CITY OF FEAR
by Maxwel | G ant

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

In this carnival of crime and nystery, it was The Shadow who pl ayed the
rol e of barker!

CHAPTER |
WORD TO THE SHADOW

THE man in the dark suit was nervous. He drove slowy through the main
busi ness district of Western City. Wen he approached the bl ock where the
Prairie Savings Bank was | ocated, his tension increased.

It was night, but the Prairie Savings Bank was open for business. On
Tuesday nights the bank didn't close until 9 p.m, for the conveni ence of
depositors. People were streanming in and out.

The man in the dark suit |owered his face over the wheel. H s appearance
made an odd contrast with his furtive behavior. He | ooked well-dressed and
prosperous. He had gray hair and a clipped gray nustache. He | ooked like a nman
who occupi ed an inportant position in the affairs of Wstern Cty, a man who
woul d have plenty of friends and acquai ntances.

Per haps that was why he was so careful to screen his face as he drove
al ong through the lighted streets.

He parked, finally, a block away fromthe Prairie Savings Bank. He wal ked
back, carrying a | eather suitcase which he had taken fromthe rear of his car
The wei ght of the suitcase put no strain on his arm Either it contained
somet hing extrenely light, or the bag was enpty.

Suddenly, the man with the gray mustache halted. A man and a wonan were
wal ki ng toward him He ignored their snile of recognition. Turning abruptly,
he
vani shed into a dark doorway that gave access to a cheap wal k-up apartnent.

The coupl e who had seen himwere nystified.

"Wasn't that Martin Black?" the woman said.

"It certainly was," her husband replied. "Wat an odd way for himto
behave! It makes nme a little angry. It was a direct snub!"

"I don't think so," his wife said. "He seened frightened. | don't believe
he wanted us to see him | wonder what he's up to?"

Her husband | aughed. He forgot his nonentary anger

"Martin Black? Don't be silly, ny dear. He's one of the town's |eading
citizens! A pillar of the church!"

He continued in an amused tone as they wal ked onward.

"Probably he's hunting up nore stanps for his collection. He's a nut on
t he subject. Perhaps he's | ocated sonebody in town with a rare stanp - and
he's
afraid that everybody he passes will guess what he's up to and rush to outbid
hi m bef ore he can buy the stanp for hinself."

The coupl e forgot about the whole trivial episode.

But there was nothing trivial about the expression on Martin Black's
face,
as he energed presently fromthe dark hallway where he had secreted hinsel f.
Hs
eyes burned with a hard triunphant gleam He wal ked toward the savi ngs bank

But he didn't go all the way. At the corner, he turned quickly up the
si de
street. Carrying his light suitcase, he continued around the bl ock, naking
al nost a complete circuit.



There was a side door to the savings bank, on the far street. It was a
di ngy-1 ooki ng door, with neither number nor nanme on it. But it was heavily
| ocked, and built of netal

Martin Bl ack knew exactly what |ay behind that door. It gave entrance to
the private office of Howard N xon, president of the Prairie Savings Bank

Bl ack rang the push-bell two or three tines. It |ooked |like a prearranged
signal. N xon hinmself opened the door and admitted his visitor

"CGood evening, Martin. Come in! |'ve been expecting you."

The door closed and was | ocked. An inner door that connected with the
bank
proper was al so | ocked. Ni xon stared curiously at his caller

They were old friends, and he could speak frankly.

"What in the world is the reason for all this silly secrecy, Martin? |'ve
been puzzl ed ever since you tel ephoned me. 1'll be perfectly glad to protect
any val uabl es you may wish to leave in ny personal vault, but, frankly, your
caution seens ridicul ous."

He took the suitcase which Black handled him Its |ightness surprised
hi m

"What the devil? The thing is enpty!"

"Not enpty,"” Black said. His smle was taut.
"What's in it?"
"Stanps. "

Ni xon swore. Black's zeal to protect a stanp collection annoyed him He
was well aware of the investment broker's fanatic ideas on the subject. But

after all, stanps were only a hobby.

"People are after them" Black insisted harshly. "Crooks! You know what
collectors are. They'd be perfectly willing to hire thugs to -"

"You'll go crazy, Martin, if you're not careful,” N xon murmured. "Al
right, I'lIl lock themin my private vault. No one will know they're here
Let's

have a | ook at them™

Bl ack gave himthe key to the suitcase. N xon laid the bag flat on his
desk. Bl ack noved slightly backward. There was sweat on his forehead.

Ni xon | eaned forward, as he raised the suitcase |id. There were no stanps
in the case. There was nothing in it!

"Why, this thing is enpty, Martin!"

THOSE were the | ast words that N xon ever uttered. Martin Black had risen
to his toes, his hand lifted. He was gripping the thing he had slid slyly out
from beneath his coat. It was a short bar of steel

He brought the bludgeon down with all his strength on the skull of his
victim

It was a terrific blow N xon fell across the desk and slid inertly to
t he
floor. The whol e back of his skull had been crushed in.

The man who had slain the bank president stood still for nearly sixty
seconds, getting a grip on his nerves. Then Bl ack chuckled. It was a harsh,
cal l ous sound. He knelt quietly, and his gloved hands made a qui ck search of
Howar d N xon's pockets.

He found a bunch of keys, and sel ected what he thought was the right one.
Bl ack placed it in a hole in a steel panel at the rear of the private office.
The panel swung open.

A vault door was disclosed. The conbination dial nmade Black's snile
deepen
sardonically. Fromhis own pocket, he took a slip of paper. In two mnutes the
vault was opened by the nurderer's gl oved hands.

Fromthe vault, Martin Black took a rich hoard of bonds. None of them
wer e
registered. It would be difficult, if not inpossible, for police to trace



t hem
Bl ack packed themneatly in his bag.

Bl ack tiptoed to the private door that gave access to the bank proper. It
was | ocked, as he well knew, but he wanted to make sure.

He had asked Ni xon over the tel ephone to | ock that door before he
arrived.

He al so warned N xon not to nmention his nane or his intended visit. Nixon was
the soul of honor. He coul d depend that the warning had been scrupul ously
obeyed.

He stared sneeringly down at his dead victim

"You poor fool!"

Then he let hinself quietly out to the side street. No one saw him| eave.
Huggi ng the shadows, Bl ack nade his way back around the block to the avenue
where he had parked his car. The suitcase was heavy, now. It strained at his
| eft shoulder. He kept his gloved right hand in his pocket.

There were two cars at the curb. The one Black had conme in, and anot her
one not far away. Martin Black had ignition keys for each. Wthout anyone
noticing, he started the engines in both cars.

Qovi ously, he was not taking any chances. He got into his own car and
pl aced the bag of loot on the floor near his feet.

Then he hesitated. It was alnmost as if he had |ost his nerve at the end
of
a perfect crime. Twice he started to drive into traffic; twi ce he changed his
m nd.

Finally, he uttered a curt grunt and started his car. He picked a bad
time. A bus was runbling along the street in the opposite direction. It was
traveling fast and hoggi ng nost of the street. Black swung too wide on his
turnout .

There was a shrill squeaking of brakes, a shout of alarmfrom pedestrians
on both sidewal ks - then the two vehicles collided.

It was a sidesw pe accident. The heavier bus threw the car slithering
across the street against the curb. Atire exploded with a bang. The car
toppl ed sideways. Bl ack was thrown out the door, to the pavenent. The | eather
bag fell with him

People ran to his aid. But before anyone could get within a dozen feet of
him Black was on his feet, snarling. A gun |leaped fromhis coat pocket.

"Keep away, damm you," he shouted, "or I'll shoot to kill!"

He was recogni zed. A voice cried out in shrill wonder.

"M . Black! Wat in the name of heaven -"

Bl ack's gun flamed. A bullet whizzed over the man's head. There were
shouts of horror. The crowd retreated.

Bl ack's free hand grabbed for his suitcase. The jar of the collision had
forced open the lid of the bag. Some of its contents had scattered on the
si dewal k.

Peopl e who were nearest saw the spilled bonds which Bl ack was
convul sively
scoopi ng back into his suitcase. They realized that sonething was badly wong.

Bl ack' s face | ooked i nsane, as he backed toward the second car at the
curb, whose engine was softly purring. Hs face was twisted with rage.

"Don't try to stop nme, or | swear "Il -"

H's gun flamed. He fired over the heads of the crowd, driving them back
in
terror. Men yelled. Wnen fainted. It gave Black a chance to leap into his
second car and put the idling engine into gear

The car shot away with a rasp of power. It whizzed past the stalled bus
and roared down the avenue. In a monent, it skidded around a corner and
vani shed i nto darkness.

ON the sidewal k 1ay a couple of the bonds which the thief had dropped in



his mad flight.

The confusion was terrific. The halted bus bl ocked traffic. The crowd
surged into the street in a ferment of excitenment. By the tine a policenman
arrived, the thief had nade a cl ean get away.

A dozen voices shouted at the cop, as he fought his way to a tel ephone.

"I't was Martin Bl ack!"

"He's gone insane!"

"He nust have held up the Prairie Savings Bank!"

"He just made a getaway!"

The cop | ooked as if he were going crazy hinmsel f, but he grabbed the
phone
and sent in his amazing report to Western City police headquarters. Presently,
the din of police and anbul ance bells filled the street.

A police inspector raced down the block. He darted into the savings bank
with a squad of bluecoats at his heels. He found plenty of confusion - and
nor e
nmystery. The people in the bank denied that there had been any hol dup

"M. Black wasn't in here at all tonight," the grizzled special officer
said. "If he had cone in, |1'd have recogni zed him Besides, there's been no
theft."”

"Where's M. N xon?"

"In his private office."

"CGet him | want a check-up. Those bonds came from sonewhere!"

There was a rush of feet, then a scared enpl oyee returned.

"M. N xon's private office is | ocked. He doesn't answer."

"Break down his door, men!" the inspector snarled at his squad.

It was easier said than done. But finally the door fell inward and the
police boiled into the room

They recoiled in horror fromthe bl eeding corpse. A quick glance showed
that N xon's private vault had been opened and that over a million dollars
wort h of negotiabl e bonds had been stolen.

A pall of horror settled on everyone in the bank. It was inconceivabl e;
mad! Martin Black had brutally nmurdered one of his best friends and committed
a
gi gantic robbery.

A police net was pronmptly thrown around Western City, to head off the
fugitive. There were only half a dozen roads that Black coul d take.

Al of them were bl ocked by swiftly-nmoving police cars. The net result
was
zero. Martin Black had vanished into thin air!

Neit her of the two cars he had used belonged to him A check-up of the
i cense nunbers showed that both had been rented. Two dealers fromdifferent
parts of town identified Martin Bl ack's photograph as the renter

As a last resort, the police went to Black's home to search it. The door
was opened by - Martin Bl ack

BLACK was calm sniling, self-possessed. He deni ed any know edge of the
nmur der of Ni xon and the theft of the bonds. He said he had just returned from
a
trip into the country, on private business of his own. He refused to discuss
where he had gone or what he had done.

He was pronptly arrested and jailed. Fromthe jail, Black tel ephoned his
personal attorney, Henry Stuart.

Stuart was not at hone. But he was |ocated presently, at a town about
three hundred mles away, where he had gone to inspect sone mning property
for
a client. He expressed unbelieving horror over the phone. He agreed to catch
t he
first train back.



Stuart arrived shortly before mdnight, and went at once to the jail. He
had a long, private interview with the prisoner. Wen they enmerged fromthe
conference, Henry Stuart |ooked al arned. But he kept his uneasiness fromhis
client.

They were nmore than nerely client and | awyer. They belonged to a circle
of
friends in which nen |like Roger Dodd and Peter Corcoran and the dead Howard
Ni xon were prom nent.

Dodd was Western City's wealthiest contractor. Corcoran was its npst
influential politician. Stuart himself was wealthy, and a close friend of
Bl ack's. It seened inconceivable that a man fromthat station in life could
commt so callous a crine.

But Martin Black's private explanation to his | awer was fantastic. He
decl ared that he had gone to visit a man at a farmhouse. He described the nman
and the farmhouse.

Police hurried out in fast cars to check the alibi. They didn't find the
man. They didn't even find the farnmhouse. The spot where Martin Black said he
had gone was an open fi el d!

"I think I'd better have Dr. Altman exami ne him" Stuart told the police
chief, in a worried tone.

Dr. Altman's exani nation made matters even nore confused. He reported
t hat
Bl ack was | aboring under extrene excitenment. But there was no indication of
i nsanity.

The prisoner was indicted by the grand jury. He nerely sealed his |ips
tighter. The car in which he had fled fromthe bank was found abandoned near
the outskirts of Western City. No trace of the stol en bonds could be found.

Alice GQunther, the pretty niece of the prisoner, was no nore successful
than Stuart in making her uncle talk. He just sneered at her. She spoke wildly
to a newspaper friend of hers about her belief in her uncle's innocence.

"I'f only The Shadow were here," she npaned. "The Shadow is the only
per son
on earth who can clear ny uncle! I'mgoing to try to send word to The Shadow.
I'"mgoing to beg himto help!"

The reporter printed the story in his paper. WIld runors began to grow.

CHAPTER |
THE GOLD HAND

LAMONT CRANSTON sat in the cocktail |ounge of the Cobalt Cub. He had a
| ate-afternoon copy of the Daily Cassic in his hand. A highball stood
conveniently at his el bow

There was news in the Daily Cassic that interested Cranston. The paper
contai ned a conpl ete account of the sensational bank theft and nurder that had
rocked Western City to its foundations.

The story had been tel egraphed to the dassic by its ace correspondent,
Cl yde Burke. Burke had been sent by plane to Western City to cover the
devel opnents of the case.

Cranston's interest, however, was not in the story of the crinme, which
had
taken pl ace a couple of days earlier. He had turned to another page. A smaller
headl i ne chronicled news of an entirely different character. The headline
read:

ARRI VAL OF THE SHADOW
RUMORED



Unknown Foe of Crime Reported in
Western City to Investigate Bank
Murder and O ear Bl ack

Behi nd Cranston's spread newspaper sibilant |aughter sounded faintly. H's
eyes glowed briefly with a piercing flane. Lanont Cranston was well aware that
The Shadow was at this preci se nonent seated in the Cobalt Club in New York
si ppi ng a hi ghball

Lanmont Cranston was The Shadow

Nobody realized Cranston's dangerous secret. Least of all Inspector Joe
Cardona, of the New York police, who had promised to drop in at the club for a
soci abl e chat with Cranston on his way downtown to headquarters.

Joe Cardona woul d have chuckl ed, had anyone suggested that this
mllionaire clubman, friend of the police conm ssioner, was in reality the
bl ack-robed avenger of crine, who had on so many occasi ons hel ped Joe to nab
supercrimnals too smart to be caught by ordinary police nethods.

The Shadow absol ved Clyde Burke fromany part in that queer newspaper
runor. Cyde Burke was not a nman who printed fal se facts. Besides, there was
anot her reason why Burke woul d never disclose news of this sort.

Cl yde Burke was one of The Shadow s agents.

Cranston finished his drink and rose quietly. He left the cocktail |ounge
and rode in the elevator to his suite upstairs.

Havi ng bolted his door and drawn the shades, Cranston picked up his
tel ephone. He called a nunber that was not listed in any directory. A crisp
voi ce replied

" Bur bank speaking."

Bur bank was The Shadow s contact man. He was al ways on duty, day or
ni ght .

The voi ce that spoke to Burbank bore no resenbl ance to Cranston's.

"Orders for Cyde Burke at Western City!"

The Shadow s voi ce issued the orders. There was a pause, then

"Orders for Harry Vincent!"

VWhen The Shadow had fini shed, Burbank said: "Orders acknow edged."

"Repeat ! "

Bur bank obeyed. There would be no m stake. The words The Shadow had j ust
uttered would be transmitted to Cyde Burke at the Pal ace Hotel in Wstern
Cty, and to Harry Vincent at the Hotel Metrolite in New York. Vincent was
anot her of The Shadow s agents, the oldest of themall in point of service.

LAMONT CRANSTON returned to the cocktail |ounge. He found | nspector
Cardona waiting inpatiently for him It was unusual for Joe to be excited. But
his manner was grim as he drew Cranston into a quiet corner.

"You'll probably |augh, M. Cranston, but sonething very queer happened a
little while ago. A guy called me up, just before I left the Harl em precinct
station to neet you. He told me he had a tip that would clear up a big New
Yor k
nmur der . "

"What's so queer about that?"

"He said he was The Shadow. "

Cranston stiffened, but he managed to keep his conposure.

"Nonsense, Joe! | don't believe there is any such person. It's probably a

gag.”
"Well, | can tell you there is. The Shadow s hel ped ne too many tines.
But
that's not the point. Woever it was, this guy was lying. It wasn't The Shadow
at all."”
"Are you sure?"
"Certainly! This guy tal ked too much. The real Shadow never wastes a
wor d.



| put a tracer on the wire and sent a squad car racing to the drugstore where
he

phoned from- but the car got there too late. The clerk couldn't remenber who
had used the booth."

Cardona rel axed, after getting the thing off his chest.

"Li ke you say, M. Cranston, it's probably a gag. | didn't consider it
i mportant enough to interrupt our cocktail date."

Cranston's chuckl e sounded natural and anused.

"Way not look into it, Joe? By jove, I'll go with you! |I've been so
bor ed,
| didn't know what to do. Wait here. My hat and coat are in nmy room"

Alone in the privacy of his suite, the amiable smle w ped away from
Lamont Cranston's lips. He opened a wall panel near his desk and took out a
bul ky brief case. After a swift exam nation, he closed the case. A sibilant
| augh escaped his lips.

VWen he left his suite, he carried two automatics, though the bul ge of
t he
weapons was not perceptible under the | oose drape of his topcoat. He al so took
the brief case.

Cranston had his own car brought around from a nearby garage. The two
friends drove downtown to the address which had been gi ven Cardona over the
phone. Cranston continued to nake |light of the entire affair.

"The guy's final directions sounded silly," Cardona admtted.

"What did he say?"

"He said: 'Don't look for the hand of The Shadow. Look for the shadow of
the hand'!"

Cranston made no comment. But presently, he changed his tactics with Joe.
Instead of naking light of the affair, he began subtly to sell Cardona on the
i dea that the appointnent m ght be dangerous. He pretended to be frightened.
He
did this with a particular plan in nind.

The address was a cheap tenenent in a dingy West Side nei ghborhood.
Cranston drove slowy past it.

Suddenly Cardona uttered a | ow cry.

"Look! The hand! Do you see it?"

He was pointing to a dentist's sign over the doorway of a brick building
next to the tenenent. The sign was a gilded hand. It pointed toward the
entrance of a dentist's suite in the brick building.

But Cardona wasn't excited by the sign. Its shadow was what had nade him
gasp. A brilliant Iight above the sign threw a shadow on the sidewal k. It was
t he shadow of the hand!

The extended finger of the projected shadow pointed toward the cellar
stairs of the tenenent!

"Don't stop!" Cardona whispered. "Keep driving!"

H s face was | owered, so that no one who mi ght be watching could identify
him At the corner, he ordered Cranston to drive around the bl ock. They halted
outside a tenenent in the rear of the suspected place.

Cardona ordered Cranston to remain in the car. But Cranston denurred. He
i nsi sted on acconpanying Joe. H s excuse was the brief case which he had
brought with him He said it contained valuable | egal papers. He was afraid to
remain alone in the car in such a tough nei ghborhood.

G udgi ngly, Cardona agreed.

They hurried through a cellar, to the rear. They clinbed a back fence in
t he darkness and approached the other tenenment. Cardona entered first.

Standing in a far corner of the cellar was a notionless figure that drew
a
gasp from Cardona.

"The Shadow "



THEY could see the glimer of a white face that seemed to swmin the
air.

Above the face was a black slouch hat. Below it was the inky shape of a black
cl oak. The figure neither noved nor uttered a sound as Cardona advanced

sl ow vy,

his police gun steady.

Suddenly, Cardona cursed

"A stupid gag!" he grow ed. "A joke!"

The thing was a dummy! Wat had seenmed to be a glimrering face was a
bl ank
circle of cardboard, propped cleverly between the slouch hat and the suspended
cl oak.

A murderous voice cut savagely through the darkness.

"Get 'emup! Drop that gat!"

There were two thugs behind Cranston and Cardona. Both thugs were masked.
Bot h had guns ready to spit flame. The thug who had snarl ed the warning spoke
agai n.

"Al'l right, Linmpy!"

There was a shuffling step fromthe front of the cellar. Another nasked
thug noved into view, cutting off any escape to the front sidewal k.

"Back into that corner, both of you! W're going to hand you a dose of
lead - and | eave a gun propped near the sleeve of that dummy shadow Ni ce,
huh?

G ve the boys from hom ci de something to puzzle about when they find the
bodi es! "

Lanont Cranston began to plead for nmercy in a terrified voice. But
Car dona
had no intention of submitting. He had heard the thug in front called Linpy.
He
had listened to his awkward shuffling step. That was the guy to take a chance
on!

Joe whirled suddenly. Hi s gun and Linpy's expl oded at al nost the sane
instant. But Linpy's bad foot threw him off bal ance. The bullet from Joe's gun
t hudded into his body and wecked his aim A slug whistled past Cardona's
ducki ng head.

Wth a yell to Cranston, Joe flung hinself flat. The cellar echoed with
vi cious gunfire. Cardona had his hands full with the other two thugs. He had
to
keep constantly on the nove, to avoid a deadly reply to the telltale flane of
his muzzle. He crawl ed zigzag fashion, trying to retreat.

Lanont Cranston wasn't any hel p. Wen Linpy fell, with a police bullet in
his stomach, Cranston uttered a high-pitched scream He raced past the fallen
gunman. He crashed into a barrel in the darkness of the front-cellar
conpartnent. There was a thud fromhis falling body; then silence.

Cardona had to fight it out alone now He was in a suicidal spot. One of
t he masked nen had succeeded in outflanking the desperately craw ing Cardona.
The other thug kept the rear exit closed off.

Joe was under a vicious crossfire. A bullet sliced pain across his hip.
Anot her, fromthe opposite direction, nicked the Iobe of his ear. Joe didn't
return the fire.

There was a harm ess click fromhis hot gun. He had enptied the weapon in
his frenzied effort to protect the escape of Lanmont Cranston

There was a forward rush of feet. Joe tried to swing his clubbed gun. But
somet hing struck himon the tenple and toppled him dazed, to the concrete
floor. A nmasked face |eaned cl ose above him A hot muzzle pressed itself
agai nst the flesh behind Cardona's ear

There was a crash of gunfire.

But the bullet behind that crash didn't bore into the brain of Joe
Cardona. It struck the bent figure of the crouched nmurderer. It cane froma
.45, It tunnel ed downward through the thug's chest and ripped out near the



base
of the spine. It left a hole the size of a man's palm

A sibilant |augh made an eerie whisper in the darkness. The | aughter cane
from bl ack not hi ngness. The | aughter of The Shadow It was a nocki ng sound, as
it whispered froma bew | dering succession of spots in the darkness.

The single remaining thug was unable to flee. Every tine he darted toward
an exit, a slug drove hi mback

"Surrender - or diel" a stern voice cried.

The thug nade the wong choice. He staked all on a frontal attack. He
rushed forward behind stuttering streaks of flane.

The Shadow had intended to take himalive, but the battle was now life or
death. The Shadow had no choice. He killed his man barely in tine to escape
deat h hinsel f.

Cardona staggered dizzily to his feet. He snatched up the thug's fallen
gun. He turned toward The Shadow - and found not hi ng. The Shadow had vani shed!

CARDONA backed into a corner. The silence was profound. Finally, Joe's
flashlight glowed. It disclosed nothing but the three dead nen. Cardona hunted
for the missing Cranston. He found himin a linp huddle on the floor, where he
had run into an ash barrel in the dark

Lanont Cranston was trenbling when Cardona revived him

"l nmust have been knocked out when | fell over the barrel,’
"Are you all right?"

Cardona nodded grimy in the light of his torch. He told of the
m racul ous
appear ance of The Shadow - the real Shadow. Cranston funbled around the fl oor
and found his brief case.

"Thank heaven, they didn't steal ny |egal papers,” he said.

There was a dimsnile on his lips, that faded quickly. Cardona examn ned
the bodies of the three thugs. Wen the masks were renoved, he uttered a cry.

"Hey! What do you know? These guys are out-of-town hoods! | don't know
Li mpy, but these other two have records. They cone from west of the
M ssi ssippi. The last report we had on themsaid they had run to cover in a
pl ace called Western City!"

Lanont Cranston didn't reply. He was silent, too, when the police
arrived.

He answered a few routine questions. Then he went back to his car and drove
uptown to the Cobalt O ub

In the quiet of his soundproof suite, Lamont Cranston reached grimly for
his tel ephone. The voice of Burbank replied.

"Orders for Rutledge Mann," the voice of The Shadow i nt oned.

Rut | edge Mann was The Shadow s financial agent. He posed as an investnent
broker. But his office was nmerely a front for his real job - the service of
The
Shadow.

Tersely The Shadow ordered Rutl edge Mann to check all the big New York
hotels for any recent arrivals fromWstern City. The death of the three thugs
had ended a promi sing | ead. But obviously those thugs had a crimnal boss.

The Shadow was still not sure whether the cellar attack was directed
agai nst Joe Cardona or hinself. Cardona's date with Cranston at the Cobalt
C ub
m ght or m ght not have been known. Mbre investigation was necessary.

Presently, the phone rang. Burbank forwarded the report of Rutledge Mann
The only recent arrival fromWstern City was a man naned Roger Dodd. Dodd was
a wealthy contractor. He was staying at the Glton Hotel. Hi s business was
apparently legitimte. He was in New York to raise funds for a new skyscraper
he was erecting in Western Gity.

But The Shadow s | aughter was omi nous as he hung up the phone. He knew
that this Roger Dodd was a friend of the Martin Bl ack who had been arrested

he nur nur ed.



for
an atrocious nurder. Was the attack on Cranston a direct outcone of the runor
that The Shadow had interested hinself in the Wstern City crine?

The Shadow decided to call on M. Dodd. Hs visit would be in the am able
role of Lanmont Cranston.

CHAPTER 1 |
MR. ROGER DODD

ROGER DODD proved to be a polite, well-dressed gentleman, and a geni al
host .

He wel coned Lanont Cranston to his suite at the Hotel Glton with a warm
handcl asp and a flattering greeting. Dodd seened to be alone in the suite. At
any rate, there was no sign of a servant.

"It's a pleasure to nmake your acquai ntance, M. Cranston. | have often
wanted to nmeet you. We have sonething in conmon, you and I."

"Real | y?" Cranston smiled at him

"Yes. Hunting."

Cranston's interest quickened, but he concealed it. Dodd had enphasi zed
the word "hunting" slightly.

"It nust be quite a thrill to squeeze a trigger and bring down sonet hing
you've trailed a long tine," Dodd continued suavely. "I refer, of course, to
your African exploits."

"Ch, yes. 1've done quite a bit of that. And you?"

"Just in a small way. Nothing to match your skill. As a matter of fact,
sonmetines fail and the er... animal gets away."

There was a slight hint of a rasp in his voice. But Cranston ignored it.

Roger Dodd didn't |ook much like a contractor, he had pal e-blue eyes in a
rather pallid face. He wore a cl osely-clipped brown beard and mustache. Had
Cranston not known his occupation in advance, he m ght have guessed Dodd to be
a prosperous society dentist, or perhaps a physician

The backs of the nman's hands were not sunburned. Evidently when Dodd
erected skyscrapers, he supervised the job fromthe interior of a confortable
office. He looked nore |ike a student than a man of active affairs.

"I"d enjoy talking hunting with you indefinitely,"” Cranston nurnured.
"But, actually, 1've cone to tal k business."

"l don't understand."

"Money, M. Dodd."

"I still don't understand."”

"Your arrival in New York was reported to ne by ny financial agent.
understand that you're erecting a skyscraper in Western City, and that the
wor k
has been held up tenporarily by lack of funds. You have a worth-while project

and an excell ent business rating. | have plenty of idle funds. Hence ny visit
to you tonight."
"I see." Roger Dodd toyed with a pencil. Hi s pale, well-kept hands | ooked

strong and nuscul ar. "You mean you're interested in naking a realty
i nvest ment ?"
"Precisely. As you know, safe investnents are not exactly plentiful these

days. | have confidence in you and in your integrity. I'd be willing to back
your building project with a well-secured |oan."
"Thank you," Dodd nurmured. "l appreciate your confidence in nme. But,

unfortunately -"

H s hand stopped toying with the pencil. Unconsciously, it tightened into
a fist.

"My financial difficulty has already been taken care of. |'ve been down
to
Wall Street. | have nade a very satisfactory arrangenent.”



He naned a firm of private bankers. The nane nade Cranston's eyes gl eam
Unl ess Dodd was lying, his credentials nmust be very good, indeed. The banki ng
firmwas one of the strictest and npst conservative houses in the financial
district.

"I"'msorry | made ny proposition too late," Cranston said. "You cone from
a progressive section of the country. A section in which I'd Iike to increase
nmy hol dings. Western City nust be an attractive town, fromall |'ve heard."

"It is, M. Cranston. It has a grow ng popul ati on, magnificent roads. You
ought really to see our straight four-Ilane highways. Speed, M. Cranston! And
brai ns, too! Yes, we have our share of brains in Western City."

Cranston ignored the peculiar challenge in Dodd' s tone. He changed the

subject with quiet skill. He referred to the bank hol dup and the arrest of
Martin Bl ack.
"Odd affair, that. Do you think the crine will scare capital away from

Western City, as a result?"

"Your own offer to invest there is the best answer,"” Dodd replied. "The
crime for which Martin Black was arrested was a horrible one. But | don't
anticipate any further trouble - unless it's fonented by outsiders."

He didn't explain his | ast sentence, nor did Cranston ask himto.
Cranston
stuck to the subject of Martin Bl ack

"Do you think he's guilty?"

"I think he coomitted the crime, but | don't think he's guilty."

"That's a strange remark."

"It's a strange crinme. Wen | say that poor Martin is not guilty, | mean
that | think he's insane. There's no other reasonabl e explanation. As a friend
of his, I'mgoing to insist on having himexam ned by the best psychiatrist I
can find.

"I believe it would be a grave m scarriage of justice for a man to go to
the electric chair for a deed that was so obviously done in a nonment of
madness. "

THE sneer in Dodd's tone was pronounced. He hated Martin Bl ack! He hated
himso much that it was inmpossible for himto hide it beneath those
softly-spoken words. But Lanont Cranston was apparently nore interested in a
hi ghbal | he was si ppi ng.

"l suppose that Martin Bl ack nmust have nany good friends |ike yourself,

eh?"

"Not many. | should say not nore than three or four people could cal
thensel ves his intimate friends. But what we |lack in nunbers, we nmake up in
i nfluence - if you'll pardon ny boast."

"He's a friend of the new governor, |'ve heard."

"Better than that. He's a friend of the man who made the governor's
el ection possible. | refer to Peter Corcoran, who is the nost powerful

politician in our State. Then there's Henry Stuart, the | awer who's defending
Bl ack.

"Stuart thought enough of poor Martin to travel nore than two hundred
mles in order to return to Western City the night that Black was arrested.
Finally, there's nyself."

H s teeth showed a wol fish snile:

"No, | wouldn't worry about Martin Black, if | were you. | can assure you
he'll be well taken care of."

He rose to his feet, and Cranston took the hint. But as he noved to the
door, his eyes flicked sideways. He noticed that Roger Dodd' s hat and coat
wer e
lying on a living-roomchair in a dark corner of the room

It was an odd way for a man as neatly dressed as Dodd to treat so
expensi ve a garnent. Dodd | ooked nore like a man whose first thought on
arriving home would be to place his coat carefully on a hanger



Cranston suspected that this oversight was not nere chance. He took | eave
of his host and went down the corridor to the elevator. There were two shafts
there, side by side. Cranston pressed the button on the left.

He waited until the indicator |ight glowed. Then he raced noiselessly to
the end of the corridor and opened a fire door. He crouched out of sight, his
eyes at the crack

The el evator door opened. The operator glanced out. He saw no one and
sl amred the door. The car descended.

The nonent the el evator door clanged shut, there was a click from anot her
direction. Roger Dodd appeared in hat and coat. He raced down the corridor to
the twin shafts. He thought that Cranston was innocently descending in the car
on the left. His finger jamred agai nst the other button

In a moment, Dodd hinself was on the way down. Cranston's hunch had been
right. The sleek M. Dodd intended to trail his mllionaire guest and see
wher e
he went!

Cranston had no objection. He had tined his departure perfectly. By the
time Dodd arrived at the |obby exit, the distinguished-I|ooking car of Lanont
Cranston would be pulling away fromthe curb. The first cab in line was one
pil oted by a hacki e naned Mbe Shrevnitz.

Mbe was an agent of The Shadow. The Shadow had gi ven Mbe enough noney to
bribe his way without difficulty to the head of the hack Iine. Me and the
agent in Cranston's own car would nake sure that the el egant M. Dodd had
pl enty of opportunity for a |long chase around New York

The coast was now cl ear for The Shadow.

WHEN he emerged fromthe stairway behind the fire door, a gri mchange had
taken place in Cranston's appearance. A black slouch hat shaded his forehead.
A
bl ack cl oak covered himfromchin to foot. G oves of the same col or shielded
hi s
hands.

Al that was visible, as he glided noiselessly toward Dodd' s suite, was
the gleamof his eyes and the jut of his strongly beaked nose.

The Shadow was taking the offensive!

It was child's play for himto open the sinple hotel lock with a shining
i nstrument of chrone steel. He didn't harmthe lock. He nerely opened it with
a
slightly louder click than the usual key sound.

Rapi dly, he searched Dodd's apartment. In the living room he drew a
bl ank. In the study, he found nothing to inplicate Dodd in anything renmptely
crimnal. The bedroomwas just a normal bedroom

The Shadow penetrated farther into the suite. He came to another room
that | ooked like an extra study. Its desk, however, was enpty. So were the
bookshel ves. There was nothing else in the room except a |arge closet. The
Shadow opened it.

Instantly, he found hinself in a fierce struggle that taxed every mnuscle
in his body. A masked man had flung hinmself forward the nonent The Shadow
opened the cl oset door

The man had a gun in his hand, but he didn't fire it. He struck savagely
at The Shadow s head. Had the blow | anded, it woul d have crushed The Shadow s
skull. Even at the awkward angle it struck, it was hard enough to daze The
Shadow and drop himto his knees nonmentarily.

The hat had fallen from The Shadow s head. The nasked man | eaned over and
tried to rip away the upper edge of the concealing cloak from The Shadow s
face. In his eagerness to clutch at the cloak, he m ssed a second easy chance
to shoot his victim

He was nmore interested in disclosing The Shadow s hidden identity, than
in



killing him

However, the thug shoul d have known better than to Il et his nonentary
advant age slip. The Shadow had recovered fromthe daze of the gun bl ow He
went
into grimaction. But he fought as silently as his foenan.

It was the thug who fired the first shot.

It nmade a terrific roar. The Shadow batted the weapon aside just before
it
spurted flanme. The two foes bounced apart. The thug had |l ost his nerve with
t he
crashi ng echoes of that shot. He had all he wanted of The Shadow. He backed
toward the open wi ndow, his gun blasting scarlet as he retreated.

Qui ckly, The Shadow threw hinsel f aside on the floor. H s own gun added
to
the din. But no bullet struck the nmasked nman. The Shadow wanted to take this
man
alive.

He waited until the killer was crouched on the sill, before he leaped to
his feet. He | eaped when he heard a harmess click fromthe thug's hot weapon.
The gun was enpty!

The Shadow s leap and the killer's outward swi ng cane al nost
si mul t aneously. There was a stone balcony in an angle of the building wall. It
was nore than five feet fromwhere the masked killer crouched. He |aunched
hi nsel f through the air as The Shadow grabbed at his |egs.

The Shadow s clutch nissed. The man nade the desperate | eap successfully.
But his lingers slipped on the curved stone of the bal cony | edge. He had
turned
his head at the last noment, fearful that The Shadow s reachi ng hand woul d
grab
him That single miscalculation cost himhis life.

He fell through enpty air with a terrible shriek

Hi s scream was echoed by cries of horror from other wi ndows. The noi se of
t he shooting had brought hotel guests, staring across the encl osed court
t oward
Dodd' s apartment. They saw the failing body of the dooned thug dwindle to a
nere
dot. There was a sickening sound, |ike someone hitting a carpet with a club
Then sil ence.

The Shadow stood riveted at the w ndow from whence the man had fallen

A dozen pairs of eyes saw the bl ack-cl oaked figure. The screans of the
wi t nesses redoubl ed. A man vani shed back into his room pawed swiftly into the
drawer of a bureau, then | eaped out with a small nickel-plated revolver. He
sent a hail of bullets chipping at the stone of the sill opposite.

"The Shadow "

Voi ces raised the cry. These m sgui ded w t nesses t hought The Shadow was a
col d-bl ooded killer. They were ready to swear they had seen himpush a man to
a
horrible death thirty stories bel ow Sone were already tel ephoning
frantically.

The hotel was in an uproar

THE SHADOW fl ed from Dodd's apartnent. He ran to the fire stairs, where
he
had left his |eather brief case. Wien he energed again he was carrying the
case
in a neatly-gloved hand. But the gloves weren't black. Nor were they worn by
The Shadow.

Lanmont Cranston waited for the arrival of the elevator, which he
per cei ved



was shooting swiftly up the shaft. He crouched against the corridor wall on
t he
opposite side fromthe suite of Roger Dodd

The door of the elevator clanged open. Two nmen sprang out. One was the
house detective. The other was the operator. Neither of them had eyes for
anyt hi ng but Dodd's door. They ran toward it and the house dick pounded on the
panel with his gun

"Open up in there, or I'll shoot!" There was a sudden clang fromthe
el evator behind their backs. Its door had slammed shut. By the time the
startl ed house dick and the operator had turned, the el evator was already on
t he way down.

There was nothing in the enpty corridor to indicate the identity of the
man who had so neatly outwitted his pursuers.

The house dick raced back to the double shaft. He shoved his finger on
t he
button of the second door. Long before he | eaped into a car and descended,
Cranston had reached the second fl oor

It was a nmezzanine | evel that surrounded the |obby itself. There were
pl enty of people there, but all of themwere | eaning over the nezzanine
railing. They were attracted by the boiling confusion down in the open | obby.

Lanont Cranston wal ked quietly to a marble staircase. He descended from
the nezzanine to an arcade lined with exclusive shops. He left by the arcade's
rear entrance

There were taxis outside, but Lanont Cranston ignored them He m ngled
with the cromd on the sidewal k and nelted discreetly down a subway entrance.
It
was sel domthat Cranston patronized the subway, but this tine an anonynous
ride
uptown to the Cobalt C ub seened both necessary and practi cal

VWen he reached his suite, Lanont Cranston |ay down on a couch and cl osed
his eyes. He seened to be fast asleep. But behind those cl osed eyes The
Shadow s cl ever brain was deep in thought. The thoughts revol ved around the
personality of Roger Dodd

It was a long tine before Cranston stirred. He could hear newsboys
shrieking extras out in the street. He descended and bought a paper. It was
filled with an account of the outrage at the Glton Hotel

Roger Dodd had returned fromwhat he described as a "short ride to see
t he
sights." The police had been unable to | earn anything fromhim He denied any
know edge of the dead thug whose snmashed body had been found in the hotel
courtyard.

He was baffled, he said, by the appearance of The Shadow in his room and
The Shadow s nmurder of the thug. The thug was too badly smashed to be
i dentified.

The newspapers speculated wildly on the cause of the whole affair. The
fact that Roger Dodd was from Western City and was a friend of Martin Bl ack
made for sensational journalism The paper reviewed the Martin Black case and
capped it with a large headline: "IS THERE A CURSE ON WESTERN CI TY?" The
i mplication was that proninent residents of that town were being pursued by a
fantastic doom

The Shadow snil ed, as he noted that Roger Dodd had been rel eased by the
New York police after routine questioning. Dodd announced he was | eaving at
once to take a plane back to Western City.

Lanont Cranston | aid down the newspaper. He picked up his tel ephone and
called a railroad term nal. He inquired about Pullnman reservations for the
foll ow ng day.

From his |ips cane the sound of harsh, sibilant |aughter

CHAPTER | V



THE SAND CLUE

I T was dark when the sleek streamined train pulled into the railroad
station at Western City.

Not many people were visible on the platform But a small group of
observers near the waiting roomwatched the train eagerly as it drewto a
hal t.

There were a half dozen of them Al were nen.

They made a concerted rush toward Lanont Cranston as he stepped fromthe
train. For a nonment, he stiffened. Then he rel axed. He recogni zed the man who
was | eading the chase. It was d yde Burke.

"Hell o, M. Cranston!" Burke greeted. "W found out you were paying
Western City a visit and cane out to interview you. Did you have a pl easant
j our ney?"

Cranston sniled and nodded. The reporters fromthe | ocal papers allowed
Cyde to do nost of the tal king. They were aware of Clyde's friendship with
t he
famous New York millionaire. Wiat they were not aware of was the fact that
d yde
was one of The Shadow s nost trusted agents.

"I met one of your business |eaders in New York," Cranston murnured. "He
was ki nd enough to invite me to come here and | ook over the investnment
possibilities in your rapidly-growing city. | refer, of course, to M. Roger
Dodd. If all goes well, | expect to invest at least a mllion dollars in
various industrial holdings."

Clyde kept the ball rolling on the topic of business. He didn't want any
of the newshawks to refer to the bank crime that had alarmed Western City
several days earlier. But it was inpossible to keep the local reporters off
t he
subj ect.

"M. Dodd is a close friend of Martin Black," one of the newshawks
suggested. "Has he spoken to you about the bank hol dup and the nurder of
Howar d
Ni xon?"

Cranst on chuckl ed.

"No. And if he had, it would have been a conplete waste of tinme. Crine is
a subject on which |I know absolutely nothing. | have no theories about M.

Bl ack's guilt or innocence. | cane here to renew nmy acquai ntance w th Roger
Dodd, and to make a few judicious investments."

Clyde Burke ended the interview by closing his notebook and hurrying for
a
t el ephone. The other reporters chased after him Cranston was follow ng his
porter toward the line of taxis, when he was again halted.

Two wel | -dressed nen accosted him Both were smiling. Cranston recogni zed
one of themwith a cry of well-simulated pl easure.

"Why, M. Dodd! This is nice of you! | hardly expected to be greeted in
person. "

Dodd beaned.

"Why not? | got your telegramthis afternoon. The least | could do is to
neet you at the station."

He introduced his conpanion. The man was Henry Stuart. He was the | eading
| awyer of Western Gty and the man who was defendi ng Martin Bl ack.

Stuart was of medi um height and athletic appearance. He was probably the
same age as the bearded Dodd, Cranston guessed, but he | ooked younger. H s
cl ean-shaven face was alert and friendly.

Cranston seized on Stuart's presence to turn the conversation to the bank
crime. He nentioned his jovial reply to the reporters and chuckl ed. But Stuart
| ooked grave, as the three nen clinbed into Dodd' s sedan.

"A devilishly enbarrassing case for ne, M. Cranston. Black is one of ny



best friends. | hate to admit it, but how can he be anything than guilty? As a
| awyer -"

"Lawyers are too damed | egal!" Dodd snapped. "I believe that poor Bl ack
went out of his mnd tenporarily, the night that outrage took place. | stil
think it's possible to save him™"

"I hope you're right," Stuart sighed.

He grazed at Cranston.

"I even hope the question of bail can be arranged soon. After all, the
entire nurder charge against Black is circunstantial. No one saw him kil
N xon
in the president's | ocked private office at the bank. Wen Black fired his gun
at the crowd outside, he injured no one."

Stuart | ooked troubl ed and unhappy. Mich nmore so than the smiling Dodd.

"Lets talk of nore pleasant things," Dodd chuckled. "For instance, M.

Cranston's imrediate plans... | insist, Cranston, that during your stay in
t own
you will live at ny hone."

Cranston denmurred. He had al ready nade reservations at a | eading hotel
he
decl ar ed.

Dodd tried to insist. He went far beyond the nornmal protestations of a
friend, before he gave up. But Cranston stuck to his decision. In the end,
Dodd
shrugged. He shook hands with Cranston in the hotel |obby, and so did Stuart.
The two prom sed to see himsoon

They drove away, after promising to introduce Cranston to the |eading
citizens of Western Gty, including the politically inportant Peter Corcoran

CRANSTON foll owed his luggage up to his suite. But as soon as he was
al one, his am able snile faded.

He stepped to his tel ephone and put in a |long-distance call. He |istened
briefly to the humof the wire. Then

" Bur bank speaking."

"Report!" the voice of The Shadow rasped.

Bur bank' s report concerned the activities of Harry Vincent in Western
City. There wasn't rmuch to it. Harry had registered at a mediumpriced hotel
in
an unpretentious section of town. He was lying low, waiting to receive
definite
i nstructions before he made a nove.

"The password is Richard Belton," Burbank said finally. "Vincent has been
instructed not to |l eave his roomtonight until contact has been nade."

"Di sm ssed!" The Shadow sai d, and hung up

A nmoment | ater, he phoned again. This tine, his voice was entirely
different fromeither The Shadow or Lanont Cranston. It sounded crisp and
nasal, the voice of a rather sporty gentleman.

Cranston phoned Vincent's hotel. He gave his nane as Richard Belton and
asked to be connected with Vincent's room There was a short delay, then The
Shadow recei ved an unpl easant shock. Vincent was not in the hotel

"I"'msorry," the clerk said, "but I"mpositive he's not in. There is no
answer fromhis room Just a nonent... Yes, | was right. He left a few nonents
ago with a friend of his."

"Thank you," Cranston said.

There was worry in his eyes when he hung up. The absence of Harry Vi ncent
had evil significance. Apparently, Harry had deliberately di sobeyed the orders
of The Shadow. But such an idea was ridiculous. In all the years of his
service
of The Shadow, Harry Vincent had never done such a thing.

If Vincent had left the hotel with a "friend," he had gone unwllingly,



in
spite of any appearance to the contrary. He had been ki dnapped!

To The Shadow, the answer seened clear. An unknown crim nal was copying
The Shadow s own nethods. Cranston had | ocated Roger Dodd easily enough in New
York, by canvassing the recent arrivals at the hotels. Evidently, soneone in
Western City had used the sane sinple nethod to point a suspicious finger at
Vi ncent.

Cranston was peeling off his clothes as he thought of the peril to Harry.
H s new cl othes matched the sporty quality of the voice he had used over the
phone as Richard Belton. The suit he now wore was of extrene cut, with a
bel t ed
back and a | oud-checked pattern. H's hair becanme jet-black and slightly
greasy-| ooking. A black mustache matched the w g.

Cranston intended to pose as an advance agent for a traveling dance
orchestra. He left his hotel quickly, but not through the front | obby door. He
drove swiftly to Harry Vincent's shabbier hotel

The clerk there said that Vincent had not yet returned. He described the
visitor with whom Vi ncent had departed a short time earlier. The visitor was
an
old man with stooped shoul ders and white hair. He had gone up to Vincent's
room
after tal king over the house phone about a ring.

"He was wearing the ring," the clerk said. "It certainly was a swell one,
too. It was a fire opal."

The Shadow conceal ed his rage and alarm He knew now how Harry had been
tricked. Afire opal was The Shadow s trade-mark. He used it to tip agents to
his presence when he used an unfamliar disguise.

The hotel clerk didn't notice that the dapper Richard Belton had turned a
ring on his own finger, so that the gemwas inside his palm The stone was a
girasol, a magnificent fire opal, the only one of its kind in the world.

Harry had fallen for an imtation! The Shadow pretended only slight
di sappoi ntment at the absence of Vincent. For the benefit of any snoopers in
t he | obby, he had described hinself as the advance man for a fanmpbus dance
orchestra.

He said the band was going to be booked for an engagenent in Wstern
Gty.

He repeated the name Richard Belton, and added that Harry was his assistant.
He
prom sed to return the follow ng day.

After leaving the hotel, The Shadow wal ked only far enough to nake sure
that he wasn't being tailed. Then he ducked back. He went up a side street and
| ocated a dark alley that led to the hotel rear. The dapper figure of Richard
Belton nelted into the alley.

He never energed into the rear courtyard.

The figure that did emerge was barely visible. Coaked in black, The
Shadow noved |ike a part of the darkness itself.

A GLANCE showed The Shadow that the rear of the paved court was a bl ank
brick wall. Above his head was the slanting line of fire-escape | adders at the
back of the hotel. The bottom of the | owest |adder was not too high to reach
by
an upward | eap.

The Shadow crouched for the effort.

He was standing thus when he heard the thud of racing feet behind him He
didn't turn to ward off the bl ackjack bl ow he knew was comng. Wth a quick
heave, he | aunched hi nsel f upward and caught the iron rung of the dangling
| adder.

Hi s unseen assailant struck at enpty air. The force of the nurderous bl ow
sent the thug staggering forward off bal ance. The Shadow | et go his hold on



t he
| adder rung. He dropped on the shoul ders of his foe.

The shock sent both nen sprawling to the pavenment of the courtyard. A
desperate battle began. A silent one, too. The thug wanted to make no noise
that would draw attention. He tried viciously to club The Shadow s skull with
the iron bar he still gripped.

The Shadow fought fiercely. He knew that Vincent was in desperate peril
The Shadow had to find a clue to his kidnapped agent's whereabouts - and find
it without |oss of tine!

VWhen he rose panting to his feet, the thug |lay unconsci ous. A search of
hi s pockets reveal ed nothing. The face of the killer was one not known to The
Shadow. Evidently, he was a | ocal nobster

The Shadow bound his victimhand and foot with strong cords that appeared
from beneath the bl ack cloak. The cords were tied in a rather peculiar
f ashi on.

They joi ned the unconscious man's wists and his bent knees. The cord al so was
wound tightly about the thug's throat.

It was an underworld device to keep a prisoner fromattenpting to free
hi nsel f when he regai ned consci ousness. Any struggle with those cleverly
| ooped
bonds woul d strangle the man to death.

The Shadow gagged his linmp prisoner. He hid himfrom sight behind a pile
of enpty barrels that stood in a dark corner of the court. Then he | eaped
upward once nore to the dangling | ower |adder of the fire escape.

He knew where Vincent's roomwas. Burbank's report had inparted that
vi tal
i nformati on. The Shadow ascended the fire escape, ducking swiftly past rear
roonms that were occupied. H s black cloak helped his invisibility. He bided
hi s
time until the occupants of the |lower roons had their backs to the rear
wi ndows,
before he flitted past the Iighted panes.

Hi s girasol cut through the pane of Harry's top-floor wi ndow. An instant
| ater, The Shadow had the wi ndow open and was inside. He drew the shade over
the hole in the gl ass.

Harry, of course, was gone. The enpty room showed evi dence of only a
bri ef
struggle. A small vase had been snmashed on the floor. The rug was slightly
runpl ed.

In one corner was a small nmetal object. It had been trampled flat. Near
it
was sonething that |ooked like a tiny ball of yellow sh dirt. Wen The Shadow
touched it, the ball crunpled.

He exam ned the netal case first.

It told himhow Vincent had been forced to wal k out. He had been drugged
The thing that had been tranpl ed underfoot during the quick struggle of the
ki dnapper and his victimwas a netal holder for a hypoderni c needl e!

The Shadow next turned his attention to the small bit of yellowi sh dirt.

He discovered it wasn't dirt. It was building sand. It had evidently
fallen fromthe shoe of the "old nman" during the struggle with Harry Vincent.
The stuff had evidently been | odged in one of the tiny holes of a rubber heel
It had dropped out unnoticed.

To The Shadow, the sand clue nmeant that the ki dnaper had conme from sone
new bui | di ng under construction. Into The Shadow s nmind flashed a picture of
t he sl eek Roger Dodd. Dodd was erecting a new skyscraper in Western City.

It was queer that each tinme Cranston met Dodd, an attenpt agai nst The
Shadow fol l owed instantly. It had happened in New York. It had happened now in
Western City.



THE SHADOW descended swiftly to where he had left the captured thug. He
wanted to question him to nake sure of his deduction concerni ng Dodd.

But the thug was no | onger a hel pl ess prisoner behind the row of enpty
barrels in the dark courtyard. Someone had sl ashed his bonds and rel eased him

There was no sign of either the prisoner or his rescuer

The Shadow wasted a few seconds in a search of the dark pavenent. He was
rewarded by finding another clue, that made his eyes gleam It was a torn
pi ece
of a business card, nuddy with the print of a foot. There were tiny grains of
bui I di ng sand ni xed with the nud.

The card was an advertisenent for a bar-and-grill called the Peacock. The
address of the place had vanished with the torn part of the card.

A nmoment | ater, The Shadow had vani shed into the black alley that
connected with the side street. He was there for nore than ten mnutes. Then a
figure enmerged on the sidewal k.

But not The Shadow. Nor was it the sporty gentl enman who had descri bed
hinself as Richard Belton. This tinme, the well-dressed figure of Lanont
Cranston appeared. He wal ked to the front of the hotel and stopped at a parked
t axi cab.

He got in and asked to be taken to the Peacock. The driver nodded

silently.
"Are you sure you know where it is?" Cranston murrmured. "lI'min a hurry."
"Sure," the driver grinned. "There's only one Peacock in town. Can't m ss

it! It's on the corner near that new skyscraper-construction job. Some
buil di ng! | guess you've heard of it, eh? Stranger here, aren't you?"

Cranston nodded. He tipped the hackie in advance and asked for speed. He
knew exactly where Harry Vincent had been taken - but could he get there in
time? The driver did his best, but halfway to the goal his engi ne suddenly
coughed and quit. The cabby | ooked at his gas gauge and swore. The tank was
enpty.

"That's funny. | filled it up only a little while ago."

He junped out and | ooked at the tank. This tine, his swearing really
sounded terrific. The tank had been punctured by a sharp instrunment. The gas
had dri pped out wi thout being noticed.

Too late, Cranston renmenbered a sharp-eyed newsboy who had stared at him
whil e he was talking to the hackie before he entered the cab. The newsboy had
crossed the street behind the taxi.

He coul d easily have punctured the tank on orders from someone who want ed
to delay the novenents of a new arrival in Western City whose presence in town
m ght mean trouble for a supercrim nal

Cranston had no tine to debate nentally. He paid off his cabby and raced
toward a nearby avenue to hunt another cab. He had a hard tine finding one.
The
mnutes flitted swiftly by.

HARRY VI NCENT' S face was pale. Except for the flickering light froma
charcoal fire in a netal brazier, he was in darkness. The fire nade feeble
gl eans on Harry's pale face, and on three others.

Two of the men were arned. They | ooked |ike thugs. One was the crook who
had been rel eased from The Shadow s trap in the hotel alley.

The third figure at whom Harry gl ared was - The Shadow

But Harry had di scovered the deception. The fake Shadow tal ked too nuch.
He had apparently rescued Harry fromthe clutches of the "old man." He had
taken himto this w nd-swept upper floor of an unfinished skyscraper in order
to question him

But his questions betrayed the cloaked crimnal. He was ignorant of too
many facts about Harry that he shoul d have known.

"I'f you' re The Shadow," Harry snapped, "you know all about who I am and
why I'mhere in Western City. Wiy did you kidnap nme? Where's the building



wat chman? Why is he missing? This is Roger Dodd's new skyscraper project - and
| believe that you' re Roger Dodd!"

"Too bad - for you!" the cloaked figure snarled. "Make himtal k, boys!"

Harry struggl ed. But a hand was cl apped over his mouth. He was bound too
tightly to resist. A red-hot bar was drawn out of the charcoal fire in the
brazier. It sizzled against the flesh of Harry's chest.

"Talk!" the man in black snarled. "Wio is The Shadow? |Is he Lanont
Cranston? O is Cranston just what he seens - a damm fool, with too nuch noney
and no know edge about crine?"

Harry tried to scream but the hand over his nouth choked off his cries.
Agony fromthe hot iron made his body quiver

The iron was replaced in the fire. Again, it sizzled against the flesh
exposed by Harry's opened shirt.

H s voi ce sounded thick when the hand lifted from his nouth.

"Don"t! 1"l talk!"

The t hugs stepped back. Harry tried to burst his bonds in vain. He
staggered and fell. A thug kicked himin the ribs. The second thug picked up
the red-hot bar.

"Who is The Shadow?" the cl oaked figure grow ed.

"Why not ask me?" replied a cal mvoice fromthe darkness.

The fake Shadow whirled. Eyes like twin flames were staring at himfrom
t he wi ndy dar kness hi gh above the street.

The Shadow s crimnal double was facing - The Shadow

CHAPTER V
DEATH IN THE AIR

THERE was a yell of rage. Crimnals whirled to neet this deadly chall enge
fromthe darkness behind them Hands fell away fromthe captive Harry Vincent.
Harry's eyes were glazed with agony. He tried to take a blind, staggering step
toward his deliverer.

Then his corded ankles tripped him He fell forward, striking his head
agai nst the rough flooring.

Harry fainted.

The red-hot steel bar that had been used to torture Vincent was flung
through the air by the thug who had been holding it. It whizzed straight at
The
Shadow s face. He ducked to the flooring and roll ed behind a steel girder

Bul | ets began to roar at The Shadow s i nprovised shi el d.

It was three agai nst one. Two gunnen and a bl ack-cl oaked figure were
grimy stal king The Shadow, each of themwi th twin guns that spit death.

The crooks separated. They closed in on the steel girder fromdifferent
directions. They found The Shadow gone!

Laught er nocked them fromthe other side of the building' s cluttered
fl ooring.

Again the thugs took the offensive, advancing swiftly under cover of
beanms, overturned wheel barrows and nortar vats. They had the advantage of
nunbers. They were satisfied that the odds in this deadly gunfight high above
the I evel of the dark streets of Western City were in their favor.

The Shadow was satisfied, too!

He had drawn the killers away fromthe spot where Harry Vincent |ay
unconsci ous. The Shadow was afraid that a thug, noticing the linp figure of
their tortured victim mght bend swiftly and send a slug crashing through the
hel pl ess Vincent's forehead.

But now, the hail of gunfire was out of range of the spot where Harry
| ay.

The Shadow tried to wing one of his foes. He didn't want to kill any of
them particularly the crimnal who had robed hinmself in the spurious disguise



of The Shadow hi nsel f.

But the master crimnal was no |longer visible. He had taken advant age of
the tide of battle, to nake a discreet retreat. The darkness had favored him
So had the fusillade of bullets fromthe guns of his two thugs.

The Shadow had his hands full with those two gunmen. They advanced with
sure-footed caution, taking advantage of every bit of cover. Their actions
i ndi cated that they were trained ironwrkers, used to |eaping dizzy gulfs high
above the ground level. And they were well supplied with anmrunition

Step by step, The Shadow was forced to fall back. He was driven to the
very edge of the structure. He teetered on a beamthat had been only partly
anchored. It swayed sideways under his weight. For an instant, it |ooked as if
The Shadow were going to plunge downward to the street.

The sight drove all caution fromthe mnds of the two killers. They ran
reckl essly out fromcover, their guns flamng in an effort to blast The Shadow
from his suicidal perch

A bullet tugged the hat fromhis head. Another jerked the sleeve of his
cl oak. Then The Shadow was back on the steady floor boards, his propped gun
firing at the nearest of his foes.

There was a yell as a heavy .45 slug tore through flesh and bone. The
t hug
pi tched backward as if he had been kicked by a nmule. The Shadow rose to the
attack. The sudden death of one of the killers had taken the courage out of
hi s
remai ni ng pal

He had seen The Shadow deliberately court suicide in order to lure his
enemi es into bullet range. The courage of that act showed the thug the cali ber
of the man he was trying to battle.

He fled toward the interior of the cluttered floor.

In the center was an open square. It was the shaft of the electric hoist
that lifted materials to the upper floors of the hal f-finished skyscraper
Through the hol e descended the greasy black cable of the hoist. The terrified
thug flung hinmself toward it.

He heard The Shadow yell. The Shadow sensed the nman's peril. But the thug
m stook that cry. To him it sounded |ike the vindictive shout of a man whose
gun never m ssed.

The thug was a trained ironworker. He flung hinself at the cable. H's
body
slid through the bl ack opening of the floor bel ow

But the thing The Shadow had feared woul d happen, did! The cabl e was
thickly coated with grease. The man's | eap had not been perfect. Terror had
thrown hima bit too wide of the rigid cable. H s gloved hands caught at the
steel lifeline. But the swing of his body put a terrific strain on his
sli ppery
hands.

He was unable to check his descent. His twined |legs flung thensel ves
about
the cable an instant too late. The terrific speed of his slide burned through
the heavy gloves as if they were paper. For three stories, the dooned thug
managed to maintain his agonized hold; then he let go.

H s body hurtled downward through the enpty well. A horrible faraway

t hunp
was di my audi bl e.

THE SHADOWrose to his feet. His face was grim but there was no tine to
t hi nk about the terrible end of the man who had fallen

Noi se of gunfire in an enpty building high above the street had al ready
attracted attention. The wind that swept coldly through the open upper floors
of the unfinished skyscraper brought the faint shouts of nmen and the shriller
sound of police whistles.



An al arm had been tel ephoned in to Western City police headquarters.
Bl uecoats were whizzing at a reckless speed to the scene.

A nmoment | ater, The Shadow heard the sound he was listening for: the
shrill wail of a police siren

He was al ready bendi ng over the body of the thug he had shot. A glance
was
all The Shadow needed. The .45 at cl ose range had worked havoc. The thug was
beyond all human aid. Hs |lips were seal ed forever

Agai n, The Shadow s need to save his own |ife had brought himsmack up
agai nst a blank wall of mystery. Both thugs were dead. The mysterious robed
crimnal who had dared to don the disguise of The Shadow hi nsel f, had vani shed
with sly skill at the very beginning of the fight.

Wth the approachi ng sound of a police siren shrieking in his ears, The
Shadow raced back to where Harry Vincent |ay.

Harry was still unconscious. The Shadow bent to sling himover one
shoul der. As he did so, his sharp eyes noticed sonethi ng beyond the range of
the brazier in which the coal fire still blazed. It was a black tarpaulin.

There was sonet hing sinister about the shape of that covering. It hid
something that lay rigidly beneath. The Shadow coul d see the bent outline of a
twi sted | eg, the shape of a human arm

He flung the covering aside.

A dead man | ay underneath. One gl ance, and The Shadow knew who the corpse
was. The dead man was the m ssing watchman, whose absence had all owed the fake
Shadow and his two thugs to make so easy an entrance into the building with
their captive. The watchman's netal badge was still pinned on his | apel. He
had
been shot to death with a single bullet.

Besi de the body lay the gun that had slain the watchman.

The Shadow s breath hi ssed as he recogni zed that weapon. It was Harry
Vincent's gun! One shot had been fired fromit.

Instantly, the ugly perfection of the killer's plans becane clear to The
Shadow. Crooks had not been content to torture Harry to death. They had pi nned
t he murder of the watchman on The Shadow s unconsci ous agent!

The Shadow knew that the m ssing bullet fromVincent's gun was the one
whi ch had tunnel ed through the body of the watchman. Harry, even if rescued,
was still a marked nman. The police would arrest himat his hotel the noment
t hey exam ned the gun and recovered the slug. Vincent would be railroaded for
a
mur der he had never conmitted!

The screech of the police siren was |ouder in The Shadow s ears. A car
fromWstern City headquarters had halted in the street bel ow the towering
structure of the hal f-finished skyscraper. Cops were racing into the building
behi nd the beans of bright flashlights.

They were beginning to clinb the | adders that gave the only nethod of
access to the upper floors. The stairways had not yet been installed. The lift
was usel ess, because the engi neer who operated it was hone asleep and the
nmechani sm covered and | ocked.

The del ay gave The Shadow a grim opportunity.

A knife appeared fromhis pocket. Wth the skill of a surgeon, he probed
with his blade, seeking the bullet that was i nmbedded in a bone near the spine
of the dead nan.

It was work that The Shadow hated to do; but it was necessary work. If
t he
rough surgery of The Shadow failed, it meant the death of Harry Vincent in the
electric chair for a murder he had not conmitted!

The Shadow didn't recover the slug until the police were clinbing the
| ast
| adder. He had only time to drop the bl oody chunk of netal in his pocket and
whirl. As he crouched above the | adder that |led frombelow, he was outlined to
the cops who were racing up the rungs with drawn guns.



They saw the bl ack cloak and a bullet-perforated hat. They saw a white
face peering down at them with eyes like flame and a nose beaked |ike an
eagle's. Yells echoed in the w ndy darkness.

"The Shadow "

Bul l ets spat. The Shadow had to fling hinself backward. But as he fell
out
of range of the hail of police | ead, he managed to give a vigorous shove to
t he
uprights of the | adder that projected above the hole in the unfinished
fl ooring.

The | adder swayed outward fromits support. It crashed. The cops on the
rungs were flung headlong. Wiile they sprawl ed on the floor bel ow, The Shadow
raced to where Harry Vincent |ay unconscious.

In an instant, he had his inert agent slung over his shoulder Iike a sack
of meal. The Shadow had nowhere to retreat now except up

Up was where he went. Oblivious of the weight of the man he carried, he
ascended with noiseless skill. There was nothing above his head now but the
cold black sky, thickly powdered with stars. The only way down was the | adder
whi ch The Shadow had used.

The | adder was now bl ocked by police. It creaked with their weight as
t hey
ascended cautiously, guns ready to blast flane.

The Shadow s eyes swerved to the edge of the top floor. He did what
| ooked
like a mad, suicidal thing. Wth his |eather belt tied tightly around Vincent,
to hel p anchor the unconsci ous agent across his |left shoul der, The Shadow ran
straight to the edge of nothingness.

He poi sed hinself to | eap outward!

But there was nmethod in his madness, brains behind that seening crazy
deci si on.

A derrick was anchored at the edge of the topnost floor. It was used to
swing girders in line. A cable | ed dowmmward. But unlike the cable of the
el evator hoist, this one was not a perpendicular line. It slanted i nward two
stories bel ow the dizzy chasm where The Shadow st ood.

He was able to reach it only by | eaning desperately outward. He began to
fall. But the nomentum of his tipping body brought both his hands to the
slanting cable. The tight |eather belt kept Harry Vincent in place across The
Shadow s shoul der. The two began to slide.

It took only a few horrible seconds. But The Shadow was bathed in cold
sweat when his feet hit the wooden brace to which the slanting cable was
attached on the floor below. H's inpetus threw himinward, not outward. He and
Harry fell to the rough flooring.

Their bodi es made quite a thunp, but the noi se was covered by the
shout i ng
of the police on the top floor of the structure.

They had emerged beneath the cold starlight of the open sky. Their guns
had jerked level, to spit death at The Shadow.

They found only enptiness.

It never occurred to themto |ook at the cable that slanted into the
buil ding two fl oors bel ow The thought that a man might slide to safety by
t hat
thin lifeline high above the pavenent seened incredible. Besides, there were
pl enty of places on the top floor where a fugitive night hide.

A cop guarded the hatchway at the top of the | adder. The others began to
poke grimy anong the masses of material and netal that cluttered the top
floor. They noved warily, taking their tine, expecting at any nmonment to hear
the roaring blast of a hidden gun

The Shadow utilized those precious monents to carry Vincent to the ground
floor of the building. More police were entering fromthe street. But they
didn't see the black waith that nelted toward the rear. The Shadow dropped



into a back courtyard filled with heaps of debris from constructi on work.

As he did so, he ran al nost headlong into a cop who was prow i ng around
t he dunp heap with a drawn gun.

The sudden surprise of that grimencounter was all that saved The Shadow.
Encunbered with the weight of Harry Vincent, he should have fallen an easy
prey
to the law. But the cop's frozen surprise was not shared by The Shadow.

The butt of Vincent's recovered gun hit the cop before he could shout an
alarm The cop toppl ed unconsci ous on a heap of discarded rubbi sh. The Shadow
hated to slug a policeman, but there was no ot her recourse.

He melted in the darkness behind the building, and used his desperate
| eeway of time to revive Vincent.

Vincent's eyes opened. The gl oved hand of The Shadow choked off his
gr oan.

H s voice hissed with grimauthority into the ear of his dazed agent.

That voice sobered Harry. He lay there quietly, listening attentively.
Then he said in a | ow whi sper

"Orders understood. "

"ol "

Harry rose to his feet, disappeared in the direction of the rear street.
Then he hurried to the nearest avenue. It was one where a bus line carried
travelers fromthe outskirts of Western City, to the business district.

Al the excitenent was behind Vincent now The uproar in front of the
skyscraper had drawn an enornous crowd of spectators. Harry boarded the bus
wi t hout any trouble. Hi s buttoned coat hid the burns on his chest.

MEANVHI LE, the bl ack-cl oaked figure of The Shadow had changed to the
dapper, well-dressed appearance of Lanont Cranston. Cranston nade his way
around the bl ock, being careful not to show hinmself until he mngled with the
running citizens who were hurrying to join the crowd in front of the
skyscr aper.

Cranston pushed through the crowd until he was well in front. H's
aristocratic bearing hel ped his progress. People mittered as he shoved, but no
one objected too violently. He stopped at a point where he could hear the
muttered tal k of two policeman assigned to hold back the crowd.

It was grimy-revealing talKk.

The police had found a black cloak and a sl ouch hat in the skyscraper

A clever crimnal had not taken any chances, thought The Shadow. He had
pl anted his fake di sgui se where cops would find it.

"The wat chman was killed by The Shadow," one of the cops whispered to his
partner. "But the nurder gun is missing. And it's even crazier than that. The
Shadow nust have dug out the bullet that killed the watchman, before he fled.
They found evidences of a rough surgery job - and the murder slug is mssing!"

"That settles it," the other cop nmuttered. "That stuff about The Shadow
al ways helping the lawis the bunk. He's a crimnal! It's clear enough what
he's been after. He's been trying to ruin Roger Dodd."

Lanont Cranston pricked up his ears. He listened intently.

"The wat chman's murder was a cover for an arson job," the cop continued.
"The basenent is soaked with gasoline. The Shadow neant to burn the whole
bui | di ng down!"

"Way didn't he set it afire, then?"

"Maybe The Shadow didn't have tine."

Cranston sniled as he retreated through the crowd. He had a different
theory than the cop. That gasoline had not been nmeant to be set afire. It was
nmerely another device to make Dodd | ook Iike an innocent victim

The only triunph for The Shadow was the rescue of Harry Vincent. He had
saved Vincent's life and ruined a plot to frame himfor nmurder. But even this
triunph was really a defeat.

Harry's usefulness in Western City was now ended. The supercrimnal in



t he
bl ack robe knew now that Vincent was an agent of The Shadow. That was why The
Shadow had whi spered grimorders to Harry before he had di sm ssed him

Harry was obeying those orders at this very nonment. He was to return to
his hotel and check out. Then take the first train eastward, to New York

The Shadow had started on the defensive. He still was on the defensive.
But his identity was still a secret.

Lanont Cranston sniled. He thought of the sleek contractor, Roger Dodd.
Dodd controlled that skyscraper where Harry Vincent had so narrow y escaped
destruction. Was Roger Dodd, reputed friend of the arrested Martin Bl ack
behind this carnival of crine and nmystery?

The smile of The Shadow changed to grim foreboding | aughter

CHAPTER VI
THE FAKE SHADOW

THE eyes of the girl in the fur coat were swollen and puffy. She had been
weepi ng. She started to press the bell-button of her apartment door, then
suddenly renenbered that her maid was not at home. She had given her the
eveni ng of f.

She funbled in her bag for the key, and let herself in.

She was gl ad she had given Celeste the evening off. Celeste was a
war mhearted Frenchwoman, and had been in her enploy a long time. Cel este would
be synpathetic. The girl in the fur coat couldn't bear that.

She took off her coat and hung it in the closet. The mirror on the closet
door showed that the girl was very pretty. She had blue eyes and hair the
col or
of ripe corn. The gown she was wearing | eft her shoul ders and arns bare. Her
skin was |ike cream

"Don't be such a little fool!" she whispered at her reflection in the
mrror. "You re doing the best you can. And weeping only makes you | ook
silly!™

She felt better after that. She went to her dressing table and began to
repair the ravages of her grief.

The girl's name was Alice @nther. She was the niece of the inprisoned
Martin Bl ack. She was Bl ack's only near rel ative.

Alice had just returned froma late-afternoon visit with her uncle at the
Western City detention jail. Black had been curt and scornful. He told Alice
to
stop bothering him Hi s |laugh was nasty when she begged himto co-operate nore
truthfully with Henry Stuart, his | awer.

"The devil with Stuart!" he sneered. "Lawyers can't help nme! |1've got to
depend on nyself. | know exactly the nature of the mess I'min - and |I'm not
worried. Let people think I'mcrazy. They'll think differently before this
thing is over!™

Hi s jeering |laugh echoed as Alice, weeping, wal ked fromthe cel
corridor.

Al'i ce Gunther shuddered as she recalled that cold mrth.

The bell of her apartnment rang presently. She went to the door and opened
it. A man was standing there, whom she recognized. He was tall, faultlessly
dressed, with alert eyes in a calm bearded face.

It was Roger Dodd.

"Where's Cel este?" he asked quickly.

"I gave nmy maid the evening off."

"CGood! That nmakes things nore cozy. |'ve come to talk to you frankly
about
your uncle."

Alice's eyes filled anew with tears. "I don't want any synpathy," she



sai d

forlornly.
Roger Dodd patted her slim shoul der
"Sit down. Let's talk sense. | know that Martin Black is innocent. So do
you. The question is, who is responsible for the crimnal mess he's now in?"
"I'"ve thought about it until 1've nearly gone crazy!"

Dodd | ooked her straight in the eyes. There was al nost a hypnotic quality
in his gaze.

"Have you heard of what happened at the new skyscraper |I'merecting here
in Western Gity?"

The girl nodded. She knew what Dodd was going to say. The papers had been
full of wild charges agai nst The Shadow.

"l don't believe The Shadow is a crimnal,” Alice said. "I've read too
much about his activities on the side of the law, to think that he nurdered
your construction watchman and killed two of your ironworkers. Besides, what
were ironworkers doing there at night?"

"Heaven knows!" Dodd replied with a pious shrug. "But the testinony of

t he
police seens conclusive. The Shadow was seen. He escaped from under the very
noses of the police. H's slouch hat and bl ack cl oak were found on the
prem ses.
And the evidence proves that he had planned arson.™

"Why shoul d The Shadow persecute you?"

"I don't know. Wiy is Martin Black in jail on a charge of nurder?
happen
to be one of Black's best friends. Isn't it queer that crinme should now turn
toward ne?"

THERE was a pause. Roger Dodd deftly brought the name of Lanmont Cranston
into the conversation. Cranston had nmade a visit to the jail where Martin
Bl ack
was confined. It was supposed to be an inspection visit on the part of the
prom nent visitor to Western Gity.

"What about it?" Alice asked.

"Did it ever occur to you that Lanmont Cranston m ght possibly be - The
Shadow?"

Al i ce was shocked. She spoke scornfully, when she had regai ned her
br eat h.

But Dodd continued snoot hly.

"Cranston clainms he's here for financial investnments. But he has nade no
nove to invest, as yet. And here's sonething else |I've discovered. Lanont
Cranston was not at his hotel during the time those nmurders occurred on ny
construction job!"

"Be careful what you say about a man as inmportant as M. Cranston," Alice
suggested. "You might lay yourself open to a slander suit."

"I"ve mentioned this only to you," Dodd replied. He paused, then
shrugged.

"Perhaps |'munduly suspicious. Forget what |'ve just said. |'ve been under a
terrific strain. Cranston is probably as innocent as | am"™

He rose, presently, to take his departure. At the door of the apartnent,
he paused. The bright, hypnotic | ook was back in his cal meyes.

"I hope | haven't prejudiced you agai nst Cranston?"

"You haven't. O The Shadow, either!"

Roger Dodd smiled. The snile deepened on his bearded |lips after the door
cl osed behind him

Alice GQunther tried to put the whole tangle of suspicion and crine out of
her mnd. She went into her rear sitting room wth a popul ar novel. She had
been reading | ess than ten m nutes, when she heard a faint sw shing sound.

Alice | ooked up. Her glance nmoved toward the w ndowpane. Soneone had



tossed a handful of sand agai nst the gl ass!

Wth a beating heart, Alice lifted the window. It was pitch-dark outside.
Her apartment was on the second floor. Beyond her w ndow was the sl ope of a
smal | extension roof. But there was no human being visible in the darkness.

Alice started to cl ose the w ndow.

"Vait!"

A face | oonmed suddenly in the darkness of the shed roof. As Alice
recoiled, a figure robed in black stepped noiselessly into the room A
bl ack- gl oved hand drew t he shade.

"The Shadow " Alice gasped.

Sibilant mirth echoed for a nonment. Then The Shadow spoke.

"Have no fear, Mss Qunther. | come to help you, not to conmt crine, as
your friend Roger Dodd seems to suspect. | overheard everything Dodd said.
Your
loyalty to me is evidence of your intelligence. | have come with advice, and
hel p."

Had Harry Vincent or Cyde Burke been in that room they would have
| eaped
wi thout hesitation at the throat of the robed intruder. He was not The Shadow
Hi s voice was too harsh, too netallic. He talked too much. And his words were
too flowery.

But Alice Qunther had no suspicion of the truth.

The fake Shadow had carried a heavy |eather bag with himinto the room
He
pointed to it with a gloved finger

"In this bag is the proof of ny interest in you and your unfortunate
uncle.”

He unl ocked the bag. It was crammed with cash. He took out the packages
of
currency and laid themon Alice' s table.

"What is this for?" Alice gasped.

"It's the neans of saving your uncle's life."

"l don't understand."

"Martin Black is the victimof a conspiracy," the fake Shadow i ntoned. "A
master criminal is at work. His intent is to have Martin Black convicted for
nmurder, to pay the penalty in the electric chair. Failing in that, he intends
to murder your uncle.

"My plan is to have Bl ack released quietly fromjail. | want to send him
away from Western City, to a spot where he will be out of reach of a crimna
who i s eager to have himdead!"

It was a | ong-w nded speech from a personage who never wasted a word,
particul arly under circunstances like this. But the girl's face was radi ant
with joy at the prospect of help from The Shadow

"I will do whatever you ask."

"Excellent!"

THE robed intruder explained his plan

The noney he had brought with himrepresented the sum demanded by the
State for the release of Black on bail. Odinarily, on a charge such as this,
bail woul d not have been accepted. But the actual nurder charge agai nst Bl ack
was entirely circunstantial

No one had actually seen himkill Howard N xon in the | ocked private
office of the Prairie Saving Bank. Moreover, the shots that Black had fired on
the street had injured no one. He had fired over the heads of the terrified
pedestri ans.

There was anot her reason why bail for Black would be accepted. He had
powerful friends, the fake Shadow expl ai ned. Roger Dodd had been novi ng heaven
and earth to intercede for Black. So had Henry Stuart, the | awyer. Most
i mportant, Peter Corcoran, who was the nost influential politician in the



State, had spoken privately to the governor

"Bl ack can't raise the noney hinself," the bl ack-cl oaked intruder said,
solemmly. "His funds are now in the control of government agents, who are
i nvestigating his financial affairs. That is why | have brought this cash.
I've
drawn it in small anounts, through dunmies | can trust. Take it. Use it -
toni ght!"

"But how?"

Wth a smrking chuckle, he told her. A judge was waiting for Alice
@Qunther in a spot where reporters could neither see nor overhear. The wit
woul d be signed, and honored instantly at the jail. Martin Bl ack woul d be
spirited out a rear door. After that, his nmovenents were up to him

"Or rather, up to you, ny dear," the fake Shadow whi spered. "Listen
carefully. These are your secret orders - to be repeated by you to Martin
Bl ack. He has been told where to go when he |l eaves the jail. He'll tel ephone
you fromthere. Tell himthis!"

It was a nystifying order to the girl.

The Shadow wanted Martin Black to go to a certain railroad station on the
outskirts of Western City. It was a place where through trains never stopped,
except on signal. Black was to signal a linted and board it. Once aboard the
train, Black was to wal k through it, watching for the appearance of a friend.

"He'll know his friend when he sees him" the bl ack-robed visitor told
Alice, with a harsh laugh. "It's soneone Martin Black can trust. This friend
will give himinstructions where to |l eave the train and the exact house in
another city where he is to hide.

"Absol ut e obedi ence on Bl ack's part is necessary. Qtherw se, | cannot
guarantee to save his life. A supercrimnal will reach him- and destroy him"

Eagerly, the girl prom sed to obey. "One thing nore: You will have an
i mportant task to do yourself. For reasons which | don't care to explain, | am
interested tonight in the novements of Lampont Cranston.”

Alice gasped. "Surely you don't suspect hin®"

"Tonight, M. Dodd told you that Lamont Cranston mi ght be The Shadow.
That
statement is both false and silly. The Shadow is not a crimnal. My m ssion
here
toni ght proves that. But there is grave danger that Lanont Cranston - who is
not
The Shadow - may be working on the side of murder!”

"It sounds hideous!" Alice cried. "lI've spoken to him He's been very
ki nd."

"Hypocrisy!" the fake Shadow snarled. "WII| you do as | say? Agree - or |
shall withdraw fromthe case!"

"I agree," Alice @unther murmured.

"That is sensible," the intruder returned. "Invite Lanont Cranston to
come
to see you, after you have arranged the matter of bail. Keep himhere in your
apartment during the vital time when Martin Black is racing to a small wayside
station to board the linmted."

"Suppose M. Cranston refuses my invitation?"

"Tell himyou want to discuss the bank nurder. Pretend you' ve thought of
some new idea that may be vital in proving your uncle's innocence. Cranston

will come. Arrange a charming tete-a-tete dinner. Remenber - the life of
Martin
Bl ack may depend on your skill in keeping Cranston fromlearning of your
uncl e's

train journey!"

The robed intruder closed his enpty bag. He peered out, nmade certain that
all was clear outside. The shade was lifted softly and the w ndow rai sed. The
bl ack-robed figure vani shed into the darkness behind the apartment buil ding.



ALI CE GUNTHER S head was in a whirl. The whol e epi sode seened |ike a
crazy
ni ght mare. But the nmoney The Shadow had left was in plain sight on her table.
She raced into her dressing roomand brought out a traveling bag. She packed
t he bundl es of currency, and donned her hat and coat.

Alice left the house, confident that she was unseen

But her novenents were noted by a man trained for such energencies. The
man was Cl yde Burke. He had been watching Alice's apartment house froma
buil ding across the street. He had a fast car parked in a convenient spot. By
the tine Alice @Gunther was in her own car, Cyde was on the job, tailing her

He knew how to keep a fugitive in sight w thout betraying his own
presence. Alice nmade the task easier. She was too eager to keep her
appoi nt ment
with the bail judge, to think of pursuit.

Clyde Burke was unable to | earn what took place in the house where Alice
went. But he knew that her host was a proninent judge. He suspected a secret
bail arrangement. H s suspicion was justified when the girl drove swiftly to
the Western City detention jail.

Cl yde dashed to a tel ephone and made a | owvoiced call. He reported
everything he had | earned. Then he took up a sheltered position, where he
coul d
wat ch the rear door of the jail wi thout hinmself being seen

He saw Martin Bl ack energe presently, muffled to the eyes. Black drove
away in a car that had been left parked at the curb. He went to a small frane
shack on the outskirts of Western City. This was the spot from which Bl ack had
been ordered to tel ephone his niece.

Clyde Burke waited patiently outside the shack.

Meanwhil e, a dark figure waited with equal patience outside the rear
wi ndow of Alice Qunther's apartnment. Cyde's report had warned the real Shadow
of inpendi ng devel opnments.

The Shadow saw Alice Gunther return to her apartment and wait nervously
near her tel ephone.

Presently, the bell rang. Alice grabbed the instrunent. Eagerly, the girl
rel ayed instructions to her uncle about the train he was to take. She told him
about the unknown friend who would neet hi maboard the limted.

The Shadow heard every word Alice uttered. The nonent she hung up, he
f aded.

He raced back by car to his suite at the hotel. The hotel was only a few
bl ocks away, but the trip gave anple time for The Shadow to slip out of his
bl ack cl oak and beconme again the dapper and innocent Lanmont Cranston.

As he hurried into the | obby, the clerk sniled and beckoned.

"Ch, M. Cranston! A lady is on the tel ephone, inquiring for you. | was
about to tell her you were not at the hotel, when you came in. The lady's nane
is Alice Gunther. Wuld you care to take the call?"

"Certainly," Cranston sml ed.

Al'i ce sounded sweet, but breathless. She invited Lanont Cranston to her
apartment. Even if Cranston hadn't known what was in the w nd, her eagerness
woul d have put himon guard. Alice said that she wanted to di scuss sone new
i deas about her uncle's arrest. She was arranging a private dinner for two.
Wuld M. Cranston join her?

“"I"1l be delighted," Cranston replied.

There was flame in his eyes as he hung up

CHAPTER VI |
ABCARD THE LI M TED

A CAR drove swiftly along a country road. Martin Black was behind the



wheel. He was in a fever of inpatience.

The road he was taking traversed a desol ate, undevel oped section on the
outskirts of Western City. On one side were open fields. On the other were the
dark rails of a transcontinental railroad.

Presently, Black saw his goal. It was a small wayside station. It
consi sted of a tiny wooden waiting roomand a platform al ongsi de the | ocal
tracks. The station was dark. There were no lights on the outside platform

The place was nerely a flag station. It was a conveni ence for suburban
travel ers commuting back and forth fromWstern City. But the last local train
had finished its evening run. There would be no nore trains until the first
conmut ers appeared in the norning.

This was where Martin Black intended to board the limted.

H s eagerness had made himarrive too early. Yet he found plenty to do.
Nervously, he ran along the platformto its end and pulled the mechani smthat
set a stop signal. Ared light glowed across the tracks of the main |ine.

Bl ack felt better when he saw the signal. He went into the waiting room
and searched it to nmake sure there was no one inside watching. He found only a
coupl e of enpty wooden benches and a stove.

Satisfied, Black went back to the platform Hi s glance kept alternating
between his watch and the dark stretch of track. He was certain he was not
bei ng observed.

Yet he was observed! O yde Burke was crouched within the small waiting
room whi ch Bl ack had nade sure was enpty a few mnutes earlier

There was no nystery to Cyde's smart maneuver. He had parked his
trailing
car well out of sight of the station, had advanced the rest of the way on
f oot .

H dden in a clunp of weeds, he had noted Bl ack's search of the waiting room
The nonent Bl ack went out the front door to the platform C yde sneaked
noi sel essly in through the back

He was not afraid of any further search. The time that el apsed before the
arrival of the limted was growi ng shorter

Presently, a vivid white headlight glowed far down the track. The rails
began to hum The limited came roaring into view along the main line. Black
was
afraid the train wouldn't stop. But the engi neer had seen the signal. There
was
a hissing of air brakes. The long train shuddered to a halt.

A Pul |l man door opened. Bl ack hurried across the rails to the center track
and scranmbled up the steps. In a nmoment, he was past the conductor and into
t he
Pul | man.

Bef ore the steps could be bl ocked by the closing door, a second figure
raced into view. It was Clyde Burke. He didn't energe fromthe ranmshackl e
waiting roomof the local station until Mrtin Black had vani shed aboard the
train. But he made up for his delay by fast sprinting.

In an instant, Cyde was aboard the train, panting with exertion

"Just about nmade it," the conductor grunted. "Wy did you del ay that

way?"

"I thought | could buy ny ticket inside the station," Cyde nmunbled. "But
the agent's wi ndow was closed. | want Pullman reservations. A single occupancy
section.”

"You'll have to see the Pullnman conductor."”

Cl yde nodded. But he didn't go into the car where the unsuspicious Bl ack
had vani shed. He crossed the platformand went into the Pull man ahead. He
hunted up the Pull man conductor and rmade arrangenents for a conpl ete upper and
| ower .

Clyde had no idea how long he'd be on the train. He didn't want his
nmoverents restricted by having sonmebody sleeping in the upper berth. Hence his
choi ce of a single occupancy section



Having paid his fare to the first distant point that came into his nind
he wal ked back through the train. Black was not in the Pullnman into which
d yde
had seen himgo. The Daily C assic reporter continued walking to the rear. He
reached the club car before he saw his man.

BLACK was obviously | ooking for soneone. He gave C yde an eager gl ance,

t hat changed to disappointnment. Cyde had interviewed Bl ack only once at the
jail in Western City and his face hadn't registered on Black's nmenory. He had
no suspicion that dyde had boarded the Iimted fromthe same spot he had.

Presently, Martin Black began to wal k forward through the train. It was
easy for dyde to trail him because other passengers were on the nove. Sone
were on their way to the club car, others to the diner

Bl ack scanned each face that passed him

Not all of the Pullmans were standard sl eepers. One or two of them were
conpartnent cars. Martin Black was hal fway through the narrow ai sle of one of
them when he halted abruptly. A conpartnment door had opened. A man energed.

It was the bearded Roger Dodd!

Luckily, O yde had dropped back. Dodd was facing his way, but he couldn't
see him Dodd gave Bl ack a peculiar snile

"Hell o, Martin! What are you doing on this train?"

"I'"'mlooking for a friend," Black nuttered.

"Real | y?"

"Yes. I'd like to talk to you about it."

"Al'l right. Come on in."

The conpartnment door closed. Cyde hurried noiselessly along the aisle.
It
was i npossi ble to hear what was going on, because of the roar of the train.
Besi des, Clyde dared not linger outside. It was too risky.

He tried the handl e of the conpartment on the right. The door was | ocked.
But he had better luck on the left. A quick jerk showed himthat the
conpartnent was enpty. Its occupant had probably been one of those people who
had passed himon their way to the dining car

Clyde | ocked the door on the inside. He was carrying a portable
typewiter
in atraveling case. At least, that's what it |ooked |like. But when O yde
opened
the case, an efficient |istening device was disclosed.

Heavy batteries took up nost of the case's interior. There was sonethi ng
that | ooked |Iike a physician's stethoscope, except that it had ear-pieces that
cl anped over dyde's head.

He placed the end of his "stethoscope" against the thin panel of the
adj oi ni ng conpartnent. A rubber suction device held the gadget firmly in place
agai nst the panel. Wthin the circle of that rubber suction ring was a
delicate
m crophone. It caught up instantly the sound of voices in Roger Dodd's
conpart ment.

Dodd sounded angry.

"Are you seriously expecting me to believe this wild tale of yours?" he
rasped. "You sound insane! | never expected to nmeet you. | didn't even know
you
had been released fromjail."

"I was told a friend would neet me," Black insisted. "You're the only
friend 1've seen on this whole train. You are ny friend, | hope?"

"Of course!" Dodd sounded inpatient.

"Then what is the nessage? Wiere am| to go?"

"To hell, as far as | know, " Dodd grow ed.

Hi s anger was increasing. To the listening Cyde Burke, it was anger that
sounded forced and phony.



"Now | ook here, Martin. 1've told you | know nothing about this

hocus-pocus. Frankly, | don't want to be bothered. 1've got troubles of ny
own.
So if you won't talk sense, I'll have to ask you to | eave ne in peace."

"Why, damm you, how dare you talk to ne like -
"Il talk any way | please! There's a limt to everything, even
friendship. 1've tried to help you ever since you were arrested. And what do
get out of it? Nothing but trouble! I'"'msick and tired of you! Now, get out!"
Marlin Bl ack's voice sounded stunned.

"So that's the way it is, eh? Wll, | can talk, too! To other people
besi des you. To -"
"You try any funny business, and I'Il kill you!" Dodd grow ed.

There were sounds of a brief scuffle. Cyde stiffened at his listening
post, half expecting to have his ears blasted by a pistol shot. But the
struggl e ended al nbst as soon as it had begun

Dodd | aughed huskily.

"Sorry, Martin. I'mnervous. | didn't nmean to insult you. Let's forget
our
quarrel . | know not hing of any secret message for you. There must be soneone
el se on the train. Peter Corcoran, perhaps. O Stuart, your lawer. But it's
certainly not nme!l"

"Al'l right. Let it go at that. But remenber this! If | don't find anyone
on this train |l know. 1'Il be back to see you!"

THE conpartnment door opened. Martin Black wal ked quietly away. After a
few
nmonents of cautious waiting, Cyde emerged fromhis |urking place next door
He
carried his listening device in its typewiter-like case. He congratul ated
hi nsel f that he had avoi ded discovery. But his optimsmwas not justified.

Dodd' s conpartnment door had opened on a slight crack. Watchful eyes noted
the man who had just energed fromthe adjoining conpartnent. Dodd recogni zed
Clyde. H's breath sucked in faintly, and he cl osed the door

Presently, he reappeared. He nade his way through the swaying train.

Clyde had gone into the Pull man washroom for a quick snoke. Hi s nerves
were at an excited pitch, as a result of what he had just heard. He wanted to
di gest the nmeaning of the strange interview between Bl ack and the bearded
Dodd.

He sat down on a confortable couch, inhaling deeply fromhis cigarette.
He
didn't notice a hand slide quietly into view between the wall of the washroom
and the curtain that shrouded its doorway.

Suddenly, the room | apsed into darkness!

Wth a startled oath, Cyde sprang to his feet. The next instant, an
unseen figure sprang at him Something struck Cyde on the head with terrific
force. He was knocked unconsci ous.

The assailant tiptoed fromhis unconscious victimto the cl osed w ndow of
the washroom He tried to |lift the window It was stuck too tightly to be
nmoved. The man cursed softly. He wanted to get that w ndow open and throw
Clyde's linp body out on the tracks.

The train was thundering al ong at seventy nmiles an hour. Even if Cyde
didn't bounce under the wheels and get cut to bl oody ribbons, the crash of
t hat
i npact to the roadbed at high speed would snap his spine and break every bone
in

hi s body.
Again, the killer strained at the w ndow.
But suddenly he straightened, listening. Al ong the corridor outside he

coul d hear slow, approaching footsteps. He recognized that shuffling pace. It



was the Pull man porter.

The man who had struck down C yde stepped back fromthe washroom wi ndow.
He stood silently alongside the wall at the left side of the thick doorway
curtains. He heard the porter halt outside, a rmunble of astonishment on his
lips.

"Washr oom dar k, huh? Wonder how cone? Doggone |ight bulb nmusta burned
out!"

The porter flicked the left half of the curtain aside and entered. Wile
he was funbling for the Iight switch, a noiseless figure vanished through the
far side of the dangling curtain.

The escaping killer held his breath. H s feet made no sound on the thick

corridor rug. Inside the washroom the porter was still munbling as he felt
for
the sw tch.

To the porter's surprise, the washroomlights canme on brilliantly.

The first thing he saw was C yde's unconsci ous body. For a nonent, the
porter was paralyzed with horror. He thought Cdyde was dead. Wth a strangl ed
cry, he backed out into the corridor to yell for help.

He saw a wel | -dressed, bearded gentl enman wal king quietly toward him

"What's the matter, porter?" Dodd asked softly. "lIs anything w ong?"

Hi s | ow voi ce and capabl e appearance ended the porter's panic. |Instead of
shouting an alarm he whispered to Dodd what he had found. He | ed the way back
into the curtai ned washroom

ROGER DODD t ook conpl ete charge. He gl anced at the unconscious victim and
said calmy:

"He's not dead. He's nerely stunned. Sone one struck him"

The porter soaked towels in cold water. Dodd used them as conpresses at
Cyde's tenples. Presently, dyde revived.

The bl ow that had knocked hi m out had been a hasty one, delivered in
darkness. Clyde's only injury was a cut on his scalp.

"It nust have been sone one who saw ne show ny roll of bills when |I paid
the conductor,"” Cyde said. He glanced at the bearded man. "Aren't you Roger
Dodd, of Western Gity?"

Dodd di dn't seem bot her ed.

"Yes. Dodd is nmy nanme. And you're Clyde Burke, the newspaperman from New
York, aren't you?"

Cl yde nodded. He nentioned pointedly that he was investigating the Martin
Bl ack case. But Dodd blandly ignored the hint. He kept quiet about the fact
that he knew Bl ack was on the train.

The two nmen separated. C yde announced that he was going to hunt up the
conductor and report the attack. Actually, he wanted to get rid of Dodd, in
order to send a quick story of the events aboard the train to The Shadow.

Clyde's method was sinple. Froma rack, he took a tel egraph blank, wote
a
coded message. Around the nessage he folded a twenty-dollar bill. He weighted
the currency and the nessage with a piece of soap. Tight rubber bands held the
tel egraph bl ank and the twenty-dollar bill securely to the inprovised weight.

I nnocently, Clyde drifted to the encl osed pl atform space between two of
the Pul | mans.

He opened a side door. Cyde watched grimly, his face buffeted by a gale
of wind. Presently, a station whisked into view It was a small one, but a
lighted wi ndow showed that a tel egrapher was busy at his key.

Clyde's armswng and hurled the mssile. He ained the throw in advance
of
the target. The noise of the speeding train covered the crash of glass, but
C yde saw t he wi ndow break. He caught a vani shing glinpse of the tel egrapher's
lifting face, as the speed of the train whisked the station backward out of
si ght.



Cl osing the door, Clyde left the dark platform unobserved.

Meanwhi | e, Roger Dodd was bei ng recogni zed again. A man had bunped into
himin one of the rear cars, with a nmurmur of astonishnent.

"Hell o, Dodd! | didn't know you were aboard."

"l have sone business in St. Louis. And you?"

The man's face was both puzzl ed and annoyed.

"I hardly know why I'mon this train! A friend of m ne sent me an urgent
nmessage. Told me to come to see himtonight. Very nysterious, and no
expl anation. But | have an inportant business deal pending with him and
didn't dare to ignore the nessage. Perhaps ny friend wants to cl ose the deal."

"Perhaps," Dodd agreed smoothly, and excused hi nsel f.

The train roared onward. But presently its speed sl ackened. It cane to an
unexpected halt. The conductor and a few trai nmen opened doors and dropped to
t he roadbed.

They found that the track ahead was bl ocked with several small boul ders.
The boul ders had rolled down from a rai n-weakened bl uff above the tracks.

It was a sinple job to renove them Wile the others were busy, one of
t he
trainmen clinbed the bluff to make sure there were no | oose rocks to endanger
following trains. He saw a stone fairly close to the edge of the bank. He bent
over the tall weeds to shove it back

A bl ackj ack struck at himand crushed in his skull!

THE man who had struck that mnurderous bl ow was dressed in the uniform of

a
trai nman. The noment he had killed his victim he slid down the bank and
rejoined the others. Wile they were still busy, he craw ed under the train to

the other side. A door was open. The fake trai nman got aboard unseen

So did four other nen who had hidden near the track. They were garbed
exactly like the killer

There was an express car behind the | oconotive and tender. Its side doors
were seal ed. The door that connected with the rest of the train was | ocked.

Five mnutes after the train had started again, following its brief
del ay,
the express car's rear door burst open. Five nmen piled into the car. Al
carried
guns.

The two guards in the express car were paral yzed by the sudden attack
They had no tine to go for their weapons. One of themtried to tenporize.

"You're wasting your tine, boys," he said. "There's nothing val uabl e
her e.
Just a few express parcels.”

"Yeah?" The | eader of the nobsmen chuckled viciously. "You're a liar
You' ve got a shipnent of gold for the Federal Reserve Bank in St. Louis. A
mllion-dollar's worth! We're taking it over. Every damed nickel's worth!"

CHAPTER VI I'|
HONOR AMONG THI EVES

THE two guards were brave men. They were outnunbered, but the thought of
surrender never occurred to either of them One of them dived across the car
toward a sawed-off rifle. The other whipped out a pistol fromhis hol ster

Both nen died before they could pull a trigger. The reports of five
bul l ets made al nost a single echo. The guard with the pistol slunped to his
knees and then pitched on his face. He was dead before he hit the floor

The ot her guard, though badly wounded, was still conscious. Flat on the
floor, he tried weakly to lift his rifle. A thug knocked the rifle barre



asi de.

The thug's grin was devilish. He jamed the nuzzle of his pistol behind
the man's ear, sent a bullet crashing through his brain.

"O K !" the nobsnen's | eader said. "M ke! Joe! You two know what to do
with the engineer and fireman. Cinmb up forward in a hurry. Louie and Pete
will
hel p you make the kill."

He kept gl ancing anxiously at his watch. The hol dup was evidently being
carried out on an accurate tine basis.

Four thugs vani shed out the express car's front door to where the coa
tender made a forml ess blot in the darkness of the night. The man with the
wat ch waited. He expected no trouble fromthe engineer and fireman. Their dead
bodi es would go hurtling into the whizzing darkness before they knew what was
happeni ng.

But time was vital

He began to curse as the minutes ticked by. But suddenly his face lifted
with a wolfish grin. He was listening to the deep-throated whistle of the
| oconotive

The engi neer seened to be playing with the whistle cord. There were three
| ong bl asts. Then three short ones. Then three nore.

The nine whistle blasts seened to anuse the | eader of the train robbers.

"Ni ce!" he nuttered.

Not many of the Pull man passengers in the long train heard or paid any
attention to the whistle. Roger Dodd was one who did. His bearded face tw sted
into a taut smle.

It was Dodd's intention to | eave the train. But he had purposely del ayed
his departure until after the delay caused by the rocks on the tracks. He
want ed his presence aboard the train to be established after that brief stop
to
clear the track!

Dodd was again talking with the passenger who knew him the man who had
boarded the train because of a nysterious nessage from a business associate in
a distant city. Dodd was friendly and tal kative. That is, until he heard the
sound of the whistle. Then he yawned, glanced at his watch, and shook hands.

He murmured sonet hi ng about gl ancing at a newspaper in the club car
before
he turned in to get some sleep. He got rid of his friend with deft ease.

To Dodd's relief, there was no sign of Martin Black in the club car. Nor
of O yde Burke.

Faced with the necessity of keeping an eye on two different suspects,
Clyde had made an error in judgnent. He was in a Pullman up front, keeping a
wat chf ul eye on Bl ack.

In the club car, Roger Dodd watched his chance. Wen no one was watchi ng,
he slipped out the rear door to the observation platform

The | oconotive had been hitting a speed of seventy miles an hour. But
foll owi ng those whistle blasts, the speed of the train gradually slackened. It
was not doing nore than forty when Dodd clinbed the brass observation railing.

The track behind the limted should have been enpty. But it wasn't! A
gasoline car - the type used by section hands - was chuggi ng al ong at al nost
the sane speed as the train. The noment Dodd's figure appeared, the gasoline
car closed up the gap

A thug stood crouched on the car, braced to stop the force of Dodd's

| eap.

"Ready?" he yelled.

"O K !" Dodd call ed back.

Their voi ces were whi pped away by the wi nd. Dodd junped. For a nonent,
t he

two clutching nen staggered dangerously. But Dodd retained his bal ance.
The gasoline car slackened its speed. The linited roared onward into the
night. Presently, the car came to a switch. The thug who had ai ded Dodd | eaped



to the ground.

He nmoved the hand switch and the car chugged away on a spur. It had
j oi ned
the main line froma simlar spur mles backward in the darkness.

Dodd was no |l onger on the gasoline car. Wth | eapi ng haste, he crossed
t he
main line and vaulted a wire fence. On the other side was a well-paved
hi ghway.

It stretched straight and enpty along the flat prairie land that paralleled
t he
tracks.

There was no traffic in sight, because the road followed the railway and
went through no nearby big towns. Another factor in Dodd's strategy was the
fact that the ternminals of this new notor highway were still under
construction. Only the m ddle section of the highway was open for traffic.

The snmooth concrete was like a billiard table. Roger Dodd raced across it
and dived into a thick growh of bushes.

MEANVHI LE, crimnal activity had not been idle aboard the roaring train.
The | oconotive had increased its speed. It was now in the hands of two
experienced crooks.

The real engineer and firemen lay |ike bl oody, sodden bundles in a
drai nage ditch many mles back. H ghjackers were ready for the climax in the
express car.

They had forced open the safe where the gold was kept. The gold was in
bullion form but it was easy enough to handl e. Each bar was in an individua
jute sack, tagged and nunbered by the government for identification

A transfer of gold ingots at a speed of seventy miles an hour seened
i ncredi ble. But that was what the crooks were now ready for

One of them opened the express car's side door. The notor hi ghway was
di scl osed, like a wide black ribbon in the darkness. It paralleled the track

The road was enpty.

But a faint humfromthe darkness far behind indicated that sonething
powerful was on the way. It was the steady humof a notor. A racing car was
attenpting the dangerous feat of overhauling the roaring train.

Presently, the car became dimy visible. It was painted black. But it was
like no ordinary car ever seen in Western City. It |ooked |like a cross between
a powerful pleasure vehicle and a bus. It was streamined, except for
sonet hi ng
that | ooked Iike a machine-gun turret in the | ow roof of the body.

To draw swiftly al ongsi de the express car, the autonobile nmust have been
traveling at a clip that was close to two hundred mles an hour! It was
i npossible to see who was at the wheel, but the driver handl ed his amazing
vehicle with superb skill

The vehicle's speed slackened. It matched its pace with the open door of
t he express car.

None of the passengers in the Pull mans was aware of what was happeni ng.
Shades had been drawn on the wi ndows. Berths had been made up for the night.

The hol dup was a crimnal work of genius!

It proceeded with snooth efficiency. Fromthe turret in the streanlined
roof of the autonmobile a hinged Iid lifted. It |ocked into upright position
and two ot her hinged parts opened. The result was a three-sided scoop that
left
only the front of the turret open

The yeggs in the express car aboard the train began picking up the jute
sacks that contained the gold. It wasn't too tough a weight to handl e. Each
sack contained only one bar. The tied necks of the sacks afforded a strong
grip.

One by one, the sacks were tossed across ten feet of darkness to the



opened turret of the speeding autonobile. Not one missed its target. Each
sacked bar struck the steel scoop, rebounded, and vani shed downward into the
turret of the autonobile.

For days, every one of these thugs had practiced with mssiles of simlar
weight in the privacy of a country barn. They had tossed their trial mssiles
into a hopper exactly sinilar to the one now opposite them- over a neasured
di stance equivalent to the gap between car and train.

A burst of harsh laughter fromthe thugs was the signal that the | ast
gol d
bar had been successfully transferred.

They didn't wait to see what becane of the autonmpbile. Their orders were
strict. The side door of the express car slid shut and was fixed with a
counterfeit seal. The crooks noved at once to the rear

Their next job was to uncouple the |oconotive and express car fromthe
rest of the train.

They did it while the train was still racing along at high speed. It
wasn't a sinple job, but neither was it an inpossible one. Tools had been
brought for the purpose. If the couplings refused to part by nechanical neans,
expl osives were ready to blowthe link to the rest of the train to
smit her eens.

One man crouched | ow and did the work, while two thugs braced his | egs
and
hi ps to keep himfrom plunging to death.

There was a sudden jerk, a grinding noise - then the coupling parted.

The | oconotive and the express car increased their speed. The rest of the
train receded in the darkness.

There could be no i mediate pursuit of the highjackers by trainnen. Nor
woul d an al arm be spread, except after |long delay. The breaking of the train
had been acconplished in a desolate stretch of prairie |and. Houses were
sparse. Tel ephones were a | uxury.

ALONG t he dark hi ghway the speedi ng aut omobil e kept pace easily with the
uncoupl ed | oconotive and express car. The man at the wheel was the only person
in the autonobile.

He pulled a lever with his Ieft hand and the steel scoops above the open
turret folded together into a single plate. The plate hinged downward and
covered the turret.

The driver peered briefly toward the railroad tracks. A calm bearded
face
was di scl osed. The driver was Roger Dodd! He tooted his horn as a signal that
all was well.

The aut onobil e had been hitting seventy miles an hour. But the burst of
speed that came fromit now nade its previous perfornmance seem | ike not hing.

In an instant, it had left the express car behind and was abreast of the
panting | oconotive. It went faster and faster. Broad rubber tires, fat as the
ball oon tires on an airplane's |anding gear, gripped the concrete road. The
| oconotive seemed to be sliding backward. And still the car drove faster

Far ahead, the snooth highway suddenly made a turn to the right. It
crossed the railroad tracks and continued on the other side.

The driver of the incredibly fast motor car was aware of this. He headed
for the distant crossing with all the power in his machine. H's speed rose to
one hundred mles, to one hundred and fifty - to two hundred!

Then he cut his power. By the time he cane to the crossing, he was stil
traveling at a fast clip. But not too fast for the turn. He swng his wheel

Broad tires helped to ease the whistling strain. So did the heavy wei ght
of the black car's arnored body. Before the onrushing | oconotive could reach
the crossing, the car had cleared the tracks and was increasing its speed on
the left side of the right of way.

Trees and bushes intervened between car and | oconotive. The darkness and



the thick shrubbery hid Roger Dodd's further progress. The two thugs who were

piloting the | oconotive didn't worry about that. They were still obeying
Dodd' s
orders.

There remai ned only one last act in this perfect snatch of a mllion

dollars in gold: the escape of the five thugs to the arnored autonobile and
t he
division of the loot in a prearranged hiding spot.

The | eader of the thugs was again glancing at his watch. Suddenly, he
clinmbed to the coal car and fired three shots in the air. The crashi ng echoes
were heard by the crook at the throttle. He began to sl ow down the | oconptive.

It came to a grinding stop in the darkness. Just ahead of it |ooned a
spi dery shape of steel and wood. It was a railroad trestle that spanned a deep
gully. The trestle itself was of tinber. The supports were steel. They stood
ten feet deep in a streamthat flowed through the bottom of the gully.

"OK!" the thug with the watch yelled to his pal at the throttle. "Take
it hal fway across! Be sure that the |oconotive and the express car are both on
the trestle before we scram”

The thug at the throttle knew his business. Five crinmnals dropped to the
catwalk in the mddle of the trestle.

That trestle was mned! As soon as the five nen ran to safety, trestle
and
| oconoti ve and express car woul d be exploded into a ruin by a giant charge of
dynarmi t el

The crook who had tined everything by his watch was the man selected to
set off the charge.

But his hand never reached the electrical contact. Another hand did that.
The gl oved hand of the crafty Roger Dodd!

There was a terrific blaze of light. It seemed to dissolve | oconotive and
express car and trestle into nothingness for an instant. Then came a stunning,
eart h- shaki ng roar.

Trestle girders gave way. Tinbers shot skyward into a plune of greasy
snoke. The | oconotive pitched into space, dragging the coal tender and the
express car after it. They hit the stream below with a trenendous spl ash.

Roger Dodd watched the tangled ruin froma spot where the autonobile
hi ghway was in sight of the trestle gap. There was a greedy smirk on his
bearded face. Hi s hand had set off the premature death blast. He al one woul d
share the | oot!

DODD wat ched to nake sure that none of his crimnal dupes escaped death.
Then, suddenly, the grin wi ped fromhis bearded lips. He saw the figure of a
human being feebly clawing itself fromthe stream bel ow

The figure noved with painful slowness. But the man was alive. He was
draggi ng hinself up the slope of the ravine, to where Roger Dodd waited in his
car.

It wasn't the car in which the gold had been highjacked. This was no
stream ined, turreted nonster capable of two hundred nmiles an hour on a snooth
hi ghway. It was a sedan of popul ar make.

Dodd had made a qui ck change somewhere al ong the route he had taken
whil e
shi el ded by dense undergrowt h and shaggy trees. The [ oot and the crinme vehicle
were safely hidden in an underground garage known only to Roger Dodd.

Bearded Dodd waited grimy for the arrival of the only surviving thug.

The thug's face was snmeared with bl ood. He had suffered a bad head
injury.

He could barely talk. But there was murderous hate in the eyes that glared at
Roger Dodd.

"You dammed doubl e-crossing rat! You tried to kill us... all of us... so

you could -"



"Sure," Dodd grinned.

Hi s gun was level, but he didn't fire it. He watched the agoni zed efforts
of his dupe to lift a droopi ng weapon

The wounded t hug col | apsed before he could pull the trigger. Dodd | aughed
vi ci ousl y.

"You're dying, ny friend! Too bad! You nade a nice try, but your share of
the gold is zero! You can carry that pleasant thought to hell with you! |'m
going to drive over to Newown and register at their best hotel, until al
this
fuss blows over. Then I'mgoing to wait for a nice dark night and do sonme nore
fast driving.

"When I'mthrough, a mllion dollars in gold will rest where | intended
all along - right next to a mllion's worth of bonds stolen fromthe Prairie
Savings Bank in Western City!"

"You're not Dodd at all," the fainting thug got out. "You're Martin
Bl ack!"

"Yell it while you're dying," Dodd sneered. "Tell it to the leaves in the
trees. Good-by! Gve ny regards to your pals, when you neet themin hell."

He drove swiftly away. But the wounded thug didn't die! Hate kept him
alive. He managed to stagger to his feet. Newtown was a |ong way off, but he
didn't falter. Foot by foot, he covered the way. A mile passed. Another

Emerging froma leafy clearing to another road, he spraw ed headl ong. But
his coll apse was not a real one. The thug was copying the vicious tactics of
his master. He had heard the sound of an approachi ng car

He waited with closed eyes and an arm doubl ed beneath him The driver
stopped his car, |eaped out and ran to hel p.

Then the thug's glaring eyes opened. Hi s hidden hand jerked into view A
gun nade a quick, snarling report in the darkness. The notorist fell to the
paverent, shot through the stonmach.

The thug stole the car. Staggering with weakness, he managed to get
behi nd

the wheel and start the autonpbile. The killing of an innocent stranger didn't
bother him Al he could think of was the treacherous grin of the bearded
Roger

Dodd.

Newt own was t he wounded nobbi e's destinati on

CHAPTER | X
A PERFECT CRI ME

LAMONT CRANSTON was having dinner with Alice Gunther in the privacy of
her
apart ment.

Everyt hi ng had been arranged by one of the best caterers in Western City.
The food was excellent. The wi nes were well chosen. The meal was served by a
mai d provided by the caterer. Wen she was not serving, the maid renai ned
di screetly out of sight.

Dessert had come and gone. Cranston held a match to Alice Gunther's
cigarette. He murnmured something that nmade her flush with pleasure.

"That's a nice conmplinent. You' re a charm ng guest, M. Cranston."

"It's easy to be charning to a hostess as beautiful as yourself," he
nmur mur ed.

He was not indulging in flattery. Alice's beauty was breat htaking
toni ght .
She was wearing an evening gown that only a girl with a superb figure would
have
dared. It left her shoul ders and arms bare, enphasized the |oveliness of her
slim youthful body.



She | aughed, and toyed with her cigarette.

Cranston noted that |augh. It was a shade too shrill to be natural. And
she was | aughi ng too often

Al'ice Gunther was under a terrific nmental strain. Cranston knew the
reason. Her dinner invitation was a part of a bold plan to nmake sure that
Lamont Cranston wasted tine tonight.

Cranston had kept the date in spite of his know edge. He was dependi ng on
Clyde Burke to find out what Martin Black was up to. He knew that d yde had
foll owed Bl ack aboard the limted.

Clyde's message, hurled through the glass w ndow of a tel egrapher's
office
in a wayside railroad station, had been delivered to Lanmont Cranston.

But the nessage only added to the nystery.

Money had been secretly raised to bail out Martin Black. Political
pressure had been brought into play. There was no other explanation for the
qui ck acceptance of bail and the pronpt release of Black. The source of that
bail noney was still unknown to Cranston

He was unaware of the visit of the fake Shadow to Alice Gunther earlier
in
t he eveni ng.

But Cyde's nmessage warned himthat somethi ng dangerous was under way.
The
nmessage had been forwarded from Cranston's hotel to Alice's apartment. He read
it midway through the nmeal. He explained it was a tiresone business report, a
matter connected with his investnents.

"And now, it's your turn to talk," he told Alice, smlingly. "You said
you
had some ideas that might explain the strange bank crime in which your uncle
was
i nvol ved. "

Al i ce nodded. But what she said was disappointing. It was nerely a rehash
of theories that had appeared in Western City newspapers. Her hesitant speech
confirmed Cranston's suspicion that her promnm se of new evidence had been bait
to attract himto her dinner table.

"Do you mind if | turn on the radi o?" Cranston said quietly. "Concert
musi c, played very | ow, nakes a pl easant background. | won't tune it |oud
enough to be disturbing.”

She nodded, and he turned on the machine. He had a grimpurpose in so
doing, but it did not appear on his face. He returned to his chair. He seened
to be listening to Alice's soft voice and the softer background of concert
musi c. Actually, he heard not hing.

Hi s brain was concentrating on the nmeani ng of the nessage which C yde
Burke had hurled fromthe speeding train.

There was plenty to think about. Black was on that train. So was Roger
Dodd. Cranston was aware of the strange neeting between Dodd and Bl ack. He
knew
of Dodd's angry denial that he had secret instructions for Black. Cranston
al so
was aware of the attack on Cyde in the washroom of the Pull man.

To Lanont Cranston, these facts spelled danger. Crinme seened to be in the
maki ng. Clyde's presence on the train mght not be enough to hinder crinmna
events. Cranston expected sonmething startling to happen

That was why he had tuned in the radio.

PRESENTLY, Cranston realized that the music had abruptly stopped. The
sudden silence drew his attention to the | oud-speaker. The sil ence endured
only
a few seconds. Then the voice of an announcer spoke excitedly.

"Attention, please! W're interrupting our regular programto broadcast



an
i mportant news flash!"

Cranston darted to the radio, turned it up | ouder. The voice of the
announcer filled the room H s words were sensati onal

There had been a bad train weck on the main line to St. Louis. A
| oconmoti ve and tender had plunged froma dynamted trestle that spanned a
| onely stream An express car had gone over with the | ocomptive. But the rest
of the train was safe. Thieves had uncoupled the Pullman a short tinme before
t he di saster had happened.

"Thi eves?" Alice Qunther gasped.

Cranston sai d not hi ng.

The announcer's report continued. There had been a gigantic robbery. A
mllion-dollar gold shipnent, destined for the Federal Reserve Bank in St
Loui s, had vani shed! The seals were still intact on the doors of the w ecked
express car, but the gold was not in the car

The express guards had been shot to death before the crash fromthe
trestle. The thieves had apparently all perished, too. Four bodies, hopelessly
mangl ed, had been discovered in the weck.

"The di saster happened at a point close to the city of Newtown," the
announced concl uded. "Passengers fromthe uncoupled train had been brought
there for questioning. The bandits who robbed the train seemingly are the
victins of -"

"No passengers hurt?" Alice gasped. "Thank God! My... ny uncle is safe!"

"Your uncl e?" Cranston echoed in apparent wonder. "I thought he was stil
in the custody of the police. Was he aboard that linmited tonight?"
"Yes. |... | can't explain. He -"

"CGet your hat and wrap," Cranston said curtly. "My car is outside. W've
got to drive quickly to Newtown. Your uncle may have been one of the four
killed."

It was not a true statement. Cranston knew fromthe news report that
Bl ack
had suffered no injuries. Hs desire to get to the scene of the crime swiftly
was based entirely on his hope of picking up some clue that mght explain the
extraordi nary vani shing of a mllion-dollar gold shipnent.

Alice was too terrified by the news to think clearly. She obeyed
Cranston's order. In a few mnutes, both were racing through the darkness in
Cranston's speedy little car

VWil e he drove, Cranston forced the girl to divul ge everything she knew
concerning her uncle's strange release fromjail and his trip on the linmted.
There was curt authority in Cranston's questions. Frightened, the girl told
al l
she knew.

She told of the visit of "The Shadow' to her apartnent soon after the
friendly call of Roger Dodd.

"The Shadow wanted to save ny uncle!" she gasped. "He raised the bai
nmoney. He nade the arrangenents to free ny uncle fromjail. | trusted The
Shadow, because | can't believe that he's a crinminal."

"Your intuition is right," Cranston said. "The Shadow is not a crim nal
But you didn't see The Shadow toni ght. You were victimzed. That bl ack-robed
figure who cane through your rear wi ndow was an inpostor!"”

Ali ce Gunt her began to noan.

Cranston chose the highway that paralleled the railroad. He wanted to
have
a look at the dynanmited trestle, and question the rescue posse. But there was
nothing to learn. Cranston's identity as a fanobus mllionaire from New York
brought himrespectful attention

Facts, however, were inpossible to uncover. The four dead thugs were
crushed beyond all recognition. They were so nmangl ed, that even the
establ i shment of fingerprints was out of the question

Cranston rejoined Alice Gunther in the car and continued to New own.



THEY found a scene of confusion at Newtown police headquarters. That was
where the passengers fromthe uncoupled linmited had been taken. They crowded
ant eroons and foyers. Their voices were excited. Cranston |ocated C yde Burke.
He used Cyde to get himinto an inner roomwhere a half dozen passengers were
bei ng questi oned.

One of themwas Martin Bl ack. Another was a Western Gty business nan
whom
Cranston had met casually during his stay in town. Black was bearing the brunt
of the chief of police' s examnation

"You've got a lot to explain, Black! How did you get out of jail tonight?
What were you doing on that train? Is this another of your stunts like the
bank
robbery in Western Gty?"

Bl ack protested his innocence. He pointed out that he could have had
nothing to do with the thugs who had perished, he had been in the Pull man end
of the train the whole tinme. He was still there after the | oconotive and the
express car had been uncoupl ed.

"Somebody got that gold! Where is it?" the police chief snarled.

"I don't know. The train stopped for five mnutes because of sone small
boul ders on the track. Maybe it was done then."

"I npossible!" a conductor said. "There wasn't time enough

Martin Bl ack shuddered. All he could do was to repeat his wild tale about
how "The Shadow' had arranged bail for his release. He told of searching for a
friend, who was to give himfurther instructions. He mentioned his interview
wi t h Roger Dodd.

"CGet Dodd," the police chief rasped to a cop. "Bring himin here."

But there wasn't any Dodd anbng the excited passengers at police
headquarters.

"That settles it! Dodd was the | eader of that nob. He got the gold
somehow, then doubl e-crossed his pals!"

But the accusation didn't make sense. The business man who Cranston had
noticed earlier was protesting.

"Dodd couldn't have done it. | talked to himin the club car. He was
there
the whole tine."

"He left that train during the five mnutes it halted for the renpval of
stones fromthe track."

"He didn't!" the business nman said stubbornly. "I spoke to M. Dodd
shortly after the train got under way again. He was still aboard. And the
train
was meki ng seventy nmiles an hour!"

"Then where in the devil did he vanish?"

"l don't know. "

The reply made the police chief furious with rage. He faced a bl ank wal |
of mystery.

He tried to pierce that wall by questioning a subordi nate who had j ust
returned fromthe dynanmited railroad trestle. The report he received didn't
help a bit.

The Iimted had halted only once. That halt had been not nore than five
m nutes. Trai nmen had been out on the track. None had seen any thugs. But the
chi ef of police knew that thugs had boarded the train at this point.

One of the train crew had been reported m ssing by the conductor. A
carl oad of detectives had raced back to the place where the boul ders had
hal t ed
the train. On the top of a nmuddy cliff, they found the body of the m ssing
trai nman, his skull smashed in.

It was proof of how the highjackers had boarded the linited.

But what had beconme of the gold? It hadn't been strewn along the right of



way. Detectives would have found traces of it. In the darkness, not all of
t hose gol d bars could have been picked up by other crooks, hurriedly searching
for them

Mor eover, the seals on the side doors of the express car were stil
i nt act
when the searching party reached the scene of the weck. Were was the gol d?

It nade the police chief's head hurt.

H's mind returned to the problem of the nmissing Roger Dodd. Dodd had not
left the train when the highjackers had boarded it. He had vani shed later. The
testinmony of a reputable wi tness proved that.

But how in the name of heaven could a man leave a linmited that was
roaring
along steel rails at the speed of seventy mles an hour?

THE ring of a tel ephone cut through the profane worry of Newtown's chief
of police. He grabbed the instrument. Then he stiffened. He waved a hand to
halt all talk in the room

The man on the wire was the clerk at Newtown's best hotel, the Hote
G and. He sounded hoarse with terror.

"Hel p! Police! Get over here quick!"

"What's the matter?"

"Murder! A thug with a gun just forced his way into the hotel. He's
wounded! His face is covered with bl ood! The hotel dick tried to stop him and
he shot the dick down w thout mercy! He killed the el evator operator, too!"

"Where is he? Did he get away?"

"He's upstairs in the hotel. He demanded the room nunber of one of ny
guests here. |I... | had to hand himny nmaster key. He went up in the el evator
after he killed the operator.”

"Who's the guest this thug is after?"

"He registered a little while ago. He went straight to his room A tal
man with a bearded face. Hi s nanme is Roger Dodd."

"What ?"

The police chief slanmed down the receiver and raced for his car. Cops
| eaped into the car with him

Lanont Cranston notioned to Cyde Burke. The Daily C assic reporter flung
hinself into Cranston's car. Cranston had noved cl ose to the tel ephone the
nmonent the chief of police had picked it up. The shrill terror in the clerk's
voice at the Hotel Grand had permtted Cranston to hear every word uttered on
the wire.

He sent his autonobile hurtling after the police car

In the | obby of the Hotel Grand, the night clerk was still crouched in
terror behind his desk. In the | obby lay the body of the slain house dick. A
trail of blood |l ed across the floor to where the dead el evator operator's body
had fallen

The el evator had stopped at the fourth floor

Police raced up the stairs, with Lanont Cranston and Cyde Burke at their
heel s. Roger Dodd's room was | ocked. From behind the panel came a snarling
shri ek.

"You dirty, double-crossing -"

Pistol shots cut into that nuffled shriek. They sounded |ike the swift
rat-tat of a machi ne gun

Police flung thenselves at the door. It burst inward. Bluecoats surged
over the sill.

Roger Dodd | ay dead on the floor, his body pierced with | ead. The thug
who
had killed himwas still savagely pulling the trigger on a gun that was now
enpty.

The bl oodstained killer |aughed feebly as police grabbed him



CHAPTER X
ENTER MR, CORCORAN

THE police chief dropped to his knees beside the victimon the hotel -room
floor. One glance, and he knew that Roger Dodd was beyond all human aid.

Six bullets had ripped into the body of the bearded contractor from
Western City. The power of that fusillade of |ead had blasted himinto a
huddl ed heap. One of the bullets had torn through his cheek and ripped out the
back of his skull. The other five slugs had pierced vital organs.

Growing an inpotent oath, the police chief sprang to his feet and darted
toward the wounded killer. A cop was on either side of the disarmed thug. The
chief spat an order. The cop on the left noved aside. The chi ef grabbed the
killer's left arm

The arm hung linply. It was broken. At the chief's clutch, the killer
squeal ed with agony. But this was no tinme to be gentle. The voice of the
police
chief was like a steel file.

"Talk, or I'lIl tear this armoff you!"

The crook's bl ood-sneared face turned a ghastly gray. Sweat dripped into
his staring eyes.

"Don't hurt me!" he gasped. "I'Il talk!"

"Why did you trail Dodd here and shoot himto death?"

"Because he was a doubl e-crossing | ouse! He wanted all the swag for
hinmsel f! He waited until five of us - five damm fools who trusted him- were
in
the mddle of the railroad trestle. Then he blew it up!"

"Wasn't Dodd with you when the trestle blew up?"

"No. He left the train after we got aboard, before we uncoupled the
| ocomoti ve and the express car. The guy who took the engineer's place at the
throttl e gave Dodd a whistle signal. Then Dodd junped off the train."

The police chief gasped.

"You mean that Dodd junped off the linmted while it was traveling at
seventy mles an hour?"

"It wasn't going no seventy. We slowed down to around forty for a few
m nutes. None of the passengers noticed. W had a gasoline car trailing the
l[imted. It switched onto the main line froma spur a few mles back. Dodd
nmade
his jump to the gas car fromthe train's observation platform He had
everyt hi ng
figured out. He was smart, blast him™"

Lanont Cranston |istened, with blazing eyes. H's mouth opened for a
qguestion, but he closed his lips without uttering a word. He didn't want to
draw police attention to hinmself, he had entered the hotel roomin his
harm ess
role of a New York mllionaire friend of Cyde Burke, the newspaper reporter
I't
was better strategy at this point to listen, and say not hing.

"What about the gold?" the police chief cried.

"Dodd hid it sonewhere. | don't know where it is. After we dynanmted the
trestle, we were supposed to neet Dodd and divvy up the loot. But he bl ew us
all up before we could get off the mned trestle. | was the only one to get
away. "

The t hug shudder ed.

"The trestle explosion blewne into the water close to the shore. | got
ashore and dragged nyself to where Dodd was waiting. He jeered at ne. He
t hought | was dying. Then he drove away to the hotel here in Newtown. But |
foll owed the skunk! He'll be dammed clever now if he gets his dead fingers on
a



dime of that m ssing gold!"

Ghastly laughter filled the roomw th ugly echoes. The police chief cut
into the thug's mirth with a sharp question

"How di d you hi ghjack the gold? We found seals on the express-car doors."

"Phony," the thug grinned. "The gold was gone before we reached the
trestle. We got rid of it while the train was tearing along at full speed.
Roger Dodd had this whole job figured out a long tine in advance. W rehearsed
every detail. It would have been inpossible, except for Dodd's part of the
stunt."”

"Dodd' s part?"

"Yeah. He had a -"

The thug stopped tal ki ng suddenly. He had been standing with his face
turned toward the window, with a cop on one side and the chief of police on
t he
other. The thug's body suddenly crunpl ed.

As he fell, the cops saw that the whole front of his face had been caved
in by a large-caliber bullet. There was an ugly hole in the pane of the w ndow
whi ch the thug had been facing.

The crash of a rifle explosion echoed outside the hotel, as the thug
pitched to the floor in a dead huddle. The bullet had cone from across the
dar k
street!

QUI CKLY, the police chief raced to the smashed pane, flung up the w ndow.
The buil ding opposite was a four-story brick structure. Al its floors were
dark. So was the parapet of the roof.

The roof was on a direct line with the hotel roomin which the thug was
bei ng questi oned. Sonmeone with a keen eye and a nurderously accurate weapon
had
not wanted the thug to explain how Dodd had | ooted the train and gotten away
with the gold shipnent.

That someone was now dimy visible on the roof across the street!

The parapet at the front of the roof was about five feet high. It
shi el ded
the assassin's body fromview But for an instant, a pale face peered to
observe
the result of the rifle shot.

In the darkness, the face was a formless blur. It was inmpossible to
identify it. But the hat which the unknown assassin was wearing brought yells
of astoni shment and rage fromthe police chief and the cops who crowded cl ose
to his shoul der at the open hotel window It was a black slouch hat, with the
brimtilted | ow over piercing eyes.

"The Shadow "

Voi ces yelled that accusing cry. Bullets ripped across the darkness of
t he
street toward the peering face. But there was no |onger a target for police
| ead. The face had dropped quickly behind the shield of the stone parapet. The
killer was fleeing.

Lanmont Cranston was not one of those who cried: "The Shadow " He al one
knew t hat The Shadow had not committed the crime. The sane di sguised
supercrimnal who had paid a sly visit to the deluded Alice Gunther in the
f ake
rol e of The Shadow was now protecting hinself. He had ended the | ast chance of
the police to find out what had becone of the gold shipnent!

Cranston and C yde Burke raced down to the hotel |obby on the heels of
t he
pursuing police. They crossed the street to the dark brick building. There was
no sign of life inside. The front door was | ocked.

Police gunfire took care of the flimsy |ock. The door was smashed open



Cops raced upstairs. Oher cops darted through the ground-fl oor hallway and
out
to the rear.

Cranston stayed with the group that raced upstairs. They saw nothi ng on
the way up but dark hallways and | ocked busi ness quarters. Either the killer
with the rifle had escaped by the rear - or he was still on the roof!

It took only an instant for police to pry open the roof scuttle. They
spilled out into the chilly darkness.

The roof was enpty.

There wasn't a place for a fugitive to hide. Except for the squat shape a
chi mey, the roof was bare and flat.

But the top rungs of a fire-escape | adder at the rear showed where the
fugitive had probably fled.

A shout from down bel ow confirned this guess. A cop with a flashlight was
gesturing fiercely for his conrades on the roof to descend. The beam of his
torch expl ai ned his excitenent.

In the nuddy earth at the rear of the brick building the print of feet
were clearly visible. The toes were nmore deeply indented than the heels. They
were the prints of a running man.

The assassin had fled by way of the rear yard, carrying his rifle with
hi m

That was what the police thought. But it was not the belief of Lanont
Cranston. The killer had reached this roof in some other way, Cranston
di vi ned.

Nor had he fled down those rear | adders. Footprints had been deliberately |left
in that soft earth below as a nmeans to m sl ead pursuing cops.

The Shadow was certain of his shrewd deduction when he saw that there
wer e
two sets of prints in the glare of the police torch below. One line of prints
led to the foot of the fire-escape | adder. They were al ongsi de those hasty
toe-marks that indicated later flight.

But there were no nud marks on any of the rungs of the |adders. The
evi dence was a fake. The killer had neither gone up nor gone down those stee
| adder s!

In the next nmonment, The Shadow was aware of what the killer had done. He
noted that the buil ding next door was not joined to the one on whose roof he
now stood. A narrow alley separated the two structures. How could a nurderer
bri dge that open gap?

The answer lay in the formof a heavily insulated cable that carried
electric power fromthe rear of one building to the other. The cabl e sagged
far
nmore than it should have. The metal support that braced its far end was bent
out
of normal line. An unusual weight nust have done that.

A killer had gone hand over hand al ong that heavy cabl e!

LAMONT CRANSTON raced down to the street, after notioning Cyde Burke to
remain with the police. The cops were all out in the back, now They were
hunting, in vain, for sone additional clue at the end of those faked
footprints. Cranston had the street to hinself.

He wal ked quietly toward the building across the other side of the alley.
He noted it was a whol esale wine establishnment. It was still open for
busi ness,
al t hough there was no sign of a clerk behind the counter inits dinmy lighted
interior.

Cranston didn't enter the wi ne shop. He stood out on the dark sidewal k,
his eyes staring shrewdly toward its cellar entrance. It was the sort of
cel |l ar
entrance with divided doors, that lie flat against the sidewal k when they are



cl osed. But the doors were now open

Fromthe cellar bel ow cane the shuffle of feet. A man was clinbing up to
the street. He noved loudly and carel essly.

Cranston matched that with sone carel essness of his own. Advanci ng
qui ckly, he turned as if he were about to enter the wi ne shop. He managed to
bunp headl ong into the man who suddenly appeared fromthe top of the cellar
steps. Cranston al nost knocked two cobwebbed wi ne bottles out of the man's
grip.

The stranger nmuttered an inpatient oath at Cranston's bl undering
awkwar dness. Then his face suddenly lighted up in a broad smle of
recognition.

"Why, M. Cranston! How do you do? This is a delightful surprise! \Wat
brings you to Newt own?"

He was a tall man, heavily built. Physically, he was about the same size
as the dead Roger Dodd. Hi s face, however, resenbled Martin Black nore than it
did the bearded contractor. Like Black, this man had a clipped gray nustache
over a firm resolute nouth.

It was Peter Corcoran, political boss of Western City, and a power behind
t he scenes through the whole state.

Cranston had nmet Corcoran once or tw ce. But Corcoran was not a
particul arly sociable man. He had tal ked with Cranston briefly about Black's
unhappy predi canent, during the two nmeetings arranged by Henry Stuart, who was
Bl ack' s | awyer.

Corcoran had made no conment about Black's guilt or innocence. He had
nmerely murnured sonething about help for a friend in trouble. He had pronised
to turn political wheels in order to assure Black's rel ease on bail

On Cranston's nental list of suspects, the nane of Peter Corcoran was by
no nmeans the least. He sniled at the politician's cool query about Cranston's
own presence in Newton

"I came for the sane reason that apparently drew you here, M. Corcoran
It was told in confidence that this little wine establishnment is a renarkable
place to buy rare old vintages. Am| right?"

Corcoran | aughed. It was slow, pleasant mirth froma man who apparently
enj oyed the good things of life.

"You certainly came to the proper place for wine. Look at these two
beauties!" He held up his cobwebbed bottles. "I had to poke around in that
dusty old cellar quite a while, before |I |ocated them™

Hi s cal mvoi ce suddenly changed to a nore excited pitch. Cranston thought
the man's excitement was a bit overdone.

"What in the world is the matter here tonight? Is anything wong? \Wat
are
t hose police chasing around for?"

Cranston told him Corcoran uttered a cry of dismay when he | earned of
Dodd's rmurder in the hotel. He said nothing about the thug who had been
kill ed.
Nor did he seeminterested in the identity of the man who had fired a rifle
shot
fromthe parapet of the roof next door to the wi ne shop

"This is terrible! What does it nean? There nust be a curse on the

prom nent citizens of Western City! Excuse nme. |'ve got to find out what
happened to poor Roger Dodd."

He trotted across the street, the dusty wine bottles still under his
ar ns.

Cranston was puzzled at this abrupt retreat. He had expected Peter Corcoran to
use some stratagemto renove Cranston hinself fromthe vicinity of the wine
cel lar.

But nothing of the sort had happened. Corcoran didn't even glance back as
he hurried into the hotel.



CRANSTON S face wore a queer frown, as he descended quickly into the
cellar of the wine shop. He had hoped to find a hidden rifle there. Now he
began to wonder if this sleek Peter Corcoran wanted himto find the rifle!

It took a patient search. But Cranston was stubbornly sure of his ground.
The first thing he found was a bl ack sl ouch hat hidden behind a tier of enpty
wi ne casks.

It was an exact duplicate of the hat always worn by The Shadow when he
donned his black robes. It was the hat the police had seen above the parapet
of
the roof next door!

Cranston folded up this grimclue to his own nurder guilt. He stowed it
away on his person. He had no intention of allowing this planted evidence to
fall into the hands of the police. They had been nisled plenty already by a
wi |y supercrim nal

The rifle was not easily located in the dimy-lit cellar. But presently
Cranston found it. It had been hidden at the bottom of the dusty dunb-waiter
shaft used to lift heavy consignments of |iquor and wine to the shop above.
The
finding of the rifle again suggested a deliberate plant on the part of a
cunni ng
nur der er.

There were many better spots where it could have been hidden. The rifle,
as well as the slouch hat, was neant to be unearthed by the police.

Lanont Cranston took no chances. Wen he finally tucked the rifle away,
it
was in a place that even the nurderer hinself would have a difficult tinme
locating. It lay flat under a flagstone covered with debris at the rear of the
cel lar.

The rifle pointed definitely to the guilt of a nan who was now dead.
Roger
Dodd!

Initials, "R D.," had been engraved in the stock. An attenpt had
apparently been made to burn away the initials with acid. But it had been a
bl underi ng j ob. Enough of the bottom of each initial remained to nmake their
identification easy. The police were neant to |link a dead Roger Dodd with The
Shadow

The Shadow suspected an anmazi ng i npersonation plot.

Martin Black's crazy bank alibi began to appear in a new light. Perhaps
Bl ack had told the truth about his appointnment to nmeet soneone at a
nonexi st ent
farmhouse the night the bank had been robbed.

A crimnal skilled in disguise mght have posed as Martin Bl ack! Perhaps
that was why he was so eager to have hinself identified as Black both before
and after he had entered the private office of the bank president.

Roger Dodd, too, was innocent, according to this theory. A fake Roger
Dodd
had engi neered the amazi ng gold robbery fromthe speeding limted. But the
Dodd
who had been shot to death in the hotel at Newton was the real Dodd. He had
been deliberately lured to a spot where a doubl e-crossed thug would kill him

Was the real crimnal Peter Corcoran?

Cranston said nothing when he rejoined the police. He was very friendly
with Corcoran. He remmined close to his side and |istened to everything the
politician said. It was Corcoran who suggested that the police ought to search
Dodd's hone in Western City.

VWHEN t hey reached Western City, Lanont Cranston managed to be present at
t hat search.
Pol i ce axes broke down the wall of a concealed room It |ooked |ike a



private office that had been turned into a theatrical dressing room

There was a nmirror and a nake-up table. There was a cupboard filled with
materials for clever disguise. In a wardrobe were suits of clothing that nade
the police gasp. Each suit was an exact duplicate of the clothing worn by sone
of Western City's npst prominent citizens.

Martin Bl ack was one of these men. Another was Peter Corcoran. He cried
out in shrill wonder when he saw a tailored copy of one of his own suits. A
third potential victimwas Henry Stuart, the |lawyer who had undertaken the
| egal defense of Bl ack

The police accepted Dodd's guilt. They concl uded that he had been killed
before he could involve either Stuart or Corcoran in further crine. Al so, they
deci ded they had been m staken about The Shadow bei ng on the roof opposite the
hotel. They figured the man with the rifle nmust have been one of Dodd's
di sappoi nt ed nobsnen.

But there was a bad flaw in this solution. Neither the bonds fromthe
savi ngs bank nor the gold stolen fromthe linited were | ocated in Roger Dodd's
horre.

Corcoran snoot hly suggested a search of Dodd's other real -estate property
in various parts of the town.

Lanont Cranston said not hing.

CHAPTER Xl
TRI CKY WORK

LAMONT CRANSTON was in his hotel roomat Western City.

A whol e day had passed since his return with the police from Newown. It
was a day that had seenmingly marked the end of an amazingly clever crimnal

Search of Roger Dodd's home had branded himwith guilt. The finding of
t he
di sgui ses whi ch had enabl ed Dodd to appear at various times in the roles of
Martin Bl ack, of Peter Corcoran, and the | awer Henry Stuart as well, had
satisfied the chief of police that Dodd had come to a well-nmerited end at the
hands of a thug he had tried to doubl e-cross.

The newspapers accepted the police view They were filled wth scareheads
announci ng the solution of the nystery.

There was only one fly in the ointnment. Nobody yet knew how the stolen
gol d had been taken successfully froma train speeding at seventy mles an
hour. No one had di scovered where the | oot was now hi dden. The sane nystery
shrouded t he whereabouts of the bonds that had been stolen fromthe savings
bank.

Martin Black continued to refuse to talk. He claimed he knew not hi ng
concerning Roger Dodd's villainy. He was questioned at police headquarters,
and
rel eased on a continuation of his bail.

No attenpt to leave the jurisdiction of the State could be proved agai nst
Bl ack. Newtown was within the State limts, and it was for Newtown that Bl ack
had bought a ticket.

He had a conplete alibi to prove his innocence of the train hol dup. He
had
remai ned aboard the Pull man during the highjack. He had still been aboard the
uncoupl ed end of the train when he and the rest of the passengers were brought
to Newt own by hired buses.

Martin Black was enjoying a return to public favor.

But The Shadow was not enjoying this new, and even nore tangled, state of
affairs. In his darkened hotel roomthat night, he realized a grimtruth. He
had been on the defensive ever since his arrival in Western City. He had
| earned many things, but the dark core of the mystery was still unknown.

He sat thinking - and waiting! He understood now the psychol ogy of the



master crimnal who was opposing him That crimnal specialized in direct
attack.

Before this case was finished, The Shadow woul d agai n undoubt edly be
pl aced on the defensive. That was why Lanont Cranston waited patiently in his
dar kened hotel room

He was not surprised when the tel ephone bell rang suddenly. He answered
it
with a single nonconmttal word.

"Yes?"

"Clyde Burke tal king. Reporting to The Shadow. "

The Shadow knew instantly that the man on the wire was not Cyde Burke.

No agent of The Shadow ever reported to himin person. Contacts were made
t hrough Burbank. Crooks had not yet learned this vital piece of information

Cranston deliberately uttered a sibilant |augh

"Present your message," he intoned.

The tel ephone caller hesitated. He said he had information that he didn't
want to divulge over the wire. Could he come to Cranston's roomfor a private
conf erence? Cranston agreed.

Shortly after he had hung up the instrunent on this crooked caller, The
Shadow was in touch with Burbank. He ordered Burbank to contact C yde.
Presently, Burbank reported back. Cyde was not at his hotel. He had |eft
earlier.

The Shadow realized the truth. The real O yde Burke was undoubtedly on
hi s
way to Cranston's room The Daily O assic reporter had probably been fool ed by
a
fake message sent to himin the name of Cranston. A plot was under way. Not
agai nst C yde, but agai nst The Shadow

THE SHADOW | eft his room but not by the doorway. H s door remmined
cl osed
and | ocked. He wanted to see what night develop froma nore accessible spot in
the corridor outside his room

Presently, the real Cyde Burke stepped out of the elevator and hurried
to
Cranston's door. He rapped sharply. Nothing happened.

Clyde was about to turn away in conplete nystification, when there was a
rush of feet. Two thugs appeared froma dark staircase. They attacked C yde.

Had The Shadow been in his room he undoubtedly woul d have heard the
struggle. Crooks intended himto hear. But he didn't nove fromthe closer spot
where he had secreted hinself.

He noticed that no attenpt was made to kill Cyde, or to injure him
seriously. dyde was knocked out with a gun butt al nost at the begi nning of
t he
struggle. The rest of the noise was nade by the ki dnapers.

They vani shed down the stairwell with their unconscious victim Cranston
wai ted, then followed, as he knew the crooks were expecting himto do. He was
rushing headlong into a trap baited by the captive figure of O yde Burke. But
The Shadow was entering that trap with w de-open eyes!

Cranston's car was parked outside the shadowy rear of the hotel. He saw
Clyde tossed into a nearby machine by the two ki dnapers. Wen the car raced
away, Cranston followed in his own car.

The chase led to the north end of town, then out into the suburbs. The
crooks drove their car straight toward a | arge and expensive estate, that The
Shadow had little difficulty in recognizing in the darkness.

It was the home of Western City's slickest politician: Peter Corcoran

A tree-bordered drive led through the grounds toward the mansion. The
ki dnap car raced up the drive and vani shed anong the trees. But Cranston's car
didn't follow He continued past the gateway of the estate. He parked, and



left
his car.

Robed in black, seemngly part of the night itself, The Shadow entered
t he
grounds on foot. Alnost instantly, he was attacked by two thugs. Knives struck
fromthe gl oom beneath a huge oak that bordered the drive.

But The Shadow had seen the glint of naked steel. Twin guns |eaped from
conceal nent. He fired without hesitation. Not only his owmn life, but the life
of the ki dnapped O yde, depended on The Shadow s aim

He swerved backward as a sharp bl ade stabbed fiercely toward his throat.
Had The Shadow been a shade less ninble in his novenents, his throat would
have
been ri pped wi de open. He would have fallen to the dark earth w th bl ood
spouting froma severed jugular vein. But his backward swerve and the quick
upt hrust of his shoul der saved him

The knife sliced across The Shadow s lifted shoulder. Its point ripped
t hrough the bl ack cl oak. The Shadow ducked like a prize fighter rolling away
froma punch. H s sudden recoil dropped himto one knee.

However, the killer thought that The Shadow was hurt. He | eaned eagerly
to
finish a swift murder. It brought his bent leg within reach of The Shadow s
out stretched hand.

A heave sent the killer plunging sideways to the ground. The Shadow
whirled to confront the other thug.

There was no | onger any second thug. The fellow had fled. The sound of
hi s
retreating feet could be heard dimy, as he raced up the dark w nding drive
t hat
I ed through the trees toward the mansi on of Peter Corcoran

That queer flight of an unwounded thug had a sinister significance to The
Shadow. Was hi s quick disappearance part of some new attack?

The Shadow had scant tinme to wonder. The thug whom he had sent spraw ing
to the ground had rolled to his knees with the swiftness of a cat. The knife
was still gripped in the fellow s hand. But he had reversed his position. The
blade lay with its pointed end flat against the thug's wist. The flat handle
was cupped by bunched fingers.

H s hand swung to throw the knife.

There was no choice for The Shadow. He fired. Hi s bullet nade a crashing
roar under the dark sweep of the thickly planted trees. The slug struck the
killer squarely in the chest. The knife was |eaving his hand when the shock of
the bullet flung himbackward. The weapon's point turned in nmidair and whizzed
at The Shadow.

But its nurderous accuracy had been deflected. The knife flew at an
upward
slant. It pierced The Shadow s hat and carried it ten feet backward. But The
Shadow ar ose, unhurt.

He darted toward the fallen thug and bent over him A single glance
showed
himthat the man was dyi ng. Eagerness to nmake sure of The Shadow s death had
seal ed the thug's doom

VWen he had risen to his toes to give added power to the knife throw, he
had lifted a vital spot of his body in line with The Shadow s bullet. The
Shadow had nmeant to wound the man, and hold himfor questioning |ater.

The thug had practically committed suicide!

The Shadow recovered his lost hat. He drew the brim | ow over the piercing
gl eam of his eyes. He began to run cautiously up the drive toward the mansion
of Peter Corcoran.

THERE was no sign of the second thug who had fled. The front of the



mansi on was dark. No sound within the house was audible. Evidently, the two
shots which The Shadow had fired near the entrance of the grounds had been
unheard by Corcoran. O if they had, they had been m staken for the backfire
of

a car speedi ng al ong the hi ghway.

The Shadow rounded the mansi on before he could see the Iight on the
gr ound
floor. The light cane from an unshaded wi ndow near the rear. Myving silently,
The Shadow approached the wi ndow. He peered in, taking care to reveal only a
scant portion of his face at the corner of the |ighted pane.

The first man he saw was Peter Corcoran. Corcoran was seated at a table
talking to a man who The Shadow instantly recognized. It was Henry Stuart, the
| awyer who had undertaken the | egal defense of Martin Black after the bank
r obbery.

Stuart had evidently cone to the home of the politician for a conference,
for the two nmen were deep in serious talk. But their positions at the table
were peculiar. Corcoran had taken a chair at a considerabl e distance from
Stuart. The Shadow wondered why he didn't sit closer to his guest.

Suddenly, there was a cry from Stuart. He had gl anced up. But he couldn't
see The Shadow. He was facing the other way. Stuart's rigid gaze was turned
toward the wi ndow on the opposite side of the study.

The face of the vanished thug was outlined agai nst the pane. The thug had
a gun. It was aimed straight at the cowering figure of Corcoran's guest.

Stuart screaned, and flung hinself backward as the thug fired. The crash
of the wi ndowpane under the inpact of a bullet came simultaneously with the
fall of Stuart's overturned chair. The gunman's hasty bull et m ssed.

The | awyer rose groggily to his knees and tried to craw behind the
protection of a padded arnthair. He was a perfect target for the thug.

Cor cor an
seened too dazed and terror-stricken to interfere. He sat |like a frozen inage.

The speed of The Shadow s defense was all that saved Stuart's life.
Before
the thug's second bullet could plowinto the body of the terrified | awer, the
roar of The Shadow s gun spoke on the side of justice.

He fired across the roomat the face that peered behind the w ndow
opposite. A second splintery hole marred the pane. The hands of the killer
cl awed suddenly at his throat. H's face slipped out of sight below the |evel
of
Vi si on.

Cor coran seened suddenly to recover fromhis daze. Wth a bound, he was
across the study and funbling in a drawer of a cabinet in a far corner

"The Shadow! " he shout ed.

He whi pped out the weapon and fired at the face of the bl ack-cl oaked
crime-fighter who stood boldly outlined. The shot was too hastily fired. It
m ssed. The next noment there was no target for Corcoran's gun. The Shadow had
vani shed into the darkness of the grounds.

Peter Corcoran rushed to the wi ndow and peered out. He coul d see not hing.
Behi nd him he heard the nopans of the terrified Stuart. Corcoran abandoned any
further effort to wing the vani shed Shadow. He raced to the aid of his fallen
friend.

"Are you hurt?"

Stuart shook his head. He rose shakily to his feet.

"There were two of them "™ he whispered fromchalky lips. "A gunman and -
The Shadow "

"They nmust have been in partnership," Corcoran cried harshly.

"How can that be? The Shadow killed the gunman."

"He didn't nmean to. Both fired at you at al nost the same nonent. The
Shadow s bull et went clear across the roomand killed his own henchman. Wait!
Let's see what happened to the fellow "

Corcoran raced to the bullet-marked pane and lifted the wi ndow. There was



a sigh in his voice when he drew in his head.

"Too bad. He's dead! The Shadow killed his own acconplice. | think we
ought to call the police and get themon his trail as soon as possible."

Stuart was staring at Corcoran, with a queer light in his eyes.

"Let the police wait a noment. Wat in Heaven's nane do you think is back
of this attack on me?"

"The attack was directed agai nst both of us," Corcoran rejoined.

He began to talk in a |l ow, soothing voice to the frightened Stuart.

MEANVHI LE, The Shadow had |l eft the | eafy darkness of the grounds that
surrounded the mansion. But he was not in the distant road that |ed back
toward
Western City. The Shadow had changed his tactics from defense to offense.

He was at this very instant in the basenment of Peter Corcoran's nansion

The peril to Oyde Burke was the reason for this quick nmaneuver. Cyde, a
ki dnapped prisoner, had been taken through the grounds. There was no sign of
hi m out si de, or of the two thugs who had ki dnapped himfrom Cranston's hotel
in
Western City. Therefore, Cyde nust be bidden somewhere within Corcoran's
mansi on.

Four thugs had taken part in tonight's murderous exploit; of that, The
Shadow was positive. The two gunmen with whom he had successfully exchanged
bull ets were not the two who had seized Cyde and raced away in a car with
hi m

An unl at ched basenent wi ndow answered the riddl e of Cyde's quick
di sappearance. Footprints outside showed that two nen had cone and gone. The
Shadow squi rned noi sel essly into the basement.

It was spotlessly clean. A closed door at one end gave access to a gane
room The other end contained an oil burner and various gadgets for
control ling
heat and noi sture and tenperature. The only other door in sight seened to | ead
to what | ooked |ike a storage bin.

Openi ng the door softly, The Shadow saw drumnms of fuel oil piled along the
wall. But the metal drums didn't interest him

On the fl oor was the unconscious body of Cyde Burke!

The Shadow didn't hesitate. He lifted Ayde in his arms and carried him
into the game room He laid his unconscious agent flat on his back on a
billiard table. Then he glanced sw ftly around.

Two things attracted his gaze imredi ately. He saw a small al arm cl ock on
a
shel f. He also noticed a fuse box on the wall of the gane room

He used bot h.

A piece of insulated wire from a dangling droplight nmade a quick
connection between the alarmkey in the back of the clock and one of the light
fuses. The Shadow was careful to | oosen the fuse so that it would turn easily
on its screw threads. He was al so careful to set the clock's alarmso that it
would ring fairly soon.

The Shadow knew t hat when the alarmrang, the turning key would wi nd up
the wire and unscrew the tightly-wapped fuse fromits connection in the wall
panel . Darkness woul d descend on one side of the mansion, including the study
of Peter Corcoran.

Five mnutes later, the immcul ately dressed figure of Lanmont Cranston

rang the front doorbell of the mansion. Corcoran hinself answered the bell. He
was amazed when he recogni zed his caller. He inquired in a puzzl ed tone what
the New York millionaire was doing at his house at so |late an hour

Cranston matched Corcoran's astoni shnent. He had received a tel ephone
nmessage, he said, that Corcoran wanted to see him Corcoran becane frightened.
He led the way into his study and expl ai ned what had happened there.

Stuart, too, had the jitters.



"Maybe M. Cranston is al so marked for death," Stuart said, as he pointed
to the bullet holes in the study w ndow.

After Cranston had |istened, he peered out the wi ndow at the thug whose
body had been drilled by a bullet from The Shadow. He suggested the police. He
didn't argue with Stuart's theory, that The Shadow and the dead thug had been
wor ki ng together. Seem ngly, he accepted the idea that the thug's death had
been an unl ucky accident fromthe gun of a crimnnal Shadow

Corcoran started toward the tel ephone. But before he could Iift the
recei ver, the roomwas plunged into sudden darkness!

THERE was a nonent of confusion. Then Corcoran struck a match. He lit a
candl e on a side table and restored sonme neasure of light to the room H s
voi ce remai ned calm

"A fuse must have burned out. It's in the basement ganme room Cone on!"

They went downstairs behind the beam of an electric torch in Corcoran's
hand. But it was inpossible to get into the game room The door was | ocked.
The
keys were on a hook inside. The damaged fuse, too, was in the gane room

Cranston was watching Corcoran's face. The man | ooked absol utely
petrified
wi th amazement. Cbviously, he hadn't expected to find the game room | ocked.

Stuart spoke thickly.

"Do you think that a... a killer mght be in there?"

"Nonsense! " Corcoran snapped. "G ve ne sonme help. W'll break down the
door. "

Stuart tried to assist, but he wasn't of nuch assistance. In the end it
was Cranston's stalwart shoul der that enabled Corcoran to burst the door from
its fastenings.

VWen they entered, Cranston added his voice to the shrill yells that were
uttered by his two conpani ons. The sight of the unconscious Cyde Burke, 1ying
flat on his back on a billiard table, seened to unnerve both the politician
and
the | awyer.

Cranston wat ched them both. He was trying to detect a guilty glance
t oward
the supply closet where Cyde Burke had been actually inprisoned. But neither
Corcoran nor Stuart gave any indication that they were aware of the truth.

"The whole thing is a vicious conspiracy," Corcoran snapped. "Kidnapers
meant the police to find this reporter's body in my ganme room The attack has
turned agai nst ne!"

"And me, too," Stuart whispered frompale lips. "If it had not been for
The Shadow s bad aim |'d have been killed, instead of that acconplice of
hi st"

There was no answer for a nmonent. Then Corcoran spoke sternly.

"This reign of terror and nurder has gone far enough. |I'mgoing to insist
on a police conference, to get to the bottomof this. First it was Bl ack, then
Dodd. Now it's Stuart - and mysel f! Perhaps even you are a prospective victim
M. Cranston!”

"Per haps, '

Cranston said quietly.

CHAPTER Xl
A FI NAL CONFERENCE

THE police chief of Western Gty |ooked serious.

He sat in his private conference roomat headquarters. Facing other
serious men. The only reporter present was Cyde Burke. But Cyde was not
there



as a news hawk.

Li ke the others who had been invited, Cyde was a victimof an unknown
supercrimnal who had turned the ordinary peaceful locality of Western City
into a swanp of suspicion and terror. A couple of cops stood on guard outside
the door of the conference room

The police chief was making a final, grimeffort to get hold of sone
forgotten bit of information, perhaps some vague recollection on the part of
these victinms, that might give hima lead to the unknown identity of Wstern
City's genius of crine.

Martin Black was present, pale but conposed. H's pretty niece, Alice
@Qunther, was at his side, patting his shoul der affectionately. On the other
side of Black, his |lawer, Henry Stuart, nopped a perspiring face.

Lanont Cranston sat al ongside Peter Corcoran. It was Corcoran who had
insisted on this conference, after the crimnal events which had occurred the
ni ght before at his suburban mansion

"M . Black, have you anything to add to what you have already told the

police?" the police chief snapped. He sounded tired and irritable. "I mnust say
that through the whole series of crines, you have said very little!"
"I'"ve already told you all | know, " Black replied.

He was keeping his tenper in check. He snmiled wanly at his pretty niece.
Alice @nther was one person who had never ceased to reiterate her belief in
Bl ack' s i nnocence of the bank robbery.

"The night that the bank was robbed, | was not in town," Black said
quietly. "I had a private business conference with a man at a farmhouse. It
was
personal, and had nothing to do with crine. Therefore, | see no reason why |

shoul d discuss it.

"As head of the police force, you tell ne that there was no man and no
farmhouse when your nen investigated. | can't help that! The house was there
when | kept my date. If it's gone, | can only suggest that the house was
portabl e and was taken away on a truck after | left."

"You still don't know who raised the cash bail for you the night the
limted was robbed of its gold shipnent?" the chief queried.

"I do not. My niece knows nore than | about that."

Alice @Qunther spoke next. She had nothing new to report. She nerely
repeated her strange tale of the visit of "The Shadow' to her apartnment, soon
after Roger Dodd had call ed there.

"l trusted The Shadow," she said, with a shudder. "But |'mafraid that
after what happened | ast night at M. Corcoran's hone, it was a foolish thing
to do. My uncle was deliberately lured aboard that train to neet M. Dodd -
t hough why, | don't know. "

"I don't either," the police chief nmuttered. "Unless it was to identify a
f ake Roger Dodd and throw suspicion on him That would tie in with the l[ater
death of the real Dodd at the hotel in Newtown.

"It's a hellish mess, but the attack last night on Stuart and Corcoran
seens to prove that Dodd couldn't have been The Shadow, as | thought.

"I n other words, Dodd, as well as Black, was the victimof a crimna
with
a marvelous ability to assunme the identity of any person he chooses. He nust
be
a wizard at disguise, the way he's been able to fool people!"

"Yet the disguises were found in Dodd's own hone," Corcoran interposed.
"Queer, eh?"

"Damed queer! Then there's the business of the vani shing bonds and the
m ssing gold. Gold transferred froma train that was racing at seventy mniles
an
hour !

"A fast car, perhaps?" Lanont Cranston asked mldly.

He received an anused and sarcastic smle fromthe police chief.

"An inpossibly fast car, you nean! Renenber one thing: According to the



testimony of the thug who was nurdered by a rifle bullet fromthe roof
opposite

the hotel, the | eader of the gang was waiting at the trestle when the stolen
| oconotive and pay car arrived.

"How coul d he do that, unless he drove a car that was capabl e of making
two hundred niles an hour? Cars like that are possible. The trick has been
done
on the salt flats in Uah, or at Daytona Beach in Florida. But have you ever
seen such a racing vehicle in Western GCity? It's fantastic!"

"You're probably right," Cranston replied, with a faint smle. "MW
suggestion is silly and inmpossible.™

CRANSTON wasn't wat ching the police chief during this interchange. He was
observing the faces of the others. But no one person | ooked directly at him
Al'l seermed bored by Cranston's fast-car theory.

"Finally, there is the problemof the vanishing rifle that killed the
t hug
in the hotel," the chief of police resumed. "It's very funny that no trace of
the rifle has been found. Funny, too, that a rifle was nmissing fromthe gun
roomin Roger Dodd's hone.

"Dodd is dead. | believe now that he was innocent of that train robbery.
The tel egramwe found in his pocket explains why Dodd was at the hotel. He was
lured there by a fake nessage.

"But who lured hin? And why does a dead and i nnocent Roger Dodd conti nue
to look nmore guilty the deeper we delve into this tangle of nystery?"

"There's another, and even nore renarkable, angle to all this," Peter
Corcoran said, dryly. "I refer to the fact that Lanont Cranston and C yde
Bur ke
al so seemto be victins of this grow ng conspiracy.

"M. Burke is a New York newspapernman, with neither friends nor enem es

in
Western City. He's here only to cover news for his paper. Cranston came only
to
make a few financial investnments. Wy should these two i nnocent strangers be
dragged into the web of danger?"

Corcoran's shrewd eves bored into Cranston's. Stuart, too, seened
puzzl ed.
Evidently, Stuart hadn't thought of this angle to the affair. He started to
ask
Cranston a question. But the chief of police interrupted Stuart inpatiently by
guestioni ng d yde Burke.

"How about it, M. Burke? Can you think of any sane reason why you shoul d
receive a fake nessage to go to Cranston's hotel suite - so that thugs could
ki dnap and hide you in the cellar of Peter Corcoran's hone?"

"Maybe | wasn't nmeant to be found there," Clyde said slowy. "I don't
bel i eve the thugs who ki dnapped ne left ne on that billiard table in the gane
room | have a dimrenenbrance of themthrowing ne into the fuel closet of

Corcoran's basenent. Then | was slugged agai n.

"Besi des, why shoul d kidnapers first hide ne, then draw attention to ne
by
rigging up an alarmclock device to disconnect one of the light fuses?"

"The Shadow m ght have done that!" Stuart cried eagerly. "Perhaps The
Shadow is on the side of the law, after all! | thought he killed the thug at
the wi ndow by m stake. But he could just as logically have been an eneny of
t he
thug. After all, The Shadow s shot did save ny life, you know "

Corcoran | aughed scornful ly.

"It doesn't fit the pattern at all! Every tine there's been trouble with
death, The Shadow is mysteriously on the scene - as a crimnal! Renenber the



killings in Dodd's unfinished skyscraper? Renenber the man with the rifle? In
both cases, The Shadow was identified just before he pulled his clever

vani shing act. And he was certainly present outside the wi ndow of ny study

| ast

ni ght."

"But why did he kill Cyde Burke's kidnapers?" Stuart insisted. "The
Shadow nust have killed both thugs, because we found the body of the other one
near the entrance to the grounds after the police arrived. If The Shadow is
really a crimnal, he acts rather insanely. Wuld a crimnal rescue his
victins
and kill his own acconplices?"

"He m ght easily enough,” Corcoran rejoined, "if he wanted to protect his
own identity and shut the nouths of his hired gunmen. Have you identified
t hose
two thugs, chief?"

The chief cleared his throat.

"No. Neither of themare |ocal crooks. Qur fingerprint records show no
activities of theirs in this city or state. I've sent sanples of their prints,
however, to the F.B.l1., in Washington. Perhaps in a few days -"

He sighed. No one said anything. The conference was saggi ng under the
weight of its own futility. The silence becane oppressive.

"I"LL do the best | can, gentlenen,"” the police chief finished | anely.

" As
we all agree, The Shadow is probably the crimnal brain behind all this theft
and nurder. |I've an idea we've heard the last of him for the present. He's

probably made his getaway.
"The big job nowis to get on his trail and try to find out what he did

with the two million in bonds and gold that he stole. My own hunch is that the
trail will probably Iead to New York. Somewhere in New York, if we're |ucky,
we' |l uncover both The Shadow and the | oot."

Corcoran's face was scarlet with sudden anger

"You'll have to do nore than be lucky, chief, or I'Il be talking to the
mayor and demandi ng your resignation! For all | know, | nay be on the spot as
t he next victimof your Shadow

"In a few days, |'mleaving town to attend a big political reception in
Dadevill e. The governor-elect will be there. So will every inportant personage
in the State. To say nothing of the fact that there'll be a king's ransom of

jewels on display."

"You think," the police chief began nervously, "that there may be sone
danger of an attenpt to hold up the guests at the reception and snatch their
jewel ry and noney?"

"Snatch, nothing!" Corcoran roared. "l told you there would be a king's
ransomin jewelry. During the reception for the new governor, there'll be a
private exhibition of the gemcollection of the Duchess of Lineford. Her
f at her
is giving the reception.”

There was a murnur at the news. Cranston | ooked astoni shed. Like
Cor cor an,
he had been invited to the reception. But Cranston hadn't known until now t hat
t he fanous Linmeford gens would be on display.

The Duchess of Lineford was Marjorie Gatlin, daughter of the man at whose
hone the reception for the governor woul d take place. The jewel s had been
brought from England for safety during the war in Europe. After that one
private display, they would be transported under guard to the theft-proof
vaults of a bank in St. Louis.

"I can't protect you, or anyone else, at Jacob Gatlin's hone in
Dadeville," the Western City chief of police said. "It's out of ny
jurisdiction."”



For the first tinme since the conference had started, he | ooked relieved.
But the smug snile faded fromhis |lips, as Corcoran's retort.

"Arrest The Shadow before he tries a last mllion-dollar crinme," the
politician rasped. "If you don't, I'll speak to the governor. 1'll have you
and
the mayor tried on charges of incompetence. I'll kick you both out and

reorgani ze the police departnment fromtop to bottom

"I"ve had enough of all this infernal crime! Besides, every nmonment that
The Shadow renains at large, my own life may be in danger fromthat
bl ack-robed
scoundrel !'"

"Interesting, isn't it, that you should have nentioned the reception,"
Cranston nmurnured. "I've been invited, too."

"You have?" Peter Corcoran rmurmnured.

"So have |," Stuart said in a startled tone.

"And | also,” Martin Black cut in quietly. "That is, | haven't been
officially invited. My niece, Alice, received the invitation. |I'm going al ong
with her as her escort. Odd, isn't it, howwe all -"

"Very odd!" Corcoran rasped. "It looks like a set-up for nore crinme. |
don't like it at all, gentlenen! It sounds exactly like -"

"The Shadow?" Cranston cut in smlingly. "Isn't that a bit farfetched?
The
Shadow may be an all-powerful crook, but he surely has nothing to do with the
i ssuing of invitations to an exclusive social function. Unless The Shadow is
wor ki ng secretly with the Duchess of Limeford' s social secretary.”

Stuart chuckled at so silly a notion. Even Martin Black | ooked faintly
anused.

Nevert hel ess, the words of Corcoran had nade a powerful inpression on the
police chief of Western City. He agreed to get in touch with the authorities
at
Dadevill e and warn them of inpending peril. He promi sed to send sonme of his
best
detectives to the reception, to act as unofficial observers and to provide
additional help in the event of an emergency.

The conference ended on that final, hopeful note. Everyone present agreed
t hat not hing nmore coul d be done.

LAMONT CRANSTON drove back to his hotel. As soon as he was alone in the
privacy of his suite, he reached for the tel ephone. He murmured a nunber
unlisted in any phone directory.

It was a nunber that was changed frequently, as occasion demanded. The
crisp, faraway voi ce of The Shadow s contact man replied.

" Bur bank speaking."

To Burbank, a name was whi spered by The Shadow. Mles Crofton. Mles
Crofton was a skilled airplane pilot, and an agent of The Shadow.

Bur bank repeated the orders concerning Crofton. When The Shadow hung up
he knew that within an hour a fast plane would wing its swift way westward
under cover of darkness. The plane would land at a small airport on the
outskirts of St. Louis. It would be available for action either at Western
Gty
or at Dadeville.

The Shadow i ntended to take the offensive. He was convinced that a
specially-built vehicle of trenendous speed had been used to transfer the
stolen gold fromthe limted. If the supercrimnal who bad robbed the train
was
pl anning a further exploit at Dadeville, the speed car woul d undoubtedly be
brought into use again.

This time, The Shadow i ntended to match speed for speed, power for power!



CHAPTER XI I'|
MEN AT WWORK

THE road was quite dark. It was well-paved, but rather narrow The
t hree-1 ane State hi ghway which carried nost of the through traffic was ten
mles farther to the east.

But this narrow road had one advantage which the State highway | acked. It
af forded a straight, easy route to the town of Dadeville.

At Dadeville, an inmportant reception was schedul ed for the evening at the
hone of Jacob Gatlin, whose daughter was the Duchess of Limeford.

A contractor's truck was parked at the side of the road. It was a cl osed
truck, and only the driver was visible. The driver was asleep on his front
seat .

The truck's wheels were nmuddy, as if the driver had recently energed from
a side lane about fifty feet to the rear. The |ane, however, seened a queer
pl ace for any car to traverse, especially a big truck like this. The | ane was
narrow and muddy. Bushes hemred it in on both sides. It wound deeply through
what seened to be swanpy woodl and.

There was a sign at the lane's entrance, to di scourage drivers: "DANGER
PROCEED AT YOUR OMN RI SK!'"

Just outside the lane, a nman was standing. He wore a coat w th upturned
collar. The brimwas drawn | ow on his forehead. It was inmpossible to see nore
than a faint outline of his face in the darkness. He was standing with his
back
toward the parked contractor's truck. He was staring along the regul ar
hi ghway.

Lenses of powerful night glasses were glued to his eyes.

He was watching the branch of a tree in which another man was perched.
The
man in the tree could see over the brow of a hill and al ong the highway for a
consi derabl e di stance. He was watching for a car of distinctive foreign make.

Presently, he saw the twin glow of headlights. He stiffened, and
shar pened
the focus of his glasses. They were powerful enough to pierce the glare of
di stant headlights and identify the shape of the approachi ng car

The man in the tree grunted with excitenment. H s free hand swung
backwar d
He was holding a flashlight equipped with a reflector such as phot ographers
use.

The shield made the light invisible fromin front when the man in the tree
flashed a swift triple signal. But the signal was clear enough to his pal on
t he ground.

Quickly, the man darted toward the nmuddy lane. In a trice, the danger
sign
was whi sked fromits position. In its place went another sign, which the man
snat ched from conceal ment beneath a bed of dry | eaves.

This new sign read: "DETOUR'" An arrow pointed straight into the |ane!

VWiile the man in the overcoat was doing this, he was also lifting his
voi ce in a warning shout.

The "sl eepi ng" truck driver sprang fromhis seat. The rear doors of the
truck flew open. Half a dozen nen dressed in overalls piled out. They carried
pi cks and shovel s.

Two of themreached into the truck and haul ed out a pair of wooden
stanchi ons. The stanchions were placed on either side of the road. A |ong
ti mber was laid crosswi se above them Fromthe tinber, a red | antern dangl ed
on
a nail.

It was the nornmal obstruction used by | aborers on a road project.



The | aborers got busy with their tools. The nen with the picks swing
their
tool s high, but their actions were purely bluff. Not a single pick dug into
t he
snoot h expanse of the well-paved hi ghway.

Al ready, the notorist was slowi ng dowmn. A few hundred yards up the road,
he had passed a sign that read: "SLONDOAN! MEN AT WORK!"

He didn't know that the sign had been in position barely a nonent. Nor
did
he know that the man who had planted the sign was at present hiding not nore
than ten feet away, protected fromview by dense shrubbery.

The car proceeded slowy to the highway obstruction. The car halted and
t he chauffeur stuck his head out. He didn't like the delay. He liked it even
| ess when the foreman told himhe' d have to back up and take the detour. He
began to curse.

Then his passenger appeared. It was Peter Corcoran. He was mad cl ean
t hr ough.

"Why can't we pass? I'min a hurry. My name is Peter Corcoran. |I'mon ny
way to an inportant political reception at Dadeville. Tell those fools to
shove
that obstruction aside!"

The foreman expl ai ned why the request was inpossible.

"You coul d pass here, all right," he said, "but the whole roadbed is
ripped up farther down the line. You can't possibly make it to Dadeville -
unl ess you back up a bit and take that detour. The lane will put you back on
the highway in about five mles. You won't |lose nore than fifteen mnutes."

Corcoran fumed. Then he glanced at his watch

"All right. W'll take the detour."

THE big car backed up under the sullen guidance of the chauffeur. Its
headl i ghts swung toward the nmouth of the |ane. The detour didn't | ook very
good, but the sign was encouraging. And there were signs of recent wheel marks
that indicated other motorists had passed through

In a few mnutes, the lights of the car faded in the thick growth of
trees.

Two minutes after the car faded fromsight, the man in the big overcoat
| aughed harshly. He spat out an order

Wth his words, all the phony activity on the road ceased. Picks and
shovel s were tossed back into the contractor's truck. The tinber obstruction
foll owed them out of sight. So did the red lantern

The rear door of the covered truck closed, hiding the presence of the
f ake
| aborers. The driver clinbed to his seat.

The man in the overcoat exam ned the road where the "work" had been goi ng
on. There was absolutely nothing wong with the road's surface. Not a pick had
marred it. It would be inpossible for anyone to guess that a "construction
j ob"
had been so recently under way there.

"O K !" the | eader of the gang snarled. "Scram"

As he turned the truck, the driver was careful to | eave no narks of
wheel s
on the soft shoul der of the highway. He had parked at the edge of the
concrete,
thus leaving no clue to the presence of his halted truck. He returned toward
Western City, leaving the man in the overcoat alone in the darkness.

Presently, the man was joined by his pal who had been in the tree. The
pal
carried the "SLONDOMN! MEN AT WORK!'" sign. Wth a grimchuckle, he handed it
to



his boss. The latter kept it, as he wal ked to the entrance of the |ane.

Reaching up to a tree trunk, he yanked down the fake detour sign. Inits
pl ace he put the original sign, which had been renoved to fool Peter Corcoran
and his chauffeur. The sign now said once nore: "DANGER PROCEED AT YOUR OWN
RI sk

"Coul dn't be sweeter, boss!" the thug fromthe tree said.

"Shut up!" his boss snarled. "The thing isn't over yet. You've still got
a
job. And don't miss - or you're liable to mss your own life!"

"I can handle my end," the thug nuttered.

He sounded cocky, but there was an undertone of fear in his voice. He
faded into the underbrush wi thout another word. For a nmonent his hidden
progress was faintly audible; then all sound vani shed.

The man in the overcoat began to run along the dark concrete highway at a
brisk trot. He carried with himthe fake signs. Choosing a place where a
sl i ght
peeling of bark had been nmade on a white birch, he vanished into the woods.

Soon, there was an enornous clanor behind that |eafy screen. The sound
was
that of a trenmendous engi ne being warmed up. It nmade a | oud racket; but the
sound was brief. It died soon to a hummng purr.

Boughs al ongsi de the road began to quiver. They lifted slowy. A dark
clearing was di scl osed. The clearing seenmed to be enpty. It was only when the
car nmoved that it became visible.

The car was painted black. It was streamined for tremendous speed. The
only break in the streanline was the snoutlike projection of a steel turret
that rose fromthe roof of the car m dway between the hood and the rear
bunper.

Its tires were the fat balloon type used on airplane undercarriages.

It was the amazi ng hi gh-speed vehicle that had carried away the | ooted
gol d shiprment fromthe limted!

In a moment the black vehicle was on the highway. Inside it were the fake
road signs that had been carried out of sight by the man in the overcoat. The
sane man was behind t he wheel.

He was not a particularly strong man, but it didn't take strength to
mani pul ate the steering nechani smof that heavy vehicle. The wheel was so
geared that a child could have swung it.

The car began to speed in the direction of Dadeville. It went faster -
faster! There was no cl ashing of gears, no roar of power. But inside the
driver's cow ed seat, the instrument panel was recording an anmazing
accel erati on.

Sixty mles an hour. Seventy-five. One hundred - It rose to one hundred
and twenty-five and stayed there. No quiver came fromthe chassis. The noi se
of
t he engi ne remai ned a steady hum

The car raced into darkness down the straight road with such enornous
speed, that it seemed as if it had abruptly vani shed fromthe face of the
earth.

MEANVWHI LE, the foreign-make car of Peter Corcoran was having an
increasingly difficult time as it tried to get through that nuddy "detour"
t hrough a desol ate section of woods.

The clay beneath its wheels changed to sticky mud. The car rocked and
pitched. In the back seat, Corcoran cursed at having ever allowed hinself to
be
persuaded to take this short cut.

"Can't we turn around?" he yelled to his chauffeur. "This thing gets
wor se
i nstead of better. Turn around and go back to the highway. We'Il take a chance



on the construction work."

"I can't turn around. It's too narrow and too dangerous. | mght run into
a dark gully or tear a tire apart on a stunp.”

"Then back up!"

"I will if you order it," the chauffeur said. "But I wouldn't advise it,
sir. Backing up in a hell-hole like this is as dangerous as trying to sw ng
of f
the ane and turn around. | hate to suggest it, sir, but I think we're going
to
have to keep nmovi ng ahead. "

There was a rasp in his voice. It was inpossible to tell whether he was
jittery, or if that rasp was a snarl of satisfaction

The ground sl oped | ower. The jerking beans of the headlights showed
swanpy
pat ches where water gurgled al ongside the |ane. The | ane was pl anked
under neat h
like a corduroy road in a |ogging canp. The planks were all that kept the
aut onobil e from boggi ng down in the lane itself.

Suddenl y, a wooden bridge appeared ahead. It spanned a streamthat wound
fromthe underbrush and passed |ike a sluggish black snake beneath the road.
The bridge was well braced, and protected by railings. But Corcoran's
chauf f eur
took no chances. He runbled over it in low gear, driving with careful skill

H's skill was in vain. The car was in the mddl e of the bridge, when
there
was a ripping crash. The whol e center section of the bridge gave way, as the
crossed tinbers underneath let |oose. The car fell with a sickening bounce
into
t he nuddy bed of the stream

It was not nuch of a drop, but the inpact was enough to snap one of the
car's axles. It slid sideways, wi th nuddy water |apping over its running
boar ds.

Corcoran was unhurt. But his chauffeur had a nasty cut on his forehead,
where he had pitched forward agai nst the w ndshi el d.

He cursed, until Corcoran grasped himgrimy by the arm The look in
Corcoran's eyes made the chauffeur forget his own disconfort. He had been | ong
enough in Corcoran's enploy to obey any order when he saw that savage flame in
the politician's eyes.

"W can't stay here,’

Corcoran snarled. "I've got to get to Dadeville,
and

get there in a hurry! If I don't, certain - events - may not happen as | wish
themto. Get back to the highway and stop the first car that passes.”

"But -"

"CGet out, blast you,’
hear ?"

The chauffeur couldn't help hearing. Corcoran was yelling wth rage.

G ngerly, the chauffeur stepped into the nuddy stream Hi s boots nade a
sucki ng sound when he tore themout of the nud. The snell of the nud rmade him
gag. But he nmanaged to haul hinmself up the bank to the unbroken end of the
bri dge.

"Has that bridge been tampered with?" Corcoran snarled fromthe bogged
car. "Can you see any signs that the supports might have been sawed partly
t hr ough?"

The chauffeur | ooked for a long time. Wen he spoke, finally, he sounded
hesi t ant .

“I... I don't think so, sir. It |ooks nore |like an accident to ne. My
guess is that these ancient, rotted tinbers -"

"You're either a fool or a liar!" Corcoran snarled. "Get going along that
| ane! Here, take nmy gun! Fire it, if you succeed in stopping a car on the
hi ghway. 1'Il join you when | hear the shot."

Corcoran roared, "or 1'll strangle you! Do you



The chauffeur's face was pale, as he leaned to take the gun fromhis
enpl oyer. His position above the car was an insecure one. If he swayed, the
pressure of his finger on the trigger would send flame spurting into the
furious face of the politician below him It would be an unfortunate accident.
No jury would ever -

But the chauffeur forced the idea of nurder out of his mnd. He pulled
hi nsel f back to the snashed edge of the bridge and shoved the gun into his
pocket, wi th a shaking hand.

He began to hurry back al ong the w nding | ane.

He sl owed down as he went. He didn't know that Corcoran had suddenly | eft
the mired car. But Corcoran had!

THE politician stepped into the nuddy creek, waded to the bank and pulled
hinsel f up as his chauffeur had. But he didn't follow his enpl oyee.

He di sappeared into the bushes beyond the |lane. He made little noise.

It was inpossible to tell whether he was searching for sone clue to the
nmystery of the ruined bridge, or if he was nmerely exploring the darkness for
sone ot her reason

It was a long tinme before he reappeared again.

Meanwhi | e, Corcoran's chauffeur was nearing the paved hi ghway at the end
of the winding | ane. He could see a vague patch of gray, where the woods
ended.

But he never reached the exit.

Hands reached suddenly fromthe | eaves. They were gl oved hands. They
clanped with cruel and nurderous strength on the victims throat.

The chauf feur had no warning of attack. He had heard no sound of
footsteps. One monent he was staring hopefully toward the end of the |ane; the
next, he was struggling for his life.

He was haul ed backward into the dense shrubbery. The fierceness of the
struggle nade a terrible sound. But there was no yell for help. The gl oved
hands on the throat of the strangling man never once rel axed their grip.

The chauffeur's squirm ng body rel axed. He was unconsci ous.

H s assail ant heaved hi m upward and tossed hi m over one shoul der. For a
short while, the noise of stunbling feet was audible. It faded gradually.

Silence filled the Ionely |ane.

CHAPTER XI 'V
GEM5 OF DOOM

THE mansi on of Jacob Gatlin was situated in parklike grounds a few miles
beyond the town of Dadeville. It was a renote spot for a man who was one of
t he
nation's biggest mllionaires, and the father of a British duchess, to set up
hi s establishment.

But Jacob Gatlin had been born in Dadeville. After he had amassed his
huge
fortune frommining and oil operations, his wife had i nduced himto nove to
New
York. Gatlin, however, soon tired of the East.

After his wife died, and his daughter nmarried the Duke of Lineford, the
honesi ck Jacob Gatlin found nothing left to interest him

He nmoved to Dadeville and built this huge Tudor nmansion on the outskirts
of the little western town where he had been born

There was noi se and excitement at the entrance to the grounds. The
recepti on was al ready under way, but cars were still arriving. Headlights cut
t he darkness. Horns honked at the crowd of townspeople who had cone out to

gape



at the notabl es.

Police were on duty - nmore than the usual nunber. A runmor swept through
the crowd that sonething ugly was in the wi nd. People whispered that a threat
had been nmade against the life of Gatlin's titled daughter

Actual ly, nothing of the sort had occurred.

Wthin the nmansion, the reception was proceedi ng pl easantly in an
at nosphere of nusic and gaiety. The Duchess of Linmeford stood at the head of
the reception line, at her father's side, greeting the distinguished guests.

A new y-el ected governor of the State was present. So was every bigwig in
politics and business. The nmen were in white ties and tails. The gowns of the
| adi es flashed with jewels.

There was an undercurrent of eagerness to their tal k. Everyone knew t hat
as soon as the last guest arrived, the world-fanous collection of Limeford
gens
woul d be thrown open for display.

The gens were in a small chanber off the main ballroom Its doors were
cl osed. A couple of plainclothes cops were inside. The gl ances of the guests
kept straying toward that |ocked door

Lanont Cranston, however, seened conpletely uninterested in the treasure
chanmber. He was watching the guests. O rather, he was watching for the
bel at ed
entrance of a man who had not yet appeared at the reception

The mi ssing guest was Peter Corcoran

Martin Black was present, |ooking paler and nore reticent than ever. He
was chatting curtly with his niece. Hs |lips scarcely noved. Cccasionally, his
gaze shifted slyly toward Cranston

Al'i ce Gunther was not aware of her uncle's tension. She | ooked
breat hl essly beautiful in her evening gown. People stared at them know ng
t hat
her uncle was at liberty tonight only because he had been rel eased on bail

The death of Roger Dodd after the train robbery had seeningly proved
Bl ack' s i nnocence of the bank outrage. But he was still the subject of
whi spers
and conj ect ures.

Henry Stuart, his |awer, was nearby. Stuart kept away from Bl ack as nmuch
as he could, too tactful to draw attention to Bl ack's unpl easant | ega
position
by talking with him

Lanont Cranston joined Stuart presently. Wile they were tal king, a
servant came up with gl asses of chanpagne on a serving tray. Stuart took one.
Cranst on decl i ned.

After a while he left Stuart, and drifted over to Black and his |ovely
niece. Alice GQunther chatted pleasantly, but Black was not very sociable. He
spoke in curt nonosyllables. He seenmed anxious to get rid of the New York
mllionaire.

Cranston was gl ad, suddenly, that things were happening this way, for he
soon found urgent reasons to get away fromthe unpl easant M. Bl ack

He noticed that Henry Stuart was | eaving the ballroom

The | awer was edging toward the staircase that led to the floor above.
He
| ooked very queer. He seened to be trying to escape observation fromthe rest
of
the guests in the crowded ballroom

Cranston waited until the | awer had vani shed slowy up the stairs. Then
he foll owed, ascending as casually as Stuart had. At the top of the stairs, he
could see no sign of Stuart. He spoke to a wooden-faced footman on duty in the
richly-carpeted corridor

"Didn't M. Stuart conme up here a nonent ago? |'m anxious to di scuss sone
personal matters with him Do you happen to know where he went?"

"Yes, sir. He's in the rear guest room sir. | believe he's |lying down."



Cranston murmured a surprised conment.
"I don't think M. Stuart is quite well, sir,

the servant added. "He
sai d
he was feeling a bit rocky. Said he wanted to rest for a nonment, before the
gem
coll ection was put on public display."

"Thank you. I won't disturb himtill later."

CRANSTON retreated. But he kept his eye on the servant at the top of the
staircase. Presently, the fellow was sumoned away by a superior. The noment
he
passed out of sight, Cranston again went up the stairs. Because of the
const ant
nmoverent s of the guests bel ow his absence was not not ed.

He went down the hallway to the roomwhich the servant had pointed out.
But he didn't knock on the door. Dropping to one knee, he applied his gaze to
t he keyhol e.

Stuart was lying on a couch. Hs eyes were cl osed.

The Shadow studied the |awer's face intently. He wondered suddenly if
t he
man on the couch was really Henry Stuart!

It seened an insane specul ati on. But the keynote of the bank robbery and
the theft of gold fromthe limted had been di sgui se. WAs an unknown geni us of
crime already at work in the mansion of Jacob Gatlin, inpersonating Henry
Stuart? Wiy this sudden desire for sleep on the part of the usually active
| awyer ?

Cranston tried the door softly. It wasn't |ocked. He tiptoed toward the
couch. He suspected that another face might be conceal ed behind the famliar
count enance of Henry Stuart! A plastic nask, prepared by an expert in
di sgui ses
and cunningly tinted to natural flesh tones, was by no neans an inpossibility.

Gently, Cranston touched the | awer's cheek. Hi s suspicion was wong. He
touched normal flesh. At the light touch, the eyes of the | awer opened. He
sat
up, looking frightened. Then he swayed.

"What's the matter?" Cranston whi spered.

“l... | don't know. | feel terrible!"

Stuart staggered to his feet. Cranston supported him

"I think it was that glass of wine | drank. Five minutes after | drank it

| began to feel sleepy. I... | think |I've been drugged!"
It was harder for himto talk. H s words sounded nuffled and faraway.
"Call someone, quick! Call the police! I'"'mafraid that sonething..
crimnal... may be -"

Hi s words blurred. He collapsed |ike a straw dummy. Cranston | owered the
drugged | awyer to the couch. He |l eaned over himto twitch up an eyelid.

He never conpleted the gesture. Behind him a quick foot thudded on the
rug. Sonething struck Lanont Cranston on the back of the skull with terrific
force. He pitched forward, unconscious.

INthe little anteroom where the gemcollection of the Duchess of
Li mef ord awai ted public inspections, all was quiet and serene. The noi se of
t he
reception filtered dimy through the | ocked door
The two cops who were guarding the collection were having a boring tinmne.
One of them yawned.
"This is a hell of a way to spend an eveni ng!"
"Yeah. I'mgetting hungry. What tine do we eat?"
"Probably not before everybody else lines their stomachs, including the



servants! If you ask ne -

There was no opportunity for his partner to ask himanything. A man
cl apped his hands twice. At |least, that was what it sounded like.

The two guards reel ed. One of them pitched headlong to the floor. The
ot her caught at the back of a chair. Then the chair and the man went down.

In the forehead of each guard was an ugly hole. Both had been shot
t hr ough
the head. They had died instantly at the sound of that doubl e handcl ap.

The man who had caused the sound appeared with catlike stealth. He stood
over the bodies of the slain guards, his face frozen with nurderous al ertness.
He was listening for any sound of alarmfrom behind the | ocked door that gave
access to the reception room

Qut si de noi se had drowned the silenced shots and the coll apse of the two
mur dered guards. The killer smrked at the two | ong-barrel ed weapons in his
gl oved hands. They were single-shot pistols. Both were equi pped with
si | encers.

In an instant, they were stowed neatly away in a | eather bag which the
killer dragged froma cl oset.

Lanont Cranston woul d have had no troubl e recognizing the face of the
smrking assassin. Nor would any of the distinguished guests in the reception
room beyond the | ocked door

The man was Peter Corcoran!

From hi s | eather bag, he took a black silk nmask. Wen Corcoran donned it,
only the gleamof his eyes was visible. His tails and his white tie nade the
rest of his costune indistinguishable fromany of the other guests.

He tiptoed to the wi ndow, unlocked and raised it. Into the room canme nore
men. Half a dozen of them Al were masked, like their |eader. Two of them
carried Tommy-guns. The others had autonmatics. None said a word. They had been
wel | -rehear sed.

Corcoran hinself |ooted the priceless collection of gens that had been
brought from Engl and by the Duchess of Linmeford. Every sparkling piece went
into the | eather bag. The bag snapped shut.

" Ready?"

There was a nurnur of assent fromthe armed thugs.

"Make the rest of this quick! If anybody squawks, or noves an inch -
shoot
to kill! Watch for cops. There're about six of them planted here in evening
clothes. You can't go wong, because the cops are wearing white carnations to
di stingui sh themfromthe guests."

Cor coran chuckl ed behi nd hi s nask.

"Jacob Gatlin didn't want any heiresses maki ng nonkeys of thensel ves by
dancing with dressed-up cops. It's a break for us."

He unl ocked the door. Suddenly, he flung it wi de. The raiders burst into
the bal | room

THEI R guns and masked faces paral yzed everyone for an instant. Then a
worman screaned. Her screamwas the signal for death.

The masked thugs didn't waste a shot.

Every bullet found a victim A half-dozen nmen in evening clothes crunpl ed
to the floor before they could clutch at hidden hol sters. Each of themwore a
white carnation. The nmob had picked off the police at the first blast.

The rest of the victinms were cowed by a snarling order fromthe masked
| eader of the nob.

"Don't anyone nove an inch! W' ve just killed six cops to show we nean
busi ness tonight! We'll kill sixty, if we have to! Hands up high! Faces to the
wal | - everybody!"

His orders were conplied with. The two thugs with the Tommy-guns stayed
where they were. The other nobsters darted toward the paral yzed victins.

Neckl aces were snatched. Bracelets and rings were grabbed. Watches, noney -



everything that could be easily stolen by experienced stickup artists, was
tossed backward to the floor, to be picked up by the masked | eader

The oot went into the | eather bag, to join the fabul ous gens of the
Duchess of Lineford.

A woman screaned as a pricel ess brooch was torn fromher dress. It was
snatched so brutally, that the thin evening gown was ripped apart. Her scream
was her death warrant. A pistol roared. The wonan dropped to the floor, a
bull et in her spine.

This devilish nurder of a hel pl ess woman aroused the male victins to a
frenzy of rage. Men whirled fromthe wall, where they had been standing
stiffly
with arnms upraised. Sone of them sprang toward the gunnen. Ot hers |eaped at
t he
masked | eader with the bag of |oot.

They were met by a spray of |ead. Tommy-guns had gone into action. Men
pitched to the floor, dead, like soldiers cut down in a desperate frontal
attack.

Jacob Gatlin and his daughter were wounded. The governor-elect of the
State pitched to his knees, his mouth dripping bl ood. The gunnen backed up
sharl i ng.

Then a bold thing happened. As the | eader's head turned to scan the
position of his nmob, a man sprang forward with clutching hands. He caught hold
of the leader's black silk mask. The nmask was torn | oose.

By the action, the identity of Peter Corcoran was exposed to everyone in
the rooni

The man who had unmasked Corcoran paid for his daring with his life.
Having killed him Corcoran backed away with his | eather bag. He faded toward
the jewel room where he had killed the two guards.

His partners tried to cover his retreat. But they found thensel ves facing
a tough situation. Cops on duty outside had heard the snarl of gunfire. They
poured into the house fromthe grounds. Taking cover wherever they could find
it, the police began a vicious counterattack on the trapped thugs.

LAMONT CRANSTON recovered consciousness in the roomupstairs to hear the
sound of gunfire in his dazed ears.

For an instant, he couldn't remenber what had happened. Then the ache in
his skull and the sight of Henry Stuart staggering dazedly to his feet from
t he
couch jogged Cranston's nenory.

There was a faint, pungent snell in the air. On the floor, where Cranston
had [ ain unconsci ous after he had been struck on the skull from behind, was
somet hi ng that nade his eyes narrow.

There were a few tiny fragnments of wafer-thin gl ass.

But Cranston had no time to ponder on the nmeaning of the pungent odor in
the air or the glass on the floor. He knew fromthe roar of pistols bel ow that
death was | ashing out at the guests in the ballroom

He staggered to the door. The door was |ocked and the key m ssing. Stuart
moaned. He was still sluggish. His bul ging eyes gl aring.

Cranston whi pped out a gun. He fired at the |lock, smashing it. A stern
shout at Stuart roused the dazed | awyer. He added the strength of his shoul der
to Cranston's. The weakened door burst open

Qui ckly, Cranston pulled out another gun and shoved it into Stuart's
hand.

Wth his own gun ready for action, he raced to the head of the staircase.

He was just intime to witness the arrival of police fromthe grounds. A
battl e was under way between snarling thugs and the law. The edge was with the
crimnals. Their two Tonmy-guns out powered anything the cops could offer in
reply.

Cranston and Stuart changed that situation in a flash. Their heavy .45



aut omati cs began to speak fromthe top of the stairs. The crooks were taken by
surprise. They whirled to neet this rear attack - and the cops dived forward.

Thugs began to crunple. One of the nobsters with a Tommy-gun pitched in a
dead heap.

Cranston's gun ended any hope of a flight of the killers up the
staircase
At his side, Henry Stuart matched Cranston's bravery. He was still wobbly on
hi s
feet, but whenever his automatic blasted, a crimnal slunped.

In a few minutes, the battle was over

Men ran to sunmon anbul ances. Jacob Gatlin and his daughter were not
badl y
wounded, but the governor-elect was desperately hurt. A bullet had drilled
t hrough his lungs. Blood dripped fromhis gasping nouth as he coughed.

Pol i ce hunted madly through the house for some trace of the vani shed
Pet er
Corcoran. But Corcoran was gone! He had made the nost of the confusion that
foll owed his col d-bl ooded nurder of the man who had unmasked him

The bag of | oot had vanished with him The entire collection of gens that
bel onged to the Duchess of Lineford had been successfully snatched!

At the height of the confusion, the front door of the nmansion opened. A
man stared silently for an instant at a ballroomthat |ooked |ike a
battl efield. He was breathing heavily.

But his voice was clear and distinct. It rasped |ike mnetal

"What in the world has happened here? A riot?"

The man who stared so calmy fromthe front doorway was Peter Corcoran

CHAPTER XV
SKY RAI DER

CORCORAN S face was streaked with dirt. Mid caked his shoes and stained
his clothing. But his eyes were calm A faint smle twisted his |ips.

Men sprang toward him the chief of the Dadeville police in the | ead. He
grabbed Corcoran fiercely by the arm said:

"Do you think you can bluff your way out of murder and theft?"

"CGet your stupid hands off ne, you fool!"

In spite of his rage, the chief of police quailed. Peter Corcoran was the
bi ggest political figure in the State. He had nmade and broken governors and
senators. He seened so sure of hinself, that the chief becane uneasy.

"You' ve accused nme of rmurder and theft," Corcoran sneered. "Can you prove
it?"

The chief nodded grimy. He recounted everything that had happened in the
mansi on since the swift appearance of the masked raiders. He described the
ri pping of the mask from Corcoran's face, and the latter's successful flight
with the Lineford jewels.

Corcoran barked with harsh | aughter

"I thought so! A franme-up! Sonebody inpersonated ne! |I'mnot guilty,
because | wasn't here. Not until | stepped through that front door, a nonent
ago. |'ve got a perfect alibi!"

He told of his adventure in a muddy |lane nmiles away from Dadeville. Wth
a
sardonic grin, he glanced at the crusted nud on his evening cl ot hes.

"How do you suppose | got this way, you fool? Do you think I go around
wal | owi ng in pigsties?"

"I don't suppose anything," the chief replied. He was nettled by the
politician's contenpt. "I intend to check on the facts."

He picked up a tel ephone, and was connected with the State police
headquarters not far fromWstern City.



He tal ked at sone length, then there was a long wait. Finally, the man at
the other end of the wire returned. The chief listened tensely to what was
sai d. When he hung up, he was trenendously excited.

He went back to where Corcoran waited sneeringly.

"You dammed liar!" he rasped.

Corcoran tried to fling hinself at the chief of police. The cops who
st ood
on either side of himdiscouraged that.

The police chief reported what he had |l earned. It was a conpl ete smash-up
of Corcoran's ali bi

"The State highway patrol has exam ned the spot where you claimyou were
del ayed. There is no evidence that a construction gang was working at that
point. You claimthey were digging with picks and shovels. The concrete
r oadbed
hasn't been touched! Furthernmore, no repair crew was on duty tonight at any
poi nt al ong the highway. Traffic was never interrupted!"

Corcoran cursed. The chief of police cut himshort.

"You lied about the sign at the head of the lane. It is not marked
Det our .

It's plainly marked: 'Danger! Proceed At Your Om Risk'! You had no excuse to
go
up that |ane!"

Corcoran's teeth showed, as he said, "You found no smashed bridge and no
mred car, | suppose?”

"They found the car, all right. But the testinmny of the State police
nails that |ie about your disappearing chauffeur. He never drove that car into
the I ane! Sone ot her henchman of yours did the job.

"You killed your real chauffeur to shut his nouth. We found his body - or
rather, the State patrol did - at a spot nmiles away from where you claim he
di sappeared. Do you care to know where we did find his body?"

"I don't give a damm where -"

"Less than a mile fromthis mansion!"

"But -"

"Arrest this man!" the chief snarled. He had forgotten his awe of the
politician.

Cops sprang at Corcoran and grabbed him There was a fierce struggle.
Cuests at the reception stared in terrified wonder.

Lanont Cranston was not one of the staring spectators. The nonent he had
heard Corcoran's sneering alibi, Cranston had faded quietly. No one noticed
hi s
departure. He vani shed al ong a di mcorridor

That was the end of Lanont Cranston

I T was The Shadow who appeared presently at the doorway of a snall
sitting
room He was garbed in a black cloak. Black gl oves shielded his hands. The
brim
of a slouch hat shaded the gl eam of his eyes. He picked up a tel ephone.

The Shadow was ready to make his final nove

That nove would, in turn, force a move on the part of a master crim nal
The Shadow i ntended to frighten his unknown foe into headl ong flight.

A calmvoice on the wire replied to The Shadow s whi spered call .

" Bur bank speaking."

To Burbank, brief orders were given. Those orders would send a swft
ai rpl ane winging upward into the black sky froma nearby airport. The pl ane
woul d be piloted by Mles Crofton, agent of The Shadow.

Crofton knew exactly where to come. Flat pasture land not far fromthe
mansi on of Jacob Gatlin had been surveyed for just such a m dni ght emnergency.

The Shadow s | aughter was soft, as he hung up; then it died in his



t hr oat .
Behi nd him he heard a gasp. Wirling, he saw one of the house servants. The
man
had entered the roomon a routine errand. He found hinself facing - The
Shadow

That servant had courage. He sprang to the attack. Wth the nove, he
opened his mouth to emt a yell of warning to the police in the front of the
house.

The scream was never uttered. A gloved hand caught the man by the throat.
A fist thudded against his jaw. For an instant, the servant jerked rigid. Then
he slid in an inert heap to the floor

The Shadow fled soundl essly toward a rear staircase.

VWhen he reappeared, he was on the second floor. He energed on a snall
bal cony, where the mnusicians had been stationed. The bal cony overl ooked the
roily ballroom The Shadow coul d see police and guests mlling around the
captive figure of Peter Corcoran. There were steel cuffs on Corcoran's wists.
He was snarling with rage.

The Shadow | aughed!

Hs mirth cut like a knife through the confusion below Every eye lifted
toward the small bal cony. They saw a bl ack-robed figure, with eyes like flane.

Twi n automatics were in The Shadow s gl oved hands. The guns di scour aged
any attenpt of startled police to grab for weapons. The voice of The Shadow
uttered a single word:

"Attention!"

Through a hush of terror, he spoke. He nade a startling statement. He
decl ared that Peter Corcoran was innocent!

There were shouts of incredulity. The Shadow s cl ear voice silenced the
i nterruption.

He asserted that he not only knew Corcoran was innocent - but that he
knew
also the identity of the real crimnal, who had inpersonated Corcoran and
stol en
the Linmeford jewels!

"I know him" the stern voice fromthe bal cony rasped. "I shall now point
hi m out !

A GLOVED finger began to nove. People below quailed as it seemed to point
in their direction. At one side of the room Henry Stuart was frozen with
horror. Hi s gaze was fastened on the pale face of Martin Bl ack

Bl ack had noved away fromhis pretty niece. He was crouched agai nst the
wal |, opposite Stuart.

Before the finger of The Shadow could halt, to indicate the guilty nman,
every light in the huge ballroom suddenly went out!

In the darkness, there were oaths and screans. There were thuds, as nen
tangl ed together and fists swing. Then one sound topped all the others.
Soneone
unseen was fleeing out the darkened front door of the mansion

Bullets fromthe invisible fugitive effectively halted pursuit.

A dark figure sped across the grounds outside. A nan vaulted a | ow stone
wal | . He vani shed into shrubbery across a narrow road.

In an instant, a roar blasted the night. The roar changed to a steady hum
of power. Bushes ripped aside. A car whirled into view, turning on the road as
it appeared.

It was the black, turreted automobile in which the highjacked gold from
the imted had been carried away.

The car raced up the narrowroad with terrific speed. The road was a
connecting link that joined a three-lane highway a few mles past the brow of
an intervening hill. The driver had been over this route many tines in a
smal l er car, by way of preparation. He drove w thout |ights.



Meanwhi | e, The Shadow was not idle. A split-second after the |ights went
out, he was no longer on the musician's balcony. He raced to the back of the
mansi on, vani shed through a rear wi ndow. But he didn't run through the grounds
in the sanme direction taken by the fleeing crimnal

VWhen The Shadow vaulted a stone wall, he was on the opposite side on the
grounds. Five minutes later, he emerged on snooth pasture |and. The field was
wel | screened by a border planting of shaggy oaks. The Shadow fl ashed an
electric torch three tines. There was no reply fromthe darkness.

The field was enpty!

Wth a piercing gaze, The Shadow lifted his face to the dark sky. A faint
whi ni ng was audible. It grewinto the roar of an airplane shrieking down for a
qui ck | andi ng.

The nonent the ship | anded, The Shadow was al ongside. He | eaped with
frenzied haste into the cockpit.

No words were spoken. MIles Crofton knew exactly what to do. The ship
raced al ong the dark turf and bounced upward into the air. It skimed above
t he
line of black oaks, missing their topnobst branches by inches. Then it headed
across the black sky in the direction of the broad hi ghway beyond the hill.

Headphones were cl anped over The Shadow s ears. The phones were attached
to a compact hi gh-powered radio set. The radio frequency was tuned to the wave
length of the State police broadcast station. The Shadow |i st ened.

Words of alarmwere crackling through the ether. The criminal's anazing
car had been seen! Its passing al ong the highway was marked by death and
destruction. Heavily arnored, it seened to be easily controlled, also.

A few cars had been unable to get out of its way. These, the arnored car
had plowed into at terrific speed. Smaller vehicles had been hurled into ruin.
Motorists |lay dead and nangl ed.

The police radio continued to spurt words of warning.

Hasty barricades had been thrown up at crossroads to halt the fugitive.
They had been smashed aside |ike straws. The arnored car couldn't be stopped.
A
machi ne gun fromits open turret sprayed death agai nst any human bei ng who
dar ed
to appear in its conetlike path.

The gun was handl ed by a thug who knew how to shoot. Evidently, the
nast er
crimnal had foreseen an energency such as this. He had |l eft one of his gang
with the car, to help clear the way to freedomw th spraying | ead.

But a master criminal had not calculated on attack fromthe air. Nor had
he thought of airplane speed!

THE big ship guided by Mles Crofton roared through the night. It had
dropped to a low altitude. The road bel ow raced backward at terrific speed.
This plane could match every ounce of power the racing auto had!

Presently, Crofton saw the arnored vehicle. The plane swooped to the
attack like a hawk. The thug in the car's turret swng up his machine gun to
nmeet the new threat. He was a dangerous foe. A quick stormof bullets forced
the plane to veer upward with a shriek like a hurricane.

But it returned swiftly. The Shadow knew how to handle a rapid-firing
weapon, too! He returned burst for burst. The advantage was now with the
airplane, for it could naneuver in nmore directions than could the car

Lead whistled toward the gunner in the car's turret. It snarled like the
drumm ng of a hailstormon a tin roof. The gunner swayed, dropped his trigger
hold. For an instant, he lay half across the circular lip of the turret. Then
his body slipped |like a broken, crinson-sneared doll inside the steel opening.

The Shadow sent a burst of bullets against the cow ed seat where the
masked driver was crouched. It did no good. The car was too strongly arnored.

The driver never slackened his mad speed. He had the road all to hinself.



The warni ng of the police radi o al arm had whi sked every other vehicle off the
hi ghway. The only inpedinents to freedom except for the black shape of the
pursuing airplane, were scattered groups of |ocal police, who fired vainly
from

rifles as the chase roared past them

At The Shadow s touch on Crofton's arm the plane began to creep slowy
ahead of the speeding car. The Shadow shelled the road in front of the fleeing
car with grenades.

Their bursting expl osions made small craters in the concrete. The car
swerved past the holes with incredible skill. But no skill could match the
threat of those expl oding bonbs. The car swerved too far to the left. The
driver tried to recover - and fail ed!

Wth a trenmendous crash, the heavy car skidded fromthe road.

It struck a drainage ditch and turned over. Then the plane |ost sight of
it, as powerful notors urged the ship on

A swi ft banking turn brought the plane back. Mles Crofton cut the
not or s.

The ship spiral ed down out of the black sky. Its wheels touched the bunpy
surface of a grassy field. It shuddered to a jarring halt.

Mles Crofton raced across the field after The Shadow. They reached the
drai nage ditch where the speed car had crashed. A bleeding figure had craw ed
fromthe car. There was a gun in his gloved hand. But the fugitive was badly
hurt. The gun fell fromlinp fingers.

The Shadow | eaned over to tear the nask fromthe master crimnal

"We've caught him" Mles Crofton exulted. "Martin Black!"

"No! Not Black." The Shadow s voice was |ike a nurnur of doom "Henry
Stuart!"”

Hi s prediction was verified when the nask was ripped away. The face of
t he
noted | awyer glared up at them

Swi ftly, The Shadow exam ned a thin, barely noticeable scratch near the
angle of Stuart's jaw. The scratch had not been caused by the auto weck. It
had been present on Stuart's face when he had apparently recovered
consci ousness in an upstairs roomof Gatlin's mansion, w th Lanmont Cranston.

The Shadow knew what had caused that scratch. It had cone fromthe
fingernails of the man who had ripped the mask from "Peter Corcoran.”

"Corcoran" had actually been Henry Stuart in disguise!

OTHER t hi ngs had warned The Shadow of the amazing truth. The queer
pungent snell in the air of that upstairs room had been the faint reek of
ammoni a. The bits of powdered glass on the rug had confirmed this deduction

Stuart had nerely pretended to faint after his glass of chanpagne. A
hi dden henchman had knocked out The Shadow before he could Iift one of
Stuarts'
eyelids and di scover that the |lawer had not been drugged. Stuart had then
donned the Corcoran disguise.

He sneaked downstairs by a secret stairway giving entrance to the jewel
room and committed the robbery. The snatch of the mask fromhis face had been
prearranged with a confederate. After having been "exposed" as Corcoran
Stuart
killed his trusting confederate and fled under cover of gunfire.

He had raced upstairs to where Cranston lay and revived himwi th a whiff
of ammonia froma gl ass capsule. He pretended to recover his own senses at the
same instant. Stuart was in a nmarvel ous spot, pretending to shoot down his own
gang at the side of The Shadow

But all Stuart's cleverness was finished now He had been ruined by a
smal | scratch, the reek of ammonia and a few bits of powdered gl ass on a rug!

The Shadow knew that the "Martin Bl ack” who had held up the bank, the
"Roger Dodd" who had | ooted a speeding train - both were Stuart, profiting



from

hi s amazi ng know edge of disguise! Stuart had also a perfect alibi in his
speed

car.

It enabled himto be three hundred nmiles away fromthe bank robbery when
Bl ack had tel ephoned for his aid as a | awer

He was also far from Newt own when the police tel ephoned him to report
t he
nmurder of Dodd at the hotel

But Corcoran and Dodd and Bl ack were not conpletely innocent. Earlier
crimes had placed themat the nmercy of the vengeful |awyer.

Wth a ghastly chuckle, Stuart confessed to The Shadow. The four nen had
been |inked in many di shonest rackets. That was how they had amassed their
noney. But they had quarrel ed.

Stuart, their |eader, had been forced to take a smaller cut on the graft.
He agreed - and bided his tine.

The three crinme exploits were his grimanswer to his former cronies. Each

crime netted Stuart a million-dollar profit. Each crine pinned the blanme on a
man whom Stuart hated. His victins were afraid to talk. They had no proof.
They

knew not hi ng of Stuart's new speed car

In the wecked car The Shadow found the | eather bag containing the
Limeford jewels. He also found a map in the wounded man's wallet. It showed
t he
| ocation of an underground garage, where the speed ear was kept when it was
not
bei ng used al ong deserted m dni ght hi ghways.

Wth a snarl, Stuart confessed that the gold fromthe limted and the
bonds fromthe bank were hidden in a steel vault in the underground garage.

"No use trying to kid you," he jeered frompale lips, "The jig is up and
I
know it!"

He writhed suddenly; his eyes closed. But he was not dead. There was a
slimchance that Henry Stuart mght yet live to pay the penalty in the
el ectric
chair.

The Shadow strai ght ened suddenly. Through the darkness cane the distant
wai | of police sirens! The law was on its way to claima master crimnal who
had defied The Shadow, and fail ed.

The Shadow didn't flee at the sound of those approaching sirens. He took
his time to do somet hing quite necessary.

VWen he bent finally over the unconscious crimnal, he dropped a sheet of
paper. On it, in the bold handwiting of The Shadow, was a conplete sunmmary of
Stuart's crine. It explained the link that had bound Stuart earlier to his
crooked graft partners, Black and Dodd and Corcoran

VWen police cars shrieked to a halt, they found only the Iinp figures of
Stuart and his dead machi ne- gunner

Hi gh in the night sky, a plane was wi nging away. It was inpossible to see
the ship. Police eyes glared aloft, vainly.

Suddenly, there was a lull in the sound of the notor. In the brief
silence, police | ooked at one another with awe. They couldn't swear to it, but
all of themwere sure they heard a faint, eerie whisper fromthe sky.

The triunphant | aughter of The Shadow

THE END






