Mansion Of Crime

Maxwell Grant
This page copyright © 2001 Blackmask Online.
http:/AMwww.blackmask.com

CHAPTERI. THE HOUSE ON THE SOUND.
CHAPTER . WORD TO MANHATTAN.
CHAPTERIII. STRANGE ADVENTURE.
CHAPTER V. FLIGHT'S FINISH.
CHAPTER V. NEW REFUGE.

CHAPTER VI. STAN GETSACQUAINTED.
CHAPTERVII. THE OTHER ANGLE.
CHAPTER VIII. EXIT THE SHADOW.
CHAPTERIX. CRIME'SHIDDEN FACTS.
CHAPTER X. DAY S OF DOUBT.
CHAPTER XI. ACROSS THE SOUND.
CHAPTER XII. CRIME'S SHOWDOWN.
XIlI. THETRAIL TO COME.

CHAPTER XIV. THE LAST NIGHT.
CHAPTER XV. WAYSIN THE DARK.
CHAPTER XVI. TWO MARKED MEN.
CHAPTER XVII. A QUESTION OF TERMS.
CHAPTER XVIII. A MATTER OF MURDER.
CHAPTER XIX. OUT OF BLACKNESS.
CHAPTER XX. CROSSED CROOKS.

B S I B B B N B B B B B B B S I I SRV RN

CHAPTER |. THE HOUSE ON THE SOUND.

OLD Theodore Prendle stood at his study window and glared off into the dusk. Hisview took ina
sweep of lawn and shrubbery, well-kept woods and driveways, al part and parcel of hisextensive Long
Idand estate. Beyond that landscape gleamed the broad blue waters of Long Idand Sound, some
portions clearly visible, others peeking through the trees that lined the shore.

Though increasing darkness lessened the beauty of the scene, Theodore Prendle was not disappointed.
Infact, hiseyeswere not noting the graceful features of the landscape at dl. All that he saw, or could
ever see, when he gazed from that window was a double wal of high, dark hedges that flanked one edge
of the estate.

Beyond that double hedge, the distant tops of castldlike towers were outlined againgt the glooming sky,
indicating another mangon quite as large as Prendle's own residence.

That other house belonged to Victor Thorndon, for years Prendl€s archriva in business. Evenin
retirement, the two had continued their bloodless feud. The hedges had been built for spite; one by
Prendle, the other by Thorndon.


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

Usudly, such hedges were clipped to areasonable height; these had been alowed to flourish until they
had become as large as fair-sized trees, forming an dmost impassable thicket. Only by dint of careful
search, could anyone have found aroute to crawl through that twofold wall.

When Prendle glared at the hedges and Thorndon's domain beyond, his heavy face took on asquarish
look, which wasincreased by the Straight, set lines of hislips. The expression gave Prendl€s featuresa
hardness, which was not atrueindex to his nature. For Prendle was actudly afriendly man, firm of way,
but not harsh.

Those who knew him well recognized that his bitterness toward Thorndon was the result of accumulated
experience. Prendle redlized it, too, and usudly curbed his emotion, except in the presence of trusted
friends who understood.

One such friend was Albert Carthwright, at present avisitor in Prendl€'s study. Also aresident of this
exclusve area, Carthwright was likewise aretired businessman. Though not so wedlthy as either Prendle
or Thorndon, Carthwright had done quite well for himself, and furthermore, had withdrawn from active
work much earlier.

Hence, in contrast to Prendle, whose age was visiblein lined face and white hair, Carthwright showed no
traces beyond those of middle age. He was a brisk man, Carthwright, with alean, well-chisaled face and
hair which showed no more than streaks of gray.

"Thorndon! Bah!" Prendle aways prefaced his criticisms of hisriva with such words. "He's copied
everything | ever did, even to settling out here and growing a hedge. Hed till do anything he could to
pite me. That iswhy"--Prendle lowered his booming tone--"I want to talk with you, Carthwright.”

Before sitting down at his desk, Prendle stepped to a side door of his study and opened it. He peered
cautioudy into afair-sized room that served asalibrary. It wasn't the only book room in the house, but it
was the one where Prendle kept his own private volumes.

Itsmain door, leading in from the large front hall, was permanently bolted, henceit could only be reached
from Prendle's study. There were windows, of course, but they weretightly latched. Nevertheless,
Prendle liked to look into that library on occasion, to make sure that it was empty.

Satisfied that such was the case at present, Prendle returned to his desk.

There, herang the buzzer for Blair, who arrived promptly at the main door of the study, which led in from
the hal. Blair was Prendl€'s butler, an old and competent retainer, whose manner and tone were as dry
as hiswithered face.

"Tdl me, Blair," requested Prendle casudly, "has anyone come home yet?'

"No, gr," replied the butler. "I believe that Mr. Jack is il at the Beach Club, while MissHeleneis some
wherewith Mr. Exeter.”

"Vey wdl, Blar."

PRENDLE dismissed the butler with an gpproving nod. He waited until footfals had died beyond the
door; then he turned to Carthwright. Though Prendle's tone was restrained, it still had traces of its
booming note, as he said:

"There are my two troubles, Carthwright: Jack and Helene. Having heard what Blair just said, you should
agreewith me."



"l do, regarding Jack," conceded Carthwright, in his brisk way. "He does spend too much time at the
Beach Club--"

"And other places" inserted Prendle, "where stakes are higher than in bridge games, drinks more
frequent, and time more thoroughly wasted.”

| suppose s0,” returned Carthwright. "Y es, it will take Jack along time to settle down, if he ever does.
But | can't understand your criticism of Helene. Y our daughter isavery lovely girl."

Prendlejarred the desk with hisfigt.

"That isnot theissue!" he stormed. "Good or bad, bad or good, persons must show judgment. Jack can
hang around the Beach Club, or go theroundsin New Y ork; if only hewill get down to businessfirst.
Similarly, dl of Hlene€'s good qualities are wasted, while she prefers the company of néer-do-wellslike
Reggie Exeter.

"Sometimes, | think that thereis only one person in this house who has any sense, besides mysdif. I'll tell
youwho that personis: Blair!"

Prendl€e's voice had been booming higher and higher. It ended in ablaze that made the windows rattle.
Then, after the brief pause that followed, there came a cautious rap at the door. Prendle boomed for the
person to enter. Blair appeared, to question:

"Didyoucdl me, gr?'

Carthwright held back asmile, redizing that Blair must have heard Prendl€sfina shout. Bluntly, Prendle
waved the butler away; but as soon as the servant had gone, Prendle began a deep laugh, in which
Carthwright joined. Prendle rather relished jokes at his own expense; this one rendered him quite
convulsve.

Contrarily, Blair lacked such asense of humor. Out in the hal, he could hear Prendl€'s booming laugh
and Carthwright's accompanying chuckle. Stiffly, the butler strode off to the kitchen, too annoyed to
glance about the hdl, as he usudly did.

As soon as Blair was gone, ayoung man eased in from the front door and gave a chuckle of hisown.

The newcomer was Jack Prendle. The son had enough of his father's appearance to prove the
relationship. Hewas of dighter build, however, and hislips had away of turning down when they smiled.
Jack was pleased by Blair's departure and the stiff way in which the butler had gone. Pleased, too,
because he knew that hisfather was talking with Carthwright in the study.

From his shrewd look, his sneaky manner as he stole through the large hall to the study door, Jack was
following a preconceived design: namely, to listen in on the conference.

Closeto the study door, in the shelter of its degp entrance, Jack could overhear the words that followed.
Old Prendle had taken it for granted that neither Jack nor Helene had yet returned, otherwise the fact
would have been mentioned by Blair. Hence, Prendle wastalking a bit loudly, and Carthwright,
somewhat influenced, was doing the same.

"Getting back to Jack and Helene'--indde the study, Prendle folded his arms as he sat erect behind the
desk--"1 am worried about their futures. Should | divide my fortune between them, they would become
babes in the woods, to be devoured by the wolf."

"Y ou mean that Victor Thorndon isthewolf?"



"Precisdly, Carthwright,” returned Prendle. "If he liveslonger than | do--and he may--he will assuredly try
to gratify his one ambition, of tearing down whatever | have built up.”

"If you put your entire estate in trust--"

"| shdl haveto do that, Carthwright; infact, | have dready made such provisons. But | do not likeit.
Living on trust funds, Jack and Helene will bejdlyfish for the rest of their lives. No, | would prefer, if |
could, to start them off with fortunes of their own whilel am il dive.”

OUTSIDE the door, Jack'sface, glum at first, had taken on an increasing gleam. Whatever hislack dong
some lines of judgment, he was an opportunist, and his shrewdness was coming to the fore. He was
particularly attentive as he listened to the next words.

"Take Jack's case," boomed Prendle. "He wants money. | should liketo giveit to him and set himup in
business”

"Y ou can't mean," exclamed Carthwright, "that Jack wants money to tart abusiness?'

"Of course not," snorted Prendle. "He wants cash to make up for al that he has spent. Heiswelcometo

it--a hundred thousand to start, and more as needed--if he will show the proper interest in things that
count."

"Will heever?'
There was a pause after Carthwright's question; then Prendle spoke, dowly and speculatively.

"Jack might," he declared. "Perhaps what he needsis the proper example. That brings usto Helene's
ca=e. If shewould only meet the right man and marry him! | could set up my son-in-law in business, and
offer Jack the same opportunity.”

"But would Jack profit by it?"

"| think he would. He might see the vaue of Helene's marriage and find the right girl for himsdf. Marriage
iswhat Jack needs, even more than Helene, in order to become stabilized.”

Carthwright sat back in hischair and smiled. He looked at Prendle, as though trying to picture him as
Cupid in disguise. Prendle saw the reason for the smile.

"No, Carthwright," he said. "I can't force either of my children into marriage. | can only hope that they
will think of it themsalves, and choose wisdly. It may be that Jack will set the examplein that respect.

"He seemsto have no preferences at present, whereas Helene likes scatterbrains such as Reggie Exeter.
But when they are both married, and properly so, they shall have fortunesin their own right. But until
then--"

Prendle broke off, asaroar came from the drive, outsde. A car with wide headlights whedled past the
house and screeched to a sharp stop.

"Reggie Exeter,” snorted Prendle, "bringing Helene home. Sometime, helll bring her right into the living
room, car, wall and dl! Bah! I'll speak to that young fellow.”

Prendle strode from the study. By then, Jack had stolen to the front of the hall, where he stopped
abruptly at atelephone table. Picking up the telephone, he was haf turned away when his father reached
adoor that led out to the driveway. Prendle did not notice Jack, but the latter heard the door chatter



open. Still, Jack remained at the telephone.

It was Blair, coming from the kitchen, who noted Jack and stopped short. Catching the mutter of avoice,
the butler mistook it for Prendle's and supposed that his employer was il in the study, making acal
from his own telephone. Then, in the same glance that showed him that the study door was closed, Blair
observed Jack.

Discreetly, the butler stepped back into the kitchen, for he made it a point never to eavesdrop. That
virtue on Blair's part was, on thisoccasion, afalling.

If Blair had crossed the hallway and stopped in the shelter of the study door, which was not far from
where Jack stood, the butler would have heard some startling things and grasped facts which had an
important bearing on the future.

Facts which old Theodore Prendle would have thanked Blair for telling him. A schemewasin the
making; ascheme that was deep, though quickly formed, and one that threstened crime and violence.

It hinged upon the call that Blair did not overhear. The servant, by hisvery fiddity, was dlowing athreat
of doom to grow upon his master, Theodore Prendle!

CHAPTER II. WORD TO MANHATTAN.

LOUNGING in an easy-chair in afancy apartment, Roger Frack was dangling a cigarette in one hand
and holding a hand-set telephone in the other. He was wearing adressing gown that suited hisgarish
surroundings, and hisface, handsomeinitsdark way, was showing avery wise smile.

Frack's wisdom was more than superficia. He happened to be the smartest confidence man at present
operating in New Y ork City. Whenever Frack wasin Manhattan, he dwaysfixed up hisplacein lavish
gyle. It went well with hisbusness.

The telephone, in the opinion of Roger Frack, was the greatest of modern inventions. At present, it was
bringing him important news from Long Idand, acquainting him with the plans of Theodore Prendle very
soon after the millionaire had propounded them.

Much was being said from the other end, though it came both rapidly and cautioudy. Frack, in histurn,
was saying very little, except to acknowledge the things he heard. For Frack happened to have avisitor
who was concerned in the matter under discussion, though the visitor did not yet know it.

The vistor's name was Stanley Wilford. He was younger than Frack, and better-looking. In fact, Stanley
Wilford, with his serious face and frank gaze, seemed quite out of placein aconfidence man's

apartment.
Frack settled the telephone on its stand, took a puff from his cigarette, and faced hisvigtor.

"A bresk for you, Stan," heinformed. "I've just talked to the big-shot. He mentioned you, and said helll
give you the chance he promised.”

"Whatever the chanceis," retorted Stan, "I don't want it. I've told you, Frack--"

"So why repeat it?" interrupted Frack. "Its out of our hands. The big-shot holds those phony checks of
yours, to the tune of two thousand dollars, and what he says goes."

Stan didn't agree.



"Y ou know al about those checks," heinsisted. "'l thought | had five thousand dollars coming to me, ona
legitimate business dedl. | gave the checks out, and then found | was framed; that the money wasn't
coming through. | wastricked and you know it!"

"But thejudge won't," Frack mocked. "If that ever getsto court, Stan, you'll do five yearswork in abig
house up abig river. So why not play bal and clear yourself alot easier.”

"By putting myself in degper,” Stan brooded. "No, Frack, | don't like your racket. I'm all set to leave
town. If you want to go to the trouble of chasing the law after me, it'syour privilege.”

Hisjaw set, Stan Wilford stepped toward the door. With quick strides, Frack blocked him off.

"Why beafool?' Frack snapped. "Y ou'd never make a good con man. We want you for afront, that's
all. Onejob, and the boss will hand you back those bum checks. That is--Frack corrected himsalf--"1'll
hand them back for him.

"Pass up this chance and you're a dope. Weve got others on the list, we aways have. Somebody el se
will take over if you don't. Asfor clearing out, it won't help. We can't afford to let guyslike you clear out.
If you try, youmay finishintheriver, insteed of up it!"

FRACK meant what he said. Never in his experience with this tool who was working for someone higher
up, had Stan seen Frack exhibit such determination. He let Frack shove him back to achair; there, Stan
accepted the cigarette that his persecutor offered him.

"It'sacinch,” declared Frack. "All you've got to do isgo out to Long Idand, to aplace called
Longwood, and put on agood show. Y ou'll draw money whenever you need it, S0 you can get in with
the right people, particularly afamily named Prendle”

"And then?"

"You'll learntherest later," Frack replied, studying Stan's sober face with careful approva. "And |
promise you this. you won't have to sted anything, dug anybody, or do anything that can incriminate you

inany way."

Stan wasthinking it over. His bluish eyes had a sudden flash. He felt that he could rely upon Frack's
terms, though there would certainly be a catch later. But the catch, as Stan foresaw it, would apply to
Frack and the master crook that the con man represented. Perhaps, once when he had dipped the mesh,
Stan could use the net himsdlf and trap the bigger fish.

"All right," said Stan firmly. "It'saded. "When do | sart?'

"Tonight," returned Frack. Then, cagily: "But you'll have company on the way out. I'm sending Skeet
adong.”

Stan merdly shrugged. He knew Skeet by sight. Thefellow was a small-fry member of the confidence
ring; he posed as aracetrack tout. But Skeet, with others of hisilk, formed acompact mob. They were
the sort that would be sent dong to seethat Stan "played ball," as Frack had termed it.

"Wheredo | go with Skeet?" inquired Stan, atrifletartly. "Ishe going to stay with me?"

"Y ou stop at the Beach Club," informed Frack, "and Skeet comes back to town. Y our job will beto
meet old Theodore Prendle, who has a son named Jack and a daughter named Helene. Jack is probably
the best bet, for agtarter. He plays cards at the club. Lose to him, and helll like you. Well pay the
freaght.”



Stan reached for his hat again, and Frack did not stop him. With asmile of grim pleasure, as though the
coming adventure intrigued him, Stan strode from the apartment and gave afarewd | wave, remarking that
he would stop off &t his own apartment.

With Stan's departure, Frack picked up the telephone and dialed a number. Soon he was talking
cautioudy with Skeet, smiling as he heard the things that histool had to tell him.

"Wilford is going through with it," informed Frack. "Packed his stuff, you say?... Y ou've been casing his
place, | takeit. Heleft the luggage at Grand Central? Good enough. Y ou can pick it up for him--

"Sure, you're going with him, but on thetrain.... Yes, take himin your car, out to Long Idand... No, don't
dump him... Just let him off at the Beach Club, in Longwood... he's going through withiit, | tell you... Yes,
meet him over at the apartment--"

Frack heard the thud of Skeet'sreceiver and could picture the fellow's disappointment. Skeet was
aways hoping for a chance to dispose of personslike Stan Wilford, instead of convoying them to a safe
destination.

Infact, Frack could picture more. He could visualize Skeet, in the back room of the joint where he hung
out, mouthing that same disappointment to agroup of surrounding thugs.

THE picture was correct. Skeet was at the back-room table where he always sat, and he had three men
with him. Like Skest, they were undersized but tough, not the sort who looked like regular mobbies.
Their gppearance, like their Size, helped them a great dedl, because the police regarded them as
somewhat harmless.

Judging by the bulges on their hips, however, they made a specidty of carrying lethal weapons. They
were careful to suppress those bulges, asthey arose at Skeet's beckon.

"Frack says Wilford is coming dong," undertoned Skest, in the voice he used for giving racetrack tips.
"But you never cantell. The guy may pull arun-out. So when | go up to talk to him, you birds closein.
Hisjoint is easy to reach; it's Apartment B6, over at the Marbleton.”

Lounging at the next table, under the wary eye of an gproned waiter, was along-limbed, ill-dressed
customer who evidently patronized this place because of its cheagp prices. He was stretched half across
histable, gpparently the victim of too many drinks, and the waiter was wondering whether the smdll
change that he fumbled was meant for another drink, or atip.

Skeet and his pasdidn't give that customer afurther thought asthey sidled out through the rear door.
Skest, in particular, was quite sure that his voice hadn't reached the stranger's ears.

But as soon as the undersized mobbies had | eft, the wayward customer cameto life. Pushing the change
in the waiter's direction, he reached his feet and shambled out through the front.

There, he practically ssumbled against a cab that was parked in darkness. Its door swung wide ashe
approached, released by the driver. It was the stumbling man, however, who pulled it shut as he gave the
whispered order:

"Marbleton Apartments.”

The stumble-bum was The Shadow; this cab was his own. The driver, Moe Shrevnitz, knew that the
order called for speed. He whisked his chief the few blocks to the Marbleton at such a pace that The
Shadow had to use rapid action to match it. The Shadow's action concerned a specia drawer set
beneath the rear seat of the cab.



From that drawer, The Shadow was whipping garments of black--a douch hat, a cloak, and thin gloves.
With them, he usualy brought automatics, but on this occasion none werein the drawer. They were
aready parked in holsters benegth the shabby coat that The Shadow had worn when in the dive that
Skeet Co. patronized.

The law hadn't spotted Skeet and his crew for what they were, but The Shadow had, and therefore had
been ready for them.

The only thing that The Shadow had missed was the telephone call that Skeet received from Frack,
because Skeet had taken it in abooth. But The Shadow, hearing the name of Frack, had identified the
con man, and therefore had something of aline on Stanley Wilford.

This, however, wasthe first evidence that The Shadow had gotten regarding mob connectionsin the
racket with which Roger Frack was associated.

Cloaked in black asthe cab did up beside the old and squatty Marbleton Apartments, The Shadow
eased out into darkness and whispered alow laugh. His course was plain: by reaching Stan first, he could
wrench that young man from the racket and take proper measures against Roger Frack, who, for some
time, had been on The Shadow's futurelist.

Skeet and his crew could report that their bird had flown. Any effortsto retrieve Stan would smply bring
them up against The Shadow. Surpriseswould be due for men of crime, according to The Shadow's
coming schedule,

But it happened that The Shadow had not yet met Stan Wilford, whose own ways happened to be
digtinctly individud.

The surprise that was coming shortly, was different from the sort that The Shadow would normally
expect. It wasto be a surprise for The Shadow, himself!

CHAPTER I11. STRANGE ADVENTURE.

THE front of the Marbleton was gloomy, asit awayswas at night, when Stan Wilford arrived there. He
had taken a cab from Frack’s, but traffic had delayed him in the Times Square area. The time-lengthened
trip had given Stan an opportunity to think things out, and he had gradually reconciled himsdlf to the
adventure that lay ahead.

The more hazards it might offer, the better Stan would like it. He had always |ooked for strange
adventure and was willing to start from the wrong side of the fence, since nothing better offered.

Thingswere quiteto hisliking, as heleft the cab in front of the gpartment house. Stan could see lurking
figuresin the offing and knew that Skeet and others were on hand. For their benefit, he paused outside
the door, then gtrolled into the Marbleton, as though the choice were entirely hisown.

In fact, Stan regarded himself as afree agent, despite the threats that Frack had broached. He intended
to act the part, even while taking orders that Frack relayed from higher up. It was just acase of gaining
leeway al dong theline, until the time cameto kick over thetraces.

Meanwhile, he would play in with crime whenever necessary, not only to learn what it was dl about, but
to satisfy awhim of hisown.

Stan was thinking in terms of Theodore Prendle. He had recalled the name whileriding in the cab.

It went back to Oklahoma, where Stan had tried hishand at oil, only to be frozen out, along with some



other small independents, by certain large corporations. True, the big ones had been wrangling among
themselves, but that hadn't helped Stan's case. They had raised money when they needed it, and had
findly fattened through their feud.

The money had come from New Y ork, supplied by abanking house of which Theodore Prendlewas a
director. The bankers had received interest for their money, Prendle among them.

It was easy enough for Stan to argue, mentally, that others had aright to wrest such funds from Prendle.
Remembering his own prospectsin oil, and how they had been squashed, Stan conveniently decided that
it washismoney a stake, not Prendl€e's.

Prendle had afamily: ason named Jack, and adaughter, Helene. But why should that change Stan's
attitude? He pictured Jack asthetypical rich man's son, who would either squander afortune, or, worse,
push himsdlf into a high position through his father's backing and crowd out men of greater competence.

Toward Helene, Stan had even less sympathy. He had seen plenty of her sort, out West. They cameto
theail fiddsin airplanes and private cars and looked at the derricks hungrily, regarding them asthe
producers of fur coats, imported limousines, French maids, and Sedyham terriers.

These daughters of the rich had no sympathy for the men who swesated in the fields; no regard for the
ambitions of toilers. So Stan could see no reason why he should hold sympathy for them. His contempt
for Helene Prendle, the girl that he had never met, was quite complete when he entered his apartment.

Except for the furniture, the little gpartment was empty. Stan had packed everything that afternoon. His
trunk and suitcases were a Grand Centrd Station, the checksin his pocket, along with aticket for the
West.

He had agreed to return to the gpartment, smply so that Frack would not suspect how far he had gone
with his plan for departure to an unstated destination. Taking the ticket from hiswallet, Stan looked at it
and laughed. Hefolded it away, intending to redeem it later.

Longwood, fashionable suburb on Long Idand, would be just as golden a spot as somewherein the
West. There, if he could withstand hisdidike for surrounding luxury, Stan would redeem himsdif in his
own way. Hed worked himsdlf into amood where he detested persons like the Prendles as much as he
hated Roger Frack and the unknown big-shot behind the confidence ring.

Stan'seyes had at least been wide open when Frack had tricked him. It had happened after Stan came
Eadt toinvest hissavingsin aretal oil business. Through Frack, Stan had been promised five thousand
dallars, to be supplied by a silent partner, cash on the line, provided al debtswere clear. So Stan had
paid off the debts of his newly acquired business by overdrawing his bank account.

Then the storm had struck. There weren't any debts, no slent partner. It had al been aframe-up, and
Stan's checks werein the hands of the man behind the confidencering. It wasjust a case of putting them
into circulation and letting Stan take the rap.

Frack had put the case quite coolly, along with his promise that there would be away out, if Stan chose
to accept it. The way out was for Stan to serve aswedge in abigger game involving Prendle.

So what?

STAN asked himself the question, as he nosed around the apartment to make sure that he hadn't |eft
anything important. He opened a closet door, gave the interior aglance, without bothering to look
deeper. Then, as he was closing the door, Stan did remember something.



He stepped to asmdll table, which had adightly opened drawer. Pulling the drawer out, Stan tilted the
table forward. Therewas a clatter, asa .32 revolver did forward into hiswaiting hand.

Stan had brought the gun to New Y ork with him, and had stowed it behind the table drawer as a good
hiding place. At times, he'd regretted that he had kept it, Snce revolvers were taboo in New Y ork.

But he was glad, now, that he had it; pleased, too, that it was fully loaded, afact which he proved by
cracking the gun open. Even if he did intend to play along with crooks, it wouldn't do to trust them too
far.

Stan, a that moment, was thinking in terms of Skeet, the man who was to convoy him to Long Idand.
Closing the gun, he listened, and heard a creep from the hall. It was probably Skeet, and the idea struck
Stan that the gun would make the right impression on that sneaky crook.

Y es, held show Skeet the revolver, muzzle foremost, then put the gun away. Skeet would then know,
and report back to Frack, that Stan had goneto Long Idand of hisown valition.

Moving toward the door, his own steps stedlthy, Stan unwittingly made a progressive picture of a hunted
man, ready for alast ¢and against odds. He was practicdly deceiving himself, hence it wasn't surprising
that he should deceive an observer whose presence Stan did not suspect.

The closet door swung wide noisalessy. From the depths that Stan had mistaken for mere darkness
came a cloaked shape, advancing with swift, slent glide. Firt, to reach the gpartment, The Shadow had
witnessed Stan's arrival. Knowing that areal threet lay over the young man, The Shadow wastaking
stepsto balk it.

Firg indication of The Shadow's presence became evident to Stan when the latter gained the door. One
hand reaching for the knob, Stan was holding the gun in his other fist, when blacknessintervened. The
blacknesswasn't solid; it was The Shadow's own shadow, thrust ahead of the cloaked figure. It
produced the anticipated result.

Seaing the slhouette that spread against the whiteness of the door, Stan turned. He gave hisgun hand a
natural sweep, twisting dightly backward as he did. However quick he might have been with the trigger,
the swing was needed fird. It came right where The Shadow wanted it: into aclamping trap.

Stan, hdting, startled, found hiswrist in the grip of agloved hand that had the power of avise; astrength
30 numbing that it paralyzed Stan's fingers. He couldn't have pulled the gun trigger had he wished.

Besides, ashot from Stan's gun would have been doubly useless. The Shadow had stopped the wespon
far short; it wasn't even aimed at the cloaked intruder. But The Shadow's .45 was aimed straight between
Stan's eyes.

Sight of the big muzzle made Stan quail. The Shadow could fed the young man go limp. Coally, The
Shadow lowered his leveled wegpon, though still keeping hisrestraining grip on Stan's gun hand.

Then came whispered words--The Shadow's promise of co-operation against crime. He was declaring
himsdlf afriend, and backing the statement with the glow of burning eyes. He was offering Stan away
out, while he, The Shadow remained to combat Skeet and the crew, should they offer trouble.

With sweeping gesture, The Shadow indicated awindow which led to an outside roof, the proper route
for Stan to take.

TEN minutes before, Stan Wilford would have snagpped at the invitation. Even at this moment, his eyes
showed interest. Hislips were tightening, asthough fighting to curb afear. Actudly, Stan was striving to



suppressinclinations toward crime, the mood which The Shadow had not yet observed. In fact, the thing
that decided Stan was dmogt trividl.

It was The Shadow's gesture. To indicate the window, The Shadow used his gun hand. The .45 was
completely away from Stan at the crucid ingtant. Asfor Stan, though his own gun hand was powerless,
his other hand had reached the doorknaob.

Seized by arebeliousimpulse, a sudden urge to go through with his own plan in away that would prove
his pretended desire for crime, Stan whipped the door open.

He intended the yank to carry him beyond the door, where he would be out of The Shadow'ssight. He
expected the door edge, coming in between, to free him from The Shadow's grip. It did, but not through
Stan's own effort.

The Shadow was hauling Stan off balance as the door came inward, and normaly, Stan would have
bashed against the door, damming it shut again. But there were other forces to contend with: Skeet and a
pair of thugs. Though scrawny, their combined weight was considerable asthey threw themselves against
the door.

They saw The Shadow lose hisgrip on Stan. They heard Stan's hoarse yell as the door flung him to the
corner. The cry waslog in the laugh that The Shadow gave, amocking invitation for crooksto follow as
hewhedled.

Then, asthey took the invitation, lunging asthey drew their guns, The Shadow proved hismoveto bea
feint. He was no longer whedling across the room; he was driving headlong into his attackers, meeting
them just within the doorway.

In the turmoail, the charging forms struck hard against the door, dapping it wide againgt thewall. From the
corner where he had landed on hands and knees, groping for his gun on the floor beside him, Stan
Wilford was awitnessto the sudden fray that his own impulse had produced.

More than awitness, he wasto be adeciding factor in this battle between The Shadow and, men of
crimel

CHAPTER IV. FLIGHT'SFINISH.

THE SHADOW was hurling crooks like chaff, meeting them with hard-dedged gun strokes, then
plucking them, free-handed, to fling them one against the other. They were dashing, too, trying to ward
off hisblowsand get anaim at him.

They were arabbity tribe, unlike brawny thugs. They preferred to shoot while on the dodge, and The
Shadow recognized it. He wasn't giving them the chance they needed.

As Stan wasrising, one crook came spilling hard against him. It was Skeet, and the fellow bounded like a
rubber ball. He hoped to get ashot at The Shadow, but the cloaked fighter was suddenly gone. Taking
the two remaining thugsin one swoop, The Shadow had tossed them bodily through the doorway and
acrossthe outer hdl, following them as part of hislunge.

Skeet made a spring for the doorway, stopping just short of the edge. He heard The Shadow's taunting
laugh and did not welcomeit. Stan heard the mockery, too, as he findly found hisfeet, with gunin hand.
Caught by anew impulse, Stan hoarsed:

"Look out, Skeet! Duck back here!"



Stan's tone was something of agive-away, though he didn't redizeit. He wastrying to rectify the thing
that he had done. Hisfirgt surge of animosity toward The Shadow had been abrief one, much like the
ingtinct felt by atrapped animal toward its trapper. He'd seen away to elude The Shadow and make a hit
with Skeet; but Stan hadn't expected the things that followed.

The smash of the door, the fray that it produced, was Skeet'sidea, not Stan's. In witnessing the rapid
drife, Stan had suddenly found himself in favor of The Shadow. The cloaked intruder's friendly offer was
gill clear in Stan's mind, and the fact that The Shadow had carried through the promise, though one
againg three, was something to admire.

Stan's own career had dways been on the uphill side. He wanted to help The Shadow, and was doing it.
Stan'sydll to Skeet caused the fellow to hesitate, instead of taking aquick gun jab a The Shadow.

Then it wastoo late for Skeet. The Shadow had flattened the others and was wheeling toward the room,
his laugh ringing with ominous challenge. The Shadow was out to settle scores, and to Stan, the laugh
was meant for him aswell as Skeet

Stan couldn't redlize that The Shadow had heard hisyell and given it the correct trandation, for Stan
himsdlf had not fully interpreted hisown cry.

He saw Skeet whip forward again in desperation. Stan, too, was on the drive, hoping to reach Skeet
before the fellow could fire; but it looked as though The Shadow would smother the crook first.

Then, as gunshots sounded from the hall, The Shadow wheeled, forgetting Skeet. He had amore
pressing dud: Skeet's two reserves had arrived and were opening fire from the end of the hal. The
Shadow had to settle those pint-sized marksmen before they found the range.

At that moment, Stan's brain wasin awhirl. He was against the wal, hisfree hand gripping the edge of
the opened door. The Shadow was gone, but Skeet was till atarget. A shot at Skeet could count, but
the echoes of The Shadow'staunt still produced confusion in Stan's mind.

He couldn't discount his previous mistakes; if hefired now and clipped Skeet, The Shadow would
probably consider it another error. Stan had tagged himself asamember of crimesfaction, and logically
should he shooting at The Shadow. At least, so Stan believed The Shadow would defineit.

There was one other course a hand. It wasliteraly at hand, because it involved the door, which Stan
happened to be gripping. Otherwise, it might not have occurred to him. Indeed, it came so
gpontaneoudy, that Stan started his action while histhoughts till whirled.

He gave the door ahuge dam, and as it was whizzing shut, Stan foresaw happy consequences. The door
would cut off Skeet from The Shadow. Stan himself could then suppress Skest, to prove which sde he
redly favored.

THINGS didn't work that way.

Skest, too, was spinning as Stan gave the door itsfling. The door hooked the human pint behind the
shoulder and catapulted him across the room, at an angle toward the window.

The door's momentum wasn't hated, for Stan had put plenty of beef behind the sweep. The door closed
with adam that drowned the bark of gunsfrom the halway.

Skeet was on his feet before Stan could reach him. The crook was at the window, beckoning with his
gun.



"Comeon!" he urged Stan. " Say, The Shadow must have hit me hard. But I'll bet he got hiswhen you
smeared him with the door!"

Engaged with The Shadow when the door swung, Skeet supposed that it was the cloaked fighter who
had flung him. After al, Skeet was till inside the room and couldn't figure how the door, going the other
direction, had put him there.

Shooting from the hal had ended, and Stan, grimly fearing that The Shadow had lost out, saw no other
course than to flee long with Skeet. After dl, it had been hisorigind intention, and at present, Stan felt
fully branded with crime. His only path to redemption wasto go through with the thing, and settle scores
later. Stan felt that he owed it to The Shadow.

From the roof, which he reached with Skeet, it was an easy drop to an dley below. Stan followed his
scrawny guide to awaiting car, an old sedan that had brought the thugs.

They found agroggy thug aready there. Skeet addressed the fellow as Terry, and shoved himinto the
rear seat. Skeet took the whedl, with Stan beside him.

"Wedidn't get The Shadow," croaked Terry glumly, from the rear seat. "He got us, that'swhat. Bowled
me and Juke right down the stairs, and Juke lay where he landed. If The Shadow hadn't gone up again
after you guys, hed have got me, too. | thought Juke was playing possum, so | did the same. Only Juke
wasn't faking. He's croaked!™

Skest received the news with darm. He threw aglance into the mirror that fronted the driver's seat, and
sped ahead as he noticed atrailing cab. Skeet shook off the cab, apparently, but the way he went
through traffic lights brought other pursuers.

Police cars were whining from the rear, when Skeet took to a dead-end street near the East River and
nosed the sedan into an old garage which was deserted except for afew cars. Hopping out, Skeet
rammed the door of the garage shut.

"That will fool them,” hetold Stan. "While| cal Frack, to tell him that you rate one hundred percent. You
can get that coupe in the corner started. Well go out the other way and start for Long Idand.”

Stan took the whed of the coupe, with Terry beside him, while Skeet was making the phone cdl. Then
Skeet arrived and cautioudy opened the rear door of the garage, which gave access to another street.

Doing alot of thinking, meanwhile, Stan was more than ever decided to go through with the Long Idand
proposition. He felt that The Shadow's friendship was athing he might regain at the right time and place.
It was welcome news, the fact that The Shadow was till dive.

When Skeet hopped in the right side of the coupe, Stan followed ingtructions and drove for an East River
bridge. They passed police cars on the way, but they paid no attention to the coupe.

Acrossthe bridge, Stan picked a boulevard and made toward L ongwood, occasionally noting that cabs
were in sight behind him. But he didn't connect any of them with the cab that Skeet had suspected
exlier.

They werewd |l away from traffic, when Stan saw auniformed policeman blocking the road ahead. The
cop was waving hisarms, and there was apatrol car standing by. Stan gave an anxious look toward
Skeset, whose fist promptly showed arevolver. Terry, too, was pulling agun from his pocket.

"Sow up,” ordered Skeet. "Terry and | will giveit. Step on the gas as soon aswe let blast.”



TENSELY, Stan obeyed thefirst instructions, swerving the coupe dightly to the left; but before either
crook could thrust agun from the window, Stan followed the later orders. Hisjab of the accelerator fairly
lifted the coupe on itsway. The shotsthat Skeet and Terry fired were hopelessy wide and bel ated.

In the mirror, Stan saw the cop jump back to the patrol car, which immediately got under way.
"Y ou dope!" snarled Skeet angrily. "Wed have croaked that bull, if you'd given usthe chance!”

"Sowhat?' retorted Stan. "There were othersin the car. We'd have them after us, anyway. | saw my
way to a better start, that's all."

Skeet glared suspicioudy across Terry, then decided that the question could be settled later. Stan was
giving the coupeits best speed, which was al Skeet could expect for the present. Leaning from the
window, Skeet jabbed afew shots back at the patrol car, which answered in kind. Terry had what
seemed a better idea. Herolled down the rear window and opened fire through the back.

"Keepit going, Terry," approved Skeet. "I'll take care of the loading.”

Stan was giving the coupe al it had, with the specia purpose of keeping the car so far ahead that Terry's
shots could not take effect on the pursuing police. He saw asign marking Longwood as a mile ahead,
and took aroad that curved toward Long Iland Sound.

By then, the police car had gained despite him, and was within revolver range. But police guns packed a
wallop that Terry's wegpon didn't have.

There was aping, as something smacked the windshield and turned the center of it to awebbed mass of
streaks. Another bullet, and Terry was dumping silently between Stan and Skeet. Almost savagely, Skeet
eyed the face that had hit the cushion. Terry was dead.

"Hit for the shore," snarled Skeet. "WEIl hop out of this buggy and grab aboat somewhere.”

The road was converging with another. Jamming the brakes, Stan made ahairpin turn and zigzagged for a
rough gravel drivethat led down to an old pier.

Hedidn't redlize what the delay might mean, until he saw Skeet poke from the window on the right and
am squarely at the police car, which had gone off the road in trying to make thefirgt turn. Stan'sgrab at
Skeet'sarm wasjust in time to send the crook’s shots high.

Stan's game was through, so far as Skeet was concerned, and the crook’s snarl told it. But Skeet was
through, too, his savage outburst ending in agasp, as he swung about hoping to settle his companion.

Unheard in the volley of Skeet'swild shots, another gun had spoken, from back by the turn. Its bullet had
clipped Skeet at the window of the coupe.

As sequd to the timely shot, Stan was sure that he heard alaugh much like The Shadow's, proof that the
cloaked fighter had been on thetrail al aong. But the mirth, if red, was drowned by the roar of new guns
that spattered the coupe and flayed Skeet's form, while Stan, ducking, sped the car down the gravel road
to the Sound.

These were shots from the police, who had jumped from their stranded car, and it wouldn't do to halt
and explain things to them. The police, quite as much as The Shadow, would have every reason to list
Stan with the mob.

So Stan calculated, as he took the blind road, wondering what it would bring. He saw, within the next



two hundred yards.

AHEAD, the gravel roadway ran directly onto the short, rickety pier, an abandoned stretch of
weather-beaten planking. With dead companions bouncing against him, Stan did his best to brake the
car; but the space was too short

The pier crackled asthe front wheels bore upon it, and with that token of coming disaster, Stan yanked
at the door handle on his side of the car. Asthe coupe careened, he plunged outward.

The dive landed Stan on the pier, for the car was swerving to the right. From where he sprawled, Stan
saw the death car take atopple from the outer corner of the pier. Its two occupants were already dead,
as Stan knew; but had either been dive, the chance for survival would have been nil.

For in the coupe'sfina careen to theright, the door on the driver's side yanked shut, sealing the dead
men in ther bullet-riddled tomb.

There were bushes near the pier. Dizzily, Stan reached them. His clotheswere torn, his body battered,
but he kept stumbling ahead through darkness. Everything faded out behind him, but he il kept on.

Downgrade, he struck alittle cove and waded through its water, which revived him somewhat; then,
ashore again, he continued through woods and thickets, until he sank from sheer exhaustion.

The pier seemed very far behind him, and it wasfar, for by the time Stan's staggering flight was ended,
much had happened at the water's edge. The police had sent for awrecking truck, and a derrick was
pulling the coupe up from the shallow water off the pier end. As soon asthe car wasreclamed, officers
yanked open its doors.

Inside, they found the bodies of Skeet and Terry, both bearing signs of gun wounds. The police took it
for granted that they were the car's only occupants. Though they hadn't seen the car plunge from the pier,
some of the officers had heard its engine's roar end with a splash, and the closed doors indicated that no
one could have escaped.

The wrecker pulled away, dragging the death car behind it. The police car followed, and again a peaceful
quiet reigned aong the Sound. Then, asif from nowhere, aprobing light appeared. It was atiny flashlight,
maneuvered by agloved hand.

Near the inner end of the pier, The Shadow detected broken bushes. Following between them, he found
footprints trodden in the earth. Following such leads, The Shadow reached the cove where Stan had
waded

By then, The Shadow had found out two things: first, that Stan's course had been staggering; second, that
the distance which the fugitive had traveled was proof enough that he till had recuperative strength.

The Shadow followed thetrail no longer. Returning to the upper road, he stepped into the waiting cab
that was parked deep benesth the shelter of trees. A low laugh stirred the darkness, its sound mingling
with the purr of the arting motor.

The police could count this case closed if they chose, but the part that Stanley Wilford had played was
onethat would still be remembered--by The Shadow!

CHAPTER V. NEW REFUGE.

WITH morning, Stan Wilford crawled from beneath aclump of bushes and surveyed the Long Idand
countryside. The sun was high, indicating that it must be aslate asten o'clock, which did not surprise



Stan a al. He could recal avery uncomfortable night on the hard ground; so uncomfortable, that he
hadn't really managed to deep until dawn.

At present, Stan was very stiff and bruised; his gppearance, too, was quite bedraggled. Groping back
through vague dreams from the night, he recalled the events that had started it al, and his worriment
becamered.

True he had survived the running fight in which Skeet and Terry had perished, but that did not prove that
he wasin the clear. He could hope that the law had forgotten him, but certainly Roger Frack hadn't. Stan
fdt himsdf in the very middle of something he didn't like.

Even such middle ground could be uncertain, when Stan's reflections turned to The Shadow. Whoever
The Shadow was, he seemed to have afaculty for moving in where least expected. Inred darm, Stan
glanced about the landscape, dmost expecting The Shadow to step from behind atree and give that
mocking laugh of hisin broad daylight.

Then, findly deciding that he had temporarily eluded The Shadow, too, Stan looked for a path that would
lead him somewheredse.

Hefound apath. It led to adirt road, where Stan saw the marks of tire tracks. Thiswasn't the road that
he had taken the night before. In fact, Stan was quite sure that it must be amile or more from the pier
where he had launched the coupe. Seating himsalf on arock beside the road, Stan began to reason things
OUL.

Firdt, he gradually assured himsdlf that the law had overlooked him. The conclusion became quite sound.
To begin with, Stan hadn't used his own name at the apartment where he stayed.

It was an gpartment with aregular lease, used by Roger Frack to quarter newcomers who worked for
the confidence ring. Stan was quite sure that only Frack, or someone higher up, would be able to release
the name of the last occupant.

Memories of the diving car, with its shutting door, gave Stan atrue clue to the police decison in the case.
Hewas sure that the police regarded Skeet and Terry as the only occupants; otherwise, they would have
beaten through these woods until they found another fugitive.

Since the police hadn't made a search, Stan fdlt that he could dismiss them from his mind; and after
further contemplation, he decided to forget The Shadow, too, for the present.

Stan wasrright back where he had started. He was ready to go through with the plan that Frack had
proposed, until he could see dl consequencesthat his policy might produce. It wasn't wiseto dally too
long, however, because of Frack.

He remembered that Skeet had called Frack from the old garage, to certify that Stan was redlly working
with the racket; but there were various ways in which Frack might interpret the subsequent events.

The sunken car, with Skeet and Terry asitsonly tenants, was a damaging matter, unless Stan could
explain how it had happened. He was sure that he could sell the story to Frack, omitting, of course, the
detail of how he had grabbed Skeet's gun hand at avita moment.

But it was imperative to contact Frack without delay. How to do it puzzled Stan for ashort while; then
enlightenment struck him.

Hewould find the Prendle house and talk to some of the servants. He could claim that he had cracked up
aspeedboat on the shore--a story to which his bedraggled appearance would testify. It might already be



that Frack had posted aman at Prendl€'s; if so, al the better. If not, Stan could certainly get permission
to make atelephone call, and thereby reach Frack.

Therewith, he could tell Frack that he was actudly at the Prendle mansion, the place where Frack
wanted him to be.

Theimmediate problem wasto find the mansion.

STAN took to the dirt road and limped along, hoping that it would come out somewhere. He hoped,
too, that he would meet someone and inquire the way to Prendl€'s. He hadn't long to wait, for, ashe
turned a bend in the road, he came upon a sporty yellow roadster parked beside the road.

Therewas agirl with the car, but shewasn't in it. She was standing beside the roadster, gazing
impatiently along the road as though expecting someone.

The car was handsome, but the girl was gorgeous. Indeed, she was dazzling, literdly so. Shewas
standing againgt the sun and the dazzle came from itsrays, which turned her light-brown hair into a
burnished copper. The face framed against that background was worthy of its setting; not only were the
features of excellent mold, they had expression aswell as beaty.

From adistance, her dark eyes seemed firm in gaze, but as Stan approached, he saw that they carried a
mild query, whilethe girl'slips, half opened, looked ready to give this stranger afriendly greeting.

Of medium height, the girl was shapely, afact which could not be doubted, considering her attire. She
was wearing ariding habit, itstrimness a sureindex to her own. Stan didn't ordinarily fancy riding habits,
for he regarded them as too masculine to go with feminine charm; but thisinstance was causing him to
reverse dl previous opinions. The brown-haired girl with the deep-hued eyeswould be hersdf in any
costume; of that, Stan was certain.

Then, redizing that it wasn't polite to stare, Stan spoke, quite pleasantly, but with anote of weariness
which was genuine.

"I'madtranger,” said Stan, "and I've lost my way. Perhaps you can help me."

The girl's gaze was afurther credit to her. She wasn't the sort to judge persons by mere appearance, or
lack of it. Shewastaking stock of Stan's bedraggled attire and unshaven face, discounting them
completely infavor of hisfrank eyes and sincere smile. Gracioudy, she gestured toward the car.

"I can do morethan that," she declared, in atone as clear and lovely as Stan expected. "Tdl me where
you would liketo go, and | can take you there. | am expecting someone here''--she paused, to
smile--"but since he has kept mewaiting, | can let him wait, inturn.”

Stan stepped to the car; then paused, hesitant. As a complete stranger in the vicinity, he really wouldn't
know where he wanted to go. The thought struck him that he could modify the statement, by claming a
destination without knowing how to reach it. But there, he was meeting with another snag.

He couldn't mention the Prendles, because he had never met them. If the girl knew the Prendle family, as
was probable, it would be a bad beginning for Stan to ask her to leave him at the servants quarters.

Asfor the Beach Club, Stan didn't care to make his entrance at the place in his present disreputable
garb. Asaresult, hefound himsdaf ssammering excuses, which, for thefirst time, caused the girl to view
him with doubt.

"If you'll give mealift--" he began. "Wdll, say anywhere... that is, wherever you prefer... or if you'd just



direct me, I'd appreciate a. Y ou see, I'm astranger--"

"You said that before," the girl interrupted. " Perhaps we should postpone the trip until you become more
specific--or coherent.”

There was no anger in her tone; not even doubt of her previous impression regarding Stan. The girl was
smply showing thefirmnessthat redly lay behind her friendly manner.

To emphasizeit, she reached for the door which Stan had half opened and started to draw it shuit.
Tightening his grip on the door, Stan decided to give her the boat story.

"You seg, | just cracked up,” he said. "Not in acar'--Stan was hasty to insert that point--"but in a
speedboat down in the cove--"

The girl's eves were dready shifting to Stan's clothes, noting that though torn and bedraggled, they were
dry. She was drawing the door more firmly, her hand clenched tightly upon it, and Stan, in histurn, was
holding back, determined to complete histale.

"--quite awhile ago," he was adding. "Just about dawn. | started over from Connecticut aong about
midnight. Foggy on the Sound, you know. It crept in on me, and, without a compass, | was lost. Thought
this was the Connecticut shore--"

"At dawn, with the sunrisng?'
"It was just before dawn,” put in Stan, glibly. Then, seeing that the girl didn't believe him, he added:

"Of course, the drinks had something to do withit. | took too many of them. Nothing elseto do, and with
abottle on the boat--"

"I'm sorry," interposed the girl, "but | can't believe you. | think you had better go your own way."

SHE reached to press Stan away, and he raised hishand in protest. The girl didn't misunderstand; ina
way, she seemed sorry to find that this frank-looking stranger had proven himsdlf so unrdigble.

The person who did misunderstand was a vapid young man who arrived that moment, to overlook the
stuation. He had an excellent vantage point, for he was mounted on a horse.

"Get away, you bounder!" he began harshly. "Why are you disturbing this young lady? Who are you,
anyway? What right have you to be here?"

Stan stepped back, annoyed by the fellow's poppycock attitude. He was quite prepared to answer;
ready, thistime, to cut down his story to the smple statement that he had lost hisway and that how he
had come here was his own business. But before Stan could speek, the girl had intervened.

"It'sdl right, Reggie--"

Therewas amost apleain her tone, an indstence that the disheveled stranger had in no way sought to
harm her. But Reggie, probably considering himsdf aknight without armor, wasintent upon dedling with
the interloper as he thought suitable.

"So you won't speak up?' he sneered. "Very well, you can have the consequences!”

Hewheded his horse toward Stan, at the same time yanking his riding whip into action. He had the whip
reversed, and swung at Stan with the crop. It was a hard blow, that wouldn't have been hedlthy for Stan's
skull, had it landed.



But it didn't get that far. Stan warded Reggie's arm with his own; in the same motion, he caught the
felow'swrigt. Then, swinging his other hand into play, he took a double hold and hauled Reggie from the
saddlein along, hard, somersaullt.

With Reggie sprawled, Stan picked up the whip and handed it to the girl. For thefirst time, Stan'stone
had sarcasm, as he told the brunette:

"Better take the boy friend where he wantsto go, and tell him he'slucky that it isn't the hospitd.”

Turning, Stan was about to walk away, when he heard a clatter from beside the car. He swung to meet
Reggie. The horsdless hero was coming in figtsfirdt, hisforemost hand carrying afair-sized stone, for
weight.

Stan ducked the clumsy blow and let it dide across his shoulder. With the same motion, he roundhoused
hisown fist against Reggie'sjaw. As Reggie flattened, Stan turned to wave afarewdl| to the girl.

Something lashed hisface from chinto ear. It was the riding whip, handled by the girl, whose face was
flushed with real anger. The sting was sharp, and Stan could dmost fed the welt grow on his cheek. He
stood stock-4till, and the girl did the same. Their eyes met asthey had not done before, mingling dl the
emotionsthat only two impulsive natures could produce.

Then Reggie, rising groggily, let out ahowl, and Stan heard the thuds of horses hoofs. Two groomswere
riding up, bringing an extrahorse in tow, and both were huskies who might welcome afight.

Not that Stan wasn't willing to take them on; hewould have, ordinarily. But the present time was certainly
not right for abrawl that might require explanation in a police Sation.

Suddenly remembering why he was at Longwood, and how he had actudly arrived there, Stan made a
divefor the nearest bushes.

He heard the grooms come after him, with Reggie spurring them on with shouts. Crashing through
thicketsin broad daylight wasn't the easiest way to shake followers from theftrail.

Stan could hear shouting from other directions and knew that more people had been summoned to the
chase. He saw aclear expanse of lawn, with men who looked like gardeners dashing in his direction.
Reversing his course, Stan took to the woods again.

THE scrambles of followers dwindled, as Stan reached another space, to find it deserted. He saw alarge
gray house; beyond it, ahigh hedge. Fully exhausted because of his exertions the night before, he decided
to cross the lawn and work through the hedge. He wasn't more than hafway to the hedge, when new
pursuerstracked him.

These weren't men; they were dogs, huge mastiffs that issued thunderous barks. On the run, Stan brought
up againgt the hedge, but found it too thick to push through. Before he could travel dong to a pot that
looked passable, the bounding dogs were upon him.

Knowing the ways of mastiffs, Stan hated abruptly, hoping that the huge beasts wouldn't go for histhroat
if he offered no resstance,

Great paws struck Stan's shoulders, but fangs stopped short of his neck. Stan's quick thought had saved
him momentarily, and his dilemma was ended when asharp cal came from near the house. Hearing it, the
dogs dropped away from their human prey, and an elderly but agile man came trotting into sight.

Hisface was withered, crablike, the sort that Stan would not have liked under less pressing



circumstances. At present, however, he welcomed the crabby man like along-lost friend. Stan didn't
express thoughts verbally; he couldn't, for he was out of breath, but he did deliver athankful gesture.

The withered man gave Stan along look, then said in harsh, officioustone;
"Comewithme."

They walked to the big gray house, the huge dogs following patiently. At the door, the elderly man
motioned for Stan to enter; then ordered the dogs away. Following through the door, Stan's rescuer
closedit.

Shouts from the woods had faded. Grimly, Stan hoped that this new refuge would bring him real shelter
from dl pursuers, whether man or beest.

CHAPTER VI. STAN GETSACQUAINTED.

OLD Withered-face conducted Stan through aheavily furnished hal, to alittle door that led to aflight of
gairs. At the top, they entered aroom which was quite obviousy soundproof, for itswals were very
thick. It was furnished with many curios, from tapestries to Satuettes, and made avery picturesque den.

In the corner, however, Stan noted a desk, and an old safe behind it, which meant that the room had
office purposes, aso.

The old man brought a bottle of brandy from an ornamenta cabinet and offered Stan adrink, which Stan
accepted. The warmth of the brandy was welcome; with it, Stan felt anew interest in his surroundings,
particularly the old man.

He noted that the withered fellow was studying him with sharp, beady eyes, and the reason suddenly
struck home. The old man thought that his dogs had produced theripsin Stan's clothes, and was
therefore trying to square the Situation.

"My nameisVictor Thorndon," the old man announced abruptly. "1 am sorry because of what happened.
It istoo bad that you did not notice the signsthat | posted, warning trespassersto keep off this

property.”

The hint was obvious. Thorndon wanted no lawsuits. He was smart enough, however, to promptly take
cognizance of hisvigtor'splight:

"Of course," Thorndon added, "accidental trespassing can be excused. L et us say that you are now my
guest, and as your hogt, | fed quite responsble for the damage caused. May | ask if you live near here?”

"No, | am something of astranger,” Stan returned. "I cameto cdl on the Prendles, and was asking my
way, when--"

He paused. His mention of the Prendles had produced a peculiar effect upon old Thorndon. Never had
Stan seen aman's expression grow so canny, as Thorndon'sdid. Still, he decided to stick with his new
story.

"I've met them only casudly,” Stan continued. "But | understand that Mr. Prendleisinterested in ail,
which used to be my business. | don't know Jack very well, but I've talked with Helene quite often. In
fact, it was shewho redlly invited me--"

Stan broke off as someone knocked at the door. The raps were heavy, but barely heard through the
thick barrier. Thorndon noticed them and went to the door. Stan heard him conduct a conversation with



aservant. Knowing that it might concern a prowler who had fled into the woods, Stan congratul ated
himsdlf on having claimed an acquaintance with the Prendles.

"Infact,” Stan continued, as Thorndon returned, "1 thought this must be the Prendle house. Y ou see,
Heleneinvited me--"

"Yes, yes" interposed Thorndon. "Helene Prendle knows you quite well, you said.”
"Yes, quitewell.”

"Very odd, very odd." Thorndon turned his beady gaze upon hisvistor. "Y es, very odd that she should
not have recognized you when you accosted her on the road, not long ago.”

STAN'S gaze went blank. It had never occurred to him that the gorgeous girl by the roadster could have
been Helene Prendle. He had pictured her as the snobbish daughter of atesty old millionaire, not asthe
real Helene that he had so unexpectedly met. Out of hiswhirl, Stan heard Thorndon's voice again.

"My servants have just told me of that episode,” Thorndon declared. " The men searching for you did not
care to meddle hereabouts, because of my dogs. So we can call ourselves even on that score.” Thorndon
gave achuckle. "And your promiseto forget my dogswill receive my agreement to forget that you came
here"

Weskly, Stan nodded. Thorndon poured another round of brandy, offering it with one hand, while helaid
the other on Stan's shoulder. Refusing the drink with a headshake, Stan looked a Thorndon inquiringly.

"| takeit, young man," said Thorndon, "that you are something of afortune hunter. No offense, at dl. |
was the samein my younger days. May | ask your name?"

"Stanley Wilford."

Trying to make it postive that he had given hisreal name, Stan faced Thorndon squarely. More than
ever, hefdt the gimlet bore of the old man's eyes. Then, with adry laugh, Thorndon swallowed the
brandy himsdlf, in the fashion of atoast.

"Good luck to you, Wilford," he announced. "It paysto be truthful on occasion.”

Did the words mean that Thorndon aready knew Stan's name, or that he had judged al by hisvisitor's
gaze? The thing was making a sudden difference in Stan's own opinion, as he waited to hear what came
next.

"Y ou would like to meet the Prendles,”" declared Thorndon. "That muchisplain. Very wdl, | shadl arrange
it, for I would like to have you meet them. Sometimes--he chuckled significantly--"it iswell to choose
other peoplé€sfriendsfor them.”

Stan began to understand that Thorndon did not like the Prendles; that in furthering Stan's path to such a
mesting, he was figuring on giving the Prendle family consderable trouble. Meanwhile, another theory
was growing larger in Stan's mind.

"l can introduce you at the Beach Club," continued Thorndon. ™Y ou will like it there, and you will meet
the whole Prendle family, once you are living at the club. First, you must make yoursdlf presentable. You
have other clothes available?"

Again, the sharp eyes expected an affirmative answer. Stan gaveit in the form of anod, and produced
the baggage checks, which he handed to Thorndon.



"l wasgoing West," Stan said. "Y es, fortune hunting. Last night, | decided to remain and try the Prendles.
My luggageisat Grand Central."

"] shdl send for it a once."

Taking the baggage cheeks, Thorndon Ieft. Alone, Stan decided that it wouldn't be necessary to cal
Frack, after al. He was now quite sure that Thorndon would do it for him. For the conclusion that Stan
had reached, after Thorndon's cross-examination, summed up itself in afashion that Stan regarded quite
definite.

Victor Thorndon was the headman of the confidencering!

WHEN Thorndon returned, his conversation convinced Stan further. The old man had one theme: he
discussed the Prendle family, giving Stan many pointersthat could prove vauable.

They lunched together, Thorndon and Stan, and afterward Thorndon introduced his guest to alibrary,
which, he casualy remarked, could swallow dl of Theodore Prendle's much-prized books without
showing visble sgnsof theincrease.

Stan'sluggage arrived at midafternoon. Thorndon wanted to look over the wardrobe, and after
approving it, suggested afew additions. Thorndon inssted on ordering the new clothesfrom hisown
tailor, and taking care of the bill. He dso thrust afew hundred dollars upon Stan, remarking thet it was
merely aloan, which hisyoung friend could incresse, if required.

During their chat, Stan had learned the names of personswell acquainted with the Prendles; hence when
Stan arrived at the Beach Club, shortly before dinner, he was on the lookout for such people.

It required no introduction to stop at the club, which operated partly on ahotel basis, but Thorndon had
evidently greased the way for Stan to form acquaintances. The club steward introduced Stan to various
members, among them some of those mentioned by Thorndon.

At dinner, on the veranda which overlooked the Sound, Stan found himsdf with severd of hisnew
acquaintances, and others, who had just arrived.

Around the latter was a brisk, lean-faced man who was introduced as Albert Carthwright. The
newcomer proved quite affable, which pleased Stan immensdly, for Carthwright was marked on hisligt,
not only asafriend of the Prendle family, but one who rated particularly well with Old Theodore Prendle
himsdf.

Thelonger Stan chatted with Carthwright, the better he liked the man, and his only regret was the fact
that he felt he was using Carthwright for an ulterior purpose.

Neverthdess, Stan quelled that thought with the hope that he could rectify such matters later. He was il
chatting with Carthwright, when a stir came through the group. They looked up to see a scowling young
man stride into the club, and out again. The fellow's dark glance was increased by ablack eye which he
couldn't cover.

Y oung Reggie Exeter," remarked Carthwright to Stan. "He had a brawl with some chap on the road, they
say. Reggie dwaysistoo overbearing. Whatever came to him, he deserved. There was some discussion
regarding Reggie's black eye. No one seemed to believe aclaim that Reggie had made earlier: namely,
that the black eye had come when he struck hisface againgt astone. Stan believed it, because he
remembered that his punch had reached Reggie'sjaw. But he was equaly certain that the stonein
guestion was the one that Reggie had introduced into the scuffle.



If Reggie noticed Stan, he didn't recognize him; but it happened that there were other matters on Reggie's
mind, as Stan learned from Carthwright. Theodore Prendle had refused Reggie the privilege of coming to
the house, hence Reggie had met Prendl€'s daughter, Helene, outside the grounds, to go riding that
morning. But Reggi€'s brawl had ended the romance.

"Helene now agrees with her father," chuckled Carthwright, "and I'm not sorry. Sheé'salovely girl,
Helene; too lovely to be wasted on a scatterbrain like Reggie Exeter."

"l should like to meet her,” remarked Stan. He looked a Carthwright steadily. "Could you arrange it?
Carthwright smiled. Heliked Stan's frankness.

"l could,” he said, "but it might be better done by one of the family. Jack Prendle, for instance. Here he
is-I'll introduce you."

They arose to meet arather dapper young man who had approached the table. When affable, Jack
Prendle lacked the saturnine expresson that characterized his scheming moods. He shook hands with
Stan, and Carthwright left them, but not without some parting words to Jack.

"Wilford hasjust arrived from the West," said Carthwright. "He says he may be here awhile, so were
getting him acquainted. He might fit into one of those parties that Helene gives at home.”

"Good enough,” returned Jack. Then, as Carthwright strolled across the lobby: "How about tonight,
Wilford? Helene just reminded me that her bridge party will be one player short.”

Stan held back asmile, as he soberly accepted the invitation. He was quite sure that the absentee would
be Reggie Exeter. Evidently, Helene had counted on her father accepting Reggie asacdler again, until
she had swung to the same side.

"I'll haveto runinto town," remarked Jack, glancing at hiswatch. "I'll cal the housefirst and tell Helene
you're coming. Carthwright will take you up there. It's not out of hisway, and he may be stopping off to
see dad, anyway."

Crossing the lobby, Jack met Carthwright coming back, and when Carthwright reached Stan, his broad
smiletold that he had heard the news. Carthwright gestured Stan out to the veranda.

"Well finish asmoke," said Carthwright, "and then start up. Jack said held call the house and tell hissister
to expect you."

Stan finished his smoke ahead of Carthwright, who by that time was chatting with others on the veranda.
It struck Stan asthe proper time to make a phone cdl of his own. Knowing the direction of the booths,
he went there, only to stop short as he heard the voice of Jack Prendle.

Evidently, Jack had finished the call to Helene, and was making another. Not wanting to eavesdrop, Stan
stepped out to the lobby and waited until Jack had gone. Then, entering the vacated booth, Stan called
Roger Frack, to inform him of the progress made at L ongwood.

From Frack's tone, which Stan noted closdly, it was plain that the con man knew much about his
progress. Frack spoke in short answers, which probably meant that he had a caller, but those answers
were agive-away. If Frack hadn't learned the most important details, he would have asked Stan to cal
him later.

Jack was gone when Stan returned to the lobby, but Carthwright was ready to drive up to the Prendle
homestead. Arriving there, Stan felt athrill at an anticipated meeting, which promptly came. The meeting



was his officid introduction to Helene Prendle.

By evening, the girl was even loveier. Her low-cut evening gown revealed apair of exquisite shoulders
that the riding garb had hidden. But Stan was particularly interested in the girl's eyes, asthey met his
own.

Helene recognized him, though shetried not to show it during their formal introduction. One thing did not
escape Stan. It was the wince that Helene gave when she saw the faint trace of awedt that flanked Stan's
cheek.

The others were moving into the card room, when Stan felt a soft hand clutch hisarm. It was Helene's,
and the girl was drawing him to a curtained space in the hallway. Her words were as soft as her touch.

"I'm sorry,” she said sincerely. "Redlly sorry. But it wasn't what you did to Reggie that made me swing the
whip. Reggie deserved dl you gave him, and more!”

The blaze of recollective anger that came to Helene's eyes was directed toward Reggie, not Stan. The
girl's next words were more apol ogetic than before.

"It wastheway you looked at me," she said, "asthough |, too, deserved something. | couldn't quite stand
it; I'm too impetuous. But you wereright--1 deserved your contempt, and still do.”

Abjectly, Helene lowered her gaze. Knowing the girl's spirit, Stan recognized the fullness of her apology.
Rather than reply, Stan did the better thing. Gently, he took Helene's arm and turned her toward the
other room. He was smiling when she raised her face, and in that smile the girl saw that the former
episode was forgotten.

What she did not see was the bitterness that Stan repressed, not toward her but toward himself. He had
gained the perfect introduction to Helene Prendle, one that would please such people as Roger Frack
and--more important in Stan's mind--old Victor Thorndon.

Thetrouble was, Stan didn't care how he would rate with them. He was wondering, to hisinward
discomfort, how he would some day shapein the opinion of a person known as The Shadow.

CHAPTER VII. THE OTHER ANGLE.

STAN WILFORD had guessed wrong: Roger Frack did not have avisitor. It happened, though, that
Frack was waiting for an important phone call. It explained why he had trested Stan's call in such

short-clipped style.

Pacing hislavish apartment, Frack gave a bound when the telephone bell findly rang. As he spoke, he
heard awoman's voice come over the wire, and ardlieved smile covered Frack's face.

"Of course, Marcia," he said. "Yes, | can meet you there. No, | won't belong... Y es, very important--"

Hurrying from the apartment, Frack caled thefirst cab he saw and rode to anight club called the Cafe
Picaroon. The place was lined with booths, and in one of them Frack found the girl who had called him.
By then, he had dismissed al thoughts of the cab which had brought him to the night club. The cabby,
however, had not forgotten Frack.

The cabby was Moe Shrevnitz, The Shadow's agent. At atelephone haf ablock away, Moe was
relaying word to his chief, telling where Frack had gone. The Shadow could not have been far distant, for
within five minutes he arrived a the Cafe Picaroon, suitably arrayed in evening clothes.



Asusud, when he visited such spots, The Shadow was guised as Lamont Cranston, wealthy
man-about-town.

Recognized by the head waiter, Cranston was offered the choice of any place he wanted, except the
orchestra platform. With calm eyesthat gazed ddliberately from amask-like face, he picked the booth
next to the one occupied by Frack and the girl.

In passing, he glimpsed the girl'sface. She was attractive, smart, and at moments, aluring, for she had
black eyesthat matched her raven hair.

The Shadow knew who she was, for she favored night clubs and rated well in Cafe society. Her name
was Marcia Kennerd, and she came from somewhere in the Midwest. Just where, The Shadow had
never bothered to find out, for black-eyed Marcia, though possessed of an interesting persondity, had
seemed far removed from byways of crime,

Even her acquaintance with Frack, which The Shadow had discovered for the first time, did not label her
as crooked. If Marciahad money, as everyone supposed she did, it might mean that she was to become
adupe of the confidence ring, rather than a member.

The booths of the Cafe Picaroon were made of very strong plywood, which took a fine mahogany stain.
They were thinner, however, than they looked, and conversation penetrated them amost aswell asit did
the walls of atelephone booth.

His ear tilted againgt the partition, The Shadow could catch al that was said without recourse to atiny
sengitive earphone that he had brought along, should it be needed.

"You'rejust the girl we need, Marcia," Frack was saying. "Y ou've known Jack Prendle for along while,
but you have gotten nowhere."

"I never get anywhere," returned Marcia, in asteady contrato, "until I'm ready. That isn't very often. |
find that along-range trim is best. Men believe you, when you say that you've wasted the best years of
your lifeonthem.”

"Yearsisgood!" Frack declared. "Y ou've only known Prendle ayear. "Y ou'll have to wait one more, at
leadt.”

"It may beworth it. They say the old man isworth barrels, and Jackie is the apple of hiseye.”

"The pineapple, you mean,” retorted Frack. "Listen, Marcia; Jack Prendle has been on our list for a
couple of years. We know more than you do about him."

"Odd that you've done nothing about it. | thought the quick clip was the standard system in your racket.”

Frack did not reply for afew moments. The Shadow was getting ready to adjust the tiny earphone, when
the con man'svoice arrived again.

"Wehad himfirst," reminded Frack. "How we choose to handle him, and when, is our business. But it
isn't hedthy to musclein on our game. The bossis giving you a break, in asking you to work with us.”

"Fair enough." Marcia paused to light acigarette. Then, in ablunt tone, she added: "Provided | know
who the big-shot is. | don't work in the dark.”

"Y ou won't have to know," assured Frack. "Once you'rein on thisded, you'll stay. The boss wants you
to marry Jack Prendle.”



IT was Marcidsturn for silence. Frack's suggestion completely surprised her. She couldn't seem to guess
what lay behind the scheme, until Frack obligingly supplied the details.

"Jack Prendle comesin for big dough,” said the con man, "ahundred grand, to start, provided the old
man thinks he's gotten down to business. It turns out that old Prendle figures Jack will never do it without
an anchor.”

"Whotold you dl this?' queried Marcia. "Jackie?"
"What made you think that?' Frack demanded.

"It'stheway Jackie would talk," replied Marciaindifferently. "1 wasjust joking, so forget it. What makes
youthink I'd fill the bill ?*

"Thewifewould need brains," explained Frack, "otherwise, it would be no go with old Prendle. Y ou've
got brains, and plenty. What's more, you know how to show them."

"But I'm not listed in the socidl register--"

"All the better. Old Prendle tore that book up today, when he handed the permanent bounce to ablue
blood named Reggie Exeter, who wanted a daughter's hand and received afather's foot!"

Marcias pose of indifference showed that she wasredly interested. She findly made her mood
apparent.

"A swdl trim," she mused. "The son playing the old man for a sap, and the daughter-in-law taking the
cash from the son--"

"Not quite," put in Frack. "It would be you playing Prendle, right through Jack. If Jack started pressing
for more dough, Prendle would snap likeaclam.”

"| getit. Theides, that is. But how much of thetake do | get?'

"Twenty percent. A good-enough cut. All you've got to do, Marcia, is beam those soulful lamps of yours
on Jack. Y ou can bag him within aweek!"

Marcias laugh had awel-tempered modulation. It carried aworld of assurance, &t firgt, thenendedina
harshness. The Shadow heard her question:

"Have you forgotten Monte?"

The name struck home to The Shadow, just as Frack's had when mentioned by Skest, the night before.
Monte was obvioudy acon man in someway associated with Marcia, and among such swindlers, the
name was uncommon. It smacked too much of the confidence racket to be used, except by a cocksure
expert, or by someone who had it asagiven name.

The Shadow knew of one who belonged in the latter class. namely, Monte Garlan, who had been
curioudy inactive during the past few years. Evidently, Monte had introduced Marcia as a con queen,
and therewith retired on hislaurels, letting her handle the more artistic trims.

"Monteisover at the Hotel Brookwood," remarked Frack. "I've told the big-shot. He said to take care
of him."

Again, Marciasupplied ajangly laugh, as she said, Y ou don't know Monte very well, do you?'



"I'vemet him afew times" returned Frack. "I know him well enough to take care of him the right way."
"Just what do you consider theright way?"

Frack waited before giving his reply. When he expressed it, he did so very coldly, in asingle word:

" Permanently!”

That word meant murder, but Marcia accepted it with her former laugh, arather lovely one. Nothing, it
seemed, could have delighted her so much asthis promise on Frack's part. It was the only thing needed
towin her over.

"I'll gtart selling Jackie on wedding bells," she promised, "but if you're only giving me aweek, you'd better
go after Monte sooner.”

"It's curtains for Monte tonight,” assured Frack. " The big-shot said to swing it as soon as you signed up.
Tunein on the midnight news broadcast, and look for photos in tomorrow's newspaper.”

"Jackie hasaradioin hiscar," laughed Marcia, as she rose from the booth. "1'm meeting him for dinner
ghortly, and I'll seethat we're driving around a midnight.”

FRACK and Marciaparted as they neared the door. The black-haired girl reclaimed a gorgeous leopard
fur at the cloakroom, but The Shadow, strolling in Cranston's fashion, did not stop to speculate upon the
appropriate features of the spotted coat.

Marciawouldn't be using her claws this evening. The person to watch was Frack, who had taken on the
assignment of Monte's murder. Seeing Frack head for atelephone, The Shadow assumed that the con
man intended the deed by proxy.

Such proved to be the case. From an adjoining booth, The Shadow heard Frack's guarded ordersto a
crook named Napper, who was evidently of acaliber smilar to the lamented Skeet.

Frack'sinstructions were very smple. Napper was to go to the Hotel Brookwood, make sure that
Monte was out, then plant the proper sort of "pinegpple.” Evidently, Frack had mentioned the proper
sort of bomb in an earlier cal, for he added no further specifications.

The Shadow was gone when Frack came from the phone booth. The crook saw Cranston's back asthe
cam-faced customer strolled from the night club, but he took The Shadow for just another patron.

Frack wasn't thinking much about The Shadow; he was too sure that the cloaked fighter hadn't found the
trail leading back from Skeet. Besides, Frack was too pleased over the dedl that he had made with
Marcia, to think of anything else.

Asit stood, neither Frack nor Marcia had immediate cause to be worried about The Shadow. Both were
off hiscaling lig, for the present. With Frack till the go-between to amaster mind higher up, The
Shadow needed him around awhile. Asfor Marcia, she had aweek'swork ahead of her, and could also
wait.

The Shadow's own plans concerned a murderous crook called Napper, and a prospective victim, Monte
Garlan, whose connection with the confidence racket warranted punishment, but not so stern asort as
death.

The scene of The Shadow's next endeavor was to be the Hotel Brookwood, Room 608, a number
which Frack had obligingly mentioned to Napper. There, The Shadow intended to guard against



surprises of the sort he had experienced at Stan's apartment, the night before.

Sometimes, surprises could comein reverse, but only when uncommon factors were a work. How
uncommon were the factorsin this case, The Shadow wasto learn after he reached the Hotel
Brookwood; not before!

CHAPTER VIII. EXIT THE SHADOW.

MONTE GARLAN was pacing the lobby of the Hotel Brookwood when The Shadow arrived there.
Thelobby was smal, and Monte was recognizable halfway acrossit.

A sdlow man, with ashort but bristly mustache, Monte had a stoop that gave him the manner of a caged
lion. Maybe he was worrying about the leopard Situation; whatever the case, his expectant stalk past the
telephonesindicated that he awaited acall.

The Shadow, no longer Cranston, wasfully cloaked in black. Peering from the gloom of arear entrance,
hewas quiteinvisible. To hisright, he saw a stairway which was poorly lighted. It offered accessto the
upper floors, so The Shadow took to the stairway without watching further.

Monte did not see him, nor did the hotel clerk, with whom the mustached man paused to chat. Few eyes
could have discerned the cloaked shape that glided upward like filtering smoke.

Room 608 was close to an inside fire tower, the route by which Napper would probably come. It was
highly improbable that Napper could have dready arrived, unlessthe fellow had been casing the hotel
with apinegpple on his hip, for The Shadow had made a short, quick trip from the Cafe Picaroon.

Thefirst step, therefore, wasto try Monte's door. It was locked, but The Shadow settled that question
with an adjustable key. The locks in the Brookwood were quite old-fashioned.

Within the room, The Shadow locked the door and took his stand beside it. In so doing, he had chosen
the smplest, but best of hiding places.

At the end of five minutes, another key was cautioudy working in the lock. The door, when it opened,
admitted a scrawny figure that reminded The Shadow of Skeet, except that the newcomer, Napper, was
more huddled.

Closing the door, Napper felt for the light switch and pressed it. He was peering about the room as he
did o, forgetting the area near the door itsdlf. Asaresult, Napper saved himsdf a shock which wasto
come later. The Shadow happened to be standing right at the wary crook’s elbow, with an automatic
muzzle mere inches from Napper'sribs.

Napper, himself, was carrying aload of meta in the shape of abomb that he clutched between his
huddled arms. It had a magnetic effect, though Napper did not know it. Asthe thug started to snesk
about the room, the bomb seemed to draw The Shadow's gun along with it. The Shadow, of course,
came with the automatic.

Napper must have thought that he was seeing his own shadow whenever he glanced toward the floor, for
he didn't learn the difference until he had found the place where he wanted to plant the pinegpple.

Napper's choice was awriting desk, near the corner, and as he stooped to dide the bomb benegth it, he
turned and saw The Shadow looming above him. Sight of the black-cloaked invader fairly paralyzed the
little crook, but he didn't drop his burden.

Instead, Napper arose at The Shadow's whispered command and kept hisarmstight, afraid to make a



further move. The Shadow moationed him out to the center of thefloor.

NAPPER waswel named. His eyes had a deepy |ook, despite their cunning. He couldn't make up his
mind what to say, so after afew feeble attempts, he gave it up. The Shadow, meanwhile, took a new
stance, haf behind Napper, who was faced toward the door.

"Just asyou are, Napper.” The Shadow's tone carried traces of asinister laugh. "No picture could be
better. We shall see how it impresses our friend Mr. Garlan!™

Hearing his own name, Napper managed aresponse.

"l don't know nothin'," he wheezed, in a peculiarly hoarse tone. Then, in the same voice: "Who's
Galan?'

"Monte Garlan,” supplied The Shadow. "I thought that Roger Frack told you dl about him."
"Never heard of Frack," hoarsed Napper. "Who's he?'

The Shadow's laugh toned close to Napper's ear. The bomb speciaist didn't like it. He quivered until the
mirth subsided, but al the while, he retained his grip on the explosive burden which represented his stock
intrade.

It wouldn't be long before Monte returned to his room. When he arrived, he would see atableau quite
different from the one that Stan had viewed the night before. Thiswasn't a case wherein The Shadow
would be accosting aman with aguilty conscience, whosefirst thought would be fear of the intruder in
black. It was quite the reverse.

Crook or no crook, Monte would observe the signa service that The Shadow was performing for him.
Sight of abomb planted in one's room would be enough to win anyone's thanks toward the person who
had trapped the would-be killer.

The Shadow preferred to leave the door unlocked and the lights turned on, to further Monte's first
impression. Afterward, when Napper would be plucked of hisbomb, Monte should bein amood to
talk.

There were footsteps outside the door; then an oily voice. It was Monte, calling good night to the
elevator man, then telling him to wait. Monte had forgotten hiskey, gpparently, but hefindly found it. The
key rattled in the lock, while the con man was calling back to the eevator operator that it wasthe right
one. The Shadow heard the distant bang of the elevator door.

Then Monte, still busy with the key, was discovering that the door was unlocked. Apparently undaunted,
he opened the door and stepped into the room. His sallow race went actualy white, as he saw the scene
arranged for him.

Trembling, Monte tried to back to the door; blundering againgt it, he sent it shut. Weakly, the con man
sank to achair.

Half aminute had passed before some semblance of his color returned. Then, shakily, Monte spoke.

"Thanks, Shadow,” he said. "It'sno useto try to fool you. Y ou've got me tagged, only”--he paused; his
eyeswent plaintive, like histone--"only you can't haveit in for me too strong, or you'd let me
have--that!"

By "that," Monte meant the bomb, which Napper was gripping asfirmly as ever. Monte nudged athumb



at the bomb, and Napper began to shift uneasily. The Shadow stiffened him with agun nudge.

There's something you want to know, Shadow,” affirmed Monte, somewhat wisdy. "If you didn't, you
wouldn't be giving me abreak. I'll come clean, so shoot the questions. Mind if | light a cigarette? Some of
the thingsyou'll ask may need afew puffswhilel think them over.”

Apparently, The Shadow did not mind, so Monte reached into his pocket. Fumbling, he dropped a
packet of matches to the floor, and stooped as though to reach for it. But Monte's hand didn't go after
the dropping match pack.

Instead, it snapped from his pocket in upward fashion, as the beginning of along dive that the crook
mede from hischair.

Monte's move wasin the direction of the writing desk, which he wanted for shelter. But his hand wasntt
going in the same direction. It held astubby revolver which he was aming at The Shadow, as he
shouted:

"Duck, Napper! Get clear with the pineapple!”

THE split-second that Monte took for aside look at Napper was enough to defeat the thrust. The
Shadow wasn't where Monte had seen him. Away from Napper, the cloaked fighter was coming in on
Monte from the flank.

Instead of wasting time to reach his foe, The Shadow gave the writing desk ahoigt. It took Monte off
balance, sending him on along sprawl acrossthe room, the desk crashing with him.

More than quick work on The Shadow's part, the mode of attack had important design. Whatever
Monté€'s previous importance to The Shadow's campaign, it was now tenfold greater, for the con man's
surprise attack had reveded anew and important fact.

Instead of being ared victim, marked for death, Monte Garlan was a party to the bomb scheme
arranged by Roger Frack at the order of someone higher up!

It showed the cunning of the master mind. A fake murder, craftily conceived. Monte's presencein the
lobby, hisstdl with the elevator man, were but preludesto the climax.

Two witnesses--clerk and elevator operator--would swear that Monte had gone up to hisroom, which
he actualy had. But neither would know that he had gone there to meet the actual planter of the bomb
that was due to blast soon after, and that both Monte and Napper were intending to stedl out by the fire
tower!

The Shadow knew. But he wanted more facts, that Monte aone could tell. Sprawled on the floor, half
groggy and hunting for his gun, Monte could come later. At present, The Shadow was concerned with
another, who congtituted areal menace. Napper was by no means out of the commotion. Quitethe
contrary.

Across the room, the bomber was trying to gain the shelter of acloset, from which he could fling the
bomb. He was hoarsing for Monte to get away before he let go, and the con man, on hands and knees,
was making for the door, fumbling the revolver, which he was lucky enough to find dong the way.

Desperately excited, Napper looked ready to fling the bomb anyway, as The Shadow wheeled upon
him. Darting Sdeways, the scrawny crook amost logt hisgrip on the explosive missile.

The Shadow's cloak made along sweep under the impe ling fling of hisarm. It came upon Napper with



enveloping effect, tangling the crook'sarmsin itsfolds. Fighting to wrench clear of the shrouding snare,
Napper twisted himsdlf further. He and The Shadow became awhirling pair amid blackness near the
opened door of the closet.

Monte snatched at the door to the hall and pulled it open. He took along dive through and turned with
his gun, hoping to distinguish the cloaked shape from the other. He couldn't see the closet, but he did

spot the flying figure that came twisting from it wearing the cloak. Monte gave atriumphant shout. He had
The Shadow as he wanted him.

It al flashed to Monte. Napper had managed to retain the bomb and scoot into the closet. That left The
Shadow one course only: to make for Monte's own exit, the doorway to the hal.

But the cloaked fighter who headed Monte's way was temporarily discommoded. High above his
shoulder, the cloak was covering hisface, ashetried to wrest it clear so he could see the doorway .

Wildly, Montefired; he saw the cloaked figure stagger. Still, Monte wasn't sure that he had riddied The
Shadow with those shots. The sprawl that the cloaked target took could be afake, for Monte had heard
that The Shadow used such tactics. Frantically, Monte cried:

"Chuck it, Napper! The bomb!" The pinegpple scaled into Monte's sight. Turning, the con man dived for
the open fire tower; as he went, he heard the sharp dam of the closet door in 608, the proper action for
Napper, under the circumstances.

Hence, Monte did not see the bomb when it reached the huddled shape of blackness which formed an
irregular blot on the floor of the hotel room. No one saw its burgt, not even The Shadow, but many heard
what happened.

Blasting just before it struck, the bomb roared in an explosion that wiped out the room and cracked
every window in the old hotel. Breaking walls delivered showers of plaster. Chunks of furniture,
scattering through Monte's room, were buried in adeluge from the celling.

The cloaked victim on the floor was gone; he had taken the bomb's full force.

Stumbling through smoky fumesthat filled the corridor, Monte Garlan sniffed the clear air from thefire
tower and coughed alaugh. Having found his proper exit, Monte was thinking of the way The Shadow
had gone.

The Shadow's exit, Monte could well testify, had been the route of degth!

CHAPTER IX. CRIME'SHIDDEN FACTS.

WHILE Monte, clinging to the fire-tower rail, experienced the imaginary sensation of an entire hotel
heaving like a storm-tossed ship, his thoughts went back to Napper. Whatever credit Monte could take
for finishing The Shadow, it was Napper who had eradicated the evidence. Things had worked as Roger
Frack ordered them, and even better.

Thiswasn't just a case of abomb-shattered hotdl room, with a supposed victim. Thereredly wasa
victim, onewhose remains, whét little might be found of them, would pass for those of Monte Garlan.

There wouldn't be much to find, which was agood point. Certainly the gush of flame from the bomb must
have consumed The Shadow's cloak and hat, which aone could serve to identify the actual victim of the

tragedy.
But Napper was another matter.



Clutching therail, Monte found that the hotel no longer seemed to sway. Anxioudy, the con man stared
back along the smoke-filled hallway, wondering how Napper had fared. That dam of the closet door had
given Napper abuffer against the explosion, but it was possble that the scrawny bomber would have
trouble extricating himsdf from the wreckage.

Monte didn't care much about Napper. Not enough to go back and try to help him out. Infact, if two
bodies should be found in the hotel room, it wouldn't matter greatly. But Monte had pictures of rescuers
dragging out Napper, haf dive. In that case, Napper might be in amood to denounce the pals who had
abandoned him.

AsMonte hestated, feding himsdf in ared quandary, he heard sounds from the blasted room. First
camethethud of afaling door; then choky coughs. After that, there were footsteps, uncertain ones,
indicating that Napper was picking hisway through wreckage between the closet and the halway door.

Findly, another clatter, closer, told that the man had reached the halway and stumbled against adoor
that was hanging loosely on its hinges. The door flattened, and evidently Napper did the same, for Monte
could hear groping sounds, accompanied by coughs from thefloor level.

Crawling seemed to be Napper's best palicy, as the fumes were not so thick aong the floor.
Monte gave a cautious whisper:
llem! n

A wheeze answered. The words weren't distinguishable at first, because of the chokes that came with
them. At last, however, Napper's hoarse, familiar tonewas plain.

"That you, Monte?"
"Yeah," returned Monte. "How you coming, Napper?'

"All right." Napper was close in the darkness, rising unsteadily as he gripped the edge of the exit. Then, in
anxioustone, his hoarse voice queried: "Say, Monte, what are you sticking around herefor?”

"To help you out," lied Monte. "We got The Shadow, didn't we? That makes us pals for keeps.”

"Y ou gottaget going,” insisted Napper, in his strained wheeze. " Getting The Shadow was one thing, but it
wasn't what we came here for. Y ou can't risk being seen around here. Y ou're supposed to be croaked!"

Clangs were sounding from streets below. From therail, Monte could see the lights of fire apparatus a
few blocks away. He heard sirens; that meant police cars. He redlized the importance of Napper's
Satement.

"Come on, then,” began Monte. "Y ou've got acar here somewhere, Napper, with acrew. Get metoit."

"It would be agive-away," wheezed Napper. "Y ou gotta pull a sneak, Monte. Y ou start ahead”--the
wheezed tone interrupted itself with acough--"and I'll come dong, if you see too many coppers, lay low
until | draw 'em the other way."

Montefelt a pawing hand urge him down the fire-tower steps. He heard parting words, in Napper's
wheeze:

"Get over to Frack's. Tl him I'll give him abuzz. Well join up later.”

Napper's coughs faded from Monte's ears, as the con man hurried down the steps. When Monte's



footfalshad dwindled in their turn, the wheezing cough ended. Instead, the man who had remained in the
darkness of thefire exit ddivered alow, whispered laugh. It waslike atone from the grave.

Thelaugh of The Shadow!

MONTE wouldn't have believed it, had he been present to hear the mirth. Monte had last seen The
Shadow sprawled on the floor of the hotel room. That was, Monte had seen a cloaked figure that |ooked
like The Shadow's, but Monte had forgotten the preceding events, partly because he had not witnessed
al of them.

In struggling with Napper by the closet door, The Shadow had smothered the scrawny crook with the
cloak folds, much as one would gather a dangerousinsect in acloth. The Shadow had done athorough
job of it, for Napper carried a stinger in the shape of abomb. In fact, The Shadow had whipped his
cloak entirely off, to roll Napper completely insdeit.

By that tangling process, The Shadow had acquired the bomb out of the folds which Napper was
struggling againgt. Then, to keep histrophy secure, The Shadow had flung Napper, cloak and dl, across
the room.

Thetangled, writhing figure in black that Monte had spotted from the door was Napper, not The
Shadow. The shots that Monte fired were deadly ones. They had riddled the man in the cloak.

There was one thing more.

Monte had shouted for Napper to fling the bomb. Actually, he had been shouting to The Shadow, for
Napper was dead. Since Monte had finished Napper and was starting flight, The Shadow would
normaly have delayed the throw, had he madeit at dl, until he, too, had reached the hallway, where, in
the darkness, he could have escaped Monte's recognition as well then aslater.

It happened that at the moment of Montée's cry, The Shadow had heard awhir within the bomb itself!

The "right sort of pinegpple,” so Frack had described it. The "right sort” was atime bomb! No wonder
Napper had hesitated about flinging it, for the act would have been usdless.

The scrawny crook had been fighting for time, dl dong, faking the business of time throw. He'd been
trying to get clear and leave the pinegpple with The Shadow at the final moment.

At that final moment, The Shadow did haveit, but the door of the closet was fortunately close by.
Tossing theinferna machine, he had whisked into the only shelter that offered. A close call, that one, for
the bomb had exploded beforeit struck beside the cloak-wrapped form of Napper. However, the closet
door, though battered, had proven sufficient buffer to preserve The Shadow from the explosion.

During his crawl to the fire tower, The Shadow had heard M onte's whisper: "Napper!" It gave The
Shadow an ingpiration. Monte thought The Shadow to be dead; he could continue to believe so, and
pass the word aong to Frack. Together, the two would soon be gloating over The Shadow'sfinish.

Then, aliving ghost, The Shadow would drop in to see them. Clad in anew cloak to go with the douch
hat that he still wore, this master of vengeance would hear the confessions of both. It wasthe kind of
vigtation that would loose apair of tongues, particularly when The Shadow backed up his ghostly pose
with abrace of automatics.

Through his coming excursion, The Shadow fdlt sure that he would learn the identity of the big brain
behind the confidencering.



From below, The Shadow heard acar roar away. It contained Napper's gun crew; they weren't waiting
for the bomber. The Shadow heard shots, the spurts of other motors; Police were on thetrail.

Again, The Shadow laughed. Thiswould further Monte's getaway, and also The Shadow's own.

REACHING the dtreet, The Shadow sidled through dleys and finaly contacted Mo€'s cab. Riding to the
Cobdt Club, where he held amembership as Cranston, The Shadow smoothed his attire and entered,
having left hisdouch hat in the cab.

From a phone booth, he called Frack's number and spoke in Napper'swheeze. Heinquired if Monte
hed arrived, and received an affirmative reply.

"I'm going to lam," declared The Shadow, hoarsely. "The bulls went after my crew. If they wiseto who
the bunch s, they'll have me tagged. They know my racket is pinegpples.”

"Good enough, Napper," assured Frack. " See me when you get back to town, in amonth or so. Y ou can
count on plenty for thejob you did, alot more than | promised you. Helping Monte get The Shadow
cdlsfor big dough. The bosswon't forget it."

Having thus disposed of the Napper proposition, The Shadow strolled from the club. As Cranston, he
entered alimousine, instead of Moe's cab. From beneath the rear seat of the big car, he produced a
reserve outfit of black cloak, hat and gloves. He was ready for his excursion to Frack's.

Something was dready happening a Frack's. From behind the window curtains, Monte was peering
anxioudy to the street, where he saw police cars halted. Anxioudy, Monte pointed them out to Frack.

"You fool!" exclaimed Frack. "They must have traced that cab you took. What did you do--get tough
with thedriver?'

"I had to nudge him with my gun,” returned Monte, "' because he got suspicious after I'd snesked into the
cab. But he didn't get alook at my face."

"Come on!" snapped Frack. "Out the back way. Get into my coupe and lay low. I'll join you."

Monte was crouched in the coupe, when Frack came sauntering from the rear door of the apartment
house. But Frack had hardly entered the car and taken the wheedl, when a shout came from the corner.

Seeing that the shouter was a patrolman, Frack spurted the car away. Shots followed him, but Frack
whipped around the corner, getting safely clear. Police cars were belated in taking up the pursuit.

Ten minuteslater, Cranston's limousine rolled through that same rear sireet. From the stir in the
neighborhood, and the blue-clad figures that he saw at the windows of Frack's lighted apartment, The
Shadow knew exactly what had happened. In Cranston's tone, The Shadow spoke to Stanley, his
chauffeur. He told him to drive home, to New Jersey.

At midnight, The Shadow tuned in on the news broadcast. He heard the news that Frack had promised
Marcia, and more. Not only had Monte Garlan perished in ahote blast; the police had found his
mangled remains, and had traced the murderer. The bomb planter, according to the law's account, was
Roger Frack, another confidence man, long at odds with Monte Garlan.

I'T was morning, when Lamont Cranston spread his newspaper across the breakfast table and saw the
photographs that Frack had aso promised. The chief picture showed the wrecked hotel room; and there
was asmaler one, of Monte Garlan. But there were other photos, that had not been planned. Onewas a
view of an gpartment; the other, aportrait of its missing tenant, Roger Frack.



The Shadow toned awhispered laugh. No mention of Napper, the actual bomb planter, who, though
really dead, was supposed to be on the lam.

The Stuation, however, was even more curious, conddering the hidden facts with which The Shadow
was acquainted. Roger Frack, murderer, and Monte Garlan, hisvictim, had actualy fled together and
were hiding out somewhere, one as anxious as the other to avoid the law!

Then, turning the page, Shadow saw another pair of portraits, those of Jack Prendle and Marcia
Kennerd. Here was more news that The Shadow had expected, but not for aweek, at least. Jack and
Marcia had been married a Greenwich, Connecticut, some time after midnight. Through influence, they
were able to have the waiting period waived.

Hidden facts went deeper. In thelight of hisown findings, The Shadow could understand why Frack and
Monte had faked a murder, which Marcia supposed would be red. He was interested, too, in the
marriage of Jack and Marcia.

Its swiftness indicated that Jack Prendle, for some reason, had probably been quite as eager to begin the
matrimonia venture as had Marcia Kennerd. But behind it all was the evidence of a controlling hand, the
hidden master of the confidence ring, who kept the puppets dancing even though some strings had
tangled.

There would be other puppets on the go, before this sham dramawas concluded; anong them, Stanley
Wilford and Helene Prendle. But The Shadow wanted to watch the dance awhile, before intervening to
grasp the strings. His hand could work better hidden; since crooks supposed that their foe, The Shadow,
was dead, the opportunity would be perfect.

Again, The Shadow laughed.

He knew!

CHAPTER X. DAYS OF DOUBT.

A DOZEN days had passed, days of doubt for Stanley Wilford, though he was finding life quite pleasant
at Longwood. Still aresident of the Beach Club, Stan was seldom there. He was spending most of his
hours at the Prendle mansion.

Jack and Marcia had returned from their honeymoon; together with Helene and Stan, the steady visitor,
they formed arather happy group, much to the pleasure of old Theodore Prendle, who beamed and
boomed from the head of the table when they al dined together.

It was plain to Stan that Jack had risen much in old Prendle's estimate; but the reason was not Jack,
himsdf. It was Marcia, and Stan could understand why.

The black-haired bride with the flashing eyes was a cresture of winning charm. Marcia's poise was
perfect; she kept her sophistication hidden under a show of frankness. It pleased old Theodore Prendle,
who was quite susceptible to such graces. Stan, too, would have been wholly deceived by Marcia, if it
had not been for Helene,

To Stan, Helene had lost none of her initia loveliness. Her frankness toward him had developed into
trust. Often, when her eyes met his, Stan could read the thoughts behind them; but always, he wondered
if there might be more.

Therewas.



Helene had never forgiven hersdlf for theincident that Stan had so readily forgotten. The flush that
sometimes came to her cheeks was induced by recollection of awhip lash she had once delivered, but
wished that she had received instead.

Perhaps Stan no longer remembered the sting he had received, but Helene could recdll it and actually fed
the cut that it must have given the man she had cometo love.

On his part, Stan wastrying to restrain al surges of affection. He couldn't mention hisrea sentiments
while under acloud. He wanted to be so Stuated that he could leave Longwood forever, without making
Helene bear the burden of regret for his departure. The only way was to keep up a matter-of-fact pose
under al circumstances, which Stan had somehow managed.

Recognizing his mood, though not understanding it, Helene tried to help. Always, ason this particular
evening, she was ready to turn the conversation to topics that concerned others than hersalf and Stan.
Thus, noting that Stan had become reflective, and not knowing what his thoughts might bring, Helene
mentioned the subject of Marcia, as she had before.

"l likeMarcia" thegirl declared sincerdy. "Infact, | dways shdl like her, unless she, hersdlf, should force
meto fed otherwise”

"Do you mean," queried Stan, "that Marcia strikes you as a doubtful quantity?”

"She does," returned Helene. "Sheisadeek creature with claws, that she never uses. But if she does--"
"Someone will fed them," interposed Stan. "Probably it will be Jack."

"No, never Jack. Marciadoes not love him enough for that.”

Behind the paradox of Heleng's words, Stan saw deep logic. His expression became inquiring; he wanted
to hear more.

"This businessthat father isbacking," said Helene. "Y ou know, he advanced a hundred thousand dollars
for Jack to start it. Do you think that he talks to Jack about it?"

"I should suppose he would.”

"He doesn't,” Helene assured. "He talksto Marcia Sheis the one who discusses the expenditures, and
listensto father's advice, while Jack sitsidly by."

"But Jack must in someway be respongblel”

"Hewill be held respongble,” predicted Helene, "'in case anything goeswrong, later. Marciawill blame
him for everything, whereas Jack's only fault isthat of spending more money wastefully than he ever did
before."

"Because heisnow on asdlary basis?'

"Exactly! Sothefault isnot redlly his. Meanwhile, Marciasin aposition to spend ten dollars where Jack
wastes ong, if she should careto do so."

Stan thought it over, asthey strolled across the moonlit porch. His car was parked near, and Helene
accompanied him, until they reached it. Then, Stan asked:

"What are you going to do about Marcia?’



"Nothing," returned Helene. " Absolutely nothing, except to remind father that he once said that whatever
he did financidly for Jack, he would do for me. That may postpone matters for awhile. Father hasn't yet
lost control of the cash that he advanced to Jack.”

STAN drove avay. He had told Helene earlier that he had an appointment at the Beach Club. Actudly,
he had to stop a Thorndon's, as amatter of policy.

Finishing the roundabout trip from one estate to the other, Jack pulled up in back of Thorndon's gloomy
mansion. No dogs greeted him, for Thorndon had sent the mastiffs away.

Ushered into Thorndon's soundproof den, Stan found Prendlesrival in avery affable mood. Thorndon
chatted about various matters, and occasiondly dipped in questions regarding Stan's new friendship with
the Prendles. He asked about Jack and Marcia, too, as though he wished al members of the family well,
with the exception of Theodore Prendle.

Answering the questions casualy, Stan recognized al the while that Thorndon was probing. On hisside,
Stan was seeking the purpose behind the old man's game.

Ever ance hisingdlation at the Beach Club, Stan had been receiving money without asking for it. Though
it came anonymoudy, he attributed it to Thorndon. On hisrare visitsto Thorndon's, the old man aways
inquired, smilingly, if Stan required further loans, and seemed quite pleased when he learned that Stan did
not.

So far, however, Thorndon had not chosen to unmask himself asthereal head of the confidence ring.
The only contact that Stan received had been through phone cadls from Roger Frack.

The first had been rather a nerve-racking experience, a chat with a hunted murderer who was
somewherein hiding. But there had been no way of tracing Frack from that cal, or any of the later ones.
With each call, Stan had supposed that it would bethelast.

On thefirst occasion, Frack had gloatingly informed Stan that The Shadow was dead. It hadn't been a
bluff to put Stan at ease; Frack redly bdieved it, or he wouldn't have said so, for Stan knew Frack's
blunt ways.

Actualy, however, the cdl had given Stan greater qualms than any he had previoudy experienced. Hefelt
that his strongest friend was gone, and the belief accounted gresetly for Stan's reserve toward Helene. He
couldn't play dong with crime far enough to put Helene in any jeopardy, not with The Shadow departed
from the scene.

Stan's reflections were ended abruptly by Thorndon, when the old man remarked:

"Since Jack Prendleis now abusinessman, | must meet him. | may have abusiness matter that will
interest him. Perhaps you might drop in with him some evening, Wilford."

"Jack isn't much of abusinessman,” countered Stan. "He's running the businessin hiswife's name, from all
| hear. Marciamust be asmart girl. Old Prendle thinks so0."

"No smarter than Jack, perhaps," affirmed Thorndon dryly. "Hasn't it occurred to you that he might be
responsible for the quick marriage? By settling down as adomestic man, Jack found away to open his
father's coffers™

The new angle rather surprised Stan, until he realized it might he just another display of old Thorndon's
cunning. Still at lossfor areply, Stan was saved the trouble when a servant knocked at the door.



Oddly, the message was for Stan. He learned that afriend waswaiting for him at the Beach Club; that
the matter was urgent. About to depart, Stan turned questioningly to Thorndon.

"Sincel'm afriend of the Prendles," he demanded, "why do you suppose the message came here, the one
place where | probably wouldn't be?!

"They may have called therefirgt,” smiled Thorndon. ™Y ou must not forget, however, thet | redly
introduced you at the Beach Club. Of course, my cdl to the manager was strictly confidentia, but heis
one person who might expect you to be here."

Ashedroveto the Beach Club, Stan's thoughts turned to Jack. Perhaps Jack was clever, as Thorndon
suggested. Playing the stooge while his father passed cash across the board to Marcia, was aneat game,
but Stan was wondering what would happen to the money later. Perhaps Marcia passed it dong to
someone ese, who would then ddliver it to Jack--

No, the thing seemed too complicated. Stan preferred to accept Helene's opinion: that Jack was smply
urged by animmediate desire for cash, with little regard for the future. So andyzing, Stan arrived at the
Beach Club.

ENTERING the lobby, Stan looked about, but no one hailed him. He went to the veranda, saw people
that he knew, chatting there, among them Albert Carthwright. None of them seemed to be looking for
Stan, so he went into the lounge, hoping that he might find the "friend” that Thorndon's servant had
mentioned.

The lounge proved a blank, and Stan was more puzzled than ever, when he suddenly remembered the
telephone booths. He went there.

A man sidled from a booth to meet him. Stan stopped, frozen, as be stared at the dark, wise-featured
visage of Roger Frack!

"What'sthe trouble, Stan?" gibed Frack, in an undertone. "I'm no ghost. Y ou act like you'd seen The
Shadow."

Shakily Stan darted alook toward the lobby. He saw several persons there, most of them strangers. One
in particular, aman with cam, hawkish features, was comparatively close. He happened to be at the
desk, arranging for aroom.

Stan urged Frack deeper from sight and peered at the lobby again, waiting until the hawkish stranger had
gone upstairs, accompanied by abellboy, with his bags.

"Why did you come here?' Stan demanded, facing Frack. "Y ou could have phoned me."

"Not from where | am at present,” returned Frack coolly. "It might be traced. Besides, I've heard from
the big-shot. He's ready with the proposition.”

"I'm not surethat | want it, Frack."

"Asfoolish asever, aren't you, Stan? Listen: Y ou won't have to do anything you wouldn't want to do.
Nothing like robbery, or--"

"Or murder?'

Frack smiled away the reference that Stan inserted so sharply. Smooth as ever, the go-between
continued:



"No crimeat dl, Stan. Y ou won't even haveto act asfront. We'reletting you out easy; that is, the
big-shot is. He just wantsto be sure that you stay around, and when everything has blown over; you'l get
your bum checks back."

Stan waited, knowing there would be more. Frack added it, coolly as ever.
"All you haveto do," he said, "isask Helene Prendle--"

Frack'swords ended in a choke, as Stan's hands caught the fellow's throat. Flaying the man back and
forth beside the booths, Stan grated in his ear:

"You leave Helene out of thid"

With that, he relaxed his grip. Frack sagged against a phone booth, clutching his throat to ease the pain.
Hiseyes glared; then, finding hisvoice, he panted:

"Y ou fool! Why couldn't you hear me through? 'Y ou wouldn't want Helene left out of it, not if you knew
what were asking. We're giving you the chance you've hoped for. We want you to marry Helene
Prendlel”

CHAPTER XI. ACROSS THE SOUND.

THE effect of Frack's completed statement was exactly what the crook expected. Stan Wilford went
breathless with amazement, his eyestook on atransfixed gaze.

Still rubbing his neck, Frack smiled. He had put the idea across as the bigshot wanted, and he had
redized something that he hadn't thought about before. If entirely on his own, Frack would have sprung
the proposition by telephone; but it wouldn't have done.

Stan would certainly have hung up. The way that he had gone after Frack's throat, was proof. Frack had
smply underestimated Stan'simpetuous way. In fact, Frack was still underestimating it, as he was soon
to learn. Stan's present happiness, though genuine, was only temporary.

Peering out to the lobby, Frack saw that the commotion had not caused any glances toward the phone
booths, probably because there was considerable conversation over by the doorway to the veranda.
Turning again to Stan, Frack found his companion quite calm.

"It sounds like agood proposition, Frack," Stan declared. "1 suppose you want my answer right away."

Frack nodded. He didn't recognize the turbulence that Stan's pose hid. Once afirst impul se had passed,
Stan could cover up perfectly. Inwardly, Stan was boiling, furious at the scheme. He understood, at lat,
that crooks were redlly working through Marcia, to reach old Theodore Prendle, and that they would
have worked through Stan, had he married Helenefirst.

Inlight of what Helene had stated earlier, Stan was sure that crooks had seen the one flaw in the game:
namely, that Prendle might suddenly decide that he was favoring Jack, at Helene's expense. So they
wanted Helene married, with Stan as the candidate, to keep peace in the Prendle family. With The
Shadow gone, the confidence ring expected no outside interference.

There was away to bak them; to break the whole game wide open. Stan was ready to start it, when he
heard Frack undertone:

"No dringsat adl, Stan. Take your time, go away for awhile, if you want. We don't care what happens
long as you don't take too long. Suppose we give you amonth; longer, if you redly need it. But you'll be



squared with us, beginning with the day you marry Helene Prendle--"

Thistime, Frack saw what was coming--one of Stan's hands, instead of both. But the one hand was
clenched in the form of asolid fist. Frack ducked the punch and countered. He wasn't a set-up, like
Reggie Exeter. Stan's swings were driving Frack away from the phone booths, out into the lobby, but the
crook had forgotten caution. He wanted space.

Frack found it. Warding off afew punches, he camein with arush. He might aswell havetried to smash
astonewadl, chinfirgt. Frack's surge, in which his own swings went wide, brought him squarely inline
with Stan's hardest punch.

Frack's feet went out from under him so swiftly that he thwacked the back of his head against the tiled
floor and rolled limp beside the desk, where astartled clerk was grabbing for the telephone, shouting for

police.
Club members rushed to grab Stan. They thought he had felled Frack permanently. Albert Carthwright

was among them, shouting for order, teling them that he could vouch for Stanley Wilford. But there was
another, ready to testify in opposite style. The other was Reggie Exeter.

To date, he had not recognized Stan as his assailant on the road, but sight of Stan in action brought back
Reggi€srecollections.

"He'sthe bounder!" bawled Reggie. "The cad who would have murdered me, if my grooms hadn't come
intime! You'vejust seen how murderousheig”

Half adozen hands were gripping Stan, and Reggie was trying to put in some punches, which
Carthwright restrained, when Stan, finding his senses, gave anod toward Frack, who was rising dowly to
his hands and knees.

"Don't hold me!" Stan shouted. "Grab that fellow! | had to dug him, because | recognized him! He's
Roger Frack, the felow the police want for the murder of Monte Garlan!”

Men turned, but they didn't let go of Stan. It was fortunate they weren't holding Stan's feet, aswell ashis
hands, for Frack, hearing the accusation, whipped arevolver from his pocket and aimed it, madly. Then
Stan'sfoot cameinto play.

Thekick he gave was lengthened, because his body was supported. Hisfoot reached Frack's gun hand
and nearly brokeit. The revolver went bouncing across the lobby, toward the door.

Frack dashed after it, with Carthwright in hard pursuit. Stan, released at |ast, was leading another surge,
with others at his heds. But they weren't in timeto help Carthwright.

Gripping Frack asthe fellow gathered up the gun, Carthwright was forced to dodge a savage swing.
Houndering on the lobby floor, he was atarget for Frack's gun; but Frack, seeing a crowd after him,
made for the outer door.

Then Stan and others were stumbling across Carthwright as he sought to scramble for safety. Picking
themsalves up, they ran outside just asa car came driving up, with Jack Prendle at the whedl. With Jack
were Marciaand Helene.

The girlswere startled by the commoation from within the club, particularly Helene, who saw Stan, much
mussed and excited, at the head of the mad throng. It was Jack who pointed, and shouted:

"He went that way!"



Stan and the rest followed the direction of Jack's pointed finger, but it was wrong. Just then, apolice car
arrived in response to the clerk's summons. Its spotlight, cutting at another angle, showed Frack making a
wild dart toward a car that was parked behind the clubhouse.

Stan decided that Frack must have reversed his course in the darkness; by then, he and his crowd were
well astray. Two policemen were legping in ahead of them, with drawn revolvers.

From the car behind the clubhouse came a sudden rat-tat-tat that sent the officers ducking. It wasthe
rattle of amachine gun, swinging into action. Stan grabbed the men nearest him and rolled them to the
ground. He thought it was dl up with the two officers. Then, his head tilted askew, Stan saw afigure at
an upper window of the clubhouse.

From Stan'sangle, the form was visible against adim light. It was a cloaked shape, afigure that wore a
douch hat. Others might have masqueraded in that costume, but only itsrea owner could deliver the
laugh that came above the machine-gun'stattoo.

The Shadow!

Two hands launched thunderbolts from the muzzles of heavy automatics. Those bullets, coughed from the
throats of well-aimed guns, took immediate effect. The rattle of the machine gun ended, its handlers
downed before they had swung their rotating wegpon far enough to drill the officerswith itsfire.

Slumping men could be seen in the rear of the parked car. The Shadow had picked them off with
absolute precision.

The car'sdriver was busy at the whed getting off to hurried flight, while agunner beside him wastaking
pot shots with arevolver back toward The Shadow's window. But The Shadow was no longer there.

Looking upward, men bes de Stan were wondering why the gunner was shooting at the window at all.
Unlike Stan, they hadn't seen The Shadow, in thefirst place.

It happened that Stan had seen The Shadow then, and afterward. He had watched the black-cloaked
marksman finish those quick stabs with a sweep across the window sill, an actua vault to the ground,
some ten feet below. But The Shadow was no longer in the hyacinth bed where he had landed. Stan
caught aglimpse of him rounding the rear of the club.

The Shadow was after Roger Frack!

The thing struck home to Stan, as he realized that Frack couldn't possibly have reached the car. Playing a
hunch, Stan pointed, and shouted to the others:

"There goes Frack! Down toward the shore!"

They werein luck, the moment they got beyond the clubhouse. Frack had doubled back, temporarily
eluding The Shadow, though it wasn't afault on the cloaked pursuer's part.

The Shadow had purposdly gone far, when he heard Stan'syell, so asto be sure of cutting Frack off
from fina escape. He was|eaving it to Stan and the rest to nab Frack, if the crook tried areversal.

Unwisdaly, they camein acluster. The hasty shots that Frack delivered made the whole crowd dive.
Profiting thereby, Frack leaped to a short pier and took off from the end of it, landing in a speedboat that
awaited him.

Almogt at the shore, Stan felt atight hand grip hisarm. 1t was Helene, who told him tensaly:



"Come! Hurry!"

The girl took Stan to another speedboat, her own, which was at the near end of the pier. With Helene at
thewhed, they were roaring in pursuit of Frack and his companion in the boat ahead. Both had turned,
and were shooting with revolvers. Helene was plowing right into the spatter of the bullets.

Stan saw the man with Frack, but it wasimpossible to distinguish hisface at that distance. It would have
amazed Stan had he known who the fellow was. Frack's companion happened to be Monte Garlan. The
"dead man" had not deemed it wise to show hisface ashore.

"We're faster than they are," Helene was saying. "Well overtake them, Stan--"

The bullets were coming thicker. Deliberately, the man beside Frack was rising, gripping a shotgun, ready
to add its blast, when Helene's boat roared up behind. Weaponless, Stan suddenly redlized the
predicament and grabbed at Helene's hands. She wouldn't release the whed, or even deviate from her
course, until, at the most needed moment, a Swashing craft cut across the bow.

It was another boat, just out from shore, a cloaked pilot at its hem!

Beginning his own pursuit, The Shadow had seen Helene'sfolly and was dashing acrossto stop her. The
girl jerked thewhed, but not enough;, it was Stan who supplied the rest. He landed one sweeping hand
againg Helene'sface, flinging her aside; with the other, he hauled the boat about just as The Shadow,
maneuvering the other way, cut clear.

The sdes of the two boats almost scraped; then they were spurting apart, as Monte blasted with the
shotgun.

Expecting a crash, Monte had hoped to get both boats at once; instead, his pour of dugs found neither.
Frack was speeding the fugitive craft away, and The Shadow was resuming the chase, but the boat that
he had commandeered was not fast enough to overtake the one ahead.

By then, Helene's speedboat had siwung completely from its course. Stalled in the wake of the others,
Stan redized that it was entirely out of the race.

TURNING to help Helene, Stan started an gpology, when he saw her indignant gaze. He was saying that
he hadn't meant to dap her so hard, when he noticed that the indignation had gone. It was Helene who
murmured the apology, as she nestled closeto Stan.

"l waswrong," sheinssted. "l was steering usright into trouble. Asfor the dap, it merdy evensup.”
"Evensup?'

"Remember our first meeting?' queried Helene, her face turned upward. "How quick | waswith the
whip?'

Stan smiled. A sudden thought was tirring him. It was the thing that had begun the evening's
trouble--Frack's suggestion that he, Stan Wilford, should propose marriage to Helene Prendle. Whatever
the game might be, Stan had been sure that crooks were playing it only because they believed The
Shadow dead,

But The Shadow was il dive, and closer to the game than ever!

Out of that came Stan's conviction that he was a free agent; even more, he could reason sensibly that
with The Shadow il dive, it would be possibleto balk crime thoroughly, by following the course that



Frack had advised when the crook supposed The Shadow to be dead.

Stan's gaze turned to the lovely eyesthat looked up from his shoulder. He couldn't have stopped the
wordsthat left hislips:

"Helene, will you marry me?"

For answer, the girl drew away, took the whedl and started the motor again. As she spurted the
speedboat forward, Stan saw that she wasn't heading back to the Long Idand shore but was veering out
into the broad expanses of the Sound.

"Y ou're bound for Connecticut!" Stan exclaimed.

"Of course!" assured Helene. "Didn't Jack and Marciaget married in Connecticut? Why wait, when
we've made up our minds?"

"Why wait?"

Stan echoed the query as he looked back toward the Long Idand shore, so far behind them. He was
hoping that The Shadow would fully understand.

CHAPTER XII. CRIME'S SHOWDOWN.

THE honeymoon was over. Stan and Helene had returned to Longwood, after an absence of lessthan
two weeks. They couldn't have remained away longer, for they were mutualy agreed that their presence
was needed. Teegrams from Theodore Prendle, increasing in their urgency, stated that he was anxiousto
gart Stan in business, as he had Jack.

That Theodore Prendle approved of his new son-in-law was manifest on the day that Stan and Helene
returned. Stan's discovery of Frack, the wanted murderer at the Beach Club, had given him ahigh rating,
since no one presumed that Stan and Frack had ever been friends. At least, none who might have
presumed it were willing to state their claim, with the possible exception of Reggie Exeter.

Helene'sformer suitor had created quite afuss, by referring back to the day when he had first met Stan.
He described Stan asa"tramp” and a"'ruffian,” but everyone laughed at the terms. They said that Reggie
had probably viewed Stan through ablack eye, darkly, and besides, they discounted Reggi€'s
statements, because he had al the air of argected suitor.

Stan didn't bother to call Reggieto task for the remarks. He knew that the effete society man would
never back them up.

Furthermore, Theodore Prendle was highly pleased over the Reggie incident. It wasthe first thing upon
which he congratulated Stan. He admired Helene's discretion in keeping it a secret, until Stan had
become well established in Longwood. Then Old Prendle changed the subject to alittle matter of one
hundred thousand dollars, hiswedding gift to the new couple.

Thus, Stan found himsdf in conference, one afternoon, with Prendle and three others; Helene, Jack and
Marcia. Prendle began by describing how he had finally placed Jack in the brokerage business, with
officesin downtown Manhattan.

"Thebuying and sdlling of securitiesis still important,” boomed Prendle. "Of course, it depends upon
knowing the market, and | am sure that Jack will have good advice on that point.”

Prendle looked approvingly at Marciaas he spoke. He couldn't look at Jack because that young man



had strolled into the library, to look over some of the books, the kind that had interesting pictures. Stan
was where he could see Jack, and he caught agood glimpse of the young man's face. He noted Jack's
shrewd, sdelong look back to the study.

How far Jack'sindifference went, Stan wasn't sure. To some extent, at leas, it was just asuperficia
pose. Of onething, however, Stan was certain. He knew definitely that Marciawas linked to the
confidence racket, and it would be a set-up for her to dispose of Jack's fundsin seemingly legitimate
style. Faking sales of stocks and bonds at the wrong timewas very, very easy.

While ligtening to Prendl€s talk, Stan found himself staring across the study, off through thewindow to a
double line of high hedges, beyond which he could see the turreted top of Thorndon's mansion, looming
like some feudd castle.

The other mansion seemed close to Prendl€'s, too close to suit Stan. He was glad that the hedges
intervened. They madeit along journey around. True, one might find away through the hedges, though
Stan had never tried. Unlike others who frequented Prendle's, Stan knew little about the grounds.

His gtrollswere aways with Helene, and he found her far more worthy of his admiration than trees or
hedges. In fact, Helene was worthy of admiration at this moment, for she was whispering softly to Stan,
bringing his attention back to the conference, so deftly that her father didn't notice that Stan's thoughts
had wandered.

WITH ajerk, Stan came from hisreverie. He forgot the face of Victor Thorndon, which he had been
picturing as athing with adevil'sleer. Memories of Thorndon's dry, sarcastic tone were fading, too, as
Stan heard Prendl€'s booming voice.

"Y ou know the ail business, Stanley," Prendle was saying, "so | am putting you into it. Pick out the
properties you like, and buy them. Don't be cramped by so smdll alimit as one hundred thousand dollars.
It will bejust an experimenta fund.”

Stan turned to Helene.

"Lookslike well have to take another honeymoon, Mrs. Wilford," he said. "Most of thered ail
properties are along way from here."

"Very wdl," amiled Helene. "We can start whenever you say, Mr. Wilford."

Her tone was different from her amile. It carried warning which Stan understood. Both he and Helene
would haveto remain at Longwood until other matters were settled. Matters which concerned Jack and
Marcia

To Stan, it was like finding adventure on the doorstep. While stalling dong with the prospective ail
business and letting Theodore Prendle retain the funds, Stan's real interest would be in the stock market.

He was quite determined to see that Marciadid not take advantage of fluctuations after they occurred,
by pretending that Jack's business had lost money on securities that went down.

Helene, of course, knew Stan's determination. Her words had smply been areminder. On later thought,
Heleneredlized that Stan's mention of an immediate trip to Oklahoma had just been abluff.

Affarsin the Prendle household were of definite interest to certain outsiders. One, in particular, wasa
guest at the Beach Club, who had come there the night of Stan's run-in with Frack. That guest had liked
the atmosphere of Longwood, and had remained. His name was Lamont Cranston.



It was easy for Cranston to make acquai ntances, once people learned who he was. He was wedlthy, and
had quite a reputation as a globetrotter. Troubled world conditions, it appeared, were the only reason
why Crangton no longer liked to travel.

It happened, however, that there was ared Cranston, who was till atraveler. The genuine gentleman
was at present in aspot where war had not yet struck. He was scaling some of the most difficult peaksin
the Himalaya Mountains of northern India

The guest at the Beach Club was Cranston's double. They weren't twins, normaly, they did not even
look alike. But the duplicate Cranston was a master of make-up, and he had played the part of Cranston
s0 long that the two could mistake each other for their own reflectionsin amirror. This man who caled
himsalf Lamont Cranston was The Shadow.

From his new acquaintances at the Beach Club, The Shadow had weeded out those who did not count.
Of the remainder, hisvery best find was Albert Carthwright.

Genid, active, and dways quite obliging, Carthwright was a naturd friend to choose; but those were not
The Shadow's reasons, he had learned that Carthwright was the one man in Longwood who actually
enjoyed the full confidence of Theodore Prendle.

This afternoon, Carthwright intended to take Cranston up to the Prendle mansion and introduce him. He
made a phone call first, to make sure that Theodore Prendle was not engaged. Rg oining Cranston,
Carthwright smiled and said that the Prendle family had been in conference, but that their business had
just been finished.

Leaving the club, The Shadow and Carthwright stepped into a high-powered roadster that bore the
initids"L. C." With The Shadow driving, Carthwright guided the way to the entrance that led into the
Prendle grounds.

THEY found Theodore Prendlein his study, resting behind his desk. He looked quite tired, but he
beamed a greeting and gave Cranston a strong handshake.

"I'vejust been putting my son-in-law into business,” Prendle explained. "He'sgoing into ail. It interests
him, and | am confident that he will succeed. It is marvelous what business has dready donefor my son
Jack. He used to be lazy, and wasteful of money. Now, heisdways dert, and securities have become
hisonly interest.”

A snoreinterrupted. It came from the open door of Prendle's private library. Rising abruptly, Prendle
went to the door and looked through. The words that he boomed were violent.

Past Prendle, The Shadow and Carthwright could see Jack spring to hisfeet from the chair wherein he
had gone to deep.

Savagely, Prendle took the book that his son had been reading. It had literary vaue, but that wasn't why
Jack had chosen it. The book dated from a period when writers had dealt with subjects which were
nowaday's taboo.

With the air of aboy who had been caught stedling apples, Jack went dinking out through the study,
while hisfather was angrily replacing the volume whereit belonged.

In Cranston's style, The Shadow flashed alook toward Carthwright, indicating that he would prefer to be
absent when Prendle engaged in epithets regarding Jack. Carthwright nodded, and went into the library
to soothe Prendle, while The Shadow strolled out through the hdll.



There was no sign of Jack, but The Shadow overheard voices from asun porch. The place was perfect
for eavesdropping, and from al that had happened in the Prendle family, The Shadow felt that the proper
people should have listened in to previous conversations, hence, he resolved to gpply the policy a
present. Through the thick gloom of the big hall, The Shadow reached the doorway to the sun porch.

Stan wastaking ardently to Helene.
"It means a showdown with Marcia," Stan was saying, "and I'm the oneto haveit.”

"I could talk to her moretactfully," inssted Helene. " After dl, I've been in thisfamily longer than she
I,mll

"That'sjust thetrouble," rgjoined Stan. "What amounts to more, isthe fact that I'm in the same boat as
Marcia. We are both newcomers. We won't have to be nice."

"Very wdl," agreed Helene. "Marciaisin the cardroom playing solitaire. I'll wait here, Stan.”

The Shadow drew back, letting Stan move past. Instead of following immediately, The Shadow kept his
gaze fixed across the sun porch, through one of the far panes. In the early dusk, he saw aman sneaking
from the cover of the high hedge that marked the edge of the Prendle estate.

It could have been Jack, off to sulk aone, but The Shadow decided otherwise. He watched the man go
from sight under the shelter of hedges closer to the house.

Meanwhile, Stan had reached the cardroom, to find Marcia engaged in agame of Canfield. He closed
the door and Marcia heard it. She spoke without looking up:

"Hello, hubby dear."

"Ded yourself another jack," returned Stan coally. "Then take alook at the joker in the pack. | mean
mysdf!"

Marciacame about with atigerish glare, very plainin the light of afloor lamp. It wasthefirgt time since
Stan had met her that she had revedled such an expression. Knowing that sheld given herself away,
Marciadashed the cards from the table and came to her fest.

"What are you doing here?' she hissed angrily. "Y ou... you... why, you're acrook yourself!"
"Harsh words, lady,” Stan replied. "How are you going to back them?”
"I'll leave that to Jack--"

"By tdling him what your red nameis?| don't think so. That marriage certificate of yourswouldn't be
worth waste paper if you did!"

A look of sudden alarm gripped Marcia. Then her eyes brightened, as she looked beyond Stan. In his
turn, he heard the opening of awindow, and for amoment thought that Jack Prendle had chosen this
unusua mode of entry.

Stan turned, quite confident that he could dedl with hisindolent brother-in-law. But the visitor wasn't
Jack.

A man with agun had entered, hisface wearing an ugly glare that was meant for Stan. That darkened
visage belonged to Stan's "friend," Roger Frack. His glare, though it could have been a death threst,
meant otherwise to Stan Wilford.



With a sckening sensation, Stan redlized that crime's showdown was due; that he, for some reason, was
to listen to terms, instead of making them!

XI1l. THE TRAIL TO COME.

As soon as he was sure that Stan did not intend to try his hand at punches, Frack put away the gun. He
gestured Stan to achair, and the young man seated himsdlf stolidly. Frack gave achuckle of rdlief.

"I thought I'd have to use that rod,” he declared. "It would have been tough for you, Stan, if | had.”

Not so tough as Frack supposed. He was actually the man who had been threatened. Indeed, Frack was
gtill under the muzzle of agun much bigger than his own, agun that he did not see. It was poked through
the crack of the cardroom door, gripped by an intruder who had gained that wedge while Stan and
Marciahad been exchanging ill-meant compliments.

The Shadow had decided that the man from the hedge was Frack, and had promptly prepared for the
fdlow'sentry.

The Shadow's position now served as alistening post from which he could hear al phases of the coming
conversation. He watched Frack open negotiationswith Marcia

"How'sit going?"' queried Frack. "Isthe draw string off the money-bag?"

"It will be" returned Marcia, in her cold contrato. "I figure | can write off five grand aweek for the next
six months, without my dear father-in-law losing any of his confidencein me."

"The boss thought you could,” returned Frack. Then, turning to Stan: Y ou ought to be able to work even
faster.”

"Hewill, if he goesto Oklahoma," informed Marcia, "and takes that precious wife of hisaong. It will
makeit alot easier for me, too. Of al the--"

Frack interrupted by going for his gun. He meant the weapon for Stan, but his snarl was directed toward
Marcia. Half to hisfeet, Stan subsided, while Frack let the gun drop back into his pocket.

"Thanks," said Stan to Frack. "I'm glad you remembered that | don't like Helene brought into these
conversations. Asfor you'--he looked at Marcia--"well be seeing each other after Frack isgone. One
more wisecrack, and as soon as Frack leaves, I'll smash that card table over your head so hard that your
shoulderswill be black and blue!™

"One happy family!" jeered Frack. Then, briskly: "Here€sthe whole story, Stan. Y ou did what was
wanted--you got married. Y ou knew that we were working through Marcia, but you weren't sure that the
big-shot intended to use you, too. He does. I've talked to him this afternoon.

"Weve known that you'd go infor oil. Making bum guessesin that dodge is anybody's privilege. You'd
better pick good ones on your own, though, because you're going to buy alot of lemonsthat the big boss
shoves your way. We want fifty out of that first hundred thousand. Well talk over the next consignment
after you come back from the West.

"WEelIl help you dibi yoursdf. The bum wellswon't [ook like lemons. Weve got some nice capped ones
inthelot, that will gush long enough to square you. Maybe you'l bring in some winnerswith your haf, but
if you do, well expect fifty percent of any take."

Stan rose, carefully, so that Frack wouldn't pull the gun. Folding hisarms, he said firmly:



"No go, Frack. I'll take the rap on those phony checks, first. If | do, I'll queer Marcias set-up, too.”

"Y ou won't take therap,” smiled Frack. "Without mentioning any names, theré's somebody you care alot
for. Somebody you couldn't forget for five years. Y ou couldn't stand atrip to the Big House."

"I'mwilling to chanceit,” returned Stan, hislipstightening as he thought of Helene. "After dl, if | crack
thisracket wide, maybe those checks won't stand against me. Have you ever thought of that, Frack?

"The big-shot has."

"Then tel him what I've said. And, by the way"--Stan decided to put ahard shot home--"tell old
Thorndon that | won't be dropping in to see him any more.”

STAN'Sthrust dectrified Marcia, more than Frack. With agleeful gleam in her savage eyes, the
black-haired girl swung to Frack, exclaming:

"So Thorndon isthe big-shot! The guy that redlly hasit in for old PgpaPrendle. I'm glad to heer it,
Frack"--she paused, abruptly--"or am 1?7

The doubt in Marcia's eyes caused Frack to play her against Stan.

"Thorndon isvery smart,” said Frack. "I know him. Remember, Stan, how you got aphonecal at his
place, saying that | was down &t the Beach Club?’

"l remember.”

"You see, Marcia?' queried Frack. Thorndon looks smart and acts smart. He's smart enough to be the
big-shot.”

Never having met Thorndon, Marciadtill clung to doubts that no longer influenced Stan. In her own sharp
style, she countered Frack's statement.

"I figure differently,”" she declared. "'I'd say that somebody who looked dumb and acted dumb might be
the big-shot. It'salong way around to Thorndon's, even though helives next door. But maybe the dough
takes along way around, too, and comes back to someone closer to home than Thorndon.”

Stan's mind flashed promptly to his once-rg ected theory that Jack Prendle might be maneuvering the
whole racket from under hisfather'swing. But he liked this game of tit-for-tat, particularly asit enabled
him to disagree with Marcia.

"| say that Thorndon isthe big-shot," indsted Stan. "But why argueit?”

Frack's eyes showed awise gleam. Somehow, he preferred Stan's bluntnessto Marcias intuition. For
onething, heknew that if he said that Stan wasright, Marciawould not believe him, even if Frack did
speak the truth. There was something elsein Frack's mind, too, that a keener brain than hishad originaly
suggested.

"You'd better call on Thorndon again,” said Frack to Stan, "and ask him for those checks of yours, that
he's keeping in his safe. But don't makeit later than tomorrow midnight. Y ou'll beleaving for Oklahoma
the next morning.”

Stan actudly looked as though he was considering the proposition. With awise sneer, Frack turned
toward the window. Marciafollowed him and held him back.

"Y ou've forgotten onething,” said Marcia. "Those gambling markers of Jack's. He wants ten grand to



pay them.”

"The big-shot saysit'stoo much,” returned Frack, "he knows al about them. He saysthey aren't worth
over five"

"More of Jack's bluff?'
Frack ignored Marcias double-edged query. She tried another tack.

"If Jack'sontheleve," sheinssted, "he redlly needs the dough. He's been acting confidentid; sayshis
father would cal off the business proposition if he had to lift another IOU."

"Did Jack say who's holding those markers?
"No," returned Marcia. "Hewon't tell me. That'swhy | put it down as some more hooey."

"Better forget it," snapped Frack. "If Jack isas smart asyou think heis. Hell find an out. If he doesn't,
wewill. That sort of stuff isal doped out ahead of time. The bosshasabrain.”

WHILE Frack was diding through the window and closing it behind him, The Shadow withdrew from the
doorway. As Cranston, he strolled toward the closed door of Prendi€'s study.

Hearing abooming tone from within, The Shadow paused to attract the attention of Blair, who was
coming from the kitchen. Hedid it by lighting acigarette.

"I'm afraid, sr," said Blair, gpproaching, "that Mr. Prendleis till busy.”

"Quitedl right," assured The Shadow camly. "Tel Mr. Carthwright that I'll see him later at the Beach
Club. | can arrange to meet Mr. Prendle tomorrow evening.”

"Thank you, Sr."

Outdoors, The Shadow reached his car, released the brake and coasted down the drive, with dim lights.
Near the exit, he heard the roar of amotor from somewhere along the road. Starting his own motor with
amild pur, The Shadow soon picked up thetrail of acar which he knew must be Frack's.

Thetrail that The Shadow followed was a comparatively short one. It ended in aparking lot near aplace
that served shore dinners.

By thetime The Shadow, cloaked in black, had |eft hisroadster and approached Frack's car, the fellow
was gone. The hum of a speedboat from asmall pier told that his pa Monte had been waiting, and that
the two were off again. Back in the roadster, The Shadow did from his cloak, as ahobbly man
approached and asked:

"Want to park, Sr?'

"No, thanks," replied The Shadow. "I just wanted to chat with afriend of mine, but heleft in his
speedboat.”

"You'll haveto wait until tomorrow night, then, when he comes back to get his car. Every night, he comes
back. Of coursg, if you know where he lives--"

"] don't. That'sthetrouble."

"Nor do |," said the hobbly man. "Can't be more than afew miles, though. Some nights, when it's been



quiet, I've heard his boat go sput-sput and stop, somewhere up near the point.”

Mentally pigeonholing that information, The Shadow drove back to the Beach Club. He soon received a
cdl from Carthwright, inviting him to return to Prendl€'s house after dinner. The Shadow accepted in
Crangton'stone, but hiswhispered laugh was his own after he hung up the receiver.

The Shadow had intended to keep close vigil at the Prendle house tonight. 1t would be easier from within
as Crangton, than from without as The Shadow!

CHAPTER XIV. THE LAST NIGHT.

STAN WILFORD had been glum for twenty-four hours, a condition which Helene blamed on Marcia
Evidently, Stan had not managed well with hisfirst encounter, but Helene did not question him abot it.
Knowing Stan's determination, she was sure that he would have another try, with better results.

Usudly friendly, Stan had not been too affable toward a gentleman named Cranston who had caled the
evening before. But thiswas anew night, and with aforma dinner scheduled, Stan should be ready to
come out of hismood. He was putting on his Tuxedo, when Helene reminded him that Cranston wasto
be adinner guest.

"I'm afraid Mr. Cranston had arather drab time of it," said Helene. " Suppose we show alittle more
enthusiasm than we did before.

Fixing hisbow tie at the mirror, Stan nodded, and Helene saw him add areflected smile. It faded,
though, as soon as she looked away, afact that the girl did not observe.

At dinner, Helene found herself sandwiched between Stan and Cranston, while Marcia, smiling sweetly
from the opposite sde, was flanked by Jack and Carthwright.

Helene was wearing a golden evening gown, with dender shoulder straps, one which some people would
have defined as rather scant. She was wearing it because Stan liked it, athough shewould have preferred
another.

Helene's attire, however, wasin no way daring when compared with Marcias. The black-haired beauty's
gown matched her raven locks, and hadn't any shoulder strapsat dl. In fact, when Marciareached down
to pick up adropped napkin, she reminded Helene of someone dipping in the bathtub to find a cake of

soap.

But the rest of the time, Marciakept her shoulders high enough above the table to reved some of the
gown benegth them.

Marcia seemed proud of those bare shoulders, the way she so often shrugged them; but it didn't occur to
Helene that she was displaying them for Stan.

Not because Marciawanted Stan to admire them; she just wanted him to see that they hadn't yet been
marred by the wreckage of acard table, and her shrugs indicated that she never expected that they
would be.

There was to be a dance at the Beach Club that evening, and it was the chief conversationa subject. It
wasto be thefirst dance that Stan and Helene would attend since their marriage, hence Helene was quite
enthusiagtic.

"Wewon't gay long after midnight,” Helene promised Stan. "1 know you're keeping office hours."



"| thought Stan was going on abusinesstrip,” put in Jack. "Wasn't that what you said, Marcia?'
A dippered foot caught Jack's shin beneath the table, but Marcia merely smiled as she shook her head.

"Stan mentioned the trip himsdlf," shetold Jack, "and | told you about it later. But it won't befor quitea
while, | understand.”

"But you saic-"

From his place near the foot of the table, Jack caught aglint from the eyes of Theodore Prendle. Stan
had referred to the trip during the business conference that Jack had missed while pursuing literary studies
and catching up on deep.

"WEll go to the dance, too," Jack told Marcia, to divert the conversation. "Buit | think we'd better get
home before midnight. I'm keeping working hours, too."

He smiled toward hisfather, hoping for approval, but Theodore Prendle remained stern. Turning to
Carthwright, Prendle talked of other matters, that soon drew Cranston into the conversation.

They were dtill chatting when the dinner ended. With the others getting ready for the dance, Prendle
suggested that Carthwright and Cranston accompany him into the study.

"Sorry, Mr. Prendle," observed The Shadow. "I shdl haveto run into town. The trip will take me about
two hours--"

"Then you'l be back afterward?'
"Won't it betoo late?"
"Not at dl," assured Prendle. "1 dways stay up after midnight on evenings when the children are out.”

Hisemphasison "children” was given as Jack passed. Evidently Prendle intended to check on hisson's
new policy of deegping by night and working by day. The term certainly did not gpply to Helene, for she
wasn't far away and she gave her father a smile, which he returned.

Once away from the Prendle mansion, Cranston became The Shadow. He drove his swift car to the
shore restaurant; rolling past the parking lot, he noted that Frack's car wasn't in the line. Swinging away,
The Shadow traveled farther.

Near the point that the hobbly man had mentioned, The Shadow parked the car benesth convenient trees
and used atiny flashlight to probe hisway to the shore. The ground was rocky here, with roads few and
poor. Thewoods, however, werethick al along the shore.

After searching the immediate terrain, The Shadow picked ajutting rock above the Sound, there to
watch for Frack'sreturn by boat, with Monte.

NEARLY an hour of dancing was over at the Beach Club, when Helene approached Stan, dangling a
ribboned card. She showed himitsname list, then said:

"| till seem to be popular here. Y ou're sure you don't mind, dear?"
"Not if you save me afew dances," spoke Stan, trying to smile. "After dl, I'm your husband.”

"Only three others," said Helene. "They'll take about half an hour. The next danceisyours, if you're dill
hereto ask mefor it. I'm keeping it open.”



Her eyes were sparkling with the merriment that she felt, and Stan did his best to reciprocate. But he
couldn't down the glumness which hefdt.

"I'll cancel them dl," began Helene. "Right away, if you want--"
"No, no."

"Then you're sure you don't mind?'

"Not at dl!"

"Very well." Helenelaughed, and supplied another of her quips. "I'll keep them. After all, thisisn't our last
night together."

Thefirst of Helene'sthree partners cameto clam her. Stan's eyes followed Helene as she walked away.
Never had she seemed lovelier, not even on that day when the sun had added the golden burnish to her
hair. Stan liked the golden gown because it reminded him of that first meeting with the girl who had so
willingly becomehiswife,

But Stan's thoughts were on the future, not the past. Dully, he repeated words that Helene had just said:
"If youre dtill here... our last night--"

Stan wondered if he would be here after tonight; wondered if he could be. Midnight, the deadline, was
looming only afew hours ahead. Midnight, because hed have to be up early to catch aplanefor his
Western trip. By midnight, crooks would know that Stan wasn't going West at al. They would carry
through their threet againgt him.

Hislagt night for five years, perhaps forever! Much though Helene loved him, Stan could never ask her to
forgive him after crime's showdown was made public.

Thelast night!

But not the last night for Jack and Marcia, who had stopped near Stan. They had begun to wrangle, and
their argument wasn't the first that had disturbed their matrimonia career; nevertheess, Stan envied
them.

Hed spoil Marcias game--he'd see to that; but he doubted that any jury would convict her. The
confidence ring wasn't holding a sword over Marcias head, like the one that hovered above Stan's.

Words of the discussion reached Stan. Jack was tired of the dance and wanted to start home. Marcia
was suggesting that he go out in the car and deep for an hour, if he wanted; after that, she would be

ready to leave.
Jack finally decided that it was agood idea. He left. With that, an inspiration struck Stan.

He had only half an hour, but he could useit!

SLIDING through the nearest door, Stan went out to his own car. Five minutes later, he reached the
Prendle mansion. He stopped in back, and came in through the door that led past the study. There, Stan
paused abruptly.

Blair was crossing the hallway, to answer a summons from the study. Watching, Stan saw the scene
within. Theodore Prendle was stopping a chat with Albert Cartwright. Booming at Blair, Prendle asked:



"Wasthat Mr. Jack who just drovein?'

"l don't know, gr,” replied Blair. "1 can look about and find out if Mr. Jack isin the house."

"If heis" said Prendle, "send him here, to the study.”

The door closed. Within the study, Carthwright shook his head. He could foresee astormy scene.

"I think you should prepare the figures," Carthwright told Prendle. " Show Jack in black and white just
what the brokerage business means. Make him understand that he can't expect Marciato do al hiswork
for him."

"Marciaprobably will, anyway," Prendle said. "Neverthdess, I'll try."
"L et me know when you havefinished.”

With adoubtful headshake, Carthwright went into the private library, to mull among hisfavorite books,
which he often did when Prendle was busy. Still shaking his head, he closed the door behind him ashe
went.

Meanwhile, Stan had reached his room on the second floor. There, he brought his .32 from a
deep-hidden spot in the closet. He stole from the room, the gun in his pocket, pausing only when he
heard Blair coming up the steps, cdling:

"Mr. Jeck!"

Dodging Blair was costing precious moments. Findly clear of the butler'svicinity, Stan hurried outside.
Instead of going to his car, he ran dong the driveway, keeping on the grass so that the pound of hisfeet
couldn't be heard. Past the big gate, he turned aong the road and jogged to the entrance of the Thorndon
estate, where heturned in.

It would have been shorter, much shorter, through the spite hedges, but Stan doubted that he could have
found an opening. A good runner, he managed to increase his pace, even on the upward dopeto
Thorndon's. He estimated the time at some Six or seven minutes, for, asMarciahad said, it wasalong
way around to Thorndon's.

He could only spare afew minuteswith Thorndon, if he wanted to get back to the dance within the half
hour; but Stan fdlt that the interview could be extended. Once under way, the type of persuasion he
intended would surely bring results.

It wouldn't matter, then, if he kept Helene waiting. Thiswould no longer be their last night, once
Thorndon handed over the incriminating checks.

Breathless, Stan paused outside the great gray house; then tried the door through which Thorndon had
once conducted him. It was unlocked, indicating that the servants were still about, and Stan heard signs
of these servants as he sneaked through to the obscure stairway.

Stan reached the door of Thorndon's den and rapped, cautioudy, as he had heard a servant do.

There was no answer. Thorndon evidently couldn't hear so light atap, and Stan didn't want to hammer
harder. He turned the doorknob, found that it yielded. A moment later, he wasinsde the den, closing the
door with one hand, ready to draw his gun with the other.

He didn't see Thorndon, so supposed that the elderly man was out. Stan's eye was attracted to the safe



in the corner; he hoped that Thorndon had left it open. It wasworth atry; otherwise, Stan might have to
wait until Thorndon returned.

Stan was muittering imprecations toward Thorndon al the while that he gpproached the corner. His
mutters ceased abruptly when he passed the desk.

It wasn't fair to hate adead man. Victor Thorndon was definitely dead. Head on the floor, right under
Stan's hdted feet, crabbier in death than he had been in life. Nor was the manner of that death athing to
doulbt.

Someone had shot Thorndon right through the heart, herein this soundproof room where no one could
have heard, leaving the murdered man and his bloodstained shirt front as bold and glaring evidence of
crime!

It was the next man's task to wonder who had done the deed, and Stanley Wilford happened to be next!
CHAPTER XV.WAYSIN THE DARK.

THORNDON'S room was silent as atomb, which indeed it was, considering that it contained a
stone-dead occupant. It had another, who was very much dive: namely, Stan Wilford; but for thetime
being, he was as mationless as the thing upon the floor.

Thoughts were crashing through Stan's brain like breakers hitting a shore. The murder of Thorndon might
mean the end of the confidence racket. Or wasit just the beginning? Had the big-shot died at the hand of
some lieutenant, envious of the master's power? Someone, perhaps, like Frack!

It might be. Still, there was another possibility. Thorndon's desth might mark him asavictim, not the
controller, of the confidencering. It was difficult to picture Thorndon asavictim of anything, but the
evidence was on hand to prove that he was such. The evidence, in the form of Thorndon's body.

The case was no suicide. Therewasn't agun in sight, except the one that was hanging limply from Stan's
own fingers.

Desth, itsdlf, wasn't the thing that made Stan wilt. It was the mystery behind it, the purpose of the killing,
the fact that the crime had shattered dl of Stan's set notions. More than ever, he had to learn if Thorndon
redlly did control the confidencering. The blackened safe, glistening from the corner, might hold the
answer!

Coming from his coma, Stan stepped over Thorndon's body and approached the safe more closdly. He
still had wits enough to use a handkerchief before he tried the big handle. The safe came open quite
readily, to show an absolute void.

Thorndon's murderer had rifled the safe completely, before making his departure!

Something shot to Stan's mind: a hackneyed statement about murderers returning to the scene of thelr
crime. Stan didn't suppose that murderers ever did; still, he could see areason why this one might.

Thorndon's safe must have been well stocked, and the killer wanted something of the many thingswithin
it. That being the primary motive, the murderer had taken everything, to sort histrophies e sewhere. If he
hadn't found what he wanted, he might come back.

He might return, too, in order to suppress cluesthat he could easily have forgotten in his haste. He must
have been hasty, or he would have done the sorting of the safe's contents while fill here. All very logicd,
but Stan was wasting time. Furthermore, he hadn't found what he had come for--his checks.



Then, onethought ruled aboveal.

That thought was Stan's sudden desire to clear these premises; to let the future take care of itself.
Thorndon's death might be the respite that he needed, but it wasimperative for Stan to cover the fact that
he had come here at dl. He could do that only by getting back to the dance before Helene discovered his
absence.

Mechanicaly, Stan reached the door.

He pressed his handkerchief against the knob and wiped it. He would have to do the same with the knob
on the other sde. Funny, how such details could concern an innocent man. But Stan didn't fedl wholly
innocent.

He had come here to threasten Thorndon with a gun; maybe the man before him had merely donethe
same. Unless that man was Frack, a crook already branded as amurderer!

Stan'sfingers hadn't turned the knob, yet it seemed to be moving under them. A sudden darm seized him.
Leaving the handkerchief hanging asit was, Stan legped back, yanking his gun from his pocket. The
wegpon came upward automaticaly, asthe door swung inward. The words that left Stan's lips seemed to
be uttered by someone dse:

"Stand where you are, Frack!"

Stan's hoarse challenge halted the man on the threshold. The fellow made amove to dart away; then he
let his hands go upward. Stan stared at the shrewd, but startled, face in front of him, and his mind flashed
back to amistake that he had made the day before. Thistime, he had done the samething in reverse.

The fellow who was sneaking into Thorndon's den when Stan halted him was not Roger Frack.
Thisman was Jack Prendle!

THAT Jack was scared, was evident. But he was scared in arattish sort of way, asthough aguilt lay on
his own conscience. The one thing that nerved Jack was his sight of Stan's paled countenance. Jack
became cool, even before he noticed that Stan's gun hand was shaky.

"All right, Stan,” said Jack. "'Y ou made Thorndon hand the stuff over. Passit dong to me."

Stan stepped back, to get anew grip on his gun. Jack was showing the very talents that Marcia had
mentioned; he was certainly smarter than he had ever been before. Be poked into the room, looked at
the safe, and totally ignored Stan's gun. At last, he noted Thorndon's bodly.

"So you killed him," remarked Jack, turning about. "But it'sdl right, Stan. | can't turn sorry over
Thorndon. Give mewhat | asked for and | won't talk.”

"No wonder you won't!" retorted Stan, suddenly. "Why should any murderer talk? Y ou can't bluff me,
Jack. Y ou were herefird. Y ou killed Thorndon!™

"And came back?"'

"Of course! Because you didn't find just what you wanted--or did you? Wait aminute”--Stan was
jabbing the revolver against Jack's ribs--"while we talk this over. Maybe you came here to cover up
some evidence of the crimeitsdlf. In that case, you're just staging abluff. I've heard that you can bea

good bluffer.”



Swung completely to Marcias theories; Stan could picture Jack the big-shot in the confidence racket, a
man who worked from the best of cover. Asamillionaire's son, with afortune coming to him, Jack
wouldn't be classed as a murderous seeker after wedlth.

Very clever, hisscheme of bringing Marciainto the game, to play him asadupein asystem whereby
Jack could rob his own father. But Stan decided that Jack had gone too far withit.

The catch was, as Stan saw it, that Jack was after Helene's fortune aswell, and could therefore afford to
pay Marciaapercentage in hisown case. Thiswasto be the red showdown, with Stan themanin
charge, but it could better be decided in the Prendle mansion, where Jack, ahead of Stan at every step,
had doubtless stowed the contents of Thorndon's safe.

Contents that had never included Stan's own checks. Those must have been in Jack's possession dll
along. No wonder Frack had said they were at Thorndon's! The game had been to coax Stan here and
let him be blamed for murder!

"We're going out together," undertoned Stan, <till prodding Jack toward the door. "Very quietly, you
understand"'--he was plucking the handkerchief from the inner knob--"so that no one will hear us."

Using the handkerchief, Stan turned and closed the door, wiping the outer knob. His gun wasjust behind
Jack's back; only inches behind it, Stan thought, until he heard a clatter ahead.

Springing about, Stan saw Jack finishing asneak to the sairs. Looking back over his shoulder, Jack had
stumbled on the top step!

Therewith, Jack wasinspired by thoughts of flight alone, and Stan was equally determined to overtake
him. Jack was plunging down the steps, Stan leaping after him, to seize him at the bottom. Stan was using
hisfigts, one till held agun, purely because he hadn't had time to pocket it. But Jack was grappling with
afury that Stan could hardly credit.

Slugging, warding, locking together at times, they reded through the hallway to the outer door. They
heard shouts from behind them, given by Thorndon's servants, who had heard the fray and were coming
from all parts of the house,

Crossing a step beyond the outer door, Jack tripped Stan neatly and sent him into a stumble. When Stan
caught hisfeet again, he saw Jack racing like mad along the driveway, toward his car, which was parked
at the nearest clump of trees.

BIG porch lights blazed suddenly from in front of Thorndon's house, and Stan was dashing in the
opposite direction to get clear of the glare.

Servants saw him and came shouting after him, though Stan, by then, was beyond the range of the lights.
They halted when Stan fired shotsin the air; then, to his consternation, Stan found himself against the
double hedge.

Hewent clawing dong it, hunting in the dark for openings. He used the rest of his shots to keep the
servants off. Then a space opened and Stan was through one hedge, only to be blocked by the next.
Darting along it, hefindly cameto agap in the farther hedge and broke through.

Halfway to the Prendle house, Stan hdted and flung his revolver asfar as he could. The gun was empty
and totally useless, even for scaring off pursuers. A last dash brought Stan to the door that led past
Prendle's study.

As he ssumbled into the house, the study door wrenched open and he saw both Prendle and Carthwright,



aarmed by his sudden entry.

Just then, a car whipped into the drive. It was Jack arriving home, proving that he had shown better
judgment than Stan, in his manner of return.

Haltingly, Stan began to tell of trouble outside, of shooting that he had heard from the direction of
Thorndon's. Then Jack was rushing into the house, stopping to stare at Stan and inquire what the trouble
was.

Hashlights had broken through the double hedge. Thorndon's servants were invading the sacred Prendle
preserves. The hunt, it seemed, was closing in upon Stan Wilford. He could hear the word "Murderer!”
whispering inthe very air.

The story which Stan would haveto tdll eventually was one that no one would believe. No one, except a
snglefriend, if that being could be found. The hope that he might arrive flashed hometo Stan asalat,
desperate thought.

That one friend was The Shadow!
CHAPTER XVI. TWO MARKED MEN.

AT the moment when Stan so badly needed The Shadow, his cloaked friend was engaged upon another
mission, several milesfrom Longwood. It was atask that The Shadow had expected to accomplish long
before Stan might require him, for The Shadow had not expected Stan to move until midnight.

Asusual, The Shadow had considered all factorsin the case, including Victor Thorndon, but he had
classed Thorndon's situation as one that could also wait. The Shadow intended to get back to Longwood
soon, but believed that he still had time to investigate a boathouse that was tucked deep in acove on the
shore of the Sound.

The Shadow did not ssumble on the boathouse accidentdly. It was aresult of hispolicy to wait and
watch for the return of the speedboat. Arriving soon after The Shadow began hisvigil, the craft had cut
off its motor exactly asthe man at the parking lot had described.

By cdculating the distance that the noise might have carried, and gauging it in relaion to the shoreline,
The Shadow was within afew hundred yards of the spot where the boat landed. The discovery of the
boathouse was anatural consequence of his probein that direction.

The place could not have been better Situated to serve men of crime. The shore of the cove wasirregular,
making ajut into aline of zigzag rocks. From out on the Sound, the boathouse could not be seen, for the
rockslooked like a solid row. Once there had been apier at the entrance of the tiny channel leading into

the boathouse, but it was gone.

Crooks had probably disposed of the last remnants, in order to make their hide-out secure. Only by
creeping adong the shore, as The Shadow did, could anyone have found the few bits of old planking that
had been tossed among the rocks.

Though it had been abandoned, the boathouse was in good condition. It was atwo-story structure, its
upper floor supported between two rocks. The cleft below was where the speedboat had gone, and the
opening, by the time The Shadow saw it, was closed again with a battered wall of planking.

The rocks were gray, the boathouse a westher-besten white, hence al could be seen whenever straggly
moonlight filtered through the clouds. Treesformed a solid background for the setting, and the woods



flanked in upon the boathouse, like some monstrous creature prepared to engulf the abandoned Structure.
There were no lights whatever, though The Shadow was sure that the boathouse had occupants.

At least two men. Two marked men: one, Roger Frack, branded as a murderer; the other, Monte
Garlan, ligted asthe victim of the very clime that had sent Frack into hiding!

It was aquestion, whether there were others. That question had to be settled. Remembering how crooks
like Skeet and Napper had participated in previous crimes, The Shadow knew that others might be
around; perhaps some of the leftovers who had served those two dead killers.

Nor had The Shadow forgotten the night when Frack had approached Stan Wilford at the Beach Club.
Then, Frack had been given support by machine-gunners, who had not been heard from since. That mob
had fled by car, instead of boat, but they could have rgoined Frack later.

Keeping aong the rocks, avoiding any use of atdltale flashlight, The Shadow reached the upper leve of
the boathouse, to find it solidly walled. He crept farther, camein back of the structure on the landside.

There, actualy feding the darkness ahead of him, The Shadow found a gap among the trees. Something
bulked in the darkness; it was acar.

Anold car, The Shadow learned, as he used the flashlight guardedly, keeping the glow within the folds of
his cloak and staying close to the side of the vehicle. The same car that had carried the machine-gunners
from the Beach Club. It was dented with bullets, some The Shadow's, others supplied by the police who
had fired after the fleeing car.

The Shadow whispered alaugh.

Crooks hadn't been free to abandon thisrolling junk heap. Boxed in on Long Idand, they had been
forced to hide it to create the impression that they had gotten away. The hegp was afugitive, likethe
crooks themsdlves!

How they had brought it here, was plain, after The Shadow had made a short excursion through the
woods. There wasn't any road to the boathouse, but when the place was built, materials had been
dragged to it from theland sde.

The route was il clear, abumpy avenue that crossed tree roots and dodged rocks as it worked its way
through the woods. With not even rutsto mark it, till it was wide enough to take a car through.

Crooks had probably found this ancient byway from the boathouse end. The Shadow was willing to
concede that the outlet, somewhereinland, would be amost impossibleto find. If underbrush did not hide
it, crooks would certainly have masked that outlet since the time when they had brought the fugitive car to
its present parking place.

IT was when The Shadow returned to the battered car, that he obtained hisfirst proof of menin the
vicinity. Despite his precautions, hisflashlight must have given an unguarded blink, for it brought a
response, like an answering signd, from the brush a dozen feet away.

There was adight crackle of the brush; the responding flashlight blinked again, much closer. A hoarse
whisper came:

"That you, Artie? Thisisme--Louie. Been up to the road, like you said--"

L ouie was close enough by then to see that The Shadow was not Artie. A chance blink of thefellow's
flashlight gave him aview of thewaiting form in black. Sight of The Shadow usudly froze crooks and



dilled their tongues for ashort time. But it wasn't astonishment aone that kept Louie where hewas and
prevented the outcry that he wanted to give.

The Shadow's flashlight was away, beneath his cloak, with his guns. His gloved hands, free and rapid,
had unlimbered from the ends of hislong, swift-moving arms. Close enough to spot The Shadow, Louie
was a0 close enough to be reached. The handstook him by the throat, suppressing even atiny outcry.

The crook fought hard, but briefly. Scrawny, like the other mobbies that the confidence ring preferred, he
was being lashed about so rapidly that he couldn't find afoothold: hence, his attempts at grappling were
wild and usdess. Thefray ended in adull thud as Loui€e's head, impelled by The Shadow's swing,
caromed from the sde of the old car.

Though somewhat muffled, the tinny sound carried. It brought abob of flashlights front the other sde of
the boathouse. One man was growling, as he approached; the fellow was probably Artie, who seemed to
be the leader of this fugitive mob. Suspicioudy, Artie and his crew crept in upon the car, some skirting
widein order to surround it.

They weren't forming acomplete circle. They thought they did not need to. The wall of the boathouse
completed the gap. It was the only spot that The Shadow could reach without immediate detection, and
he went that way, dragging Louieslight weight along.

Hewasn't heard, for the searchers were making more noise than he was. By the time they closed in upon
the car, The Shadow had gained the boathouse wall.

Propping Louie upright against the wall, where the stunned thug rested giffly, The Shadow reached for
theroof. It wasinches short of his stretch, but he found away to reachit.

A chunk of loose timber jutted from the frame of the windowless boathouse, at the level of the second
floor. It was a short two-by-four, which The Shadow propped on end. Using it as a step, he made a
risng reach againgt the wall, caught the roof edge and clung to it with hisfingers, as the two-by-four
tumbled to the soft ground.

Getting a better grip, The Shadow drew himsalf up to the roof and flattened on itsamost level surface,
his hand reaching for agun. Artie and the rest might be moving thisway at any moment. If they saw
Loui€'s propped form, they would suspect The Shadow's presence.

Thelightswere ill at the ear, probing insdeit. Artie€s growl told that he wasn't convinced of something
that the others had suggested: namely, that some animal, from astray cat to awild deer, might have
blundered againg the car and made the tinny noise.

Otherswere waiting in the darkness until Artiefinished his search of the car, and the interval was made to
order for The Shadow. It gave him the chance he wanted to suppressal evidence of hisarriva and
departure.

STRETCHING down from the roof edge, The Shadow reached for Louie. The stiffish crook was
swaying when The Shadow's hands touched him, and his shoulders were too low for The Shadow to
quite reach. Then, at the very moment when the stunned thug began to sag, The Shadow clamped the
fdlow'schin.

Sowly, steadily, he drew Louie upward; shifted one arm beneath Louie's as soon asit was possible.
With asideward roll farther onto the roof, The Shadow brought his burden across the edge.

Louie gtirred, tried to mutter something, which The Shadow promptly suppressed by gagging him, with a



handkerchief from the thug's own pocket. Using aloose rope and a spare belt of his own, The Shadow
bound the prisoner hand and foot.

All thewhile, flashlights were blinking against the side of the boathouse, where crooks had findly come.
But Artie and the rest saw nothing of The Shadow or Louie. Both were above their level of vison.

Loss of the spare belt did not bother The Shadow. He dwayswore belts in threes, since they took up
practicaly no more space than one. They camein handy in such cases asLoui€'s, especially when the
prisoner happened to have a belt, too, which meant that The Shadow needed to use but one spare.

By now, Artie's crew was around the boathouse. The Shadow saw their quarters, an old work shack on
the other side, visible from the boathouse roof. They weren't going back to it, however, for Artie, il
growling, had decided to keep his men on patrol until Louie returned to report from the road.

Inasmuch as Louie wasn't going to return, the prospect was by no means perfect for The Shadow.

Thelonger he waited, the more vigilant crooks would become. To start a battle with them would be
foolish, since The Shadow's actual mission concerned Frack and Monte. Besides, The Shadow had no
time to waste. He wanted to get back to Longwood before anything happened there.

Something had happened, during the very minutes that The Shadow was scouting around the boathouse.
Thorndon was murdered, and Stan wasin trouble; but The Shadow till calculated that such events, if
scheduled, would not come until midnight.

In surrounding the boathouse, mobbies followed the same policy that they had with the car. They formed
asemicircle, instead of acomplete one. Just as the blank sdewall of the boathouse had formed part of
their earlier cordon, so did the front of the structure serve when they girded the boathouse itsdlf.

The channd leading into the boathouse was below the ground leve, hence hard for the crooksto reach.
Besides, it waswatery and could therefore be watched from the rocks that loomed above the inlet.

It didn't occur to Archie's human watchdogs that the boat entrance could be reached from one spot:
namely, from the roof of the boathouse itsdlf.

But it did occur to The Shadow, who happened to be upon the roof.

Leaving Louie helpless, The Shadow crept to the front of the roof and peered down into absolute
blackness. The moonlight, such asit was, couldn't reach the water close to the boat entrance.

Easing over the edge, The Shadow began atwo-story descent into a darkness that would have suited a
pit. Thetrip wasn't risky initself, for The Shadow would have fallen into water. But the splash would
have made him atarget for adozen guns.

There wasn't much of asurfaceto clutch, but, fortunately, the front of the boathouse had ajutting ledge,
which The Shadow's feet encountered just as he was beginning to dide, despite himsdif.

From that level, the rest was easy. The planking which closed the boat entrance, just benegth the ledge,
was loose and easy to grip. Almost at water level, The Shadow hooked an upright beam and wedged
himsdlf past the edge of the shaky planking, into the boathouse itself.

He saw the speedboat drawn up beside allittle landing, which had steps up to the floor above. At the top
of the steps, The Shadow found adoor and tried it. The door was unlocked, for Frack and Monte
expected no trouble from that direction. Opening the door a crack, The Shadow peered through.



IN asquare room, filled with broken-down boat equipment and lighted by a hanging lantern, he saw the
two marked men. They had been playing cards beneath the lantern, but at present, Frack had stepped
away. He was unclamping adoor at the rear of the room, an affair that was hinged at the top, with the
clamp at the bottom.

From the back of the boathouse, which The Shadow had not closaly inspected, the odd door probably
looked like part of the solid wall.

"Artie and the bunch are on the prowl," spoke Frack, hishead cocked in listening attitude. "1'm going out
to seewhat's up. Stick here, Monte."

Frack did out beneath the door. Asit flapped shut, The Shadow stepped into the room and gave a
whispered laugh that brought Monte full about.

Seeing the black-cloaked avenger, Monte's sallow face made aquick changeto palor. Half springing,
half sorawling from his chair, the crook tugged agun from his pocket, only to let it dip from hisfingersat
sght of amuzzle boring right between hiseyes.

Without shifting am, The Shadow made a deft, sdeward shift, plucking Montesfaling revolver from the
air before the weapon could thump the floor. The Shadow's laugh, though still low-toned, denoted
coming triumph.

In capturing Monte Garlan, one of the two marked men, The Shadow had paved the way to histaking of
the other, Roger Frack!

CHAPTER XVII. A QUESTION OF TERMS.

IN trapping Monte, The Shadow had taken the supposed dead man fully unawares, and in more ways
than one. The capture was one thing; bagging Monte aone was an additional feature. Furthermore, The
Shadow's next shift had a purpose.

Swinging about, keeping Monte covered al the while, he put the crook's face right into the light, while
The Shadow himsdlf kept to the fringe of the glow. All that Monte could see were burning eyes--the
glowing orbs of asuperhuman inquisitor.

Monte knew he had to talk. He wanted to talk; it was his only hope. He spoke in a hoarse whisper,
pleading &t first and quite incoherent, but The Shadow did not hurry him. The Shadow felt that he could
gpare afew minutesin taking the facts as Monte preferred to give them.

Once Monte's testimony was registered, The Shadow would be ready for Frack. When Frack talked, as
he would under the right persuasion, The Shadow could taly his statements against Monte's. Whatever
did not fit, would be the subject for further questioning, under additiona persuasion.

"You knew | wasn't croaked," began Monte, keeping his hoarse tone low as he saw agun nudge from
below The Shadow's eyes. "Y ou're the only guy that does know it, Shadow, except Frack and the
big-shot--"

"And the big-shot--"

The Shadow's interruption, arepetition of Monte's words, carried a question that Monte understood.
Thefdlow licked hislipsanxioudy, putting al the sincerity that he could into his rattish countenance.

"I don't know who the big-shot is." Monte's tone was anxious. Honest, Shadow! Frack knows because
he's part of the outfit. | didn't belong. | was brought into the mob, because--"



"Because-"

For amoment, Monte hesitated. Something told him that The Shadow had aready divined the answer to
the fake murder which had taken Napper as an unintended victim. He fdt, too, that The Shadow could
have named the big-shot behind the confidence racket. Helplessy, Monte moved hislips.

A voice spoke, but it wasn't Monte's. It came in avicious snarl from behind The Shadow's back. The
speaker was Frack; hiswords were coal:

"Don't budge, Shadow!"

A thump followed Frack's statement. It told that he had come up through the hinged door, effecting a
slent entrance that would have been impossible with any other type of barrier. In turning Monte to the
light, The Shadow had put that door behind his own shoulder. He hadn't expected Frack to contact Artie
S0 quickly and return is o short atime.

With asidle glance, The Shadow saw the glimmer of Frack'sleveled revolver. Frack could see The
Shadow's automatic and was watching it fixedly. Since The Shadow followed Frack'singtruction and did
not budge, the big .45 still kept Monte covered. Hence Monte, too, stood as he was.

Thewavery glow of the lantern was revesaling aremarkable tableau. The Shadow had found two marked
men; but, in turn, he, too, was marked. Monte was helpless under The Shadow's gun, but Frack'saim
toward The Shadow nullified the Situation for the present. How long the nullification would last, wasa
thing to be learned. Frack tried to find out.

"Move away, Monte," growled Frack. "I've got The Shadow covered! Don't worry."

The Shadow whispered alaugh for Monte's benefit. It promised Monte ataste of something if he did
move. So Monte stayed just where he was.

"A neat game, Shadow," complimented Frack, "but it won't work. If you blast Monte, I'll blast you. |
mean it!"

Frack did mean it, but the fact did not encourage Monte. He wasn't willing to sacrifice hisown life to end
The Shadow's. The choice, however, was not up to Monte at dl. It lay with Frack.

"Suppose you hear my terms, Shadow," suggested Frack. "Maybe you know that something is due at
midnight. | went out to seeif there was amessage from the big-shot, but there wasn't. So it means that
the job will be handled like we scheduled it. Sooner, maybe, than at midnight. It al depends.”

Deciding that he had revedled enough, Frack came directly to the terms.

"Well makeaded," hesaid. "Y ou stay here, Shadow, until the job isthrough. After that, well et you go,
because you won't be able to bother us. If you don't like sticking around, you can ride with the mob out
toward the end of theidand. When they let you go--"

THE SHADOW'S laugh interrupted. Theideaof any maob letting him go, once they had control of him,
was something for ridicule, evenin atight spot like this. Hearing the laugh, Frack snarled angrily:

"Y ou've heard my terms, Shadow! Remember, if you blast Monte, you're through--"

Again, The Shadow interrupted, his strange mirth significant despite its repressed mockery. Whether that
laugh was prompted by a preconcelved design, or asudden ingpiration, only The Shadow knew. The
tone, thistime, was meant for Frack, not Monte, for The Shadow's eyes were glinting half across his



shoulder, in Frack's direction.

AsFrack stared, suddenly riveted by the whispering taunt, The Shadow spoke.
"You arewrong, Frack," hetoned. "If | blast Monte, you will be through.”
Frack gave anervous start. His eyes had lost their sharpness.

"Y ou are known asamurderer, Frack," continued The Shadow. "Thelaw is hunting you and you do not
likeit. You have learned what it meansto be hunted and you are afraid. Y ou are looking forward to the
day when that hunt will cease, and al the while, your only solaceisthefact that you can prove, if
necessary, your innocence of the crime for which you are sought.”

Those words, spoken ddliberately, had atelling effect upon Frack. He drank them in, despite himsdlf; his
changes of expression reveaed how they were drilling home. The Shadow waited for Frack'sreply.
None came.

"What good will crimes profits do you," queried The Shadow, "if your whole future requires perpetua
flight? For the brand of murder will be permanent, Frack, unlessMonte livesto testify that you did not kill
him!"

Only afew minutes before, Monte hadn't been willing to sacrifice himsdf, even if it meant The Shadow's
desth. Now, Frack was experiencing asimilar sensation.

The Shadow had analyzed Frack right; the con man wasn't amurderer by nature. Hed be willing to kill
privately, or in an open fray, but he couldn't stand the gaff that an outright murderer would accept.
Nevertheless, Frack made an attempt to parry.

"You know | didn't kill Monte," he began. ™Y ou know it very well, Shadow--"
"But who ese knowsit--"

"The big-shot does!" returned Monte, in reply to The Shadow's sibilant interruption. "Artie's mob doesn't,
because | kept them out of it, like the big-shot wanted. But he knows, and that's enough--"

"Enough to sgn your death warrant, Frack. The brain behind your game istoo cunning to support a
wanted murderer. Y ou have one hope only, Frack: Monte must livel™

Finishing those words, The Shadow ddliberately moved his gun toward Monte, who quailed in shivering
fashion. But the effect upon Frack was even greater. Numbly, Frack let hisgun fdl, to extend his hands
piteoudy.

"No, no, Shadow!" he pleaded. "Y ou give theterms; I'll take them. Anything--if you let Monte livel"

The Shadow gtill kept Monte covered; for Monte, not Frack, had become the man to watch. It was
simply acase of keeping Monte cowed to adegree where it would not be necessary to shoot him.

Meanwhile, Frack would obey The Shadow's mandates quite as much asif under agun point aso. In
fact, the muzzle that kept Montein line was controlling Frack, aswell!

"Speak to Artie," The Shadow told Frack. "Tell him that you are leaving in the speedboat; nothing more.
Stay close, so that | can hear you.

Frack made atrip to the hinged door. He raised it dightly; stooping at the opening, he called to Artie,
who answered. Frack said that it wouldn't be necessary to guard the boathouse any longer; that he was



going out.

"What about Louie?" questioned Artie, from outside. "He hasn't come back."

Anxioudy, Frack looked to The Shadow, who undertoned, so low that Artie could not hear:
"Tdl himyou told Louieto wait along the shore; that you intend to pick Louie up in the boat."

Frack passed the statement along to Artie, who went away grumbling that he should have been informed
on that point long before. The hinged door dipped from Frack's wavering clutch. The Shadow told him
to clamp it and come aong.

PRESSING Monte ahead with the gun muzzle, The Shadow forced the fellow down the steps and into
the speedboat. Frack followed like a patient dog; when The Shadow told him to open the barrier to the
channd, hedid so.

From the darkness of the speedboat came The Shadow's next whisper, ordering Frack on board. Frack
came with alacrity, and took the whedl when The Shadow commanded.

Starting the motor, Frack guided the boat out through the channdl. From above, Artie's men couldn't
make out the figuresin the darkened cockpit. The boat reached the Sound, where The Shadow gave
Frack new directions. He was to steer for Longwood, at top speed, and beach the craft at the nearest
landing to the Prendle estate.

A drangetrio, the occupants of that speeding boat! The Shadow seated between two marked men,
heedless of Frack on one side, but keeping his gun tight against Monte on the other.

Murderer and victim to the world, Frack and Monte were just another pair of crooks to The Shadow,
though the way in which he had bagged them was indeed unique.

Likewise, the plansthat The Shadow had for that pair were quite unusud, as both were to learn when
they heard more of The Shadow'sterms.

CHAPTER XVIII. A MATTER OF MURDER.

IN returning to the Prendle mansion, The Shadow was bound for a place where crime was aready under
discussion. It had been that way for ahaf hour or so, much to the amazement of Stan Wilford. Hisown
blundering entrance into the house had seemed a give-away to Stan; but it had not proven so.

Not yet.

Later, it would be remembered, that blundering arrival of Stan's, but for the present, someone else was
answering questions. Thorndon's servants had arrived, first to say that they were hunting two unknown
men who had staged a battle in the neighboring mansion; later, to announce that they had found their
measter dead in hisden.

Such news had caled for police investigation, and after alook at Thorndon's body arangy detective
named Hewitt, who represented the local force, had come over to the Prendle house to learn the situation
there.

The man that Hewitt chose to question was, of al people, Theodore Prendle!

Stan couldn't believeit, at first, as he stared in through the study door to see hisfather-in-law seated
behind the desk, under cross-examination. Y et it waslogica enough, on second thought, for Prendle's



didike toward Thorndon was athing well known.
Fortunately, Theodore Prendle had an dibi and was able to sustain it, thanks to the time element.

Thorndon's servants remembered when their master had gone up to his den, and he had been there only
fifteen minutes before the battle between two intruders had led to the discovery of Thorndon's body.

None of the servants recognized Stan and Jack as the brawlers; they had fled too quickly to be identified.
They weren't even sure that the one who had done the shooting was the murderer. It was certain,
however, as Detective Hewitt sagely stated, that the killer had entered, done his deadly work and
departed within a specified quarter hour.

That very quarter hour was atime which Theodore Prendle could account for, with witnesses to support
him. Prendle had been watching the clock on his desk, as he always did when Jack had agreed to come
homeearly.

"Thorndon must have been going up to his den when | heard the car drivein here," declared Prendle.
"Thetimetalies™

"It does precisdly, gir," stated Blair, who was standing by. "I noticed the clock in the hall.”
"And you came back, Blair--"
"At five-minute intervas, sir, to report that Mr. Jack was not yet home. Each time you answered me."

Prendle delivered Hewitt a stern glance, which somewhat satisfied the detective. It was highly obvious
that no one could have gone to Thorndon's, committed amurder and come back with the contents of the
safein lessthan five minutes, not even if he knew a short route through the hedge.

Hewitt calculated that it would take at |east ten; however, he sent one of Thorndon's servantstotry it.

Hewitt announced that the servant'strip would be the find test of Prendles dibi; that further investigation
could wait until the fellow returned.

"Why wait?" It was Carthwright who put the query. "I can vouch for Mr. Prendle. | didn't notice his
clock, because it was turned away from me. But | was here with Mr. Prendle all evening. He never eft
the study.”

"Y ou were here when he called Blair?' queried Hewitt. "Y ou heard Blair return to make those
five-minute reports?'

"Of course!” returned Carthwright. 'l said | was heredl thewhile. | would suggest that you proceed with
other angles of the case.

HEWITT decided to do so. Looking about, he saw Jack, who was standing near the door.

"So they thought you camein,” stated Hewitt, suddenly. "If you did, where were you when Blair looked
for you?'

"l hadn't comein," returned Jack shrewdly. "In fact, | hadn't even left the Beach Club. | must have been
there while the mess was happening at Thorndon's.”

Jack sdled aglance toward Stan, asif defying him to dispute the testimony. Naturally, Stan said nothing,
but Marcia spoke up. She had returned from the dance with Helene. In avery sweet tone, Marciasaid:



"Of course, Jackie was at the club. He left only alittle while before | did. Poor dear, hewastired and |
thought he ought to come home."

It was an absolute lie, but one that Stan could not afford to challenge until he knew exactly where he
stood. Prendle, with his usual ook of approva toward Marcia, believed the statement.

So did Hewitt, when helooked at Marcia. Dark eyes, black hair, and shoulders that seemed ready to
legp from the gorgeous evening gown, were convincing arguments to the detective.

Eyesdl for Marcia, Hewitt didn't notice the girl in gold who moved closer to Stan's corner. But Stan did,
for Helene was plucking his deeve and looking up appedingly. Her question was awhisper:

"What can | say, Stan? | know that you left early, because Reggie came to ask mefor adance. He said
that you had gone, and when | looked for you, | saw that you had.”

"Just tdl the truth," responded Stan, in an undertone. "But wait until you are questioned.”
"Y ou mean... that you went to Thorndon's?'
"l can tell you everything later, Helene. There are other mattersto be straightened first.”

Helene's eyes carried something much like accusation. Uneasily, Stan shifted away. Looking at the
darkness outside the study window, he wondered where The Shadow was. Stan till was counting on the
cloaked friend who might somehow be able to solve the riddle of the Thorndon murder.

At that particular moment, the Shadow was much closer than Stan supposed. He was right outside the
Prendle home, near the front door, and he had two companions with him: one, aman who moved
saggingly ahead of The Shadow's gun; the other, afollower who kept close to The Shadow's hedls.

"Far enough,” decided The Shadow. "I shdl wait here with Monte, Frack, while you go ingdethe
house"

Frack began to mouth protests. The Shadow promptly suppressed them.

"I'm giving you ten minutes," hetold Frack. "When they find out who you are, you cantell them dl you
know, including the name of the man you cdl the big-shot.”

"But | may get croaked--"

"Not if you watch yoursdlf. Of course, Frack, you are freeto do as you wish. But if you try the wrong
thing, you won't find M onte when you come back."

Nervoudy, Frack started away and approached the house. He gave alast, worried look; then entered.
The door had hardly closed behind Frack, before The Shadow bore down on Monte.

Lowering his gun, The Shadow produced a blt, instead, caught Monte's hands and strapped them.
Next, he bound Monte's feet with the crook's own belt.

Losing his balance, Monte rolled to the soft ground of a shrubbery bed. Knedling upon the mobster's
back, The Shadow gagged him with a handkerchief and rolled him face upward. Helpless, Monte heard
alaugh that seemed to fade.

MEANWHILE, Frack had stopped in the big hdl of the Prendle house. He had seen aman who looked
like aservant coming in through arear door. The man was expected in the study, and Frack could hear
someone questioning him.



Unnoticed in the hall, Frack took advantage of the break to grab up the telephone. He knew something
which The Shadow hadn't learned. Artie had tapped a tel ephone extension and had run a connection to
the old shack near the boat house.

Cdling Artie, Frack told him to bring the whole crew in the old car, atrip which, even with the rough
road for agtart, should not take more than a quarter hour. But Frack added that Artie and his men were
to say in the offing until he called for them. If he didn't call, they were not to move, no matter what
happened. Frack wasn't taking any risks on the Monte proposition.

By thetimethe cal wasfinished, five minutes of Frack's time was gone. Nervoudy, he sdled toward the
study wondering if he could manage astdl when he arrived there. 1t wouldn't do to try much funny Stuff;
otherwise, The Shadow might move in to take a hand--without bringing Monte.

In the study, Hewitt had finished talking to Thorndon's servant. The trip by the short route had taken the
man eight minutes at afair pace. Prendle couldn't have madeit in lesstime, so Hewitt declared that the
dibi stood.

Meanwhile, Stan, reluctantly keeping away from Helene, had come closer to Jack. Stan saw his
brother-in-law turn.

"Pass over the stuff from Thorndon's, side-mouthed Jack. "Y ou'd better, before you're searched. Y ou
can dip methegun, too. I'll get rid of it for you."

"Maybe you'd better dide the stuff to me," returned Stan. They might search you first. Y ou've been
guestioned; a search ought to be likely."

"Thewon't find anything on me."

"Maybethey will on Marcia," suggested Stan, with aglancein the girl'sdirection. "It wouldn't take long to
search her. If you gave the evidence to her, and they find it, her testimony will be blotto!™

Jack gave a shrug, and turned away. For thefirst time, Stan was glad that he hadn't found his checks at
Thorndon's. He was pleased, too, that he had chucked his gun into the woods, even though it wasn't the
wegpon responsible for Thorndon's desth.

Stan looked at Hewitt, wondering what came next: at that moment, the rangy detective was addressing
Theodore Prendle.

"I'm sorry, Mr. Prendle--"

"Y ou ought to be!" boomed Prendle. "Move some of these people out of here. No, not that way! That
door leadsinto my private library. Asto my statement--"

"Y ou've already made one, Mr. Prendle.”

Prendle shook his head. He had come from behind the desk and was crowding people toward the outer
door. From that cluster, Stan saw Prendle pause, his hand pressing the knob of the door that led into his
preciouslibrary.

"| shal make an exact statement,” inssted Prendle. "One that will stand on permanent record. | shdll
provethat | never |eft thisroom. Blair will make asimilar satement, aswill Carthwright. When their
testimony isthoroughly checked with mine--"

Something clicked sharply very closeto Stan's shoulder. It was the light switch and Stan thought, for the



instant, that his shoulder, or Jack's, had accidentally pressed it, bringing the immediate darkness. Then
came proof that ahand from the huddle had done the deed, with fell design.

Along with the sudden clatter of adoor, a gun stabbed through the darkness. Almost from Stan's elbow,
the spurt was aimed toward the library door, where Theodore Prendle had been standing. A quick,
sraight shot, delivered by an unknown hand, with a prompt result to follow.

Hard upon the gun burst came a high, startled cry from Theodore Prendle, broken by the thud of the
elderly man's body as he tumbled in the darkness!

CHAPTER XIX. OUT OF BLACKNESS.

The study was amadhouse in the darkness. Everyone was struggling, some to get from the room, others
to seek the shelter of the corners.

One person, &t least, was after amurderer. Stan Wilford was doing his best to find the killer. Stan had
wheeled to grab for the gun, as adarter.

Stan found it, only to have it snatched away. He grabbed it back and tried to punch the man who had it.
He heard asnarl from Jack Prendle, who struck back in return.

They grappled, Stan struggling with one hand only, for his other had found the gun again. Right then, Stan
realized that Jack was staging a one-handled grapple, also.

They were bowling across the room, no longer wrestling. It was a struggle for the gun, and Stan had both
hands on the weapon, as did Jack. They encountered lighter hands adong the way, and flung them aside.
Bringing up hard againgt the desk, Stan and Jack were till &t it, when the lights came on.

It was Carthwright who had pressed the light switch. Seeing the two strugglers and what they were
about, he ydlled for othersto grab them.

AsHewitt and a couple of servants sprang to the task, Carthwright came with them. He managed to tug
the revolver from the combined grasp of Stan and Jack; in fact, both were willing to let him haveit, rather
than yield to the other.

Therevolver waslarger than Stan's. It was a..38, of modern make, and Stan was quite sure that it must
be the desth wespon that had killed old Victor Thorndon. What it had done to Theodore Prendle, Stan
couldn't tell asyet, for people blocked his sight of the library door.

He saw Hdlenein a corner; she was rather dazed, and her golden gown was rumpled, which made Stan
redlize that she must have gotten in theway of himself and Jack. He was solaced somewhat when he saw
Marcia, scowling while she held her hand againgt her jaw. She had gotten in front of one of the early
punches, and Stan rather hoped that it was one of his own swings.

By then, Stan was being dragged to the center of the room, aong with Jack. Both were staring toward
thelibrary door which had gone open under Prendl€sfaling weight. For Theodore Prendle waslying
motionless, face downward, well across the threshold of thelibrary.

Stan glanced at Jack, who returned the look with visble sgns of horror. Neither doubted that the death
gun had done service again, diminating Prendle like hisrival, Thorndon. No one approached the body,
for al eyeswere concerned with Stan and Jack. Of those two, one must be the murderer!

Laying the death gun on the desk, Albert Carthwright faced the pair. He showed the solemnity of a
judge, as he phrased the words that were in other minds.



"One of you killed Victor Thorndon,” Carthwright accused. "That same man has just murdered Theodore
Prendlein our presence. But whichever is guilty--his eyes swung from Stan to Jack and back again--"the
other isto be commended, insomuch as hetried to prevent this murder.”

"| can take credit for that,” put in Jack stoutly. "1 might aswell tell the whole story. | was at Thorndon's,
too. | tried to keep Stan from getting away. We were the fellows who staged that fight there.”

"Y ou mean you killed Thorndon,” retorted Stan, "and tried to plant the thing on me! | wastrying to stop
you, when you tried to run. | should have realized that with one murder to your discredit, you would be
quick to make another.”

Carthwright motioned for people to hold the two young men apart.

"Either satement may betrue," he declared soberly. "Jack Prendle never agreed with hisfather on
anything. It isquite possible that he could cast relationship aside and actually murder hisown father. On
the other hand"--Carthwright shook his head--"we must remember that Stanley Wilford is a newcomer.
For dl we know, he may be an adventurous fortune hunter, with ugly schemesin mind. Still, remember
what | first declared: if oneiswrong, the other must be right. The differenceis as sharp asblack and
whitel”

NEVER before had Stan envied a person who could cringe and seek for undeserved sympathy. But that
ability actudly proved to be ataent, the way that Jack displayed it.

Timing his action negtly, Jack suddenly broke down, but not to make a confession of guilt. Insteed, he
began to gush about his poor, dead father in amanner that no one considered ridicul ous--except Stan.

Even Helene was touched, as she naturally would have been, considering that Theodore Prendle was her
father, too. But when Jack's breakdown turned everyone against Stan; when even Carthwright suggested
that he be taken into immediate custody, it was Helene who rdlied to Stan's support.

Springing from the corner, Helene fought off Hewitt when the detective tried to put handcuffs on her
husband.

"Stan couldn't have killed father!" she asserted. "He couldn't have, any more than Jack. No, no! Y ou
must listen! Y ou must hear al that Stan hasto say. He may help you to find the real murderer!™

Maybe the fact that Stan was looking everywhere prompted Helene's fina words. Whatever the case, in
his hunted search for another friend, Stan saw what Helene wanted. He spied a man who, in Stan's
estimate, could have dain both Thorndon and Prendle.

The man was Roger Frack.

There wasn't any reason why Frack should be here, or anywhere el se, except for some purpose of
crime. Maybe Thorndon was head of the confidence ring, after all, and Frack had decided to take over
the racket. Perhaps Prendle knew more about Thorndon than people supposed, and was therefore the
one person who could have picked Frack asthe murderer.

Stan, of course, was going on the supposition that Frack was dready akiller. Actually, Frack hadn't
killed Thorndon, any more than he had murdered Monte. Frack had been with the fake dead man,
Monte, at the time of Thorndon's death, for it had happened while the speedboat was entering the
boathouse a ong the Sound.

Asfor killing Prendle, it was ridiculous to blame the deed on Frack. Hewas out in the hall when the shot
was fired from within the study.



However, logic had goneto the winds. By identifying Frack, areputed killer who had no business here,
Stan gained another break.

Letting go of Stan, Hewitt grabbed Frack instead and dragged him into the study. Proud that he had
bagged aman who was definitely acrimind, the detective thrust Frack up to Carthwright, saying:

"Here's our man! Hefired the death shot!"

Carthwright didn't agree. He saw that Frack could not have been in the study at the time of the gunshot.
He said that Frack's case could wait; whatever bearing it had on the case was something to be discussed
later. He doubted that Frack could provide any worthwhile evidence, and hearing that statement, Frack
went slent asaclam.

So far, The Shadow had not appeared upon the scene, and considering al that had happened in the past
few minutes, Frack decided that he could stall for agood whilelonger.

Stepping to the door, Carthwright stood solemn and erect. Raising one hand, the grizzled man declared:
"Someone fired a shot from here. It killed Theodore Prendle over there--"

He turned as he spoke, bringing his hand downward like a pointing gun. The gesture wasn't compl eted,
before Carthwright halted. His eyes had a disbelieving stare, as he looked toward the open door of the

library.

All was dark in that other room, save for the glow of embersin afireplace; but Carthwright was not
garing into the depths. He was |ooking at the threshold.

Only afew moments before, Theodore Prendle had been lying dead upon that threshold. Dead, so far as
witnesses knew, though none had thought to examine the body, because the quest for amurderer had
occupied al atention.

They were as stunned as Carthwright, those others who turned to see what he observed. If dead,
Theodore Prendle had become avery active corpse.

PRENDLE wasrisng dowly to hisfeet. His hand pressed to his head, he was muttering:
"Thedoor... it gaveway. | struck something... before he could catch me. | remember... | was saying--"

Swaying, Prendle was caught by those nearby. They helped him to the chair behind the desk, where he
kept repesting the things that he had said before. His sudden sprawl, which had rendered him temporarily
unconscious, had been enough to jolt hismemory. It had been alucky fal, however, for it had saved
Prendleslife.

Stan remembered how he had heard the clatter of adoor before the gunshot. It meant one thing only: that
someone had been peering through from the library, with the door atrifle gar. Someone who, at the
moment the lights went off in the study, had yanked the door wide, so that Prendle would fal away from
danger.

Only one person could have acted with such foresight and precision.
The Shadow!

Blackness was The Shadow's habitation. Except for the trifling glow of the fireplace, the library wasa
mass of darkness, the very place where The Shadow would logicaly be. Stan fancied that he heard a



weird whisper come from that gloom. The impression proved more than fancy.
The gtrange mirth grew!

Then, asdl eyeswere fixed upon the opened doorway, the author of the laugh appeared. He waslike a
batch of incoming darkness spreading into human form. Cloaked shoulders cut off the feeble glow from
thefire; then, like amateridized ghost, The Shadow was complete. Fully across the threshold, he stood
within the study, where dl could see him.

His eyes might have been blazing coasthat he had borrowed from thefire, so fierce wastheir burn. They
were athreat to maefactors, those eyes, and beneath them, thrust from a gloved fist, was an automatic,
ready to spesk at its owner'swish.

Thefolds of The Shadow's cloak were stirred by awavering breeze that came through an opened
window in the library, the route that The Shadow had used for entrance.

Fading, The Shadow'slaugh |eft indelible impressons upon dl who heard it. That tonewas The
Shadow's assurance that he, for one, could revea the brain behind crime--the murderer who had dain
Thorndon, only to fall a death to Theodore Prendl€e!

CHAPTER XX. CROSSED CROOKS.

I'T was Roger Frack who wilted firgt in the presence of The Shadow. Already beneath the cloaked
master's sway, Frack remembered that he had been tardy in following The Shadow's orders.

Anxious to make peace with the black-clad avenger, Frack poured hisown guilt first, to makeit clear
that he was going through with afull confession.

"| started dl this" gulped Frack. "I talked Marciainto marrying Jack." He gestured toward the couple, as
he mentioned them: "What'smore, | taked Stan into marrying Helene."

"Not quite, Frack," put in Stan. "Y ou may recdll that | told you | wouldn't marry Helene. There was
another reason why | did.”

"l wasthereason,” announced Helene, before Stan could continue "Whatever Stan has done, or might
have done, he is my husband by my ownwish."

Therewas alow whisper of approval from The Shadow, the real maker of the match. Frack heard the
whisper, too, and took it differently. To him, it was an order to proceed, which he did gladly, for Frack
was coming to the fact that most concerned himself and his own future.

"I didn't murder Monte Garlan," Frack announced. "It was afakejob, the whole thing. | can proveit by
Monte. He's been hiding out with me, all dlong. He's here somewhere. | know, because The Shadow
brought him."

Frack looked toward The Shadow, but it was not the cloaked master's moment to reply. Someone else
wastaking thefloor.

"Y ou double-crosser!" Marcia hissed, as she lurched toward Frack. ™Y ou said you were getting rid of
Monte. But you didn't trust me; you had to make sure 1'd pass over the dough. Y ou knew | wanted
Monte murdered--"

Jack had grabbed Marcia, to keep her from reaching Frack; but she, hersdlf, cut off her statement. If
Monte should turn up dead, after all, Marciawould be branded as a party to his death. Her admission



had already gonetoo far, and Frack was pleased enough to regain some of his suavity.
"l said | would take care of Monte," heremarked. "That wasdl. Y ou misinterpreted me, Marcia.”

"You're till adouble-crosser," snarled Marcia, deciding that discretion no longer counted. Then,
wresting hersalf from Jack's grasp, she whedled on him and added:

"That goesfor you, too!"
"How?"'

"Don't try to kid me, Jackie," sneered Marcia. "Theway you jumped to this marriage stuff, | should have
known it was phony."

"I didn't pull aphony,” Jack retorted. "I overheard my father saving that he would start me in businessif |
married the right girl. I needed money badly, to pay off gambling debts. | thought you were greet,
Marcia-"

"Sure, you thought | was great! That'swhy you had Frack fix it. But you weren't worrying about
gambling debts. Y ou wanted to get dl your father's dough through me and Stan. Y ou had to keep mein
line and you knew you could, by faking Monte's death. Y ou knew that Monte was my husband; that
while hewas il dive, you'd have an out--"

Again, Marciawas spouting too much. She redlized it when she met Jack's vacant stare. The angle of
Monte was certainly new to Jack, but not to The Shadow. Hislaugh told that he had divined the answer
long before, the only plausible answer, consdering the circumstances.

By loosening Frack's tongue, as a start, The Shadow had forced Marciainto the things she said, for he
knew well what her fury would produce. But there was more to come.

AT the desk, old Theodore Prendle had recovered from his lethargy. The things he heard were shocking
him into interest. Turning appedingly toward hisfather, Jack saw that his one hope of regaining paterna
forgivenesslay intelling the real source of histrouble.

"Victor Thorndon bought up my gambling debts," admitted Jack. "He didn't just hold onel O U--he had
abatch of them. But he kept raising the price; that'swhy | had to go and see him. It wasn't just the
money, it was his meanness toward you. Tonight was the deadline.

"Y ou must have known it, Frack"--Jack was turning to glare at the con man, who nodded
reluctantly--"because only a smart crook would have made that sale to Thorndon. Whatever you know,
you'd better tell.”

Therewasthreat in Jack'stone, but it didn't count. Frack was taking orders from The Shadow, whose
gun gesture he saw. Frack promptly came clean.

"| sold those markersto Thorndon,” he admitted. "But that was along while ago. We needed them back,
after we got started on the bigger game. They had to be gotten--"

"Along with my checks?' queried Stan hotly, as Frack hesitated. "If Thorndon wasn't behind the racket,
how did he happen to have the checks?'

"Hedidn't have," Frack replied. "Theideawasto get you over to Thorndon's, too. The big-shot wanted
ared hold over you and Jack, he wanted you both to think you were up against amurder rap. But |
don't think"--Frack was looking warily around the room and making uneasy shifts-"that he expected you



both to show up at once.”

Matters were clearing rapidly. At that moment, The Shadow could have pressed Frack's mention of a
big-shot, and brought the final showdown. He preferred, however, to let the case clear itsdlf, for things
were working as The Shadow had planned them. Particularly, when Theodore Prendle began to speak.

"l understand you better, Jack," he said to his son. "What you have admitted showsthat | migudged you.
Any one persecuted by Thorndon has my sympathy.

"Asfor Marcia, she has not only proven herself quite unworthy of our trust; she has ended the problem of
what to do about her case. Being aready married to ahusband who is till dive, she can't worry us.

"Asfor you, Stanley"--Prendle turned to his son-in-law--"it is quite evident that you were working against
those who tried to control you and make you party to their schemes. | fed surethat my original judgment
of you wasjustified, and | know that Helene agrees.”

Helene did agree. Shewas at Stan's side, pressing hisarm tightly. Helene was smiling; she didn't notice
that her father'sface was gill serious. Stan saw it, and knew why.

The Prendle family had solved its own problems, but that would not suffice. The question of Thorndon's
murder sill lay between Stan and Jack, for both had admitted their trips to the other house,

THEODORE PRENDLE looked to The Shadow, saw encouragement in the eyes of hisrescuer. The
Shadow was counting upon Prendle to dig deeper into the case and bring up some new evidence from
the past. A thought came to Prendle; he turned to Jack.

"Tel me, Jack," he questioned. "Just how did you learn that | meant to set you up in business, and do the
same for the man who married Helene?'

"I heard you talking to Carthwright,” replied Jack, abit dgectedly. "Blair would have caught me, if |
hadn't bluffed him. | faked atelephone call while he was watching. It wasright after you went outsde to
bawl out Reggie Exeter.”

"I remember, Sir," said Blair to Prendle. "Cometo think of it, Mr. Jack did seem to be using the
telephoneasaruse”

"He cdlled fromin here?' queried Prendle, picking up the telephone. "Didn't you think that it was odd for
Jack to be using this phone?"

"Hewascdling fromthe hdl, gr.” Blair corrected himsdlf: "That is, he was bluffing, as he termsit, with the
ha lway telephone. The door to the study was closed.”

Prendle nodded.

"Of courseit was," herecdled. "l closed it. Y ou remember, don't you, Carthwright”--he swung to his
friend--"you must remember, because you were here. | didn't mention my plansto anyoneelse."

"Yes," sad Carthwright, "I was here."

"Y ou were here this evening, too," mused Prendle. "I wasjust going into details about that, when the
lightswent out. | fell through the door, and heard ashot. But you weren't here dl the time, Carthwright.
Youwereinmy library for fully fifteen minutes, while | was going over figures and Blair wastrying to find
Jack.



"Fifteen minutes, Carthwright, when it takes less than ten to go to Thorndon's house and back. The
library has windows, you know, Carthwright--"

Thelibrary did have windows. One was open and the breeze from it gpparent, for The Shadow had
stepped clear of the connecting door. In fact, the sweeping breeze seemed to catch The Shadow'slaugh,
when it picked up from Prendl€'s pause.

It was The Shadow who had last opened that window, to look in upon the study scene; but the fact
didn't help Carthwright.

Prendle's pretended friend had opened the same window, earlier, to make his secret trip to Thorndon's.
Carthwright was the murderer who had |eft with the papers from the safel

IT couldn't have fitted better. Stan's return had been the cue for Carthwright. He had expected to wait
until nearly midnight, when Jack returned, atime when Thorndon, who aways sat up late, would be
totally unprotected. But Carthwright couldn't et the opportunity pass when Stan returned.

Knowing that Stan would take the long way around, Carthwright had found an excuse to enter the
library, leaving Prendle occupied. The short cut had enabled him to reach Thorndon's house, force the
victim to open the safe, and then murder the old man--still with time for Carthwright to be out before
Stan arrived there.

Asfor Jack, hisown trip to Thorndon's, direct from the Beach Club, was luck upon which Carthwright
had not counted, coming so soon after the murder.

Luck that had provenill for Carthwright. Jack's meeting with Stan had produced the brawl which placed
both under suspicion, instead of carrying, secretly and separately, the fear of being implicated inacrime.

Carthwright hadn't wanted a showdown while he till sought wedlth, but it had come, leaving him but one
dternative to dibi himsdf fully.

Hence Carthwright's shot at Prendle. He had turned out the lights and used the death gun, then thrust it
into the grabbing hands of Stan and Jack, each snatching for the other! Carthwright needed to kill
Prendle before the |atter detailed the facts of those vitd fifteen minutes when Carthwright had beenin the
library, ingtead of the study.

Carthwright's cringe was an unneeded confession of his part. He was the brain behind the confidence
ring, the big-shot whose name Frack soon would have mentioned. Weakening, he began to dump near
Prendle's desk; seeing him make areach to steady himsalf, Prendle scooped up the murder gun and
stepped aside withit.

Prendle forgot another gun, one of hisown, that he kept in a desk drawer. Having faked afailure under
The Shadow's very gaze, Carthwright reversed his style. He yanked the drawer open, snatched Prendl€'s
gun and whedled back to a corner, foolishly thinking that he could beat The Shadow to the shot.

At that moment, Frack gave ayell. Windows crashed in and men came through them: Artieand his
crew.

Marcia, darting for acorner like the others, seized the revolver that had originally been Carthwright's, but
which was now in Prendl€'s hands. The tigerish girl was so quick, that Prendle did not have achanceto
keep the gun.

The Shadow was blagting at the windows, using two gunsto drive back Artiestribe. They fell back like
awave griking aseawadl, literdly wilted by the hail of lead. Thewindow sillsweretheir high-water



mark. The shotsthat they fired were ddlivered while they hurtled backward. None of those bullets took
effect.

During that rapid interlude, The Shadow had no time to handle Carthwright or Marcia. He was an open
target for both their guns, yet neither wegpon fired in hisdirection.

Onimpulse, The Shadow decided to ignore them, for he knew their make-up. Each would go after the
most hated foe. In Carthwright's case, that foe was The Shadow; but Marcia had another choice. Of all
persons she detested, Carthwright, the double-crosser, had first claim.

While Carthwright, determined upon another kill, wastaking deliberate aim at The Shadow, Marcia
stabbed quick shots at the murderer. Riddled by the bullets that kept coming until the gun was empty,
Carthwright coiled on the floor without firing ashot of hisown.

THE room was clear, with Marcia holding the empty gun. Hewitt took the weapon from her and dapped
handcuffs on her wrigts, while The Shadow, at the window, wasfiring after the fleeing members of Artie's
staggered and depleted crew.

At the door of the study, Stan and Jack delivered Frack to the detective. Unarmed, the con man had
samply tried to flee, only to he tackled.

They went outside, to find Monte trussed benegth the shrubbery--a pleasing discovery for Frack, whose
life depended on it, though he was sure to pay apendlty for other crimes now known.

For Marcia, it released her from complicity in amurder that had not happened, but it marked the end of
her hope to pillage the Prendle fortune on her own.

In the study, The Shadow stooped above Carthwright's body and brought out two dim batches of paper.
He spread Jack's gambling markersin one hand, for Theodore Prendle to see the trophies that
Carthwright had brought from Thorndon's safe. In the other hand, The Shadow made afan of Stan's
checks, which Carthwright, brain behind the confidence ring, had been carrying dl aong.

Stepping through to the library, The Shadow dropped both batches on the embersin the fireplace, where
Carthwright had burned the rest of Thorndon's papers, after his return. Then, moving to the open
window, The Shadow was blotted by its background, the darkness of the outside air.

He was gone, through the window and beyond, when Stan and Helene came from the study and stood
by the darkened window. But the happiness of their reunion was made complete by the fading tone they
heard from somewhere in the direction of the double hedgerow.

It was strange mirth, that throbbed a triumph over crime, yet which carried assurance and approval for
those who had striven on the Sde of right.

Thefarawdl of The Shadow!

THE END.



