BLUE FACE
by Maxwel | G ant

As originally published in "The Shadow Magazi ne," February 15, 1942.

Ni ne times had Bl ue Face struck! Could The Shadow succeed in downing this
vicious killer where the police had fail ed?

CHAPTER |
MAN HUNT

THE pol i ceman turned the corner of the dark street quickly. He noved
wi t hout sound, as if he hoped to surprise sone prow er.

He coul d see nothing along the black sidewalk to justify his caution
Not hi ng noved except a gaunt cat near a trash barrel. The cop sighed with
relief. But the ugly nicknanme of a dangerous crimnal stayed in his mnd

Bl ue Facel!

The cop continued down the deserted street. His heels clicked loudly. The
sound hel ped to reassure him He passed the trash barrel fromwhich the cat
had
fled. The sound of his solid heel echoes vanished.

From behind the barrel, a black figure rose. The figure seened formnl ess.
Then suddenly it straightened. A hiss of sibilant |aughter was audible. The
figure moved swiftly past a light. For an instant, it was reveal ed.

The Shadow

Police were not the only ones on a grimprow tonight. The Shadow, too,
was taking a hand in the stal king of a dangerous crimnal. The Shadow was
hunting the man known as Bl ue Face!

Certain precautions The Shadow had taken enphasi zed the seriousness of
t he
situation. Every agent of The Shadow was on duty somewhere throughout the
city.

Stationed at various key points, they were in constant tel ephone comunication
wi t h Burbank, contact man for The Shadow. The Shadow was ready to race in a
swift car to whatever point Blue Face mi ght strike tonight.

For Blue Face struck somewhere every night! Nine tinmes the police had
al nrost caught him N ne tines Blue Face had escaped.

The police attributed this to |luck. The Shadow bel i eved ot herw se. Nor
did
The Shadow believe a second police theory concerning Blue Face. He didn't
t hi nk
that Blue Face was a snmall-time burglar who killed peopl e because he was
jittery.

In these strange burglaries of Blue Face, The Shadow sensed sonet hi ng
chal | engi ng. They seened to be the work of a nmoron. Mst of the people who had
been robbed were of small inportance.

Alist of the victins revealed themto be people |Iike bus conductors,
| ongshorenen, petty clerks, laborers. A few were businessmen. But there was no
connection between any of themto indicate a planned notive on the part of
Bl ue
Face.

Proceeds of the robberies made even | ess sense. Blue Face usually escaped
with less than ten dollars in loot. The police would not have paid too nmuch
attention to these queer robberies had it not been for the vicious tactics
Bl ue
Face di spl ayed.

Qut of his nine previous raids, seven people had been wounded by the



snar |
of Blue Face's nervous gun; two had been kill ed.

The Shadow ducked fromthe dark street into a vestibule. An inner door
opened and cl osed wi thout sound. A nmonent |ater, The Shadow had a tel ephone
receiver at his ear, was giving a number.

"Bur bank speaking," a voice said.

"Report!"

The nessages of The Shadow s agents were transmitted by Burbank. They
wer e
di shearteningly alike. No news!

But when Burbank's voice ceased, The Shadow s face was grim One agent's
report was m ssing.

"Report from Hawkeye," The Shadow said

"None, " Burbank replied.

"That is all."

The Shadow s voi ce reveal ed nothing of his grimtension. Hawkeye's
sil ence
had significance. He never disobeyed orders. He was a genius at trailing
cr ooks.

In fact, it was this very cleverness that had gi ven Hawkeye hi s ni cknane.

Had Hawkeye run Blue Face to earth sonewhere in the bl ack-shrouded
vastness of New York City?

The Shadow wasted no tinme considering the answer. Soon, the hum of a fast
car was audi bl e. Behind the wheel of a dark sedan, The Shadow raced to the
pl ace where Hawkeye had been stationed.

It was a run-down nei ghborhood of tenenents and alleys. The Shadow knew
exactly where to | ook. Hawkeye had been posted in the front hallway of a slum
tenenment. The hallway was dirty and poorly lighted. But it had one virtue. It
cont ai ned a coi n-box tel ephone from whi ch Hawkeye coul d report.

The Shadow didn't enter the building. H s breath hissed when he saw his
noti onl ess agent.

Hawkeye was |ying on the sidewal k near the entrance to a dark alley. H's
face was paper-white and snmeared with blood. He had been dealt a vicious bl ow

STOOPI NG close to the sprawl ed figure, to pick up his unconscious agent,
The Shadow hesitated. H s sharp eyes detected something |lying on the sidewal k.
H s gl oved fingers picked up the object. One swift glance and The Shadow
shoved
it into his pocket.

The clue told The Shadow certain things. Hawkeye had been struck down by
Bl ue Face! Blue Face wanted the police to find Hawkeye. Blue Face wanted
police
to trail himdown the nearby alley!

The Shadow deci ded to short-cut police help. They might ruin his plans.

Wth Hawkeye's unconsci ous body across his shoul ders, The Shadow ran
silently into the darkness of the tenenent alley.

He was not quite in time. A policeman had rounded the corner. He caught a
vague glinpse of sonething. The cop wasn't sure whether he had seen a human
being or not. But the nerves of the cop were on edge. Every policeman in town
had been given special orders to be on the alert for Blue Face. His capture
meant certain pronotion

The cop blew his whistle to attract other cops. He started cautiously
toward the alley, gun in hand.

There was little tine for The Shadow to deci de how to vanish with his
unconsci ous agent. But his eyes hel ped him

Close to the alley wall of the tenement was a barrel filled with tin
cans.

Al ongsi de the barrel was a small square grating in the pavenent. The grating
covered a pit, evidently used to slide coal into the cellar



A sharp tool from beneath the robe of The Shadow nade a faint click. The
click was the severing of the chain that fastened the grating fromthe | ower
side. The grating lifted and Hawkeye was | owered quickly into the dark pit.
Then The Shadow noved the barrel close to the edge of the opening.

A qui ck downward spring, and The Shadow vani shed. The grating was | owered
wi t hout a sound. Through the bars appeared bl ack gl oved hands. They caught at
a
hoop of the barrel and pulled it over the grating. It was slow work, but The
Shadow was hel ped by the approaching cop's caution. The bl ue-coat came on
slowy, expecting gunfire froma cornered crim nal

By the time the cop entered the alley, the barrel of tin cans covered the
grating. The cop sneaked past. He found nothing but a high fence at the other
end. He canme back. He was joined by another cop, who had heard the bl ast of
hi s
whi st e.

Unawar e t hat The Shadow and Hawkeye were al nost under their feet, the two
cops conferred briefly. The Shadow listened grimy

"Are you sure it was Blue Face?"

"I don't know. He | ooked like a patch of darkness sneaking into the
al | ey,
carryi ng somebody on his back."

"Did you see his face?"

"I saw al nost nothing. But there's a snmear of bl ood on the sidewal k.
Sonebody ran into this alley carrying a wounded guy. | think it was Bl ue
Face! "

The voice of the second cop was tense.

"If it was Blue Face, why wasn't he dressed the way he always is? Wy
wasn't he wearing a dark-blue suit, a blue cap? Wiy didn't he have that stuff
i ke blue Cell ophane over his head? And why didn't we find a marijuana
cigarette? Blue Face is a hophead! He's al ways droppi ng those damed reefers!
It's what makes himso jittery and quick on the trigger."

"I don't know any nore than | told you. But | know my orders. |'m going
to
phone headquarters. Stick around till | get back. And keep your gun out!"

There was a quick sound of his retreating feet. The second cop noved back
to the nmouth of the alley.

The Shadow energed soundl essly from conceal ment. He had profited by the
delay to revive Hawkeye, and to clap a hand over his agent's mouth. A whisper
i n Hawkeye's ear transnmitted orders.

Hawkeye faded away. He scaled a fence. A nonent later, he was in a
cel l ar,
streaking grimy for a back street.

Left al one, The Shadow exam ned t he object he had picked up on the street
cl ose to where Hawkeye had fallen

It was a marijuana cigarette.

Bl ue Face had left that clue as bait for police to pursue him He wanted
police to see himin the very act of robbery - as they had done on nearly
every
one of Blue Face's previous crines. But this tine, fate had played a trick on
a
cunning crimnal. The Shadow was taking a hand!

THE SHADOW was no |onger in the alley. He had scal ed the sanme fence over
whi ch Hawkeye had vani shed. But he did not enter the dark cellar. The Shadow
cli mbed another fence, dropped into the back yard of a different tenenent.

It was not guesswork. Before he had scal ed the fence, he had bent close
to
the ground. At the base of the fence he found what he grimy expected: a
second



cigarette. Another "reefer."

Crouched in the tenenent yard, The Shadow exani ned both those hal f-snmoked
cigarettes. He exanmined their tips, made an interesting discovery.

The ends were not winkled and danp as they woul d have been had Bl ue Face
had them between his lips. Both of the marijuana cigarettes had been |i ghted,
but they had not been snoked. The theory of the police was wong. Blue Face
was
not a hophead at all. He was a very clever crimnal posing as a dope addict!

d anci ng upward, The Shadow stared at the | owest |adder of a fire escape.
Its | ower rungs hung just above his head. He saw sonething that reveal ed that
someone had recently clinbed that |adder

There was a snear of dirty water on the courtyard pavenent fromthe top
of
an overfilled garbage pail. Someone had stepped in that smear. There was a
simlar snear froma man's shoe on the I owest rung of the steel |adder above
The Shadow s head.

He | eaped high. Hi s gloved hands caught a rung and swung hi m upward. He
began to clinb.

Dar kness protected him Shades were drawn on nost of the tenenent
wi ndows.

The few that were open caused himno concern. He could hear the snores from
tired nen and wonmen. The people who lived in this shabby structure were

wor kren

who | abored | ong hours. Nothing would stir themfrom sl eep except the peal of
their alarmclocks in the gray dawn.

Just below the slanting iron steps that led to the top floor, The Shadow
hal ted. The wi ndow above hi mwas closed, but its shade was not drawn. The
| ower
pane of that dirty wi ndow | ooked peculi ar

The gl ass pane had been cut out!

Twin .45 automatics appeared in The Shadow s hands. He began to nove
silently upward. But he had hardly nmoved hal fway when there was a startling
end
to his secrecy. Sonmething |light and taut stretched against his chest. He felt
the pressure and guessed what it was - a black thread of sonme strong nateri al

He tried to throw hinself back, but it was too |late. The thread was
attached to an enpty nilk bottle on the platform above.

The bottle fell to the courtyard below with the crash of smashed gl ass.

As The Shadow raced upward at top speed, the bedroom above suddenly
bl azed
with light. A pistol shot roared inside the room

A paj ama-clad man was |ying on the floor inside, with bl ood com ng froma
hole in his neck. Al ongside the victimstood the snarling figure of Blue Face.

IT was inpossible to see the crimnal's face. Over his head was a hel net
that | ooked Iike winkled blue Cell ophane. But it was not really Cell ophane.
It
was opaque, inpossible to see through. It fitted closely over his head, giving
hi mthe ugly appearance of an Egyptian munmy.

Through narrow slits in this queer headgear, the eyes of Blue Face burned
i ke flane.

"Di e, copper!" he snarl ed.

Hi s gun flamed toward the wi ndow. But as he fired, Blue Face received the
shock of his life. Instead of a policeman, he saw the grimface of The Shadow.

Unnerved, he jerked back. The move sent his bullet wide. It thudded into
t he wooden sill of the w ndow.

The answering shot of The Shadow went wi de, too. He had fired, not to
ki |
Bl ue Face but to wing himand take himalive. Blue Face's recoil carried him



backward, unharnmed. He fled.

An instant |ater, The Shadow was racing through the apartnent. He darted
out into the tenenent hall. He could hear pounding feet above himon the
stairs. Blue Face was heading toward the roof.

The Shadow pursued swiftly.

He was del ayed by the door leading to the roof. Blue Face had dropped a
hook into a stout staple on the outside, |ocking the door. The Shadow s .45s
roared at the barrier. Wod splintered. There was a rip as bl ack-gl oved hands
yanked a board | oose. The Shadow unhooked the latch and flung the door open

Bl ue Face was cornered in a bad spot.

He had raced across the black roof to the opposite edge. He seened
gi bbering with terror. Both hands were |lifted above his ugly bl ue-swathed head
in token of surrender.

Bel ow hi m was an unbroken fall of six stories to a stone pavenent in the
rear courtyard.

The Shadow shouted an order to surrender. Hi s .45s enphasized the order

Wth a yell of fear, Blue Face went down on his knees. Then abruptly he
dropped backward. The desperate crimnal had slid over the edge of the high
roof. He was hanging on only by his clenched fingers.

A nmoment | ater, the gripping fingers vani shed.

Bl ue Face had let go! H's body was hurtling downward to deat h!

CHAPTER |
DEATH I N THE DARK

AS the body of Blue Face hurtled out of sight, The Shadow darted forward.
Bracing hinself at the edge of the roof, he stared down.

He received a stunning surprise. No crunpled and bl eedi ng body | ay dead
down bel ow. That wild plunge of Blue Face fromthe coping of the roof had been
a fake to elude the guns of The Shadow.

The Shadow dropped to his knees. Turning his back to the dizzy canyon
bel ow, he grasped the edge of the roof. He allowed his body to swing into
space, held only by the stretched arns above his head.

The Shadow was duplicating the tactics of Blue Face. The spot where he
hung was the sane spot where he had | ast seen the vani shing crimnal

He was rewarded by an instant discovery.

A rope was stretched froma spot bel ow the roof cornice to the open
wi ndow
of a top-floor apartnent. Down this taut life line Blue Face had slid. He had
wriggled through the open wi ndow to safety.

A gl ance showed The Shadow that the w ndow bel ow bel onged to an apart ment
on the side of the building opposite that in which Blue Face's crine had
occurr ed.

Far down in the black street, police whistles were already shrilling.
Cops, drawn to the scene by the phone call of the patrol man on the beat, had
heard the roar of gunfire above. They were racing toward the tenement.

The Shadow was al ready sliding down the rope. Hi s gloves protected his
hands fromfriction burns as he followed swiftly after his vani shed foe.

H's feet hit the window sill. He grabbed wildly at the casing.

He was met by a choking blast of snmoke that rolled outward fromthe
wi ndow. The Shadow was caught unprepared, with his nouth wi de open

There was hellish potency in that snoke. It carried a noxious odor. The
Shadow s brain reeled. H's fingers slipped on the wi ndow casi ng, his body
started to plumet backward to death.

But al though The Shadow was for a nmonment only half conscious, his wll
was
strong. His clawing fingers nmanaged to grab another hold on the w ndow casi ng.
He rolled inward, and fell safely to the apartnent floor



He was holding his breath, now Wth lips tightly conpressed, he sent the
ray of his flashlight cutting through the fog of death snoke.

The beam showed himthe origin of the snoke that filled the room It rose
in black clouds froma circular chemnmical bonb on a table in the mddle of the
room The table was the only piece of furniture visible. There was no car pet
on
the floor. The walls were dingy and bare of decorations. The apartnent | ooked
as
if it had been enpty for a long tine.

Qui ckly, The Shadow raced fromthe apartment to the corridor outside. He
could hear the voices of tenants who had been aroused by the shooting and had
poured out into the hallway from ot her apartments.

Suddenly, there cane the roaring echo of a shot. A monent |ater, The
Shadow | eaped out into the hallway.

He al nost fell over the bl eeding body of a man dressed only in his
underwear. It was one of the tenants who had rushed into the hall. The Shadow
saw the direction of the wounded man's pointing finger. He raced down the
stairs.

None of the other tenants tried to stop him One gl ance at the
bl ack-robed
figure, and the people who had raced into the hall vani shed back into their
apartments with cries of terror

"The Shadow "

Sound of those shouts brought grimlaughter from The Shadow s taut |ips.
He had already reached the street hallway. By the light of a dimceiling | anp
he coul d see no sign of Blue Face. There were three routes the el usive
crimnal
m ght have taken: The front doorway to the street. The rear doorway to the
back
yard. O the stairway to the cellar

Instantly, The Shadow decided on the cellar. The onrushing figures of
arnmed cops gave himthe answer. They were racing into the building from both
the front and rear doors. Blue Face could not have passed them unseen

Bul l ets ripped through the dark hallway from both ends. The Shadow fired
back. But he used his guns nerely to delay the policenen, not to harmthem
While he fired, he was jerking at the knob of the cellar door

It opened. He flung hinself inward to a dark |anding. The Shadow shot a
bolt on the inside. He could hear a bluecoat crash his body agai nst the door
But it was strong and solid. It would take tools and time to burst through the
stout barrier.

The Shadow raced down the cellar stairs.

THE cel |l ar was pitch-dark. The Shadow halted an instant, to avoid the
possi bl e spurt of bullets fromthe unseen crim nal

But again, Blue Face was unnaturally silent. The only sound The Shadow
heard was a strange clang. It sounded exactly like the dropping of a steel bar
into a slot on the inside of a cellar door

The sound was not repeated. Silence filled the blackness of the cellar

Soon, the beam of The Shadow s torch |ocated the electric switch on the
cellar wall. He flooded the place with |ight.

Bl ue Face had vani shed!

Turning his gaze toward the two doors that guarded the front and rear
exits fromthe cellar, The Shadow saw that both portals were | ocked. On the
i nsi de!

Was Bl ue Face still in the cellar? The Shadow did not believe it.

And yet, the evidence of the two | ocked doors showed that Blue Face could
not have escaped either to the street or to the back yard. For one thing, both
doors were | ocked by heavy steel bars that rested in solid nmetal supports on
the inside of each door



The Shadow gave each door a lightning scrutiny while the shouts of
policemen trying to break through fromthe top of the cellar staircase rang
like doomin his ears. He was | ooking for signs that m ght indicate that Bl ue
Face had rigged a cunni ng mechani cal device to enable himto slama cellar
door
behi nd him- and al so drop a ponderous steel bar in its netal slot on the
i nsi de.

He found no such evi dence.

| ndeed, added proof that Blue Face could not have escaped fromthe cellar
to either the front street or the rear yard was given to The Shadow in the
form
of yells from cops outside each of those doors.

"Open up! In the nane of the |law"

Bl ows began to rain on the outside of the barriers. The Shadow coul d hear
the splintering of wood.

He renenbered the strange netallic clang he had heard on reaching the
cellar. That sound was the only clue Blue Face had |left behind him What did
it
nmean?

The Shadow sought for the answer in a furnace that stood in a dark corner
of the cellar. It seened an inpossible place for a man to use as an escape.

But
to The Shadow, nothing was inpossible that was | ogical

Openi ng the furnace door, The Shadow found the firebox was cold and
enpty.

The dust-covered grates offered no cl ue.

Dropping to his knees, The Shadow swung open the | ower door of the
furnace. This was the door to the ashpit. Here he found the clue for which he
was seeki ng.

Across the filmof dust and dirt on the ashpit floor was the unm stakable
trace left by the body of a man. Blue Face had craw ed straight into the
ashpit.

But where had he gone?

The Shadow followed the trail of his cunning foe. It was a tight squeeze,
but he made it. Upstairs he could hear the smash of police sledges. The cellar
doors were being attacked, too, by heavy tools rushed up in a police energency
truck.

At the back of the ashpit, The Shadow found a netal panel that was not as
i movable as it should be. He was able to pivot it with the pressure of his
wrist and forearm The panel noved aside. The Shadow wiggl ed through a narrow
opening into the foundation wall of the building.

At the end of a short passage was a vertical pit. The pit was dark. The
Shadow coul dn't see to the bottom But he saw at his elbow a | oop of wire that
| ooked li ke an ol d-fashioned bell-pull.

He yanked it. Instantly, he understood the neaning of the clang he had
heard earlier. He heard it now behind him The wire |oop had cl osed the open
ashpit door of the furnace. The Shadow s di sappearance froma seal ed cellar
was
covered - exactly as had been Blue Face's, a few minutes earlier.

THE SHADOW S el ectric torch showed himthe bottomof the vertical pit
into
whi ch Bl ue Face had descended. It was about ten feet deep, but easily reached
by
the rungs of a wooden | adder. The bottom was greasy with slinme and filled with
t he odor of rats and decay.

A single glance told The Shadow the nature of a tunnel that stretched
from
the pit through the earth in the direction of the nearby East River.



It was a | ength of abandoned sewer pipe. The tenenents of this
nei ghbor hood were in an old section of town. New sewers had been installed a
few years earlier by a reformadmnistration. The old trunk Iine was not worth
recl ai m ng. The pi pes had been abandoned. People had forgotten they ever
exi st ed.

But not Bl ue Face.

The Shadow crawl ed noi sel essly ahead through the nauseous filmof sline
on
the base of this old sewer line. Around him he could hear the squeak and
scurry
of rats. One of thembit savagely at his arm He flung it quickly aside. The
hungry rodent smashed against the sliny wall of the tunnel with a dull thud.

Soon, a pale glow was visible at the end of the sewer. It nmarked the spot
where the ancient pipe line ended on the nud flats bel ow the shore end of an
East River pier.

The Shadow energed cautiously. He stepped into the soft nud that sucked
at
his shoes. It forced himto wal k carefully.

He was underneath the flooring of a covered pier. Beyond him he could
see
a line of nmuddy footprints that showed where Bl ue Face had retreated a few
nmonents earlier. The prints were backward, indicating that Blue Face had hoped
for the appearance of The Shadow, in order to send a hail of bullets into the
body of his bl ackrobed nenesis.

But Bl ue Face's eagerness to escape was stronger than his lust to kill.
He
was afraid of The Shadow His flight proved that.

The footprints ended suddenly. They ended far short of the tide mark
wher e
the dirty water of the East River |apped at the nmud flats under the pier. Blue
Face had taken another twist in his cunning flight.

He had gone upward.

In the rough pier planks over his head, The Shadow found t he square edges
of a trapdoor. He clinbed up on a cleat to brace hinself. The cl eat had
evidently been placed there for just such a purpose by the amazingly
foresighted Bl ue Face. The Shadow forced the trapdoor open

As he did, he heard a distant shot.

The roar canme fromthe river end of the pier. The Shadow raced forward.
He
had a difficult tine getting to the scene of the shot. The pier was janmed
with
pil es of merchandi se in heavy cases. Several tinmes, The Shadow had to turn
back
and find another route through the darkness.

VWen he reached the river end of the pier, he found the wounded body of
anot her victim of Blue Face's determination to escape. This tinme, it was a
pi er
wat chman. A bullet had hit himin the back

The end of the pier where the watchman [ay reeked with the snell of oil.
An oil drum had been upset; the greasy liquid fornmed a puddl e all around the
wat chman. Hi s cl ot hing was soaked. Had a match been applied to that sinister
puddl e, the watchman woul d have been burned alive.

A grimthought entered The Shadow s mnd. Only the swiftness of his
arrival had prevented a horrible death for a hel pl ess man.

He sprang to the stringpiece and peered into the darkness of the East
River. He had heard a rhythm c sound. It was the noise of oars working
desperately in oarl ocks.

Suddenl y, The Shadow s | aughter rang ominously. He was staring directly
at
Bl ue Face!



He coul d see a hideous blue helmet that |ooked like winkled Cell ophane.
He could see fiery eyes glaring at himfromthe slitted holes in that opaque
bl ue nask.

Bl ue Face was rowing swiftly toward where a slim speedboat was noored. He
redoubl ed his efforts to row faster

The Shadow s automatics barked. He didn't aimat Blue Face. He was
determ ned to capture this unknown crinminal alive. He fired at the rowboat.
Two
smashi ng i mpacts sent water flooding into the craft. Two nore, and the rowboat
began to settle, fast.

Bl ue Face dived overboard. The tide was strong. He didn't appear to be a
very good sw mrer.

Diving fromthe pierhead in a clean splash, The Shadow, too, took to the
water. He began to swmswiftly toward the crininal who was fl oundering near
t he speedboat.

But The Shadow had nmade an error. He discovered his m stake when his head
appeared above the surface of the river. Al around him the water was coated
with oil fromthe overturned drumon the pier edge.

Bl ue Face stopped swi nming the noment he saw The Shadow s dive. H s hand
produced something fromhis pocket. It was a waterproof nmatch case. There was
a
smal |l spurt of flame in the air as the criminal handled the case. He flung the
lighted match backward.

The next instant, the spark becane a roaring sheet of fire. The
oil -covered surface of the river spouted blue-and-yellow fl ames. They raced
i ke hungry serpents toward The Shadow s head.

THE SHADOW dove instantly.

Ki cking vigorously with his upended | egs, he fought to keep his head
bel ow
those roaring flanes on the surface. Lungs that were nearly bursting forced
hi m
soon to the surface. He dove again. But he felt the agony of the flane before
the river engul fed hi magain.

He struck out underwater with a desperate power that sent himthrough the
water |ike a chanpion swi mrer. Wen he again rose to the surface, he was past
the area of the blazing oil.

Turning dizzily, he tried to | ocate the noored speedboat aboard which
Bl ue
Face had al ready cli nbed.

The speedboat was under way. The throb of its engine sounded dinmy from
the foggy murk. Soon it was gone. The silence was broken only by the sw sh of
the tide against the spongy spires of the pierhead.

A nmoment | ater, The Shadow s safety was threatened by a new danger
Pol i cenen had appeared on the end of the pier. They had been drawn there by
t he
roar of the shot that had wounded the watchman. Flashlights bored out into the
river. One of the beans barely m ssed The Shadow s head. He dove under the
surface just in tine.

The Shadow |l et the fast current carry himaway from danger. He reached
anot her pier, and clinbed swiftly out before the police could spread up and
down the river front and trap him

He had fought Blue Face and | ost.

But The Shadow s initial defeat was only an apparent one. His grim
| aught er whi spered as he vani shed anong the dark streets of the water front.
The laughter indicated that The Shadow had found out many things unknown to
t he
pol i ce.

Thi s duel between Bl ue Face and The Shadow was only just beginning!



CHAPTER 1 |
CHALLENGE OF EVIL

IN pitch-darkness was the room Silence filled it. It was a place of
bl ack
not hi ngness.

The Shadow was in his sanctum - a room hidden away in the heart of New
York Gty.

Dar kness af forded no hint of how The Shadow had entered this well-guarded
sanctum Nor when he left would there be any betraying sounds to indicate his
nmet hod of departure.

Many crininals had plotted countless schemes for |ocating this spot and
destroyi ng The Shadow and all his works. No crook had ever succeeded in
achieving this ugly anbition. The Shadow was still suprene!

A ghostly rustle of laughter ceased in the darkness, its echoes dying

into

silence. Then, suddenly, a blue light glowed. Its illum nation was thrown
downward, lay like an oval pool of brilliance on the polished surface of a
desk.

In that oval, the hands of The Shadow were visible. Above the hands
gl eaned the blur of The Shadow s face. H s powerful beaked nose betokened
strength of character. Deep-set eyes held a strange inner light of their own.

The Shadow was ready to sumup certain facts he had obtai ned the night
before. Some of these facts he had learned at the risk of his life. These
risks
were now forgotten. Brain work counted now.

Hi s fingers noved beyond the oval of light on his desk. \Wen they
returned
into view, they held a small packet of newspaper cli ppings.

The Shadow exam ned the clippings first.

News of Blue Face's latest burglary had created a sensation in all the
newspapers. The robbery conmitted in the tenenent near the East River was
described as the work of a crimnal lunatic. O, at the very least, a
dope-crazed noron

The total value of the I oot which Blue Face had stolen [ ast night was six
dol  ars and seventeen cents.

To gain this pitifully small sum Blue Face had seriously wounded a nan,
had broken the jaw of the victims wife with a blow of his gun butt. He
wounded
anot her tenement dweller who had tried to block his helter-skelter race down
t he
tenenent stairs to freedom He had shot a pier watchman.

The victimof the robbery and his wife could tell little of the events
that had thrown an entire nei ghborhood into an uproar. Blue Face had appeared
in the tenement apartnent w thout warning. He had forced the awakened man and
wife to hand over a snmall anount of cash.

Dazed, they had stood al ongside their bed. Blue Face had forced the wonman
to enter a small bathroom He had struck her savagely in the jaw with his gun
butt, and had | ocked her in.

Then he had waited, his gun trained on the husband. Finally, a sound cane
for which he seemed to be waiting. It was the crash of a mlk bottle fromthe
fire escape outside.

At the sound, Blue Face fired instantly at his hel pl ess captive. That was
the last the man renmenbered until he had awakened in a city hospital

H s name was Peter Kol chak. He worked in a small bakery not far fromthe
Br ookl yn Bridge. His pay was pitifully small. Nothing about the man, his job
or



his prospects could possibly attract an intelligent burglar

Consi dering this, The Shadow | aughed. He pondered anot her peculiar aspect
of Blue Face's tenth robbery.

Bl ue Face had succeeded in invol ving The Shadow hinmself in the crime. The
victimand his wife insisted they had seen only Blue Face. But all other
tenants and every policeman who had participated in the grimpursuit of the
fleeing crimnal had a different story.

Al of them had seen only one figure. The Shadow

Was Bl ue Face a sinister disguise of The Shadow? Sone of the newspapers
specul ated on this possibility. They al so noted the presence of a mysterious
rope that had stretched like a life line fromthe tenement roof to the w ndow
of a deserted apartment on the top floor

Thi s apartment had been rented a short while before the crinme by a man
who
had paid a small deposit. He had obtained a key fromthe janitor - and had
never
been seen again.

THE sensitive fingers of The Shadow pi cked up another sheet of paper
Thi s
paper contained a list of names. They were the names of ten victinms of this
strange burgl ar.

Two of the ten were dead. Eight had been wounded. None had been robbed of
nore than ten dollars or so. The Shadow coul d di scover no connection between

any of the names. All lived in different parts of the city. Some were married.
Sone single. Three of the victins had been wealthy. The other seven had only
poor j obs.

VWhat was the hidden unity behind this strange nenace?

The | ast docunment The Shadow examined was a written report. It had been
forwarded by Rutledge Mann. Mann was The Shadow s financial and real -estate
expert. He posed as an investnent broker to conceal his real work - which was
the trusted service of The Shadow.

Rut | edge Mann had furni shed The Shadow with the details of the managenent
of the tenement from which Blue Face had escaped. The ease of the escape told
The Shadow that Blue Face must have had an excell ent know edge of the
bui I di ng,
gai ned from previous study.

The tenenment was operated by a realty conpany owned by a nman naned
Harri son. The Harrison conmpany managed property for |arge-scale owners of rea
estate. The man who actually collected the nonthly rent fromthe tenants was
someone nanmed John Shi pton

Al ready, The Shadow had acted on this report from Rutl edge Mann. The
di sgui sed voi ce of The Shadow had tal ked over an untraced tel ephone line to
I nspect or Joe Cardona at police headquarters. The Shadow had pretended to be a
deni zen of the underworld. He advised Cardona to invite Richard Harrison to
pol i ce headquarters for a conference about the robbery.

The Shadow intended to sit in on that conference. He wanted to get a | ook
at Harrison. He was al so eager to find out who the real owner of the building
was. Rutl edge Mann had been unable to di scover this.

Cippings and the report were replaced out of sight. The light over The
Shadow s desk went out. The sanctum | apsed into instant darkness.

Through that silent darkness The Shadow noved toward an unseen exit. No
sound betrayed any notion on his part. Alistener with a sharp pair of ears
woul d have heard not hi ng.

But The Shadow was now gone!

A short time later, a man named Lanont Cranston appeared on the street
and
stepped into a custombuilt car. No one paid any particular attention to him
Cccasionally, on his ride downtown, he nodded to a traffic cop. The cop



invariably smled and sal uted. For Lanobnt Cranston was a citizen with wealth
and social position. He enjoyed menbership in the exclusive Cobalt O ub

Nobody realized the truth. Lanont Cranston was a convenient identity
assuned sonetimes by The Shadow He was on the way now to police headquarters,
to neet his friend | nspector Cardona

He had a pl ausi bl e excuse for the visit. Cranston intended to offer a
reward for the arrest of Blue Face. He could do this in his role of a
public-spirited citizen.

CARDONA greeted Cranston warmy in his private office. He had known him a
long tinme. He thanked Cranston for his liberal offer of a reward.

"What about this talk of Blue Face bei ng The Shadow?" Cranston asked.

Car dona frowned

"That bothers nme," he admitted. "I was there last night with the police.

I
saw The Shadow | hate to believe it, but the evidence points strongly to the
fact that The Shadow shot at the pier watchman.”

Joe continued in a worried vein.

"It sounds screwy. The Shadow never before has done anything crinmnal, to
t he best of ny know edge. Just the opposite, in fact. There have been many
cases | could never have solved w thout The Shadow s help. | swear, M.
Cranston, | don't know what to think. The newspapers are beginning to yell at
me for action.”

"What do you think about Bl ue Face?"

"That part's easier,” Cardona said. "It's just a question of tine, before
we nab that rat. | have good reasons for saying so. In the first place -"

Cardona broke off. H s phone was ringing. He answered it casually. Then
The Shadow saw Joe's eyes bulge with a startled light. H's finger jabbed a
desk
but t on.

A police attendant rushed in and Joe nmade gri m gestures. The Shadow
under st ood. Cardona wanted an i medi ate tracer put on this phone call to which
he was now | i st ening.

Joe's voice on the wire was soothing. He spoke slowy, evidently trying
to
keep his caller fromhanging up. But a nmonment | ater, Cardona swore as he put
down the instrument.

"CGone!" he growed. "I couldn't kid him He hung up."
"Who was it?" The Shadow asked in the cultured voice of Lanont Cranston.
"Blue Face! | tell you that guy's crazier than a coot! You'll never

bel i eve what he just had the gall to phone in."

"What is it?" Cranston asked |azily.

Cardona expl ai ned. Blue Face had called up to insist that he hinself had
conmitted the crine |last night at the tenenment. He denied that The Shadow had
anything to do with the robbers. The Shadow, according to Blue Face, was just
an intruder.

"What do you know about that?" Cardona growl ed. "Blue Face wants all the
credit. He's due for the electric chair when we nab him- and he wants the
credit for nmurder! Did you ever hear of anything whackier than that?"

"What el se did he say?" Cranston rmurmured.

"He said that he'd bunp of f anyone who tries to interfere with him He
said that warning applies to The Shadow, as well as anyone else. And - listen
to this - he promised to commt another of his crazy burglaries tonight!"

There was a sudden interruption. A policenman hurried into the office. He
made a breathless report, and Cardona swore. The tracing of the phone call had
been fruitless. Blue Face was gone | ong before a police car roared to a stop
in
front of an East Side drugstore.

The drug clerk could give no information. The cops found the clerk



unconsci ous. He had been slugged over the head from behind just before Blue
Face had made his nocking call to headquarters.

There was an uneasy silence in the headquarters room

"You spoke about reasons why Bl ue Face should be caught fairly soon," The
Shadow said in the voice of Cranston

"Ch, yes. Let's see. First, a hophead is usually easy to nab. And we know
Bl ue Face is a hophead. He snokes marijuana cigarettes."

The Shadow nodded. But he knew t hat Cardona was wong. Blue Face did not
snoke the "reefers" the police always found. He nmerely lighted them carried
thema while, then left themas fake clues.

"I'n the second pl ace," Cardona went on, "Blue Face is nervous. He al ways
botches things. One tinme he upsets a vase. Another tine he trips over a rug.
Hs victinms al ways wake up and have a chance to yell for the cops. A nervous
guy like that can't duck cops forever."

W ong agai n, The Shadow t hought. Bl ue Face had nerves of steel. He was
t he
nost cl ever foe The Shadow had faced in a long tine

"Thirdly," Cardona concluded, "Blue Face is |lucky. Each tine he has
escaped, luck helped him Luck like that can't go on forever."

Luck? The Shadow nmentally said no to that. The rope fromthe tenenent
roof, the furnace tunnel fromthe cellar - it was far fromluck. It was the
result of careful planning in advance.

The Shadow was saved from maki ng a comment on Joe's fal se deductions by
t he appearance of a visitor. A well-dressed nan was announced.

It was Richard Harrison, owner of the realty company that managed the
tenenent where Blue Face's |ast outrage had occurred.

HARRI SON shook hands with Lanmont Cranston. Cardona expl ai ned t hat
Cranston
had come to offer a reward for the capture of Blue Face. Harrison nodded.

He was a tall man with a pleasant face. H s eyes twi nkled shrewdly behind
pi nce-nez eyegl asses. The | enses of the gl asses were strong ones, The Shadow
noted. Evidently Harrison was near si ghted.

The realty man was friendly in his replies to Cardona's questions. He
knew
not hi ng about the sewer tunnel through which Blue Face had escaped. He knew
not hi ng of the unknown man who had rented the enpty apartnment on the
tenenent's
top fl oor.

"I'"ve never been near that building,’
Voi ce.

"As you know, inspector, | manage hundreds of pieces of property, sone shabby
like this tenement, other inportant office and hotel buildings."

"Who is your rent collector?" Cardona asked. "Who actually visits the
tenants and collects their rent? Is he reliable?"

Harri son | aughed.

"I won't have to convince you of John Shipton's integrity, |I'msure, when
| tell you that he married ny daughter. John Shipton is ny son-in-law, and a
fine young man. The thought of Shipton being connected with a rat |ike Blue
Face is preposterous!”

Cardona scratched his nose.

"I"'mmerely asking for information. Wwo owns the tenenent?"

"David Barfield."

It was an inportant nane to mention. Barfield was a weal thy man. He was

Harri son said in his pleasant

as
prom nent as Lanont Cranston hinself.

As Cranston, The Shadow had net Barfield often. It was unthinkabl e that
any link could exist between David Barfield and Bl ue Face. Moreover, Barfield
could scarcely be accused of sliding down ropes and racing through sewer



pi pes,
since he was now confined to his honme as an invalid.

Yet, The Shadow wondered. There was sonme nystery about the illness of
David Barfield. He was in his early fifties and a man of considerable athletic
ability. Up to a few nonths ago, he and Cranston had played many a gane of
handbal | at the club to which they both bel onged.

The Shadow nentioned this to Harrison. He received an i medi ate
i mpressi on
that the realty agent was uneasy. Harrison's eyes held a strange inner
flickering behind the screen of his pince-nez glasses. Was it fear?

"Interviewing M. Barfield would be a waste of time," Harrison nurnured
to
Cardona. "He has a weak heart. There's sonmething wong with his | egs that
keeps
hi m constantly at home. You'd have to go there to see him He sees few people
by day. And no one at all at night."

"What's his phone nunber?" Cardona rasped. He was annoyed at the
mllionaire' s inaccessibility.

"He has a private nunber,’

Harrison said. "I'll be glad to give it to
you. "

He took a neno book from his pocket. Cardona reached into his own pocket
for a fountain pen. Then, suddenly, Cardona's eyes popped. H s face was nuddy
wi th shocked surprise. He was hol ding sonething in his hand which he hadn't
realized was in his pocket.

It was a jagged piece of thin plastic material that |ooked |ike
Cel | ophane. It was opaque. Its slightly winkled surface couldn't be seen
t hr ough.

Its color was a dark shade of bl ue.

The col or and the appearance of this sinister scrap of plastic materi al
made all three men in the roomthink instantly of an ugly figure.

Bl ue Facel!

"Where did this thing come fron?" Cardona gasped.

H s amazenment was reflected in the staring face of Richard Harrison. It
was The Shadow who replied. H's voice was silky as he spoke to Cardona in the
tones of Cranston.

"Someone nust have stood very close to you at some time this norning,

i nspector. Can you renenber any of those people you interviewed at the scene
of
Bl ue Face's latest crinme?"

Cardona shook his head.

"How can | tell. | interviewed dozens of people in and around that
tenenent. Do you think -"

"I think," Cranston continued snoothly, "that you' ve had the rather
terrifying privilege of talking face to face this nmorning with - Bl ue Face
hi msel f 1"

Silence followed. It was |like a cold breath of fear in the heart of
police
headquarters.

CHAPTER | V
SI CK MAN

AN hour or so after the interviewin the office of Inspector Cardona at
poli ce headquarters, a linmousine pulled up to the curb of a fashionable street
and hal t ed.

Lanont Cranston got out.

Hi s goal was the ornate entrance to a private dwelling. The Shadow was
not



wasting any tinme investigating the strange illness of David Barfield. He was
about to clinb the short flight of stone steps that led to Barfield s door
when he hal ted suddenly.

The door was opening. A spruce, well-dressed man energed and started
toward the sidewal k. It was Richard Harrison, the realty agent who handl ed al
of Barfield s business.

Cranston smiled and held out his hand. Harrison blinked behind his
t hi ck-1ensed gl asses. He seened exceedingly glad to neet Cranston again. But
The Shadow noticed the sane expression of worry back of his eyes.

"How do you do? Were you coming to inquire after the health of M.
Barfiel d?"

The Shadow murmured a reply in the affirmative.

Harrison gl anced quickly over his shoulder at the mllionaire' s house. He
seened afraid that someone m ght be watching from behind the curtai ned wi ndow
al ongside the entry door. But his glance apparently reassured him

"I"'d like to talk to you about Barfield," he said in a quick, nervous
whi sper. "Do you mind if | use alittle deception, in case soneone is
wat chi ng?

Pretend that we're discussing this book."

He handed Lanont Cranston a popul ar novel he was carrying under his arm
The Shadow | ooked it over gravely. He pretended to discuss the book wth
Harrison

"What's the troubl e?" he asked under his breath.

"It's about this fake illness of Barfield s."
"Fake?" The Shadow s tone was sharp. "Wy did you tell Inspector Cardona
only an hour or so ago that you thought Barfield was genuinely ill?"

"I didn't do otherwise," was the reply. "Barfield has just had ne on the
carpet. He found out | had been sunmoned to police headquarters. Don't ask mne
how he knew. | can't understand it. But he threatened ne, just the sane."

"Thr eat ened you?"

"Yes. Barfield told ne that if | caused himany personal publicity with
the police in connection with the Blue Face crines, he would cancel his
contract with nmy firmand turn his business over to sonme other real -estate
firm™"

Harrison's face was pale. He lifted his glasses fromhis nose and rubbed
at his eyes.

"I"'mtalking frankly to you, M. Cranston, because | know that you are a
loyal friend of Barfield s. He may be in sonme serious trouble. When | just
talked with him | got the inpression he was frightened. He seens to be
worri ed
for fear | mght have told Inspector Cardona too nuch. He asked nme two or
three
times if | had made light of his present illness."

"What did you tell hinP"

"I told himthe truth. That | had done nothing nore than give Cardona his

private phone nunber. | finally soothed Barfield into still retaining nme as
hi s
realty agent."

"What about his illness?" Cranston asked.

"It's a ridiculous pretense! You yourself know, M. Cranston, that up
until a few weeks ago, he was a hard nan to beat at handball. Heart ailnments
don't develop as quickly as that. And this business about his |egs!"

"Yes?"

"He claims his legs are partially paralyzed. Sits a lot of the tinme in a
wheel chair. He has even retired into a side wing of his house, where he keeps
hi nsel f isol ated, both day and night. Wiy should a man do that? He clains it's
because he needs rest and quiet."

"How does he manage to get up and down the stairs of his honme, if he's as
paral yzed as he clai ns?" Cranston queri ed.

"He has put in a private elevator," Harrison said. "The whol e



install ation

was done very suddenly. The elevator is an automatic one. | conplinmented
Barfield on its conveni ence and asked hi mwho had installed it. But he turned
as mum as a clam He pretended he hadn't heard ny question. | think he was

afraid | mght go to the contractor and ask questions.

"And what in Heaven's name would there be to find out, anyway? | tel
you,

I"mworried about the whole set-up in Barfield s house! | don't even like the
| ooks of his doctor!"

"Who is he?" Cranston asked.

"Dr. Mortimer. Do you know hi n®?"

The Shadow knew a little about Mortinmer. He had met himsocially once or
twice, in his role of Lamont Cranston. He was aware that Mrtiner possessed a
good reputation. But he made a noncomittal reply.

Harrison drew in a deep breath. He took back the book he had handed to
Cranst on.

"Pl ease keep everything | have said confidential," he begged. "Perhaps I
can talk to you nore about this later. Were can | see you?"

Cranston nanmed the Cobalt C ub. Harrison nodded. He got into his parked
car and drove away.

It was all very queer.

THE SHADOW wal ked up the stone steps of the Barfield dwelling and rang
t he
bell. The door was opened quickly by the butler. It was opened so pronptly,
t hat
The Shadow wonder ed whet her Briggs had been standing behind the street door
during The Shadow s brief talk with Harrison

But Briggs' face was bl and.

"CGood afternoon, M. Cranston. M. Barfield expects you, sir. If you'l
follow me to the east wing -"

The Shadow started to follow, when a voice greeted himsuddenly fromthe
drawi ng room whose door was partly open

"How are you, M. Cranston? d ad you' ve cone to visit nmy patient. A good
thing for M. Barfield. He needs visitors. It will do hima lot of good."

The man in the doorway was dressed in a suit of expensive tweeds. He held
a Honburg hat and a small black medical case in his |eft hand.

It was Dr. Mortiner

"I was just on the point of |eaving,'

he said. He gave a sudden

exclamation. "Ch, bother!" He turned swiftly to Briggs. "I find | have
forgotten my gloves. | left themin the east wing. WIl you fetch themfor ne,
pl ease?"

Briggs hesitated. He | ooked as if he preferred to stay. But there was
not hing el se to do.

The nonent he was gone, Dr. Mrtiner |eaned closer to Lanont Cranston

"You're a friend of Barfield s," he whispered. "I'd like to stay here
until you' ve seen him Do you mind if | ride along with you, when you | eave
here? There's sonething I'd like to tell you."

Cranston agreed. A nonent |ater, Briggs cane back with the gl oves.
Mortimer gave the butler an innocent smle.

"Thank you. | believe I'll wait a few mnutes nore, Briggs. M. Cranston
has very kindly offered to give ne a lift in his car when he | eaves."

Bri ggs blinked.

"Very good, sir... This way, M. Cranston.”

The Shadow foll owed the servant to the east wing of the roony old house.
He noted that Briggs fished out a key before they could proceed into the east
wi ng. The door was kept |ocked. It seened a queer way to take care of an
i nvalid. But The Shadow kept his thoughts to hinself.

He rode up with Briggs in the automatic el evator. Cranston seened bored.



He turned his back to Briggs and stared wi thout any seeming interest at the
chromumfittings of the luxurious little lift.

He coul d see not hi ng unusual

Bri ggs announced himwi th frigid dignity at the doorway of the top-floor
suite in the east w ng.

DAVI D BARFI ELD was sitting in an invalid s chair near a sunny w ndow.

"Thank you for coming to see ne," he said.

He seenmed weak. His words were low. But he didn't ook like a sick man to
The Shadow. His face was as ruddy as it had ever been. Hi s shoul ders were
br oad
and vigorous. The legs stretched out in front of him Cranston couldn't see.
They were covered by a steamer rug.

The Shadow wondered if Barfield had thrown that rug hastily over his |egs
a few seconds before his visitor had been announced.

Barfiel d tal ked eagerly about his physical condition, giving Cranston
hardly time to say a word. Hs heart, he said, had gone suddenly bad. Hs
| egs,
too, were afflicted

"Mortimer can't understand what is causing the trouble,” he murnured. "It
may be caused by acute physical strain. You remenber how active | used to be,
eh, Cranston? Well, that's all over now "

"Can't you | eave the house?"

"I npossible! My 1 egs woul d buckle under me if | took nore than a few
steps.”

There was a knock on the door. A pretty girl dressed in a nurse's uniform
canme in.

"Did you want nme for anything, M. Barfield?"

"No. I'll call you if | need you."

The nurse withdrew. The Shadow asked a qui et question

"Do you keep a day and a ni ght nurse?

"Just a day nurse," Barfield said. H s eyes were veiled. "You see, at
night I need quiet. Dr. Mrtiner says so. A night nurse would be a nuisance. |
sl eep better when | have no one to bother me. |'ve even taken out ny phone."

His voice hurried a little.

"You may have noticed that | keep the door that connects with this east
wi ng al ways | ocked. Does that seem- silly?"

"Not at all,"” Cranston said, w thout nmuch interest. "I hope Dr.
Mortiner's
treatments will benefit you. Perhaps | had better go now. | don't want to tire
you. "

"Wait," Barfield said. "M . Harrison was here just a few nonments ago
He's
my realty agent, you know. | understand you net each other down at police

headquarters. Rather shocki ng, these Blue Face crinmes, eh?"

It was a sudden, and rather grim change of subject; but The Shadow
pretended no interest.

The two nen tal ked vaguely about Blue Face for a while. Then Barfield
vol unt eered anot her surprising statenent.

"Did you know that one of Blue Face's victins was ny nephew?"

Cranston hadn't known that. Hi s brain was suddenly alert.

"Yes," Barfield continued. "One of the nen Blue Face robbed was ny
nephew,
Charles Clee. Poor Charles tried to resist, and was killed. I'"mafraid that

hi s
shocki ng death hasn't hel ped my heart."

Charles Cee was one of the two wealthy victins of Blue Face. He was al so
one of the two victins who had actually been killed. The rest had only been
wounded. Was there sone sinister meaning in all this? And why was Barfield



vol unteering this information?

"You think your nephew m ght have been deliberately nurdered?" Cranston
asked.

"Gracious, no! The whole thing was accidental. Blue Face is sonme sort of
a
degener at e hophead, the papers say. If poor Charles had only let the fell ow
steal the nmoney he was after, he m ght have been alive today. But he was

al ways

courageous. And he paid for it with his life. Too bad! I... | hope the police

nab this Blue Face. You offered a reward for his arrest, | understand?"
Cranston nodded. Soon, Barfield seened to lose all interest in the

subj ect. He placed his hand to his heart and uttered a faint mpan. He rang for
his nurse. The Shadow took the hint and departed.

Briggs escorted himdown in the automatic el evator. Again, The Shadow
gave
detailed attention to the inside fittings of the lift.

Dr. Mortimer was waiting inpatiently in the drawing room He drove away
in
Cranston's car.

MORTI MER wasted no tine in comng to the point. H's remark was al nost a
duplicate of the words uttered by Richard Harrison

"There's sonet hing queer about Barfield' s illness,"” he said. "There isn't
a thing wong with his heart. |'ve tested it. It's as sound as a dollar. But
Barfield sinply won't believe that. He told me he'd get a new physician if |
was as stupid enough not to recognize a bad heart when | saw one."

"\What about his | egs?"

"Sound, too. | think that Barfield s whole trouble is nmental. He inagines
he's sick. Wiy, only Heaven knows. |'ve tried to hunmor him hoping he'd snap
out of it. I've fed himharmess pills. I've tried to persuade himto see a

psychol ogi st. But he's a very stubborn man.

"I"'mtelling you these things because you're a friend of his, M.
Cranston. Soneone ought to know what is going on. H's heirs don't seemto
care."

"Heirs? How many does he have?"

"Two. He had three nephews. But one of themis dead. He was killed
accidentally in a burglary by that crimnal who calls hinmself Blue Face."

The Shadow made no nore comments. He didn't even ask the nanes of the
other two heirs. He dropped off Dr. Mrtimer and went on to the Cobalt d ub
He
stayed there only a short while.

When The Shadow |l eft, he returned to the hone of David Barfield.

This time, cloaked in robe and slouch hat of black, The Shadow s nethod
of
entrance was | ess conventional. The afternoon sunlight was shining. A forced
entrance was risky. But The Shadow knew how to achi eve the goal he wanted. He
had come prepared with certain highly ingenious tools.

Presently, he found hinself unseen and unheard in the very spot where he
was nost eager to investigate. He stood |like a black and soundl ess figure on
the I ower floor of the | ocked east wing of the Barfield mansion

The el evator drew his first scrutiny. This newWy installed lift seemed to
The Shadow |i ke a reversal of |ogic. The Shadow did not believe that the
el evator had been installed just because Barfield was sick. Barfield was sick
to make it easier and nore natural to install the el evator

Entering the automatic lift, The Shadow exani ned the flooring. Wen he
had
ridden in it before, his scrutiny of the side walls had convinced hi mthat
there
could not be any secret exit except through the floor of the el evator



By using a sharp-edged tool, The Shadow was soon able to lift the
covering
on the floor of the cage. Underneath the deceptively solid covering was the
square outline of a small trapdoor! Looking downward through the opening, The
Shadow coul d see the dark bottom of the shaft.

He pressed a button. It brought the lift down to the cellar. It didn't
quite touch the base of the pit. There was room enough for a nman to squeeze
t hrough the trapdoor to the pit.

The Shadow s fl ashlight disclosed a block of concrete at the side of the
shaft, that noved easily aside under pressure.

Advanci ng through a horizontal passage, he was not surprised when he
di scovered anot her concrete block. It, too, noved asi de when he pressed it.

Sunl i ght made The Shadow bl i nk when he squirned through the opening. He
was in a grass-covered court at the back of the Barfield hone. The angl e of
t he
house kept the court from being observed from any spot except the east wi ng.

There was a door in the high board fence that inclosed the grassy court.
It looked as if it m ght have been cut out recently.

The Shadow s | aughter whispered briefly. Barfield s |ack of a night
nur se,
the strange isolation of a sick man at night - it was all clear, now

Barfield s "illness" was a device for himto sneak unseen out of his
house
at night. Only The Shadow was aware of the real truth.

Was David Barfield Blue Face?

The Shadow didn't answer that question. It was premature. He returned
qui ckly through the cellar tunnel, energed fromthe el evator shaft through the
conceal ed door in the floor of the lift.

He was preparing to | eave the house as silently as he had entered it,
when
he heard a sudden furtive step. The Shadow whirled. The sound cane fromthe
staircase that | ed downward fromthe top-floor suite that Barfield inhabited

The Shadow ducked into obscurity. He glided in the direction of a heavily
curtai ned ground-floor wi ndow. But before he noved, he did a peculiar thing.
He
uttered a | oud and nocki ng | augh at the very door of the el evator

The next instant, he saw the figure that had been sneaking down the
staircase. It was David Barfield!

THERE was not hi ng weak or sick about Barfield now. In his hand was an
automatic pistol. His face was tense w th suspicion

He ran in the direction of the |laughter he had heard. He stepped into the
el evator. Soon, The Shadow heard the el evator nove downward, heard the hidden
trapdoor lift. Then cane the solid thunp of Barfield s feet as he | eaped to
t he
bottom of the dark shaft. The Shadow knew what Barfield was doing. A fake sick
man was craw i ng nmurderously through the tunnel |ooking for an intruder he
wanted to kill.

Barfield was hunting The Shadow

But The Shadow didn't want to observe the disappointment on Barfield's
face. He took advantage of the mllionaire's absence to | eave the east w ng as
secretly as he had entered.

Soon, The Shadow was listening to a cal mvoice over a well-guarded
private
t el ephone wire:

" Bur bank speaking."

To Burbank, The Shadow i ssued orders. They were orders that would be
transmtted to Harry Vincent. Harry Vincent was a personabl e young man, who
lived at the Metrolite Hotel. Harry's real business was something he never



tal ked about to outsiders. He was a secret agent of The Shadow.
Toni ght, Harry was going to have an interesting job. He was going to keep
a sharp watch on the rear of the Barfield nansion

CHAPTER V
A GRI M DI SCOVERY

Rl CHARD HARRI SON was angry. He took off his pince-nez glasses and rubbed
at his tired eyes.

He sat at his desk in the private office that he occupied as president of
his real ty-managenent conpany. He was signing letters that had been prepared
for himby his secretary. Hs pen scrawl ed badly when he signed the sheaf of
letters. He had forgotten to put on his glasses again. It added to his anger

He grow ed under his breath: "Damm David Barfield!' He's nothing but a
hypochondri ac! Wrse than that, he's a stubborn, pigheaded fool!"

Harrison's concern cane froma sinple cause. It was his business to show
real -estate profits, instead of |osses. Unless profits were shown, clients
could not be blamed for taking their realty business el sewhere.

But Barfield was making it tough for Harrison to do his job properly.

The tine was late in the afternoon. It was the sane day on which so nany
annoyi ng things had happened to Harrison. For the first tinme in his life, he
had been sumoned to police headquarters. He didn't like that. It annoyed him
to have | nspector Cardona asking curt questions.

The second annoying fact had been Harrison's visit to Barfield s hone.
Again the realty agent's back had been rubbed the wong way. Barfield had
talked in a nasty manner. |ndeed, he had threatened Harrison

Now, it | ooked alnost certain that David Barfield was deliberately
throwi ng away a real -estate opportunity that was worth a half mllion dollars
a
year. Barfield s only excuse was that he was a sick man and coul dn't be
bot her ed.

Harrison clenched his jaw His job was to protect Barfield s holdings
whet her Barfield co-operated or not. He intended to try a different nethod of
per suasi on on his stubborn client.

Two weal t hy young gentl emen had been sunmoned this afternoon to
Harrison's
of fice. He expected their arrival soon. The name of one was Janmes Worter. The
other man's nanme was Elliot Peabody.

VWorter and Peabody were nephews of David Barfield. They enjoyed his
favor. They were, in fact, Barfield' s only heirs, since Charles Cee's nurder
A nmoment later, Harrison's pretty secretary opened the door of his

of fice.
The two nephews of Barfield had arrived.

They were bot h handsomne-| ooki ng young nen. Whorter was a bit taller than
Peabody. He was | ess pleasant-looking, too. H's face had a sullen nouth. There
wer e unm st akabl e marks of dissipation around his eyes. Peabody, on the
contrary, had a pleasant snile and a firm handshake. Hi s face | ooked al npst
boyi sh.

Harrison described to themboth the rental situation that was driving him
crazy.

A certain big office building in town was owned by David Barfield. It was
in a section fromwhich tenants had noved away, drawn by the lure of a huge
new
office district. For a long period, this office building had been half enpty,
in
spite of lowrentals. Now, there was a chance to get the building off
Barfield s
hands and take the red ink out of Harrison's books.



A realty operator from Chicago wanted to buy the building. He offered a
fair price. Tonight, this prospective purchaser was flying from Chicago to New
York to sign the contract and close the deal. In the norning he intended to
make a quick return trip to Chicago. He was forced to nove quickly in the
matter because of the pressure of inportant work in Chicago.

"Your uncle has refused to neet this man," Harrison told the two heirs.

He
renoved his gl asses and gestured enphatically with them "Your uncle is
willing

to let the whole deal fall through.™”

"Why?" Peabody asked.

VWorter said nothing. He scow ed, and drunmmed his fingers on Harrison's
desk in bored fashion

"Because of this nonsense about your uncle's illness," Harrison answered.
"He refuses to | eave his honme at night. He won't come here to ny office to
neet
the client. He won't even permt ne to bring the nman to his hone. He clains
t hat
he needs rest and quiet. As you may know, your uncle retires to the east w ng
of
his home at night and isolates hinself. He doesn't even have a tel ephone in
t he
east wing."

THERE was a brief silence.

"So what ?" James Whorter finally said. H s tone was uni npressed. "Wat do
you want us to do?"

"I"d I'ike you to persuade your uncle not to |lose the opportunity of
closing a profitable deal. Unless he sees this client tonight, the man wll

fly
back to Chicago in the norning and the whole deal will fall through."

VWorter |aughed curtly. The sound of it made Harrison flush.

"Sorry," Whorter said. "l've got better things to do than get in the bad
graces of nmy uncle. Besides, I've no tine. |'ve a social date tonight at the

hone of a good friend of mne. Howard Blair, in fact."

He shrugged indifferently, and rose to his feet.

Harrison was di sgusted. He knew Howard Blair. Blair was a gil ded young
man
of the stanp of Worter. They knew plenty about |iquor, race horses, chorus
girls and very little about anything else. But Harrison tried to hide his
annoyance as Worter wal ked out.

El li ot Peabody was nore reasonabl e.

"I"'msorry uncle is such a stubborn cuss,” he murrmured. "Perhaps |I'monly
causing trouble for nyself - but I'lIl see what | can do. Let ne have your
phone. "

He called up his uncle. Harrison, listening, felt his heart sink. Al he
coul d hear Peabody saying was "Yes, sir," and "Excuse me, but

Fi nal |l y, Peabody hung up. There was chagrin in his face.

"Uncl e al nost bit ny ear off! Told me to mind nmy own business and | et him
al one. Said he was a very sick man. Said that if your client from Chicago
can't
wait a day or two, the hell with him™"

"Well, at least you tried," Harrison murmured. H's eyes blinked behind

hi s
gl asses. "That's nmore than | can say for M. Worter."

"You mustn't mind Whorter too nuch," Peabody replied. "He's been upset
|ately. The death of poor Charles Cee at the hands of Blue Face has bot hered
himnmore than he cares to adnmit. Clee was a great pal of his. They spent a | ot
of time together."



There was sone small tal k. Then Peabody took his departure, after

prom sing to do anything in his power to help the disturbed realty nman.
Harrison's pretty secretary noted the baffled anger of her enpl oyer.
"Maybe M. Barfield will change his mnd," she said.

But Harrison knew differently. He was still annoyed when he left the
of fice and drove honme. Anger against Barfield stirred in his nind, as he
opened

the front door of his hone.

But the nonent Harrison was inside, his anger changed to startled
concer n.

H s daughter canme to nmeet himw th outstretched arns. Her eyes were red. She
had
been weeping. He could feel a frightened quiver in her body as he soothed her

"El ai ne! For Heaven's sake! What is wong?"

"Dad, |'malnost crazy with worry! It's about John. I'mafraid he's
i nvol ved in something nasty! I"'mworried sick at the thought that he nay have
something to do with this horrible crimnal whose nane is in all the papers.”

"Crimnal ?" Harrison's voi ce was sharp.

"Bl ue Face."

"What ! "

Hi s tone indicated that he thought his daughter nust be |osing her nind.
John Shipton, his son-in-law, was the very |last man to be thought of in
connection with crine.

El ai ne put her hand in her purse, gave her father sonething.

It was a package of cigarettes.

The box was plain. There was no name on it, no revenue stanp, nothing to
identify it.

Harrison's breath hi ssed when he opened the package and exani ned one of
the cigarettes.

The thing was a "reefer"” - a marijuana cigarette!

"I found it in John's pocket," El aine sobbed. "I didn't mean to spy on
him |1 was | ooking for a postage stanp. | knew that John sonetimes kept spare
stanps in the wallet in his suit that hangs in the closet. Wen | reached in
his pocket, | found - this!"

HARRI SON was stunned. He took off his glasses and polished them to gain
time for thought. Wen he put themon again, he tried to nurnur sone
reassuring
remark.

"That isn't all," Elaine continued in terror. "John has been acting very
queerly for the past couple of weeks. Ever since the first robbery of Bl ue
Face
was reported in all the newspapers.”

"How do you nean?"

"He's been staying out late every night. He won't tell ne where he's been
or what he's doing."

Her father tried to |l augh reassuringly.

"Not hi ng remar kabl e about that, Elaine. John is an anbitious young man.
You know as well as | where he goes at night, and what he does. He's attending
ni ght classes at the university, studying real-estate law. He's been doing
t hat
for months. He wants to get ahead in the business world. Wat's strange about
attendi ng ni ght cl asses?"

"Hi s classes end at eleven o' clock,"” Elaine replied. "John used to cone
hone before mdnight. Now, it's sonetimes two or three o' clock in the norning
before he comes in. And the way he cones in frightens me, although | usually
pretend to be asl eep.

"Father, he creeps in! He sneaks in his stocking feet, as if afraid
m ght wake up and question him And the ook on his face scares ne! So



strained
and ugly! As if he were a... a crimnal!"

El ai ne stared wanly at her father. Both were thinking of the sane thing.
John Shipton worked as a rent collector for his father-in-law His job was to
visit the various buildings whose tenants paid their rent in cash. H s was
nostly the tenement trade.

Shi pton had visited the tenenent where Bl ue Face had struck, the night
before. If anyone knew all the ins and outs of that particular building, it
was
John Shi pt on.

Harrison remenbered his interview that morning in Joe Cardona's office at
poli ce headquarters. He shuddered. He had assured Cardona that Shipton was his
daught er's husband and above reproach. But was he?

Awkwar dly, Harrison attenpted to soothe Elaine. He tried to change the
subject. He pronmised to talk to Shipton privately.

"Leave it to me," he said. "Whatever the trouble is, I'll get to the
bottomof it. Just |eave us alone after we finish dinner. Pretend you have a
headache and Iie down. Let nme talk to him"

El ai ne agreed. Havi ng unburdened her mnd, she felt better

VWhen John Shipton returned home, a short while |ater, she greeted him
with
a smle and a kiss. The scow on his face di sappeared. He was in a hunorous
nood
at the dinner table.

But his eyes narrowed agai n when El ai ne spoke haltingly of a sudden
headache, and excused herself.

Harrison lit a cigar and offered one to his son-in-law Shipton refused.
Harri son renoved his glasses and polished them nervously for a nmoment with his
handker chi ef .

"What's on your nind?" Shipton asked.

Harrison showed hi mthe plain package of marijuana cigarettes, and
wat ched
him Shipton exanmined it without nmuch interest. His face was expressionl ess.

"Where did you get this?"

"I'n your pocket," Harrison said bluntly.

I f he expected Shipton to cringe he was fool ed. Shipton | aughed as if the
matter was a joke. He tal ked smoothly. He tal ked so glibly, in fact, that
Harri son wondered if his son-in-law m ght not have rehearsed this speech in
advance, in case he ran into this very situation

Shi pton' s expl anati on about the presence of the drugged cigarettes in his
pocket was slightly incredible. According to his story, he had been m xed up
in
an unexpected bit of excitement in the subway, a few days earlier. A shabby
man
sitting next to himin the subway car had junped to his feet and run. After
hi m
raced a grimfaced pursuer, who flashed a detective badge as he shoul dered
ot her
passengers asi de.

The train was standing in a subway station when the incident occurred.
The
fugitive raced to the platform and vani shed up the stairs, pursued by the
pl ai n-cl ot hes detective.

"The fell ow nust have been a narcotic peddler," Shipton said. "I can see
now what happened, although |I didn't suspect it until you just showed ne this
package of marijuana cigarettes. Wen the dope peddler ran, he tried to get
rid
of his evidence. He nust have slid the package in ny pocket just before he
junped to his feet."

Harrison didn't voice any disbelief. There was a short silence. Then he



brought up the matter of Shipton's strange | ateness in returning hone at night
fromhis classes at the university.

Shi pton changed his tune. Hs smle faded. He refused to discuss the
matter at all.

"I't's none of your business when | conme hone. You have no right to spy on
me. Perhaps | like to take long walks. Perhaps |I find it easy to digest ny | aw
studi es on such ni ght wal ks."

He shot a sneering glance at his father-in-law s di sturbed face.

"Or perhaps |I'm Blue Face! That's what you're thinking, isn't it?"

Harrison denied it. He gave up the attenpt to talk frankly with his
son-in-law. His eyes blinked unhappily behind the sheen of his gl asses.

"You'll have to trust me," Shipton grow ed. "And now, |'ve got to be
going. | have ny classes at night school to think of. Tell Elaine I'msorry
about her headache. 1'I|l be honme as soon as | can.”

SHI PTON | eft the house, a tight smle twisting his lips in a hard curve.
He wal ked to the corner where he always took the bus to the university. But he
didn't wait for the bus. He hurried around the corner and wal ked toward a
garage a few bl ocks away.

There, he was greeted as "M. Jones" by the garage attendant.

Shipton got into a small coupe. He drove to the other side of town,
hal t ed
out si de a shabby room ng house and entered, using a key he took fromhis
pocket .

In the | ower hallway, he nmet the frowzy | andl ady. Again he was addressed by
hi s
assuned name

"How are you, M. Jones?" the | andl ady snil ed.

Shi pton went up to a room he had rented a couple of weeks earlier. He
| ocked the door and drew the shades. Going to a | ocked closet, he unlocked it.
Inside was a snall suitcase

Fromthis suitcase, "M. Jones" took a businesslike little gun. He
pocketed the gun, |ocked the suitcase, the closet, and the room and went down
to his parked car.

He drove to a drugstore. There, he made a coupl e of |ow voiced phone
calls. First, he tel ephoned the apartnment of Janes Wiorter and asked a servant
if Whorter was going to be at hone that night.

The servant replied that Worter would be out tonight. Shipton's next
qgquestion elicited the place where Worter expected to be later on in the
evening. It was the home of a man named Howard Bl air.

A grimace twi sted Shipton's thin Iips as he wote down the information
Next, he tel ephoned the honme of Elliot Peabody, the second heir of David
Barfield. He | earned that Peabody woul d be at hone all evening. He wote this
second address down, too.

Shi pton's next three hours were uneventful. He went to evening school and
attended all his classes. After school was over, at eleven o' clock, he drove
aimessly around until he found a novie theater that suited him He went
i nsi de
and killed tinme watching the | ate show.

It was well past mdni ght when Shipton again entered his car. He exam ned
a small slip of paper. On it was the penciled information he had obt ai ned
earlier concerning Janmes Whorter and Elliot Peabody. His hand felt the pocket
where he had hidden his gun

He drove of f through the darkness.

Anot her car followed the one driven by Shipton. Shipton was unaware of
this. The man in the trailing car was careful

He was Richard Harrison

Harrison had been on the trail of Shipton all evening. He had shadowed
hi m



to the garage, to the furnished room to the novie theater

There were stubborn [unps at the hinges of Richard Harrison's jaw. Behind
hi s pince-nez gl asses, his eyes were very bright. He was determned to find
out
what this sly young husband of his daughter El aine was up to!

CHAPTER VI
A RIDE WTH SLUG

AT alnost the sane time that Richard Harrison was so carefully tailing
t he
strange nmovenents of John Shipton, events of an equally sinister character
wer e
in the making in a much nore respectable section of town.

The handsone residence of David Barfield was dark fromcellar to roof.
Since his sudden "illness," Barfield always nade it a habit to retire early.
H s servants had gone to bed. The street in front of the house had few
passers- by.

The street in the rear of the Barfield hone was even quieter. A street

light threw a small circle of brilliance on a deserted pavenent. A high board
fence closed off the rear of the nmansion's grounds. The fence was tall enough
to keep curious people frompeeping into the property of the millionaire. Its

coating of dull-gray paint made the fence blend into the darkness.

There was a small door cut into the snmooth surface of that fence. Its
| ocation had been carefully noted by The Shadow on his secret invasion of the
Barfield hone early that sane afternoon. He was aware that the fence door had
been cut about the same tinme that the automatic el evator had been installed
for
Barfield s convenience in the isolated east wing of the house.

Harry Vincent was watching that rear fence. He was in a spot where he
could not readily be observed.

There were two enpty cars parked at the curb of that rear street. One was
not very far fromthe outline of the door in the gray fence. The other was
hal fway down the bl ock. Vincent was hidden in this second car. He was there on
the orders of The Shadow. Harry was ready to carry out a highly discreet job
that had been intrusted to him

Suddenly, his keen eyes saw what he had been so patiently waiting for
during his long vigil.

The fence door was slyly opening.

It didn't open nmuch. The nmovenment was acconplished swiftly. For an
instant, the open door showed a small aperture. A man dressed in dark clothes
slipped out. Wth a quick gesture, he closed and | ocked the fence door. He
darted through the darkness to the car that was parked nearby.

The man was David Barfield.

He nmoved |ike a man who had consi derabl e muscul ar strength as well as
excell ent health. It proved what Harry Vincent had al ready been warned by The
Shadow - that Barfield s bad heart and his paralysis of the | egs were
fictitious.

Barfield got into the car. It nmoved away fromthe curb and rolled onward
to the corner. An instant later, it rounded the corner and sped up the avenue
at a fast clip.

Vincent lost no time. H's own car got under way as snoothly as
Barfield's.

He slowed at the corner and peered north. He didn't want to tip his hand by
getting too close to the fugitive mllionaire. But a quick glance nade him
cromd on nore power. Barfield was streaking up the dark avenue at a rapid
pace.

Suddenly, Harry grunted. His foot noved fromthe gas pedal to the brake.



The car ahead had sl owed wi thout warning. Harry dawdl ed, keeping a coupl e of
bl ocks between him and his quarry. He divined what was goi ng on

Barfield was taking nothing for granted. The mllionaire' s eyes were
gl ued
to the rear-vision mrror, to make sure that his sly sneak from his nansion
had
been unobserved.

Evidently, his backward gl ance reassured Barfield. This tine, there was
no
doubt about the fact that Barfield was in a hurry. Vincent had to feed gas in
a
hurry, to make sure that he was not |eft behind.

Soon, Barfield slowed again. His tires shrieked as he swng his wheel to
make a quick turn into a side street. The fugitive car vani shed eastward in
t he
Cross-town street.

HARRY made ready to duplicate the same skid trick. But his maneuver was
never conpl eted. Another car was taking a hand in this grimchase.

The second car roared suddenly out of obscurity along the avenue. It cane
fromthe opposite direction to which Harry was headi ng.

There was no need for a collision, had the other driver kept to the side
of the avenue on which he bel onged. But this driver was a man with a hard face
and reckl ess eyes. He was there to protect the flight of David Barfield.

As Vincent started to nmake the turn around the corner, the second car
roared straight toward himat a terrific pace.

Harry realized his danger. He tried to veer and swing up on the sidewal k
to avoid a bad crash. His tug at the wheel came an instant too |ate. The ot her
car struck his coupe a terrific inmpact. Caught in the act of turning, Harry's
vehicle was struck squarely in the side by the front bunper of the pirate car

There was a crash. Vincent's car was hurled against a street-Iight
standard. The pole bent like a nmelted stick of cheese. The |ight overhead went
out, the heavy glass globe fell to the street. It smashed with a loud jangle
of
br oken gl ass.

For an instant, nothing happened. Harry didn't nove, because he was
sensel ess. The inpact had knocked himinto an inert heap. Blood streamed down
his face froma cut across his scal p and forehead.

But the crimnal wecker was by no neans out of action. He had known
exactly what to expect. A heavy pad on the steering wheel protected his
stomach. He had braced hinself for the collision

A moment | ater, he darted out of the crunpled front of his car. He |inped
alittle as he ran, but the linp was only a slight one. He raced diagonally
across the avenue, toward the entrance to a dark flight of cellar steps bel ow
a
shop that had been closed for the night.

In an instant, the man was gone.

His flight was not seen by the unconscious Vincent. But eyes sharper than
Vincent's had noted both the assailant and the direction of his flight. The
Shadow had no intention of allowing this hit-run specialist to escape.

The Shadow had not appeared earlier, for a good reason. He had expected
trouble. Aware that Barfield would have certain precautions planned in case of
troubl e, The Shadow had held hinself in reserve, to take over in case Harry
muf f ed hi s assi gnnent.

He was aware that events tonight were only in the prelimnary stage
Sonmewhere in Manhattan, Blue Face was preparing to make another of his vicious
raids!

There was no proof yet that David Barfield and Bl ue Face were the sane.
But The Shadow was taki ng no chances.



A farther tailing of Barfield was inpossible. He nade good use of the
wreck behind him H s car had al ready vani shed at hi gh speed toward the east
side of town.

But Barfield had left behind hima direct link to his unknown gane: the
thug who had fled down the cellar steps across the silent avenue.

The Shadow darted toward the steps. He had one advantage. The thug was
unawar e that he was being foll owed. He thought that Harry Vincent was the only
foe he had to consider. He had taken no chances in abandoni ng his smashed car
The license plates were stolen. The car itself had been stolen a week earlier
i n Pennsyl vani a.

As The Shadow descended the cellar steps, his black robe seened part of
t he darkness. The brimof his black slouch hat covered his forehead and di nmed
the flame of his eyes. He stood utterly notionless in the gl oom bel ow the
street, waiting for sone sight or sound to betray the presence of the
hit-and-run driver.

He knew that the man was sonmewhere in the blackness of the cellar ahead
of
hi m

Suddenly, he heard a sigh. It was a sound of relief. A nonment later, a
ceiling light glowed in the cellar

The Shadow, crouched in a black angle of the cellar wall, had a quick
Vi ew
of his foe. The man was peering back, a gun jutting nenacingly fromhis hand.
H s face was a brutal one, in spite of his natty appearance.

The Shadow recogni zed that face. The man was Sl ug Narvo

NARVO was a big-shot figure in the underworld. He headed an inportant
nob.

His nob controlled a |ot of crimnal business. Police had never been able to
put
much of a finger on them They were cagey.

It |ooked as if Slug Narvo m ght know plenty about the secret identity of
Bl ue Face.

Narvo left the cellar light on only for a second or two. The |ight
convinced himthat no one was trailing him He snapped it off and conti nued
hi s
flight fromthe rear of the cellar

The Shadow pursued, silently and unseen

The chase led over a rear fence, through a yard littered with rubbi sh and
tin cans. It brought The Shadow through the cellar of still another buil ding.
Narvo wal ked slowy westward al ong a side street. The Shadow paralleled him
t hrough the darkness on the other side.

Finally, he saw the goal toward which Narvo was heading. It was a | arge
open-air parking lot. The place was filled with enpty cars. They were parked
in
I ong rows, separated only by narrow aisles to pernit the cars to be driven out
to the street.

In the front of the lot was a small, lighted shack. Here the owner of the
| ot received his parking fees and issued receipt tickets.

Narvo wal ked to the shack. His voice was casual

"Hello, pal. Got ny car ready?"

"Sure!l™

Not hi ng nore was sai d. Narvo stayed where he was. The man wal ked back
al ong one of the dark aisles.

The Shadow was a grim spectator of where the man was goi ng. The Shadow
had
entered the lot fromaround the corner. He had found it not too hard to get
over
the woven-wire fence that closed off the lot fromthe sidewalk.



He was anxi ous to know where Narvo intended to go next. The best way to
find out was to ride along with Narvo hinsel f.

It seened like an inpossible task. The parking-1ot attendant seened
suspi cious. His eyes kept glancing here and there in the darkness, as if he
sensed danger. But he saw nothing to alarm him

Presently, he stopped al ongside a sedan. This was the car Narvo was goi ng
to use. But it still seemed an inpossible task to get into the trunk at the
rear without the man knowing it.

It was necessary to get the man out of the car for a few nonents, while
The Shadow got in.

The engi ne of the car began to hum The parking-lot man had sw tched on
the nmotor. His next nove was to turn on the lights. The nonment he did so, he
gave a little grunt of surprise. The beanms of the headlights threw a bright
glow on the dark exit aisle directly in front of the car

On the concrete, a crunpled piece of paper was visible. There was
somet hing about its ook and its color that brought that quick grunt fromthe
lips of the attendant.

He junped out and picked the paper up. It was a five-dollar bill, dropped
by sone careless notorist. At |east, that was what the finder thought.

"This sure is my lucky night!" he nuttered.

He went back to the car. A nonent later, it got under way. He drove it to
the front of the lot and turned it over to Slug Narvo.

"Anything stirring?" Narvo whispered

"Not a thing."

"Swel I'! Keep your trap shut. So long."

Narvo drove away, chuckling. In the trunk carrier at the rear, his
chuckl e
was echoed by a tiny sound of sibilant |aughter. The sound of the notor
covered
t hat nocki ng | augh of The Shadow.

Unknowi ngly, Slug Narvo was very obligingly taking The Shadow al ong as a
passenger!

THE SHADOW |l ifted the lid of the trunk a trifle. Through the crack he
coul d observe his progress w thout hinself being noticed.

He saw that Narvo was driving ainlessly about the city. He knew why.
Nar vo
was dawdl i ng around to rmake doubly certain he was under no scrutiny before he
proceeded to his real goal

After fifteen minutes of this tinme-wasting, Narvo shoved his foot harder
on the gas pedal. He drove over to the Wst Side and continued downt own. He
paused finally outside an all-night garage. The door was open

Sl ug drove right in.

There were a lot of cars in the garage. There seened to be a | ot of
hel pers, too. Mdst of them had faces that seened tough. The overalls of sone
of
them bul ged slightly at the hip.

A man who seened to be in charge wal ked over to where Narvo sat in his
car. The man was grinning. There wasn't much mirth in his snle

"Wanna park overnight, pal?"

"Yeah. "

A repair job was being done on a car nearby. The driver, obviously a
| aw- abi ding citizen, was watching Narvo and the garage owner. Their small talk
was for his benefit.

"The garage is filled," the tough guy in overalls said. "But we can
accommodat e you, if you don't mind parking out in back."

"Suits ne," Narvo said

He drove deeper into the garage. A netal door at the rear was hoi sted by



nmechani c. Through the opening, Narvo drove his sedan out to the rear. There
was

a paved courtyard between the back of the garage and what | ooked like a brick
[ of t buil di ng.

The garage door dropped downward with a netallic clang. Narvo got out of
his car, wal ked across the dark courtyard to the rear door of the brick
bui |l di ng. The door | ooked as if it were nade of solid steel, painted to
di sgui se this fact.

Al'l the wi ndows above - as nmany as The Shadow coul d see fromthe
cautiously opened crack in the trunk of the parked car - were closed by heavy
steel shutters. The place | ooked |like a veritable stronghol d.

It was, in fact, the headquarters of Slug Narvo.

A man lay asleep on the stone steps that led to the door of this
bui I di ng.

He was dressed in ragged clothes and | ooked |like a bum But his appearance was
as deceptive as his sleep

He got up when Narvo approached. There was a brief, whispered
conversation
bet ween them Then both chuckl ed. Evidently things were happeni ng that pleased
t hem

Sl ug opened the steel door with a key he took froma | eather container in
his pocket. The key wasn't the only method he used to unlock that door. He did
other things with his busy fingers, after he had turned the key in the |ock
But The Shadow was unable to see. The crook's body nmasked the rapid novenent
of
hi s hands.

As soon as Narvo had di sappeared inside, the "bum' resumed his |azy
spraw
on the stone steps. He nade no further pretense of sleep, however. H s beady
eyes were bright.

He kept his glance noving restlessly toward the parked car, toward the
rear of the garage, toward the entrance to a narrow alley that ran al ongsi de
t he headquarters of Slug Narvo's nob. Evidently, Narvo had warned his henchman
to keep a special vigil tonight.

Sonet hing big was brewi ng inside those sinister walls!

CHAPTER VI |
THUGS STRONGHOLD

THE SHADOW was still inside the trunk of Narvo's parked car in the dark
courtyard.

Certain things were now clear to him An entry through the form dable
door
of Narvo's headquarters was al nost inpossible. Even if the guard were put out
of
action, it would be a hopeless task to attack both the | ock and the hidden
gadgets which Narvo had so cleverly screened with his body when he had made
hi s
entrance to the gang stronghol d.

Besi des, The Shadow still wanted secrecy. His plan was to gain an
entrance
to that building without allow ng Narvo and his nmen to realize what was goi ng
on. It was clear enough now that an association of some kind existed between
Narvo and David Barfield. The Shadow desired to | earn nore before show ng his
hand.

The car in which he was hidden was parked di agonally, so that the guard
on
the stone step opposite could not see the slight crack of the partly lifted



trunk. The Shadow s probl em was exactly the opposite of the one he had faced
at

the parking lot. There, he had to force a man to get out of the car so that he
could get in. Here, he had to force a man to get in the car so that he could
get out!

He used the open crack of the trunk lid to work his new schene.

A bl ack-gl oved hand projected briefly. It held a | ength of |ightweight
cord, at the end of which was a running noose. There was a peculiar knot in
that noose. It would enable The Shadow to | oosen it with a quick jerk, after
t he noose had acconpli shed what he want ed.

One hand held the Iid of the trunk slightly up, while the other
skillfully
tossed the noose. It dropped over the handle of the front door of the car on
t he
side tilted away fromthe sharp eyes of the "bum"

The Shadow pulled slowy, with an evenly applied pressure. There was a
faint click as the door of the car swung partly open. A jerk of The Shadow s
wrist | oosened the noose. He drew the thin cord backward and pulled it inside
the trunk.

Al nmost instantly, he heard a grunt fromthe thug on guard. The thug had
noti ced the open front door of the car. He didn't dreamthat the thing had
been
done purposely. He figured that Narvo had cl osed the door too gently, and that
it had swung open again. He cane over to investigate.

VWhat he did was what any normal man woul d' ve done. Having found the door
faulty, he turned his attention to the car itself. He clinbed in and tested
t he
brake. He gl anced at the instrument panel. Then he got out again, slanmmng the
door hard to close it properly.

Hi s inspection took only a few seconds. Wen he passed the rear of the
car, his glance at the trunk carrier showed himthat the lid was cl osed. He
opened it just to nake sure everything was all right.

The trunk carrier was enpty!

The Shadow had noved even faster than a suspicious crook. He was now
underneath the car.

Flat on the dark ground, his black robe nelted into the pavenent. Hi s
bl ack sl ouch hat covered the blur of his face. Even if the thug had peered
under the car, it was a probable that be would never have detected the
presence
of The Shadow underneath. But he didn't even | ook

Satisfied that nothing was am ss, the thug went back to his post outside
the rear door of Narvo's hangout.

VWil e he was doing this The Shadow was on the nove agai n.

NO SELESSLY, The Shadow bellied out fromthe front of the parked car and
craw ed swiftly across the black pavenent to a spot close to the wall of an
adj oi ni ng warehouse. He lay still, waiting his next chance.

It didn't come for quite a while. But presently the face of the guard
shifted. He yawned noisily and produced a cigarette. There was a spurt of a
mat ch. The crook inhaled a big lungful of snoke. The flare of the match
bl i nded
himfor a precious second or two. During that interval, The Shadow was again
on
the crawl. This time, he rounded the corner of the alley al ongside Narvo's
headquarters, moved conpletely out of sight.

Wndows on this side were like the ones at the rear. They were al
tightly
covered by the stout steel shutters. Not a ray of |ight showed from any of
t hose



upstairs rooms. To get inside through one of those steel-covered wi ndows woul d
be a long and difficult task. And the risk of alarm ng the thugs inside was

t oo

great.

The Shadow wasted no time trying to reach one of the shuttered w ndows.
He
used the drainpipe that ran vertically up the side of the brick building, in
an
angle of the alley wall. H s goal was the roof. The angle of the wall hel ped
himclinmb the pipe to the roof.

It was a tough task. Several tinmes, The Shadow had to halt, and blink the
sweat out of his eyes. But he finally nade it. He was able to reach above his
head and catch a projecting cornice.

Then he was on the roof, lying prone to relax his strained nmuscles. The
roof was flat, and covered with tar paper. There was no guard posted up here.
Evidently the location of the building made the roof seeminvasi on-proof. The
courtyard and the alley separated Narvo's hangout from other roofs. The street
end of the alley was closed off by a high fence that nmade an attack fromthere
unli kel y.

| ndeed, The Shadow suspected that the alley fence out in front was
probably rigged up with sonme sort of al arm device.

He crawl ed carefully toward the roof scuttle. It was a square scuttle,
with an ordinary chain and hook underneath. It was added proof that Slug Narvo
and his henchmen were not worried about the raids from above.

The Shadow made a faint rap with his knuckles. He listened. The faint
echo
from bel ow told himsonething of what |ay below the scuttle. The echo was too
loud to cone froma snall closet. The place underneath was probably a
wi ndow ess room of the storeroomtype.

The sound of the echo from bel ow told The Shadow one nore thing. The room
itself was undoubtedly enpty.

Gently, he forced the edge of the scuttle upward. He used special tools
that he always carried. Wen the scuttle covering had been forced hi gh enough
for The Shadow s hands to slide in through the crack, another tool, with | ean
steel jaws of terrific cutting capacity, took care of the chain and hook that
fastened the scuttle on the inner side.

He stared down into a bare and enpty room The door was closed. A light
in
the ceiling showed The Shadow that he had nothing to fear from any wat chful
t hug.

He produced a slim tough rope frombel ow his robe. Fastening it to the
scuttle hook, he slid quietly downward so as to avoid any betraying jar of his
feet when he | anded on the fl oor

He had barely started to slide down, when somnething happened that no
foresight on his part could have anticipated. A man entered the roomfromthe
hal | way outside! He was just in tinme to see the bl ack-robed figure of The
Shadow hal fway down the dangling rope!

THE thug was petrified with astoni shnent. For an instant, he stood
staring
upward with gaping jaws. Then his hand darted to his hip for a gun. At the
sane
time, he tried to screama warning to his pals in other parts of the house.

He had no chance to do either. The Shadow was on the floor at the foot of
the rope when the thug made his first novement. A swift bound took The Shadow
toward his foe. A black-gloved hand clanped tightly over the opened nouth of
the crimnal. Another hand clutched at his hal fdrawn gun

The Shadow knew he was fighting for his life. Mbsters would cone pouring
into the roomin an instant, if a screamor a shot were pernitted. The



know edge of his peril gave added strength to the hands of The Shadow. The gun
was wrenched | oose as the struggling thug fought to tear hinself away fromthe
throttling hand across his nouth.

He col |l apsed without a sound, when the butt of the captured gun thudded
agai nst the back of his skull. The Shadow caught the tunbling body before it
fell to the floor.

Hi s gl ance noved backward over his shoulder, toward the rope that stil
dangl ed fromthe open roof scuttle. There was nothing else to do but to carry
the prisoner up that rope and hide his unconsci ous body on the roof. Any ot her
course woul d be sui ci dal

And there was an excel |l ent chance that the captured thug woul d not be
m ssed until The Shadow had acconplished his purpose inside this stronghol d of
crime.

Slowmy, he went up the rope, the linp body of the thug draped around his
shoul ders. It nade his previous task of clinbing the water pipe seemtrivia

by
conpari son. But The Shadow nmade it at last. He laid the captive crook on the
tarred roof and fixed the scuttle so that it fitted fairly well into place.

Then he slid down the rope again.

This time, he jerked gently to left and right until the trick knot he had
tied came | oose. The fallen rope was wound around his body beneath his black
r obe.

The Shadow slipped fromthe storeroomto a dimtop-floor hallway. He
advanced cautiously in the direction of a stairway that |ed bel ow

From behi nd cl osed doors he could hear the snores of sleeping nen.
Evidently there was no thought of peril inside this well-guarded house. The
thug on duty bel ow and the one on the top floor were expected to give a swift
alarmin case of trouble.

As The Shadow crept down the stairs to a lower floor, he observed the
hal | way was only dimy |ighted.

The Shadow noticed a closet door in the hall. There were two other doors
that led to closed roons. One of the roons seenmed to be in darkness. But from
beneath the crack of the other door - the room opposite the hall closet - a
bri ght band of |ight showed that the room was occupi ed.

A humof talk fromw thin was dimy audi bl e. The Shadow crept closer
Droppi ng to one knee, he was able to press his ear tightly against the pane
near the tiny gap of the keyhol e.

As he did so, he heard a fam liar voice within. The voice of the speaker
was shrill with a note of worry.
It was David Barfield!

"- not so sure about that,

Barfiel d was saying. "Are you positive that

the man who tried to trail me last night was not a... a detective?"

"It's my job to know every plain-clothes dick in the city!" The second
voi ce was heavy with inpatience. "I had a good | ook at that mug in the wecked
car, before |I ducked out of sight. | don't know who the sap was, but he wasn't
a plain-clothes bull. You can take my word for that!"

The Shadow recogni zed that ugly second voice. It was Slug Narvo's.

The keyhol e openi ng gave The Shadow an opportunity to watch the faces of
the two men within. The millionaire was hunched forward at the side of the nob
| eader's desk, his face tense with worry.

Narvo, behind the desk, seened to be nore at ease. There was a suspicion
of a sneer on his lips as he stared at the millionaire realty owner

"What the hell are you worrying for? I"'mnot!"

"Suppose that man whose car you wecked was an agent of The Shadow?"

"Why shoul d he be?"

"Because The Shadow suspects sonething! | can't prove it, but I'll swear
The Shadow was inside ny home this afternoon. |I'mafraid he nay have
di scover ed
the secret passage fromny private elevator to the street in the rear of ny
hore. "



"What ! "

NARVO S tone changed. There was surprise and rage in it. He |istened,
with
a scom, while Barfield talked further

"I heard a faint sound fromny suite in the east wing," the mllionaire
went on. "I sneaked downstairs with a gun. | couldn't find a thing wong. But
the el evator was at the ground floor and its door was open. The tunnel door
was
cl osed, however. There was no trace of anyone in the passage."

"Then why do you suspect The Shadow?" Narvo grow ed.

"Because | heard himlaugh. It was as plain as any sound | ever heard in
my lifel He was there, I'msure of that! Yet, when | searched every nook and
cranny of the ground floor, there was no trace of him™"

"You imagined it," Narvo said. "Your nerves are on edge. Forget it. Just
renmenber that you and | are working together. Nothing on earth can stop us.
Not
even The Shadow "

Narvo bl ew snoke from an expensive cigar

"Let's get back to business. Let's tal k about your heirs. Cee is dead.
Bl ue Face bumped him That | eaves two nore. One of themis James Worter, the
other guy is Elliot Peabody. Ri ght?"

"Right," Barfield whispered.

"They share your estate, every penny of it, if you croak before they do.
On the other hand, if they croak first, their noney goes to you. Correct?"

"That's right. But what has that got to do with it? |'ve told you al ready
what ny only interest is in this matter. |I'm paying you plenty for the hel p of
you and your gang. Tonight, I'mgoing to need that help. May | suggest that it
is already getting quite |late? Why don't we get goi ng?"

"W got tinme. What about your rental agent, this fellow Harrison? Do you
t hi nk he suspects anythi ng? And what about John Shipton? |I think it's high
tinme
me and ny boys handl ed Shi pton!™"

"Harrison knows nothing," Barfield remarked. "He has no i dea who Shipton
really is. | didn't know about it nyself until long after Shipton had married
Harri son's daughter Elaine. Then | discovered it purely by accident."

"Shipton is one of your heirs, eh?"

"Not my heir!" There was anger in Barfield s curt grow. "But he is one
of
nmy nephews. | had four sisters. Wien | started in business years ago, | had
very

little noney. Three of ny sisters agreed to - ah - co-operate when | asked
t hem

for their savings. The fourth sister accused me of some regrettabl e things,
and

refused to I et me have a penny. John Shipton is her son.”

"And now all your sisters are dead, including the one you didn't like,"
Narvo said softly. "And Shipton blanes you for the |ater death of his father
and nother. He hates your guts, in fact."

"That is true," Barfield said. "Shipton would do anything to get revenge
for what he thinks is ny - ah - heartless treatnent of his nother. A false
accusation, of course.

"I believe he would not hesitate to kill me, if he got the chance. O to
kill ny other two nephews and | eave hinmself as nmy only living relative in the
event of nmy death occurring before his."

"Maybe Shipton is Blue Face," Narvo said.

"Perhaps," the mllionaire replied slowy.

"Perhaps! That's all you ever say! You're sure you don't know who Bl ue
Face is?"



"What does it matter who he is, as long as you and your mob carry out
your
contract with me?"

"O K Leave it that way. But 1'd like to ask one nore question.”

"What ?"

"I'f this guy Shipton is such a damed nui sance to you, why don't you | et
me and ny boys handl e himright now?"

"No!" Barfield spat it harshly. "Your job tonight is to do what 1've
arranged. We're going to take care of Janmes Whorter tonight!"

Narvo grinned, and expelled a nmouthful of snoke.

"O K. You're the boss. You sure Whorter won't be in his own apart ment
t oni ght ?"

"I"'mpositive! He's visiting a man naned Blair." Barfield s words were
bitter with contenpt. "No doubt, they've got together to discuss their chief
interest inlife - horses and wonen!"

HE rose inpatiently. So did Slug Narvo. They noved toward the door.

The Shadow had to beat a quick retreat. A nonent before the door opened,
The Shadow faded inside the closet across the hall

Barfield shook hands with the nob | eader and went down the stairs. Narvo
remai ned in the open doorway of the lighted room opposite the closet.

The Shadow woul d have liked to keep on the trail of David Barfield, but
that opportunity was denied himby the presence of Narvo opposite the cl oset.
From downstairs came a heavy clang of netal. The Shadow knew what it meant.
Barfield had | eft the house by way of the guarded back door.

A moment | ater, the sound of a car notor was dimy audible from outside
Barfield was wasting no tinme in getting away.

Narvo turned and went back into his room But by sone ill chance he did
not close his door behind him Sitting at his desk, he was visible in the
lighted roomopposite the hall closet. The closet, of course, was also visible
to Narvo from where he sat

Fate had marooned The Shadow at an instant when he wanted desperately to
be on the novel

But he had no choice. It was still of suprene inportance to keep Narvo
and
his gang fromrealizing that The Shadow was already inside their fortified
hangout .

The Shadow wai t ed.

CHAPTER VI |

KILLER S TRAP

ALTHOUGH The Shadow had to wait inside a stuffy closet, he was not idle
by

any neans. Hi s senses and perceptions were grimy on the alert.

The closet was different froman ordinary closet. For one thing, it was
curiously shallow. For another, it contained no shelves, no hooks on the back
wal I's on which to hang cl ot hi ng. The Shadow exami ned that rear wall with the
tips of sensitive fingers.

After a brief interval, he snapped on the light of a tiny electric torch
The torch was no larger in dianeter than a pencil. It threwonly a thin beam

But the beam was powerful enough to show The Shadow certain aspects of
t he
rear wall in the closet, that confirmed the judgnent already made in the
darkness by his fingertips. The rear closet wall was a farce. It was, in fact,
a canoufl aged door that could be opened by a persistent man whose patience was
only matched by his sharp intelligence in matters of this kind.



The rear wall of the closet finally slid aside into a groove in the house
wall. A large inner roomwas disclosed.

Again, the tiny beam of The Shadow s |ight probed the stuffy darkness of
an inclosed space. This inner roomwas |ike the one on the top floor. No
wi ndows cut its walls. There were no other doors. The air snelled close and
stal e.

But it was at the floor of the roomthat The Shadow gazed in grim
under st andi ng. The place was a veritable arsenal!

The Shadow coul d see racks of guns. Sone of them were sawed-off shotguns.
O hers were even nore deadly weapons: automatic rifles. There was amunition
piled neatly in many boxes. There was a case of tear-gas cartridges. There was
somet hing even nore deadly - snall incendiary bonbs, that suggested Sl ug Narvo
and his gang were proficient in the art of arson

However, there was one fact about this secret roomthat puzzled The
Shadow. It had no exit except the one through the closet in the hallway of the
house.

This seemed a queer fact to the shrewd brain of The Shadow. If police
ever
raided this house, it would be an inpossible task to get rid of all this
dami ng
evi dence quickly. The capture of it by police would mean long jail terms for
Slug Narvo and his nobsnen. There nust be sone swift way for themto di spose
of
all this contraband armanment in the event of a swift police raid.

Wiere was the secret exit?

It nust be an extraordinary efficient one, for it would have to be
designed to get rid of the crimnal evidence alnost in the tw nkling of an
eye.

The Shadow began to search with patient care. His eyes lifted fromthe
deadl y nerchandi se of death on the floor to the walls of the room The walls
were bare, with only one exception: a cheap cal endar tacked to the plaster

O rather, a calendar that was not tacked to the plaster. The tack was
fully two feet above the top of the w re-suspended cal endar

The Shadow noved forward to investigate.

Then, suddenly, he whirled. He had heard the voice of Narvo fromthe open
room across the hallway outside the closet entrance. Narvo was tal king |oudly
into a tel ephone. The Shadow retraced quick steps to listen

"Hey, Joe!" Narvo was shouting into the phone. "Wat's the matter? Can't
you hear?... W got a job tonight! Wake up the boys on the top floor. Tel
t hem
to get ready. Hey - Joe!"

There was no answer. The Shadow realized the reason for the silence from
t he upper floor. Joe was the guard whom The Shadow had put out of action. Hs
unconsci ous body, gagged and bound, lay out of sight on the roof of the
cr ooks
hangout .

At al nost the sane instant. Narvo sensed that something was wwong wth
hi s
top-floor sentry. He pressed another button on his desk panel, switched to
somebody downstairs.

"Pug! You there?... Listen! Something phony is going on! | don't know
what, but Joe ain't on duty up above. He don't answer."

There was an inaudible reply. Narvo spoke agai n.

"Put a guard on the downstairs door. Blast anyone who tries to escape
from
t he house!"

He raced fromthe lighted roomand tore swiftly up the stairs. The Shadow
could hear Narvo's furious shouts. Other shouts answered. The "boys" were al
wi de awake now. There was a terrific conmotion.



THE SHADOW profited by this brief delay. He dashed bol dly across the hal
fromthe closet, raced into Narvo's office.

From beneath his cl oak, he snatched a dianond cutter. Its hard point bit
into the glass pane of Narvo's wi ndow. The glass was |aid aside. The stee
shutters that screened the wi ndow were opened by the swift hands of The
Shadow.

He | ooked like a man eager to nake a desperate leap to freedomfrom a high
wi ndow. But that was merely an illusion

Instead of leaping to the alley below, The Shadow tossed his cloak
downward. He weighted it with an object snatched from Narvo's desk. The cl oak
| anded al nost exactly where The Shadow intended it. From above, it |ooked like
the crouched figure of a nman bent close to the dark base of the alley wall.

The Shadow darted back across the hallway and into the closet. He
retreated through the wall of the closet, into the wi ndowl ess arsenal room He
headed for the calendar that hung froma thin wire on the plaster wall.

By this tine, the nobsters on the top floor had di scovered what had
happened to the nysteriously vani shed Joe. A quick search disclosed that the
roof scuttle had been forced by a clever intruder

Joe' s bound- and- gagged body was found withing on the roof. Swift knives
sl ashed his tight bonds. The gag was ripped fromhis mouth. He uttered a
hate-filled snarl:

"The Shadow "

Narvo listened to the disconfited guard's story. One thing was instantly
clear to Narvo and the rest of his nobsters.

The Shadow was still inside the house!

He had not escaped by way of the roof. It was also inpossible for himto
have sneaked past that steel rear door downstairs through which David Barfield
had depart ed.

"Search the whol e dammed pl ace!" Narvo shouted. "You boys start here from
the top floor. The rest can work upstairs fromthe cellar with ne. And don't
mss a crack or a knothole. If you see The Shadow, blow himto pieces!"

The search began - a deadly search by enraged crooks. It took
consi der abl e
time. But it yielded no captive.

The t hugs moving from above and those from bel ow net in the hallway
out side the closet into which The Shadow had vani shed. Narvo pointed to the
cl osed door.

"Look in there! It's the only place he could have gone."

Hi s hand was on the closet door, when there cane a startling
i nterruption.

One of the prow ing nobbies had entered Narvo's office. H s yell brought the
rest pouring in. He pointed to the cut-out w ndowpane and the open shutter
Heads peered watchfully into the alley bel ow.

It was Narvo who saw the cloak at the base of the alley hall. H's gun
poi nted at what he thought was the crouched figure of The Shadow.
"Freeze!" Narvo snarled. "One nove, and I'Il rip your guts with |l ead! o

get him boys!"

Narvo didn't fire for fear the noise of shooting mght attract attention
fromthe street in front of the house. It cost himan effort not to pull the
trigger. He was wild with rage at the way The Shadow had penetrated into his
st ronghol d.

But soon his rage increased. H's henchnmen, racing fromthe house, had
surrounded the cl oaked fugitive. They sprang closer, to capture him Then they
yelled with di smay.

They found thensel ves grappling with an enpty bl ack cl oak weighted with
an
object from Narvo's own desk

They were called back into the house by the nob | eader. Hi s rage had
changed to gri munderstandi ng. He began to sense what |ay behind The Shadow s



strategy. Once nore, he sent his nen toward the hall closet.

A hand flung open the door. The cl oset was enpty. At Narvo's nod, one of
hi s henchrmen mani pul ated the nechanismto open the closet's fake rear wall.
@uns lifted in readiness to blast The Shadow i nto bl oody shreds.

THE SHADOW however, was not idle. His trickery had given hima precious
margin of time. He wasn't wasting it.

A silent leap toward the wall of the arsenal roomhad carried himto the
cal endar that had excited his suspicion. He jerked at the thin wire that
suspended it fromthe tack

The result was startling.

Except for a narrow strip along the base of the wall where The Shadow
stood, the whole floor of the arsenal room hinged suddenly downward.
Ever yt hi ng
on that tilted floor slid into a black chute!

It happened with appalling sw ftness. Guns, cases of anmunition
i ncendi ary bonbs - the whol e deadly cargo of death hidden in this w ndow ess
room vani shed downward into bl ackness.

One object, however, renained. Before The Shadow had yanked at the wre,
he had sei zed one of the arson bonbs. It was clutched in his hand as he stood
on the narrow strip of flooring at the base of the wall.

Hol di ng t he bomb, The Shadow stared downward. He had no idea what |ay
bel ow. But logic told himthat the safest course for himto take would be to
foll ow the vani shed evi dence. Crooks had arranged the chute device to enable
themto get rid of contraband evidence in a hurry. Somewhere in that darkness
bel ow, there nust be a way of getting the stuff out of the nob headquarters in
rapi d fashion.

The Shadow prepared to leap to the slippery slant of the chute.

It was at this instant that Narvo's nobsters appeared. The sight of The
Shadow brought a yell fromthe first thug to emerge fromthe hall closet. H's
gun spat fl ane.

But the nobster was too eager. Lead flicked past the face of The Shadow,
a
slug thudded into the plaster wall close to his face.

The Shadow fired in return. H's bullet caught the thug in the leg. The
crook staggered backward. Hi s place was taken by two nore of his pals. They
fired as fast as they could jerk triggers of their guns.

No shots were returned by The Shadow. He had pulled the pin mechanismin
t he arson grenade which he had sal vaged from Narvo's deadly collection. He
threw the bonb toward his enenies.

There was an instant burst of flanme. It was a white-hot brilliance that
dazzl ed the eyes. No snoke cane fromit. The thing was evidently a thermte
bonb.

The woodwork of the closet began to blaze vigorously. Werever the deadly
liquid inside the arson bonb spattered, nore flanes began to lick along dry
woodwor k.

A wall of flame roared and spread between The Shadow and his pursuers.
The
t hugs flung themsel ves backward to escape fromthe hot inferno. The Shadow,

t 0o,
was i n danger of roasting to death.

He fled the flame by |leaping feet first into the chute.

Downward i nto darkness he whizzed at terrific speed. He could see
not hi ng.

He braced hinself for a bone-nunbing crash

But the end of that queer slide was as strange as its begi nning. The
Shadow found his fall broken by a padded floor. As he staggered to his feet in
dar kness, his forehead cracked agai nst the sharp corner of a wooden case. On
t he padded floor in front of himhe could feel a junble of the cases and boxes



that had slid down the chute ahead of him

For a brief noment, The Shadow fl ashed his Iight. What he saw brought
under st andi ng | aughter to his I|ips.

He had slid downward to the padded fl oor of a covered truck!

d i mbi ng over the wooden cases, he reached the cow ed front seat of the
truck. It was enpty. In front of the parked truck was only bl ackness. The
Shadow swi tched on the truck's lights.

Ahead of the notionless vehicle was a I ong concrete tunnel. There was
j ust
enough cl earance for the wheels of the truck. There was just enough headroom
for
its top.

The Shadow started the engi ne drove the truck onward through the tunnel

He emerged where he expected. The Shadow was in a basement bel ow t he
garage t hrough which he had ridden earlier as a stowaway in Narvo's
aut onobi | e.

AN el evator platform showed how the truck could be lifted to the garage
for a quick getaway to the street. The Shadow drove the truck aboard the
el evator. He started the mechanism The lift rose slowy.

At the top, he found thugs waiting for him The whine of the ascendi ng
cage had warned the garage pals of Narvo. Their guns snarl ed.

The Shadow, crouched lowin the truck's seat, heard the whistle of
bul l ets
ri ppi ng dangerously close to his body. He gave his steering wheel a desperate
whirl and fed the engi ne gas.

One of the thugs screamed as a heavy tire crunched over his foot. The
rest
ducked out of danger.

As his truck thundered toward the open front of the garage, The Shadow
fired only a single shot. He fired at a crook who had raced to the side of the
doorway. The thug was trying to | ower the ponderous vertical door

The Shadow s bullet ruined that snmart idea. The man at the doorway
t oppl ed
with a wounded | eg doubl ed under him Before the steel barrier could descend,
The Shadow and the stolen truck were out in the street.

Wth a roar of power, The Shadow drove westward

Shooting had attracted the attention of a patrolman. He blew his whistle
and raced toward the garage. Back of the garage, a red stain was spreadi ng
across the bl ack sky overhead. The Shadow s arson bonb had dooned the
headquarters of Narvo.

Raci ng toward The Shadow, the cop thought he was dealing with a crim nal
He fired as quickly as he could bring his gun into play. The Shadow, hunched
| ow, drove his heavy vehicle in zigzags.

A ponderous rear wheel grazed the curb. The onrushing cop had to | eap
swiftly aside to save his life.

The Shadow swung around a corner. He fed gas to the powerful engine. The
truck' s speedoneter needl e clinbed.

It was high tinme. Squad cars, warned by radio, were on the nove. The
sirens of fire apparatus were audible as the red glowin the sky began to
assune nore threateni ng proportions.

The Shadow had no further use for his stolen truck. He got rid of it in a
spot where police would be sure to recover it. He drove it off the end of an
open pier into the Hudson River

Just before the truck | eaped fromthe stringpi ece, The Shadow junped to
safety. He raced into the darkness of a water-front street.

Soon he was in another car. He had a definite goal to reach. He drove as
fast as he dared without attracting attention. He was heading toward the
apartment of a man naned Howard Bl air.



The Shadow knew that Janmes Whorter, one of the two surviving heirs of
David Barfield, was visiting Blair tonight.

He knew that Barfield, using his "invalid" alibi, had sneaked secretly
fromhis mansion. Barfield was in | eague with Narvo's nmob. Barfield was al so
probably heading for the Blair home. Perhaps he was al ready there!

The Shadow had destroyed Narvo's stronghol d, but his achi evenent had
wast ed considerable tinme. The stage was set for another appearance by Bl ue
Face.

Was The Shadow too late to intervene?

CHAPTER | X
DEATH I N BLUE

HOMRD BLAI R wasn't exactly drunk. But neither was he exactly sober. He
smled owishly at Janmes Worter, as he poured out nore drinks froma bottle
of
very expensi ve whi skey.

"I amfeeling no pain whatever," Whorter chuckl ed.

Their faces were flushed. They had been discussing topics that appeal ed
to
both of them Race horses, yachts, polo ponies, lovely |adies.

VWhorter was trying to interest Blair in a fishing cruise to the Gulf of
Mexi co. That was why he had called on his fellow playboy this evening. The
living roomof the apartnent was filled with nmaps and gui de books on tropica
fishing. The rest of the apartment was dark.

It was fromone of these dark roons that an unl ooked-for interruption
cane. A vase fell froma table and crashed to pieces on the floor

"What the devil was that?" Wiorter asked. "The wi nd nust have bl own
somet hi ng over."

"There's no wind to bl ow anything,"'
there are closed.”

VWorter yawned, and di splayed no further interest. But Blair |ooked
al arnmed. He had drunk as much as his visitor, but he could hold his |iquor
better.

"Sounds like a burglar,” he growed. "lI'mgoing in and have a | ook."

He got to his feet. In his nmnd was an uneasy renenbrance that there had
been a lot of burglaries lately. The papers had been full of news about a
mar i j uana-crazed crimnal who had wounded a | ot of people, and killed a few,
too, in order to steal a few paltry dollars in |oot.

Blair wal ked unsteadily toward a desk, where he kept a snall automatic
pistol. He never reached it. A voice fromthe doorway of the dark room beyond
was raspi ng an om nous order

"Stand still!"

Blair whirled. So did Whorter. Then both nmen uttered a choked cry of
alarm Their hands lifted in terror above their heads.

They were staring at a hideous-1ooking intruder. H's head and face | ooked
like the shriveled skull of an Egyptian numy. A helmet of blue plastic
material, |like winkled Cell ophane, fitted closely over the burglar's skull.
Unl i ke Cell ophane, it couldn't be seen through. It nerely enphasized the sharp
jut of nose and ears and chin behind the opaque coveri ng.

Twin slits permitted the nman to see. Hi s hidden eyes gl eaned like flane.

He wore dark-blue clothing. In one hand he gripped the gun that was ai ned
om nously at the two nmen he had surprised. In his other hand was a |ighted
cigarette.

The odor fromthe cigarette nade Blair and Worter sniff sharply. Their
faces pal ed. They knew what sort of cigarette the burglar was holding. A
"reefer"!

The identity of the burglar was clear to these two frightened nephews of

Blair replied. "All the windows in



David Barfield. They shuddered as they renenbered the fate of their fell ow
heir, Charles d ee.

"Take it easy," Blue Face snarled, in a high-pitched whine that was
obvi ously a disguise. "I want noney!"

"We don't have nuch cash,” Blair faltered. "Matter of fact, neither of us
has nmore than a few dollars in our wallets.”

Bl ue Face sni cker ed.

"Your wallets will do. Don't you read the newspapers? |I'mjust a
cheapskate. | don't bother about big noney."

Hi s voi ce changed to a nmenaci ng grow .

"Toss your wallets at nmy feet. And be careful. | shoot people who annoy

ne
by trying to be smart!"

The wall ets were tossed on the floor at his feet. Blue Face nade no nove
to pick them up.

Not once had the lighted cigarette in his left hand touched his |ips,
where a narrow slit in the blue covering permtted Blue Face to breathe and to
talk. Wthout renoving his eyes fromeither Worter or Blair, he dropped the
cigarette on the expensive rug near where the wallets had fallen

Hi s foot crushed the cigarette flat, extinguishing it. He didn't pick up
the butt. He allowed it to lie there.

Hs victins didn't realize it, but Blue Face was calmy waiting for
somet hing to happen that he wi shed to encourage.

BLUE FACE was aware of the exact positions of the two men who stood in
notionl ess terror under the nmenace of his gun. Wiorter stood alnost in the
center of the room his face |like chalk. He was still thinking of Charles
C ee.

Blair was thinking of Clee, too. But Blair's position in the room was
nor e
favorabl e for defensive action. He stood al nost at the edge of an open
door way.

The doorway gave access to a little sitting room In that roomwas a
t el ephone.

Bl air began showing a ot nore terror than he actually felt. He swayed
si deways. Hi s side glance showed himthat he was in a spot fromwhich he could
leap into the sitting roomand slam and | ock the door

Suddenly, he whirled. H s backward | eap was swift. The door slamed
behi nd
hi munder the terrific jerk of his hand. The key turned on the inside of the
| ock.

Blair | eaped for the tel ephone. His excited voice could be heard diny
out side the | ocked room He was tel ephoning police headquarters to tip them
of f
about Bl ue Face.

Bl ue Face knew this. It was exactly what he wanted. But he pretended
ot herw se.

He sent a couple of bullets ripping through the panel of the door. The
fact that he fired nmuch too high to hit a man inside the room was |ost on
Blair. Blair was crouched over the tel ephone, in the inner room yelling an
excited call for help to the police.

Bl ue Face hadn't noved an inch since the nmonent he had so coolly mashed
out the lighted marijuana cigarette he had dropped on the rug. He continued to
stare out of slitted eyes at the rigid figure of James Worter. There was
something in that gaze that nade Worter's blood run cold with terror. He
didn't nove. He hardly dared breathe.

Bl ue Face's chuckle was |like the rasp of a saw.

"Excuse the shots, please. That was just to prove to the police that ny
reputation as a jittery burglar is a deserved one. Actually, |I prefer Blair to



remain alive. You' re the one who's going to die, ny friend!"

"Why?" \Whorter gasped.

"Because it's time for another accident to happen. You don't know it, but
you tried to grapple with me, see? | was forced to shoot you in order to get

away fromthe police, whomBlair has so conveniently sunmoned. Blair will tell
the police that it was another robbery by a nervous hophead. You, of course,
will tell them nothing. You, M. Worter, will be dead!"

Bl ue Face's breath hissed.

"And do you know why? Because | began planning to kill you a long tine

ago. Not for the contents of your wallet, either!"

VWorter noaned. He knew he was doonmed. But the realization of his peri
served to give hima kind of desperate courage.

It was a case of die like arat - or like a man. In that |ast instant of
his life, Wworter chose to be a man. He | eaped toward the | evel ed gun of Bl ue
Face.

He al nost succeeded. He got one hand on the barrel of the gun and tried
to
twist it aside. Blue Face and his victimswayed together

Then the gun roared.

Bl ue Face darted backward with quick agility. Worter renmai ned upright
for
a second, his face blurred. Then he toppled to the floor. There was a thud as
his forehead hit the polished wood. He never noved.

W TH the death of Whorter acconplished, Blue Face changed to a dynano of
swift energy. The two wallets that still lay on the rug were picked up and
stuffed carelessly into his coat pocket. He turned to flee.

It was high tinme. The shots which Blue Face had punped through the cl osed
door of the sitting roomhad attracted attenti on outside the apartnent.

It was clear to Blue Face what was probably happening out in that
corridor
of the building. A tenant had notified the el evator operator. The operator had
dropped his car swiftly to the street level to get a policeman.

The rear exit fromBlair's apartnment seened |ike the best bet for a
burglar on the run. Yet the choice nmade by Bl ue Face was exactly the opposite.

Wal king alnost as calmy as if he were taking a stroll in Central Park
he
unl ocked the front door of Blair's apartnent and stepped out into the
corridor.

There was no one in sight. The tenant who had given the al arm had ducked
back into his own suite. But there was a tiny bit of novement in the corridor
that did not escape the slitted gaze of Bl ue Face.

The arrow i ndicator at the door of the elevator shaft was noving. The
el evator was rising fromthe street |level at a fast pace.

Bl ue Face knew what to expect. A policeman from a nearby beat was com ng
up to shoot it out. Qther police, sumoned over the tel ephone by the
barri caded
Blair, were racing to the scene in swift squad cars.

Bl ue Face had pl anned on all of this - and nore. He was ready!

VWen the elevator halted at the floor |evel, Blue Face was not in sight.
He remai ned hidden until the door of the Iift slid open

A uni fornmed policeman sprang out with drawn gun, raced toward the door of
Blair's apartnent.

He never reached it. A bullet fromthe hidden killer struck himin the
back, badly wounding him The cop pitched to the tiled floor of the corridor
The gun slid fromhis nervel ess fingers.

An instant |ater, Blue Face was inside the elevator. His leap carried him
there before the terrified operator could slide the door shut.

"Down!" Bl ue Face snarl ed.



Hi s voice and the horrible blue nask over his head brought pronpt
obedi ence fromthe terrified operator. Blue Face | eaned cl oser. He brought the
butt of his gun down on the back of the operator's skull. There was a
si ckeni ng
thud. The man col | apsed to the floor of the swiftly descendi ng car

Bl ue Face took over the control handle. He stopped the car at the street
| evel . Blue Face knew all about this building. He had scouted it beforehand,
to
be ready for just such an energency.

He knew that the elevator shaft was in the rear of the |obby. The | obby
itself was a long one; the switchboard desk was |ocated at the front, as were
the |l eather chairs for the conveni ence of visitors.

The el evator shaft at the narrow L-shaped rear of the | obby could not
easily be seen fromthe street.

Bl ue Face added to the darkness by extinguishing a ceiling |ight.

Hi s next nove was utterly fantastic. There seened to be neither sense nor
meaning init.

He reached up over the door of the elevator shaft. In the darkness, he
could feel the shape of a small metal arrow - the floor indicator.

Bl ue Face gave that arrow a quick, muscular jerk. He broke the electrical
contact that operated it. When he was sure the nechani smwas broken and the
arrow coul dn't be noved except by a push of the hand, he set the arrow at a
spot he wi shed.

He could feel the raised letter "B" on the darkness of the dial. "B"
st ood
for "Basenment." That was the location in which Blue Face | eft the broken arrow
poi nt er.

HE tiptoed to the angle of the foyer and peered toward the front. There
was only one dimlight burning there. The light was in the ceiling over the
desk where the swi tchboard man usually sat. The desk was now enpty.

Bl ue Face had counted on that, too. He knew that at night, as in nopst
ot her apartnents, the swi tchboard man had to run the el evator, too

Bl ue Face noved stealthily through this dimMy lit area toward the street
door.

There was no longer a gun in his hand. He had shoved the weapon out of
sight with the two wallets he had stolen fromBlair's apartnment. He carried
somet hing else in his clenched right hand.

The manner in which he had transferred it fromhis pocket to his hand
i ndi cated that the object mght be very fragile. It was small, too. It
coul dn't
be seen in the crook of Blue Face's curled fingers, as he advanced toward the
safety of the street.

Suddenly, Bl ue Face halted.

He had heard not hi ng, nor had he seen anything to alarma nornmal person
But he was like a wild beast skirting the edges of a trap

He sensed that a foe was waiting for himbeyond the di mconfines of the
| obby. He turned suddenly, as if to retrace his steps.

The turn was pure fake. Blue Face had no intention of fleeing by the back
exit fromthe. building. He anticipated correctly that the rear exit would be
one of the first spots reached by the police.

But the apparent retreat of the wily Blue Face acconplished its purpose.
A
figure appeared suddenly fromthe vestibule of the street |obby. It was a
figure
that seenmed part of the darkness itself.

Twi n .45s gl eaned in bl ack-gl oved hands. Eyes that matched the power in
the eyes of Blue Face stared at the half-turned crimnal. A voice uttered a
gri m comuand:



"Stop!"

Bl ue Face froze in his tracks. His hands lifted above his mummi fi ed head
in token of surrender.

He was facing the only foe he dreaded. It was the suprene foe agai nst
whom
Bl ue Face had nade so nany cunni ng preparations.

The Shadow

CHAPTER X
A CUNNI NG FCE

FOR what seened an eternity, a master of evil and a master of justice
stared at each other. The eyes of The Shadow were |ike nolten steel boring
into
the slitted eyehol es of Blue Face's mask.

Blue Face's terror was only partly assunmed. In spite of hinself, he felt
a
chill of fear chase up and down his spine. H s upraised arns quivered.

But his evil will conquered his fear. He had come prepared to el ude The
Shadow. | nside one of his clenched hands was the fragile pellet which he had
pal med after he had left the el evator

Under the nenace of The Shadow s .45s, Blue Face didn't dare nove either
of his hands. But novenent wasn't necessary to achieve the surprise he had
pl anned. He nerely opened his | eft hand.

The object of his grasp fell to the tiled floor of the apartnent foyer.
It
smashed with a faint tinkle of shattered gl ass.

As it smashed, Blue Face | eaped backward. He vani shed instantly into a
cl oud of snoke that spread rapidly in a thick and blinding fog. The snoke was
whitish-yellow It gave off a choking, acrid odor. The fumes bit into the
| ungs
of The Shadow and made hi m cough horribly as he | eaped forward in pursuit of
Bl ue Face.

It was inpossible for The Shadow to see, to breathe. But he struck out
fiercely with a clubbed gun. The blindly delivered blow found a mark. It
| anded
with a gl anci ng i npact agai nst the bl ue-w apped head of the crim nal

Bl ue Face uttered a shrill cry. He staggered aside. The Shadow tried to
clutch at himin the snmoke fog, and m ssed. The thick yell ow sh vapor was |ike
the bite of flame in The Shadow s | ungs. He coughed rackingly as he stunbl ed
bl i ndl y ahead.

Hi s eyes were useless. But his ears gave hima clue that his eyes denied
him He heard the slam of an el evator door at the rear of the foyer.

The sound gal vani zed The Shadow into action. He fought his way through

t he
choki ng snoke to the el evator door. The shaft door was closed. It was
i mpossi bl e

to tell whether Blue Face had fled upward or down in the car

Using his sensitive fingers as a guide, The Shadow reached up over the
door of the shaft and felt the pointer nechanism The metal arrow that showed
the position of the elevator in the shaft pointed all the way over to the left
of the dial. Above the point of the notionless arrow was a raised letter. The
letter was "B."

The Shadow made a | ogi cal deduction, that Blue Face had descended to the
basenent and had left the car there.

He raced a few feet farther along the rear foyer, to where a tiny red
gl ow
i ndicated the location of the fire stairs.



Down t hose steel -inclosed stairs, The Shadow ran. He hoped to head off
Bl ue Face before the fleeing crimnal could reach the rear court behind the
apartment building. Once in that court, Blue Face had only to scale a fence.
It
was the |ast barrier between himand freedom

Bl ue Face heard the mi staken pursuit of The Shadow, from a spot where he
waited in grimsilence. He was crouched agai nst the darkened foyer wall, in an
angl e of the | obby that was not nore than a few feet fromthe cl osed door of
the elevator. H s slamm ng of the shaft door had been, of course, only a sly
trick to deceive The Shadow. Having slamed t he door, Blue Face had nerely
retreated a few feet and held his breath.

Over his nostrils and mouth was a small cloth that had been dipped in
somet hing that snelled faintly of cloves. Its protective noisture kept him
from
reveal i ng hinmsel f by agoni zed coughi ng caused by the dense snoke.

A nmoment | ater, Blue Face was wal king with catlike silence toward the
street door of the building. He opened the door cautiously, then slipped
calmy
to the dark sidewal k outside

He gl anced up and down the street.

There were four cars parked at the curb. Al were enpty. Blue Face ducked
into obscurity. It was inpossible to say whether he had entered one of the
cars, or had faded down a flight of cellar steps near the fourth and | ast car

That was the last tinme that Blue Face was visible. Mnute foll owed
m nut e.

He did not reappear.

THE SHADOW in the neantinme, was far fromidle. Unaware that he had been
cunningly sent on a false trail, he raced to the cellar of the apartnment
buil ding. He darted his flashlight into every nook and cranny where the
el usi ve
Bl ue Face m ght have hidden hinself for a final desperate stand.

The flashlight showed nothing. The Shadow raced out the back door and
into
a concrete-paved court. It was the only place to which Blue Face coul d have
fled
fromthe basement. The other two doors of the cellar were | ocked on the
i nsi de.

The Shadow ran for the high fence at the rear of the court. An attenpt
had
been nade to beautify the court by a wi de fl owerbed, planted al ong the base of
the rear fence

Ignoring the flowers, The Shadow planted his feet firmy and | eaped
upward. Hi s fingers caught the top of the fence and haul ed himup. He sent the
beam of his torch along the ground on the other side.

Instantly, he had an unpl easant thought in the back of his mnd. The
Shadow s senses were trained to detect the slightest trace of a fleeing man on
atrail as fresh as this. He could discover nothing to show that Blue Face had
vaul ted over the fence to which The Shadow now cl ung.

For the first tinme since the yell owi sh snoke had hi dden Bl ue Face, The
Shadow began to suspect the truth.

He | eaped backward to the courtyard. The ray of his torch flitted over
t he
fl owerbed at the inner base of the fence. It showed the deep inprints of The
Shadow s shoes in the soft earth.

But it showed nothing el se.

Bl ue Face would have had to stand in the flowerbed to make a sinmlar |eap
upward. The fact that his prints were not there was proof that he had never
entered the courtyard at all. Blue Face had not raced out of the building



t hrough the rear door in the cellar

Having rectified his logical, but mstaken, first deduction, The Shadow
wasted no tine.

He knew now the cellar was enpty. He questi oned whet her Blue Face had
ever
been in the cellar at all.

The Shadow darted swiftly through the basenment, to the el evator shaft. He
| ooked at the indicator arrow above the basement door of the shaft. The arrow
pointed to the figure "1."

It neant that the car was still at the ground | evel. The arrow upstairs
had |ied. Blue Face had only seened to enter the car

The Shadow was at | ast certain of what had happened. He hurried up the
fire stairs to the | obby. The place was still filled with the yell ow sh snoke
fromBlue Face's glass pellet. But the funes were no | onger so dense. The
Shadow was abl e to breathe w thout agony.

It was still inpossible to see the arrow pointer on this floor. But The
Shadow di dn't need sight to tell himwhat the situation was. He merely grasped
the netal arrow, and it noved easily in his grasp

The Shadow knew at once that the el ectrical connection had been broken by
Bl ue Face. He understood, too late, why the arrow had pointed to "B" when the
car had actually been at the ground-floor |evel the whole tine.

Prying at the closed door of the car, The Shadow was able to nove it
aside, finally, inits oiled groove. Blue Face, forced to slamit fromthe
out si de, had not done a very good job of locking it. The door was neant to be
cl osed by the operator fromthe inside. The mechani sm had jamed before the
door clicked.

The open el evator showed the unconscious and bl eeding figure of the
operator, whom Bl ue Face had slugged. Al that The Shadow needed to know was
now clear. He darted through the foyer and out the front door of the building,
into the dark street.

As he expected, the street was enpty.

Bl ue Face had made a bold getaway. Hi s method of escape gave The Shadow
added evi dence of what he had | ong since suspected - that in battling
Bl ue- Face, he was battling one of the shrewdest crimnals he had ever | ocked
horns with!

EVERY nove Bl ue Face had nade, since his first encounter with The Shadow,
showed himto be a man of infinite cunning.

In regardi ng hima hophead with a nervous trigger finger, the police were
badly underestimating a genius of crine. Blue Face never pulled a trigger
wi t hout | ong cal cul ati ons beforehand. Nor was he the cheap burglar that
| nspect or Cardona i magi ned.

Bur gl ary, The Shadow knew, had nothing to do with these strange crines.

It
was sinply canoufl aged to cover certain well-planned nurders.

The real victins of Blue Face were the nephews of David Barfield. Charles
Clee had died first. Now Janes Whorter was dead.

Was the third nephew, Elliot Peabody, destined to be the next victinP

The Shadow stared at a |ine of parked autonobiles at the curb near the
apartment house. There were three cars in the line. And yet The Shadow was
positive that when he had entered the building, a short while earlier, the
nunber of parked cars had been four

Wiere was the fourth car now?

The Shadow exami ned t he spot where the nissing car had stood. He nade a
qui ck scrutiny of the asphalt. He | ooked at the marks of the turning tires. He
studi ed the stone edge of the curb along which the car had stood.

A brief burst of l|aughter welled om nously from The Shadow s tight I|ips.
It was inpossible to tell fromhis face the nature of the information he had
obt ai ned.



He melted backward toward the line of the building. H s sharp ears had
heard the distant wail of a police car
The Shadow knew how Bl ue Face al ways wor ked. Police had been tipped off

by
some "error" Blue Face had cormitted. They were on their way now to pick up a
cold trail. They would find another marijuana cigarette.

It would be awkward if they found The Shadow.

@iding fromsight, The Shadow descended into a cellar opposite the
apartment house where Whorter had been kill ed.

By the time police cars were screeching to a halt in the dark street, The
Shadow was a good di stance fromthe scene. He was spared the ironic sight of
| nspect or Cardona darting hopefully inside to capture Bl ue Face.

The Shadow had made a pardonabl e bl under. But he had al so achi eved a
certain success. He was appreciably closer to a know edge of the identity of
Bl ue Face. Was Blue Face the driver of that mysterious fourth car that was no
| onger parked in the street?

Laughter from The Shadow i ndi cated that perhaps he knew. H s fade-out
from
t he apartnent house where Whorter had been killed didn't take himfar

Soon he was driving back to the murder scene in an expensive car. But not
as The Shadow.

It was time for Lanont Cranston to nmake an appearance.

CHAPTER Xl
THE FI NAL CLUE

THE fourth car, to whose novenents The Shadow attached considerabl e
i mportance, was at no great distance fromthe apartnent buil ding where Janes
Whorter had just been murdered.

It was parked at the curb of a street about a half mle to the north. Not
far fromwhere the car stood was a street intersection. There was a | oca
subway station underground at this point. The exit was directly behind the
par ked aut onobil e.

The man in the car kept watching the subway exit. He was David Barfield.
The face of the nmllionaire real-estate owner was taut. H s hands were
cl enched
into angry fists. Oaths cane in a lowtoned mutter fromhis |ips.

The man for whom Barfield was waiting was | ate.

Presently, there was a rumbl e underground. Another subway |ocal was
pulling into the station below Barfield |leaned forward eagerly. A few people
energed fromthe subway exit and scattered in the darkness.

After they were gone from sight, another figure appeared from below. It
was Sl ug Narvo

Narvo lost no tinme sliding into the seat of the parked car. He | ooked as
angry as Barfield. There was a sullen glow in his eyes as he faced the
mllionaire.

"O K |I'mhere. So what are you gl aring about?"

"I's Whorter dead?"

"Yeah. Dead as a mackerel! You know all about it, pal. Wiy the hell do
you
have to ask me?"

The snarl of the nob | eader touched off afresh the rage in Barfield. He
didn't mnce any words. He bawl ed out Narvo with a | owtoned fury that made
Slug's face darken

"Take it easy!" Slug warned.

"Easy? What do you think I've been paying you for? Wat have you been
doi ng toni ght? \Were have you been? |'ve a good nmnd to -"

Barfiel d' s hand noved slightly. It might have been a nove toward his hip



pocket. Narvo didn't take any chances. His own gun |l eaped into view Its
nuzzl e
prodded deep into Barfield s mddle.

"Shut up! One nore word out of you and I'Il blast you! I'mgetting sick
of
your big nouth!"

Barfield gul ped. He licked his lips and forced an unpl easant snile

"Sorry. | didn't mean to ride you. Let's cut out the argument and get
down
to facts."

"Any way you like. Only, don't think you can bull doze ne."

"You let me down tonight," Barfield said harshly.

"The hell | did!"

"I'f you didn't - where were you? And where was your blasted nob?"

"WAit a minute!" Narvo snapped.

Barfield continued to spit grimwords.

"And what about The Shadow? The Shadow showed up at Blair's apartment.
war ned you he would! | told you he had sneaked inside ny hone and found out it
has a secret exit. Do you know what we m ssed toni ght through your stupidity?"

"What ?"

"A perfect chance to w pe out the dammed Shadow | wanted hi m w ped out.
He's a nuisance. | thought | rmade that clear to you."

"Lemrme nake sonething clear to you, M. Barfield," Narvo rasped. As he
spoke he watched the realty owner closely. "My gang wasn't around the Blair
apartment tonight - because | haven't got any gang! It's been w ped out -
[iquidated! Get that?"

"What do you nean?"

"Maybe you know al ready, w se guy!"

BARFI ELD, listening with veiled eyes, heard the curt story of the events
that had occurred earlier that evening at the headquarters of Narvo. He
| ear ned
about the secret one-man raid of The Shadow. Narvo told him of The Shadow s
escape, of the burning of the gang's hide-out by an arson bonb tossed by The
Shadow.

Barfield nade a sound of astonishnent.

"Are you kidding nme?"

"Kidding, hell! The building is a charred weck! Half of ny nob are
croaked. The rest are on the run. Cardona has a warning out to pick ne up on
sight."”

David Barfield blinked. He spoke rapidly.

"There's only one thing to do. You've got to lie low. Get out of town.
Find some spot where you can spend a nmonth or two under cover. Maybe somewhere
up in the country."

"Yeah? And how about you?" Narvo sneered. He was regaining his conposure.

"I don't have to sneak, my friend. My position is considerable better

t han
yours, at the nonent. Besides, |'ve got to remain in town to find out certain
things. I've got to | earn how nuch The Shadow knows."

Narvo's chuckl e was nasty.

"Sometines | get to thinking about all this Blue Face stuff. Sonetines I
say to myself, "Wuldn't it be funny if it turned out that Blue Face was David
Barfield all the tine?" Good joke, huh?"

Barfield didn't [augh. Hi s expression, for an instant, was poi sonous with
fury. But the |look faded swiftly.

"A ridiculous notion! |I've told you who Blue Face is. He's John Shipton.
The son-in-law of ny rental agent.”
"Maybe. "

"Shipton was there tonight. | saw him He sneaked into the buil ding about



ten m nutes before hell broke |loose in Blair's apartnent. He sneaked out right
after the killing."

"What were you doi ng?"

"Watching," Barfield said stonily.

"Yeah. Me, too. | watched the bust-up of nmy gang. | watched ny
headquarters burn down. The heat was turned on ne tonight. 1'd like to turn
t he
heat on someone el se.”

"What do you nean?"

"This Shipton guy. Wiy don't you let ne handl e hin®"

"No!" Barfield s tone was peculiar. "Shipton is tough."

"Nobody can be tough who has a wife he's fond of," Narvo growed. "I've
handl ed t ougher nugs than Shipton, by putting the heat on their w ves."

"No! You'll do as | say. Get out of town and give ne a chance to think
t hi ngs over."

Narvo shrugged. "How will | keep in touch with you?"

"Where will you go?" Barfield asked him

Narvo naned a small town upstate.

"You can reached me in care of General Delivery under the name of Al bert
Perkins," Barfield told him "I1'll arrange to have someone | can trust pick up
any mail you send nme. There'll be no way to trace any connection between us."

"Fine!"

Narvo got out of the parked car as quietly as he had entered it. Their
conversation had attracted no attention. Narvo went back into the subway.
Barfield drove away.

The nonent the car had turned the corner, Narvo grinned. It was a nasty
grin. He had no intention of obeying Barfield s order to skip town. There were
certain ideas in Narvo's mind about Barfield that he wanted to investigate
further.

But first, he wanted to do sonethi ng about John Shi pton

He rode a short distance in the subway. Wen he emerged again, he headed
for a discreet place where he could nake a safe tel ephone call. He called up
Shi pton' s horre.

A woman answered. Her voi ce sounded pani cky over the wire. Narvo knew who
she was. It was Shipton's w fe, Elaine.

He put on a gruff, official tone; asked to talk to Shipton.

"Who are you?" El aine quavered. "It's late at night. Wat business do you
have wi th my husband?"

"Police business," Narvo clipped "I'ma plain-clothes detective, working
out of headquarters. | want to ask your husband a few questions. About this

Bl ue Face case. Your husband is the rent collector in some of the buildings
where Bl ue Face has nmade raids. He might know sonething that would help to
sol ve the case.”

“"I... | see.” The terror in Elaine's voice increased. "I'mafraid you
can't speak to ny husband now. Couldn't you see himtonorrow?"

"Why not tonight, madan? Isn't your husband honme?"

"Ch, yes... yes! O course he is!" She was |lying. The tone of her voice
proved that. "But | can't really rouse John to talk to you tonight. He... he
has insommia. | gave hima sleeping tablet. You understand?"

"OK! I"lIl talk to himtonorrow."'

Narvo's grin was cruel as he hung up. He had found out all he wanted to
know. Shipton was not at honme. Nobody to worry about but the guy's wife.
The coast was clear.

JOHN SHI PTON was a |l ong way fromthe bed where he was supposed to be
asl eep. He stood inconspicuously at the outer edge of a street crowd.

The crowd had gat hered outside the apartnment house where Janes \Worter
had
been nurder ed.



Shi pton was | ess excited than the rest of the spectators bunched behind a
line of uniformed police. He did nore listening than talking. He was trying to
find out if anyone in the cromd had heard anything definite about Blue Face or
hi s met hod of escape.

No one had. The information produced no noticeabl e change in Shipton's
expression. But he kept his face averted whenever a cop gl anced over the
crowd.

Shipton didn't care to be noticed here tonight!

Presently, he slipped out of the crowmd and went back to where he had
parked his car. He drove swiftly away.

Hi s goal was the garage fromwhich he had originally taken the car. A
ni ght enpl oyee greeted Shipton with a snile

"How are you, M. Jones? Have a nice trip tonight out to Jersey?"

"Yeah. But | sure am sleepy."

Wth a yawn, Shipton left the garage. But again he delayed his return
hone. He headed on foot to the room ng house where he had rented a room under
t he nane of Jones. He unl ocked the front door and went upstairs without anyone
seeing him Once he was safely in his room his tension vani shed.

He unl ocked the door of a closet and took out a suitcase. From his pocket
he produced a w cked-|ooki ng gun. The gun went into the suit case, which was
in
turn | ocked inside the closet.

Shipton left the room ng house as stealthily as he had entered it.

He hurried along dark streets, keeping as close to the building Iine as
he
could. H's face was no | onger expressionless. There was cold triunph on it.

THE SHADOW al so, was triunmphant. But he conceal ed his elation under the
sl eepy exterior of Lanmpbnt Cranston.

As Cranston, he had entered the buil ding where Janes Whorter had been
shot
to death by Blue Face. He had a glib excuse for being in the nei ghborhood so
late at night. His friendship with Inspector Cardona nade it easy for himto
get a look at the scene of the crine.

He found the apartnent of Howard Blair in considerable confusion. Cops
and
pl ai n-cl ot hes men were on the job. Newspapernmen waited out in the hallway,
grow ing at the delay before they could be adm tted.

The body of Janes Worter had been photographed by a police photographer
It now lay, covered with a sheet, in Blair's bedroom Fingerprint work had
been
finished. The report on that was a disappointnment. Blue Face had left no
prints.

Al the clues the police had were the two bullet holes in the
sitting-room
door through which Blair had fled to tel ephone the police. And a crushed
marijuana cigarette which Blue Face had left on the |iving-roomrug.

Howard Blair, his face pale, was talking to another man who had been
hastily summned by the police. H's conpanion was Elliot Peabody.

Peabody was nore at ease than Blair. He talked readily to the police. He
seened anxi ous to pl ease anyone who accosted him The Shadow, in his role of
Cranston, spoke to both Peabody and Blair. FromBlair he obtained a conplete
picture of the crine as it seemed to the police. From Peabody he gl eaned not
much of anyt hi ng.

Cardona, it was evident, had the same old theory of the "nervous
burglar."

"Bl ue Face was |ucky again," Cardona told Cranston. "We're sure to nab
him Look at those bullet holes in the sitting-roomdoor. He fired nmiles too
high to kill Blair. Too jittery even to aimstraight! A hophead! And here's



anot her of his damed reefers. Half snoked again."

The Shadow didn't point out to Cardona that although the marijuana
cigarette had been half consuned, it had not been between the lips of Blue
Face. He asked in the polite voice of Lanont Cranston about the effect of
Wiorter's death on his uncle.

"Poor Barfield is all broken up,’

"You saw hi mtoni ght ?"

Car dona sai d.

"Not exactly," Cardona replied. "Barfield is an invalid. He was at hone
asl eep when the crinme here took place. | tried to reach himon the phone, but
hi s phone is disconnected every night so he won't be disturbed. So | sent a

cop
over. The cop broke the news. Barfield took it pretty hard. It's tough to have
two of your nephews accidentally killed."

"You think it was an acci dent?"

"Of course! Blue Face didn't even know that \Whorter was here. He canme to
pul | another of his two-bit robberies on this fellowBlair."

The Shadow nmoved about the roomin his role of Cranston, apparently
bor ed.
But his eyes missed nothing. He saw the things that Cardona had seen, and a
few
ot her things that Inspector Cardona had m ssed.

After a while, he made a polite excuse and departed.

HE descended in the elevator to the street | obby.

There he nanaged to exam ne again the indicator arrow above the door of
the shaft. Nobody had noticed that the arrow didn't work, although many peopl e
had ridden up and down since the murder had occurred. The Shadow suspected
t hat
consi derabl e strength nmust have been exerted by Blue Face in order to break
t he
netal arrow.

He checked on this belief by slipping unseen to the basenent. There he
del i berately broke the arrow at the shaft door. It took a quick jerk to snap
the thing | oose.

The Shadow | aughed.

His visit tonight, in the role of Lanont Cranston, had been worthwhile.
The arrow i ncident was interesting. So were the clues of the cigarette and the
bull et holes in the door of Blair's sitting room But the reason for the
om nous | aughter of The Shadow lay in an entirely different direction.

He | ooked at something that lay in the palmof his hand. It was a tiny
fragnment of snooth glass. The Shadow had found it on the floor of the |obby,
close to the elevator shaft.

Bl ue Face had left that tiny fragment of glass behind him Staring at the
clue, The Shadow renenbered every detail of his desperate encounter with the
sly supercrininal. He knew what the fragnment of gl ass was and where it had
cone
from

He knew, at last, the real identity of Blue Face!

But know edge was not proof. A way had to be found to trap a crimnal of
i nfinite cunning. The nanes of various people flitted through The Shadow s
m nd. He considered Barfield and his nephew, Elliot Peabody. He thought about
Ri chard Harrison and John Shipton. Nor did he forget the well-dressed and
affable Dr. Mortiner.

One of these was Blue Face! Wich one it was, was still The Shadow s
secret. Ugly events were in the making, but The Shadow was ready to cope with
t hen

CHAPTER Xl



SNATCH JOB

ELAI NE SHI PTON was fri ght ened.

She sat alone in the living roomof her hone, scarcely able to contro
t he
cold trenmors that ran through her body. The roomwas lighted with every |anp
she
could turn on. But the brightness gave her little confort. She had a feeling
of
i mpendi ng danger.

El ai ne gl anced at the clock above the mantel. It was |ong past m dnight.

She thought of the harsh-voi ced detective who had tel ephoned to denand an
interview with her husband. Elaine had lied to the detective. She had said
John
Shi pton was asl eep in bed.

Actual Iy, El aine had not the faintest idea where John Shipton was!

She wi shed that her father was at hone to confort her. But Richard
Harri son was away, too. He had left the house i mediately after Shipton had
departed for his classes at the evening | aw school

Harrison had ki ssed Elaine hurriedly, and taken up the trail of his
son-in-law. He had pronmised to be careful, to run no risks of letting Shipton
know he was under surveillance.

El ai ne coul d have stood the loneliness of waiting for news in this enpty
house, if it had not been for that unexpected phone call froma detective. Had
the police | earned sonet hing suspici ous about John? How coul d El ai ne hoodw nk
the plain-clothes man, if he came to see her and insisted on seeing Shipton in
bed?

Was her husband really Bl ue Face?

The nore El ai ne thought about how she m ght handl e the detective if he
called, the |l ess she could make up her nmind. She was no closer to a solution
when suddenly she heard a light tap at the front door

She sat rigidly in her chair, both hands clenched tightly. She was unable
to nove.

The tap was foll owed by anot her sound. A key was turning in the |ock of
t he door.

El ai ne swayed to her feet.

Then the door was open and a man was coning toward the living room wth
a
hasty step. He stopped at the threshold of the room El aine gave a quick cry
of
relief.

It was her father, Richard Harrison

The realty agent for David Barfield | ooked pale and tired. He put an arm
about his trenbling daughter and kissed her. He dropped into a chair as if his
weary | egs could no | onger support him Father and daughter stared at each
ot her.

"Any... news?" El aine whispered.

"Nothing. | tried to trail him He went to a furnished rooning house in a
car. Then he drove away. | followed himto Harlem but he gave ne the slip. It
was afraid to get too close to him for fear he would di scover | was trailing
him"

Harrison sighed. He took off his glasses and w ped t hem

"God knows where he is now, and what he is doing!"

Nei t her of them nentioned John Shipton by name. Another name was in both
their mnds. An ugly nane that terrified El aine.

Bl ue Facel!

She told Harrison about the phone call froma detective. Harrison tried
to
make |ight of it.



"Probably just a routine checkup,” he nmuttered. "Don't forget it's |ong
after mdnight. The detective will probably not cone here at all. He'll wait
until morning. He'll never discover that you lied to him It will give your
husband a good alibi for tonight."

Elaine tried to smle. It was a ghastly attenpt. Harrison could see that
she was close to the breaking point. He stood up and put an arm around her
Gently, he forced her to walk with himto her bedroom

"Cet sone sleep. You'll collapse, if you don't. I'll promse to wake you
t he nmonent John comes in. |I'Il sit up in the living roomw th a book. Forget
about everything except your own health. You can't afford to tear your nerves
to pieces like this."

IN the end, Harrison had his way. Elaine slipped on a robe and | ay down.
Harri son fixed her a glass of water. Before he gave it to her he managed to
drop a mld sedative into it. It wouldn't drug her, but it would dull her nind
alittle. It would nmake it easier for her to fall into a natural sleep

He put out the light and tiptoed out. In the living room he picked up a
magazi ne and tried to read.

The cl ock ticked nonotonously. Harrison listened to its ticking as he
turned over the pages of the magazine. Wthout realizing it, his head began to
dr oop.

He renoved his glasses and took a nore confortable position on the sofa.
Soon he was dozi ng.

He didn't hear a faint sound fromthe rear of the house. It was not very
loud. It sounded like a gentle scratching. Harrison, stretched on the couch
with his pince-nez glasses laid aside, continued to stare with nearsighted
eyes
at the blurred cover of the magazine he had let slide to the floor

Then, suddenly, he realized something was w ong.

From the room behi nd himhe heard the quick thunp of feet. Sonmeone was
coming swiftly toward the Iiving roomfromthe rear of the house. A sudden
draft of air warned the alarned Harrison that one of the rear w ndows was
open.

In an instant, he was bounding to his feet. He whirled toward the rear
doorway of the room

"Quiet!" a voice whispered in an ugly undertone. "One sound out of you
and
"Il let you have it!"

A man was standing on the threshold of the door to the rear corridor. A
gun was pointed at Harrison. The man had a tight mouth and sullen eyes. He
hadn't bothered to mask his face.

It was Slug Narvo

Harrison stood frozen in watchful ness. He could tell death when he saw
it.

He knew that the arned thug who confronted hi mmeant what he had said.

"Don't shoot!"™ Harrison begged. "I won't make any noi se. Take whatever
you
want. My noney is in my wallet.”

"The hell with your noney," Narvo snarled. "Keep that trap of yours shut!
Back up toward nme. Slowy, pal! And keep those hands high - just the way you
got 'em"

Harri son obeyed. Narvo noved aside with a pantherish notion. He was in
front of Harrison, now H s gun was |like a steady rock. The nuzzle pointed at
Harrison's heart.

"Keep backing up slowy along this corridor. Stop when you get to the
third doorway on your left."

The third doorway |led to a bathroom The door was open. Narvo had noticed
all this on the way in. He had cut a pane froma rear w ndow and made his
entrance that way.



The grim parade halted outside the bathroom Not a sound reached the ears
of the girl who was fast asleep in the bedroom beyond.

"Face inside," Narvo whispered. "Take one slow step into the bathroom"

As Harrison slowy obeyed Narvo stepped swiftly toward the back of his
victim The gun in his hand noved toward Harrison's skull. Harrison sensed
what
was conming and tried to dodge. The bl ow was a glancing one. But it cut his
scal p
and toppled him

He fell forward. Narvo caught himbefore the realty agent toppled to the
tiled door. He lifted Harrison and laid himin the bathtub. The shower
curtains
were drawn swiftly together

Sl ug Narvo grinned. He hadn't earned his nicknane for nothing. He was an
expert in putting people out of action w thout any fuss.

There was no mirth in Narvo's grin. He tiptoed fromthe bat hroom and
noved
toward the nearby bedroom His job was only half finished. Harrison didn't
i nterest him Elaine Shipton did!

He stared down at her bed, watching the slowrise and fall of her bosom
Wth his gun trained on her, Narvo reached quietly down and tapped her on the
bare shoul der.

El ai ne awakened with a start.

"Get up!" Narvo said.

For an instant, Elaine was too drugged with sleep to realize what was
happeni ng. Then suddenly she becane aware of the gun pointing at her heart.
She
could see the wolfish gleam of Narvo's eyes, the cruel smirk at the corners of
his 1ips.

She sat up with a terrified jerk. Her nouth opened to enmt a scream
Nar vo
had expected this. H's free hand cl anped over Elaine's open nouth. The scream
was suppressed

Hol di ng her tightly, Narvo swung the girl bodily fromthe bed and jamed
her on her feet. He said in a deliberate and horrible whisper, "I'"mgoing to
kill you!"

It produced the effect he desired. Elaine's overburdened nerves gave way.
Her body went lax in the grip of Narvo. She fainted.

NARVO pi cked El ai ne up, with her dressing robe trailing and her bare feet
dangling. He was an expert at snatch jobs. An unconscious girl was a | ot
easi er
to ki dnap than one who was wi de awake. That was why Narvo had deliberately
frightened her into a fainting spell.

He dropped her to the ground fromthe open rear w ndow whose pane he had
cut. It was not much of a fall. The wi ndow was on the ground fl oor. But Narvo
gave a grunt of relief when he picked El ai ne Shipton up again.

Fromthe crooked way her head |lay on the ground, the thug was afraid for
an instant that she had broken her neck. Narvo didn't want Elaine's neck
broken. He wanted her alive to answer questions.

There were a lot of things Narvo wanted to know about her husband. He
intended to force Elaine to tell all she knew about John Shipton, as soon as
he
could get her to the place he had nade ready for her

He shoved her into a dark sedan that was backed behind the rear of the
house. He drove swiftly through silent streets without attracting any
attention.

Hi s goal was on the other side of town. Here was a region of cheap frane
houses. Each house had its own individual garage in the basenment. Narvo had



bought one through a dumy purchaser, for jobs such as this.

He drove down a concrete incline into the garage. He had |l eft the garage
door open, so as to waste no tine getting hinself and his prisoner out of
si ght.

He | ocked the front door of the garage and renoved El ai ne fromthe back
of
the sedan. There was a small door at the side of the garage, and he headed for
it with his burden. The door connected directly with the cellar of the frane
house.

A certain roomupstairs was soundproof. A girl in that roomcould scream
for hours and not be heard outside. It contained a chair that |ooked like a
dentist's chair, but wasn't. There were sone ugly tools on a side table, that
were useful in making stubborn prisoners talk.

The upstairs room was where Narvo intended to question El aine.

He shifted his grip on her. Hi s free hand funbled with the I ock of the
smal | door that connected the garage with the cellar of the house.

It was then that he heard the car. It seened to be racing up the quiet
street outside at a terrific pace. In barely an instant, or so it seenmed to
Narvo, the unseen car was outside his garage. It halted above the slant of the
concrete entrance, with a |oud screeching of brakes.

Foot st eps raced recklessly down the slanting ranmp to the | ocked garage. A
fist pounded cautiously on the door

"Open up!" a | ow voi ce whi spered.

Narvo was |ike a snarling beast at bay. He dropped his unconsci ous
captive
to the floor of the garage. Standing beside her, with drawn gun, he faced that
| ocked door, uncertainty on his face.

The cauti ous whi sper outside was repeated.

"Hurry up, Slug. Let me in! I couldn't get back to nmy own place. The cops
are watching it."

The voice was urgent. It sounded |ike David Barfield' s.

Barfield had told Narvo not to make any nobve agai nst Shipton. There woul d
be a nasty scene when Barfield caught a glinpse of the kidnapped El ai ne. But
Narvo knew how to handle trouble with a client - even a client who paid as
nmuch
as Barfield.

Wth a cold grin, Narvo unl ocked the garage door.

The nonent the door opened, he was given a violent thrust. It sent him
st aggeri ng backward agai nst the bunper of his parked car. Wth a quick bound,
a
figure | eaped inside and sl anmed the garage door shut.

It was a figure that made Narvo utter a strangled yell of fear. He tried
to whip his gun upward

H s visitor was Bl ue Face!

BLUE FACE was |ike a horrible automaton. Not a sound came from behind the
ugly plastic covering that swathed his head and face. Before the paral yzed
Narvo coul d recover his wits, Blue Face was at grips with him

Hi s strength was prodigious. A blue-gloved hand caught at the barrel of
the half-lifted gun in Narvo's grasp and wenched it away. The tw st was so
ferocious, it alnost dislocated Narvo's arm

He fell sideways to the floor, dizzy with the pain of his wenched
shoul der socket - and Blue Face fell with him

Aterrible battle started. It was all the nore terrible because of its
utter silence. Slug tried to use every ugly trick he had learned in a lifetine
in the underworld, to beat off the deadly assault of Blue Face. It was in
vai n.

The gun that Narvo had dropped | ay out of his reach. Blue Face had kicked it,
ski ddi ng, under the car



There was a knife in Narvo's inner coat pocket, tucked inside a |eather
scabbard. He twi sted away from Bl ue Face, trying to draw the weapon. But he
was
unable to tug the knife free.

H's rolling jerk played into the hands of Blue Face. Crouched on top of
Narvo, battering at himw th sl edgehamer bl ows, Bl ue Face was able to tw st
with nore ease than his victi munderneath. He succeeded in the sane stratagem
whi ch Narvo had failed at.

From beneath his blue suit cane the flash of a drawn knife.

It had a | ong, narrow bl ade, not nuch wi der than the shaft of an icepick
Each side of that knife had been honed to a cutting edge of nurderous
shar pness.

The knife lifted upward. It struck deep into the body of Slug Narvo!

Narvo di ed without uttering a sound. Even the expression of his face
didn't change. The |ong point of the blade had pierced deep into his heart.

Very little blood welled fromthe tiny wound in Narvo's breast. Blue Face
took only a single |ook, to nmake sure that the knife had gone in where he
intended it to. Then he darted to the crunpled body of El aine Shipton

He snatched her up into his arms. The swift jerk roused her. But the
si ght
of the blue numy-Ilike face peering into hers robbed El ai ne of every thought
except the terrible know edge that she was a captive of Blue Face.

Her body went |inp. Blue Face darted with her to the door of the garage.

Hi s car was parked outside, its engine still throbbing. In a nonment, the
rescued girl was in the nmachine. Blue Face drove away with her as swiftly as
he
had arrived.

He headed back to the hone of John Shipton. He parked his car in the sane
spot from whi ch Narvo had ki dnapped the girl. The sight of the cut pane of the
rear wi ndow drew an ironic chuckle from Blue Face. Soon he had the linp figure
of Elaine inside that window He carried her to her bedroomand | aid her on
t he
bed.

Then he raced back to the rear of the house, dropped out of the w ndow.
The sound of the car notor indicated that Blue Face was getting rid of an
aut onobil e in some nearby hiding place.

Si | ence envel oped the house. El aine Shipton |lay on her bed like a dead
worman. But after a long time color began to cone back into her paper-white
face. Slowy, she began to rouse fromher faint.

She lay, half conscious, hearing the slow tick of her bedroom cl ock
wi t hout realizing where she was or what had happened.

Then, with shocking swiftness, a horrible menory came into her mind. She
renmenbered the blue mumy-1ike mask of Bl ue Face!

Wth a cry of fear, she sat up in bed, began to trenble. She renenbered,
now, all the horrible events that had happened. She could see again the ugly
t hug who had forced her to | eave her bed at the point of a gun. A nerciful
bl ank had foll owed that. She nust have fainted, El aine realized

Then Bl ue Face had rescued her. Blue Face had killed Narvo! That nuch,
she
was certain of. She had caught a dazed glinpse of Narvo's bl eeding body on the
floor of the garage before she had fainted again.

Why had Bl ue Face rescued her? Was it because El aine was his w fe?

A noan cane from her 1ips.

THE npban was echoed by another sound. A man was groani ng in another room
of the silent house. The groan seened to conme fromthe direction of the
bat hr oom

It changed El ai ne's thoughts to her father. Wat had happened to hin? She
had left himsitting in the diving room waiting for her husband to return



from
his nmysterious prowing. Had Bl ue Face harmed hin?

Bef ore she could force her trenmbling legs to carry her down the hall, she
heard the click of a cautious key at the front door. \Wite-faced, she swung
about. The dark folds of a drape hid her froma direct view of the man at the
door. She could see him but he couldn't see her

It was her husband!

Shipton's face was |ike granite. He sneaked in cautiously, making no
sound. He renpbved his shoes, started to tiptoe toward the bedroom

Wth a sob, Elaine stepped suddenly from behind the curtain to confront
hi m

He gave a clipped cry. Hi s hand jerked toward his pocket. Then he
recogni zed his trenbling wife. He tried to smle, but it was a dreadful
imtation. H's eyes were |ike hot coals.

"What' s happened?" he demanded. "Why are you not in bed?"

Her gl ance dropped to his hand. There was a fresh cut on it. Fromit was
wel ling a slow fl ow of bl ood.

Shipton muttered a vague excuse about the cut on his hand. He continued
to
qguestion his w fe about what had happened in the house. He made El ai ne repeat
everyt hing she could renenmber before he allowed her to accompany himto the
bat hr oom

Harrison was still lying in the bathtub where Slug Narvo had placed him
after knocking himover the head. Like Elaine, there was little Harrison could
tell Shipton, after his son-in-law had conpletely revived himwi th some cold
water fromthe bathroom faucet.

It was Harrison who asked El ai ne the question that Shipton had avoi ded
aski ng:

"Are you sure you recogni zed this nman who rescued you in the garage?"

She shudder ed.

Harrison put his arm about her. He avoided | ooking at his silent
son-in-| aw

"Who was it?"

"Bl ue Face," El ai ne whi spered.

Shipton's |ips parted. He spoke sharply.

"That's nonsense! You nmust have imagined it. Blue Face is a crimnal! Wy
shoul d he save you from anot her crook?"

El ai ne | ooked at her husband, but she didn't dare voice a reply.

There was an uneasy silence in the room Father, husband, wife stared at
each other wordl essly.

"You'd better lie down," Shipton told Elaine, finally.

He | eaned forward and ki ssed her The touch of his |lips made her shudder
They were like ice.

CHAPTER XI I'|
Rl VER PI RATE

THE SHADOW was in his sanctum

On the polished desk in front of him the blue |light beat downward,
form ng a concentrated oval of brilliance. Into that |ight projected the face
of The Shadow.

H s beaked nose was hawklike. H s eyes flaned with an inner |ight of
their
own. There was calmintelligence in those eyes, the reflection of an
i ndoni tabl e
will.

Never had The Shadow tasted complete defeat in any of his countless
battl es against crimnal brains of the underworld. He had no intention of



all owi ng Blue Face to mar that record

Newspaper clippings and reports lay in a neat pile close to his sensitive
fingers. The Shadow was nmentally fitting together the last pieces in a
dangerous crimnal puzzle.

He read the newspaper clippings first.

They all dealt with the nmysterious death the night before of Slug Narvo.
Al the newspapers had the sanme solution. They asserted that the nurder of
Narvo was undoubtedly the result of a nob quarrel

The nob | eader's death had occurred only a few hours after the
destruction
of his headquarters by fire. A search of the hide-out, after the blaze had
been
finally quenched, proved that the fire had been incendiary. Police stated that
there had been fierce gunfire near the house at the height of the blaze.

A truck had fled, driven by a rival mobster. This unknown fugitive had
driven the truck into the Hudson River and fled. Wen the truck had been
hoi sted fromthe river, police found that it contained a veritable arsenal of
| et hal weapons.

Judgi ng all this evidence, |Inspector Cardona announced his theory of
civil
war in the underworld. A rival nob had attenpted to raid Narvo's nmob. The
nur der
of Narvo that same night was added proof, according to Cardona, that crooks
wer e
preyi ng on crooks.

The | aughter of The Shadow made a nocki ng whisper in the silence of his
sanctum Only The Shadow was aware of the truth. He al one knew that the mnurder
of Slug Narvo was the work of Blue Face!

A report fromdiff Marsland, an agent of The Shadow and a specialist in
affairs of the underworld, lay on The Shadow s desk. The report had been
forwarded to The Shadow t hrough Burbank. The Shadow s | aughter was oni nous as
he read it.

Mar sl and' s report concerned a small-fry crook naned Dol an. Dol an had seen
certain things that had scared him the night before. He lived in a shabby
room ng house on the street where Narvo had been killed. The wi ndow of Dol an's
roomwas directly opposite the house owned by Narvo.

Dol an, in hiding because of a stick-up he had conmitted, was on a nervous
wat ch for plain-clothes nen that night. He was w de awake when Narvo's car
rolled up to the private garage opposite. He saw Narvo drive into the garage
with a wonman prisoner.

Dol an had watched carefully from his darkened room opposite, because he
sensed there might be a chance to blackmail Narvo, later, on the basis of what
he saw.

But soon Dol an's greed changed to terror. A second car sped up to the
cl osed garage at a terrific pace. A man |l eaped out. It was Blue Face. Dol an
heard Bl ue Face gain admittance to the garage by using the nane of David
Barfield.

He had seen himenerge later carrying the girl whom Narvo had ki dnapped.
He saw t he bl ood-sneared bl ade of a | ong knife. Then Blue Face had driven off
t hrough the darkness with the rescued girl

Dol an had rel ated these secret facts to other crooks in his confidence.
It
was this way that diff Marsland managed to get the information. diff had
excel | ent underworl d connecti ons.

Crooks like Dol an thought that diff was a crimnal. They didn't realize
the truth - that, having paid his price to society for previous crines, diff
was now on the level. He was one of the nost trusted agents of The Shadow.

A final report fromstill another agent conpleted the news, and nmade the
eyes of The Shadow flash with triunph. This report cane from Rutl edge Mann
The



Shadow s expert on business and financial affairs.

Mann had found out that David Barfield was | eaving New York. The
mllionaire owned a | uxurious yacht, which was now anchored in the Hudson
River, ready to depart. It would remain at its anchorage toni ght. Tonorrow, at
the turn of the tide, Barfield s yacht was schedul ed to head sout hward, headed
for the cGulf of Mexico for some tropical fishing.

Barfiel d was al ready aboard the yacht. So were a couple of guests he was
taking with him One of themwas Elliot Peabody, the |last |egal heir of the
mllionaire realty owner. The other was Dr. Mortinmer, who had been caring for
Barfield during his recent period of "invalidism"

That period of "invalidisnl seenmed to be over now. Dr. Mrtiner had
i ssued
a statenent that Barfield was rmuch inproved. Electric massage had ai ded the
nmuscles in his legs. H's heart, too, was better, according to Mxrtiner. To
conplete the "cure," Dr. Mrtimer had prescribed a fishing trip to the Gulf of
Mexi co.

Elli ot Peabody was goi ng al ong because he clainmed that the recent deaths
of his cousins had unnerved him

The Shadow | aughed. Peabody was not the nervous type. The Shadow, in the
rol e of Lanont Cranston, had observed himon the previous night, at Blair's
apartment. Peabody, in spite of his show of grief and worry at Whorter's
deat h,
had been as cal mas Cranston

The blue |ight vani shed suddenly above the desk in the silent sanctum
The
Shadow was ready to depart.

A nmoment | ater, he was gone w thout a single betraying sound fromthe
conceal i ng bl ackness of the sanctum

IT was just as black in the spot where The Shadow presently reappeared.
H gh over The Shadow s head was a night sky in which but few stars gl eaned.
Bel ow hi mand all around himwas the inky surface of the Hudson River.

The Shadow was in a rowboat. The oarlocks were nuffled, to prevent any
sound of his rowing from being heard. The boat was an old one. It |ooked fit
for little more than scuttling.

Scuttling was exactly what The Shadow had in mnd. But not quite yet.

He allowed the fast ebb tide to help carry his rowoat along in utter
silence. The boat seened part of the dark surface of the river. The bl ack
cl oak
and the | owered brimof The Shadow s slouch hat hel ped to nerge his figure
with
the invisibility of his small craft.

He was headed toward the anchored yacht of David Barfield.

The easiest place to board the yacht was close to the bow The surge of
the tide had swng the nmotionless yacht to the end of its heavy chain. It made
a taut | adder of heavy links up to the hawsehol e at the bow of the yacht.

The Shadow had no further use for his rowboat. He pulled a plug. Water
gurgled faintly into the craft. It filled and sunk rapidly. The Shadow had
fastened the oars tightly to the boat. He had nade certain that the rowboat
woul d sink conpletely to the nud bottomof the river, by weighting it with a
few heavy chunks of iron.

Cinmbing up the slanting line of the anchor chain, The Shadow reached the
dark peak of the bow and surveyed the spot. He was in luck. There was no sign
of life on deck

Light from an open porthole of a starboard cabin showed t he probable
| ocation of Barfield and his guests. The Shadow faded quickly, to do a little
prelimnary spying.

He was aided by a narrow ornanental |edge that ran along the dark hull of
the yacht fromstemto stern. It was an easy matter to | ower hinself on the



starboard rail and inch a slow and cautious way am dshi ps al ong the | edge,
toward the lighted porthole of Barfield s cabin.

Reachi ng the porthole The Shadow was able to hear the voices of Dr.
Mortimer and Elliot Peabody, as well as the gruffer voice of David Barfield.

By turning precariously on his narrow | edge, The Shadow was able to nove
his eye close to the rounded edge of the opening. Bl ack-gloved hands anchored
himin his dangerous perch above the bl ackness of the river.

He coul d see Barfield pacing up and down the |ighted confines of the
cabin. Barfield showed no trace of |eg weakness. Dr. Mortiner and Peabody sat
lazily in confortable w cker chairs.

Mortinmer didn't seem astoni shed by the anmazingly quick recovery of his
patient. There was a slight smle on his heavy lips. He seened anused by sone
i nner j oke.

Peabody's face, as usual, betrayed no hint of what he night be thinking.
He | ooked boyi shly handsone.

"When do we sail?" Mortinmer asked.

"Tonmorrow at dawn," Barfield said. "W ought to have sone nice tarpon
fishing."

"It will do you good," Mortinmer said. "Plenty of tropical sunlight.
Pl enty
of sleep and rel axation."
"It will do us a lot nore good," Peabody remarked gently, "to get away

fromthe attentions of the gentlenman who calls hinself Blue Face."

He said it idly, alnbst as a joke. His companions turned to stare at him
But Elliot Peabody continued to gaze serenely across the cabin.

The Iine of his gaze brought his vision close to the rimof the porthole
out si de whi ch The Shadow cl ung so precariously in darkness. But Peabody's face
remai ned unsuspi cious. He didn't seemto have a care in the world.

"DO you believe the deaths of C ee and Whorter were deliberately planned
murders?" Dr. Mortinmer asked him

Peabody didn't answer. It was Barfield who replied.

"I"'msure of that! I'mcertain that Blue Face is after big gane, instead
of the little burglary profits that Inspector Cardona tal ks about so nuch.
Bl ue
Face killed Clee to get rid of one of ny heirs. He killed Wworter for the sane
reason. All the rest is bunk!"

"Then why didn't he kill Peabody?" Mortinmer asked.

"Didn't have tine, | suppose.”
"I can't see any notive for Blue Face," Mortiner asserted. He didn't seem
to want to drop the subject of the master crimnal. "According to your

arrangenent, as | understand it, the noney of your three legal heirs cones to
you in the event that they die first. Al Blue Face has done is to nake you
richer."”

"Granted." Barfield gave his physician a cold stare that was not entirely
friendly. "But can't you see what Blue Face is up to? Wth C ee and \Worter
dead - and Peabody, too, perhaps - the estates of four wealthy nen woul d be

concentrated in one person. Me! Blue Face would have only to kill me in order
to -"

"To what?" Dr. Mortiner said irritably. "How coul d Blue Face inherit,
assum ng he did kill you? Al your legal heirs would be dead!"

"Not all," Barfield rejoined. "You forgot John Shipton, the man Peabody

and | suspect."

Peabody didn't turn his head. He seened inattentive, half asleep

"Shipton is not my heir, but he is ny nephew," Barfield said. "Wth no
other blood relatives alive, Shipton would collect all. My guess is that
Shipton is Blue Face. Wiy el se do you suppose he married the daughter of
Harri son, ny rental agent?"

"I wouldn't know," Peabody murmured softly.



"Because Shipton wanted the job of rent collector. He wanted an
opportunity to study the layout in those buil dings where nost of the Blue Face
robberi es have occurred. Do you know somet hing that |nspector Cardona hasn't
had the sense to figure out? Mdst of the Blue Face crines have occurred in
bui | di ngs owned by ne!"

"Forget about Blue Face," Dr. Mrtimer nuttered. "Wy don't we sai
tonight? The tide is favorable. Wiy wait?"

"I have to," Barfield said. "By delaying, | shall nake a neat profit.
Harri son has dug up a client from Chicago who wants to buy a white el ephant of
an office building that | foreclosed on during the depression. He wanted to
cl ose the deal last night, but | was - not well.

"Harrison tal ked this purchaser from Chicago into staying over one nore
night. He finally got the fellow s signature to the contract. He's com ng out
to the yacht tonight to get ny signature."

Barfield chuckl ed.

"Qtherwi se, we'd be on our way to the Gulf of Mexico right now - and to
hell with Blue Face!"

Peabody yawned. He put down the drink he had been toying with, and
lighted
a cigarette. He got lazily to his feet.

"It's stuffy in here. 1'mgoing out on deck for a spot of fresh air."

On the narrow | edge beyond the open porthole of the cabin, The Shadow
stiffened. He had seen a peculiar expression in Peabody's sl eepy eyes. That
expression warned The Shadow to beat a quick retreat.

Peabody was snart! He had spotted the presence of an intruder. He was
slipping outside very quietly to nab The Shadow.

SW FTLY, The Shadow i nched al ong the | edge. He vaulted over the rail,
noved aft to the darkness beyond ami dships. He had little time to fade. He
could hear the swift patter of Peabody's feet hurrying up the conpani onway
from
t he cabi n bel ow deck

A canvas-covered |ifeboat was close to where The Shadow stood. He
vani shed
i nto what he knew was, at best, but a precarious hiding place. From beneath a
crack at the edge of the canvas, he watched Peabody energe on deck

Peabody jerked a gun from his pocket, began a grim search of the deck. He
was a cool, efficient searcher. He wasted only a brief glance over the side of
the ship in the direction of the porthole of Barfield s cabin. Then he began
to
work his way aft. Hi s beady eyes nmi ssed not hing.

Bit by bit, he approached the |ifeboat where The Shadow | ay tensely
qui et .

Finally, his left hand reached out to pull the canvas | oose.

The Shadow felt grimanger. He didn't want to be discovered at this
premature juncture. His plans for the proof of Blue Face's real identity had
not yet matured. He stiffened hinself for a silent battle with a man he knew
was danger ous.

Then, suddenly, The Shadow s muscl es rel axed.

Fate had taken an unexpected hand. Elliot Peabody whirled away fromthe
dark outline of the covered |ifeboat. He had heard a sound, that reached The
Shadow s ear al so

The sound cane fromthe stern of the yacht.

Peabody raced silently aft. Just before he reached the stern, he ducked
out of sight behind a projecting bul khead of the yacht's superstructure. He
wai ted, gun in hand.

A figure squirnmed over the rail at the stern. A man began to tiptoe
forward. He, too, was armed. He headed al ong the starboard passage toward the
conpani onway that led below to Barfield s cabin. To do this, he had to pass a



shielded |ight on deck. The light illumned his features for a second.

The intruder was John Shipton

An instant |ater, Shipton sprang backward. H's gun nuzzle lifted, spat
flame and | ead.

Peabody, who had tried to sneak up behind Shipton, uttered a snarl of
rage
that was drowned out by the bark of his own gun. Neither bullet found a mark.
Both nmen were keyed to a nervous pitch that ruined their hasty aim

Shi pton struck savagely at Peabody with the barrel of his gun. The bl ow
sent Barfield s nephew staggering. Shipton fled toward the darkness of the
stern.

A nmoment | ater, there was a heavy splash. Shipton had di ved overboard!

Peabody, a bit groggy, reached the rail a nonment |later. He punped bullets
into the dark water in a blind effort to kill the escaping intruder. But he
had
no visible target. The black water was |like a dense curtain. Darkness hid
everything nore than a few feet fromthe rudder of the yacht.

The crash of gunfire and the yells of Peabody brought help quickly. Dr.
Mortimer and David Barfield raced aft. Wth them cane a couple of sailors.
Mortimer was gripping a heavy flashlight. He sent its beans stabbing over the
bl ack surface of the river, while Peabody gasped out an account of what had
happened.

Peabody told of his suspicion that soneone had crouched outside the
porthole of Barfield' s cabin. He identified the fugitive as Shipton. He began
to shudder. Peabody was suddenly very unlike the ruthless manhunter of a few
nonments earlier

Morti mer soot hed him

"Forget it! It's all over now Fortunately, you took pronpt action
Shi pton got away, but | don't think he'll be back. He'll be lucky if he isn't
drowned in that treacherous ebb tide before he reaches shore.”

"I told you Shipton was Blue Face!" Barfield nuttered.

He kept saying it over and over again. He seened afraid his two
conpani ons
m ght not believe him Finally, the three men went forward, descended the
conpani onway to Barfield s cabin.

An instant |ater, The Shadow stepped lightly fromthe covered |ifeboat.

THE SHADOW wasn't as positive as the others that John Shipton was in
danger of drowning. He knew that Shipton had not dived into the black Hudson

Near the stern of the yacht was a heavy wooden kit of tools. There had
been two kits of tools near the taffrail when The Shadow had made his
prelimnary inspection of the deck. Now, there was only one. \Were was the
ot her?

The Shadow had no hesitancy answering that question. The m ssing tool kit
was at the bottomof the river. It was this that had made the splash at the
nmonent that Shipton seem ngly had di sappeared over the stern

Lowering hinself over the stern rail, by hanging precariously with his
hands, he was able to peer below the sharp slant of the hull. He didn't see
any
sign of Shipton. But he did see the nethod Shipton had used to nake his
get awnay.

A rope was suspended bel ow the inward slant of the stern. By hanging
invisibly to that rope, a man of nuscular ability could easily swi ng hinself
si deways. The pendul um swi ng of the suspended rope could carry a man to the
port side of the stern. There, the ornanental |edge began that ran forward
al ong the dark hull on either side of the ship.

The Shadow al one knew the truth. While Barfield and his two conpani ons
were stabbing the water vainly with a flashlight beam the cunning Shipton had
inched swiftly forward toward the bow of the yacht on a | edge The Shadow had



al ready nmade use of.

Shi pton was still aboard!

A nmoment | ater, The Shadow, watching froma sheltered spot, saw a hand
grasp the dark rail near the bow. Shipton clinbed noiselessly inward to the
deck. He flitted toward a narrow compani onway just to the rear of the entry
that led to the fo'c'sle.

Shi pt on ducked downwar d.

The Shadow waited a nonent or two | onger. Then he, too, was on the prow.
H s bl ack cl oak protected him from di scovery. The brimof his slouch hat
shi el ded the watchful flane of his eyes. He went down the narrow flight of
steps that Shipton had taken

At the bottom The Shadow found a narrow corridor. There were two cl osed
bul khead doors, one opening forward and one aft. Qpening the doors gently, The
Shadow peered through the darkness in either direction

The forward corridor led to a large chain | ocker. The rear passage |ed
directly past storage space toward the engi ne room of the yacht.

Moving with utter stealth, The Shadow took the rear passage. He began to
creep toward the engi ne room

CHAPTER XI 'V
H DDEN FOE

THE SHADOW S di sappearance al ong a narrow and unlighted passage that |ed
to the engine roomwas not noted. No one on the yacht was even aware that he
was aboar d.

Hs skill in eluding the sly search of Peabody had borne fruit. Peabody
had been convinced, at first, that he had seen The Shadow hi ding on the narrow
| edge outside the cabin porthole of David Barfield. But the unexpected
appear ance of John Shipton had swiftly changed the direction of Peabody's
suspi ci on.

Peabody was satisfied that he had been m staken about the presence of The
Shadow.

A second wrong deduction conpleted an entirely false picture in Peabody's
m nd. He assuned that John Shipton, having been caught in an attenpt to hide
aboard the yacht, had | eaped overboard.

It was a dangerous swimtoward the dark shore against a swift ebb tide.
The odds agai nst Shi pton reaching the shore safely were considerable. The
yacht
was anchored well out in the mddle of the Hudson. Shipton was not nuch of a
SW nmer .

Peabody grinned. There was little mirth in his expression. His teeth
showed in that twisted smle. He didn't descend to the cabin with Dr. Mrtiner
and Barfield. He murnured a brief excuse and renai ned on deck

As soon as Barfield and the doctor were out of sight bel ow deck, Peabody
began to nove stealthily toward the bow of the yacht.

He di sappeared down a narrow flight of steps. It was the same route that
Shi pton had taken after his fake | eap overboard.

It was the route also taken by The Shadow

In Barfield s cabin there was seeningly no knowl edge of these fresh
devel opnents. Barfield and Mortimer sat in confortable chairs, enjoying a
hi ghbal I .

Barfiel d' s hand shook a little as he held his glass. He drained the drink
qui ckly, then glanced toward the bottle and the small bucket of ice cubes on a
side table. Dr. Mortimer smled indul gently.

"Have another one, if you like."

"I was afraid you were going to say 'no,' doctor."

"You' ve had a bad shock. Gunfire doesn't do nervous people any good,
particularly people with heart trouble. The liquor will stinulate your heart.



I'd be a poor physician if | didn't use common sense about things like that."

He fixed a second highball for Barfield. Mrtimer was still sipping his
first drink. He didn't seemto be in any hurry to finish it.

"Do you think Shipton nmeant to kill me?" Barfield whispered.

"Try to forget about it, and cal m down."

Mortiner's tone was evasive. He shrugged, and stared out the porthole.

But
in spite of the advice to his patient, he kept to the subject of Shipton

"Are you sure Shipton is Blue Face?" Mrtiner asked.

"I"'mpositive!" Barfield grow ed.

"I'n other words, you believe," Mrtiner continued smoothly, "that Shipton
has faked all these burglary attenpts in order to cover up his real objective?
Your opinion is that Shipton killed Cee and Wiorter in order to elimnate
t hem
as heirs to your estate?"

"Yes."

"That sounds bad for Peabody!"

"It's one reason why | invited himon this cruise,” Barfield said
huski ly.

There was a gleamin his averted eyes, which faded before Mrtinmer could
notice it. Barfield continued to gulp his second highball.

"THE whol e affair still seems queer to ne," Mortimer persisted, after a
while. "Blue Face is really doing you a favor by killing off these nephews of
yours. Under the ternms of their wills, | believe, the estates of C ee and

Whorter went to you because their deaths preceded yours. Isn't that a fact?"

Barfield turned his head. H s gaze at the physician was calm H's fingers
were tight on his highball glass.

"There is nothing odd about such an arrangenment. The sane thing hol ds
true
for Elliot Peabody. There is entire confidence between all of us. Wy shoul d
ny
nephews not make out their wills in favor of ne, since | have made nmine in
favor of thenP"

Mortinmer didn't reply for a noment. Wien he did, his voice was casual

"I'f | understand your suspicions correctly, you believe that even if
Peabody should be killed by Blue Face, the nurders would still not be at an
end?"

"Correct," Barfield growled. "Blue Face is after big gane! He'd like to
inherit the total wealth of nyself, plus that of my three legal heirs.™

"But John Shipton is not an heir. If he were really Blue Face -"

"He's not an heir," Barfield grated, "but he's ny nephew, damm him The
only son of ny fourth sister. |If Peabody and | were nurdered, all our conbined
fam |y hol dings might go to Shipton, regardl ess of the fact we don't want him
to possess them He nmight force the issue in court, and collect as ny sole
living relative."

Barfield drained his drink.

"But let himtry to follow this yacht to the Gulf of Mexico! He'll get

short shrift! Don't forget that once we are on the high seas, | shall have
conplete maritine authority over everyone, including any rat who sneaks aboard
wi t hout permission. | shall be judge and jury and prosecutor! Shipton will
find

out what | can do to him if he's fool enough to try a Blue Face appearance
outside the three-mle limt!"

"OfF course,"” Dr. Mortinmer said soothingly.

The silence on the deck above was profound. The few deck |lights cast only
a feeble glow in the darkness. The river was |ike a velvet blanket stretching
toward the di mglow of Manhattan's shore and the bl ack heights of the
Pal i sades



on the opposite side of the river

Through that river darkness a light began to grow. It noved steadily
toward the half-invisible shape of the anchored yacht. The chug of a notor
becane audi bl e.

Presently, the approaching craft swung closer to the yacht. A voice
shout ed t hrough cupped hands: "Yacht ahoy!"

The shout was heard down in the cabin. Mortiner's face jerked with an
expression that was |like a grimace of disgust. He got to his feet. So did
Barfield.

They went up on deck. For a nonent, both nen stared at the craft
al ongside. Then Barfield grunted.

"I forgot. It's Richard Harrison, ny rental agent. He's coning aboard
with
t hose contract papers | promised to sign before we sailed."

Harrison's figure was visible now He stood up in the nmotorboat while it
was made fast. Then he sprang to the accommodati on | adder of the yacht and
clinmbed ninbly to the deck. He shook hands with Barfield and nodded pl easantly
toward Dr. Mortiner.

"I"ve brought the realty-transfer papers to be signed," he said.

"Thanks," Barfield murrmured. "Your client from Chicago isn't making any
m stake in buying that office building. It's a good piece of property. The
buil di ng hasn't been profitable for the past couple of years only because of a
trend in real estate to the nmidtown section. Atrend which, in nmy opinion, is
nmerely tenporary."”

Barfield' s tone was oily. He was getting rid of a white el ephant, and he
knew it. So did Harrison. It nade his voice edgy w th annoyance.

"Perhaps. At any rate, the deeds are here. And small thanks to you, if |
must say so, M. Barfield! If | hadn't used infinite persuasion and tact on
t he
client, he would have taken a plane back to Chicago | ast night and all owed the
deal to fall through. | must say, | don't appreciate such co-operation froma
man for whomI'mtrying to save noney."

"The | oss woul d have been nine, had the deal fallen through,” Barfield
grow ed, his face red.

"I don't give a damm about that,"’

Harrison rejoined. "There's such a

t hi ng

as business prestige. | can't afford to keep red-ink property like that on ny
books. Qther clients m ght decide that | don't know my own business! Had this
Chi cago deal fallen through, I should have been forced to end our association

and ask you to hire some other agent to attend to your real -estate hol dings."
Hi s face was angry. Behind the | enses of his pince-nez gl asses was a

glare

of cold anger. Barfield forced a soothing chuckle. He patted Harrison mldly

on

t he shoul der.

"I"'msorry. I've been ill, as you know. | am considerably better now, eh
Dr. Mortimer? Bring the papers down to the cabin. They shall be signed
i mediately, and 1'Il give you a drink. | prom se you | shan't be so stubborn

in the future."

HARRI SON shrugged. He went down to the cabin with Barfield and the
physician. The mllionaire signed the papers. The signhature was w tnessed by
Mortimer and Harrison. Harrison accepted a drink. He seened mollified. But his
face twi tched when Mortinmer asked hima casual question

"By the way, how is your son-in-law doing at |aw school ?"

"Very nicely indeed,"” Harrison replied, after a pause. "He's an anbitious
young man. As a matter of fact, he's at his evening | aw classes right now "

"That's odd," Mortinmer said.

"Qdd? What do you nean?"



" Shi pton was aboard the yacht a short tine ago!"

Harrison | ooked startled. There was apprehension on his face. He took off
hi s pince-nez glasses and slowy polished them He replaced themon his nose
wi th an unqui et hand.

"You must be mistaken, Dr. Mortimer. | have told you where Shipton is."
Barfiel d expl ai ned what had happened aboard the yacht. The news of an
arnmed i ntruder who had | eaped overboard to escape a hail of bullets produced a
qui ck reaction on Harrison. Apprehension changed to anger. For a nonent, the

eyes behind his twi nkling glasses were flanelike. Then he shrugged.

It was a case of mstaken identity, he declared. Soneone had i npersonated
Shi pton. O perhaps the intruder was a thug who | ooked superficially Iike
Shi pt on.

"I'f you wish to delay your sailing for twenty-four hours,"” Harrison
concluded in a steady voice, "I can easily rid your mnd of this wong notion
I can have fellow nmenbers of M. Shipton's |aw class testify that he was there
toni ght studying with themin the classroom"”

"I can't delay ny sailing," Barfield said. "Perhaps we were m staken
It's
quite dark up on deck."

Harrison's face showed relief. H's bluff had been successful. He knew
t hat
he coul d not produce any alibi for Shipton. He had counted on Barfield's
eagerness to get the yacht under way in the early norning.

He shook hands with Mortimer and the millionaire realty owner and
pr epar ed
to take his departure. But before Harrison could | eave, there was a grim
i nterruption.

A voi ce was shouting excitedly up on deck. Feet canme raci ng down the
conpani onway toward the cabin. Awldly excited man burst into view

It was Elliot Peabody.

"Qui ck!" Peabody shouted. "Down to the engine room There's a killer
aboard!"

CHAPTER XV
THE SHADOW KNOWS

BARFI ELD | eaped to his feet. So did the other two nmen. Mortinmer ducked
out
of the cabin and into his own adjoining room canme back with a gun

"The engi neer!" Peabody gasped. "He's been knocked on the head! | found
himlying near the engine gratings, unconscious!"

"What were you doi ng down there?" Mrtinmer snapped.

"I didn't believe that Shipton actually had left this yacht," Peabody
muttered. "l decided to nmake a quiet search bel ow decks. | sneaked into the
engi ne room and found the ceiling Iights had been extingui shed. Wen | turned
themon, | found the unconscious body of the engineer, with bl ood streaning
froma gash in his scalp."

He turned and led the way to the engine room Barfield and Dr. MNortimer
followed him So did Harrison

The sl ugged engi neer was |ying notionless near the silent machi nery of

t he
bi g engi nes. He had been dealt an ugly blow on the head from behind. But his
skul | had not been fractured, and the hurt was not a nortal one. Evidently his
assail ant had struck hastily and with a poor aim A torn scalp had nmade the
injury bleed badly. But in a few mnutes Dr. Mrtiner was able to revive the
nman.
He groaned. Mortimer's curt voice rallied his wits and made himtal k.
There was little the engineer could tell. He had found the engine roomin



total darkness when he had descended fromhis quarters to make a routine
i nspection. He had turned on the light switch. A nonent |ater, he was sl ugged
vi ciously from behind and dropped. That was all he knew.

Mortinmer helped the victimto his feet. Barfield started to wal k toward
the switch that controlled the Iights. Harrison noved along with him but
Barfi el d shook his head.

"Better wait right here until we can discover if the crimnal is stil
down here. Maybe he hasn't had a chance to get away."

He moved al ong toward a dark corner of the engine room a gun glinting in
his hand. Elliot Peabody noved away, too. So did Mrtimnmer. The engi neer stood
by, swaying a bit on his feet. He started to say sonething, but what he had
i ntended to say was never finished.

Wth startling suddenness, the engi ne roomwas plunged into
pi t ch- dar kness.

Soneone had slyly turned off the current that fed Iight and power to this
steel chanber deep in the bowels of the yacht.

Barfield yelled out in the darkness, his voice shrill w th panic.

"Who has a light? Strike a match, someone! Find the switch!"

"Where is it?" Mortinmer shouted.

"Over here somewhere.”

"Are you sure?" That was Harrison's scared voice. "I thought the switch
was on the other side of the engine room where you were headi ng, Barfield!
Wait! | think I have it! Yes - here it -"

Hi s voice ended as if soneone had cut through the shouted sentence with a
sharp knife. There was an ugly thud, followed by a groan. A body struck the
i nvi si ble deck of the engine room

Dr. Mortinmer cried out in the blackness:

"Harrison! Are you all right? Were are you? Harrison!"

There was no answer. Silence filled the black room It was broken by a
strange noi se. The clang of netal broke the silence for an instant. It sounded
like the slamof a steel door. Then the silence returned.

A few seconds later, the engine roomwas flooded with [ight. The bulbs in
the ceiling had cone on again.

Mortinmer was standing only a few feet fromthe injured engi neer. Peabody
was across the room near the humm ng dynano. Barfield stood in a seening daze
hal fway toward the corridor door that led forward to the bow of the ship.

Their eyes jerked with one nmotion to the light switch that controlled the
flow of current in the engine room A man was standing there. An ugly-Iooking
gun jutted from his hand.

It was Bl ue Face!

HE | ooked unreal and horrible in the di mess of the engine-roomlights.
Over his skull was the plastic nmask that | ooked |ike winkled blue Cellophane.

Under that opaque covering. his nose and ears showed |ike those of a
bl ue-faced corpse. He seened |ike a dead mummy risen froma tonb. Dark-blue
gl oves conceal ed his hands. Hi s eyes stared through slitted openings in the
mask.

Harri son had vani shed. There was no trace of him

"Don't nove, gentlemen!" Blue Face warned.

His voice was a netallic whine. It sounded lifeless and dead, fitting in
wi th his corpselike appearance.

"I"'msorry to startle you," Blue Face snarled. "If you stand where you
are, and make no foolish noves, only two of you will perish! | have a little
nmur der canpaign to finish. That was why it became necessary to renpve your
overly smart friend, Harrison, and toss himinto the bil ge-punp conpartnent!"”

Bl ue Face's eyes didn't nove. But the eyes of the rest did. They could

see
the outline of a netal door in the steel bul khead directly behind the jeering
crimnal. The wounded engi neer knew where that door led. Behind it was an



i ncl osed space, used by sailors to clean and oil the nechani sm of the bilge
punp. It was the slamof that metal door that had made the clangi ng sound a
few

nmonent s before Blue Face had switched on the |ights again.

Bl ue Face gave a horrible chuckle. His penetrating gaze above the barre
of his gun kept the engineer and Dr. Mortiner notionless. But it was at
Barfield and Elliot Peabody that the killer's gun really pointed.

"I want each of you two gentlermen to lower his uplifted |l eft hand," he
told Peabody and Barfield. "Do it slowmy. Barfield first. Then Peabody. Each
renove your watch from your pocket. Toss it over here on the deck, close to ny
feet."”

"Don't shoot!" Peabody npaned.

Barfield didn't say anything. His lips were |like gray putty.

"I don't really want those watches,"” Blue Face sneered. "But | always

li ke
my murders to |l ook |ike burglaries. For that reason, | shall take your
ti mepieces with me when | leave. It would be a shame to di sappoi nt | nspector

Cardona. Cardona is so positive that |I'ma nervous hophead with a desire to
conmmit cheap burglaries!”

H s nocki ng whi ne changed to a snarl

"Al'l right, Barfield! You first."

Awkwardly, Barfield detached his watch with his |lowered | eft hand, tossed
it to the deck of the engine room The inpact smashed the crystal and delicate
wor ks inside the gold case. Blue Face chuckled as he heard it.

" Peabody! Your watch, please."

The last remaining |legal heir of Barfield obeyed.

The nmuzzl e of Blue Face's gun swerved a hairbreadth. He nmade no attenpt
to
pick up the watches at his feet. The steady gun nuzzle pointed straight at the
heart of David Barfield.

Bl ue Face pulled the trigger

There was no explosion. No flane | eaped fromthe nuzzle of the nurder
gun.

In the dreadful silence of the lighted room the only sound audi bl e was the
harm ess click of the gun's hanmer.

Bl ue Face snarled an oath. In a split second, the nmuzzle swerved toward
Peabody. Again the trigger was pulled.

No bullet ripped into Peabody's heart. Swaying with terror, Peabody heard
only the click of a usel ess weapon.

The paral yzed victinms of Blue Face recovered their wits. Wth a single
notion, they swayed forward on their toes, to make a concerted rush for the
crimnal with the defective gun

Laught er stopped them before they could take a step toward Bl ue Pace.

It was an om nous sound. There was amusenent in it, and challenge. It
cane
froma dark corner of the room CQut of that darkness, a noving patch of
bl ackness appear ed.

The Shadow

TWN . 45s gl eaned in hands that were covered by bl ack gl oves. Fierce eyes
stared with a flanelike scrutiny toward the stiffened figure of Blue Face over
near the light switch.

Through the slits of his ugly headgear, Blue Face peered as if he
coul dn't
bel i eve the evidence of his cloudy vision. He recoil ed agai nst the stee
bul khead at his back

"Surrender!" The Shadow i ntoned. "Resistance is useless!"

It was a fact that Blue Face realized. The gun in his grasp had been
enptied by a foe who took nothing for granted. The Shadow had been secretly in



t hat engine roomearlier

He had not wasted his tine. A patient search had discl osed the hiding
pl ace where the mask and the gun of Blue Face had been cached, in readiness
for
a murderous appearance.

Bl ue Face quivered. His hands lifted above his helmeted skull, in token
of
surrender.

"Unmask!" It was a stern conmand from The Shadow.

Bl ue Face hesitated. In the deathlike silence, the strained faces of his
victinms watched the cornered crimnal. Barfield found his tongue.

"Shipton!" he screamed. "It's John Shipton!™"

"Nol

The Shadow silenced Barfield with that curt word. He spoke anot her nane.
It was a nane that brought astonishnent to every face in the engi ne roomthat
was turned toward the bl ue-swathed crimnal

The nane that The Shadow intoned like a knell of doomwas - Richard
Harrison

The Shadow proved the truth of his assertion by forcing Blue Face to rip
the ugly covering fromhis head. The eyes of Richard Harrison glared at The
Shadow from behind a pair of glasses fitted to lie perfectly flat against his
face behind the blue mask

The | aughter of The Shadow deepened. It was |ike a trunpet call of
victory. He ordered Blue Face to renove his glasses, forced himto dash them
to
the concrete deck, where they shattered into pieces.

Harrison blinked. Wthout the glasses, his shrewd eyes | ooked dull and
bul gi ng. Bl ue Face was nearsi ght ed!

The Shadow had known this fact ever since he had picked up a broken
sliver
froma polished | ens near the el evator door of the apartment house in which
Wiorter had been nurdered. The Shadow had struck Blue Face a blowin the face
that night before the crimnal had fled to safety under cover of the choking
snoke screen. The bl ow had shattered Blue Face's gl asses beneath the plastic
mask.

Harrison was the only man anbng The Shadow s |ist of suspects who wore
gl asses. That sliver of polished glass had gi ven The Shadow his final clue.
Now
t he unnasked face of Richard Harrison had given The Shadow his final proof!

He began to glide cautiously toward the captured crim nal

BUT Harrison was not yet manacled. He was a nervy and desperate crim nal
He had been prepared for danger ever since he had discovered that The Shadow
had taken up his trail. He had expected possible disaster, and was ready for
it.

"Stop where you are, damm you!" Harrison snarl ed.

One of his upraised hands uncurled a trifle. He was hol di ng sonet hi ng
whi ch he permitted The Shadow to see. It was a small, fragile sphere of gl ass.
It looked similar to the snoke bonb that Blue Face had shattered on the fl oor
of the apartnment-house | obby.

But this wasn't a snoke weapon. The crazy triunph in Harrison's snarl
war ned The Shadow. He halted, his automatics still aimed at the tense body of
the trapped crim nal

Harrison had turned slightly. He was facing the fuel tanks. He stood with
his deadly little pellet poised ready to throw.

"I'f you move an inch," he cried, "I shall smash this liquid bonb at the
fuel tanks! 1'll blow everyone to pieces, including nyself! | intend to
escape,
do you understand? Either you allow ne to back out of this engine room al one,



and | ock the door behind ne - or I'lIl take everyone in here to hell with ne!"

H s words were a strident shriek. Harrison neant what he was sayi ng.
There
was no doubt of that.

"It won't help you to try to shoot nme!" he snarled at The Shadow. "Go
ahead and fire your guns. You can't prevent ne from smashing this bonb, even
i f
you plug me. If you don't believe that, pull your triggers!”

The Shadow didn't answer. He was checkmated, and he knew it. The life of
every man in the room depended on his obedience to a dangerous crimnal. He
stood where he was, his eyes bl eak

The trunp card was in that uplifted hand of Harrison

CHAPTER XVI
THE SHADOW LAUGHS

THE SHADOW al | owed no hint of his dismay to reach the desperate man a few
feet in front of him

Derisive laughter came fromhis lips. The Shadow s | aughter in the face
of
nortal danger puzzled Harrison. So did the words which he whispered to a
desperate and cornered crim nal

They were taunting words. They told Harrison that his ganme was up, that
he
had made too nany serious errors to hope to escape froma foeman of the
cal i ber
of The Shadow.

Harrison didn't believe that. And yet he hesitated. The Shadow had known
who Bl ue Face was before the mask had been ripped from Harrison's face.

Harri son's gun was usel ess; The Shadow had cleverly taken the sting fromthose
bul l ets, unknown to a shrewd crim nal who had fancied hinself conpletely
unsuspect ed.

The Shadow continued to talk. His words were addressed to the terrified
victinms of Blue Face, as well as to Harrison hinself. The Shadow acquai nt ed
themw th the clue of the broken eyegl asses. He disclosed for the first tine
that he had penetrated to the engine roomof the yacht well in advance of the
attack on the engi neer

Then The Shadow nentioned sonething that nade Harrison stiffen with rage.
He described the cunning cache where Bl ue Face had hi dden his disguise and his
gun aboard the yacht. It was the discovery of this cache that had enabl ed The
Shadow to render the gun harml ess.

Al the while he was tal king, The Shadow kept edgi ng inperceptibly
f or war d.

There was cl ever psychol ogy back of this apparently infinitesimal
advance.

No step that The Shadow took was big enough to cause Harrison to hurl the
deadl y

gl ass sphere he held so nervously in his upraised hand. Yet every nove The
Shadow nmade, during his nocking speech, brought himnearer to his foe.

"Keep back!" Harrison screaned.

Elliot Peabody's face was |like a sheet of dirty-white paper. Sweat stood
out on his forehead.

"Let him escape!" he begged The Shadow. "He neans what he says. He'll
ki |
every one of us, along with hinmsel f!"

Barfiel d added his plea to that of his nephew. So did the suave Dr.
Mortimer. Except that Mortiner was no | onger suave. Terror nade his jaw sag.
Mortimer was a good-enough physician to recognize the signs of madness when he



saw t hem

Harrison had reached the point where his taut nerves had begun to crack
Wthout his glasses, his eyes glared cloudily at the black-robed foe who was
fearlessly edging closer to him

This very lack of fear on The Shadow s part induced a growi ng wave of
terror in the cornered crimnal. H's teeth ground together. Saliva trickled
fromhis lips.

Harrison had reached the enotional point where he was satisfied to die
hinself, if only he could take the hated Shadow al ong with him

"You can't talk a bonb out of existence,” he snarled. "You can't kill ne
qui ck enough to prevent ny throwing it!"

The cal m | aughter of The Shadow applied nore nmental pressure to the
tortured mind of Blue Face.

Suddenl y, The Shadow spoke again. His gaze lifted to the glass sphere in
Harri son's grasp. He uttered a single contenptuous word.

"Usel ess!" he said.

"You're crazy!"

"Not |. The nmadman is yourself!"

As patiently as if he were addressing a slowwitted child, The Shadow
nmade
expl anati ons. He had di scovered the secret gun cache of Blue Face, he pointed
out. The proof of that was the fact that the gun had clicked harm essly when
Harri son had tried to nurder Barfield and Peabody.

He had al so ruined the potency of the glass bonmb, he decl ared.

"You're a liar!"

Harrison spat it venonously. He knew The Shadow s statenment was a lie.
The
bonb had not been cached with the gun and the plastic disguise. Harrison had
carried the deadly thing on his person, wapped in a wadded cotton nest to
guard against a premature jar that might explode his horrible mssile.

But the clever psychol ogy of The Shadow had al ready built up the nental
effect he desired. In spite of his know edge that The Shadow had |i ed,
Harrison
was uneasy. Hi s mnd, dom nated by The Shadow s, was no | onger sure of itself.

Despite hinself, Harrison stole a quick, instinctive glance at the bonb
before he threwit.

In that split second of tinme, The Shadow | eaped!

H S leap carried himforward over the | essened distance that separated
t he
two deadly antagoni sts. The Shadow dropped both his guns. He dared not risk
shooting. The strength in his fingers and wists and arns were all that
separ ated The Shadow and the victimnms of Blue Face from destruction

One of The Shadow s hands clanped |ike a steel vise around the upraised
wrist of Harrison. The other whipped off the slouch hat fromhis, The Shadow s
head.

Harrison struggled like a wild beast. The fragile bonb tightened in his
grasp, as he tried to throwit. But he was unable to. The bone-wenching grip
of The Shadow on his wist prevented Harrison fromnoving a nuscle in that
tortured arm

He opened his convul sive fingers, let the glass vial drop toward the
concrete deck!

It was then that The Shadow swung his sl ouch hat forward. He had turned
it
upsi de down. The falling gl ass bonb dropped into the soft open crown of the
hat .

There was no earth-shaki ng expl osi on of pent-up fury.

The Shadow whi sked the hat backward before Harrison could nmake a blind,
desperate grab for it.



Behi nd The Shadow, a pair of frightened hands reached for the hat as it
was held to the rear at armis I ength. Hat and bonb were taken gingerly by
El i ot Peabody.

Peabody darted swiftly away fromthe foam ng | unge of Harrison. He | eaped
to a sheltered spot behind David Barfield. At Barfield s side stood the
wounded
engi neer of the yacht. Blood was still staining his face fromthe scal p wound
that Harrison had dealt himearlier

But this engineer was a nman of courage. He had seized a spanner. He held
it inatight grip, ready to dash out Harrison's brains if the screamn ng
crimnal tore |oose fromthe clutch of The Shadow.

An instant later, Harrison was free! He had bent his frenzied head
suddenly, had sunk his teeth deep into The Shadow s wrist. Agony nade The
Shadow rel ease his grip. The teeth of the furious nurderer had al nost met in
the flesh of The Shadow.

Harrison fled toward the exit door of the engine room But his |lack of
eyegl asses was a fatal hazard to his hopes. Unable to see clearly, he darted
toward the square outline of a steel door which he mstook for the exit.

He di scovered his fatal error only after he had thrown open the door. It
led into a shall ow paint-storage cl oset.

That was the end of Harrison's bid for freedom Wth the threat of the
bonb el i ni nated, The Shadow was able to battle Blue Pace w thout risking the
lives of the other nen in the engine room

He fought fiercely with the maddened crimnal. Back and forth they
struggl ed, over the steel confines of the room Harrison's furious attack
prevented The Shadow from reaching his dropped guns. But by the sanme token
t he
crimnal was prevented fromdrawi ng the sharp steel knife which had pierced
Sl ug
Narvo's heart on the previous night.

Presently, Harrison groaned. The Shadow, master of jujitsu, had achieved
the hold he wanted. He increased the pressure. Harrison's groan changed to a
scream For an instant, he stiffened. Then there was a sharp crack, like the
shappi ng of a twg.

Harrison toppled to the floor. Above him his face streaked with sweat
and
exhaustion, was The Shadow. From beneath his bl ack cl oak he pulled a stout
length of cord. It was tied tightly around the wists of the captured
crimnal.

The wists were doubl ed downward and trussed to the ankl es.

VWhen The Shadow rose to his feet, Harrison was as hel pl ess as a chi cken

ready for market.

THE SHADOW paid no attention to the pale faces of Barfield and Peabody

and
Dr. Mortimer. He | eaped past them approached the bul khead at a point near the
[ight swtch.

Close to that switch was the outline of a steel door that was set flush
in
t he bul khead wall. It was the entrance to the bil ge-punp repair chanber. It
was

the slamming of this door that had made the clanging sound in the darkness a
nonment before Harrison had vani shed to become Bl ue Face.

The Shadow opened the barrier, entered the chanber. He was gone only a
short while. Wen he strode back again into view, The Shadow was carrying the
linp figure of a man.

There was a gasp fromthe other nmen in the engi ne room when they
recogni zed the pale features of the hidden victimof Blue Face.

The rescued man was John Shi pton



Oheying a curt order from The Shadow, Dr. Mortiner revived Harrison's
son-in-law Shipton was helped to his feet. There was terror in his w de-open
eyes as he saw the bl ack-robed figure of The Shadow. But his terror changed to
gri m under st andi ng when he turned and saw the trussed body of Harrison on the
concrete deck of the engine room

"You knew?" The stern question came from The Shadow.

"l suspected him" Shipton whispered. "I couldn't prove it."

"I's that why you tried to trail Blue Face, night after night?"

Shipton's face was ghastly. He nodded. Haltingly, gasping for breath, he
di scl osed everything he coul d.

Shi pton had first suspected Harri son when he had found the package of
marijuana cigarettes at hone. That finding was pure chance. He had gone into
his father-in-law s roomto get sonething he thought he had left there.
Looki ng
unsuspectingly into the bureau, he had found the "reefers."

It was then that the ugly truth had burst upon him For along with the
unmar ked package of dope cigarettes, Shipton had found a daming docunent
witten in his father-in-law s hand.

It was a conplete financial statement of the entire holdings of Barfield.
Wth it were three other statenents, listing the assets of Barfield s three
| egal heirs - his nephews, Charles Cee, Janmes Whorter and Elliot Peabody.

At that instant, Shipton realized why Harrison had been so eager for him
to marry his daughter. Harrison wanted to profit from nurder w thout having an
apparent notive. He knew that Shipton would possibly inherit everything if
Barfield and his three nephews could be killed. If Shipton proved hard to
handl e | ater on, Blue Face woul d have conmitted one |ast "robbery" and
nmur der ed

hi m

I f anyt hing went wrong beforehand, Shipton was an excellent fall guy.
That
was why Harrison had so cleverly helped to build up his own daughter's
suspi ci on

of her husband.

Shi pton had no proof of all this. He was afraid to go to the police. He
was also afraid to confide in his wife. So ever since he had found the
evi dence
that pointed to his father-in-law as Blue Face, he had been conducting a
desperate one-man hunt to put the guilt squarely where it bel onged - on the
shoul ders of the hypocritical, nurderous Harrison

The Shadow s face swung toward Barfield. He asked a curt question

Barfield adnmitted his "illness" had been a fake. He had suspected
Shi pt on.
He had played invalid in order that he might slip fromthe house every night
in
an effort to catch Shipton red-handed. He had hired Slug Narvo and his nob for
added protection in what he realized was a dangerous task

It was a foolish thing to do, and Barfield realized it now. He hung his
head as he listened to the biting reproof of The Shadow.

ON the deck of the engine roomHarrison, fettered and hel pl ess, knew that
his game was up. He | aughed harshly. The madness was gone fromhis staring
eyes. He knew now that he had made fatal mstakes. It made himthe nore eager
to brag of the clever things he had actually acconplished.

"You may as well give me credit for the death of Slug Narvo, along with

the rest of them" he sneered. "It was a neat job. | had no idea Slug intended
to kidnap my daughter. But | was too smart for him | ducked when he struck ne
down in the bathroom The blow didn't knock me out. | only pretended that.

"As soon as Narvo drove away with Elaine, | sped after himin the fast

car



| used as Blue Face. | killed Narvo, rescued El aine, and was back in the
bat hroom unconsci ous, before Shipton arrived hone after his unsuccessful
attenpt to catch me in the act of nurdering Janmes Worter."

There was horror in Shipton's eyes. David Barfield turned to face him

"I owe you an apol ogy. | was wong about you."

Shipton glared at his uncle. "I never wanted a penny of your damed
noney!

You hounded ny nother to death! You hated her, and | hate you! I -"

"That is not true," Barfield whispered. He | ooked worn and tired. "I was
wrong about you. You have been wong about ne. | never harmed your nother. |
had nothing to do with her death. |I'd have advanced her npbney when she needed
it, but she was too proud to ask for help. | couldn't |ocate her until it was
too late."

He took a deep breath.

"There has been too nuch hate in this famly. |1'mgoing to make a new
will. I want to divide everything | have between you and El|liot Peabody. WII

you shake hands with me, John?"

Shi pton's eyes bored into those of his uncle. Wiat he saw there made the
harsh tightness | eave his jaw. He uttered a choked sound, gripped the hand the
ol der man was tremul ously holding out to himin friendship.

The Shadow nodded.

A nmoment | ater, there was a hail from a boat approaching the anchored
yacht. The Shadow glided aloft to the deck. The others foll owed.

The hail was in a voice The Shadow recogni zed. It was | nspector
Cardona's.

A moment | ater, Cardona was aboard the yacht. Wth himcanme C yde Burke, star
reporter for the Daily C assic.

The Shadow had nelted backward into the gl oom of the deck. Cardona didn't
see him But he saw David Barfield.

Cardona expl ai ned qui ckly. He had received a tel ephone tip from d yde
Bur ke that sonething was ami ss on the Barfield yacht. According to d yde,
someone had phoned the tip in anonynously to the newspaper. The tipster
prom sed that a valuable clue to the whereabouts of Blue Face could be
obt ai ned
by a quick visit to the Barfield yacht.

Clyde didn't reveal that the all eged phone nessage was a nyth. Nor did he
tell Cardona that he was acting on a time schedul e furni shed himin advance by
The Shadow hi nsel f! That C yde Burke was al so a secret agent of The Shadow.

Cardona listened to the excited gasp of Barfield. He raced swiftly bel ow
to the yacht's engi ne room

VWen he returned, his face held a delighted | ook

Bl ue Face was at last in the hands of the police. Al the credit for the
capture would go to Inspector Cardona.

Barfiel d explained that the capture of Blue Face had been the work of The
Shadow. But The Shadow was not to be found when dazed eyes gl anced around the
dark deck. The Shadow had faded. He was satisfied to | et Cardona take the
credit.

Results were all that interested The Shadow

He woul d remain shrouded by darkness, until fresh chall enges fromthe
forces of evil brought himback to battle anew for the cause of justice.

THE END



