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CHAPTER |
SCHEME OF CRI ME

SEEN fromthe front wi ndow of the Central Hotel, the main street of
Nort hdale formed a glittering show of light. Alive little tow, Northdale, up
until nine o'clock, and that hour hadn't quite arrived. The traveling sal esnen
who | ounged in the Iine of leather chairs liked to watch the passing show, as
long as it |asted.

So did Ckey Shurn, which was natural enough, since he was supposed to be
a
travel i ng sal esnan too

Round-faced, jovial, and with friendly gestures that usually included
cigars for his custoners, Ckey |ooked the part of a drunmer. He made sal es too
- which wasn't surprising, considering that he offered his specialty, shoes,
at
prices |l ess than the usual whol esale rates. Wien Ckey stopped in a town |ike
Nort hdal e, he had to do business, even at a loss, in order to cover his rea
reason for being there.

At present, key Shurn was spotting the town for Bert Skirvel, whose
busi ness was robbi ng banks. Being very particul ar about what banks he robbed,
Bert al ways enployed at |east a dozen spotters, in different towns, and chose
the place fromwhich he received the best reports.

In Ckey's opinion, the Northdal e Nati onal Bank was a good bet, and he had
forwarded such word to Bert. To begin with, the Northdal e National stayed open
eveni ngs, which meant that business was brisk. Besides, it boasted some very
prosperous depositors - and one, in particular, |ooked like a man of great
weal t h.

The man in question was Arthur Mrdant, and, at this nmonent, Okey was
eyeing Mordant, along with the bank. For Mrdant, acconpanied by his trusted
servant Kl ebbert, was coming fromthe |ighted doorway of the Northdal e
Nat i onal

They made an odd pair. Myrdant, old and rather decrepit, wal ked with
st ooped shoul ders, |eaning heavily on a stout cane. Though the weat her was
mld, his overcoat was buttoned to his chin, and he wore a nuffler above it,
SO
that only his nose and eyes were visible below the bow er hat that squatted to
his ears. H s nose was sharp and seenmed to point the way for him because his
eyes, hidden behind | arge, blue-tinted gl asses, were obviously very weak.

As for Kl ebbert, he was brawny, wi de-shoul dered, and possessed of a
squar e
face, with a hard chin. His stoop, which he cultivated to guide his feeble
master, Mordant, was no sign of age; rather, it gave Kl ebbert the | ook of a
power f ul ape.

VWi | e Kl ebbert guided Mordant into a waiting autonobile, an old nodel but
of expensive make, Ckey listened attentively to the coments of the bone fide
sal esmen who sat in the Iine of hotel chairs.

"There goes old nmoney bags," said one, referring to Mdrdant. "He probably
socked away anot her ten thousand, this evening."

"No wonder he has the big fellowwith him" put in another. "Come to
t hi nk
of it, though - nobody has ever seen Mordant go anywhere wi thout Kl ebbert."

"Mordant has a | ot of other servants, too -"



"None of the rest count much. They say if you go out to Mordant's house
and ask for him they take you in to see Kl ebbert. He handl es everything for
the old man."

The hotel clerk had drawn over to enter the conversation. He added an
amendnent .

"There was a doctor stopping here | ast week," the clerk remarked. " A New
York specialist named Dr. Quayben. He went out to Mordant's house. | guess he
got in to see Mrdant."

The sal esnen agreed that Dr. Quayben nmust have been so privil eged,
considering that only Mdrdant, certainly none of his servants, would have
rated
a visit froma New York specialist. As to the nature of Mrdant's ail nent,

t hey
concurred that it nmust be throat trouble, considering the old man's habit of
wearing a buttoned overcoat and muffler

VWil e they thus debated, the big clock above the Northdal e National began
to chine the hour of nine, and with those strokes, the town subsided. The bank
doors closed and lights faded fromthe w ndows.

A theater marquee went dark, signifying that it was nowtoo late to
attend
the double feature. Farther down the street, store wi ndows bl acked out.

Judi ciously, the clerk turned off the lighted sign in front of the hotel
Except for a few street |anps, the town of Northdale had effaced itself.

THE drumrers were still chatting about old Mdrdant, but Okey was no
| onger
a listener. He'd heard that same talk during the past two weeks, and had
reported it all to Bert Skirvel. In fact, Okey had even seen the New York saw

bones, Dr. Quayben, during his sojourn in Northdale, and had witten the news
to Bert.

VWhat bot hered Ckey was the fact he hadn't heard fromBert in return. Now
that the town was dark, Okey began gl ancing across the main street, toward
cars
in a free parking lot. He'd been doing that every night for a week, and was
getting tired of it.

In fact, Okey was just about to give it up, when the head lights of a
par ked coupe began to blink queerly, only to subside, as if the pall of
Nort hdal e was upon them

Flipping his cigar butt into an ash stand, Ckey strolled fromthe hotel
to
get some evening air, as was his habit. Once away fromsight of the gallery in
the hotel w ndow, the fake sal esman nade a rapid circuit, and arrived in the
parking | ot beside the very car that had flashed the lights.

He stopped there to light another cigar, cupping his hands so that the
match flame revealed his face only in the car's direction

A snoot h voi ce undertoned: "Slide in, Ckey."

It was Bert Skirvel. Okey knew him by his voice and the hard, bony
handshake that he received as soon as he was in the car. He caught the glint
of
Bert's sharp eyes, and the whiteness of teeth that displayed an ugly but
fam liar grin.

Bert was keeping deep in the darkness of the car. It wouldn't do for him
to show his face in Northdale, and the sane applied to the remnai nder of his
mob, with the sole exception of Ckey Shurn, who had legitimte business in the
t own.

"Thought |'d forgotten you, Okey?" queried Bert. "Well, | hadn't. The nob
noves tonorrow ni ght."
"l guess that nmeans | come along," returned Ckey. "I'mkind of sorry,

t hough, because the setup | ooked good here. \What burg have you picked for the



hei st ?"

Bert Skirvel answered with a chuckle.

"Northdal e," he said. "I just came here to | ook over the lay and make
sure
you hadn't kidded me, Ckey."

"Then I won't come along -"

"OfF course not! Tonorrow, you quit peddling brogans and hop into New
Yor k.

Fix yourself with the regular alibi, and make it hold until nine bells. W're
going to pull the job as soon as this burg goes shut-eye."

Ckey nodded, then queri ed:

"What about the getaway, Bert?"

"As usual, Okey. You head this way and neet ne, so we can switch cars.
Wth your alibi fixed, you can roll right into town as if nothing happened.
Here -"

Bert turned on the dashlight and pushed a road map into its glow Okey
studied the details, nodding as he did. Crine's schene was mapped in Bert's
efficient style, with the getaway all based on detailed i nformati on that OCkey
had forwarded during his two weeks coverage of Northdal e and surroundi ng
territory.

"I was here a few nights ago," Bert remarked, "but you didn't get the
bl i nks. "

"Must have been Tuesday," nodded Ckey. "I was late getting back froma
sales trip to some of the country stores. Too bad, Bert; sorry | mssed you."

"I"'mnot. | drove out past old Mrrdant's house. Looks |like a good place
for me and the nob to split, when we start the getaway."

"It mght be bad, Bert. The old gent has a |lot of servants. |'ve heard
they act tough if anybody even snoops around the old place."

Bert gave another of his hard chuckl es.

"We'| | act tougher," he said. "It's just what we want - a |lot of
excitement, with some dopes holding the bag. 1'll bet old Mordant will craw
somewhere and hide, while that big cluck, Kl ebbert, is bossing the other
flunkies. Some freaks, Mrdant and Kl ebbert!"

"You saw them Bert?"

"Yeah. Tonight, when they cane out of the bank. | knew they couldn't be
anybody el se, after all you'd witten about them"

"The gabs at the hotel were figuring maybe Mrdant socked away sonme dough
toni ght, Bert."

"And maybe they're right. It's worth a chance, anyway. So |ong, Okey."

WTH that, Bert flicked off the dashlight, and Okey returned the road
nap.
Sliding fromthe car, Okey reversed his circuit back to the hotel. He finished
his cigar while chatting with the other salesnen; then went up to his room
There, Okey began packi ng sanpl es, pausing, occasionally, to glance from
his wi ndow. Fromthis perspective, Okey's view of the Northdal e Nati ona
pl eased him
Dark, deserted, the bank building was i ndeed the perfect set-up. Tonorrow
night, it wouldn't ook a bit different at this hour. Bert and his conpany of
expert bank crackers woul d be operating smoothly and efficiently, unnoticed by
t he occasional persons trickling fromthe exit of the Isis Theater, next door
There woul d be a bl ow off, of course. There always was, when Bert Skirvel
staged a bank heist. But Bert and his specialists would be gone with the
bl ast,
outraci ng Northdal e's handful of police and any yap sheriffs who mght join
t he
chase. A detour past Mrdant's was a smart idea, as Ckey thought it over. Half
a dozen excited servants woul dn't add rmuch help to the | aw.
Cars were noving away fromthe parking lot. Anbng them Okey saw a dark



coupe that slid out unnoticed by anyone else: Bert's car, carrying its owner
away from Northdale, the town to which he would return, to claima pay-off
wi thin the next twenty-four hours.

key chuckl ed; his tone was an imtation of Bert's. Mre than nere
flattery, it was a tribute. It meant that Okey Shurn considered Bert Skirvel
as
smart as any man he ever expected to neet.

Fromthe departing car came a sinmilar chuckle that certified Ckey's
opinion. Only, this chuckle was the original, not an imtation; and Bert
Skirvel was applying the opinion to hinself. For Bert was smart, and knew it
far better than did Ckey. In considering Northdale as the proper place for
crine, Bert hadn't missed a trick

He liked this set-up of a nine o' clock town, lived in by an old recluse
naned Arthur Mrdant, who trusted only one servant Klebbert, even though he
had
a lot of others in his enploy.

Those extra servants would sinply add to the confusion that Bert hoped to
cause when he landed in their bailiwick with a | oad of bank | oot and an
acconpanyi ng nob.

There were certain things that Okey Shurn didn't think about, whereas
Bert
Skirvel did. Wich was why Ckey merely played a secondary part in the crinmes
whi ch Bert maneuvered to their clinmax. Al factors had to be considered, and
there was one in particular that Ckey had overl ooked.

Confident in Bert's ability, Okey had forgotten that tonorrow s job m ght
produce interference froma certain crime-hunter called The Shadow, who woul d
sooner or later be catching up with Berth's crew

Bert Skirvel, however, had not forgotten The Shadow. Hence, Bert's
chuckl e
hel d a special significance. It neant that, in Bert's opinion, the schene of
conmng crinme would go far deeper than even The Shadow coul d suspect!

CHAPTER |
MANHATTAN | NTERLUDE

ON a side street in Manhattan stood Duke's Gill, a favored eating pl ace
in its neighborhood. It was managed by a genial character who was call ed Duke
not because of any aristocratic appearance, which he did not have, but because
of his skill at handling his left fist.

Duke's customwas to take a right-hand grip upon the coat of an unruly
customer, and if the fellowtried to insert punches during the trip to the
door, Duke would then supply a | eft-hand wallop so unforeseen, that recipients
swore it canme out of the wall. But Duke, of late, had found no opportunity to
denonstrate his sout hpaw prowess.

The reason was that unwanted custoners no | onger frequented his place.
The
patrons had becone a cl anni sh, well-behaved group, and Duke was now using only
his right hand, to reach across the bar and shake a wel come to his patrons.

Many of those custoners were traveling sal esmen, who stopped in whenever
they came off the road. Every night seemed a part of Od Home Week, at Duke's
Gill.

Though even Duke didn't know it, one dozen of his custoners constituted a
very dangerous band. They never visited the place together; not even in pairs.

They were men who worked for Bert Skirvel, and they were all |ike Okey Shurn.
Though they had presumably never heard of each other, they all knew Duke
and with good reason. They used Duke's Gill as a place to frame their

i ndi vi dual ali bis.
Al ways, a man who had cased a town, as key had done at Northdal e, cane



directly to Duke's and stayed there until Bert and the rest had begun the

| ocal

job. Thus, if the spotter became a suspect, he could always call on Duke for
an

alibi, for Duke was a man who renenbered nanes, faces, and occasions.

So far, none of Bert's tribe had been forced to call upon Duke to back up
an alibi; hence, Duke's Gill was still the port in every storm

There was sonething el se that Duke did not know. Hi s place was being
wat ched, not by the police - for Duke would have noticed that and wanted to
know why - but by another group of nmen who were every bit as canny as Bert's
crowmd. These watchers were agents of The Shadow. Quiet customers all, they
wer e
on the | ookout for those fromthe opposite canp.

A curious situation, this: The Shadow s men taking turns at an unbroken
vigil which mght not produce a wanted customer in a nmonth or nore; perhaps
never, if Bert Skirvel had happened to change his alibi shop. The sort of
t hi ng
t hat seemed wasted effort on The Shadow s part; a measure that reduced the
efficiency of his own organization, by keeping nen constantly upon the shelf.

Quite the opposite was the case. The Shadow had sinply tw sted
circunmstances to suit his own use. He'd wanted a pl ace where agents woul d be
avail able on call, and Duke's Gill was conveniently | ocated. By establishing
t hensel ves there, The Shadow s aids were fixing matters for the future, cone
what might, in the case of Bert Skirvel

An unusual case, Bert Skirvel's.

Bert was definitely a known crimnal. He had been rmugged, fingerprinted,
sent away, parol ed, sent away again, always for bank robbery. Escaping in a
prison break, he'd gone back to his former calling without any effort to hide
what he was up to.

He was always a junp or two ahead of the law, and had managed to keep
cl ear of The Shadow by the sinple systemof switching fromone territory to
anot her, with kal ei doscopi c shifts.

The only way to flag Bert Skirvel was to be at a given place the sane
tinme
Bert was - a thing that utterly baffled the police, and had proven quite a
probl em for The Shadow, to date.

But The Shadow had taken real steps to solve it. He had sinply dropped
hi s
hunt for Bert Skirvel, to study up on the bank robber's crew

This was sonething the police hadn't done, because they had no idea who
any of Bert's men might be. As a salve for their inability to trace such nen,
various authorities clained that Bert took on a new crew for each job; hence,
the only man to find was Bert Skirvel. Backi ng such an assunption was the
known
fact that Bert Skirvel was very, very snart.

He was smarter than the assunption granted, which was sonething that The
Shadow r ecogni zed.

Al of Bert's jobs were expertly acconplished; they pointed to teamwork
on
the part of specialists. Sinple arithnmetic proved that Bert couldn't have
obt ai ned enough capabl e workers to cover all of his robberies, on a basis of a
new crew every time.

By The Shadow s cal cul ations, Bert would enploy efficiency at the cost of
all else, and the one way of so doing would be to enploy a single, conpact
Crew.

Thus The Shadow, working fromthe inside out, had Iisted scores of nen
who
m ght be working for Bert Skirvel, and then proceeded to elimnate every man
who
m ght, to any marked degree, be suspected by the police. That done, The Shadow



had begun to trace the dozen who remai ned, and he had found that they all had
one habit in comon

To a man, the dozen liked to pay individual trips to Duke's Gill, there
to renew ol d acquai ntances with respectabl e custoners, and, especially, wth
Duke hinmself. So far, those visits had been nere routine; but The Shadow was
hopi ng for sonething better

Thi s night, something better cane.

IT was the night after Okey Shurn had chatted with Bert Skirvel, in
Nort hdal e, and the nan who sauntered into Duke's Gill was Ckey hinself. He
gave Duke a handshake, and proceeded to shake hands with other custoners that
he had nmet before.

Fi ndi ng Ckey so affable, Duke proceeded to introduce himto a
conparatively recent patron, naned Harry Vincent.

One gl ance was enough for Ckey to decide that Harry was the sort he
want ed
to know. In building an alibi, it wasn't wi se to depend on Duke al one. Ckey
needed the support of other persons, who | ooked reliable and sober. Finding
that Harry had both qualities, Ckey opened negoti ations.

"My line is shoes,"” he told Harry. "What's yours, Vincent?"

"Razors," replied Harry.

"A tough line." Okey shook his head. "Sone of the boys have told ne.

You' ve got to sell a mllion blades, and practically give away the razors so
people will use your brand. Yeah, razors are tough."
"Not mne," returned Harry "I don't handle safety razors. Mne are

straight razors."

key stared at Harry as if |ooking at sonething that belonged to the | ast
century. But Harry didn't show any traces of a handl e-bar nustache. Not only
was he a very nodern, keen young man, but he was cl ean-shaven, in the thorough
fashion that a straight razor could produce. In fact, for Okey's benefit,
Harry
et his hand run down the side of his face and around his chin.

It happened that Harry had just been to a barber shop, but Ckey took it
that he had shaved hinself in the ol d-fashi oned way. Finding razors a good
t heme, Okey worked into it, and soon |learned that Harry's best custoners were
bar bers.

That |led to barber shops, and before he realized it, Okey was touring the
country with Harry, talking of every little hotel where either had ever been

Suddenly, it shot honme to Ckey that in playing this new and val uabl e
acquai ntance, he had openly traced his own whereabouts right up to the tine
when he had gone to Northdale. This was a bad nistake. Sal esmen of the type
that Okey represented weren't in the habit of braggi ng about the territory
t hey
covered, and then clipping it short, w thout reason

I f Ckey found he'd have to depend on Vincent for an alibi, the chap would
certainly renenmber if Okey had bal ked and failed to nention Northdal e.
However ,
key had the right card for such a situation

Instead of further ignoring Northdale, he waded right into the subject.
He
told Harry he'd been there for the past two weeks and found it a live town,
from
t he vi ewpoi nt of business, with plenty of good territory.

"I'"m going back there tonight," declared Okey. "Got to pick up ny car and
a lot of sanples that | told themto ship there. Got a whole list of towns,
right here" - he thunbed though a little notebook - "that |I'm going to cover,
begi nning with tonorrow "

Okey put away his little book, glanced at the clock, and called to Duke:

"Let me know when it's quarter-to-nine, Duke. |'ve got to catch a train



at

nine-five." Ckey turned to Harry. "It ought to get me into Northdal e around
ten.

I"ve still got time for one of Duke's planked steaks. How about eating with
nel

Vi ncent ?"

Harry agreed, provided he could call off a date that he had al ready nade.
So he went to a phone booth, with Ckey grinning after him ey was pl eased
with Vincent as an aid to an alibi, but he wouldn't have been so happy, had he
heard the call that Harry made

It was to a man nanmed Burbank and it included all details regardi ng Ckey
Shur n.

A FEWninutes later, a tiny light glimered on the wall of a
bl ack-curtai ned room Hands reached for earphones; as the light went off, a
whi spered voi ce spoke, its sibilance stirring the shrouding curtains. Fromthe
ear phones cane the response:

" Bur bank speaking."

"Report!"

In response to The Shadow s order, Burbank reported what he had | earned
fromHarry. Hands | aid the earphones aside. Creeping into the glow of a blue
light, that reflected fromthe polished surface of a table, those sanme hands
opened a folder and drew out a set of photographs. Anpbng them was one of Ckey
Shur n.

Next, from another folder, The Shadow produced a list of banks in the
territory that included Northdale. He studied data on the Northdal e Nati onal
found it to be the nost prosperous bank in a resort area within fifty mles of
New York. Even nore inportant, however, was the notation that the Northdal e
Nati onal was one of the conparatively few banks that still stayed open
eveni ngs
until nine o' clock.

A whi spered laugh stirred the black-walled roomthat fornmed The Shadow s
sanctum The final itemfitted perfectly with Ckey's choice of a nine-five
train. If he stayed at Duke's Gill until quarter of nine, Okey's couldn't
possibly get to Northdale any faster than that train would carry him for The
Shadow s reference to a tinetable showed that it was an express, with
Nor t hdal e
its first stop.

Even by air, the tinme couldn't be clipped, for Northdale had no air
field.

If Ckey chose to go by car, starting fromnear Duke's Gill, the head start
t hus

gai ned would be lost in the tangle of Manhattan traffic. At very best, Ckey
couldn't get to Northdal e before ten

But The Shadow could do better.

There was still an hour until nine o'clock, because Ckey intended to
flavor his alibi with one of Duke's planked steaks. An hour that The Shadow
could use to get to Northdale at the very tinme when Ckey didn't want to be
there: shortly after nine.

A hand pressed the switch of the bluish light. The click brought pitch
dar kness, and a whi spered laugh stirred the solid gloom When the | ast echoes
of that mirth had faded, a conplete silence gripped the sanctum The Shadow
had
left his hidden abode, bound upon a m ssion of justice.

Twenty mnutes later, a long, sleek roadster was clearing Manhattan
traffic, headed toward a hi ghway | eading out to Northdal e. The soft rhythm of
the multi-cylinder notor spoke of snooth power that could clip the mles at
terrific speed, once the sleek car was really under way.

Significant, too, of hidden power was the driver of the purring roadster



a figure cloaked in black, with a slouch hat slanted down across his eyes. H s
gl oved hands held the wheel with the sane grip that handl ed automati cs,
whenever such weapons were demanded.

They woul d be in demand toni ght when The Shadow met crine at its very
sour ce!

CHAPTER 1 |
CRI ME' S COURSE

IT was nine o' clock, the hour of crime in Northdale. Bert Skirvel
consi dered the setting perfect, even to the parking lot. This was a period
when
no one canme to the lot to get their cars, because early parkers used the
streets
and | ateconers were still in the novies.

There was a chap who col |l ected di nes when peopl e parked, but he al ways
went in to see the pictures when business began to | ag, so Bert had coasted
right into the parking lot, and was making it his headquarters. The blinks
t hat
he gave his head lights were for benefit of other men tonight; not for the
absent Ckey.

Anot her car eased into the lot. A nman left it and came over to Bert's
coupe. Bert heard hi m approach and stopped himw th a sharp whi sper. Bert was
| ooking toward the Northdal e Nati onal Bank

"The old gent," gritted Bert. "Com ng out of the bank again tonight.
hope he don't stall around. W want him back in that ol d house of his when we
head that way."

Bert was pointing out old Arthur Mordant, who was hobbling fromthe bank
There was a slight bite to the air, and Mrdant's face was nmuffl ed hi gher than
the night before, with his nose poking like a bird' s beak fromthe upper edge.
Kl ebbert was with him of course, and the man with the apelike gait hel ped
Mordant to his old fashioned car.

VWen the car rolled away, Bert gave a pleased grunt. It was headi ng back
to Mordant's house, as Bert wanted. Furthernmore, with its inmportant custoner
gone, the bank was closing its doors, which was sonething el se Bert wanted.

Sliding fromhis car, Bert turned his face toward the man who had
approached. The fellow saw Bert's eyes through the slits of a handkerchi ef
mask.

"Put your mask on, too," ordered Bert, "and tell the rest to do the sane.
Don't waste any time. W're going to grease the way to this job with a stick
up. "

A few nminutes later, Bert was | eading a nasked crew al ong the fringes of
the parking Iot, where they anplified thenselves with nore masked raiders from
ot her parked cars. Bert, alone, used his own coupe; the others had sedans,
three in all, four nen to each

As they rounded the rear of the theater, Bert identified two of his men,
despite their masks, and questi oned:

"You fixed those detour signs?"

"Yeah," a thug replied. "But they nay give Ckey trouble."

"No, they won't," snapped Bert. "I marked the gag on the map | showed
hi m
They' Il give trouble to any guys who try to come after ne; that's all."

The crew reached the rear of the bank; there, Bert stopped them He took
a
| ook around the corner, and returned, adjusting his mask.

"The tellers and clerks are coming out," said Bert. "I'll slide around
and



ring the night bell. The watchman will think I'm sonebody that forgot
sormet hi ng.
["1'l konk him"

A coupl e of masked nobsters shoul dered forward, as though they wanted the
privilege. Bert shoved them back

"The guy may grab ny mask off," he reminded. "It won't hurt if he sees ny
face. The bulls will know this for a Bert Skirvel job, anyway. But | don't
want
any of your nugs to be spotted. If they were, we'd have to croak the watchnan.
No use in that. |I don't want to tag you fellows with a nmurder rap."

It was very considerate of Bert, and it explained why his nmen were
solidly
for him all quite in keeping with the theory that was bringing The Shadow to
Nor t hdal e.

Bert Skirvel was known, wanted, and slated for the hot seat, because he
had slain a prison guard when he fled the penitentiary. But he wasn't
thrusting
any of those handi caps on his pals.

Bert was masked, hinself, on the slimchance that he m ght bluff the | aw
regardi ng who had done the job. But that was largely a formality on Bert's
part; his way of rem nding his crewto keep their own faces covered. At |east,
so they understood it, since it was the |ogical reason

REACHI NG the rear exit, Bert pressed the night bell. The door was
pronpt |y
opened by a burly watchman, who was scowling in what he thought would be a
rebuke to some bank clerk who had forgotten somet hing and come back after the
door was officially closed.

The wat chman didn't have a chance to finish his scow. Bert froze it
j ust
as it was, by sledging a .38 straight to the fellow s skull.

There was a wild fling of the watchman's hands as he went backward, but
his fingers, nerveless, only grazed Bert's handkerchi ef nask. Leaning out from
t he door, Bert waved a signal with his gun, and then started into the bank

Hal f way across the banking floor, he stopped and dropped down from sight
behind a counter. There was a light in the cashier's office, and Bert saw it.

No need to informthe entering crew. They were trained to this sort of
thing. Not seeing their |eader, the marauders nade their entry a stealthy one.
There was a | one exception: one man, coning through the night door, tripped
over the prone watchman and made too nuch noi se.

The others riveted. They heard a stir fromthe cashier's office. A young
man stepped into sight; he had light hair, a tanned face with an even jaw. He
had certainly sensed sonmething wong, for he held a revolver tensely in his
fist as he gave a short call for the watchman. Nor was he show ng hinself too
plainly. He was still in the doorway when he spotted nasked men crouched near
the tellers' w ndows.

Wt hout ado, the young cashier side stepped deeper in the doorway and
swung his revol ver as though to blaze at the marauders, who were lined up |like
pi geons on a shooting gallery rack

MASKED nmen, realizing that they couldn't profit by shooting back, began a
wild dive for better shelter. Before the cashier could open fire, a gun nmuzzle
prodded his side and a hard voice told him

"Drop it!"

Bert Skirvel had sidled into the picture, and was taking over. The
revol ver dropped fromthe cashier's hand. At Bert's rasped sunmons, masked nen
arrived, hit the cashier in a pack, sprawled him and bound himw th belts.
They plastered a stretch of adhesive tape across his mouth, and left himon



t he
fl oor.

Bert ordered themoff to other duties, and stayed in the office, while
t he
dazed cashi er kept eyeing hi mwonderingly, as Bert began rummagi ng t hrough
desk
drawers and filing cabinets, gathering in nuch of what he found.

"Hits you funny?" queried Bert, as he | ooked toward the cashier. "Think I
ought to be out there blowing that tin vault of yours? The boys are handling
that, and they know how. | told themnot to use too nuch soup; we don't want
to
spoil your nice tiled walls!"

Loadi ng papers galore into a box on the cashier's desk, Bert noticed a
nane plate that said: "M. Trent." He turned to the bound man agai n.

"You see, Trent," Bert resuned, "lI'man old hand at this racket. | don't
overl ook the | oose stuff. Sonetimes it's better than sone of the swag in the
vault. So I'mtaking this along -"

A masked man interrupted fromthe doorway. He was beckoning to tell Bert
that the bl owoff was ready. Wth his own nmask tight across his face, Bert gave
a nocking wave to Trent, and went out.

A FEWninutes later, the bank building shook with a tremendous roar that
threatened to cave in the walls. Chunks of metal, heaved fromthe antiquated
vault, clanged against the partition of the office where Trent, the cashier
| ay bound. Al arms began to clang, and during the uproar, Bert's crew waded
into
the shattered vault and gathered up its contents whol esal e.

Pointing half of them out through the back door, Bert nmade for the front,
followed by the rest of the nasked crew. He liked this two-way system
particularly as it gave the inpression that his crew was only hal f-sized.

More al arnms sounded as Bert's men yanked open the big front door and cane
out upon the sidewal k, beneath a canted clock that had stopped, with its hands
pointing to el even mnutes after nine.

The crooks had done the bank job in a quarter of an hour, but only the
final four mnutes had been under the stress that followed the explosion - a
time when the local police would be rallying to the clangor of alarns that
definitely located the source of the blast.

Bert Skirvel and the nasked men racing with himwere covering the back
door departure of the others, who were carrying the loot fromthe vault. Only
Bert was burdened with the small steel box that he had taken from Trent's
of fice, and he was flourishing the container to attract police his way. For
Bert, the nmoment he neared the parking lot, forgot the resolutions that he had
made regardi ng the sparing of human life.

He saw two police, in the khaki uniforms of the Northdale force; they
wer e
over by the hotel, and they were shouting across the street.

There, the theater manager was dashing out, bringing a gun fromthe box
of fice, and behind himwere half a dozen ushers, ready to join the chase,

t hough unar nmed.

Through his mask, Bert snarled orders to the nobsters beside him

As he spoke, Bert came to a halt and shoved a revol ver across the box he
carried. The rest of the masked squad wheeled with him taking to the shelter
of parked cars as they ainmed their guns.

"They're asking for it," Bert told his followers. "So give it!"

Bert's words were a signal for a nmassacre. It was too late for helpless
men to avoid the slaughter that was to conme their way. The two officers were
firing at targets that they could not see. The theater manager had stopped
flat-footed, peering ahead, while all along the sidewal k ushers and theater
patrons were charging right into the anbush that awaited them



Only the inpossible could seem ngly have changed the scene. The thing
t hat
did was not only possible, but actual; yet there was a dash of the incredible
in
the way that it arrived.

As if fromnowhere, a long, sleek car whirled into the main street of
Nort hdale, its giant notor playing a thrunm ng cadence that befitted its
terrific speed. It drove for the sidewal k, causing running nmen to dive away
and
flatten against walls, or in doorways, just as Bert and his nurderous squad
opened fire.

The big car didn't strike the curb, but its wheels lifted as though it
had, because of the sudden veer it took

It had whizzed into range as crooks were aining; it was out again as they
fired. Then, with a terrific skid intended by its driver, the sleek nachine
cane to a stand-still in the center of the street. Fromwithin it, cane a
m ghty | augh of challenge, a peal of nockery that astounded |listeners nore
t han
t he bank bl ast had.

Ri si ng above the clanmor of alarmbells, the horrendous mrth sent shivers
through the crimnals who heard it; it told themthat they were spotted
because
of their own gunfire, by an adversary who brooked no odds.

Never had that sinister taunt proven nore timely, or sounded nore
titanic.

It was the | augh of The Shadow.

CHAPTER | V
DOUBLE DOUBLE

HARD upon The Shadow s challenging nmirth, came the staccato stabs of his
ready automatic. One hand on the wheel, The Shadow was using the other to
mat ch
a single gun against six. Such odds did not matter, not while The Shadow had
enough bullets to go around. He had the bead, and that was what counted.

Save for Bert Skirvel, masked crooks were clustered, as The Shadow had
| earned fromthe close spurt of their guns. Moreover, The Shadow had swerved
his car far enough to flank them He was bashing bullets in enfilade style,
anong men who had to wheel full about to aimback at hinm enenies whose
positions were al ready betrayed, and who, by futile shots, would only nake
thenmsel ves nore evident for The Shadow s accurate fire.

In all their training, Bert's nen hadn't | earned to face a situation such
as this; and it was well for themthat they hadn't. They were anong parked
cars
that shielded thempartly from The Shadow s opening hail, but such protection
didn't satisfy them

To a man, they dived deeper into the parking |lot, sone staggering as they
went. A single gunner remained to return The Shadow s fire: Bert Skirvel.

Smartly, Bert wheeled outward, instead of inward, hoping that The Shadow
woul d | ose track of himwhile handling the others. So The Shadow ni ght have,

i f

Bert's gunners hadn't fled. As it was, Bert thought his ruse had succeeded,
when

he heard a halt in the chatter of The Shadow s gun

It happened sinply that The Shadow had unl oaded one automatic and was
switching to another. Thinking that the pause was to his advantage, Bert swung
about to aim

A laugh greeted him Foolishly, Bert had thrust hinself out into the



[ight. The Shadow had spied him was aimng straight for him and had only to
clip himwith a single shot, because police and other pursuers, heartened by
The Shadow s intervention, were comng in a surge to take Bert alive.

Madly, Bert swung his .38 toward The Shadow s car; but a big .45 spoke
first.

Bert jolted backward; his gun tipped upward and delivered a shot in air.
The Shadow s | augh was drowned out by the exultant shouts of the pack that was
closing in upon Bert. Then, as the capture of the nasked | eader seened a
certainty, Bert staged a remarkabl e comeback

I nstead of spraw ing, he straightened up; unlinbering hinself, he sped in
anong the parked cars with an agility that no wounded man coul d ever have
di spl ayed.

Under his arm Bert was still carrying the steel box. It had taken the
bull et that The Shadow delivered with such deadly aim The wallop of the .45
had jolted Bert, but the steel box, with the packed papers in it, had saved
t he
masked | eader's life!

It was too late for The Shadow to anend the proposition. Bert's pursuers
were floodi ng between The Shadow and his masked target. They were doi ng sone
shooting, but they were too excited to make it count, particularly when Bert
di sappeared anong the parked cars and reached his own coupe.

There, Bert saw big bundles lying on the floor - the boodle fromthe
bank,
dunped into his car, as it always was, after a job |like the one just done.
Flinging the steel box with the bundl es of cash and securities, Bert grabbed
t he wheel, kicked the starter, and whi pped his car away.

A path cleared for himwhen three sedans went scooting ahead, out the
other side of the parking lot. WIld shots cane fromthe guns of pursuers;

t hen,

there was a mad scranbl e as the police commandeered cars and del egated ot her
nen

to come along with them

It was all done very swiftly, but before the first pursuing car could get
under way, a sleek roadster spurted across its path and picked up the trai
that Bert and his masked crew had taken. They were in full force, now, Bert
and
his tribe, but it wouldn't help themif The Shadow overtook them

Knowi ng what such pursuit could nean, Bert spurred his own car past the
others. He was blazing the way to Mordant's, where spaci ous grounds,
surrounded
by fence and woods, afforded the sort of cover that crooks needed, in
accor dance
with Bert's well-laid plans.

It was nearly five mles out to Mordant's, along roads that weren't nade
for speed, but Bert set a breakneck pace that his foll owers nanaged to copy.

Nearing a great picket fence, Bert swung his car past a gateway into the
shelter of a great stone post beyond. Leaping out, he flung hinmself into the
path of the next car's headlights, nmotioning toward the gate. The driver of
t he
first sedan understood. He veered his car between the huge stone posts and met
the iron gate head on

The front of the car caved in, but so did the gate, for it dated fromthe
days when gates were nmeant to stop runaway horses, not juggernauts of steel
Careening fromthe crash, the car swung fromthe driveway and stopped on a
shrub-pl anted | awn, one wheel folding under it. The occupants junped out, and
were scattering as the other sedans roared through

They were making for the ol d mansion that donmi nated the grounds. There,
beneath a |ighted porte-cochere, old Arthur Mrdant had but recently alighted
from his ancient autonobile and was entering his front door, stooped and
muf f1 ed, when the great crash startled him



Kl ebbert was behind him and the big man thrust his master into safety,
then roared for other servants to cone out and join him They did so, and were
bri ngi ng handy shotguns, as a brace of cars canme tearing up the driveway, side
by side, headlights blazing ahead of them

@uns were spurting fromthose two sedans, and the fire was directed
toward
t he house, as though the attack were nmeant for it. Klebbert and his conpani ons
sprang inside and hurried for wi ndows where they could poke the shotguns out
bet ween bars and repel invaders. But the conming attack failed to reach the
porte-cochere.

IN the wake of the two sedans cane an overhauling car, a long, sleek
roadst er whose | one occupant was doi ng sonme real marksmanship of his own. He
j abbed shots at one sedan, then at the other, favoring neither. Low, perfect
shots, that were nmeant for tire threads, and found them

One car swerved off to the right and stopped, its crew diving out the far
doors. A few dozen yards ahead the other car went hurtling to the left, to
finish with a simlar mshap and the same | eaping action by the men within it.

The Shadow did not stop. He was after still another car: Bert's coupe. He
didn't find it when he reached the porte-cochere; instead, under that roofed
carriage entrance, his roadster nearly collided with Mordant's autonotive
relic, which occupied a full two-thirds of the narrowed drive

Wth a quick swing of the steering wheel, The Shadow clinmbed the broad
front steps and whizzed along them his own car canted toward Mrdant's, unti
he had passed t he obstacl e.

He was through the porte-cochere and out the other side, on solid
dri veway
again, with scarcely a slackening of pace which was w se, considering that he
was running the gauntlet of a delayed shotgun fire that Klebbert and the other
servants bl asted fromthe house w ndows.

Clear of that fusillade, The Shadow swung a circle back to the main drive
and nmade for the shattered gate. Al along, he was firing a fresh gun, to left
and then to right, for the benefit of masked crooks who had scattered about
t he
shr ubbery.

A few shots cane in answer, but they were usel ess. The Shadow deci ded
t hey
had been fired by some of the crooks that he had crippl ed back in the parking
[ot: men who hadn't been able to scatter far

Still distant fromthe gateway, The Shadow saw a car cutting across the
other side of it. The car was Bert's coupe; the masked | eader was doubling on
his trail, but not in time to elude The Shadow.

Swi ngi ng through the gate, The Shadow spotted the coupe taking to a side
road, and went after it just as lights appeared through the trees that fl anked
the main road to Mrdant's.

Those |lights nmeant the cars from Northdale. They could keep on to
Mordant's, and handle matters there. The Shadow had | earned another of Bert's
tricks: how the one known nmenber of the bank robbing band had al ways managed
to
escape, with all the swag, after previous robberies.

It was sinply that Bert let his nmob carry the pursuers one way, while he
cut off another. Always there had been flurries of gunfire, wherein the ful
crew strongly armed, had managed to scare off pursuit.

Toni ght, Bert had planned the split at Morrdant's, an excellent place for
it, but his scheme hadn't worked. The Shadow had nmade trouble for the decoys,
and then cut back to pick up Bert's trail, to boot!

The road that Bert had taken was | eadi ng back toward the hi ghway to New
Yor k, where The Shadow had encountered del ay, just short of Northdal e, because
of m splaced detour signs. There was no need to notice signs at present,



ei t her

to accept or ignore them Bert's tail lights, taking sharp turns up ahead,
gave

The Shadow all the trail he wanted.

They were clipping the mles - Bert in his coupe, and The Shadow in the
roadster. Mles that increased to a dozen, though they didn't require as many
m nutes. Over a curving ridge, Bert gave his car a spurt for the downgrade
beyond. Cinbing to the top, The Shadow vi ewed a scene bel ow.

Bathed in their own headlights, two cars were halted at a crossroads.
Their drivers were exchangi ng cars, and transferring baggage, as well. The
Shadow coul d al nost identify the pair as Bert Skirvel and Ckey Shurn. The
baggage, going fromBert's car into Okey's, was the wealth fromthe Northdal e
Nat i onal Bank

The transfer was done and the crooks were in each other's car, pulling
away, as The Shadow s roadster arrived. Bert was still wearing his mask, as he
had been all al ong, but The Shadow caught a view of Ckey's worried face.

The two cars started off together, and The Shadow had to do a hairpin
swerve to follow them As he did, another car arrived along the main road and
followed after him blinking its lights in signal

It wasn't anot her crook-manned car. The Shadow, too, found blinking
signals useful. This car contained some of The Shadow s agents, who had picked
up Okey's trail when he left Duke's Gill.

key hadn't taken the train; he had driven out toward Northdale. His
al i bi
establ i shed, he could afford to be going that direction, in time to neet Bert
conm ng the other way and help with a switch of cars.

OKEY was trying to do nore. Wangling his car fromside to side, he was
sl owi ng The Shadow s pursuit so Bert could insure his getaway.

The Shadow settled that with shots that made Ckey's car junmp like a
scared
rabbit. The Shadow didn't aimfor Ckey's tires; he preferred to speed the
fellow, rather than wreck him and the system worked.

Forcing Ckey's car to a rate that nmust have equal ed Bert's, The Shadow
was
closing in when Ckey cut left at a fork. The road to the right was marked with
a
bi g detour sign, so the inference was that Bert nust have gone |leftward, too.
But crooks, in this case, had worked a boonerang gane on thensel ves.

The Shadow had al ready experienced difficulty with that m splaced sign
He
knew that it narked the open road, the one that Bert would surely take;
wher eas
ey, realizing that the detour fakery would be ruined if he took the road
t hat
bore the sign, was changing to a trip over the bad road, just to help out
Bert.

Bl i nks from The Shadow s tail lights told the agents to go after Okey. As
he gave them The Shadow veered to the right, opened his fleet roadster to a
terrific speed, and went after Bert in a fashion that prom sed to overtake him
bef ore he could get back to the vicinity of Northdal e.

The niles whizzed by, and with them The Shadow was rewarded by sight of
the car that Bert had borrowed from Ckey. It was well ahead, but Bert nust
have
guessed that the chase was getting desperate, for he swung to the right, along
a
narrow road, an indication that Bert's tactics were all out of kilter. For
this
road, by its location and direction, should bring Bert very close to



Mor dant ' s,
the vicinity fromwhich he had so ardently fled.

It was doubl e, double, and The Shadow was boxing in Bert by the crook's
own doubling system This road was dirt and Bert seened to know it well, even
t hough his car took sharp swerves al ong dangerous enbankmnents.

At the top of a slope, Bert took a sharp swing to the right, and The
Shadow coul d see his car dip, indicating a steep stretch down to a ravine on
the right.

Less than thirty seconds | ater, The Shadow s own car was maki ng that sane
swerve. He jamed the brakes to take care of the dip. Thrust downward, The
Shadow s headl i ghts showed a precipitous road ahead, one that ended with a
turn
where a bridge crossed the ravine.

Bert's car was on the bridge, and it was sluing wildly. It struck an
abutnment with a jolt that should have wecked it, but not in the fashion that
it did. At least, the smash wasn't hard enough to injure the old stone bridge,
along with the car, but it did all that, and nore.

Wth the crash cane an expl osion that nade the bl owi ng of the Northdal e
bank vault sound like a firecracker. This blast did nore than shake a bridge;
it rocked the entire hillside. Along with the terrific concussion cane a
m ghty
gush and flane, that engul fed both car and bridge.

Then the brilliant flash was ended; the roar was subsiding into echoes
t hrough the valley, while the slopes steadied fromtheir quiver. But there was
no sign of Bert's car or the bridge that it had encountered.

Both had gone into oblivion, w ped out by the terrific explosion. It was
a
sight that, in itself, could stand as proof of crime's proper reward. For Bert
Skirvel, the puny human who had been in that car, was al so gone, along with
t he
even puni er bundles of loot that marked the profits of his final bank robbery!

CHAPTER V
MEN FROM THE DARK

THE SHADOW st opped his roadster on the edge of the gap that yawned above
the creek bed. Hi s headlights showed chunks of netal everywhere about, but
none
of them of considerable size. The car that Bert had taken from Ckey was about
as
conplete a ruin as ever a car could be.

There was no trace of Bert or his swag. In a blast like that, both man
and
| oot would naturally have been blown to atonms. There was no need to inspect
t he
scene further; so The Shadow backed his car fromthe bushes that fringed in
thickly beside the road, and worked it gradually up the hill, where he found
space to turn around. That done, he started back to the main road.

The Shadow found a car waiting when he arrived there. Hi s agents were in
it; they had conme back fromthe detour, bringing a prisoner with them The
fell ow was Ckey, and he was in a very battered condition. The agents expl ai ned
that Okey had tried to speed across a tenporary bridge on the detour, and that
his car had crashed with it.

VWhat had happened to Okey's car on such a bridge was as nothing conpared
with the fate of Bert's on a much nore solid structure. But from Ckey's
gr oans,
it was evident that the stooge either was dying or thought he was.

If the former held true, there was no need of taking Okey to a hospital



inthe latter case, there was no great rush. So The Shadow told his agents
what
had happened to Bert's car, and finished with the order

"Tell Ckey."

They told him and Okey's mpans ended. He started to mouth words, then
halted, until The Shadow stepped close to him Seeing the figure in black
ey
coughed:

"Don't croak nme, Shadow -"

"No need for that, Ckey," The Shadow i nterposed. "You will soon be dead,
like Bert is, with no chance to square things with the bunch that
doubl e-crossed him™"

Ckey's teeth began to grit.

"They didn't double-cross Bert," Ckey fumed. "They were just dunb, that's
all. They left the extra dynamte in the car | picked up, after | left ny own.
Bert told themthey woul dn't need rmuch soup. If | could get those guys!"

"You'd even things for Bert," put in The Shadow. "But you won't get the
chance, key. You're dying you know. "

key began to cough; fromthe expression of his eyes, he was taking The
Shadow s words quite literally.

"No chance to even things for Bert," repeated The Shadow,
yoursel f, Ckey."

A different flicker cane to Okey's eyes. He couldn't seemto understand.
He stared harder when he heard The Shadow | augh

"They went yell ow when they reached Mordant's," said The Shadow cal my.
"They practically pointed ne along Bert's trail, so | would forget them
That's
why t hi ngs happened to you and Bert, Ckey."

Taki ng The Shadow s statenent without question, Okey gave his idea of a
dyi ng spasm

“I*1l... I"1l tell you!"™ he coughed. "Tell you where to find them
Shadow.

On the back road... a mile the other side of Mdrdant's... two cars hidden in
t he
old barn -

The Shadow gestured to his agents, signifying that they were to take key
to the hospital. Then:

"Call the sheriff," The Shadow added. "Tell himwhat Ckey said. I'll hold
things until he gets there."

or for

MAKING a circuit of a few mles, The Shadow reached the ol d barn that
ey
had nentioned and found the cars that were hidden there.

From the di stance, he could hear spasnodic gunfire, which expl ai ned why
nmobsters hadn't continued their getaway. Between Mirdant's servants and the
nen
arriving fromNorthdal e, the scattered thugs had been unable to rally.

Credit, of course, belonged to The Shadow, for he had put the crooked
tribe into disorder, enabling others to take over. The situation offered
further opportunity, particularly when The Shadow uncovered a path that led in
the direction of the Mdrdant mansion. Since escaping crooks, if any, would
t ake
this route, it gave The Shadow a chance to nmeet them on the way.

Using the path, The Shadow soon reached Mrdant's, to find the | awn
abl aze
with lights fromcars that were parked around the edges. Lights were streakly,
however, for the lawn was very large; furthernore, trees and shrubbery cut off
much of the glinmer.

Using a stretch of blackness, The Shadow went closer to the mansion. By



then, he was sure that it would take his agents sone tine to relay Ckey's
wor ds
to the sheriff.

Very obviously, the sheriff was present, here at Mordant's, for men who
| ooked |i ke deputies were taking orders froma rugged man whose coat glinmered
with a badge every tinme he turned into a light. He was trying to round up the
crooks who were still scattered anong the shrubs and trees of Mrdant's broad
[ awn.

Along the front of the house, flanking out fromthe porte-cochere, were
Mordant's servants, nunbering about a half dozen. Kl ebbert was atop the steps
where The Shadow had angl ed around the roadster; the big servant was | ooking
back and forth along the lawn, and behind himwas the front door, w de open
SO
that he could order a quick retreat, if necessary.

Naturally, there was no sign of old Mdrdant. He was indoors, where he
shoul d be, trusting to Klebbert to protect himfromunseemy marauders.

Matters had reached a stage where hounded crooks woul d have to nmake a
break, or else give up all hope of escape. Things weren't working out as Bert
Skirvel had planned them Instead of holding the upper hand, nmen of crine were
definitely trapped, and their |last shred of security would exist only so |ong
as the sheriff proved reluctant to force his nen into risking a genera
r oundup.

More cars were coming through the front gate. Noting them The Shadow had
a definite idea that crooks had done the same, and would forthwith tire of the
odds agai nst them

Al nmost in answer to The Shadow s unvoi ced opinion, the break cane. Masked
men popped suddenly from lurking spots along the |l awn and began to bl ast away
wi th guns, while deputies and local police skirted widely as they fired back.

Then crooks nmade a sudden and concerted surge, in a fashion that was
unexpected by all except The Shadow.

The surge was toward the front of Mordant's nmansion, for the sinple
reason
that the fleeing robbers had to pass it in order to reach the pathway | eading
to
the barn where their cars were hidden

| mredi ately, Klebbert bellowed an order to the servants who flanked the
porte-cochere. They drove forward with their shotguns.

Vicious as rats, masked thugs began to aimfor Kl ebbert's men, and woul d
have downed sonme of themif The Shadow had not intervened. Hi s stroke was both
timely and unexpected. From darkness near the house, he sprang out into light,
voi cing the sane battle cry that he had used in Northdal e.

As they heard The Shadow s shivering | augh, crooks broke |ike crashing
surf. Falling back, they were withered by the shotgun fire of the servants.
Those who tried to flee toward the gates were riddled by arriving deputies.

Thr oughout, the staccato punches of The Shadow s guns were the obligato
that carried the whole theme. Quailing fromhis fire, as he weaved fromli ght
i nto darkness and back again, mobsters laid thenmsel ves open to the other
att acks.

NEVER had the wi ping out of a crimnal horde been nore thoroughly
acconpl i shed without harmto those who sided with the cause of justice. But
with it all, a strange drama was enacted - one so sudden and unaccount abl e,
that it even escaped The Shadow s notice at the outset.

It involved Kl ebbert, the one man who, by all rights, was in the safest
possi bl e position: at the open door of Mrdant's mansion

Shouti ng encouragenent to the battling servants, Klebbert came a few
st eps
down into the gl oomof the porte-cochere, which was no |onger lighted. Qut of
t hat darkness canme a sudden gun stab; hearing it, The Shadow wheel ed.



There was a cry from Kl ebbert, but he couldn't be seen through the posts
and trailing vines that fronted the carriage entrance. Rounding the end post,
The Shadow saw Kl ebbert sprawl ed on the gravel

Hal f rising, Klebbert clutched his chest in agony. He rel eased one hand,
to make a backward gesture toward the steps leading to the big front door. The
effort was too nuch; with it, Kl ebbert took a fall and rolled against the
| ower
st eps.

The Shadow turned toward the front door, which Kl ebbert had seem ngly
indicated with his final wave.

At that nonment, a man sprang up from beside the steps. He couldn't have
been one of the masked bank robbers, for they were strewn about the |awn,
wher e
they had been fighting in a body. This fell ow was chunky, and he had a gun
whi ch
he waved as he fled around the corner of the house.

The Shadow was starting after him when a pair of Mdrdant's servants
lunged in from beside the porte-cochere. Their shotguns were enpty, so they
tried to use them as cl ubs agai nst The Shadow, thinking, m stakenly, that he
was responsi ble for Klebbert's death.

So swiftly did The Shadow swirl away fromthem that he vani shed |ike
snoke. He was back in the darkness beneath the carriage entrance, hoping for a
chance to resume his chase of the stocky man who m ght be Kl ebbert's murderer

Then, fromthe other side of the steps, a second figure popped into

si ght.
He |i kewi se had a gun, but he didn't aimit toward The Shadow. This man was
tall, very rangy, and he preferred quick flight, like the stocky man, being

even better equi pped to nanage it.

As the rangy man | oped for the opposite corner of the house, The Shadow
sped after him dashing up the corner of the steps in a short-cut. In cane
anot her pair of Mirdant's servants, as m staken as the first. To avoid their
cl ubbi ng shot guns, The Shadow wheel ed downward i nto darkness. Again, he had
| ost a chance to pursue an unknown |urker who was equally likely to rate as
Kl ebbert's nurderer.

Excited servants nmet in the center of the porte-cochere. Struggling with
one another, they didn't see the ghostlike shape in black that faded into the
shelter of the ivy, then drifted silently away.

Entirely in the clear, The Shadow went around the mansion, but found no
traces of the nysterious nen who had nmade their separate flights.

Ret urni ng, he gained a view from darkness. Of at an angle across the
| awn, The Shadow saw the sheriff on the steps, questioning the servants. None
of them apparently, could give a satisfactory account of Kl ebbert's death,
nor
a description of the assassin responsible.

At last, a figure appeared in the front doorway. The arrival was old

Mordant, still wearing overcoat and bow er and | eaning heavily on his cane.
At | east, The Shadow was certain that Mrdant had not been in that
door way

at the tinme when soneone, stocky or rangy, as the case m ght be, had fired the
fatal shot at Klebbert.

At present, Mrdant was very worried, as his gestures showed. Servants
joined himto tell about Klebbert's death, and Mrdant, in shocked and scared
fashion, retired into the house. Two of the servants acconpani ed him cl osing
the front door behind them

Movi ng of f into darkness, The Shadow | ooked back across the
[ight-streaked
| awn, where crooks had net their deserved fate. He was no |l onger thinking in
terns of the nmen who had served Bert Skirvel. The Shadow was thinking of new
crime: of nystery nuch deeper than the recent bank robbery.

Crine had followed crinme. One series of events had forced a new and



unexpected i ssue. Klebbert's death, com ng so close upon a triunph over
crimnals, had convinced The Shadow that there were nore things amiss in
Nort hdal e than even he, The Shadow, had expected to encounter

CHAPTER VI
VI SI TORS | N NORTHDALE

THE day follow ng the bank robbery was the biggest day that Northdal e had
ever known. The town was fanmous, and with good reason, for to citizens of
Nort hdal e bel onged the credit of having put an end to the notorious Bert
Skirvel and his conpany of bank robbers.

True, Bert's death could be regarded as an accident, and a costly one, at
that; for, with him a quarter mllion dollars in assets had been blown into
very tiny fragnments, so small that they left no trace. But the city police
chief and the county sheriff had certainly put the finishing touches on Bert's
nmob, which was the thing that counted nost.

Wth the exception of Ckey Shurn, the few robbers still alive now had the
status of murderers, for they were held responsible for Kl ebbert's death.
Natural ly, they denied that they had approached the house cl ose enough to kil
Mordant's principal servant, but no one accepted that version.

No one, except The Shadow.

The bl ack-cl oaked investigator was still in Northdale, but under a
di fferent guise. He had becone Lanont Cranston, a cal m mannered gentl eman who
happened to be in Northdal e because he was interested in buying property in
this vacation area. Cranston happened to be from New York, and because he knew
the police comm ssioner, he had a passing interest in studying crinme. So
Cranston decided to stay in Northdale for a while.

O course, Cranston did not nention that he had been close to Mrdant's
front door at the tinme of Kl ebbert's death. He was nore interested in | ooking
for two other nen who had been in the same proximty. Men whose existence the
police did not suspect, but whose descriptions The Shadow coul d have gi ven,
for
he recalled nore than just their outlines.

One, the chunky man, had a blunt, square face that had thrown a quick
| ook
back toward The Shadow. A face that others night have regarded as featurel ess,
had they seen it in the gloom Not so The Shadow. When the face had turned
away, he'd noticed its lack of profile and had thereby identified the face as
bl unt.

The other, a rangy individual, had long features, in proportion to his
hei ght. That was sonet hing he hadn't been able to hide when he began his
escape
from Mrdant's. The features could be described as sharp; and, though there
wer e
many such faces in the world, The Shadow had seen no others like it around
Nort hdal e. He woul d know t hat man, too, once he reappeared.

At present, with afternoon waning, The Shadow was nore interested in
anot her face that he could not see, even though its owner was in view Looking
fromthe wi ndow of the Central Hotel, The Shadow saw an anci ent autonobile
pul
up in front of the courthouse, which stood next door. Fromthe nmuseum pi ece
stepped a man with a heavy cane, whose overcoat was nuffled high around his
neck.

ad Arthur Mrdant had come into town, and, true to form was poking only
his nose out into the cold, while his eyes were wearing their customary dark
gl asses. The only thing uni que about Mrdant's present visit was the fact that
Kl ebbert wasn't with him Mrdant had enlisted one of his other servants to
act



as his chauffeur.

AS Cranston, The Shadow | eft the hotel |obby and sauntered into the
courthouse. There, he found a throng of reporters pressing about Mrdant, only
to be waved away by the sheriff. One of those reporters happened to be C yde
Burke, a secret agent of The Shadow s.

Gving Cyde a casual smle, Cranston sauntered into the sheriff's office
wi t hout being halted, for he had already introduced hinself as a friend of the
New York City police conm ssioner

Wt hout unbuttoning his coat collar, Mrdant turned to the sheriff and
spoke in a dry wheeze. Hs tone resenbled a whirring clock, and it was because
of his forced voice that the natives of Northdal e assumed that Mordant was
afflicted with a serious throat ailnment. What Mrdant had to say was very
brief.

"I have heard the testinony, sheriff," wheezed Mordant. "The details of

Kl ebbert's death inpress nme as correct. Being in the house, | saw very little
of the fray. | aman ill man, and feel unable to attend the inquest. | hope
this signed statenent will suffice."”

The signed statenent consisted of a nere slip of paper that |ooked like a
wide strip cut fromthe end of a sheet. It had three typewitten lines, with
Mordent' s signature underneat h.

The sheriff accepted it with a bow, expressed his regrets regardi ng
Kl ebbert's death, and received a sad nod of acknow edgnent from Mordant. Wth
that, the old man turned to hobble fromthe office, only to stop and poke his
nose toward a man who had just entered.

"Good afternoon, M. Trent," wheezed Mordant. "I was sorry to |learn that
you suffered at the hands of those bandits."

Terry Trent gave a grin.

"I didn't suffer much," he began. "They only tied ne up." He paused, his
snmle ending. "It was poor Klebbert who really suffered, M. Mordant."

Mor dant supplied another of his solem nods. Terry, rather abashed
changed
t he subject. Remenbering his capacity as cashier of the Northdal e National, he
swung to a matter of business.

"Skirvel stole all mnmy records,"” stated Terry, "and they blew up with him
W' || have to have new signatures of all depositors, though I'msure | could
identify any at sight. Stop in at ny office the next time it is convenient,
M.

Mor dant . "

"Very well, Trent."

"And about those nortgages,"” Terry added. "They went with the stuff in
t he
vault. 1'Il draw up new ones for you to sign."

Noddi ng his approval, Mrdant continued on his way. This tine he was
stopped, not by the reporters but by two nen who shoul dered their way through
t he door.

Wth a backward hobbl e, Mrdant took refuge in a corner of the room
wher e
he | eaned on his cane and peered quizzically at the newcomers. Mrdant's eyes
blinked in owish fashion through the dark gl asses, as though he had trouble
maki ng out the faces of the arrivals.

The first of the two men was tall, inposing of nmanner, even to his
grizzled hair. Hs face was not only rugged; it had a thrust of lip, a
sharpness of eye that marked himas a man accustoned to giving orders. H's
manner of introduction marked him as the sane.

"I"'m Rufus Mayberry," the tall nman told the sheriff. "Head of Mayberry
Stores, Inc. You' ve heard of ne, of course. | own a summer place near
Nort hdal e. "

"I know the place," said the sheriff, with a nod. "You' ve never lived in



it, though."

"I bought it as an investnent," snapped Mayberry, as though offended by a
criticism "I pay taxes in this county, and | bank in Northdale. That's why
|'ve come here. | want to know the full extent of last night's robbery."

The sheriff shot a look at Terry, who was standing just within the door
He caught a headshake in return

"You'll have to inquire at the bank," said the sheriff. "That's all | can
say, M. Myberry." He turned to the other man: "And you, sir?"

The second visitor, though shorter than Mayberry and | ess energetic, was
quite as inposing in appearance. His inmportance lay in his dignity. Hs face
was roundi sh but solid rather than chubby. H's dignified expression was
i ncreased by a pair of pince-nez spectacles attached to a gold chain, and his
hair, quite gray, was an added touch

"My nanme is Nornman Chal nody," stated this visitor. "I ama New York
financier. My interest is the same as M. Mayberry's. | have a | arge account
with the Northdale National. | would have inquired about it at the bank, but

the cashier was out."
This time, Terry Trent did not exchange gl ances with the sheriff.
| nst ead,
he stared hard at Chal nody, only to be interrupted when old Mrdant brushed
hi s
arm

CLCSE to Terry's ear, Mrdant wheezed

"I"'d like to get out to my car, M. Trent. If you would only hel p ne get
past those reporters -"

The Shadow saw Terry give a grimnod. At |east, Mrdant was one man who
hadn't lost faith in the Northdale National, so Terry decided to give him
preference. He helped the old man out through the door, but they were hardly
gone before both Mayberry and Chal nody turned around.

VWet her it was Mirdant's wheeze, or the tapping of his cane that swung
them both visitors seened to recognize the old man. Over his shoul der
Mor dant
gave them a qui ck glance, and each stared hard. Then Myrdant was novi ng
t hr ough
a path that Terry had opened in the reporters.

Mayberry hesitated a noment, then followed with his brisk stride; while
Chal nody, renenbering his dignity, waited a little longer, then did the sane.

Nei t her man reached Mordant. The reporters flooded the office before the
sheriff could stop them and began to ply Mayberry and Chal nody wth
guesti ons.

Such inmportant persons rated an interview, since Mrdant wouldn't give one.
Whi | e Mayberry and Chal nrody were arguing with the newshawks, each in his
respective style, Cranston strolled fromthe office.

Qut si de, he saw Mordant getting into his ancient car and noted that two
extra servants were present, beside the chauffeur. Seeing them by daylight,
The
Shadow coul d study them better than the night before. They weren't apish, |ike
Kl ebbert, but they were all quite husky, though dunb of expression. They had
t he | ook of bodyguards chosen for brawn instead of brain.

Qdd things were devel oping fromthe curious chance that had caused Bert
Skirvel to choose Mordant's estate as a place for his nob to scatter after
their final bank robbery.

Events had dragged old Arthur Mordant from an obscurity which he
evidently
seened to prefer; possibly froma safety that he regarded as all inportant.
There was sonet hi ng nysterious about the old recluse, that demanded deep
i nvesti gation.

The visits of Rufus Mayberry and Nornman Chal nody and their sudden



i nt er est

in Arthur Mrdant, added a surprise angle to the case. That angle, however,
was

mld conpared with the next that devel oped, in broad daylight, under The
Shadow s wat chful gaze.

As Mordant's car pulled away, a man stepped from behind a pillar of the
courthouse and watched it drive out of sight.

As his eyes followed the car, the man's face turned, until The Shadow
could view his profile. It was a straight face, very blunt, and it linked with
the man's chunky build. In a nmere gl ance, The Shadow knew that he had found a
wanted trail.

The man by the courthouse pillar was Suspect Nunmber One in the nurder of
Mordant's servant, Kl ebbert!

CHAPTER VI |
THE SHADOW S LEADS

AS soon as Mayberry's car was gone, the chunky man turned and strolled
across the street. He didn't hurry, nor did he | ook behind him H's whole
attitude was one of confidence. Seemingly, he felt free to walk the streets of
Nort hdal e, which wasn't surprising, because everyone in town was sure that
Kl ebbert had been slain by the bank robbers, not by a chunky man whom no one
had even seen near Mrdant's house.

No one, except The Shadow.

If the chunky man, in his turn, had seen The Shadow | ast ni ght, he
certainly woul dn't have linked the being in black with a fellow stroller who
cane fromthe courthouse. Keeping pace with the chunky man, The Shadow, t oo,
had confidence, for he was in the guise of Cranston

The chunky man was entering the bank, so Cranston did the sane. Both
asked
to see the cashier, and since the other man asked first, Cranston bowed him
precedence. The result was that the chunky visitor was ushered into the office
to which Terry Trent had already returned, while Cranston was given a seat

j ust
out si de.

The cashier's office had no door. Though busi ness was nornal again at the
Nort hdal e National, the place still needed repairs. The big blast had bl own

Terry's office door fromthe partition that held it, and it hadn't been
repl aced yet. So Cranston, idling outside the office, was able to hear the
conversation that took place within, and learned things fromthe start.

First, the chunky man introduced hinself as Jeff Bracy, and stated his
busi ness plainly to Terry Trent.

"I"'ma private investigator," announced Bracy, "working for an insurance
association. You'd like to see ny credentials, of course?"

"I would," Terry returned.

Bracy produced the credentials, and Terry went over themquite
t hor oughl vy,
finishing with a nod that showed he was sati sfied.

"What next, Bracy?"

"It's just this," Bracy declared. "In nost robberies |ike the one | ast
ni ght, insurance conpani es have sone way of tracking down the Ioot. But this
case is different.”

"I know it is," conceded Terry. "Mst of our records went with the cash,
but, fortunately, we have enough data to prove our |oss. Wiat was taken from
this office was chiefly signatures of depositors, certain notes, and special
cashier's records."

"We're not doubting your integrity," stated Bracy. "Wat we want is to
know for sure about the stuff that Skirvel got away with. They say it blew up



with him"

"Which it did."
"Where there any witnesses to the expl osion?"
"I f people who hear explosions are witnesses," replied Terry, dryly, "I'd

say the whole county."

"They don't count," said Bracy. "l nean eyew tnesses."
Terry shook his head; then, in concise style, he began to relate known
details concerning the blast in which Bert Skirvel carried a quarter mllion

dollars with himto perdition

First, there was the testinony of Ckey Shurn, who hadn't died, as he
t hought he woul d, and who was at present in the Northdal e hospital

Questioned by the sheriff, Okey had admitted switching cars with Bert and
transferring the contents of the Northdal e bank vault fromone car to the
other. The thing that tested Okey's statement was his nmention of the steel box
that Bert had taken fromthe cashier's office.

Next, there were nmen who had actually seen the finish of that transfer
but who had chased Ckey's car instead of Bert's. Terry was referring to The
Shadow s agents, who had told their story without nention of their chief.
Bracy
began to nod, as though convinced, but Terry didn't stop with that.

"Deputies have scoured every inch of the road to the old bridge," Terry
declared. "on the chance that Skirvel flung the oot fromhis car. They didn't
find a trace of it, until they searched the ravine. Then they found these."

Terry reached in a desk drawer, pulled out some snmall chunks of netal and
sl apped them on the desk. Bracy began to exanine then then | ooked up and
guest i oned:

"What are they?"

"Coins, nmostly," stated Terry, "and safe-deposit-box keys. Paper noney

and
securities went all to smithereens, and were probably burned at the sane tine.
These silver coins and steel keys were knocked all out of shape.

"Kids are still out in the gully, picking themup. Sone of themare a
coupl e of hundred yards from where the bl ast was. They found a coupl e of
suspender buttons, too, and gave themto the sheriff. Those were about al
t hat
was |eft of Skirvel."

BRACY sat back and stroked his chunky chin. Terry watched himsteadily,
ready to argue hotly if Bracy denied that the bank had a claimon the
i nsur ance
conpani es. Cranston was watching Bracy, too, but interpreted his expression
differently than did Terry.

The Shadow knew what Bracy was really after. He was trying to establish
hi nsel f as a nan who had cone to Northdal e today, for the first time, on
busi ness that couldn't possibly have begun before the bank robbery.

He was selling Terry Trent on that idea, and was thereby creating the
next
thing to an alibi. For Bracy certainly didn't want it known that he had been
around Mordant's house the night before, right in the perfect spot to | oose
those fatal shots in Klebbert.

Satisfied that Terry couldn't possibly suspect the truth, Jeff Bracy
pressed matters cl oser hone.

"Suppose that some of Skirvel's men got away," he argued. "They m ght
have
been in on another pickup of the loot."

"None did get away," returned Terry. "W've | earned the nanes of every
man, by questioning the survivors independently. Except for Shurn, the rest
were all trapped at Mordant's. Not a person managed to get away fromt hat
house. "



Bracy's face was the perfect deadpan. He'd learned the vital fact: that
no
one had spotted his flight fromthe corner of Mrdant's mansion. H s pleasure
was obvi ously doubl ed because no one had seen the other man, the rangy fellow,
who fled in the opposite direction.

Not that Bracy thought he could be nistaken for the other; he just felt
that if one fugitive had been reported, people could have assumed that there
were nore. But Terry's statement, "not a person,” clinched the thing.

The cal m mannered M. Cranston, waiting outside Terry's office, had
reason
to be pleased, as well, since he had |ikew se been present at Mrdant's, as
The
Shadow. In this case, however, the term"not a person" m ght have applied,
even
if he had been seen, for w tnesses woul d probably have m staken himfor a
ghost.

So it happened that Cranston could afford to relax and gl ance idly away
fromthe cashier's doorway, so that people wouldn't suspect that he was
l[istening in on Terry's chat with Bracy. It was in one of those idle glances
that Cranston saw the girl.

She was certainly worth observation, even at the expense of m ssing what
went on in the cashier's office. She had the sort of |ooks that went with eyes
that carried a violet sparkle, and light hair that showed a trifling dash of
red. Her build was perfection, and fromthe neck of her dark blue sports
ensenble to the tips of her toel ess shoes, she was as tastefully styled as the
best New York shops coul d manage.

Hers was a conpl ete sophistication that didn't jar the onl ooker, and she
had a frank manner that denoted true reserve. Wen those violet eyes net
Cranston's gaze, they sparkled with the type of welcome that said they would
stay friendly just as long as his glance retained the inpersonal expression
which its first survey displ ayed

Cranston's gaze held up to such specifications; so much so, that the
girl's own expression changed to admirati on. She was getting out of bounds
hersel f, when the sound of voices cane fromthe cashier's doorway.

Bracy was saying good-by to Terry, and seeing Cranston gl ance up, the
girl
did the sane. At that nmoment, Terry renenbered something and notioned for
Bracy
to wait.

"I"'msorry, Bracy," Terry said. "I can't give you figures on individua
deposits without the consent of the depositors involved. You understand, of
course. "

Bracy nodded as an insurance investigator should. But The Shadow was
quite
sure that the fell ow had one depositor in mnd: Arthur Mrdant. For sone
reason,

Bracy was trying to | earn how nuch cash the old recluse had put away in the
Nor t hdal e bank

"But | can warn you against one thing," added Terry. "Don't believe
everyone who says he had an account here. | can give you a contrast, in point.
| just heard a man naned Rufus Mayberry say he had an account here, which was
true. Mayberry is the inportant man he clainms to be.

"But it is a conmon thing, after bank robberies, for certain nen to pose
as inportant by claimng that they have funds tied up, when they haven't. |
heard another man say that he had funds in this bank, though | happen to know
he hasn't. H s name was Nornman Chal nody and he -"

TERRY never finished his opinion of Chal nody. He was interrupted by the
girl across from Cranston. As if her chair had springs, she sailed fromit,



brushed Bracy aside, and nmet Terry in his doorway at cl ose range, eye-to-eye.
Only it wasn't with a friendly violet sparkle.
She drew herself up from her high heels, and a defiant quiver carried

down
her arms to the fingertips that tightened into fists. Stiffened agai nst any
recoil, the girl rocked Terry with a verbal salvo

"Did | understand you to say that M. Chalnody lied to you?"

"Why... why, no," Terry stammered. "I didn't... he didn't... well, he

didn't say anything to ne. He was tal king to soneone el se -

"And you were listening?"

"I... I didn't nean to listen!" in his confusion, Terry overl ooked the
fact that the girl just conmmtted the same offense. "He said sonethi ng about
havi ng an account here -"

"VWhi ch he thought he had!"

Terry caught hinmself. He saw Bracy drop his dead-pan attitude and grin;
wher eas Cranston, who shoul d have been smling, was |ooking on with a straight
face. Terry decided to show that he had some rights, too.

"Peopl e don't just think they have a bank account -"

"They do, when they send their daughters to open one," interrupted the
girl. "I"m Corinne Chal nody, and |'ve been in and out of this bank for the
past
hour, | ooking for you, M. Trent. So if ny father said he had an account here,
and hadn't, it was your fault and not his!"

Terry becane tremendously abject.

"I"'msorry, Mss Chal nody," he began. "I apol ogi ze, conpletely. If you'l
only step into the office" - he was glancing at Cranston, hoping he'd let the
girl go ahead of turn - "I'Il arrange matters -"

Corinne sent back an interruption as she swng on one hi gh heel

"I'"'mgoing to another bank, M. Trent!"

"But there is no other bank in Northdale." Terry couldn't help but smle
and Corinne saw it. "And besides, Mss Chal nody, if your father is telling
peopl e that he has an account here, |I'd hate to have to deny it, after this."

There was just enough hunor, just enough sincerity, in Terry's fina
qui p.

Corinne rel axed, and capitul ated very prettily.

She went into the cashier's office, and Cranston watched her unload a
nere
ten thousand dollars from her handbag, for deposit in the Northdal e Nati onal
Nor could he help but overhear her tell Terry that her father was renting a
| uxurious | odge near Northdale, and that they were nmoving in that afternoon

By then, Jeff Bracy was gone. Later, after Corinne Chal nody had gone,
Cranst on bought sonme travel ers checks from Terry, and went back to the hotel
There, as he watched fromthe wi ndow the dusk settle upon the main street, The
Shadow sumed up his | eads.

Jeff Bracy was one. His talk of an insurance investigation no matter how
wel | he established it, didn't deny the fact that his chief interest concerned
the affairs of Arthur Mordant.

Anot her was Norrman Chal nody. Hi s sudden arrival in Northdale, his sizable
deposit at the bank, and his renting of a | odge, gave every indication that he
had Mrdant on mind, too.

However good those | eads, there was a third that The Shadow consi dered
better, and intended to follow first, since, in itself, it might branch out to
the other two.

That final [ead was Arthur Mrdant, hinself!

CHAPTER VI I'|

MORDANT' S VI SI TORS



I T was night, and heavy clouds produced a pitch bl ackness across
Mordant' s
wi de lawns. The only visible light came fromthe wi ndows of the mansion, and
it
was pitifully dim Enough, however, for each wi ndow to show the set of bars,
whi ch Mordant regarded as necessary against intrusion, even in a house where
hal f a dozen well-armed servants were on guard.

There was no need for The Shadow s fampus glide in his approach to the
mansion. |f anything, the going was nore difficult than the night before,
because the shrubs were absolutely invisible in the darkness and therefore
hard
to avoid. Finding the driveway, The Shadow trod softly along its gravel and
cane
cl ose to the house.

Since the front door was tightly shut, there was no light at all beneath
the porte-cochere. The only difficulty was finding it, which The Shadow
finally
did by careful groping. He was working his way around a post by clutching the
i vy vines, when a sudden stir occurred at the w ndows.

Sashes slid up, gun nuzzl es poked between the bars. Before The Shadow
could even turn about, he was covered fromfour angles. It was as if a signa
had flashed into that citadel, telling of an intruder close to the front door
For a nonent, The Shadow wondered if Myrdant had wired the ivy vines; then
cool ly, he rel axed.

Not a muzzle opened fire.

Sheer intuition told The Shadow that his stealthy approach could not have
been detected, so the thing to do was wait and | earn why the guns were show ng
t hensel ves. The answer cane quite pronptly when a light flashed in fromthe
front gate.

Soneone upstairs in the house had spotted a car approachi ng, which The
Shadow had not been able to notice fromthe ground. The guns were in order, in
the event that new marauders intended to nake havoc of the Mordant prem ses.

The car came up the drive, swung the curve, and rolled under the
porte-cochere. Its passing lights didn't show The Shadow, because the
headl anps
naturally veered toward the house, instead of the pillars of the carriage
ent rance.

A light snapped on beneath the porte-cochere, but it failed to reveal The
Shadow, because, at this moment, the halted car bl ocked off sight of his
cl oaked figure.

The car lights went off. Boldly into the gl ow beneath the roofed drive,
stepped Jeff Bracy. Openhanded, the self-styled insurance investigator nounted
the steps and hammered t he knocker of the big front door

By that tine, the servants were satisfied that Bracy had cone al one
There
was a scraping of bolts, and finally the door opened. A servant's face
appear ed
and Bracy handed in his card, saying that he would like to see M. Mordant.
The
servant told himto wait; then slamed the door in his face. Bolts grated hone
agai n.

Wil e Bracy waited, The Shadow edged out fromthe ivy and worked around
t he back of the car. He found the sane space beside the steps where Bracy had
| urked the night before. He was so close that he coul d have reached up and
tri pped Bracy while the chunky man paced inpatiently back and forth in front
of
t he door.

But The Shadow was | ooki ng el sewhere. He noted the house w ndows on his
si de; saw guns slide back and sashes ease down.

Then the bi g door was opened again and Bracy was confronted by two



servants. They asked himto state his business, but he politely shook his head
and said that it was for Mrdant's ears al one.

The servants stepped back into the hallway, and while Bracy watched t hem
The Shadow lifted hinmself up the side of the steps. He was right beside the
door, almpost at Bracy's shoul der, when a servant returned and said that the
visitor could enter.

The Shadow pronptly undertook a nost delicate task. Bracy and Mrdant
wer e
two of his |eads; the chance of witnessing their interview was too good to
| ose.

As Bracy entered, The Shadow eased around the doorway, aided by a nost
fortunate occurrence. One of the servants turned off the light at the top of
the porte-cochere, by pressing a switch inside the hallway. A |ogical thing,
since the servants had seen that Bracy was alone. It was al so the thing that
paved The Shadow s way to a perfect entry.

One servant was turning to | ead Bracy; the other was over at the light
swi tches. Neither saw The Shadow as he glided into the dimhallway. Oten, The
Shadow had been credited with invisibility, a faculty which he could sonetines
denponstrate, while notionless, in certain settings. But to have made this
entry
under actual observation would have been supernatural, rather than superhuman.

It was the latter trait on which The Shadow depended, and the reason he
wasn't seen this tine lay in his skill at timely and stealthy action

THE first servant went toward a gl oony staircase, but did not go up
I nstead, he ushered Bracy to a door below the stairs. But The Shadow took to
the steps, pausing in their gloom half hidden by a huge newel post, while the
second man, after closing the door and bolting it, turned to follow Bracy.
Thus
The Shadow remnai ned unnoticed, and therefore unseen

VWhen the servant rapped at the door below the stairs, it opened suddenly,
showi ng ol d Mordant on the threshold. He was wearing a plain black suit, with
a
gray muffler wapped about his neck, half covering his nouth. Hi s eyes | ooked
t hrough the dark spectacles, and he had a black skullcap fitted tightly on his
head, alnost to the bottom of his forehead.

He blinked as he studied Bracy; then beckoned the visitor into the room
Wth an added gesture, Myrdant disnissed the servants.

They went away reluctantly, each glancing at the other. Evidently Mordant
was breaking a custom of |ong standing: seeing a visitor. However he had
depended upon Kl ebbert to handl e such matters in the past, and so far, he
hadn't appointed a majordono to replace Kl ebbert. So the servants finally
departed, which pleased The Shadow, since it gave hima chance to reach
Mordant ' s door.

The door proved unl ocked, and its hinges were well oiled. It inched
i nwar d
neatly under The Shadow s skill ed persuasion. Through the crack, he saw
Mor dant
seated at a desk, studying the sane credentials that Bracy had shown Terry
Trent. In matter-of-fact style, Bracy was | ooking about the room

It was a peculiar room which could best be called a study, though it was
al so a trophy room and den. Besides the desk, a safe, and a few conmmonpl ace
objects, the roomhad a huge fireplace, with a very large hearth. Its walls
were panel ed, and in one corner was a day bed on which Mrdant probably slept.
The walls were hung with odd weapons: spears, sabers, and a few ol d-fashi oned
guns.

"Very well, M. Bracy," wheezed Mdrdant suddenly. "I find your
credential s
sati sfactory. Now, why do you wish to see ne?"



“I"1l tell you, M. Mrdant," said Bracy in a frank tone. "The best of us
make mistakes. | don't want to make one."

"Whi ch neans?"

"Did you ever get a bank statenent that disagreed with your own figures?"

Mordant tightened the muffler around his chin, gave a cough, and nodded.

"Who was of f?" queried Bracy. "You or the bank?"

“In ny case, the bank was," returned Mordant, "though | understand that
it
is usually the other way."

“I'"'mworking on an unusual case," declared Bracy. "Suppose the Northdal e
National is wong inits figures, inits ow favor. | certainly couldn't |et
it
pass. "

A d Mrdant gave a rattly chuckle. The nuffler slipped slightly fromhis
chin, and The Shadow noted that his cheek was very smooth and drawn, with
little scars fornming a line below his ear, to his neck. Mrdant drew the
muf f 1 er up agai n.

"I understand," chuckled Mrdant. "Since Skirvel blew his noney sky high
the only way the insurance compani es can recover anything is to prove a bank
error."

"That's just it," agreed Bracy, "and if men like you will tell how nmuch
you had deposited, it will help us, M. MNordant."

Mor dant shook his head, being careful not to lose the muffler. His eyes
bot hered him and he used thunb and forefinger to rub them lifting the dark
gl asses as he did. Wiere there m ght have been pouches under Mrdant's eyes,

t he Shadow saw tight flesh again, with skin of drawn snopot hness. The gl asses
settled back in place, and The Shadow noted that Bracy |let hinmself go back
into

his chair.
"You have seen other depositors?" queried Mrdant.
"Not yet," replied Bracy. "I thought 1'd try the larger accounts, first."

"You flatter me, M. Bracy."

"It was sinply an opinion -"

"Based on hearsay?"

"No. On the fact that you own this |large estate and woul d probably
require
a great deal of money to keep it up."

Mor dant arose from behi nd the desk, steadying hinself until he found his
cane. Rather pointedly, he suggested:

"Suppose you try the smaller depositors first, M. Bracy. Later, if it
becomes the common procedure, | nmight furnish you with nmy own figures."

BRACY t ook the suggestion willingly. H's reaction proved two things to
The
Shadow. first, that Bracy was anxious to learn the size of Mrdant's bank
account; conversely, that he was seeking other facts equally inportant, and
therefore playing for a chance at future visits.

Wthdrawing to the stairs, The Shadow | et Mdrdant and Bracy cone through
t he doorway. Then cane a break that was hel pful. Mrdant began it.

"It is not ny customto receive strangers," Mrdant told Bracy. "But
have heard good things of you. | believe you once handl ed an investigation for
a friend of mne."

"I've handl ed a good nany, M. MNbrdant."

"That's new to you, isn't it?"

"Call it fairly recent. | dabbled sonme, before I took up this line as a
regul ar thing."

"Didn't you once conme in contact with actual crimnals? Men |ike Bert
Skirvel ?"

Bracy nodded.



"I'd have known Bert, if 1'd seen him" he said. "Too bad | wasn't around
Nort hdal e last night. But | went after smarter guys than Bert. Fellows |ike
Sl eeper Groth."

Mordant stroked his chin through his nuffler. Evidently the nanme was
unfamliar.

"This guy Goth went in for extortion," explained Bracy. "You know.
bl ackmai | and such. "

Sl ow y, Mordant shook his head.

"Thought you might have heard of Sleeper," said Bracy. "He's bothered a
ot of wealthy people. I've had to brush himoff a ot of inportant clients.
Wl |, good night, M. Mrdant."

To summon the servants, Mrdant went back into his study. Bracy didn't
wait to be ushered out; he crossed the hallway, opened the front door and
stepped out to the darkened steps.

Cl ose behind him The Shadow eased in back of the door when Bracy went
through. As it closed, he softly reopened it, just enough to make a squeezing
exit of his own.

A very sinple departure; so easy, that The Shadow coul d think of
sonet hi ng
el se as he acconplished it. The Shadow had heard of Sleeper Goth, even though
Mordant hadn't. He recall ed descriptions of the fellow, enough to know why
Bracy had nentioned Groth to Mrdant.

For Sl eeper Groth, now that The Shadow s menory was stirred, fitted the
i mpression of a tall, rangy man, with a shrewd, pointed face.

Smal | wonder that the name was on Jeff Bracy's mind. Sleeper Goth was

t he
ot her man of the night before; the second candidate for the dishonor of
Kl ebbert's nurder!

CHAPTER | X
RI VALS | N THE DARK

AS Jeff Bracy picked his way down the steps, to reach his car, The Shadow
just outside the front door, heard bolts slide into place. The servants nust
have arrived at Mordant's sumons, and were barring the door against other
visitors. Having no need to stay, at present, The Shadow decided to ride al ong
with Bracy, on the rear bunper of the chunky man's car.

The Shadow was down the steps, in the shelter of the car itself, when a
t hi ng happened that he had partly expected. The servants, finding that Bracy
was still in Mrdant's favor, decided to give the departing guest sone |ight.
Soneone pressed the switch inside the house; lights came fromthe roof of the
porte-cochere.

The gl ow did not disclose The Shadow, for he had foreseen that it m ght
cone. But it produced other results, of a startling sort, and The Shadow
wi tnessed themfromin back of Bracy's car.

Over the far edge of the front steps, a man was | oom ng out of the sane
| urki ng-spot that he had used the night before. The other man - he of the
rangy
bui I d and pointed face.

Sl eeper G ot h!

There was no mistaking him Last night, his face, though pointed, had
| ooked rather thick of features. In full light, that sharp vi sage had
t hi nness,
too, giving it a shrewmd expression that marked Sl eeper as a dangerous
character,
consi dering that he possessed craft, along w th bul k.

Sl eeper was after Bracy; no mstaking it. He'd been follow ng Jeff by the
man's slight stunbles, which, in turn, had prevented The Shadow from



overhearing Sleeper's nore careful tread.

Sl eeper' s idea had been to grab Bracy before he entered his car. Wth the
[ight being turned on, Jeff's action speeded up and gave Sl eeper less tine.
Furthernore, light neant that Sleeper night be spotted either by Bracy or by
Mordant's servants. So Sl eeper dropped all caution and lunged Jeff's way.

The clatter on the steps brought Bracy full around. He saw his |unging
adversary, and proved hinmself no fool. Bracy junped into his car, slamred the
door shut after him and handled ignition switch and starter together

Then, as Sl eeper grabbed at the door handl e, Bracy |eaned across,
whi ppi ng
hi s hand upward, to shove a revolver straight through the w ndow into
Sl eeper' s
face.

Bracy might not have fired, if Sleeper hadn't grabbed the gun. As the
weapon was shoved upward, Bracy tugged the trigger, twice. He couldn't hit
Sl eeper, but there was a purpose in his shots. He knew that gunfire would
bring
aid from Mrdant's servants

Sl eeper knew it, too, for he suddenly let Bracy's gun-hand go and dropped
to the house steps, reaching to pull a revolver of his own.

CGood thinking all around, and The Shadow was not l|acking in that quality.
He nade a quick shift toward the other side of the car, drawing an automatic.
He wanted to be on the side where he would be better protected fromany shots
that Sl eeper might fire after Bracy, and he was pl anning, too, to shoot back
fromjust the proper angle, thus hanpering Sleeper's fire.

It was Mordant's servants who upset all cal culations. Instead of com ng
fromthe front door, they shoved guns fromthe wi ndows of the house. Al that
they saw was Bracy's car, its owner leaning half fromthe wi ndow, a revolver
in
his hand. They took it that he was starting sonething that would be coning
their
direction. Their shotguns were sw nging his way, and Bracy, quick as a hunted
rabbit, recognized it.

He'd shoved the car into gear, and he tranped the accel erator so fast
t hat
the car woul d have shot out fromunder him if the seat hadn't held him Away
like a steel tornado, the car actually beat the aimof the shotguns that went
swinging after it, to blast too late. Wen they did fire, they over-ained,
because Bracy had clipped the curve in the driveway.

The Shadow s perch didn't have the firmess of the driver's seat, nor had
he gained the grip he wanted. The car actually did shoot fromunder him and
he
did a tornado stunt hinmself, as he created a black whirl in the very center of
the driveway.

Squarely under the light, The Shadow was spraw ed, shaken by the inpact
agai nst the gravel, right where Mordant's nen could see him to use their
second barrel s!

A D VE to the ivy wouldn't help. By the time The Shadow coul d crash
through it, four shotguns would spray him He hadn't time to pick off the
shotguns, even if he cared to deal in deadly fashion with Mrdant's servants.

But there was tine for something else. Bracy's flight had attracted
attention; so would another. Propping his el bow, The Shadow ri pped shots at
Mordant' s steps.

They weren't ainmed for Sleeper. Whatever the fellow s past reputation
The
Shadow wasn't going to treat himas Klebbert's nurderer while Bracy still held
a
claim



But Sl eeper certainly thought that the shots were neant for him They
wer e
com ng from The Shadow, archfoe of crime, and they were zinging mghty close,
threatening to chop the steps fromright under Sleeper. Therefore, Sleeper
didn't wait.

He took a running start off the steps and onto the driveway. The servants
were swi nging their guns The Shadow s way, when Sl eeper captured their ful
attention. They turned the shotguns after him as they had with Bracy. But
Sl eeper's odds were quite as good; in fact, better

He had a head start before they even saw him and once clear of the
porte-cochere, he nade a dart that was as effective as Bracy's swerve. Sl eeper
didn't head outward; he dived inward, toward the shelter of the house wall,
and
t he shotguns, when they bl asted, weren't anywhere near him

By then, The Shadow was up on his feet and taking off the other way. H s
start was belated, but he had plenty of time. There were no three-barreled
shotguns, if such things existed, in Mrdant's arsenal

The fracas wasn't over

The servants were piling out of the house, and Mordant hinself was urging
themin hoarse tone. Lacking Kl ebbert, Mrdant was showing initiative that was
quite new - whether inspired by nerve, necessity, or terror. He was in the
doorway, |eaning on his cane, while he used his other hand to fire in al
directions with an ancient revolver that he had brought fromhis study wall.

That barrage gave the servants their chance to sortie, while rel oading
their shotguns. A big spotlight shone fromthe house to gui de them Mordant
handling it himself. The servants were piling out on the | awn, spreadi ng out
toward the front corners of the house, determined to find at |east one
mar auder .

They uncovered none.

Sl eeper Groth already knew this terrain, and The Shadow was at hone in
al l
dar kness. The servants felt sure that both were | urking sonewhere near the
house
wal I, but they couldn't steel themselves to poke into lurking places. They
began
to circle the house with flashlights, but kept well away fromthe wall.

The Shadow saw the |lights coming and deftly avoided them At the back of
t he house, he found a depressed corner and canoufl aged hi nsel f agai nst the ivy
that trailed within it. One flashlight swept past; then another, fromthe
opposite direction. Batches of servants were passing, and they failed to find
The Shadow.

As the lights noved away, The Shadow skirted the house further. He was
keepi ng behind a few servants, and he decided to see what happened when they
reached the front. So he canme in close to the wall, reached its front corner
and watched, with one foot against a grating leading to a cellar w ndow.

Mordant was on the front steps, beckoning with his revolver, ordering the
servants to return inside. The Shadow heard hi m wheeze t he opi nion that
probably the raiders had fled. He was al so expressi ng doubts that Bracy was a
man to be trusted in the future.

One servant, reluctant to term nate the hunt, stepped toward The Shadow s
corner and flicked a flashlight that direction. By then, The Shadow had
conpl etely wi t hdrawn.

It was easy to nove back along the house wall. H's foot touched stone,
and
he knew that it neant another grating, for they were all around the house, set
hori zontally in their stone sills.

Above this particular grating was a window with little chance that anyone
woul d push a shotgun fromit. The Shadow made a reach for the w ndow,

i nt endi ng
to have another | ook inside.



Bracy had fled by car, and Sl eeper had probably done the sane on foot,
since the servants hadn't found him and he certainly | acked The Shadow s
skill
at blending with stone-gray backgrounds. So both of those rivals were out of
The
Shadow s mind, tenporarily, at |east, as the cloaked fighter reached for the
wi ndow.

He needed another step to gain the hold he wanted, and the grating
offered
t he proper footing.

Only there wasn't any grating.

O the dozen or nore cellar windows that had grating covered wells
out si de
them The Shadow was unl ucky enough to pick the only one that |acked its
pr oper
covering. The fall he took was not severe; nerely a matter of a few feet. But
it threw himbadly off balance, and besides, there was a reason why the
grating
wasn't there

Sl eeper Groth had renoved it. This hole in the ground was Sl eeper's
favorite hiding place, and he happened to be in it when The Shadow | anded.

THE space was just big enough for both. As they contacted, The Shadow
nmade
a grab for Sleeper's arns. He caught one, but not the other, and the one he
m ssed had a gun in its hand. That hand was sl ashi ng downward; its bl udgeon
struck a hard bl ow agai nst The Shadow s head - one that the tough slouch hat
couldn't parry.

It was Sleeper's favorite stroke, fromwhich he gotten his nicknane. A
"sl eeper"” indeed, for anyone who received it. A forearm bl ow delivered and
pull ed with precision: such was Sleeper's way with rivals in the dark. Sleeper
Groth had | ost one rival, Jeff Bracy, only to find another, The Shadow.

And The Shadow went out just like the light that at that nonent flicked
itself off beneath the carriage entrance around by Mordant's front door

This fray had ended, with The Shadow the final |oser

CHAPTER X
THE SHADOW S CAPTORS

A JOLT on the head had rendered The Shadow unconsci ous; jounces that his
| egs received returned himto his senses. Two nmen were draggi ng hi mdown a
rocky path, and doing it very roughly. It was pitch-dark and he couldn't see
their faces, but he could hear their voices, and they were grow i ng because
they didn't like their task.

At first, The Shadow s return to life was feeble. Hi s head ached, as
t hough Sl eeper's wallop had | oosened it, and he could not find strength to
start a new fray with his captors. Another handi cap: The Shadow coul d not
pl ace
hinsel f at the monment. His mind was junping back to another night.

He renenbered having been at Mrdant's, but sonehow, he m xed an
expl osi on
inwith it. The Shadow was i magi ni ng that he had been in Skirvel's car when it
bl ew up; that he had been put together again fromvery little pieces, and that
the men now |l ugging hi mwere his own agents, taking himto the Northdal e
Hospital to share a roomw th Ckey.

The Shadow s fancies, like this journey, came to a sudden halt, when his
bearers fl opped hi mheavily upon the ground. Rolling backward, The Shadow



struck agai nst bars of iron, which rem nded himof the grating that hadn't
been
outsi de Mordant's cellar w ndow.

But these bars were upright, and The Shadow suddenly recogni zed that they
were the pickets of the high fence that ran around Mrdant's grounds.

Rough hands gri pped The Shadow s arns; before he could gather hinself to
struggl e, he was being tugged upward. His arns were pulled between the bars,
above a cross-rail that narked the middle of the fence. Fromthe back of the
pi ckets, his hands were haul ed through to the front again, and his captors
began to lash his wists to upright bars.

Bef ore The Shadow could try to wench away, another captor was busy
bi nding his ankles to the | ower portion of the fence. The third nan spoke, and
his voi ce brought full understanding to The Shadow. He knew, fromthe fellow s
snoot h tone, that he was Sl eeper Goth.

The others, it devel oped, were sinply Sleeper's hel pers. Sleeper nmade
t hat
plain, and, ironically, it turned out that Sleeper, the nman who had nearly
sl ugged The Shadow i nto permanent oblivion, was the person who, at present,
was
preserving the cl oaked prisoner's life.

"Yeah, this guy's The Shadow, " Sl eeper was saying, "but that don't mean
we
ought to croak him So we won't - not yet."

The others grunbl ed that croaking The Shadow was sonething that every
qualified crimnal hoped to do. They didn't put it in those exact words, but
they made their meaning plain. However, Sl eeper had an objection to that
poi nt .

"If a private dick like Jeff Bracy can go crooked," argued Sl eeper
"there's no reason why | can't go straight. While it pays, you understand.
Anyway, |'m croaking nobody until | think it over. Suppose this yap sheriff
here in Northdale got hold of me and Jeff and asked whi ch knocked off
Kl ebbert ?

"Who woul d he believe, if we both blamed the other guy? Odds are, he'd
listen to Jeff. 1'd have plenty of trouble convincing himthe other way.
Meanwhile, if he found that sonebody had rubbed out The Shadow hereabouts, and
Jeff could show an alibi for that knock-off, where would | stand? Nowhere!"

CGood logic on Sleeper's part. The Shadow noted that Sl eeper hadn't
actual ly denied murdering Kl ebbert, though his belief that he might pin the
crime on Bracy was like a protest of his own innocence. It tagged back to
Sl eeper' s conmment about Bracy "goi ng crooked", and there was further evidence

whi ch The Shadow could duly appreciate - in Sleeper's unwillingness to slay
hi s
present prisoner.

Wth one nmurder on his |edger, Sleeper wouldn't |ogically bal k at
anot her;
t hough there was the definite possibility that he was bl uffing his conpanions,
when he bl aned Kl ebbert's death on Bracy, and night be letting The Shadow |live
just to drive hone his argunent.

THE SHADOW | et such matters slide fromnind. By this tinme, he was solidly
bound agai nst the fence, in a fashion that promni sed to make escape extrenely
difficult.

Hi s arms, wide apart, were |l aced through the upright pickets and bound at
the wists, while his ankles, also separated, were each tied to an upright.

"That'll hold him" decided Sl eeper enphatically. "Cone along, you lugs!"

"Suppose the guy begins a squawk -"

"You can come back and konk him" interrupted Sleeper. "I'mnot taking
you



very far. Just far enough so you can watch the old road and keep The Shadow in
m nd, too."

A flashlight blinked, started to turn The Shadow s way. Savagely, Sl eeper
knocked the light fromhis hel per's hand.

"I said no glins!" snapped Sl eeper. "You'll have time enough to | ook at
The Shadow s rmug later. Right now, we're too near Mdirdant's joint, and sone of
his flunkies m ght be poking around where they could spot us."

The three men groped away in the dark, and the [ast words that The Shadow
heard from Sl eeper were by no means encouragi ng. Sl eeper m ght have spoken
t hem
nmerely as a salve for his bloodthirsty hel pers; but it was al so possible that
Sl eeper neant them

"I'f the boss says OK. ," Sleeper told his nen, "we'll croak The Shadow.
But first, we'll nake sure what we'll do with himafterward. |I'Il ask the boss

That was the |last The Shadow heard, since Sl eeper and his conpani ons were
novi ng away. But The Shadow wasn't anxious to ganble his |life on the whins of
the "boss" that Sleeper mentioned. So, as soon as the three were out of
ear shot, The Shadow began to work on his bonds.

Hearing a car pull away, he knew it nust be Sleeper's, and it sounded
rather distant. The Shadow felt sure that any clanks of the fence wouldn't be
heard by the two nmen who would be waiting for Sleeper's return

Expert at extricating hinself frombonds, The Shadow fanci ed hinsel f as
good as free. Therewith he fancied wong. These captors had tied himright,
and
had done it at a time when he'd been too weak to work for slack

Swayi ng, westing hard, The Shadow couldn't gain any | eeway unl ess he
bent
the iron pickets, and they happened to be too stout to yield, for this was a
hi gh fence, with very thick bars.

After five mnutes of effort, that nearly ruined his shoul der sockets,
The
Shadow t ook a short rest, and began again. This tine, renewed strength, plus a
pecul i ar circunstance, assisted him

Sonehow, The Shadow bent his right armin a doubl e-jointed fashion that
sol ved the conbi nati on whereby his armwas interlaced through the pickets. His
wist didn't come free, but his hand | evered itself around the bar and wound
up
at the back, instead of the front, where it had been bound.

The shift gave The Shadow a fraction of an inch of slack, and he worked
upon it ardently. Though it took |onger than he could spare, he finally
managed
to work his chafed wist out between bar and rope. CGetting his armfree was
another matter; it was so nunb that The Shadow coul d scarcely nove it.
Finally,
he unlaced it and let it hang beside him to rest, at the same tinme easing
pressure on his other arm

By all the rules of escape work, the conpletion should have been sinple.
Once partly freed from bonds, a prisoner usually gai ned an advantage from
whi ch
to attack the rest. This was one case that |acked such advantage. The Shadow
found it inpossible to free hinmself further

First, he tried to solve the |left armproblemas he had the right; but it
just didn't work. Hs left armwas |aced differently between the pickets. So
The Shadow twisted and tried to reach his right hand over to his left wist.
He
couldn't get it that far. His left arm interwoven anong the uprights, was
li ke
a stiff bar itself, stopping his twi st at the shoul der

If he could shift his right foot too, he knew that he m ght make the



reach. So he tried to slide his right ankle up its bar, while he stooped down
with his right hand.

Again, he was just short. That stiff left arm stopped by a cross bar
under it, was the trouble. Tine after tinme The Shadow tried, and when, by an
utter effort, he managed to touch the ankle cord, he did it only with the
extreme tips of his fingers. Even his nails could not get a grip on the knots.

VWHI LE The Shadow was literally trying to claw the rope, and hoping to add
to the | ast ounce of effort that he had already given, he failed to hear an
approach cl ose by.

He was clanking the fence slightly, and he was breathing hard; both were
factors that offset his usual keen hearing. It was the blink of a flashlight
cl ose by that made The Shadow stiffen

He didn't come up to his former position. It was too late to do so. The
man with the light was creeping in from The Shadow s left, follow ng the fence
itself. The only thing was to make himthink that this hunched position was
t he
one in which The Shadow had been bound, for the fellow couldn't be one of
Sl eeper' s men.

So The Shadow stayed rigid, his face turned away fromthe Iight, which
was
natural, since his body was bent down to the right.

There was a pl eased croak as the light went off. The prow er had
recogni zed The Shadow. He had the sanme idea as Sleeper's men: that of | ooking
at the cl oaked captive's face, for he came around in front of The Shadow.
There, he used the light again, cautiously, keeping it against his own body.
I't
showed his other hand, holding a revolver, and his face, too.

Wth a sidel ong gl ance, The Shadow recogni zed Jeff Bracy.

The roam ng detective couldn't see The Shadow s vi sage, because of the
downt urned hat brim above it. So Bracy, stooped, canted the |ight upward and
followed it with his face, which tilted up to the right.

He didn't see The Shadow s face, even with the light. Never could The
Shadow have asked for a better target than the left side of Bracy's jaw.

Strai ght up from The Shadow s bound ankl e came his | oose right fist,
hooki ng Bracy on the button. The spinning flashlight showed Bracy's sickly
expression; then the detective was revolving, too, in a slower spin, that
coiled himat The Shadow s feet.

The flashlight | anded, burning, on the ground, lost in thin brush, like a
glowmwrm 1t shone far enough, however, for The Shadow to see another glitter
that of Bracy's gun.

The Shadow coul dn't reach the weapon. He nanaged to touch the flashlight
with his foot, but that was small help. H's fingers were able to grasp Bracy's
shoul der, and he tugged at the fellow s coat until he scruffed the pocket on
that side. He hoped that Bracy was carrying a knife, but there wasn't any in
t hat pocket. Nothing, in fact, that could help.

Then Bracy stirred. The Shadow coul dn't reach his throat. Victory was
short-lived; Bracy would be back in formvery soon, and The Shadow still was
bound. If Bracy saw that gun in the flashlight's gleam he'd know that The
Shadow hadn't acquired it. That very point, however, gave The Shadow an i dea.

Rolling the flashlight with his foot, he found the switch with his toe
and
pressed it, just as Bracy came up to a sitting posture, rubbing his jaw Bracy
| ooked about when the light went off, but couldn't see his gun in the sudden
dar kness. Then The Shadow s voice, weird in its firm whisper, spoke close to
Bracy's ear.

"I dropped the light, Bracy," it said, "and | picked up your gun. One
free
hand is all | need."



Bracy understood and gave a feeble grunt.

"Al'l right, Shadow. | won't start anything -"

"You'll start what | tell you," The Shadow interposed. "Get up, and find
my left wist. Wrk it free."

Bracy started to obey, then hesitated, as he took hold of the knots. An
i dea was simrering in his mnd, and The Shadow guessed what it was.

"This isn't stalemate, Bracy," he said. "I can afford to give you one
bullet and stay tied. 1'Il still have five nore for other people who cone
al ong. "

That ended Bracy's hesitation. He worked pai nstakingly, and The Shadow s
left wist cane free. Unweaving his armfromthe pickets, The Shadow let it
rest. It was better to let Bracy keep on working, under the threat of an
i magi nary revol ver. The Shadow told himto rel ease the ankl e knots.

Bracy did so, releasing The Shadow s left foot first. He finished with
t he
right and noved back. Hands half lifted, Bracy was | ooking upward as he said:

"l hel ped you, Shadow. | deserve a break -"

Bracy gained a break, as his foot kicked sonething hard. It wasn't the
flashlight, and he realized it. He let his near hand drop down in the
dar kness,
and it found the thing on the ground. Bracy's own revol ver

Wth a triunphant snarl, Bracy grabbed the weapon and spun around to use
it. Just then, a human aval anche hit him right out of nowhere. He'd
forgotten,

Bracy had, that he'd fully rel eased The Shadow. Gunless, his own automatics
taken by Sl eeper's nen, The Shadow was coni ng bare-handed, but he was grabbi ng
for Bracy's revol ver.

The Shadow gripped it before the man could fire. The gun scaled to the
ground, and fists were flying instead. The Shadow s |inmber formwent into a
clinch with Bracy's chunky body, and the grapplers sprawl ed together in the
brush.

It was a very short struggle. Sounds of strife ended; brush crackled as
one fighter arose. Then the pitch blackness seened to close in like a muffling
shroud. Night, itself, held the secret as to which was victor, which was
vanqui shed: The Shadow or Jeff Bracy!

CHAPTER Xl
MATTERS OF COURTESY

| MPATI ENTLY, Sleeper Groth sat in his car, waiting for his men to arrive
with their prisoner. He heard stunmbles froma path, and they came into sight.
By the gl ow of the dashlight, Sleeper saw them dunp the cl oaked figure of The
Shadow, linp and silent, into the rear. One man went in back, the other
cl i nbed
in front.

"Funny thing, Sleeper," said the fellowin front. "The Shadow nust have
wor ked on those ropes. They were kind of different when we cut them| oose."

"Naturally, he'd try to work on them'

"Yeah," the fell ow agreed, "but he's still out cold. Just like a rag!
Maybe he beaned hinmsel f on those pickets, while he was straining away. That's
all I can figure."

“I"mfiguring sonething else.'
"Somebody nmay be around here."

"Mordant's bunch, Sleeper?”

"No. Sone guy with a car. Sounded |ike one was coasting out to the road
when | came by. It might be Jeff Bracy. | guess it couldn't be anybody el se.™

"Not |ikely, Sleeper.”

"Let it go, then." Sl eeper stared straight ahead, as his headlights

Sl eeper darted a | ook fromthe w ndow.



flared
along the dirt road. "The boss would like to neet Jeff, anyway."

After several turns, with stretches al ong paved hi ghways, Sl eeper struck
another dirt road, that carried himto a narrow turn-in. He pulled up beside a
| arge sunmer cabin, where dimlights were glowing in the wi ndows. He turned on
the done light, took a | ook at the notionless figure of The Shadow, and told
his men to bring the prisoner indoors.

Sl eeper didn't precede them He followed, with a drawn gun fixed on the
cl oaked burden that the others carried. Sleeper was nuttering in worried
style.

It struck himthat he had either slugged The Shadow permanently, which he
hadn' t

i ntended to do; or that the cloaked captive was playi ng possum and ni ght make
troubl e. Each possibility bothered Sl eeper

In fact, he was so concentrated on matters up ahead that he didn't hear
the slight creak of car springs, that stopped as a vehicle coasted in total
darkness into a turnout just away fromthe dirt road. Sl eeper followed the
burden carriers into the cabin.

A big man was rising frombeside a glowing fireplace. He was as tall as
Sl eeper, and his face was rugged, with grizzled hair above it.

Sl eeper' s boss was Rufus Mayberry. This cabin happened to be the |oca
property which the chain-store owner had nmentioned to the sheriff. The sheriff
was partly right, when he said that Mayberry hadn't lived in it; also, partly
W ong.

Mayberry was occupyi ng the cabin at present, and caretakers had been
| ooking after it for himpreviously. Caretakers in the person of Sleeper Goth
and the two nen with him for the place was strewn with their bel ongi ngs.
They' d been practically canping out, inside the cabin.

Gesturing toward an army cot that had bl ankets strewn on it, Mayberry
told
themto drop The Shadow there. As Sl eeper stood by, with drawn revol ver,
Mayberry stepped over and did exactly what Sleeper's men had wanted to do.

Wth one hand, Mayberry yanked the slouch hat fromthe prisoner's head;
with the other, he whipped aside the folds of The Shadow s cloak to reveal the
captive's face.

One | ook and Mayberry swung to Sl eeper, only to see his strong-arm man
standing with open mouth and | owered gun. Mayberry's eyes narrowed.

"You recogni ze him Sl eeper?"

Al'l Sl eeper could do was nod. He couldn't seemto close his mouth, to
speak.

"Al'l right," demanded Mayberry. "Wo is he?"

Sl eeper's lips closed, reopened, as they blurted the nane:

"Jeff Bracy!"

I T was Jeff Bracy, right enough, and how he'd cone to be The Shadow,
Sl eeper couldn't begin to understand. Meanwhile, Jeff was stirring, and
Sl eeper's nen, no longer awed or curious regarding their cloaked prisoner,
wer e
proppi ng himup on the cot.

They were puzzled, too, along with Mayberry.

One observer wasn't puzzled. He was | ooking through the wi ndow of the
cabin, keeping his face well hidden in the darkness of the porch

That observer was Lanont Cranston. As The Shadow, he had won a quick
victory over Jeff Bracy. So quick that he'd had the grand idea of cloaking
Jef f
and binding himto the fence, which had proven quite easy, since Jeff had
succunbed quite thoroughly to the inpact of The Shadow s attack

Afterward, as Cranston, The Shadow had found Bracy's car and had used it
to follow Sl eeper to this cabin.



"I don't get it," said Sleeper to Mayberry. "1'd have sworn The Shadow

started shooting, right after Bracy beat it in his car! |I'msure he was
around,
right then."

"So was your imagination," inserted Mayberry testily. "Since the cloak
and

hat are Bracy's getup, he nust have been the nan you saw. But you didn't see
hi m
as soon as you supposed.”

Sl eeper began to propose another theory: that Bracy m ght have net The
Shadow, slugged him and taken the black garb. Sleeper happened to be putting
the truth in reverse. Another thing: he was setting the time wong, for he
figured that Bracy woul d have net The Shadow prior to Sl eeper's own encounter
with the battler in black.

It never occurred to Sleeper that The Shadow, bound upon the picket
fence,
coul d have conquered Bracy.

Al this while, Bracy was drinking in what Sleeper said. Only Cranston,
peering through the w ndow, saw the w se expression that fixed on Bracy's
bl unt
face. The chunky nman was determ ned to keep Sl eeper guessing, if he could.

As Sl eeper's nmen brought Bracy to his feet, the cloak slipped fromhis
shoul ders and fell beside the slouch hat on the cot. Bracy retained his w se
| ook.

Sl eeper swung suddenly on one heel

"What about it, Bracy?" he demanded. "Were you pulling this Shadow fake
right fromthe start?"

"Sure," returned Bracy. "Only it didn't begin tonight."

"What do you nean?"

"They' ve tal ked about The Shadow for years," returned Bracy. "Nobody's
ever found out who he was. Not until now Congratul ations, Sleeper. You're the
first guy to know"

That was just too much for Sleeper. He couldn't picture Jeff Bracy as the
chanpi on of all crinme fighters. He'd show Jeff, quick enough, that he couldn't
hand out such hokum

"So you're The Shadow, " sneered Sl eeper. "The guy who can take it. Well
I"mgoing to give it, Jeff, and see if you keep singing the sane song!"

Sl eeper
swung to one of his nen. "Hand ne that hunk of hose."

The hose was passed over, and Bracy wi nced as he saw it. He knew
Sl eeper' s
ability with such an instrunment. He could put people to sleep by degrees, by
puni shing strokes froma piece of rubber hose. It was one way whereby Sl eeper
handl ed his extortion jobs. People who had cash tucked away usually told where
they had hidden it, soon after Sleeper went to work on them

TO Cranston, it was plain that Bracy woul dn't keep ki dding Sl eeper any
further. It wouldn't be worth it, under the circunstances. But Bracy's bl uff
was suddenly furthered by none other than Rufus Mayberry.

Reachi ng out, Mayberry took the hose from Sleeper's fist and tossed it
into the corner. The grizzled man made a bow of apol ogy to Bracy.

"This has all been a great m stake," declared Mayberry. "Let ne express

ny

sincere regrets, M. Bracy. As The Shadow, you are opposed to crine. | have
j ust

proven that |, too, do not approve of it. W are not engaged in crinme, M.
Bracy

- pardon nme, | nean M. Shadow - any nore than you are."

He extended his hand and Bracy accepted it, quite puzzled. Mayberry told



Sl eeper to hand over The Shadow s guns and Sl eeper conplied. Politely,

Mayberry
tendered the automatics to Bracy, who nechanically stowed themin his hip
pocket s.

"Sorry we can't drive you into town," announced Mayberry, "but it's only
a
mle or so to Northdale. I'msure you will enjoy the walk, M. - Shadow "

Bracy decided the he would. He started toward the door, when Mayberry
st opped hi m

"You have forgotten sonething," rem nded Mayberry, dryly. "These are
your s
- Renenber ?"

He handed Bracy the hat and cloak, offering to help himput them on
Bracy

took them flung themover his arm and left w thout another word.
From t he darkness of the porch, The Shadow watched hi m stunbl e by, out to
the ruts that led to the dirt road.

I NSI DE t he cabin, Mayberry sat down at the fire and chuckl ed over the
farce that he had just staged. Sleeper grinned, and his two dunb-faced hel pers
suddenly realized that Mayberry did not believe that Bracy was The Shadow.
Then
Sl eeper's snmile faded; fromthe wi ndow, Cranston heard hi m questi on Mayberry:

"What was the idea in letting Bracy go?"

"A matter of courtesy, Sleeper," chuckled Mayberry. "The proper step,
under existing circunmstances. He won't go far; we shall hear fromhimin due
tinme."

"We can't let himgo far, boss," Sl eeper argued, seriously. "I don't want
to take a rap on account of Klebbert. W need Bracy around, in case | get in a
jam"

Mayberry gave Sl eeper a sharp | ook

"Flight would only incrimnate Bracy," said Mayberry. "So you have no
cause to worry. By the way - why were you prowing so close to Mirdant's,

t oni ght ?"

"Well, | just thought -"

"That Bracy m ght cone around?" queried Mayberry. "Well, you were right.
He did. You see how little it got you, Sleeper. If you had slugged Bracy too
hard, you m ght have killed him In that case, the burden of nurder would have
been transferred to you.

Shrewdl y, Sl eeper saw that he had incurred Mayberry's di sapproval. He

knew
a way to rectify it.
"There was sonething else,"” he added. "I thought | mght get a slant at
old Mrdant, and | did."
Mayberry's eyes gleanmed with interest.
"He didn't have his coat on," continued Sl eeper, "but that scarf was
wr apped around his neck. | guess that bumthroat is bothering himpretty bad."
A cluck canme from Mayberry's own throat. Wth a steady | ook at Sl eeper

he
i nqui red:

"WAs Mordant wearing the gl asses, too?"

"Yeah, he had on the dark specs," returned Sleeper. "I tell you, boss, if
you'd let me go in there, like we planned, |1'd get sonewhere! O d Mrdant is
worried -"

"Qur plans have changed,"” interrupted Mayberry sharply. "That robbery
turned too nuch attention to Mdirdant, and Kl ebbert's death added to t he snoke.
W nust let it blow over; otherw se, people will suspect that there is a
fire."

"But Mordant can't start trouble -



"His servants started it tonight. |If anyone heard those shotguns, there
will be nore inquiries. You bungled badly, Sleeper, and that is somnething
cannot tolerate. Let us forget Mrdant until sonething new devel ops."

Mayberry's note was a final one, and it assured Cranston that he woul d
gai n nothing nmore by staying around the cabin. Wth an easy tread that fitted
his other personality, that of The Shadow, Cranston stepped fromthe porch and
strode rapidly, but silently, out toward the road.

Up ahead, he saw Bracy. The chunky man had stopped a few hundred yards
away, and his figure was plain against a dirt slope. Bracy bundl ed sonet hi ng,
and The Shadow saw himfling it into bushes at the side of the road.

Ther eupon,
Bracy strode angrily away.

In Bracy's car, Cranston waited. He heard Sl eeper come out to put his own
car away. Wen its notor started, Cranston started his own, under cover of the
noi se. On the dirt road, he turned on the lights, focusing themon the spot
where Bracy had stopped. The lights picked out The Shadow s cl oak and hat;

t hey
were the bundl e that Bracy had chocked into the bushes.

Recl ai mi ng the bl ack garnents, Cranston put themon and drove into
Nort hdal e, passing Bracy on the way. As The Shadow, he parked the car in back
of the hotel and glided indoors, up to Bracy's room He saw Bracy enter; heard
dull thunks as the fellow placed two automatics on the dresser

Very shortly, Bracy popped fromthe roomand started down a rear stairway
t hat The Shadow had used, com ng up.

Bracy had seen his car parked under a light behind the hotel, and was
dashing down to have a closer look at it. Entering the room The Shadow picked
up his automatics and left Bracy's revolver in their place. He wasn't going to
| et Mayberry outdo himin a matter of courtesy.

The Shadow s own room which he occupied as Cranston, was in the front of
the hotel. He had just reached it, and was gl ancing fromthe w ndow, when he
saw sonething that intrigued himnore than any of the earlier happenings,
startling though they had been

A man was coming froma spot just beyond the court house - a man faniliar
because of his heavy overcoat, high-wapped nmuffler, and derby hat.

The man was Arthur Mrdant. He was carrying another itemthat signified
him his heavy cane, but he wasn't using it. Mdrdant was in too nuch hurry to
be bot hered. Sone personal matter had evidently brought himinto Northdal e;
somet hing that he couldn't entrust to his servants.

In fact, he couldn't trust his servants very much, for he went into his
sl ow hobbl e as he turned a corner to a spot where his car was parked. The
Shadow saw a servant assist Myrdant into the car, which pronptly drove away.

Since it was after nine, the hour when Northdal e went dead, Mordant nust
have felt it safe to risk a quick, spry trip across the main street, on the
basi s that speed would surely enable himto escape observation. But he hadn't
been swi ft enough to avoid the hidden eyes of The Shadow.

A low laugh stirred the darkness of Cranston's room This new phase in
t he
case of the nysterious M. Mrdant was sonething that The Shadow woul d
remenber!!

CHAPTER Xl
THE THI RD TRAI L

THE next norning, Lanont Cranston took a stroll fromthe Central Hotel
He
wal ked past the courthouse and paused at the post office, which was just
beyond
it, intending to nmail a letter. He decided however, to send a tel egram



i nst ead,
but his stroll produced the fact that there was no tel egraph office in
Nor t hdal e.

So Cranston returned to the hotel, and on the way cane to the concl usion
that a |l ong distance call would be preferable.

He made the call to New York and talked to a girl named Margo Lane. That
call produced a return one, an hour later, and another after that.

During the afternoon, Cranston watched Jeff Bracy |eave the hotel and
begin to make the rounds of places like the theater and the jewelry store.
There was no need to trail Bracy. He was sinply follow ng Mdrdant's
suggesti on,
checki ng on sone of the other depositors in the Northdal e National

As for Mrdant, The Shadow wasn't interested in trailing him any nore
than Bracy. Myrdant was probably at hone, and therefore unreachabl e at
present.

But the main thing was that The Shadow had a third trail planned. He was
thinking in terms of Norman Chal nody. That trail would have to wait a few
hour s

| onger.

There was a by-product during the interim It consisted of Rufus
Mayberry.

The Shadow saw the grizzled chain-store magnate drive into town and stop in
t he

bank. Sl eeper and the others weren't with him and Mayberry didn't happen to
cross Bracy's path. So the thing remained nerely an incident.

Cranston's wait ended when the |ate afternoon train arrived. Margo Lane
was on it, and Cranston net her at the station. Northdale was increasing in
attractions: one day, it had received Corinne Chal nody; the next day, Margo
Lane. For Margo, in her smart way was quite as attractive as the denure
Cori nne.

Margo was a streamined brunette, who knew the answers and kept themto
herself. She'd gained that ability by traveling in cafe society just enough to
keep brushed up on everything to date.

At heart, Margo had ol d-fashi oned inclinations, but she had dropped them
on Cranston's account. She knew that he and The Shadow were identical, and
t hat
t herefore she was hel ping justice by reporting what went on anmong a wealthy
group that formed a natural target for crine.

As soon as she was in Cranston's car, Margo gave a brief outline of her
day.

"It was really a job, Lamont," she declared. "Like playing hopscotch
getting in touch with people who knew Cori nne Chal nody. O d school chums and
what - not. Linking you to friends of Corinne's father was another gane that
t ook
a while.

"But it all worked out. Wen certain people called Corinne and told her
that their dear friend, Margo Lane was going to be in Northdal e, she just
sinmply had to invite nme to the | odge. But she was really thrilled, when | told
her over the tel ephone that you were coming with me to nmeet her father
because
you knew so many of his friends.

"That put the invitation at an earlier hour, in tine for dinner. W'l
have to hurry out there, Lanmobnt, or we'll be late. | hope it isn't far!"

Cranston sniled to assure Margo that it wasn't far. He conplinmented her

on
the day's work, and added that she could relax fromnow on, as the rest of the
job would be largely his own.

WHEN t hey reached the | odge, Cranston and Margo were royally wel comed by



Chal nody and his charm ng daughter. There was anot her guest for dinner, Terry
Trent, and he was glad to see Cranston, too.

Corinne had decided to nake it a foursone, and Terry was the one eligible
man in Northdale. He'd accepted the invitation readily enough, as it was a
banker's business to oblige wealthy depositors |ike Chal nody. But when dinner
began, it was plain from T Terry's manner that Corinne, and not her father, was
the real inducenent.

They dined on an encl osed sun porch that overl ooked a | arge rock garden
at
the rear of the |odge. Chal nody was at the head of the table, and kept up a
conversation with Cranston, who was seated on his right.

Their list of nutual acquai ntances turned out to be al nost inexhaustible,
but Cranston noted that when he nentioned certain nen, Chal nody di sposed of
themwith a few words. It was an odd fact too, for in analyzing Chal nody, The
Shadow felt that the sidetracked names nust represent sone of his closest
friends.

As they lighted their after-dinner cigars, Chal nody turned to Cranston
and
gestured toward the rest of the group. Chal nody's roundi sh face beaned a
smil e,
and his eyes tw nkled through their gold-rimed gl asses.

"I"mturning you over to the young fol ks, Cranston,"” announced Chal nody.
"That's why | nonopolized you during dinner. After all, you're closer to their
age than mne, so you are really Corinne's guest.

"Moreover, you're here for a good tinme, and | expect sone visitors this
eveni ng whose conpany woul d prove rather dull. W took this |odge rather
unexpectedly, Corinne and I, and | was forced to | eave some busi ness
unfi ni shed
when we came here. So | had to invite sone people out to conplete the
necessary
transactions. "

Ri si ng, Chal nody opened the door to the rock garden and suggested that it
woul d be nice outside. So Cranston went with the others, into the garden
wher e
they found sonme chairs near a hedge of sightly cedars.

d anci ng back, Cranston saw Chal nody turn off the sun porch lights and
enter a roomat the far side of the house, closing the door behind him

The evening was cool and clear with a crescent noon affording a pl easant
gl ow, though the ground was quite dark because of the trees surrounding the
| odge. Bushes close to the sides of the building afforded good spots for an
approach, and Margo noticed that Cranston studied them cl osely.

The foursome proved an excell ent conbination. At Margo's subtle
suggestion, Cranston casually related tales of his many adventures in Africa
and India, discussing everything from el ephant hunts to the weird custons of
Ti betan mysti cs.

Hi s cal mstyle added zest to those accounts, and Terry began to w sh that
he had net with simlar adventures, feeling positive that such experiences
woul d have trained himto cope with bank robbers single-handed.

Corinne was enraptured as she listened. She made a lovely picture in the
faint noonlight, which added luster to her hair and gave her eyes a jewel ed
sparkle. She was | eaning forward, drinking in every word, her hands cl utching
a
light wap that covered the shoul ders above her strapl ess eveni ng gown.

In fact, both Terry and Corinne were far off in Tibet, intrigued by the
riddl es of the Hinmal ayas, when the slamof a door told that a car had pulled
up
in front of the | odge.

Cranston and Margo heard it, and the sound was their cue. Finishing his
subj ect, Cranston |eaned back, and at that nmonment, by arrangenent, Margo
realized that she was feeling chilly.



Mar go' s di nner gown had sl eeves, but they were very thin, so she
request ed
Cranston to bring her wap, which was in the front hall of the | odge. She
added,
t hough, that there was no hurry; if Chal nody happened to want to chat,
Cranston
could stay inside a while.

As Cranston left, Margo switched the conversation to Manhattan ni ght
life,
a subject which Corinne also knew. Finding Terry an ardent listener, the girls
fairly reveled in their thene.

MEANVWHI LE, Lanont Cranston had becone The Shadow. It was very easy, for
the wap that Margo wanted was fol ded around the bl ack cloak, with the sl ouch
hat packed within. Putting on the black garb, The Shadow gli ded through the
sun
porch and reached Chal nody's door

It was a | ow door, and in opening it The Shadow stood at full height,
covering the narrow space he needed to peer into the other room Not a trickle
of light escaped into the sun porch, where Corinne or Terry could notice it
fromthe rock garden.

The room The Shadow saw was a sitting roomthat Chal nody had turned into
an office. Chal nbdy was sitting at a desk, snoking a cigar and talking to
anot her man, whose back was turned. |mredi ately upon hearing the other man's
voi ce, The Shadow recognized it.

Any ot her wat cher than The Shadow mi ght have been sonewhat anmazed by the
visitor's identity, but to the cl oaked observer, the man was just anot her
pi ece
that fitted into the hunman pattern.

Chal nody' s visitor was Jeff Bracy.

The chunky man coul dn't have been in a pleasant nood, though The Shadow
did not see his face to check thereby. However, Chal nody's conversation was a
good enough index. \Wagging a cigar between two fingers, Chal nody was berating
Bracy on his inefficiency.

"No use to repeat the details," argued Chal nody. "You told me enough over
the tel ephone. 1'd say that, so far, your progress has been worse than zero! |
would termit a minus quantity!"

"But listen, M. Chal nody -"

"You listen, Bracy, while | talk!" Chalnody's face was coldly firm "You
| ear ned not hi ng about Mordant, up to the other night, and the Kl ebbert m shap
spoil ed all chance for further progress.”

"I put over the idea that | was an insurance investigator, didn't I?"

"Thanks to nme, yes," retorted Chal nody. "I arranged those credentials
t hrough the proper friends. But you used themto no advantage."

"l saw Mordant."

"You talked to him but |earned nothing. You say you saw his face, but

al l
you gave me was a peek-a-boo description. You haven't an idea what Mrdant was
t hi nki ng about, because he carefully kept you from view ng his expressions.
Afterward, you spoil ed everything."

"Don't blame me for that," protested Bracy. "Anyway, | found out that
Sl eeper was working for an inportant guy named Rufus Mayberry. He's one man,
Mayberry, that 1'd like to run into again. He's dangerous, M. Chal nody, or he
woul dn't have hired Sl eeper Groth. Dangerous not just to me, but to you!"

A knock fromthe door interrupted. Chal nody arose to answer it and Bracy
turned away to avoid stares fromany servant who m ght enter. But when
Chal nody
opened the door, his tone was one of a warmgreeting to a friend, not to a
servant. He and his conpani on stepped toward the desk, so Bracy turned around



to | ook at the new visitor

Therewith, Bracy's jaw unhinged and his face retained the expression of a
dead fish, as Chal nody and his friend approached, still shaking hands. They
cane into The Shadow s range while Bracy still gawked, and the cl oaked
observer
saw the reason for Jeff's amazenent.

The man with whom Nor man Chal nrody was so warmly cl aspi ng the hand of
friendship was none other than the gentl eman whom Bracy had just tagged as
doubl y dangerous: Rufus Mayberry!

CHAPTER XI I'|
FACTS COVE QUT

AS Chal nody gestured Mayberry to a chair, the rugged visitor |ooked at
Bracy. Then, tilting his head toward Chal nody, Mayberry thunbed Bracy's way
and
queri ed:

"You haven't told himtoo nuch, have you, Nornan?"

In response, Chal nody smiled. He decided to | et Mayberry have an
automatic
denonstration of Bracy's know edge. To the detective, Chal nody said:

"State all you know about the case, Bracy."

After a few monents of reflection, Bracy began. His statenents were

bri ef,
but thorough. He understood that Chal nody and several friends had entrusted
Arthur Mordant with a sumtotaling nore than a quarter of a mllion dollars,

whi ch Mordant had promi sed to invest for them

That was a year or nore ago, and so far, Mrdant had done not hi ng about
it. Mre than that, Mrdant had suddenly di sappeared. Chal nody had gi ven Bracy
the task of tracing him and the private detective had | ocated Mdrdant in
Nort hdal e, a few weeks ago.

Al that Bracy had | earned, up to the night of the robbery, was that
Mor dant was al ready being watched by a man who turned out to be Sl eeper Goth,
a fact which he had reported faithfully to his enployer, Chal nody.

"Very good," declared Mayberry, in a runbly tone, when Bracy had
fini shed.
"You were always a cautious man, Norman. You told Bracy just enough; nuch | ess
than | would have."

"You are welcone to tell himnore," suggested Chal nody, "now that he
knows
that this case goes deeper."

Mayberry swung to Bracy.

"I"mone of the friends that Chal nody nmentioned," stated Mayberry. "I was
| ooking for Mdrdant, too, but I'mnore radical in ny nethods. | believed that
it would take a crook to catch a crook, and | proved that | was right. | got

hol d of Sleeper Goth and told himto find Mordant. He did it nore quickly
t han
you did, Bracy."

Bracy grunbl ed: "Maybe Sl eeper had a head start.”

"Granted," said Mayberry pronptly. "But if Sl eeper had entered the house
like you did last night, he wouldn't have come out enpty-handed!"

"Al'l right," snapped Bracy. "Sleeper didn't get inside, but | did! So
what ?"

VWhen Mayberry rubbed his chin, Chal nody | aughed.

"I arranged it for Bracy," Chalnody told Mayberry. "He'd never have
gotten
in there on his own, Rufus. | obtained credentials that nade Bracy an
i nsurance



i nvestigator."

Mayberry joined the | augh.

"You're a fox, Norman," he commended, "even though you did play dunb when
we net up in the sheriff's office. Each of us trying to bluff the other, as
t hough we'd | earned where Mrdant was fromthe newspapers. Sleeper had al ready
told me about Bracy, and I'd connected himwith you. It was |like you, hiring a
private dick!"

"And |ike you, Rufus, choosing a crook of Sleeper's sort. | had you
| abel ed, too!"

"You certainly had," |aughed Mayberry. "So when Sl eeper brought Bracy in
last night, | thought it was tinme we got together again. That's why | et
Bracy
go. It was a sure way of hearing fromyou, Norman."

Bracy's eyes had narrowed to little beads, and were darting fromman to
man. Jeff had shifted to a position where The Shadow coul d see his face, and
it
was plain what was dawning in the detective's nind. Wth a gl ance, Myberry
noted Bracy's expression, and turned to Chal nody.

"He's beginning to understand," said Mayberry. "We'd better tell himthe
whol e of it."

BEFORE Chal nody coul d protest, Mayberry began. He stated sinply that he,
wi t h Chal rody and ot her associ ates, had entrusted Mdrdant with a huge sumt hat
represented excess profits fromtheir respective busi nesses; noney which,
sooner or later, they would have had to pay in taxes, if they didn't cover up

They pl anned to cover up, and nore. Mordant was a man with a brain, and
that great mnd of his carried a huge schenme. He was a man of internationa
connections, whose | atest dealings had swung to South Anerica, which happened
to be the present residence of many of his European friends, all nen who had
abandoned countries where they had once been inportant.

They had gold, those men - much of it. Gold that they couldn't unload
where they were, for they were supposed to be al nbst penniless. They coul dn't
even risk letting large amounts of gold appear in the countries where they
wer e
at present |located, for secret agents had foll owed them from Europe and woul d
descend upon them|like a plague, once they | earned that these refugees had
turned their gold into cash.

"W gave Mdrdant noney to buy that gold," concluded Mayberry. "He said
that he could get it at a remarkably |l ow price sinply because he could al so
arrange to ship it here, to the United States along with other inports.

"Anmerica is buying gold. Chal nody, nyself, and the rest of us could
easily
have brought that gold to light, earmarking it fromAfrica or Australia. Al
part of the deal to protect the original owners, and with it, we'd have
tripled
our original investnent.

"Mordant woul d have his conmi ssion, ambunting to nore than we gave him
Furt hernmore, we could have covered the transaction perfectly, naking it appear
that we had di sposed of tangible assets in return for the gold. Tax-free
sal es,
wi th ourselves the undecl ared buyers."

Mayberry had warned to his theme so far that it carried himbeyond
hinself. H s face suddenly went glum when he renmenbered that he was di scussing
a shattered dream Wth a spread of his hands, he finished with the gl oony
st at ement :

"And now, Bracy, all we're trying to do is get back our cash before
Mordant can clear out with it."

A change had cone over Bracy. From a rather puzzled individual, he becane
the wi sest person in the room



"So that's it!" he snorted. "You |l et Mrdant bunk you with the big con
and he pulled it all on his own! You aren't so smart!" He gestured to
Mayberry,
then turned to Chal nody. "And as for you, M. Chal nody, the tinme you ought to
have hired me was before you fell for the bum steer. Mrdant and the guys he
knewt All he did was sell you the old Spanish prisoner story, on a whol esal e
basi s!"

Chal nody rather resented Bracy's comments, but he didn't take it out on
the detective. Instead, he turned to Mayberry with an accusing air.

"You shouldn't have told this to Bracy," declared Chal nody. "He isn't a
crook like Sl eeper. You' ve given away how deep we're in the thing; that our
transaction was illegal to begin with!"

"Al'l granted," returned Mayberry, in a gloating tone, "but it doesn't
matter. Because Bracy is in even deeper, and will have to work with us. Don't
forget: he killed Kl ebbert!"

MAYBERRY was staring at Bracy when he spoke, and the words brought the
detective to his feet. Chal nody sprang in to intervene before Bracy could
fling
hi nsel f on Mayberry, though the big man was quite prepared for such an attack
Bracy rel axed; then shouted stormly:

"That's a lie! Sleeper nurdered Klebbert! -

"He says he didn't," answered Mayberry, "and | have two reasons for
believing him First, Sleeper knows | wouldn't care if he had; second, Sleeper
boasts openly of his crininal acconplishnents, and would regard nurder as a
new
pastinme."

"He lied, just the sane -

"\Whereas," continued Mayberry, ignoring Bracy's interruption, "Chal nody
woul dn't tolerate nmurder on your part, Bracy and you're the sort who woul dn't
admt the deed. Therefore, | can't believe you."

It was Chal nody who spoke next. Qut of this inpasse, he saw a chance to
further the mutual cause.

"I believe Bracy," Chal nody declared, "and while he works w th us,

shal |
remain firmon that point. Suppose we conpromi se by |eaving Kl ebbert's death
in
doubt . "

"Good enough," said Mayberry, with a smile. "Everyone el se blanmes the
bank
robbers, so we can do the same, provided everything el se goes as it should."

He turned, thrust out a hand, which Bracy finally accepted. Then, in a
friendly tone, Mayberry asked:

"How i s the insurance investigation coming, Jeff?"

"Not very good," admitted Bracy, somewhat nollified. "I'Il find out,
t hough, how nmuch Mordant had in the Northdale National. It won't be all you
gave him though; not by a long sight."

"If it's a large enough sum" put in Chal nody, "Mrdant won't clear out
until he draws it."

"He won't clear out at all," added Mayberry, "while |I'm keepi ng Sl eeper
wat ching him But we ought to be noving faster, Norman."

"I quite agree, Rufus."

From Chal nody' s expressi on, The Shadow knew that the dignified man was
hat chi ng somet hi ng. Mayberry began to see it the same way, and gave a sharp
| ook that Chal nody understood. Rising, Chal nody gestured Bracy toward the very
door from which The Shadow wat ched.

"Wait in the sun porch, Bracy,'
shall informyou in full."

Mayberry added an enphatic nod, and Bracy believed the two connivers.

Chal nody ordered. "Watever we plan, we



Pronptly, The Shadow withdrew, draw ng the door shut before Bracy noticed it.

The Shadow didn't mnd sharing the porch with Bracy; it was dark enough
to
stay out of sight, and yet be ready to | ook in again when Bracy was brought
back
to the renewed conference.

The situation was perfect, from The Shadow s standpoint. So perfect, that
it was due for conplications. For there were other factors yet to enter in
this
evening's gane, and one was to begin the trouble, in a manner that even The
Shadow di d not foresee.

CHAPTER XI V
SHOTS | N THE DARK

IT wasn't Margo's fault that Terry Trent | ooked toward the sun porch when
he did. Engaged in a lively conversation, Margo had dropped the subject of her
wrap. Not once did she shiver as a rem nder - not because she really wasn't
cold, but because she knew that The Shadow nust have found sonmething to detain
hi m

It happened, however, that Terry was a very thoughtful person, and he was
al so | ooki ng constantly at Corinne's wap, which made hi mrenmenber that Margo
| acked one.

So Terry threw occasi onal glances toward the house, to | ook for Cranston,
and one of those nonments was the wong one. It gave Terry a glinpse of a door
opening from Chal nody's roomto the sun porch, and against the light, Terry
recogni zed a certain chunky figure stepping to the sun porch

It inmpressed Terry as quite odd that Jeff Bracy should be calling on
Nor man Chal nody. Certainly, Bracy should have known that Chal nody had no
account in the Northdale National at the tinme of the bank robbery, for Bracy
had been present during Terry's tiff with Corinne.

Havi ng gained a great adnmiration for Corinne, Terry had also come to
respect her father. He felt himself entirely wong regarding his earlier
m strust. Therefore, he placed his present suspicion entirely upon Bracy.

He felt that the investigator must have cone here to ask questions about
Chal nody' s bank account, which happened to be the only one in the Northdal e
Nati onal that was none of Bracy's business.

Hi s present loyalty to the Chal nody fam |y gave Terry but one
alternative
It was his job to do sonme investigation on his own, with Bracy as the object.

"Your father must have detained M. Cranston," said Terry to Corinne,
when
the conversation lulled. Then, turning to Margo, he added: "I1'll get your
wr ap,

M ss Lane."

Margo insisted that she no | onger wanted the wap, but Terry woul dn't
listen. It would be no trouble at all to get it; besides, they needed sone
cigarettes, and he knew where to find themin the front hall.

So Margo dropped her protests and let Terry go, thinking that it would be
the sinplest way out. After all, Terry could never find The Shadow in the
dar k.

Had Margo realized that Terry intended to | ook for Bracy, she would
real ly
have been worried, for she knew that any bungling by Terry would injure The
Shadow s plans. But Margo hadn't seen Bracy on the sun porch, for her back was
turned the other way, and she woul dn't have recogni zed Jeff, even if she had
seen him

For Margo Lane was quite new in Northdale. Indeed, it was that very fact



t hat handi capped her further. Knowing that this was Margo's first trip,

Cori nne

Chal nody began to relate things that had happened, thus preventing Margo from
wat chi ng the | odge

Corinne was ardent in her story, and though it concerned the Northdal e
bank, it didn't include such trifling matters as the robbery.

Corinne's whole interest in the bank centered upon her first visit there.

Eyes sparkling happily, her lips pursed in a lovely smle, Corinne was
telling Margo of her neeting with Terry Trent. To hear Corinne, one would
suppose that the Northdal e National had been built for the express purpose of
some day housing Terry as its cashier. Everybody appreciated Terry, Corinne
nost of all

Her eyes kept | ooking over Margo's shoul der, watching for Terry's return,
and fromthe expression of Corinne's |ips, Margo knew that they were hopefully
expecting their first kiss fromthe nman who had so won the girl's adm ration

Margo hadn't a doubt that Corinne would wi n her cause before the evening
ended. Terry was by no neans dunb, and if he found hinself alone with Corinne,
t he gl amorous noonlight woul d provi de enough glow for himto recogni ze her
rapture.

Corinne was intimating all this to Margo, in the hope that the other girl
woul d do her part in providing the secluded setting that Corinne so desired.
Margo's smile told that she understood.

It would have worried Corinne, had she known that at this nmonment Terry
was
t hi nki ng of soneone el se. However, Terry wasn't concerned with anybody that he
woul d want to kiss, except with a fist on the other person's jaw. Terry was
seeki ng Jeff Bracy, hoping for a showdown with the fell ow who had no busi ness
annoyi ng Corinne's father

FROM the front hall, where Terry hadn't bothered to | ook for Margo's
w aps
or Corinne's cigarettes, there was a passage | eading to the sun porch, and
Terry
was using that route in his quest. He had the bright idea Bracy woul d be
snoopi ng at the other door, which led into Chal nody's room and Terry hoped to
nab the fellowin the act.

There woul dn't be any trouble fromBracy. In a pocket, Terry carried his
revol ver, a Banker's special, which he had been | ugging since the night Bert
Skirvel had raided the Northdale National. Terry was toting the stubby nosed
weapon with the full know edge and consent of the local authorities, and his
present nission canme under the head of bank business.

The trouble was that Bracy was quite as alert as Terry. The private dick
wasn't snoopi ng at Chal nody' s door, because he had no reason to do so, know ng
that his new friend, Mayberry, would reveal every detail of the present
conference. Indeed, Bracy was much closer to Terry's door than to Chal nody's.

From the corner where he stood invisible in darkness, The Shadow saw
Bracy
stiffen. At the same nonment, The Shadow sensed the sounds that Bracy had
detected from cl oser range: sneaky footsteps, com ng along the hallway.

Suspecting whose they might be The Shadow gl anced from a w ndow and saw
the far corner of the rock garden. He observed Corinne i mediately, for, in
her
eager conversation, the girl hadn't noticed that her wap had slipped away.

Rounded shoul ders energed fromthe eveni ng gown beneath them were very
clear in the moonlight, as were Corinne's slender arns as they gesticulated to
Mar go. Though Margo's gown was darker and | ess revealing than Corinne's, The
Shadow spied his own partner quite readily, and then took a look for Terry.

There was a chair between Corinne and Margo, but it was vacant, and
nowhere coul d The Shadow spot the white front of a stiff shirt that should



have
been pl ai n agai nst the bl ackness of Terry's tuxedo.

By then, Bracy was sneaking across the sun porch, alnmost within reach of
The Shadow. The fellow found the door |eading to the rock garden and slid out
through it, hand in his pocket, evidently gripping a gun

Looki ng toward the hallway door, The Shadow saw the shirt front appear
next, he made out Terry's face and the dull glimer of the stubby revolver.
Terry didn't pause to | ook around; he heard the soft thud of the closing door
and noved toward it, as Bracy had.

As soon as Terry had gone out, The Shadow foll owed. There were | ow,
trimed cedars on the ground bel ow the sun porch steps, hence the girls
couldn't see the two nmen who were playing hide-and-seek in the dark. The
Shadow
spied them quite vaguely for both were crouched among t he cedars.

They couldn't see each other, nor did they spy The Shadow. He remmi ned
agai nst the gl oom of the sun porch w ndows, which were dark enough to preserve
his invisibility.

This could prove a very disastrous gane, not for The Shadow but for one
of
the other participants. Terry was apt to be quick with his gun, considering
t hat
he had been too sl ow the night of the bank robbery.

As for Bracy, he still had an equal share with Sl eeper in the question of
Kl ebbert's death. |If murder happened to be a Bracy specialty, he night extend
its benefits to Terry, given the right opportunity.

Bracy was sneaking around to the right, in the direction of Chal nody's
side wi ndow, and Terry followed him The Shadow noted a shift on Bracy's part;
t he chunky man edged back into the rock garden, keeping close to the darkness
of fringing shrubs.

Terry didn't detect the shift, so he kept on around the house. Myving to
the corner of the sun porch, The Shadow saw Terry stop beneath Chal nody's
i ghted wi ndow.

Real i zi ng that he had | ost Bracy, Terry supposed that the dick had kept
on
to the front of the house and continued on his way. Terry hesitated, juggling
his gun; then, pocketing it, he decided upon a nost unwhol esone course.
Reachi ng for Chal nody's wi ndow, he pulled hinmself up to have a | ook inside.

Doubt | ess, Terry thought that he was justified. He knew that Chal nody
nust
have another visitor, and, after all, Terry was trying to offset the efforts
of
a supposed snooper, in the person of the mssing Bracy. It hadn't occurred to
himthat Bracy m ght have a proper interest in the com ng conference. From
what
The Shadow had overheard, Bracy woul d now have a double vindication if he took
a
shot at Terry.

Wnging a prow er woul d be good enough; dropping an actual spy, even
better. In fact, it was alnost inperative that Bracy should act before Terry
| earned what was really going on between Chal nody and Mayberry.

However, know ng that Bracy still shared the Kl ebbert stigm, The Shadow
was quite sure that the dick would not be too quick with his trigger. He'd
wai t
until Terry was really looking in the window, so that Chal nody and Mayberry
woul d not doubt, later, that Bracy had really acted in their interests.

UNLESS Bracy had nmade another shift, The Shadow could reach himin tine.
Bei ng on the ground | evel, The Shadow could no | onger see Bracy, but he had
gauged the fellow s position in the garden. So The Shadow noved in that



direction, not forgetting to take a | ook across his shoul der to see how Terry
was progressing.

By then, Terry was al nbst up to the wi ndow, but The Shadow forgot him
upon
the instant.

Beyond Terry, by the front corner of the house, The Shadow saw a crouched
man who was unlinbering upward. Not Jeff Bracy who coul dn't possibly have
shifted that far, but Sleeper Goth. On the sane basis that governed Bracy,

Sl eeper was drawing a gun, to do his share in keeping Mayberry and Chal nody
free fromintrusion!

Li ke the rustle of a snake, The Shadow then heard a stir anong the
shr ubs,
behi nd his other shoulder. Not fromthe position where Bracy had been, but at
a
spot closer to the side of the house. A place quite within range of Bracy's
shifting system and one that afforded the same short aimthat Sleeper could
gain by moving in fromthe front corner of the |odge.

Two guns had Terry Trent at their mercy, and both were beyond The
Shadow s
reach, each ready to blast - and one, by all specifications, the weapon of a
nmur der er!

The antidote for nmany poisons was nore of the same stuff. It applied in
this case. Two guns could lose their sting, if a third was supplied. That gun
cane from beneath The Shadow s cl oak

There wasn't time to choose between Sl eeper, blocked off by Terry's own
form or Bracy, wherever he night be. Indeed, there m ght be nore guns than
theirs, training on Terry Trent, and The Shadow s first shot could thereby
| oose a deluge of bullets.

But the flood wouldn't matter, not with the target that The Shadow chose.
Wthout an instant's hesitation, he flipped his gun in the direction of Terry
Trent and tugged the trigger

That bl ast did wonders. It was one of The Shadow s skimers, the kind
t hat
purposely m ssed a human target but which cane so close to it that no one
woul d
believe it hadn't been intended for a living mark. It took such to bring the
reaction that The Shadow wanted. One nan had to nove faster than anyone el se,
and he did. That man was Terry Trent.

The nere sound of a gunshot m ght have induced Terry to clutch the w ndow
| edge nore tightly, and stiffen hinself into a better target for a gunner who
really wanted to get him But Terry didn't brace when he heard a bullet sizzle
past his ear and smack deep into the |log wall of the |odge.

Terry not only let hinmself go; he added a fling to his wild backward
drive, and hit the ground so suddenly, that it seened to swallow him Safe in
dar kness, he was rolling to even better shelter the nmoment that he | anded.

Even before that nonent, other guns roared. The first shots ripped from
t he shrubbery near the side of the house. Bullets wecked the w ndow panes so
utterly, that there wasn't a doubt that Terry would have suffered destruction
had he still been at his perch

The next barrage canme fromthe front. Bullets zinged al ong the side of
t he
house, on the level of the I edge fromwhich Terry had dropped. They coul dn't
clip Terry, but they would have found The Shadow, had he remai ned around; but
t he cl oaked fighter had dived for the rear corner of the sun porch the nonent
that he bl asted the warning shot at Terry.

Fromthat shelter, The Shadow turned and jabbed shots at the shrubs off
to
the side, expecting bullets in return. Instead, the shots that cane were from
farther back, near the fringe of the rock garden where Bracy had sneaked
earlier.



Sl eeper had proven hinsel f a dangerous shooter, when he stirred those
shots along the wall of the house. Bracy was a w cked marksman, too, for he
was
shattering the wi ndows of the sun porch just above The Shadow s head.

Havi ng ended his dive with a crouch, The Shadow finished with a spring,
of f toward the other side of the house, to get a new position before Bracy
sl apped shots | ower down or Sl eeper cane around the corner

Shots in the dark had saved the Iife of Terry Trent, only to bring
j eopardy upon Terry's rescuer, The Shadow

CHAPTER XV
THE COVER- UP

THOSE first nonents of The Shadow s rapid whirl were the ones that
counted. He was whi ppi ng through darkness that was totally black underfoot,
and
a single msstep mght have ruined him There were plenty of hazards, too,

t hat
m ght have sprawled himflat and left hima target for arriving gunners before
he reached security.

Firsts, the steps to the sun porch. Nearly tripping over the | owest one,
The Shadow changed a com ng spraw into a nost renarkable dart, that sinply
i ncreased his speed, though it forced a change of direction. He ran right into
the clutches of a cedar tree, which was like part of a solid bank

I nstead of recoiling, which would have lost himtime, he twirled and went
right through between that cedar and the next, |eaving flipping branches
behi nd
hi m

A quick turn, and The Shadow was doubling back, to a pivot point where he
could spring on Bracy or Sleeper, one or both, before they could |locate him
He
stunbl ed on the edge of a rough stone walk that led into the rock garden
Cat chi ng hinsel f, he side-stepped, and his other foot struck a higher |edge of
stone. Instead of regaining his footing, The Shadow t ook a headlong spill.

That tumbl e had the earmark of disaster, even for The Shadow. Actually,
it
was intentional, as clever a fall as any that the cloaked fighter had ever
staged. He'd | ooked over the rock garden beforehand, as he always did when
visiting strange places, and he knew exactly where this drop would | and him

It ended, not with a crash upon stone but in a splash. The curved curb
over which The Shadow had stumbl ed was the fringe of a tiny lily pond,
shal | ow,
but with enough pads and water to deaden the effect of a headl ong pl unge.

The Shadow coul dn't have asked for a better |anding place. The lily pond
was just as perfect as if he'd shipped it here for this particular occasion

Propped on one el bow, The Shadow had his head and shoul ders out of water.
The splash was the very thing to attract attackers his way, to find disaster
awai ting them For the stone fringe of the little pond nade it a veritable
stronghol d for The Shadow, and there was another feature that gave it the
added
quality of a pill box.

Sliding his gun along the curb, The Shadow cane to a break, about a foot
wi de and of the same depth. It was the outlet for any overfl ow.

A slight shift, and The Shadow had his gun pointing through that notch
ready to pivot in a semicircle, while he eased deeper behind the flanking
shelter of the higher |edge. He was prepared to fight off a tribe of gunners,
wi th no danger to hinself. Snugly ensconced, The Shadow awaited an attack.

None cane



Allies were acting in The Shadow s behal f, though they weren't exactly
aware of it. The first of those allies were Mayberry and Chal nody, who had
reached the wi ndow of the latter's room

Through the shattered wi ndow, Mayberry saw Sl eeper G oth turning just
below, to aimoff into the trees beyond the shrubbery. Sl eeper intended to
probe that region with sonme bullets, before continuing on to hunt The Shadow.

Mayberry stopped Sl eeper by using the husky's own nethod of persuasion
Picking a table | anp from besi de Chal nody's wi ndow, Mayberry crashed it down
on
Sl eeper's head. It wasn't a heavy lanp; nor a strong one, for its wooden base
smashed when it encountered Sleeper's skull.

Nevert hel ess, Sleeper didn't mstake it for a mobsquito bite. He sagged
agai nst the wall, shook his head a few tinmes, and then | ooked upward,
reprovingly, his hand with its gun hanging linp. Sl eeper saw Mayberry and
bl i nked, as though view ng himthrough a cl oud.

"THAT' S where one guy went," began Sl eeper, gesturing weakly toward the
flanking trees. "I wanted to clip him that's all."

"Never m nd," snapped Mayberry. "I told you to watch Mordant. Wy did you
cone here?"

"I was watching him" returned Sleeper. "That's why | went downtown."

"You nmean Mordant |eft the house?"

"Yeah. Alone, too. Drove the car hinself."

Mayberry was avid with interest.

"Why did Mordant go to Northdal e?"

"To mail a letter at the post office,"’
did - mail a letter."

"Why didn't you foll ow himback to the house?"

"I"'d left the other guy there, boss. Wat's nore, Mdrdant was too quick
for me. You should have seen himget back to his car. He didn't bother to use
that cane of his; he hopped like a rabbit!"

Mayberry exchanged gl ances with Chal nody, and both nodded. It was plain
that they had al ready di scussed Mdirdant's hobbling tactics, and cl assed them
as
fakery. Mayberry shot another query at Sl eeper

"Did you get a good | ook at MNbordant?"

Sl eeper shook his head.

"Then go back there!" snapped Mayberry. "And don't waste any tine!"

"But this lug at the window," argued Sl eeper. "He was snhoopi ng, boss -

"We know it," interrupted Mayberry, "and we saw who he was. Nobody but
Terry Trent. We'll handle him™"

"There was anot her guy -"

"Yes - Jeff Bracy, and he is as great a fool as you are, Sleeper! Now,
hurry! We can't afford to have anyone see you around here."

Still shaking his head, Sleeper set out toward the front of the house,

Sl eeper responded. "That's all he

and
soon managed to regain his loping gait, which carried himout of sight beyond
Chal nody' s preni ses.

Jeff Bracy had encountered trouble in the rock garden. He was in the
clutches of two young | adies, who were fair in |ooks and nore than that in
battl e.

Margo Lane hadn't |ost a nmonent, when she saw her chance to take out one
of The Shadow s adversaries. She'd hustled across the rock garden, to grab
Bracy the nmoment he started to reload his enptied gun. Margo had therewi th set
t he pace for Corinne.

Thinking in terms of Terry, and picturing himin danger, Corinne had
flung
herself into the struggle too.

They tripped Bracy, and when he tried to swing the gun at them it



fl apped

in his hand, because he had cracked it open. Wiile Bracy tried to get the

t hi ng

toget her, Margo tw sted his gun-hand and added a wrist clanmp that Cranston had
taught her.

Corinne picked up a very lovely specinmen of quartz rock fromthe garden
and threatened to place it forcefully upon Bracy's head, which would have been
very easy, considering that Bracy was sitting on the ground, w ncing under
Margo' s expert clutch.

So Bracy capitul ated and decl ared who he was, something which Corinne
al ready knew, in part. He suggested that the girls reload the gun and have it
ready for thensel ves.

"A guy was shooting fromthose trees," stated Bracy, gesturing toward the
side of the house, "and another was bangi ng away out front. That's why I
started firing, and if | didn't clip them they're still dangerous."

ALMOST in response to Bracy's statenent, a nan cane crawing fromthe
shrubbery, a revolver in his hand. The girls saw himin the noonlight, and
bot h
were startled. They didn't know that he was covered by an expert marksnan,
wat ching fromthe lily pond.

VWoever the fell ow was, The Shadow coul d have clipped hi mbefore he even
aimed. But the man didn't aim instead, he arose, pocketed his stubby
revol ver,
and sai d:

"Hell o, Bracy!"

The man was Terry Trent. He'd rolled into the shrubs and craw ed back
toward the rock garden. He | ooked hard at Bracy, and questi oned:

"You saw somebody over by the trees?"

Bracy nodded. He didn't nention that he'd seen Terry at Chal nody's
wi ndow.

Feeling that he'd gotten an edge on Bracy, Terry continued his quiz.

"I didn't expect to see you here," he said. "Wat brought you, Bracy?"

"I'"'mworking for M. Chal nody."

Terry eyes narrowed in a way that Bracy didn't |ike. The detective was
just about ready to start an accusation of his own, when the group in the
garden heard a splash. Looking, they saw Cranston pulling hinself out of the
lily pond, as though he had just stunbled in there.

"Al'l that shooting!" he exclaimed. "And, now - this! WII soneone please
explain what it was about?"

Two nen arrived to do the explaining: Chal nrody and Mayberry. Wile
Chal nody was introducing his friend, Bracy caught a side glance from hi mand
sidl ed away.

According to Chal nrody and Mayberry, there had been sone shooting at their
wi ndow but whoever had fired, had pronptly fled. Wen Corinne | ooked for Bracy
and couldn't find the fellow, she told her father about him

Chal mody shook his head.

"Jeff Bracy?" he queried. "I never heard of him"

Mayberry made a quick foll owthrough, by noticing Cranston's soaked
condi tion.

"Better cone in the house, old nman!" he exclainmed. "Or you'll catch cold
fromthat dip in the lily pond!"

Agreeing with Mayberry, Cranston went al ong, and Chal nody pronptly
followed. Turning to Terry, Corinne gripped his arms and gave a grateful
shi ver.

"Terry!" she exclaimed. "lI'mso glad you' re safe!"

Noti ng Corinne's shudder, Terry let his hands touch her bare shoul ders.

"Why, you're cold, too!" he exclained. Turning away fromthe girl's gaze,
Terry | ooked across the garden. "I rnust get your wap"



Corinne tightened her pursed lips and thrust closer into Terry's arms. It
woul dn't have hel ped, had Terry seen the wrap, but he didn't see it, because
Margo had artfully picked it up and gone into the house.

Terry's eyes nmet Corinne's again and the girl supplied another shiver,
wor ki ng each shoulder, in turn, right into Terry's hands.

Wy Terry did it, he couldn't tell. He'd never supposed he had such
bol dness in him He took the lovely girl tight in his arns and ki ssed her
Then, flustered, he | eaned his head back, expecting a slap. Wen it didn't
cone, Terry thought Corinne had fainted.

She nearly had.

Shoul ders, shivers, eyes, lips, nmoonlight, garden! Corinne had never
t hought that she would require such a catal ogue of charmto gain a man's ki ss.
For Terry to stop with one, was just too nuch. Fortunately, though, his arns
were petrified, so Corinne came to |life with another shiver so much Iike the
first, that it put Terry right back into his former nood.

After the fifth kiss, they sat down to talk it over. Never had Terry seen
anyt hi ng so beautiful as those violet eyes, that Corinne had purposely turned
so they would catch the pallid nmoonlight and show at their best. It was
somet hi ng she had practiced often. After a |ong gaze, Terry sighed, then
becane
sol emn.

"Corinne," he said, "I feel | should speak to your father."

Quite old fashioned, thought Corinne, this proposal of Terry's. But it
woul dn't do to smile, or even pretend she knew what was in his mnd. The thing
to do was be demure when Terry broached the subject of marriage after so short
an acquai ntance. So, very innocently, Corinne questioned:

"About what, Terry?"

"About this chap, Bracy," Terry replied. "Jeff isn't working for your
father. I'msure he Iied when he said he was. Yes!" Terry arose, determ ned.
"I"mgoing right into the house and talk to M. Chal nody!"

BY the time Terry reached the sun porch steps, Corinne overtook him Her
hand caught his armand Terry turned, to see those violet eyes again and |ips
rai sed nore sweetly than ever. \What Terry didn't notice was the dash of red in
Corinne's hair; it mght have warned hi mwhat was com ng as he | eaned forward,
yi el di ng anew to Corinne's charm

This time, Corinne drew back, and Terry received the slap that he'd
t hought he deserved earlier. He fell away astonished, and Corinne nounted the
steps above him to storm down angry words.

"Il talk to nmy father! And if you ever come here again, I'Il... I"ll -

Renenbering how Terry took people at their word, Corinne decided not to
speci fy what she would do on his next visit. She watched himturn away
dejectedly and start for his car. Flaunting into the house, Corinne met Margo
in the sun porch and told her what had happened.

"And so | slapped him" conpleted Corinne. "What a fool | was! If I'd

only
t hought to pick up that rock that | nearly used on Bracy, | could have pounded
some sense into Terry's head!"

"The Northdal e National stays open until nine," rem nded Margo, "and it
isn'"t that late, yet. 1'd say you nade out pretty well during banking hours."

Corinne commented that if Terry was so inportant to the bank, they should
have kept himin the vault with the other valuables. In that case, he'd have
been bl own up with Bert Skirvel, and Corinne wouldn't have to worry about him
Bei ng on the subject of the bank, Margo asked casual |l y:

"You'll talk to your father about Bracy?"

"The first thing tonorrow," replied Corinne. "And if your friend, M.
Cranston, turns out to be a dud like Terry, endorse over himto nme and I'|
deposit himin the Northdal e National."

"Lanmont is no dud," said Margo. "Good night, Corinne, and better |uck



next

tinme."

Hardly had Cori nne gone before a voice spoke fromthe doorway | eadi ng
into
Chal nody's room It was Cranston's quiet tone; he'd finished warm ng hinsel f
by

the fire, and was conming out to reclaimthe cloak and hat that he had parked
in

the lily pool

"Thanks for the conpliment, Margo," said Cranston. "N ce, even though
negative. Mre thanks, for checking on the Bracy situation. I'Il look into it
t onmor r ow. "

From Cranston's cal mtone, Margo was quite confident that he could have
expl ai ned the Bracy matter very fully, and nmuch el se besi des. What el se, Margo
was willing to wait and | earn. She knew the ways of The Shadow

CHAPTER XVI
MOVES BY DAY

CORI NNE CHALMODY didn't mention Jeff Bracy to her father, the next day.
The reason was that Chal mody brought up the Bracy subject hinself. He didn't
state that Bracy was working for him he nerely remarked that Bracy had been
around, the night before, and had saved Terry Trent from danger

In thus covering for Bracy, Chal nody proved that he had noted the romance
buddi ng between Corinne and Terry. He didn't know that the ronmance had been
ni pped, nevertheless, his subtlety worked. Corinne wasn't in a nood to care
what happened to Terry, and since her father seened thoroughly set in his
opi nions of Bracy, Corinne saw no reason to debate the subject.

Al that day, Cranston was in Northdal e checking on matters which he
mentioned |ater to Margo. Inasmuch as Mdirdant was a real bone of contention, a
fact that Cranston revealed to sone degree, the affairs of the old recluse
wer e
of definite inportance.

I n checking on Mordant, The Shadow | earned sonet hing that key Shurn had
found out, a week before: that Mrdant had been visited prior to the bank
robbery, by a physician named Dr. Quayben

People like the clerk at the Central Hotel classed Quayben as a New York
t hroat specialist, but The Shadow had phoned Harry Vincent and ot her secret
agents in New York and they had been unable to find Quayben |isted anong
Manhatt an physicians, |let alone |ocate him

At present, Cyde Burke was on that task, utilizing his capacity as a
newspaper reporter to hunt the mysterious doctor

It wasn't until the second day that devel opnents occurred. Late in the
aft ernoon, Cranston picked up a special delivery letter at the Central Hotel
and studied clippings that Cyde had send, along with a report.

They covered the case of a quack named Amos Q Pel der, who had posed in
various cities as a nmedical practitioner, and had frequently styled hinself a
speci alist in venous branches of medicine.

The interesting point was that Pelder, now |l ong m ssing, had actually
proven hinself a skilled surgeon, which was anot her reason why he was want ed.
H s untraced past woul d probably show that he had studi ed medi ci ne under
anot her nane, and while a hospital intern nmight have accepted bribery from
crimnals, who paid himwell for treating those who were wounded whil e
battling
the | aw.

Such things had happened before, and could certainly fit Pelder's case.
As
for the "Q that fornmed his nmiddle initial, it nmight represent Quayben, which



could be another alias, or actually the m ssing medico's nane.

Mar ki ng sone of the clippings, Cranston put themin an envel ope and
addressed it to Cyde Burke. He wal ked to the post office to send the letter
by
speci al delivery, and when he neared the courthouse, he paused to watch a
scene
that unfol ded just ahead. It was nearly dusk, but the street lights were on
hence; there was no mstaking the old man who tottered fromthe post office.

Arthur Mordant was on the | oose again, but he wasn't acting spry. Rather
he was doing his usual act - that of an old man's hobble. He was having
troubl e
with his cane, because he was trying to open a letter. Finally succeeding, he
had new difficulty reading the letter through his dark gl asses. He stopped
beneath a street |lanp, and Cranston saw anot her nman sidle up to Mrdant.

The newconer was Jeff Bracy, and the chunky detective made a quick stoop
at a monent when Mordant, engaged with the letter, let his muffler slip from
his face. As he hurriedly adjusted the neckpi ece, Mrdant saw Bracy, who was
smart enough to slide his hand to the sidewal k and pick up some coins that he
let slip fromhis hand, as though he had dropped them and was | ooking for
t hem

Mordant, apparently, hadn't spied Bracy until then, so the chunky man
feigned surprise hinmself. He nodded a greeting to Mordant and began to talk,
wi th gestures, as though apol ogi zi ng for what had happened the night he had
visited Mordant's house.

Annoyed, Mordant hobbl ed away, clutching his letter tightly, but the
envel ope fluttered fromhis hand and dropped behi nd him

Bracy pronptly clanped a foot on it, shuffled the other foot over, so
t hat
both covered the envelope. He pulled a cigar fromhis pocket and fussed while
lighting it, all the while watching Mrdant.

The ol d man paused near the entrance to the bank, |ooked back, and spied
Bracy eyeing him Changing his mnd about entering the bank, Mrdant |inped
around the corner and entered his car

From t he doorway of the post office, the idling M. Cranston saw Bracy
stoop, pick up the envel ope and thrust it into his pocket. Bracy kept watching
for Mordant's car, but it didn't go past the corner. From where he stood,
Cranston could see Mdxrdant in the car, speaking to a servant, who finally
al i ghted and cane back around the corner

Thi nki ng the servant was coming to hunt the envel ope, Bracy sidled away,
but the servant didn't pause. Instead, he went into the bank, stayed there
| ong
enough to transact whatever business Mrdant wanted, and came out again. He
returned to the car, rejoined his master, and the old fashi oned autonobile
roll ed away.

TWD t hings were certain: Bracy had gotten a good | ook at Mrdant, and he
had picked up sone sort of clue in the shape of an envel ope. There was no need
to follow Bracy inmedi ately, because The Shadow knew exactly where he woul d
go:
out to Chal nody's, which happened to be Cranston's destination, too.

So The Shadow did a Cranston stroll back to the hotel, where he found

Mar go Lane.

"I came early, Lanmont," said Margo, "because Chal nody has invited
Mayberry
for dinner, and it's to be formal. You'll have to hurry out and get into your

di nner jacket."
Cranston was ready, so he entered the car with Margo. On the way out to
Chal nody' s, he renmenbered another detail.
"Did you brush up on your shrubbery,’

he questioned, "as | suggested,



Mar go?"

"I did," replied Margo, "and you owe nme a new pair of stockings. You
shoul d see the runners that trip gave ne!"

"Bill me for the damages, Margo. \What other results were there?"

"You were right about the angles. Fromthe way the shrubs were broken,
t hose shots nust have been fired fromthree directions, unless Terry did a | ot
of extra tranpling. But | don't think he did, because | traced his path pretty
wel | . But how did you guess it, Lanont?"

"I heard the shots, for one thing," replied Cranston. "Of course, they

are
somet i nes deceptive. Last night, however, | studied the bullet marks, both
outside the | odge and in Chal nrody's room | assigned you the shrubbery detail

just to check up."

Margo didn't ask what it all proved. They were at Chal nody's | odge by
t hat
time, and di nner would soon be ready. Cranston went to his room and kept
listening for Bracy's car, but the only one that canme was Myberry's.

By then, Cranston was dressed in his tuxedo. He went downstairs and was
neari ng Chal nody's room when he heard Mayberry's voice, questioning if
Chal nody had heard from Bracy.

"Only to say that he'd seen Mdrdant again," Chal nody replied. "I couldn't
talk any further, because Corinne was in the room But we'll hear from Bracy
later. Meanwhile, let's postpone this conversation. Cranston will soon be

joining us."

Cranston did join them a minute later. Soon, all three were dining with
Margo and Corinne, both of whom were wearing their gowns of the other night.

Al'l during dinner, Corinne showed abstract noods, from which she snapped
herself with an effort. She becane suddenly alert when a car stopped in front
of the | odge, only to show di sappoi ntment when a servant entered to say that
M. Bracy was calling.

"Show himinto ny office," ordered Chal nody, in an annoyed tone. Then, to
the rest: "Bracy nust have |earned that M. Mayberry was here. He's been

maki ng
t he rounds of depositors who had noney in the Northdal e National before the
robbery, in order to straighten out accounts. | should think the task bel onged
to Trent."

Mention of Terry brightened Corinne; then her eyes flashed a sudden
determ nati on. She shook her head when Margo suggested a stroll in the garden.

Corinne said she felt tired and was going upstairs for a short rest.

Cranston decided he would |ike the garden, so he went there with Margo.
"It's Terry, of course," said Margo. "Corinne started the eveni ng by
feeling spiteful; otherw se, she'd have worn a different gown. She wound up by

pining for him"

"More than that," added Cranston. "She's looking for a way to nmake Terry
notice her. Since he didn't come here, as she hoped, she will find a way to
reach him"

"How, Lanont ?"

"By bringing up the Bracy issue in a big enough way to justify telling

Terry about it. Since his first love is the bank, Corinne will reach him
through his loyalty to her rival."

"This will nean fireworks!"

"Yes, and |'msorry you can't see them Margo. You'll have to stay here,
to alibi ne. Renenber: | haven't left this garden.”

ENTERI NG t he house, Cranston became The Shadow, and began a previ ew of
t he
battl e scene by looking fromthe sun porch into Chal nody's office. He was just
intine to hear Bracy's report to Chal nrody and Mayberry.

"Snooth, like a baby's!" Bracy was saying, as he rubbed his cheeks and



chin. "That's the way Mdrrdant's face was. |I'mtelling you, he don't | ook
natural! He's different fromhis photos, the ones you had of him It had ne
fooled, until | picked up this!"

Triunphantly, Bracy flourished the envel ope that Mrdant had dropped, and
showed it to his listeners. They were particularly interested in the nane in
t he upper left corner.

"Dr. Quayben," read Chal nody. "No first nane; no street address. Just New
York. That's not very specific."

"It's specific enough for ne," assured Mayberry. "I can tell you what it
nmeans. Mbrdant has been getting a face lift."

"Say, rather, a conplete job of plastic surgery,"” expressed Chal nody. "He
must have witten this Quayben, telling himto hurry up the job."

"So he could wal k out right in front of us," added Mayberry. "W could
conb South Anerica forever, without finding him He's planned to stay right
around here wi thout our being able to recognize him"

Chal mrody gave a nod

"I knew Mordant was faking," he declared. "But | thought his hobble was
the imt." He swung suddenly to Bracy: "Why didn't you get up here earlier
with this information?"

"I was checking on this Quayben," explained Bracy. "He's been in town
before, and he's a specialist, all right, only the Iocal yokels think he's a
throat doctor. And here's sonething else."” Jeff tucked his thunbs into the arm
hol es of his vest. "Who do you think just checked into the Central Hotel? Il
tell you: Doctor Quayben!"

Chal nody canme to his feet, pounding the desk with his fist. The Shadow
observed that Mayberry was taking it nore calmy

"This means work for you, Bracy!" Chal nody exclaimed. "You ve got to get
into Mordant's house again -"

"And take Sleeper with you," inserted Mayberry. "He'll know how to make
Mor dant show you where the noney is. Extortion happens to be Sleeper's
specialty.”

Chal nody hesitated, chewing his |lips, Then

"Yes," he agreed. "You can take Sl eeper, Bracy. | suppose that nuch of

t he
nmoney is in the house."

"Most of it is there," spoke Bracy. "l've been getting places with ny
i nsurance bluff. |'ve questioned enough depositors to know that Mrdant can't
have nmore than ten thousand bucks in the Northdal e National."

"We are justified, then," asserted Chal nody, "since the funds are really
ours -"

He broke off. The fireworks had cone. Corinne was standing just within
t he
door, her eyes ablaze. Coming to chall enge Bracy's honesty, she had | earned,
in
full measure, that her own father's integrity was to be questi oned.

So accusing was Corinne's glare, that Bracy shoved his hand to his
pocket ,
forgetting that the girl was Chal nody's daughter

Mayberry sprang across the room and gripped Bracy's arm

"Come, Bracy," suggested Mayberry. "We can wait out in the hallway. |
t hi nk that Chal nrody would prefer to talk to his daughter alone.”

"I should," snapped Corinne, "but don't go far, gentlenmen" - her tone
showed a trace of sarcasm - "because | shall have sonething to say to both of
you, afterward!"

VWHEN t he door cl osed Corinne was still facing her father, a cold
expression in her eyes. Chal nody had becone very calm Wen he spoke, his tone
was dry.

"Apparently, Corinne," he said, "I have neglected ny duty as a father. It



is tinme that | acquainted you with the stern facts of |life. They nmay cone as a
shock to you; therefore, | would suggest that you first read this book."

He picked up a volune fromthe desk and handed it to Corinne. It was a
| arge book, and it bore the title: "Problens of Mddern Finance." Corinne
t ossed
the book to a chair.

"I'd rather hear your version, father."

"Very well," obliged Chal mody. "In a nutshell, nodern conditions have
sapped the very structure upon which our financial systemis founded. It is no
| onger possible for a man to acquire a fortune overnight. Conpetition is too
stern, taxation too heavy. Therefore, individual ingenuity is necessary."

"Such as dealing with a man |ike Mordant ?"

"Precisely!" acknowl edged Chal nody. "And when a man |i ke Mrdant fails,
he
nmust be called to task."

Corinne's face showed utter indignation

"l understand," she accused. "You would do anything for noney!"

"I would, indeed," declared Chalnmody in a solem, fatherly tone, "because
you can do nothing without it. Your happi ness depends upon noney, Corinne. The
nmore of it you spend, the | ess you gain, proportionately."” He smiled dryly.
"Your evening gown is an exanple."

Corinne stood stupefied, clutching the gown with hands that trenbled as
t hough they wanted to tear it to shreds.

"I know how you feel." Chal nody stepped fromhis desk and rested a hand

on

Corinne's shoulders. "You'd like to get rid of your car, your gowns, and show
the world by living in rags and tatters and eating bread crusts. | went

t hr ough

all that once, until | learned that every noble sacrifice is nerely an

of fering

to the wol ves.
"When nmen |ike nyself toss away their wealth to humanity at |arge, other

opportuni sts sinply gather it in again. If | amto be a fool, let ne be an
i ndul gent one. | prefer to lavish ny wealth on you, Corinne, and since you
have

accepted it, you nust grant ne the privilege of continuing in ny chosen
fashion."

Chal nody was guiding Corinne to the hallway door. He opened it, turned
her
gently toward the stairs, and smled when he heard her stifle a sob

"Go right to bed," suggested Chal nody, "and have your little cry. You
will
feel much better in the nmorning, daughter, after a good sleep has hel ped you
under st and everything."

Then, as Corinne responded with an obedi ent nod, Chal nody turned to
Mayberry and Bracy, who were standing like statues in the hallway, totally
conf ounded by the amazing turn of things.

"Come into the office gentlenen,"” Chal nody invited. "W must resume our
conference concerning our old friend, Arthur Mdrdant! And the nethods
necessary
to make hi mnend his ways."

CHAPTER XVI |
MURDER MOVES FAST
ONE fact, alone, made Margo | ane believe the story Lanobnt Cranston told

her regarding the interview between Corinne Chal nody and her father. In
relating it, Cranston repeated Chal nody's own words, in a perfect initation of



the financier's tone. Wien Cranston had finished, Margo drew a | ong breath.
"What a man, Chal nody!" she excl ai ned. "Wy, he could sell snowshoes for
a
trip through a jungle!" Then, as an afterthought, she added: "And Mordant!
Waat
a super del uxe sal esman he nust be, to have ki dded Chal nody on that gold
deal !'"
The sound of a motor came fromin front of the house, and Margo gl anced
anxi ously at her wist watch.
"You' ve been fifteen mnutes telling nme all this," she rem nded. "Haven't
we been wasting time, Lanont?"

"Not at all." Cranston | apped his slouch hat and bl ack cl oak across his
armw thout Margo's notice in the darkness. "l1've been waiting for Bracy to
| eave. "

"But he'll go straight to Mordant's!"

"Not yet, Margo. He'll snoop around the hotel a while, hedging on the
Quayben proposition. We'll give himten mnutes, so we won't run into himin
t he | obby."

Margo knew t hat Cranston had been timng Bracy's ways. She al so guessed
that it would be her job to stay in the hotel |obby, which was why Lanont
didn't want to start until later

There woul d be no use parking outside the hotel, watching Bracy stalk the
| obby while getting up steamto start the Quayben snoop. Wen the ten ninutes
ended, however, Margo | earned another reason for the wait.

"Meet me in the car,"” said Cranston. "I'lIl stop by and hear the | atest
bet ween Chal nrody and Mayberry. They ought to be reviewi ng things, by this
tinme."

It was The Shadow, not Cranston, who appeared suddenly at the car and
urged Margo fromthe driver's seat. Taking the wheel, he started to coast down
the drive, ready to jab the car into gear the nonment they were out of earshot.
As they went by a car parked down the drive, The Shadow spoke one word to
Mar go:

"Look!"

Mar go | ooked, and excl ai ned:

"Bracy's car!"

"Yes." The Shadow s tone was grim "The car we heard | eave was Corinne's.
She ended her weepi ng sooner than | expected, and she has gone to talk to
Terry!™

Mar go gl anced back, hoping to see a light in Corinne's front room There
was none, but Margo spied Bracy coming fromthe | odge. She told The Shadow,
and
a nonent later the notor took hold and they were rocketing down the road,
out si de Chal nody's grounds. Fromthen on, it was a mad pace, and Margo was
| ear ni ng why.

Briefly, The Shadow was telling her that Terry was on the spot. He'd cone
close to disaster, two nights ago, by mxing into matters at Chal nody's. If he
interfered in Mordant's affairs, he would be in another fix, and that applied
if Terry should visit Quayben

"At |least, we're ahead of Bracy!" exclaimed Margo. "But he'll be al ong
soon, and if Sleeper is already there, Terry will be caught between again! But
["mnot worrying -" about to utter the name "Lanont", she caught herself and
addressed The Shadow i npersonally, instead - "because you will be there!™

ONE thing Margo hadn't cal cul ated: Corinne had driven madly, too. At that
very noment, |late custoners at the Northdal e National Bank were m staking
Corinne's dazzling evening gown for a track athlete's costume, considering the
way the girl flashed across the banking room right into Terry's office, and
al most into his | ap when her high heels tripped upon the door sill

Terry had prepared two speeches: one stern, the other apol ogetic, should



Corinne ever cone to his office again. He'd finally pictured such a visit as
i mpossi bl e; hence, when Corinne cane | aunching through the doorway in the
attire that belonged with noonlight, Terry thought his imagination had thrown
him and was too stupefied to speak

Then Corinne was panting words that had nothing to do with their forner
romance, or lack of it; she was blurting things that Terry wouldn't have
believed, if the proof hadn't been lying right on his desk.

"There's a doctor at the hotel!" Corinne exclained. "His name is Quayben
He knows M. Mbdrdant, and you nust see him Terry!"

"Why, yes." Terry was using his business voice. "M. Mrdant sent ne this
note, by a servant." He picked up a thin strip of paper, typewitten, wth
Mordant's signature beneath. "He was to sign those nortgages today, but he had
to postpone it because he expected Doctor Quayben.”

Terry laid aside the slip and picked up another that was attached to a
note witten on hotel paper. He referred to the slip first.

"Here is another," said Terry, "that Mrdant sent to Dr. Quayben. It
aut hori zes Quayben to inquire into Mordant's bank credit. It doesn't explain
why, so Quayben stated the reason in his own note." Terry held up the |arger
sheet. "Dr. Quayben is to performa very expensive operation on Mrdant's
throat -"

"It's all wong, Terry!" Corinne interrupted. "That is, these notes only

tell you part of it. | can't explain here -" She | ooked toward the door, where
a few Northdal e natives had drawn close to gawk. "Ch, if you'll only listen
and do what | say!"

"Why... of course, Corinnel"

"Then, conme!" Corinne dragged Terry to his feet. Wen he reached for his
hat, she grabbed it and slapped it on his head. "W nust see Dr. Quayben, and
we haven't a minute to | ose. Something may be going to happen to him Terry!"

They were hurrying through the custoners and out to the street, Corinne
dragging Terry as fast she could. As he caught the pace, Terry turned back
waved at a dunfounded teller, and shouted:

"1'm going out on business!"

Side by side, Terry and Corinne raced across the main street, totally
stopping traffic. Cars pulled aside to |l et them pass, and one that was just
around the corner gave a sudden start, that ended when it swerved in front of
the Central Hotel

The car was Mordant's relic, and Terry pointed to it, only to see that
Mordant wasn't in it. The car contained only a chauffeur, and he left it just
before Terry and Corinne arrived.

Mordant's chauffeur hurried up the steps and into the hotel. He stopped
at
t he desk, said that he had come for Dr. Quayben, and the clerk was replying
t hat
Quayben was in Room 212, when Terry and Corinne piled through. Hearing the
room
nunber, they dashed right up the stairs, to the second fl oor

Qut si de, another car was perform ng a swerve, so sudden that the girl who
cane fromit seemed to fling herself to the sidewal k. The girl was Margo Lane,
and she appeared to | eap of her own accord because the car | ooked ot herw se
enpty.

But the car kept onward and for a driverless vehicle, did mracles. It
wheel ed right around the hotel, to the parking space behind.

Anot her car cane hurtling through stalled traffic and nade for the rear
lot, too. Qut of it junped Jeff Bracy, who ran for the rear entrance into the
hotel . The bl ackness ahead of him| ooked solid, but it had cleared by the tine
Bracy was on the stairs.

Hardly was Bracy at the top, before heavy footsteps pounded the stairs
behi nd hi mand Sl eeper Groth came into sight.



STOPPED in front of an opened doorway were Terry and Corinne, both halted
wi th uprai sed hands. In front of themwas a baldish man, with a hard-jawed
face, holding a revolver that he wagged fromone to the other. Hs eyes were
beady, ugly. He was the nman who called hinmself Dr. Quayben.

"One nmove fromeither of you," snarled Quayben, "and 1'll let you both
have it! If this is a trap, I'mturning it the other way! Don't try to cal
t he
coppers -"

There was dar kness along the wall beyond Quayben's doorway, and it was
encroaching slowy, steadily. Quayben didn't see it, that living token of The
Shadow, but another figure did attract his attention. Jeff Bracy, stealing in
froma corner, a drawn gun in his hand, was the figure that caught Quayben's
eye.

Jeff's msfortune was a gain for Sleeper Goth. Stopping short at the
corner that Bracy had left, Sleeper watched with hard eyes, and a gun in his
hand, too.

As Bracy tried a quick dart past the figures in the doorway, Quayben took
a rapid back step, letting his own gun turn

Terry acted on the instant. He sent his left hand in a straight-arm push
that sent Corinne in a sonersault along the hall. H's right hand going to his
pocket, Terry pulled his gun with remarkabl e speed, as he | unged Quayben's
way.

But Terry wasn't fast enough. Dropping farther back, Quayben ainmed his
own
gun and fired away, point blank, before Terry's hand was even from his pocket.

Poi nt bl ank, at not hi ng!

For Terry was diving hard to the floor straight at Quayben's feet. The
dive wasn't his own idea; Terry had actually begun a straight, forward spring.
What sent Terry spilling below the level of fire was a gl oved hand t hat
tripped
him The hand of The Shadow, whipping forward from beside the door

As Terry struck, he propped his gun-hand upward and fired blindly. The
whol e roomrang with echoing shots, including nore from Quayben. As The Shadow
| eaped in through the doorway, he saw a tongue of flane |like a knife stab
com ng fromnear his own shoulder. It arrowed straight toward Quayben, and the
bal di sh nedi co sagged

Wth a hard slash of his own gun, The Shadow knocked the killer's
revol ver
aside just as it spoke again. That shot was nmeant for Terry, but it mssed.
The
gun went flying half across the room Not only had The Shadow saved Terry's
life he had deprived the woul d-be assassin of a weapon.

But before The Shadow could identify the assail ant and sei ze hi m anot her
fighter pitched upon him Twi sting about, The Shadow was grabbed fromthe
ot her
side, which nmeant he had to battle doubl e odds.

The Shadow managed it powerfully. Sledging hard with his automatic, he
beat off weapons that slugged his way. He was a nass of |iving bl ackness, |ost
in the tangle of two opponents as they reeled across the room

Terry tried to pitch into the fray, and had his stubby gun struck from
hi s
hand, for it was too short to serve as a bludgeon. As Terry's gun scaled to a
deep corner of the room The Shadow put himright out of the fight.

Driving his two assailants ahead of him The Shadow literally bow ed
Terry
out into the hallway. The others followed, carrying The Shadow wi th them they
jamred in the doorway, and then popped through like a cork released froma
bottle. It was The Shadow who provi ded the inpetus, and the strugglers | ost
their hold on him landing six feet apart.

One was Jeff Bracy; the other, Sleeper Goth. Half on their backs, they



saw the form dable fighter who had literally pitched themfromthe

battl eground. They didn't give a further thought to Terry, nor did they wait
to

experi ence new denonstrations of The Shadow s prowess. Junping to their feet,
they fled for the corner of the hallway, hoping to reach the rear stairs.

SPRAWED near the wall, Terry was notionless, groggy froma gl anci ng bl ow
that he had taken during the scuffle in the doorway. Corinne thought that
someone had shot him Recogni zing that The Shadow nmust be a friend, she
natural |y assumed that Terry had suffered harmfromeither Sleeper or Bracy.

She was too late to clutch Sl eeper, as he dashed past, but she managed to
tangle with Bracy, who tried to shake her off, as he fled. Driving after them
The Shadow was bl ocked by Corinne's spraw, at the corner of the hallway.

I nstead of follow ng, The Shadow stopped and pulled Corinne to her feet,
drawi ng her back to safety. Knowi ng her proclivity for thrusting herself into
danger, he didn't intend to let her put herself in the way of frantic shots
that Sl eeper or Bracy might fire back

Not until he counted the clatter of footsteps going down the stairs, did
The Shadow rel ease Corinne. Then he turned her back along the hall, toward
Terry, who was rising shakily.

Corinne's glad cry was snmot hered when Terry's arnms went around her, but
their reunion was interrupted by The Shadow. Terry stared dunbly, while
Cori nne
| ooked horrified, when they heard his whispered statenents. He was telling
t hem
that the hazard was not ended; that Terry, in escaping death, could be called
to account for that of another nan.

The Shadow referred to Quayben, dead in his hotel room Terry had been
seen goi ng through the | obby. \Wether he fled the scene, or was found here, he
woul d be regarded as a nmurderer, since the actual killer had escaped.

Bot h Bracy and Sl eeper had cone and gone, unnoticed downstairs. |If
Corinne, as witness, tried to transfer suspicion to either of them or anyone
el se, she would nmerely classify herself as Terry's acconplice in crine.

In such a situation, only The Shadow coul d evol ve a renedy. He had one,
but it required cooperation fromboth Terry and Corinne. At his command, they
gave it, gladly, eagerly.

Probi ng Quayben's roomwith a flashlight, The Shadow first made sure that
it was deserted, save for the dead man. He told Corinne to find Terry's gun
and whil e she searched the floor on hands and knees, The Shadow |ifted
Quayben's body, calling upon Terry to help.

Looki ng up, Corinne saw them shifting the corpse through the doorway and
out into the hall. As she foll owed, wonderingly, she heard The Shadow s tone:

"You found the gun?"

Cori nne nodded.

"Put it in Terry's pocket," The Shadow ordered. "Hurry to the front
stairs
and call for help."

oeyi ng, Corinne heard shouts fromthe | obby the moment that she screaned
for aid. The | obby was flooded with nen, who were all reluctant to take the
initiative of going upstairs, even though gunfire had ended.

Corinne's shriek roused the knighthood in them and when the Northdal e
Gal ahads saw the girl, herself, with her pleading face, trenbling shoul ders
and
beckoni ng arnms, they stepped up their pace, taking the stairs by threes.
Frantically, Corinne |ooked along the hall, fearing that time would be too
short. The Shadow and Terry had fini shed proppi ng Quayben's body in the
doorway, and The Shadow was cl osing the door itself. Coolly, he gestured Terry
away, and | et Quayben's form slide over against the door. Terry faked a slunp
to the floor, lying there as though stunned.



Corinne wanted to voi ce another shriek. The men were al nost up the
stairs,
yet The Shadow was still adjusting Quayben's dummy pose, as though he had al
the tine in the world. Then, at the very |ast nonment, The Shadow wheel ed away
and bl ended wi th darkness, so surprisingly that Corinne gasped.

Men were reaching the girl. Remenbering her next cue, she sprang about,
flinging her arms to halt them Timed to Corinne's gesture, a gun spoke from
the far corner of the hallway.

The gun was The Shadow s and its stabs were given in cold, staccato
style.

He was aimng for the doorknob under Quayben's propped el bow, and his bullets
were tearing away the woodwork to rel ease the latch. Wth each jab, the door
qui vered and Quayben's body responded in lifelike style, as if he were taking
the bullets.

No one coul d see The Shadow beyond his corner; nor did men view the door
behi nd Quayben's back. Wth the fifth shot, The Shadow st opped, for the door
had yielded. It swung i nward, pressed by Quayben's wei ght, and staring
wi t nesses, fromtheir angle seeing only the dead man, thought that Quayben was
succunbi ng back through an open doorway.

The Shadow was gone before Quayben's body thudded the floor of the hotel
room He made for the rear stairway, which others had taken ahead of him In
the hallway, Terry Trent stirred and Corinne Chal nody rel axed. The Shadow s
strategy had won.

By his craft, the cl oaked master over crinme had taken all blane from
Terry
and pl aced the burden of Quayben's death upon some unknown killer, fled into
t he
ni ght!

CHAPTER XVI | |
DEATH S SHOADOMN

AMONG t he witnesses to Quayben's final sprawl was Margo Lane, and she,
like the rest, was definitely inpressed by the way in which Quayben seened to
slip fromlife to death, chopped down by an unknown assassin's fire. Wat
puzzl ed Margo was the interval between the first gunfire and the shots that
had
fini shed Quayben.

Terry and Corinne gave expl anations that satisfied other |isteners, but
not Margo. They said there had been a heavy scuffle, involving two nen or nore
besi des Quayben. Terry had taken sonme hard wal |l ops on the head, so he knew
very
little; whereas, Corinne had sinply heard sonme wild shooting before she ran to
call for aid.

O course, Margo knew that there had been an el ement unnentioned by Terry
or Corinne. Margo was thinking of The Shadow and she was quite sure that she
woul d hear a different version of the case when she tal ked to Lanont Cranston.
What Margo coul dn't understand as yet, was why The Shadow had | et the unknown
assassin stay around to deal, as he had, w th Quayben

By then, the local police chief had arrived and was hearing Terry's
story.

To back it up, Terry had the typed messages signed by Mrdant, plus the note
from Quayben. They expl ai ned why Terry shoul d have visited Quayben, but they
didn't cover the reason for his hurry. That was where Corinne showed

i ngenuity.

"Terry wasn't really in a hurry to get here," she told the police chief.
"He was trying to get away fromne."

"To get away from you?"



"Yes. | suppose he thinks ne an awful pest." Corinne's eyes were artless.
"I"ve made a fool of myself over Terry. Coaxing himaway fromwork on any
pretext, and when he wouldn't listen tonight |I rushed to the bank and broke

into his office. I don't blame Terry for not liking it, the way |I threw nyself
at him"

Havi ng a season's pass to the local theater, the police chief had seen
enough novies actually to believe that the average millionaire' s daughter
woul d
act with the abandon that Corinne adm tted. He understood, too, that staid
young

men like Terry were supposed to rush away from such sirens.

The other listeners, less fed on the celluloid diet that the police chief
had di gested, sinply could not understand Terry. Looking at Corinne, they felt
they'd like it if she'd throw herself at them but Terry kept the attitude
t hat
befitted Corinne's words. Corinne, studying Terry intently, realized that she
woul d never be able to fling herself upon him H's gaze showed nore than
admration for the way she had rallied to support his story. Once they were
al one again, Terry could nmake the overtures, before Corinne would even budge.

Surveyi ng Quayben's room the police chief found another flawin Terry's
story. Sone of the bullets had dug into a side wall, belying Terry's statenent
that nost of the fighting had been in the doorway. Terry sinply acted puzzl ed,
when questioned, and the police chief finally solved the thing hinself.

In a corner of the room he found a connecting door that was unl ocked. It
| ed out through an enpty roomand into the hallway, past the corner. This
chance route, which neither Bracy nor Sl eeper had used, gave exit alnost to
t he
rear stairway, and thus settled matters perfectly, since it meant that anybody
coul d have ducked in and out w thout notice.

Searchi ng Quayben's effects, the police chief found some |etterheads and
busi ness cards announci ng Quayben to be everything froma throat specialist to
a psychiatrist, though no two callings were listed on the sane card.

There were also some letters from Mordant, referring to the operation
t hat
Quayben was to perform though they nentioned no specific details.

The letters were the usual little slips on which Mrdant typed and signed
his brief notes. None were dated, but there were envelopes with them which
were typed to Quayben at a New York post office box, and had Mrdant's nane
and
address rubber stanped in the upper left. The postnarks gave the dates when
Quayben had received them

Goi ng down to the | obby, the police chief took Terry and Corinne al ong,
with Margo followi ng. They found Mordant's chauffeur waiting patiently at the
desk and the fell ow stared dunbly when he | earned that Quayben was dead and
t herefore unable to go out to the house.

"I suppose | shall have to inform M. MNordant,
last, "but | know he won't be pleased."”

I nasmuch as the chauffeur hadn't gotten any farther than the |obby, the
police chief saw no reason to hold him So the man left, and drove away in
Mordant's ol d car.

The police chief then decided that Terry could take Corinne home -
somet hing which Terry finally consented to do, now that Corinne had becone
qui t e subdued.

Mar go shook her head, when they asked her to come al ong. She had her own
car, she said, and would have to drive out to get Lanobnt Cranston. She cl ai nmed
that she had left himin the rock garden when she di scovered, by accident,

t hat
Corinne had left the | odge. So Margo went to get her car, walking toward a
parking ot away fromthe hotel

She didn't find the car; it found her, instead. The Shadow was at the

said the chauffeur, at



wheel ; he had been cruising the back streets, waiting for Margo to reappear
As

soon as Margo was in the car, The Shadow started in the direction of

Chal nmody' s

| odge.

FOUR nen were hol ding conference in the | odge. Like judges, Chal nody and
Mayberry were hearing the accounts that Bracy and Sl eeper gave them It was
lucky that Bracy and Sl eeper had arrived separately; otherw se, there would
have been battle on the way.

At present, the two were engaged in intense dispute, and neither they nor
their judges noted the slight notion of the door to the sun porch, nor the
bl ackness whi ch produced a watching eye at the door crack

The Shadow was back again, listening in under ideal circunstances.

"Covering Quayben was nmy job," insisted Bracy. "I'd have handled it
ri ght,
if Sleeper hadn't butted in."

"Yeah," snorted Sl eeper. "You' d have croaked Trent, after you knocked off
Quayben. But why should |I worry? You' ve tagged yourself on the Kl ebbert job,
all right Jeffl™

Bracy gave Sl eeper a glare, then turned to the others.

"Listen to that!" Bracy was indignant. "Sl eeper shows up and croaks
Quayben, then tries to shove it onto me. Yeah, and he'd have got Trent, too,

i f
| hadn't pitched in!"

"You pitched in!" challenged Sleeper. "Say - it was ne that grabbed you!"

Chal nody found it necessary to interrupt.

"One nmonent," he said. "You both say that Trent fired some shots. It is
quite possible that he killed Quayben.™"

"OfF course," put in Mayberry. "And we nust not forget the other factor
that both Bracy and Sl eeper nention. | refer to the bl ack-cl oaked rascal who
styles hinself The Shadow. | have heard that he is very deadly with a gun."

"I"ve heard of The Shadow, " spoke Chal nody, troubled, "but they say he is
opposed to crinme."

"Good enough reason for his killing Quayben," argued Mayberry. "We have
cat al ogued Quayben as a questi onabl e character; doubtless The Shadow had
al ready done so."

The two were snoothing nmurder as they had in the case of Klebbert. As a
result, Bracy and Sl eeper cal ned down. But Bracy, just to establish hinself a
little better, insisted on | earning why Sleeper had gone to the Central Hotel
Therewi t h, Sl eeper expl ai ned.

He' d seen Mordant | eave the house that afternoon, and hadn't been able to
foll ow because it was daylight. He'd worried a lot, until the car finally
returned, just after dusk. Sleeper had thereupon decided that he'd trail old
Mordant, if he drove out again, which Mdrdant had, later in the evening.

Fol l owi ng the ancient car to Northdale, Sleeper had seen it reach the
hotel . Noting the chauffeur going indoors, with Terry and Corinne dashi ng the
same direction, Sleeper had cut in back of the hotel and had foll owed sonmeone
who dashed up the rear stairs.

"You were after me, you dope!" snapped Bracy. "And listen: old Mrdant
wasn't in that car of his!"

"I know he wasn't," admitted Sleeper. "I found that out when we got to
town, where there was some light."

"Then why did you tag the old bus in the first place?"

"I"'mtelling you | couldn't see Mdrdant, when the car was out at his own
pl ace, because it was too dark. All | knew was the old guy took a trip this
afternoon, so | figured he was goi ng out again. Tonight was the first tine"

Sl eeper shook his head - "yes, the first tinme that the old jal opy ever |eft
t he



dunp wi thout Mordant being in it!"

Chal nody stated the plausible answer - that Mrdant had sent his car for
Quayben. Doubtless, it had gone back to the house, and the servant who acted
as
its chauffeur would report Quayben's death to Mdirdant. Suddenly, Myberry saw
val ue in Chal nody's rather prosaic statenents.

"There's our answer!" exclai ned Mayberry. "The thing we've been waiting
for! This Quayben business will put Mdrdant in a very tight spot!"”

"I don't see how," returned Chal nrody. "Granting that Quayben may be an
unet hical practitioner, it is not Mrdant's fault."

"That isn't it, Chalnody. Mordant will have to answer questions nore
specifically than in Kl ebbert's case. Admitted that he can talk his way out of
it; at least, he will have to receive visitors in his house. The police chief,

for instance."”

"Mrdant's house is outside the Northdale limts."

"Al'l the better!" A new enthusiasm gripped Mayberry. "It's working just
as
we want it! We can count on an hour or nore before the police chief can |locate
the sheriff, wherever he is. Al that while, Mordant will be waiting to give
hima w de open wel cone. He can't afford to do otherw se.™

"And when the sheriff arrives there?"

"I"'mnot thinking that far ahead," smiled Mayberry. "I1'm picturing
Mordant's new face when his servants usher us into the house, thinking that we
are the authorities. A dunb lot, those servants of Mrdant's. They'd m stake
ne
for a sheriff, readily. | could even tell them' - Mayberry chuckled - "that
you' re the governor, Chal nody!"

Chal nody was on his feet, and both Bracy and Sl eeper were coming to their
wits realizing that they belonged in this excursion. Quayben's death was the
very thing to produce a showdown with Mrdant, sonething that Chal nody and
Mayberry had been seeking, all along.

But before the group could get started, a bl ack-cl oaked figure was
stealing out fromthe sun porch and off through the trees, taking a short cut
to another road, where a car awaited.

Wth that | ead, The Shadow coul d reach Mdrdant's ahead of Mayberry and
Chal nody. There, in his own fashion, The Shadow woul d demand a showdown, too!

CHAPTER XI X
MORDANT' S TERMS

IN his trip to Mordant's, The Shadow | ost some of his head start by
t aki ng
slight detours along dirt roads, where he blinked his car lights as a signal

Margo, riding with The Shadow, therewith | earned sonething el se she
hadn' t
known: The Shadow still had agents in this terrain, ready upon call.

He had kept them out of Northdal e because he was handling matters there.
He hadn't let themwatch Mordant's, because Sl eeper was posted there. Instead,
he had stationed themin the vicinity, to nove them wherever occasion
demanded.

For this terrain was |like a checkerboard, inpossible to pick the square that
m ght mark the climx of the gane.

Mordant' s mansi on, Mayberry's cabin, Chal nody's | odge, the Central Hotel
or even the Northdale National - any of those might have proven the spot for
checkmat e. Unquestionably, the nmansi on was The Shadow s preference; what
puzzl ed Margo was how the game stood. She couldn't even guess what piece was
nost i nportant on the board.

Though Mordant was a swindl er, he had done no nore than trick connivers



i ke Chal nrody and Mayberry, men who sought illegal wealth. As for Bracy and
Sl eeper, Margo wasn't sure whether the detective had gone crooked or the crook
had turned straight.

In a sense, Bracy had turned shady, and Sl eeper had renai ned so, but
Mar go
wasn't thinking of themnerely as stooges. The real thing was which had turned
nmur der er.

That, after all, was the real crux. The Shadow was after a killer, above
all else.

Margo put only one query as they rode along. She asked if Terry and
Corinne had returned to the | odge. Wien The Shadow replied in the negative,
Margo smiled. She'd known that Terry and Corinne wouldn't hurry to get back
They' d been t hrough an ordeal, and had found each other at the end of it.

Then, realizing how heavily matters were wei ghi ng on her own nmind, Margo
began to wonder about Terry and Corinne. Before, it had been Terry who thought
in terms of business, while Corinne's nmind dwelt on ronance.

Toni ght, however, Corinne had set out inspired by a cause. Undoubtedly,
she had won Terry conpletely, but that might urge her to enlist his aid in
straightening the matters that concerned her father

The car was swinging into Mordant's grounds, when Margo heard The Shadow
give a lowtoned |laugh. The mrth was strange, significant, and in its
si bilance Margo detected a culmnation of all her own alarm though The Shadow
was taking it very calmy

It seened that he had anal yzed the subject of Terry and Corinne and cone
to the very answer that Margo feared, for when they rolled through the porte-
cochere and pull ed up beyond it, The Shadow stopped right behind anot her car
whi ch Margo recogni zed as Corinne's. Helplessly, Margo stared at the cl oaked
driver beside her.

"Enter the house," ordered The Shadow. "Let themthink that you drove
here
alone. Tell the servants that you are a friend of Corinne's." Margo nodded.
She
saw t he need for The Shadow s strategy. Mrdant's mansi on was abl aze with
light; the front door was open; and the hallway added glow to the brilliance
of
t he bul bs beneath the porte-cochere. There was no chance for unseen approach
even for The Shadow. If he entered as Cranston, he would be spotted at once
and
marked for future reference.

Hopi ng, however, that The Shadow would find a way, Margo alighted boldly
and wal ked up to the front door

THE SHADOW did find a way.

It happened, a few m nutes |ater, when two other cars arrived - a
si ngul ar
occurrence that really puzzled the people concerned in it, all except one: The
Shadow

The cars brought Mayberry and Chal nody, along with others. The partners
in
illicit profits strode up the house steps, Mayberry acting with the rough air
of
a dom neering sheriff, Chalnody with the inportant style of some dignitary.
Behi nd them cane four nen who were supposed to be deputi es.

First of those four were Sl eeper's hel pers who woul dn't be recogni zed.
Behind them Sleeper followed with Bracy. Sl eeper was ready to explain that he
was a deputy and that the sheriff had ordered Bracy, the insurance
i nvestigator, to cone along. This was necessary in case the servants
recogni zed
Bracy fromhis earlier visit. By being at the rear, Bracy could avoid



guesti ons
until all were inside.

They were al nost up the steps, when Bracy, |agging slightly, |ooked
Sl eeper's way and gave a stare. Sleeper had noved a few paces ahead, and
anot her man was beside Bracy. To his amazenent, Bracy recognized a friend of
Chal nody's, in the person of Lanont Cranston

Over his arm Cranston was carryi ng what | ooked |ike a dark overcoat but
Bracy didn't notice it. Instead, he caught the w se | ook that Cranston gave
him plus the faintest trace of a snmle, a rare thing for Cranston's inpassive
countenance to deliver. Bracy also saw the forward of Cranston's free hand, as
it indicated Mayberry and Chal nody.

Bracy al so classed hinself as wi se. He thought he understood it all
Cranston was anot her nmenber of the combine that had handed cash to Mrdant for
i nvestment. Wth Chal nody and Mayberry representing the two extrenmes - one
conservative, the other drastic - it was only plausible that the rest m ght
i nsi st upon a representative being with them Very probably, Cranston had
obliged, insisting, however, that his stature remai n unnenti oned by Chal nody
and Mayberry.

Hal fway across the hall, Sleeper turned, saw Cranston and gave an ugly
stare. By then, Bracy was making a quick sidle toward Sl eeper. He gripped his
rival's armand buzzed a few words. Sl eeper caught the idea and nodded.

Fol I owi ng the nmen ahead, Bracy and Sl eeper filed into Mdrdant's study,
and
side-stepped to let Cranston enter. But they didn't turn to ook for him They
were halted, staring hard at people already present.

If Bracy and Sl eeper had really wanted to be anazed, they should have
| ooked for Cranston. \Wat they did see couldn't have been as surprising as
wi tnessing a total vanishment. For Cranston had done just that on the
t hreshol d
of the study.

He'd slid his arns into the cloak that Bracy had m staken for an
over coat,
made a quick twi st over toward the stairs, and had blotted hinself from sight.

The people who were really puzzled were two of Mordant's servants. They
had counted the nmen who went through the hallway, but their tallies didn't
agree. One, by the front door, had counted seven; the other, near Mrdant's
study, had totaled only six. They finally decided that the odd man either
hadn't come into the house, or that he had gone ahead of the others into the
study. The conprom se satisfied both.

As for the situation in the study, it was sinply this. AOd Mrdant was
seat ed behind his desk, no longer wearing his nuffler. His face, snmooth and
with tightly drawn skin, had certainly undergone a Quayben operation. It
didn't
make Mordant handsone, but it gave hima younger appearance.

Most important, and probably the reason for Mirdant's tight smle, was
t he
fact that he no longer |ooked |ike Arthur Mrdant as Rufus Mayberry and Nor man
Chal nody remenbered him

Wth Mrdant were Terry Trent and Corinne Chal nody. They were seated deep
in the study, on either side of the great stone fireplace. Not only their
faces, but positions told their determination to see this business through
They were staying strictly apart, so that no other interests would intervene.

FROM behi nd his desk, Mordant surveyed the new arrivals and let his smle
wi den, though only to a reasonabl e degree, because he didn't want to hurt his
newl y patched countenance. He let his eyes fix on Mayberry, and Mrdant's gaze
was very sharp, for he no longer wore his dark gl asses.

"Well, well,"” wheezed Mdxrdant. "I didn't know you were a sheriff,
Mayberry. "



"And | wouldn't know that you were Mordant,'
hadn' t
| ear ned about Dr. Quayben.™

"We all have our little deceits,"” said Mordant. "OF course, ny throat did
bother nme." He pressed his hands to his neck. "Quite seriously!"

Chal nody was tired of such hedging. Striding forward, he banged his fi st
on Mrdant's desk:

"Qut with it, Mrdant!" he storned. "You've been trying to hide from us,
and keep our nmoney! This face job was your last resort!"

"In a sense, yes," wheezed Mdirdant. "At the time | began it, | supposed
that | was taking the final step. But there have been ot her devel opnents
si nce.

For instance -

He waved his hand toward Terry and Corinne. As Chal nody turned, amazed,
hi s daughter arose defiantly.

"You' ve gone the whole limt, father!" she exclaimed. "First, Kl ebbert's
deat h; then Quayben's. Both nurders, for which you and Mayberry are
responsi bl e, because the crimes were committed by one of these!" She gestured
toward Bracy and Sl eeper; then, as each broke into a hot denial, Corinne added
forcefully: "Or both!"

Bracy and Sl eeper stood stock still, staring at one another. Fromthe
corner where she was seated, Margo Lane smiled. Corinne had scored a perfect
stroke.

Wth two nmurders to be accounted for, there was no | onger a surety that
one could pin crime on the other. Bracy and Sl eeper were beginning to think
that their future rivalry would consist in guessing which would have first
turn
at the electric chair.

"You ganbl ed, and you lost," Corinne told her father, while Terry | ooked
on in heartfelt adnmration. "Until you and Mayberry sponsored crinme, you had a
right, perhaps, to regain your funds from Mordant. But you have forfeited that
right."

"Precisely," Mrdant wheezed. "You have a sensibl e daughter, Chal nody.

boormed Mayberry, "if |

She

has been reading up on finance, she tells ne, froma book you gave her. You

can

charge the funds you gave ne off to an investnent |oss, or even a bad debt.
"Here are ny receipts." Mrdant reached into a desk drawer and brought

out

two slips of paper, blank except for his signature at the bottom of each
"Type

them as you see fit" - he gestured across the room- "on ny nachine, if you
wi sh. | happen to be |eaving you."

He arose fromthe desk and pointed to a filing cabinet, remarking that it
contai ned his conplete records. Chal nody and Mayberry both sprang in to stop
him and Mrrdant paused turning to Terry, who had risen fromhis chair.

"l suppose you had better stay here, Trent," wheezed Mdrdant, "just to
keep matters under control. Wite ne an order to your assistant, so that | can

cash those nortgages, after | sign them and close out ny account. | shal
need
the ten thousand dollars for travel expenses. I'll sign the nortgages, and the

check, after | reach the bank."

Mordant's nention of traveling expenses indicated that he had al ready
shi pped his other funds. Thoughts of a quarter mllion dollars, already flown,
maddened Chal nody and Mayberry. MIdly, Mrdant et themthrust himback to
hi s
desk.

"Very well," he wheezed, "l shall stay. Since you will not |et bygones be
bygones, | shall have to forget wealth and devote nyself to the nenory of ny
trusted servant, Klebbert, and my good friend Dr. Quayben. Too bad." He



gestured toward the door, where sone suitcases were stacked. "You see, | was
al ready packed. | should like so much to | eave and forget these worries -"

MORDANT was rising again, and this tine no one stopped him as he took
t he
paper that Terry had signed and started for the door. Chalnody was in the grip
of Bracy, while Mayberry was being threatened by Sl eeper's gun

"No you don't!" Bracy was telling Chal nody. "You try to get your dough

and
"Il take a rap!"

"The sane to you, Mayberry," put in Sleeper. "It's quits between you and
Mordant. If you try to frame me for a croak | wasn't in on, | mght as well

take a right rap by rubbing you out, too!"

Bot h Chal nrody and Mayberry subsi ded. From the doorway, Mordant bowed, his
snooth face shining in the light. He was turning toward the hall, to sunmon
servants to take his bags, when he observed a fixed expression on every face
within the room Mrdant didn't understand, until he heard a whi spered | augh
fromthe doorway at his shoul der

So far, The Shadow had been a silent witness to the proceedings. His
sinister laugh did not reprove Corinne or Terry for their decision that
Mor dant
had a better right to the di sputed nmoney than either Chal nody or Mayberry.
Waat
The Shadow di sapproved was the fact that certain crines were to becone a
di scarded i ssue.

Matters of murder could never be forgotten - not while The Shadow was
upon
t he scene!

CHAPTER XX
RI DDLES OF DEATH

MECHANI CALLY, Arthur Mrdant stepped aside and stood beside his packed
sui tcases, as The Shadow noved into the room First, Norman Chal nody, then
Ruf us Mayberry, edged away at sight of the avenger in black

Sl eeper Groth had al ready pocketed his gun; he let his hands cone
strai ght
up, as did the two men with him Jeff Bracy hesitated; then, feeling he had
somne
prerogative, raised his hands only hal fway.

Though sonewhat awed, both Terry and Corinne were pleased by the sight of
the friend who had aided themafter the hotel fray, while Margo, taking her
cue
fromtheir expressions, tried to act the same. To tell the truth, Margo did
f eel
awed, for she never could quite picture Cranston's features hidden beneath the
maski ng hat brim of The Shadow.

The bl ack-cl oaked avenger turned first to Mrdant.

"You have denounced nurder," decl ared The Shadow. "Therefore, you should
agree to aid in the capture of a nmurderer."”

"I would agree," returned Mordant, in his throated tone, "if we could
bring the proper man to justice."

The Shadow gestured from Bracy to Sl eeper, and both began to cower.
Eyei ng
them Mrdant tightened his dry lips and gave a sl ow headshake.

"One or the other," nused Mordant; "perhaps both. Kl ebbert's death would
be too difficult to prove agai nst the proper man."



"And Quayben's case -"

"A nost unfortunate incident," continued Mrdant, picking up The Shadow s
unfi ni shed phrase, "because, fromall | have heard, there is only one man who
could be properly accused. He stands over there."

Wth that, Mdrdant pointed straight to Terry Trent. Jeff Bracy managed to
grin, and Sleeper Goth relaxed. As for Terry, he stepped forward indignantly,
only to be restrained by Corinne.

"I do not say you nurdered Quayben," Mrdant told Terry. "I amonly
declaring what the law will nobst certainly believe, once all facts are known.
After all, ny boy, you have been heedl ess with your gun."

"But | had a right to carry it!" asserted Terry. "Anyway, ny gun will
prove | didn't kill Quayben. A sinple case of firearmidentification, with
tests by experts, will show that the death bullets didn't cone fromthis

revol ver."

He drew his gun as he spoke, and was puzzled when it stuck in his pocket.
Puzzl ed, until he brought the gun into sight, to see that it had a | ong barrel
that had caught the cloth. That only perplexed Terry nore. He turned to
Corinne, who stanmmered:

"What... what is it, Terry?"

"I's this the gun you picked up in Quayben's roonf"

"Why, yes, Terry," said Corinne, with a slow nod. "It must be. | couldn't
find any other on the floor."

Terry turned toward Jeff Bracy and Sleeper Groth. He didn't threaten them
with the revolver; he just accused them in a tone that he neant for one,

t hough whi ch, he did not know.

"My gun was a stubby Banker's Special," declared Terry. "This belongs to
one of you. Whoever owns it chucked his own gun and grabbed up m ne, instead."
"Don't |ook at ne, Trent," spoke Bracy. "That isn't ny gat you' ve got

there."”

"Mne either," grunbled Sleeper. "I never saw that heater before. Looks
i ke a bum nodel, anyway."

Wei ghi ng an automatic in one hand, The Shadow used his other hand to fish
in two bul ging pockets: Bracy's first, then Sl eeper's. Each time, he drew out
a
revol ver and flipped it to the floor, in Margo's direction

She picked up the guns and held themin the light. Neither was a stubby
weapon of the sort that Terry expected.

Cori nne expressed a final hope.

"Maybe | picked up Quayben's gun, Terry -"

Terry shook his head. He renmenbered that Quayben had still been gripping
his revolver after he had fallen. How Corinne had found the revol ver that
Terry
now hel d, Terry could not understand, but he had the hopel ess conviction that
it
was the death gun that had sl ain Quayben

It was positive evidence that would brand Terry as a nurderer. He
coul dn't
hope to get rid of the weapon, for both Bracy and Sl eeper were eyeing it
avidly,
because it nmeant their ticket back fromthe electric chair.

Determ nedly, Corinne cane over to The Shadow and cl utched his cloak
sl eeve. Her upturned eyes were pleading. But Corinne was asking nore than

pity;
she was actually demanding a right.

"You must |et Mrdant |eave!" she begged. "After all, | arranged all this
before you cane. | was willing to be lenient with Bracy and Sl eeper, even

t hough one m ght be an actual nurderer. Surely, you can be charitable with
Terry, for you know that he is innocent."

The Shadow turned to Mdrdant and gestured toward the door. Mordant
sumoned servants, who picked up the bags. Meanwhil e, The Shadow again faced



Corinne, but both Bracy and Sl eeper caught a flash of his burning eyes beneath
the hat brim
"I amletting Mrdant go," affirmed The Shadow, "because | too, intend to

| eave - | shall make the finding of the nurderer ny inmedi ate m ssion. Soon
after he |l eaves this house" - again, the burning eyes were visible to Bracy
and
Sl eeper - "I shall neet himand denand paynent for his crines. | can assure
you

this: there is but one nmurderer, even though he killed three victins.
Therefore

AT the word "three", Arthur Mrdant, half through the doorway, nade a
startling turnabout. He was hobbling with his cane - just fromhabit, it
seened
- until wtnesses saw how t he point of the wal king stick hel ped himspeed his
pivot. Wth the sane notion, Mrdant whi pped a revolver fromhis pocket, and
managed it very swiftly, for the gun was stubby, ready to draw

Margo saw, and cried a warning, but it was quite unnecessary. As he spoke
the word "therefore", The Shadow had wheel ed, too. He did not have to draw
hi s
automatic was already in his fist, and it spoke first.

Wth all the wallop that a .45 could pack, the bullet from The Shadow s
gun took Mdrdant in the chest and felled himinto the arns of his servants.
The
st ubby gun dropped from Mordant's fingers and struck the floor. Two servants
sprang past him only to neet with The Shadow, who flung themleft and right.

Terry, recognizing Mrdant's gun, was boundi ng forward, when he saw
Mordant nmake a clutch at it. Not knowi ng that the man with the changed face
was
in his death throes, Terry fired two shots that |aid Mrdant rigid.

Bracy and Sl eeper were clutching Mrdant's servants whom The Shadow had
flung aside. Exonerated by the Shadow, Bracy and Sl eeper were all for him Not
so Chal mody and Mayberry. They were gesturing toward Mordant's prone form

"You have killed Mrdant," began Chal nody. "W witnessed it!"

"Wth Trent's aid," added Mayberry. "The same thing happened this
eveni ng,
when you two dealt with Quayben!"

Al'l that The Shadow did was open Mordant's bags. He took a glinpse into
each, flinging themaside until he found the one he wanted. He tossed it
Terry's way, and bundl es of cash spilled fromit. Terry grabbed one up and
stared in disbelief.

"The money fromour vault!" he exclainmed. "The cash we thought blew up
with Bert Skirvel! But Skirvel is dead".

"No question about it," The Shadow interposed. "He lies before you. He
gave hinself away, when | nentioned three nurders. He killed both Kl ebbert and
Quayben, and he slew Mordant, too. Hi s own death, in an exploding car, was
faked. "

Then, to a wondering audi ence, The Shadow was outlining the full story of
Bert Skirvel, with the points that proved it. An odd thing, Bert's insistence
on a mask in his final robbery, even though he nade no attenmpt to cover up his
identity. There could only be one answer: Bert had been hiding his face from
his own nen, followers |ike Okey Shurn.

Hi s choice of Northdale was trifling, conpared with some of the other
towns that he m ght have taken. But it fitted with the curious fact that
Nor t hdal e boasted a recluse naned Arthur Mrdant, who went around nuffl ed,
trusting only a servant named Kl ebbert. That was why Bert Skirvel had done
anot her freakish thing in picking Mordant's, of all places, for his nob to use
as a rendezvous.



Doubl i ng back toward Mdrdant's, Bert had junped fromthe dynanite-|aden
car, along with the bank |loot, just before the explosion. He'd reached the
bushes before The Shadow cane in sight.

Hurrying on foot to Mdirdant's, Bert had dropped a few bel ongings in the
gully, to make his death seem bona fide. At Mdrdant's, he had pronmptly
nmur der ed
Kl ebbert .

The dying servant's gesture toward the house had indicated that the
assassi n had gone inside, but Bracy and Sl eeper had suddenly clouded the issue
by their respective flights.

Wthin the house, Bert Skirvel had conme upon old Mordant, all al one, and
had murdered himin this very room So, at |east, The Shadow pictured it.

STRIDING to the fire place, The Shadow tapped it, found the hearth
hol | ow,
and | ocated the hidden spring. The hearth lifted |like a door, showi ng a cavity
beneat h.

"\Where Mordant kept his money," pointed out The Shadow. "Show it to the
sheriff. He will find Mirdant's body there, instead.”

Then this master of amazenent covered further angles. In becon ng
Mor dant ,

Bert had naturally gone through the old man's files and | earned Mdrdant's own
problems. Bert was in luck. In order to establish hinmself as Mrdant, he had
previously sent Quayben to Northdal e, and the wanted nedi co had nanaged to
interview the recl use.

O course, Quayben knew not hing of Mdrdant's problenms. So Bert, who had
received a facelift from Quayben, decided that "Mrdant" shoul d have one, too!
He sent nessages to Quayben, brought himto Northdale to nurder him because
he
knew t oo nuch.

Mordant, otherw se Bert, hadn't conme back to the house after his
af t er noon
trip to town. He'd sinply lurked in the roomnext to Quayben's, and killed the
medi co when the right time cane.

Al'l along, Skirvel had been worried by Terry Trent. The notes Bert wote
were clippings fromletters bearing Mordant's signature, which Bert cut from
letters and typed in the space above. He knew he couldn't fake Mdrdant's rea
signature and fool Terry, even though Bert had taken all specinmens of
depositors' signatures on the night of the robbery. Bert wanted those
nort gages, in cash, and the ten thousand dollars.

He'd streaked over to Chalnody's and tried to kill Terry, at the w ndow.
I nvestigating, The Shadow had nade sure that someone besi des Bracy and Sl eeper
had been around. Tonight, Bert had decided to frame Terry in the Quayben case.
He'd al ready thrown an envelope at Bracy's feet, to turn Jeff's thoughts to
t he
false face angle that was to bl uff Chal nody and Mayberry. He'd fool ed Sl eeper
by
not going home in the car, at dusk. As luck had it, those two had shown up, to
put thenselves in a bad spot, but they had unwittingly hel ped Bert when they
grappled with The Shadow.

It was Bert who shot Quayben, and he also had time to switch guns and
t hen
get out through the shortcut, via the roomnext door. Al very fine for Bert
Skirvel alias Arthur Mordant. No wonder he had kept open house, this evening.
Hs final bluff had been to get Terry's order, instructing the assistant
cashier to hand over the nortgage noney, and the cash in the bank, when
Mor dant
signed for them Bert knew he could fool the assistant cashier with Mdrdant's
signature, though it wouldn't be good enough for Terry.



The Shadow fi ni shed by gesturing Terry and Corinne from Mdrrdant's study.
Next, he bowed Margo out, as if she were going with the others. Terry, of
course, took the bank nmoney, but The Shadow pi cked up the other bags, two of
them gestured themin front of Chal nbdy and Mayberry, and depart ed.

Bef ore those two, or their stupefied stooges, Bracy and Sl eeper, could
deci de what next to do, the sheriff arrived, and they had to tell himthe
story
of Bert Skirvel, leaving out their own connection with Arthur Mrdant. Any
flickering hope faded, where Chal nody and Mayberry were concerned, when the
sheriff took the dead nman's fingerprints and conpared themwi th a fol ded
leaflet in his wallet. Those prints belonged to Bert Skirvel; nobody el se.

QUTSI DE Mordant's, Chal nody and Mayberry went one way, Bracy and Sl eeper
the other, without any farewells. Reaching the | odge, Chal nrody and Mayberry
entered the office, to find two bags awaiting them They were Mrdant's,
filled
with the cash that had bel onged to Chal nody and Mayberry, wealth which The
Shadow, in turn, had wested from Bert Skirvel

It mght just as well have been shi pped away, as Bert had cl ai ned.

Sol emml y, Chal nody and Mayberry shook hands on the proposition that they would
declare the extra profits they had denied, and pay the fines and ot her
penalties that the del ayed taxes would thrust upon them Wen they had

conpl eted that decision, Corinne spoke sweetly fromthe door, and they saw

t hat

Terry stood behind her

I nstead of her |avish evening gown, Corinne was wearing a sinple green
frock, which she spread for her father to admre

"Tell Margo that | borrowed it," said Corinne, "and that I'Il send it
back
as soon as Terry buys me a new one. W're getting married tonight, and
everything | own is all packed in ny trunks, upstairs. But they aren't going
with ne, father. You can pawn them- jewels, gowns, and the trunks, too - to
make up for some of those fines you'll have to pay.

"Here's my purse, with its noney and the keys to nmy car." Corinne handed
it over. "Ch, yes, and | borrowed Margo's hi ki ng shoes, because we're wal ki ng
down to the town, since Terry's car needs a new battery. And this is yours,
too, father."

Corinne turned, and Terry handed her the book on problens of nbdern
finance. Corinne tossed it across the desk and it slid right into Chal nody's
lap. He was staring at its opened pages, when he heard Corinne's happy
farewel |
| augh as she left with Terry.

Those two were wal king, armin arm along the road to Northdal e, when
t hey
heard a | augh that made t hem pause. A strange, whispery laugh, that drifted in
with a breeze and seened to absorb itself in the noonlight. Terry and Corinne
knew that tone, and snmiled. It was the |augh of The Shadow - no | onger
vengeful, for crime was an issue of the past. Instead, that mrth carried an
approval which both Terry and Corinne under st ood.

As the two continued on their way, Margo turned to Cranston, who was in
the car beside her. They were parked in an obscure |ane, which Terry and
Corinne had just passed.

"“I'f you hadn't |aughed, Lanont," said Margo, "we coul d have taken them
into town. We have a runble seat, you know, and it's right out in the
nmoonl i ght . "

"It isn't far to Northdale," was Cranston's calmreply. "They're on their
own, and it's better to let them continue. Besides, we have a duty to perform
W'l have to stop at the | odge, so | can chat with Chal nrody and Mayberry
bef ore they change their mnds again."



"You're right, Lanmont," agreed Margo. "They'll stay straight,
t hey' ve

confessed it all to you, and heard your verdict."

The car noved out fromthe trees and continued toward the | odge. This
time, it was only Margo who heard the whi spered | augh of The Shadow.

once

THE END



