THE SHADOW MEETS THE MASK
by valter G bson

As originally published in "The Shadow Magazi ne," August 15, 1941.

The | aw was powerl ess to uncover this frozen-faced fiend! Could The
Shadow
unmask hi m before he conpleted his dire plans?

CHAPTER |
MASKED MJRDER

PCOLI CE COW SSI ONER RALPH WESTON gl anced at the | ast appointnment on his
daily calendar. It was nmarked 5:30 p.m, and it said: "Call Hubert
Warrendal e. "

Wth a tight snile beneath his short-clipped nustache, Weston reached for
t he tel ephone and gave Warrendal e' s nunber. At that nonent, Weston heard a
brief knock, followed by the opening of the office door. The conmm ssi oner
| ooked up to see a swarthy, poker-faced nan, of stocky build.

"I''m here, conmi ssioner."

The arrival was |Inspector Joe Cardona of the New York City police, the
ace
of Weston's staff. Cardona made it a habit to be punctual, which sonetines
i rked
Weston, who liked to chalk up errors against inferiors in order to prevent
t hem
from becom ng too sel f-satisfied

Today, the comm ssioner had hoped that he woul d conmplete this inportant
phone call before the ace inspector arrived to keep a five-thirty appoi ntnent.
But Cardona, in his accustoned style, had shown up on schedul e.

Briskly notioning for Cardona to be seated, Weston concentrated on the
tel ephone call. He heard a slow, precise voice answer, and recognized it as
bel ongi ng to Lathan, Warrendal e's secretary.

"Hell o, Lathan," spoke Weston. "This is the police conm ssioner. |Is M.
Warrendal e t here?”

"Yes, commissioner,"’
shal | sumon him"

"No need to do that," declared Weston. "I nerely want to know how soon he
will be starting to Malvin's."

"I shall ask him sir."

During the pause, Weston gl anced at Cardona. Catching the |ook, the
swart hy inspector inquired bluntly:

"I's that Hubert Warrendal e you are calling, conm ssioner?"

"It is," said Weston. "He's at his Long Island hone."

"Hubert Warrendale, the financial w zard," nused Cardona. "Sounds
i nteresting, conm ssioner."

"Have you ever net Warrendal e, inspector?"

Cardona shook his head.

"I'"ve seen his picture. So often, that I'd know himon sight. But I
understand that very few people ever do see Hubert \Warrendal e."

"You'll meet himthis evening."

By then, Lathan was back on the wire, infornmng Wston that Warrendal e
woul d be ready to leave in a quarter hour. He added the request from
Warrendal e
that the comni ssioner go at once to the office of Cedric Mlvin, where
Warrendal e woul d arrive by hal f-past six.

The call finished, Wston arose.

returned Lathan. "He is occupied at present, but I



"Here is the situation,” he told Cardona. "Hubert Warrendal e is going
into
partnership with a promoter named Cedric Malvin. The final papers will be
si gned
in Malvin's office.”

"But | thought Warrendal e already had a partner,” put in Cardona. "A
fellow naned Philip Renz. |'ve heard the two names often: Warrendal e and Renz.
Li ke ham and eggs."

"That partnership is to be dissolved," stated Weston. "From now on, it
will be Warrendal e and Malvin. Inasmuch as Malvin will bind the deal with a
cash payment of fifty thousand dollars to Warrendale, it is advisable that we
shoul d be witnesses to the transaction, to make sure that the noney is safe.”

Cardona began to understand why this appoi ntnment was so inportant, and he
was gl ad that he hadn't forgotten it. Joe was inwardly pleased when Weston
di spl ayed forgetful ness. They were just getting into an el evator, when the
conmi ssi oner recalled sonmething and went back to the office, Cardona with him

"Call the Cobalt Club," Weston told his secretary. "Tell M. Cranston
t hat
"Il be late. If he wants to reach me, he can call ne at Warrendale's."

It happened that Weston was going to Malvin's office in Manhattan; not to
Warrendal e's home on Long |sland. However, Cardona did not correct the
conmi ssioner's slip. It was better policy to let such things pass. Later
Weston woul d recall his mistake and realize that he wasn't always infallible.

AT quarter of six, a leisurely, calmfaced gentl enan sauntered into the
exclusive Cobalt Cub. OQher nmenbers recogni zed himas Lanmont Cranston,
weal t hy
travel er, whose globe-trotting had been curtailed by unsettled world
condi ti ons.

He found Weston's nessage, and a curious light came to the keen eyes that
peered from Cranston's hawki sh face.

Had Commi ssi oner Weston stated that he was visiting Cedric Malvin, it
woul d have neant conparatively little. Mention of Hubert Warrendale signified
a
great deal

Faned as a financial w zard, Warrendal e had piled up mllions, carrying
his lucky partner, Philip Renz, along on a tidal wave of accunul ati ng wealth.
Warrendal e dealt only with large nmatters; hence, a visit fromthe police
conmi ssi oner indicated that something of real magnitude was at stake.

Cranston deci ded to phone Warrendal e's honme at once.

It was Lat han who answered. Having visited Warrendal e's often, Cranston
was famliar with the secretary's voice. In his turn, Lathan recogni zed
Cranston's steady tone. But Lathan was quite at a | oss when Cranston asked to
speak to the police comm ssioner

"There nust be some m stake, M. Cranston," protested Lathan. "The
conmi ssioner isn't conmng here. He intends to nmeet M. Warrendale in
Manhat t an. "

"Where will the nmeeting be?"

"I"'mnot supposed to say," returned Lathan. "I'msorry, M. Cranston."”

"At least," persisted Cranston, "you can tell me the tine, if not the
pl ace."

"I'd say about six-thirty."

Cranston made a quick calculation. It would take at |east three quarters
of an hour for Warrendale to get to Wall Street, assunming that the nmeeting was
to be in that vicinity. Cranston was about to ask if Warrendale had left, when
Lat han supplied the information hinself.

"One nmonent, M. Cranston!" exclained Lathan. "I thought that M.
Warrendal e had started, but | hear himin the study. He nust have cone back
for



some papers. | shall speak to him"

Lat han was gone, but in half a minute he was back, his slowtone a trifle
br eat hl ess.

"M. Warrendale says it's quite all right to tell you," panted Lathan
"He
is going to the downtown office of Cedric Malvin, to neet the conm ssioner
there. M. Warrendale will be glad to have you join them M. Cranston.”

The call finished, Cranston left the Cobalt Club. H's stride, though
| eisurely, was faster than it seemed. A |inousine wheeled over to receive him
in the car, Cranston spoke through a speaking tube to the chauffeur

"Wall Street, Stanley."

As the big car rolled away, a renmarkable transformati on took place. From
beneath the rear seat, Cranston drew out a hidden drawer. He renoved garnents
of black - a cloak and a slouch hat. After he had put them on, he added a pair
of bl ack gloves, and tucked a brace of .45 autonmatics beneath his cloak. As he
slid the drawer shut, his hidden |ips phrased a strange | augh

Thi s personage who posed as Lanont Cranston was actually The Shadow.

Master fighter who tracked down nen of crine, The Shadow knew t hat
transactions involving wealth were magnets that attracted workers of evil.
What ever the deal between Hubert Warrendal e, genius of finance, and Cedric
Mal vi n, successful pronoter, it nmeant noney. Comm ssioner Weston would be a
witness to the deal; but it was a question whether he woul d provi de adequate
protecti on. The Shadow knew, from experience, that if the | aw gave away its
presence before-hand, smart crinme connivers would change their own plans
accordi ngly.

Cal cul ating that he could reach Malvin's office a few mnutes after six,
The Shadow i ntended to | ook over the terrain before discarding his black garb
to make a casual appearance in the guise of Cranston

SI X o' cl ock.

In his office, Cedric Malvin, a snmallish, birdlike man, was seated behind
a large desk, chatting with two visitors: Comni ssioner Wston and | nspector
Cardona. On the desk lay a stack of papers beside a bundle of currency.

"The agreenents," explained Malvin, "and the noney. This deal is as good
as settled, although there is one nman who nmay not like it."

Cardona thought of Warrendal e's partner, Philip Renz, nmentioned by
Vst on.

But Malvin did not have Renz in mind.

"I have a silent partner," stated Malvin in a troubled tone. "Another
promoter, named Roy Al ker. He has lost his claim however, because he failed
to
supply money that he promi sed. That is why | approached Hubert Warrendal e.
Wien
Warrendal e arrives -

At that, the door of the office opened. Sw ngi ng about, Cardona had a
stubby revol ver half drawn from his pocket, only to let it slide back again as
he heard both Malvin and Weston voice the pleasant greeting:

"Hel | o, Warrendal e!"

On the threshold stood Hubert Warrendal e, a man of medi um hei ght, whose
face had the firmnold that Cardona had so often observed i n newspaper
phot ogr aphs and newsreel s.

Warrendal e' s forehead was high; it gave a backward tilt to his derby hat.
H s nose was straight, his lips made a slight, smling curve. H's chin, though
square, was double, but its [ower paunch was half hidden by a muffler wapped
tightly as a protection against the chill outside air.

Warrendal e gave a nod to Weston and threw a curious | ook at Cardona, the
only expression coning froma pair of sharp eyes. Hands in his overcoat
pocket s
as though they, too, were cold, Warrendal e stepped forward to the desk without



a
word. He stood face to face with Malvin, in the glare of the lanp fromthe
desk.

Hal f behind Warrendal e, Wston and Cardona saw himlift his left hand
from
hi s pocket and extend it to the desk. Malvin was thunbing through the stack of
contracts, so Warrendal e picked up the bundl e of cash. They heard hi m say:

"I presume this is the full fifty thousand, Malvin -"

The tone was odd. Weston recall ed Warrendal e' s voice fromtel ephone
conversations; Cardona renmenbered it fromnewsreels. It seemed off key, with a
bit of a snarl that didn't fit with Warrendal e' s usual |y enphatic speech
Wi | e
Weston and Cardona were puzzled, Malvin was actually al arned. He knew
Warrendal e
better than his visitors did.

Mal vin's face popped up. He saw Warrendale's face in the full light, and
nmout hed a harsh cry. Springing fromhis chair, Malvin flung hinself half
acr oss
the desk, to grab at the noney in the other nman's | eft hand.

Mal vi n never reached the cash.

The man who had come as Warrendal e was whi pping a revolver fromhis right
coat pocket. He gave Malvin three quick bullets in the region of the heart,
collapsing himlike a dumry figure. So rapid were those shots that all were
delivered before Joe Cardona could get to his feet and draw his own gun.

VWi ppi ng about, the derby-hatted assassin wagged his snoking revol ver
bet ween Weston and Cardona, finally centering it on the inspector. Wston's
hands were both in view, while Cardona's right had actually reached its
pocket .

At the nmurderer's snarl, Cardona |let his own hands come up enpty, |ike
Weston's.

Both representatives of the law were staring at the face of the bold
killer who had delivered open death. The man was in the light, and for the
first time, Weston and Cardona saw what Mal vin had observed with startlenent.

The killer had the features of Hubert Warrendale, but the face that the
Wi t nesses saw was not the financial w zard s own. It was a nask!

Detail for detail, it matched the countenance of Hubert Warrendal e; but
its frozen expression, the fact that nouthed words brought no Iip notion, were
proof that the face was fal se

Masked murder had been done in the very presence of the law But it was
masked crime of a unique sort.

Instead of nerely being content to hide his own features, the killer had
put on those of Hubert Warrendale, that blame for crine, on sight, mght be
pl aced upon the noted financier whose visit had been expected by Cedric
Mal vi n,
the victim

CHAPTER |
THE MASK DEPARTS

THE Mask!

The nane sprang instantly to Cardona's nmind. It was the only termthat
could define this killer who had so cleverly covered his identity. He couldn't
be Hubert Warrendal e; therefore, he would have to be termed the Mask.

Weston's mind was working, too. He was appreciating why the Mask coul d
not
be Warrendal e, aside fromthe fact that the killer's face was obviously fal se.
West on had due cause to chide his own stupidity.

At hal f-past five, the comm ssioner had call ed Warrendal e' s hone and



| earned that he was still there. Warrendal e coul dn't have reached Malvin's in
hal f an hour. Therefore, Weston should have known, fromthe nonent of the
Mask's entry, that the visitor could not be Hubert Warrendal e.

Such mental reflections ended abruptly. Weston resolved to keep them for
future reference, should he ever have the chance. For the Mask, with one
nur der
acconpl i shed, seened quite disposed to add two nore to his list.

He was drawi ng back fromthe |ight, eyeing Weston and Cardona sharply, as
t hough trying to guess whether their gaze had penetrated his disguise. A gun
in
one hand, fifty thousand dollars in the other, the Mask was planning a
departure
that would certainly be quicker, could he prevent Weston and Cardona from
foll ow ng him

There was a reason, however, why he might not want to kill these other
victims.

The Mask had come as Warrendal e. By departing as Warrendal e, he could pin
murder on the financier. Provided, of course, that neither of the living nmen
guessed that his face was fal se, as Malvin had. Looking fromman to nman, the
Mask tried to discern how nuch each knew.

Weston tried to cover up his discovery by sheer bluff. He spoke in
gaspi ng
t one:

"Warrendal e! You... you've nmurdered Malvin! He was your friend,
Warrendal e! "

"You were wrong, conm ssioner." Again, the Mask snarled an off-key
imtation of Warrendale's voice. "Malvin was a doubl e-crosser, not to be
trusted.”

By then, the Mask was away fromthe light. Near the door, his lack of lip
nmoti on could not be observed. H's eyes, however, showed a glitter as they
fixed
on Joe Cardona.

The inspector was using a systemquite the opposite of the comm ssioner's
bluff. Joe wasn't saying a thing. He was sinply staring, poker-faced, as
t hough
taking it for granted that the Mask was Warrendal e.

A strange tableau, with Malvin's body stretched across the desk as token
of what two other nen might expect, if either betrayed his know edge of the
mur derer' s uni que di sgui se!

"I amleaving here." The Mask's tone took on a harshness. "Should either
of you attenmpt to follow ne -"

He was poking the big bundle of currency into an inside pocket as he
spoke, and the nove produced a result that threatened tragedy. H's fingers
engagi ng the muffler, the Mask hooked it downward from his neck, revealing the
thing that he had so definitely covered by moving fromthe light: nanely, that
his face was a mask, ending just bel ow his chin!

As quickly as he could, the Mask rectified the matter. Stow ng away the
nmoney del ayed him however, before he could fling the muffler up again. Hs
ot her hand, using the gun to cover the nen in the room was unable to help.

A harsh snarl voiced the Mask's suspicion that the observers mnight have
seen too nuch. The snarl nade Weston tighten, and start another bluff. But the
ef fect was the opposite on Cardona.

VWil e Weston was voicing "Warrendal e!" Cardona made a spring behind the
desk where Malvin lay. Joe was taking it for granted that the Mask would start
shooting. The desk offered a bulwark against bullets, and Malvin's body coul d
serve as an additional shield.

VWil e drawi ng shots his own way, Cardona hoped that Weston woul d have a
chance to dodge through a door into an adjoining office. Mreover, Joe
expect ed
to gain the desk | anp as a weapon agai nst the Mask. Used as such, the |anp



woul d
be extingui shed, giving Joe a still better chance in the darkness.
Thi ngs went w ong, doubly.

IN diving for the desk, Cardona tripped over the |anp cord and spraw ed
to
the floor, where he madly tried to get his gun fromhis pocket. As for Wston
he didn't even think of the door to the other office, for it was behind his
back.

I nst ead, Weston snatched open a door that opened right into a closet,

t hus
boxi ng hinmself in beautifully.

Wth three bullets left in his revolver, the Mask had one for each
victim
with a third to spare

He was to use the third bullet first.

So timely, that it seemed a voice fromthe void, came a shivery | augh of
chal l enge, weird mrth that betokened a new arrival on this scene of death. It
was nockery that meant doomto nmen of crime, along with rescue to persons who
represented right. Weird and fateful, that taunt.

The | augh of The Shadow

So singular was the uncanny peal, that it would not have betrayed The
Shadow s position, except that he had wished it. Wth the | augh cane the
clatter of a door, the one connecting with the other office. The Shadow was
hurling it wide, to draw the attention of the Mask

The Shadow wanted the man with the fake face to swing his way. A due
bet ween The Shadow and the Mask coul d mark sal vation for two threatened
victims. Recogni zing The Shadow s mirth, spying the cloaked figure that |unged
in fromthe connecting doorway, Wston and Cardona responded.

The conmi ssi oner grabbed a cane that was standing in the closet; while
t he
i nspector, finding his coat pocket tw sted, seized the lanp that was stil
rocking on the desk as a result of the cord' s tug.

Two guns bl asted at that nonment; each shot was directed from one doorway
to the other.

Nei t her bullet found a mark. The Shadow was fadi ng, the Mask was ducki ng.
The Shadow fired hastily, with purpose. He wanted to draw the Mask's aim his
way, in order to make the rescue of Weston and Cardona a certainty. As for the
Mask, his rapid dodge caused his shot to go far wi de of the cloaked figure
t hat
was twisting inward fromthe other door

VWeeling out into the hallway, the Mask struck his hat brim against the
doorway. The stiff derby did a half flip fromhis head. By then, the |anp was
flying through the air, flung by Cardona. The | anp shade was gone, and the
ful
glare of the Iight showed the Mask quite plainly to both Cardona and Weston
who
were nearer than The Shadow.

Beneath the uptilted derby, they saw the top line of the false
count enance
that the Mask wore. Madly, he clanped the derby down again, to hide the fact
that Warrendal e's features were a mask.

In that sanme instant, the flying | anp reached the end of its cord. The
jerk put the light out and slowed the lanp's flight. Instead of reaching the
Mask, the missile crashed short of the hallway door

In that |last glinpse, The Shadow, wheeling to the center of Malvin's
of fice, saw the Mask dash away. Starting a drive toward the hallway, The
Shadow
i ntended to pepper bullets after him along the dimhall. Fromthe door edge,



The Shadow woul d have had an easy tine of it; but he did not get his chance.

Al nost at the door, The Shadow encountered the |unging figure of
Conmi ssi oner Weston, who was going after the Mask with Malvin's cane.

Totally excited, Weston actually started to grapple with The Shadow, who
twi sted himabout and sent himreeling to a corner. Tripping over the cane,
Weston sprawl ed before he realized that he had nade a bad m st ake.

By then, Cardona was across the room to reach the doorway first because
of The Shadow s delay. It was Joe who ripped bullets after the fleeing figure
of the Mask, far down the hall.

Those first shots missed. By the time Cardona had the range, the Mask was
around a corner leading to a stairway. Cardona chased after him and Wston
sprang to his feet, to follow, still brandishing the cane, forgetting that he,
too, had a gun in his pocket.

The Shadow was gone.

VWHEN Car dona bl ocked the doorway and started shooti ng, The Shadow deci ded
to take another course. He cut through the adjoining office and reached a
hal | way.

Unfortunately, the Mask didn't come The Shadow s way, for the stairway
was
around a different corner. This hall opened into a fire tower, the route that
The Shadow had used in coming up to Malvin's. Hoping to cut off the fugitive
out si de, The Shadow sped down the fire tower.

There were several flights down to the ground, and The Shadow reached the
bottom as soon as the Mask. Fromthe all eyway where he arrived, The Shadow
heard the spurt of a car fromthe street, and it didn't cone past the alley.
Reaching the alley's mouth, The Shadow saw the twinkle of tail lights; nothing
nore, as the Mask's car rounded the next corner

Among the narrow, short-blocked streets of the financial district, where
traffic was alnost entirely stilled by evening, it was practically inpossible
to overtake the Mask in his nmad getaway, particularly as The Shadow s
[ i mousi ne
was stationed a block from Ml vin's buil ding.

West on and Cardona al so recogni zed the futility of a chase, for The
Shadow
saw them return through the doorway from which they had energed, too late to
fire after the Mask's escapi ng car

Skirting the block on foot, The Shadow | eft his black garb in the
i nousi ne; then returned and entered the building by the usual entrance. He
was
Cranston, strolling in his usual style, when he stepped into Malvin's office,
to
halt abruptly on the threshol d.

West on and Cardona, stooped beside Malvin's body, were conming up with
| evel ed guns as they heard the footsteps of a new arrival

"Cranston!" excl ai nred Weston. "You received ny nessage saying that |
woul d
be here.”

"He couldn't have," inserted Cardona bluntly. "You made a m st ake,
conmi ssioner. You said you'd be at Warrendale's."

"I called Warrendal e's," expl ai ned The Shadow, in Cranston's even style.
"It was quarter of six, and he was just about to |leave. Lathan told himl was
on the wire, and Warrendal e said | could neet himhere."

Qui zzically, Cranston was surveying Malvin's body. Ruefully, Wston told
his friend what had happened, giving all the details of the crime. The
conmi ssioner stressed the details of the mask that the killer had worn.

"A perfect replica of Warrendale's face," asserted Weston. "We didn't
suspect that it was false, until after the Mask rmurdered Malvin."

"The Mask -"



The Shadow spoke the title slowy. Cardona inserted an expl anation

"That's what | termed him M. Cranston,"” said Joe. "The conm ssioner
seens to think it fits: the Mask. That's all we know hi mby. He may not know
it, but we got a good | ook at that phony nmug of his. Let's hope that he stil
thinks we identified himas Hubert Warrendale."

The Shadow, too, had gotten a glinpse of the nmurderer's mask during the
lanp flight; but, as Cranston, he could not add his testinmony to that which he
had heard. The Shadow was thinking in terms of the future, rather than the
past, since neither Wston nor Cardona had supplied any proof as to the Mask's
actual identity. They were talking in terms of Philip Renz and Roy Al ker, when
they heard Cranston's quiet tone:

"Hal f - past six. The real Warrendal e should be arriving by this tine.

Lat han said that he was starting at quarter of six."

Snat ching up the tel ephone, Weston called Warrendal e' s nunber. He could
hear the phone ringing, but there was no answer. Dropping the tel ephone,
Vst on
turned, aghast.

"The Mask nurdered Malvin!" he exclained. "Do you think he's killed
Warrendal e, too?"

"Hardly," replied The Shadow calmy, "considering that the Mask tried to
brand Warrendal e as Malvin's nurderer. But | would say that a trip to
Warrendale's is next in order.”

Cardona supplied an approvi ng nod.

"M. Cranston has the right idea," said Joe. "Let's go, conmi ssioner."

They started for Warrendale's in the conmm ssioner's car, and on the way,
The Shadow sat silent in his guise of Cranston. Vol ubly, Wston was conmendi ng
his friend Cranston on suggesting this trip, but those words produced no
response.

The riddl e of the Mask was deepening, the nore The Shadow considered it.
Sonehow, that riddle seemed to be riding ahead, as though crime would surely
rear its ugly self at Warrendale's as it had at Ml vin's!

CHAPTER 1 |
THE MAN FROM THE DARK

I T was quarter-past seven when the commissioner's big car rolled up in
front of Warrendal e's Long Island mansion, and, fromfirst sight onward, the
pl ace had a forbidding look. By the time the arrivals were out of their car
both Weston and Cardona were sharing The Shadow s secret apprehensions that
they had arrived too |ate.

Warrendal e' s house was isolated. High hedges cut off all view of it,
except fromw thin the actual grounds. As the residence of a nillionaire
financier, the mansion should have shown sone signs of life and light. Wat
little it expressed of each was just enough to make it all the nore om nous.

From outside the big front door, the visitors could hear a very nuffled
thunping, its location untraceable. It ended abruptly, began again, and ceased
just as suddenly as before. The front door proved to be unl ocked.

Opening it, Weston led the way inside, to disclose a great hall which was
very dim for only a single Iight was burning under the shelter of a stairway.
Thi s house could well have been a haunted manor, judging fromthose
nmysterious thunps and the ghostly dimess of the light. It becanme even nore

forbidding as the visitors approached the stairway.

From above cane another dimlight, which seemed to waver and fade away,
like a will-o0'-the-wisp, as the nen went up the stairs. Acconpanying the
curious change of light, was another sound, nore ghostly than the strange
poundi ng.

The sound was a distinct npan, com ng from somewhere on the second fl oor.

Pausi ng nonentarily, Weston lost his |ead of the procession. Cranston was



ahead of him taking the final turn of the staircase, the comm ssioner's
friend

paused and beckoned. The nysterious |light was explained. It came froma room
near the front of the second floor, and had changed sinply because the door
was

hal f open, bl ocking the glow fromcertain portions of the stairway.

Fam liar with the house, Cranston identified the room In quiet tone, he
sai d:

"Warrendal e' s study."

The noans lost their weird effect as Cranston and the others neared the
study. The npans were coming fromthe roomitself, and they were human. That
fact, however, was prelude to a sight nore ghastly than any spooky groans.

In the study, lying beneath the glow of a floor |anp, was Lathan, the
secretary. Warrendale's long-trusted enpl oyee was in his death throes. Lathan
was a smallish man, of conplexion ordinarily pale. At present, he | ooked
absolutely shriveled, and his face was the col or of pure chal k.

Perhaps it was the dye of Lathan's shirt front that made his pallor so
percepti ble. The shirt was stained crinmson, froma copious flow of bl ood.

Qddly, Lathan's hands weren't pressed to his body. They were clutching
hi s
throat, as though he sought to choke hinself. That riddle explained itself as
the arrivals came closer. Blood was o00zi ng between Lathan's fingers. He had
been shot in the neck, as well as the breast.

Cardona shoved forward, to drop at Lathan's side. Wtnessing a nan's
deat h
agony was a matter of routine for the experienced police inspector. In
Cardona' s
m nd, sonething el se was nore inportant.

"Who did it?" demanded Cardona. "Wo shot you?"

Lat han coul dn't answer. The best he managed was a wheeze. Rel easing one
hand fromhis throat, he gestured feebly toward a cl oset door; then, in
pitifully choking tone, he coughed:

“In there... you'll find M. Warrendale -"

"And who put himin there?" queried Cardona. "The sanme fell ow who shot

you?"

This time, Lathan couldn't find his voice at all. Both hands again
clutching his throat, he managed to pull his head into a nod. Cardona
persi st ed

wi th his questions:

"And who was the killer? Do you know hin? Can you tell what he | ooks
i ke?"

Lat han voiced a gargle. It mght have been a name, but it sounded nore
like a death rattle. Wat little chance Cardona had to hear it was | ost when
ot her sounds occurred.

FI RST cane the ringing of the tel ephone, which ended as Wston pounced
over and snatched up the receiver. As though the tel ephone bell had started it
goi ng, the poundi ng began agai n. The sane poundi ng that had been heard from
outside. This time, the thunps were very close, and heavy.

They came fromw thin the cl oset where Lathan had testified that
Warrendal e was a prisoner. Warrendal e was evidently quite alive, for he was
maki ng a valiant effort to batter his way out.

VWhet her Weston's brusque hell o, or the sounds of Warrendal e' s hanmmeri ng,
was the cause, the tel ephone call ended instantly. Weston found hinself at the
end of a dead wire, as evidenced by a receiver's click at the other end. The
only voice that was heard came nuffled fromthe cl oset:

"Hel p... help me out of here! |I'm suffocating!"

The Shadow was at the cl oset door. He had stepped there in Cranston's
easy



style. He opened the door and a man reeled out, carrying what was left of a
gol f

club. He had splintered away several, trying to smash the door open. The

ot hers

were |ying broken on the closet floor beside an overturned golf bag.

The man was Hubert Warrendale. As the financier sagged, panting, to a
couch, Cardona studied his face. It was nuch like the fal se one that the Msk
had worn, yet remarkably different when stirred by enotion

Warrendal e's features were haggard from conbined terror and effort. Hi s
eyes were blinking, his lips trenmbling. Only when his gaze |lighted on Lathan
did Warrendal e's features gain any of the immobile effect that had
characterized the imtation face of the Mask.

"Lat han! " excl ai red Warrendale. "They've killed him"

He bounded forward from the couch, and Cardona observed that \Warrendal e
had a stoopi sh posture that the Mask had failed to imtate. Crouched above
Lat han, Warrendal e queried in earnest tone:

"Who were they, Lathan? Did you see their faces? Can't you tell us
somet hi ng about t hen®?"

Lat han's eyes opened in a glazed | ook. They nmet Warrendale's in an
appeal i ng gaze that served as a farewell between secretary and nmaster. For
with the effort whereby he tried to move his blood-flecked |ips, Lathan's
strength failed. H's face froze, the eyes still holding their glassy stare.

Ri sing from besi de the dead man, Warrendal e dropped the remants of the
niblick that he had carried fromthe closet. He | ooked at the three nmen about
hi m as though they were ghosts. He was nuttering to hinmself as he | ooked for
anot her. Then, in normal tone, Warrendal e asked:

"Where is Cedric Malvin?"

The words had enphasis, totally lacking the snarling note that the Msk
had added when rendering an inmtation of Warrendal e's normal voice. Know ng
t hat Commi ssi oner Weston had been at Malvin's office, Warrendal e had reason to
show puzzl enent because his future partner had not come along. Hi s eyes,

t hough, began to flicker w th apprehension as he observed Weston's grim | ook

" Somet hi ng. .. happened?”

"Yes." Weston nodded as he replied. "Malvin was murdered at six o'clock
in his office.”

"By the sane nmen who cane here!" Warrendal e excl ai ned. Then, shaking his
head: "No, that couldn't have been the case. They woul d have been unable to
get
t here and back. They must have been here all the while."

"Tell us exactly what happened here, Warrendale."

"Very well, comm ssioner."

EMPHATI CALLY, Warrendal e gave the details. He began by menti oning
Weston' s
call at half-past five; then the other, that had conme from Cranston at quarter
of six. Ready to |leave i mediately after, Warrendal e had st opped when he heard
t he phone bell ring again.

"I'"d sent Lathan out to the garage," he explained, "to see why the
chauf feur hadn't brought up the car. So | answered the phone nyself. It was a
| ong-di stance call, and | switched it up here to the study fromthe phone
downstairs.

"The nmonent | stepped into this room two nen prodded me with guns. Their
voi ces were ugly, and they warned nme not to | ook around, so | didn't see their
faces. They shoved ne in the closet and closed the door. | was practically
| ocked in there, because there is no knob on the inside."

Li ke the others, The Shadow | ooked at the open closet door. It had no
i nsi de knob. The surface was deeply scarred from Warrendal e' s hacking with the
gol f clubs. Warrendal e had done heavy work, considering the cranped confines
of



the closet. It wouldn't have taken himmuch [ onger to bash his way out, except
that he was greatly exhausted. He was now resting on a couch

"What time was that?" queried Cardona, who was naking notes. "At quarter
of six?"

Warrendal e started to nod; then shook his head.

"About ten minutes before the hour."

Cardona nade the correction

"For a while," resumed Warrendale, "I thought | heard the nen noving
around. After that, | was not sure. The air wasn't bad in the closet, and
thought 1'd better wait. Finally, the tel ephone began to ring."

Renenbering the unanswered call that Wston had nade from Mal vin's,
Cardona questi oned:

"WAs that at hal f-past six?"

"I don't know," returned Warrendal e, waggi ng his head fromwhere it

rested
on the couch. "It seened as though 1'd been in the closet for hours."

"But that was the only time it rang - until just now?"

"Yes. Lathan must have come in here to answer it. | heard a sudden cry;
then shots. There was a scuffle, as though men were leaving in a hurry. After
that, only Lathan's nmpbans. | began, then, to batter away with the golf cl ubs.
Every tine | rested, | could hear Lathan's agoni zed groans grow ng weaker. It

was horrible, to think of himdying by degrees -
Warrendal e broke off with a shudder and drew his hand across his high
forehead. Weston waited a few nonments, then began
"About Ml vin's death, Warrendal e. There was sonet hi ng about the nurderer

West on caught a gesture from Cranston. The Shadow was | ounging in a chair
near the door, his feet perched on a footstool. In Cranston's style, he was
indicating that it was better not to burden Warrendale with details about the
Mask until the financier had recalled every detail of his own case.

"About your car, Warrendale," queried Wston abruptly. "Wiy didn't the
chauffeur bring it?"

War rendal e shook his head. He didn't know.

"I"ll go out to the garage and take a | ook," decided Cardona. "Here are
ny
not es, conmi ssioner, in case you need themwhile |I'm gone."

Looki ng at Cardona's idea of shorthand notes, Wston gave a grunt.

"Your know edge of Sanskrit is admirable, Inspector. | presune these are
witten in that ancient |anguage.”

Cardona wasn't in a nood for jest. Bluntly, he took his revolver fromhis
pocket, as though anticipating trouble when he reached the garage. He stepped
out into the darkened hall and threw back a gl ance at Wston, a rather
i ndi gnant one.

Cardona was several paces toward the stairs before he | ooked in their
direction. The others heard Joe give a sudden shout.

"Hey - you, there!"

THERE was a scuffle in the hallway, the sound of a hard-smacked punch
t hat
cane with the crack of a revolver. Before the echo of the shot faded, a wiry
man
twisted in fromthe doorway; scooping up a gun that he kicked ahead of him He
had a sallow, |ong-jawed face, and his eyes were qui ck. They saw only Weston
st andi ng besi de Lat han's body.

Startled by the scuffle, the conm ssioner had started to draw his own
gun,
but he was caught flat footed as the sallow man | unged toward hi m

Real i zi ng that Warrendal e, exhausted on the couch, would be unable to
hel p



hi m agai nst this new i nvader, Weston could only shout:

"Cranston! Stop him"

The Shadow did stop the newcomer, but in a style that suited Cranston to
perfection. He didn't even Iift hinself fromthe chair where he | ounged.

Del i berately, he shoved his feet forward, driving ahead the footstool on which
they rested. Haste wasn't needed; in fact, it would have spoiled the trick. It
was perfect timng that counted.

Ski ddi ng across the waxed fl oor the speedi ng footstool reached the sall ow
i nvader at just the right instant. It tangled with the lunging man's shins and
tripped himinto a long spill across the floor, the gun flying fromhis clutch
at a wide angle, as he flung his hands flat to break his headlong fall.

VWi zzing along the floor, the lost gun was passing right by Cranston's
chair, when the leisurely clubman di pped one hand and took it up, adding a
nonchal ant flip that brought his finger to the trigger, with the nuzzle ained
toward the fell ow who had | ost the gun

In Cranston's tone, The Shadow dr aw ed:

"Don't shoot, conmissioner. | have himcovered."

Pounci ng upon the fallen man, Weston hauled himto his feet. d utching
t he
dazed i nvader by the back of the coat collar, the conmm ssioner thrust himinto
the Iight, where Warrendal e could view him plainly.

"What about it, Warrendal e?" Weston demanded. "Is this one of the nen who
shoved you in the cl oset?"

“I... I don't know," stamrered Warrendale. "I told you... | didn't see
their faces. But... but -"

There was bew | dernent in Warrendal e's voice, a new hesitation that
smacked of recognition. Catching such significance, Weston demanded abruptly:

"But you know this fellow, don't you, Wrrendal e?"

Hesitating no | onger, Warrendal e nodded soberly; he studied the sall ow
face that was wavering fromside to side, as Weston pushed it closer to its
Vi ewer .

"Wy, vyes.'
Renz!™"

Warrendal e spoke with enmphasis. "He is my partner, Philip

CHAPTER | V
A MATTER OF CHO CE

SHOVI NG Renz into a chair, Weston was just about to question the new
pri soner, when he renmenbered Cardona. @ ancing anxiously toward the door, the
conmi ssi oner saw his ace inspector enter shakily.

Joe was quite intact, but he | ooked groggy. He was clanping one hand to
his jaw as he | ooked for a chair. Finding none, he reached for the overturned
footstool that had sprawl ed Renz. Setting the stool upright, Cardona sat down
on it.

West on took another | ook at Renz, whose own daze had ended. The sall ow
man
gl ared up at the conmi ssioner

"W want you for murder, Renz!"

For a monent, Renz's eyes were nervous, hunted. Suddenly, the sall ow nman
gai ned poi se. He | eaned back in his chair, delivered a short |augh, and
queri ed:

"Whose nurder?"

He acted as though he expected Wston to nane Lathan as the victim

I nst ead, the comm ssioner said briskly:

"The nmurder of Cedric Malvin!"

Renz's snile turned to an expression of surprise. Gadually, his face
went
bl ank. Only his eyes gave trace of anything but doubt, as he queried in an



oily
t one:

"Do you nmean to tell nme that Malvin is dead?"

"I do," retorted Weston. "He was killed by a man who coul d have been you,
Renz, even though the nurderer pretended to be Warrendal e. ™

Warrendal e injected the next note of surprise.

"You didn't tell me that, conmi ssioner!" he exclaimed. "How could the
nmur der er have posed as ne?"

"He wore a mask," explained Weston. "A very special mask, that resenbl ed
your features, Warrendal e. Perhaps this partner of yours" - he gestured toward
Renz - "would be just the person to think up such a ruse."

Renz wasn't at all perturbed.

"Aside fromthat mask, comm ssioner,"’
that | killed Malvin?"

"The fact that you carry a gun!" snapped Weston. "You bolted in here |ike
a man bent on nurder. You gave yourself away conpletely, Renz."

"I have a pernmit for a gun," purred Renz, "but | never carry one. My
revol ver happens to be back in ny apartnment, where | always keep it."

Weston turned toward Cranston, who was hol ding the evidence in the shape
of the very gun that Renz denied carrying. The comm ssioner saw his friend
shake hi s head.

"This isn't Renz's revol ver.
it belongs to Inspector Cardona."

At nmention of hinself, Cardona |ooked up. He took the gun as Cranston
passed it to him A glance at the stubby revol ver and Cardona pocketed it.

"Mne," he admitted. "CGuess | dropped it out in the hall."

"You did drop it," chuckled Renz, "after | snmacked you in the jaw. How

he remarked, "what makes you think

Cranston was exam ni ng the weapon. "I'd say

was
I to know that you were a police inspector? You had a gun and you cane at ne
with it. I was lucky to shove your hand up, or you would have shot ne when you
fired."”

Renz swung to Weston.

"Naturally, |I grabbed the gun and dashed in here," continued Renz. "Then
what did | see? Lathan |lying dead, and you standing over himw th a gun. You
weren't carrying a flag with 'Police Comm ssioner’ witten on it. | thought

that you were a killer, so | went after you."
There was no disputing Renz's lucid summary of recent events. It put him
inthe right, and the I aw at a di sadvant age.

FROM hi s chair, The Shadow watched the triunphant | ook that spread on
Renz's face. This chap was either telling a very straight story, or covering
some very crooked worKk.

Could Philip Renz be the Mask?

That was the inportant question. One which Wston had al ready hinted at,
and was determ ned to pursue. The Shadow expected the comm ssioner to start
some blunt questioning. It cane.

First, Weston wanted to know why Renz had come to Warrendale's at this
particular tine. Renz told him and with it anplified his reasons for having
entered the way he had.

It appeared that Renz had phoned Warrendal e that afternoon, stating that
he would like to drop in after the Malvin deal was conpl eted. Warrendal e had
suggested that he arrive between hal f past seven and ei ght o'clock

By then, Warrendal e had expected to have his transacti on conpleted and be
back hone. According to Renz, Warrendal e had nentioned the prospect of a shore
di nner at a roadhouse a few miles out along the Sound.

Al during this testinmony, Renz was supported by corroborating nods from
War r endal e.

"I started early," continued Renz glibly. "Thought 1'd get in alittle
daylight driving, as | always do when | cone out to Long Island."



"It was dark by six o'clock," renm nded Weston

"I know it," returned Renz. "A very cloudy day. Drizzly, toward sunset,
if
there was a sunset. | didn't see one. | went rather far out on the Island. Had
trouble finding nmy way back here."

"You nust have started around five o' clock," nused Warrendale. "I
remenber
that Lathan nmentioned it. My chauffeur was here at the tine. That's it!"

"That's what?" queried Weston

"Where ny car went," returned Warrendal e. "Lat han nust have told El bert,
the chauffeur, that Renz was coming by train. I'lIl wager that Elbert is down
at
the station, either waiting for Renz, or expecting a call to cone back here!"

"Didn't El bert know that you were going in to see Ml vin?"

"Of course not!" Warrendal e was positive. "Only Lathan knew it. That's
why
he was so careful about answering tel ephone calls. Lathan was thoroughly
reliable. Renz can testify to that fact."

Renz nodded.

"I knew you were going to see Malvin,'
conmmi ssi oner
m ght as well know all the facts."

"I like facts," snapped Weston. "Therefore, |'d enjoy hearing nore."

Wth that, Weston began a nore pointed quiz. He wanted to know all about
the partnership that Warrendal e and Renz had i ntended to dissol ve.

There wasn't much to | earn. Warrendal e had charge of the funds, which
totaled a full mllion dollars, nostly in securities, all listed on a big
sheet
t hat Warrendal e produced. Upon signing up with Ml vin, Warrendal e was to have
given Renz his share of the funds.

"I"ve made nmine," boasted Renz. "I'mquite ready to drop out. |'ve just
been waiting for Warrendale to sign up a nore anbitious partner. Too bad about
Malvin. But there will be sonmeone el se instead of him"

"Suppose we go back to Malvin's," suggested Weston, "and see how matters
stand there. You'll be glad to cone, Warrendale, and | think Renz should be,
too."

Renz seened agreeable, though in an indifferent fashion. Wston sent him
downstairs with Cardona and Warrendal e. The conmi ssioner wanted to call the
| ocal precinct and have officers sent over to the house. He actually nade the
call, but afterward, he turned to The Shadow, who was still lounging in his
chair.

"You probably noticed somet hing, Cranston," expressed Wston. "Renz
doesn't have a good alibi for the tine of Malvin's murder. Renz coul d hove
been
the Mask at six o' clock."

The Shadow nodded.

"Comi ng back here was a smart trick," continued Weston. "Perhaps a very
smart one. He nmay have wanted to nake sure that Warrendal e had managed to
br eak
out of the closet. He wanted to ruin Warrendal e's genuine alibi. He killed
Lat han -"

"A bit too fast, conmm ssioner," cane Cranston's interruption. "W can
concede that the Mask posed as Warrendal e, and had a deep purpose for doing
so.

But there is no proof that Renz is the Mask - not yet. Let's hold it unti
after
our trip to Malvin's."

he said snmoothly. "The

DURING the ride into town, Wston nmade references to nurderers who



returned to scenes of crine, all for Renz's benefit. Renz, hinself, had
comments in reply. He agreed with the theory, but said that invariably such
murderers returned voluntarily.

They reached Malvin's office, and Weston watched Renz closely as the
sall ow man entered. Looking about curiously, Renz expressed di sappoi nt ment
when
he didn't see Malvin's body. It had been renpbved to the norgue.

"Suppose we re-enact the crine," suggested Weston brusquely. "Cranston,
you be Malvin. Take your place at the desk. Never mind the broken lanp. W'l

do without it. Cardona and | shall take our positions. You two" - he gestured
to Warrendal e and Renz - "can watch fromthe adjoining office."
"Someone will have to play the Mask," rem nded Renz. "I'mwilling,

conm ssioner. How did the Mask enter? Fromthis other office, or fromthe
hal | ?"

"We' || have Warrendal e play the Mask," returned Weston. "Since the Mask
was di sgui sed as Warrendale, it will help the illusion. You will cone in from
t he hal I way, Warrendale -"

"Wait, conmi ssioner.”

The interruption came in Cranston's quiet tone. H s uprai sed hand brought
silence. Then, with a restraining gesture, The Shadow kept Warrendal e and Renz
where they were, in the other office.

Hi s pointing finger noved Weston into the closet, where the conmi ssioner
had fornmerly tried to dodge fromthe threat of the Mask. H s hand as deft as
t he | eader of a symphony, the calm M. Cranston pointed Cardona to a position
just inside the hallway door

Hi s purpose explained itself amd his noves. The Shadow s keen ears had
detected sounds that the others had not heard - sounds which, at last, the
ot hers noted. Footsteps were creeping along the hall, comng with a furtive
tread that m ght denote a murderer: a man who m ght prove a better candidate
than Renz for the questionable title of the Msk!

Had a nurderer returned to the scene of crime at invitation of the |aw?

O was a nmurderer returning voluntarily?

It was to be a question of choice. The Shadow was deliberately laying the
scene for the arrival of a creeping man who night actually be the Mask!

CHAPTER V
THE LAW DECI DES

As the footsteps approached, then hesitated outside the office door, four
men wat ched, their very breathing stilled.

Warrendal e and Renz, good friends as ever, were peering fromthe gl oom of
the adjoining office. Weston was in the closet, peeking fromthe crack of the
door. Cardona was flat against the wall, just inside the entrance fromthe
hal | way.

One man, alone, was in notion

He was The Shadow, the man that the others knew as Cranston. Turned away
fromthe door, Cranston was half stooped behind the desk, bringing papers from
the drawers. To all appearances, he was Cedric Malvin, a nman who had died a
sudden death about two hours before.

The inpersonation wasn't difficult. First, Cranston's face was turned
away; further, the lanp was no | onger on the desk. The only light in the room
cane froma floor lanp in another corner. No one fromthe hallway could have
identified the man behind the desk. Anyone who expected to find Ml vin here,
still alive, would m stake Cranston for the dead pronoter

In crept a figure fromthe hall

It was a furtive figure, of mediumheight, but it wasn't a stooped form
The man was a bit bul kier than Renz, but no taller. To Weston and Cardona, the
essential thing was that the man could be the Mask. They wanted to see his



face, wondering if it would be wearing the fal se countenance of Wrrendal e.

The face cane into the light, but it wasn't nmasked. It was a thin face,
whitish, with shrewd eyes that m ght have been the Mask's. After all, the eyes
counted nost. But the quick, nervous way in which the intruder darted | ooks to
right and left was quite different fromthe Mask's approach

There were just two points that rem nded Weston and Cardona of the
killer:

First, the whitish-faced intruder had his hands deep in the pockets of
hi s
over coat .

Second, when he saw Cranston at the desk, he stopped abruptly and focused
his attention there.

In the other office, two nen were judging the newconer in different
terns.
Warrendal e and Renz viewed the man for who he really was, not who he m ght be.
Fortunately, they kept their undertones | ow enough to escape the intruder

"Who is he?" queried Warrendale. "I've seen himbefore, |I'msure."

"Roy Al ker," returned Renz. "The silent partner who worked with Cedric
Mal vin. "

"That's right. | saw himone day with Malvin. But Ml vin did not
i ntroduce
us."

“Mal vin probably had his reasons. A silent partnership should be silent."

MEANVHI LE, Roy Al ker was moving cl oser toward the desk. It was inpossible
to judge the thoughts behind his tw tchy countenance. Perhaps he thought that
Cranston was Mal vin. Possibly he knew that the man at the desk couldn't be
Mal vi n.

There was even a chance that Al ker wasn't sure. However, he declared
hinself, in terns that were either very innocent, or extrenely smart. He acted
as though he assumed Cranston to be Ml vin.

"Stay as you are, Malvin." Al ker's voice had sonething of a croak. "I
want
to talk to you. Don't reach for a gun!"

Cranston's figure froze.

"Maybe you don't have a gun," gloated A ker. "I'm assumi ng that you have,
j ust because nost crooks do."

He swung around the desk, on the side behind Cranston's back, which
enabl ed The Shadow to continue his pretense of being Ml vin, whether Alker
knew
it to be a fake, or not.

"I happen to have a gun," asserted Alker. His tone was taking on a sneer
"Honest men need guns to handle crooks. If you don't believe nme, Malvin, |'ll
convi nce you!"

Al ker gave his right hand a forward thrust inside his coat pocket.

From di fferent angl es, Wston and Cardona could see the rounded bul ge
t hat
i ndi cated a gun nuzzle through the cloth. Alker planted it firmy against
Cranston's back, nmuch to the regret of the nmen who represented the law This
thi ng had gone farther than they expected. Cranston was definitely on the
spot .

O course, they didn't know that Cranston was The Shadow. Even if they
had, the situation would have worried them It |ooked very, very bad.

"You're trying to freeze me out, Malvin," buzzed Al ker in Cranston's ear

"That's why I'mletting you feel what a chill is like. You' d better shiver,
Mal vi n!" The Shadow gave a shudder, in keeping with the thene. "And while you
shiver" - Al ker paused for enphasis - "you can think!"

Long seconds passed. So silent was the room that it seened cut off from
the world. Then Al ker's voice, its sneer nore pronounced:



"I'"ve been waiting hours in ny own office," he said. "Like a fool,
didn't guess that you were here, expecting Warrendal e. He's honest; that's why
I"mgoing to stay until he gets here.

"I"1l tell Warrendal e just how our partnership stands. You promi sed ne
time to raise the extra funds | expected. A few days nmore, and | shall have
them 1'Il talk Warrendale into postponing this deal for a week, at |east.

Thi ngs can happen in a week -"

Thi ngs coul d happen in I ess than a week. They could happen in less than a
second. That fact was denonstrated in a nost amazing fashion, though the
remar kabl e point was the ease with which it all took place

Hi s right hand pressing its rounded burden hard agai nst Cranston's ribs,
Al ker shifted his left arma trifle forward. He didn't observe that Cranston's
| eft hand was dangli ng behind the back of the sw vel chair.

VWi ppi ng upward, The Shadow s | eft hand caught Al ker's wist, on the sane
side, and gave the threatening man a quick jerk toward the desk.

That, in itself, wasn't enough. It happened that Cranston, at the sane
nmonent, pivoted to the right in his chair. Wirling on the swivel, Cranston's
revolving formexerted its full weight. H's sudden tw st hoisted Al ker across
the desk, to the far side, where the man dived hard to the floor, throwi ng his
| eft hand ahead of him

Cardona bounded forward while The Shadow was still spinning. No need to
stop the spin and spoil the part of Cranston. The Shadow knew that Cardona
woul d do the rest.

Joe did.

He cl amped Alker's right hand as it was, inside the right coat pocket,

and
gave the cloth a rip.

Cardona was saying: "I'll take that gun, Alker -" when the man's hand
cane
into sight. Cardona came up fromthe floor, wondering whether he ought to
punch

Al ker's jaw or slap his wist.
The rounded object in Alker's fist wasn't the barrel of a gun. It was the
barrel of a fountain pen

TWD hours of steady grilling didn't shake Alker's story in the least. He
had two answers that fitted every question

One was: "You saw everything | did." The other "You heard everything
said." Alker's story, so he maintai ned, was sel f-evident.

Mal vin had tried to ease Al ker out of a business in which he had tied up
some fifty thousand dollars, and expected to add nore. Malvin, the pronoter
would multiply his assets many times, once he joined with Warrendal e, the
financier. But he hadn't been willing that Al ker shoul d share.

Per suasi on having failed, A ker had come here - so he affirnmed - to throw
a scare into Malvin's heart, if he had one.

He didn't know that Malvin had been nurdered, so he clainmed. A ker felt
that his actions toward Cranston proved the statenent. Strained and worri ed,
he
couldn't believe that the man at the desk was anyone other than Ml vin.

Al ker admitted two things: personal ill will toward Malvin, and the fact
that he had threatened him But he used those as his strong points.
Hs ill will wasn't sufficient for himto have nmurdered Malvin, or he

woul d have conme here with a gun, instead of a fountain pen. In turn, the
fountain pen proved that Alker's threat was not of the crimnal variety, but
merely a bluff. Those, indeed, were powerful arguments.

VWhen Al ker heard nention of the Mask, he stared dunbly. Weston |et
Car dona
detail the cold facts of how Malvin had died. A ker's only response was that
he



woul d have liked to see the Mask in action. Not that he favored crine; he
sinmply couldn't be sorry that Malvin had died.
As for whomthe Mask m ght be, Al ker suggested that he m ght be anyone

who
had ever dealt with Malvin. O course, Al ker classed hinself as the one
excepti on.

To produce an effect upon Al ker, Weston decided to rel ease Renz. Thanki ng
t he conm ssioner, Renz left with Warrendale. The two still were partners, and

agreed that they would have to discuss their future plans.

Renz's release did not perturb Al ker. He took everything very coolly, and
even smled when Weston ordered Cardona to take himto the norgue, give hima
| ook at Malvin's body, and resune the questioning.

Al ker lacked an alibi, just as did Renz. He insisted that he had stayed
alone in his own little office, expecting Malvin to call before conpleting the
deal with Warrendale. The fact that Ml vin hadn't called was just another
pr oof
of the pronoter's inability to keep a promni se

Later, at the Cobalt C ub, Weston was having a |l ate supper with Cranston,
when Cardona phoned from headquarters to say that Al ker hadn't blinked an
eyel ash at seeing Malvin's body, nor changed an iota of his story under a
terrific grilling.

Cardona wanted to know what next. Weston considered the matter briefly,
then ordered:

"Rel ease Al ker."

Shortly, the conm ssioner explained his future plans to Cranston.

"One or the other did it," affirned Weston. "Either Renz or Al ker. No one
el se coul d have known about Warrendale's deal with Malvin, or had a reason for
bl ocking it. They're opposite types, Renz and Al ker. So different, that
they're
bound to see things separately.”

The Shadow nodded. Weston was showi ng excel l ent understandi ng, as well as
foresi ght.

"Take Renz,'

continued Weston. "He's snooth. He clains that he didn't

m nd

breaking off his profitable partnership with Warrendale. G@ib talk, the sort
that could hide a |ot of real ideas that Renz didn't care to state.

"As for Alker, he's open. Too open! He isn't even a book. He's a lot of
printed pages that never were bound. Renz may be the Mask; if he is, he's
hiding it by silence. If Alker is the Mask. he's covering it with talk. One
thing is sure: those two could never have worked together."

THE SHADOW pi cked it up fromthere.

"l suppose, commissioner," he said casually, "that you are thinking of
what happened out at Warrendale's. The tinme el ement woul d have nade it
i npossi ble for the Mask to have inprisoned Warrendal e, come in and killed
Mal vi n, and gone out again to nurder Lathan, when the secretary heard your
phone call."

"You've hit it, Cranston!"”

"Therefore," The Shadow added, "the Mask must have used acconplices to
handl e the Long Island end. Warrendal e nentioned two nen: rough, with ugly
voi ces. Run-of-the-mll crooks -"

"Exactly! That is why | released both suspects. If we were dealing with
the Mask as a lone hand, it might be better to hold them But since he has

acconplices, he is carrying a burden. One that will weigh himdown. The
bal ance
will shift, Cranston, from Renz to Al ker, or vice versa, whichever is guilty."

"You intend to watch thenP"
West on shook his head, as though Cranston's question were absurd.
"Absolutely not!" said the comm ssioner. "Wichever he is, Renz or Al ker



the Mask will be on the watch hinmself. | want to give himleeway. Leeway neans

rope. Rope has weight. Its weight will |ower the balance, and with it, the
Mask
wi Il hang hinsel f!"

Riding fromthe Cobalt Club in his |Iinousine, The Shadow consi dered the
poi nts that Weston had nmentioned. Though his guise was still that of Cranston,

The Shadow delivered a whispered | augh that befitted his cl oaked self. The
Shadow | i ked Weston's plan of allow ng rope. But The Shadow, too, had pl ans.

He coul d see ways of checking on Philip Renz and Roy Al ker; subtler ways
than the | aw woul d use. Through such ways, The Shadow believed that he could
determ ne the actual identity of the singular murderer whose manner of crine
had given himthe evil but well-deserved title: the Mask!

CHAPTER VI
THE BALANCE SWAYS

RALPH VWESTON was enjoyi ng hinmsel f i mensely. He was pl eased by what he
read in the newspapers.

New York crime reporters |loved to nake copy at Weston's expense. The
conmi ssioner was letting themindul ge themselves to the full. They were
wal | owi ng deep in nmuck that would later besmirch them for the last |augh
woul d
be Weston's.

It all concerned the Mask.

Last night, according to the newspapers, a masked crimnal had nmurdered a
promot er named Cedric Malvin and snatched fifty thousand dollars fromhis
desk,
acconpl i shing the daring robbery right under the noses of Conm ssioner \Wston
and I nspector Cardona. This nurderer, termed the "Mask," had not yet been
i dentified.

The Mask's notive was robbery, and to insure it, he had sent acconplices
to the Long Island honme of Hubert Warrendal e on the chance that the cash m ght
be there, instead of at Malvin's. The Mask's underlings had inprisoned
Warrendal e and slain the financier's |oyal secretary, Lathan

West on chuckl ed over those accounts.

Reporters loved to |l earn news that |ay behind the news, and this tine,

t hey had nade an absolute miss. Not a newshawk in Manhattan had guessed the
real truth: that a stake much greater than fifty thousand dollars |ay behind
the Mask's daring raid.

Actual ly, the nmurder of Cedric Malvin had blocked a mllion-dollar dea
bet ween t he dead pronoter and Hubert Warrendale, the living financier

Conmi ssi oner Weston had snmothered the inside story, very sinply. He and
Cardona had sinply described the Mask as a crimnal whose real face was
covered. They didn't specify that the mask, itself, was a disguise resenbling
the features of Hubert Warrendal e.

Thus, the newspapers were tal king of the Mask in terns of a man who wore
a
handker chi ef, a dom no, or sone other ordinary type of facial conceal nent.

Later, they would | earn what the Mask had really | ooked |ike. Then the
news sheets would have to swallow their criticismof the police for having | et
the Mask enter Malvin's office at all. Meanwhile, Weston was feeling very
confortable. He was like a big cat, with a nouse beneath each paw. Those m ce
were Roy Al ker and Philip Renz.

Ludi crous, the way the newspapers shouted about the Mask, as though he
m ght be any one of a hundred public enenmi es gone berserk in New York and
r eady
to strike again!

Weston' s evidence nmarked the Mask as one of two men, both avail abl e:



Al ker

or Renz. Each was the type of man who would have to stay in circulation, or
otherwi se forfeit the fruits of nurder. \Wichever made the first false nove
Weston' s paw woul d pounce.

Like a rabbit froma hat, the Mask would be dangling in the law s grasp,
held up for public display, while astoni shed newspapermen woul d gape at the
m racl e.

Yes, things were working very nicely; better, even, than Wston had
hoped.

Al ready, a new el ement was creeping in, one on which Wston hadn't counted so
soon.

Al ker and Renz were both beginning to worry.

They had been nentioned in the newspapers as associates of Ml vin and
Warrendal e, respectively, but not a whisper of suspicion had been directed
toward either. Furtively, each had called Wston, asking about the other. Both
were playing innocent, but intimating that the other ought to be considered
guilty.

To each, Weston stated that he had no evidence agai nst the other, but he
i ndi cated that he would wel cone any inportant facts. Good business, getting
each to check on the other. Cardona approved of it, but so far, Weston hadn't
mentioned it to Cranston, for he hadn't seen his friend today.

In chatting by tel ephone with Warrendal e, Weston had asked the financier
to report any new word that nmight have bearing on the Mask; but he hadn't
stated specifically that he expected such facts to conme through Al ker or Renz.

THAT same afternoon, a young man who lived at the Hotel Metrolite
received

an inportant tel ephone call. The young nman's nane was Harry Vincent. He | ooked
prosperous, self-possessed and conpetent; and all three appearances were
correct. The phone call, though inportant, seemed very trivial

The call was froma cleaning conpany, and it referred to a pair of white
flannel trousers that had shrunk when Harry sent themout to be cl eaned. They
were old trousers, and this wasn't the season for white flannels, so Harry
wasn't much concerned about them But the adjuster who called fromthe

cl eani ng
conpany insisted that something should be done.
"Qur man would like to see you," he said. "I amsure, M. Vincent, that

i f
you see our man at your convenience, this claimcan be adjusted
satisfactorily."

The stress of the words "our man" meant rmuch to Harry. Leaving the hotel
soon after, he went imediately to a tall office building, took the el evator
to
one of the top floors, and went to a suite that bore the newy painted nane:

UNI TED | NVESTMENT CO.

Down in a | ower corner of the frosted door panel was another name, in
small letters. It was the nane of the investnent conpany's New York
representative. The nane was: R MANN

Qur man. Harry smled. Al ways, when "our man" was nentioned over the
tel ephone, it neant that Harry was to call on M. R Mann, whose first nane
was
Rut | edge. For Harry Vincent was an agent of The Shadow, and Rutl edge Mann was
a
contact through whom Harry received instructions fromhis nysterious chief.

Sol etmm, round-faced and net hodi cal, Rutl edge Mann cl osed the door of his
private office as soon as Harry Vincent entered. Then, seating hinmself at his
desk, Mann referred to sheets of typewitten papers and passed a fewto Harry,



with the undertoned comment:

"They concern the Msk."

Harry nodded. As he read the statenents, his eyes wi dened. The fact that
the Mask had worn an imtation face of Hubert Warrendal e was startling news
i ndeed.

Even before he had finished perusing The Shadow s data, Harry coul d see
t he possible connection with such men as Roy Al ker and Philip Renz. Either
could have posed as Warrendale, in Harry's opinion, and used the ruse to
nur der
Cedric Malvin.

"You will concentrate on Al ker," stated Mann, referring to other notes.
"It will be easy to neet him but, of course, you nust use discretion
afterward. Al ker is at present straightening Malvin's affairs, and would |ike
to take over the business intact. However, he needs noney. Such was his
agreenment with Malvin."

Harry put a pointed question:

"How much does Al ker need? More than fifty thousand dol | ars?"

"Less than fifty thousand," returned Mann, with a slight smle. "If you
are thinking of the funds that the Mask stole from Malvin, you may rest
assured
that Al ker - should he be the Mask - would not dare to produce that cash.

Al ker's only plan, whether he be innocent or guilty, is to take in a new

associ ate who will not want too much profit.

"These securities will help you, Vincent." Mann dug a stack of stocks and
bonds from a desk drawer. "All are registered in your nane, and they are
negoti abl e. They make you worth about a hundred thousand dollars" - Mann was

t hunbi ng t hrough the securities - "but they aren't paying enough dividends.
You'd like to use themtoward a business that would bring a better return. See
Al ker, Vincent - but be careful of the securities.”

As Harry arose to | eave, Mann gave him Al ker's address and tel ephone
nunber, with the comrent that Al ker hadn't been in his office all day, but
m ght be located there, later.

W TH nost agents, The Shadow used a contact |ike Mann to furnish
i nstructions. There was one exception. In the case of a certain assistant, The
Shadow used the personality of Lanmont Cranston to pass along his own
i nstructi ons.

The assistant so favored was Margo Lane.

Attractive and self-assured, Margo was a very |ikable brunette who knew
the ins and outs of cafe society. She was seen often at the night spots, and
was al ways wel cone. She never tried to be the life of the party; instead, she
served as stabilizer. For Margo didn't like night-club life, as people
supposed. She nmade the rounds to gather facts for The Shadow.

Bet ween tines, Margo dined with Cranston, usually at some quiet, secluded
restaurant. Though she regarded Cranston as The Shadow, he never adnitted the
fact, and tactfully avoided it. O late, she had begun to nodify her theory.

It m ght be that instead of Cranston being The Shadow, The Shadow coul d
be
Cranston. That is, Margo suspected that The Shadow s real identity was that of
a
person she had never net, and when he appeared as Cranston, he was using a
speci al gui se.

Cranston and Margo were di ning together, on this particul ar evening, and
Cranston cane directly to the point, as he said steadily:

"The Shadow expects us to find the Mask."

Mar go nodded; then queri ed:

"Has he any idea what the Mask | ooks |ike?"

Leani ng back, Cranston took a puff fromhis thin cigar; then, as though
viewing a face in the cloud of snoke that he blew, he inforned:



"The Mask | ooks exactly |ike Hubert Warrendale."

Margo's eyes went big with amazenent.

"Why... why... he couldn't be Warrendal e! He was the man who | ost nost
t hrough Malvin's death. Warrendale is a millionaire. He wouldn't trifle with a
robbery involving a nmere fifty thousand dollars."

"I said that the Mask | ooked |ike Warrendal e," expl ai ned Cranston. "The
mask that he wore was a replica of Warrendal e's face. That's something that |
| earned fromny friend, the police conm ssioner. | am sure The Shadow knew it,
earlier.”

Idly flicking his cigar ash into a tray, Cranston was actual ly watching
Margo keenly. He could tell by her changes of expression that she was forning
rapi d conclusions fromthe fact that she had | earned. Realizing that the Mask
had begun his deadly work by attenpting to throw suspicion on \Warrendal e,

Mar go
saw t he personal el enents involved, precisely as Wston had.

"Roy Al ker could be the murderer,"” she said slowy. "I read today that he
was Malvin's silent partner. Al ker had much to lose, if the deal between
Mal vin
and Warrendal e went through. |I'mwondering, too, about Philip Renz. |I'm not
sure
that he wanted to drop his association with Warrendal e.”

"Vincent is checking on Alker," remarked Cranston. "You can do the sane
with Renz, Margo."

The girl nodded.

"I certainly can," she agreed. "Wile Warrendal e has been handling
finances, Renz has been having fun. |1've net himoften in cafe society."

"Does he mention Warrendal e frequently?"

"Yes. Always in the finest ternms. Wen he boasts of having nade a
fortune,

Renz al ways finishes by saying: 'Thanks to Warrendal e.' Renz has said, too,
t hat

whenever Warrendal e wants to divide the shares, Renz will take his portion
gladly, and drop out. He even tal ked as though he would Iike to press the
matter. Renz classes hinself as a burden that Warrendal e shouldn't have to
carry. | always wonder, when | hear such big-hearted tal k around the night
cl ubs. "

"Look for Renz this evening," suggested Cranston, "and hear what el se he
has to say."

QUTSI DE the restaurant, Cranston ushered Margo into his |inousine and
hail ed a cab for hinmself. The cab had been waiting near the corner, for it was
The Shadow s own cab, piloted by a skilled hackie naned Mde Shrevnitz, another
of The Shadow s agents.

Li ke the linmousine, the cab had a secret conpartnent beneath the rear
seat, containing cloak, hat and guns.

The Shadow s | augh whi spered from Cranston's |ips.

Harry and Margo woul d certainly check on Al ker and Renz. Therefore, The
Shadow coul d | ook into some other matters. As Cranston, he intended to chat
wi th Thomas North, vice president of the Crescent Trust Co.

Warrendal e and Renz kept a joint account there; and, by a fortunate
coi nci dence, Malvin and Al ker al so banked at the Crescent Trust. North, the
vi ce president, had been called upon to draw up sonme of the papers for the
transacti on between Varrendal e and Mal vin.

In Cranston's tone, The Shadow told Me to take himto the Crescent
Trust.

Since there was no hurry, the cab noved away at an easy speed. A faster pace
woul d have been advi sabl e.

Though The Shadow had not yet learned it, this trip to the Crescent Trust

Co. was to produce inportant consequences, that coul d have been permanently



settled by a rapid trip.
Unwi ttingly, The Shadow was riding to another meeting with the Mask!

CHAPTER VI |
M LLI ON- DOLLAR MYSTERY

THE Crescent Trust Co. stayed open evenings, under the nost strict
surveill ance. One of the executives was always in charge, and on this
occasi on,
the official in question was Cranston's friend, Thomas North. Two watchnen
wer e
on guard, and the assistant cashier was also arned with a gun. The tellers had
revol vers handy, behind their w ckets.

Only one door was used during the evening hours. It was a side door
around the corner fromthe main entrance to the bank. Cars often parked on the
side street, because the nmain entrance was on a busy avenue where the subway
ran beneath. Anyone who cane in the side door was noticed pronptly by a
wat chman.

It wasn't surprising when a taxicab pulled up at the side door. Many of
t he bank's customers canme by cab. Nor was the watchman suspicious of the man
who stepped fromthe cab and paid off the driver, who pronptly swung away,
around the corner. The watchnman recogni zed the nan fromthe cab as one of the
bank' s | argest depositors: Hubert Warrendal e.

Usual |y, Warrendal e came in a chauffeured |inousine. The wat chman never
renenber ed havi ng seen himuse a cab before. Nevertheless, that was a very
m nor detail. The watchman sinply bowed and said: "Good evening, M.
Warrendal e.” The financier gave a slight nod in response, and stepped toward
the vice president's office.

Conmi ssi oner Weston's schene to trap the Mask was provi ng sonething of a
booner ang.

Had Weston announced that the Mask wore a fal se visage that |ooked Iike
Warrendal e' s face, the bank watchman woul d have studied this custonmer nore
carefully. He woul d have observed that the expression of Warrendal e's face was
fixed. It had to be. It was actually a nask!

Vice President North | ooked up as the nasked man entered. The visitor
bl ocked off the Iight, hence North saw nothing wong with the imtation
features. North said politely:

"Good evening, M. Warrendale."

"Good evening, M. North." The Mask put a crisp touch to his rendition of
Warrendal e's tone. "I should like to obtain sone papers from ny safe-deposit
box. "

The Mask di splayed a safe deposit-box key as he spoke. North pressed a
buzzer.

"Wlbur will take you down to the vaults, M. Warrendale."

W bur was the assistant cashier. He arrived and led the way from North's
of fice, across the banking floor, and down the stairway to the safe-deposit
vaults. There, the assistant cashier unlocked a grilled gate and the Mask
passed through, to reach his safe-deposit box in the far wall.

The only odd feature of the trip was the way the Mask kept gl ancing from
side to side. It happened when he passed the watchmen, and whenever W | bur
| ooked around. Al so, the Mask was turning his head when he went through the
gate. But he aroused no suspicion, because he didn't | ook away fromthe nmen he
passed. Instead, the Mask actually gl anced toward them

He wanted themto see Warrendal e's face, but not its set expression. By
simply keeping his head in notion, the Mask was blurring his fake features
sufficiently. They al nost seenmed to nove. So far, his game was perfect, but
t he
snag was to corme.



Fromthe gate, WIbur watched the Mask unl ock the proper safe deposit box
with the key he carried. But fromthe tine the Mask spent there, it was
evi dent
that he was renoving all the contents of Warrendal e's box, which was unusual

He was hurried, too, as he stuffed sheaves of securities and piles of
nmoney into his pockets. The box was a | arge one, and the contents began to
nmake
the Mask's overcoat bul k.

Even then, W/ bur wasn't overly suspicious. He was a bit concerned
because
M. Warrendal e seenmed nervous. Recalling the newspaper accounts of the Mask,
and
Warrendal e' s experience of the night before, Wlbur took it that fear was the
cause for Warrendal e's actions at the safe-deposit box. It mght be that he
t hought his funds insecure, even here.

The Mask, along with his imtation face, was wearing the get-up of the
ni ght before: derby hat and muffler. H's back to the open gate, he adjusted
t he
muf fler, after stowing the contents of the box into his coat. The flaw in the
muffler lay in the fact that the evening was a warm one; no need for
protection
agai nst incl enent weat her

Per haps that thought troubled the Mask.

As he closed the box and pocketed the key, he turned toward the gate and
fl ashed a sharp-eyed | ook at WIlbur. Struck by the deep-set glitter of the
eyes, the cashier gave a startled gasp. It might have nmeant that the inposture
was di scover ed.

Springing for the doorway, the Mask clutched Wl bur, flung himfull about
and hurled himinto the vault room Startled by the swiftness of the attack
t he assistant cashier could only stare, dunfounded, as the gate clanged shut
and | ocked. The muffler fell away, and Wl bur really saw the face that the
Mask
wor e.

An imtation of Warrendal e's visage!

BEFORE the startled assistant cashier could remenber that he had a gun
t he Mask was dashing up the stairway. The watchnen were conming his way; they
had heard the gate clang, and the pound of footsteps also roused them As they
saw t he Mask, they heard W/ bur shout from below, but his words, echoing in
t he
vault room were not distinguishable.

The guards thought the real trouble lay bel ow, and they woul d have | et
t he
Mask go through, if they hadn't caught a better |look at him He was hal f way
across the floor when they saw that his face was a mask. The dangling rmuffler
gave the gane away.

As it was, the Mask had a start. He was out through the side door
bl azi ng
back with a revolver as the guards began to fire. Hi s hat was askew and his
imtation face nore plain than ever, under the glow of the strong |ight above
the doorway. North saw it as he poked his head fromhis office.

"The Mask!"

The vice president thought of the nanme instantly, and voiced it; but by
t hen, the Mask was gone. He was running along the street to the corner, where
he wheel ed just [ong enough to shoot back at the pursuing guards.

They' d cone out through the door, and were right in line for disaster
Al
that saved them were shots froma cab that was approaching al ong the side
street.



It was The Shadow s cab. He had heard the shots froma distance - those
that the Mask had fired outside the street door. \Wipping into hat and cl oak
The Shadow had a gun ready when he gained the range. H s shots at the Msk
diverted the killer's aimfromthe stupefied bank guards.

The trouble was that the guards thensel ves were in The Shadow s path of
fire. He had to ai mabove their heads, and therefore he nmissed the Mask. His
bul l ets, however, were cracking the marble face of the building corner, very
close to the Mask. The killer didn't wait. He turned the corner and dashed
away.

At the same nmonent, The Shadow cane flinging fromthe cab. C ever
strategy, this. He was making for the corner, also on foot, in case the Mask
ducked for an alleyway. He was counting on Me to wheel the corner and be
r eady
with the cab, in case the Mask had a vehicle of his own. Spurting the cab, Me
took the corner just ahead of The Shadow.

Anot her cab was speeding away fromthe curb. There was no sign of the
Mask. Havi ng vani shed fromthe |ighted avenue, the amazi ng crook must have
junped into the cab ahead. Slapping to a stop, Me shoved the door open and
poi nt ed ahead. Understandi ng, The Shadow sprang into Moe's cab and the chase
was on.

It should have taken only a few blocks to overtake the fugitive cab, for
Moe was a speed denmon. From behind cane the trailing wail of a siren, froma
police car that had come by the bank just when needed. Me was outdi stancing
the police car. But there was a hazard just ahead.

As the Mask's cab shot across a side street, a coupe catapulted fromthe
narrow t horoughfare. Two nmen, acconplices of the Mask, were blasting straight
shots at The Shadow s cab.

Mboe gave the wheel a jerk; on two wheels the cab went winging like a
flopping, crippled bird, into the side street opposite. Thinking they had put
the cab out of conm ssion, the crooks swung | eft, down the avenue.

The turn brought themright past the police car. Shots were exchanged as
the two cars whizzed by each other. Then the patrol car nmade a rapid
t ur nabout ,
to pursue the coupe. It was a bad m stake. The coupe was | eading the chase in
the wong direction, and its start was too good for the patrol car to overtake
it.

Still, pursuit wasn't over

AS his cab skidded the corner, The Shadow, turning to aimat the elusive
coupe, saw the Mask's cab nake a similar turn, two bl ocks ahead. He ordered
Moe
to cut through the side street, to the next avenue, which Me did, for his cab
wasn't crippled after all. On the next avenue, The Shadow spotted the Mask's
cab.

Fromthen on, it was a crafty chase. Speedy at first, but slower later
when the driver ahead cane to the conclusion that he wasn't being foll owed. He
reached that opinion after darting in anmong sonme crooked streets in the
vicinity of Greenwich Village. Keeping about a bl ock behind, Me was nostly
out
of sight.

At last, the Mask's cab rolled eastward to a dingy district. On a
dar kened
street, it slowed and swng into a narrow parking | ot between two buil dings.
By
then, Mbe's cab was com ng along, he blotted its lights at The Shadow s
conmmand.

Li ke an arrow of bl ackness, The Shadow was out of the cab and speeding to
the parking lot. Arriving there, he hurdled the fenders of two cars and
arrived



besi de the Mask's cab just as it halted in a waiting space.

An automatic in one hand, The Shadow whi pped the cab door open with the
other. DDmlight froma building windowthrew a revealing glowinto the cab
That shaft showed The Shadow s .45 poking into the cab's interior, ready to
cover the Mask. A | augh was ready on The Shadow s li ps.

The | augh wasn't uttered.

The Shadow woul d have to wait for another neeting with the Mask. The
interior of the fugitive cab was enpty!

CHAPTER VI I |
A MATTER OF PARCLE

TVWENTY mi nutes of wasted pursuit, with an enpty cab at the finish.
Sonmewhere along the route, the Mask had dropped off. That was, if he had been
in the cab at all. That point inmpressed The Shadow. He voiced a soft |augh as
he drew back fromthe cab and eased the door shut.

There was speci al purpose in the |augh

The Shadow hadn't forgotten that the cab had a driver. At sound of the
strange whi sper, the fell ow bobbed fromthe wheel and shoved a peaked face
into
the rear, staring anxiously about. He didn't see the gloved hand that thrust
itself through the open wi ndow, inpelled by a |ong, hard-driving arm

Taki ng the cabby's neck, The Shadow bent the fell ow al nost double. The
cabby's squirms ended as he heard the whi spered | augh, nore sinister, this
time, for it was very close to his ear. The cabby gul ped:

"I 1t tal k!t

Tal k he did, when The Shadow had dragged him half linmp, fromthe cab. He
was pl eadi ng, beggi ng, that peakfaced prisoner, for he knew who The Shadow
was.

He gul ped his own name: Nick Henmble. After that, he continued his plea.

"I didn't want to get into this," expressed Nick. "Honest, | didn't! They
made ne."

"Nare them "

"Erni e Bedl o and Tagger Scherf," declared N ck, responding to The
Shadow s
command. "They're working for the Mask. But | didn't knowit until tonight."

Near the parked cab was a door that opened into a garage that flanked the
parking lot. Opening it, The Shadow saw a darki sh roomthat served as an
of fice. He shoved Nick inside, and turned on a hanging |lanp to study the
fellow s face in the light. Quivering at sight of The Shadow s burning eyes,

Ni ck renewed his plea.

“I"mout on parole," he stated. "I was mxed in a stick-up a year ago.
Didn't know what it was all about until the bulls grabbed me. The judge nust
have believed me; anyway, | got ny parole, and went back to hacking. Then

al ong
cane Ernie and Tagger."

Ni ck paused to lick his lips. The Shadow was consi dering the nanes that
the prisoner nmentioned: Ernie Bedl o and Tagger Scherf. The Shadow knew t hem by
their reputation, or lack of it. They weren't inportant crimnals, but they
were conpetent in a small way; just the sort of crooks that the Mask mi ght
choose as his acconplices.

There was a tel ephone in the little office. Pushing Nick into a rickety
chair in the corner, The Shadow decided to nmake a call that would inpress the
pri soner.

Since Ernie and Tagger m ght have been the nmen at Warrendal e's, | ast
ni ght, The Shadow decided to call that number first. He wanted to talk to
Conmi ssi oner Weston, rather than Hubert Warrendal e. But there was a chance
t hat



Weston night be out at Warrendal e' s.

Hs call to Warrendal e's hone produced a busy signal, which was repeated
when he tried it again. So The Shadow called the Cobalt Cub, instead. He used
Cranston's voice, but did not give his name. He asked for Weston, and when the
conmi ssi oner's voi ce cane, The Shadow spoke again, in Cranston's tone. Wston
recogni zed it.

"I"ve just been talking to Warrendal e!" exclai med the comm ssioner. "He
called ne fromhis house. |I'm going out there. Something serious has
happened! "

Weston's nmention of a call fromWarrendal e's accounted for the busy
si gnal
t hat The Shadow heard. What interested himnmore was the "something serious”

t hat
West on nenti oned.

"Somet hi ng serious?" repeated The Shadow. "Did it happen out at
Warrendal e' s?"

"No, no," returned Weston. "It happened at the Crescent Trust Co. The
Mask
cane there this evening, less than a half hour ago. They m stook him for
Warrendal e and I et himgo downstairs. The Mask rifled Warrendal e's
saf e- deposi t
box. He nmust have taken a million dollars in cash and securities belonging to
Warrendal e and Renz!"

"How di d Warrendal e | earn about it, conmissioner? Did the bank call hinP"

"No. Warrendal e doesn't know about it. He'd promised to call ne this
evening, to learn if there were any devel opments fromlast night. Wiile he was

talking to ne, Cardona cane in with a report of the bank robbery. | told
Warrendale |'d cone out. I'll break the news when | get there. WII you join
ne
at Warrendal e's, Cranston?"

"Yes. I'Il be there, commi ssioner."

HAVI NG heard so nuch nention of Warrendal e, The Shadow t hought of Al ker
and Renz. He glanced at N ck and saw t he peak-faced fell ow staring,
open-mout hed, much inpressed by The Shadow s personal acquai ntance with the
police comm ssioner. Knowi ng that N ck would give no trouble, The Shadow
di al ed
anot her nunber.

This time a methodical voice answered:

" Bur bank speaking."

Bur bank was the contact to whom agents reported by tel ephone when t hey
were on the nmove. The Shadow spoke one word:

"Report!"

Two reports cane. One fromHarry, who was still |ooking for Al ker. The
ot her was Margo's: she had been to half a dozen night clubs without
di scovering
a trace of Renz.

"Reports received."

The Shadow finished that statenment with a | ow, sardonic |augh that
qui vered ghoul i sh echoes through the room N ck shook in a fashion that woul d
have suited a jellyfish. He feared that the |laugh was neant for him

It was grimmirth, that voiced The Shadow s sentinents regardi ng Al ker

and

Renz. Both were still in the balance, and with neither accounted for, the
wei ght

hadn't shifted either direction. The riddle of the Mask was still unsol ved.

There was a chance that Nick mght help to solve it. The Shadow turned to the
coweri ng cabby.
"Proceed with your story," ordered The Shadow in a steady whisper. "I



want
facts concerning the Mask."

"Erni e and Tagger work for him" repeated Nick, "but they don't know who
he is. They were maki ng ne chauffeur them around, saying if | didn't, they'd
frame ne on sonething and put the skids under ny parole."

"You took themto Long Island |last night -"

"No, | didn't." Nick's tone was sincere. "I didn't see either of them
| ast
night. But tonight, | got a call straight fromthe Mask. The first tine |1'd
ever

heard fromhim He said to neet him and take hi msomewhere. "

"Whi ch proved to be the Crescent Trust Co."

Ni ck nodded. Then

"He sent me around the corner, see? Said | was to stay there until |
heard
shooting; then beat it. So | did."

"Wthout waiting for the Mask to -"

"Wthout waiting for the Mask. | can tell you where he went. He ducked
into the subway. There was an entrance to it fromthe building right next to

the bank. | saw himslide in there, just as | started."

The Shadow gave a | augh that worried Nick

"I was a decoy," affirmed the cabby. "That's all. Ernie and Tagger were
t he guys who covered ny getaway. | canme back here because this is where
bel ong. "

"\Where you belong -"

"Yeah." N ck nudged a shaky thunb. "I've got a roomin the house across

the parking lot. Ernie fixed it for ne. It's got a tel ephone, so he and Tagger
can call me any tine they want -"
As he spoke, N ck brightened suddenly.
"It was the Mask called me tonight," he exclainmed, "and he's waiting to
hear back fromnme -"
"He gave you his number -
"No. But he had nme | eave the phone off the hook, so the line would be
open, see? It was seven o' clock when the Mask called me. | nmet hima few
bl ocks
fromthe bank, and got himthere about a quarter of eight. And now, it's -"
"Hal f past eight."
The Shadow supplied the time by noting an old alarm cl ock that was
ticking
on a shelf in the dingy office. Gipping Nick by the arm he steered the
fell ow
out through the door and across the parking |ot.
Fromthere, Nick led the way, in through the back of the old house and up
to his room

THE SHADOW saw t he tel ephone that Nick had mentioned; its receiver was
of f
t he hook, as the paroled nan clained. Before N ck could reach the tel ephone,
The
Shadow picked it up. In a tone that was a perfect imtation of N ck's, The
Shadow sai d:

"Hello."

There was no response. The Shadow repeated the word, but recognized that
it was useless. He could tell that the line was dead. He dropped the receiver
on its hook and turned to Nick

Wth a hopel ess gul p, the peak-faced man subsided in a corner chair. The
silence was stirred only by the ticking of Nick's own alarmclock. It was on a
table in the corner, and it registered twenty-five mnutes of nine.

The next mnutes were trenendous ones for N ck Henble. He was wondering



why The Shadow waited; why he didn't take some vengeance for what he could
properly consider to be a double cross on Nick's part. Then, when N ck was
ready to start panting pleas for mercy, a jangle cane fromthe tel ephone bell.
The Shadow answered, using Nick's tone. The cornered man waited
expectantly; sank back, as he saw The Shadow repl ace the receiver.
"Only the operator,” The Shadow told Nick, "saying that your receiver was

of f the hook a few minutes ago. Evidently" - The Shadow s | augh had grimmess,
but not for Nick - "the Mask hung up at his end before we returned here."

Hope flickered in Nick's eager eyes.

"Since the State paroled you," declared The Shadow, "I shall do the sane.

On these terns, N ck: that you report to me everything that you hear from
Ernie
and Tagger - or fromthe Mask."

Ni ck nodded willingly.

"You will follow their orders," added The Shadow, "only when | approve
them You will obey ny own instructions whenever | give them"

"Sure thing, Shadow " Heartfelt in nood, Nick forgot his awe toward the
bl ack-cl oaked avenger. "I've been wanting to go straight. But when Ernie and

Tagger said they'd frame ne -

Ni ck halted abruptly. He'd seen The Shadow turning toward the door, but
now he was staring at the door itself. Either gl oom had absorbed the cl oaked
figure, or The Shadow had performed an absol ute vani sh. N ck recalled The
Shadow s reputed power of clouding nmen's mnds through some hypnotic process.
The departure was uncanny.

So was the chilly, whispered |augh that trailed to Nick's ears. Wird
though it was, Nick sensed a note of welconme in that mirth - The Shadow s
acceptance of a new recruit who was deserting the cause of the Mask!

CHAPTER | X
THE LAW MOVES

I T took The Shadow nearly an hour to get out to Warrendal e's, because he
lost fifteen mnutes or so transferring fromMe's cab to Stanley's |inpusine.
Traffic was heavy in the night-club area, otherw se Mbe woul d have found the
bi g car sooner.

As Cranston, The Shadow entered the |inousine, |eaving Me to answer
Margo's call. Reaching Warrendal e's, The Shadow found that Comm ssioner Wston
had arrived ahead of him The official police car was standing outside the
mansi on.

In the upstairs study, Hubert Warrendal e was behind the desk, staring
with
trance-1i ke gaze. He didn't even see The Shadow enter, although he canme as
Cranston, not as a being in black. Small wonder that Warrendal e was nental ly
stunned. Weston had told himabout the Mask's | atest exploit, at the Crescent
Trust Co.

Loss of a mllion dollars, the total assets of Warrendal e and Renz, was
bitter news to take. Warrendal e seenmed paral yzed by the blow H s |lips were
nmovi ng, but the rest of his body had gone still. Wen words finally fornmed

upon
his lips, they were to his credit. He wasn't thinking of his loss in terns of
hi msel f al one.

"Poor Renz," spoke Warrendal e. "Everything he had was tied up in that
fund. He nust be told."

Cardona was present with Wston. Before the conm ssioner could speak, Joe
put in a conmment.

"We'll tell Renz, if we can ever find him Trouble is, we don't know
wher e
he is. He's not around his apartnent, nor at any of the night clubs where he



usual | y hangs out."

West on brought the subject back to the Mask.

"We' || handle this case, Warrendale," said the comm ssioner. "Since you
and Renz are both losers, it points straight to Alker. Let's take things in
order. First: how did the Mask get the key to your safe-deposit box? Was it
stolen fromhere, last night, by the thugs who | ocked you in the closet."

War rendal e shook his head

"Ah!" excl ai red Weston. "So you had the key today."

Anot her negative headshake from Warrendal e. Cardona stopped by the chair
where Cranston had seated hinself

"A guessing gane," grunbled Joe. "The commi ssioner's idea of a quiz is
somet hing he heard over the radio. | suppose he'll hand Warrendal e three nice
silver dollars if, on the next guess, he tells himwhere the key is."

Weston was grow ng inpatient.

"Cone, cone, Warrendal e." Weston shook the nunbed man's shoul der. "You
are
contradicting yourself. First, you say that the key wasn't stolen; then you
say
that you don't have it. Gve us an intelligent answer. Wich is it?"

Warrendal e roused hinself with effort. The col or cane back to his
strong-jawed face. Hi s double chin dropped away as he lifted his high forehead
upwar d.

"I never had the key here," he said. "Renz is the nman who keeps it."

Weston and Cardona stared at each other. Each exclaimed: "Renz!"

"Yes; Renz," Warrendal e repeated. "I don't suppose that anyone el se knows
that he has the key. That is, no one except the Mask."

"But why did Renz have it?" demanded Weston. "Tell us that, Warrendal e!"

WARRENDALE explained. It was all quite sinple. Warrendal e had taken out
t he saf e-deposit box in his own name, as he was the nan who intended to use
it.
But the funds for which the box was rented, as protection, belonged to Renz,
too. So Warrendal e had | et himkeep the key.

It neant that Warrendal e coul d never open the box w thout Renz's
know edge; or, for that matter, w thout Renz's perm ssion. Should anything
happen to Warrendal e, Renz woul d have the key. In addition, Wrrendal e had
given an affidavit which would allow Renz to open the box in the event of
Warrendal e' s deat h.

Vi ewed the other way about, the arrangenent was still fair. Should Renz
die and the key not be found, Warrendal e could prove ownership to the
saf e-deposit box and have it opened officially. But the point remained: while
Warrendal e lived, he, alone, had access to the safe-deposit box.

"That tells us all!" expressed Weston. "W don't want Al ker. W want
Renz.
He has the key, and he is the culprit. He played the Mask |ast night, and
f ound
that it worked well enough. W were fools, not to disclose that the Mask wore
a
replica of Warrendal e's face.

"Had we done so, the bank woul d have recogni zed t he inposture
i medi at el y.
As it was, Renz profited by our folly. He'd gone so deep, that he might as
wel |
continue. He's stolen your money, Warrendal e, and gone."

War rendal e shook hi s head.

"I can't understand it," he said. "Wiy should Renz rob hinsel f?"

"Rob hinself!" scoffed Weston. "OF what? He was taking his own noney -
that you'd have given him anyway. But he took yours with it, Warrendale. Qur
job, now, is nore than keeping himfromgetting out of the city. W'll have to



stop himfromleaving the country!"

West on picked up the tel ephone, intending to call the FBI in Wshington
Cranston stopped him w th an easy gesture.

"Why not settle this matter of the key?" he queried. "There m ght have
been a duplicate, you know. Peopl e have nade duplicate keys, even to
saf e-deposit boxes.™"

The sarcasm slipped past Weston. He reverted to his claimthat Renz was
necessarily the culprit, arguing that since Warrendal e had told no one about
it, Renz was the only man who coul d have played the Mask at the Crescent Trust
Co.

"Quite true," agreed Cranston, "unless Renz happened to | et soneone find
out that he had the key."

Not havi ng thought of that one, Weston was stunped. He finally decided
that a visit to Renz's Manhattan apartnment would be quite in order. He
arranged
to have Warrendal e cone along with hinsel f and Cardona. Since his own car was
here, Cranston decided to go ahead al one, saying he would nmeet Weston |ater at
the cl ub.

Gai ning a head start, The Shadow told Stanley to make speed getting into
town. When M. Cranston wanted speed, he neant speed, and Stanley gave it. The
[ i nousi ne was snoot h-runni ng, capabl e of quick but easy stops.

Stanl ey had ways of gliding it up to traffic lights so nicely, that even
t he nobst watchful cop could be deceived by the rapidity of its approach

Cipping a few minutes fromthe usual tinme between Warrendal e' s and
Manhattan, The Shadow had time for a phone call froma place near Renz's
apartment. He contacted Burbank, to learn that Harry was still seeking Al ker
and that Margo hadn't found Renz.

Garbed in bl ack, The Shadow approached the apartnment house on foot and
took a rear route up to the third floor, where Renz's apartnent was situated.

THE rear route was a fire escape, and a curious thing occurred as The
Shadow neared his goal. Fromthe w ndow that The Shadow i ntended to enter, a
di m gl ow suddenly appeared. It flickered brighter; then | essened.

St oppi ng at the w ndow, The Shadow | ooked t hrough a darkened room t oward
a
hal | way beyond, from which the gl ow came. Suddenly, the Iight was bl anket ed.
Soneone had cl osed a door at the far end of the little passage.

Wor ki ng the wi ndow open, The Shadow entered. A few nonments |ater, he was
at the passage door. Peering through a tiny crack, he | ooked into Renz's
l'iving
room |t rem nded The Shadow of a hurricane's wake.

Desk and table were overturned, their drawers ripped out and the contents
scattered. Books had been tunbled from shelves. Pictures were lying on the
floor. A radio cabinet was upside down in a corner. Even a tobacco hum dor was
overturned, its snoking mixture formng a brownish streak al ong the carpet
edge
beside a small stand near the door.

The door itself showed a broken lock, indicating a forcible entry.
Standing in the mddle of the mess was a man who swng slowy in The Shadow s
direction, revealing a thin, sharp-featured face with quick, ginlet eyes.

The man was Roy Al ker.

Apparently, he had just entered. A floor lanp was shining in the corner
accounting for the glow that had appeared as The Shadow cane up the fire
escape. There was a wall switch near the door, which Al ker had turned on, then
of f, producing a tenporary glare fromceiling lights. Such was the brighter
gl ow t hat had conme, then faded.

Though Al ker mi ght have broken the door |ock, he certainly couldn't have
produced the chaos within so few mnutes. Therefore, it followed that the door
had probably been smashed earlier. Still, there was no proof that Al ker hadn't



been here before, at which tine he could have tossed things into confusion

Al ker's expression wasn't exactly a puzzled one. Rather, his gaze seened
shrewd, as though he were trying to figure out sonething fromthe w eckage.

Again, Alker turned, this time swiftly. His eyes darted toward the door
he tilted his head attentively. The Shadow heard the sanme thing that Al ker
di d:
the clang of an el evator door.

Quickly, Al ker turned off the floor |lanp and stumbl ed across a batch of
books, to reach a closet. Its door was open, but the closet itself was
shal | ow.

The Shadow noted that the door didn't thunp when Al ker closed it.

Against the light fromthe outer hall, another man appeared. Hi s
| ong-j awed face was darkish, the hair above it glossy. Even in the poor |ight,
The Shadow recogni zed Philip Renz, the actual owner of this apartnent. Renz
was
dangl i ng sonme keys; he pocketed them when he saw t he broken door

Slidi ng one hand through the doorway, Renz pressed the switch, then
stared
about suspiciously. The chaos did not bother him he was nore interested in
t he
interior of a bedroomthat he could see through a side door that opened from
the living room

The Shadow saw t he bedroom too, fromthe passage, and observed that its
furniture was undi sturbed.

VWi stling softly, Renz took quick paces across the living room deftly
avoi di ng books and other articles that strewed his path. The Shadow heard the
clicking of a key, the opening of a bureau drawer. Then Renz was back into the
living room his right hand dipped into his coat pocket.

He gl anced toward the closet door and his gaze stopped at the floor |anp,
whi ch stood quite near it. Renz turned on the floor I|anp.

St eppi ng back, the sallow nman surveyed the scene. Like Al ker, he decided
that there was too nuch light. He strode over and turned out the ceiling
| anps.

Approaching the cl oset, he paused halfway there and deliberately drew a
revol ver

fromhis pocket. He ained the gun at the cl oset door, which was perfectly
focused in the | anplight.

Renz spoke. Hi s tone was snooth, but |oud.

"Come out, whoever you are!" he ordered. "Wthin five seconds, if you
prefer to come out alive! If you wait any |onger, you'll cone out - dead!"

CHAPTER X
DI VI DED HONCRS

FI VE seconds.

Much hinged on the tine period that Renz was allotting A ker. Mich that
was inportant to The Shadow.

The whol e canpai gn agai nst the Mask lay at stake. Bullets, whether right
or wong, could seal the nystery of a master crimnal's past, to a point where
even The Shadow could not unravel it.

If Renz, on his own prem ses, should slay Al ker, the intruder, the latter
woul d be branded as the Mask, whether he was the masqueradi ng crook or not.

Per haps Al ker, too, was arned, capable of turning the tables on Renz.
Still, that didn't prove Al ker to be the Mask. Alker would take the rap if he
killed Renz; but should Renz be the Mask, with the profits of crime buried
somewhere, Al ker would be unjustly sentenced to the electric chair.

Those thoughts were instantaneous flashes in The Shadow s nind. They
spurred himto intervention. Wthin two seconds after Renz had delivered his



ul ti matum t hrough the cl oset door, The Shadow was in the living room Qut from
t he passage, he was silently creeping upon Renz, who was too concentrated on
the closet to be aware of the stealthy approach.

"Three -"

Renz was counting the seconds al oud. One nore, and Al ker would have to
cone out before the fatal count of five. One second nore and The Shadow woul d
be lunging in Renz's direction. His intervention would be perfectly timed.

At least, it would have been, but for the sound that shrieked through the
apartment w ndows, drowning Renz's count of "Four." It was the siren of
Conm ssi oner Weston's official car

O course, Weston would let the chauffeur use it! Sometimes The Shadow
wonder ed why Weston hadn't been appointed head of the fire departnent, instead
of the police. Weston insisted upon using that siren, even when it might scare
of f a horde of hunted crooks.

In this case, it produced the usual annoying results. It started things
an
i nstant too soon for The Shadow.

Renz gave a half turn as he heard the siren. The piercing sound reachi ng
Al ker in the closet, the trapped man acted frantically. He flung the door w de
and lurched out, a sure target for Renz, who swung his gun toward Al ker before
The Shadow could stop him The thing that saved the situation was the wi de
swi ng of the closet door.

Bashing with full force, the door struck the floor [anp and crashed it.
Diverting his own |lunge, The Shadow hooked Al ker's ankle and sent himinto a
dive just as Renz blasted with the gun.

Bul | ets whi zzed above Al ker's head, the first shot nissing himby nere
i nches. Then, grabbing through enptiness, Al ker found Renz.

Al ker's tackle carried Renz to the floor. They were withing, with Renz's
gun furnishing spurts like a firecracker. Before Renz could clanp the gun
nmuzzl e agai nst Al ker's body, The Shadow flung hi nsel f upon the pair.

Grabbing for Renz's gun, he found it and wenched it fromthe fellow s
grasp. It took a blow fromthe gun itself to convince Renz that he didn't want
it any longer. By then, Alker had put his hands on The Shadow and was trying
to
choke him

Flinging the gun across the floor, The Shadow caught the cl utchi ng hands
and yanked them away, keeping his grip the while. He | ashed Al ker back and
forth across the floor, finally giving himan over-the-shoul der throw that
shoul d have settled him But Al ker proved tough and | ucky.

As he finished his somersault, he sawthe glitter of Renz's gun by the
glow fromthe hallway light. He scooped up the revol ver, swung about and ai ned
blindly in The Shadow s direction.

AT that noment The Shadow was coming to his feet, his hands gripping a
chair that he had encountered.

The chair was about the only thing that hadn't been disturbed in this
badly messed room so The Shadow added it to the collection of weckage. He
simply flung it in Alker's direction, instead of dodging away fromthe man's
chance ai m

Maybe it was the crash of the chair against his arm and shoul der that
i npel led Alker to pull the gun trigger when he did. Watever the case, the
chair perfornmed its required service.

It jolted Alker's aimupward. H's shot found the ceiling. Goggily, he
reel ed toward the hallway door

Scoopi ng up the radi o cabi net, The Shadow was about to fling it, when he
saw that the fight was over. A stocky nman was |lunging fromthe hallway to grab
Al ker. Dropping the radi o cabi net, The Shadow wheel ed back through the
passage.

The cl oaked i nvader was gone when another arrival pressed the light



switch. Ceiling | anmps showed Comm ssioner Weston standing at the door, wth

Warrendal e staring over his shoulder. In the room Alker was linply yielding
the revol ver to Joe Cardona; while farther away, Renz was rising from hands

and

knees, rubbing his head.

Si ght of the wrecked room pl eased Cardona. Since this was Renz's
apartment, the shanble could be blamed on Al ker. Moreover, Al ker had a gun - a
bad poi nt against him One that Cardona woul d have advanced, if Wston hadn't
shouted it first.

"So you cane here to murder Renz!" storned Weston. "W've learned all we
needed, Al ker!"

"But... but" - Alker's hesitating protest sounded real - "the gun isn't
m ne! "

Ri ght then, Cardona remenbered a recent grudge. One that he was anxi ous
to
settle. Since Weston had taken it upon hinself to accuse Al ker, Cardona
deci ded
to try another tack. Not that his grudge was toward Weston. The score that
Cardona wanted to settle was with Renz.

"Your gun, Renz?" gruffed Cardona. "The one you said your permnit
covered?"

Renz hesitated, then nodded.

"Good enough," declared Cardona. "It just goes to prove that if you grab
a
guy in the dark, you can often get his gun. You took mine |ast night, Renz,
and
acted smart about it. This time, Al ker turned the trick on you."

Renz' s adni ssion expl oded Weston's theory that A ker was a nan of
murderous intent. It |ooked very much as though that talent bel onged to Renz.
Looking fromone to the other, Weston demanded abruptly:

"Whi ch one of you is the Mask?"

Both nen gave himstares. Angry at their silence, the conm ssioner burst
| oose.

"One of you went to the Crescent Trust Co.," he declared. "Wichever it
was, he wore that face that |ooks |like Warrendale's. He opened the
saf e- deposi t
box and took everything that was init."

Renz articulated a wild cry, far different fromhis usually oily tone.

"The saf e-deposit-box key! That's why someone tore this roomapart! The
key -"

Springing across the room Renz halted short when he saw the hum dor and
its dunmped tobacco. Dropping to hands and knees, he pawed in the flaky snoking
m xture, then gave a hopel ess | ook toward Warrendal e.

"This is where | kept the key," said Renz. "In ny tobacco. Renenber,
Warrendal e? The one place where no one would ever ook for it. But someone
ransacked the, room and finally found it. Maybe he just happened to upset the
hum dor. Someone!" Renz's tone becane a sneer, as he came to his feet and
gl ared. "Why should |I say soneone, when | nean you, Alker!"

NORMALLY, Renz was a nman of poise, while Al ker was inclined to be
nervous.
At present, their parts were reversed. Perhaps Renz was irked because he | ost
his gun to Alker in the hectic struggle in which The Shadow had parti ci pat ed.
In turn, Alker's obtaining possession of the gun could have been the
reason for his confidence. However, contrary to form Al ker was cool, while
Renz was excited.

"Why accuse ne, Renz?" inquired Al ker steadily. "You were the man who had
Warrendal e's key. Not |."

Renz nout hed words that nobody understood. Weston interrupted them



"Warrendal e kept the matter of the key a secret,"” said the conm ssioner
"Did you do the sanme, Renz?"

"Of course!" snapped Renz. "I'd have been the last person in the world to
| et anyone know that | had it!"

"Thanks for the kind words, Renz," spoke Alker with a smle. "They prove
my case. Since neither you nor Warrendal e told anyone that the key was here,
how could I have known it?"

Agai n, Renz went incoherent. He tried to correct hinself, claining that
he
m ght have mentioned the key, inadvertently, or that someone could have spied
upon him Finding that such words didn't carry weight, Renz took a deep breath
and cal ned down.

"It baffles ne," he admitted. "I suppose you think | tore this apartment
all apart just to make it ook as if soneone else had. Well, | didn't. It's
your job, comm ssioner, to find out who did."

Renz finished by I ooking at Al ker

"l suppose you're accusing me," returned Alker. "It doesn't make sense,
Renz. If 1'd found the key, why should | have come back here afterward?"

"To fix the place so no one woul d suspect -"

"You mean clean up this mess?" Al ker shook his head as he gazed about the
room "It couldn't be done without |eaving traces. If |1'd taken the key, |
coul d have straightened things at the tinme, rather than later

"No, I'mnot the Mask. I'Il tell you frankly why | cane here. | suspected
you, Renz. 1've been | ooking for you all evening, and when | couldn't find you
anywhere el se, | cane here."

A smle was curling Renz's |lips. He reached into his pocket, produced a
cigarette case and placed a cigarette between his lips. His oily poise had
returned to perfection. The widening of Renz's snile kept everyone intent.
They
expected an interesting statenment, and Renz supplied it.

"Very funny, Alker," said Renz smoothly. "So funny, that | al nost believe
you. Because all evening |I've been | ooking for you, on the assunption that you
m ght be the Mask."

"What!" exclaimed Alker. "Do you nmean that while |'ve been peeking into
ni ght clubs -"

"I"ve been watching your office," inserted Renz. "I nmean |'ve been doing
that, regardless of your actions."

"I've stated my actions,"” retorted Alker. "My statenment doesn't prove
yours, too."

Renz gave a bow

"Have it your own way, Alker."

The honors were divided. Al ker and Renz each had a story, but with no one
to back the alibi. As before, the odds were even. Either could be the Mask,
but
proving it was another matter. The man to blane for that was Conmm ssi oner
Weston, and he knew it. Weston took the best way out.

"Sorry," he said. "l spoke too hastily. You're free, Al ker, and so are
you, Renz. | told each of you that | did not suspect the other of being the
Mask. You both preferred to doubt me, so you watched each other. Whatever your
di fferences, you can settle them between yoursel ves."

Abruptly, Weston turned on his heel and strode fromthe room notioning
for Cardona and Warrendale to follow. They went out, |eaving A ker and Renz
exchangi ng stares, which ended when the two nmen shrugged. Neither heard the
steal thy departure from beyond the passage door

It wasn't until The Shadow reached the fire escape that he indulged in a
whi spered | augh. The tone was grim yet it carried a note of satisfaction
Though honors were divided between Roy Al ker and Philip Renz, The Shadow was
confident that the case would soon break

Time was the factor The Shadow consi dered npst inmportant. Gven a
reasonabl e amount of it, he would surely uncover the Msk



CHAPTER Xl
THE M SSI NG EVI DENCE

THE news was out. For a few days, it had created an i mrense sensation
t he
true story of the Mask. The nane of that extraordinary crimnal represented
nor e
than a vague person with a blank face. It stood for a man who wore a fal se
vi sage, perfectly designed to pass as the countenance of Hubert Warrendal e.

Every newspaper carried Warrendal e's picture. The financier had posed for
it at Weston's request. Stiffly staring at the canmera, Warrendal e had shown
what the Mask | ooked |ike. Everywhere, people were scanning faces, |ooking for
an imtation one that had a high forehead and a square chin.

It didn't particularly inconveni ence Warrendal e, because he sel dom
appeared in public. The financier sinply decided to remain constantly at hone;
except for brief excursions into the city to chat with Comni ssioner Wston. To
make such visits agreeable to Warrendal e, Weston arranged to hold al
conferences in the evening, at the Cobalt d ub

To Cranston, as well as Warrendal e, Weston expressed the conviction that
the mssing mllion would be found. The Mask had nade a goat of Weston, at the
conmi ssi oner's own ganme, but Weston had pronptly parried by staying with it.

H s apologies to Al ker and Renz were really masterful strategy, the best that
Weston had ever enpl oyed.

Tal king to Cranston one evening, while they waited for Warrendale to
reach
the club, Weston put it quite concisely, though it was the tenth tine that The
Shadow had heard the conm ssioner give the sane statenent.

"It came like an inspiration, Cranston," Wston declared. "I realized,
when | | ooked at Al ker and Renz, that one or the other still nust be the Mask.
My real worry was that the Mask had decided to flee the country; but, quite
obvi ously, he hadn't. He was right there, with us."

At this point, it was proper for Cranston to supply the nod. If he did,
Weston finished the tale nore quickly.

"So | went right back to the original game," added Weston. "I gave the
Mask the rope he needed. He still has it, whether he is Al ker or Renz. |'m not
wat ching either of them |I'mwaiting for the right man - | should say the
wWr ong
man - to make the step that will betray himutterly.

"Meanwhi |l e, Warrendal e does not have to worry about his mssing fortune.
He will reclaimit, in full, when we find the Mask. It's one choice out of
t wo.
It can't fail, Cranston! So far" - Weston finished with a chuckle - "the
newspapers haven't caught on to the situation. Wen they do, they will, for

once, appreciate ny real ability."

The Shadow gl anced at his watch. Warrendal e had started into town a half
hour ago. He would arrive within fifteen mnutes. Time for a tel ephone call
so, in Cranston's style, The Shadow excused hi nsel f.

H s call was to Burbank, who was The Shadow s contact nan.

Bur bank reported as usual. Al ker and Renz were no longer at their game of
hi de- and- seek. One night of it had been enough. Harry Vincent was maki ng
progress. He and Roy Al ker were having anot her conference this evening, that
mght result in Alker accepting Harry as a junior partner in a new pronotion
conpany which was to buy up Malvin's interests.

As for Margo Lane, she was no | onger working hit or mss. |Instead of
crossing Renz's path at every other night club, she had beconme a nmenber of his
crowmd. This evening, Renz was throwing a party at a club called Chez Unique,
and Margo was to be one of the guests.



RETURNING to the grillroomto rejoin Wston, Cranston was just about to
hear the same old story, when Warrendale arrived. A few mnutes later, Joe
Cardona j oi ned the group

The di scussion hedged for a while, and finally | anded on the subject of
Warrendal e' s m ssing wealth.

"I'"msure the funds are safe," asserted Warrendale. "O course, the bonds
aren't registered, because ny list was in the safe-deposit box with them and

it was taken, too. Nevertheless, | feel secure. So does Renz, for that matter
except -"

"Except that he feels too secure,” inserted Wston, as Warrendal e
hesitated. "So secure, that Renz m ght be the Mask."

"He m ght be." Warrendal e spoke slowy. "However, |'m equally suspicious

of Al ker. You know, he banked at the Crescent Trust. Renz used to neet ne
there, to give me the safe-deposit-box key. Al ker m ght have been on hand at
the wong time."

"Time will tell,"” declared Weston "I nean the right time, Warrendale."

War rendal e nodded. Then

"The sooner the better," he said. "Maybe we could nake it sooner
conm ssioner, if we found out nore about the Mask."

"What nore can we find out?"

Weston | ooked to The Shadow, who had an idea, but shrugged it away in
Cranston's manner. The Shadow was already following a plan, and didn't care to
add suggestions, just yet.

But Cardona kept pondering on the subject, and suddenly something struck
him From Joe's exclamation, The Shadow knew that it nust be the point that
had
| ong been in his own mind.

"The mask, conmi ssioner!”

"The Mask. Well, what about hin®"

"l don't nean the Mask, hinself,"

expl ai ned Cardona. "I mean the nask
t hat

he wore: the fake face that |ooks |like Warrendale's. Were did he get it?
How?"

"An excellent point, inspector,” comrended Weston. He turned to
Warrendal e. "What do you think? Could the replica of your face have been made
from a phot ograph?"

"l doubt it, conm ssioner."

Warrendal e was neditative. H s eyes closed. He set an el bow on the table
and propped his large forehead in his upraised hand. At |ast, he raised his
face.

"l have it!" he exclainmed. "The bust!"

Cardona stared. Weston saw his puzzled | ook

"Warrendal e neans a statue," explained Weston. "You know, inspector, the
kind that are life-size, just head and shoul ders. Proceed, \Warrendale."

"When | endowed a new roomfor the library at Marl borough Coll ege, "
expl ai ned Warrendal e, "they wanted a bust of myself, to be placed there. The
work was given to a scul ptor naned Leo Drock."

"And he conpl eted the bust -"

"Not yet. But he made a mask of my face, to work from One of those
pl aster things. | should have renenbered it before, but | amvery forgetful.
depended so nuch on poor Lathan. He made it a practice to remnd nme of such
t hi ngs."

"However, Drock, the scul ptor, could have supplied the life-size replica
of your face to the Mask?"

"Yes. Absolutely!"

Weston reached for a tel ephone book, to | ook up Leo Drock. Warrendal e
shook hi s head.

"You won't find Drock listed,"” he said. "In fact, it will be difficult to



|l ocate him"

IIW]y?II
"Because Drock went away for his health, which is why he didn't conplete
the assignment. | had a fewletters fromhimand | understood that he would be

back in town, at a new studio. But he never sent me his new address."

"Do you know any of Drock's friends?"

Warrendal e nodded. He began to nane them Sone were artists; the rest
bart enders.

"Drock is very erratic," explained Warrendal e. "He was al ways bot heri ng
ne
about trifling debts. When he didn't work, he drank. \Wichever he did, he
borrowed noney. He used to call up, asking nme to send five dollars here, five
dollars there. In fact, he owed me the full ampount of the scul pture job when
he
[eft town."

PROVPTLY, Weston decided to follow the | eads that Warrendal e had gi ven.
Rermenberi ng an appoi nt nent, Cranston deci ded that he would be unable to go
al ong.

Leaving the group, he went fromthe Cobalt C ub and rode, by |inousine,
to
a very squalid district. There, dismissing Stanley, The Shadow alighted as The
Shadow.

A few nminutes later, a black-cloaked figure materialized itself in the
little roomwhere Nick Henble lived. Startled by a whispered | augh, the
peak-faced cabby turned to see The Shadow. Shakily, N ck stated:

"I haven't heard fromany of them Not even from Ernie or Tagger, |et
al one the Mask."

"I have cone to ask regarding soneone el se," spoke The Shadow. "A
scul pt or
nanmed Leo Drock."

Ni ck shook his head. He didn't know what a scul ptor was, and he had never
heard of Leo Drock.

"Drock just returned froma long trip -"

"I"ve got it!" exclainmed Nick. "That's why Ernie had ne stick around the
pi ers where the cruise ships came in. | picked up sonme good fares there. But |
figured there nust be one guy, at least, that Ernie wanted to keep tabs on. He
used to call up and ask where |I'd taken passengers.”

"And you remenber -"

"Al'l of them" assured Nick. "They all went to hotels, some of them
dunps.

My cab's out in the lot. I'll nake the rounds whenever you want."

"I nredi ately," stated The Shadow. "I shall acconpany you."

Back at the Cobalt C ub, other men were prepared to make the rounds, but
there were no hotels on their list. In fact, Conm ssioner Weston was rather
doubtful of results, as he studied names of artists and bartenders. There were
a large nunber, yet Warrendal e couldn't guarantee that the list was conplete.

"Suppose | call on the artists,"” decided Wston. Then, to Cardona: "You
can try the taproons, inspector.”

Cardona didn't know whet her he shoul d accept the assignment as a
conpliment. However, he passed it off.

"I know how to talk to barkeeps,"” he said. "I'Il handle them quick just
by
flashing ny badge. But this may take us a couple of hours, comm ssioner. Even
then, we may not find the person who can tell us where Drock is."

"I have ot her names, out at ny house," stated Warrendal e. "Lathan
i nsi sted
upon receipts for all of Drock's trifling debts. They are all filed under
Drock's nanme. If you wish, |I can go and get them"



"A good idea," agreed Weston. "Add all the nanes you find to both lists.
Then call me up, at Montnorency's Studio, and give Inspector Cardona a call at
Jake's Place. W shall be at those particular |ocations in about one hour."

The conmi ssioner stepped into his official car, while Warrendal e sutmoned
a taxicab, since it was his chauffeur's night off. Cardona stal ked off in the
direction of the subway.

The quest for Leo Drock was under way, as an inportant step to the
di scovery of the Mask. The comnbined efforts of three men prom sed to produce
results.

It happened that The Shadow was enbarking upon a simlar quest, but in a
different manner. Who woul d finish first, The Shadow or the others, was stil
a
guestion, and a highly inportant one.

VWat ever the result, it prom sed another neeting between The Shadow and
t he Mask!

CHAPTER Xl
CLUTCH OF THE MASK

RENZ' S party was really under way at the Chez Uni que. Champagne was
flowing in the customary fashion. Either Philip Renz was really confident that
he woul d regain his lost wealth, or he was seeking to drown his worry with
bubbly fluid. Margo Lane was not sure which was the case. She found herself
wavering from one opinion to the other

O one thing, Margo was certain.

She was keeping track of Philip Renz. He hadn't been out of her sight
during the evening. If he left the Chez Unique, Margo intended to find out
why.

For the present, she was keeping excellent tabs on Renz. He hadn't nade a
singl e
suspi cious nove. It |ooked |ike another blank evening for Margo.

The break was the tel ephone call

It was for Renz, that call, because a polite waiter approached hi mand
gestured toward a phone booth. Everyone was polite at the Chez Uni que, and
Margo had to be the sane. Hence, she couldn't poke her head into the phone
booth while Renz was tal king, and ask what it was all about. Instead, Margo
wat ched for what happened next.

Coming fromthe booth, Renz sidled away fromthe party and clained his
hat
and coat fromthe check room Margo didn't have to claimher coat. She had
left
it on a chair behind a door, where she could get it in a hurry, because she
would need it if she left the Chez Unique.

Renz's party called for an evening gown, and Margo was wearing one of the
nost advanced type. Having nothing on her shoul ders but a couple of straps the
size of shoestrings, she needed a wap in order to go outside.

Bundl ed in the wap, Margo watched Renz | eave the night club. She hurried
al ong; then paused when she saw a cab pull up for Renz. Margo snmiled. The nan
at the wheel was Mbe Shrevnitz. He knew Renz by sight.

Very neat, Me taking Renz as a passenger. He'd been designated to take
Mar go wherever she wanted to go, but he also knew that her destination would
be
the sane as Renz's. So, rather than let Renz take a different cab, which would
mean trailing him Me had sinplified the matter

O course, Margo would follow, but Me's process made it all the easier.
She coul d take another cab and tell the driver to keep Mie's in sight. O
course, Me would dawdl e, to nmake sure that Margo didn't |lose the trail

"Good work, Shrevvy!" Margo spoke her thoughts half aloud as she referred



to Mbe. "Take your time getting Renz wherever he is going. |I'll be right
al ong. "

"What's that, M ss Lane?"

The query canme fromthe unifornmed doorman outside the Chez Unique. He'd
heard Margo's mutters, but hadn't understood them

"I was saying I'd like a cab," declared Margo. "I was di sappoi nted when
saw one start away."

"Il get you another, Mss Lane."

The doorman waved, a cab jolted froma hack stand across the street and
cane slowy over. Margo was watching Mde's cab turn the next corner, when a
hand brushed one of her arns.

"CGot a dinme, |ady?"

The questioner was a panhandl er, who | ooked reasonably respectable. H's
cl othes were old, but not shabby. His voice had persuasion. Margo didn't |ike
his eyes. They were ratty, a betrayal of a doubtful character that his dead
pan
ot herwi se conceal ed.

Tur ni ng, the doorman saw t he panhandl er

"Cet going, you!" he snapped. Then, to Margo: "Don't give himany nobney.
He's made about ten bucks already. Here's your cab, Mss Lane."

MARGO didn't want to waste tine in disputes. She knew the doorman, and
trusted him whereas, the panhandl er was a stranger and an undesirabl e one. So
Mar go conpromi sed by tipping the doorman with a half dollar.

The panhandl er, follow ng, thrust his face into the picture. He addressed
t he door man.

"Didn't like me muscling into your racket, huh?" queried the panhandl er
"What did you do to deserve a half a buck? You don't have to buy no cups of
coffee. The dunp you work for gives 'emto you free."

"On your way," growl ed the doorman; "or 1'll start you going."
"You and who el se?"
“I'1l show you. 1've had enough of this!"

Cl osing the door of the cab with one hand, the doorman shoved the
panhandl er with the other. As the ratty fellow tripped to the sidewal k, the
doorman turned to go into the Chez Unique to sunmon a few strong-armnmed
wai ters.

@ ad she was in the cab, Margo spoke to the driver

"Hurry! A friend of mne just left in another cab. | nust overtake him-"

"No rush, lady!" The gruff voice spoke from Margo's el bow. "Your friend
didn't ask you to follow him"

Margo turned. A blunt-faced man was beside her. He'd been in the cab when
it cane fromacross the street. He had a revolver, but wasn't gesturing it
toward Margo. Instead, the gun was poked through the crack of the front
wi ndow,
covering the cab driver. That was why the cabby was tolerating the blunt man's
pr esence.

The man with the gun happened to be Ernie Bedl o, one of two star henchnen
wor ki ng for the Mask. Margo didn't know who Ernie was, but she could guess who
had sent him She grabbed for the door and shoved it open

Ernie tried to clutch her with his free hand, and caught the evening
wr ap.

Margo twisted fromit and sprang for the sidewal k, only to be shoved back into
t he cab.

The man who stopped Margo's flight was the panhandler. He had a revol ver,
too, and he janmmed it against Margo's ribs. As she sank back into the cab, the
ratty man sprang in and slamred the door. He was the other of the Msk's
reliabl es: Tagger Scherf.

At Ernie's growl ed order, the scared cabby started. Twi sted toward the
rear wi ndow, Margo saw t he doorman cone fromthe Chez Unique, acconpanied by



two bouncers. She grabbed at Tagger's gun, thrusting it aside, and started to
scream Her voice was not heard. Ernie and Tagger quickly suppressed Margo

They sinmply used the wap to snother the girl's outcry. Margo squirmnmed
frantically, but finally subsided under pressure. Ernie and Tagger eased the
wrap, so that she could get sone air, but they kept her head partly buried in
the folds. Hence, Margo could not even tell where the cab was goi ng.

At times, when it stopped, she was sure they must be at a corner where a
traffic cop ought to be on duty; but she couldn't be certain of the latter
point. Any new effort would merely bring a tightening of the wap, so Margo
decided not to attenpt escape that would probably prove futile.

So far, Ernie and Tagger had shown no inclination toward rough stuff,
beyond insisting that Margo come along quietly. Evidently, their real job was
to see that Margo didn't trail Renz. Since Mbe was handling the Renz situation
anyway, Margo decided that her plight was all she had to worry about.

After a dozen tw sty blocks, the cab went into a parking lot. This cab
wasn't Nick Henble's; Ernie and Tagger were sinply using one that they had
pi cked at random near the Chez Unique. Nor was the parking |Iot anything Iike
the tiny one where N ck kept his cab

THIS lot was a large one, in a fairly respectabl e nei ghborhood. It was so
large, that it was difficult for the |one attendant to keep track of cars as
fast as they cane in.

The cab rolled to a corner, where Ernie pointed. There, Ernie and Tagger
dragged Margo fromthe rear seat and started to shove her into an ol d sedan

Erni e spoke to the scared cabby; while Tagger was controlling Margo with
gun pressure.

"CGet going, guy," Ernie ordered. "Up to the Bronx, and don't stop until
you get there!l |'ve got a couple of pals ready to trail you, to see you don't
squawk. "

Bot h Ernie and Tagger guffawed when the cab sped wildly fromthe parking
lot, with the attendant chasing after it yelling that the cabby owed hima
quarter. Then, instead of getting into the sedan, they dragged Margo fromit
and shoved her toward a deep corner of the lot.

Stunbling, Margo started to protest verbally, and, in reward, received a
mout hful of fur fromthe wap that still covered her head. It was Tagger who
used that process to nake sure that Margo didn't try another outcry.

Through a short passage between two buil dings, Margo's captors stopped at
a basement door and unl ocked it. Inside, they shoved Margo into a chair and
turned on a light. Margo | ooked around and saw what appeared to be a janitor's
of fice.

From there, the crooks took her through another room which was furnished
as living quarters. Next, they reached a cut-off section of the basenent,
wher e
Margo saw a row of conpartments used for storing furniture.

Each of those | ockers was a cage, nuch like a prison cell. Ernie and
Tagger shoved Margo into one of the enpty | ockers and sl amed the door. Wile
Tagger was sl apping a padl ock on the outside of the barred door, Ernie began
to
snooth Margo's fur wap.

“I"ll check this for you, sister," said Ernie, sarcastically, "unless I
meet up with a blonde who'd | ook better in it. Don't worry about catching
col d.

W' ve put you close to the furnace. Maybe we'll put you closer, if you start
to
yell. So close, you wouldn't like it!"

Wth that warning, Ernie beckoned to Tagger. The two went out, closing
t he
door of the storage room |eaving Margo to wonder if they were staying near
or



really going away.

Actually, the pair left the basenent and returned to the parking lot.
They
took the sedan and drove away fromthe lot, paying their quarter to the
attendant.

MEANVHI LE, Mobe Shrevnitz had reached the destination ordered by Philip
Renz. 1t happened to be a subway entrance, on the downtown side.

Paid off, Mbe watched Renz go down into the subway; then | ooked around,
confidently expecting Margo Lane to arrive in another cab. It would be easy
enough to point Margo along Renz's trail.

VWen Margo didn't appear, Me was really puzzled. He couldn't follow Renz
hi nsel f, nor could Mde understand why Margo had lost a trail which he had
rendered very easy, by tangling the cab in traffic and stalling wherever
possi bl e. There was a chance, of course, that sonething had happened to Margo,
and it worried Me.

Going to a cigar store, Mde called Burbank and reported Margo's
di sappearance. Burbank gave the instructi on Mbe expected. He told the cabby to
go back to the Chez Uni que and see what he could | earn.

Back in the cab, Mwe decided that he m ght as well have gone to the night
club first, and then call ed Burbank. The del ay was sonething of a m stake.

For Mbe renenbered that Alker's office was on the way back to the Chez
Uni que. This evening, Harry Vincent was in conference with Roy Al ker. Me
i ntended to take a | ook, when he went by the office building, and the sooner
he
| ooked, the better. Maybe Al ker was goi ng sonmewhere, |ike Renz.

How costly the delay could prove, Mbe was to learn, to his great regret.
Anot her devel opnent, as startling as Margo's capture, was al ready under way.
Moe's tardi ness was an elenent that would aid it.

True, The Shadow was on the trail of the Mask; but, neanwhile, the Mask
was meki ng noves that m ght bal k The Shadow s best!

CHAPTER XI I |
THE LCST TRAI L

HARRY VI NCENT was | earning a great deal from Roy Al ker. Things that The
Shadow had al ready anal yzed and passed along to Harry, but which were beconing
nore established, the way Al ker put them Deenming Harry to be the sort of
partner he needed, Al ker was giving himinside facts on the Mask situation.

Maybe it was a cover-up; nevertheless, it included facts in plenty. Al ker
tal ked with a surprising frankness.

First, he described his own dealings with Cedric Malvin. He could
conpliment Malvin on one thing: the man had been a shrewd promoter. So shrewd,
that he had found it difficult to get backers for his schemes, until Al ker
cane
al ong.

As silent partner, Alker had supplied the required cash, only to find
t hat
he owed Malvin nore than he could raise, due to trick clauses in the
agreenent s
that they signed.

Al ker produced the contracts in question. They supported his story. Most
of Al ker's cash canme under the head of options, demandi ng further paynents
should Malvin call for them Malvin had called for them |eaving Al ker out on
a
[inb.

“I"1l tell you the real reason, Vincent," stated Al ker candidly. "The man



whose met hods Mal vin envied nost was Hubert Warrendale. Malvin was small tine,
conpared to Warrendal e, and he knew it. He'd seen what Warrendal e had done in
fi nance.

"Warrendal e didn't merely double noney overnight. He tripled it and
quadrupled it. He'd needed cash, too, Warrendal e had, and Renz supplied it.
I'd
say that Renz placed nore than a hundred thousand dollars with Warrendal e, for
i nvestment. Look at what Warrendale did with it! He put it along with assets
of
his own, and built the fund up to a mllion dollars.

"Half for hinself and half for Renz. That was Warrendal e's way, because
he
was reliable. | knew that Malvin was initating Warrendal e. That's why | made
t he
m st ake of thinking that Malvin was honest, too."

Harry nodded in a convinced fashion, which wasn't at all difficult.

Warm ng to his theme, Al ker continued.
"Then Malvin | earned that Renz was ready to retire," said Al ker. "Renz

had
counted on staying with Warrendal e until each had a mllion, but he suddenly
decided that he'd 'nmade his pile,' as Renz put it. | guess he figured he was

foolish, keeping his noney all tied up while he was neeting so many beauti ful
bl ondes who were anxious to help himspend it.

"It was Malvin's chance. He went after Warrendale, and Renz, too. Half a
dozen ot her people hopped into the race, but Malvin had the head start.
Warrendal e couldn't very well refuse him with Renz nore and nore insistent
about quitting. It all |ooked fair enough to Warrendal e and Renz. Ml vin
didn't
tell themthat he was going to freeze me out."

Al ker paused abruptly. He realized, perhaps, that the vehenmence of his
statements m ght have the wong effect. His aninpbsity toward Malvin coul d have
caused Al ker to masquerade as the Mask, posing as Warrendale, to settle scores
with Malvin. However, those sane statenents al so tossed suspicion at Renz.

The fact that Renz had originally intended to accumulate a mllion
dollars, and had |l ater decided to drop out with less, was, in itself,
significant. Renz could have played the Mask, nurdering Malvin first, to cloud
the issue that cane later: the robbery at the Crescent Trust Co.

Assum ng that Renz operated as the Mask, one fact woul d be certain: Renz,

at this monment, would be the owner of a million dollars, his original desire.
For the Mask had stol en the conbi ned assets of Warrendal e and Renz, which
according to Warrendal e's detailed lists, totaled nore than a million dollars

in cash and securities, all of which had been stored in the bank vault.

Clever of Alker, to put it the way he did. He might be covering the fact
that he - not Renz - was the owner of a million. Maybe Al ker was the Mask. The
thing baffled Harry. He kept nmentally juggling those two names: Al ker and
Renz.

Whi ch was the Mask?

O two things, Harry felt certain. One, that Malvin was dead; the other
that Warrendale was a loser. But those didn't settle the question of Al ker or
Renz - which could be translated to a single term the Mask?

"MY present situation is this," stated Alker blandly. "I amin a position
to exercise the options needed to acquire Malvin's business. Since Mlvin
isn't

here to demand i nmedi ate paynment, | still have tine."
Harry nodded.
"l suppose,"” he said, "that you' d like ne to convert ny assets into cash

and turn it over to you."
"Not at all, Vincent," returned Alker, in the sane bland tone. "I want



you
to buy up Malvin's share - which you can do quite easily, since his | awers
are
anxious to settle the estate.”

"But you need noney."

"Of course. | can get it, if given tinme; a few nonths at nost. Ml vin
knew
it, and that was why he was trying to rush me. He wanted to grab everything,
SO
he'd have nore to show to Warrendal e."

"Suppose | should try a grab?"

"You won't, Vincent." Al ker's shrewd face wore a smile. "I wouldn't be
talking this way if | thought you would. |I've been sizing you up the last few
days. W've been together nobst of the time, you know. You'll give ne the break

| want, because you're honest. That's why |'m bei ng honest with you."

It was really quite a conpliment, unless Al ker turned out to be the Mask,
i nstead of Renz. But Harry wasn't thinking of conpliments, except from The
Shadow. Harry's real job was to keep tabs on Al ker, so he spoke to that
effect.

"Suppose we review the whol e proposition,” suggested Harry. "Right fromA

to Z. After that, | can nmake up nmy mind."
" Toni ght ?"
"No." Harry shook his head. "1'll have to wait until tonorrow. Those

securities | showed you are at the bank, and | want to study themt onorrow.
They're in a safe-deposit box." Harry |aughed rem niscently. "And | don't
trust
the key to other people.™

Al ker | aughed, too, but ended by shaking his head.

"Too bad, the way Warrendal e trusted Renz." He gave Harry a shrewd | ook
"Not that |I'm accusing Renz of being the Mask. Soneone coul d have stolen the
key. I"'mwilling to admit it, even though Renz accused nme of being the man.
However, since |I'mnot the Mask, it wouldn't be fair for ne to say that Renz
is."

In substance, Alker was voicing the accusation that he denied. Harry had

a

feeling that A ker wanted to create that very inpression. However, Al ker was
willing to review his proposition to Harry, and that was nore inportant for
t he

present. It was the tel ephone that spoiled Harry's plans.
The bell rang and Al ker answered.

"Hello... yes, this is Roy Al ker... Wo?" Alker listened a few nonments.
"Yes, yes. Tell me nore... | see. You say he's coming there... Certainly, I'm
interested... Right away? O course -"

There was an eagerness in Alker's tone, that Harry noted. Wth a sly | ook
at Harry, Alker saw that his visitor had caught it. Laying the tel ephone
asi de,

Al ker gave a forced chuckl e.

"Just what | told you, Vincent," he said. "I can get the cash to cover ny
options. My banker is arranging it. He wants nme to see anot her chap, right
away. Suppose you stay here and go over these papers" - he, was pushing a
st ack
toward Harry - "and wait until | return, in about an hour."

It was policy for Harry to oblige, but as soon as Al ker left the office
The Shadow s agent followed. Al ker was using the only night elevator in this
out nroded buil ding, so Harry hurried down the stairs.

Al ker was gone, through a front entrance, when Harry took the side one.

He
had a car parked just around the corner

Instead of imediately junping into his coupe, Harry risked a peek around
the corner and saw a taxicab hauling up in front of the building, to pick up



Al ker. Harry didn't give hinself away to Al ker, but he did to two men who were
seated in an old sedan across the street.

Those two were Ernie and Tagger. They saw Harry; noted that he was
checki ng on Al ker.

They came fromtheir car. Ernie approached the coupe on the street side,
whi | e Tagger played the panhandl er again. Meeting Harry at the coupe, he
started to ask for a match as a build-up to requesting a dime. Rather than be
del ayed, Harry fished in his pocket for sone change.

Tagger made a lunge. Wth one hand occupied, Harry couldn't ward himoff.
Tagger put a punch past Harry's guard and reeled himtoward the coupe. Its
door
cane open and Erni e hooked Harry fromwthin.

Rol I ed inside, Harry was suppressed in his own car under the conbi ned
efforts of the Mask's two fol l owers

ALREADY di zzy from punches, Harry subsi ded when he saw a gun butt poised
for a harder slug. Tagger reversed the revolver and kept its nuzzl e agai nst
Harry's side, while Ernie fished the keys from Harry's pocket and unl ocked the
coupe.

Erni e sped the car around the corner, with Tagger darting quick | ooks
back.

"Someone tailing us, Ernie," infornmed Tagger. "A hack. Maybe the guy saw
somet hi ng. "

Hazily, Harry hoped the cab was Mbe's. It was. Mbe had arrived in tinme to
spot the sudden spurt of Harry's car, but too late to help his fell ow agent.

The earlier delay was therefore unfortunate. Doubly so, for by this tine,
Al ker was gone. Me actually thought, at first, that Harry was trailing Al ker
but he changed that opinion when the coupe tried to shake himoff the trail

After a twisty course, Ernie gave Me the slip. He couldn't have done it
ordinarily. Chance was the real factor. It happened that Ernie was just far
enough ahead to wheel into the parking | ot where he and Tagger had taken Margo
earlier.

Anot her coupe was com ng out, and Mde, turning the corner, saw it sw ng
the next one. Mstaking it for Harry's car, he trailed it.

Shortly, Me realized his mstake, but didn't know why he had been
f ool ed.

Meanwhi | e, Ernie and Tagger had unl oaded Harry and taken himinto their
basenent

hi de- away, where they shoved himinto the storage | ocker next to Margo's.
After

padl ocking Harry's door, they left, waving to Margo as they passed.

Harry was too groggy to catch their words as they went out, but Margo
heard t hem

"Well, that's what the Mask wanted,"” Ernie said. "Nobody else is going to
have an alibi any time he hasn't got one."

"That's the way it is," agreed Tagger. "If we can't figure which guy is
t he Mask, how can the coppers?"

There was sonething el se, that Margo didn't hear. The pair discussed it
when they had left the storage room

"What about Ni ck?" queried Tagger. "He wasn't at his place when you
called, Ernie.”

"He wasn't," returned Ernie, "and | haven't forgotten it. N ck may know
too much. "

"About Drock, you nean?"

"Yeah. So we'll go down there and take a | ook for him™"

Leaving their hide-away, they took Harry's coupe and drove fromthe
m dt own parking | ot, paying another quarter. Ernie and Tagger had acconpli shed
much during the last half hour. They'd done the things the Mask had ordered,
and in a way that he woul d approve.



Their comi ng plan, however, was their own. It meant nore than nmerely
finding Nick Henmble. It was the sort of trip that mght carry Ernie and Tagger
across the path of The Shadow.

How rmuch the Mask woul d approve that happening, events thensel ves woul d
di scl ose!

CHAPTER XI V
DEATH RI DES AHEAD

FOUR hotels, covered in an average tine of ten mnutes each, had failed
to
produce results for The Shadow. At each of those hotels, he had left Nick
out si de and gone inside as Cranston

On each occasion, Nick noted that The Shadow wasn't wearing his cloak and
hat, but he didn't catch a glinpse of his passenger's face. Al ways, The Shadow
returned very suddenly, getting into the cab before Nick realized it.

The next hotel on the list was called the Baycroft, and N ck said he
coul d
reach it in another ten minutes. The |list was getting very short, so the
chances
for results were on the increase, provided that results were obtained at all.

Results were certainly due

VWi |l e The Shadow was still on his way to the Baycroft, Conmi ssioner
Vst on
was getting an expected tel ephone call. Wston was at Mntnorency's Studio,

waiting to hear from Warrendal e.

By Weston's cal cul ation, Warrendal e shoul d have reached his Long Island
hone within three quarters of an hour, and that tine had el apsed, with nearly
five mnutes in addition. So when the tel ephone bell rang, Wston junped for
it.

Warrendal e was on the wre.

"Any nore studios on the list?" began Weston. "I haven't found out
anything fromthe places where |I've been. Sone of the people didn't even
remenber Leo Drock, |et alone know where he is."

"I have sonething better!" exclainmed Warrendale. "1've | ocated Drock!"

"Located hin? How?"

"Fromthe last letter he sent me. It had an envel ope that bore the nane
of
the Hotel Baycroft."

"Here in New York." Weston knew of the place. "But he may have checked
out."

"He has checked out," returned Warrendale. "I've called the Baycroft. But
he told themthe address of his new studio. It's in the Village. 1'll give it
to you, conmi ssioner."

Weston took down the address. He instructed Warrendale to call Cardona at
Jake's Pl ace, the bar where Joe was waiting. That woul d enable Joe to reach
Drock's studio at the sane time as Weston. Renenbering how the siren had
caused
trouble at Renz's apartnment, the commi ssioner decided that he woul d neet
Car dona
a few bl ocks from Drock's.

"That will get us to the studio in half an hour," declared Weston "After
you' ve called Cardona, you can start into town and conme directly to the
st udi o.

W'l have a fifteen-mnute chat with Drock before you arrive."

WTH N a few m nutes, Cardona was receiving a call at Jake's Place. He



wel coned the news that Warrendal e gave him because Joe had been having a
tougher time than Weston. Most of the barkeepers that Joe had interviewed
renmenbered Drock as "just another dope," if they recalled himat all.

Hal f an hour.

Even with a few nminutes gone, Cardona estimated that it would take him
less to join up with Weston and reach Drock's. d ancing at the gaudy clock
above the bar, Cardona checked the time and decided that he and Wston would
be
in Drock's studio a few minutes before nine o' clock.

Maybe it would be a few flights up, as nost studios were, but that
woul dn't matter rmuch.

Leo Drock woul d prove inmportant; of that, Cardona was sure. The scul ptor
m ght have the answer to the Mask. Maybe the Mask knew it, and had threatened
Drock. Possibly he had actually bought the imtation face fromthe scul ptor,
whi ch woul d account for Drock's way of keeping out of sight. Those things
woul d
certainly show thensel ves, once Drock was questioned.

He'd tal k, Drock would. This time, Cardona woul dn't spare the heat. He
was
tired of the "guess-who" business, with the scales tipping back and forth
bet ween Al ker and Renz as the evenly matched suspects in a case of open nurder
and gi gantic robbery. Cardona rather fancied that the situation was irking
Weston, too.

There was anot her chance, of course. It might be that Leo Drock was the
Mask. Cardona doubted it, but the idea was sound. After all, Drock had nade
t he
mask, straight fromWrrendale's own face, and m ght have seen its
possibilities
as an aid to fortune, through crinme. Scul ptors, however, didn't bother
t hensel ves with finance on a | arge scale.

Still, the idea had nerit. Enough for Cardona to treat hinmself to a trip
by taxicab, instead of subway. Wston woul d probably grouse about the extra
expense when he saw Joe show up in a cab, considering that a subway trip would
actual ly have saved tine.

But the Drock theory would silence the conm ssioner; he wouldn't worry
about the cab fare, so Cardona bought one of Jake's ten-cent cigars as an
added
itemfor the expense sheet. A good snoke al ways hel ped bring out ideas during
a
cab trip.

One idea canme while Cardona was lighting the cigar. It concerned The
Shadow. He'd been in the case, definitely, at the time of Mlvin's nurder,
savi ng both Cardona and Weston from possi bl e death. The Shadow had figured at
the Crescent Trust, too, but he hadn't caught the Mask.

Since then, no sign of The Shadow. Maybe he was slipping right out of the
pi cture. Too bad, The Shadow | osing his stuff. This was one tinme when he
woul dn't even be around. Thanks to Warrendal e, the |aw had picked up a trail
all its own.

Maybe The Shadow hadn't even heard of a scul ptor naned Leo Drock. If he
had, it wouldn't do himany good, unless he went to the Baycroft Hotel and
found out Drock's new address.

But The Shadow hadn't been to the Baycroft. Cardona had asked \Warrendal e
if the hotel had received any previous inquiries regardi ng Drock, and
Warrendal e had answered in the negative. Cardona really felt sorry for The
Shadow. He wondered where The Shadow was, at present.

The answer was easy. The Shadow was at the Baycroft Hotel. He wasn't
feeling sorry for hinmself; in fact, he wasn't hinmself at the noment. He was
Lamont Cranston, but he wasn't telling his name to the clerk at the Baycroft.
The Shadow was nerely inquiring for Leo Drock.

Monentarily, the clerk was suspicious. Then Cranston's appearance settled



hi s doubts.

"You must be the gentlenman who just called by tel ephone," said the clerk.
"I thought we gave you M. Drock's address.™

"I didn't quite catch it."

"I"'msorry," returned the clerk. "l suppose it was a poor connection.
But "
- the clerk hesitated - "didn't you say you were calling from Long Island?"

"I't nmust have been a very poor connection," parried Cranston. "I haven't
been to Long Island this evening. |I'msure, though, that you'll recognize the
name of Warrendale."”

"Yes, M. Warrendale," the clerk said pronptly. "I caught your nane, all
right. One nmonent, please, and I'lIl wite out M. Drock's address for you.
He's

living in the new studio that | nentioned."

Thus, The Shadow received his first inkling of the fact that the others
searching for Drock had divided the task. He could picture approxi mately what
had occurred: Weston taking one beat, Cardona another, while Warrendal e had
agreed to go hone and | ook over the data that Lathan had filed under Drock's
nane.

The Shadow hadn't expected such rapid results on the law s part, nor that
the searchers woul d divide. The situation offered conplications of a sort that
m ght bring trouble. Were trouble threatened, The Shadow woul d be needed. He
lost notinme in returning to Nick's cab.

SINCE the Baycroft Hotel was situated in the Seventies, it was a |ong
ride
to Drock's vicinity. The Shadow told Nick to take the West Side el evated
hi ghway, skirting the Hudson River. The high-level route mght clip a few
m nutes fromthe race. So far, N ck had proven capable, but The Shadow
regretted that he didn't have Moe Shrevnitz at the wheel.

Thought s of Mbe made hi m consi der the other agents. A call to Burbank
woul d have been in order, to learn if Margo and Harry had reported concerning
Renz and Al ker.

As Nick's cab sped sout hward, The Shadow took it nore and nore for
grant ed
that he was riding to another neeting with the Mask. He even consi dered
Cardona's theory regarding Drock: the chance that the secretive scul ptor m ght
be the Mask. It was too inconclusive to warrant further conjecture, until The
Shadow actual | y net Drock.

The Shadow had hoped to find Drock ahead of the |law. He probably
woul dn' t,
consi deri ng what he had | earned at the Baycroft. He'd gained a few minutes, by
letting the clerk think he was Warrendal e and | eading the fellow into pronpt
i nformati on.

But those few m nutes weren't putting The Shadow ahead. They were nerely
hel ping himto catch up. Therefore, the Cranston part was usel ess. He woul d
have to visit Drock as The Shadow.

As the cab swerved fromthe el evated hi ghway, The Shadow reached for the
cl oak and hat that lay beside him H's guns were al ready packed in hol sters,
beneat h his evening jacket. Garbing himself in the black garments, The Shadow
whi spered a soft laugh. Nick heard it, and it spurred the cabby to sw fter
wor k
anong the streets of Greenw ch Vill age.

Ni ck had another block to go, when The Shadow halted him Like a ghost of
the night, the cl oaked avenger slid fromthe cab and took a short route

t hr ough
a connecting street, to the address that he wanted.
Four floors up, |ike a beckoning beacon, The Shadow coul d see the bl ue

gl ow of a skylight, which nust mark Drock's new studio. It was just above the



flat roof of an adjoining apartnent building, which The Shadow suddenly chose
to enter.

A clock in a third-fl oor apartnent was chinming nine as The Shadow gl i ded
by. Whi spery was The Shadow s | augh, as though he sensed sone vital neaning in
t he hour. The Shadow had reached the end of a swift trip, and he was gl ad of
it.

Al during that journey, he had felt that death was ridi ng ahead. Perhaps
he was yet in tine to forestall it. Death, by design of the Mask!

CHAPTER XV
THE MAN WHO CCULD TELL

THE Mask stood in the bluish glow, his revolver pointed toward the
cowering man before him Those lights in Drock's studio gave an unearthly
ti nge
to the false features that were nolded in imtation of the face that actually
bel onged to Hubert Warrendal e.

The cowering man was Leo Drock. Strange, that he shoul d quiver at sight
of
his own creation - the mask that he had personally shaped. But Drock knew the
identity of the real face that was hidden by the fal se one, and he understood
t he purpose of the conniving brain within the inner |ayer.

A brain that dealt in nurder!

Toni ght, the Mask had abandoned cumbersonme accouterments. In place of an
overcoat, he wore a hi gh-necked sweater, which supported the | ower edge of his
imtation visage. H s head was topped with an oversized skullcap, which was
much nore satisfactory than the junpy derby. H's present garb gave an effect
of
| eanness and agility.

Its fault was that it nade his mask nore evident.

The Mask had the senbl ance of a creature from another world. Had his face
been human, it would have tenpered the illusion. But the fixed visage added a
satanic effect to the get-up, to the point where its falsity seened real.

There were reasons why the Mask had chosen his new rig. H s gane was
known; no one took himfor Warrendal e any | onger. He was recogni zed as an
unknown crook with an imtation face. He was finding it necessary to depend on
stealth, rather than inposture; hence he didn't want to be handi capped by
der by
hat and heavy overcoat. Besides, the Mask was working differently this
eveni ng.

He had conme to see one person only: Leo Drock.

The Mask had no robbery in mind, for Drock was al nost penniless. Mirder,
yes, if it proved necessary to his prine purpose. That purpose was to produce
silence. For Drock, the threatened man, was the only person who could testify
as to the Mask's actual identity.

Drock's thin face, Iined and haggard from nuch dissipation, bore the
added
trace of fear. How |l ong the Mask had been here, it was difficult to tell, for
Drock was the sort who woul d weaken under a brief ordeal. Certain it was that
Drock had nade a bad mi st ake.

Under cross-exam nation, he had adnmitted that he knew who the Mask was -
and Drock was now regretting that unwi se statement. He shuddered when the Mask
spoke:

"Fool i sh of you, Drock, to renenber those boxes that you left in the
storage room at your old apartnent house. A nistake, too, to recall that you
had mentioned themto nme, stating that this mask was with them You no | onger
needed it, so you should have forgotten it."

Eyes bl eary, Drock was staring at the fixed |lips fromwhich the words



i ssued. The tone was venomous, all snarl. On this occasion, the Mask had no
need to talk in a tone resenbling Warrendal e's.

"I have forgotten it!" expressed Drock. "I'Il forget anything...
everything!" H s words took a hoarse pitch. "Believe ne, | wll!l"

"I should like to believe you, Drock," sneered the Mask. "Mirder is a
nui sance, in ny opinion. It carries no thrill, because it is too easily
acconpl i shed. My one desire is wealth."

"And you have wealth," insisted Drock. "You can afford to allownme life."

"Not while you nenace nmy wealth. The question, Drock, is how well you can
tell a story and adhere to it. If you are capable at that art, you will be

nor e
val uabl e alive than dead."

DROCK' S bl eary eyes lighted. He came up fromhis cringing pose and
approached the Mask, unal armed by the |l eveled gun. Drock's eyes were al npst
seei ng through the concealing mask, to the nobile face behind it. He was
consi dering the Mask as a human being, not as a fiend.

Wth an angry hiss, the Mask drew back a pace, so that his shoul ders
brushed a pair of heavy blue curtains that draped off the end of the studio.

The hiss caused Drock to recoil as though a snake had chal |l enged him
Directly under the square glass of the frosted skylight that centered the
studi o roof, he drew hinself together

"I've done exactly as you asked me," he insisted. "You found out where
was, and called ne, telling me not to believe anything the newspapers said.
You
told me not to contact any of ny friends. | obeyed your -

Drock paused, hoping that the Mask would respond. Al he saw was a steady
glare of the eyes that peered through the changel ess face. Though the replica
of Warrendal e's visage had a kindly nold, the glare of the real eyes made it

ugly.

"And tonight," added Drock, "you came here. You said there were other
things that | must do. |I did them-"

"Under ny persuasion,"” sneered the Mask. "You showed too rmuch hesitation
Drock. "

"Because | was frightened. | couldn't understand exactly what you
want ed. "

"It wasn't necessary that you should understand. This is ny gane, Drock,
not yours."

"l know. But unless | understand it -

Drock broke off as a hammering interrupted. It came fromthe door of the
studio. He started to turn; then quivered, staring at the Mask in utter alarm
Dr ock gul ped.

"I't may be the police -"

"Very probably." The Mask's tone was cont enptuous. "Renmenber your story,
Drock. You were still working on the Warrendal e bust when you cane here, and
this mask was in your possession. Two nen entered the studio and stole it. Two
men who had the | ook of thugs -"

The poundi ng was | ouder. Breaking off, the Mask made a gesture that
stopped Drock's nods. The Mask was pointing toward the door. Drock turned, and
noved shakily to answer the sumons. He threw one wary gl ance over his
shoul der, then started to unbolt the door

Wth the glance, Drock saw the Mask turning toward a corner of the
st udi o.

The scul ptor couldn't hide the relief that relaxed his face. The Mask saw it
in

the blue light and stopped short. Instead of retiring, he turned about and
nmoved silently after Drock.

That unwi se gl ance was a death warrant. Drock had shown too nuch
eager ness



to wel come the police. The Mask took it as a sign that the scul ptor m ght
bet r ay
hi m

Drock opened the door.

On the threshold stood the very visitors he hoped for - Conm ssioner
Weston and | nspector Cardona. Weston was in advance, for he had been doing the
rappi ng. In the background, Cardona had a gun half drawn from his pocket. Joe
t hought he was ready in case of trouble, but he hadn't bargained for the
troubl e that he saw

Beyond Drock stood the Mask, his gl eam ng revol ver ained strai ght between
Drock's shoul ders. The Mask in person, despite his new attire of sweater and
skul I cap. The garb accentuated his sham features, fixed in the sane benign
yet
fearful, expression that could never change. This was one tine when the face
could not be m staken for Warrendal e's, even nonentarily!

It was a tine, too, that called for emergency action. Instead of trying
to
shoot past the two nmen who bl ocked him Cardona nmade a nad effort to insure
their safety. Weston saw the Mask and stiffened with an instinctive recoil
whi ch was hel pful. It enabled Cardona to bow the comm ssioner fromthe open
doorway, into a safe corner of the hall.

Joe performed that nmove with a hard shoulder jolt, and grabbed Drock wth
the sane notion, intending to wheel the sculptor fromharm s path.

A hopel ess effort, considering that Cardona was too busy to fire. Joe was
nerely making his plight the same as Drock's, giving the Mask two human
targets
i nstead of one. Double death would have been a certainty, if other
i ntervention
hadn't cone.

The skylight brought it.

Wth a terrific smash, the frosted gl ass cracked apart, and with its
tumbling remants cane a hurtling figure cloaked in black

The Shadow

THE master avenger was taking a ten-foot plunge, straight for the
super f oe
who wore the initation face. Again: The Shadow versus the Mask. A duel that
put
all other matters in the discard. The Mask had just shifted his aim intending
to drill Cardona first, since Joe was arned, and then slaughter Drock.

Si ght of The Shadow caused the Mask to place such trifling nmurders under
the head of unfinished business.

Deftly twisting fromunder The Shadow s downward drive, the Mask sprang
toward the front of the studio, instead of the back, thus avoiding the hard
swi ng of a heavy automatic that The Shadow gave in |anding. Full about, the
Mask fired for The Shadow, only to find he wasn't there.

Cardona saw the roll that The Shadow t ook, after skidding across the new
linoleum It fooled the Mask, for he thought his cl oaked foe would be
springi ng
up and at him whereas The Shadow was playing for better position

A neat trick, after a thudding drop that woul d have sprawl ed an average
fighter. The Shadow was in form by rights, he'd have a bead on the Mask
before
his eneny could find him

Still, The Shadow was dealing with the Msk!

Consi deri ng the al nbost superhuman cali ber of the murderer who wore the
doubl e face, Cardona wasn't |eaving anything to chance. He ainmed for the Mask,
intending to riddle himin a hurry. Then, with an excited shout, Cardona was
| eaping into the studio, grabbing at thin air.



The reason was Leo Drock. The scul ptor had gone wild. The Mask had
i ntended nmurder as a cure for Drock's case, and therewith had transforned a
cringing dupe into a thing of fury.

Di ving across the floor, ahead of Cardona's futile grab, Drock hurled
hi nsel f bodily upon the man who had tried to kill him

Therewi th, Drock put hinself past even The Shadow s aid. Coming around as
Drock reached him the Mask punped bullets into his w | d-eyed attacker,
settling the Drock question pernmanently.

As luck had it, the bullet-flayed figure of Drock cane between the Mask
and The Shadow, cutting off the latter's chance at fire. Then Cardona was
grappling with the Mask, and both were staggering toward the rear of the
studi 0. Again, The Shadow coul dn't aim

But he was on his feet, now, The Shadow, lunging to end the fray before
t he Mask coul d serve Cardona as he had Drock. Joe was grabbing for the Mask's
gun, forcing its spouting shots w de, which was a hel p.

They were at the curtains near the rear of the studio, when the Mask
yanked the drapes and flung them rod and all, upon Cardona, burying the
i nspector in the blue velvet folds. In his struggle to get |oose, Cardona
bl undered i nto The Shadow s pat h.

The shots that Cardona heard sounded nuffled. He was on hands and knees
when he shook free of the curtain. He saw The Shadow, gun in hand, making a
I ong dive toward a deep corner of the room Joe thought that The Shadow nust
be
t aki ng another forced dive, to avoid the Mask.

For the Mask was straight ahead, in the gloomof the little al cove beyond
an arch where the curtains had been. H's fixed face caught enough of the blue
light for Cardona to see it. The Mask's gun hand didn't show, but Cardona knew
it nmust be there.

This was no tine to give the Mask another opportunity. Cardona fired
poi nt - bl ank, three shots in quick succession, as the Mask had done w th Drock.
Wth those gun stabs came a triple tattoo of netallic clangs; as they echoed,
the Mask's head and shoul ders went backward in a slow notion tunble.

Car dona under st ood, when he shook off the curtains and reached the spot
where he thought the killer's body would be. It wasn't the Mask at all.
Cardona's target was the bust of Hubert Warrendal e, conplete in bronze. Leo
Drock had been keeping it in the al cove behind the curtains.

No wonder it had deceived Cardona, for the |life-sized bust had been
scul ptured fromthe very nmask that the Mask, hinself, was wearing!

A good try on Joe's part, even though his shots had nerely dented a
bronze
face that |acked a human one behind it. The Mask had taken another direction,
to
get clear of the studio. However, there was still a chance to overtake him

From the corner where he had | ast seen The Shadow, Cardona heard the
echoes of a trailing laugh, telling that the cloaked fighter was in pursuit of
the Mask and calling for all who would, to foll ow

CHAPTER XVI
PATHS I N THE DARK

BEFORE fol |l owi ng The Shadow, Cardona | ooked about for Weston. He saw the
conmi ssi oner near the center of the studio, stooped over Drock's body. As Joe
call ed, Weston raised his head and gave it a sad shake.

"Poor chap," said Weston. "The Mask didn't give hima chance. Drock tried
to say sonething, but couldn't get it out. He gave one gasp, that sounded |ike
t he begi nning of a word; nothing nore."

"Come on," urged Cardona, waving his gun. "We're going after the Mask."

"CGoing after hinP" queried Weston in surprise. "Wiy, | saw you shoot him



"That was a bust," interrupted Cardona. "Warrendale's bust, the statue he
told us Drock was meki ng. The Mask went that way" - Joe gestured toward the
i nner corner - "with The Shadow after him Let's find out where they've gone."
There was a doorway in the corner, leading to a rear hall that term nated
ina flight of stairs. The sounds that came up were evidence that the Mask had

fled for the ground floor, and that The Shadow was still after him
Again, a laugh cane as a token. Perhaps a challenge to the Mask,
possi bly,

another invitation for Cardona and Weston to join the chase. Wthout ado,
i nspector and conmi ssioner started down.

The Mask was the first to reach the street. He was nearly a full floor
ahead of The Shadow, but it was a very trifling advantage. The doorway from
t he
rear stairs opened onto a side street, with a light close by.

Though the Mask's sleek attire hel ped his speed and kept the disguising
imtation face upon his own, it didn't give himthe ability to fade from
si ght.

That was a systemthat only The Shadow under st ood.

In the open, the Mask was trapped, his situation nuch worse than in the
studi o. He could hear the |laugh he hated, the oncomng nmrth of The Shadow, as
fateful as a knell of doom For the first time, the Mask | ost his confidence.
He started one way, hesitated, turned back toward the stairs.

Seeing the doorway as a bl ackened bl ock, he knew he couldn't fight The
Shadow while his foe had the benefit of such darkness. The Mask turned away,
ready to begin a frantic, futile flight.

It was then that he saw Nick's cab

Parked right across the street, N ck Henble was awaiting The Shadow s
return. Seeing the Mask, N ck slid | ow behind the wheel, hoping his ex-boss
woul dn't spy him But the Mask recogni zed the cab and nade for it, snarling
for
Nick to get him away.

If only N ck had played al ong!

Al'l that he had to do was funble with the door, have a little trouble
with
the starter, anything that would delay matters for a few seconds. It wasn't
t hat
those possibilities didn't occur to Nick. They did. There was somnething el se,
however, that inpressed hi mnore.

Ni ck was working for The Shadow on a trial basis. If there was anything
that | oomed inportant in his mnd, it was the necessity of proving his rea
loyalty - to The Shadow. He wanted nothing to do with the Mask, except to
punch
in the fake face that the master crook wore.

Ni ck wasn't quite sure that The Shadow woul d understand, if he saw his
new
recruit letting the Mask into the cab. N ck was going to show The Shadow j ust
how he really stood, and at the sane tinme gratify his anmbition of pushing in
t he Mask's dunmy nug.

It was the front door that N ck slapped open, not the rear one. He
gr abbed
for the Mask and with his left hand got himby the sweater neck. Hauling him
right around, Nick let go with his right fist, full tilt. It landed with
pl enty
of poundage, and actually nade a dent - in the side of the cab

Just a quick bob of the Mask's head; that was all. Enough for Nick's hard
swing to mss by the inch that counted. Nor was the Mask at all tardy in
foll ow ng his advant age.

He | anded a bl ow, a downward stroke to Nick's skull, with the revolver as
a bl udgeon. N ck began a spiral sag that would have twisted himto the paving,



if the Mask hadn't hooked himby the neck and haul ed hi mupright.

The Mask wanted Nick alive, and not too groggy, to serve himas a shield.
H s right hand thrust under N ck's sagged arm the Mask ainmed for the black
patch across the street. Before he could fire, he saw The Shadow speed out.
The
Mask snapped his trigger, but the burden of Nick's armspoiled his aim

Fadi ng somewhere along the wall, uncannily eluding the light, The Shadow
| oosed a shot that clanged the cab door close to the Mask's shoul der. The Mask
fired at The Shadow s gun spurt, to be rewarded by a taunting laugh that told
hi m he had nmade anot her mi ss.

Snarling, the Mask restrained his finger, until he saw The Shadow whee
out into the light. Again, the Mask fired; too far ahead. The Shadow s spin
was
a reverse

Bul l et by bullet, The Shadow had coaxed the shots fromthe Mask's gun. He
could tell fromthe three delivered that the Mask had a fresh revolver, for
t he
killer had exhausted his other gun upstairs and couldn't have reloaded in the
mad dash down the stairs.

A few nore tricky noves by The Shadow, and the Mask's weapon woul d be
stingless, thereby assuring Nick's safety. The Shadow started anot her weave
out
into the light.

JUST then, a coupe wheeled the corner, its brilliant headlights catching
The Shadow in full glare. Guns roared, announcing Ernie and Tagger

They' d have had The Shadow right against the wall, had he remained on the
si dewal k. I nstead, he took a spring across the street, toward the rear of
Ni ck's cab

The Mask couldn't swing N ck's swaying figure fast enough. Flinging his
burden aside, he dived in The Shadow s direction just as the cl oaked fighter
whirl ed from sight behind the cab

Erni e and Tagger were out of Harry's car, shooting as they cane. The
Shadow was just far enough away to dodge them A street |anp showed him
nmonentarily, but he nelted fromit, toward sone doorways. Ernie and Tagger
woul d have gone after him and probably picked the wong location, if the Mask
hadn't stopped them

The Mask was junmping into Nick's cab, yelling for Ernie to take the
wheel
Erni e obeyed, and Tagger hopped back to the coupe.

Ni ck, by then, had stumbled across the street, into the doorway that |ed
up to the studi o, where he sprawed in front of Wston and Cardona, coning
down. Two cars were under way: the cab and the coupe, both drivers anxious to
obey the Mask's injunction for flight.

One needed to be stopped: the cab

Qut from his doorway, The Shadow voi ced a defiant |augh that nust have
worried Ernie, for the fellow veered the cab. The Shadow ai ned for a rear
tire,
intending to blast it and end the Mask's flight.

The cab was picking up speed; but that neant nothing. The Shadow had the
whol e tread of the tire to shoot at. The trouble was that Tagger veered the
coupe, too.

The coupe cut in back of the cab just as The Shadow fired. The bull et
t hat
shoul d have burst the cab's rear tire, dented the coupe's front fender. The
cab
was turning the corner, the coupe after it. And other issues were at stake.

Qut fromtheir doorway, Weston and Cardona were in the |light, dashing
right out where the Mask could clip them fromthe wi ndow of his swerving cab



with those |ast three shots.

The fact that the Mask didn't, could be attributed to The Shadow. The
range was |long, so he supplied rapid fire, instead of seeking accuracy.

Hi s bullets nmust have whistled through the cab's w ndows, for the Msk's
conspi cuous face ducked from sight. The Shadow took a pot shot at the
foll owi ng
coupe, but a fire hydrant deflected it, saving a tire. Both cars were gone.

Cl oser to the corner than The Shadow, Weston and Cardona started on the
run, hoping to get in shots at the fleeing cars. The Shadow foll owed them but
both vehicles were a bl ock away when he reached the corner

Erni e made another turn, taking the cab around in front of Drock's
bui | di ng, while Tagger kept straight ahead with the coupe.

Si nce Weston and Cardona were still chasing on foot, The Shadow kept on
too, though chances of results seemed slight. Still, there was no telling what
the Mask might do, for he was a master of peculiar strategy.

Even wi th The Shadow on the | oose, the Mask might junp fromhis cab and
take a trip up through Drock's studio, to make sure that the man who knew t oo
much had really died. Yes, sonething m ght be due around that corner

Cardona reached the corner first, outracing Wston by a dozen yards;
whil e
The Shadow, faster than either of them was only a few paces behind the
conmi ssi oner. Cardona yelled, proving that he had spotted sonething, and The
Shadow swept past Weston, who was puffing heavily.

A blink of taillights showed the cab two bl ocks ahead. The thing that had
attracted Cardona was much cl oser

Two nen were springing at each other - one coming out of the entry to
Drock's building, the other bounding fromacross the street. They nmet in a
terrific grapple that spun themin a circle.

Cardona met them as they reached the curb, and was flung aside |ike
somet hing tossed on a revolving flywheel, his revolver bouncing fromhis hand
and striking near the grapplers.

They saw the gun and stooped as they struggled, each trying to scoop up
t he weapon. As they did, The Shadow struck them and the grapple ended. The
Shadow was a hunman nonkey wrench, self-tossed into the works.

Two figures went sprawing in opposite directions, under the drive of
t hat
bl ack-cl oaked aval anche. The gun lay right where it was; the nen who wanted it
| anded a dozen feet apart.

CARDONA pounced back to grab the man who canme his way, while Wston cane
up to throw his bulk on the other. Halted a way beyond, The Shadow was ready,
in case the prisoners gave further trouble.

It took a few ninutes for themto be suppressed, but at no tinme did they
threaten to get free. Exhausted by their own prelimnary bout, the two nen
finally subsided under the independent efforts of Cardona and Weston

Merged with darkness, The Shadow wat ched the victors drag their captives
into the light. A whispered |augh came fromthe gl oomas The Shadow identified
the glaring pair.

One man was Roy Al ker; the other Philip Renz. The law s two suspects had
met again, in a fashion that still kept the bal ance waveri ng.

Each was gesturing weakly, panting that he had seen the other cone from
the fugitive cab when it slackened speed in front of Drock's building. Wston
and Cardona, guns in hand, were letting the disputants have their say, when
Ni ck appear ed.

He'd come from around the corner, the other way. He'd seen his cab go by,
with Ernie at the wheel, and had | ooked for the Mask at the rear w ndow, but
hadn't spied him

A police car whined up, attracted by the shots. Two officers sprang out,
and recogni zed the comm ssioner. They took charge of the prisoners while The



Shadow wat ched. Seeing that all was under control, the cl oaked watcher began
to
glide away. He paused at the sight of approaching headlights.

It was a cab, but not Nick's. This cab was of a different color. Its
passenger stepped out, peeled a bill froma roll of noney and paid the driver.
The Shadow recogni zed hi m before he turned around; but Weston and Cardona
didn't. In fact, they were even nore deceived when the arrival faced them

They thought for the monent that they had the Mask

Springing for him they were grabbing himas the cab wheel ed away. They
caught his overcoat, and his derby hat flew fromhis head. They saw, then
t hat
his face was real and that it had plenty of expression, nostly astoni shrment.

The man was Hubert Warrendale. They'd forgotten that he was due in from
Long Island at about this time. Wth the Mask so heavily on their mnd, Wston
and Cardona had begun to think of Warrendale's face as the Mask's, instead of
renmenbering that the situation was the other way about.

The group turned toward the doorway leading up to Drock's. Silently, The
Shadow slid off through the darkness. He increased his stride when he had
passed the corner. Again his laugh was |low, confined to his own hearing. The
Shadow had little tine to | ose.

First, a call to Burbank, to | earn how Al ker and Renz had slipped from
sight of Harry and Margo. Then, as Cranston, The Shadow would return to
Drock' s
studio to witness the new controversy, wherein Roy Al ker and Philip Renz woul d
explain thenmsel ves to the | aw

Each, of course, would accuse the other of being the Mask. This tine,
there woul d be no alternative. The rivalry, and the dishonor that it carried,
had been fanned into a heated bl aze. The questi on of how the bal ance stood,
woul d be di scussed on the scene of nmurder - with Drock, the victim on
di spl ay!

Per haps The Shadow, his own identity conceal ed, would use this occasion
to
deci de who really was the Msk

CHAPTER XVI |
THE SHADOW S PROBLEM

NEVER had Commi ssi oner \Weston faced such a problem Under the blue Iights
of Drock's studio, he was staring fromnman to man, back and forth, until his
neck began to ache.

Defiant at first, open in their aninosity toward each other, the two
suspects had gradually calmed. They differed only in their facial expressions;
yet each was equally cryptic, in his way.

Roy Al ker was steady, his pale face serious, though strained. Philip Renz
wore a slight smle that barely fluctuated. Each, in his own special way,
exhi bited a cool ness that could well have characterized the Mask.

This setting, the tenseness of the scene, made flexible features stiffen
Two candi dates: each, potentially, the Mask; yet there was no way to decide
bet ween them

There were others who witnessed Weston's dil emma. They, too, were
confronted by a quandary. Joe Cardona, his own face set in deadpan style, was
| ooking for opportunity to crack the case, by catching either Renz or Al ker
of f
guard; but, so far, the astute inspector hadn't found an openi ng.

Hubert Warrendal e, hand in chin, was watching the procedure. H s face,
al one, showed m ngl ed enotions. Though the Mask had worn Warrendal e' s vi sage
under this sane bluish light, the two countenances had nothing in comon
except



a superficial surface.

The Mask's inmitation face, frozen to a permanent shape, had been
denoni ac.

Warrendal e's real visage, by the nere fact that it was alive, produced a
ki ndly,
beni gnant i npression, weighted with grief.

Hi s sorrow was under st andabl e, considering that Warrendal e had personally
| ocated Drock, and sent the police to the studio to aid the sculptor. A noble
effort, but futile, since the Mask had arrived ahead of the |aw

Lately arrived, Lanont Cranston was the final menber of the group. In a
way, he was nore cryptic than Renz or Al ker, for his whol e expression was
i mobile. Cranston's eyes, like his face, were hawki sh, as he probed the faces
of the accused. He covered his ferreting tactics by an air of indifference,
created by gestures or casual conments

The others were too intent to realize that Cranston still carried the
chal l enging attitude of The Shadow. He was ready, should occasion denand, to
spring into his other self with hair-trigger sw ftness.

Conmi ssi oner Weston stopped his restless pacing and delivered hinself of
an oration, addressed to the two accused.

"Circunmstance can produce strong evidence," Weston asserted. "Leo Drock
lies nurdered"” - he was gesturing toward the body - "and outside this very
bui I ding, we find you bot h.

"W know that one man, the Mask, killed Drock in cold blood. One of you

is
the killer" - Weston wagged his finger between Renz and Al ker - "and whichever
is the Mask gambl ed upon pinning the evidence on the other. | amgoing to find

the guilty man!"

Agai n, Weston's eyes were searching back and forth. They finally rested
upon Renz. Weston didn't like the fellow s satisfied snmle. Mentally, the
conmi ssi oner vowed that he'd wipe that smle away. Brusquely, Wston snapped:

"Let's hear your statement again, Renz!"

"It's very sinple," declared Renz snmoothly. "I was throwing a party at
t he
Chez Uni que, when | received a tel ephone call fromLeo Drock. O fhand, |'d say
the tinme was around hal f past eight."

"And Drock," put in Weston, "was a friend of yours?"

"No, indeed!" Still smling, Renz was wary. "You don't catch nme there,
conmi ssioner. |'ve already told you that |I'd never even heard of Leo Drock."

Cardona supplied an interjection: "Then how did you know who Drock was?"

"He told me," returned Renz, "and what he said nmade sense, so | believed
him He said he'd nmade a nmask of Warrendale's face; that it had been stolen
He
bel i eved he knew who took it, which neant that he could nane the Mask."

"So Drock suggested that you cone here." Trying new tactics, Wston
prompted Renz along the Iines of the nan's own story. "He wanted to talk to
you, in person.”

"Exactly," nodded Renz. "He feared a visit fromthe Mask. Drock said he
was goi ng out, but would be back soon after nine. He wanted me to wait for him
downstairs."

"So you took a cab fromthe night club and cane here."

"Not so fast, commissioner. | took a cab to the subway and transferred
there. After the subway trip, | strolled around, to nake sure no one was
wat ching nme, and finally |I wal ked over here."

"And then -"

"I had just entered the building," affirmed Renz steadily, "when | heard
shots. A cab came around the bl ock and made an abrupt stop, right out front. |
t hought | saw a crouchi ng passenger inside the cab, a man who | ooked |ike the
Mask. Then the cab was of f again.

"I sprang fromthe building and saw a man across the street. | was sure
that he had junped fromthe cab when it paused. He was making straight for ne.



| met him and he was Al ker."

LETTI NG his gaze turn from Wston, Renz gave Al ker a straight, accusing
| ook. Al ker's face showed twitch, but only because he was eager to refute
Renz's story. Weston gave hi mthe chance.

"Very well, Al ker."

"I was in ny office," declared Al ker, in a quick, choppy tone, "talking
busi ness with a custoner, when Drock phoned. Told ne who he was; said he could
give me the | ondown on the Mask. He was sure the Mask was going to show up, so
| said |'d cone here right away. Drock said all right, only he wanted ne to
wait around outside until after nine. Said he was going out, and woul d be
back. "

Al ker paused, expecting questions. Wston had none, so Cardona kept
silent, too. They were using a different systemwith the overtal kative Al ker
hopi ng he woul d nake an involuntary slip.

"I was comng along the street when |I heard the shots," continued Al ker

glibly. "I ducked when a cab cane around the corner. Saw it stop a nonent, and
| had an idea its passenger hopped out. The cab sped away and | saw a nan
across the street, right by this building. I went after him There he is!"

Al ker thunbed at Renz, and rel axed.

The stories still balanced, nuch to Weston's annoyance. Open and shut, of

course, but which was which? ldentical statenents, yet one, the Mask's, mnust
be

false. Unable to give hinmself an alibi while on a murder job, the Mask had
obvi ously counterbal anced the situation. Wston | ooked at the two, hoping for
some physical clue.

Renz was wearing a Tuxedo. He had a soft hat and a |ight topcoat, but he
hadn't been wearing them when he nmet Al ker. They'd been lying in the building
entry, where Benz said he'd dropped them Maybe he had stowed themthere
bef orehand, to pick themup after posing as the Msk

As for Al ker, he had only a hat, a shabby brown one, that had stayed on
his head during the struggle out front. But Weston recalled that the nan who
had driven Nick's cab, carrying the Mask as passenger, had worn a simlar hat.
The Mask coul d have snatched that hat in hopping fromthe cab as Al ker

Conmi ssi oner Weston decided to call in his surprise witness, N ck Henble,
who was out in the hall with the patrolmen. Nick was ushered into the studio.
He shook his head when questi oned about the hat.

"l saw the cab when it beat it," admitted Nick, "but | wasn't sure that
Ernie was wearing a hat."

"Erni e?" Cardona voi ced the name. "Wo's Ernie?"

Ni ck hesitated. Challenging faces were all about him but he saw a
friendly one: Cranston's. Keen, steady eyes encouraged Nick; eyes that
rem nded
hi m vaguel y of The Shadow s.

"Ernie Bedlo," stated Nick, "and the guy who I amred in the coupe was
Tagger Scherf. They thought | was working with them for the Mask. Only |
wasn't!" Nick tightened his hands, pleadingly. "I was working for The Shadow "

Ni ck was apprehensive over doubts that didn't cone. Both Wston and
Cardona took his declaration at face value. Their recollections of the chase
certified Nick's story. They didn't delve into N ck's past.

"Bedl o and Scherf." Weston turned to Cardona. "Do you recogni ze those
nanes, inspector?"

Joe was picking up the tel ephone. He nodded.

"That pair always worked together," he said. "Find Ernie, and you'll find
Tagger. I'1l call headquarters and give orders for themto be picked up."

Cardona made the call, and after he gave instructions, his manner
i ndi cated that he was getting news fromthe other end. Finishing abruptly, he
wheel ed to Nick Henbl e.

"Ever hear of a hackie nanmed Steve Boyer?"



Ni ck shook his head.

"He's up at a precinct in the Bronx," announced Joe. "Says a couple of
gunzel s used his cab to grab a girl outside the Chez Unique. Took her to a
parking | ot and shoved her in another car, telling Steve to get going. They
sound |i ke Ernie and Tagger."

Wth that said, Cardona swung to Renz.

"You cane fromthe Chez Unique," renmi nded Joe Cardona. "Maybe those two
wer e working for you."

"Or against ne," retorted Renz. "The Mask apparently didn't want any of
ny
friends to help me with an alibi, by follow ng ne down here."

Cardona swung to Al ker, who nerely stared. He was letting Renz's
i nconcl usive argunment stand. It didn't make a single change in the question of
whi ch was the Mask.

"“I"mhopping to that parking lot," Cardona told Weston, "to find where
Erni e and Tagger went fromthere. Maybe they don't know who the Mask is, but
they're working for him That's enough of a lead."

THE word from headquarters was of extrene inportance to The Shadow. He
had
al ready contacted Burbank, and | earned that both Margo and Harry had
di sappear ed.

Mar go' s abducti on was sonething of a nystery, though The Shadow
attributed
Harry's directly to Ernie and Tagger, considering that their coupe resenbl ed
t he
one that Harry drove.

Moe had practically witnessed Harry's capture, and had reported the
details of his futile chase. So far, the vicinity where Mde |lost the trai
meant not hi ng, since the abductors night have carried Harry a | ong way
farther.

But the facts of Margo's capture, as detailed by Cardona, gave The Shadow a
very
definite idea.

He hadn't worried about his |ost agents; not while he was with the group
assenbl ed here at Drock's. oviously, the Mask had sinply seen to it that
followers be removed fromtwo trails this evening. It was the riddle of Renz
and Al ker, up to usual par. As the Mask, either would have to see that the
ot her obtai ned no special advantage. That wasn't all, however. The Shadow saw
deeper phases of the case.

As Cranston, he strolled toward the door. No worry, of course, because
t he
Mask woul dn't et harmcone to prisoners until he | ooked them over. Persons
li ke
Margo and Harry m ght be useful to the Mask's later plans. As matters stood at
present, the Mask wasn't in a position to interview the prisoners, because the
Mask was right here, at Drock's.

Chances were, the Mask would stay a while. Comm ssioner Weston was
getting
ready for another cross-exam nation of the suspects, Philip Renz and Roy
Al ker.

He was cal ling upon Hubert Warrendale to help himwith the grilling, which
Warrendal e coul d, because he knew these nmen personally and m ght recal
hel pf ul

points. Nick Henble was useful, too, and Weston was keepi ng himas an added
feature in the cross-exam nation.

The one man who really wasn't needed was Lanont Cranston, who,
presumabl y,
could supply no evidence in the case.



It pleased The Shadow to be regarded uninportant. This was his chance to
depart, and take up the sane quest as Cardona: the hunt for the m ssing
abductors, Ernie Bedl o and Tagger Scherf, tools of the Mask.

Cardona was off to a few mnutes start, but it didn't matter to The
Shadow. He was quite sure that he could succeed in the hunt, |ong before
Car dona di d.

A singul ar situation, Conm ssioner Wston keeping the Mask occupi ed while
The Shadow travel ed el sewhere, to counteract the acconplishments of the master
crook! One that would persist as |long as The Shadow needed, for Weston
certainly woul dn't give up hamrering at Renz and Al ker until Cardona returned.
Wth Warrendal e and Nick as val uabl e hel pers, Wston would keep it up as |ong
as he coul d.

It m ght nmean an all-night session. That depended on how stubborn Cardona
proved at keeping up a hunt that probably wouldn't get himanywhere. For The
Shadow coul d picture how Cardona would go at his task of finding Ernie and
Tagger. Joe wouldn't do it scientifically, the way The Shadow i nt ended. Not
that Joe was to bl ane.

The real answer was that The Shadow had enough evidence to go at the
matter right. Enough, too, for himto indulge in a whispered | augh as he
entered his waiting |linousine, there to snother the identity of Cranston in
t he
gui se of The Shadow.

This case was narrowi ng to anot her duel between The Shadow and t he Mask.
One that could be of The Shadow s choice, once he had | ocated his m ssing
ai ds,

Margo and Harry, along with the captors who held them

That done, The Shadow coul d make the nost of certain theories, that he
hadn't nentioned during Weston's quiz of Renz and Al ker

Theories which, if correct, would place the identity of the Mask squarely
upon t he deep-dyed schemer to whomthe di shonor properly bel onged.

The Shadow knew

CHAPTER XVI |
QU Z FOR QU Z
VWH LE the law was grilling its prisoners, crooks were doing the same with

theirs. In the storeroom prison where Margo Lane and Harry Vincent peered

t hrough heavy bars, two tormentors were trying to trick the captives into
unwary statements that mght interest the Mask, when he found it convenient to
join them

The inquisitors were Ernie Bedl o and Tagger Scherf. Their ways were very
f oxy.

VWiile Ernie, with his blunt face pressed agai nst Margo's door, was
speaking to the girl behind it, Tagger, at the next cell, was offering Harry a
cigarette and giving hima sly, but ratty | ook

"Don't mnd Ernie," confided Tagger. "He won't get fresh with the girl
friend. If you' re worried, though -"

"About what?" hastily interrupted Harry. "I don't have tinme to waste
around ni ght clubs, or nobney to spend on parties. Wat nakes you think |I know
the dizzy blonde in the next coop?"

"She ain't no blonde. She's got dark hair and eyes."

"So what? If she's hired you as press agent, save the build-up for your
pal Ernie. He may worry about wonen. | don't."

Hand t hrough the barred door, Tagger snatched away the cigarette as Harry
was lighting it. The ratty man turned with a grow .

"No use, Ernie. This guy don't know the dane."

"She don't know him either,"” gruffed Ernie, stepping back. "Says that
guys who nove in her set wear formal clothes at night. | suppose that lets ne



out, too."
Corroboration came from Margo's cel |

"It does," she told Ernie. "But it's tine you let ne out, inthe litera
sense. | want to get back to the party. Phil has probably returned, and will
be
worried."

Tagger | ooked at Ernie, and said: "She neans Renz."

Erni e nodded. He | ooked toward Harry's door

"l suppose you'd like to get out, too," said Ernie. "On account of your
friend may be m ssing you."

"It's rather an inconveni ence, being cooped up here," conceded Harry,
"unless it's Alker's own idea."

"Who sai d anything about Al ker?"

"Then maybe it was that chap Renz, whose name was just nentioned."

Ernie thrust his blunt face forward.

"Any nmore cracks," he said, "and maybe you won't get let out at all! I'm
wi se to you, guy. The sane goes for this smart dane who says she's never seen
you. Both of you are working for The Shadow "

"The Shadow?" Harry spoke the name in a surprised tone. "Wo's he?"

"Never heard of him huh?" quizzed Ernie. "Says you! Don't tell me you' ve
never heard of the Mask."

"I've seen the nanme nmentioned in the newspapers."”

Tagger took over when Ernie stall ed.

"Listen, you," he said to Harry. "Put us hep to this Shadow stuff, and
we'll tell you what we know about the Mask."

Harry | ooked interested, but said nothing; nor did Margo, when Tagger
threw a qui ck gl ance her way.

"I"l1l go even better," agreed Tagger. "I'Il adnmit that we're working for
the Mask, Ernie and ne."

"Al'l right," returned Harry. "W is the Mask?"

"He's either Renz or Al ker," declared Tagger. "One of those guys is
fram ng the other, see? But which one is the Mask, we don't know. He's never
told us. Anyway, we've cut it down to two chances. Maybe, now, you can give us
an idea about The Shadow. "

Harry was shaki ng his head, when Margo spoke, quite brightly:

"I think I know who The Shadow is."

"Yeah?"

The query cane from Erni e and Tagger together. They saw Margo sniling as
she nodded.

"It's so very sinmple,"” said Margo brightly. "The Shadow and the Mask are
enemi es, aren't they?"

"That's right," put in Ernie.

"Well, then," suggested Margo, "find out which is the Mask: Renz or
Al ker.

The other will be The Shadow. "

ERNI E and Tagger | ooked at each other in disgust. It was Ernie who said:

"I thought it was bl ondes who were dunb."

"Maybe she's had a hair dye," said Tagger. "Let me talk to her. Listen
stupid."” This was for Margo. "We're working for the Mask, see? The coppers
have
himfigured as either Renz or Al ker -

"Just as | said. And The Shadow -"

"Leave The Shadow out. He ain't neither of 'em One of these two guys is
the Mask, and wants to pin it on the other. Tonight, he's got a job to do. So
he calls up Ernie and me, right here in this hide-out, and says to check on
Renz and Al ker and grab anybody that tries to follow them Get it?"

Margo stared; then shook her head.

"I get it," put in Harry. "The Mask couldn't afford to have anyone check



where he went, and he didn't want the fall guy to have an alibi, either. You
grabbed the girl because you thought she was with Renz. You cane after ne
because you thought | was going to trail Alker."

"That's it. Now, give us a lead to The Shadow and naybe we'll let you
| oose. "

"You already said to | eave The Shadow out of it."

Tagger gave an ugly snarl and acted as though he wanted to take a punch
at
Harry through the bars. Ernie drew him back

"Just a wise guy," said Ernie. "Wait'll the Mask gets here. He'll handle
him Let's take a gander out front and see if that cluck Cardona has got
t hr ough snoopi ng around the parking lot."

"He's through by this time," guaranteed Tagger with a chuckle. "He'l
figure we just used the lot to change buggies. He'll spend the night | ooking
all over town for us - everywhere except right here."

"Which is what the Mask said woul d happen.”

"Yeah. Because the Mask's smart."

VWen the jailers left, they closed the door behind them Pressing close
to
the front of his inprovised cell, Harry undertoned to Margo:

"How s it goi ng?"

"Pretty chilly, in an evening gown." Margo was rubbi ng her shoul ders and
arms. "Those louts wal ked off with my wap."

"Il lend you ny coat."

"No, you won't, Harry. It would show too much interest in ny welfare.
W' ve got to keep that pair guessing, when they come back."

Harry had taken off his coat, intending to toss it over the top of the
partition between his |ocker and the next. He put the coat on again,
reluctantly.

"I liked the quiz," said Margo sweetly.

"Whi ch qui z?" laughed Harry. "The one they gave us, or the one we gave
t hen®?"

"Both. Theirs was funnier, though."

"But ours produced results.”

"Yes." Margo was thoughtful. "W found out that the Mask really has them
guessi ng, too."

"More than that. They admitted that the Mask called themthis evening, if
t hat means anything."

"I suppose it might. But why didn't they recognize his voice and | earn
whet her he was Renz or Al ker?"

"The Mask al ways fakes his voice. He tries to talk |ike Warrendal e. That
dunmy face of his is made to | ook |ike Warrendale's. But both inmtations are
noti ceabl e, | understand."

THEY halted their talk, to listen for sounds fromthe other room None
cane, so Harry waited for Margo to say sonething el se. Instead, he heard
persistent creaks close to the partition, and finally | ocated them as coning
fromthe door of Margo's | ocker

"What's up?" whispered Harry.

"W've got to get out," confided Margo. "Qur lives won't be worth a

ni ckel
when t he Mask shows up."
"Why not ?"
"Because the only evidence we can give will hurt his gane. His play is to

keep the police guessing. As long as it's Renz or Al ker, they can't accuse
either."”

"But we can't spill that gane."

"W certainly won't help it."

Margo's logic inpressed Harry. He hadn't figured it quite that way. He



smled grimy, renenbering how Ernie and Tagger had cl assed Margo as being
dunb. They'd conceded that Harry was wi se, but he was thinking that it was the
ot her way about.

The creaking continued. Harry undertoned that it would be useless to
attenpt to break the padlock; it was too strong. Margo inforned himthat she
was wor king at the hinge side of the door; that it was keeping her warned up
even if she wasn't getting results. So Harry attacked his own door at the
hi nge
side. He couldn't get a creak out of it.

An idea struck him H's cell was stronger than Margo's, which was why he
had been put into it. If he could get at Margo's door, he might be able to
handle it. Too bad they hadn't penned himin the weaker | ocker

Harry was nuttering his di sappoi nt nent when his idea hatched. He took a
| ook at the partition

A few nminutes ago, Harry had been going to toss his coat over the top of
it. Two | engthw se beans ran above the row of storage |ockers, and there was a
space between them A space that Harry had fornerly thought |arge enough to
push a coat through, but now he was considering sending the coat along, with
hinmself inside it.

First, he had to reach the top of the partition. That was easy enough
for
there was an old steaner trunk in Harry's |locker. He stood it on end and
cl i nbed

atop it.
The space | ooked | arger when Harry's eyes were on a level with it. At
first sight, though, it seenmed too small. Harry tried his head and shoul ders

and di scovered that the squeeze was less difficult than it seened.

He pulled hinself half through, naking enough noise to attract Margo's
attention. The girl |ooked up, rather anazed to see Harry sprouting through an
openi ng that she hadn't noticed before.

Then Harry was tipping, as if for a headl ong plunge. Margo threw her
hands
up to aid him afraid that her slender arnms couldn't support his weight. Her
strength, however, was sufficient.

Partly wedged in the space, Harry hel ped hold hinself. Finally, when only
his ankl es were there, he hooked the beamw th them firnmly enough for Margo
to
conti nue the bal ancing act.

"Steady -"

At Harry's word, Margo tensed. Harry's feet cane free; he flipped toward
the floor, so deftly that Margo had no trouble giving himthe needed support.

Taking a | ook at the hinges, Harry put his armthrough the | ocker door
and
hoi sted upward. The pins lifted in rickety sockets to the last fraction of an
i nch. Margo added a shove and the door swung wi de, hinging on its padl ock

"Let's go," said Harry. "There's a chance that the way is clear, if those
fellows are still out by the parking lot."

THEY crossed the storage room and opened the door. In the janitor's
l'iving
quarters, which were very dim they saw the next door, ahead. Before they
coul d
reach it, a snarl stopped them

They turned, to see Tagger stepping froma corner with a | evel ed gun. At
t he sane nonent, the door of the outer room opened and Ernie entered. He al so
hel d a revol ver.

"Hell o, Houdini junior," sneered Ernie. "Looks like he's trying to do an
act with his lady assistant, don't it, Tagger?"

"Yeah," added Tagger. "Maybe he'll saw her in half next."



"There's a quicker way to get rid of her," said Ernie, "and him too. The
coppers have gone. Nobody's going to notice a few shots."

"Naw. What's nore, the Mask said we could rub out anybody that got too
smart. They're too smart, Ernie.”

Wth their guns, the thugs were shoving Harry and Margo to separate
corners. Harry tightened, knowi ng that a mad break woul d be the only hope. He
gave Margo a gl ance, that she understood fromthe direction of his eyes.

It neant that they'd have to dash for the outer door. Wat Harry didn't
flash was the fact that he intended to bl ock of f shots when they ran; that
Margo, at least, might have a chance for life.

Then, before Harry could give the signal, the way was bl ocked.
Announcenent canme in the formof an ugly snarl that turned all faces toward
t he
door.

Harry and Margo, as well as the nen who threatened them were staring at
a
sweat ered figure who comranded the scene with a | ooming gun

The newconer's head was topped by a skullcap that hel ped fix the
imtation
face which hid his own features which resenbled the countenance of Hubert
War r endal e.

The way to escape was bl ocked by the Mask!

CHAPTER XI X
THE STAGE | S SET

FORM DABLE as ever, the Mask was commander of the scene

To Harry and Margo, prospective victinms of the disguised nmurderer, the
power of the Mask came honme nore forcefully than they coul d have realized from
nmere description. False features transformed the man at the door into a
nmonstrosity that could not be regarded as human.

Erni e and Tagger felt the effect. Sight of the Mask's gun indicated that
their own would be unneeded. They | owered their revolvers, then pocketed them
at a gesture fromthe Mask. In a snarling imtation of Warrendal e's tone, the
Mask ordered

"Bring the prisoners forward."

The tool s obeyed, and the Mask notioned each to one side, |leaving Harry
and Margo in the mddle. Though he could easily have handl ed the prisoners
with
a single gun, he drew a second weapon, at the same tinme sneering in that ugly
tone of his.

"You fools!" spoke the Mask. "To believe that you could trick nme. Fools,
to think that you could possibly escape -"

Margo was giving a side glance toward Harry. She saw an odd, hal f-gapi ng
expression on his face, as he stared at the Mask's guns. Margo | ooked, too,
and
at that nmonent the guns diverged, w dening away fromthe two prisoners. Before
Margo coul d understand it, she heard a tone that nade her gasp.

The tone was a sinister laugh, weird in its whispery pitch. Mrth that
was
si ngul ar enough under any circunstances, but which approached the incredible,
coming fromthe nmotionless |lips of the Mask. A thing too unreal ever to be
believed in a situation such as this.

It was the | augh of The Shadow

VWhat ever startlenent Margo felt, it was outdi stanced by the amazenent
whi ch swept Ernie and Tagger. Their hands lifted up as if springs had actuated
them They wanted to cringe, but dared not, for the spreadi ng guns were
covering them



O all the witnesses to that amazing reversal of a horrendous situation
only one had caught an inkling of what was to cone.

Harry Vincent had recognized the Mask's guns as the big automatics which
The Shadow al ways carri ed!

"Take their revolvers." It was The Shadow, speaking through the face of
t he Mask. "Keep them covered."

Harry and Margo obeyed. In Harry's instance, the case | ooked nornal.
Tagger was on his side, and Harry sinply pushed the frail crook to one corner
whil e he hauled the fellow s gun fromthe pocket where Tagger had dropped it.

Wth Margo, it was different, nuch to the chagrin of Ernie, whose case

she
handl| ed.

Here was a slender girl, gowned in evening dress, calmy relieving a
bul ky
pl ug-ugly of a gun. Ernie | ooked as though he wanted to grab Margo's neck and
wing it; but he didn't try. He knew what woul d happen, with The Shadow in
control.

As she found the gun, Margo | ooked at Ernie and gave him a bittersweet
snmle that added to his distaste of the situation. Wth the gun in hand, Margo
showed that she was quite the equal of Harry. Tagger's retirement toward one
corner was matched by Ernie's retreat into the other

Shovi ng his guns beneath the sweater, The Shadow renmpved the conposition
face, to reveal the features of Cranston. Harry and Margo recogni zed them
t hough their prisoners didn't.

In fact, Ernie and Tagger couldn't quite nake out Cranston's real face,
because he was drawi ng back fromthe |light. Mreover, in retiring, he was
peeling the sweater over his shoulders, so that it covered his face.

At that inportant juncture, Tagger nade a slight nove forward, only to
stop when he pressed into the gun that Harry held. Ernie didn't even budge.
Margo prodded himwi th her gun before the idea occurred to him

Wth the sweater off, The Shadow renoved the skullcap, adding it to the
mask. By then, he was turning into the outer room H's face couldn't be seen
at
all.

The Shadow s return was pronpt. He cane in a style that forced the |ast
shreds of rebellious thought fromthe mnds of Ernie and Tagger

The Shadow was garbed in bl ack, slouch hat upon his head, cloak draping
his shoul ders. He wore his black gl oves, and his clenched hands held their
automatics. H s eyes were burning as they roaned from Ernie to Tagger

"THOUGHTFUL of you," decl ared The Shadow, "to |eave the Mask's disguise
in
the janitor's office, where | could pick it up. | hoped that I would find
t hose
things, and they sinmplified matters very nicely."

He paused, to study the glum | ooks of the prisoners. They knew what el se
The Shadow s di scovery nmeant. In finding the Mask's attire, The Shadow had
| earned that the master crook was expected by his henchmen.

"Perhaps ny visit astonished you." The Shadow s tone was sibilant. "You
supposed that | would be msled, as the police were. Unfortunately, you gave
yoursel ves away. Your sw ft capture of two of ny agents proved that you could
not have gone far fromyour base. | had to wait until the police left the
parking lot; then | was able to search close at hand."

That point settled, The Shadow asked his agents what they had | earned.
Margo let Harry do the talking. He told how Ernie and Tagger had admitted that
even they were in the dark as to the real identity of the Mask, having
genui nel y debated the question of Renz versus Al ker

Harry added that the Mask, hinself, had kept the issue still veiled by
telling his tools sinply to take followers fromeach trail indiscrimnately,



when he called Ernie and Tagger earlier in the evening.

The Shadow s eyes swept the faces of the prisoners. He spoke
conmandi ngl y:

"Whi ch of you answered when the Mask cal | ed?"

"He did." Tagger spoke hoarsely, nudging toward Ernie. "Ask him He'l
tell you so."

Erni e nodded.

"I don't know whi ch guy he was,’
maybe
he was Al ker. He never gave it away. He always tal ked forced-like. 1'd tel
you
if I knew who the Mask was."

From The Shadow s | owtoned | augh, Harry knew that the cl oaked
i nvestigator believed Ernie. More than that, Harry was seized by the sudden
convi ction that The Shadow could, at this very noment, settle the
al |l -inportant
guestion: the identity of the Mask.

VWhat the clue was; how The Shadow mi ght end the curious bal ance between
Renz and Al ker, Harry couldn't understand. Neither could Margo, yet she was
gripped with the same conviction as Harry.

Wth his agents keeping the crooks well covered, and his own presence
insuring full control, The Shadow put his automatics away and stepped to the
tel ephone. He dial ed the nunber of Drock's studio.

At the other end, Comm ssioner Weston answered the call. Weston was weary
fromthe grilling that he had given Renz and Al ker. He waved for Warrendale to
t ake over the questioning, while he answered the tel ephone. The voice that
Weston heard electrified him taking away that tired feeling.

The voi ce of The Shadow

Weston didn't give the fact away. |Instead, he tal ked as though the cal
were a matter of routine, for he heard The Shadow i nstructing himto foll ow
such policy. The demand that The Shadow nade was sonething el se again.

At first, Weston did not want to accede to it. Finally, under the

insisted Ernie. "Maybe he was Renz,

hypnot i c
per suasi on of The Shadow s sibil ant speech, the comn ssioner agreed.
Endi ng the phone call, he | ooked fromRenz to Al ker. Very coolly, Wston

bl uffed the rest.
"I"ve just talked to Inspector Cardona," he said. "He's found out nothing
about those men we want. |I'mafraid" - his tone was reluctant - "that |
haven' t
enough evi dence to hold either of you."
In separate styles, Renz and Al ker | ooked pl eased.

"You both tell practically the same story," continued Wston. "If one
stands, the other nmust. I'msorry that | placed you under undue suspicion. You
wi Il not be inconvenienced in the future, beyond a matter of routine

guesti oni ng. "

VWESTON cal l ed the officers and had them usher Renz and Al ker downstairs.
It was Warrendal e who questi oned:

"You' ve | earned sonet hi ng, conm ssi oner?"

"Enough to believe that my old policy still stands,"” assured \Wston
"*Gdve a man enough rope -' You know the rest. | still have high hopes for
Renz
and Alker. | only wi sh that whichever is the Mask will make just one slip."

"I hope so, too. | think I'Il stay at a hotel this evening, comm ssioner
in case you need nme. |I'mworried, too, about returning to Long Island. Drock's
death is bringing things close to hone. I'msure | nmade trouble for the Mask,
this evening. He nmay have sone designs in ny direction.”

"Quite right, Warrendale. 1'll have a police escort take you to your
hotel . "



"That won't be necessary, conmissioner."” Warrendale turned, to clap his
hand on Nick's shoulder. "Here's one nan | can trust. He actually defied the
Mask this evening, | understand. I'mquite sure I'lIl be safe in his cab."

Not hi ng short of commendati on from The Shadow coul d have gratified Nick
as
much as Warrendal e' s expression of trust. The cabby had a swagger as he went
downstairs with Warrendal e and opened the cab door for the financier to enter

Weston followed with the officers; he saw the cab off, and then turned to
t he bl uecoats.

"l shall need sonme nen for another task," said the conm ssioner. "Since
I nspector Cardona isn't here, 1'd like one of you to call headquarters -"

An arriving cab interrupted his speech. Fromit stepped Joe Cardona,
shaki ng his head glumy as indication that his quest had failed. Wston
promptly drew Joe aside and buzzed the facts of The Shadow s phone call. At
first, Joe listened. Then he excl ai ned:

"What! The Shadow wants us up by the parking lot? That's crazy,
conm ssioner. It's a hoax!"

"Who coul d have hoaxed ne?" demanded Weston. "Renz and Al ker were both on
hand when the call came in, so it couldn't have been fromthe Msk."

"Maybe one of his nen pulled it, either Ernie or Tagger."

"It sounded |ike The Shadow. So | rel eased the suspects, as he ordered.
| f
you' d been here, inspector -"

"But | wasn't. Wiy didn't you ask Warrendal e' s advi ce?"

"He couldn't have understood. He doesn't know as nuch about The Shadow as
we do. We'll go through with what The Shadow wants."

Cardona nodded. It was the only thing to do. He, too, had followed tips
from The Shadow, in the past. He'd take a ganble on themanytine, if he was
sure they really cane from The Shadow. Joe sinply doubted Weston's judgnment on
the matter.

He was doubting it nore and nore, as they rode toward the parking |ot.
Sonehow, Cardona couldn't hold a right hunch on the matter. He hoped that The
Shadow was behi nd this odd gane.

But Cardona saw the nore plausible likelihood that the |aw had been
tricked once nmore - by the Mask

CHAPTER XX
MASTER OF CRI ME

THE stage was really set. In the outer room beneath the apartnment house,
the proper articles awaited the com ng of the Mask. Sweater, skullcap - nore
i nportant, the mask itself - were in the janitor's office, where The Shadow
had
earlier found and used them

Lights were off in that room The Mask preferred darkness when he put on
hi s di sgui se.

In the middl e room The Shadow stood in black, weighing a pair of
aut omati cs which covered two very dejected crooks: Ernie and Tagger

Those tools of the Mask had retired fromthe light, each toward a gl oony
corner, but the illumnation was sufficient for The Shadow to discern their
faces. @inless, the pair could do nothing. Harry and Margo were not in sight.

Sounds canme fromthe outer room Faint, those creeps in the janitor's
of fice, but fromthem The Shadow detected the arrival of the Msk.

He waited, his back turned toward the office door. It was dangerous, but
it was the only way to bait the Mask. The creeps came closer; still The Shadow
did not stir. His ears had caught sonething else: the click of a light switch
in the office. The light woul d hel p.

Then the creak of the opening door



For the first tinme The Shadow moved, turning slightly about, but stil
keepi ng his gaze on Ernie and Tagger. They were | ooking toward the door; they
nmoved slightly, but not enough to warn The Shadow. Perhaps it was their
restraint that brought the sarcastic snarl that The Shadow heard.

The forced voice of the Msk!

"So you are here ahead of ne.
you covered, Shadow -"

Ernie shifted - involuntarily, it seened. So did Tagger. As they noved

The voice cane fromthe doorway. "l have

The

Shadow wheel ed, to stop half short. He had a gun partly toward the doorway.
Franed in that opening was the Mask, his revol ver alnost raised. Each seened
to

know t hat anot her inch would force a duel. Both waited.

"Wse of you, Shadow, " spoke the Mask, "to talk before you fire. This
prom ses death to both of us, which would be quite useless.”

The Mask was showi ng a senbl ance of Warrendal e's tone, the proper
acconpani nent for the artificial face that hid his real identity.

VWet her Renz or Al ker, he was hiding it. He was the Mask at this nonent;
no one else. A personality that crime itself had built; a wealth-seeker who
seened willing to conpromi se; to preserve the gain that he had nmade through
evil.

"I have my ways," rem nded the Mask, "and you have yours. Let us | ower
our
guns and tal k -

He was suiting words with the deed he suggested. As the Mask's gun went
down, so did The Shadow s. Then the eyes that glittered through the imtation
face saw opportunity. The period of conprom se was no | onger needed. The Mask
proved his treachery by a quick triunphant sneer. Though wordl ess, the
utterance was an order.

It was a call for Ernie and Tagger to spring upon The Shadow fromtheir
corners, to grab himand hold himas a target for the Mask. Wth the cry, the
Mask wheel ed backward through the doorway. Quite as quick, The Shadow faded
across the middle room

@uns spoke, coming up, both shots going wi de. The Shadow | aughed as he
fired, but the Mask's fierce sneer was |ouder. Mssed shots suited the Mask,
with Ernie and Tagger to aid. He saw his two followers |unging forward.

They stopped, short of The Shadow.

Two reasons displayed thensel ves: Harry and Margo. So far unnoticed by

t he
Mask, they were behind Ernie and Tagger. The noves that the Mask had seen his
foll owers make were the result of gun-prods by The Shadow s agents.

Actually, by their forced actions, Ernie and Tagger had signaled to The
Shadow, telling himwhen to turn to nmeet the Mask!

MADLY, the Mask dived for the outer room blazing shots as he went. The
Shadow was reversing his fade, shooting back at his frenzied foe. Harry and
Margo were not in danger; they had the Mask's own nmen in front of them as
shi el ds.

In this duel, the Mask was forced to a | one fight against The Shadow, in
a
setting which the cl oaked avenger had arranged!

The Shadow was t hrough the door, while the Mask was diving to a corner. A
blast froma .45 shattered a table the Mask was flinging as he dodged. The
shot
m ssed by scant inches, and the Mask was away agai n, shooting over his
shoul der,
wi de by a yard

Agai n, The Shadow fired, this tine, it was a |lanmp that saved the Mask.
The



nmetal standard took the bullet; the lanmp toppled, crashed to the floor

Still, the office had light fromthe inner room The Mask |unged, hurling
a chair ahead of him Stepping aside to ward off the nissile, The Shadow was
absent when the Mask bl asted anot her shot.

A laugh, in the killer's very ear, rem nded himthat he was wasting
bull ets as he had before, while The Shadow, at this nmonent, was reserving
t hem

Again, the Mask turned and fired at the laugh. It was all that he could
shoot at, the mirth, for it was everywhere. A taunt that continued as the
gunshot echoed, telling the Mask that the doom which he had dealt to others
was
to becone his own.

Lungi ng, the Mask reached the door that led out to the parking lot, and
turned as he grabbed the knob. He saw The Shadow this time, and tugged the
trigger of his gun.

The revol ver didn't respond. It was enpty. The Shadow had counted six
shots in the wild fray, while the Mask hadn't kept track. Desperately, the
Mask
flung the enpty weapon The Shadow s way, and yanked the door open

He was on the threshold, with the whol e outdoors awaiting him yet
destined never to reach the outside air. The Shadow had hi m covered.

Finger on the trigger, The Shadow let his gun flip up, the bullet |oosed
toward the ceiling, instead of the door. For the Mask was al ready diving, as
t hough a shot had reached him Diving right into the mdst of new attackers,
who were surging in fromoutside. Wston and Cardona were the | eaders; behind
them came a pair of chargi ng detectives.

Under the four-man drive, the Mask cane flinging backward. Fortunate it
was that The Shadow had diverted his fire, or he would have found targets
ot her
then the Mask. The | aw was taking over The Shadow s duel, yet the cl oaked
fighter remmined ready, which was well.

Snat ching a gun that slugged toward him the Mask wrenched it fromthe
detective who owned it. He was goi ng down under the drive of nunbers, but he
twi sted asi de and shoved his gun toward his attackers. It was then that The
Shadow fired - a perfect shot, that bashed the Mask's wi st.

Wth an agoni zed shriek in a voice no | onger disguised, the Mask tried to
roll away as police guns roared. He stretched upon the floor, his artificial
face turned upward in the light that cane fromthe m ddle room

Two nen were pounci ng, one fromeach side. Wston and Cardona were each
trying to get the mask fromthe dead wearer's face. They succeeded between
them but as the imtation face came free, each grabber lost the grip he had
on
it.

They halted on either side of the dead master crook, their eyes as fixed
as the Mask's own gl assy stare.

Sight of Philip Renz could not have so transfixed those two viewers; nor
woul d the face of Roy Al ker have acconplished such result. The only face that
could have frozen Weston and Cardona was the countenance they actually saw,
one
that made them di sbelieve their own senses.

A mask had been lifted, yet its frozen nold still remained. This nman of
crime who called hinself the Mask was the very nan whose face he had so often
borrowed: Hubert Warrendal e!

Strange was the | augh that swept the room of doom- a weird tone of
deeper
understanding, that faded as it trailed out through the open door, to vanish
into the night. It told that one person had expected this revel ation of
Warrendal e as the Mask. He was the being who hinself had paved this clinax.

The Shadow



WHEN t hey discussed it in the Cobalt Cub an hour later, the strange case
of Hubert Warrendal e took on plausibility. By then, Comm ssioner Wston had
listened to Harry and Margo, while Inspector Cardona had quizzed Ernie and
Tagger .

Philip Renz had been sumopned fromthe party at the Chez Unique, while
Roy
Al ker hurried over fromhis office. Still, none of themcould unravel the
details of the nystery. That took sheer reasoning power, as evidenced by
Lanont
Cranston after he heard the points of evidence.

"I"ve been blind all along," adm tted Comm ssioner Weston. "I should have
known that Warrendale had a notive. After all, he could have wanted to double
his assets at your expense, Renz. Quite as much as you m ght have wi shed to
profit through Warrendale's loss.”

"Perhaps nore notive, comm ssioner,"” put in Cranston, while Renz was
noddi ng thanks to Weston. "Don't forget that Warrendal e, not Renz, was the nman
who had charge of their nutual funds."

West on | ooked puzzl ed, but Cardona didn't. Joe had just received a cal
fromdetectives who had gone to Warrendal e's Long |sl and residence.

"You've hit it, M. Cranston!" exclained Joe. "They've found those
securities that were taken fromthe Crescent Trust. But they don't conme to a
mllion bucks. Not even a hundred thousand!"

Renz stared, astonished, as the truth dawned.

"Then it's all noney that | gave Warrendale!" he blurted. "H s big
financial deals were all a fake! He had nme thinking that he was doubling and
tripling everything I gave him so I'd dig up nore for larger propositions!"”

It was Cranston who nodded.

"That was unquestionably the gane, Renz," he said. "You decided to draw
out nuch earlier than Warrendal e expected, and that put himon the spot. He
had
to rob the safe deposit box to cover up the shortage."

"But he nurdered Cedric Malvin, first -"

"Certainly. To block a deal he couldn't avoid, that would have demanded

an
i medi ate settlement with you. Successful in that crine, he went ahead with

t he

saf e-deposit box robbery as a | ogical sequel."

The Shadow turned to Roy Al ker

"You were too logical a subject,"” he told Al ker, "because of your quarre
with Malvin. That was why Warrendal e shifted half the weight to Renz. As long
as it lay between you two, he was safe."

"Absol utely safe!" Conmi ssioner Weston pounded the table. "It was
preposterous to suppose that a man woul d di sgui se hinmsel f as hinself, which is
what Warrendal e did!"

"And purposely let us catch on," inserted Cardona. "Remenber how he
nuf f ed
the mask at Malvin's? He did the same thing at the Crescent Trust. He wanted
us
to know the face was a phony!"

"As for Drock," said Weston, "he nust have known that Warrendal e had the
mask. So Warrendale had to kill him"

"Sure," agreed Cardona. "So he nade Drock call you fellows" - Joe
gestured
fromRenz to Alker - "and get you both down there. He had you both right on

t he
ground after the murder."
Cranston was smiling slightly as he listened. Al very nice so far, but
The Shadow foresaw the conming snag. It was Weston who suddenly excl ai ned
"But Warrendal e was out at his house every tine crime happened! How can



anyone account for that?"

I T was The Shadow who accounted for it, in Cranston's even-toned style
Hs initial statement cleared the way for others. H s prem se was that
Warrendal e coul d not have been at hone on any of those occasions.

"The night of Malvin's nurder," he said, "we both called Warrendal e's,
conmi ssioner; but it was Lathan we tal ked to, not Warrendal e. Qbviously,
Warrendal e had instructed Lathan to say that he was at hone, which Lathan did,
not knowi ng that crinme was invol ved.

"Returning from Malvin's, Warrendal e shot Lathan and inprisoned hinself.
He blamed it on two men who weren't there at all. Lathan's earlier statenents
stood, because he wasn't alive to adnit that he had spoken fal sely when he
sai d
that Warrendal e was hone. "

Cranston's words so clarified the case that Wston sat speechl ess,
wai ting
for his friend to take the next in order

"When he went to the Crescent Trust," The Shadow continued, "Warrendal e
stopped at Renz's first, and took the key, disarranging the place to nmake it
| ook as though soneone |ike Al ker was responsi ble. He had Erni e and Tagger
hel p
his fake get-away, so the police would report that the Mask had two hel pers,

t hus bol stering Warrendal e's story of what happened at his house the night
Lat han di ed.

"I called Warrendal e soon after the Crescent robbery, and received a busy
signal. | realize why. Nick, the cab driver, has testified that the Mask
cal |l ed
hi mt hat ni ght and had himl eave his phone off the hook. Warrendale did the
same, thus keeping an open connection all the while. The busy signal resulted,
and indicated that he was hone."

This time, Weston had an objection. "But | received a call from
Warrendal e

"Not fromhis home," interrupted Cranston. "He called you from somewhere
on the way to Long Island and said he was calling from hone."

West on wanted Cranston's theory on the Drock murder. It proved even
simpl er than the others.

"Warrendal e separated fromyou and Cardona,"” The Shadow told Weston. "He
didn't have to go hone to | ook up data on Drock. He already knew it. He went
directly to Drock's and used a gun to force himinto phoning Renz and Al ker

"Then Warrendal e called the hotel, and notified you and Cardona - al
from
Drock's. Warrendal e was right there, as the Mask, when you arrived. Drock
didn't
have a chance to stop anything that Warrendale did."

West on nodded.

"You' ve analyzed it perfectly, Cranston. The only trouble is, The Shadow
figured it all out before you did. Probably not until tonight; otherw se, he
woul d have picked the Mask sooner. What |'d like to know is how The Shadow
obtained his | ead!"

Smilingly, Cranston gestured to Harry and Margo, who were seated near by,
remarki ng that they could give the answer. Both Harry and Margo stared,
amazed,
until Cranston pronpted themwi th a question:

"Didn't Ernie and Tagger adnmit that the Mask called themthis evening,
telling themto seize anyone who foll owed Renz or Al ker?"

Nods responded.

"Then the Mask couldn't have been Renz," decided Cranston. "You were with
Renz all evening, Margo. You'd have known if he'd made that call. Nor could



t he

Mask have been Al ker" - Cranston turned to Harry - "because you were with

Al ker

and woul d have known if he'd contacted the nmen who | ater abducted you. Renz
and

Al ker received calls, decoying themto Drock's, but those couldn't have been
t he

call in question.

"So" - Cranston shrugged as he arose - "it all reduced to Warrendal e. He
had to be the Mask. The Shadow nust have known."

Bowi ng good ni ght, Cranston departed, leaving all to ponder on his words.
Singul arly, the quiet tone of Cranston faded in every mnd, blending to a nore
vivid nmenory of a powerful tone of challenge: The Shadow s.

Pur posel y, The Shadow had blotted the personality of Lanmont Cranston, to
produce recoll ections of his cloaked self.

He wanted these wi tnesses to renenber The Shadow, nmaster of justice, as
conqueror of the Mask, the man of crinme who had masqueraded as hi nsel f!

THE END



