THE FI FTH FACE
by Maxwel | G ant

As originally published in "The Shadow Magazi ne," August 15, 1940.

Was it the face of death? Only The Shadow knew

CHAPTER |
THE FI RST FACE

THREE nen were gathered in a garish apartnent that had an appearance of
past glory. Cold-braided curtains were frayed at the edges; mahogany chairs
were scratched and battered. Even the fancy wal | paper | ooked ready to pee
itself.

As for the nen, they had a shabby touch. They were playing cards around a
tabl e, and each had a stack of bills along with his chips. But they were
harboring their cash, and the sharp | ooks that they exchanged marked them as a
trio of |eeches, each intent to bleed the others.

Three bi g-shots who hadn't made the grade. The termdefined the trio to
perfection. Al were nen of evil anbitions, but with bal ked careers. They had
been in the noney once, but never to the extent they wanted.

The man at the left was G ease Rickel. H s nickname, G ease, was a
shortened termfor Gease-ball. Hs fattish face was oily, ugly, and his
slicked hair, black Iike his eyes, merely added to his unlovely appearance.

In his palny days, Gease had specialized in the hat-check racket,
gai ni ng
"concessi ons" fromrestaurants. Smiling girls had coaxed sizable tips from
patrons, and Grease, as owner of the concession, had collected ninety cents on
the dollar. But the racket was all over. Restaurants weren't letting out
concessions to G ease Rickel any |onger

Opposite Grease was Banker Dreeb. He was |ong-faced, solem, and | ooked
somet hing |i ke a banker, which, in a sense, he had been. A few years ago, when
certain people wanted noney they borrowed it from Banker. The certain people
were crooks who were in trouble, and Banker supplied them bail noney, along
wi th special services.

In brief, Banker had operated as a professional "springer" who could get
friends out of jail. But the |aw had becone very suspicious of Banker's noney
and would no | onger take it. The old-line politicians who had formerly
snoot hed
Banker's path were no | onger connected with civic affairs.

Third in the group, the man who faced the door, was Cip Zel ber. He was
sharp-faced, shrewd of eye, but quite as seedy as his two conpanions. dip had
once been a very crafty fence who di sposed of stolen goods, but had lately
found such nerchandi se too hot to handle.

The three were snarly as they talked. Fromtheir very manner, they
recogni zed that their card gane was futile. They wanted better prey than
t hensel ves, and when a cautious rap cane at the door, the trio cane to their
feet, exchangi ng eager | ooks.

"It's Jake Smarley," chuckled Grease. "You guys know Smarl ey, the bookie
| told himto conme around."

"So you said," nodded Banker. "Smarley is hitting it tough, too. He had
to
cl ose his horse parlor. He's doing his own |egwork, comng around to coll ect
bets fromguys |ike us."

"Yeah," agreed Cip, in a short tone. "Let Smarley in. It nakes nme happy
to see that old sourpuss. He'll probably put on a crying act before he | eaves
here.”



Grease went to the door and opened it. He was right; the visitor was
Smarl ey. No one could m stake the decrepit bookie, who was living on the snall
bets that he collected on a flinmsy percentage basis.

Smarl ey was shanbly and stoop-shouldered. Hi s face was dryish, gaunt,
with
deep furrows stretching downward fromhis eyes, |like waiting channels for the
"crying act" that dip had nmentioned.

From a pocket of his shabby overcoat, Smarley produced a newspaper and
placed it on the table. His dryish Iips were straight, as his beady eyes
| ooked
fromman to man. G ease picked up the newspaper and started to thunb through
t he
pages.

"We'| | take a look at the races, Snarley," Gease began, in an indul gent
tone. "Maybe we can spare sone dough for the ponies, if you give us the right
break -"

"Wait!" Smarley's tone was a cackle. "Take a | ook at the front page
first,

Grease. It's got something extra special."

Flatteni ng the paper, G ease scanned the front-page headlines. Banker and
Dreeb peered over his shoulders, fascinated by what they saw there. It was
G ease who voi ced:

"One hundred grand!"

"Better read about it," crackled Smarley. "Maybe it will give you fell ows
an idea."

ANYTHI NG i nvol ving a hundred thousand dollars could give ideas to the
ugly
three. Their faces showed elation as they read the prelimnary details. The
hundred t housand was the present property of Arnold Mel brun, head of the
United
I mport Co., and the sumwas entirely in cash

It had to deal with the steanship Anitoga, which, along with its val uable
cargo, had run into war-zone troubles. For weeks, the ship had been tied up in
a belligerent port, its fate a matter of doubt. Finally, it had been rel eased,
and the owners of the cargo had agreed to pay the crew nenbers a substanti al
bonus as soon as the Anitoga docked in New York

They had turned the noney over to Mel brun; he had put it into cash, which
was guarded in his office. The Anitoga was due this evening, and the noney was
going to the pier by arnored truck.

There, police would be on hand while the crew nenbers received their cash
awards. The sumtotal came to approxi mately one hundred thousand doll ars.

"Say, dip," began Grease, turning to Zelber, "if you could round up
t hose
rats who used to work for you, they'd make a slick nmob. They could pile onto
that ship and take the dough off the sailors -"

"Wth the coppers on the job?" demanded Cip. "Not a chance! Banker
here"
- he nudged toward Dreeb - "is the guy to handle it. Those snobothies that work
for himcould grab off the dough while it's going to the dock."

As he finished, dip gave Banker a sharp-eyed gl ance, which the
sol etm-faced man returned in a cold fashion

"My bunch couldn't knock off an arnored truck," decl ared Banker. Sw nging
to Rickel, he continued: "I'm passing the buck to you, Gease. Send sone of
your strong-arm boys over to Melbrun's office and grab the dough before it
even
starts.”

Grease appeared to be considering the proposition; then his oily-1lips
formed a smile, as he shook his head. H s smile, however, was not a pl eased



one. Wth Gease, a smle usually indicated the opposite of pleasure.

"I't would be a give-away," declared G ease. "It says here that the dough
i s being watched. Mel brun has sone private dicks on the job. I'Il agree that
the office is the best place to stage the grab, but we can't get anybody who
will do it. They'd be marked as soon as they stuck their noses in the place."

There was a glum sil ence, which ended when G ease crunpl ed the newspaper
and flung it on the floor

"This town has gone to pot!" snarled G ease. "There used to be a chance
to
get away with anything. Plenty of soft pickings, until one guy put the crinp
in
it. The Shadow "

Banker and Cip acknowl edged the name with scow s; neverthel ess, they
gave
reluctant nods.

"I't was The Shadow who swung things the wong way," continued Grease. "He
kept busting into everything, and that got the coppers on their toes. He's
still init, too, The Shadow is. That's why nobody will take chances, unless
t hey' ve got a perfect set-up.

"Suppose we three did the job ourselves. W couldn't go to Melbrun's
of fice wearing nasks, or we wouldn't get inside. So we go as oursel ves, and
then what? We get the dough and lamwith it, before the bulls can nail us. But
we' re marked, and there's one guy that will never forget us."

Pausi ng, Grease stared from Banker to Cip, then snarled the nane that
both of his pals had in mnd:

"The Shadow "

INthe following silence, the three forgot Jake Smarley. They didn't
renenber the sad-faced bookie until he broke the spell with one of his crazy
cackl es.

"Three big-shots!" jeered Smarley. "Three big guys, chopped down to
m dgets! Maybe you'd be useful, though" - his dryish lips took on a grin - "if
a real big-shot let you work for him Suppose a real brain came along. Wuld
you play ball?"

Puzzl erent, then interest, showed on the faces of the three listeners. It
was G ease who gruffed:

"On what kind of terns?"

"Forty percent for the big-shot," proposed Smarley. "You three divide the
ot her sixty. The big guy wal ks in and gets the hundred grand, and you three
have your outfits outside, to cover his getaway. And this" - Smarley was
crouched forward on the table - "won't be the only job."

No vote was needed. Grease, Banker, Cdip, all voiced their instant
agreement. They were willing to serve as |ieutenants under such a chief, if
Smar |l ey could produce him Wen they inquired who the bigshot was, Smarley
gave
them a dryish grin.

"Call himFive-face," suggested the bookie. "Because he's got five faces

get it? He gets spotted when he grabs the mazuma, sure, but even The Shadow
won't find him Because Five-face will wipe off his map, like this" - Smarley
started to spread his hands across his face - "and be another guy!"

An instant later, the lieutenants were gawking in amazement. They weren't
| ooki ng at Jake Smarley any longer. H s face had changed; it was shrewd,
rat her
than drab. As the three men squinted, Smarley's hands made anot her sweep.

Hi s face seened to enlarge, to becone fuller and nore genial. Then, as
hi s
hands performed anot her swing, he turned his head and gave thema brief view
of



a set profile that wore an expression of disdain.

One nore qui ck change came, as the face turned toward them but before
t he
three lieutenants could gain nore than a vague inpression, a sweep of the
swi ft-noving hands restored the drab features of Jake Snarley.

"That's just the general idea," cackled Smarley. "Fromnow on, you'd
better call me Five-face. Because, after tonight, you won't see Jake Smarl ey
again. 1'll need sonme make-up, and a reasonabl e anobunt of tine, to nmake each
face | ook permanent."

Thor oughl y anmazed, Banker and Cip finally turned to G ease, expecting
hi m
to be their spokesman. Wth a glance at his conpani ons, G ease took the
assi gnment .

"Listen, Five-face," said Grease. "You nean you'll pull this job as
Smar | ey, get the dough, and conme back here as another guy?"

The man who | ooked |ike Smarley was noddi ng as G ease spoke. Wth a hal f
gul p, Grease continued:

"And then you'll pull another job, in the open, and show up different.
You'll keep on -"

"Until I've done four jobs," inserted Five-face, in Snarley's wheezy
style. "I'Il get rid of four faces and show up with the fifth. That's when
we'll make the final settlenent. But, neanwhile, you three have got to cover
for me. The kind of jobs I pick" - the crackly tone was sharp - "will nean
somne
swift getaways. |I'Il need guns and plenty of them"

Grease shoved his hand across the table. The man called Smarl ey received
it with a scrawmy grip that suited the bookie's style. Banker and dip
proffered their hands to seal the bargain. Each was conscious that Five-face
was giving thema shake that went with his present role of Smarley.

Then, with a final chortle, Five-face stepped to the door. He |ooked |ike
Smarl ey, he acted |ike the bookie, but the lieutenants accepted himas a
nast er
hand of crime, a brain that they were ready to serve. Their new | eader, the
man
of marvels, gave thema final adnonition

"Cet posted at six," ordered Five-face, "outside of Ml brun's building.
"Il be Smarley when | go in, and Snarley when | cone out. Tell your crews to
cover for Smarley; nothing nore. Let themthink they're working for Smarley;

they can spill that to the coppers, if any of themare ever asked."

The door hal f opened, Five-face paused. Still wearing the withery | ook of
Jake Smarl ey, he added:

"Because it won't matter in the future. After tonight, no one will ever

see Jake Smarl ey again - not even The Shadow "

CHAPTER |
CRI ME TO COMVE

I T was midafternoon when the incredible Five-face changed the anbitions

of
three | esser crooks and made themglad to be lieutenants, instead of
bi g- shot s,

on their own. The plan that Five-face proposed - that of crine at six o'clock
was quite in keeping with the situation, and therefore satisfactory to all

By six, darkness would arrive, offering suitable surroundings for the
lieutenants and their followers. But there was al so a chance that other things
coul d happen prior to the hour that Five-face had set. Crine's new brain had
not fully calculated the effect of the newspaper report that told of cash in



the office of the United Inport Co.

Shortly before five o' clock, a car pulled up in front of the building
where the inporting conpany was | ocated. Two private detectives, stationed
near
the buil ding entrance, gave the car a wary eye, until they recognized its
occupant. The man who alighted was Arnold Ml brun, head of the United I nport
Co.

Mel brun was mi ddl e-aged, but he had the buoyancy of youth. Tall,
br oad- shoul dered and erect, he displayed the true manner of a business
executive. H s face was broad and strong-chi nned, nmarking himas a man of
action. But his gray eyes, quick and restless, were those of a deep thinker
and
mat ched t he tapering shape of his features.

From the people thronging fromthe building, Mlbrun pronptly picked out
the private detectives and drew themto one side. From beneath his arm he
brought a newspaper, showed themthe headlines. The detectives began to
understand Mel brun's worried air.

"I don't like it," declared Melbrun, in a crisp tone. "The newspapers

wer e

not to know about this matter until the Anitoga docked. |I'mgoing up to the
office, to learn who let the news out. Meanwhile, | expect the utnost

vi gi | ance

fromboth of you."

The detectives assured Mel brun that they would be on their toes. Entering
t he buil ding, Melbrun waited while an el evator disgorged a | oad of workers who
were goi ng honme. Riding up, he reached his own suite of offices, to find
anot her pair of detectives on guard. He showed them the newspaper account, and
repeated the adnmonition that he had given to the nmen bel ow

The enpl oyees of the United Inmport Co. were still at their desks. They
often worked | ate, and Mel brun had insisted that they stay on the job this
evening, without telling themwhy. As he glanced fromdesk to desk, the half
dozen men busi ed thensel ves, as they always did when Ml brun was about.

Near an office marked "Private" was a single desk, with a sallow man
behind it. The fell ow was Mel brun's secretary, Kelson. Hi s eyes shifted when
Mel brun's net them

Wthout a word Mel brun opened the door of the private office and beckoned
for Kelson to foll ow. When Kel son entered, Melbrun spread the newspaper and
ordered the secretary to read it.

"I"'msorry, M. Mlbrun," pleaded Kel son, in a weak tone. "The newspapers
called up this afternoon and asked ne -"

"About the noney!" snapped Mel brun. "And like an idiot, you told them"

"But they knew about it," insisted Kelson. "They nmentioned the arnored
truck that was conming here, and the fact that the Anitoga was due to dock."

Mel brun stroked his chin, reflectively. Anger faded fromhis eyes; still,
his tone was brusque.

"I can't hold you to blame," he told Kelson. "Still, | wi sh that you had
used better sense. It isn't wise to let a whole city know when you have a
hundred t housand dollars in your custody."

Turning to a large safe behind his massive desk, Ml brun turned the
conbi nati on. Kel son watched, his face quite worried, while the inporter opened
a netal box that contained stacks of currency.

Mel brun was thumbi ng through the cash, noddi ng because he found it quite
i ntact, when he noticed Kel son watching him

"Don't stand there stupidly!" snapped Mel brun. "Go to the outside office,
Kel son, and tell the rest of the enpl oyees about the noney. Show themthe
newspaper, and admit that it was partly your m stake. Explain that | kept the
matter secret so they would not worry. But since all New York knows that |
have
t he noney here, the office staff should be inforned."



BY the time Kel son had given the news to the interested office force,
Mel brun appeared. He was carrying a suitcase that he al ways took on business
trips. He laid it aside, while he assenbl ed the enpl oyees and took up the
story
where Kel son had left off.

"The truck will be here at eight,” announced Mel brun. "It will take the
nmoney directly to the pier, because the Anitoga will be docked by then. |
shal |

be at the pier, and afterward, | intend to | eave on a business trip to Boston
"Meanwhil e, | am dependi ng upon all of you to be watchful. | have pl aced

detectives on duty, and the job is really theirs; but, since you know the

facts, | expect your cooperation. Renenber to keep at your work, as usual

receive any visitors cordially and in the accustoned fashion

"But watch them |If you have any suspicions of anyone, report pronptly to
Kel son. This newspaper story means that we nust adopt additional precautions.
I
shall tell the detectives that they can depend on all of you, if needed."

Bef ore | eaving, Mel brun called police headquarters and tal ked to an
i nspector named Joe Cardona. From Mel brun's conversation, the office workers
| earned that Inspector Cardona was the official in charge of arrangenents at
the pier; that everything was satisfactory there.

However, Cardona had seen the newspaper account and agreed with Mel brun
that there mght be an earlier danger

Over the phone, they concluded new arrangenents, which were satisfactory
to Melbrun. His call finished, the exporter sat at Kel son's desk, stroking his
firmjaw and nodding in a nmusing fashion. Finally, Melbrun arose and picked up
hi s suitcase

"I nspector Cardona is detailing two nmen to watch the building," he
explained. "That will give us added protection outside, as well as in here.
Later, the inspector will arrive in person, and he has prom sed to have a ful
squad on duty by the tinme the arnored truck appears.

"I am dependi ng upon you, Kelson." Melbrun turned to the sallow
secretary.

"You have the conmbination to nmy safe. But do not open it until Inspector
Car dona
gives the word. Turn over the cash box to him for delivery at the pier."

As he concl uded, Mel brun dangled a ring of keys, and Kel son nodded at
sight of one he recognized. It was the key to the cash box in the safe, a
speci al key that had no duplicate. The contents of the cash box woul d
certainly
be intact, when the box itself was delivered to Mel brun at the pier

Met hodi cal to the |ast degree, Arnold Ml brun contacted the private
detectives as he left the office, and told themof the anmplified arrangenents.
As he entered his waiting car, Melbrun glanced at his watch and noted that the
time was five twenty.

Hi s suitcase on the seat beside him he glanced back at the office
buil ding as he rode away. Despite his new precautions, Melbrun's face | ooked
troubl ed.

The day was cloudy. Early dusk was al ready gathering about the buil ding,
where only a few lights remai ned, those of the exporting offices. Though the
buil ding was not large, it had taken on a vast appearance agai nst the
dar keni ng
sky, and other buildings |ooked like crouching creatures, ready to devour it.

Mel brun coul d picture certain | oopholes in his plans, and he wondered
j ust
how wel | he had provided agai nst them Nevertheless, his final expression was
a
smle, which he delivered as his car neared a hotel not far fromhis office
bui I di ng.



The custody of one hundred thousand dollars was no | onger wei ghing
heavi l y
on Arnold Mel brun, as he strolled into the hotel and left his suitcase at the
check room
If crime should conme, Mel brun was quite sure that crooks woul d be
di sappointed as a result of his precautions, plus those provided by the | aw
In fact, there seenmed but little reason why anyone shoul d be worried
about
crime in Manhattan. It had been spiked very effectively during recent nonths,
and New York City, crimnally speaking, was nuch like a m Il pond. Such
cal mess, however, necessarily had an answer.

THE answer, at that nonent, was riding in a large |inobusine that was
com ng across the New Jersey Skyway, en route to the Holland Tunnel entrance
to
New York Gty.

H s name was Lanmont Cranston and he was a gentleman of |eisurely manner
who seenmed quite at hone in his el egant surroundi ngs.

Cranston's face was hawki sh, and had a nmaskli ke appearance. \Wen he was
al one, and therefore unobserved, Cranston's eyes often took on a burning
glint;
their gaze became a piercing sort that seemed capabl e of penetrating darkness.

Had certain persons seen himat such nonments, they woul d have realized
that this person who posed as Lanont Cranston was actually The Shadow.

Hi s was the hand that bani shed crine. The Shadow was the reason why the
| aw prevail ed. He had wei ghed the balance in justice's favor, and was keepi ng
it there. This present trip, at dusk, was another evidence of his foresight.

The Shadow had | earned of the cash that was in Ml brun's custody. He
recogni zed its inportance. Not only was it the very sort of |oot that crooks
woul d nost prefer; the theft of that cash would nean sonmething nmore. It would
mark crinme's coneback. A crimnal thrust, involving sure, quick profit, would
enbol den hordes of skul ki ng nobsters throughout Manhattan

Long had human rats been waiting, hoping for the call of sone Pied Piper
who woul d | ead them anew along a route of crime. They would be willing, ready,
to follow such a | eader blindly, once he proved hinself a master of crine.

To start a new reign of crime, a supercrook would first have to score a
success despite The Shadow. Mel brun's noney woul d prove a great inducenent for
anyone who sought to be an overlord of crine.

Leaning forward a bit, Cranston thunbed a dial. A voice canme across the
air, tuned in by short-wave radio. It was the quiet tone of Burbank, The
Shadow s contact man, giving reports from various of The Shadow s secr et
agents. They had checked the news account in the afternoon paper and had not
determi ned the source of the |eak

There were many channel s through which it could have cone. It m ght have
drifted from sone shipping office, or been given out by soneone with the
steanshi p conpany. The banks whi ch supplied the cash knew all about it, as did
t he trucking conpany which was to furnish the arnmored car

Any one of several dozen persons coul d have been responsible, but that
did
not explain why the facts had been released in the first place. Behind that
poi nt, The Shadow coul d see intended crine as a notive.

More reports came by short wave. Agents had checked on Mel brun's
bui I di ng.

The exporter's office was on the sixth floor. Next door was a building that
had

a roof on the same level, and also offered a view of a fire tower that showed
a

rear exit from Melbrun's building. The adjacent roof was the very sort of post
t hat The Shadow want ed.



The |inousine was entering the Holland Tunnel. Turning off the radio,
Cranston | eaned forward and noted the clock on the dashboard in front of the
chauf f eur.

Reaching lazily for the speaking tube, he instructed the chauffeur to
t ake
himto an address near Melbrun's building. The clock said quarter of six; ten
m nutes would bring the big car to its destination

Cranston's leisurely pose ended as the car sped fromthe tunnel. His
hands
slid open a drawer beneath the rear seat, whipped out a black cloak, which he
whi sked across his shoulders. Opening a flattened sl ouch hat, Cranston cl anped
it on his head. Drawing thin black gloves over his hands, this man of sudden
action reached for a brace of .45-caliber automatics and slid them beneath his
cl oak.

A whi spered | augh stirred the darkened interior of the car. Darkness had
settled over the city, too, and it furnished the very elenent that this
bl ack-cl oaked master wanted. Should crime be scheduled for this evening, it
woul d find trouble in the gl oom

The Shadow, master of the night, was on his way to conbat crine!

CHAPTER 1 |
TW STED BATTLE

AS The Shadow s car was nearing the vicinity of Melbrun's building, a
shanbling figure sidled in fromthe darkness and paused before the |ighted
entrance. He was pronptly recogni zed by nmen already on the ground: the private
detectives stationed by Mel brun. The arrival was Jake Smarl ey, the bookie.

One of the dicks acted as if he owned the building. Accosting Smarley, he
asked hi m what he wanted. The stooped bookie whined that he was going up to
Mel brun's office to see M. Kelson. He argued that Kel son would be there,
because he always stayed until six o'clock

From across the street, two plainclothes nmen shifted into sight. They
recogni zed Smarl ey, too, and gave the private dicks a nod. Smarley, the
booki e,
wasn't the type who could start trouble. It was better to pass himthrough and
find out what he really wanted.

Upstairs, Smarley encountered another pair of watchers, who gruffly
demanded what he wanted. When they |earned that he was going to the offices of
the United Inport Co., they pointed out the door to him As soon as Smarl ey
entered, the dicks noved to the door, opened it a trifle and | ooked in on what
fol | oned.

The enpl oyees recogni zed Smarl ey and exchanged grins, with the exception
of Kel son. The secretary was seated at his desk, wi ping a pair of spectacles.
He squinted as he saw Smarley; putting on his gl asses, he recognized the
booki e. A squeam sh expression pronptly decorated Kel son's sallow face.

"Hell o, Kelson," wheezed Smarley, in an alnost fatherly fashion. "Al
t hrough your work? W can have a little chat."

"Not today, Smarley," pleaded Kelson. "I've got a lot of things to do for
M. Melbrun."”

Smar| ey gave a sharp | ook toward the door of Ml brun's office, then
inquired in a | ow voice:

"I's M. Melbrun still in there?"

Kel son nodded. He figured that it would support his argunent. On previous
visits, Smarley had always called up first, to make sure that Mel brun wasn't
in. Since his business with Kel son was a personal matter, involving unpaid
raci ng bets, he had not wanted Mel brun to know about it. But on this occasion
Smar| ey went against form

Wth an ugly, dryish grin, Smarley arose fromthe desk and turned toward



Mel brun's door, saying, |oud enough for the rest of the office force to hear
"Thi s has gone far enough, Kelson. You haven't paid ne what you owe ne,
SO
I"'mgoing to take it up with your boss."
"No, no!" Kelson rose, excited. "I forgot, Smarley. M. Ml brun went out

By then, Smarley had opened the private door. He peered into Mel brun's
office, sawthat it was enpty. H's face showed reproval, as he turned to
Kel son.

"So you lied to ne,’

whi ned Smarley. "Tried to trick a poor old nan who

trusted you. Look at nme" - he tugged his pockets, turning theminside out;
t hen
ext ended hi s hands, palns upward, letting themtrenble - "a poor old man who
hasn't a cent of his own! Yet you owe ne noney and -"
"Il pay it, Smarley," inserted Kelson, anxiously. "I'll let you have

some cash, right now. Herel"

He pulled two ten-dollar bills fromhis pocket. Smarley eyed the cash as
t hough he wanted to cry, nuch to the anusement of the other nen in the office,
who enjoyed Kelson's plight. In the hallway, the detectives closed the door
and
went back to the elevators, |aughing at the situation

It was really funny, to learn that Kelson had played the races and | ost
to
a bookie like Smarley. Kelson was the sort who tried to act |ike a human
machi ne, as though he didn't have a single fault or weakness. Having found out
what Smarl ey's business was, the private dicks were quite willing to let him
thrash it out with Kel son

As for the office force, they were quite delighted. They disliked Kel son
and were finding out, to their great glee, why Smarley had come to the office
other times when Mel brun was out, to hold conferences with the private
secretary.

To their enjoynent, Smarley shook his head at sight of Kelson's twenty
dol | ars.

"It won't do, Kelson,
hundred and fifty dollars.™

"But | don't have it, Snarley -"

"Then you can give nme a note for it," inserted the bookie, loudly. "A
prom ssory note, for thirty days. You ought to have some of those in your desk
- the blanks, | nean."

Kel son shook his head; then, deciding that a signed note would certainly
end the frequency of Smarley's visits, the secretary changed his gesture to a
nod.

whi ned Smarley. "I want the full anount, two

"I"l1l sign the note," he decided. "Wait here, Smarley, while | get a
bl ank
fromM. Melbrun's desk."

PUSHI NG past Smarl ey, Kelson entered the private office. Sol emly,
Smar | ey
eyed the other office workers, and received their approving grins. Reverting
to
his suspicious attitude, the bookie | ooked into Mel brun's office again; then
entering, he closed the door behind him

It was done neatly, so naturally that the nmen in the outer office did not
link Smarley's action to anything nore sinister than a desire to collect noney
that was really owing to him

Nor did Kel son guess Smarley's purpose. At Ml brun's desk, Kelson was
writing out a promissory note; he scarcely noted Smarley, as the withery
booki e
st epped past him



There was a strong door in the rear corner of Melbrun's office; a barrier
that was heavily bolted. Smoothly, Smarley pulled back the bolts. Despite his
care, the last one grated, bringing Kelson around. Anxiously, Kelson gasped:

"What are you doi ng, Smarley?"

VWi ppi ng from his crouch, Smarley sprang for Kel son with a speed that
left
the sall ow secretary breathless. As he cane, the bookie pulled a revolver from
his hip. Reaching the desk, he planted the gun rmuzzl e squarely agai nst
Kel son' s
ribs.

"CGet busy on that safe!" hissed Smarley. "Open it up! Hand nme over the
Ani t oga cash!"

Kel son gul ped | oudly, then:

"But | don't know the conbination!" he panted. "Honest, Smarley, | don't.
M. Mel brun was com ng back."

Wth all of Kelson's pretense at sincerity, Smarley was not deceived.

"No stalling,"” he prompted. "Get busy, | tell you! If you don't, I'll
shoot ! "

Qui vering, Kelson approached the safe. He funbled at the dial, as though
trying to get the conbinati on by guesswork. Smarl ey nudged harder with the
gun.

"Start over."
Kel son.

I want results in a hurry!"

Light froma floor | anp showed the tenseness of both faces. Kelson's
sallow features were twitching; Smarley's visage was hard. It |ooked like a
devil's mask, that first face belonging to the nman who boasted that he had
five.

The bookie's tone was | ow and harsh. "No fake stuff,

The tense pair were between the floor |lanp and the rear w ndow of the
private office. The wi ndow shade was drawn; Melbrun had lowered it earlier,
when he turned on the office lights. But the shade, thanks to the position of
the floor lanp, did not hide the scene in Ml brun's office.

The Shadow had arrived upon the adjacent roof. He was view ng a drama
sil houetted agai nst the yell ow shade. Enlarged, the shadows of Smarley and
Kel son | ooked grotesque, but their actions were portrayed in excellent detail.

Kel son's novi ng hands told what they were doing. At noments, The Shadow
could see the shading fromthe safe dial, a lunp of black against a snooth,
upri ght block. Smarley's hand was plain, too, and as it shifted, the outline
of
his revolver was quite visible.

A nmove at this noment would be fatal for Kel son. Awaiting the proper
tine,

The Shadow gauged the di stance fromhis roof to Melbrun's window. It wasn't
far;

a spring would carry The Shadow to the wi ndow | edge, which was fairly broad
and

bel ow the | evel of the roof where The Shadow crouched.

The problemwas to remain on the | edge, and The Shadow had a sinple plan.
Drawi ng an automatic, he reversed it, clutching the barrel and raising the
handl e of the gun as though it were the head of a hammer.

As The Shadow watched, a big shape of enlargi ng bl ackness blotted out the
sil houettes of Smarley and Kel son. It was the safe door, sw nging open

Wth a lunge, The Shadow | eft the roof. He sw shed through the darkness,
at a downward angle toward the wi ndow | edge. H s arm was sw ngi ng as he cane;
his gun struck glass an instant before his feet | anded on the w ndow | edge.

That sl edgi ng bl ow shattered the glass in the upper w ndow sash; the
descendi ng gun caught the woodwork |ike a grappling hook. The Shadow s cl oaked
form gave a backward sway, that woul d have pitched an ordinary junper to the
dept hs.

But this strange venturer did not fall. He still gripped the gun barrel



and its handle served himas a brace, hooked to the stout woodwork where the
wi ndow sections j oi ned.

The Shadow s recoil served nmerely to give himinpetus for another |unge.
H s free hand whi pping his cloak across his face, he drove in shoul der first.
H s new normentum carried himright through the w ndow.

Amid a terrific crash of woodwork and a clatter of glass, the shade
rattl ed upward. Continuing his lunge, The Shadow struck the floor and nade a
rapid roll for the shelter of Ml brun's big desk

THI NGS wer e happeni ng as The Shadow wanted. In opening the safe door
Kel son had gained its partial shelter. Smarley's gun was no | onger pressing
t he
secretary's back, because the booki e was grabbing the netal cash box. Mtters
were just right for Kelson to nake a break, if he had nerve to try it.

By his sudden entry, his dive in the opposite direction, The Shadow added
to the opportunity. Smarley saw the bl ack-cl ad shape come crashing through the
wi ndow and recogni zed The Shadow, even before he heard the cl oaked fighter's
defiant | augh from beyond the desk

Forgetting Kel son, Smarley began to shoot, wildly, as he shifted for the
rear door that he had opened.

Anot her gun gave i medi ate answer. The Shadow was juggling his autonmatic
as he rolled, catching it deftly with the nuzzle frontward, his finger on the
trigger. He stabbed a shot above the |evel of the desk; one that cane
surprisingly close to clipping Smarl ey, considering the guesswork behind The
Shadow s ai m

The Shadow wasn't counting on that first jab to stop the nobster. He
simply wanted to get into rapid action, to keep things safer for Kel son

Unfortunately, the secretary grew surprisingly bold, when he saw t he
spurt
from The Shadow s guns and its result on Smarley. The bookie went frantic, as
he
snatched at the knob of the rear door. His gun in one hand, the box under his
other arm Smarley was in a funbling nood.

Leaving the safe, Kelson drove across the path of The Shadow s fire, to
grapple with Smarl ey.

As the two | ocked, The Shadow vaulted the desk, to drive into the fray.
Kel son had Smarley's gun wist; the crook made a downward swi ng. Poking his
own
gun in between, The Shadow stopped the forceful blow but Kel son, ducking in
t he
wrong direction, received a glancing stroke.

Madl y dependi ng upon luck instead of comobn sense, Smarley shoul dered
Kel son toward The Shadow and nade for the front door of the office, instead of
the rear exit. H's reversal of direction gave hima tenporary | eeway, and
during the interval Kelson becane the crook's unwitting ally.

Hal f groggy, Kelson grappled with the first person at hand, who happened
to be The Shadow.

There were shouts fromthe outer office that seened to blend with The
Shadow s nocki ng | aughter. Smarley was heading straight for a trap. Men had
heard the fray and were conming in to learn the trouble. Dragging Kelson wth
him The Shadow nmade for Smarley as the bookie funbled with the door knob

It was then that Smarley made his snmartest nove, his one clever stroke
amd the twisted battle. Al nost under the nuzzle of The Shadow s | oom ng gun
t he booki e yanked the door open and sprang away fromit, still clutching his
revol ver with one hand and catching the slipping cash box with the other

Wth a nmere shift, The Shadow had the thug covered, but his own nove cane
too late. Smarley's tug at the door had rel eased a flood of office workers,
followed by a pair of detectives. They saw only Kel son and The Shadow, engaged
i n what seened a grappl e.



As The Shadow whirl ed Kel son away with one hand and ai ned for Smarl ey
with
the other, he was flattened by a human aval anche of m sgui ded attackers who
m stook himfor a foe intent on crine!

CHAPTER | V
MJURDER W THOUT PROFI T

FROM t he nonment that they sprawl ed The Shadow beneath them ei ght
attackers found that they had taken on an unruly bargain. They were unar nmed,
for even the detectives had shoved away their own guns at sight of a |one
fighter going floorward.

The Shadow did not drop his gun, nor did he put it away; he needed it for
Smarl ey, later. Neverthel ess, he handled his present adversaries in a gunless
style.

Doubl i ng his knees, The Shadow drove his | egs between a pair of plunging
men and found two others. His feet met themso hard that they were hurl ed back
into the nass behind them

Wth a sideward roll, The Shadow took care of the two who were already
upon him G abbing one, he flung the fell ow agai nst the other, so suddenly and
vehemently that both were spraw ed.

Qut of the human tangle, The Shadow extricated hinmself, like a living
knife slashing its way to freedom He had not reached his feet yet, but it did
not matter. He was able to deal with his quarry: Jake Smarl ey.

Profiting by the braw at the doorway, the bookie cut across the room
past Mel brun's desk, timng his flight well. The crook had escaped the notice
of the new invaders; Kelson saw him but the secretary's shouts went unheard.

Smarl ey was counting on a clean getaway, through the rear door that he
had
previously unl ocked. But The Shadow still could reach him

This time, Kelson wasn't in the path of the bl ack-cl oaked marksman's aim
Nor did others interfere with The Shadow s thrust. The private detectives saw
him but the point of his automatic indicated Smarley. Seeing the netal noney
box beneath the bookie's arm the dicks realized that they had grabbed the
wrong i nvader.

They had heard of The Shadow, master avenger who battled crine. They
expected himto drop Smarley with a single blast. He woul d have acconplished
the worthwhile deed, if the dicks hadn't yell ed encouragenent.

Hearing the shout, Smarley wheel ed about just short of the rear exit. The
Shadow s gun bl asted just as the bookie turned. Wth the spurt of the .45,
Smar | ey staggered backward. H s stunbl e was acconpani ed by a resoundi ng cl ang.

Luck was still with Smarley. H's twi st had put the netal cash box between
his body and The Shadow s gun. Already a trophy of crinme, the box served
Smarl ey as a shield that stopped the bullet inches short of his heart.

Smar | ey's stagger carried himpart way through the door. |nstead of
pursui ng him The Shadow took a | ong, upward spring toward the center of the
room ending with a vault across the desk. He was choosing the open door of
t he
safe as a new barricade fromwhich to reopen fire.

The Shadow wasn't thinking of his own protection. H s gun was enough
defense against Smarley's fire. He was considering the nen behind him those
i nvaders fromthe outer office. Wld shots from Smarley's revol ver mght clip
them The only course was to draw the crook's fire to another quarter

Smarley fell for the gane. He was wasting bullets, when The Shadow
cl eared
the desk. His | ast shots pinged the safe door after The Shadow was beyond it.
Smarl ey was yanking at a useless trigger, when he heard The Shadow s | augh
sinister and sibilant, a pronmi se of com ng doom Frantically, Smarley turned



and ran.

One shot was all The Shadow needed; he took deliberate aim hoping to
bring Smarl ey down. As yet, he did not regard Smarley as a master crook, but
sinmply as a fugitive who had acconplished a crude, though sonewhat dari ng,
theft.

Strai ght through the doorway lay the fire tower, a di mbackground agai nst
Smar | ey' s approaching figure. The nobster's back made a perfect target; as he
ran, he was clutching the box in front of him and therefore no | onger had a
shi el d.

It seened that Smarley's new career of crime was due for a sudden finish,
consi deri ng The Shadow s skill as a marksman.

Then intervention canme, froma new source - the fire tower itself.

TWD t huggi sh figures | eaped forward as Smarl ey neared them Passing the
runni ng crook, they converged, opening fire as they came. They had spotted The
Shadow s head and shoul ders, rising above the top of the open safe door

Their target was gone before they fired. Dropping instantly to the floor
The Shadow was out of sight as bullets whined above the huge safe door, which
was anpl e enough for shelter. The gunners ainmed |ower, but their slugs nerely
ponmrel ed the netal barrier. Again, they heard The Shadow s taunting | augh

Then, alnost fromthe floor, a gun fired upward. By a dipping twist, The
Shadow had poked from cover below the | evel of the opposing fire. He was
putting in quick jabs, with double purpose. Not only were the gunning thugs
bl ocking his path to Smarley; their presence had becone dangerous.

The two private detectives were hustling across the room guns in hand,
maki ng for the rear exit. They thought that they could handl e the opponents
who
had failed to nick The Shadow. But the dicks didn't stand a chance agai nst
such
opposition; they were blundering right into serious trouble. The Shadow had to
take a risk to save them

Trained in all varieties of trick marksmanship, The Shadow s qui ck hand
performed in a superhuman style. There were yells fromthe hallway, as crooks
sprawl ed. Beyond the floundering thugs, The Shadow saw Smarl ey on the top step
of the fire tower. The stoopy crook was turned about, a smirk on his face,
wat ching to see The Shadow s finish

VWen he saw his own gunners sprawl, Smarley did not wait for a further
climax. He took an agile dive down the stairway, dropping fromsight like a
figure in a puppet show

Smarl ey was qui ck enough to escape the shots that The Shadow delivered a
few nonents later. Inmediately, the cloaked marksman halted fire. The private
di cks were at the rear door and were dashing through, in pursuit of Smarley.

Wth them went another man, who scooped up a revolver that a wounded
cr ook
had dropped. The third man was Kel son; the sall ow secretary was anxious to
redeem hi nsel f.

The Shadow followed. He trailed the chase to the street, stopping briefly
at floors along the way. The Shadow foresaw a difficulty that the others did
not anticipate: the prospect of other marksnmen, down bel ow. At one fl oor
t hrough a wi ndow, he saw huddling men edging forward from a parked car across
the way. The Shadow fired two quick shots that scattered them

Still |ower, The Shadow spied a rakish autonmobile wheeling in froma
corner. He jabbed shots that caused the driver to whip the car across the
si dewal k, so that occupants could | eap out the other side and take to shelter

Then, as The Shadow neared the ground, he heard a volley of shots,
acconpani ed by the whining sirens of police cars.

| nspect or Cardona was on the job. Fromout front, he had heard the sounds
of battle high up in the building. He and his men knew what it neant and had
smartly made for the rear of the building. Mre police were coming up to aid



them in what pronised to be a major battle against hordes of crineland.

Smarl ey had reached the street and was junping into a waiting car. He was
yel i ng somet hi ng about The Shadow, and thugs in other cars could hear his
shouts. Anbng those listeners were Smarley's three |ieutenants: G ease,

Banker,
and dip. Intheir turn, they were bawing orders to the various thugs and
sni pers they had supplied for the present enterprise.

Thi ngs weren't panning out as Five-face had prom sed. This wasn't a nere
cover-up job. It was the type of fray that m ght disclose the identities of
t he
lieutenants, along with that of Snarley.

Naturally, Five-face did not worry over his dilenma, for he intended to
drop the guise of Smarley, anyway. But di scovery could prove disastrous to the
three |ieutenants.

They hit upon a conprom se. Wiile yelling for nen to cover Smarley, they
put their own cars in notion. Qpening fire upon police cars, they made it | ook
as though they were trying to clear a path for others to follow Actually,

t hey
were trying to save their own hides and faces.

O course, they wanted Smarley to get clear, too, and he had a chance to
make his getaway at the expense of the thugs who were out of their cars and
spread along the street.

But Smarley hesitated. Thrusting his face fromthe wi ndow of his car, he
waved his enpty gun, pointing it toward the ground floor of the fire tower. At
Smarley's yell, shooting thugs quit aimng at police cars.

They heard his shout:

"CGet the guy with the specs!”

THE "guy with the specs"” was Kel son, who had reached the street al ong
with
the private dicks. Smarley's shout was foll owed by a qui ck-hissed order that
cane fromthe steps of the fire tower. The dicks heard it - The Shadow s
conmand - and grabbed Kel son, to haul himback to safety. But the naddened
secretary showed a sudden savagery.

Spi nni ng about, he slashed his gun at his friends; as the dicks ducked,
he
lurched fromtheir grasp. Taking the |last half dozen steps in a long | eap, The
Shadow nade a grab for Kelson but lost him as a stunbling detective bl undered
i n between.

VWhat happened in the next half second was sonething that even The Shadow
coul d not prevent.

Springing wildly for Smarley's car, Kelson was net by a concerted
fusillade fromhalf-a dozen directions. Flayed by bullets, the sall ow man
jolted; tw sting, he stunbled across the curb and sprawed in the gutter, to
the tune of triunphant howls fromthe outspread firing squad.

Smarley's car was in notion; the master crook had dropped bel ow t he
wi ndow. Maybe others still thought of himas Smarley, the fugitive, but The
Shadow had him classed as a crinmnal of a fiendish caliber. Though others had
fired the shots that killed Kel son, the real nmurderer was Smarley. He was the
man that The Shadow want ed.

Springing fromthe fire tower, The Shadow reached the moving car. He was
on its running board before the outspread snipers spied him At sight of their
archfoe, thugs wheeled to aim The Shadow gave them no attention; he knew
t hat,
by this tine, the stings were gone fromthat crew of nurderers.

The Shadow was right. Oher guns were tal king as he boarded Smarley's
car.

The police had spotted the killers who put the blast on Kel son. Aimng thugs
were hitting the asphalt and the sidewal ks before they could tug their gun



triggers.

Cardona and his anplified squad were perform ng doubl e service: avengi ng
Kel son's death and giving The Shadow a clear path to Snarley.

Yanki ng open the car door, The Shadow | unged for Smarley. In the front
seat, a cowering nobster clung to the wheel, trying to get the car around the
corner.

Smarley, in his turn, yanked open the door on the other side. Wen he saw
The Shadow s big gun loomfor him he hurled the netal cash box at the
weapon' s
nuzzl e.

The Shadow s bull et plunked the dented box and dropped it to the floor of
the car. Leaping for Smarley, who was diving to the street, The Shadow hooked
the box with his foot and brought it along. It clattered the curb and | ay
there. lIgnoring Smarley's | ost trophy, The Shadow continued his pursuit.

Smarl ey was just past the corner when The Shadow fired. This tine, a slug
ni cked chunks of brick froma building edge. Again, Smarley had nanaged to
keep
a nere junp ahead of The Shadow, and the crook's luck held up

Reaching the corner, The Shadow was greeted with shots from across the
street; he dropped back to cover before foemen could find the range.

Those shots cane fromtwo cars: G ease comanded one, and Banker the
other. There was a third car, even closer, with Cip in charge. As Smarl ey
reached that car, all three vehicles sped away. They had doubl ed their tracks,
escapi ng the police cars, and were off again before The Shadow coul d halt
t hem

A few unwi se snipers were still about, which was why The Shadow coul d not
follow Arriving police spied the crooks shooting at an inmaginary target.
Sonehow, sonewhere, The Shadow had whi sked to cover |ike a waith of
evapor ati ng snoke.

There were shots from somewhere in the darkness; yells, as ugly-faced
gunners cane tunbling into sight from doorways where they | urked.

Then a strange, nocking |laugh - a promi se of vengeance upon ot her nmen of
crime, who had escaped along with Smarley. Listening police heard the trail of
The Shadow s eerie taunt; it seemed to blend with the distant sirens of patro
cars that were hunting for a trail.

| NSPECTOR CARDONA reached the corner. He was a stocky, swarthy man, his
expression a poker face. He listened while the private detectives told him
about Smarley's raid, The Shadow s intervention, and Kel son's death.

By then, an officer was approaching with the nuch-battered cash box. The
private detectives pronptly identified it as the box containing Ml brun's
hundred t housand dol | ars.

"The nmoney is safe, anyway," decided Cardona. "It doesn't nake up for
| osi ng Kel son; he was a gane guy. Still, he wanted us to get this box back
and
we did, thanks to The Shadow. "

Eyeing the Iid of the cash box, Cardona saw that it was |oose on its
hi nges. As a nere matter of routine, to certify before wi tnesses that the
noney
had been saved for Mel brun, Cardona inserted a revolver nuzzle under the lid
and
gave a wench.

Then Cardona's poker-faced expressi on was gone. He was staring with eyes
as wi de in amazenent as those of the men about him If ever Cardona had seen
proof that crime did not pay, this was it. Crinme couldn't have paid Snarl ey,
even if he had taken the cash box along with him

Instead of crisp green currency, the box was stuffed with bl ank checks
and
old receipts. Tilting the box, Cardona let the worthless paper flutter to the



si dewal k.

Except for the valuel ess contents, the box was entirely enpty. Robbery
had
been forestalled even before it was perpetrated, producing a nystery that the
ace police inspector could not fathom

From somewhere - perhaps in his own fancy - Cardona thought that he heard
t he whi spered | augh of The Shadow

CHAPTER V
CRIME' S RI DDLES

THE excl usive Cobalt O ub, to which Lanont Cranston bel onged, was noted
as
a gathering place for |inousines.

Sonetimes the fancy line-up was jarred by the presence of a big official
car which bel onged to Police Conm ssioner Ral ph Weston, who was al so a nenber.
However, the comm ssioner's car was tolerated. It |ooked enough |ike a
i nousi ne to pass mnuster.

Thi s evening, when Cranston arrived at the club, the conm ssioner's car
was present. However, the doorman had a pained | ook on his face and was
gl owering at the conmm ssioner's car. The Shadow understood the reason when he
gl anced across the street.

Parked on the other side, between two |inousines, was an arnored truck
that had evidently come here at the commi ssioner's order

In Cranston's strolling style, The Shadow entered the club. He knew t hat
he woul d | earn the reason for the arnored truck as soon as he net Conmi ssioner
Vst on.

Not only did Weston esteem Cranston's acquai ntance, the conmi ssioner was
constantly trying to interest his wealthy friend in facts concerning crine.

Such matters seldomintrigued Cranston, which was why Weston pressed t hem
all the nmore. By playing the indifferent role of Cranston, The Shadow
therewi th
recei ved rmuch informati on concerning police investigations.

Conmi ssi oner Weston, |ong inpressed by The Shadow s uncanny know edge,
woul d have been amazed to |l earn that he nade personal contributions to it.

Though he had not expected to see the arnored truck, The Shadow had
struck
upon a sinple explanation for its presence by the time he reached the
grillroom
where the comm ssioner held inportant conferences.

Conmi ssi oner Weston was at his usual table. Seated opposite himwas a
di gnified gentl eman, whose keen, broad face and strong chin marked himas a
man
of action. Though he had never net the visitor, The Shadow coul d have naned
hi m

West on' s conpani on was Arnold Mel brun.

As The Shadow joined the pair at the table, Wston hastened to introduce
Mel brun to his friend Cranston. Mel brun gave a smile as he shook hands, but
hi s
face imredi atel y saddened. Hi s hand, too, |acked the strong grip that should
have conme froma man of such comandi ng presence

Mel brun's sorrowful expression was expl ai nable. He had just heard the
details of Kelson's death and was taking it as a severe bl ow

"Poor Kelson!" he said sadly. "If | could only have foreseen the fate to
which his loyalty would bring him-"
"You are not to blanme," interrupted Weston. "You did the best thing under

t he circunstances, Melbrun. Thanks to your foresight, Smarley not only showed
hi s hand but was dooned to failure. If others had only done their part -"



"Which they did not do," inserted Mel brun. "As a result, Kelson is dead."

Mel brun's voice was choky. It took an effort for himto recover his
conposure. Meanwhile, Weston was explaining matters to The Shadow, recounting
the details fromthe start.

He told of the crewnoney story that had appeared in the afternoon
newspapers; how it had i nduced a crook named Jake Smarley to raid Mel brun's
office, with gunners waiting to aid his getaway.

Conming to the climax of his tale, the conm ssioner announced:

"Yet the box which Smarley took was worthl ess, Cranston. \When | nspector
Cardona recovered it, he found the noney mssing -"

"Because M. Mel brun had previously renoved it," interposed The Shadow,
in
a casual tone. "Fearing that crimnals m ght make a thrust, he wi sely took the
funds with himwhen he left the office."

The conmi ssioner stared, astoni shed. Such know edge on the part of
Cranston amazed him Slowy, Weston began to nod; then, finding his voice, he
demanded brusquel y:

"Who gave you those details, Cranston?"

"l saw an arnored truck outside the club," returned The Shadow, "and
find M. Melbrun inside. As for that suitcase" - he gestured, as he lighted a
cigarette - "it isn't yours, conm ssioner. It happens to have M. Ml brun's
initials onit."

THE suitcase was standi ng besi de Weston's chair. Wth a cross between a
grimace and a snmle, the comm ssioner lifted it to the table. Opening the bag,
he showed stacks of noney, all in neat bundles.

"Your guess was right, Cranston," conceded Weston, in a depreciating

t one.
"Mel brun took the cash before the robbery and checked his bag at a hotel. Wen
he called ny office, asking for an escort to take himto the pier, | told him

of the robbery."
“I'f I had only called sooner,"

groaned Mel brun. "But | dined first.
knew

there m ght be trouble at the office, but not the serious sort that occurred
there."”

"You |l eft enough men to handle matters," insisted Weston, "and the dunmy
cash box was excellent bait. It made Smarl ey show his hand, and your whol e
office staff, as well as the private detectives, made an earnest effort to
save
the box, thinking it was really valuable."

Weston's argunment did not help Melbrun. He felt that his strategy had
been
a mstake; that it was the direct cause of Kelson's death. Naturally, Kelson's
ardent pursuit of Smarley was based upon his lack of facts; but had the
secretary used good judgnment, he would still be alive. So Weston argued, and
Mel brun finally began to believe him

"Take the noney to the pier," ordered the comn ssioner, pushing the
suitcase to Mel brun. "You will be quite safe in the arnored truck, and the
pi er
i s thoroughly guarded. Proceed with the distribution of the bonus noney to the
crew of the Anitoga, and stop worrying about Kel son. The chap is dead,

Mel brun,
and it can't be hel ped."

Soon after Mel brun's departure, |Inspector Cardona arrived. Cardona had
been qui zzi ng wounded crooks, and doing a rapid job of it. Riddled with police
bullets, in addition to the slugs that The Shadow delivered, the thugs had
been
dyi ng of f while Cardona questioned t hem

"Al'l they could say was 'Smarley'," growl ed Cardona. "It was Smarl ey who



hired them Snarley, who was out to grab the dough; Smarley who nade the
get away. "

"Quite correct," nodded Weston. "What el se could the hoodl unms say?"

"They could have told me how Smarl ey got hold of them" snapped Cardona.
"They never worked for himbefore. You can't build a nob up overnight,
conmi ssi oner . "

"I never intend to do so."

"Sorry, conmissioner. | was referring to Smarley. W know what he was - a
booki e, running a small-tine horse parlor. Al of a sudden, he sprouts out
l'i ke
a big-shot. Wiere did he get all of those nobbies?"

The conm ssioner had an answer. Crinme had been quiet over a |ong period.
It woul d have been easy for Jake Smarl ey, or anyone else, to enlist a thuggi sh
horde. The fact that the gunners were of varied types, merely supported
Weston's theory. Apparently, Snmarley had approached any who were on the | oose.

"They were nmen who pl aced bets through Smarley," anal yzed Weston. "That
is
how he | earned about them inspector. If he paid themin advance, which is
probabl e, he naturally would not have told them where he intended to go

"Your job is to find Smarley. Use every nmeans to do so. Treat himas a
public eneny, a lone wolf bent on nurder. But fromall descriptions of the

fellow' - the commissioner's tone becane contenptuous - "he is an amateur at
crime. You will probably find himcowering in some hide-away that your stoo
pi geons will uncover."

VWESTON and his ace inspector were still discussing matters, and getting

closer in accord, when The Shadow |l eft the Cobalt C ub. He was Cranston when
he

stepped into his |linmousine; but after a ride of a few bl ocks, he becane a
figure

cl oaked in bl ack

The Shadow had not forgotten the arnmored truck, with its
hundr ed- t housand-dol | ar | oad. Though the police conm ssioner had taken ful
precautions to insure its arrival at the pier, The Shadow did not regard the
delivery of the cash as a certainty.

In The Shadow s opinion, Jake Smarley was nore than a small-fry crimna
who had attenpted a robbery through sheer bravado.

Smarley's quick-witted work in Melbrun's office, his cool ness under fire,
and his disposal of Kelson showed how dangerous the man could be. Hi s getaway,
acconpani ed by at |east a dozen followers, proved Smarley a skillfu
or gani zer.

In short, The Shadow, while in the thick of battle, had recognized
somet hing that had entirely escaped the police.

The Shadow knew that |esser crooks had been left to take the brunt; that
the creamof Smarley's forces had gone with him He sensed, too, that the
repeat ed name of "Smarley!" that dying hoodl uns had squawked in parrot fashion
could be a cover-up for certain lieutenants who had provided Smarley with his
nob.

As the core of a conpact crimnal organization, Smarley could attenpt new
crime despite the law. He still had plenty of shock troops at command, and The
Shadow coul d conceive of Smarley ordering another, and nore daring, thrust to
get Melbrun's funds this very night.

Near the North River, The Shadow |l eft the |inousine. He became a gliding,
fl eei ng shape that followed an untraceable course to a darkened pier, where a
skel eton force of guards kept watch over a huge liner that had been interned
because of war.

Sli ppi ng through the thin cordon of guards, The Shadow boarded the great
ship. Reaching the liner's superstructure, he had a perfect view of an
adj oi ni ng pi er.



There, The Shadow saw the steanship Anitoga, dwarfed beside the great
vessel which he used as his observation post. The decks of the Anitoga were
brilliant with light. More than a hundred nen were clustered there, |ike
figures on a stage.

Among one tiny batch, The Shadow spied Mel brun, together with the
shi ppers
who had provided the bonus noney for the crew of the Anitoga. Sailors were
stepping forward, one by one, while Ml brun, as spokesman for the shippers,
gave them their awards.

VWil e the hundred thousand doll ars was being pieced out to the men who
deserved it, The Shadow s eyes roved the pier fromthe land end to the river.

Police were on hand, a score of them ready for any energency. The pier
however, provided a long stretch to patrol. Should crooks choose sone salient
poi nt and nake a concerted attack, they would have a chance of driving upon
t he
unarmed ship crew before the officers could halt them

Thus The Shadow hel d real command of the situation, fromhis shrouded
| ookout post. His laugh, and a few well-directed shots, could frustrate any
i nvasion and bring the police to the vital spot before crooks mght gain a
foot hol d. The Shadow was ready, vigilant, awaiting such attack.

The nonent did not come. Nothing disturbed the scene upon the pier. The
money was distributed; some crew menbers went to their quarters, while others
cane ashore, where police escorted themaway fromthe treacherous waterfront.

Arnol d Mel brun and the shipping nen drove away in their cars. Lights were
ext i ngui shed on board the Anitoga. Deep quiet lay along the river.

Guards about the interned |iner were puzzled by a whispery |augh that
cane
fromthe ship's bridge, like a ghostly echo. They made a search, but found no
one. By then, The Shadow was gone. Hi s parting |augh had a significance which
the men who heard it did not understand.

It was a tone of prophecy. The Shadow foresaw that crine would strike
again. Melbrun's cash was a thing of the past, so far as crooks were
concer ned.

Their next effort would involve | arger gane. Meanwhile, it would be The
Shadow s
busi ness to |l ocate the m ssing man who rmanaged crime, Jake Smarl ey.

The | aw had chosen the sane quest, and regarded it a sinple one. The
Shadow felt that it m ght prove nore conplex than the police supposed, for he
credited Smarley with foresight in choosing a suitable hi deaway. Neverthel ess,
The Shadow s whi spered | augh denot ed confi dence.

As yet, The Shadow had not struck upon the crux of the whole case. He did
not know that in searching for Jake Smarley, he would be hunting a man who no
| onger exi sted!

CHAPTER VI
THE SECOND FACE

THREE gl um men sat in their customary neeting place, glowering at one
anot her. They were the |ieutenants who had taken orders fromthe nysterious
crook who called hinself Five-face, and they were beginning to regret their
new
alliance. Their apartnment |ooked shabbier than ever; they had | ess noney in
their card gane.

It was Grease Rickel who broke the nonotony, by slapping a fistful of
cards upon the table. Rising with a grow, the sliny-faced racketeer stalked
the room then began a verbal outburst.

"Jake Smarley!" sneered Gease. "A flash in the pan! A guy who coul dn't
deliver. W were boobs to join up with him™"



Banker Dreeb did not fully agree. Hi s solem face was thoughtful. At
| ast,
he spoke dryly:

"Why bl ame Snmarl ey? He worked the gane as well as he could. It just
happened that Mel brun outfoxed him"

"Yeah?" Cip Zel ber put the sharp query. "Smarley didn't know the cash

box
was a dumy, did he?"
"No," admitted Banker, "I guess he didn't."
"Then what did he drop it for?" snapped Cip. "I'lIl tell you why. Because

he was yellow He net up with The Shadow, and he couldn't stand the gaff.
Smar | ey, the bigshot! W were lugs to waste a bunch of good trigger nen
hel pi ng

that guy."

Qutvoted two to one, Banker became silent. Both G ease and Cip continued
to gripe. Three days had passed since the raid at Mel brun's. The whol e thing
had been a fluke. The only luck lay in the fact that their own parts in the
crime lay undi scovered. At |east, they had nmanaged to cover their tracks, but
that was small confort.

They needed cash, and said so. The argunent was one that Banker could not
di spute. Plucking a newspaper froma table, G ease shoved it under Banker's
nose and poi nted out two photographs on the front page.

"There's the guy that clained he had brains," sneered Grease, pointing to
Smarley's picture. "Look at that dried-up map of his. Five grand reward for
Jake Smarley. Say - if he cones crawing in here, the best thing we could do
woul d be grab himand coll ect the dough

"When it conmes to brains, here's the fellowthat really has them" G ease
tapped the other picture. "Arnold Mel brun, who is putting up the reward. You
know why he's offering it - because Snarley was dunb enough to put the bl ast
on
that secretary, Kelson. That was the biggest boner of all."

Banker was seated at the table, shuffling the pack of cards. He invited
Grease and Cip to join him but they saw no reason for the game. As Cip put
it, they were tired of passing nmoney around the triangle and borrowi ng it back
fromeach other. Banker snmiled at Cip's remark.

"We'| | get some new noney into the game," he said dryly. "I just heard
that Flush Tygert is back in town."

Mention of the name brought eager |ooks from G ease and dip. They
renenbered their last gane with Flush, a few nonths before. It had proven
profitable to everyone except Flush Tygert.

"A funny gazebo, Flush," chuckled Banker. "Card hustling is his racket.
He
used to trimthe chunps every tine he took a boat trip. But he never could
nmake
dough pl ayi ng poker straight. It kind of annoyed him"

"I remenber,"” nodded G ease. "He said he liked to join a game with guys
like us, just to see howit felt being on the losing end. There's one thing
never could figure out. If Flush was so smart, why couldn't he trimus?"

"Because he didn't have a shill," explained dip. "He always signed up a
st ooge when he rode the packets to Europe. | guess you weren't here, G ease,
the day he showed us the flush trick. That's the one that gave Flush his
noni ker . "

G ease showed new interest.

"I heard it different," he said. "I thought they called himFlush because
he al ways | ooked flush. You know, wi th dianonds sticking all over him and wads
of dough bul ging fromhis pockets."

"That's the story he tells the chunps,"” explained Banker. "Flush had to
have sone alibi for his noniker, after the other hustlers pinned it on him
When Flush gets here, Gease, we'll have himshow you that pet trick of his,
just to put himin the right nood."



THE three lieutenants were deep in a new card game, when a knock at the
door announced the arrival of Flush Tygert. They were due for a
di sappoi nt nent,
as soon as the ganbl er entered.

Fl ush | ooked the sane as ever: tall, thin-haired, with a | ong, sallow
face
that wore a perpetual gold-toothed smile. But his blue serge suit was shiny;
its
glitter took the place of diampnds. As for his pockets, they hadn't the
slightest sign of a bul ge.

It was quite plain that Flush Tygert had fallen on bad tines. Hi s roving
eyes were actually greedy, as they studied the few hundred dollars of cash
t hat
lay on the card table.

Grease Rickel gave a snarling wel come, which brought hima shin kick from
Cip Zel ber. Meanwhil e, Banker Dreeb covered the incident by extending a glad
hand to the visitor.

In this instance, Banker and Cip were outvoting Gease. They considered
it good policy to give Flush a wel conme, even if he did | ook broke. Flush had
qui ck ways of getting into the nobney. He mi ght cone back within a week quite
as
flush as ever.

"Sit down and play a few hands, Flush," suggested Banker. "Your credit is
good, if you need any. By the way, before we start, show Grease the flush
trick. He was asking how you trimed the chunps so easy."

A pl eased gl eam showed on Flush's face, as apparent as the glitter of his
gold teeth. He took a chair and invited Clip to sit opposite, to assist himin
the stunt. Then, gesturing toward Cip, Flush stated in a snmooth but drawy
t one:

"The stooge wins, see? But | do the dirty work. Here's how. In a poker

gane, a guy often gets a four flush but finds it hard to fill when he draws
t he
extra card. | take care of that problem"”

He gave Cip four hearts and a spade, and took a five-card hand for
hinsel f. He tossed a few cards on the table, to represent a discard.

"There's four signals," continued Flush. "Hold those cards square; that's
it, dip. Left thunb, right thunmb, both thunbs, no thunbs. Those nean cl ubs,

di anonds, hearts or spades.”

Cip promptly poked both thunbs above the top edge of his cards. Flush
gave an approvi ng nod.

"That means you need a heart," he said, "and |'ve got one. | cop it, here
in my right duke, the face of the card against the palm Meanwhile, you' ve got
to slide off that odd spade of yours and slip it face dowmn with the discards."

Cip managed the maneuver; as Flush expl ai ned, the process was easy,
because peopl e woul dn't be expecting a player to get rid of one card froma
legitimate hand of five. As it now stood, dip had an inconplete hand of four
hearts.

"Pl ank them face up on the board," ordered Flush. "Tell everybody you've
got a flush. Say it like you neant it."

VWen Cip gestured at the four cards that he laid on the table, the only
objector was Flush hinmself. In his snooth drawl, the ganbler said:

"Spread 'emout, fella! Al ways spread 'em out, so everybody can see
Maybe there's a wong card in that nmess."

Before dip could nove, Flush spread the cards hinmself. Hs right hand
snaked forward, gave the four hearts a wide sweep. Wth the novenent, Flush
added the extra heart fromhis own palm so deftly that the onl ookers blinked.
He didn't sinmply drop it on the other cards; he sliced it right in anong them
so that it forned the center of the five.

em



"Al'l hearts,” admitted Flush, in a grieved tone. "The pot is yours, old
man. Worse luck next time."

Such skill won imredi ate approval for Flush Tygert. He had shown the
st unt
to Banker and dip once before, and they agreed that he had repeated it in the
same slick style. The conplinent produced another gleamng grin from Fl ush.

"You can't always win, you know," drawl ed the ganbler, "even with the
best
of set-ups. | ought to be in the noney right at present, but I'mnot. | played
what | ooked like a sure shot, but it didn't work out."

The listeners | ooked interested.

"I was out to get a hundred thousand bucks,"” added Flush. "But the dough
was gone before |I could grab it. Besides -"

Flush went no further. It wasn't necessary. He had changed his tone from
a
drawl to a half whine. The men who heard it recognized that voice.

It was the voice of Jake Smarl ey!

THE ni ssing bookie had returned in the guise of the slick ganbler. Jake
Smarl ey and Flush Tygert were the sane. But neither of those nanes sprang to
the Iips of the three amazed men who viewed the smiling visitor before them
In
concert, they exclainmed a bigger, nore inportant nane:

"Fi ve-face!"
"I told you I'd be back," drawl ed the master crook, in the style of Flush
Tygert. "You can forget Jake Smarley. He's the sane as dead and buried. |'m

only sorry that he didn't grab off Melbrun's cash and split it with you
fellows.
"Anyway, he made his getaway. That's why |'m here. And renenber"” - the

speaker raised his left hand and bent his forefinger inward - "the Mel brun job
was only the first one. There are four nore to cone” - he was counting his
fingers, one by one - "and I'll use a different face for each."

Eagerly, the lieutenants gathered close. Lowering his drawl to an
undertone, Five-face began the details of the crime next on the list. As they
listened, Gease Rickel and Cip Zel ber exchanged approvi ng gl ances t hat
pl eased Banker Dreeb, the |ieutenant who had been confident that Five-face
coul d cone through

New crime was in the naking - crime that would require the nobbies that
the Iieutenants could supply. Crine without nercy toward anyone who m ght
oppose it. Five-face, at present known as Flush Tygert, was including al
factors in his plans.

There would be a surprise for all foenmen who crossed crinme's coning path;
even for The Shadow

CHAPTER VI |
CROOKS ON THE MOVE

THE bl ack-wal |l ed roomwas thick with darkness, except for a corner, where
a bluish light gl eamed upon the polished surface of a table.

Def |l ect ed downward, the bluish rays made little inpression on the deep
gloom in fact, the whole room seened a manmot h shroud encroachi ng upon the
spotted light. A figure stood beside the table; yet it was invisible against
t he darkness.

Living things cane into the light: a pair of hands that noved I|ike
det ached creatures. They were sl ender hands, yet sinewy, showi ng power beneath
the velvety surface of the long, tapering fingers. Upon the third finger of
t he



| eft hand shone a strange gem with ever-changi ng hues that ran the gamut of
t he
spect rum

The stone was a girasol, a magnificent fire opal, unmatched in all the
worl d. The iridescent gemproclainmed the identity of its owner, but only to
t he
privileged few, who knew the significance of the gl eam ng token. The giraso
was
The Shadow s token.

This room was The Shadow s sanctum a hi dden headquarters where darkness
al ways persisted. Buried in the heart of Manhattan, its very location a
deep-guarded secret, the sanctumwas the place wherein the master avenger
formed his plans to frustrate nmen of crine.

Newspaper clippings noved about under the touch of The Shadow s fi ngers.
He was arranging themalong with report sheets fromhis agents: stacks of
dat a,
that often proved inportant.

Toni ght, they meant not hing.

The quest for Jake Smarley had been fruitless. The m ssing bookie had
conpl etely vani shed. The Shadow s conpetent agents had scoured hide-out after
hi de- out ahead of the police, and had found no trace of crine's new overl ord.

Nevert hel ess, a whispered | augh stirred the sanctum s bl ackness. The
Shadow had probed crinme's depths, and understood. He was no | onger thinking in
ternms of Jake Smarley; he was considering the possible noves of a supercrook
who had di scarded the bookie's guise.

Negative results had told The Shadow that he was seeking a crimnal who
had nmore faces than one. He had therewith instructed his agents to drop the
search for Smarley. Instead, they were watching for nmassed noves on the part
of
| esser crooks, as sure proof that crine's master hand woul d agai n be conniving
evil.

A tiny light twinkled on the sanctumis wall. Lifting a pair of earphones,
The Shadow cl anped themto his head. As the |ight extinguished itself, a
nmet hodi cal voice canme over the wire

"Bur bank speaking -"

"Report!"

At The Shadow s command, Burbank, the contact nan, gave | ong-awaited
news.

Crooks were on the nove; their destination had been di scovered. The Shadow s
agents were covering the scene, awaiting the arrival of their chief.

Along hand lifted itself fromthe table, vanished into darkness. There
was a click as the bluish light went off. Alow, weird |augh stirred the
sanctum fading with The Shadow s departure.

WTH N the next quarter hour, a taxicab swing froma side street and
foll owed the Bowery, noving slowy along that fanous thoroughfare.

There was a double reason for the cab's sl ow progress. An el evated
rail way
ran above the Bowery, inpeding speed. In addition, the street was a favorite
haunt for shanbling bums, who crossed the thoroughfare with little regard for
traffic.

Besi des those reasons, there was a third cause for the cab's reduced
speed.

There was a passenger in the cab, though it | ooked quite enpty. Seated
deep in the rear seat, The Shadow, fully cloaked, was envel oped in darkness as
he gazed fromthe wi ndow H s keen eyes were studying lights along the street.
For the nost part, the Bowery was gl oony, but one building showed a stretch of
brilliance.

It was the Dianond Mart. Oddly situated in this doubtful section of



Manhattan, the Mart formed an exchange where huge deals in genms were
transacted

daily. Its ground floor teemed with booths, the headquarters of nerchants who
di spl ayed their dianonds and serenely made sal es totaling many thousands of
dollars, as if dealing in nere trifles.

The evening being early, the Mart was still open. Its doorway was w de;
the portals seenmed to wel come visitors. But the Dianmond Mart was as closely
guarded as the United States Mnt. To start trouble within its walls would be
akin to suicide

Al ong the Bowery, The Shadow saw policenmen, who were regularly assigned
to
guard the Dianmond Mart. They were like figures in a guessing puzzle; there
wer e
about twice as nany as the eye would ordinarily suppose. In addition to the
bl uecoats, plain-clothes men were on duty. Patrol cars were also in the
nei ghbor hood.

It happened that The Shadow s present destination was a bl ock south of
t he
D anond Mart. Knowi ng that crooks were about, he wi sely gave the Mart a
car ef ul
i nspection as he passed. Had anything di sturbed the cal mess of the scene, The
Shadow woul d have paused for further study; but it happened that the building
was as serene as he had ever seen it.

Inside the Mart were special watchnmen, who spotted suspicious custoners
at
sight. Knowi ng their capability, The Shadow spoke a | owtoned order to his
driver and the cab proceeded onward. The next place that needed observation
was
The Shadow s special goal, an arcade that ran fromthe Bowery to anot her
street.

The arcade forned a contrast to the Mart. Long, |lowroofed, it offered
shelter to the riffraff of the neighborhood, and such characters were
pl enti ful

At this hour, the arcade was rather dark, and as he passed it The Shadow
noted that it held nore than its usual quota of human drifters. He observed,
too, that many shanblers were circul ati ng about, always keeping wthin close
range of the arcade.

Among t hese, The Shadow recogni zed his own secret agents, four in nunber.
Two of them frequently patrolled the badl ands, and were therefore quite at
hone. The other pair were posing as panhandl ers and were doing a good job of
it, but they were careful to remain in the offing so as not to be too
conspi cuous.

Reports were correct: crooks were assenbling at the arcade. They were
passi ng themsel ves as the | owest of human scum which wasn't difficult, for
they were rats by trade. But the arcade, itself, offered no target for crine.

Havi ng covered the D amond Mart, The Shadow decided to take a | ook at
Chi natown, only a few bl ocks away.

The cab in which The Shadow rode was his own. Its driver, Me Shrevnitz,
was one of The Shadow s agents and a very capable hackie. At his chief's
order,

Moe weaved the cab into Chi natown, where a slow rate of speed was natural

Chi nat own proved as quiet as the Dianmond Mart. Along the curve of Doyers
Street, The Shadow saw patrol nen on their regular rounds. Al was quiet near
the corner of Mttt and Pell, the real center of the district. Me continued
hi s
roundabout course, finally making another trip past the D anond Mart.

The cab halted there, abruptly, to let another cab stop. The Shadow saw
the man who alighted, watched himwave an affable greeting to a detective who
shifted into sight. The dick recognized the arrival; so did The Shadow. The
man



fromthe cab was Flush Tygert.

HE was a different Flush Tygert fromthat afternoon. He was nore
prosperous in appearance. Flush was wearing a natty-1ooking suit; the lights
fromthe Mart brought a gleamfroma dianond on his finger, and his cuff |inks
showed the sanme sparkle. Mreover, Flush had cash. He showed a bundle of it
when he paid the cab driver

Flush peeled his bank roll like a head of |lettuce. He had thunbed through
ten-dollar bills and twenties before he found a stray five anong the fifties.
He used the smaller bill to pay the driver. Wile the cabby was finding
difficulty in making the change, Flush stuffed the big roll back into his
pocket .

Chance played its hand right then

A scrawny bum was sl ouchi ng past the Di anond Mart. The shanbl er showed
interest at sight of the cash. He shoved hinself toward Flush, rnouthing
somet hi ng about "sparing a dime." Flush gave a glance at the fellow s pasty
face, then told himto be on his way.

The detective stepped forward; the bum nade a quick scramble. Alittle
farther along, he stopped to tell another panhandl er what had happened. Both
t hrew qui ck gl ances back at Fl ush

Thi s episode had all the markings of a well-timed act. It |ooked as
t hough
the two bums were on hand to spot how nuch cash Flush had with him The
ganbler's bank roll certainly ran into thousands of dollars, big enough gane
to
account for the assenblage down in the old arcade.

Di amond cut di anond; crook rob crook. The set-up inpressed The Shadow, as
his cab wheel ed away. Flush Tygert was certainly flush tonight, and the news
had been passed al ong.

As for Flush's presence at the Dianond Mart, it was natural enough. The
Shadow had listed Flush and his habits, |ong ago. Records showed himto be a
ganbl er who pl ayed the ocean liners, varying his trips, traveling to Europe
and
South Anerica. When he cane back with big wi nnings, Flush always invested them
i n di anonds.

Not havi ng seen Flush that afternoon, The Shadow naturally assumned that
t he ganbl er had been lucky on his |ast South American excursion, since
Eur opean
voyages were no | onger popular. Therefore, his trip to the D anond Mart was
| ogi cal .

Flush might rate as a crook on boats beyond the twelve-mle limt; on
shore, he passed nuster. The Shadow cl assed himas a normal custoner at the
Di anond Mart.

El sewhere, Flush mght be prey, either for his cash or his dianonds,
particularly if he passed the old arcade after he left the Mart.

On the chance that such mght be the case, The Shadow decided to drop in
on the neeting place where he had seen too many nobsters. At his order, Me
swung the cab past the next corner.

Flush Tygert had not seen The Shadow. It was unfortunate, therefore, that
t he unseen cab rider had not waited a little longer. For Flush performed his
next action in a fashion that was a trifle too dramatic. Pausing in the
door way
of the Dianond Mart, the crook tried to light a cigarette with a lighter that
wor ked too well.

Several tinmes, Flush's ticking thunb produced a flame, which he promptly
suppressed. He didn't want his light as soon as he was getting it. An el evated
train was approachi ng, high above. As it canme by, Flush finally let the
cigarette lighter work, and held the flame steadily until the train had roared
beyond hi m



Then, with a gleaning smle, the nman who called hinmself Five-face stepped
into the wel coming portals of the Dianond Mart. Flush Tygert had used his
cigarette lighter to touch off crine of a nost unusual sort.

Thi ngs about to come would reveal the planning of a nmaster plotter whose
tricky schenes were to convince The Shadow that a real brain had designed
t hem

Crime was due, in the very presence of The Shadow, before he could reach
the main scene of its action

CHAPTER VI I |
CRI ME | N REVERSE

I T took The Shadow just three minutes to reach the vantage point he
wanted: the rear street in back of the old arcade. During that interim the
el evated train stopped at a station and an oily faced man stepped off.
The passenger was Grease Rickel; he had caught the signal given by Flush
Tygert with his cigarette lighter
In his turn, Grease was spied by crooks below. He didn't have to | eave
t he
elevated platform He nmerely stepped to the rail and gave a quick gesture. It
started the real fireworks. Flush had supplied the flane; G ease was the fuse.
Instantly, a brawl broke | oose outside the old arcade. It |ooked as

t hough

two buns had started to grab for a loose dinme that they sawin the gutter and
their scramble brought a flood of others, |ike sparrows flocking for a crust
of

br ead.

The sudden strife brought shouts from policenen, followed by the pound of
footbeats. Then, as the brawl increased, a whistle sounded.

Fighters accepted the police signal as their own. Not only did they break
apart; there was a flash of revolvers, followed by quick-stabbed shots in the
direction of the officers. Diving for shelter of doorways and el evated
pillars,
the police pulled their own guns, to return the fire.

Li ke a thing rehearsed, the swirl of shabby men went into the entrance of
t he arcade. Thinking the opposition poorly arnmed and in retreat, the officers
followed, their own fire bringing up reserves, who were pronpt to aid them

No outside aid could have stopped the coning slaughter. The charging
police were thrusting thenselves into the ugliest anmbush ever designed in the
badl ands.

Seldomdid crinme's success depend upon such whol esale killing. Few big
brains of crine, no matter how fiendi sh or desperate, cared to stir the
vengeance of the |l aw by a massacre of policenmen. But tonight's crime had a
reverse tw st which slaughter would aid, and it was bei ng managed by a
supercrook who could laugh at the law after the deed was done.

The police would never find Five-face, no matter how far they | ooked for
him He had wi ped out one personality, that of Jake Smarley. He could as
easily
di spose of his present guise. Wth crinme done, Flush Tygert would no | onger
exi st.

Fi ve-face had given the word for slaughter in the name of Flush Tygert,
and gl eeful nobsters were eager to deliver death. Banked within the entrance
of
the old arcade were two squads of marksmen, four to a side, waiting for the
decoys to bring the police into the fatal mesh.

No | onger posing as bums, the killers held big revolvers of .45 cali ber
They had chosen the "snpkewagons" as weapons in order that their bullets would
produce a fuller share of carnage. As the |ast batch of decoys canme diving



into
shelter, a harsh voice gave the word

"Gve it!"

Wth the signal, assistance cane to the officers, who were already in
ful
sight. It didn't come fromoutside the arcade; that was inpossible. The nen
who
sprang the surprise were in the very mdst of the crooks.

Four in nunber, The Shadow s agents. One pair had entered the arcade
earlier; the other two had hurried in with the decoys. But all four had the
same obj ective.

VWi ppi ng out guns of their own, they flung thensel ves upon the firing
squads, slashing hard at heads and arnms, determined to prevent the reception
that the crooks intended for the police.

@uns bl asted, wildly. The whol e arcade roared, its confines magnifying
t he
fusillade to the tunult of a cannonade. Stabs of flane issued in al
directions,
except the one that crooks intended.

Bullets were digging the | ow roof and walls of the arcade; slugs were
whi stling over the heads of the police and ricocheting fromthe sidewal k. But
the charging police were still com ng, unscathed by the firel

They saw what had happened; how a few valiant nmen had hurl ed thensel ves
on
twi ce the nunber. The officers weren't shooting any longer; they didn't want
to
harmtheir friends. But the police were blocked when they tried to return the
rescue.

A veritable flood of how ing hoodl uns gushed fromthe arcade, pouring
down
upon the forces of the law. Guns were everywhere, slugging at close quarters.
In
atrice, the officers were fighting for their own lives against a form dabl e
horde. It |ooked like sure death for the four unknown valiants who had spoil ed
t he anbush.

Then, suprenme amd the tunult, cane a battle challenge that drowned al
cries and shots. It broke fromthe very heart of the arcade, signifying an
attack that was com ng fromthe rear

It stood for a lone fighter; a chanpion of justice who cared nothing
about
odds, a warrior whomcrime had never conquered. Al one, he was nore form dable
than an entire squad; his very strength lay in his solitary ability to be
everywhere, yet nowhere, when he hurled hinself against a nass of foenen.

The battle | augh of The Shadow

IN answer to that taunt, crooks forgot all else. The Shadow s agents were
hurl ed aside by nen who wanted to get at crinme's archfoe. Fighting police
suddenly found that they were struggling only with thugs who couldn't get
| oose
to return into the arcade. Like a massive tide, the pour of killers had
reversed
itself.

Mobsters couldn't see The Shadow. They knew only that he was sonmewhere in
t he darkened arcade, and they wanted to snother himen nasse before he could
escape. They had turned thenselves into a |living juggernaut, nunbering nore
than a score. No one, not even The Shadow, could stand agai nst such a surge.
So
crooks thought, but they were w ong.

They were met by blasting guns, a brace of .45 automatics that The Shadow



handl ed with utter ease. Hi s shots were directed at the very center of the
overwhel m ng wave, while thugs were clunsily trying to get their big revolvers

into play.
The tide broke as men stunbl ed, and The Shadow | unged into its very
vortex, like a diver going beneath a sweep of surf.

Snarling crooks wheel ed fromthe flanks. The thing had happened at what
seened the very start of battle. The Shadow had gone al nost before they
realized it, but they knew where to find him sonewhere in their own m dst.

A clever trick on The Shadow s part, but only a temporary stopgap. A
sui cidal nove, if ever a fighter had made such

Crooks had forgotten the cops out in the street. CQutnunbering the few
t hugs who had renained to battle them the police were free for another
char ge.

They made it, at the very nmonent when the billow of crooks reversed itself to
trap The Shadow. Under the unexpected drive, the naddened thugs were caught
entirely off guard.

They were surging again toward the rear of the arcade, but not at their
own desire. They were being propelled by a storm ng mass of bl ue-coated
warriors, whose guns were stabbing devastating cl ose-range shots that thinned
the swirl of hoodl uns.

G ven a foothold by The Shadow, the police were turning the fight into a
rout. Mobsters, not officers, were taking the brunt of bullets before they
could reply with their own guns.

Along with the blast of guns, staggering crooks heard The Shadow s | augh
nmocking in its triunph, from somewhere near the front of the arcade. The
police
had literally bowl ed the eneny clear of their black-clad prey!

WTH N the D anond Mart, sounds of battle were quite audi ble, but by no
means om nous. Mst of the shooting was nuffled within the arcade, the guns
that the di anond nerchants heard seened sporadic in their fire.

Behind a little counter that barely gave himroomto spread his portly
el bows, one fat-faced jeweler turned his head and smiled blandly at his
nei ghbors. He was ol d Breddl e, who had been in business at the D anond Mart
al nrost since its opening day. Rioting in this nei ghborhood did not disturb
hi m

In Breddl e's opinion, a fight a block away was as renote as the European
war zone. His bland smile wi dened as he heard the gunfire dwi ndle. The fray
was
bearing off in another direction, probably toward the tw sty streets of
Chi nat own, where rioters could find holes and scurry into them

Breddl e gave a wi se nod that cal ned the nei ghboring merchants. They
passed
the word al ong the booths. No need to worry any longer; old Breddl e had gi ven
the nod. dancing in Breddle's direction, other dianond sellers saw that the
old-timer was talking with a custoner as ardently as if the noi se outside had
been nothing nore than a few firecrackers.

It chanced that Breddle's customer was Flush Tygert. The ganbl er was
interested in buying dianonds in a big way. Practically all of Breddle's best
gens were on the counter, but Flush wasn't satisfied.

@ ancing at the adjoining booths, Flush quietly asked if Breddl e could
make deals with his nearest neighbors, provided that they had what Flush
wanted. Figuring that his own stock would stand up in conparison, Breddle
nodded. Beckoning to the other two nerchants, he invited themto show t he best
t hey had.

None of the dianond sellers observed the thing that Flush took in with a
casual glance out toward the street. Only Flush knew the size of the arcade
battle; he was looking to see if it had produced the required result.

It had. The fray had drawn all available police fromtheir usual posts,



pl ai n-cl othes men as well as bluecoats. For once, the street in front of the
D anond Mart was totally unprotected.

Trays of di anonds cane across the sides of Breddle's booth, thrust there
by the adjoi ning nmerchants. They wanted Flush to conpare their wares with
t hose
that Breddle offered. Wth a grin that |acked gl eam because of the glittering
di anonds, Fl ush draw ed:

"Thank you, gentlenen. | think that | can take all your gens!"

Had Breddl e and the other nmerchants stared Flush in the eye, they m ght
have guessed a nost inportant secret. H s features were undergoing a series of
changes. He was Five-face, rather than Flush Tygert, though the ganbler's
count enance predom nated during his facial betrayals.

But none of the three merchants was neeting the gaze of Five-face. They
were staring at a gun nuzzle that poked fromthe edge of Flush's coat.
Snakel i ke, the revol ver wangl ed back and forth under its owner's skillful
hand.

The gun point carried the hypnotic threat of a cobra's eye.

"Bring out the old valise,"” Flush told Breddl e. "The one you al ways keep

handy. Open it and put it on the floor bel ow the counter."

BREDDLE fol |l owed instructions without a nurnur. As he glanced at his
fell ow merchants, his eyes warned themnot to nmake an unw se nove. No one
coul d
get away with whol esal e robbery, here at the D anond Mart. Flush Tygert woul d
be
st opped before he could | eave the building. Placing the valise as Flush
or der ed,

Breddl e politely awaited the crook's next order.

"Start to put your trays away," said Flush. "Wen you get them bel ow the
counter, dunp theminto the bag. Don't |let any of the gens splash over. |
m ght
m ss out on one | particularly want. In that case, Breddle, |I'd have to give
you
a bullet as a reminder to be nore careful ."”

Tray by tray, the old nerchant poured dianpbnds into the waiting bag. Even
at Breddle's prices, which were low, the gens he had di splayed ran close to
two
hundred thousand dollars in total value. Wen Breddl e had finished with his
trays, Flush told himto take those that the other merchants held handy.

More di anonds went into the bag, and Breddle left the enpty trays beneath
his own counter. Wth the natural smle of Flush Tygert, Five-face told the
ot her nmerchants to relax and | ooked unconcerned while Breddl e handed over the
val i se, which now contained a quarter of a million in [oot, at rock-bottom
prices.

Strai ghtening up fromthe counter, where he had | eaned as though
i nspecting di anonds, Flush let his gun slide fromsight. H s |ast words were a
war ni ng that he would hol d Breddl e responsi bl e, should any al arm be given. The
threat meant nothing by the tinme Flush had carried the bag halfway to the big
door way.

Wth a gesture, Breddl e ducked beneath his counter, and his nei ghbors
followed his exanple. Breddle pulled a switch that gave an automatic al arm
Customers at the Dianond Mart were instantly treated to a denmonstration of how
rapi dly things could happen in those preserves.

To the strident clang of alarmbells, nmerchants scooped up trays and
| oose
di anonds, to shove theminto safety. Quards appeared as if fromnowhere - a
few
from behi nd counters, others anong the custoners, additional men through doors
t hat bobbed open along the walls.



They al nost bl ocked the outer door before Flush could reach it. Only by a
rapi d dash did the | one crook get there first.

By his spurt, Flush gave hinself away as the thief they wanted; but he
was
smart enough to yank out his revolver and brandish it with one hand, while he
swung the jewel bag across his body, exactly as he had done with Mel brun's
cash
box when passing as Jake Smarl ey.

Flush fired, aimng for counters, not for the guards. It was a cute
trick,
for it threatened the lives of nerchants and custoners. On that account, the
guards gave him |l eeway. They wanted hi m outsi de, where he could do no damage.

To a man, they thought that the fool hardy gemthief would run right into
the arns of the police. But when they reached the door themselves, they saw
Fl ush leaping into a taxicab parked a short way up the street.

The guards ainmed; before they could fire, guns roared fromtwo | ow built
sedans that wheeled in froma side street. Before they could drop back, the
guards saw the nuzzle of a machine gun thrust out fromone car, ready to rake
t hem

Down the street, police were piling fromthe old arcade, too far away to
give rescue. The aid that cane was froma different quarter

A CLOAKED figure sprang into sight fromthe gl oomof an elevated pillar
only a dozen yards away. A fierce |augh, taunting, defiant, made the
machi ne- gunners swing their form dable weapon toward the attacker in black
Automatics spurted, in tandemstyle, fromthe gl oved hands of The Shadow.

The nen at the machi ne gun were withered. Their car kept on, follow ng
t he
cab that Flush Tygert had taken. The other sedan al so sped al ong, to cover the
getaway. A third automobile was cutting in from another street. Mobsters had
literally whisked thensel ves away from The Shadow s range.

But they couldn't escape this master foe who had arrived to take up the
duty that the police had dropped. Wth the law triunphant in the arcade, The
Shadow had sensed what was due at the Dianmond Mart. Not quite in time to
prevent the actual robbery, he was prepared, nevertheless, for the chase.

A cab lurched into view, arriving in alnost as surprising a fashion as
The
Shadow. Moe Shrevnitz was at the wheel; he had been cruising, |ooking for his
chief. The rear door slashed open; the cab seened to swall ow The Shadow as it
passed him Momentarily jabbing the brakes, Me | et the sw nging door slam
shut .

Again, a strange, weird | augh quivered the gl oom beneath the el evated, as
gl oved hands poked fromthe cab wi ndow, gripping a brace of automatics that
still showed weaths of snoke coiling fromtheir nuzzles.

The Shadow was on the trail of Five-face, the crook of nmany parts, who

had
staged crime as Flush Tygert. How |l ong the man of crime could retain his
quarter-mllion-dollar |oot was a question soon to be deci ded!

CHAPTER | X
VANI SHED BATTLERS

VEERI NG westward fromthe Bowery, the chase covered a few dozen bl ocks in
uneventful style, while The Shadow kept close tabs on the speedi ng cars ahead.
Ironically enough, the pursuit passed very close to police headquarters, on
Centre Street, wi thout producing a ripple.

Fi ve-face had planned well. The battle in the old arcade, staged by



riffraff acquired through the master crook's |ieutenants, had drawn patrol
cars

in the wong direction. If The Shadow hadn't come along to take up the
pursuit,

t he getaway woul d have been perfect.

News was just reaching police headquarters when the caravan went by. In
the radi o room dispatches were going out to patrol cars to pick up a fleeing
taxi cab and t hree convoyi ng sedans. Perhaps crooks realized it, for they were
increasing their pace, to get as far away as possible.

Unquestionably, they hoped to find a hiding place before the law was in
full cry. The Shadow was preventing it, by his policy of dogging their trail.
Thus crooks were caught between two problems: that of being spotted by their
speed, as soon as the full alarmwent out; and the alternative of letting The
Shadow overtake them

They feared the first proposition | ess. The Shadow s victory at the
ar cade
seened a superhuman acconplishnent. People who stopped to get The Shadow
usual |y
stayed too | ong. The Shadow woul d certainly draw patrol cars with his gunfire;
after that, the crooks would be trapped.

So the speeding cars kept right ahead, and while Me clung to the chase,
The Shadow | eaned through the front w ndow and inquired how his other agents
had far ed.

They were all right, Mwe reported. He had contacted them sonewhat
battered and bewi | dered, outside the arcade, but on their way to safety.

Rescued by The Shadow, the agents had survived the police onrush by the
si mpl e expedient of lying |low at the sides of the arcade and letting the surge
travel past them So many thugs had been fighting the police hand to hand that
t he agents had easily escaped notice.

Sirens were wailing as Moe finished his report. Patrol cars were on the
job, searching for the fleeing caravan. Leaning fromhis w ndow, The Shadow
tried long-range fire at the wheels of a crook-nmanned car

The vehicle was too far ahead, but the shots counted. Sounding loud in
t he
narrow side street, they were sure to be reported to the police when they cut
in
along this route.

Resul ts cane sooner than The Shadow hoped. As his cab passed a corner
patrol cars appeared. Fortunately, they recogni zed that The Shadow s cab held
a
pursuer, not a fugitive. Soon, they were actually gaining on The Shadow, a
fact
whi ch was quite inportant.

It meant that the last car in the caravan nust have sl owed sonmewhat,
since
Moe was guiding by its pace. Thus, when that car swerved a corner, The Shadow
ordered Moe to keep ahead.

Crooks fired a volley as The Shadow s cab whi zzed by, and he returned the
fire. The lone car fled by the side street, its occupants unrecogni zed.

Grease Rickel was in conmand of that car. He had found it waiting for him
near the Bowery el evated station. G ease snarled curses as he took to flight.
It had been his job to decoy The Shadow and the police cars, getting them away
fromFive-face and the swag. The Shadow had seen through the ruse.

Only a few bl ocks along the straight route, Me was picking up the rea
trail again. He had spurted the cab, drawing away fromthe police cars, but
they were again beginning to gain. The fact told The Shadow t hat another trick
was conmi ng. Wien he saw the |last car of the caravan keep straight ahead at a
street crossing, The Shadow ordered Mie to turn.

How The Shadow guessed the correct direction was a nystery, even to Me;
nevert hel ess, the bl ack-cl oaked observer picked it. This time, it happened to



be Banker Dreeb who staged the dodge. Like G ease, Banker was angry because he
managed to get clear so easily.

Only one car still clung to the cab that carried Flush Tygert. The man in
charge was the third lieutenant, Cip Zelber, and he was in a dilenmma. He
didn't know whether to stay along with Five-face and protect himor to make
anot her effort to divert the trail

Cip hadn't expected the chase to reach its present state. Wile he was
puzzling over the situation, The Shadow solved it for him

Knowi ng that only one car |ay between himand the fugitive cab, The
Shadow
ordered Mde to overtake it. As Moe nmade a marked gain by a swift turn at a
corner, The Shadow opened a bombar dnent.

Had Clip allowed it to continue, he and his conpani ons woul d have found
t hensel ves in a wecked car, for The Shadow had neat ways of puncturing tires
and crippling drivers at the steering wheels.

Frantically, Cdip ordered his driver to take the next corner. The sedan
scudded for safety, |eaving The Shadow a clear route to the cab ahead.

IN that cab, Five-face rode alone. The termsuited himbetter than his
recent identity of Flush Tygert, because Five-face no | onger |ooked |ike
Fl ush.

He had started to change his personality with the aid of materials froma
make- up box.

He was using a fake chin and a nol di ng substance that | ooked |ike putty.
He spoke in the tone of Flush, however, as he ordered his driver to start
dodgi ng corners.

Qddly, the driver of the fugitive cab was not a thug. He was sinply a
scared cabby, who had been drawn into this mess by chance. Choice of the cab
was another tribute to the nastery of Five-face. The chanel eon crook had
foreseen that a threatened driver would show nore speed than any other, and
t he
cabby was proving it under the present strain.

He took corners on two wheels, whizzed right through traffic lights,
jounced the curb in order to escape blocking traffic. In the course of a dozen
bl ocks, the fellow actually gained a few on Mbe Shrevnitz, which was a very
remar kabl e feat.

The nunbers on the street corners were clicking past |like those on a
roul ette wheel. Alnost finished with his make-up, Five-face glanced fromthe
wi ndow. He couldn't spot the street nunbers, but he recognized the district.
He
was very close to the destination that he wanted.

Wth one hand, Five-face gripped the jewel bag beside him then, in the
tone of Flush Tygert, he ordered:

"Take it easy, jockey. W're getting too near Times Square to raise hob
with the traffic. You know where Lody's Cafe is?"

The cabby gul ped that he did. The fellow s tone brought one of Flush's
typi cal laughs. Lody's was noted as a hangout for npbsters of a del uxe sort,
but patronized only by those agai nst whomthe | aw had no definite conpl aints.
Despite its glitter, Lody's was a joint, and recogni zed as such.

"W're going to Lody's," came the assuring tone of Flush. "N ce and
properlike, understand? Pull up in front and drop ne like |I was any ordi nary
cust oner. "

The cabby began to stammer that they were east of Lody's, and that it
happened to be on an eastbound street. It wouldn't do for an ordinary cab to
be
bucking traffic. Flush's tone cut the driver short.

"Don't you think I know it?" drawl ed the big-shot. "Take the first
west bound street before you get to Lody's, then swing around to the place."

As he finished, Five-face threw a glance to the rear. He could see The



Shadow s cab and hear the sirens of the police cars behind it. Neverthel ess,
he
| aughed and | eaned forward to the front seat.

"Remenber that gat | showed you?" he inquired. "Here it is again, where
you'll remenber it. Take it easy, jockey, in case | want to junp out in a
hurry."

The cabby quivered as he felt the cold ring of steel that pressed agai nst
t he back of his neck. The gun had worried hi menough; the pressure of a nmuzzle
conpletely cowed him Still, he found strength enough to follow orders. He
idled the cab the nonment that he swung the corner, reducing it alnost to a
craw .

By the time the cab had turned the next corner, The Shadow s taxi swung
the first one. The next block was very short, along an avenue; the cab
navigated it and took the turn that brought it in front of Lody's. By then
Moe
had overtaken it, and sirens could be heard fromthe avenue.

Hurling a door open, The Shadow reached the other cab just as it stopped.
He saw the driver sitting stiff, his hands uprai sed. Hearing his own door
clatter open, the fell ow pl eaded:

"Don't start nothing! He's got ne covered; he'll croak ne! He's poking ny
neck with a gun -"

The Shadow s laugh intervened; it cane as a reassuring whisper. d ancing
inthe mrror, the cabby saw to his amazenent that his recent passenger was
gone. In place of Flush Tygert was a bl ack-clad rescuer, who was calmy
telling
t he cabby to pull ahead.

As he spoke, The Shadow pl aced his gl oved fingers agai nst the back of the
driver's neck and plucked away an object that was stuck there.

It was a dine that Five-face had pressed agai nst the cabby's neck
i nst ead
of a gun nmuzzle. Pushed slightly upward, it had adhered to the fellow s
perspiring skin. The cabby felt it each tinme his neck tilted back agai nst his
col | ar.

By so placing the coin, Five-face had kept the driver on his way after
t he
mast er crook had found a chance drop off fromthe cab

VWHI LE t he cabby was staring at the dime that The Shadow dropped into his
hand, the police cars swerved into the side street. Springing to the curb, The
Shadow waved arns to flag them

He didn't want themto open fire on the enpty cab, which no | onger
cont ai ned the crook they wanted. The wanted man must be sonewhere in the
vicinity, the bag of dianonds with him The next step was to bl ock his escape
fromthe nei ghborhood.

Fi ve-face had foreseen that prospect.

As the white-topped police cars were halting at sight of The Shadow, a
hard-faced waiter in Lody's was answering a tel ephone call. Hanging up, the
fellow stepped to a table where three nen were dining. Their Tuxedos did not
di sgui se the fact that they were nobsters of the first water

These three did not belong to Five-face nor any of his lieutenants. They

were ex-racketeers, still living onill-gotten cash, |like nost of the patrons
in Lody's.
"Just got a tip-off, gents,” inforned the waiter. "The Shadow i s outside.

Thought you'd like to know it."

They did like to know it. Nowhere was the nane of The Shadow voi ced nore
venonmously than at Lody's. These has-beens of crine belonged to the sane ilk
as
Grease, Banker, and dip. They happened to be dining at Lody's because they
still were prosperous. Wth each day, they had been | ooking forward to the



tinme
when sonmeone woul d settl e The Shadow once for all.

They didn't regard the waiter's tip-off as a hoax. It wasn't healthy to
pl ay practical jokes on the crowd that dined at Lody's. These crooks del uxe
saw
their opportunity to deal with The Shadow personally. Instead of nobbies, they
coul d depend upon a score nore of their own kind, who were also in the
restaurant.

The word passed instantly fromtable to table; with one accord, Tuxedoed
rats cane to their feet and started out to the street. Undaunted by the
arriving police, they whipped revolvers fromtheir pockets the instant that
they saw the cl oaked figure outlined in the lights of the patrol cars.

The first menber of the throng gave the cry to which all responded:

"The Shadow "

Wth the cry, the cloaked figure wheel ed. The Shadow knew i nstantly that
Fl ush Tygert had phoned the word to Lody's after dropping off fromhis cab. He
recogni zed, too, that these attackers were not part of the big-shot's horde.
Agai n, the touch of the master hand; he was playing it safe, turning a crowd
of
vol unt eers upon The Shadow.

The shout gave the attack away, but not well enough to save The Shadow.
Too many guns were on the draw for himto remain as a target. As for
bl ackness,
there wasn't any cl ose enough for The Shadow to make a quick fade. Hi s only
systemwas to provide darkness by beating the crooks to the shot, and he did.

VWi ppi ng both guns from his cloak, The Shadow bl asted the lights of the
nearest police car, producing a swath of blackness into which he dived. The
instant that the gl oomswall owed him he reversed his course. He was speedi ng
out again, into the light, as the Tuxedoed marksmen dented the hood of the car
into junk.

Anot her shout; the crooks wheeled; too |ate. The Shadow reached the cover
that he needed - the cab that Flush had used. Its driver was gone, running
along the street. Springing into the cab, The Shadow turned it into an
i mprovi sed pill box.

It had a slide-back top, which enabled the cl oaked sharpshooter to fire
as
if froma turret. Wien crooks bl azed bullets for the cab top, The Shadow s
hands
j abbed from one wi ndow, then the other, poking quick shots from ever-ready
guns.

By then, the police were init. At first, they thought that shots were
meant for them They had mi staken The Shadow s strategy for an attack. But
when
the cl oaked fighter had diverted the fire, the officers knew how matters
st ood.

They were out of their cars, charging the frenzied men in Tuxedos exactly
as they had gone after the pretended buns in the arcade.

Crooks surged for the cab, hoping to get The Shadow at any cost, while
others were fighting off the police. Wen they reached the cab, The Shadow was
gone again. He had chosen the noment of the police surge to spring to the
si dewal k and take a new vantage point in a narrow all eyway. He was sniping off
his foemen in a fashion that pronised them sure defeat.

Then came a quick end to the battle, through aid froma uni que and
unexpect ed sour ce.

NEXT door to Lody's was an upstairs gymasium rather well known in the
vicinity. It was a boxing stable managed by a fight pronoter nanmed Barney
Kel m
a famliar figure on Broadway, whenever he was in New York. Barney happened to



be on hand toni ght, and shooting didn't bother himany nore than the boos of a
prize-fight audi ence.

Portly, wi de-shouldered, with a broad, bluff face beneath his derby hat,
Barney Kel mstepped to a little balcony that fronted the gym He scanned the
street and saw what was going on - a frenzied, slugging battle between
uni formed police and nen that he knew as hoodl uns.

There was no sign of The Shadow. From his bal cony, Barney coul d not
observe the telling shots that the hidden nmarksman delivered. Turning back to
t he gymmasi um Barney gave an ardent bellow, along with graphic gestures. A
dozen boxers quit skipping rope and punchi ng away at bags. Wth Barney anong
them they dashed downstairs to the street.

They were pulling off their gloves, to get in punches that would hurt.
Grabbi ng men in Tuxedos, the pugs gave them expert treatment. Hard uppercuts
counted nore than the wi de swings of police guns. Wth Barney cheering them
and
wavi ng his own pudgy fists, the boxers made short work of the nob from Lody's.

Soon, the police were carrying away the wounded, while the pugilists were
draggi ng sl ap-happy crooks fromgutters. Mdre patrol cars were arriving, to
give the law full control. H s guns stowed away, The Shadow saw | nspect or
Cardona step froma car and start shaking hands w th Barney Kel m

The fat-faced fight pronoter was taking credit for having quelled the
fray. As far as The Shadow was concerned, Barney Kel mwas welcone to it. The
Shadow was nore interested in | earning what had becone of Flush Tygert. Wth
that purpose in mind, he glided away i nto bl ackness.

Two battlers had vani shed: one, The Shadow, a figure in black, his rea
identity unknown; the other, Five-face, who changed his personality after
every
deed of crine.

VWhen, where, and how they woul d neet again, neither could foretell; but
the fact that there would be such a neeting was sonething that both knew

CHAPTER X
THE PUBLI C HERO

SEATED in the library of the Cobalt d ub, Lanont Cranston was scanni ng
two
newspapers. One was several days old, telling of the foiled robbery at the
United Inport Co. It showed the photo of Jake Smarl ey, the m ssing bookie,
besi de the picture of Arnold Mel brun, the man who had out guessed the vani shed
crook.

The ot her newspaper was recent. It had two front-page photographs. One
portrayed Flush Tygert, his long face displaying its habitual smile; the
ot her,
the fat, serious features of Barney Kelm who rated at a public hero.

Li ke Smarley, Tygert was wanted, but to a greater degree. \Were Smarl ey
had m ssed out on a robbery, Flush had succeeded. It would go hard w th both,
however, if they were found, for there were mansl aughter charges agai nst them
t 0o.

Fol di ng one newspaper, Cranston placed it on the other, so that only the
two pictures showed, those of Smarley and Flush. Side by side, they nade an
interesting contrast. Facially, there was nothing in common between Jake
Smarl ey and Flush Tygert; the remarkable thing was that both had di sappeared.

Very remar kabl e, considering that they had not been highly rated in the
underworl d until their recent exploits. Neither Smarley nor Flush should be
t he
sort to have an airtight hide-away; yet, apparently, each had one. Not a trace
of either crimnal had been found by the police.

Pl aci ng the newspapers aside, Cranston drew a notebook from his pocket.



Wth a fountain pen, he wote the two nanes in a vivid blue ink

Jake Smarl ey
Fl ush Tygert

Alone in the library, Cranston phrased a whi spered |augh. Its | ow,
uncanny
tone identified himas The Shadow. So did the ink with which he had inscribed
the nanes. As it dried, it faded, obliterating itself conpletely.

It was the special ink that The Shadow used for inportant nmessages. He
enpl oyed it, too, when he transcribed his inpressions into witten words.

The nanes |inked. The Shadow had divined that Smarley and Flush were one
and the sane. Hi s keen brain was visualizing the next step in the process;
nanely, that by this tinme, neither Smarley nor Flush existed; that the master
crimnal nmust have adopted another identity.

In tracing this vital fact, The Shadow had pictured two events fromthe
past .

He renenbered how Smarl ey had cleverly used Mel brun's cash box as a
shield
to deflect bullets. Flush had done the sane thing with the bag of gens when he
fled fromthe Dianond Mart.

In flight, Five-face had been off guard, and each tinme, The Shadow had
spi ed him Though The Shadow did not know the title used by the master crook
and therefore could not tell how many faces the crimnal had, he was certainly
on the correct track in the detection of crime's greatest secret.

An attendant entered the library, carrying an envel ope. He saw The Shadow
and approached on tiptoe, carefully trying not to disturb the quiet of the
room The Shadow was rising, in the leisurely style of Cranston, before the
attendant arrived. Cranston's lips showed a snile as he scanned the note.

It said that Conmi ssioner Weston was in the grillroomand would |ike
Cranston to join him Apparently, the comm ssioner had sonmething to tel
regarding the police investigation of the recent robberies.

INthe grillroom Wston had a pile of police reports, stacked six inches
hi gh. Cardona was with him and the two were thunbing through the papers.
Again, there was a resenbl ance between the raid at Mel brun's and the
robbery in the Dianond Mart. Small-fry crooks had been quizzed, with only one
answer .
First it had been Jake Smarley; now it was Flush Tygert. In each
i nst ance,
t hugs bl aned all crinme on men whose identity the police already knew.
"Perhaps the two are working in cahoots," said Weston, suddenly. "They
nm ght even be sharing the same hide-out. An excellent theory." Wston nodded,
proudly, as he turned to Cardona and added: "Make a note of it, inspector.”
VWi | e Cardona was making the note, two nmen entered. One was Arnold
Mel brun; the other, old Breddl e. The conmm ssioner introduced the inporter to
t he di anond nerchant.
"Sorry about your nisfortune, M. Breddle," condoled Ml brun. "I was
[ ucky
to save the noney that had been intrusted to me. | wi sh that you had
experi enced
t he sanme good fortune."
"You took the right precautions, M. Mlbrun," returned Breddle. "I was
just unfortunate, considering how well the D anmond Mart was guarded."
Weston was | ayi ng out phot ographs on the table. He was anxious to |ink
Jake Smarley with Flush Tygert, though he did not realize how closely the two
could actually be identified.
Looking at Smarley's pictures, Melbrun gave a slow nod. From descriptions
given by the office workers, the pictures showed Snmarl ey, well enough. But



when
he saw phot ographs of Flush Tygert, Melbrun shook his head enphatically. He
decl ared that he knew nothing at all concerning Flush

In his turn, old Breddl e | ooked bl ank when he saw the Smarl ey pictures,
but becane quite vol uble at sight of those portraying Flush. Unfortunately,
Breddl e had never seen Flush, except when the ganbler cane into the D anond
Mart; therefore, he could offer no worthwhile information concerning the
nobster.

Bot h Mel brun and Breddl e were rising, when Wston stopped themwith a
gesture.

"Another man will be here, soon," announced the conmi ssioner. "Barney
Kel m our public hero. He and his boys gave us sone very val uabl e assi st ance.
I
woul d I'ike you both to meet him"

Mel brun happened to have an appoi ntnment and could not stay. He regretted,
however, that he could not neet the fanpbus Barney Kelm

"G ve the chap ny congratul ations,"” said Melbrun, "and say that my door

is

al ways open to all fine citizens like hinmself. |I know that our friend Breddle"
he turned to the jeweler - "will give Kel mproper thanks. Kelm canme close to
catching Tygert for you, Breddle. | w sh he had been around when Snarley tried

to rob ny office."

Wth Mel brun gone, Breddl e was anxious to | earn what progress the police
had made toward reclaimng the stol en di anonds. Weston went over the police
reports in methodical style, but he wasn't hal fway through the batch before
Breddl e' s face showed absol ute gl oom

The jewel er recogni zed that the comm ssioner was sinply trying to show
that the | aw had done its utnost, though no real progress had been made.
Patiently, Breddl e | et Weston conti nue.

It was half an hour before the process was conpleted; all that while, The
Shadow sat silently by, his mnd engaged in other nmatters.

Thinking in terms of a disguised naster crook, The Shadow was wonderi ng
how many faces the man could di splay and what identity he m ght be using at
present. Even nore inportant was the question of coming crine: whether the
unknown coul d ri sk another daring robbery, and, if so, what it would involve.

A BI G TONED voi ce brought The Shadow from his reverie. Barney Kel mhad
arrived; the bluff-faced fight pronoter was receiving a wel come. \When Breddl e
shook hands, Barney cl apped a broad hand on the jewel er's shoul der

"Sorry ny boys weren't down at your place," declared Barney. "They'd have
stopped Flush Tygert in a hurry. They've been tal king about himall afternoon

Say - if we could only locate Flush, 1'd like to let them|oose on him
They're
like a pack of wolves, those boys, when |I let theml oose!"

Weston was introducing his friend Cranston. Barney gave The Shadow a
powerful grip. Seating hinself at the table, Barney tilted his derby hat back
over his head and began to |l ook at the police reports. Mention of his own nane
pl eased him

"So I"'ma public hero," he chortled. "That's swell! They'll be pointing
ne
out when | wal k al ong Broadway. You know, | was thinking of nmoving that
gymmasiumof mne. | didn't like it, because nmy boys were so close to Lody's.

"A bad influence, that place, but I"'mglad | stayed. A good thing that I
was there. Good, too, that | keep an eye on whatever is happening. \Wen I
heard
that shooting, | knew that something big was up. | took a | ook outside and saw
Lody's door bust open. Wen those rats tried to put the cops on the spot, |
knew it was up to nme to stop them"



Barney's bluster was rather painful to old Breddl e, who was stil
t hi nki ng
interms of his lost dianpnds. Cranston, too, seenmed bored by all the pal aver.
When Breddl e decided to | eave, the commi ssioner's friend went along. In the
foyer, Cranston paused to make a phone call, then went out to his |inousine.

Inside the big car, he slid open the drawer beneath the rear seat and
rapi dly cl oaked hinself in black garnments. Watching fromthe w ndow, he saw
old
Breddl e turn the corner, wal king toward the subway. Opening a door with one
hand, The Shadow reached for the speaking tube with the other. He spoke to the
chauf feur, using Cranston's tone.

"I think I shall remain at the Cub, Stanley," said The Shadow. "See if
you can overtake M. Breddl e before he reaches the subway. Tell himthat this
is my car, and that | instructed you to take hi mwherever he wants to go."

Stanl ey heard the slight slamof the rear door and started the |inousine
forward. It happened that the closing door was on the street side of the car
The figure that left the |inmusine wasn't Cranston's. It was The Shadow who
whi sked hi msel f away toward the darkness across the street.

VWil e Stanley thought that Cranston had actually gone back to the club
t he doorman and others on the sidewal k supposed that he had left in his
[ i nousi ne. Instead, The Shadow had taken up an unsuspected vigil. Cbscured in
t he opposite darkness, he was watching the entrance of the Cobalt C ub

A taxicab coasted into sight. It stopped when the driver saw a tiny red
gleam from a special three-colored flashlight. Mbe Shrevnitz was the driver of
t hat cab; The Shadow had sumoned hi mthrough a call to Burbank

But even Mbe was rather amazed to | earn that The Shadow was spying on the
Cobalt Cub, the place to which he had access as Cranston any time he wanted
it.

The reason was expl ained when a burly man with a tired derby hat stal ked
fromthe club and strode manfully along the street. Instantly, The Shadow s
light flashed green, but followed with a cautioning blink of yellow.

It neant that The Shadow was taking up a trail on foot, but wanted Me to
be close, ready if needed. The Shadow had used that system frequently; hence
the process offered no surprise. The astounding thing was the nature of The
Shadow s trail.

The master of darkness was playing a | ong hunch. He was picking up the
trail of Barney Kelm the public hero who rated as a chanpi on of |aw and
order,
not as a man who dealt in crine!

CHAPTER Xl
THE THI RD FACE

GREASE RICKEL was in an inpatient nood. The living roomwasn't |arge
enough to hold him Pacing back and forth, he slashed aside the curtain of the
wi de doorway that led into a dinette. He kept on pacing through to the
ki t chen.

Looking at Clip Zel ber, Banker Dreeb gave a shrug. They could hear G ease
yank open the door of the electric icebox; they heard the rattle of ice cubes,
the gurgle of liquid froma bottle. Gease was fixing hinmself another gin
buck,
the sixth that he had sanpled in the I ast hour.

"Don't blanme the guy," said Banker. "Wy should he keep sober? There's
not
much chance that Five-face will be needing us."

"I don't think Five-face has lamed," returned dip. "He's got a
schedul e,
like he told us."



"Li ke he told us, yeah," repeated Banker, with a snort. "But that nmay
have
been the ol d bal oney, sliced nice and thin. Maybe he was just counting on one
big job, instead of four."

"And playing us for suckers,"” said dip, with a slow nod. "That's what
Grease thinks, although he hasn't said so."

The two silenced, as Grease cane storm ng back. Slashing the curtain shut
wi th one hand, Grease gestured a half-filled glass with the other. Turning, he
took a gulp of liquor, then wagged a forefinger in enphatic fashion

"Flush Tygert has pulled a runout," voiced Grease, thickly. "He'll clean
up a couple of hundred grand out of those rocks he grabbed from old Breddle.
He
won't ever show his face around here; his own, or any other -

A heavy thunp interrupted. It came fromthe apartnent door. Clip was the
first man to reach it; as he opened the door, he heard a snarl from G ease.

Flinging his glass aside, Gease started forward with a drunken | unge,
trying to tug a revolver fromhis pocket. Banker junped in front to intercept
him Unable to guess what it was all about, dip pulled a gun to cover the nman
who had entered. Seeing the fellow s face, dip nout hed:

"Barney Kelm"

Banker had Grease under control and was shoving himto a battered sofa.
Nudgi ng the door shut, Cip concentrated on Barney. Ordinarily, such a
situation would have called for smart bluff work, but it was usel ess, now that
Grease had given things away. Cip came to the real point in a hurry.

"Hell o, public hero!" he snapped. "Think you're a copper, too, don't you?
Fi gured we were working with Flush Tygert. Well, that neans it's your own
i dea,
or the bulls would have cone here ahead of you."

Barney's big lips spread in a wide grin.

"Suppose | told you that this joint was covered," he said, "with coppers
all around, outside. Wat would you guys do about it?"

"We'd put the blast on you," infornmed dip, "and then shoot it out with
them Only, you haven't got those coppers with you, Barney. You thought you
could bluff us better alone."

Barney said nothing. He sinply stepped to the table and picked up a
gr easy
pack of cards. He picked out four spades, showed themin his |eft hand, then
dropped them faces upward.

"Spread 'emout," said Barney. H's voice had lost its boom and was taking
on a drawl. "Show all of 'em fella."

Hi s ot her paw showed sudden skill, as he nmade a deft sweep across the

f our
cards. There they lay, spread wi de, before the astoni shed eyes of Clip and the
ot her lieutenants.

Not four spades, but fivel

Only one other man could performthat gambler's trick to such perfection
Fl ush Tygert. To see it duplicated by the seemngly clunmsy hand of Barney Kelm
was proof of the visitor's real identity.

Flush Tygert and Barney Kel mwere the sane. Like Jake Smarley, they were
Five-face. Crine's new overlord was again with his |ieutenants, displaying the
third face in his collection.

"QUITE a surprise, eh?" chortled Five-face, reverting to the boastful
tone
of Barney. "Maybe sone of it needs explaining, so here goes. First | was
Smarl ey, then | was Flush. The next step was to be Barney Kelm

"That's why | headed for the gym But | couldn't shake The Shadow off the
trail. It didn't worry me a lot, though. |I had my boxing stable close to
Lody' s



just in case that joint would cone in handy, sone day."

The lieutenants began to understand. They realized how well the part of
Barney Kelmfitted Five-face. It wasn't so nuch the matter of his disguise,

t hough that detail was perfect. The inportant thing was that Barney Kel mwas a
rover, like Jake Smarley and Flush Tygert.

As a bookie, Smarley had kept his office in his hat nmost of the tinme, and
was often hard to find. Flush, the ganbler, was in New York only between boat
trips. Barney also traveled frequently, pronoting fights throughout the
country, and his friends heard fromhimonly at intervals. Al such factors
were a tribute to the ingenuity of Five-face.

It was plain, too, that Five-face had considered the welfare of his
i eutenants, after he had robbed old Breddle. First Gease, then Banker
finally dip, had left the caravan, like tail nen in a gane of crack the whip.

Sinply carrying the burden hinself was not enough for Five-face. He had
kept two thoughts in nind: to elimnate The Shadow, and to pin the blame on
per sons who knew not hi ng about himor his |ieutenants.

The crowd at Lody's were nade to order for that little gane. Wth another
| augh, Five-face described the final touch that he had provided.

"I was Barney when | ducked out of the cab," he boasted. "I bluffed the
hacki e into keeping on around the bl ock. He thought | was still w th himwhen
he pulled up at Lody's. Meanwhile, 1'd gone into the gym by the back door

"I wish that Lody crowd had croaked The Shadow. | phoned the tip-off that
started themin the right direction. Wien | saw that The Shadow had ducked out
on them | figured | might as well make nyself a public hero.

"So | gave the word to the boys, and they did the rest. | took the
credit"”
- Barney dug his thunb against his chest - "and I'mgoing to play it to the
l[imt! Say - if there's anybody that people will trust, it's Barney Kelm What
a set-up the next job will bel™

Bot h Banker and Clip agreed. Their doubts of Five-face were conpletely
di spell ed. Eagerly, they |ooked forward to further service with this crine
mast er who had covered their part in such skillful fashion. The only
di ssenting
voi ce canme from G ease.

Ri sing unsteadily fromthe sofa, the oily faced |ieutenant approached his
chi ef.

"Listen, Five-face," said Grease, thickly. "You' re tal ki ng about the next
job. \What about the |ast one?"

"You nmean down at the Dianond Mart?"

"That's it." Gease shook his glass, which he had reclaimed. The gl ass
clinked, and G ease eyed the ice cubes that were in it. "I'mthinking about
ice," he said. "Not ice cubes" - he pointed to the glass - "but another kind
of
i ce. Dianonds!"

Grease | ooked at Barney as though he expected the big-shot to disgorge a
glittering shower. Barney shook his head and gave a bland snile

"I"ve just been with the police conm ssioner,"” he said. "I nmet a
stuffed-shirt friend of his, a guy named Cranston. O d Breddl e was there, too

and our pal Joe Cardona. | couldn't have |ugged any sparklers along with ne.
"Suppose |'d pulled a handkerchi ef out of ny pocket"” - Barney illustrated

the statenent - "and spilled a ot of Breddle's rocks on the table. Don't

Wor ry

about the dianmonds. You'll get your split on them when the tinme cones.

Meanwhile -"

Pausi ng, Barney produced a roll of bills. He began to peel off currency
of
hi gh denomi nati on, but soon he came to a thick batch of one-dollar bills.
"There's a lot of leaves in this cabbage," said Barney, ruefully, "but
they're nmostly small. This is the wad | used to bluff Breddle. | can let you
fell ows have a grand or so - say twelve hundred bucks - to pay off your hired



hel p.

"The next job will be for cash. Real mazuma, and plenty of it! You'l
hear
fromme when |'mready, and it will be soon. This dough" - Barney distributed
four hundred dollars each among the lieutenants - "will hold you over unti
then. ™

GREASE RI CKEL was standing stock-still as he received his share. The oily
racketeer was staring at the curtain that blocked off the dinette. G ease
t hought that the curtain bul ged; he renenbered that there was another entrance
to the apartnent, by way of the kitchen.

Lowering his gaze, G ease blinked at a patch of blackness on the floor
He
t hought that it formed a sil houette.

Actual ly, Grease's immgination was at work, but his guess happened to be
correct. The Shadow was behind that very curtain; he had entered by the rear
route.

The Shadow had overheard every word between the master crook and the
i eutenants, and he had | earned the name under which crinme's overlord
travel ed.

Fi ve-facel

Jake Smarl ey, Flush Tygert, Barney Kelm - those were three of the
identities. Athird crime was due, to be maneuvered by Barney Kelm Afterward,
a fourth crine, by some new personality. Then the fifth face -

Forgetting the future, The Shadow concentrated on the present. Barney
Kel m
was leaving; it was just as well to let himgo. Having found the three
lieutenants, The Shadow coul d keep tabs on Barney Kelm

Easi ng back fromthe curtain, The Shadow was turning away, toward the
ki tchen, when he noted that Grease was going along with Barney, apparently to
hold a conference in the hall.

The Shadow waited; then, listening intently, he stirred the curtain. Hs
[ips gave a | ow whi sper

Banker and Clip were counting their noney. It was Banker who lifted his
head.

"Hear that, dip?"

"Qut in the hall?" queried ip. "lIt's only G ease talking to Barney."

"What | heard cane fromthe dinette -"

Both thugs | ooked toward the curtain. They heard creepi ng sounds beyond.
Banker made a quick | eap, grabbed the heavy drapery, wenching it fromits
hooks. As Banker sent the curtain to the floor in a tangle, dip charged in
with a drawn gun.

Fi gures were lunging through the dinette, to neet the drive. Fortunately
for them Cdip tripped across the curtain; otherwi se he would have drilled his
opposers. Losing his gun as he hit the floor, dip was flattened by two
adversari es, who grabbed Banker as he joined the pile-up

Men were rolling across the dinette, while a big voice boomed for themto
quit the fight. Coming to hands and knees, Banker and Cip saw Barney Kelm
facing them with Grease seated on the floor beside the big-shot.

Barney and G ease had cone around through the kitchen, to see if anyone
was hi di ng behind the curtain. The Shadow, hearing them had |ured Banker and
Cip to an attack. The result had been a floundering fray involving Five-face
and his |lieutenants, which had al nost ended in disaster

Grease was blaming dip and Banker for the m x-up; they argued that the
thing was his fault. Barney put an end to the altercation

"There's nobody here," growl ed Five-face. "G ease had too many drinks;
that's all. But you fellows" - he swung to Cdip and Banker - "didn't use your
brains any too well. Lay off the dunb stuff in the future!"

Five-face stal ked out, the lieutenants follow ng, all eager to curry



favor

wi th the big-shot and have himforget the m sgui ded conbat. The dinette | ooked
quite enpty; in fact, it was well |ighted, because the glow fromthe |iving
room now cane through the w de doorway.

A singular thing occurred. Silently, the crunpled curtain uncoiled
itself.

Qut of the fallen drape energed a figure clad in black: The Shadow. H s ruse
had

decei ved the crooks entirely. Caught between them The Shadow had w apped
hinmself in the curtain and tunbled with it when Banker snatched it |oose.

H s bl ack cl oak had not shown anmid the snarl of dark velvet, which forned
a sizable shroud when he had lain on the floor. Fixing the curtain to resenble
its former crunple, The Shadow glided to the kitchen just as the lieutenants
cane back into the living room fromthe hall.

Fi ve-face was gone; so was The Shadow. Their next meeting would come when
crime was again on the nove. Then would be the time when The Shadow could trap
t he supercrook in deeds that would | ay bare the past and expose the nethods
that the evil master used.

For the first tinme, the advantage would lie with The Shadow, but he did
not regard victory as assured. Uncovering Five-face had been no sinple matter
trapping himin crime mght prove even nore difficult.

The Shadow knew

CHAPTER Xl
THE SUDDEN STRCKE

THREE faces were staring at The Shadow fromthe table in his sanctum
They
wer e photographs, all different, yet they represented one man: Five-face.

Jake Smarl ey, Flush Tygert, Barney Kelm -

There would be two nore, and that fact nade The Shadow ponder. Not hi ng
had
been heard of Barney Kel mduring the past week. Barney was still a public
her o,
yet he had vanished |ike Smarl ey and Fl ush

Peopl e acquainted with Barney said that he had gone on the road to
pronot e
some prize fights. Despite his bluster, Barney was a very nodest and
sel f-effacing chap, his friends clained. He didn't like to be in the public
eye. Too many people had pointed himout, so Barney had just dropped out of
si ght.

The runor did not please The Shadow.

He knew how sel f-effaci ng Barney Kel mcould be; that the man was able to
obliterate his identity entirely. It was possible that Barney had dropped out
of sight altogether. If so, The Shadow s plans for trapping a master crimna
call ed Five-face woul d probably fade away to not hi ng.

Reports from agents. The Shadow studi ed them beneath the blue gl ow. They
were encouraging in one respect. Plans for future crime were being nade by
Five-face's |lieutenants.

The Shadow s agents were keeping close tally on Grease, Banker, and Cip.
The lieutenants had spent nearly all the noney that Five-face had given them
lining up thugs to be ready on call

Checki ng on such activities was an easy matter for certain of The
Shadow s
agents. One agent, diff Mursland, had quite a reputation in the underworld.

For a long while, diff had been gunning for The Shadow and boasti ng
about
it to nmobsters. Anyone who could get away with such talk in the badl ands



necessarily had to be tough. Naturally, Ciff's imunity existed because he
was
in The Shadow s service; but no one suspected the fact.

Worki ng on The Shadow s information, diff had met up wi th hoodl uns who
wor ked for Grease and Clip and had | earned enough to give regular reports to
The Shadow.

Aiding diff was Hawkeye, a clever spotter who could follow a snake's
trail through the grass. Hawkeye roved the toughest districts, spotting
shi pers
who wor ked for Banker. Hi s reports, though less frequent than diff's, were
quite as reliable.

Nevert hel ess, there was one question

Did the activity of the spendthrift |ieutenants nean that Five-face
actually intended new crinme?

At their last neeting, the |lieutenants thensel ves had expressed doubts
about Five-face. They had been ready to brand hima doubl e-crosser, until he
had appeared as Barney Kelm

They trusted himagain, this time inplicitly. Yet there was a chance that
Fi ve-face, playing the Barney role, had bluffed his lieutenants, after all -
and had, at the sane tine, deceived The Shadow

Gim sinister, The Shadow s | augh throbbed through the sanctum The
bl uish light went off with a sharp click

The Shadow was not pleased by the idle week that he had spent. Unl ess
this
ni ght devel oped sonething new in crime, he would have to change his policy and
carry through a search for Five-face, rather than await the reappearance of
Bar ney Kel m

Meanwhi | e, the evening prom sed one slight possibility. Perhaps a chat
wi th Comm ssi oner Weston woul d produce a trifling result. So far, the | aw had
been going around in circles |ooking for Jake Smarl ey and Flush Tygert, always
regardi ng them as separate individuals. Yet out of such a whirligig mght cone
a flash of sonmething worthwhile to The Shadow.

REACHI NG t he Cobalt Club in the guise of Cranston, The Shadow found the
pol i ce comm ssi oner poring over sone recent reports, that mght as well have
been bl ank papers. Inspector Cardona was sitting by, poker-faced and taciturn

Weston finished his review of the reports and was about to say sonething,
when an attendant entered bringing a note.

"I't's fromArnold Mel brun," stated Weston, after reading the nessage. "He

wants me to nmeet himat his office. He will be there in half an hour. He says
that the matter is urgent. Perhaps Mel brun has | earned sone new facts
regar di ng

Smarley."

Concl udi ng, the conmi ssioner invited his friend Cranston to go along to
Mel brun's office. The Shadow del ayed | ong enough to tel ephone Burbank and
 earn
that the agents had reported nothi ng new.

Arriving at the offices of the United Inport Co., the visitors were
recei ved by Mel brun's new secretary, Boland. He told themthat he had heard
from Mel brun, but knew not hi ng about the nmatter that was to be di scussed.
However, after the visitors had seated thenselves in the private office,

Bol and
remar ked:

"M . Melbrun received a special-delivery letter just after he returned
fromNorfolk, this afternoon. It was fromthat nman they call the public hero."

"Barney Kel n?" inquired Wston

"Yes," nodded the secretary. "M . Ml brun put the letter with some ot her
correspondence fromKelm | suppose that | could showit to you,
conmi ssi oner . "



Bef ore Weston could reply, the tel ephone bell rang. It was Mel brun,
calling fromhis honme; he had not been able to | eave there as soon as he
expected. He wanted to talk to Weston, if the conm ssioner had arrived. Wen
Weston took the tel ephone, the first thing that Mel brun mentioned was the Kelm
cor respondence.

"Cet those letters, Boland," ordered Weston. "M . Ml brun wants to talk
about them over the tel ephone.™

Soon, the letters were spread on the desk. In Cranston's casual style,
The
Shadow gl anced over Weston's shoul der and noted what the letters said. It was
apparent that Barney Kel m had taken advantage of his position as a public
her o,
as well as pushing his brief acquaintance with Ml brun

In the letters, Barney proposed that Mel brun and five other wealthy nen
contribute fifty thousand dollars each, toward the pronotion of a chanpionship
prize fight to be held in the Mddle Wst. Barney coul d guarantee them a high
return upon their noney, so he said. A guarantee was needed to nmake the
chanpi onshi p bout possible; after that, all would be plain sailing.

Consi deri ng Barney's status, the conm ssioner saw nothing wong with the
proposal, and so stated to Mel brun. Listening, with quite different thoughts,
The Shadow | earned that Mel brun agreed with Weston. The thing that bothered
Mel brun was anot her phase of the nmatter.

Mel brun's voi ce was audi bl e through the receiver; The Shadow caught every
word, along with Weston.

"Look at the last letter, conm ssioner,’

insisted Mel brun. "The one that

cane this afternoon. Kel mwanted us all to bring our nmoney in cash. | arrived
too late to go to the bank, so | decided to wait until | heard from Kel m
agai n.

"It seened dangerous, having all that noney |loose. | wanted to tell Kelm

so. |If such nen as Jake Snmarley or Flush Tygert should hear of it, they would
attenpt another of their daring crinmes. Then it occurred to ne that you should
be the person to warn Kelm"
There was a pause. Weston inserted the words:
"Quite so, Melbrun."
"I was just about to | eave the house," continued Mel brun, "when
received
acall fromKelm He tells ne that he is at the Hotel Clairnont; that the
ot her
five financiers are with him They have all brought their nmoney, and are
sinply
wai ting for ne.
"Did you tell Kelmyou would conme?"
"Yes," returned Melbrun. "I told himto wait; to do nothing until |
arrived. It will take nme at least twenty mnutes to reach the hotel
conmi ssioner. But you are nearer; you could get there in a quarter hour."
"I'"ll see you there, Melbrun."

HANG NG up, Weston turned to Cardona. The conm ssioner expostul ated on
t he
i mportance of the news.

Meanwhi | e The Shadow, gl ancing toward the wi ndow, saw a blink of lights
bel ow. Mye's cab had parked in the side street; the driver was flashing a
signal. Unnoticed, The Shadow strolled fromthe office.

"Suppose that crooks have been watching Barney Kelm" Wston was sayi ng.
"They m ght be watching him too, hoping on revenge because of what he did to
themat Lody's. If so, they have | earned of tonight's transaction. Cal
headquarters, inspector, and order sone picked men to meet us at the
G ai rnont.

We nust start there, at once.”



VWi | e Cardona was phoni ng, Weston | ooked about, then questioned Bol and:

"Where did Cranston go?"

Bol and replied that the conm ssioner's friend had gone back to the Cobalt
Cl ub; that he would neet Weston there later. The comm ssioner gave a
cont empt uous snort; then, as Cardona finished the headquarters call, Wston
di smi ssed thoughts of Cranston and told the inspector to conme al ong.

Bef ore Weston and Cardona had reached the street, a cab was pulling away.
Its passenger was Cranston, but Weston woul d not have recognized his friend.
Al ready, Cranston had become The Shadow. Garbed in black, he was tuning in his
shortwave radi o, to get Burbank's |atest word.

Reports from agents. The |lieutenants who served Five-face had suddenly
begun to nove. Driving separate cars, the three were picking up thugs as
passengers. As The Shadow | i stened, Burbank relayed a report from Hawkeye. The
spotter had | earned where the crooks were heading - to the Hotel d airnont.

According to Arnold Mel brun, the C airnont could be reached in fifteen
mnutes fromhis office. In Me's cab, with the speedy driver at the wheel
The
Shadow expected to cut the trip to ten. Those minutes woul d be precious.

Barney Kel mwas already at the Hotel dairnont, chatting with the five
financi ers who had brought fifty thousand dollars apiece. Barney Kel mwasn't
the public hero that the | aw supposed. He was Five-face: Jake Smarley, Flush
Tygert and Barney hinself, all rolled into one, the nbost dangerous master
cr ook
in all Amrerical

Woul d Barney wait for Ml brun to appear? If he did, all would be well. If
not, even The Shadow, with all his speed, mght be too late to prevent the
theft of another quarter nmillion by the public enemy who basked in a hero's
gui se.

CHAPTER XI |

CASH | N ADVANCE

FIVE men were seated in a little roomon the nezzanine floor of the Hotel
G airmont, bundles of cash piled in front of them They had brought their
nmoney; they were waiting for Barney Kelmto finally sell themon his
proposition. A few details, certain guarantees, were all that had to be
settl ed.

The financiers felt quite secure. This conference had been kept strictly
private; it seened inpossible that news of it could have | eaked out. The doors
of the roomwere bolted and the wi ndows had grilled gratings, for this room
was
speci al | y desi gned for conferences.

Besi des, the very presence of Barney Kel mwas a guarantee of safety.
These
financiers did not share the qual ns of Conmi ssioner Weston. They did not think
of Barney as a man hounded by crimnals. They regarded himas a man who coul d
settle crooks; for he had proven his ability in that |ine.

Down in the | obby were half a dozen of Barney's "boys," tough-fisted pugs
who would rally the nmonent that their boss called them The financiers had
| ooked those young chaps over when they entered, and felt quite happy because
such guards were on hand to protect them

There was a heavy knock at the door, repeated in the fashion of the
signal. A gray-haired man opened the door and admitted Barney. Waring his
derby hat, the smiling pronoter strolled cockily to the table.

"I just called Mel brun," said Barney. "He was at his house, and he says
he'll be com ng down here. But he canme in late fromNorfolk, and fromthe way
he tal ked, | don't think he'll have his cash with him"

Sharp | ooks passed anong the financiers. This was to be a strictly cash



transaction; one nman nentioned it, and Barney nodded his approval.

"We don't need Mel brun,"” he decided. "This is a quarter-mllion-dollar
deal, and we've got that nuch right now Here are the papers, gentlenen. Look
t hem over. "

Barney placed an old valise on the conference table. Oddly, it was the
same valise that Flush Tygert had carried away fromthe Diamond Mart. dd
Breddl e hadn't given a good description of that bag, so it excited no
suspicion. Still, it was curious that Barney should be using an itemthat
m ght
[ink himw th Flush

There was a reason. Like nearly every big-tine crimnal, Five-face was
superstitious. As Flush, he had lugged that valise through a very tough tangle
of circumstances, and had wound up with a successful getaway. As Barney, he
wanted his luck to hold, and the valise was a good token

In addition, Barney knew of only one person outside of Breddl e who woul d
recogni ze the valise. Barney was thinking of The Shadow. He was positive that
on this occasion the cloaked fighter would not cross his path.

Fromthe valise, Barney took stacks of papers that |ooked |ike contracts
and handed them around the circle. Strolling across the room he stopped near
a
side door and took a cigar froma box that lay on a table. Lighting the
perfecto, Barney |eaned against the door and | et one hand steal behind him

He was sliding back the bolt, |eaving the door unl ocked. Thus, he was
opening a route by which others mght enter, when he called them The room
therewith, would have two exits, for the front door was merely | atched, not
bol t ed.

Surprised exclamations came fromthe nen about the table. The docunents
t hat Barney had given themwere nmerely blank contracts, specifying nothing
regarding the pronoter's proposition. Hearing queries, Barney responded in
booni ng tone:

"It's all right, gentlenen! Just a trifling mstake! | can explain
everything -"

He was stepping forward, reaching in his pocket. From behind him Barney
heard a slight creak of the door. The thing that he drew from his pocket
wasn' t
a contract, but it was quite the thing to seal a bargain. It was a .45
revol ver,
that Barney flourished under the noses of the astonished financiers.

BEFORE the group could come to their feet, two other nen entered the

room
They were thuggi sh nen, ill-clad, who wore handkerchi ef masks across their
faces. Like Barney, they carried revolvers, but of a | esser caliber.

Though Five-face still preferred a big snoke-wagon, for the show it nade,
he had instructed his lieutenants to let their trigger men bring whatever
weapons they chose. Big guns hadn't proven their worth during the battle in
t he
ol d arcade, wherein The Shadow, al nbst single-handed, had routed fighters who
carried oversi zed revol vers

The two nmen who now fl anked Barney were ordinary thugs, delegated to this
duty. dip Zelber had provided them but with instructions that, whatever
happened, they were to bl ame the ness on Barney Kelm

Their eyes, peering through the masks, showed surprise when they saw that
they were actually siding with Barney. They had taken Cip's instructions to
mean that they were fram ng Barney, not hel ping him

But when they gl anced at Barney, they understood. Hi s face didn't wear
t he
smle that went with his pose of a public hero. Bearing down upon the cowed
financiers, Barney was showi ng an ugly leer that was quite out of character.



Wth his present nanner, Barney could have kept the financiers under ful
control wthout any assistance.

However, Barney had other work to do. He told the masked men to herd the
victinms into a corner. Quaking, the financiers retreated, |eaving their noney
on the table. Stacking the piles of currency into the valise, Barney strolled
to the front door of the roomand | aid his hand upon the knob

"Stay just as you are, gentlemen," he sneered, "but put your hands in
back
of you. My men are going to tie you up. Don't try to make a break, because" -
he
gestured toward the side door - "we have a few nore on hand, to keep you
covered. "

At Barney's back, the door swung open to admt another pair of gunmen.
The
first two put their guns away; brought out coils of wire and rolls of adhesive
tape fromtheir pockets. Bundling the victins together, they began to bind and
gag them

Bar ney opened the front door of the room and sidled through, pushing the
val i se ahead of him He poked his head back into the room to take a |ast
| ook.

Then, as an afterthought, Barney again addressed the hel pl ess prisoners.

"Blane ne for this," he chuckled. "Anybody would turn crook, if the
st akes
were bi g enough. That's the whole story. My boys downstairs are going to be as
surprised as you fellows -"

Barney halted, staring at a w ndow straight across the room Qutside the
pane, he could see the dull gleam of the bronze grille. It seemed to bl acken
as
Barney watched it. He didn't like the | ooks of the thing; it rem nded himtoo
much of The Shadow. Then Barney chuckl ed.

The Shadow woul dn't be at that wi ndow. There was a little bal cony
out si de;
one that extended away fromthe wi ndow s edges, and therefore offered a good
lurking spot. But the bars weren't the sort that could be filed or pried
| oose.

Such a process would take a long tinme and nake a | ot of noise.

It would be funny, Barney thought, if The Shadow really happened to be
out
t here. When Barney reached the street, he would signal his |ieutenants and
poi nt
out the bal cony. The Shadow would be a fine target, on that unprotected | edge.

Unwi ttingly, Barney pushed the door a trifle w der, exposing the valise
that he carried, though he didn't know it. Then, stepping out into the hall
he
sl ammred t he door behind him

Chuckl ing, Barney visualized the roomjust as he had left it: Five
prisoners in the corner, being bound by two thugs; another pair of arned
guards, at the side door across the room

The wi ndow did not matter; not in Barney's cal cul ati ons. Neverthel ess,

t he
wi ndow was to prove inportant.

HARDLY had Barney stepped from sight before darkness shifted away from
t he
bronze grille. Something still remained near the bottom bars - a roundish
obj ect, that gave a slight sputter

Bar ney woul d have noticed that tiny squidge of light. But the thugs who
had taken over for himwere not in positions to observe it. Something was
about



to happen very suddenly.

Fi ve-face was wong, when he supposed that it would take a long while to
crash through the heavily barred wi ndow. He was right, however, in his guess
t hat noi se was necessary.

A huge flare of |light blazed beyond the darkened pane, lighting the room
vividly, along with the outdoor scene. The gush of brilliance was acconpani ed
by a huge roar - the explosion of a powerful bomb that twi sted metal bars into
hangi ng strands. Snashing inward, the blast blew the wi ndow into fragnents,
turning the gl ass pane into powder.

Li ke the men who were binding them the prisoners in the corner were
flattened by the powerful concussion. The masked guards at the side door were
staggered. They clawed at the handkerchi ef masks that slipped across their
eyes. They didn't see the figure that came fromthe outer shelter of the
bal cony, |eaping through the gap that had once been a w ndow.

They heard him that chall enger who had bl asted his way into the scene of
crime. They recognized himby the |augh that quivered, a fierce, challenging
crescendo anmid the echoes of the bonmb's expl osion

Only one fighter could deliver such strident nockery, the taunt that al
nmen of evil dreaded.

The Shadow

CHAPTER XI 'V
CROOKS I N THE DARK

A SWEEP of bl ackness in a roomwhere lights seemed dim Such was The
Shadow, as he wheel ed beneath the tilted chandelier in the center of the
conf erence room

Though hal f shaken fromits noorings, the chandelier still had |ighted
bul bs; but their glow was feeble to the thugs who were yanking away their
masks.

The brilliance of the blast had dazzl ed everyone, except The Shadow. He
had hel d his cloak across his eyes, out on the bal cony, while the short fuse
was conpleting his brief fizz. He had counted upon dazzling the crooks;
ot herwi se, he would not have made his trenmendous entry, with the lives of five
prisoners at stake.

Sone of the financiers were bound, and the rest were practically
hel pl ess.

So The Shadow went to their rescue, first, conpleting it in rapid style. The
t hugs who were doing the binding had put their guns away; they had barely
managed to get the weapons fromtheir pockets, when The Shadow was upon t hem

He settled that pair with hard blows fromhis guns. Shots woul d have
betrayed his position, and he wanted no firing in this direction. Thugs at the
door across the roomwere still wondering where The Shadow was. Half blindly,
they turned toward the ruined wi ndow, supposing that he was keeping to its
shel ter.

I nst ead, The Shadow was skirting wi de along the front of the room Again,
crooks heard his |augh, alnpst at their el bows. They turned, tugging their gun
triggers, trying to aimpoint-blank at swirly bl ackness.

The Shadow was on them before they fired. He sl edged the pair out through
t he door, driving them as human bl ockades agai nst reserves who were lunging in
froma stairway.

@Quns roared at cl ose range. New gunmen, who could see to fire, drove
their
bull ets hone. But it wasn't The Shadow who recei ved those deadly slugs. The
shots found the thugs that he had shoved ahead of him Hi s guns, blasting in
reply, sent sizzling bullets past the human shields and clipped the marksmnen
beyond t hem

There was the sound of bodies tunbling down the stairs; shrieks that



turned into groans.

VWeeling full about, The Shadow saw the room again. He hadn't heard the
front door rip open, but he guessed that it would be wide. On the threshold
stood Five-face, still in the guise of Barney Kelm aimng his big revolver,
hoping to find The Shadow. He heard the tunble of bodies, saw the swirl of
returni ng bl ackness.

Fi ve-face dodged as he fired. The shot fromhis .45 went w de. Like the
nobbi es who had perished in his service, crinme's overlord was learning that a
heavy gun coul dn't be handl ed qui ckly enough in conbat with The Shadow. Wth a
smal | er weapon, he m ght have been able to jab in a telling shot as he nade
hi s
di ve.

He was smart enough, however, to yank the door with himas he went.

O herwi se, The Shadow woul d have clipped him The heavy door took the bullets
t hat The Shadow nmeant for Barney and splintered big chunks fromthe woodworKk.
Raci ng across the room The Shadow yanked the door open

Fi ve-face had reached a stairway, |eading dowmn fromthe nezzani ne. He had
left the valise at the top, and was scooping it up as he went. He di sappeared
as The Shadow ai ned.

Pausi ng, the cl oaked pursuer notioned for the rescued prisoners to
fol | ow,
whi ch they did, some tugging thenselves fromthe half-tw sted wires that
partially bound them

Dashi ng down the stairs, The Shadow saw Barney darting across the | obby,

still lugging the valise. Barney was shouting something, and as The Shadow
ai mred, a flood of punching nmen flung thenselves in the way. They were Barney's
"boys," who still thought that their boss was honest.

They were sluggers, those boys from Barney's stable, but they couldn't
reach The Shadow with their punches. Waving anong them The Shadow rmade | ong
sweeps with his arms, and his guns gave hima nmuch | onger reach than his
opponents. Barney's boys were bouncing all around the floor, and Five-face did
not wait to see how they fared.

He was gone, with his valise out through the rear exit, just as
Conmi ssi oner Weston and | nspector Cardona cane in through the front of the
| obby, followed by a squad of headquarters nen.

IT was a puzzling sight: The Shadow scattering a crowd of earnest boxers,
who had so recently proven their ability to aid the aw. One of those cases
wherei n The Shadow ni ght have been m staken for a crook; for there had been
ti mes when nen of crinme had donned bl ack cl oaks and hats, solely to confuse
t he
pol i ce.

But The Shadow had foreseen a circunstance such as this, and had provi ded
for it.

Hearing wild shouts fromthe nezzani ne, Cardona | ooked up and saw five
frantic men, who could only be the financiers that Mel brun had nentioned in
hi s
phone call to Weston. They were yelling sonething about Barney Kel mand a bag
of
m ssi ng cash.

As The Shadow turned toward the rear of the | obby, Cardona beckoned to

hi s
men and gave the word:
"Conme on!"
The police foll owed The Shadow t hrough the exit, spilling rising boxers

who tried to stop them Reaching the rear street, they were greeted by a
hurried fire fromcover-up cars

There wasn't a sign of Barney, nor of The Shadow. But the cl oaked fighter
suddenly denoted his presence, by opening fire fromacross the way. The Shadow



had made for the opposite darkness, to wait until crooks showed their hands.

Again, the lieutenants who served Five-face were trying to spring a
surprise on the police, and The Shadow was turning the gane on them The
cr ooks
didn't wait around, when they recognized the | augh that cane with The Shadow s
gunfire. They spurted their cars for corners, glad to get away.

Only a handful still remained on the scene; the usual brand of small-fry
who coul d be sacrificed to save the others.

Police were spreading, to deal with those scattered foenmen. Picking
spurts
of thuggi sh guns, The Shadow supplied timely shots that picked off the nearest
snipers. The rest took to flight, with Cardona's nen in full cry. Alone, The
Shadow began to scour alleyways in search of Five-face.

This time, Five-face had nade a rapid getaway, probably to a car parked
in
anot her bl ock. In his hunt, The Shadow was joined by Ciff Marsland and
Hawkeye,
who had been on the outer fringes of the nmob and had filtered through when the
cars sped away. Ciff only renmenbered the |ieutenants and their cars, but
Hawkeye recal |l ed anot her autonobile in the offing.

It had sped away during the brief fray in back of the hotel, and while
Hawkeye hadn't seen Barney Kelm he had heard soneone running toward the car
in
guestion. Hawkeye's testinmony settled the problem of Five-face. The master
cr ook
had compl eted escape, along with robbery, despite The Shadow.

Hearing spasnodic firing fromthe street that fronted the hotel, The
Shadow started in that direction to take a final hand. He arrived in time to
wi t ness a near tragedy.

Arnol d Mel brun had just reached the hotel, and was stepping out of his
car. Melbrun wasn't alarmed by the excitenment, until a pair of thugs bobbed
into sight and flung thensel ves upon him

They wanted Mel brun's coupe and were trying to slug him to get the keys
he carried. Melbrun had a heavy cane with himand tried to ward off the
attack.

Peopl e fromthe hotel were junmping in to help him and with figures
i nterveni ng,
The Shadow was unable to aimat Ml brun's attackers.

It was Joe Cardona who brought the real rescue. He had been chasing the
t hugs, and he was cl ose enough to grab one who was shoving a revol ver agai nst
Mel brun's ribs. Hotel attendants captured the other hoodl um but Ml brun was
shaky when people hauled himto his feet.

He asked what had happened, and Cardona told him Al the while, the
captured thugs were snarling at detectives who had taken charge of them All
that the thugs would nmention was the nane of Barney Kelm

"Sure, we was working for Barney," voiced one. "So what? He got away,
didn't he? He was lucky and we wasn't. It wasn't Barney's fault we didn't get
away. "

THE financiers were crowdi ng about Mel brun, bewailing their ill 1uck.
Conmi ssi oner Weston joined them and explained that if they had shown the sane
j udgrment as Mel brun, their nmoney woul d be safe. But Mel brun shook his head,
when he heard the truth about Barney Kel m

"l suspected trouble,"” he said, "but not fromKelm | would have trusted
himfully. | still have ny nobney, comm ssioner, but only because the bank was
cl osed when | arrived from Norfol k."

Bl ood was trickling from Mel brun's forehead, where one of the thugs had
given a glancing blowwith a gun. When Weston offered to have a detective
drive



hi m home, Mel brun gratefully accepted the offer

The coupe pulled away, with Ml brun | eaning back beside the driver's
seat .
Turning matters over to Cardona, the comm ssioner sunmoned his official car

By then, The Shadow had glided away toward a solitary taxicab parked down
the street. Hs next destination was the Cobalt C ub, where, as Cranston, he
woul d hear Weston's version of new crine.

But The Shadow was | ooki ng beyond this night, to a tine when Five-face,
no
| onger Barney Kelm would reappear in another guise, intent on further crine.

Despi te handi caps, The Shadow had nearly ruined the robbery at the Hotel
Clairnmont; but he knew that Five-face, overconfident because of success, would
not admit the fact. The Shadow was sure that the naster crook would strike
again, as boldly as ever before.

One nove nore could be one too nmany for the intrepid crimnal who had
dared The Shadow s ni ght!

CHAPTER XV
CRI ME ON THE SI DE

THE evani shment of Barney Kel mwas no nore singular than the
di sappearances of Jake Smarley and Flush Tygert. By this time, the public was
getting used to crooks who staged one big thrust and then evaporated. Such
t hi ngs, crimnol ogists said, always canme in cycles.

It was all very plausible. Nobody in the underworld had ever rated
Smrar | ey
hi gh. Though he fluked his robbery at Mel brun's, he had nanaged to hide
hi nmsel f
conpletely away; therefore, a smarter crook, |ike Flush, had thought it easy
to
follow Smarl ey's exanple, with better success.

Barney Kelmwas a different sort of case. A professor was witing a book
about him wusing long words, |ike egocentrism and negal omani a, to show that
accl aim had gone to Barney's head and twi sted his brain. Public hero or public
enemny, only a hairbreadth separated them according to the professor

Al this was a tribute to Five-face, though neither the public nor the
prof essor knew it. The master crimnal had done far nore than di sguise hinself
facially. He had established and effaced three different personalities as
wi dely separated as the points of a triangle.

In fact, Five-face had his |lieutenants guessing. Gathered in their shabby
apartment, the three were specul ating heavily as to what had becone of their
chief.

"It's been three days, now," argued G ease, "and we haven't heard a thing
fromthe guy. It's giving ne the jitters!"

"It was a week last tinme," renm nded Banker. "So why should we worry?"

"Because we need dough," put in dip. "Five-face knows it. He's got
dough,
too, fromthe last job. Two hundred and fifty grand of it."

Banker shook his head. Reaching for a newspaper, he pointed to a
par agr aph.

"The cash is hot," he stated. "Those Wall Street guys gave Barney big
bills right out of their banks. They didn't expect Barney to grab the mazuna,
but they had the nunbers listed, just the sane."

Cip was still in an argunmentative nood.

"W need dough," he insisted. "W've had to hire some new torpedoes, to
be
ready for the next job. Wat are we going to pay themw th?"

"They'll wait," returned Banker. "Take that guy diff Marsland, for



exanple. W were smart, hiring him He wants to get in a lick at The Shadow,
and knows we're the fellows who can put himin line for it.

"The little guy, Hawkeye, is another good bet. Dough doesn't worry him
He
gets lonely unless he's trailing somebody, and we've pronised hima | ot of
wor Kk,
which is what he wants. Say - |'l|l bet Hawkeye could even pick up The Shadow s
trail and keep it!"

"You'd better put himon the trail of some hanburgers,"” snapped Cip. "W
won't be eating after tonight, unless we hear from Five-face."

"Hanmbur gers sound good," spoke up Grease, "with onions on the side."

Banker was | ooking at the newspaper. H s eyes, narrow ng, showed a gl eam
as he heard what G ease said.

"Somet hing on the side," remarked Banker. "Say - that isn't a bad idea.
Wil e Five-face is going after hanburgers, we can try onions."

The ot hers thought that Banker was trying to be funny, but he wasn't. He
showed t he newspaper and said:

"Take a gander at that guy, dip."

"Wi ch one?"

Cip chuckled as he put the question. He was | ooking at a row of three
phot ogr aphs, showi ng Smarl ey, Flush and Barney, with the caption: "Three
Want ed
Men. "

"I don't mean those photos of Five-face," said Banker. "Over here, dip,
on the other page. This glanmour boy with the fancy nmoni ker: Count Raoul
Fondel ac. "

THE picture showed a man with a foreign face, high aristocratic nose,
thin
lips that had a bored droop at the corners. Count Fondelac fitted his nane; he
| ooked |i ke a nobleman. Hi s age was problematical. He could have been called a
young man who | ooked ol di sh, or an old man who | ooked youngi sh.

"His nibs is stopping at the Hotel Bayonne," decl ared Banker, "a very
excl usive place. You couldn't wal k through the | obby w thout a dress suit, but
"Il bet it would be easy to sneak in the back way."

"To rob the guy?" demanded Cip. "Counts and such don't have a dinme; not
the sort that hang around New York. They're big-tinme panhandlers, that's al
they are!"

"Count Fondel ac is engaged to Al bertina Adquin," continued Banker
referring to the newspaper. "You've heard of that dame, Cip. She's had three
husbands, worth about ten mllion bucks api ece. Now she's buying a fourth
one."

"Yeah. So what ?"

“I"mjust wondering," said Banker, "Wy she shouldn't buy himfromus."

Clip brightened instantly, and G ease showed sudden interest. It was Cip
who queri ed:

"You nean, why don't we snatch the guy?"

"That's it!"

The three men scanned the newspaper eagerly. They | earned that Count
Fondel ac was to be the guest at a reception in the Adquin mansion at ten
o'clock in the evening. It was only half past seven, which gave them plenty of
time to operate.

Leaving the apartnment, they contacted nmen across the street, told themto
follow in another car. Among the small group of hirelings were Cdiff and
Hawkeye, who had worked thenselves into the service of the gang |ieutenants,
at
The Shadow s suggestion

It wasn't until they stopped near the Hotel Bayonne that The Shadow s
agents | earned what the gane was to be. Banker Dreeb had taken charge; he



posted Aiff and others near the rear of the hotel, and sent Hawkeye ahead to
reconnoiter a route to Fondelac's hotel suite. During that trip, Hawkeye
performed a doubl e job.

Not only did he find a service entrance that connected with a rear
stairway; he crawl ed out through a wi ndow and took a passage to the front
street, where he sneaked up to a taxicab that had parked in the hack stand.

Moe Shrevnitz was the driver of that cab; he had trailed the cars after
they left the old apartnent.

Smal |, hunch-shoul dered i n manner, Hawkeye poked a w zened face in
t hr ough
the cab wi ndow and gave the facts to Mbe. By the time Hawkeye was sneaki ng
back
to join Banker and his conpani ons, Me was driving away to put in a call to
Bur bank. The way matters were fixed at present, such a call would bring The
Shadow i n rapid order.

Hawkeye made a lengthy report that stalled the expedition for severa
m nutes. Having finally inpressed the details on Banker, Hawkeye joined the
cordon, taking the next post to diff's. Both agents watched Banker enter the
service door of the hotel, followed by G ease and Cip.

The waiting period seened |ong, though it was a very few m nutes. There
cane a whi sper fromthe darkness, one that drew diff and Hawkeye cl ose
toget her. They couldn't see The Shadow in the gl oom but they could sense his
presence. Hawkeye gave the necessary details; a cloaked figure glided forward.

There was dimlight near the service entrance. It had shown the gang
lieutenants plainly when they entered. But The Shadow passed that hazard,
observed only by his own agents. To others, posted by Banker, the bl ackness
that glided beneath the light was nothing nore than a flicker of the Iight
itself.

THE SHADOW qui ckly made up the few minutes that he had | ost. Wen he
reached Fondel ac's floor, he saw a valet conme out fromthe suite, and knew
from
the man's manner that nothing could have happened yet.

Choosi ng the next door, The Shadow picked its lock with a tool that
resenbled a tiny pair of tweezers. He stepped into a bedroom of Fondel ac's
Suite.

From there, The Shadow | ooked into a lavish living room He saw the count
standing in front of a mrror, admring his evening clothes. Froma vase of
flowers, Fondelac tried to choose one which suited his present nood. Had he
continued to ook into the mrror, he would have noticed something that The
Shadow saw.

The wi ndow i n anot her room was opening. Into the darkness of the room
cane
three nen, one by one. Despite the gloom The Shadow could see the glitter of
their drawn revol vers

Cool ly, The Shadow drew an autonmatic from beneath his cloak. Hi s doorway
had a perfect background of al mbst solid blackness. Since crime was in the

wi nd, The Shadow was quite willing to abolish a few of Five-face's
| i eutenants,
i f occasi on demanded.

Still, he was hoping that things mght work out. These crooks woul d be
satisfied with carry-over noney; perhaps a robbery would suit them instead of
a ki dnappi ng.

Provi ded that Fondel ac had any noney. That was the real problem

As the crooks noved in on the unsuspecting count, The Shadow s hopes were
dwi ndling, for he could see eagerness in the eyes of the nen who planned the
abduction. As Fondel ac happened to glance into the mirror, The Shadow s hand
was tightening on its gun

Then, with a sweep, The Shadow slid the weapon beneath his cl oak and



eased
back into the darkness!

VWhat ever happened, The Shadow was willing to be a nmere witness to the
af fair. Count Fondel ac had seen the nobsters in the mrror, and his face had
regi stered an expression that was sufficient for The Shadow.

This was to be crime with a nbst curious twist, that prom sed the very
results The Shadow want ed!

CHAPTER XVI
THE FOURTH FACE

H S fingers placing a flower in his buttonhole, Count Fondelac let his
sl eek hands turn palmforward. They were not only enpty, they were practically
rai sed, when he happened to turn in the direction of the invaders.

Seeing the three crooks, Fondel ac gave a gasp to denote surprise and | et
hi s hands nove slowy apart. He stood quite hel pl ess, and nade no effort to
change his predicanent. Except for the trifling gasp, the count renai ned
silent.

Banker moved forward, as spokesman for the three.

"Just take it easy, count," he said. "W want you to cone along with us."

"Why so, msieu ?" queried Fondelac, in a rather mld tone. "I already
have an engagenent."

"Yes, and you can keep it," decl ared Banker, "provided that you can make
the future countess listen, when you call her on the phone. W're going to
hol d
you until she coughs over some big dough, pretty boy!"

"Dough?" Fondel ac | ooked puzzled. "Ah, oui." He nodded. "You nean nobney.
What is it we shall do - play that game with the cards, that you call poker?"

"That's it," put in dip, giving Banker a nudge. "W want to deal you in
on a poker game, over at our place. If you lose, you can call up your girl
friend and tell her to send over what you owe us."

Grease was grinning fromthe background. He was beginning to see how this
ki dnappi ng job coul d be managed w t hout Fondel ac ever realizing what it was.
Apparently, the count thought that poker parties were sonething like a
fraternity initiation.

"I shall go," decided Fondelac. "But there is one thing which | mnust
rem nd you. | have played this game of poker" - he gestured toward a table and
a pack of cards upon it - "and | have found one thing strange."

Fondel ac was reaching for the cards. Guns nudged close to him in case he
reached for one of his own. But the visiting crooks weren't expecting trouble
fromthe count. They sinply thought it best to hunor him to help their own
gane al ong.

"There is a hand like this," said Fondelac. He counted four clubs face
upward on the table. "But it is not enough. You nust have five, | amtold. So

Layi ng the pack aside with his left hand, he swept his right over the
f our
clubs. The bunched cards spread apart; in their mdst was a fifth club. In
perfect fashion, Count Fondel ac had executed the stunt that Flush Tygert had
made fanous!

@uns lowered in the hands that gripped them as though the sheer wei ght
of
t he weapons had carried them down. Three astounded thugs had | ost their
nmuscul ar
control, though one of them Gease Rickel, still had vocal cords that
functi oned. He blurted:

"Fi ve-face!"



COUNT FONDELAC gave a grin that was anything but aristocratic. It was the
grin that belonged to Barney Kel m Wen he spoke again, he used a drawl that
was rem ni scent of Flush Tygert, though there was sonething of Jake Smarley in
his voice, as well.

"I was going to call you tonight," said Five-face, "after | got away from
this shindig that Al bertina Adquin is throwing for me. It's kind of tough
bei ng Count Fondelac. | have to stick around Park Avenue. It would I ook funny
if | barged into your place."

He gestured for his lieutenants to sit down. Then, stroking his chin,

Fi ve-face remarked sl owy:

"Acute idea, trying to kidnap ne. Only, it wouldn't work. That foo
Al bertina would call up all the lawers in town, and hire a special train to
bring the F.B.1. in fromWshington. No, |1'd better go through with the next
job the way | planned it."

"What's that to be?" asked Clip. "Are you going to marry the dane?"

"Not a chance," returned Five-face. "All she'd ever hand ne woul d be
al  owance noney. | started this Fondel ac racket one time when | was abroad.
There was a real Count Fondelac, and he faked it for me to be his successor

"I paid him of course, and he did what | expected. Finished hinself off
by drinking absinthe as fast as he could buy it. So | becane Fondel ac - when
wanted to be - and it was worth the price. You see" - he gave a broad snile -
"Fondel ac and Flush often travel ed on the sane boat. A good out, in case of
trouble."

Banker put a query:

"How di d the Adquin dame get hold of you?"

"By accident," replied the fake count. "I thought it was a good break,
but
it didn't turn out that way. |'ve got to get rid of her, and the only way is
to

get rid of Fondel ac."

"Li ke you did the other faces," nodded Banker. "Wat's the next job - to
trimthe dame out of a |ot of dough?"

"It won't work," replied Five-face. "No, the racket is this: | rate high
as Fondel ac, and a |l ot of people think I already have nicked the dame for
plenty. Tonight, I'mgoing to put the clanps on sone guy with plenty of dough
and hook him 1'Ill sell himfake bonds, telling himthat Al bertina gave them
to
ne."

"Good enough," agreed Banker, "but how do we cone into it?"

"The sane as usual. If the guy gets wise, I'll have to lamlike | did
before. It means a cover-up, because if the victimwon't hand over the cash,
"1l take it fromhim"

Li eutenants showed their approval of the schene. Wile they were noddi ng,
Fondel ac drew sone noney froma wallet and distributed a few hundred dollars
to
each man.

"That will carry you over until tonorrow night," he said. "I don't know
who the dub is going to be yet, but 1'll pick one out at the reception. |'ll
add the take to the rest of the loot, and we'll split afterward.

"I couldn't keep the stuff around here, not with the snoopy valet that |
hired. Don't worry, though. |I've got it stowed away, and | know how to freeze
the hot stuff. So let's have a drink before | start to the reception.”

Five-face fol ded back a screen, to display a mniature barroom wth an
array of bottles and gl asses on shel ves behind the mahogany counter

VWHI LE Count Fondel ac was ni xi ng drinks for his uninvited friends, The
Shadow | eft the suite by his own route. Descending the stairway, he reached
t he



ground fl oor.

There, instead of |eaving through the service entrance, The Shadow peered
into the hotel |obby. He saw the porter's room enpty and dark as he expected.
In hotels like the Bayonne, the porter was seldomin his quarters. Usually,

t he
cl erk summoned a porter when guests called for one.

Crossing the dimlobby of the Bayonne was easy for anyone inside the
pl ace, since only the doorman kept tabs on unlikely strangers.

Reaching the porter's room The Shadow used his tiny flashlight and found
exactly what he wanted: a cardboard box of the size used by florists. Renmpving
his cloak, hat, and other accouternents, he packed themin the box and w apped
it.

He was Lanont Cranston when he stepped fromthe porter's room the box
beneath his arm but the clerk did not notice his arrival until he was al nost
at the desk. Seeing a gentlenan in evening clothes, the clerk supposed that he
had entered by the nmain door

G ving Cranston's nane, The Shadow asked for Count Fondel ac. The clerk
called the suite where Five-face was entertaining his |lieutenants, and soon
announced that M. Cranston could go upstairs. Before turning to the
el evators,

The Shadow | ai d his package on the desk

"Kindly call the Cobalt Club," he requested, in Cranston's style. "Ask
themto send ny |inousine over here. And by the way, will you turn this
package
over to your doorman and ask himto deliver it to ny chauffeur?"

Upstairs, Five-face was stepping out from behind the bar, which filled an
alcove in his living room He was urging his lieutenants to finish up their
drinks. Gesturing to the al cove, he added:

"CGet in here, all three of you, and keep quiet. | know this fellow
Cranston; he's worth a few million bucks, and he's been invited to the
reception. That's why he's stopping by. Watch ne handle him™

The |ieutenants noved behind the bar. Five-face pulled the screen in
pl ace, conpletely hiding them though they were able to see through the cracks
and watch what happened in the living room

There was a buzz fromthe door. Five-face answered it. Imediately, he
was
Count Fondel ac, sophisticated of face, bowi ng in manner, as he shook hands
with
t he gentl eman whom he addressed as "M sieu' Cranston.”

Behind the screen, the lieutenants watched in admiration. It was
i mpossi bl e to guess that Fondel ac was anyone ot her than hinmsel f. The sane
applied to Cranston, though they did not guess it.

Here was a historical meeting: The Shadow, foe of evil, shaking hands
with
Fi ve-face, master of crine, under the gaze of the super-crook's own
| i eut enants!

Fortunately, only The Shadow knew the full details of the situation
Nei t her Five-face nor the others guessed his real identity.

Posi ng as Cranston, The Shadow invited Fondelac to ride with himto the
reception, and the count agreed to go. But behind the mask of Fondel ac, a keen
brain was at work, and The Shadow knew it. He had expected that it would be.

Fi ve-face was taking The Shadow s bait.

"Ah, Msieu Cranston" - Fondelac's tone had a pleasant purr - "this is
one excellent nmeeting. You are the man who can tell ne what | wi sh to know. |
have sone French governnment bonds, which Al bertina gave ne, of which I rnust
di spose, since Albertina insists that | never return to |l a belle France.

"Perhaps they woul d be a good exchange for sone American securities. But
I
know not hi ng" - he shrugged - "of your investnents here. | nmay | ose noney, but



pouf!" He snapped his fingers. "Wat is noney to nme, when | have ny
Al bertina?"

The question was | ogical enough, and provided its own answer. No one ever
t hought of Al bertina Adquin except in terns of nmoney, and that in big figures.
As Fondel ac expected, Cranston showed i mredi ate interest.

He asked nore about the bonds. Fondelac recalled their year of issue, and
finally set a price on them which was about two thirds their actual val ue.
What he did not mention was the fact that he had already told his |lieutenants;
that the bonds in question were counterfeits.

"Suppose we neet tonorrow ni ght," suggested Cranston. "W can get
t oget her
at the Cobalt dub, say about eight. Bring the bonds al ong, Count, and | shal
have sonme Anerican securities to show you."

THE two were tal king in hundred-thousand-dollar terms, as they left the
suite together. It was Fondel ac who cl osed the door; his face dropped its
suavity, as he grinned back toward the screen and gestured to the hidden
| i eutenants.

Cranston had set the place, even the hour, which was all the |ieutenants
had to know. As soon as the door went shut, they cane from hiding. Pushing
back
t he screen, Banker suggested that they have another drink before they cleared
out .

"We' || do a sneak from here," decl ared Banker, "and get the nob away.
Thi s

Fondel ac stunt is the best bet that Five-face has staged yet. He can count on
us

at the right time tonmorrow "

Qut side the hotel, two nenbers of the picked nob had sneaked away from
t he
rest. diff and Hawkeye were conferring in an all eyway, wondering why they
hadn't heard from The Shadow. The | apse of tine nade themthink that Fondel ac
had been abducted, and that The Shadow had run into grief trying to save him

Suddenl y, Hawkeye gripped diff's arm pointed fromthe nouth of the
al |l ey
to the front of the hotel. The Shadow s agents stared in utter amazenent at
two
men who cane fromthe main door and entered a waiting |inousine.

One was Lanont Cranston, otherw se The Shadow. He was armin armwith a
suave-| ooking friend, who could only be Count Raoul Fondel ac. Rescuer and
victimwere | eaving the Hotel Bayonne as if nothing at all had happened!

There was added nystery when the agents rejoined the nmobbies and found
that the lieutenants had returned. It was Banker who sinply said that the job
was of f and that the crew coul d have cash that had been prom sed t hem

That Fondel ac was Five-face did not occur to diff and Hawkeye. The fact
woul d have puzzled them even nore, considering Cranston's friendly departure
with the pretended count. It would have told them however, that tonight's
strange events woul d bode even stranger consequences.

Wth The Shadow and Five-face matching wits in each other's conpany,
anyt hi ng m ght happen!

CHAPTER XVI |
BEFORE El GHT
IT was | ate afternoon and Comm ssioner Weston was | eaving his office,

acconpani ed by Lanont Cranston. All afternoon, Wston had been talking to the
financi ers who had been robbed by Barney Kelm trying to get any sort of clues



regarding the mssing fight pronoter
Wth the Barney matter a total blank, Wston decided to check on previous
cases, as a matter of routine, even though he had no expectations of results.
"We'||l go to Breddle first," said the conm ssioner, "and see if anyone at
the Diamond Mart can renmenber anything about Flush Tygert. After that, we can
drop in at Melbrun's office and thrash over the case of Jake Smarley."
The Shadow sniled at the conm ssioner's use of the word "thrash." The
term
"hash" woul d have been better. Neverthel ess, The Shadow was willing to
encour age
Weston. He wanted the commi ssioner to be in the proper nood for the com ng
eveni ng, when The Shadow i ntended to introduce the law to Count Fondel ac and
surprise the pretended nobleman in a fashion that woul d end his career as
Fi ve-face.

THE trip to the Dianond Mart took nmore than half an hour. It was nearly
si X when the conmi ssioner and Cranston arrived at Mel brun's office, to find
t he
i nporter hard at work.

Mel brun was planning a trip to Buenos Aires, to open up new channels in
South Anerican trade. He had practically forgotten the matter of Snarley.

“"I"lIl be tied up here for the next couple of hours,” said Ml brun.
"Suppose | see you tonmorrow, conm ssioner. O course, if the matter is

i mportant, | could stop by at the club this evening."

"It is not inportant,"” returned Weston. "Besides, | shall not be at the
Cobalt Club tonight. I have been invited to a banquet, and will have to go
there."”

"Why not stop off anyway, Mel brun?" inquired The Shadow, in Cranston's
fashion. "I happen to have somet hing urgent on ny mnd, and you are the very

man to help me with it."

"What can that be, Cranston?”

"Some French government bonds," replied The Shadow. "I intend to exchange
some Anerican securities for them | would like the opinion of a nman versed in
i nternational exchange. You are the very person, Ml brun."

Mel brun agreed to be at the club soon after eight o' clock. The visitors
left, and Weston pronptly inquired why Cranston happened to be buying foreign
bonds. The Shadow nentioned that he was purchasi ng them from Count Fondel ac.

"I mght suggest that you slip away fromthe banquet shortly before
ei ght," added The Shadow. "I would like you to be present, too, conmi ssioner."

"Just why?"

"Because | don't trust Fondelac," was the reply. "It would al so be an
excell ent idea to have Inspector Cardona outside, with a picked squad. But
i mpress upon himthat he is to restrain hinself. Fondelac is very clever; he
m ght have friends on hand to warn himif police were about. The fell ow
strikes
me as being an experienced sw ndler."

The thing intrigued Weston. Watching the comi ssioner, The Shadow noticed
his flickers of expression and read themcorrectly. Weston did not, in any
wi se, class Count Fondelac with such crooks as Smarley, Flush and Barney.
Therefore, the conm ssioner could be depended upon to handle his part of the
job in snooth style.

Weston coul d be snmpooth enough under proper circunmstances; and that
appl i ed
to a chance neeting at the Cobalt C ub, where the conm ssioner was a menber
and
therefore likely to drop in at any tine.

Dropping of f at the club, The Shadow strolled about, |ooking over
strategi c spots. He knew that tonight's task would be no set-up. It wasn't
j ust



a case of dealing with a smart swi ndler, as The Shadow had | ed Weston to
bel i eve. Five-face would have his usual quota of reserves, headed by his three
| i eutenants.

The master crook was anxious to dispose of the Fondel ac personality; to
efface it forever, as he had three others. He wouldn't care if he identified
hinself with nobbies in a spectacular style. The | aw had not guessed that
three
previous crimes had been staged by one master crook

Fondel ac, of all people, would never be linked with Smarley, Flush or
Barney, no matter how he staged the com ng crine.

In | ooking over the setting, The Shadow renenbered that his agents woul d
be present, as actual menbers of a crooked horde. He saw ways in which they
could play a part. Wen he called Burbank, The Shadow i ncl uded speci al
instructions that were to go to diff and Hawkeye.

QO hers, too, were given orders. Harry Vincent, long in The Shadow s
service, was an agent who could come to the Cobalt Club at Cranston's
invitation. Cyde Burke, a reporter on the New York C assic, was another who
could logically be in this neighborhood. As for Mwe, he and his cab would
certainly be on hand.

Down the street was a small apartnment house where a uniforned doorman
could take a post wi thout exciting suspicion. Tenants in the building would
nmerely think that the managenment had decided to nake the place fashionable. So
The Shadow ordered Burbank to contact Jericho, a big African, and tell himto
put on a fancy uniformfor this evening.

Fi ve-face woul d be wal king into a doubl e mesh when he cane to the Cobalt
C ub as Count Fondel ac. The police formed one net; The Shadow s agents, the
ot her.

DI NI NG as Cranston, The Shadow forgot the clock. Fondelac was to arrive
at
ei ght, the hour that The Shadow had set for Mel brun. If anything, the count
woul d probably be late, in keeping with his rather indifferent character

Hence it was a mld surprise, even for The Shadow, when an attendant
entered the grillroom at quarter of eight, to announce that Count Fondel ac
had
arrived to see M. Cranston

The grillroomwas the proper meeting place. Telling the waiter to clear
the tabl e, The Shadow gave word to show Count Fondel ac downstairs. Wen
Fondel ac arrived, he saw Cranston rising fromthe table, holding a | eather
portfolio beneath his arm

"Sorry to be early," purred Fondelac. "But it is on account of Al bertina.
She insists that she nmust go to the theater this evening. So instead of coning
at eight o' clock, I find that | mnust |eave by then."

There wasn't a slip in Fondelac's manner to indicate that he had obtai ned
any knowl edge of The Shadow s preparations. It nmight be that his nention of
Al bertina was the truth, and not an alibi. In his turn, The Shadow was very
careful to give no indication that he wanted to hold Fondel ac past the hour
st at ed.

Fi ve-face produced the French bonds. They were very clever counterfeits,
but they did not deceive The Shadow. He had been to his bank that afternoon
and
had exam ned French bonds thoroughly. @ aring from Fondel ac' s bonds were
vari ous
errors, tiny to the ordinary eye but magnified to The Shadow s gaze.

In the detection of false securities, The Shadow had no equal. At
Cranston's home in New Jersey he kept a collection of counterfeit stocks and
bonds, trophies of his battles against crine. He had gone over them
t hor oughl vy,
this very norning, |ooking for sanples of French forgeries.



There had been none in The Shadow s col |l ection, though he had many
varieties of worthless paper. At |east, Five-face was using judgment in
peddl i ng a new brand of counterfeit, which had never before been foisted in
America. But The Shadow s inspection of genuine French bonds enabled himto
know t hat Five-face was going through with the sw ndle.

Fi ve-face was suprenely clever. Smart enough, in fact, to change his gane
at the last mnute. The Shadow had foreseen that the crooked count mi ght even
wal k in with genuine bonds, if he suspected Cranston's bait. To make this
transaction conpl ete, The Shadow had to be sure that the bonds were
counterfeit, before he took them That part of the gane was certain.

Fondel ac rated the bonds at two hundred thousand dollars, a third |ess
than their face value. They were an issue that was soon to mature, and the
French government would surely nmeet its obligation, Fondelac insisted, despite
wartime conditions. Apparently convinced that the deal was a good one, The
Shadow opened his portfolio.

He spread various issues in front of Fondelac: stocks in copper mnes and
establ i shed oil conpani es; bonds guaranteed by |large, thriving concerns. He
even hel ped Fondel ac pick out the ones that seened best. Then, in Cranston's
styl e, The Shadow remarked:

"But this is only ny opinion, Count. For your benefit, | have invited a
gentl eman naned Arnold Mel brun to join us. | think that he will render an
i mpartial judgnent."

There wasn't the slightest change on the face of Fondel ac. Hi s expression
i ndi cated that he had never heard of Melbrun. In fact, The Shadow di d not
expect such nention to bother Five-face. But there was another reason for
Fondel ac' s i ndifference.

"I must keep my engagenent,’
cannot
remain to neet your friend - What was his name, nmisieu ? It has slipped ne."

"Arnold Mel brun," repeated The Shadow. "He should be here at any nonent.
Wait, Count - here he is!"”

the crook insisted. "I amsorry, but I

IT wasn't Mel brun who stepped into the grillroom The arrival was
Conmi ssi oner Weston. Again, The Shadow was wat ching the features of Fondel ac;
they were not at all perturbed. In fact, Five-face sinmply gave a pl eased nod
when Cranston introduced Weston as the police comm ssioner

"It is one honor, Msieu Conmssioner," said Fondelac, with a profound
bow. Then, turning to The Shadow. "I shall take these that you offer."

This time, The Shadow caught a sudden gleam fromthe eyes of Fondel ac.

Fi ve-face was watching Cranston put away the French bonds. On the table |ay
Cranston's securities, double the anmount that the trade required.

To give Fondel ac his choice, Cranston had brought negoti abl e stocks and
bonds that total ed considerably nore than half a mllion dollars!

Whul d Five-face walk out with only half of those, letting the transaction
appear bona fide until the fraud of the French bonds was di scovered?

O woul d he show his hand in full, by seizing all of themand taking to
headl ong flight, as he had done on other occasions?

The Shadow al ready knew the answer. Five-face would swallow the ful
bait.

Nevert hel ess, he knew the risk and sensed that this nmight prove a trap. To
somne

degree, he had to play the role of Fondel ac; even nore, he wanted to know t hat
flight would prove sure

It was Weston who paved the way for Five-face. Turning to The Shadow, the
conm ssioner remarked in a brisk tone:

"I nspector Cardona is comng here, Cranston. | told himthat | wanted him
to wait outside for Melbrun. |1've been worried about Mel brun lately."

West on nmeant what he said. Rather than crinp the Fondel ac matter, he had
actually told Cardona to | ook out for Ml brun. The conmi ssioner did not



realize
that such instructions could nullify the trap, so far as the | aw was
concer ned.
But Five-face recognized it.
Li ke a flash, the sl ow nmovi ng Fondel ac becane a human dynanmo. Wth a
sweep
of his left hand, he scooped all of Cranston's bonds fromthe table and janmed
t hem underneath his coat. Spinning toward the stairway, he whipped his right

hand fromhis coat tail, bringing out a revol ver
There was a nurderous glint in the eyes of Five-face, as the supercrook
began his sensational departure. He was ready to kill if either Conmm ssioner

Weston or Lanont Cranston made a single gesture to halt himn

CHAPTER XVI | |
THE BANI SHED TRAI L

UNTIL that instant, Five-face could not have known that Cranston was The
Shadow. |If he had, he would have shown his hand before. In all his guises,

Fi ve-face had encountered stern opposition from The Shadow, and coul d have
asked nothing better than to slay his nortal foe in conbat.

Had Cranston's hand gone for a gun, Five-face would have known what it
meant. His own revolver already drawn, the master crook woul d have been pronpt
with the blast. It was inpossible, under present conditions, for The Shadow to
stop the pretended Count Fondel ac.

Such a nove, however, was possible for Cranston. He showed just what
coul d
be done, in a very surprising style.

Cranston was seated; his hands, having laid aside the portfolio, were on
the tabl e edge. They cl anped, as he made an upward, forward |unge. The I|ight
table came with him launched in a powerful fling for the darting figure of
Fondel ac.

Conpl eting that upward hurl, The Shadow ended it with a dive to the
floor,
tripping Weston with a side-sw nging foot.

Five-face didn't see that clever finish, which mght have told himthat
Cranston was The Shadow. Hal f dodgi ng, Five-face opened fire, splintering the
cloth-covered table that was flying toward him He thought that those bullets
woul d reach the nen beyond, not knowi ng that they had flattened beneath the
level of his fire

The bull et-ripped table struck the crook's shoulder. It wasn't heavy
enough to floor him It was nerely a portable table, of very light
construction. But the tablecloth flapped forward, covering the head and
shoul ders of Fondel ac.

It was like a living shroud that had flopped in fromspace, to play its
part in ruining crime. As Five-face tried to snatch the cloth away, he nmerely
wrapped it tighter. He was blundering toward the stairway, nouthing nmuffled
yells. In a way, the thing was | udicrous.

The Shadow had counted on the table; not the cloth. H s purpose had been
simply to spoil an eneny's aim |Instead, he had entangled Five-face in a nmesh
that rendered the crimnal physically helpless. In trying to reach the stairs,
Fi ve-face stunbled, and |ost his gun as he struggl ed agai nst the tangle.

Wth a shove, The Shadow t hrust Conmi ssioner Weston to his feet, sending
himafter the master crook, It was the sinplest possible job for Weston. Al
that he had to do was tighten the cloth that already held Five-face half
snot her ed.

Havi ng propell ed Weston in the right direction, The Shadow cane full
about
and drove for the kitchen door. He knew that Five-face had yelled with



pur pose;
that the tangled crook expected pronpt aid. Such assistance could be coning
only fromthe kitchen

The door canme flinging inward. Catching it with a side step, The Shadow
slashed it shut again, ranming it against the faces of two thugs who were
driving through. Then, pulling the door w de, he hurled hinself upon the
staggered pair, slugging themw th a gun that he yanked into play.

O her invaders were in the kitchen, lunging toward The Shadow. He net
t hem
with bullets, and new guns echoed the blasts. Ciff and Hawkeye were with the
nmob, nicking crooks in expert style.

The surge becane a sprawl of bew | dered, wounded thugs. The way trouble
overtook them they thought that The Shadow nmust have started it; yet they
couldn't see a sign of any cl oaked opponent!

Leaving the crippled crooks to diff and Hawkeye, The Shadow wheel ed back
to the grillroom still Cranston to all who saw him As he shoved through the
door, a hurtling figure met himand began to grapple. Twi sting his foe about,
The Shadow met himeye to eye.

The face of Lanont Cranston was thrust squarely agai nst the countenance
of
his friend, Commi ssioner Wston!

They broke apart. Show ng Fondel ac's gun, which he had picked up fromthe
floor, the conmi ssioner tried to explain things.

"I thought they had trapped you, Cranston!" he panted. "I saw them yank
you into the kitchen. In my excitenent, | forgot Fondelac -"

THRUSTI NG West on asi de, The Shadow started for the stairway. Snapping
from
his stupor, the Conm ssioner followed. The tablecloth was |ying on the steps,
but there was no sign of Fondel ac. He had dashed up to the foyer, carrying
Cranston's stocks and bonds with him

Thi ngs hadn't happened as Five-face wanted. He had expected to be well
away before the commotion started bel ow, nore than that, he had counted upon
hi s gun, which he no | onger had.

He crossed the foyer at a |lope, clutching the bonds beneath his coat. As
he reached the outer door, a squatty nman shoved in to bl ock him

| nspect or Cardona had heard the shooting within the Cobalt C ub and was
on
hand, with a squad behind him

"Quickly, inspector!" exclainmed Five-face. "I'm Count Fondel ac. The
conmi ssioner sent me up to find you. He said to rush your nen downstairs and"
faltering, the crook gave a wince - "and to help ne out of here. |I'm wounded."

Cardona pointed his nen through the doorway. Turning, Joe rushed Fondel ac
out into a waiting squad car. He knew who Fondel ac was, and he didn't want the
Count to die on his hands.

Joe Cardona believed that Fondel ac was really wounded, because he had
noti ced how the man was clutching his hands tight against his side. Joe didn't
guess that the count was really hanging on to a bundl e of stolen securities
that he had pilfered from Lanont Cranston

Once in the car, Fondelac relaxed and sat back with a | ong sigh. Cardona
told the driver to get themto the nearest hospital in a hurry. He didn't hear
the shouts that came from back at the Cobalt C ub, where the inrushing squad
had met Cranston and Weston com ng out.

The squad car was around the corner, halfway al ong the bl ock, when
Fondel ac pointed to a cab parked in front of a small hotel. He gestured for
Cardona to stop the squad car

"I am better now, inspector,” informed Fondelac. "I can go to ny
apart ment



in the taxicab. The conm ssioner wants you to return. He said that you are to
wait for Msieu Melbrun.”

"Forget Mel brun," snapped Cardona. "You've got to get to a hospital
Count, because of that bullet."”

"Bul | et ?" Fondel ac | ooked puzzl ed; then he | aughed lightly. "Non,

i nspector. The ruffian did not have a gun. He used his fist, this way" - he
cl enched his hand - "and gave nme one big punch."

The car had stopped. Count Fondel ac stepped to the street; Cardona saw
hi m
wi nce and tighten his hands, as though the punch still hurt him Cardona was
still staring, when Fondel ac entered the cab and rode away.

Joe turned to the driver of the squad car

"A punch in the belly!" growl ed Cardona. "l ought to have handed t hat
sissy another on the jaw Say, if Fondelac didn't get hit, | wonder what al

t he shooti ng was about."

Abruptly, Cardona quit specul ati ng about the past. He had the present to
t hi nk about. Mdre shooting was in evidence, fromthe direction of the Cobalt
d ub.

Renenbering that the commi ssioner had ordered himto cover Ml brun's
arrival, Cardona pronptly forgot Fondel ac, except to congratul ate hinmself that
he had sent the softy fromharm s way. Joe ordered the driver to speed around
t he bl ock and get back to the Cobalt C ub.

THI NGS wer e happeni ng very rapidly outside the club. Two groups had
wi t nessed Fondel ac's departure with Cardona and had been puzzl ed because of
it.

One group consisted of the lieutenants who served Five-face. They were
afraid to take pot shots at Cardona, because of Fondel ac. The fact that
Fi ve-face had not called upon themto open fire was sufficient to keep them
qui et .

The ot her watchers were The Shadow s agents. Farther away, they supposed
t hat Cardona had taken Fondelac into custody. Thus, everything had remained
latent, until a surge of nmen appeared on the sidewal k. Comm ssi oner Weston was
wi th Cardona's squad, yelling for cars in which to begin pursuit.

Guns tal ked pronptly from across the street. The comm ssioner dived for
shelter and the detectives scattered. They were saved only by the intervention
of a friend who had followed themfromthe club: Lanont Cranston

From t he doorway, which offered satisfactory cover, The Shadow pi cked out
the source of the first wild shots and responded with a pronpt fire.

Though The Shadow s bullets took effect, he was unable to get the result
he want ed; nanely, a pronpt pursuit of Five-face. G ease, Banker, and Cip
wer e
at least giving their chief the support that he needed for a getaway.

Moreover, the lieutenants were unusually bold tonight. They and their
henchnen were ready to dare the shots offered by the | one marksman in the
doorway of the club

Piling in frommany angles, they nmade for Wston and the diving
detectives. The attackers were too many, too w despread, even for The Shadow
to
stop them particularly as snipers had begun a fire toward the doorway, to
hol d
back the | one sharpshooter

Per haps The Shadow s | augh woul d have diverted the surge, but he
preferred
to count on other assistance, while he adhered to the part of Cranston.

In came the aid The Shadow wanted, provided in pronpt and efficient
style.

Harry Vincent and C yde Burke popped out from doorways and opened a fl anking
fire on the charging crooks. Around the corner cane diff Marsland and



Hawkeye,
finished with the thugs back in the kitchen. They added telling shots.

Al the while, The Shadow was shooting fromthe doorway. The |ighted
space
in front of the Cobalt Club mght well have been marked with a gigantic X, for
it indicated a spot where bodies would be found if any crooks canme that far

The few who reached the fringes of the Iight were staggered by The
Shadow s direct fire, while his agents were working the flanks.

Leaders of the scattering nob were shouting for reserves. A car cane
roaring up the street, but it never reached the Cobalt C ub. Me's cab whi pped
in froma corner and diverted the car across the street.

A batch of thugs | eaped out, intent upon many things; primarily, they
wanted to obliterate the cabby who had stopped their course.

That was just the tine for Jericho. He was pacing in front of the
apartment house, just beyond the corner. Wth a gleam ng grin that matched the
glitter of his goldbraided uniform the giant African reached the batch of
crooks and went to work with bare hands.

Jericho cracked two heads together like a pair of eggshells. He grabbed a
third nobbie, used himto bludgeon a fourth. There was a fifth nman anong the
reserves, but he didn't wait around. He scudded for an alleyway, |eaving
Jericho in full possession of a sedan equi pped with a pair of machi ne guns.

QO her cars were starting away. Cardona net themw th the squad car
ar ound
t he next corner. Brakes shrieked as the squad car drove one autonobile into a
wal | . The Shadow and his agents riddled another car with bullets.

But the third car managed a getaway, for the squad car offered a barrier
between it and the marksnen, who now included the intrenched detectives who
had
cone out fromthe Cobalt d ub.

In the fleeing car were the three |lieutenants who served Five-face.
Banker
was at the wheel, Cip on the seat beside him Gease was |ucky enough to
reach
the running board just as the car sped away.

RETURNI NG to the club, Comm ssioner Weston found Cranston standing idly
in
t he doorway. The conmi ssioner knew that his friend had joined in the fire, but
had no idea that Cranston had been the mainspring of the whole affray.

VWil e Weston was of fering congratul ati ons for what he considered a rather
trifling service, a coupe pulled up in front of the Cobalt O ub

Arnold Mel brun was in the car; he was amazed when he | earned the ful
details of the battle. He wanted to know who had returned: Smarley, Tygert, or
Bar ney Kel m

VWhen Mel brun |l earned that a new king of crine had taken over the scene,
he
stood bewi | dered. Like nearly everyone else, he had heard of Count Raoul
Fondel ac, and the fact that such a celebrity had gone crooked nerely added to
Mel brun' s daze.

The size of the robbery was al so something to talk about. At |east,

Lanont

Cranston coul d congratul ate hinmsel f upon havi ng kept Fondel ac's bonds, in

pl ace

of his own, although their value totaled |ess. But when Mel brun saw the French
bonds, he shook his head. In his opinion, they were fraudul ent.

It was curious how lightly Cranston took the news. He turned the bonds
over to Weston, requesting the comrissioner to look into the matter. Then
tired by the evening' s excitement, Cranston decided to go hone.

Ri ding away in his |linousine. Cranston gave a regretful laugh. It wasn't



the sort of laugh that one would expect froma man who had lost half a mllion
dol lars. Neither the bonds nor their cash value was the cause of Cranston's
regret.

The Shadow sinply regretted that he hadn't stopped Five-face before the
mast er crook had tricked Joe Cardona and |l ed the ace inspector to banish
crine's trail.

It neant that special neasures would be needed, if The Shadow hoped to
nmeet Five-face again. This evening's events had definitely clarified certain
puzzling matters.

The Shadow s | augh changed to a strange conprehendi ng whi sper, as this
mast er of the night began to plan his com ng ventures, which - he hoped -
woul d
lead to the final trapping of Five-face!

CHAPTER XI X
QUT OF THE PAST

ARNOLD MELBRUN was right. The French bonds were fraudul ent. Count Raoul
Fondel ac had turned a swindle into whirlwind crine.

As a result, the newspapers estimated that Lanmont Cranston had | ost half
a
mllion dollars. Coupled with thefts commtted by Flush Tygert and Barney
Kel m
this latest exploit raised crine's recent total above a million dollars.

Still, the public did not connect those deeds with one nman. Jake Snarl ey
was practically forgotten; Flush and Barney al nbst so. Al tal k concerned
Count
Fondel ac, who had proven hinself quite as slippery as his predecessors. From
t he
nmonent that he had said good-by to Inspector Cardona, Fondel ac had conpletely
di sappear ed.

The cabby renmenbered driving to Fondel ac's apartment, but the count had
left the cab somewhere on the way. There wasn't a scrap of evidence in the
apartment itself that offered the police anything resenbling a trail.

Three nen were distinctly interested in what had become of Fondel ac. They
were the lieutenants who knew himas Five-face. Grease, Banker, and Cip
regarded thensel ves as very fortunate to have escaped unscat hed and
unrecogni zed. Still, they prided thensel ves on having renenbered the
i mportance
of a getaway, just as Five-face had.

It was Banker who broached the subject of the future, when the three
gathered, at nightfall, in their dilapidated headquarters.

"Four faces gone," tallied Banker, counting, his fingers, "which nmeans
that Five-face has got just one left; his last one."

"Yeah," put in Grease, "and maybe he's scared to show it. Ever think of
t hat, Banker?"

"He'll showit to us," asserted Cip. "Wy shouldn't he offer to divvy,
with all the dough he's grabbed?"

Banker began to stroke his chin. Meanwhile, Gease put an answer to
dip's
guesti on.

"We've got nothing on Five-face," snarled Gease. "It may |l ook |ike we
have, but we haven't. Wat if we squeal on him supposing he doesn't show up?
He won't care if people find out that he was four different guys. Any one of
the four would be bad enough for him if the cops put the armon him™"

"Five-face thinks in big terns," insisted Banker, slowy. "Renenber, he
told us there would be another job. | think there will be. He won't have to
show his face."



"Why not ?" demanded G ease.

"Because he'll turn the job over to us," explained Banker. "That's when
we
want to be smart. Unless it's as safe for us as it is for him we want to say
ni x."

The three began to discuss the new angl e that Banker had suggested. They
were in the mddle of their parley, when a rap cane at the door. All three
wer e
congregat ed cl ose, when Banker opened the door. Wth one accord, the trio
st epped back.

On the threshold stood a man with a face so ugly that no one coul d have
bl amed him for changing it whenever occasion of fered.

Hi s forehead bul ged above his eyes, which were as small as gimet points;
his nose had a sideward twist. His |ips were |arge, but w despread; they
showed
a clutter of msshapen teeth, that seened to fill the ugly face.

The lieutenants knew that face. They had never expected to see it in life
agai n. Banker's voice was hoarse, barely audi ble, as he spoke for his pals:

"Blitz Bell!"

THE ugly nman stepped into the room and cl osed the door. Hi s gait was
crabl i ke; one shoul der drooped, as he nmade his way to a chair. He didn't
speak;
he sinply picked up the greasy pack of cards and performed the flush trick
slicing a fifth club in anmong four others.

If he hadn't given that denonstration the |ieutenants would never have
granted that Blitz Bell could be Five-face.

"Go ahead, say it," asserted Blitz suddenly, in a raspy tone. "You
t hought
| was croaked, didn't you? Like everybody else, you fell for that story about
the Feds getting ne, a couple of years ago. Well, they got Blitz Bell - in a
way. "

Wth both hands, Blitz stroked his face; the pressure seened to nold it
into a snmoother visage. Then he let the bloated features return, in rubbery
f ashi on.

"Here's the | owdown," he rasped. "I had a face |ift, see? Before the Feds
caught up with ne. They thought | blew nyself up along with the dynamte
shack,
when they surrounded ne. But that was because they didn't see anyone around
who
| ooked like Blitz Bell.

"I had a good job done on this nug of mine. Ever since then, |'ve been
able to change it into five, including ny owmn. Funny, ain't it, the face |I've
had the nobst trouble with is ny owmm? Only, | like it, and | don't give a bang

i f nobody el se does."

In his speech, Blitz Bell showed a confidence which the |isteners shared.
The lieutenants had taken it for granted that Five-face would adopt an
unexpected personality for the climx that he had planned. The guise of Blitz
Bell fitted the bill to perfection.

Supposedly dead, Blitz was beyond the reach of the |aw, provided he could
keep his secret. Grease, Banker, Cip were seeing a man who had stepped from
the past; and even with Blitz's explanation, the thing still awed them

They woul d never have dreamed that Five-face could be Blitz Bell, the
not ori ous public eneny that the Feds had supposedly elimnated years ago!

Yet, on the table lay proof that Blitz was Five-face: those outspread
pl ayi ng cards with which he had denonstrated his identity. They were gl ad that
Fi ve-face had used his skill to prove who he was. It was a better token than
any ot her.

To a man, the lieutenants were willing to follow Blitz wherever he



suggested. They were anxious to |l earn what new crinme he intended. Renenbering
Blitz by reputation, as well as sight, they knew that he woul d not rest on
past

success. |f opportunity offered - and Five-face had pronmised that it would -
Blitz was the man to nmake the nost of it.

Wth a wide-lipped snmle that exposed his fanglike teeth, Blitz Bel
spread a newspaper on the table. He pointed to a picture of Count Raoul
Fondel ac and gave a raspy |augh. He tapped the teeth that bulged fromhis
nout h.

"Plates," explained Blitz. "I had them nmade to match ny own, before | got
rid of the real ones. My teeth were bum anyway. |'ve been four other guys
lately, but | can still be nyself when | want."

Blitz thunbed through the newspaper, canme to the page he wanted. Then, to
the listeners:

"I said we'd pull a big job for a payoff," spoke Blitz. "That's what we
will do, but we'll be after nmore than dough. I'mgoing to get back at the one
guy who was | ucky enough to stall us offl"

Al arm showed on the faces of the lieutenants. They thought that Blitz
meant The Shadow. They didn't like the idea of hurling a challenge at so
form dable a foe, even with Five-face as their |eader. Blitz understood.

"I don't mean The Shadow," he asserted. "I mean this guy" - he pointed to
a photo in the newspaper - "Arnold Melbrun. He's the bird who out guessed ne
when | was Smarl ey, and saved a hundred grand for those friends of his.

"But we're going to get that dough, and a ot nore. At the sanme tine,
we'll fix Melbrun permanent. Look at what it says here: Melbrun is |eaving for
South Anerica, tonight, to put over some big business deals.

"He's chartered a special plane for the trip. Do you know what that
means?

["I'l tell you: dough! He's probably carrying a pile of it, because noney talks
in South Anerica, like it does here. He's taking off at midnight, so we'll
show

up before then."

SWEEPI NG t he newspaper to the floor, along with the pack of cards, Blitz
strode to the door. There, he turned to face his lieutenants and give a fina
wor d.

"Cet all the nobbies you' ve got left," said Blitz. "Have them cover the

airport. I'lIl have the take fromthe other jobs, all packed in a bag, when
meet you guys. We'll ride right through and take over Ml brun and his plane.

"I used to fly crates, years ago. | can handle that plane. | know a | ot
of

| andi ng spots that nobody el se ever heard about. We'll grab Mel brun's dough
and

make our getaway, all in one whack. Wen we get to where we're going, we can
divvy all the swag, including what we take from Mel brun. "
The door closed on Blitz Bell. Three astounded nmen stood silent for a

dozen seconds, then went mad with gl ee. Even Banker, usually reserved, caught
the fever from G ease and Cip.

Greater than any of the previous crines engi neered by Five-face
tonight's
proposal prom sed success without a flaw. In this final stroke, Blitz Bell and
his lieutenants would nove with rapid speed.

It was crinme that showed the conniving of a master brain; the sort that
woul d render pursuit inpossible, even by The Shadow

CHAPTER XX

THE FI FTH FACE



GLI STENI NG under the glare of floodlights, the silvery plane was ready
for
its mdnight take-off. Luggage had been | oaded aboard, and Arnold Mel brun was
shaki ng hands with the busi ness associ ates who had financed his trip to the
Argenti ne.

Very soon, the plane would be carrying the inporter on the first hop of
this inportant journey. Melbrun had |ong | ooked forward to the trip, and his
associ ates were assuring himthat it would result in new and greater trade
relations with South Anerica.

There were ot her nen whose plans did not coincide with Melbrun's. If al
worked as Blitz Bell had prom sed, the ugly-faced big-shot and his |ieutenants
woul d make a flight in Melbrun's stead. So far, however, Blitz & Co. had not
appear ed.

Among the idlers on the fringes of the airport were hard-faced nmen who
indulged in muttered coment. They were the |left-overs of the various npbs
supplied by G ease, Banker, and dip. They hadn't been too eager to take on
this job tonight, until they learned that it involved wi de open spaces where
flight would be easy.

The thugs had cars available near the airport. Al that they had to do
was
cover the fringes, while their | eaders nade the real attack. That in itself
was
a novelty, so the trigger nen had agreed to be on hand.

They knew not hi ng about the intended flight. That woul d appear to be
somet hi ng produced by necessity. Later, perhaps, the small-fry thugs woul d be
paid off with hush noney sent by the |ieutenants. But even that detail m ght
be
over| ooked. Safely gone with Five-face, the lieutenants night dispense with
such
paynent s.

diff and Hawkeye were with the cover-up crew. They knew that Harry and
Clyde were in Me's cab, which was parked nearby. They were quite sure, too
that Jericho was on the ground. Still, The Shadow s agents were sonewhat
nystified.

They had | earned that strife was due at the airport and had reported the
fact to The Shadow. Wether he knew nore than they did was a question. Keeping
close to the apartnent where the lieutenants had their headquarters, neither
diff nor Hawkeye had seen any sign of The Shadow.

Their report included details of a muffled visitor, evidently Five-face.
But they hadn't seen the face of Blitz Bell when the big-shot entered and nmade
his departure. As a man returned fromthe grave, the owner of that face had
been very careful to keep it obscured in public.

The agents were sure, however, that The Shadow woul d arrive before the
zero hour of mdnight. They knew, too, that police would | ater be on hand, for
Bur bank was to phone a well-tined tip-off to the [ aw. Spectacul ar things were
due, and for once, The Shadow s aids were inpatient, wondering just what their
chi ef intended.

The plane's big propellers were spinning. Melbrun had turned away from
hi s
friends, to enter the ship, when a lowbuilt sedan sped in from a roadway,
swerved, and suddenly cut across the field itself.

There were four nmen in that car: Banker at the wheel, with Gease beside
him Cdipin the rear seat, with Blitz Bell.

Crouched low, Blitz was clutching a heavy bag. It wasn't the valise that
Fi ve-face had carried fromthe Dianond Mart, and used |ater at the Hote
Clairmont. Five-face no |onger regarded |luck as essential. He considered his
pl ans too conplete to be spoiled by anyone, even The Shadow.

VWil e nen were dashing out to yell at the crazed car, it cane to a stop
not far from Mel brun's plane. Looking fromthe rear window, Blitz Bell gave a



raspy chuckl e at sight of the approaching airport guards. They | ooked I|ike
pygm es, they were so far away; and in nunber, they were very few

"CGet Melbrun!" ordered Blitz. "I'lIl snipe those saps fromthe hangar
while you're taking over the plane. Then I'lIl join up with you, bringing this

He lifted the bag, let it sag again with a thud that nade it bul ge. Sight
of the bag pleased Blitz's three conpanions. They |liked the way that it was
stuffed. Di anponds, cash and bonds could all be unloaded after they were
di vided. But the boodle fromthe past did not make them forget the present
opportunity.

REMEMBERI NG t hat Arnold Mel brun was awaiting them as another victim the
three lieutenants | eaped fromtheir car and started toward the plane, only
fifty yards away. They didn't care if the floodlights showed their faces and
their guns. This attack was to be short, swift, and sure.

Mel brun's friends stood astonished, until revolvers spurted. Then, with
one accord, they fled. So did the airport crew around the plane.

Only one man was caught flatfooted where he stood. That man was Arnol d
Mel brun. He hadn't a chance to flee, and he realized instantly that the
gunners
were after him

O her shots were sounding fromthe car, where Blitz had remai ned. They
st opped suddenly, as the bigshot heard the approach of distant sirens.
| mredi ately, shooting began along the fringes of the airport. Covering thugs
had heard the sirens, too, and were starting to nake trouble.

O the three lieutenants only Banker sensed what had happened. Letting
Grease and O ip dash ahead of himin their quest for Ml brun, Baker | ooked
across his shoulder. He saw wavering figures in the distance, men spraw i ng,
guns in their hands, though the police had not yet arrived!

Instantly, Banker understood. The Shadow nust have planted nenbers with
the nob! For the first tine, Banker realized why other attacks had faltered,
particularly that |last one, at the Cobalt Cub. Wth a snarl, Banker dashed
after Grease and dip. This job would have to be even speedier than Blitz Bel
had ordered.

Arnold Mel brun had taken the only route to tenporary shelter. Dodging the
ai mng guns of Grease and Clip, the inmporter sprang into the plane. He tried
to
get its sliding door shut, but by that time the attackers were too cl ose.

Mel brun took the only course that offered.

Wth his luggage was a | arge wardrobe trunk, which stood on end, just
within the plane's door. Ducking beyond the trunk, Ml brun hurled his ful
wei ght upon it, shoving it toward the door, as a bl ockade. Bound on a trip
whi ch of fered hazards, such as a forced landing in the Amazon Country, Mel brun
was equi pped with a revol ver. He yanked the weapon and began to fire from
behi nd his inprovised barricade.

By then, airport attendants, some with guns, had reached the car where
Blitz Bell had stayed. The fight on the fringes of the airport had broken al
apart. WIld nobsters were in flight, pursued by The Shadow s agents. Police
cars were roaring in through the gates; people were guiding themtoward
Mel brun' s bel eaguered pl ane.

There, Mel brun had gai ned a nonent of success. From behind the big trunk
he had ni pped both Cip and Banker with quick shots, but the hits were
superficial. Gease had escaped bullets by lurching forward, so that he was
under the very shelter of the trunk itself. Seeing G ease's nove, Banker and
Clip copiedit.

Viciously, the three grabbed at the trunk and the sides of the doorway,
hoping to pull the barrier away and get at Ml brun. The inmporter was fighting
hard to hold out until rescue cane. But the trunk was slipping. Ml brun needed
qui cker aid than the arriving police could provide.



Then, at this nost vital noment, came a challenge that nmade all others
puny. Mel brun heard it, a titanic |laugh that brought snarls fromthe three
crooks beyond the trunk. Seem ngly from nowhere, a bl ack-cl oaked figure was
sweeping into the floodlights, bearing down upon the three attackers who held
Mel brun trapped.

There was no mistaking that mighty fighter, whose big fists w el ded huge
aut omatics. He was The Shadow, naster of the night, fromwhich he had appeared
as suddenly as though projected froman outer space!

FOR an instant, the three thugs outside the plane turned, as though
willing to conbat this mghty foe. Then, seeing the big guns aim realizing
that they were open targets, they grabbed at the trunk again, madly trying to
west it free so that they could reach the shelter inside the plane.

Mel brun et them have the trunk, with a shove that pitched it full upon
them The three crooks went spraw ing as the bul ky object struck them
spi nni ng
sideward as it cane.

Hal f lurched fromthe doorway, Melbrun caught hinself. He was an open
target, but he didn't care. The Shadow had stopped short, his guns trained on
the three spraw ed nobsters.

They were the sort, those killers, who could expect no nercy from The
Shadow. Mel brun wasn't the only man who foresaw their instant death. Joe
Cardona, approaching in a speeding police car, wuld have sworn that sure
deat h
was due.

Then a strange thing happened. The Shadow faltered, seened to sidestep
as
t hough seeki ng shelter. Perhaps he had sensed guns trained froma distance;
weapons that no one el se guessed about. Such was Cardona's opinion, at the
nonment; and The Shadow s odd shift startled Mel brun, too.

At the very monent of rescue, Mel brun was abandoned. It didn't seemto
matter, considering that he had bow ed over his attackers; but there was one
poi nt that Mel brun m ssed.

The Shadow s sudden change of course gave a respite to the three crooks
on
t he ground. Mel brun's own course, his only sensible one, was to dive back into
t he pl ane, seeking shelter beyond other |uggage, until the police could take
over where The Shadow had left off.

Mel brun hesitated only half a second. It was too |ong. Fromthe ground,
hal f-rising crooks delivered a volley at the plane's doorway. Banker was
saggi ng badly; Cip was wabbly; even Grease had a jerky aim But the range was
too short to matter.

Taking bullets in the chest, Ml brun pitched forward when further shots
flayed him Hi s body tunmbl ed headl ong upon the big trunk that lay, half
br oken,
on the ground.

Cardona and others were blasting away. Their shots riddled the three
killers, but came too late to save Mel brun. Then, surveying the dying figures
on the ground, Cardona left the crooks and their victimto his squad. He
hurried over to the sedan from which crooks had attacked.

Puzzl ed nen were staring into the car. It had no occupant; nerely an
opened bag stuffed with paper, but with a space near the top. Wth a sl ow nod,
Cardona went over to the plane, to viewthe result of the battle there.

Mel brun was dead. OF the three who had slain him all were dying, and
only
one could talk: Gease Rickel. He was the sort who woul d believe that he had
been doubl e-crossed, if properly questioned; particularly since Banker Dreeb
and Cip Zelber could no |longer advise himto shut up

Cardona began his persuasive effort, and G ease responded. He was



nmutteri ng names of Smarley, Flush Tygert, Barney Kelm even Fondelac. In
bet ween, he kept repeating the name: "Five-face."

"I get it, Grease." Cardona was playing a hunch. "All of them were
Fi ve-face. He's the guy who doubl e-crossed you."

"Yeah." Grease's tone was a gaspy sigh. "Blitz Bell... back in the car..
with all the swag -"
That was all, but the name of Blitz Bell did not score with Joe Cardona.

He couldn't believe that Blitz had come back to life, nor that the fellow
coul d

have vani shed in nysterious style. Besides, Cardona had seen the present
contents of Blitz's bag.

A name sprang to Cardona's mind. He actually voiced it:

"The Shadow "

That explained it! The Shadow had visited these crime |ieutenants as
Blitz
Bell. He had nade the crooks believe that he was Five-face. Cardona didn't
know
about the ganbling stunt that Five-face used to identify hinself; if he had,
it
woul d have strengthened his opinion. The Shadow was cl ever enough to duplicate
any such trick.

Cardona was thinking of sonething else. If Blitz was not Five-face, who
was? Staring groundward, Cardona saw the answer. It cane with a flash, as he
renmenbered the Shadow s strange act when the cl oaked fighter had suddenly
abandoned the rescue of Arnold Mel brun

HEFTING the inporter's body to one side, Cardona yanked open the broken
trunk. He tugged at | ocked compartnents and smashed them

From one canme a flood of dianonds: Breddl e's. Another disgorged the cash
that the financiers had yielded. Cranston's bonds slid in big batches fromthe
t hird.

As he gathered up those trophies of supercrinme, Cardona stared at the
dead
crimnal. Tense in death, the features of Arnold Mel brun were no | onger wholly
hi s own.

Hi s face | ooked I ong, gaunt, like Smarley's; wi se, |ike the countenance
of
Flush. Its grimacing |lips belonged to Barney; yet Cardona saw a snoot hness,

t 00,
that remni nded himof Fondel ac.

To Cardona, The Shadow s triunmph had been a stroke of proper justice,
wherein the master fighter had let Five-face find his death at the hands of
t he
very men whomthe crimnal overlord had sought to doubl e-cross!

Bel ated on the scene came Comm ssioner Weston, who had been returning
from
alate trip out of town. Wth himwas Lanmont Cranston, who had net the
conmi ssioner at the Cobalt Cub. They heard the facts that Cardona had pieced
together. It was amazing how smartly Five-face had played his gane.

Smarley's crime had failed, so planned by Ml brun to cover up his rea
identity. He had succeeded as Flush Tygert, then as Barney Kelm but in the
latter case he had been nost clever

Mel brun hadn't called his office fromhis home. He had made that cal
from
a pay booth in the Hotel Cairnmont, where he was in the guise of Barney!

As Fondel ac, Five-face had been in a dilema. Cranston had insisted that
Mel brun come to the Cobalt C ub. But Fondel ac could not have met Mel brun, any
nore than Barney coul d have.

"You didn't realize what a jamyou put himin, M. Cranston," said



Cardona, turning to the conmi ssioner's friend. "But The Shadow nust have
checked on it, and guessed the answer. \Wat's nore, The Shadow fi gured that
Fi ve-face planned a double cross.”

"Quite obvious," observed Cranston, coolly, "considering that The Shadow
had identified Melbrun as Five-face. Ml brun had already arranged to | eave for
South Anerica. The stage was set for himto wal k out on his acconplices.™

"So The Shadow t ook over," nodded Cardona. "That business of coming in as
Blitz Bell was perfect. What a surprise he rigged on Mel brun! Even then
Mel brun didn't guess it. He thought that his bunch were coming on their own.
When he saw The Shadow, Five-face actually counted on a rescue!"”

Cardona was opening a bundl e as he spoke. Fromit, he took a big batch of
sorted securities, that bore figures up in the thousands. They added up to
nor e
than half a million dollars, those stocks and bonds that Cardona handed over,
with the conment:

"These are yours, M. Cranston.”

"Thanks, inspector,"” returned The Shadow, calmy. "I'Il put them back in
nmy collection.”

"Your collection?" queried Weston. "What collection, Cranston?"

The Shadow s |ips showed a Cranston snile

"My collection of counterfeits,” he explained. "Wrthless stocks and
bonds, from many sources. | was doubtful about Fondel ac, conmi ssioner. |
thought it best to let himhave these, until | found out if his French bonds
wer e genuine. "

"Remar kabl e! " excl ai ned Weston. "Remar kabl e foresight, Cranston!”

REMARKABLE foresight. Cardona agreed with the opinion, as he watched the
conm ssioner and his friend stroll to the official car, with Cranston
carel essly carrying the worthl ess bonds that had been reclainmed from
Fi ve-face.

Cardona was wondering if The Shadow had mysteriously warned Cranston to
beware of Fondelac. If so, The Shadow nust have known nuch about Five-face,
even before he had identified the master crook as Arnold Mel brun.

As Cardona pondered, he heard a parting tone that seemed to quiver in
from
out er darkness, beyond the floodlights of the airport. Cardona stared.

He didn't realize that the whispery laugh was fromthe direction of the
conmi ssioner's car, where Cranston had gone on al one, while Wston stopped to
talk to the airport authorities.

Cardona recogni zed it only as the laugh of The Shadow - a singul ar
mrthless note of triunph fromthe Iips of the master fighter who had turned
Fi ve-face over to the double-crossed lieutenants, as their victim instead of
their | eader.

Five faces. Four had bel onged to Arnold Mel brun; but the fifth - that of
Blitz Bell - had been The Shadow s. As the false Fifth Face, The Shadow had
actually reveal ed the true one!

A knell, that nmirthless laugh, for Arnold Mel brun and three others who
had
been finally trapped together by the design of The Shadow

THE END



