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CHAPTER I. THE STRANGE VISITOR

THE man who entered the Graymoor Building was old, as his stooped shoulders indicated, but his stride
was youthful. It was that difference between carriage and gat that brought looks in his direction.
Doorman, elevator operators, and chance passers-by were anxious to observe the face of so curious a

person.

They saw buit little of his festures. The westher was frosty and the old man's chin was wrapped deeply in
amuffler. His nose, nipped by the cold, looked like a reddish button, and it was surmounted by a pair of
old-fashioned spectacles, which had large, dark-tinted lenses, obscuring the old gentleman's eyes.

There was an impresson of white cheeks and an equdly pdlid forehead, but they were not so
conspicuous as the shaggy gray hair that spread beneath the brim of the old man's shabby derby hat. It
fitted his head so tightly thet it seemed a part of it.

Allin dl, the old-timer was a human museum piece, and no one overlooked the burden that he carried,
aong with his gnarled cane. The burden was a brief case without a handle, that filled the space from the
old man's ampit to his fur-gloved hand. It was thick but flat, and from the edges which showed through
the legther, the case obvioudy contained alarge book.
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To many who viewed him, the old gentleman looked strangdly familiar, yet none could quite place him.
When the stranger had gone up in an eevator, the doorman stepped in from the street and said to the
eevator darter:

"I've seen that old gent somewhere.”
"Yeeh," returned the starter. "I've seen him, too—or maybe just his picture.”
"I kind of remember hmin a newsred, a couple of years ago -"

"Around Christmas, huh? Don't tdl me he's Santa Claus! | saw enough of hismug to know he didn't have
whiskers."

Laughing at hisjest, the starter used his clicker to send another eevator upward, and the doorman left in
abit of a huff. He was beginning to remember the old man more clearly, and he resolved that when he
did guess the codger's identity, he wouldn't tdl the elevator starter.

Asfor the old gentleman, himsdf, he was meking no actud effort to hide his identity. He had reached the
gxth floor and was hdted in front of a pretentious suite that bore the legend:

WILVERN CO.

There, the old man was unmuffling his face to show a firm, rounded chin. Hooking his cane over his free
wrigt, he opened the door and entered a fancy anteroom, where a middle-aged woman was seated a a
reception desk. In adow, precise tone, the old man stated:

"I should like to see James Wilvern, persondly.”

Such arequest was unheard of, in the offices of Wilvern Co. Even the heads of the indudtries that James
Wilvern controlled could meet him only by appointment with the proper secretary, for Wilvern was aman
of mammoth wedth, who handled corporation presidents like errand boys. Nevertheless, the woman a
the desk did not come back with arefusdl.

She, too, could remember the old man. Seaing his full face, she needed only a jog of memory to name
him, and the vigtor supplied the needed clue, when he drew a dusty cdling card from his pocket and
passed it across the desk.

In bold type, the card reed:
ASAPH DARWICK

A few minutes later, James Wilvern, a man of broad build, brisly eyebrows, and heavy jowls, was
daing at that sdfsame card. Pressing the button of a desk speaker, Wilvern ordered in sharp tone:

"Summon Jurn, & oncel"

Then, grumming the desk with heavy knuckles, Wilvern kept darting looks & the card, his expression
running a complete gamut from gpprehension to ddight, each mood immediatdy replacing itsdf by one of
the opposite category. The mere name of Asgph Darwick had produced such effect upon James
Wilvern, that the man of millionsfailed to hear a door open behind him.

A dapper man stepped through, approached the desk, and inquired in smooth tone:

"What's it thistime, Mr. Wilvern?'



Snhapping around in his chair, Wilvern caught himsdf and picked up the card. He handed it to the dapper
man.

"What do you make of this, Jurn?' Wilvern inquired. "He's outsde, waiting to see me”
Jurn's eyes popped.

"You mean Asgph Darwick, in person?' he asked. "The mysery man who used to advise Alexander
Mungton?'

"Exactly! returned Wilvern. "Mungton used to say that he owed his hdf-abillion-dollar fortune to his
dear friend Asgph. Now that Mungton is dead, weve been expecting Darwick to pop into Sght and
clean up on hisown."

"And here heis" nodded Jurn. "But he could never break you, J. W."

"Bahl" snorted Wilvern. "He could break a bundle of men as big as | am! All with a snap of his fingers,
from what I've heard about him. Get back in the rear room, Jurn. I'll open the microphone, so that you
can take notes on everything we say.”

WHILE Jurn was retiring, Wilvern cadled the anteroom and said that he would receive Mr. Darwick.
When the old man entered, Jurn was out of Sght and Wilvern, in a mogt affable mood, was ready with a
handshake for the vigtor.

Ignoring the extended hand, Darwick gave a short nod, instead. Then, as Wilvern started to help him with
the brief case, Darwick said tedtily:

"I can handle this portfolio, Mr. Wilvern. Its contents are extremely valuable, and they concern my vist."

Reaching the desk, Darwick opened the portfolio and drew forth a thick volume bound in velum.
Geguring Wilvern to his chair, Darwick stood with one hand resting on the heavy book and spoke in his
precise gyle.

"This volume" declared Asgph Dawick, "explans my entire connection with the late Alexander
Mungon. It is a complete record of how the principa fortunesin America were acquired, sparing nothing
regarding individuas concerned therewith.”

Wilvern could only stare.

"The secret of Munston's success,”" continued Darwick, "lay in fully understanding the persons with whom
he dedt. It was my business to learn ther tricks, to ferret out their swindles, and to tabulate ther
misdeeds. This book tdlsdl.”

With a forced amile, Wilvern relaxed. He waved his hand indulgently.

"I never dedt with Alexander Mungton,” began Wilvern. "He dates many years before my time.
Therefore -"

"You inherited your origind fortune” interrupted Darwick. "It was founded on the promotion schemes of
your uncle, who dedlt in fraudulent mining stock. Here isthe record, Mr. Wilvern."

Dawick swung the big book open. Wilvern observed that the fird few dozen pages were missng,
aoparently ripped from the book. Darwick thumbed through severa pages, then came to batches that
were fixed together by sedls. Reverting to the free pages, Darwick began to run through them for



Wilvern's benefit.

"Here are the names of the persons swindled,” declared Darwick, "dong with a lig of their heirs. These
pages contain full proof of each fraudulent transaction and the amounts owing to those dupes.”

Wilvern came upright in his chair. 'Y ou mean that you expect me to pay them off?' he ssormed. "To hand
over dl the money that you daim my undle took from them -"

"And more," inserted Darwick bluntly. "The amounts have been computed to date, at compound interest.
You see, Mr. Wilvern, itisonly far that your ability at accumulaing wedth should dso benefit those who
were actudly responsible for the start of your fortune.”

During Darwick's little speech, Wilvern's attitude changed. He was nodding, very solemnly, when the old
men finished. Then:

"Clever of Alexander Mungton,” he said, "to have you pilot him through the snags of big busness. But
why didn't he demand this retitution on the part of persons like mysdf?'

"Poor Alec,” returned Darwick, with a sad shake of his head. "He was too worldly. | could never
convince him that justice was necessary. On his deathbed, however, he reented, and willed this book to
me, to do with as | chose."

A sneer played on Wilvern's heavy lips. He turned it into vocal sarcasm, when he said:

"S0 you have appointed yoursdf a one-man committee to arrange the restitution of fortunes to damants
who never knew that those fortunes existed!"

"Precisdly,” afirmed Darwick, in a tone thet fitted the word. "Since you may be interested in knowing the
aum total of your particular debt, | can giveit to you, Mr. Wilvern."

Old Darwick was thumbing through the pages of the huge book. He ran a thin finger down a column and
announced:

"It is exactly two hundred and twenty-four thousand, three hundred fifty-9x dollars, and seventy-nine
cents, computed to this day."

THE old man wasn' jedting. Leaning across the desk, Wilvern gave Darwick a dark-eyed glare, coupled
with a bristle of his heavy brows.

"S0 you expect meto ddiver a quarter million to a raft of paupers” roared Wilvern. "What do you take
mefor? A fool?'

"I may have migaken you for an honorable man,” rgoined Darwick in his icy tone. "These gaps in the
book"—he riffled the stubs from which pages had been removed—"represent other accounts, which
have been settled a my request. Those pages were given to persons who paid ther just debts, according
to accurate records.”

"As for these'—he fluttered past Wilvern's pages and thumbed the batches that bore seds—"they
represent more accounts that should be settled, some totaling far more than yours, Mr. Wilvern."

For answer, Wilvern snatched across the desk as though to rip the pages deding with him from the book.
Cdmly, Darwick lifted the book from within Wilvern's reach. Then the old man brought some sedl's from
his pocket, afixed them to Wilvern's pages, and replaced the velum-bound volume in its much-worn
portfolio. Hooking the leather case under his arm, he reached for his cane and gave a curt bow.



Wilvern overtook Darwick as the old man was gdking to the door. Brigly of manner, his jowls gone
purple, Wilvern roared accusingly:

"Thisis blackmail, Darwick! A demand for money, backed by threat!"

Dawick brushed Wilvern aside with a hand that carried considerable jab. Turning, the old man spoke in
atone of findity.

"I have made no threat, Wilvern," declared Darwick. "I have merdy appedled to something which you
may have logt, but which | hope you have only misplaced. | refer to your conscience. Should you regain
it, you may notify me and we can resume our business. Good day, Wilvern."

With Darwick gone through the maze of corridors leading to the anteroom, Wilvern whedled back into
his private office and dammed the door. The sound was echoed by a dick from the other sde of the
room, as Jurn stepped out from hiding. Caming, Wilvern demanded:

"Wadl, Jurn, what do you think?'

"l heard it dl," responded the dapper man. "It wasn't blackmail, Mr. Wilvern. Y ou hit it on the head when
you told old Darwick that he was a one-man committee trying to do people good.”

"Do them good, isright," repeated Wilvern, seating himsdf behind the desk. "Darwick tried to do me out
of a quarter million. If he'd only tried blackmail, Jurn, 1 could fight it. As it stands, Darwick has the upper

Wilvern didn't specify whether he feared new tactics on Darwick's part, or was troubled by the qualms of
his own conscience. Watching him, Jurn wasn't sure what was going on in Wilvern's mind. Fndly,
however, Wilvern voiced an abrupt decision.

"I want that book, Jurn," he declared, "and you are the man who can get it."

"I may need some men to hdp me" returned Jurn.

"Then get them," ordered Wilvern. "Theright sort of men, of course. But the less you tdl them -"
"The better,” completed Jurn. "'l know."

Turning, Jurn started out through the door that formed his specid route to and from Wilvern's private
preserves. There, the dapper man paused; suppressing a shrewd smile, he looked back at Wilvern.

"Suppose | have trouble bringing the book,” suggested Jurn. "Will it be dl right if | destroy it, instead?”

"Youll bring it herel" stormed Wilvern. "At any cost! Of course | want it destroyed!" He paused; then, as
if in afterthought: "But | should certainly examine its contents, firg.."

"Certanly, Mr. Wilvern."

Those parting words were dl that masked Jurn's thoughts, for when he closed the door behind him, the
dapper man was amiling more shrewdly than before. Beginning with a mere surmise, Jurn was now quite
aure that he knew why James Wilvern wanted the strange, important book that belonged to Asaph
Darwick.

CHAPTER Il. TRAPPED BY CHANCE
IT was after dark when Harry Vincent entered the Graymoor Building and stopped at the bulletin board



which listed the persons who had offices in the building. Asaph Darwick had |eft, hours before, and the
dir caused by hisarivad and departure had long since ended.

No one paticularly noticed Harry Vincent. Harry was youthful, clean-cut, and, above dl, he appeared
prosperous, which was the best sort of passport that anyone could carry in New York. Naturadly, Harry
didn't advertise the reason for his prosperity: namdy, that he was a secret agent of The Shadow.

One name made crimedom tremble: The Shadow. Mysterious avenger who hunted down men of evil,
The Shadow was accredited with amazing ways of tracing crime to its source. One secret of The
Shadow's success was his use of competent agents, anong whom Harry Vincent rated tops.

Scanning the name board, Harry Vincent reached the letter "J' and paused, as he read:
JURN, OTIS, PRIVATE INVESTIGATOR, 524.

Having heard of Jurn, though he had never met the man, Harry filed the name for mentd reference. His
present concern, however, was not with Otis Jurn. Continuing to the next letter, Harry found the name he
wanted.

The board stated:
KERFORD, BLAINE, ATTORNEY AT LAW, 501.

Harry didn't continue to the bottom of the board, where the name of James Wilvern appeared. Kerford
was the man that Harry had come to meet, so The Shadow's agent took an eevator to the fifth floor, and
approached Suite 501.

Before he could enter, Hary heard a door open around a corner of the corridor. Stepping in the
opposite direction, he saw atal man, with long-jawed face and grizzled hair, going toward the elevator.

The grizzled man was Blaine Kerford. He had come from a rear door that formed a private exit from his
suite, a route he used when avoiding persons waiting in the outer office. Having seen Kerford severd
times, Harry recognized him and sauntered after him, taking the same eevator to the ground floor.

Though Kerford gave Harry a few sharp glances, he findly classed him as a chance passenger from the
fifth floor.

Outside the building, Kerford halled a cab, and Harry, pausing a the door of a parked coupe, heard the
address that the lawvyer gave to the cabby. As soon as the cab was away, Harry doubled back into the
building to make a telephone cdl.

IN another building, some twenty blocks away, a gentleman named Lamont Cranston was conferring
with his broker, Rutledge Mann.

It was difficult to picture Cranston and Mann as anything other than they appeared to be. Cranston was
the epitome of indolence, a typicd dubman who seemed bored by such necessary bothers as
investments, while Mann, rotund in appearance, methodica in manner, was obvioudy a man whose
mathematical mind was geared to the fluctuations of the stock market.

Y e there was something in Cranston's manner, something in Mann's actions, that belied appearances.

Mere laziness might have accounted for the impassve expresson on Cranston's face. Hawkish in
contour, his features were masklike; but through that mask gleamed a pair of burning eyes, symbalizing
keen intuition in the brain behind them.



Crangton's eyes were watching Mann, and the broker was busy, not with stocks and bonds but with
newspaper dippings that he had arranged in little groups. Clippings that came from different cities, dl with
surprisng headlines.

Numbered by dozens, these dippings dl pertained to curious legacies, strange gifts and the lucky
discovery of money, by persons throughout the country.

Mosg of the items were drictly locd, in their respective towns, especidly the sums that were under fifty
thousand dollars. Added together, however, the sums represented by the dippings summed up to a totd
of more than haf a million dollars, and both Cranston and Mann agreed that these recorded cases
indicated that there must be many others, wheraein the recipients of anonymous gifts had not informed the

newspapers.

Cranston and Mann likewise agreed that these windfdls of cash had come from one source—or, rather,
Crangton hdd to that theory, and Mann accepted it. For Lamont Cranston, it so happened, was none
other than The Shadow, and Rutledge Mann was another of his trusted agents.

When Cranston spoke, histone was casud, but his words direct. "The only plausble source of so much
wedth," spoke Cranston, "would be the estate of Alexander Mungton. He had so many millions, Mann,
that he lost count of them." Still sorting dippings, Mann gave a nod.

"As for the manner of the gifts'—Cranston's hand gestured idly toward the dippings—"they indicate a
legd mind behind them. Which, in turn, points to Blaine Kerford, principd attorney for the late Alexander
Mungton.”

Mann's roundish face acquired amusng look. Cranston's keen eyes caught the reason.

"Yes Mann," said Crangston. "Mystery funds might point to a mystery man in the case. | know that you
are thinking of Asaph Darwick. However, | can assure you that if Darwick had a hand in this matter,
Kerford would know about it -"

It was the telephone that interrupted. Answering it, Mann spoke methodicdly at fird, then showed
eagerness in his tone. Dropping the conversation, he turned to Cranston.

"It's Vincent!" Mann exclamed. "He says that Kerford has gone to vist Darwick!™

"Indructions” spoke Cranston camly, gesturing for Mann to rday them. "Tdl Vincent to meet Margo,
and both proceed to Darwick's. They are to watch out front and report anything unusud that occurs
there. They can aso watch for Sgnds from the house itsdf.”

WITHIN hdf an hour, The Shadow was approaching the house where Asaph Darwick lived. It was an
old-fashioned house that formed part of a row, and its brownstone front had the formidable aspect of a
fortress. Viewing it from an angle, The Shadow glided through a space near the end of the row to have a
look at the house from the rear.

During that survey, The Shadow saw Harry's coupe, parked inconspicuoudy some distance from the
house. But neither Harry Vincent, nor his companion, Margo Lane, saw any Sgn of The Shadow.

He was no longer Lamont Cranston; he was a creature of darkness that moved through the shelter of
night, clad in a black cloak, his hawkish features obscured by the brim of a douch hat.

Such was The Shadow; his misson, upon this evening, was smply the investigation of certain matters that
might have a bearing upon future crime. Though Asaph Darwick and Blaine Kerford might prove to be
men of integrity in their respective ways, the work in which each played a part might prove dire in its



consequences.

Where money went, crime frequently followed. Until The Shadow found the reason behind the bonanzas
which had fdlenin the lgps of so many persons, he would not be satidfied that dl was well. Even then, he
would have no immediate surety that men of crime were not indulging in the same misson: that of seeking
the source of the surprising wedlth.

Only asurvey of the sceneitsdf could assure The Shadow how matters stood, and he was ready to face
consderable hazard to obtain a firsthand knowledge of the Stuation.

Cracking into Darwick's old manson was quite a problem in itsdf. From the rear court, The Shadow
gudied the back wal of the building and saw barred windows, above. The cdlar windows offered a
sample of what the bars were like. Stooping, The Shadow examined heavy gratings set permanently into
brick.

He tested one grating, to learn its strength, and under the leverage of The Shadow's powerful hands the
barrier suddenly yielded. The fault lay with the bricks, not with the bars. Loose mortar broke from the
inner wall; asmal section of masonry gave and plunked to the cement of the cdlar floor.

A few minutes later, The Shadow had the bars swinging inward, as though hinged on the side that was
dill attached to the wall. Siding through the narrow opening, he dropped to the cement and pressed the
loose bars back into place.

As afind touch, The Shadow set the chunks of brick where they belonged, studied the result with the
glow of atiny flashlight, and gave a whispery laugh that denoted his approval.

More luck followed The Shadow's successful entry. He found stairs up from the cdlar; an open door at
the top. He paused, drawing the door shut again as a plantive "meow" came from the steps behind him.
Swinging the flashlight, The Shadow caught the reflected glow of a cat's eyes. Evidently a pet of
Darwick's, the cat was as black as The Shadow's cloak.

Rather than have the fdine cause complications, The Shadow stroked the creature urtil it purred; then
placed the cat a few steps lower, while he turned and opened the door, dodng it deftly, slently behind
him. The Shadow was in adinmtlit hal, facing toward the front of the house. From a curtained doorway,
ahead and to the l€ft, he saw a stronger light, heard the fant buzz of voices. Moving forward, The
Shadow reached the curtain, did between it and the doorway and practicdly projected himsdf into the
company of Asaph Darwick and hisvigtor, Blane Kerford.

They were seated near a desk in the center of afarly large room. Concentrated upon their conversation,
they had no inkling of The Shadow's arrival. The dark curtain shrouded the figure in black; the edge of a
large bookcase aso obscured their sght of the doorway.

Looking about the room, The Shadow saw that it was something of an office. Along with bookcases and
desk, it had filing cabinets, while behind Darwick, in a deep corner of the dcove, was a large,
old-fashioned safe, equipped with three dids.

His shocky hair waving as he wagged his head, Darwick was waving a bony forefinger toward Kerford.
Old Darwick was diplaying enthusiasm, though his eyes showed no sparkle, because of his dark glasses,
nor did his pae, drawn face furnish much expresson. It was the tone of his voice, high of pitch, that
marked the enthusasm.

"I TELL you, Blaing" Darwick was saying, "the plan is working to perfection! Until today, | encountered
no opposition from anyone. When | showed people the book"—he gestured toward the safe—"they



were willing to study the records fairly, and accept my view."

"Unitil today,” repeated Kerford, in a dry tone. "Who gave you trouble today, Darwick?!

The old man shook his head.

"I have my dients, Kerford," he said, "just as you have yours. Everything mugt be confidentid.”

"Yes" snapped Kerford, "confidentid, until they agree to hand over money to persons mentioned in that
ledger of yourd Then you cdl upon me to pass out the anonymous gifts”

"And why not, Kerford?"

The lawyer didnt answer right away. Instead, he arose from his char and took a few paces, tuming
toward the door as he did.

Though The Shadow eased back into the curtain, he gained a good look a Kerford's longish face and
watched the lawyer thrugt his fingers through the gray-tinged har above it. More than mere annoyance
was registered on Kerford's features.

Turning suddenly toward Darwick, Kerford gave way to a verba outburdt.

"It it far to me, Darwick! Suppose it became known that | had a hand in these disbursements. People,
would suppose that | had appropriated huge funds belonging to the Mungton estate and was giving them
out to straw men, letting each keep asmdl percent, in return. Such things have been done, you know."

There was logic in Kerford's argument, for such a posshility had dready occurred to The Shadow,
which was another reason why he had concentrated upon Kerford, rather than Darwick. But Darwick,
himsdf, had an answer to the argument.

"If circumstances reached that point, Blaing" the old man said, "1 would make public the whole case and
request the donors of the various gifts to declare themsdlves. They are dl reputable persons, even though
their predecessors were nat.”

"And suppose,”" put Kerford narrowly, “that something should happen to you in the meantime, Darwick?
Asan dtorney, | dways consder such eventudities”

"What could happen to me?'

"Almos anything, Darwick. Living done here, known as a man of congderable wedth, you might
become the target of robbery; even of murder. You are totdly unprotected. Why, tonight, the door was
wide open and | walked right into the housa!"

Dawick had tilted his head back to give a long, chuckly laugh. He regarded Kerford's statement as
humorous, rather than serious, and the lawyer couldn't understand why, until Darwick findly explained.

"The door was open because | expected you, Kerford," Darwick declared, "and because | trusted you.
However, | should be quite safe if the door stayed open dways. Turn around, look toward those
curtains, and watch!"

Darwick's hand went to a switch on the Sde of the desk. Kerford, not wanting to miss anything, whedled
toward the curtains

Smultaneoudy, The Shadow made a backward twist, a masterpiece of deftness, by which he intended to
regan the hdlway without leaving a teltde rudle of the curtans He expected Darwick to hold his



demondiration for a few seconds, so that Kerford would properly witness it; but the abrupt manner in
which the lawyer turned made dday unnecessary.

Old Darwick pressed the switch. Ingantly, the thin streak of a photodectric beam licked across the
doorway, from atiny eye besde one curtain toward a Smilar orb near the other. The beam was cut the
moment it appeared, diced by a figure that nether Darwick nor Kerford spotted: the twiding shape of
The Shadow.

The result was sudden. Actuated by the interrupted beam, a trapdoor opened in the doorway, dropping
its haves downward with a clatter. In the midst of a quick turn, The Shadow couldn't even dutch the
curtain as he wern.

Headlong, the cloaked eavesdropper disappeared through the chasm in the floor, a blotch of human
blackness that seemed a part of the darkness below.

The Shadow was gone, as rapidly as he had come. Dropped through the chance trap that Darwick hed
sorung, The Shadow was bound for the cement pitfdl designed to recaive unwanted intruders, like
himsdf!

CHAPTER IIl. VANISHED VISITORS

AS the sections of the floor trap dipped up into place, Kerford turned to Darwick with a look of
congternation.

"Why didn't you tdl me about that thing before?" the lawvyer exclamed. "Why, | might have walked right
into it! The way it dropped when you pressed the switch -"

Waving a scrawny hand for slence, Darwick rose from his desk, staring intently at the closed floor.

"It shouldnt have happened that way, Kerford,” Dawick declared. "I wanted you to see the
photoel ectric beam traveing from one cel to the other. Only when the beam is interrupted, does the trap
function.”

"Bven worse" put in Kerford. "Y ou're admitting that the thing is out of order!”

"Not at dl," returned Darwick gteadily. "My eyes are not sharp enough to catch things that happen
rapidly, but | assure you that this apparatus has been thoroughly tested. Therefore, | am forced to the
concdusion that an intruder was hidden in those curtains, that in leaving them, he broke the beam and
meade the trap function!”

Kerford looked from Darwick to the closed trap, then back again. In sharp tone, the lawyer asked:
"Where would the intruder be at present?

"Inthe cdlar,” answered Darwick, "reposing on the cement. | would suggest, Kerford, that you step out
to the street and see if a policeman isin Sght. A patrol car passes here quite frequently. Wait a minute,

though!"

One hand raised in warning, Darwick used the other to reverse the switch, so that the lawyer could sefdy
cross the trap in the floor.

Kerford made the passage in gingarly style, testing the floor with his foot. He reached the front door,
opened it and stepped outside, dosing the door behind him.

No police were anywhere in dght. Kerford saw some cars parked across the street, but they looked



empty. With a shrug, the lawyer turned about and went indde, damming the door behind him. He
intended to suggest that Darwick telephone the police, but the idea proved unnecessary.

In the office, Kerford found Darwick loading a pair of shotguns that he had brought from the closet. The
old man handed one to the lawyer, and proceeded to finish loading the other for himsdf.

"We can vigt the cdlar oursdves” Darwick decided. "Whoever the intruder may be, we shdl find him
consderably softened by the cement.”

FACTS bore out Darwick's statement. In his drop to the cdlar, The Shadow had fared rather badly
when he met the stony floor. Only his indinctive ability at turning severe plunges into minor smashes had
enabled him to land without bad injury. At that, hislanding had been by no means happy.

The Shadow was prone on the cdlar floor, in a very groggy state. His wide-flung ams had saved his
skull from damage, but they had taken the brunt of a blow without fully retarding it. When The Shadow
tried to rise, he dumped, because the whole cdlar was whizzing about him in merry-go-round fashion.

Only vagudy, could he remember what had happened. The crash had blotted out dl recent matters. The
Shadow knew that he was in a strange place, where he might be discovered; but how to get out of it was
a dilemma in itsdf, omitting the point that he lacked motive power to travd very far in his present
haf-stunned condition.

Coming to hands and knees, The Shadow managed a feeble crawl that was punctuated with dumps. He
clutched the sides of a doorway and toppled forward. Coming up again, he reached a wal and managed
to raise himsdf, because it was composed of boards, with spaces between.

But hisfingers, usudly powerful in their hold, began to yidd. Finding the top board, The Shadow gripped
it with both hands and wavered there,

Along with the whirl of the blackness about him, The Shadow's ears were full of echoes inspired by the
clatter of the trapdoor. Everything was bedlam in his mind; until he could forget the tumult that his ears
imagined, he was unable to move farther. As he wavered, his knees gave way, and that was the finish.

Though his hands 4ill retained their clutch, The Shadow sagged. The tumult became a roar as blackness
ovewhdmed him. A blackness so solid that it seemed to batter him into oblivion, swalowing him,
burying hminit mids. Asthe roar faded, The Shadow became motionless.

The door opened atop the cdlar stairs, a hand pressed the light switch, and Darwick poked into sght,
followed by Kerford. Descending the dairs, they reached the floor benesth the trapdoor, Darwick
looking up, to make sure that he had found the right spot.

There wasn't a doubt on that point; what puzzled Darwick was the fact that no victim lay upon the floor.
"He mugt have crawled somewhere" Darwick told Kerford. " Suppose we have alook about.”

Shotguns ahead of them, the pair poked about. They looked into storerooms and coa bins, without result.
Darwick suggested that they ingpect the windows, which they did, in cursory style. By that time, Kerford
was rasng objections.

"The fdlow may have tricked us" the lawvyer declared. "Furthermore, | left the front door unlocked.
Someone else might enter and sneak into your office”

"Hardly," returned Darwick, with a chuckle. "'l pressed another switch in the hdl that dso controls the
beam across the door of my office. If anyone does try to enter the office, he will drop down here and find



us. Or, more correctly, we shdl find him."

Kerford was just about to argue that they weren't doing much finding so far, when something brushed the
lavyer and made him jump. Darwick turned at Kerford's gaculation, and saw the black cat scooting
from the lawyer's legs.

"Ahl Here is our answer!” exclamed Darwick. He caught the cat and lifted it to the light. "I remember,
kitty, how you were dimbing those curtains once before, to paw at the tassels. So you were our intruder!

"W, let this be a lesson, unless you wish to drop into the cdlar again." He turned to Kerford and
pointed to the cat. "Jugt a freak of chance, that this cat should have been on a levd with the beam. Odd,
too, that the cat should have dipped. Perhaps the clatter of the trapdoor darmed it. Well, that at least
ends our worry."

THERE was another worry that Darwick did not know about. Outside the house, a man was snesking
from a car parked down the street. From another car, agirl saw him and spoke to the man beside her:

"There goes someone into Darwick's!™
"l see him." Harry Vincent spoke steedily. "St tight, Margo. Well watch him."

The snesking man reached the steps and approached the front door. As he opened it and sdled through,
Harry saw that the fdlow was dight of build. Harry didn't get a look at his face; if he had, it would have
been hisfirg gght of Otis durn.

Having noted that Kerford went back into the house without unlocking the door, Jurn, acting in behdf of
James Wilvern, had decided upon entering Darwick's house himsdlf.

Insgde, Jurn saw the lights of the office and stole in that direction. He was just reaching for a curtain, when
a sound disturbed him. A door came open at the rear of the hdl, and Jurn made a quick retregt to the
darkness of the vestibule. He saw Darwick and Kerford come from the door at the rear.

Pausing near the office, Darwick thrust out his hand and cut the dectric beam. The trapdoor in the floor
dithered wide, and closed again. Darwick repeated the operation, then turned off the hdl switch.

"You see?' he said to Kerford. "Anyone who tried to enter this office would have been very unlucky. But
thet isn't the only trick. I'll show you ancther.”

Darwick led the way across the office, to the safe.

Congratulating himsdf on his luck, Jurn crept in from the front door and peered past a curtain, knowing
thet the trap was no longer dangerous. He saw Darwick point to the knobs on the safe.

"Anyone attempting to open this safe" declared Darwick to Kerford, "would naturdly turn dl three dids.
The combination is very smple, because it depends upon the center did only. This one at the left has a
different purpose.”

He placed his hand upon the knob in question and held his fingers motionless.

"Onetwig of thisdid," spoke Darwick, "would blow us both to perdition, or wherever else we may be
going, Kerford. No onewill ever rifle my safe. | have arranged for its contents to be blasted, dong with
any mdefactor.”



Kerford began a cautious retreat from the neighborhood of the safe. Darwick withdrew his left hand; he
pointed to the did on theright.

"Thatisatimedid,” he explained. "It can be s, like a clock. Whenever | go out, | st it. Connected with
the charge that | just mentioned, it would dso blast the safeif | did not return. So you see, Kerford'—
Dawick turned to eye the lawyer sharply through the dark glasses—"my priceless book will never fdll
into the wrong hands."

By then, Kerford had nearly reached the curtains. Jurn was at the front door, ready to open it and dide
out. He caught Kerford's next words.

"All the more reason, Darwick," said Kerford, "why you should intrust me with the book. You have
drawvn me into these matters, dmaost without my consent -"

Jurn heard no more. Darwick had come up and was clapping his thin hand on Kerford's shoulder. Jurn
feared those eyes behind their dark glasses. He had an idea that Darwick wore them to enablehim to see
others quite closdly, without reveding his own thoughts by his eyes.

Despite his friendly manner toward Kerford, the old man was obdurate regarding the book. In fact, had
Jurn ill been within earshot, he would have heard Darwick indulge in some dight sarcasm at Kerford's

expense.

"You knew Alec aswdl as did," Darwick reminded. "Don't tdl me that he never showed you the book,
Kerford. Nor that you would have been dull enough not to make notes of its contents. You know very
wedl that | went to see James Wilvern today.”

Kerford ddivered a noncommitta shrug.

"I knew that Wilvern's record wasin the book," he admitted, "and | thought you would have trouble with
him. But | warn you, Asaph, you are dedling with dynamite. | dont likeit!"

Smiling, Darwick went back to the safe, as though the reference to dynamite had reminded him of the
explosive strong box. He manipulated one knob only: the center one. Opening the safe, he brought out a

large package.

"You were frank with me" he told Kerford, "so | shdl be frank with you. This package contans
photostats of pages in the book covering those accounts that have aready been settled. You can have
them, Blaine

"Why only these?"

"Because these persons have dready paid ther just dams™ replied Darwick, "and are therefore free
from any blackmail threats through this evidence. Furthermore, they are the only people whose funds you
handled, in sending money in the form of anonymous legacies and gifts. This datawill protect you."

"And when you settle other accounts -"

"I shdl give you photostats of the origind documents as soon as each transaction is complete. Good
night, Blaine"

BLUNTLY, Darwick showed the lawyer out the front door, then bolted it. As an afterthought, Darwick,
when done, went to the cdlar door, cdled the cat, and after the animd arrived bolted that door as well,
thus barricading himsdf for the night.



He was amiling as he recadled Kerford's worries regarding the safety of this house. Darwick fet that he
was quite safe where he was; safer even than Kerford, who was starting out on a trip through the city.

In that surmise, Darwick was quite correct. Had he looked from one of his barred windows, he would
have seen the evidence.

Getting into a cab that happened aong, Kerford gave a look back at Darwick's house and scowled; but
hefaled to see the car that pulled away from across the street.

Otis Jurn was at the whed of that trailing car, and he had other men with him. Jurn had dropped Darwick
and was taking up the quest of Kerford, instead.

Immediatdly after Jurn's car turned the corner, Harry Vincent put his coupe in motion. Who Jurn was or
why he was tralling Kerford were matters of mystery to Harry—and to Margo, too—but both agreed
that The Shadow's orders meant for them to take the new trail. Passing a cab that was in the next block,
Harry gave asgnd blink with hislights, then kept on hisway.

Things were developing rapidly with these peculiar cross purposes involving Darwick, Kerford and Jurn.
When such developments occurred, The Shadow was usudly deep in their midst. Tonight, he was dill
deep in aforgotten cdlar.

Like Otis Jurn, The Shadow was smply an unknown vistor who had come to Darwick's house, and
vanished later. But the sngular way in which The Shadow had vanished, quite beyond discovery, was
something of amydery in itsdf!

CHAPTER IV. CRIME TAKES A HAND

THE SHADOW dtirred; rather fecbly a firdt, then with stronger effort, yet not enough to shake clear of
the heavy pressure which gripped and amog gifled him. He needed air, for he was getting it only by
degrees, s0 he thrugt himsdf upward. As he did so, his hands dipped and there was a clatter dl about
him, but his head poked clear.

Finding his flashlight, The Shadow used it. As digointed events straightened themsdaves in his mind, he
gave a low laugh. Sometimes luck broke The Shadow's way in mogt surprising syle. This time, it had
done its part dmog to perfection.

The blackness that cramped The Shadow was very red and solid, at least in chunks. He remembered
sumbling through a doorway and dawing a a wal congging of loose boards. For the firg time he saw
what he had actudly encountered. The doorway was the entrance to a codbin. The wal was the datted
gde of a bunker, filling haf the bin. 1t had been heaped high with cod when The Shadow encountered it,
but in dumping, he had dragged the top dats with him. Released, the pouring cod had buried The
Shadow benegth its mass as it spread through the entire bin.

No wonder that Darwick and Kerford hadn't found The Shadow on ther trip to the cdlar!

Hidden benesth alayer of coal, which maiched the hue of his cloak and hat, The Shadow had been lying
completely camouflaged dl during the probe. At present, he was free to resume his investigaions, if he
chose; however, his choice was otherwise.

The Shadow knew that Darwick might be more dert than before, and that Kerford might have gone his
way. Furthermore, considerable time had passed since The Shadow's hard drop into the cdlar. He dill
fdt the effects of the unexpected jolt, and therefore decided that a return trip to this house would be
better palicy than a continuance of the present venture.



Going out by the window with the loosened bricks, The Shadow carefully maneuvered the bars so that
they stayed in place. Rather Hiffly, he made his way from the rear courtyard, into the next block. There,
The Shadow looked for awalting cab, only to find that it had gone.

A minute later, it came into Sght, cruising the neighborhood. The Shadow delivered Sgnd blinks with his
tiny flashlight. The cab stopped and picked him up.

This cab was The Shadow's own; its driver, Moe Shrevnitz, another of his secret agents. Moe was
seeking his chief, to tdl him that Harry Vincent had continued on Kerford's trail.

But there was more to Moe's report than that. The cabby included the fact that other cars had followed
Kerford's; cars which, in Mo€'s opinion, promised trouble for somebody.

Evidently The Shadow shared Moe's opinion. He gave the address of Kerford's apartment house and
ordered Moe there, a once, on the theory that it was the logicd dedtination where Kerford had gone.
Congdering the time logt, The Shadow was far behind the pack; nevertheless, there was a long-shot
chance that he might arrive intime.

THE chance was better than even The Shadow supposed. Not more than a dozen blocks from
Dawick's, Kerford had looked back and noted that he was followed. Therewith, he had ordered his
cabby to do some rapid detours.

Whether he expected to shake his trallers, or merdly discourage them, Kerford succeeded in neither. At
present, his cab was speeding through Centra Park, and every time the grizzled lawyer looked back he
saw the same cars, jud as close as ever.

Asindifferently as if he had merdly been taking an aring in the park, Kerford gave his home address to
the cabby and told him to go directly there. Followers who merdly hung aong and made no effort to
overtake afugitive were not very worrisome to Blaine Kerford.

From the last car in the procession, Harry Vincent observed the change of tactics and confided his own
opinions to Margo Lane, in the seat beside him.

"I don't know why that crowd is dogging Kerford," Harry admitted, "but I'll bet they show ther hand as
soon as he gets wherever he's going.

"Be ready to dide over and take the whed as soon as Kerford's cab stops. Don't worry about me,
Margo. Just get clear, and I'll join you later.”

As assurance that he could look out for himsdlf, and probably Kerford to boot, Harry drew an automatic
from his pocket and released the safety catch.

Sght of the gun didn't exactly end Margo's quams. It merdy promised thet if trouble did start, Harry
would add to it. Congdering the Sze of the crew ahead, Margo was doubtful that Harry would have a
fifty-fifty chance of ending trouble by his intervention.

The test came very suddenly.

Kerford's car screeched to a stop in front of an apartment hotel. Its driver, unfamiliar with the building,
had swung the corner so rapidly that he would have gone beyond his stopping point, but for Kerford's
order. Two cars behind the cab were discommoded by the sudden halt.

One, containing Jurn and a few companions, narrowly missed calliding with the cab. A quick swerve
averted the smash and carried Jurn dongsde Kerford's cab. In so doing, it stole vauable space tha



Harry needed as he came around the corner, and The Shadow's agent was thrown into immediate
disadvantage.

Only by a skilled maneuver did Harry manage to miss the hdted vehides and spin his coupe across the
street. Margo gasped as the car careened, and dung tightly to the door, thinking they had bounced
agang the curb and were due for an overturn. But the car's contortions were due only to Harry's rapid
handling of the whed.

Shrieking tires doubled under rims, then bulged out again and righted the coupe asiit finished itswhirl near
the sdewak. The door of Harry's Sde shoved open, and Margo fdt her companion pull her to the whed
as he gprang out into the street.

Jurn and his pals, dready out of their own car, saw the lurch of Harry's coupe and thought thet it was
bound for a crash. Such a happening to a car just passing by was much to ther liking, as they knew it
would digtract attention from their own operations.

Keeping to the background, Jurn snapped a quick order to his men and they closed in upon Kerford,
who was stepping from his cab. Harry's near crash having captured the lawyer's attention, Kerford didn't
redize his predicament, until he found himsdf surrounded by a cluster of men whose hard voices gave an
idea of what their muffled faces mugt look like.

One man, hand in pocket, was giving Kerford a ggnificant nudge that indicated a hidden gun. Another
clamped atight hand on the lawyer's arm, indicating that rough trestment might follow. A third gripped
the package that Kerford carried and tried to wrest it from the victim.

"I'm holding this”" the fdlow said. "We don't want you to be bothered with it while we're taking to you."
"Yegh," put in another, "and you've got some talking to do. What was the idea, nearly wrecking us?'

WHATEVER Kerford's opinion of the men surrounding him, he was quick to guess their purpose. They
wanted the package that he carried, and were trying to bluff him out of it. They wanted it because they
thought it contained the very thing that Kerford himsdf had been so anxious to acquire: namdly, the big
book beonging to Asaph Darwick.

Cagily, Kerford didn't intend to let them take the package. Showing surprisng power, the lawyer twisted
away from one man, shoved another aside, and drove a threatening fig a the third, who dodged. Jurn
and another thug were saringing to hdt the lawyer, when Harry arrived.

Coming around the back of a car, Harry saw only a jumble of figures. So far, not a Sngle gun had been
brought into play; but Harry didn't know it. He hadn't heard the statements of the men accosting Kerford;
he was impressed by their thuggish actions a the moment he arrived. His own gun drawn, Harry sprang
into the throng.

The dodging man saw Harry and the gun he brandished. Turning his dodge into a dive, the fdlow
grabbed Harry's ankle and tripped him, at the same time yapping a warning to his comrades.

They spun from Kerford, to see Harry coming up to hands and knees, groping for his logt autométic.
Before Jurn could restrain them, they dropped back, whipping revolvers from their coat pockets.

Almog blindly, Harry was shoving himsdf right into disaster as he came up with his gun. Foemen were
prepared to tug their triggers, on grounds of self-defense, if nothing more. Whatever ther bluff toward
Kerford, these men with Jurn were thugs a heart, and needed only the chalenge of an armed opponent
to turn them into marksmen who would shoot to kill.



At that moment, Harry Vincent was as close to degath as he had ever been during his long yearsin The
Shadow's service. Thugs were dropping Kerford to handle more imperative business. No argument, no
action on Harry's part, could possibly have stayed those crimind hands.

Only a gresater, far more pressing threat could veer the degth thrugt from Harry's direction, just as he had
diverted attack from Kerford.

The threat came.

It came with a chdlenge that riveted the men who heard it. The sound was a defiant laugh, sniger in its
mockery, vengeful inits strain. Mirth had pronounced its owner's identity more powerfully than words.

Strange, chilling, it seemed to come from the midgt of the aiming assassins, that tone which al men of
crime, from amdl to large, recognized as the theme of thelr one great nemesid

Thelaugh of The Shadow!

CHAPTER V. CHANGED TRAILS

HE was soringing from an arriving cab, that figure of blackness, when Jurn's accomplices heard his laugh.
The cab, itsdlf, had come from the opposite direction, pointing toward the various cars that were stdled
dong the strest.

It was Moe Shrevnitz's cab, of course, piloted hither by the shortest route, while Kerford had been
perambulating through Centrd Park with others following histrall.

But it wasn't Moe who had picked the cab's sopping point. It was The Shadow, uncanny and unerring in
hisindinct at picking vita spots and moments, who had told Moe when and where to jam the brakes.

Onefling of the door and The Shadow was not only out; he was legping through space behind Kerford's
cab, graght into the semicirde of armed men who had picked Harry as a common target.

The Shadow's course explained the illuson of his laugh. Coming directly toward the door of the
goatment house, the weird mirth was echoed back by the yawning portas, gving the deceptive
impression that the ped had come within the ranks of crooks themsdves.

The moment of mistrust that the thugs shared for one another was quite enough for The Shadow. When
his foemen saw him, he was dmog upon them, and each of his gloved hands bulked with a .45
automatic. Under the threet of those muzzes, the crooks forgot Harry. They flung themsdves in various
directions, stabbing frantic shots back a The Shadow as they went.

Another laugh was The Shadow's answer to bullets.

Wheding back toward the cab, he was ahead of wild-amed guns. He was finding shelter while drawing
firein his direction. The Shadow's laugh, a gesture of his gloved hand, were cues to Harry to find shelter
on his own. Harry reached his feet and made a sumbling dash to the apartment-house doorway.

Then The Shadow's guns began to stab.

He was toying with Jurn's tribe, literdly trapping them with bullets: Some had found cover of a sort;
others were merdy huddled. In every case, The Shadow hdd the advantage, as he jabbed shots from
behind the cab. He 9zzled bullets so close that ears could not only hear their whine, but fed their fanning
breeze, as well.

Until he learned the full cdiber of this crew, The Shadow was showing charity. The fact that Harry had



fird dislayed a gun was quite apparent to The Shadow. Nor did The Shadow blame his foemen for
firing in his own direction, considering the circumstances of hisarival.

It was best that this should remain a bloodless battle until the police arrived, which they would shortly,
and took over the scene. Then various persons, Kerford and Harry included, could explain themsdves
and let crooks try to answer charges. By that time, of course, The Shadow wouldnt be anywhere
around.

The Shadow's policy was succeeding twice over. His well-placed shots were making his foemen shrink
dill farther, while the usdless fire which they supplied in return was smply exhaudting their ammunition,
thereby assuring the law of an easy capture.

In fact, The Shadow was getting results too easly. He didn't like it when matters were as soft as this.
Gengrdly something spoiled the set-up.

Something spoiled it thistime.

IN reaching the doorway, Harry Vincent came upon a ruggling pair conggting of Blane Kerford and
Otis Jurn. Harry recognized Kerford readily enough, but he couldn't see Jurn's face. Kerford had taken
the lgpels of the smdler man's overcoat and was tightening them around Jurn's face.

Eyes peeking from the folds, Jurn gave a bleet that seemed redly genuine. It struck Harry suddenly that
Jurn hadn't been among the origind attackers who made for Kerford. Harry remembered, too, that his
fird task tonight had been the tralling of Kerford.

It might be that Jurn had been doing the same; that the man whose face Harry couldn't see was playing an
honest game, while Kerford's part gill remained in doulbt.

At least, Kerford was handling Jurn too savagdly. Harry inserted a protest for the man he didn't know.
The protest wasn't verbd. Harry amply tried to press Kerford back, to let hisvicim get alittle air.

Kerford didnt like the interference. He shoved Jurn vidlently across the doorway steps, tumbling him
through some ornamenta cedars to a patch of concrete beyond. With a bellow, the harassed lawvyer
gorang for Harry, who caught him in a grapple. Kerford's weight was something of a factor. Though he
couldnt flatten Harry, he managed to drive him from the doorway. Siill locked, the pair reded in an
eccentric course across the sdewalk.

Wild shouts greeted the sght. Crooks knew that the reding pair mugt be Kerford and Harry, because
each was too large to be Jurn. Since they couldn't reach The Shadow with their shots, the thugs resolved
to blast the pair on the sdewalk.

Scattered shots began. The Shadow stopped them with some point-blank bullets that crippled two of
Jdurn's followers.

Then, sweeping across the sdewak, The Shadow flung himsdf upon Harry and Kerford, ending ther
tangle with backhand punches from a gun-weighted fig.

Asthey separated, The Shadow faded dmogt between them, dwindling below the leve of new gunfire as
he dropped to one hand and knee. His own shots sent thugs diving, thistime for better cover.

They were taking to their car, and the cripples were staggering with them, while Jurn, profiting by the
gtuation, was leading the way with long lopes. Something had happened that The Shadow wanted: his
foemen were out of bullets. But the sudden reversad of affairs made The Shadow wish that they had afew
more shots to use.



If they'd stayed around to fire, he could have clipped them; but with their guns exhausted, their desperate
minds thought only in terms of flight. Jurn was at the whed of the mobster car.

The Shadow's firg chance to hdt the car's flight would be to blast bullets at it through the windows of the
taxicab that had brought Kerford back to his apartment house. The cab windows were open, and the
scared driver was crouched behind his whed. The Shadow aimed straight through the windows.

Only by aquick effort did he hdt his trigger finger, as Kerford suddenly sumbled up againg the cab. A
moment later, Kerford stooped; but by then The Shadow no longer had an opportunity to fire through the
cab windows.

The cloaked marksman shifted toward the front of the cab, soringing upon the step, to am across the
hood. The cabby saw him, gave an darmed ydl to Kerford.

The lawyer was rigng after regaining his package, which he had dropped beside the cab. His intention
was to dart into the gpartment building, but he changed it when he saw The Shadow.

Kerford had something else besides the package: a gun. Whether be had pulled it from his own pocket
or plucked up a wegpon that a fleang thug had dropped, Kerford did not specify. He made it plan,
however, that he intended to use the gun.

Kerford chose The Shadow as his target.

Thistime it was Harry who shouted a warning. It didn't need words; the tone was enough to tdl The
Shadow dl he needed. With a sweeping whirl, The Shadow was away before Kerford could fire, and the
lawyer, baffled by the cloaked fighter's fade-out, made a sudden scramble into the cab before The
Shadow could whed back toward him.

The cab was off before Kerford landed in the rear seat. The scared driver needed no order to get
started. The Shadow caught a glimpse of Kerford's face, glowering from the rear window, but made no
effort to fire after the fellow.

KERFORD'S case was dill a question mark. So far he hadn't shown enough of his hand to dassfy
himsdf as someone activey engaged in crime. The fact that Kerford had been attacked by a crooked
crew didn't whitewash him, as feuds between criminas were common.

On the contrary, Kerford's sudden antagonism toward The Shadow could not be judged a mark againgt
him. In these hectic hgppenings, where every man seemed a foe, Kerford, too, could have thought in
terms of afeud exiding between crooks and a black-clad fighter who accosted them.

Asthe middle man, Kerford could fed that he was the bone of contention, and therefore impelled to fight
dl comers.

There was only one way for The Shadow to learn Kerford's exact status. That was to overtake the
lawyer and question him.

The Shadow didn't wait for Moe to get his cab backed around; instead, he pointed Harry to it. For his
own vehicle, The Shadow chose Harry's coupe. Margo had started the motor; thinking she heard Harry
spring into the car, she was suddenly surprised at the whispered tone which said:

"Follow Kerford's cab. Don' let it out of Sght.”

It wasn't any fault of Margo's that she failed to follow The Shadow's injunction. Even Moe, the demon
hackie, couldn't have accomplished the required task. At the firgt corner police cars, which hadn't arrived



when The Shadow wanted them, were gppearing in full force. They not only spoiled the chase; they
produced a problem for The Shadow as they roared toward the coupe, srens screeching.

Police had heard the shooting and they picked the coupe as an offending car. Margo soun the whed and
took the turns The Shadow ordered. They findly dipped pursuers when The Shadow spotted the
entrance to an dleyway and gave the whed a neat tug of his own, which sent the coupe whizzing through
the narrow outlet before Margo redized that she had control again.

A few blocks away they sghted Moe's cab, which had raced around the other direction. Coupe and cab
pulled to the curb together. The chase was ddfinitdy off, as Margo understood when Harry rejoined her
inthe coupe. It was then that Margo suddenly redized that The Shadow was no longer with them.

Hed gone like athing of the night, but his whispered laugh came back, tralling from between building
wadls where The Shadow had merged with darkness. There was no disappointment in The Shadow's
tone. The mirth spoke of the future rather than the past.

Though The Shadow had logt two trails—Kerford's and that of the unknown crooks who had attacked
the lawyer, the game was by no means blind. It was a case of changed tralls, rather than lost ones. There
was dill a man who could be watched: old Asaph Darwick, possessor of a strange book that had some
connection, it seemed, with crime.

A closer connection than even The Shadow supposed. The volume that The Shadow had never seen was
to become more than an ingrument of blackmail—as James Wilvern, for one, had intimated thet it might
be. It was to become a Book of Degth!

CHAPTER VI. WITNESSED BY THE SHADOW

THE assorted dippings compiled by Rutledge Mann received no additions during the next few days.
There was a very good reason: the source of the mysterious gifts and legacies had temporarily gone dry.
Since the funds weren't coming from the Munston estate, but from people whose consciences yieded to
Dawick's arguments, the whole campaign had stdled through Wilvern's refusa to pay up for his unclés
misdeeds.

Not having found the answer to the riddle, The Shadow was dangeroudy close to a fase theory.
Knowing that Kerford had been Munston's attorney, he was indined to blame the lawyer for the sudden
cessdtion of gifts. In fact, Kerford had not reappeared, ether at his gpartment or his office, Snce the night
he fled with The Shadow in pursuit.

So there was a basis for the fase theory, had The Shadow chosen to accept it. It Smply happened that
The Shadow wasn't in a mood for accepting theories. He wanted facts.

Facts which Asaph Darwick might be able to supply. Which accounted for the fact that Darwick's house
was haunted nightly—not indoors, but outsde—by a black-clad specter otherwise known as The
Shadow.

By day, others took over. Sometimes Moe patrolled in his cab. Occasondly Hary drove by in his
coupe; sometimes it was Margo who took the car dong the street. A vist to Darwick wasn't wise;, not
unless the old man had company, to whom he might divulge certain facts within The Shadow's hearing.

The Shadow was amply waiting for Darwick to come out—and findly Darwick did just that.

It was midafternoon when a taxicab pulled up in front of the antiquated manson. Moe's cab was coming
around the corner, so he stopped to argue with the other cabby, who dtated that he had come in



response to a telephone cal. By then Darwick appeared from the house, dark glasses, muffler, derby hat,
and dl. He was hobbling on a cane and carrying a well-worn portfolio under hisarm.

In crigp dyle he took the cab that had come for him, and Moe, danding dgectedly by, heard the
address. Moe relayed it promptly to The Shadow.

When Darwick entered the offices of a promoter named Norman Dempster and handed over one of his
gimy cdling cards, he created the usud ir. He gained immediae admittance to Dempster's private
office, but the anteroom was dlill buzzing when Lamont Cranston arrived there.

Usudly, one of Cranston's vists created a dir in itsdlf, for he was known as a millionaire who had joined
Dempster in some very successful ventures. But with Darwick as the man of the hour, Cranston was
overlooked for awhile. Findly he managed to get some atention and have his card sent in to Dempster's
privete office.

MEANWHILE, Asaph Darwick was doing business with Norman Dempster.

Thebig record book lay open on Dempster's desk, and Darwick stood above it like a presiding judge,
tapping the pages with a gloved finger and spesking through the folds of his muffler. Darwick was rattling
Dempster's family skeletons, and Dempster was taking it very amiably.

It was Dempster's habit to take things amigbly.

Norman Dempster was a middle-aged man whose thin face was usudly amiling. His eyes, though
occasondly ligless, were quick to appraise people. His pointed nose indicated that he was a taker, but
today Dempster did nothing but listen until Darwick was through.

"You have dated facts” Dempster then declared in a mild tone. "Facts that | dready know, Mr.
Dawick. It is true that | married a wedthy widow and received her fortune after she died. A fortune
which she had inherited from her former husband, whose method of acquiring it was unethicd, to say the
leedt.”

"lllegd, the record termsit," reminded Darwick. "Your money, Dempster, came from a man who turned
the profits of a shipping company into munitions which were secretly sold to start foreign revolutions™

"You are quite right,” nodded Dempster, "dthough the fact was never proven.”

"Never proven againg its perpetrator,” corrected Darwick. "He covered himsdf too well. His associates,
the men he robbed, were the ones who went to prison. | am here to request restitution for ther hers."

Dempster placed his elbows on his desk. He linked the fingers of his hands, rested his chin upon them,
and eyed Darwick very geadily as he asked:

"Isthis, by any chance, blackmail, Mr. Darwick?

For answer, Darwick let his muffler drop to show the amile on his dryish lips. He thumbed the stubs
which had once held the early pages of his book.

"These pages are gone" declared Darwick. "They stand for persons who willingly made regtitution. As
for these"—he lifted a batch of pages that were tightly sedled together—"they stand for a mean who fet
that he owed no debt."

The seded pages were Wilvern's, but Darwick did not say so. He was amply tdling Dempster that
persons who did not pay up were accorded far trestment; that the pages belonging to the unnamed man



hed been sealed again and would remain so.

Dawick let Wilvern's batch of pages fdl. They were back again at the open leaves that represented
Dempster's own account.

Beyond those open pages lay at least two dozen other batches, dl sedled inlittle sections. They belonged
to persons not yet vidted by Darwick, new accounts that were to follow Dempster's. In thickness, as
wdl as sze, Darwick's ledger was very impressve.

"From what you tdl me" said Dempster, thumbing his own pages, "I would be doing the right thing if |
pad over, a my convenience, the sum of two hundred thousand dollars to certain deserving persons.”
Darwick nodded.

"Veay wel." Dempster opened a desk drawer and brought out a check book that rivaed the ledger in
length and width. "The present is the proper time. But fird"—he stopped to toy with a card that lay on his
desk—"would it be improper to have a witness, Mr. Darwick?"

“Not &t dl."
Dempster spoke into a desk ingrument: "Please ask Mr. Crangton to join us™

THUS, by request of Norman Dempgter, did Lamont Cranston, otherwise The Shadow, learn the whole
truth regarding the strange record kept by Asaph Darwick. Never, in his whole experience, had The
Shadow seen a case crack as wide open asthis one.

Stralling into Dempster's office, the casud Mr. Cranston was introduced to Darwick. Hardly had they
shaken hands before Dempster was relating the facts about the book.

Crangton listened, quite interested, and Darwick watched the vidtor dosdy through the dark-lensed
glasses. The old man was very anxious to witness the reactions of athird party, and, though he caught no
change in Cranston's immohile countenance, it was plan that Dempster's friend regarded the records as
bona fide, casting no doubts whatever toward Darwick.

Also eyeing Cranston, Dempster was impressed. Any doubts as to policy faded at once from Dempster's
manner. Taking it that Cranston, through his sllence, had passed judgment in Darwick's favor, Dempster
indicated the check book.

"I hold no briefs for my deceased wifes late husband,” declared Dempster. "He was a Tartar, that chap,
who should have died long before he did. | came into his money purdly by chance, and having acquired
it, | used it.

"You can vouch for my integrity, Cranston. When | find something to promote, | put some of my own
money into it and ask others to do the same. | state the whole case, and we go into the ded with a ful
understanding of each other. Sometimes we win; sometimes we lose. That's the hazard of the game.”

Darwick saw Cranston nod.

"I began with afortune," continued Dempster, "but | have built it five times over, through my own efforts.
Evey time | have made money through any promotion, my associates on that venture—Cranston, here,
as an example—have received a proportionate share. |'ve been honest with mysdf, because | have been
honest to others. | Sl be honest with mysdf again.”

Opening the check book, Dempster poised a fountain pen and gestured to the opened ledger. He said to
Dawick:



"Cdl off the amounts."

Dawick cdled them off, and Dempster wrote out the checks, making dl payable to cash, but nating the
names of the different persons involved. The checks totaed dightly more than two hundred thousand
dollars.

Recaiving them, Darwick put them in his pocket. Then, grasping Dempster's pages in the vellum-bound
book, Darwick tore them dong scored lines and passed the whole batch to Dempster, saying:

"To do with as you please”

"I Sdl keep them," assured Dempster. "As for the digtribution of the funds, | leave that entirdly in your
hands, Mr. Darwick."

Old Darwick gave a grimace.

"It looks as though the duty will dl be ming" he sad tedtily. "Hitherto, 1 have depended upon my
attorney, Blaine Kerford, to see that the proper people receive ther return from these accounts. But
Kerford has chosen to take a vacation without tdling anyone where he has gone. However, | shdl handle
the matter, Mr. Dempster, and give you aful report.”

Dempster bowed, and Darwick did the same, taking the exchange of courtesies as the right time for
departure. The big book back in its portfolio, the old man walked out with the long, brisk strides that
made his cane an ornament, rather than a necessity.

Seated behind his desk, Dempster turned to Cranston and asked solemnly:
"Do you redly think | did the right thing?"

"Under the circumstances, yes" was Crangton's reply. "l have dways heard that Asgph Darwick was a
men who fdt that judtice was just another name for integrity. The facts that | have just learned proveit.”

Dempster extended his hand and gave Crangton a firm, warm clasp. "I've been thinking so mysdf,”
declared Dempgter. "Two hundred thousand dollars was a lot for Darwick to ask, but it was only right
that | pay it. Most men would consider me afool, Cranston, but you do not. | am glad that | invited you
to act as witness"

LATER, when dusk was s#tling, alimousne passed the ancient house where Asgph Darwick lived. The
old man had returned there immediatdy after leaving Dempster's office. The passenger in the limousne
was Lamont Cranston. But the laugh that came reflectively from Cranston's lips was the mirth of The
Shadow.

The tone marked approvd of Darwick's palicies, and with it the wish for the old man's further success in
the cause to which he had assgned himsdf. If there was any doubt, any foreboding in The Shadow's
reflective laugh, it gpplied to one thing only.

The Shadow was thinking of the sedled pages preceding those that Darwick had torn from the volume
and given to Dempster. Those pages represented one account that had not been settled, even though
Dawick had seen the man in question.

Until that account received a settlement, The Shadow intended to watch affairs a Darwick's. All persons
that Darwick approached would not prove as willing or as amiable as Dempster had. The sedled pages
that Darwick had passed over mogt certainly represented aman who did not belong in Dempster's class.



The Shadow was quite correct upon that point, though he did not know that the pages in question
belonged to James Wilvern, a man who dill had schemes regarding the strange volume that was to
become a Book of Degth!

CHAPTER VII. MEN FROM THE PAST

AS the week progressed, new dippings of mysterious gifts began to pile upon Rutledge Mann's desk.
This time, The Shadow did not have to speculate as to ther origin. Nor did another man, who was
collecting dippings, too. The other man was James Wilvern.

The day after his brief interview with Darwick, Wilvern had subscribed to a dipping service, and he was
getting results. Had the dlippings falled to appear, Wilvern would have been pleased. As it was, Wilvern
was quite annoyed, and showed it when he phoned an order to the anteroom, saying:

"Summon Jurn. At oncel”

The word reached Jurn in the cubbyhole that he cdled an office. Jurn's office was in the Graymoor
Building, too, just below the extensive suite that Wilvern occupied.

Leaving his office, Jurn went toward the eevators, looked around to see that no one was watching him,
and opened the door of a storage closet. At the back of the closet, Jurn svung a hinged wal and went
through the improvised door, taking a spird staircase that led him up to Wilvern's suite. There, Jurn
tapped lightly at the specia entrance to Wilvern's private office.

Wilvern opened the door, gave a snarl for awelcome and gestured Jurn to a chair. From Wilvern's brigly
mood, Jurn knew that he wasin for something.

"So you were sure that Kerford took the book," sneered Wilvern. "Well, Jurn, look & these dippings
and give an opinion. That old fool Darwick isloose agan!™

Studying the dippings, Jurn shrugged.
"Maybe Kerford is passing out the dough.”

"Maybe heis" conceded Wilvern, "but not unless Darwick paved the way. | told you to get that book,
Junt”

"We dmogt got it -"

Jurn's use of the word "we' angered Wilvern. He sat down at his desk and glared.

"I expected you to use finesse" began Wilvern. "Instead, you hired a bunch of thugs -"
"Go easy on the boys," interrupted Jurn. "I've told you they were right guys"

Wilvern plucked a few dippings from the desk. He had dipped them himsdf, from New York
newspapers. They didnt mention anonymous gifts they pertained to a gun fight outsde of a New Y ork
gpartment house.

"The right men for murder, perhaps,”" declared Wilvern. "Should | require such services, | shdl specify the
fact. Keep those dubs out of crculation, Jurn, except under specid circumstances. You, a leedt, are
discreet when operating on your own."

"Il say | am!" returned Jurn, in a pleased tone. "I ducked a tricky trap that Darwick had set for me, and |
learned dl about that funny safe of his™



"Youve reported those details before,” reminded Wilvern. "I am fully aware of the dangers exiding in
Dawick's house. | am equaly aware that Darwick dill has the book, and that we must acquire it. Where
you have failed, | shal succeed—with your assistance, Jurn.

"Keep close check on Darwick. Make sure that no one is snooping near his house. When you are certain
that heis at home, phone me ether here or a my club. | can handle the rest.”

Risng, Jurn paused to grumble as he reached the private door.

"I can't dways be gticking my neck out,”" declared Jurn. "When | check on Darwick, | may need some
guysto hdp.”

"With guns?’ inquired Wilvern, sarcadtically.
"No, not with guns” rejoined Jurn. "Il pick some guys who wouldn't lug a Roscoe if you paid them!”
"Then use them," ordered Wilvern, waving his hand in dismissd. "'l shdl pay them, Jurn—through you."

Coming from the storage closet on the fifth floor, Otis Jurn was pleased that he didn't have to sneak
around the corner past Kerford's suite of offices Always, those offices had bothered Jurn, for he
pictured Kerford as a man who might be watching what went on about the building. Snce Kerford had
left for places unknown, Jurn no longer worried about the missng lawyer.

IT didn't occur to Jurn that Kerford might have tired of parts unknown and returned to New York. Jurn
was particularly anxious to forget Kerford, because he feared tha the lawyer might have recognized him
outsde the gpartment house when they had met intimatdy enough for Kerford to treat Jurn as a spanid
would handle a water rat.

Other people could keep alookout for Kerford, for dl Jurn cared, and other people were doing it. One
was a chap named Harry Vincent, who at that particular time was informing his chief, The Shadow, that
he had seen Kerford at the apartment house.

Whether Kerford was dill there, was something Harry didn't know, particularly as it was getting dark and
watching was difficult.

Darkness, of course, was made to The Shadow's order. Harry promptly received orders to transfer his
vigl to Darwick's terrain. The old man happened to be out, and The Shadow intended to check on his
return. With the Dempster account dmogt settled, Darwick would soon resume his rounds.

Riding to Kerford's gpartment house, The Shadow was thinking about Dempster. As Cranston, The
Shadow had talked to the promoter since the other day, and Dempster had fet more and more pleased
by his policy of endowing funds upon deserving people.

Old Darwick had been handling everything beatifully, and keeping in congtant touch with Dempster. In
fact, it was very likdy that Darwick's drall this afternoon had taken him to Dempster's office. The
Shadow hadn't gone there, because he knew that Dempster was on a business trip and was not expected
back until tomorrow.

Such reflections ended when Moe Shrevnitz's cab stopped around the corner from Kerford's apartment
house and The Shadow, fully cloaked, continued on foot. He saw a dim light in Kerford's apartment,
which was a few floors up, and againg the window shade the mations of a humean figure were evident.

Wearing a hat, Kerford was evidently occupied in packing a suitcase, and the effect became more
apparent as The Shadow ascended afire escape and gained a closer [ook.



There was a way around to Kerford's gpartment, and The Shadow took it, findly trying the door of a
kitchenette, which yielded under a probing skeleton key. Through the kitchen, The Shadow peered into
the living room, but saw no Sgn of Kerford.

Instead, The Shadow spied a hat parked on a lamp, with an empty suitcase on the table near it. The
flutter of the window shade againgt an open window produced the effect of motion from the hat.
Nevertheless, The Shadow was not deceived into thinking that such a trick had fooled him.

He was sure that he had seen an actud figure within the past few minutes. Therefore, Kerford must have
just left the apartment, planting the hat at the last moment. On that theory, The Shadow made a quick trip
downgdtairs, and immediatdy learned that his guess was right.

Moe reported that Kerford had just come out and taken a cab. Having noted the direction, Moe was
quick on the trall as soon as The Shadow joined him. Within a few blocks, they sighted Kerford's cab,
and from then on the trall was easy, because Kerford, during the interim, had looked back and decided
thet he was not being followed.

The tral led to the Graymoor Building, where Kerford entered. It was after hours, and occupants of
offices had to report to a watchman when they entered.

While Kerford was going through that formdity, The Shadow glided into the building, so smoothly that
hisonly trace was aflat blot of darkness that eased across the tiled floor.

By the time Kerford was in the elevator and riding upward, The Shadow had reached a stairway. His
trip, however, was alonger one, since he had five floors, to go.

On the fifth, The Shadow noted that Kerford's suite was dark; but when he went around a corner, he
saw alight through the frosted glass of a door pand which he knew was Kerford's private route into the
uite.

Agan, The Shadow saw a shape againg the light, and he wasted no time about it. Usudly, The Shadow
was quiet with his skeleton keys, but on this occasion he let them clatter as he worked on the door.

He watched for some reaction from the huddled figure within, but none came. Nevertheless, The Shadow
opened the door, to see the full proof.

Kerford had tried the het trick again.

A desk lamp was lighted, and on afile rack at the near edge of the desk rested a tilted hat. Kerford had
put it in that podtion to get the shaded effect, but it was a very amateurish job. An excusable job,
however, snceit had diverted The Shadow long enough for Kerford to continue on hisway. At the art of
dipping in and out of apartments or offices, Kerford was certainly quite capable.

IT was another case of meking up for logt time, so The Shadow took a speedy trip downgairs. He
passed the watchman in the lobby; the fdlow was making an entry in his book, marking the fact that
someone had just eft.

The Shadow didn't pause to watch if he entered Kerford's name. The opportunity of passng the
watchman was too good to overlook. Besides, The Shadow was depending on Moe for a report
regarding Kerford.

The cabby wasn't in sght. Hed gone around the block, intending to cruise a short while and float back
agan, to park near the building. Watchmen were often suspicious of cabs that parked too long near their
preserves.



At firg, The Shadow supposed that Moe had picked up Kerford, and would report back later; but the
cab arrived empty, and would have rolled past if The Shadow hadn't hdted it with a quick-blinked sgnd
from atiny flashlight.

In the cab, The Shadow questioned Moe and learned that he had seen some other cabs go by in the next
street, but had not connected them with Kerford. Thus, Kerford's trall was gone again, like the dippery
men, himsalf.

There was only one palicy: to play ahunch regarding Kerford's destination. In doing so, The Shadow did
not forget that he had dready picked a subdtitute for Kerford before the lawyer's return. He had that
point in his mind when he named his new god.

The Shadow ordered Moe to take him to Darwick's house, as logicd a place as any where Kerford
might be found. It was a better choice than even The Shadow knew.

Thisevening, dl trails were to lead to Darwick's home, the place where the Book of Degth awaited!

CHAPTER VIIl. DEATH ON DISPLAY

IT was along trip from the Graymoor Building to Darwick's house and much could happen during the
timeit took to get there. Much was beginning to happen, even as The Shadow dtarted hisjourney.

Already, Darwick's house was under survellance by Harry Vincent, but The Shadow's agent was
keeping drictly under cover. From a spot wel down the sireet, Harry saw a cab stop in front of the
house and recognized the man who dighted.

The man was Asaph Darwick, spry as ever, but tonight he carried only a cane. His precious portfolio
was evidently locked away in his safe. Harry watched Darwick pay the cab driver, then produce at batch
of keys as he went up the steps to the house. By the time Darwick opened the door, the cab had I€ft.

Waiting a few minutes more, Harry made sure that there were no lurkers dong the street. He
double-checked his finding by coming from cover and pacing dong the street, glancing across as he
passed the house. Around the corner, Harry set out to find a telephone to cdl Burbank, the contact man
who relayed evening messages to The Shadow.

Thus for severd minutes the street remained unwatched, which could hardly have been termed
negligence on Harry's part, congdering hisingpection of the thoroughfare. But Harry wouldn't have been
quite so satisfied, had he kept tabs on the cab that brought Darwick home.

That cab stopped near a drugstore a few blocks away, where it was promptly met by a man who
stepped out from the curb. The man who met the cab was Otis Jurn.

"The guy'shome" the cabby told Jurn. "'l picked him up outside that restaurant where he was edting, the
way you said for me to do.”

"Good enough,” returned Jurn. "Here's another ten bucks for your trouble. I'll give you a cal when | need
you again, Buzz."

The cabby gave an eager nod. Then:
"What's the old gent been saging?' questioned Buzz. "Some kind of a phony ded?"

"It's a confidential matter,” informed Jurn, "between mysdf and an important dient. That's the way we
handle thisinvestigation work— awaysin gtrictest confidence.”



Having thus dismissed the inquistive cabby, Jurn stepped into the drugstore and cdled Wilvern's
private-office number. He received a short hello, given in a cautious tone. Jurn took it that some of the
office hdp were around and that Wilvern didn't want them to know that he was there.

"Thisis durn," informed the private dick. "Old Darwick is back. | think he was over to see Dempger.”
The response was another monaosyllable
"Wdl?'

"Wdl, Dempster wasnt there,” replied Jurn. "He's out of town, | think. Maybe Darwick is expecting him,
because he gobbled hisdinner in a hurry. | had a cabby pick him up and bring him home."

Wilvern expressed no interest in Jurn's clever method. Apparently, he was taking it for granted that Jurn
would use some drategy to trace Darwick. So Jurn concluded his conversation in wise fashion.

"Darwick's home™ he said, "and that's what you wanted to know. The sooner you get over, the sooner
you will see him. If you want, I'll meet you outside and go in with you. Maybe that would be better, Mr.
Wilvern."

The reply that came was as testy as any that Jurn had ever heard from Wilvern. The speaker said crisoly:
" sl vigt Mr. Darwick donel”

Leaving the drugstore, Jurn fdt put out a the way he had been sheved. He waked in the direction of
Darwick's house, and when he reached the street in back of it, he had a bright idea. If he couldn't meet
Wilvern, Jurn could at least ook in on the interview that his employer was to hold with old Darwick.

There was only one obstacle—that of getting into Darwick's house. Buzz hadn't reported whether
Dawick had left the front door unlocked, but it didn't particularly matter to Jurn. He couldnt afford to
even try the front door, because if Darwick didn't spot him, Wilvern might. The proper sysem was to
take alook at the back of the house and see what possihilities it offered.

SOON Jurn was blundering through the courtyard from which The Shadow, afew nights ago, had gained
access to Darwick's cdlar. 1t wasn't difficult to pick Darwick's house from the othersin the row. Looking
up, Jurn saw bars on the windows, and they were the giveaway.

Stooping, the private investigetor discovered that the cdlar gratings were equdly formidable. He wouldn't
even be able to dent them during the twenty-odd minutes thet it would take Wilvern to arrive.

However, since held gone to dl the trouble of entering the courtyard, Jurn decided that he ought to study
the gratings, just in case Wilvern asked about them later. Jurn fdt that he dways made a hit with Wilvern
when he reported every side light that concerned a case.

Gripping the barred grating, Jurn estimated that it would take an hour's work with a hacksaw to cleave
the obstacle. He shook the bars to learn if they were loose, and the result was a red surprise. The bars
were S0 loose thet they gave a a touch, and Jurn, thrudting forward, was precipitated through the cdlar
window amid a clatter of fdling bricks.

His grab a the swinging bars broke his fdl, and when he looked up from the cdlar floor, he saw the
condition of the masonry on the ingde wall. Picking up the bricks, he studied them with a flaghlight and
decided that they could be put back in place quite nestly.

Inadvertently, Jurn had tested the same window as The Shadow, and had thereby uncovered the



black-cloaked investigator's private route into the Darwick mansion. Hicking hislight about, Jurn saw the
dairsthat led up to the firg floor. He decided that this indde route was better than the front door, even
should the latter prove to be open. However, Jurn ascended the cdllar Sairs step by step, tedting each
one cautioudy. He wasn't anxious to encounter another of Darwick's traps.

Hand on the door, Jurn hesitated, remembering that two dids of Darwick's safe were attached to an
explosve charge and that this doorknob might have asmilar gadget. When he turned the knob, he did it
dowly, finding it difficult to keep his hand from sheking. He heard the laich dick open, and gave a
chuckle, which changed ingantly to a croak of darm.

From beyond the door came a low, muffled report, enough like an exploson to scare the wits from Jurn.
Dropping the doorknob like a hot plate, Jurn dived for the stairs and made a frantic sprawl to the bottom,
luck aone saving him from serious hurt.

When he regained his wind and his wits, he turned the flashlight up the stairs again. The door was the
same as before; it hadn't suffered from the curious blast. Thinking it over, Jurn decided that the explosion,
if such it happened to be, mus have occurred some distance from the door. He wondered if Darwick's
safe had gone off, and the thought roused his curiosity.

To nerve himsdf, Jurn drew a revolver and started up the stairs again. He gripped the doorknob firmly,
gave it a bold twigt, and went through. He blinked at sght of the front hal. Dimly lighted, it was quite
unchanged from the time when Jurn had last seenit.

There was a glow from the curtained doorway on one side. Having come thisfar, Jurn decided to have a
look into Darwick's office. Remembering the trapdoor in the floor, he looked for the hdl switch. He saw
thet it was off, but then recalled that there was another switch ingde the room.

Almog at the curtains, Jurn hated and recoiled. His manner was that of a man struck by sudden horror;
an odd coincidence, for within the next few seconds that horror became redl.

IN recoiling, Jurn shifted dightly past the edge of the curtains, getting a sudden preview of Darwick's
office. Normally, Jurn would have hurriedly stepped from sght, but it did not prove necessary. There
wasn't a chance that Darwick's eyes could spy the dumsy intruder. He wasn't looking in Jurn's direction.

Old Darwick was lying on the floor, hafway between his safe and the desk. He looked as though he had
been caught in the middle of a turn, when something feled him. The peculiar twist of his body indicated
that he had collgpsed in a oird manner, and his arms, thrust askew, were evidence that his outthrust
hands hadn't been able to stop hisfall.

His head across one ebow, Darwick's face was looking up from above a twisted neck. It was turned
toward the side of the room, away from Jurn, but the man in the doorway could see that Darwick's eyes
were glazed and sghtless. Then, remembering the puny exploson that he had heard awhile before, Jurn
moved into the room to look for something else.

Totdly forgetful that the floor was trapped, Jurn went right across the danger spot, but it did not open
beneath him. Fascinated by the grotesque figure by the desk, Jurn kept coming closer, urtil he was
looking straight down at Darwick's body. Then Jurn saw it, the tdltale splotch of crimson, haf hidden by
ascrawvny e bow.

The coloration on Darwick's shirt front announced that the sound that Jurn had heard was a gunshot.
Asaph Darwick had received a bullet through the heart, fired by a murderer who had been on the job
while Jurn was il fumbling his way through the cdllar.



Eyeslifting, Jurn looked at Darwick's safe. It was wide open and, except for afew scattered papers, was
empty. None of those was thick enough to hide a massve volume that was paramount in Jurn's mind.
Darwick's bound records had indeed become a Book of Degth, for the volume was gone, dong with the
old man's dayer.

Deeth had reached Asgph Darwick, keeper of the strange book, before The Shadow could come to his
ad!

CHAPTER IX. A QUESTION OF MURDER

DEATH, displayed in the person of Asgph Darwick, brought cold shivers to Otis Jurn. Not that Jurn
minded the sght of dead bodies; on the contrary, he was wel inured to them. Chasing around morgues to
look at unidentified corpses was one of hisfairly frequent duties.

But this wasn't a morgue, and there was no question as to the victim's identity. Nor was Jurn here under
proper auspices. He was the fird man to view the body after deeth had been done. He was in a house
where he had forced an entry, and he was carrying a revolver in his hand. The Stuaion did not apped to
Jurn at dl.

As Jurn pictured it, he was in as bad a Stuation as the actud murderer; perhaps worse. His congtant
ability to poke into other people's afars had resulted in a reverse twigt; one that supplied a serious jolt.
Though he knew that James Wilvern had been determined to acquire the book owned by Asaph
Darwick, Jurn hadn't expected murder as the method.

Right now, Jurn's mind, muddled though it was, had begun to piece a few facts regarding Wilvern. Al
were fixed on the basis that Jurn had underrated the craftiness of his employer.

Wilvern, tdling Jurn to get rid of men who handled gund What a build-up! Tha phone cdl, too, with
Wilven bluntly gtating he didn't want Jurn on hand at Darwick's—how it fixed matters, working ather

way!

If Jun had actudly left the neighborhood, he wouldn't have learned about Darwick's deasth when it
occurred, and would have been in a receptive mood for any dibi that Wilvern might offer. Wilvern could
have figured it like that; or —consdering Wilvern's craft—Jurn's employer might have expected things to
happen exactly as they had occurred.

Definitdy, Otis Jurn was on the spot, and he couldn't kid himsdf out of it, as he did with most things

Shekily withdrawing from the vidnity of Darwick's body, Jurn sought temporary security in a corner of
the room. He chose a front corner because it was deeper, and there, an accusing voice spoke suddenly
inhis ear.

It said, "Meow."

Whipping away, Jurn saw Darwick's black cat, and the cresture gave hm a green-eyed stare that
matched its accusng meow. Jurn didn't like the cat's color; it reminded him too much of a black-cloaked
fighter who had loomed from nowhere the night when Jurn and his pals had been hounding Kerford.

That reminder of The Shadow caused Jurn to whed about to see what was behind him. He was dmog at
the front window, which had a dawn blind, and as Jurn turned, again the specter of The Shadow reared
before him.

Up from the window itsdf came the shape in black, silhouetted on the curtain, as though ready to burst
through and take Jurn in a permanent clutch. Trembling, Jurn fdt his knees give. He dropped to the floor,



whining, pleading for the cloaked avenger to show him mercy.

Then Jurn redlized that he was blegting his innocence a nothing. He had seen a shadow, surdy enough,
but it was only his own, outlined againg the window shade. Jurn gave a hollow laugh and arose, watching
his own shadow come up with him. But his new courage was only temporary.

Jurn was riveted with the thought that he had done more than leave a wide trail behind him. By cowering
toward that front window, with its light-colored blind, he had made himsdf visble from the street.
Already, a police car might be stopping, its occupants wondering what was happening at Darwick's, the
mogt important house on their best.

Wildly, Jurn sumbled out into the hdl; there, imbued by a frantic hope that he dill might flee in time, he
mede for the nearest outlet, the front door itsdlf.

As he opened that door, the quiet of the street camed him. There wasn't a car in Sght. The door was
unlatched, which was a good point.

Stepping back indde, Jurn closed the door and polished its handle with a handkerchief. He was getting
rid of Wilvern's traces, as wel as his own, he was forced to admit, but that was dl the better. After dl, he
was working for Wilvern, so he might aswdl cover up for his boss.

Wilvern paid handsome fees, whenever occason caled. If Jurn dropped in to see hm and gave a
noncommitta account of this adventure, leaving out dl mention of his own chills, Wilvern might see fit to
write out a very szable check. Yes, it was Jurn's duty to cover up for Wilvern, and for himsdf, as well,
since any tral to Jurn might lead on to Wilvern.

COOLLY, Jurn waked back into the office and looked &t the body. He was startled when an old clock
chimed in the halway, but he controlled his nerves and listened asiit tolled the hour of eight.

The sound ended with a click, which didn't worry Jurn. He had heard old-fashioned clocks act that way
before. Quite camly, he stooped to take a closer ook a Darwick's body.

So far as Jurn could see, Wilvern hadnt |eft a trace of anything, except the bullet that had punctured
Darwick's heart. If Wilvern had enough sense to use an unregistered gun, and get rid of it afterward, the
bullet wouldn't count. That settled, Jurn's next job was to go out through the cellar, getting rid of any
traces that would reved his own entry.

With that thought, he arose from beside the body, this time watching his own shadow, chuckling at the
fact that it would move away, too.

Jurn's chuckle didn't last.

The slhouette that he thought was his own stayed right where it was, glued tightly to the floor. Jurn's
fingers went so numb that they hardly fdt the coldness of his gun, when they found it in its pocket.

Even at that, the gun fdt warm, for it was Jurn who redlly had the chill. His hand was shaking like a padm
tree in a hurricane, when he came about to face an intruder who had stepped into the room.

Jurn saw a middle-aged man, whose face was thin, yet roundish. His nose was as inquistive as Jurn's
own, and the eyes above them looked watery, without any of the burn that Jurn identified with The
Shadow's. Though his hand 4ill shook, Jurn began to redize that this vistor couldnt be The Shadow,
evenin digyuise.

The man must have entered as the clock was driking, which accounted for the click that Jurn had heard,



not from the clock, but from the front door. Eyeing the man, Jurn saw horror written on his face, and the
sght of Darwick's body wasn't the only reason.

The man was dmogt petrified, it seemed, by the threat of Jurn's gun. His hands were moving upward,
dowly and mechanicaly.

It occurred to Jurn who this man mugt be. Today, Asaph Darwick had gone to see a wedthy promoter
named Norman Dempster. Jurn, himsdf, had mentioned that point when phoning Wilvern, together with
the belief that Darwick might be expecting Dempster.

Y es, this was Dempster, and he had caught Jurn with the goods. Only, the burden of murder didn't lie on
Jurn a al. Though he doubted that he could convince the law on tha point, he fdt that he could make
one man believe it.

He wasn't darting right, by threstening Dempster. Such action made Jurn look dl the more a murderer.
So Jurn, dways an opportunist, broke suddenly into a new routine.

"I didnt kill Darwick!" he indsted earnestly. "Look! Il prove it." Lowering his revolver, Jurn fumbled
with it and managed to crack the weapon open. "See? There's dl the cartridges. None used. I'll show
you."

He was pulling the cartridges from the chambers, and hdf of them dipped from his nervous fingers.
Dempger dill stood with raised ams, his expresson doubtful even when he saw the bullets in the
cartridges. His gun findly empty, Jurn gave aworried look & Dempster.

"Dont keep sanding that way!" pleaded Jurn. "Don't you see—the gun's empty? Here—take it!"

Jurn thrust the revolver toward Dempster, who let his hands drop as he backed away. He seemed to dill
regard the gun as an incrimingting factor, which didn't lessen Jurn's worry.

"I'm being honest with you, Mr. Dempgter,” ingsted Jurn. "I've been framed, and | want you to know it."
CURIOSITY took effect on Dempster. He hdted his dow retreat, and asked, with a puzzled sare:
"How do you know my name is Dempster?'

Jurn took a satidfied breath. When people began asking questions, he fet himsdf on solid ground.
Nevertheless, Jurn didn't act too wisdy. He was dmaost gpologetic in hisreply.

"It's my business to find out people's names™ explained Jurn. "I'm a private investigator working for
James Wilvern."

Dempster recognized Wilvern's name, but its mention puzzled him.
"Wilvern?' queried Dempster. "What had he to do with Darwick?"

"The old man showed him the big book," returned Jurn. "I guess you know about the book, Mr.
Dempgter, because you look like the kind of guy who would pay people what they deserve. But Wilvern
it that sort. He wouldn't pay.”

Dempster's expression showed amingling of doubt and interest. Sowly, he said:

"Yes | know about Darwick's ledger. | paid my debts this past week, and Darwick distributed the
money. He stopped a my office today and left word that he could see me a eght this evening, if |
returned.



"They informed me by long distance, and | decided to comein by plane, instead of taking a deeper from
Clevdand. | find Darwick lying dead, with you here ahead of me. Do | undergtand that someone was
aheed of you?'

Jurn nodded, quite pleased. His pleasure ended when Dempster stepped over to the desk and reached
for the telephone.

"I shdl cdl the police," stated Dempster smply. "You can tdl them your story, and | shdl corroborate it
asfarasl can”

Jurn made a frantic bound to the desk.

"No, no!" he protested. "Don't you see it's been planted on me by Wilvern? He wanted the book; he said
s0. He wanted to get rid of his own record, and maybe shake down other people.” Jurn paused, then
added: "People like you, Mr. Dempdter.

"I cdled Wilvern, to let hm know that Darwick was home. Wilvern told me to stay away, because he
knew that while | was going some place ese, | wouldn't have an dibi. Wilvern must have hopped here in
a hurry and knocked off Darwick. | just happened to come in"—dJurn spread his hands hopdesdy—
"thinking nathing wrong, and now I've put mysdf in line for a murder rap.”

Dempster hedtated, his hand just above the telephone. As the hand moved closer, Jurn shot another
plea

"Suppose | hadn't comein," he said. "Then you'd have walked right into it, Mr. Dempster. | told Wilvern
| thought you might be coming over. Maybe the frame was meant for you, instead of me"

Dempster's hand came up, to stroke the chin above it. Jurn promptly played a trump card.

"Look there Jurn pointed to the safe. "The big book is gone and we know that Wilvern took it. If
Wilvern is going to spring the shakedown racket, he won't get rid of it unless he'sinajam.”

"If we play smart, Wilvern will think he's gtting pretty. He won't know I'm working for you, instead of
him. When | find out where he has the book, I'll let you know, and we can inform the police. They'l grab
the book and have the goods on Wilvern."

One thing was certain: Dempster had begun to believe Jurn's story. He was debating whether he should
forego his duty of reporting this case to the law, where a question of murder was concerned.

Watching Dempgter, Jurn saw the man's thin features tighten into a grim expresson. Dempster was
daing a Darwick's pitiful form, and the 9ght was enough. Dempster's nod indicated that he was willing
to let Jurn have a chance at trapping the old man's murderer.

"It may be the only way to insure judtice” declared Dempster dowly, "On that account, | shdl dlow it,
but for alimited time only."

"Then let's get out of here" put in Jurn quickly. "Come dong, Mr. Dempgter.”

JURN reached the front door firgt. Opening it a mere two inches, he pressed the latch, then closed the
door again, and turned to find Dempster Sanding puzzled.

"That will keep other people out,” explained Jurn. "WEell leave by my route, through the cdlar.”

"Will that take us out to the rear street?' questioned Dempster. "I left my car there because | saw a



parking space.”

"All the better," assured Jurn. "The sooner we get away from here, the quicker we can figure a way to
bag Wilvern with the goods. Y es, this takes us to the rear street.”

Slencefilled the firgt floor of the old house as soon as the door to the cdllar closed behind the departing
vigtors. A slence that seemed to filter through the entire manson and spread like a hovering shroud.

The only factor that offset the sniger gloom was the dim light that trickled through the shades of
Dawick's front windows. The glow indicated that the owner of the manson was a home, and a work.

Such was the dght that greeted a new arivd who came dong the front Street; a figure whose glide
carried him from one stretch of darkness to another, so that his passage was congtantly invisble

He preferred gloom as an ad to secret progress, and this being was not the sort to be long deceived by
the trickling light from Darwick's premises.

Though Jurn and his new friend, Dempster, had left by the rear route, The Shadow was on the brink of
important discoveries within this old house where Asgph Darwick had lived and died!

CHAPTER X. THE SHADOW VANISHES

FILTERING like a compact cloud of blackish smoke, The Shadow trailed an invisble path up the front
steps to Darwick's big door. There, his gloved hand settled on the knob and turned it with a squeeze so
expert that not the dightest dick occurred.

The knob yielded for a trifling space, then stopped hard againgt The Shadow's pressure. It was laiched
from the ingde, a fact which, on the surface, indicated that Darwick, though & home, expected no
vigtors.

Dawick was catanly a home. On the way here, The Shadow had profited by a traffic jam, dropping
from Moe's cab to make a quick cdl to Burbank. Having learned that Harry Vincent had just reported
Dawick's return, The Shadow had ordered Harry off duty, and then resumed his cab trip.

Unfortunatdy, the traffic jam had worked ill as wdl as good. Disregarding other possible complications, it
meant that Kerford could have reached this detination well ahead of The Shadow, even dlowing the
lawyer only afew minutes start from the Graymoor Building.

Kerford could be more than ten minutes in advance, according to The Shadow's cdculations, and much
could happen in that span of time. Indeed, much had happened in less than ten minutes. Jurn's discovery
of Darwick's body, his meeting with Dempster and their mutud departure had dl been packed into the
fraction of an hour.

Hnding the big door barred, The Shadow took a careful look a Darwick's front windows. Consdering
the happenings on Kerford's previous vist, there was a chance that Darwick had purposdy latched the
door, if the lawyer had dropped in this evening. That chance was amplified by the fact tha Kerford
regarded himsdf a hunted man and would probably indgst on precautions.

If the two were cloistered in the office, the windows would offer a vantage spot from which to look in on
them, but the light was a bad factor, and the bars across the windows a preventive to further access.

The one sure route into Darwick's was The Shadow's old one, through the rear window of the cdllar, but
he dill had hope of finding a shorter way.



Dropping from the high steps, The Shadow landed in the basement entry just below. There, he found
barred windows and a door which was obvioudy bolted, from the way it refused to budge to pressure
when applied. Turning, The Shadow swung up beside the steps; then, as suddenly, dropped back again.

A car had just swung the corner and the angle was such that its headlights threw a brilliant beam upon the
steps. The Shadow was gone by the moment the glare reached him, and he was moving up again as soon
asit had passed. Then, more eadly, The Shadow eased down again.

Theariving car was a cab, and it was stopping directly in front of Darwick's.

From the cab stepped a man who reached in his pocket for some change, then told the driver to wait
awhile His voice was testy, louder than the wheezes of the panting cab motor, and when he turned
about, the man showed his face. The Shadow promptly recognized the passenger from the cab.

That broad face, heavy of jowl and brisly of brow, was wel known in the finandd circles which The
Shadow frequented as Cranston. The arivd a Darwick's was James Wilvern, the big indudridis.

It didnt even require guesswork to put Wilvern in his category. The Shadow knew the source of
Wilvern's initid fortune, and could wel dassfy hm as a man whose pages formed a thick batch in
Dawick's ledger. Indeed, they could wel be the very batch that Darwick had passed over, that day in
Dempster's office.

Wilvern wasn't the sort who would loosen his hold on bundles of cash to please an old man's whim; nor
was he liberd enough in mind to believe that Darwick's proposition lacked a catch. At best, Wilvern's
vist meant that he was here to argue Darwick into passing over pages from the ledger; a worgt, it might
result in threst, or more.

PACING back and forth beside his cab, Wilvern kept watching the corner and, after a few minutes,
another cab rolled into sight.

From it sprang atdl, weak-faced man, who amog logt his nose glasses as he sumbled. Nervoudy, the
arivd thrust a brief case into Wilvern's hands, saying:

"Here are the papers you wanted, Mr. Wilvern."

"And you took long enough bringing them, Tabot," growled Wilvern in basso fashion. "I told you to have
them here when | arrived.”

"But | had to gather them, S, and besides, | knew it would take you some time to get here from the
office”

"I didn't cdl you from the offical" stormed Wilvern. "'l caled you from the club, which is much closer. If
you had listened, you would have heard me mention the fact, you dullard!”

"But redly, Mr. Wilvern -"
"Bahl"

With that interruption, Wilvern opened the brief case and drew some papers into the light. Though sill
grumbling, he conceded that Tabot had at least brought the right ones.

"After dl, Tdbot," declared Wilvern, "you are no worse than Jurn. He was to cdl me at the office or the
club, but | didn't hear from him at ether place.”



The reference to Jurn gave The Shadow a new link. Harry had forgotten to report that the private
investigator had an office in the Graymoor Building. Wilvern's naming of Jurn did not supply the missng
fact, but it accounted for Jurn's activities snce The Shadow had last heard of the fdlow, some months

ago.

Wilvern had evidently subsidized the private dick and was keeping him congtantly busy. Recdling some
unethicd details from Jurn's past, The Shadow could picture the dapper dick as the indigator of the
attack on Kerford, outsde the latter's gpartment. Jurn had plenty of acquaintances in circdles where the
members were too careless with their guns.

While The Shadow was reflecting thus, Wilvern turned, asif to dismiss the cabs; then, changing his mind,
he decided to keep them both.

"My business with Darwick may be brief," declared Wilvern. "I shdl show him these papers which my
attorney prepared, and leave him copies, if he wishes them. Y ou may come with me, Tabot."

Wilvern strode up the steps, dmost past The Shadow's shoulder, with Tabot following. Gesturing
toward the doorbell, Wilvern let the secretary pressit. A digant tinkle answered, but there was no other
response. Again, Tabot pressed the button.

Sill no response. After a third attempt, Talbot reached to try the doorknob, only to be stopped by the
sudden damp of Wilvern's hand. Wilvern gestured toward the cabs, where motors were dill running and
taximeters merrily dicking up the fares.

"Come, Tdbot!" boomed Wilvern. "If Darwick does not wish vigtors, we shdl not disturb him. | shdl
return to the club in my cab, and you can dismiss yours when you reach the nearest subway dation.”

ANOTHER car was nosng around the corner as the two men entered their separate cabs. Sightly up
from the steps, The Shadow wasn't aware of it until the heedlights shone upon him, for he had shifted to
watch Wilvern and Tabot. The glow came across the steps, and the moment that its glare burnished the
brownstone, The Shadow dropped from sght.

He watched for the new car to pass the cabs, but it falled to do so. As soon as the two cabs had gone,
The Shadow took another look across the steps and saw the car again. It was a coupe, and it had
stopped just short of Darwick's house, behind the spot where the cabs had been stationed.

That car could wel have come from only afew blocks away. Perhapsit contained Otis Jurn, whose love
of snoopery might have caused him to forget the cdl tha he should have made to Wilvern. On the
contrary, it might be someone who was keeping tabs on Darwick's house and had been in the
neighborhood when the two cabs appeared.

The Shadow definitdy mistrusted Wilvern and the statements the financier had made. They sounded
something like an dibi, particularly because Wilvern couldn't have come dl the way from his club by cab,
conddering the amdl change that he had first offered the cabby.

His reference to the subway could mean that he used it himsdf, and had picked up the cab from the
nearest gation. It could dso sgnify that Wilvern had been here earlier, and had staged the later arrivd for
Tabot's benefit.

In congdering Wilvern's status, The Shadow did not forget the car that had just arrived. Its lights were
out, and whoever occupied it might be on watch. The Shadow eased across the steps, to reach the
darkness on the other side, from which he could skirt to the coupe unseen. If he found it empty, he would
then search for the prowler who had Ieft it.



The Shadow's hand, probing across the step, encountered something that shifted. Before he could twist
back, The Shadow saw light amid the darkness.

The light was produced by the jolt that reached The Shadow's skull. It was delivered with a metdlic
object that had the hardness of a gun butt. The light splashed like a sunburst, and then was gone, The
Shadow's senses with it. The skull-jarring blow carried solid deep with it. The Shadow settled limply,
rolled over to the step below and tumbled to the sdewalk.

His attacker dropped back as a light swung the corner. A patrol car passed, its lights riding right over
The Shadow's supine form. Nether of the officers in the car saw the figure in black. They dackened
speed only to glance a the lightsin Darwick's front window.

"The old boy's home" one remarked. "L ook like he's up for another of hisdl-night sessons.”

"Yeeh," sad the other, "and sometimes he leaves those lights burn dl day. We used to tdl him, but he
sad not to bother him. He'd rather deep late and pay the light bill.”

As the patrol car rolled ahead, a crouched figure crept from beside the house steps and reached the
coupe. Eadng the car forward, the man stopped, directly in front of Darwick's and turned on the parking
lights. His face was disclosed as he stooped toward the dashboard.

The Shadow's attacker was Blaine Kerford.

Alighting again, the burly lawyer opened the rear trunk compartment. Then, groping beside the car, he
found the cloaked figure that lay there. Demongrating the same dtrength that he had shown when
encountering Jurn, Kerford heaved The Shadow over his shoulder and dumped him in the commodious
compartment.

With a dam, Kerford brought the trunk lid down and turned its laich handle. Stepping quickly from the
gow of the centrd talllight, the lawyer hurried back into his car.

KERFORD drove west across town and reached a ferry. During the trip over to New Jersey, he walked
back past the line of cars and noted that the laich handle was a an angle. He didn't bother to twigt it
farther. He didn't want to be seen fussng around the trunk compartment.

Traffic lights ddayed Kerford's trip in Jersey. Each time one hated him, he glared back through the rear
window, but didn't get a red view of the trunk compartment. He was anxious to reach the open road,
and when he did, he raced the car a aterific pace.

The road Kerford followed was twisty and narrow, but it was paved and he knew it well, hence fet
confident that high speed was safe. He overlooked the fact that there were others who didn't know the
road aswdl as he did, particularly atruck driver who was usng the road for a detour.

Kerford met the truck near a bridge too narrow for the two machines to pass. Confronted by the sudden
loom of headlights, Kerford jammed his brakes, hoping to stop before he reached the bridge.

He falled. The coupe was careening madly as the bridge timbers took its weight. It grazed one flimsy rall
and took a sdeswing over to the other. There was a crash of woodwork, a big jounce as a rear whed
mounted a lengthwise beam that served as a guard.

There, the car hdted on the bridge edge, with Kerford half blinded by big lights right in front of his face.
The trucker had managed to stop on his own side of the bridge, though unable to leave enough space for
the coupe to pass him.



Hearing angry accusations from the truck, Kerford leaned from the coupe window and spread his hands
in gpology, as he cdled:

"My fault! Sorry!"

Moallified, the trucker backed away and Kerford drove dowly past him. HEd gone a dozen miles or
more when a betraying thump told him that his rear tire must have been pinched, or picked up a nal from
the guard timber.

Kerford's angry snarl was ingpired by the recollection that hed been in too much hurry to have ar put in
adeflated spare when he picked up his car from a garage near the Graymoor Building.

There was an old dirt road ahead and Kerford wheded into it. Getting out of the car, he pondered; then
nodded to himsdf. He hadn't far to go, and he could take a short cut dong the dirt road. Carrying The
Shadow as a burden wouldn't bother Kerford. He could leave the car right where it was, and come back
for it in the morning.

From his pocket, he drew the weapon which he had used to dug The Shadow. It wasn't agun, but it had
answered quite as wdl for Kerford's purpose. The thing was a monkey wrench, compact but sturdy, and
Kerford intended to use it againif his cloaked prisoner had recuperated sufficently to make trouble.

Monkey wrench poised in one hand, Kerford gripped the handle of the trunk compartment with the
other. He gave a dramatic upward sweep, followed by a forward lunge. No fighter cramped in the
compartment could have offsst so sudden an attack. In fact, The Shadow didn't even try to resit it.

The Shadow couldn't have, because he wasn't therel Kerford's lurch carried him into the compartment
itsdf, where he caught himsdf againg the flat spare tire and finished with a stare as vacant as the trunk
compartment.

Blane Kerford had heard talk of The Shadow and his mysterious ways. From now on, Kerford would
need no argument to convince him. Somehow, somewhere, dead or dive, The Shadow had vanished
from alatched trunk compartment, to the confuson of the foeman who had captured him single-handed!

CHAPTER XI. BACK TO LIFE

IT was noon and James Wilvern, seated behind the big desk in his private office, had just sent Tabot out
to lunch. Stepping to the rear door of the office, Wilvern opened it and admitted Otis Jurn. He didn't give
the dapper man a chance to speak. Instead, Wilvern snapped bluntly:

"You didn't phone me, yesterday evening.”

Jurn couldn't answer right away. Wilvern's bluntness ruined the whole set-up. It was Jurn's plan to ask
Wilvern why he hadn't come to Darwick's, and then wait, with awise look, while his employer fished for
an answe.

Instead, Jurn was doing the fishing, particularly because of Wilvern's tone. Wilvern had a habit of tdling
Jurn that he hadn't met this person, or seen that thing happen, just as areminder that certain matters were
to be forgotten. He aso had away of putting questionsin the same manner.

While Jurn debated, Wilvern added to the dapper man's confusion.

"Dont gare a me like Tabot!" stormed Wilvern. "l expect you to show sense, Jurn. | waited here, then
went to the club and waited there until eéght o'clock. Findly, | went to Darwick's, only to find he wasn't
home!"



Jurn withheld a smile. He could see that Wilvern was building a neet dibi, provided tha the phone cdl
remained forgotten. It was best to play dong with Wilvern.

"Dawick didn't come home" said Jurn. "That's why | didn't phone you. You sad to cdl when Darwick
showed up. Remember?’

Wilvern remembered, and nodded. Jurn let his amile display itsdf. He'd taken Wilvern's cue and added a
gag that bettered it. Good policy, because it might cause Wilvern to loosen and become confidentid. But
Wilvern Smply dismissed the subject with a wave.

"I intended to ddiver these to Darwick," Wilvern said, gesiuring to a stack of papers on the desk. "My
lawyer prepared them, and when Darwick sees them, hell hand me my pages and the rest of the book
with them.

"The old fool has put himsdf in line for a blackmail indictment by the Federa authorities My tesimony is
dl they'll need to track down Darwick's operations, which are actudly illegd, despite dl his blubber
about redtitution.

"Sill, there are other fools who would sympathize with him, and I'm not anxious to be censured. So Il
tak terms with Darwick and make him listen. He's old and doddering, and | wouldn't want anything to

happen to him."

Privatdly, Jurn was quite sure that nothing could happen to Darwick beyond what Wilvern had dready
done. But Jurn didnt express that opinion. The way matters had turned, Jurn intended to St tight,
because he knew that breaks would come.

Not that Jurn was feding very chipper about the breaks, because he could see himsdf adversdy
involved, though he was postive that Wilvern's stuation would be worse than his own.

In consdering the future, there was just one thing that Jurn redly feared: that was The Shadow's reentry
into the case. Whoever and wherever The Shadow was, he loomed as a dangerous figure in the Darwick
case.

AT that moment, The Shadow was thinking of the case in terms of Darwick's manson, specificaly the
cod bin in the cdlar. He was wondering why the coal was so badly scattered, and why the cdlar was
partly flooded.

Opening his eyes, The Shadow saw daylight, though it had the gloom that would be found within a cdllar.
He tried to rise and his hand dipped from a chunk of cod that was so huge, in comparison to those about
it, as to excite his suspicion.

In fact, it turned out not to be alump of cod. It was a stone, like the other chunks.

Nor did the timbers beside The Shadow represent the doorway of the bin. They were too heavy and too
far spaced. They were the supports of a bridge thet reared twenty feet above, and The Shadow was
lying hidden in its shelter, by the bed of a creek, which accounted for theilluson of a flooded cellar.

Occasond cars were passing over the bridge, but none of therr occupants saw the black-cloaked figure
below. How he had arrived here, how long he had lan here, The Shadow did not know, but he redized
that hisluck in Darwick's cdllar had been repeated.

This spot was quite as sug a hideaway as the bin full of cod, and more comfortable, despite the stones
that propped The Shadow's elbows and the water that flowed about his knees.



Piecing together facts, The Shadow recalled Wilvern's arrival @ Darwick's and the mysery coupe that
hed come later. It wasn't difficult to establish the next sequence. Whoever had dugged The Shadow mugt
have come from the coupe, and carried his prisoner away init.

Then The Shadow's fingers found a jagged rent in his cloak, and fdt grease that the flowing stream had
faled to wash off.

The Shadow knew the rest. Held ridden in trunk compartments before. The sysem which The Shadow
used to leave such roosts had been unwittingly applied by his captor. The Shadow's cloak had jammed in
the catch of the trunk compartment.

Something mugt have jolted the car, so that the partly fastened catch had released itsdf. Looking up, The
Shadow saw the partly splintered bridge rall. It accounted for the opening of the trunk compartment and
The Shadow's departure from the same.

Whoever had been driving the car had probably gone on along way before he found that his prisoner
was missng. Too far to turn back and run the risk of finding The Shadow restored to an avenging power.

The Shadow debated the demerits to two names: those of Blaine Kerford and Otis Jurn.

From the facts that The Shadow dready knew, Kerford could have gone ahead to Darwick's. He could
even have had a brief interview with the old recluse, and then patrolled the neighborhood. He could have
picked up hisown car dmaost anywhere aong the way.

Having received no evidence of Darwick's death, The Shadow could dill dassfy Kerford as a hunted
man. Even his assault upon The Shadow did not ruin Kerford's status. Matters had been badly mixed,
that night outside of Kerford's apartment. The lawyer might regard The Shadow as an enemy of his own,
and Darwick's, particularly after spotting him outside Darwick's house.

Having made due dlowance for Kerford, The Shadow considered Jurn. The dapper man had reason to
be around Darwick's. Jurn was working for Wilvern, and keeping tabs on Darwick was part of the job.

Though Jurn was ddfinitdly a lightweght, he could have ddlivered a hard blow with a lethd missle. As for
getting The Shadow into the back of the coupe, Jurn might have had a companion to hdp him. The
Shadow had received the jolt on his head before looking into the parked car.

Risng dowly, The Shadow dumped. His knee was hurt, one arm fdt weak, and his head whirled dizzly.
He managed to dide off the torn cloak. Noting that it was dmost completely rent, The Shadow finished
the tear and sent the pieces floating down the stream. His douch hat was battered and grimy, so he sent it
on the same voyage. He had other such outfits available, and would tdl Harry Vincent to bring one.

Thething was to reach atelephone and cal Harry in New Y ork. Though he looked dazed and his clothes
were muddy, The Shadow now wore the outward appearance of Lamont Cranston, and had plenty of
money in his pocket. Persondity and cash would go a long way; but The Shadow intended to go a long
way fird.

Instead of dimbing up to the bridge head, he started down the stream, hoping to find another road,
though the hunt might be laborious and dow. It certainly wouldn't do to reappear, even as Cranston,
upon aroad where any passng car might contain foemen on the lookout for him.

The Shadow preferred to look for others, himsdf. Two others: Kerford and Jurn. If he couldn't find the
dippery lawyer, he could certainly locate the dapper investigator.



So The Shadow supposed, not yet knowing that Jurn had found Darwick stretched maotionlessin his own
house, under conditions which smacked of murder. As much as Wilvern, Jurn had reason to dip from
dght a a moment's notice,

LATER that afternoon, Jurn demonstrated his wariness. He was waiting in an obscure corner of the hote
where Norman Dempgter lived, and when he saw his new friend enter, Jurn immediady did to a
Sairway and went up.

Dempster made a faster trip by devator, and was in his fourth-floor room when Jurn knocked warily at
the door.

Admitting Jurn, Dempster closed the door, then started to question hin:
"How did you make out with Wilvern?'

"Not a dl," confessed Jurn sourly. "The guy beat me to every punch. He even bluffed about the phone
cdl.”

"Couldnt you tak him into becoming confidentia ?*
Jurn shook his head. He watched Dempster do the same,

"Bad busness, this" sad Dempster. "I've given you a whole day, Jurn, with no results. It's time that
Darwick's desth was reported to the law."

"It mustn't bel" argued Jurn. "Il get results with Wilvern. He's smart, that's dll.”

"No oneistoo smart to beat the law," asserted Dempster. "Once a murderer is known, his path can lead
only to exposure. We know that Wilvern murdered Darwick. That is enough.”

Reeching forward pleadingly, Jurn gripped Dempster's arm. Jurn sill wanted to argue.

"Ligen, Mr. Dempgter,” he began. "I told you how foxy old Darwick was, with that trapdoor of his and
the trick safe with the three dids, and maybe alot of other gadgets.”

"Wd|?'

"Wadl, don't you see that Wilvern is even foxier?" added Jurn. "If he wasn't, he wouldn't have been adle
to knock off Darwick and get the big book."

Though Dempster was in a very sober mood, he couldn't help but amile at Jurn's fdlacy. Nevertheless,
Jdurn's plea was ardent enough to impress him.

"I'm going back to see Wilvern,” indgsted Jurn. "Maybe this time hell let his hair down. If he does, Il
phone you right away."

Dempgter consulted his watch. Glancing from the window, he observed thet it was dmost dusk. Deciding
that Wilvern would not remain long in his office, Dempster spoke find terms.

"I shdl give you one hour,” he told Jurn. "If Wilvern does not come directly to the point, leave him and go
to Darwick's. Wait across the street urttil | arrive with the police.”

"You mean you're going to cdl them?'
"Exactiy!" replied Dempster. "And | dhdl tell them everything, induding the circumstances under which |



met you."
"They won' ligten, Mr. Dempgter. They -"

"They will when | tdl them that you are to meet us at Darwick's. When they find you there, they will be
indined to believe your story."

Jurn's eyes began to perform in darty fashion. He was giving away his thoughts how easily he could take
to flight and let Dempster's story remain unsupported. But Jurn was canny enough to redize that
Dempgter, who had receipts from Darwick rdaing to persond gifts involving two hundred thousand
dollars, would immediately place himsdf above suspicion.

With those receipts, Dempster dso had his own pages from Darwick's ledger, and could cdl upon the
people to whom he had been a benefactor.

Hight would only ruin Jurn's own cause, and he knew it. At least, Dempster trusted him and would be
able to speak in his behdf. Jdurn's revolver, reloaded with its unfired cartridges, was in Dempster's
possession, aong with other evidence. So Jurn took the honest choice.

"Il be there, Mr. Dempster," he promised. "Out sde of Darwick'sin an hour."

DEMPSTER clapped a reassuring hand upon Jurn's shoulder and steered the investigator from the room.
Feding more a ease, Jurn went downgtairs by devator and headed directly to the Graymoor Building.
Arriving there, he learned that Wilvern had |ft.

A cdl to Wilvern's dub producing no response, Jurn accepted the inevitable. He went draight to
Darwick's house and began a nervous pacing on the sdewak opposite. He could see the lights il
burning in Darwick's office, and knew that they had been glowing dl day. But they were smdl solace
agand the orded that Jurn anticipated, after the police arrived.

A cab swung in from the corner and stopped in front of Darwick's house. Pausing, Jurn expected to see
Dempster step from it, perhaps with the police commissoner in person; though, in that case, they should
rate an offidd car. However, no one stepped from the cab except the driver, and he went up the steps of
Darwick's house, to ring the doorbell.

Jurn decided to let the cabby keep on ringing; then accost him before he |eft. Rather grimly, Jurn reflected
that the fdlow would do alot of ringing before that door was answered.

This happened to be another time when one of Jurn's ideas went wrong. The firg ring produced an
immediate response. Before Jurn's astonished gaze, the lightsin Darwick's office extinguished themselves

Then, while Jurn stood ggping amid the gathering dusk, the front door opened and a familiar figure
stepped in view. It was that of a stoop-shouldered man, muffled to the nose, his shocky white hair poking
out beneeth the brim of a derby hat.

In one thick-gloved hand the old man carried an unnecessary cane, which he waved toward the cab.
Benegath his other arm, the derly gentleman gripped a time-worn portfolio that bulged with the bulk of a
heavy book. His step was spry as he followed the cabby to the cab.

Entering the vehicle, the old man rapped the window with his cane and the cab pulled away, leaving Jurn
on the other curb, more dumfounded than ever before. HEd seen enough, Jurn had, to be sure that he
hed not witnessed the passage of a ghost.



Otis Jurn had seen old Asgph Darwick, come back to life, sarting forth upon another of his strange
expeditions to vidt someone whose name was registered in the Book of Degth!

CHAPTER XIl. CRIME'S NEW GOAL

FRANTICALLY, Otis Jurn was diding numbers in a drugstore phone booth, a few blocks from
Darwick's. Hed tried Dempster's hotel, only to find that his friend had left. A cdl to the office produced
no answer. There was another number, however, that Jurn, & Dempster's suggestion, had lised in a
notebook.

Dempgter had mentioned it as the number of his nephew's gpartment, where he often stopped off
between his office and his hotdl. It had formerly been Dempster's own apartment, and he was dways
welcome there. Diding the number, Jurn hoped that his last chance wouldn't drop with a returned nickel.

It didn'.

Not only was the cdl answered, but the responding voice was Dempster's. Its tone, however, dmost
shattered Jurn's roused hopes.

"So it's you, Jurn," spoke Dempster wearily. "I thought you'd make a last-minute atempt to reach me,
and start a new argument. That's why | came here, but | just remembered that 1'd given you this phone
number. It's no use, Jurn -"

"Ligen, won't you?' pleaded Jurn. "You can't go to the police, Mr. Dempster!”
"What isit now?' demanded Dempster. "A threat? | warn you, Jurn, you can't make afool out of me!”

"But youll make afool out of yoursdf,” Jurn retorted, "if you tdl the police that Darwick is dead. | just
saw him, divel”

There was along pause from the other end; then Dempster put his decison in pogtive terms.

"Such a statement is preposterous!” he declared. "I dhdl ill go to the police, and when we reach
Darwick's, | shdl count upon finding you there.”

The whole thing suddenly struck Jurn as funny. The laugh he gave was genuine, and Dempster heard it.
Unable to picture Jurn finding the Stuation funny, Dempster demanded the reason for the laugh.

"Youll find out when you get to Darwick's" Jurn told him, ill laughing. "You won't find me there, and
you won't find Darwick. He's left the dump, | tdl you!™

Dempster began to be convinced. His tone came dowly, rather puzzled:

"But we both saw Darwick dead in -"

"Did we?" inserted Jurn. "'l told you the old guy was foxy. He faked that murder scene!™
"For what reason, Jurn?'

"He hoped Wilvern would drop around, and wanted to scare the daylights out of him, so he I€ft the safe
door open, with the book gone, and lay there on the floor with red ink over his shirt front.”

As he taked, Jurn redized the merit of his theory. He remembered that Dempster had been out of town,
and that Darwick couldn't have been sure that he would arrive. Even if Dempster had arrived, Darwick
could have dropped the sham pose of death.



With Jurn ariving firgt, Darwick had reason to go through with it, even when Dempster appeared later.
Apparently, those points were driving home to Dempster, for he suddenly questioned:

"Didn't you mention a restaurant where Darwick ae?!

"The Cafe Regent,” returned Jurn; then, eagerly, he added: "Say— maybe his nibs is there now! You
might drop around and take a look yoursdf, Mr. Dempster.”

"I prefer that you should go,” stated Dempster, "and find out, if possible, where Darwick is going next.”
"And then cdl you?'

"Yes, but not right away. Leave that vidnity, so Darwick won't see you. Cal Wilven firg, in keeping
with your usud reports, and tdl him where Darwick has gone. Then cal me, because | sl go there'—
Dempster's tone was emphatic—"and so will you, Jurn. It is time we had a showdown on this very odd

RIDING to the Cafe Regent, Jurn pondered on the "very odd business' and agreed that Dempster's term
hed merit. It was easy to andyze Dempster's reactions. He doubted Jurn; fdt piqued a Darwick; and,
mogt important, ill regarded Wilvern as a potentid murderer.

Obvioudy, Dempster wanted to see Darwick dive. He preferred to have Jurn a hand, in case Darwick
did not appear; while if the old man did, it would redly mean a chance for a showdown, if Wilvern
happened to be present.

Once Darwick explained himsdf, Dempster, of course, would forgive the prank of the night before.
Thinking of that prank, Jurn suddenly came to the conviction that Darwick, warned, perhaps, by
Kerford, had actudly expected Wilvern to vist his house and try to murder him. Nothing could so throw
cold water on a would-be murderer as finding hisvictim aready dead.

Amid that conflict, Jurn was dill hedge-hopping, not knowing a whose base he should eventudly land:
Wilvern's or Dempgter's. At least, he fdt rdieved when he reached the Cafe Regent and |ooked through
its front window, to see old Asaph Darwick huddled over a bowl of milk toast in afar corner.

As Jurn watched, Darwick wiped his mouth with a napkin, drew up his muffler as he raised his head, and
turned toward a phone booth near the cashier's desk.

Moving across the street, Jurn saw the muffled man pay his check and come out. He'd had the derby on
his head, even while edting, and now, through those glasses that were the only visble portion of his
profile, Darwick was darting birdlike glancesin search of a cab.

He was carrying cane and portfolio, and when a cab stopped, its driver was birdlike, too, in the way he
hopped out to help Darwick into the vehicle,

While the spry old man was pushing the cabby aside, Jurn did around the rear of the cab and listened.
Darwick was saying something through the window, and the driver was repeating it, with nods.

"Yegh, miger, | hear you," he said. "You want to get to Mr. Blanning's at Holmwood, Long Idand... Seth
Blanning, you say?... Yeah, | know the way to Holmwood... No, | don't know where the Blanning house
is, but well find out when we get to Holmwood -"

Remembering that Darwick had very keen eyes, Jurn hastened back to the next corner, saw a drugstore
ablock away and headed for it. He called Wilvern's club, found that his employer was expected shortly,
50 sad that he would cdl again.



Meanwhile, Jurn tried Dempster's hotel. Finding that Dempster hadn't arrived, he tried Wilvern's club,
and gained results. Wilvern was there, and was very pleased to hear the report on Darwick.

"I take it that Blanning is to become another blackmail victim," spoke Wilvern tartly. "Therefore, it is my
duty to be present when Darwick meets him. | shdl see you later, Jurn.”

Jurn noted that Wilvern showed no surprise whatever at hearing about Darwick, which spiked a dight
notion, held by Jurn, that Wilvern might dso have viewed the pretended dead men between Jurn's
hearing of the shot and his discovery of the body. Still, Wilvern was dways an expert at covering up any
urprise.

Phoning the hotd and finding that Dempster had arrived, Jurn gave him the same news regarding
Darwick's destination, and again promised to appear. Wilvern's satement, that he would see Jurn later,
gave the invedtigator sufficient excuse to go to Blanning's

Indeed, Jurn was beginning to eate over the exiding Stuation. Wilvern, the money grasper; Dempster,
the benefactor, were men of contradictory breeds. The more they disputed over Darwick's palicies, the
greater their individud need for Jurn's services.

Already subsidized by Wilvern, the tight-fissed member of the riva pair, Jurn took it for granted thet he
could tak aliberd giver like Dempgter into paying handsome fees. It would take cash, in Szable lumps,
to keep Jurn working, now that the danger of a murder rap had passed.

But this time Jurn had completely forgotten Blaine Kerford, and had even come to the concluson that
The Shadow was too busy with other matters to bother about the Darwick proposition.

If he'd redly guessed how meatters stood between those two, The Shadow and Kerford, Jurn would have
gven up hisidea of atrip to Long Idand.

ON the same ferry that Kerford had used a previous night, a slent, dusive figure was saking among the
cars that were ranked on board for the short trip from New Jersey into Manhattan. The Shadow had
contacted Harry Vincent, and his agent had brought hm back, by car, dong the probable route that
Kerford had used to reach the old bridge.

Since dusk, each load of cars had come under The Shadow's persond scrutiny. With their lights off while
they were in trangt, the lines of automobiles were shrouded by the darkness of the ferry's interior, giving
The Shadow perfect scope for operations.

This trip, as bells were danging the arrivd a the Manhattan ferry dip, The Shadow looked through the
window of a coupe and saw the face he sought: that of Blaine Kerford. A moment later only gloom
remained where The Shadow had been.

Teking a darway to the unused upper deck, The Shadow stepped across a chan and reached for a
rased gangplank on the dock. Swinging ashore, he preceded the cars that came from the ferry. On the
street, the black-cloaked figure suddenly merged itsdf with the darkness of a waiting automobile.

Harry Vincent was at the whed. His firgd knowledge that his chief had joined hm came when Harry
heard a whispered tone describing a car that would be coming from the ferry. The car was Kerford's,
and Harry picked it up immediaidy. From then on, The Shadow gave the orders.

He kept Harry wel enough behind, so that Kerford did not spot the tralling car. At that, The Shadow
hed another ace in reserve, proving that his strategy was double-barreled.

Moe's cab was tralling Harry's car, and the cab was so far behind Kerford that the pursued man couldnt



possbly noticeit.

Should Kerford show symptoms of suspicion regarding Harry, a Smple sgnd from the latter's tail lights
would bring Moe to the chase, with The Shadow transferring when the cab went ahead. Thus Kerford,
satified that atraller had dropped off, would merdy have another taling his car.

Jugt as Kerford preferred the ferry because it was on his direct route from New Jersey, so did he favor a
bridge to Long Idand, rather than the Midtown Tunnd. Soon he was driving across the East River, with a
car and a cab gill members of an outstretched procession which the lawyer hmsdf headed.

Kerford's present route was more than a mere coincidence, though The Shadow was not yet acquainted
with the fact. Kerford was bound for the same degtination as Wilvern, Dempster and Jurn.

He was going to the home of Seth Blanning, a man with whom Asaph Darwick had planned important
busness. Next after Wilvern and Dempster, the name of Blaning was regisered in Darwick's
vellum-bound volume.

Perhaps that ledger could no longer be termed a Book of Death, conddering that Otis Jurn had seen
Asaph Darwick again among the living. But there was an equd chance that it would regain its Snider title
this evening.

With so many persons of conflicting purposes converging upon a given spot, Blanning's home could well
become agod of crime, despite the approach of The Shadow!

CHAPTER XIIl. THE CHANGED DEAL

SETH BLANNING was an ederly man who lived aone and looked it. Until recently, he had been even
more of a recluse than Asaph Darwick, for Blanning had even shunned the surroundings of the city and
chosen a forgotten house on the shore of Long Idand Sound.

Though within the limits of New York City, Blanning's home was truly isolated. It occupied a amdl
promontory, jutting into the Sound, but was reached by an old-fashioned carriage drive that curved in
from one set of massive gates and went out through another pair.

Blanning had servants, but they lived in a remote section of his rambling old house and saw him but
seldom. They were old retainers, hired during Blanning's pamier days, and they lived on what amounted
to apenson bass. When vigtors came, Blanning often answered the door himsdlf, so he could persondly
order them off the premises.

This night, when the doorbell rang, Blanning received a red surprise. Answering it, he blinked across the
threshold at the shaggy-haired, muffled man who stood there.

"Asaph Darwick," exclamed Blanning. "'I've been expecting you. Come right in!"

Blanning extended a withery hand as a gregting from one hermit to another, and Darwick accepted it
without removing his glove. They reached a tidy little living room, where Blanning invited his vistor to st
down. Darwick's shaggy head responded with a shake.

"You won't like this vidt, Seth,” came his dow, precise words. "Let us makeit as brief as possible.”

"Nonsense!" rgjoined Blanning. "Open your portfolio and let me see the book. I've been counting on this
for yeard"

Dawick was taken quite aback. He fumbled with the portfolio as he tried to open it, so Blanning took it



from him. Nodding as he noted the empty pages, Blanning remarked:
"Y ouve been doing quite wdl, Asaph. Ah! Here are my pages. | recognize them.”

Eyes like little beads were dlittering through Darwick's spectacles. Blanning's reaction to the ledger was
quite different from that of the men previoudy vigted by Darwick. Blanning saw it, and gave a short
chuckle.

"Y ou're becoming forgetful, Assph,” he said. "Why, before Alec Munston and | had our famous fdling
out, he and | were the closest of friends. That was before you ever met him, wasn't it?"

Blanning watched Darwick ponder, before the vigtor findly nodded.

"It was just like Alec,” continued Blanning, "to have you dig up facts regarding my fortune, after he and |
disagreed. He smply wanted to judify himsdf, and he thought he actudly had, urtil we become friends

agan.
"Then, one night"—Blanning paused, his fingers hitting a page of the great book—"he showed me this
volume, with my own record in among the others. | laughed a him and do you know why?"

Blanning's own eyes sharpened as he put the query. They were trying to pierce the dark glasses that so
congtantly velled Darwick's own gaze. Faling, Blanning smply waited until Darwick shook his head.

"You don't know, Asgph?' questioned Blanning. He closed the book, and his gaze showed sympathy.
"You should know, because of what | told you about Alec the lagt time you came here. You remember
that, of course."

Snce Darwick merdy stared diffly, Blanning wasn't sure that he did remember.

"I told you that Alec's own fortune was tainted,” declared Blanning, "and that sharp practice was his
favorite nourishment. Y ou were honest in compiling these records, yes. But Alec used them to it his
own purposes. What | said to you was nathing more than whet | often said to Alec himsdf.”

DARWICK stepped forward and spread the pages of the book. He was back in foom as he
methodically counted up the bal ance which Blanning owed.

Seated, Blanning kept amiling dl the while, and findly began to gesture about the room.

"You like the place, tidy like this?" he queried. Then, when Darwick did not answer: "It wasn't this way
the last time you came. My niece is vidting me and she is responsible. Bah!" Blanning suddenly showed
annoyance. "Shell be after me, next!”

Blanning spread the shabby coat that he was wearing, glanced at trousers that didn't metch it, and ran his
hand down the junction of a vest that had only two buttons.

"Sell make me buy a new suit and wear it," he mused. His hand stroked his unshaven cheek and
stopped on the rough edge of a frayed wing-tipped collar. "Il have to shave every other day, at leas,
and buy a new supply of collars”

Pausing, Blanning looked up to watch his visitor, who was ill muling through the pages of the book.
"Y ou're fortunate, Asaph, having no ratives."

Darwick siwung about accusingly. Lifting a gloved hand, he wagged its forefinger.

"l am unfortunate,” he declared, "snce my money, a least, was made through honest means. Anyway, |



would know that no graspers would succeed me. Your fortune, Seth, will go to this niece of yours,
ingeed of to those who redly deserveit.”

Blanning sat with fixed stare, even after Darwick's speech was finished. Then, risng abruptly, he walked
to the door and called in high-pitched voice

"Irenel Come downgtaird | have a vistor that | wish you to meet!" Shortly, Irene Blanning appeared.
She was much younger than one might have expected Blanning's niece to be. When he introduced her to
Dawick as such, the gil amiled and corrected the statement, remarking that she was Blanning's
grandniece.

Irene was not only attractive; she was self-possessed. Sheld been busy draightening house when her
great-uncle summoned her, hence she wasn't dressed to receive vigtors, but the fact did not disturb her

poise.
She brushed back stray wigps of light-brown hair from her forehead, smoothed her tan house dress with

agngle sweep. Her blue eyes, turned toward Darwick, showed a friendly twinkle when she recognized
that this vistor must be an old-time acquaintance of her grest-uncle.

Blanning waved Irene to a chair beside the table and opened the great book. It took a few moments for
him to capture the girl's attention, for she was ill looking & Darwick. True, people aways looked at
Dawick, for he was rather freakish. Hitherto, however, his gaze had put strangers a ease. Tonight, it
was working just the opposite.

An odd fact, congdering that Irene was a girl who accepted people as they were, and therefore should
have liked Darwick. Blanning noticed it and Sdled adight nod in Irene's direction.

Blanning, too, was feding a migrust toward his vistor. Hed known Darwick for years, but on this
occasion, he hadn't liked the way his handshake was received. That bad start served further to increase
Blanning's doubits.

TERSELY, Blanning explained the book to Irene, and she managed to forget Darwick as she listened.
When he had finished with the pages, Blanning summed them up in his own style.

"It dl goes back to my grandfather,” declared Blanning, "which puts it generations before yours, Irene.
My grandfather traded with the Indians, and he outsmarted some other traders who were quite as sharp
ashe”

"Defrauded them, you meen,” put in Darwick, histone risng angrily. "The record gives the detalls™

"It classes my grandfather as a defrauder,” corrected Blanning, "but it does not mention the other men. |
have made a study of the methods used in Indian trading of that particular period. No traders were to be
condoned.”

Irene was looking over the record. Her face became worried.
"But some of this amounted to theft!" she began. "Dont you redize that, unde?’

"It was dl theft," agreed Blanning. "Theft—from the Indians. If any persons should receive redtitution, the
Indians are the ones in question. Unfortunatdy, Asaph does not even know what tribe of Indians was
defrauded, let done who their heirs are.”

Blanning closed the big book with a heavy thump, and turned to Darwick with a headshake.



"No, Asph,” he declared. "This record is worthless, in my case. It was the result of Alec's spite work, to
which you were an innocent party. As for the other cases in the ledger, | admit you may have a
reasonable daim for them to pay, if they accept the records on their own merit, done.

"But | would never pay a cent, congdering that the Munston millions— amost billions, | might say—went
to Alec's friends, reatives, and the private inditutions which he endowed to perpetuate his name. He
never asked you to ddve into his past, and tha of his family. If you had, he 4ill wouldn't have paid, on
the strength of records like these.™

In outraged style, Darwick took the great book and replaced it in the worn portfolio. The lesther case
under hisarm, he turned toward the door. Blanning gestured across the room and sad:

"Y ou're forgetting your cane, Asgph.”
"Il not forget thisvigt," snapped Darwick, stepping to get the cane. "Nor will you, Seth!”

"I do not intend to forget it," retorted Blanning. "You are the man who has become forgetful. Too
forgetful, for your own good. If there is something you should redly forget, it is that book that you are
carying with you."

Dawick swung as he heard the words. He raised his cane angrily, and Blanning, aso agile for his age,
threw up a hand to ward it off.

Hadtily, Irene sprang between them, but Darwick, thrusting out an arm, propelled her clear across the
room. Then, sde-stepping Blanning, the muffled man swung the cane, not at his adversary, but at the
table lamp.

Crashing, the lamp was extinguished, leaving only a dim glow from the hdl. By it, Irene could see
Blanning legping gamdy to the fray. Suddenly remembering that there were servants in the house, Irene
dhrieked, hoping to bring them; then, coming to her feet, she heard sounds from outsde: the motors of
ariving cars.

Agan Irene shouted, hoping that arrivas would hear her, and she was aso dashing forward, seeking to
help her unde, when the cane dashed past her shoulder.

It landed full upon Blanning and staggered him across the room. His right hand must have dowed the
blow, despite the crack when it met his head, for he came up into the light beside the door, to point an
accusng hand; hisleft, not hisright.

"Look out, Irenel" wheezed Blanning. "Help will soon be here. Meanwhile, hear my words. That man -"

While Blanning spoke, Irene was trapped by a grip that amazed her, coming from a man of Darwick's
age. His hand had coupled her wrigts behind her back, and she couldn't wrest free. His other hand was
showing equd <kill in whipping a revolver from his other pocket, but Irene didn't see the gun urtil it
barked.

The revolver spoke three times, each jab a close-range shot a Blanning. Irene's great-uncle never
completed hislast statement. He coiled to the floor before the girl's horrified gaze.

Besde Blanning, where his attacker had dropped it, lay the lesther portfolio, haf opened. From it poked
the great ledger compiled by Asaph Darwick, which its successor had persondly proven to be a Book of
Desth.

CHAPTER XIV. A MATTER OF AGREEMENT



FRANTIC a her undes fate, Irene Blanning broke free from the grip that held her; then, foregoing al
impulse to reach Blanning's side, she threw hersdf upon the murderer, striving to dutch his gun.

She was sure that she could hold Darwick long enough for ad to come, and she very nearly succeeded,
thanks to the book that lay upon the floor. As she lost her hold, she saw Darwick stoop to get the book,
and he made awild dive, carrying the portfolio with him, as the girl grabbed for the shocky har beneath
Darwick's tight-brimmed derby.

The murderer wanted his cane, too, and had to pocket the gun in order to regain it. Backing out to the
hall, he kept swinging the cane, but Irene could see it coming and dodged.

By then, footsteps were daitering dong digant halways, announcing the arrival of the servants. Irene
pointed to the front door when she saw Darwick dodge that way.

Then the door came flingng inward, huling Darwick behind it. The man who plunged into Sght was
Kerford. Though she had never met him, Irene took him for a friend and pointed to the front door,
thinking that Darwick would dive back to it.

Kerford svung, saw afigure just behind him. The lawyer didn't even look for Darwick.

The newcomer in the doorway was cloaked in black, and he carried an automatic that made Kerford's
revolver look smdl. Kerford hadn't forgotten his earlier encounters with The Shadow, and sght of his
cloaked adversary ingpired him to savage attack.

He'd dugged The Shadow once before, and intended to do it again, so solidly that his opponent wouldn't
recover soon enough to stage another vanishment. Kerford smply didnt take new conditions into
account.

Sopping asif atrip hammer had pounded it, Kerford's blow only went hdfway. That grip on Kerford's
on wrig wasn't dl The Shadow took; he hooked the lavyer by one knee, gave a spird twist and sent
him headlong to a corner of the hall.

Kerford was tough; he took the dam without losng his gun. Swinging about on hands and knees, he
amed back at blackness and fired.

The only blackness that he hit was the oblong of the open doorway, which he mistook for The Shadow.
The cloaked fighter was s9zzing in from another angle, and Kerford bardly turned in time to grapple.

Before he could settle Kerford, The Shadow heard another cdl from Irene, and turned to see Darwick
for the firg time. He glimpsed the hat, the shocky hair and saw the portfolio under an arm, with the cane
hooked to the same wrid.

The Shadow dapped Kerford againg the wal and turned toward the door. He was cut off by atrio of
earnest, but infirm, attackers. Blanning's servants, who mistook Irene's gestures toward The Shadow.
While The Shadow was brushing off those three, Irene dashed outdoors in pursuit of Darwick.

She saw a man lunge from another car to stop him, but Darwick spilled his adversary in one direction and
turned to run another. Irene took a short cut, overtook Darwick and grabbed for his cane, not redizing
that his other hand was free.

With a snarl quite savage for a man of his benign appearance, Darwick tugged his revolver from his
pocket and thrust it toward Irene. The girl's heart stopped, as though anticipating a bullet. Fatering, Irene
dropped back, and therewith paved the way to life, not death.



THE SHADOW weas & the doorway. Off the end of the porch, he saw the gimmer of the revolver
agang the headlights of a car. He amed for the wegpon and fired a shot that would have been perfect,
but for the feeble interference of Blanning's last servant.

So close did the bullet come to Darwick's hand, that the murderer dropped back more suddenly than
hed Irene. He amed back toward the house and fired wildly; then darted off among the bushes to escape
The Shadow's fire.

Irene saw the druggling servant who was spailing The Shadow's am, and rushed toward the doorway.
By the time she arrived there, the servant was gtting on the porch, a very puzzled look on his face,
rubbing his chin from an elbow jounce that The Shadow had given him.

Before Irene could even speak to The Shadow, he caught her with one am and whisked her back into
the house. Dropping to the shdlter of the doorway, he opened fire in the opposite direction.

Guns answered, and with ther shots came ydls. As opponents scattered, The Shadow sprang in pursiit,
blagting away with two guns and supplying aweird laugh that added to the rout.

So much had happened in so few minutes, that even Irene's mind was carried from the initid happening:
Blanning's death. The girl remembered Kerford's entry, and the sudden ariva of a black-clad fighter
who traveled like a smoke-laden hurricane, flinging Kerford asde and cutting a swath through the
blundering servants.

He was off again, that human whirlwind, to repel unknown invaders who had attacked from a new
direction, but the diverson had adlowed Darwick to escape.

Irene remembered tha the amazing old man had encountered someone near a car down the driveway,
and as she stared in that direction, she saw a man come from between the shrubs, brushing himsdf off.
Ancther car, ariving dong the driveway, threw its headlights on the man in question.

Broad of face aswdl as build, the man had saggy cheeks that gave his features a pyramidd appearance.
Ashis eyes turned toward Irene, the girl noticed the brigtle of the brows above them.

"My name is James Wilvern," he said in introduction. "I came here to warn Seth Blanning of trouble.
Apparently, | arrived too lae"

Wilvern gestured off into the distance, where the sound of gunfire had dwindled to spasmodic bursts.
Then, suddenly aware that the light around him came from a car instead of the house, Wilvern dropped
hisdignity and cowered toward the bushes, to escape the glare.

Ancther man entered the light, coming from the car itsdf. He glanced curioudy a Wilvern; then
introduced himsdf as Norman Dempster. Histhin lips and mild eyes gave him a serious look.

"I'm sorry | didn't arrive firg," Dempster told Irene. He gave a Sde glance a Wilvern. "Tdl me what has
happened?’

Irene beckoned both strangers into the house, where Kerford met them in rather sumbly fashion. The
servants gripped the saggering lawyer and kept him on his feet. They were only a bit shaken from thar
encounter with The Shadow, for he had handled them quite lightly.

Without waiting to learn who Kerford was, Irene led the way to the living room and turned on the light.
Stepping back with a sob, she let the others view the body of Seth Blanning. Then Irene blurted:

"He was murdered by a man named Asgph Darwick!"



Thegirl could have added her hope that The Shadow, intrepid fighter in black, had aready overtaken the
killer.

Asit happened, The Shadow was meking vaiant efforts to do so.

THE SHADOW was outsde the grounds watching two cars speed away, each with a quota of fugitives
but he was confident that Darwick could not have joined that crew, for its members had fled in the
opposite direction.

There was away to check on the matter, but The Shadow postponed it when he heard a man sumbling
hedily beyond a hedge. The fdlow was panting, and he was obvioudy one of the gun crowd, who had
stayed behind.

He was crossng the driveway in a direction which might mean a rendezvous with Darwick, so The
Shadow trailed him.

Reaching a parked car, the man dimbed into it and started the motor. Advancing with a drawn gun, The
Shadow peered through the window and saw the lone occupant by the glow from the dashlight.

The man was Otis Jurn, and he reveded his face more plainly when he struck a match and applied its
flaneto a cigarette.

Dropping the cigarette pack on a raincoat thet was bundled on the seat beside him, Jurn glanced &t the
window; then nervoudy put the car in gear. He didn't see The Shadow, for dl outside was blackness, of
which the cloaked observer was a part. Moreover, The Shadow had turned away at Jurn's glance.

When Jurn's car rolled from the exit driveway, it showed a taillight on one side only. The second taillight
blinked suddenly, as though a dark film had been removed from it. An unseen shape glided to a spot
where two other cars were parked in darkness.

Hary Vincent and Moe Shrevnitz were matching for which was to tral the mysery car, when The
Shadow's whisper spoke from between them. He told them that he had ridden out on Jurn's bumper, and
that there was no need to trail the private dick.

Jdurn's presence explaned the gun crew; the fdlow had unwisdy brought dong some of his former
playmates, and they had gotten out of hand again.

Quedtioning both Harry and Moe, The Shadow learned that they had seen no other car. He told them
about Darwick, and they agreed with their chief that the old man must have made for the Sound, ether to
take a boat or follow the shore line to a road where a car was waliting.

"Go into Blanning's house," The Shadow ordered Harry. "Introduce yoursdf as a chance passer-by who
heard some shooting. Stay there, and don't lose sight of the girl, until you hear from me"

Then, as Hary was entering his car to drive it into Blanning's, The Shadow joined Moe in the cab and
gave the Imple order:

"To Darwick'd"

CHAPTER XV. DEATH'S DOUBLE DEAL

WHEN Harry Vincent entered the Blanning manson, he found a most curious state of affairs there. Two
men were engaged in heated debate concerning Blanning's death. The disputants were James Wilvern
and Blane Kerford.



They agreed on one point only: that Blanning was dead. Ther quibble involved Asgph Darwick. Wilvern
maintained that the old man was a blackmailer of the fird water, and therefore capable of murder;
whereas Kerford defined Darwick as a public benefactor who would never ded in crime.

All the while, Norman Dempster was standing as if in solemn judgment, and beside hm was a very
confused and unhappy girl. Though she knew that Darwick had dan her uncle, Irene was actudly
swayed by Kerford's arguments.

She remembered how Darwick and hisledger had first impressed her. His demand for money involved a
cause in which he seemed sincere. It had taken much bating from Blanning to drive Darwick to a pitch of
fanaticiam, and Irene redized tha her great-uncle had findly become inaulting toward his guest.

Darwick's gunfire, delivered amid Irene's shouts and the rush of ariving servants, could have been the
work of a crazed man, rather than a deliberate murderer. Coming from Kerford, such statements carried
weight, conddering that he had rushed to Iren€e's rescue.

While Irene watched the debaters, Hary attracted Dempgter's atention and introduced himsdf.
Dempster glanced a his watch, ligening patiently while the argument continued, and findly consulted the
watch again. Thistime, he injected himsdf into the discussion.

"You are agreed on one thing," he told Wilvern and Kerford. "Blanning is dead, and that forces
agreement on another point. The police should be informed, at once."

Both Wilvern and Kerford nodded.
"The question is whether Darwick will return here)”" continued Dempster, "or go to his own home.”

"Hell go there, dl right,” boomed Wilvern. "He regards his own home as his castle, though he wouldn't
concede that privilege to Blanning."

"Hewill probably return there" admitted Kerford. "Darwick would have no other place to go."

Dempster picked up the telephone and made a cdl to the Cobat Club, where Police Commissoner
Raph Weston was a member. Taking to the commissoner, Dempster recited the sdient points of
Blanning's death, and quoted both Wilvern and Kerford as daing that Darwick, the man respongble,
could be found a home,

Finished with the cdl, Dempster stated that the commissoner wanted some witnesses at Darwick's.
Since Wilvern and Kerford were equdly anxious to go, Dempster waved them on their way, and they left
in separate cars.

Harry casudly decided to remain with Dempster and Irene, declaring that his only knowledge of the case
concerned the events at Blanning's

THE cdl to Weston became known to The Shadow when, nearing Darwick's, he saw the
commissoner’'s big car swing into the street ahead of him.

Giving an order to Moe, The Shadow reached the rear street and cut through to the back of Darwick's
house. Usng the open route through the cellar, he reached the top of the cdlar sairs while Weston's car
was stopping out front.

Not knowing what might follow, The Shadow had gun in hand when he neared the lighted door of
Dawick's office. At that moment, the front door came open, and The Shadow was ready to voice a
warning if he found the photoel ectric beam in operation.



He caught a glance of Darwick, in the office; the old man was huddled againg the safe, one hand pressed
agang aknob. In that flash, The Shadow saw menace in Darwick's posture.

A black-clad avdanche swept for the front door, to meet Commissoner Weston and his companion, a
police ingpector named Joe Cardona. Neither of them even saw The Shadow's onrush. At that moment,
something more powerful than any human force went into operation.

An exploson blasted from deep in Darwick's office. Its mighty roar sent a terrific rush ahead of it, not
only of ar but the noise of burding doors and windows. The building shook to the brownstone steps
down which Weston and Cardona flung themsdlves.

The Shadow, flinging forward as the blast came, flattened himsdf in the vestibule. Amid an outpour of
smoke, he arose and made hisway, unseen, back into the lighted hdl. One glance into the office told why
the explosion had not been more terrific in its consequences.

The blast had occurred within the safe, and the heavy sted door had taken the brunt of it. One man,
adone, had been in a pogtion to recelve a devadtating jolt: Asaph Darwick.

His body was mangled, and the weight of the broken safe door added crushing effects. Out of the human
pulp, Darwick's face was recognizable, but The Shadow did not pause long to view it.

He went down through the cdlar and out through the rear window, not pausing to put bricks back in
place. That was no longer possible. The shaking of the building had broken more masonry loose.

Old Asgph Darwick could have made no grander gesture than to go out with the blagt. If fanaicdism had
urged him into murdering his old acquaintance, Blanning, the same zed, coupled with remorse, could
account for his sensationd suicide.

There was ds0 the fact that such titanic self-destruction was designed to obliterate dl the records in
Darwick's safe, induding the Book of Degth.

Departing from Darwick's house, The Shadow foresaw the immediate consequences of the explosion.
Weston would summon everyone in from Blanning's, and Dempster, in mentioning his own negotiations
with Darwick, would neturdly include the name of Lamont Cranston as witness to the transaction.

So The Shadow headed for the Cobat Club. Arriving there as Cranston, he phoned Margo Lane and
told her where to wait for him. Not long afterward, the cadm-mannered Mr. Crangton heard his name
paged. He was wanted on the telephone by Commissoner Weston.

Chetting with the commissoner, The Shadow heard brief details of what he aready knew, and promised
to come to Darwick's.

Many cars werein front of Darwick's when Cranston's limousine approached toward the house. Spotting
Harry's car among them, Cranston spoke to Margo, who was riding with him.

"Wait in Vincent's car,” he said. "When he joins you, repest the indructions that | have given you."

Margo nodded. She had lisened carefully to the indructions in question, during the trip to Darwick's.
They were brief but pointed, and equaly imperative. What was in Lamont's mind, Margo did not fully
know, but she was confident that she and Harry could carry out the orders.

ENTERING the Darwick house by the blast-shaken front doorway, Cranston found Harry chaiting with
Irene Blanning. Conforming with The Shadow's earlier ingructions, Harry had not logt sght of the girl. He
had brought Irene into town in his car, while Dempster was bringing dong the servants.



On the floor of Darwick's office lay a sheet that covered some ungainly object. The sheet was over
Dawick's body, and whenever Inspector Cardona lifted it to show the dead man's face, he smply
plucked a corner.

Wilvern and Kerford, arrived earlier, had identified the dead man as Darwick. Dempster was adding
dmilar testimony when Cranston entered.

Asfor Irene, she gave a dow, sober, nod.

"I didn't redly see much of Darwick's face," she declared. "His eyes were hidden by those glasses, and
his nose was just a point. Hislips were pae, like they are now"—Irene shivered as she gestured toward
the sheet—"but the muffler never dropped below his chin.”

Irene was ganding near the doorway. She stepped back, as Cranston, advancing, said: "Pardon me,
Miss Blanning." Then, reaching the sheet, Cranston watched while Cardona lifted it again. With a nod,
Cranston stated:

"Darwick."

Commissoner Weston was about to dismiss such minor witnesses as Harry and the servants. Looking
toward Cranston, Harry received a nod. When Weston findly gave the dismissal, Harry said good-by to
Irene and eft.

Meanwhile, Cranston, in his rather tired way, had seated himsdf behind Darwick's desk. Kerford came
over and eased his big bulk to the desk edge, not redizing that he was in such proximity to his former
adversary, The Shadow.

Leaning back with hand againg the desk corner, Kerford was dmost touching the switch that controlled
the photodectric gadget. With a mere nudge of his knee, Cranston could have pushed Kerford's hand
adde, but he desisted.

"Whatever his faults" assured Kerford, as though addressing a jury, "Asgph Darwick has accepted the
pendty. He destroyed his records with him, and we can regard the case as closed.”

"Not quite)" argued Wilvern, from the doorway. "Those records may exis in duplicate, as a means for
further blackmail. Or"—Wilvern's brows bristled as he narrowed his gaze toward Kerford—"the book
itsdf may dill exist. We have no proof that Darwick brought it here after hisflight from Blanning's™

Kerford gave a contemptuous grunt that inspired Wilvern to further debate.

"One fact remains unexplaned,” asserted Wilvern. "Tdl me, Kerford: why did you happen to go to
Blannings?'

"Because | foresaw trouble” began Kerford. "Blanning's name was next in the book -"

Catching himsdf too late, Kerford saw Wilvern glance triumphantly toward the commissioner, who was
ganding in the center of the room.

"You see, commissoner?' queried Wilvern. "Kerford is familiar with the ledger that Darwick kept. He
may even have copied its contents.”

"And even if | had,” snapped Kerford, again the shrewd lawyer, "I would have ful right to them, as
Dawick's attorney. The points of law are not entirdy on your sde, Wilvern. | might ask"—his eyes
gleamed craftily—"how you happened to drop in a Blanning's?'



"I heard that Darwick was going there," rejoined Wilvern promptly. "A friend told me; that was dl.”

THE SHADOW knew, of course, that Wilvern's "friend’” mugt be Jurn. Kerford, planning to carry the
subject further, arose from the desk and advanced toward Wilvern, who promptly pursued another tack.

"It isn't a question of why we went to Blanning's”" began Wilvern. "It's what we did when we arrived
there. Very odd, Kerford, that you should have let Darwick escape. You were the fird men into the
house, you know."

Kerford reached Wilvern near the doorway. They were exchanging glare for glare, with Wilvern backing
out into the hal under pressure from Kerford's heavy hand. Irene was by a curtain, frowning dightly as
she tried to place exactly what had happened after her uncl€'s degth.

Nether Weston nor Cardona had previoudy seen Kerford and Wilvern in heated debate, but Dempster
hed and knew how irate they could become. Agan, he stepped between them as arbiter, and the three
were clustered in the hdlway. Kerford's tone came savagdly:

"And where were you right then? You know so much, that perhaps you know too much! Too much for
your own good; not ming"

"Wat!" It was Irene who cdled, turning from the curtain. "I remember everything that happened. | can
explan -"

Kerford, shoving Dempster aside, had gripped Wilvern. A scuffle drowned out Irene's voice as two
antagonists and a peacemaker jarred Sideward againg the hdlway wadl. From that scuffle, a hand, or an
elbow, struck alight switch that controlled the chandelier in Darwick's office,

The curtain opposite Irene obscured the action of the switch, and result was immediate blackness. Hard
upon it came something far more gartling than the extinguishing of the lights.

There was a dhriek from Irene, as though the girl had seen some menace despite the utter darkness; and
with the scream, horror struck.

It came in the form of three swift jalbbs—sharp tongues of flame that represented gunshots. They were
amed for Irene, and they arrowed with quick-changing angles, so that they would not miss their hdpless
target.

Shots, delivered with the same certainty as those which had spelled desth for Seth Blanning. The same
fandticiam that had ruled old Asaph Darwick dill hed its urge upon a human hand. Desath was atempting
adouble dedl.

Jugt as Darwick could never have flung himsdf from in front of the exploding safe, so was Irene unable to
soring from the path of an unknown gunner's fire. The sudden ending of her scream was token of her

pexil.
Agan a murderous hand had done its utmogt, thistime in the very presence of The Shadow!

CHAPTER XVI. DEATH MARCHES ON

IT was Dempster who fumbled for the light switch and findly found it, restoring light to the room of
death. Beyond him, in the hdlway, stood Kerford, Hill gripping Wilvern's coat. Weston and Cardona
were hdfway to the doorway, while Cranston had hdf risen from the desk.

All eyes were fixed upon the doorway. Men were staring, horrified, expecting to see the bullet-riddled



body of Irene Blanning. Instead, they were confronted, certain of them, by a mystery greater than
unexpected death.

Irene Blanning was gone! Commissioner Weston stared at Ingpector Cardona, who returned the puzzled
gaze. They were the certain men who were completely nonplused by this riddle. Irene couldn't have
reached the hdl, nor come back into the office. She hadn't even had time to dodge the aming gun, for it
hed started its burgtsin the middle of her scream.

Never had these representatives of the law been confronted by so incredible a proposition, even on those
occas ons when they had met with a certain person cdled The Shadow.

Actudly present, in another guise, The Shadow could have solved the riddle, had he chosen; but he left
that task to others. He knew that one man, at least, could divulge the cause of Irene's disappearance, and
he wanted to hear what the party in question would say.

Crangton's gaze fixed on Kerford. The lawyer rdlied to the occason. He seemed surprised, at firg,
because Irene had vanished; then, rasing one hand, he waved both Weston and Cardona back. This was
agreat moment for Kerford. By hogging the picture, he could shake off the burdens of suspicion that had
recently been shouldered upon him.

"Dont worry about Irene” declared Kerford. "Stay right where you are, commissoner, and you,
ingpector, until | explain what happened. That is'—he glanced to his right, and seeing Dempster there,
turned to his left to face Wilvern—"l can tdl where Irene went, though the matter of the gunfire is
something you must discover for yourselves.™

Crossing the doorway, Kerford pointed beyond it and stated: "There is a switch on the wdl that controls
a photodectric beam. Watch!"

He extended his hand through the doorway and diced the unnoticed beam. A trapdoor opened where
previoudy had been solid floor. Before anyone could look down through, the sections dithered up again
and closed autométicaly.

"Look on the desk, Mr. Crangton,” suggested Kerford, with a gesture, "and you will find another switch.
Will you kindly press it?'

Cranston found the switch and complied. Kerford strode through the doorway over solid floor.

"You see?' he queried. "That's why Irene screamed. She was dropping through the floor. Not a pleasant
experience, but much better than recaiving bullets™

Weston stared steedily at Kerford. ™Y ou mean that you pressed the switch in the hdlway?'

Kerford nodded, and with it, threw triumphant glances about him. As a confidant of Darwick, he could
boast of this gpecid knowledge of contrivances in the dead man's house. Wilvern, however, had
something to say that jarred Kerford's confidence.

"You havent proven your man point, Kerford,” Wilvern declared. "Namedy, that Miss Blanning went
through the trap before those shots were fired. I've dways heard'—eyes were reflective beneath the
brigly brows—"that the firg thing a murderer thinks of is disposal of the body."

Kerford rdlied to that one.
"And the lagt thing he thinks of," he said, "isto reved the details of any such disposd.”



BOTH men were subtle. Wilvern was accusing Kerford of shooting Irene and dropping her out of sght.
In his turn, Kerford indicated that Wilvern had fired the three shots, and might even have pressed the
switch, too.

Inthat case, Kerford's daim of pressing the switch could be judtified, on the ground that he had coaxed
Wilvern into saying too much.

In this game of put and take, Commissoner Weston wasn't showing favors. He didn't care to accept
ather of theimplied accusations until he knew more details. The man thing was to find Irene, but before
Weston could say s0, Dempster made the same suggestion.

"I take it that Miss Blanning must have fdlen to the cdlar,” said Dempster, gingerly stepping upon the
fastened trap. "If s0, she may have suffered serious injury; perhaps death. That may dter the dtuation,
commissoner.”

Wilvern shot a grim amile at Kerford, whose previous daim might prove his undoing. Satisfied that his
case would stand, Kerford stepped back, thrusting his hands into the pockets of his coat.

Since each man seemed determined to bluff his way through, Weston suggested that dl go to the cdlar.
He led the way, and when Cardona looked back anxioudy toward Wilvern and Kerford, the
commissoner undertoned:

"Neither will leave, ingpector. In fact, they would find it impossible. Our men are stationed outsde.”

Cranston followed after Wilvern and Dempster. Looking back, he saw Kerford, hands deep in pockets,
daing as though inspired by some new scheme. Leaving the cdlar door open for the lawyer, Cranston
grolled downdairs after the others. There, the mystery deepened.

It was easy enough to explain a trapdoor in a wooden floor, but certainly none could be found in solid
concrete. Yet four men stood, in what seemed redl amazement, gazing at the cdlar floor where Irene
must have landed.

From his persond experience while The Shadow, Cranston could have testified as to the hardness of that
concrete, but the landing spot had logt its menace.

Irene Blanning had staged a double vanish. She was gone from the spot where she should have been, just
as completely as she had disappeared from the place where last seen!

Stamping the cement, Weston decided that Irene couldn't have gone through it. Looking about the cdlar,
he saw the rear window, with the mass of debris that had formerly been masonry.

"That's where she went!" the commissioner exclamed. "Out through a window! The exploson must have
broken those gapd™

The Shadow aready knew that the explosion had produced such a result. Dempster, who had aso used
the rear route with Jurn, was viewing the shattered masonry with interest that The Shadow didn't notice.
Standing behind Cranston, Dempster did not come under The Shadow's observation.

"She could have gone out that way," declared Cardona. "Only, how would she have managed it after
smacking the cement? It would have given her an awful jolt."

Weston pondered, and Cardona saw a chance to insert a hunch. The ace ingpector was famous for his
hunches, but he liked to build them up before expressing them to his doubting chief.



"Maybe some guys were posted down here" suggested Cardona, "to grab her when she dropped. If
sheld been weighted with a few bullets, they'd have been in an even bigger hurry.”

Cardona was looking around as he spoke; his gaze passing Cranston and Dempster, the ingpector fixed it
on Wilvern. Didiking the Slent accusation, Wilvern gestured, asif to aman beside him.

"Perhaps Kerford can hep you, ingpector,” said Wilvern. "He has an answer for everything.”

When Cardona stared blankly, Wilvern turned, to find that he hadn't gestured toward anyone. Kerford
wasn't with the group in the cdlar; but his absence wasn't a myserious disappearance like Irene's. The
ample fact was that Kerford had not come down to the cdllear at all.

"Il find that bird!" snapped Cardona, hauling arevolver from his pocket. "I'd like to know what bluff he
will hand us this time!"

Dashing upstairs, Cardona was followed by the rest. There was no 9gn of Kerford in the hdlway, nor
did alook into the office reved him.

Dashing outsde, Cardona shouted to some bluecoats dationed there. "Did you see that lawyer,
Keford?'

"Sure thing," an officer responded. "He told us the commissioner was through with him, so we let him go,
like those other witnesses™

"How did he leave?"
"Inhiscar. A couple of minutes ago.”

"Then get started!” roared Cardona. "Head him off, before he can get clear! We want him—for murder!™

THINGS moved very rapidly. There were plenty of police carsin the vidnity, and they scurried away as
though released by catapults. Cardona turned to Wilvern and Dempster and took them one by one,
frisking their pockets in expert syle.

"Jugt to make sure that neither of you have a gun,” Cardona told them. "We don't want Kerford to have
any comeback, when we catch up with him. You haven't been out of my Sght, nor the commissioner's,
but Kerford hes™

The search completed, Cardona dashed down the steps and joined the commissioner in his car. The
others followed, and Cardona nodded when Wilvern suggested thet they join in the hunt.

Wilvern went toward one car, Dempster for another. Invited dong with neither, Cranston gave a shrug
and watched the cars pull away. Then, idly, he strolled off toward the corner.

There was method in the leisurdy tactics that The Shadow applied as Crangton. Unfortunately, he chose
the wrong corner toward which to droll. Hardly had he gone from dght before a car swung in from the
other corner, to be stopped by two patrolmen near the Darwick house.

The man who stepped from the car was Otis Jurn. He introduced himsdf as a private investigator and
showed credentids. Asking for Inspector Cardona, Jurn learned about the chase and wanted to know
who was involved.

At mention of Kerford's name, Jurn grinned and stepped back into his car.



"Il wait here" he said. "If you see Inspector Cardona, tdl him where to find me”

Jurn had every reason to be satisfied. With Kerford popping up as the surprise factor in the case, the
heat was off completely. Jurn could go on working for both Wilvern and Dempster, and the longer the
hunt for Kerford continued, the more his services would be in demand.

The best palicy, for the present, was to St tight and look wise, after he met Cardona. Jurn could Smply
sy that he had heard about Darwick and the book the old man carried. He wouldn't have to state who
hisemployer was, and, thereby, Jurn would win the favor of both Wilvern and Dempster.

Like Cranston, the patrolmen had gone their way, and Jurn was looking for his cigarettes. He found the
pack, but it was empty. Remembering that he had another in his raincoat, Jurn lifted the garment on the
seat beside him. Immediately, he forgot dl about his cigarettes.

He was daing a something that he had seen before, and remembered far too wel. On the seet,
uncovered by the lifting of the raincoat, was Darwick's Book of Degth!

Jurn didn't notice a package that was on the car floor, for it was in darkness. But it wouldn't have meant
anything, even if he had seen it. Through Jurn's frantic brain ran wild, fantagtic thoughts that baffled dl
understanding, though with them he had glimmers that confused him dl the more.

Then, from Jurn's very shoulder, a voice spoke. It said, in very steady tone:
"Il take that book, Jurn."

His face coming up, Jurn betrayed himsdf by his expresson. He showed, too planly, that he was willing
to tdl dl he knew, now that facts were established in his mind. His revelation, slent though it was,
impressed the man whose face Jurn saw.

Through the same window where his head and shoulders appeared, the man shoved a revolver, so
quickly that Jurn could not ward off the weapon. The gun jabbed as it pressed forward, and its firg shot
was muffled againg Jurn's chest.

So were the two shots that followed, and three bullets were enough for Jurn. The dapper man caved as
though a batch of props had been pulled from benegth his shoulders.

With Jurn alifdess thing, the murderer took the book and the package that lay with it. Back turned upon
the scene of new crime, he hastened toward the very corner that Cranston had chosen, carrying the
Book of Desth.

CHAPTER XVII. THE SHADOW'S GOAL

LIKE a spreading hurricane, the search for Kerford was widening from Darwick's neighborhood, leaving
acdm center in the midst of storm. It was through that slent vortex that The Shadow glided, looking for
traces of activity.

A nearby hunt could prove better than a digant chase, consdering the circumstances surrounding
Kerford's flight. At best, the hunted lawyer could have gained only a few minutes start, for The Shadow
hed persondly planned that no more time elapse.

The rather retiring Mr. Cranston had been about to comment on Kerford's absence, when others noticed
it. The furor fallowing the discovery of Kerford's flight was dso to The Shadow's liking. Even if Kerford
hed begun a rapid getaway, he'd be forced to double back as the police spread and passed word on
ahead for other searchers to close in with a tightening network.



Thus, Cranston's idle groll around the block was actudly a most potent search for Kerford. Keeping
wdl to darkened spots, Cranston was playing the role of The Shadow, even without his black cloak.
Few eyes could have discerned him as he moved dong, but his own observation was by no means
limited.

Such was proven when Cranston paused, oying agtir a short distance ahead. It came from an dleyway
inback of Darwick's house, and The Shadow, conversant with dl such crannies, knew the best way to
approach the outlet. From one flight of house steps to another, he drew closer upon his prey.

The prey sdled out into the light.

It was difficult for Kerford, rangy and somewhat awkward, to keep entirdy to shelter. He had managed
it, that night a Darwick's, when he had gpplied the dug to The Shadow. On that occasion, however,
Kerford had been on a dtreet that he knew quite well; he had dso profited by the diverson caused by
Wilvern's departure.

Tonight, Kerford was the hunted, not the hunter. He didn't know the street, nor did he sght The Shadow.
He was looking for cars, the kind with Srens and bluecoats in them. Seeing none, he crossed the street
quite boldly, hoping to find another pathway between buildings that would carry him one more block
away from Darwick's.

Knowing that Kerford wouldn't find a by-path, The Shadow stalked dong his own sde of the strest.
Given another hundred feet, he would reach a darkened dretch, where, even in Cranston's guise, he
could cross without Kerford's notice. He wanted to take Kerford suddenly, when the man was unaware,
and deprive him of the gun he carried.

Kerford was desperate, and might do considerable damage if pursuers tried to take him openly. His
testimony, too, would prove important, and couldn't be spoken by a dead man. Moreover, The Shadow
hed a persona score that wasn't fully settled with Kerford. He wanted the dusive lawyer to experience
the sensation of having someone bob up from behind him and supply a sincere blow with a chunk of
metd.

The Shadow intended to do it more negtly than Kerford had. One clean tap from an automatic would
daze Kerford lightly, but dill dlow him to retain his senses, thereby gppreciating the fact that he had been
outguessed.

Turmning to make his move across the dreet, The Shadow let his gaze rove ahead. He saw a grayish
dretch of sdewalk, then the corner, and a car parked beyond it. Only the front end of the car was
vigble, and The Shadow couldn't have seen it earlier, because he had bardly reached the angle from
which he could seeit &t dll.

Dim lights blinked suddenly from the car's cowl lights

Remarkable work on Kerford's part, reaching that car so swiftly and so soon. Even more remarkable
that he should have euded The Shadow in so doing. Had The Shadow been garbed in black, he wouldn't
have believed it possible, for in that case he would have dung closer to Kerford.

The only thing was to blame it on Lamont Cranston, The Shadow's other sdf, who didn't navigete the
dark so cgpably as did his double of the black cloak.

Of course, Kerford deserved a share of the credit, for proving himsdf more dippery than The Shadow
had deemed he could be. The important thing, however, was to reach the car before Kerford started

avay.



SPRINGING from the curb, The Shadow began a quick run for the corner, cutting in a an angle so he
couldnt be seen. His Cranston get-up would have served him quite effectively, had not a blaze of
heedlights reached him.

The glare didn't come from the car around the corner; it was from the opposite direction. A car, svinging
into this rear street, was driving through at a high rate of speed.

Dropping behind some steps, The Shadow saw the firgt car scud across the corner, as if darmed by the
approach of the other machine. Taking it thet the new car contained police, The Shadow did as Cranston
should have done. Springing into Sght, he waved and pointed, to send the car dong the trail thet it had
spoiled for him.

Instead of keeping toward the corner, the car with the blazing headlamps swerved Cranston's way and
bore down, full speed, upon its hepless-looking victim!

Theweird laugh that offered chalenge didn't seem to come from Cranston's lips. He was flinging himsdf
for shdlter in a basement cranny that the threatening car couldn't reach. The men in the car, hearing the
laugh, thought thet it originated elsawhere. Shoving guns from the windows, they began to blast a
random, hoping that their shots, though wild, would force ther old enemy, The Shadow, to reved
himsdf.

Reved himsdf he did, though not from where crooks expected. It was Cranston, the helpless man, who
answered with a brace of automatics. Thugs had forgotten him, and were unable to amend their mistake,
for those shots from the house wal were wrecking their whole system.

Bullets dug through tires, flattening them. A perfect shot clipped the man a the steering whed, causng
hm to lose control. Whistling dugs sent gunners ducking, flinging out through opening doors as the car
careened over the curb. There was a danging smash as the car wrecked itsdf, trgoping some of its
occupants when it overturned.

Like an epilogue to the swift and positive victory came the strident laugh of The Shadow!

A car pulled out from back dong the street and spurted the other way. It was tuning the corner when
The Shadow came from his shelter and saw the lagt twinkle of its tallights. Then walling Srens answered
the rattle that guns had given. Within another minute, two police cars arrived to scour the sector.

While officers were dragging thugs from the overturned car, and rounding up two others who were
cringing in doorways opposite, Lamont Cranston entered the scene, to give his verson of the fray.

Gunless, he gestured as he told an impersond gtory of a rapid-fire marksman who could only be The
Shadow. The fact that the cloaked sharpshooter wasn't anywhere in 9ght merdy corroborated
Cranston's statements. The Shadow didn't make it a habit to stay around after he had softened badsters
and |eft them to the police.

Other cars arrived. The firgt brought Weston and Cardona; the commissoner took charge of the scene
while the inspector quizzed the prisoners.

Wilvern and Dempster arrived separately inther cars and joined the commissioner. He was too busy to
tak to them, so Cranston told them of this new development which had dmost made himits victim.

Then Inspector Cardona supplied facts that counted. HE'd made the prisoners tak.

"This bunch was working for Otis Jurn,” declared Cardona to Weston. "They say this is the third time
he's made them buck The Shadow while he, Jurn, ducked out on his own. They're sick of it."



"You mean Jurn, the private investigator?' queried the commissioner. "What's he doing around here?"

In Cranston's cam style, The Shadow glanced toward Wilven and Dempster. He saw both hesitate.
Wilvern's manner was to be expected; Dempster's hestation answered a question which Cranston could
have asked previoudy, but hadn't, because he was sure he had the key to it.

THE question concerned why Dempster had come to Blanning's this evening. Old Darwick, aways
close-mouthed on matters concerning different individuas, would not have told Dempster about Blanning.
The Shadow had therefore calculated that Dempster, like Wilvern, had heard of Blanning through Jurn.

The Stuations of the two men differed.

Wilvern couldn't well deny connection with Jurn, Since he had actudly subsidized the man's services. On
the contrary, Dempster had kept his rdaions with Jurn quite secret, and to reved them would be a
betrayd of confidence.

Only the cdm eyes of Cranston saw how Wilvern's worry grew, while Dempster's dackened. At lag,
Wilvern spoke boldly:

"l hired Otis Jurn."

"For work like this?' stormed Weston, indicating the wrecked car. Then, gesturing toward the prisoners.
"You actudly paid Jurn to use mobsters like these?!

"Absolutdy not," returned Wilvern indignantly. "My secretary, Talbot, will bear witness thet | ingtructed
Jurn to operate independently, as an authorized private investigetor should. He brought me reports on
both Darwick and Kerford; in fact, it was Jurn who told me that Darwick was going to Blanning's house
tonight.

"But such men as these! | never redized that Jurn even associated with them. | suppose, of course, that
he was feaful of Darwick and Kerford, knowing them to be potentid murderers, and therefore hired
these fellows to accompany him. But it is something which | never would have approved.”

Wilvern spoke convincingly, and his reference to Darwick and Kerford carried weight. Weston ordered
others to resume the hunt of Kerford, while he went back to Darwick's. The commissoner took Wilvern
aong, and Cranston, having no car, accompanied the pair. A patrolman arrived hurriedly on foot just as
they reached Darwick's door.

"Youve seen Mr. Jurn?' the officer asked Weston. "He was looking for Inspector Cardona, but |
suppose held like to talk to you, commissoner.”

"I'd like to talk to Jurn,” returned Weston emphaticdly. "Whereis he?'
"Inthat car, commissoner.”

Weston strode dong the street to Jurn's car; he wrenched its door open, and stood stock-till. Then,
dowly, he raised his hand, gestured mechanicdly and pointed. The patrolman looked into the car; went
around and opened the door from the other side.

Cranston and Wilvern arrived just intime to see Jurn's body tumble outward under its own sheer weight.
They went around the car with Weston, and dl three viewed the dead man.

"Kerford's work," declared Weston solemnly. "He murdered Jurn despite the fdlow's bodyguards.”



They were dill ganding there when others arrived, induding Cardona and Dempster, back from another
futile search for Kerford. Cranston's eyes were fixed on Dempster as the promoter gazed a the man who
hed been in his sarvice, as wdl as Wilvern's.

Then Cardona gave opinion.

"Jurn was aways after dough,” said Joe. "He might have sold out to Kerford, Mr. Wilvern. Il tdl you
why. Somebody must have grabbed the Blanning gifl when she fdl through the trap, and Jurn was the
only guy who had a bunch around here. The crowd we grabbed were only hdf his crew.”

Wilvern nodded, and Dempster followed suit, though their experiences with Jurn had differed. Wilvern
happened to know that money was Jurn's man object; whereas Dempster had persond proof that Jurn
would switch hisloydty if it suited him.

Commissoner Weston regarded the Jurn angle as closed, dong with others. He turned to his friend,
Crangton.

"Weve sttled the matter of Darwick's record book. There's no question that he blew the safe to get rid
of it. Our one job is to find Kerford and the Blanning girl. When we do, well learn whether we want
Kerford for murder or on a kidnap charge.”

Cranston's nod was only for Weston's benefit. Behind the impassive face of Cranston, the brain of The
Shadow was a work, piecing Jurn's death into the order of things and summing it dl into his own total.

Thelaw could continue its search for Kerford and Irene. The Shadow's god was dill to find the Book of
Degth!

CHAPTER XVIII. THE NARROWED TRAIL

THE successive tragedies of Blanning, Darwick, and Jurn were heralded in great headlines in the days
that followed. Never had the newspapers struck a better bonanza than this triple tragedy that surrounded
the Book of Degth.

Coupled to such news was the added punch of Irene Blanning's disappearance. It stayed in headlines
longer than the murders did. But even the news of the hunt for the missng girl and her aleged abductor,
Kerford, was dwarfed by the next sensation that devel oped.

The Book of Death came back to lifd

Like some creature from a scummy depth, the forgotten volume began its ingdious work, guided by a
hand that |acked the kindly touch of Darwick's.

No old gentleman appeared, with muffler, cane, and portfolio, to spread his vellum-bound volume and
explan his plans of reditution. Instead, persons of wedth received anonymous letters contaning
photostatic samples of certain accounts which concerned them.

There was no offer of afriendly settlement through cash payments to the heirs of defrauded parties. This
wasn't a matter of a conscience fund. It was blackmail.

Tatly worded, the letters stated that, to avoid public exposure of the records in question, subgantid
sumswould have to be ddivered to the anonymous writer. Such exposures promised scandalous details
regarding many of Americas leading fortunes. Prompt payment, through suggested channds, would be
the only preventative.



Certain of those letters reached Commissoner Weston. He cdled a private coundl of persons whose
advice might prove hdpful: James Wilvern, Norman Dempster, and, findly, Weston's most trusted friend,
Lamont Cranston.

Inspector Cardona was in attendance when the group met at the Cobalt Club. Always taciturn, Cardona
hed developed a gum mood of late. Contrasted to Weston's brisk manner, Cardona had a beaten air,
which showed upon his swarthy features.

Easy enough for Weston to act the part of a go-getter, when his business consisted of parceling orders to
others, with Cardona heading the lig of those who received them. The hunt for Blaine Kerford had
narrowed consderably, but had given no actud trace of the missng lawyer. These anonymous letters, dl
mailed from New Y ork or vidnity, didn't give any added clues to Kerford's whereabouits.

How the present conference was to help, Cardona couldn't understand. Nevertheless, it was his duty to
attend the mesting; so he did.

Weston opened proceedings with a tirade againgt the blackmall letters.

"Kerford's work!" stormed the commissioner. "You can see it in the phraseology of the letters. Do you
redlize what the scoundrd is doing? He's callecting ransom for the contents of that book!

"It's blackmail, handled in a kidnaper's style, but without a guarantee to ddiver anything. Kerford smply
states that he will suppress the records if people pay; and the fools are doing it! These letters'—Weston
gave a despairing gesture—"are but a few samples of the dozens that Kerford must have sent out.”

While Weston was waiting for the others to show ther reactions, Cardona provided a suggestion.

"If we get Kerford demanding a ransom for the Blanning girl,” said Joe, "hélll have to show his hand. You
can't get by in akidnap case with promises only. If the girl comes back into circulaion, she may be able
to give usaline on Kerford." Weston wasn't convinced.

"Kerford is too smart for that,” the commissoner declared. "He doesn't need money, as most kidnapers
do. His blackmail racket is producing dividends. If he didnt murder Irene Blanning, that night a
Darwick's, he probably disposed of her snce”

REVERTING to the letters, Weston pointed out the festure that he termed the "teeth”: namdy, the terms
which the blackmaliler offered to hisvictims

"He's letting them off for twenty-five percent,” Weston declared. "But he intimates that he will raise the
percentage with persons who do not pay within the required period. That sort of thing dways brings
result.”

Wilvern nodded at Weston's words. Dempster saw it and expressed an opinion.

"It might with some people,” said Dempster, looking steadily a Wilvern. "There are those who refuse to
recognize just dams. It is not the demand for money that makes this case so monstrous, commissioner. It
isthe fact that the blackmailer intends to keep the cash for himsdf, instead of disburang it among the

proper persons.”
Wilvern bristled.

"You tak as though you dill admired Darwick," he told Dempster. "Next thing, Dempster, you will be
ganding up for Kerford."



"l admired what | saw of Darwick," indsted Dempster stoutly. "His purpose, at least, was admirable. As
for Kerford"—there was a flash in Dempster's eyes as they steadied on Wilvern—"1 am 4ill not sure that
he is the man behind this blackmail."

It was evident to Weston that Wilvern and Dempster could never see eye to eye. Bluntly, he ended the
conference with the announcement that he wanted them both to be available, in case Kerford's capture
took place. Despite Cardonas gum stare, Weston stated postively that the trall had narrowed down.

When Wilvern and Dempster had left, the commissoner added a pointed remark to his friend, Cranston:

"If Asaph Darwick came back to life and turned to outright blackmail, he couldn't be doing a more
thorough job then Kerford is at present.”

Oddly, Weston was gating a thing which was dmogt fact. Had the commissioner been present that night
when Jurn dmost sumbled over Darwick's body, he, too, would have classed the old man as dead. In a
sense, Asgph Darwick had returned to life, though his stay had been brief.

Something in Weston's words made Cranston ponder. He was trying to picture a scene at Darwick's in
terms of Wilvern and Dempster, as wel as Kerford. As a bags, he was projecting his thoughts to one
night later, considering the parts that those three had played at Blanning's

Into both pictures came the face of the dead man, Otis Jurn. Much hinged on Jurn; so much, that his
murder had proven necessary.

A FEW hours &fter the conference, Weston's prediction neared its redization. News flashes came
bombarding from the radio, Sating that searchers had & last located Kerford.

A squad of Feds were dosing in upon an isolated cabin in the New Jersey woods, some thirty miles from
New York. They were definitdy sure that it was Kerford's hide-away.

Even Cardona showed sgns of shaking off his gloom when Weston put in cdls to Wilvern and Dempster,
tdling them to ligten to the stream of news reports. Very soon, there was another flash. It stated thet the
raiders had captured the cabin, only to find it empty.

No ggn of Kerford; none of Irene Blanning. There was plenty of evidence, though, that the cabin was
actudly Kerford's. In his haste to dude the mesh, the ever-dippery fugitive had been unable to take dong
meany persona effects, which proclaimed his idertity.

Those abandoned items did not incdude the Book of Death. The nearest thing to it that the Feds
discovered was duplicate pages, covering the earlier accounts which Darwick had settled in legitimate
fashion.

There was a further report, but it wasn't in the form of a news flash. It was a confidentid report from
Harry Vincent to his chief, The Shadow, through Burbank, the contact man who relayed dl such reports.

Summoned to the phone in the Cobat Club, The Shadow announced himsdf as Cranston and heard
Burbank's methodica tone:

"Report from Vincent. Kerford observed on ferry from New Jersey, traveing in car. Trail picked up by
Shrevnitz"

"Report received.”

With those words, The Shadow concluded the cdl and phoned Margo Lane. In Cranston's quiet tone, he



gave ingructions that Margo had long awaited.

The Shadow had just ended his chat with Margo, when he received another cal from Burbank. It was a
relayed report from Moe Shrevnitz. The cabby had followed Kerford to his destination.

It was the exact dedtination that The Shadow expected. There was a dight amile on the lips of Lamont
Cranston when he grolled from the Cobalt Club and entered his limousne He gave an order to his
chauffeur, then leaned forward to draw a secret drawer from benegath the rear set.

From that hidden compartment, Lamont Cranston took a brace of guns, together with a black cloak and
adouch hat. He was putting on the black garments as the limousine turned the corner.

Criméstral had narrowed to afocd point.

It was time for Lamont Cranston to become The Shadow, for he was to keep a long-sought appointment
with a man who dedlt in murder!

CHAPTER XIX. THE SHADOW'S JUDGMENT
JAMES WILVERN was seated at hisbig desk, turning the did of aradio.

He had been here every evening of late, preferring the solitude of his office to places where he might mest
too many people.

He was resting a jaw on one hand, and the pressure gave a one-sided appearance to his face. The effect
would have been rather ludicrous, but for Wilvern's glower.

Wilvern was thinking of the recent conference and the news reports that followed it. At times, his loose
hend stole to a desk drawer, where a revolver lay in Sght. Then, at the sound of a dick behind him,
Wilvern suddenly relaxed. Turning, he spoke:

"All right, Jurn -"

Catching himsdf too late, Wilvern sped his hand back toward the drawer. Again, he was belated; the
men who stepped in Sght dready held a gun, and its muzze covered Wilvern.

The man coming from the private door was Blaine Kerford.

"Before we discuss important matters” began the lawyer, "dlow me to congratulate you, Wilvern, on
your clever little act. You mentioned Jurn as though you had forgotten that he was dead. Have you
increased your murder victims, Wilvern, to the point where you have lost count?’

Coldly, Wilvern stared a Kerford's gun, then made a nervous gesture.
"You would seem to be the murderer, Kerford, considering your mode of entry.”

Muttering something about necessary protection, Kerford pocketed his revolver. He kept his fingers
handy, however, so that he could have it a an ingant's notice.

"I have come to make you an offer, Wilvern," said Kerford bluntly. "Release Irene Blanning and you can
retain the Book of Death, to do with it as you please. It is unfar that the girl should suffer for your
crimes”

Wilvern spread a hand across his broad jaw, gaveit along, sveeping rub.



"Interesting terms,” said Wilvern. "They were exactly what | intended to propose to you, Kerford.”
Kerford snorted.

"Why try to bluff me, Wilvern?' he asked. "I saw much the other night, and I've read a great ded since.
Jurn was your man, and he snooped around Darwick's. You dropped Irene through thet trap and fired
those shots. Only Jurn and his crew could have carried her avay.”

"Odd thet | fired the shots, Kerford, when you had the gun.”

"Afterward, yes," admitted Kerford. "This habit of mine stood me in good sarvice™" Kerford paused, his
hands thrust in his coat pockets. "l fdt the gun soon after you planted it on me, Wilvern. Already being
under too much unwarranted suspicion, | deemed it wise to leave.”

Wilvern's broad face spread in an unpleasant amile that expressed his contemptuous disbelief.
"Tdl me" queried Kerford sharply. "Isthe girfl dead?"
"l was about to ask you the same quegtion, Kerford."

"If sheis, the ded isoff," asserted Kerford. "They've routed me from refuge, which iswhy | stopped here
for a showdown. But I'll find another and keep on hounding you, Wilvern. I'll dig up evidence that the law
can't. Il tip off the Feds to certain names in Darwick's book, and beat your atempts to collect
blackmail!"

Blandly, Wilvern settled back into his chair and tried another tack.

"What makes you think that Jurn knew so much about Darwick?' he inquired. "I'd like to know,
Kerford."

It was a play right into Kerford's hands. Face gleaming, the lawvyer advanced to the desk and tapped
Wilvern's telephone.

"Thistold me" said Kerford. "This with Jurn on the other end. I'd seen him dink past my office, and |
knew he had aroute up here. So | used it, the night you were expecting a cdl from Jurn.

"You never received that cdl, Wilvern, because | answered it. It was easy enough to fake that testy voice
of yours. I've heard you snarl, often, at eevator operators and other people in this building. | learned
enough that night to put a new complexion on this case."

Wilvern pondered over what Kerford had said. He soon was able to refute it.

"Youve only put yoursdf in deeper, Kerford," Wilvern decided. "And now, since we seem so definitely
a odds -"

HE finished with a sweep to the desk drawer, scooping out his gun. Kerford, dropping back, yanked his
revolver, too.

Gun to gun, the two paused, each redizing that a dud might prove suicidd. It was atimdy moment for an
interruption, and one came.

Agan, the private door swung open, and both Wilvern and Kerford diverted side glances toward a new
vigtor. The man who joined them was Norman Dempster.

Looking a the guns, he gave a hopdess drug, and it served better than a command. Wilvern and



Kerford pocketed their revolvers, to hear what Dempster had to say.
Dempster made it brief.

"I've ligened to this double biuff," he said. "Though | sympathize with neither of you, | must admit that
only one can be guilty. Suppose | referee the matter -

He let his voice drawl, the sentence uncompleted. Dempster was stepping toward the desk to take a
midway position between the other men. Neither suspected what he had in mind until he accomplished it.

Dempster sped one hand to the telephone, lifting it from the stand. As he carried attention that direction,
he dug his other hand into his pocket and came out with a gun of his own. He was waving it between the
other men, when he added the finish to his sentence:

"~ until the police arrivel”

Wilvern accepted the Stuation better than did Kerford, which was logicd, snce the indudtridist was on
excdlent terms with the very authorities who were hunting for the lawyer.

But when Kerford observed Wilvern's stisfied expression, he, too, decided to take matters as they
came,

Both men heard Dempster cdl the Cobat Club and ask Commissioner Weston to join him in Wilvern's
office, bringing Inspector Cardona. He whetted Weston's interest by sating that important developments
hed occurred, but did not specify the details.

"I Sdl be fair to both of you," declared Dempster, as he lad aside the telephone. "You must concede,
Wilvern, that Kerford demands a friendly hearing; a chance to explain his case to the commissoner as |
just heard it, through that amplifier behind the door that Jurn so often used.”

Wilvern furrowed his brows.
"Youve learned alot, too, Dempger.”

"Yes" Dempster acknowledged. "I heard it from Jurn. He rather doubted your, integrity, Wilvern, which
isone reason why | consider your case no better than Kerford's."

The scene was becoming very tense. Noting it, Dempster kept his gun in motion. Separately, Wilvern and
Kerford were doubtful of what was to come, and each was anxious to take over. Wilvern had grounds
enough, these being his own premises, whereas Kerford, dready a fugitive from justice, was hdf inclined
to continue further flight.

In that tightened atmosphere there was a dir from the darkened doorway at the front of Wilvern's office,
the usud route by which people came when cdling on the financier.

There was no dick from the latch, because the door was dready gar. The dir itsdf was dlent, yet the
eyes of three men turned suddenly in that direction, as though drawn by the force of a magnetic

persondity.

Darkness materidized as it came forward, shaping itsdf into the cloaked form of The Shadow. He, too,
hed been close by when the discusson started, and he was equipped to keep both Wilvern and Kerford
under control.

The Shadow was gripping two autometics, each at a different angle. Covering Wilvern and Kerford, he



nodded for Dempster to put his own gun away. Dempster complied, with a satisfied nod.

"SINCE we are dl so wdl informed,” spoke The Shadow, "it is time that we discussed the red mystery
inthis chain of crime. | refer to the murder of Seth Blanning by his friend, Asaph Darwick.

"I think that we mugt dl agree'—The Shadow included Wilvern in his sweeping gaze—"that murder was
not in Darwick's redm. It would be wise, therefore, to consder Darwick's actions prior to his trip to
Blanning's

"I speak with good authority"—The Shadow was recdling a report from Harry Vincent—"that Darwick
was lagt seen dive when he returned home the night he hoped to hear from Dempster. The same night
when you came to vigt him, Wilvern, and when you, Kerford, saw fit to post yoursdf outsde of
Darwick's house"

Wilvern confronted The Shadow boldly.

"Darwick was seen the next night," Wilvern declared. "Jun told me that he saw him leave the house. He
saw him again, a a restaurant where Darwick ate, before sarting to Blanning's”

"Someone |eft the house and went to Blannings” The Shadow agreed. "Someone who passed as
Darwick, but did not behave in true style. Whoever was playing the role of Darwick tried the imposture
on Jurn fird.

"Snce it deceived Jurn, he tried the same game with Blanning. He wanted Darwick to be seen dive, to
cover the fact that Darwick had been murdered the night before. It happened that Blanning knew
Dawick and recognized the imposture. The man who posed as Darwick was forced to murder
Blanning."

Drawing nearer to the group, The Shadow stood so close that al could see the burn of his accuang eyes.
That glint was meant for the murderer, as were The Shadow's next words.

"What proof have | of this? The certain fact that Darwick did not leave the vidnity of Blanning's before |
did. Yet Asaph Darwick was in his home, in front of his safe, when | arrived there by the shortest and
swiftest route.

"Thered Darwick, of course. A Darwick who did not move; whose hand was dead upon the safe did,
where the impostor had placed it. | know a corpse when | see one, gentlemen'—there was an ominous
touch to The Shadow's words, consdering that his big guns could manufacture dead men a a moment's
notice— "and | recognized Darwick as such.”

Two men forgot The Shadow's guns, to glare & each other. The pair, of course, were Wilvern and
Kerford. Dempster observed ther mutud chdlenge and stepped back, spesking to The Shadow as he
did.

"Whoever you are" said Dempster, in a tone of deep respect, "you have solved the red riddle in this
case. | had hoped to merdly act as referee. Upon you rests the power of judgment.”

Wl spoken were those words. The discovery of a murderer rested upon the judgment of The Shadow!

CHAPTER XX. THE END OF THE BOOK

FROM that moment on, three listeners were treated to a display of sheer andyss that only The Shadow
could provide. Beginning with the premise of Darwick's early death, The Shadow traced more events as
they must have occurred from the moment of murder at Blanning's. It was obvious, The Shadow pointed



out, that the murderer had to rid himsdf of his disguise and the huge book that he carried. That done, he
hed been free to reappear in his own identity, letting Darwick trace an imaginary course back to his own
house.

In that, the murderer succeeded, but encountered difficulty with one person: Irene Blanning. Within her
own house, the killer had threatened the girl with his cane; outside, he had tried to shoot her. The reason
was that Irene had by that time seen too many people while the fase Darwick was dill in Sght.

"So the impostor decided to get rid of Irene" declared The Shadow.

"He rushed the attempt when she started to give new testimony at Darwick's. Those shots were fired by
the man who had earlier dain both Darwick and Blanning.

"Léater, he got back the Book of Deeth and the disguise that he had used to pose as Darwick. Undble to
leave them at Blanning's, he must have managed to transport them to the vidnity of Darwick's. We know
that Jurn was out a Blanning's, therefore, we can assume that the killer used the smple expedient of
placing those articlesin Jurn's car.

"The thing explains Jurn's death. The murderer did not trust him. In regaining the book and the disguise,
he was forced to reved himsdf to Jurn, and he accompanied that disclosure with fresh bullets”

His eyes passing Dempster on the way, The Shadow kept looking from Wilvern to Kerford, each well
covered by a gun. It was difficult to andyze ther conflicting thoughts from their expressions, but The
Shadow had one point that he knew would gtartle both.

"We have credited the killer with too much ability,” The Shadow remarked, "when we assume that he
fired three shots at Irene and dropped her through the trapdoor at the same time. Occupied with one
thing, he could not have done the other; nor would he have, even if possible, for one would have proven
superfluous.

"The murderer, himsdf, is dill perplexed by Irene's disappearance, and has tried, in vain, to learn whose
hand pressed the switch. You will dl be surprised to learn tha it was done a my suggestion, by a
gentleman named Cranston. He pressed the desk switch; not the one in the hdl. Cranston was very
prompt. Irene was on her way, ahead of the firgt shot.”

The Shadow's emphadis on the name "lrene' was a cue that brought a ir from the outer office. Into
Wilvern's private preserves stepped Irene Blanning, accompanied by two friends Harry Vincent and
Margo Lane.

Those ingructions that The Shadow had given Margo were dl a part of his plan to protect Irene. Margo
hed passed them to Harry; the two had entered Darwick's cellar from the back window. Caiching Irene
when she plunged through the trap, they had spirited her out through the convenient exit and away.

Anxious to track down her uncleés murderer, Irene had stayed with Margo ever since, of her own
valition. The question as to whether Irene had been murdered or kidnapped, could be answered in one
word: neither.

Advancing toward the desk, Irene met The Shadow's gaze and gave the dightest of nods. Fixing her eyes
on the opposite wall, she lowered the pitch of her voice and spoke, in a tone srangdly like her undes

"You have forgotten your cane, Asaph.”

Irene's words were followed by The Shadow's whispered laugh. His hands performed a sweep toward a
centrd point, bringing both guns away from the men they covered. The weapons were now trained on a



dngle person:
Norman Dempsdter.

AT that moment, Dempster didn't see the guns. Caught unawares, he was hdf turned toward the desk,
his hand sretching to pick up a cane, asit had at Blanning's He'd practiced the part of Darwick so often
that he couldn't quite forget it. Before he could hdt his bit of pantomime, the give-away was done.

Two men swung for Dempster in savage dyle. The Shadow had to gesture with his guns to ward them
back. Wilvern and Kerford each had good reason to sopring upon Dempster, for he had been tossng the
burden of crime back and forth, from one to the other.

Redrained by The Shadow, Wilvern at least fdt free to blurt doud the phase of Dempster's game that
mog impressed him. It wasthis

Dempster's payment of the conscience fund, as suggested by Darwick, had been an investment, not a
gft. An invesment with an insurance policy to boot, for it had placed Dempster beyond dl ordinary
suspicion where murder of Darwick was concerned.

The large sum that Dempster had paid so willingy was to be regained, tenfold, through schemes of
blackmail after Dempster acquired the Book of Degath. All the while, Dempster could continue to show
scorn for Wilvern, the man who wouldn't share. A great act, on Dempster's part.

Kerford picked up where Wilvern left off. The lawyer's own case produced a second angle. As
Darwick's attorney and confidant, Kerford not only knew the contents of the record book, but was
familiar with Darwick's premises. Anything discovered there—even the fact that Darwick's safe hed
exploded from the time-set did, not the one that operated a touch—would be attributed, in find anaysis,
to Kerford.

That was why Dempster, after pressing the light switch in Darwick’s hdl and firing three shots in Irené's
direction, had dropped the incriminating gun in Kerford's pocket, rather than Wilvern's.

Dempster accepted dl those verba outpourings and shook them off with shrugs. Seemingly, he fdt no
mdice toward ether Wilvern or Kerford, for they had been perfect tools in his competent hands. When
Dempster's roundish face went hitter, it was turned toward Irene.

The girl was repeeting the tesimony that The Shadow wanted her to give: the facts which Dempster had
tried equaly hard to suppress. Like The Shadow, Irene had seen Kerford in the Blanning hdlway while
the fdse Darwick was dill there. But she, adone, had witnessed the chance encounter between the
impogtor and Wilvern beside the latter's car.

As long as the impostor remained unknown, Dempster intended to pin crime on Kerford. Should it be
discovered that afake Darwick visted Blanning, Dempster was counting upon Wilvern as a subgtitute for
the award of guilt. Irene was the one person who could have ruined that device; hence Dempster's desire
to murder her.

The Shadow had outwitted Dempster.

Actudly, Dempster thought that either Wilvern or Kerford had dropped the gifl to safety through the
trap, with persons unknown posted below to receive her. This explained why Dempster had bided his
time until the eventud mesting between Wilvern and Kerford. He wanted to learn which hdd Irene, so
that he could settle her case permanently.

With a show of evil pride, Dempster drew himsdf erect and faced The Shadow defiantly.



"You have guessed wel," sneered Dempster, "but there is much you missed. My meeting with Jurn, for
indance, came right after | killed Darwick. | saw him moving around beyond the window shade, so |
returned, after putting the book inmy car, and blamed the crime on him.

"From then on, Jurn was sarving me, not Wilvern. | gave him the number of a telephone at the Cafe
Regent, gaing it was my nephew's apartment phone. He phoned me after he saw me come from
Darwick's and when he phoned me, | learned how well the sunt had succeeded.

"I told him to go to the cafe and look for Darwick. He did, and saw me dill in disguise. He learned where
Dawick was going, because | let hm overhear. But | changed my mind in that cab, and stopped off at
my own hotel long enough to pick up another phone cal from Jurn.”

Triumph actudly was registered on Dempster's face as he bragged of his double deeds. Then, in a tone
thet fairly rang, he added:

"Jun was a double-crosser! He deserved to die! He tricked his own men into trouble and let them take
the consequences. When | goin for crime, | show the way!"

DEMPSTER was bating Wilvern and Kerford again, and they couldn't restrain themsdalves. Despite The
Shadow's warning, they flung themselves upon ther mutud adversary, and Dempster dived away from
them toward Jurn's favorite door.

With two men blocking his am, The Shadow couldn't fire a Dempster; but Wilvern and Kerford, both
drawing guns, were determined not to let im get away.

Dempster didnt try to get away. He whipped the door inward, faling behind its shelter, and therewith
loosed a group of men who dso carried guns. They were the remnants of Jurn's mob, hired by Dempster
through telephone conversations ingpired by Jurn's notebook, which Dempster had acquired from the
dapper dick's raincoat.

They'd heard enough of Dempster's talk to be fully in his favor, and they thought that he was to be their
spearhead in a thrust againgt their common foe, The Shadow. Bowling Wilvern and Kerford aside, they
drove ahead, reserving ther bullets until they met The Shadow.

It happened that The Shadow met them fird.

Already lunging, he was in thar midgt, dugging them, flooring them in his human-whirlwind fashion.
Dempgter sprang across the office, and a few men went with him. All, Dempster included, were tumning
to take pot shots, when they heard The Shadow's laugh.

A dngular laugh, conddering that he was ill concerned in beeting down a pair of crooks and couldn't
take care of Dempster. Nor could Wilvern or Kerford am, for the inrushing thugs had sprawled them.

Harry was shoving Margo and Irene off to a safe corner and hadn't time to come around with his gun.

It looked very bad for The Shadow, from Dempster's viewpoint, but not from The Shadow's own. He
was looking past the murderer, and he could see the thrugt that came.

Dempster had forgotten one dight detall: his phone cdl to the police commissioner.

In from a front office surged Cardona and a squad of headquarters men, flinging Dempster and his
companions hdf across the inner room. Guns roared, and those on the Sde of right were firg.

The Shadow was dropping the thugs who clutched him, while they tried to am ther guns. Dempster and



the few pa's beside him were taking police bullets,

Loaded with lead, the murderer came up with a spasmodic effort and made a last savage effort to reach
Irene Blanning with a bullet. Deeth to the gifl would have been his idea of a dying triumph; but Dempster
never fired.

Triumph was The Shadow's as his gun spoke, battering Dempster with a find dug that pitched the
threefold murderer to the floor. With a gasped cough, Dempster flattened, dead. Like a solemn knell, a
mirthless laugh responded.

That tone was The Shadow's token of departure. The rear door closed; beyond it, Wilvern and Kerford
glimpsad only a swirl of fading blackness. Irene saw it, too, but had no time for a farewdl to her friend
and rescuer, The Shadow.

Sddom did The Shadow reappear after he had dedt find judtice to men of crime but this was one
occasion when he was seen again. Not a Wilvern's office but & Dempster's hotel, where the others went
immediatdy.

ON the way, Kerford was explaning about his misguided frays with The Shadow; how he, too, had
finelly redlized that the black-cloaked fighter was hisonly friend.

He had jugt finished, when they reached the door of Dempster's lavish hotd suite, which Cardona
unlocked with a passkey.

All hdlted on the threshold. They were looking into Dempster's living room, where a fire was burning in a
large fireplace. The Shadow was sanding there, fully cloaked. Hearing the door open, he turned.

Agandg the glow of thefire, he displayed the items of Dempster's disguise: a derby hat, with shocky wig
attached; dark spectacles, amuffler, thick gloves, a cane.

One by one, The Shadow tossed the articlesin the fire; as the flames caught them, he stepped to a table,
drew open its drawer and produced a mammoth book. Spreading its covers, he hed the book so tha
the firdight showed it in lurid red; then, with afind toss, he consgned the great volume to the flames.

The Shadow gave a whispered laugh as he stepped back into darkness. He was taking his own course to
another exit from the suite, but to those a the doorway, his laugh dill lingered; hence they stared,
amazed, when they redlized The Shadow had gone.

Then, fascinated, dl were gazing at the fire, ligening to a crackle that seemed the echo of The Shadow's
mirth.

The crackle came from the crisp pages of the burning volume. It faded as those pages turned to ashes.

The Shadow had decreed a find dimax; one with which dl were in accord. Before witnesses, he had
fulfilled his own decree. His hand had put an end to the fatd Book of Degth.

THE END



