shadow's eyes showed keen interest. He asked Adele about the house in question and learned its
address. Then the girl continued:

"After that, Garry said he wanted to cal Mr. Dalvan. He thought he ought to get the houses apprai sed.
Hesaid that if Mr. Davan handled red estate for Uncle Rupert, he could handleit for me, too. But I'm
not sure that Garry made the call he said.

"Helied about acall once, that time at Meadowfield. He said that | was on the telephone, but | wasn't.
Garry had agood excuse, but it didn't quite suit me. He made telephone calls another time - the night
when Lyden nearly lost the money."

The Shadow spoke in Cranston's quiet tone. His question concerned Garry Cleeve.
"About thisevening," he questioned. "Does Garry intend to see you?”'
Adele nodded.

"He wants meto have dinner with him," she said, "and after that, heisto drop me & the concert.” The girl
was drawing tickets from her bag. "Garry doesn't like concerts. He said held rather go with Mr. Dalvan
to look at the houses | mentioned.

"Particularly the empty one. That'swhere heé'sto meet Mr. Davan, at nine o'clock. I'm supposed to meet
Garry, mysdf, for dinner” - the girl was glancing a her wrist watch - "but it'stoo late. | don't trust Garry.
| told him | didn't want the orchids, but they had aready been sent -"

"Toyour uncle?' queried The Shadow.

"Yes" replied Adde. "When | called the house, Bentley told me that he had put the package on my
unclesdesk -"

The Shadow had gone. With amazing speed for the leisurely Cranston, he had started for atelephone
booth across the lobby. He had dready diaed Thurgin's number when Adele reached the booth.

The only response was abusy signd. Dropping the receiver, The Shadow told Adde:

"Call Ingpector Cardona. Tell him to order apatrol car to your uncle's house. To let no one touch the



package!"

Dazedly, from the booth, the girl saw Cranston speed across the lobby and out through the door. The
tallight of thelimousine was diminishing as Adde began to make her cdll.

Rather than waste futile time attempting acall over abusy line, The Shadow was speeding toward
Thurgin's mansion, not more than afive-minute trip from the hotdl. He was producing black garments as
he rode, for there was no telling what sequd thistrip might bring.

To The Shadow, a matter of orchids had become aquestion of life or degth!
CHAPTER XIX.LIGHTSOUT

THURGIN'S mansion loomed dark and solemn asthe limousine neared it. The big car hadn't made the
trip asfast as Moe's cab could have, but The Shadow preferred it because it had been available. At
least, Stanley had covered the ground in the five minutes that The Shadow estimated.

The limousine didn't stop at the house. It merdly dackened asit siwung toward the curb, and Stanley
heard Crangton's voice telling him to keep on going. The chauffeur thought that Cranston had changed his
mind about calling on Rupert Thurgin; but Stanley waswrong.

A black figure legped from the rear door as Stanley pressed the accelerator. The door came flinging shut
again in the same mation.

Hearing the jolt, wondering what it was, Stanley stared in the mirror as he passed the corner. He didn't
see the dightest trickle of fleeting blackness benegath the street lamp where The Shadow dropped off.

Choosing the near side of the mansion because it was closer, The Shadow crossed the sdewalk at
whippet speed. He took the steps to a side door in one leap and began pounding at the door with the
handle of an automatic.

The Shadow was counting on those smashes to bring someonein ahurry, particularly Thurgin, if the
financier had aready gone upgtairs. If no one came to open the door, there would be no door left,
congdering the fury of The Shadow's strokes.

The door was yanked inward just as the gun butt cracked a stout panel. Bentley, the elderly butler, was
the surprised man who opened it. Bentley was even more surprised when amass of incoming darkness
bowled him to the corner of the hall. HEd never have supposed that the human tornado was the placid
Mr. Cranston.

Nor did The Shadow want it known. He was out to prevent tragedy, and at the same time settle ascore
for justice. His cloaked garb was afitting passport in such an enterprise. His voice, however, was not
The Shadow's. It was more like Cranston's as he shouted:

"Thurgin! Thurgin!”

It was the excitement in the tone that marked it as a stranger's, rather than the voice of Cranston. The
excitement was intended; The Shadow ca culated that it would bring results.

It seemed an gpped for help, the sort that an endangered man would give. But it wasn't help for himsdlf
that The Shadow wanted, it was help for Thurgin. The financier could save himsdlf, if he would only
respond.

Dashing up the stairway, The Shadow passed a table where a tel ephone was standing. with ahanging



receiver. There were paper and pencil on the table, too. Bentley had been taking down some
long-winded message, which explained why the line had been congtantly busy. But The Shadow wasn't
wadting time over such details.

Ahead, he saw the light from Thurgin's office. The door was open, the financier was standing in front of
his desk. In one hand Thurgin was waving arevolver which he had gotten from a drawer; his other hand
was resting upon abox of flowers.

Thurgin was startled at sight of the black-cloaked arriva, which was just what The Shadow had
expected. Histrip had brought him here within the time limit, just when Thurgin was about to unwrap the
box of orchids.

Forgetting the flowers, uncertain with hisgun, Thurgin made amove to dive away as The Shadow surged
acrossthe hall.

Such adive should have been perfect, taking Thurgin clear from harm. Why Thurgin choseto takethe
flower box, too, was explainable only on the theory that the man didn't know what he was about. It was
sheer chance, again, that Thurgin grabbed the package by the string as he took it with him.

He might aswell have pulled acord to yank a noose encircling his own neck, except that his processwas
more thorough.

In aflash, there wasn't any flower box. There wasn't any Thurgin. There wasn't even any officel

The room exploded like atank of hydrogen. Flame splashed from a core of fire as blinding as the midday
sun. Walls shivered, the ceilings tumbled. The whole house quivered and roared from reverberations that
would have drowned a cannonade!

WITH Thurgin's plucking of thefatal string, The Shadow had taken atwisty dive beyond the door,
keeping in the halway. Too late to save Thurgin, The Shadow had preserved himsdlf for work that was
to come.

Hisdiving form was tossed by the concussion, his cloak lashed by a scorch of mighty flame. But when
the house seemed to find its foundations and squat on them, The Shadow discovered that he was resting
againgt an unbroken wall.

Rupert Thurgin was gone, into the same obliteration that had taken others. He belonged to the deed; The
Shadow 4till had plansthat concerned the living, among whom he had hoped to number Thurgin. Finding
his feet, the cloaked fighter staggered past the demolished office and shakily descended the Sairs.

Rigid in the corner where The Shadow's rush had |eft him, Bentley stared at the cloaked being with eyes
that scarcely saw. Vaguely, the butler could remember The Shadow's entry, the calls that were warnings,
not thrests, to Thurgin. The Shadow couldn't have found a better witnessin his behalf than Bentley.

In trying to place The Shadow's location at the moment of the blast, the dow-thinking butler decided that
the cloaked invader had gone but halfway up the stairs. Then, as Bentley till stared, he heard a
whispered tonetdll him:

"The box of flowers."
Bentley shook himsdlf from hislethargy.
"That'sit!" he gasped. "I remember when | laid the box on Mr. Thurgin's desk. It was heavy; | wondered



"Andthis-"

The Shadow held the paper that bore Bentley's scrawl. The butler explained that he had been taking
down atelegram. A man had been delivering it over the wire, and every few moments the connection had
giventrouble.

There was no one on the telephone now. Hanging up, The Shadow dialed Dalvan's number. Thevoice
that answered wasn't Dalvan's. It was his servant who spoke.

Quietly, so that histone would not reach Bentley acrossthe hall, The Shadow spoke in Cranston's tone.
He learned that the servant was taking the evening off, but that Mr. Dalvan would probably be home
within an hour.

Sirenswere shrieking from anearby street; The Shadow could hear the clang of distant fire engines. He
made aswift glide to the Sde door, was gone, while Bentley was hobbling over to answer ahammering
at thefront.

The patrol car had arrived; the officers began to quiz Bentley about the explosion. The servant
stammered that Thurgin had been killed in the blast, and was sure that the cause had been abombina
box of flowers. Bentley hadn't gotten to The Shadow when Cardona arrived in a headquarters car, with
thefireenginesin itswake.

By then, Bentley decided not to mention The Shadow at dll. He wasn't sure that anyone would believe his
tale of the black avalanche who had so nearly supplied arescue.

A few blocksfrom Thurgin's, The Shadow found a parked cab; its driver was leaning from the window,
talking to other men about the explosion that al had heard. Entering from the street side, The Shadow
gave adegtination to the driver.

The quiet tone was thefirgt indication that the cab had a passenger. Preferring businessto asidewalk
conversation, the cabby pulled away. It was aten-minute trip to the gpartment house where Davan lived.
During theride The Shadow removed his cloak and hat, to become Cranston.

Hedidn't go clear up to the penthouse. Stepping off afew floors below, The Shadow put on the cloak
that he was carrying like an overcoat across hisarm. Adding the hat that came from the cloak folds, he
used afire tower to ascend the last few floors.

The Shadow wanted to be in the penthouse before Davan arrived; but as he reached the fina stairway
he heard the clang of an elevator door above.

Davan was home earlier than the servant had expected. He didn't intend to stay long, however, for at the
top of the tairs The Shadow saw that the elevator was waiting, its door open and alounging operator
ingde

DALVAN wasin theliving room; he waswearing his hat and coat as he rummaged rapidly through a
table drawer.

Finding abatch of keys, Davan thrust them in his overcoat pocket and pulled out alittle book. He
glanced up, while he was thumbing through the pages, but he didn't see The Shadow against the
blackness of the airs. Like afigure of doom, The Shadow was awaiting Davan, to question him
regarding Thurgin's death.

Of the living, someone could tell about the dead. Dalvan was The Shadow'sfirst choice. The Shadow
waited, while Dalvan found the book page that he wanted. The man started to read an address. There



were half adozen dectric lights glowing in the living room, but al were near thewals.
Needing closer illumination, Dalvan reached for the cord of areading lamp and tugged it.

No light came on. Ingtead, dl the lightsin the penthouse went out. Not as lights should go out normdly,
with aslent flicker. These lights disappeared in atremendous roar. They smply went with theliving
room.

It was exactly like Thurgin'soffice. A tremendous burst of fire that seemed bigger than al the firecrackers
intheworld rolled into one. Bryce Davan vanished with the same huge blast that blew al the penthouse
windows from their stedl frames.

A roar of air, furnace hot, billowed upon The Shadow, staggering him back toward the sairs. There was
ahowl from the elevator operator, then the clang of ameta door.

Again, death had struck in The Shadow's very presence. Thurgin and Davan were both victims of the
murderous bomb devices that were the crestion of the master among killers, Q!

There had been no calsto announce these deadly deeds. No need of them, for Q had depended upon
mechanica meansto accomplish hisfdl work.

Two men had been blotted from the world - both were persons that the law had sought to protect from
harm. The same two, Thurgin and Dalvan, who had saved their combined cash from Q'slast thrust.

Thiswas crimethat had every mark of vengeance. But beyond it, The Shadow could see afurther
purpose. He was hurrying down the fire tower, anxiousto be on hisway. At Dalvan's, asat Thurgin's,
The Shadow had no reason to remain.

He had gained the answer to the Q crimes; but with it, he had garnered something el se. Soon, the law
would be seeking its own trail to the master crook, Q, but crime'swhole truth could not be told until a
different master spoke.

That other master was crime's superfoe.

The Shadow!
CHAPTER XX. THE FINAL RIDDLE

DOUBLE desath had struck within aquarter hour, during a period between half past seven and eight
o'clock. It was nearly nine when Joe Cardona returned to the wrecked Thurgin mansion, after atrip to
view the devadtation at Dalvan's penthouse.

Cardonafound Commissioner Weston in the library. No longer brusque, Weston was doing his best to
comfort asobbing girl: Adele Marcy. If ever Weston felt himsdlf at fault, it was on this occason. He had
promised protection to Thurgin and Dalvan, yet both had died.

Though the law regarded both crimes as equa tragedies, Weston personaly considered Thurgin's degth
as the more unfortunate, because of Adele. She was sobbing something when Cardona entered. Catching
the words, Weston spoke to Cardona.

"Call the Cobalt Club," ordered Weston. "If Cranston isn't there, try hishomein New Jersey. Miss
Marcy wantsto tak with him."

It didn't make sense to Cardona. Nevertheless, he made the calls. The club said that Cranston had gone



home; the servantsin New Jersey thought he was dtill &t the club. Cardona began to wonder if something
had happened to Cranston, too. He said so to Weston, who showed immediate alarm.

Then Adde was choking back her sobs, trying to explain. Shetold of her meeting with Cranston; that he
had ordered her to call the police. Cranston had tried to warn her uncle, she was sure. There smply had
not beentime.

Once gtarted, Adele gave dl the details. She explained her suspicions of Garry Cleeve. Her version of
the telephone call at Meadowfield was illuminating. When she argued that only Garry knew of funds
which Thurgin and Davan had combined to buy the mint fields, her points struck home.

Garry Clesve was Q!

There were matters from Cardona, who fdt that he should have realized it al along. Joe was
remembering how easily Dip had gotten away from Garry. Such fakery wasn't redlly evidence, but there
were |ater thingsthat really counted.

Things that had happened today. It was Garry who had sent the box of orchids. He'd probably expected
them to blow up Adde, along with her uncle. But the trick was known. Bentley, through some surprising
flash that had come to his clockwork brain, had noted that the flower box was heavy.

Asfor Davan's degath, the elevator operator testified that alamp had exploded. Cardona, checking the
scene, had decided that it wasn't the light, but abulb that someone had inserted in the socket. Thething
led straight to Garry Cleeve.

For Garry had called at the penthouse that afternoon. He had been there awhile, Cardona learned, and
had gone out with Dalvan later. Before leaving, Garry had fixed a surprise for Davan'sreturn.

The question wasto find Garry. To know who Q was meant agood start, but it wasn't the part that
counted. Garry had been going to dinewith Adele, so the girl said, but she hadn't kept the date. Then,
glancing at the clock, Adele exclaimed suddenly:

"Why, | know where Garry isgoing to be! At the old Rexwell house!"

She had to explain what the Rexwell house was. It had belonged to her father, and was Adel€'s property
at present. No onelived init; the place was always locked. Y et the rent was paid regularly, amystery in
itself. Adele had amost forgotten about the place until she had talked about houses with Garry.

"What a spot for the stolen goods!" exclaimed Cardona. "I'll bet that's the place Cleeve used to stow the
suff! Y ou must have told him about the house sometime before, MissMarcy.”

"| probably did," decided Adele. "But what is more important, Garry was going to meet Dalvan there a
nine.

Cardona's thumb and fingers gave an automatic snap.

"There'sthe story!" he declared. "Davan wanted to handle your real estate, Miss Marcy. Hetook it up
with Cleeve, who had to go through with it, being good friendswith Dalvan. He figured he was getting
himsdf in pretty hot.

"Get it, commissioner?' Cardona swung to Weston. "As Q, Cleeve had it in for both Thurgin and Davan.
Since Thurgin waslikely to wonder about the empty house, too, Cleeve decided to get rid of both of
them, and he might have finished Miss Marcy, too. No wonder he told Dalvan to meet him at the Rexwell
house. He knew that Dalvan would never get there."



"We should have known this before," declared Weston. " Cleeve wouldn't risk atrip to the house, at
present.”

"Why not?' demanded Cardona. "'If he thinks he's safe, he might go. If hesworried, al the more reason.
He'd want to ship dl the stolen stuff somewhereelse.”

Rather than betray arrival by using alarge squad, Weston decided upon stedlthy tactics. He and Cardona
would enter the place done, leaving apair of detectives outside.

Adede promptly said that she would accompany the party; when Weston objected, the girl produced a
technicdity.

The house happened to be hers. If she refused permission for the law to enter, a search warrant would
be needed. She would give the permission only if allowed the privilege of entering her own property.

Add€e's determination won.

WHEN they reached the old housg, it was dark. It was asmall house, old-fashioned, but till in good
condition. Adele produced the keys; they entered.

Searching the ground floor, Cardona discovered that the back door was unlocked. Joe did a stedlthy job
in going to the back, and was glad of it; for on hisreturn he found that the door that led from kitchen to
cellar was open.

Cardonaled theway to the cellar, Weston and Addle following. They didn't need aflashlight after they
had gone hafway down. A light was glowing below. Cardona tiptoed toward an open bin, shoved agun
into the space and gave a gruff command.

Garry Cleeve bobbed full around, from acorner. Caught gunless, helet hisarmsrise. Weston and Adele
moved forward to see what Garry had been up to.

They found ameta coffer, itslid pried open. Beside it were newspapersthat had hidden it. While
Cardona kept Garry covered, Weston counted stacks of bonds. Turning to Garry, he wanted to know
where dl the wedlth had come from.

"I don't know," said Garry coolly. "1 suppose that Adele hastold you about my phone cdls. I've been
getting some funny ones. That'swhy | kept mum. They were from somebody who seemsto be mixedin
the Q racket.”

Cardonainserted ajab: "Likethe call at Meadowfield?"

"There wasn't anyone on theline, then,” replied Garry. "I received acal the other night, when Adele and
| were at anight club. It said to watch the Hotel Andorra. | did, and nearly grabbed Dip Perkin for you.

"Early thisevening acal cameto my gpartment, in the same odd voice. It said I'd find something in this
cdlar. The person who called must have been spying on Davan and mysdlf. Dalvan is due here pretty
soon.”

Garry waslooking at Adde. The accusation in her eyes made Garry exclam:
"l haven't done any crime, Adelel”
"None except murder!" snapped the girl. "Y ou killed my uncle, and your friend Davan, too!"

Garry registered such exaggerated amazement that Cardona shoved the gun againgt hisribsand told him



to quit faking. The sammersthat Garry gave weren't even articulate. Then, swept with afit of anger, he
declared:

"Y ou cant prove anything against me!™

There was awhispered laugh from outside the bin. All turned, to see the cloaked figure that had stepped
from opposite gloom. There was a commanding power in The Shadow's presence.

Seeing automatics leve in The Shadow'sfigts, Cardonalet his own gun relax. He wanted to see The
Shadow handle Garry in the inimitable style that made dl crooks quail, big shotsaswell assmadll fry.

"Count the bonds, commissioner," suggested The Shadow. "Thelr totd, half amillion dollars, may remind
you of acrimethat occurred ten years ago.”

"The Pierre Lebanne robbery!" exclamed Weston. "Why, thisis the swag taken by the Hoxd mob!” He
swung to Garry. "So you werein on that, Cleeve! | suppose that'swhen you first began bluffing
Thurgin."

"Ten yearsisalong while between crimes;" reminded The Shadow. "We must find another explanation,
commissioner. Let usassumethat Q was seeking thiswedth, instead of holding it."

The Shadow paused. Listening, he sensed creaky sounds from the floor above. Raisng one automatic, he
thumped the low ceiling - heavily twice, oncelightly, then heavily again. The Shadow was begting the
sgnd "Q."

He repeated the thumps. The creaks went toward the stairs. The Shadow dowed the beat, whispered
low to Cardona.

"Not only 'Q," ingpector. Thesignd" - he suited the dow strokesto the letters- "also means TNT,' a
very appropriate symbol."

The thing amazed Cardona; for the moment, he scarcely redized that footsteps were on the stairs. Then
came the most surprising thing of all.

The Shadow's level hand made aneat downward dash, knocking the revolver from Cardonas fingers.
With aquick sweep, The Shadow had his other automatic on the move, covering al except Garry
Cleevel

TO the astonished Garry, The Shadow passed his other gun and gestured toward the stairway. His
whisper wasin Garry's ear, but the rest heard it.

"Thefriends of Q are here,” The Shadow told Garry. "Meet them, and prove which you prefer: law or
crime!”

Garry sprang from the bin. The Shadow's back was toward him. One yell from Garry and half adozen
gunswould have joined his own, with The Shadow as atarget.

But Garry did not yell. He aimed the .45 Straight toward the stairs and opened fire.

There were howls from arriving crooks. Dip Perkin and four followers. Expecting no trouble, Dip was at
the head of his crew, instead of the rear. He couldn't run. He had to shoot it out, dong with the rest.

They had revolvers and were aming them, when The Shadow, spinning suddenly from the bin, gave them
achdlenging laugh that made them forget Garry.



Then three gunswereinit, againg five; for Cardona had grabbed up his Police Positive and was blasting
away. A fourth picked up the tune. Weston was getting in shots with a stub-nosed pocket revolver.

But the commissioner'sfire wasn't needed. The floor was sudded with Dip and his pals. The surprise
reception had caught the last batch of Q crooks entirely off guard.

Garry had started it. The Shadow had put in the heavy power. Cardona had added the finishing touches.

There wasn't adoubt of Garry's honesty after that. Y et the Strange mystery of Q remained, until The
Shadow solved it, which he did in brief, prompt style.

"Ten years ago," spoke The Shadow, "Rupert Thurgin engineered secret crime. He arranged with the
Hoxe mob to stedl Lebanne's bonds. He told them to murder Lebanne, the only man who could identify
theloot, and bury the bonds under the first tee at the Meadowfield Country Club.

"Once the job was done, Thurgin double-crossed Hoxd by atip-off to the police. Hoxd and his
followers were exterminated. Hoxel managed to get word to Jute Bantry, the forger, telling him where the
bonds were."

A thought struck Cardona. Jute had worked for Thurgin, under another name, probably planted there by
Hoxd early inthe game. Thinking Thurgin trustworthy, Hoxe had withdrawn Jute. But Thurgin could
have suspected Jute, al dong. The Shadow's next statement indicated it:

"Thurgin believed that Jute might know where the bonds were. Accordingly, just before Jute's parole
from Sing Sing, Thurgin had Nick Logus dig them up and bring them here. Knowing that Jute might think
he had alist of Lebanne's bonds, Thurgin forged his own check and Ieft it in his desk as bait.”

Agtonishingly smple, yet remarkably subtle. A man forging his own check! A few dipsin Thurgin's
customary sgnature, and he had paved Jute's route back to Sing Sing. Of course, Thurgin had returned
to New Y ork early and phoned the tip off to the bank.

"Another master mind wasin thefield,” resumed The Shadow. "One who wanted to build afuture,
whereas Thurgin wished to hide apast. | refer to Bryce Dalvan, better known as Q. Hewas quite
successful in his crimes, except the time when abomb exploded before it could be planted in the
Gibrdtar Trust Co."

The case of Tillingham'scar! A worker for Davan, Tillingham had been supposed to place the bomb on
his collection trip. Davan didn't know it had gone off, for he sent the Q signdslater. But when he learned
the facts, Dalvan had smartly turned the whole occurrence to his advantage.

"Davan learned where the Hoxel swag was,” continued The Shadow, "and blew up the old first tee, only
to find that the bonds were gone. Until then, he thought that | had falsified the check that trapped Jute
Bantry. The empty space benesath the tee gave him alead to Thurgin, for it showed another crooked
hand at work.

"He sent Rigger Shoy and afull crew to wipe out Nick Logus and his cronies, so that they wouldn't talk.
Later, Dalvan ordered the robbery at the Hotel Andorra, believing that Thurgin was cleverly trying to ship
the bonds away, through Lyden."

THE thing that struck home to Cardonawas The Shadow's anadlysis of the Shoy-L ogus fray. No wonder
The Shadow had made his sudden dive!

Only afew of the crooks had spotted him, and with the rest prepared to fight it out like Kilkenny cats, it
would have been folly for The Shadow to remain and divert them. Ruefully, Cardonaredlized that his



men weren't such amazing marksmen after dl.

"The friendship between Thurgin and Dalvan,” concluded The Shadow, "was built on mutual distrust.
Each wastrying to outwit the other; but Thurgin was safe until Dalvan found out where the bonds were.
Today, Davan redly learned.

"He decided to murder Thurgin. To makeit sure” - The Shadow's tone was speculative, yet hisanayss
was accurate - "Dalvan planted two bombs. Onein alight bulb at Thurgin's Wall Street office, the other
in aflower box that he subgtituted for Garry's orchids.

"Something aroused Thurgin's suspicion. He found the light bulb and took it to Dalvan's penthouse.
Pleased by his own smartness, Thurgin never thought in terms of a second bomb. Not knowing of
Thurgin'strip to the penthouse, Davan, too, was unaware of danger.”

Garry Cleeve stood wholly vindicated. The Shadow did not haveto tell the rest: how Dalvan had picked
Garry asthe man to be blamed for Thurgin's murder.

Davan had worked many tricksto keep Garry in the limelight; particularly histelephone calls, in which he
pretended to be giving tip-offs regarding the Q business.

Tonight, Dalvan had intended to come to this old house ahead of Garry; to remove the bonds and leave
some loot from the Q robberiesin their place. Garry, arriving later, was to be trapped with the goods, as
indeed he had been, but not as Dalvan expected.

Crook versus crook. Two master brains, instead of one. Such was the strange story that The Shadow
aone had divined, through clues which were very numerous once the truth was recognized.

As The Shadow turned and moved toward the steps from the cellar, those who had heard his statements
stood in wonder. The Shadow had covered everything except the question of the loot that the Q ring had
gathered before going after the Hoxd half million.

But The Shadow had an answer to that riddle, too. At the steps, he stooped among the groaning
mobbies, from their midst, he pulled awhining man, who was faking himsdlf to be serioudy wounded.

With afling, The Shadow sent Dip Perkin spilling into the arms of Joe Cardona. One glance a Dip's
drooling face told Cardonathat the squesking rat knew where the Q loot was, and would tell with the
dightest of persuasion.

Garry's roadster was out back. When Garry drove away, Adele was with him. Misunderstandings of the
past were buried, each had undergone too great an orded to think of trifling squabbles.

In Garry, the girl saw aman who deserved her love because of hisred honesty. In histurn, Garry knew
that Adele needed dl the love that he could possibly give, to make up for her years of trust in thefase
affection of an unworthy uncle.

The night seemed strangdly silent, asthey drove away, until they heard astrange quiver from the
darkness; atone of parting mirth which, to them, was anything but sinister. Its message seemed to blot
out the past, to assure them that their liveslay in the future.

Vaguely, weirdly, it died upon the night, but, its echoes remained as alasting memory.
The laugh of The Shadow!
THE END



