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CHAPTER |. DEATH AROUND THE CORNER

WHEN Dana Orvill stepped from the eevator in the Avenue Club, an attendant approached and handed
him amessage. It was the sort of message that caused Orvill to lift his eyebrows and give hiscanea
casud twirl.

The message stated, smply:
Hotel Bayberry. Seven thirty. Side door.

That was all, and it was quite enough. Orvill did not expect people to add their namesto telephone
messages that they sent him. For Dana Orvill, dapper to the waxed points of his mustache, wasthe
perfect man-about-town, and preferred blind dates.

Not only was Orvill amember of the swanky Avenue Club and vice chairman of its governing committee;
he aso belonged to an dite socia set, which, like al such sets, had its petty ways and jealousies.
Preposterous though it might be, certain men in that group mistrusted Dana Orvill. They regarded him as
aladies man - amiddle-aged L othario who thrived on feminine sighs.


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

Hence, rather than run into trouble from the mae contingent, Orvill aways advised hislady friends - past,
present, and future - to choose aquiet out-of-the-way meeting place whenever they fdt that lifewas
becoming unendurable without the company of Dana Orvill.

Inasmuch asthe trysting pots varied, Orvill dways managed to avoid one girl friend while meeting
another, which madeit al the better. Thiswasthe firgt time that anyone had suggested the side door of
the Hotel Bayberry, but Orvill approved it. The hotel was only afew blocks down the avenue, and there
was aflorist's shop on theway.

It was after seven o'clock, so Orvill was aready wearing evening clothes. He frowned atrifle as he
crossed the paatid foyer of the club, for he remembered an appointment that might detain him. Pausing
at the door, he spoke to the attendant at the desk:

"When Mr. Crangton arrives, ask him to wait until | phone him. | shall do so within ahaf hour.”

Outside the Avenue Club, Orvill strolled jauntily away, and the doorman watched his departure. Few
men of Manhattan had the boulevard manner of Dana Orvill, and the doorman aways liked to watch him
groll dong the avenue.

This, however, wasto be Orvill'sfind stroll. He was on hisway to a date with death!

Intheflorist's shop, Orvill ordered a dozen jonquils and agardeniafor his overcoat lapel. While waiting
for the flowers, histhoughts reverted to his gppointment with Cranston, and Orvill became atrifle
annoyed. He wanted to talk to Cranston, very badly.

Mattersweren't just right at the Avenue Club. The members of the governing committee couldn't quite
agree on certain matters. It was al very troublesome, not only to Orvill but to Rudolph Delmot, chairman
of the governing committee. A fine chap, Delmot, but too inclined to heed everyone's opinion.

Demot never tiffed with other committee members, as Orvill did. If achap behaved like a bounder,
Orvill did not mind telling him so. Sometimes they became angry, such chaps, amost threatening; but
when they did, they smply proved themselves to be bounders. Which meant that DanaOrvill, in his
opinion, was aways the winner of an argument.

The jonquils wrapped and the gardeniain his buttonhole, Orvill strolled along to the Bayberry. He did not
enter the hotdl; instead, he went past it and strolled to the side door, just around the corner. There, Orvill
took up a convenient stance and waited.

A nice spat, this. The street was comparatively dark, and the light was not strong benegth the sde
marquee of the hotel. Behind Orvill was adoorway into the lobby, but very few people used it. The door
was of the revolving type, and made a Siweeping noise whenever anyone came out.

At those times, Orvill strolled over toward the curb and remained there, except when people came aong
the street, at which times he gtationed himsdlf at the side of the revolving door and remained there.

Orvill's chief annoyance was his hdf-hour timelimit. He didn't want his cdl to Crangton to interfere with
hisdate. Still, he would have to make the cal, for Orvill was very precise in such matters.

Glancing at hiswatch, Orvill remembered that he hadn't checked it by the club clock. So helooked
across the street, hoping he might see a clock above the door of the office building opposite.

INSTEAD of aclock, Orvill saw the building's name, and he did not likeit. It happened to be the Galba
Building, where James Laverock had his office. In turn, James Laverock happened to be the biggest
bounder on the governing committee of the Avenue Club.



His gaze lowering, Orvill saw Laverock's car, parked beside the Galba Building. Y ou couldn't miss
Laverock's car. It was red and shiny, and it looked just as hideous here asit did whenever Laverock
parked it outside the Avenue Club.

Maybe broad-minded men like Delmot could excuse Laverock for owning such acar, but Orvill couldn't.
It smply proved that Laverock had no taste, and shouldn't be amember of the Avenue Club. Nor would
he be, if Orvill could have prevented it. The trouble was that Laverock aready belonged to the Avenue
Club when Orvill joined it.

Turning away, Orvill decided to ignore the garish car. He kept pacing a circle under the marquee, from
the curb, past the revolving door, and back again. A box of flowers under one arm, awaking stick
hanging from the other, Orvill was attracting more notice than he supposed from passers-by. In fact, such
pedestrians were too interested in watching Orvill to observe what happened across the street.

A short-built man came briskly from the Galba Building and thrust himsdlf into the garish red coupe. His
manner marked him as the owner of the car, which he was. But James Laverock seemed far too
interested in starting his car to pay any attention to Dana Orvill acrossthe street. He twisted the key in
theignition lock, pressed the starter, and yanked the coupe in gear, as he turned the whed to pull out
from the curb.

That was when it happened.

Dana Orvill swung about as he heard the car start. He saw James Laverock staring from the window,
and their eyes met inamutua glare. Laverock's right hand was swinging up across the steering whesdl.

From there on, witnesseswereto tdl it.

With the roar of the car motor came, sharp reports that echoed loud aong the narrow street. Witnesses
might have mistaken those repeated bangs for backfires from the car, if they hadn't seen theimmediate
result. Amid the bursts, Dana Orvill wilted.

Recoiling queerly, he struck the sdewalk, losing the box of flowers, which broke open, to strew the
yelow jonquils beside him. Aswitnesses dashed up beside the stricken man, they saw Orvill clamping his
handsto his side and caught his dying gasp:

"Laverock... he... he shot mel"

The red car was swinging the corner when the pack went after it. One man yelled to a cop acrossthe
avenue. Another shouted to the doorman in front of the Hotel Bayberry.

Otherswere waving excitedly a passing cars and cabs. In surprisingly swift time, a chase was being
organized. But in that interim came a pursuer who wasto outstrip the rest.

A cab was cruisng down the avenue. From its window a keen-eyed passenger with hawkish face
observed the commotion and all that lay beyond it. He saw Orvill, prone amid the jonquils, he spotted
Laverock’s car, picking up speed, as though the blares of a police whistle were giving it new impetus.

Camly the hawk-faced passenger told his cabby:
"Overtakethered car."

The cab's passenger was Lamont Cranston. The driver was Moe Shrevnitz, the speediest hackiein
Manhattan. Shrevvy knew how to overtake wayward carslike Laverock's. It was part of his business,
because he was working for The Shadow.



And it happened that Lamont Cranston was The Shadow.

Cranston demonstrated that point as the chase was getting under way. Reaching benegth the rear seet, he
drew out a hidden drawer. From it he whisked a douch hat and ablack cloak, garments which seemed
to dide on his head and over his shoulders of their own accord. His hands dipped into thin black gloves,
and with the same sweep one hand tightened in afist that brought an automatic from ahidden holster.

Aiming the .45 from the window, The Shadow was prepared to hat Laverock's car the moment Moe
overhauled it, which promised to be at the next corner. Already astrange, weird laugh was phrasing itsalf
upon The Shadow's hidden lips. Suddenly The Shadow hated that mirth, rather than laugh too soon.

More things happened at the corner.

A CAR, garting from a side street, made awide veer to avoid Laverock's flying coupe. The veering car
crossed the path of atruck, which promptly skewed across the avenue. Moe dung his cab abot,
sideswiped another car that heaved in from somewhere. The cab took ajounce across the curb, heading
the wrong way on aone-way street.

Someone, lurking in a parked car, either saw The Shadow or guessed that his cab was pursuing
Laverock's car, for shotsrang out and bullets clanged the car. There were more shots from another
direction, and The Shadow returned thefire.

Hewas gripping the handle of the cab door, ready to spring out and fade into darkness, from which he
could dedl with those lurkerswho favored Laverock's getaway, when the chase came roaring up.

Shoutsfrom the drivers of stdled cars, bellows from truckmen were accompanied by pointing gestures,
all toward The Shadow's cab. These people, who hadn't seen Orvill's death, nor recognized Laverock's
flight, weretaking it for granted that the police were after the cab from which the gunshots spurted.

Intheir turn, the new pursuers assumed that Laverock had left hisred car and transferred to the cab. A
police car, spouting gunfire, became the spearhead of adrive for the cab, with other carswheding into
flank the hapless vehicle and its occupants.

Dropping low, The Shadow spoke aword to Moe. Crouched behind the whed!, the cabby let ride. He
was zimming down the Sde street like an arrow, zigzagging from one side to the other, using the curbs as
buffers, as he weaved hisway through traffic coming the opposite direction.

Looking back, The Shadow saw the police car threading itsway through stalling cars. It waslosing
ground in the pursuit, and once Moe reached the next avenue he could begin atwisting course that would
eventually shake dl followers off thetrail. On that account, The Shadow laughed.

Nevertheless, hismirthwasgrim.

The Shadow was thinking of Dana Orvill, who had kept a date with death. He was aso considering
James Laverock, the man who had escaped. Though The Shadow, at present, was busy shaking
mistaken pursuersfrom histrail, he was thinking of another trail that he persondly intended to follow.

It might be long before The Shadow found that trail, but when he did, he would seeit to thefinish and
bring Orvill's murderer to judtice!

CHAPTERII. THE LAW DECIDES

THE startling murder of Dana Orvill brought very swift results. So swift that they actudly outraced The
Shadow in hisroutine task of shaking off the carsthat had pursued him by mistake. By thetime The



Shadow arrived back at the Hotel Bayberry, other investigators were on the scene ahead of him.

Naturally, The Shadow did not return in guise of black, nor did he comein Mo€'s cab. He arrived as
Crangton, in achauffeured limousine. Stepping from the big car, theleisurely Mr. Cranston immediately
found himself shaking hands with hisfriend the police commissioner, Raph Weston.

"Glad to see you, Cranston,” spoke Weston briskly. ™Y ou've heard about poor Orvill, of course. We just
removed hisbody. | hear you had an appointment this evening. Tell me, what was it about?"

"'Something to do with the Avenue Club," replied Crangton. "Orvill wasn't satisfied with the governing
committee. He said its memberswere not in harmony.”

"Did he mention any committee members by name?"

"No. | think heintended to cover that this evening. He said that some members refused to co-operate
with the chairman, Rudolph Demot. That wasthe part Orvill didn't like."

As Cranston mentioned Delmot's name, Weston turned and gestured. Looking that direction, Cranston
saw Delmot gpproaching in company with a police inspector, Joe Cardona.

Demot was atal, broad-shouldered man, of late middle age. He had along, solemn face, that Cranston
had never seen so firmly set as upon this occasion. Delmot was carrying his hat in his handsin respect for
his dead friend, Orvill. Above his set face, Delmot's gray hair was spreading in the evening breeze.

Usudly Delmot wore akindly look; a present he lacked it. His whole countenance bespoke agrim
determination to avenge the death of Dana Orvill.

Cardonalooked grim, too, but that was Joe'sway. The stocky police inspector had a swarthy
countenance that ways wore a pokerfaced expression. While Delmot was shaking hands with
Cranston, Cardona turned to Weston.

"We're going across the street, commissioner,” said Joe. "We want to have alook in Laverock's office.
The shots came from hiscar, al right. We've got half adozen witnessesto proveit.”

Weston nodded. But when Cardona started off with Delmot, the commissioner decided to remain afew
minutes, and gestured for Cranston to do the same. Weston wanted to know what €l se his friend knew
about the Avenue Club, but there was comparatively little that Cranston could tell him.

"I haven't been therein months," Cranston explained. "In fact, hardly in years. | bought alife membership
largely because of an insurance benefit that went with it. Orvill was going over thelist of charter
members, and found my name. He thought | would agree with some of hisideas regarding the club, so he
looked me up.”

Finding that he could learn no more from Cranston, Weston decided to go across the stireet. He and
Cranston entered the lobby of the Galba Building and |ooked at the name board, to find that Laverock's
office was on thefifth floor. While they were buzzing the devator button, Delmot came up a stairway
from the basemen.

"It'sno use, commissioner,” declared Delmot. "Well have to use the sairs, like Ingpector Cardonadid.
The elevator operator hasleft, and | can't find the janitor anywhere."

While the three were turning toward the stairway, arumble came from the elevator shaft. They waited,
and soon the devator arrived, piloted by aman in overalls who turned out to be the janitor. He said that
Cardona had met him on the third floor and had sent him down to get the rest of the party.



The janitor took the group by devator to the fifth floor, where they found Cardonain Laverock's office,
which he had opened with the janitor's keys. Laverock's office was smal and unimposing, but it
represented a profitable business, according to Delmot.

"Laverock handlesinvestments" Delmot explained. "Hisclienteleissmall, but select, and | understand
that his customers are well satisfied with the purchases that he suggests. Quite afew of his customers
belong to the Avenue Club.”

Weston asked if Orvill belonged to that group, and Delmot gave a sad headshake.

"Laverock and Orvill never did get dong," said Delmot. "But | can't understand how persona animosity
would alow Laverock to go so far asto murder Orvill. Perhapsit wasimpulse, seeing the man he hated
just acrossthe street; or he might have supposed that Orvill was spying on him."

Delmot finished with ashrug of hisshoulders, asif to inquire: "Who knows?'

AT leadt, Laverock's desk and filing cabinets offered some chance of a clue, so Cardonabegan to dig
through them, though results were small at first. Most of Laverock's files consisted of printed meatter,
pertaining to stocks and bonds.

Joe came across some | etters that Laverock had received from customers, and took down the names of
the senders, but such letters were comparatively few and, according to Delmot, could represent only a
fraction of the persons who dedlt with Laverock.

Then cameared find - afolder marked with Orvill's name. It contained severd letters from Orville, with
Laverock's carbon replies. The letters had nothing to do with investments; instead, they pertained to the
Avenue Club.

In one, Orvill suggested bluntly that Laverock resign from the club. Laverock's pointed reply stated that
he would continue to be amember long after Orville was forgotten around the Avenue Club. This, inthe
light of Orvill's sudden death, could be interpreted as amurder threat on Laverock's part.

Next, in Laverock's desk drawer, Cardona came across another piece of evidence. It was a permit for a
revolver, listing the make and serial number of the wegpon in question. Since the permit had been issued
by the police, Cardona promptly pocketed it, but he |eft everything €l se as he had found it.

"I'll put a couple of men on watch outside," declared Cardona, "just in case Laverock decidesto come
back here. Meanwhil€" - he gestured toward the janitor - "thisfellow can keep his eyes open, insde the
building."

Thejanitor remarked that he would be leaving in another hour and that the building would be closed, with
anight watchman on duty. Cardona decided that would make it al the better. He said held stay around
and talk to the watchman when he arrived.

Cardona cameto that decision whileriding down in the eevator. Outside the building, he stood by while
Weston and Delmot discussed their next step.

They decided to go to the Avenue Club and investigate the phone call that had brought Orvill to the sde
door of the Hotel Bayberry. In light of what had happened, Laverock could very easily have faked that
cal. Thetest would be to check on dl of Orvill's acquaintances, and find out if any one wasresponsible,
thus reaching Laverock by acourse of dimination.

Cranston was smiling during the discussion. Not only were Weston and Delmot taking on awearisome
task; they were seeking negative evidence, only. If someone had merely played a practica joke, hoaxing



Orvill to the Hotel Bayberry on an imaginary date, the person in question probably would not admit it.
No onewould care to be classed as an accomplice in murder, whether rightly or wrongly.

So Crangton merely shook his head when Weston inquired if he intended to go along to the Avenue
Club. At that moment, Delmot was steering Weston up the street toward ataxicab, and the
commissioner, looking back a Cranston, ssumbled across agrating close to the wall of the Galba
Building.

Even as Weston stumbled, Cranston's keen eyes caught a glimmer from below the grating. But, seeing
Cardona spring forward to save the commissioner from aspill, Cranston let the inspector do the rest.
Cardona saw the gleam, too, for he was looking straight down at it when he grabbed Weston'sarm.

"L ook, commissoner!”
Cardonajabbed afinger downward. Five feet below the grating lay the glittering object, arevolver!

BY thetime Weston was through looking, Cardona was tugging at the grating. It was set too tightly in the
cement to be hauled loose by such tactics. Cardona called the janitor, who produced alength of thiniron
pipe, which just managed to fit between two bars of the grating.

With some bricks serving as afulcrum, Cardona and the janitor managed to pry the grating loose.

Dropping down into the pit, Cardona came up with the gun on the end of apencil inserted in its muzzle,
Joe was using the right technique to avoid smudging any fingerprints. He held his prize into the light, noted
itsmake, and read the seria number stamped on the gun.

There wasn't any mistake about it. The weapon was Laverock's revolver, and two of its chambers
contained empty cartridges.

"So he took two shots at Orvill," announced Cardona, "and then chucked the gun right out the other
window, down the grating, so we wouldn't find it on him if we caught him. Laverock brought Orvill here,
al right, with that fake phone message, and thinking about the grating was more than just quick
headwork. Laverock had it al doped out beforehand!”

Cardonas summary impressed Weston and Delmoat, but it made their trip to the Avenue Club dl the
more imperative. Even negative evidence might count, with Laverock so clearly labeled as Orvill'skiller.

But Cranston still declined to go along. He had adinner engagement, so he said.

The statement was true enough. Cranston did have an engagement, though he hadn't yet informed the
persons with whom he intended to dine. He waited until the cab left with Weston and Delmot; then, in
leisurdly style, Cranston strolled around the corner. Histrip proved a short one; when he reached the
front door of the Hotel Bayberry, he entered it.

In atelephone booth, Cranston dialed anumber. A methodical voice responded with the words:
"Burbank spesking.”

No longer did Cranston use his calm tone. In the confines of the telephone booth, hiswas the whispered
voice of The Shadow, as he gave ingtructionsto his contact man, Burbank, telling him to send two
competent agents who would be useful in cracking the Orvill case.

For The Shadow was by no means satisfied with the law's decision. Just as complex cases usudly had a
smple solution, so were smple cases apt to prove complex. The Shadow held to the definite idea that



the quest for amurderer might travel farther than James Laverock.

How far farther it would carry, The Shadow had not yet surmised. Facts were too few to point to further
crime. The death of Dana Orvill, man about town, had the aspects of an isolated murder, nothing more.
Strange, however, were the circumstances that The Shadow would encounter while on this case.

It wasn't just amatter of aman about town who had met with aviolent end. It was to be desth about
town, with The Shadow on the trail!

CHAPTER IIl. THE MAN WHO CAME BACK

CRANSTON'S dinner guests at the Hotel Bayberry were Harry Vincent and Clyde Burke. Choice of
those two agentsindicated that The Shadow might have gained an inkling of along campaign ahead. He
hed picked men specidly qudified for the coming investigation.

Harry Vincent was a clean-cut chap who would be welcomed anywhere. Cranston'sfirst act wasto
supply him with aguest card and a membership application to the Avenue Club, thus making it possible
for Harry to introduce himsdlf to the very environment wherein Orvill and Laverock had voiced their
disagreement.

Asfor Clyde Burke, he dready had a card that would admit him to the Avenue Club. Clydeswas a
reporter's card, for he was a newspaper man on the staff of the New Y ork Classic.

Clyde nodded when Cranston told him what he had to do. It wouldn't take much argument for Clydeto
convince his editor that there might be agood story at the Avenue Club for anyone who sought the inside
angle. While getting his story for the Classic, Clyde would have plenty of opportunity to pick up datafor
The Shadow.

All that lay in thefuture. For the present, The Shadow, in Cranston's quiet style, outlined the case for the
benefit of Harry and Clyde. Finished, he awaited their reactions. They gave them without hesitation.

"It's Laverock, dl right," asserted Harry. " So much has piled up againgt him, thet thereis not much
chanceto disputeit.”

"When Joe Cardona hits alucky streak,” commented Clyde, "he doesn't have to crack acase. It just
glitsitself wide open for him!"

Both were surprised when Cranston shook his head in disagreement.

"Thiscaseistoo pat," he andyzed camly. "Besdes, there are points that dispute each other. Take, for
instance, the hoaxing of Orvill, the disposa of the gun, and Laverock's rapid getaway. All those indicate
thorough premeditation.”

There were nods from Harry and Clyde. Cranston promptly ended them.

"With dl so smoothly planned,” continued Cranston, "L averock proceeded to commit two grievous
blunders. First, heleft incriminating correspondence in hisfiling cabinet. Second, and far worse, he forgot
the permit that proved the death gun to be hisown. | can assure you" - Cranston'slipswore asmile -
"that the bullet in Orvill's body will prove to be one from Laverock's gun, which will be just another
reason to suspect another hand.”

The listening agents began to grasp The Shadow's logic. It did look as though Laverock's supidity was
far too greeat for aman who had plotted acrime intelligently. Both Harry and Clyde were trying to find
some solid fact, for abeginning, so their chief supplied one.



"We must give Cardonacredit,” declared Cranston, with another smile. "He expects Laverock to return
to hisoffice. So do I. Even an innocent man wouldn't want the police to find the evidence that waslying
there”

Dinner finished, Cranston led the way to the side door of the hotel. He stopped before they reached the
revolving door and pointed to two opposite paces, one on each side. Those were solid doors that could
be used when the revolving door was out of order.

At present, they were loosaly barred, and formed small, dark pockets. Cranston motioned Harry into
one and Clydeinto the other. When they were nicely tucked away, he went out through the revolving
door.

Neither agent saw him regppear. Cranston had been carrying acloak across hisarm, adouch hat
beneath it. HE put them on during the trip through the revolving door; hence he emerged as The
Shadow.

In the dim light beneath the marquee, his cloaked shape escaped the eye. But Harry heard his chief's
whisper, when The Shadow stopped near the narrow barrier beside the revolving door. The Shadow
was asking Harry how far the little door could open.

"A couple of inches," Harry reported. "Enough so | can look acrossthe street.”

Receiving asmilar report from Clyde, on the other sde of the central door, The Shadow told both
agentsto watch the Galba Building. Should they see anyone enter it, they wereto call Laverock's office,
for that was to be The Shadow's next destination.

Therewith, The Shadow glided acrossthe stret, so dusively that Harry and Clyde caught only afleting
glimpse of fading blackness,

NEITHER agent saw The Shadow enter the Galba Building, because he didn't use the door that led in
from the street. The Shadow chose a better route, one that Joe Cardona had unwittingly provided.

Close againgt the darkened wall of the building, The Shadow squeezed hisfingers between the dats of
the grating that Joe had pried loose earlier. Lifting it, he did to the space benesth and let the grating lower
dlently into pogtion.

Noisdess, too, was The Shadow's attack upon the cellar window. It was held by a catch, but The
Shadow soon worked it open. Clanking sounds came from above: a detective tramping acrossthe
grating. There was a pause as the detective inspected the space with aflashlight.

By then, The Shadow was through the window, fixing the catch from within. The patrolling detective
ganed no glimpse of the human shapein black.

From there, The Shadow went directly to Laverock's office. Sinceit opened on acourt, and the building
was deserted except for the night watchman; who was keeping to the hallways, The Shadow turned on a
light. He began an ingpection of Laverock'sfiles, hoping to find some clue that Cardona had missed.

All thewhile, The Shadow listened for footsteps, and findly heard their beet: the heavy tread of the night
watchman. He turned out the light, waited until the tramping sound reached a stairway, and then restored
thelight, to resume his search. His ears tuned to the situation, The Shadow kept close tabs on the distant
sound of the watchman's departing footfals.

Sometimes, The Shadow's very faculty at distant concentration could trick him. Thiswas one of those
occasions. A creeping sound, much closer, was subdued enough to escape The Shadow's detection, until



it wastoo late. The creep was outside the door of Laverock's office. It ended when the door suddenly
dapped inward.

Whedling from behind the desk, The Shadow saw the man who lunged through the doorway. Therewas
no mistaking his short build and his blunt face, which showed a glare approaching fury. The man who had
thrust himsdlf into the office was James Laverock.

Though the police had appropriated Laverock's revolver, the man was till armed. He was carrying a
weapon that could be classed as an antique, a Sharps four-barreled pistol that dated back to the '60s.

Such awegpon, the final development of the " pepper box" style of gun, was noted for itslack of
accuracy, but at this close range, it could hardly fail to missatarget of human size.

Laverock voiced atriumphant snarl, pleased by the luck which had enabled him to trap an intruder in his
office. It happened, however, that Laverock was luckier than he knew. The Shadow's hand, sweeping to
his cloak, was actudly gripping an automeatic, ready to flip itsmuzzle in Laverock's direction - when
something caused the cloaked figure to relax.

That something was Laverock's glare. In the man's eyes, The Shadow saw more than amurderous glint;
he caught a calculating flash which told him that Laverock would go easy with atrigger, if such policy
promised results. Playing a sudden hunch, The Shadow let his hands move away from his cloak and
come up toward his shoulders.

It was a better plan, on The Shadow's part, than shooting it through with Laverock in aquick fray that
might bring bulletsto both. A long risk, in asense, for The Shadow was placing himsdlf in Laverock's
power; but the cloaked fighter was playing a chance that in agame of wits he could outmatch his
opponent sufficiently to make up the lost margin, and more.

Indeed, giving Laverock the full advantage hel ped throw the fellow off his guard, as Laverock promptly
evidenced by a harsh chuckle.

"l THOUGHT asmuch," clucked Laverock. "Whoever murdered Orvill would have reason to come
here, too."

The Shadow responded with awhispered laugh.

"Y our supposition supports the police theory," spoke The Shadow, in sibilant tone. "With this difference,
Laverock: They foresaw your return - not my vist."

"Y ou accuse me of murder?' Laverock was drawing closer to the desk, thrusting the gun ahead of him,
s0 that the four muzzles nearly reached The Shadow. "On what grounds, may | ask?"

"On better grounds than could be applied to my own case," parried The Shadow. "I had no quarrdl with
Onvill, asyou did."

Laverock's hard smile showed that he was unimpressed.

"L et us assume that amurderer has returned,” suggested Laverock. "I don't need to provethat | didn't kill
Orvill. I know | didn't. Eliminating mysdlf, that leaves only you."

Squinting upward, Laverock was trying to probe the face beneath The Shadow's douch hat, but the brim
cut off thelight. All that Laverock observed was the burn of keen eyes, aglow that should have warned
him of The Shadow's mettle.



But Laverock was too anxious to identify the man that he accused of murder to be impressed by the
burning gaze. Nor did The Shadow's whispered words change Laverock's purpose.

"By the samelogic," The Shadow began, "I could diminate myself and declare you to bethekiller -"

"Y ou murdered Orvill!" accused Laverock harshly. "If you want to live, you will write afull confesson!”
He waved his four-muzzled gun toward pen and paper that were lying on the desk. "Write - and sgn!”

Briefly, The Shadow hesitated. Then, dowly, he reached for pen and paper. Under Laverock's close
scrutiny, The Shadow wrote, direct and to the point:

|, the undersigned, hereby admit my full guilt, in the murder of DanaOrvill -

Small wonder that Laverock's features were triumphant as The Shadow's pen moved onward. Often had
men of crime sought victory over The Shadow, but never on such ascae asthis. Totdly at bay, the
master of justice was confessing to amurder committed by another, under the inflexible indstence of the
very man upon whom the law blamed the crimein question!

CHAPTER IV. ACCEPTED TERMS

THE SHADOW'S hand paused wearily, as though the writing of asingle, fateful paragraph had robbed
him of al strength. There, in glistening blue, lay words that could mean the desth chair. All that the
confession needed was the signature, to render it complete.

Laverock'svoice came sharply:
"Sgn!”

The Shadow's hand swerved from the paper, dropping the pen beside it, both within Laverock's easy
reach. There was atrace of mockery in The Shadow's response.

"I have done my part, Laverock,” he said. "It isyour turn. Thereisthe pen.”

For answer, Laverock seized the pen with hisfree hand and thrust it The Shadow's way. To emphasize
his action, he jabbed his antique gun toward the cloaked figure. Laverock wasn't ready to shoot; he
wanted the confession signed. But it was policy for The Shadow to recoil from the gun thrust, and he
did.

He went back from the desk, his hands dropping to its edge, asthough to halt their tremble. Laverock let
his own hands thrust farther, which was what The Shadow wanted.

Like amissile unleashed from a catapult, The Shadow drove forward, sending the desk ahead of him. His
hands began to drive, but his knees supplied the follow-through. Half acrossthe desk, Laverock wason
abalance point, and the swift shove caught him totally unawares.

Hisfeet flipping from under him, Laverock took an involuntary lunge across the desk, making agrab for
thefar edge, only to find it gone before he reached it. The desk was under him, and gone; Laverock was
clawing air, in hisheadlong trip to the floor beyond. All that saved him from a hard landing was the hand
of The Shadow.

That hand took Laverock'swrist with avisdike twist that doubled it. Laverock's arm and body followed,
spinning in midair, to be stopped by The Shadow's upthrust knee. Rolling sdeward as The Shadow
released him, Laverock reached the floor. Hisfall was broken, but his head took something of athump
asit fell back againgt thefiling cabinet. No wonder Laverock was dazed. Hiswhirl had included a



somersault, which left him staring back at the desk across which he had come, Badly muddled, Laverock
couldn't even locate The Shadow when he looked for him; further, when Laverock raised his gun hand,
hoping, at least, to have aweapon ready, he found himself staring at empty fingers.

The Shadow's wrench had numbed Laverock's hand along with his brain. Somewhere during the spin,
the gun had dropped from nervelessfingers. Where it had landed, Laverock learned when he heard a
strange, snister laugh off to hisright. Looking, Laverock saw The Shadow holding the four-barreled
Sharps on the palm of agloved hand.

Having neatly plucked the gun as Laverock dropped it, The Shadow was examining it asacurio. Helad
it on the desk, and as he did, he drew a .45 automatic, compared to which the Sharps |ooked like atoy.
Then, with the big gun as a persuader, The Shadow stooped and hauled Laverock up to achair, where
the man stared, stupefied, wondering what was coming next.

Producing the unsigned confession, The Shadow extended it to Laverock, along with the pen. Hiswits
returning, Laverock folded hisarms and stared grimly, shaking his head. He wasn't going to sign that
confession, not even under The Shadow's competent persuasion.

WITH alow-toned laugh that worried Laverock, The Shadow crumpled the sheet of paper and thrust it
benesath his cloak. Then came The Shadow's shilant tone;

"Scarcely necessary, your signature, considering the evidence that the police have aready discovered
againg you, Laverock."

Nervoudy, Laverock lifted his gaze to meet The Shadow's steady eves.

"They found your revolver, Laverock,” The Shadow continued. "Under the grating, where you dropped
it. Your permit turned up here, in your desk."

Laverock came haf up in hischair.

"That revolver was stolen!” he exclamed. "Stolen, | tell you! | kept it in my locker a the Avenue Club. If
they found it anywhere e se, someone must have taken it firgt!"

"And the permit?’

"It was here," admitted Laverock. "I cameto get it, dong with the correspondence that | had with Orvill.
But | wasn't going back to the club. | was afraid they'd be looking for methere.”

The Shadow gestured to the antique pistol that was lying on the desk.
"Why did you bring this, Laverock?"

"I thought | might need it,” Laverock replied. "It belongsto afriend of mine, who collectsold firearms.
Heisaway, 0| stopped at his gpartment and found it there."

"Y ou are staying at that apartment?”'

Laverock hesitated, then nodded. The Shadow's voice had taken on atone which struck Laverock as
friendly. Tension suddenly ending, Laverock began averba outpour, and hiswords carried thering of
sncerity.

First, he admitted that, while pulling his car out from the curb, he had seen Orvill acrossthe street. Next,
there had been sounds like shots, which Laverock took for the backfire of his own car, which had been



acting queerly ever since he had taken it from the garage, a noon.

Seeing Orvill fall, Laverock redized that the man might have been shot. By then, Laverock was amost to
the corner, and a panic seized him when he heard ahue and cry behind him. It had occurred to him that
people might be blaming him for the shots, but he was aso stricken with the fear that whoever had shot
Orvill might be after him, too, since he had witnessed the affair.

So Laverock had fled, abandoning his car later. Reaching the apartment of his absent and unnamed
friend, he had listened to meager radio reports that blamed him for Orvill's desth.

There, in sum total, was Laverock's story. Concluding it, Laverock added a determined statement.

"I'm not giving mysdlf up,” Laverock announced. "I've been framed, and 1'd be playing right into the
hands of the enemy. I'd rather Say at large until thisblows over."

Therewas a pleading note in Laverock'sfina words, and his eyeslighted when he saw that The Shadow
was giving them due consideration. At length, came The Shadow's query:

"Y ou have friendswho might help you?"
Laverock nodded.

"Rudolph Delmot would," he said. "He'san impartia chap, Dmot. Still, | wouldn't want to let him know
where | am staying, because be might fedl honor-bound to tell the police. | have another friend, though, at
the Avenue Club -"

There, Laverock hated, fearful that he was saying too much. Singularly, The Shadow picked up the very
thoughtsin Laverock's mind and put them into words.

"Y ou would like to go back to the place where you are staying,” spoke The Shadow, "and remain there
until you receive the dl-clear signd. Should you be alowed to do so, you will co-operate, asfar asyou
are able, in tracking down the actua murderer of Dana Orvill."

While The Shadow spoke, Laverock was nodding with increased eagerness. After abrief pause, The
Shadow added:

"Y our terms are accepted, Laverock. Y ou may leave."

Half doubtful, Laverock arose from his chair and walked around the desk. Forgotten was the antique gun
that he had brought; nor did Laverock care about the Orvill correspondence.

Halfway to the door, he was|ooking back over his shoulder, still amazed by the fact that The Shadow
was camly letting him leave. If ever The Shadow had built confidence into the mind of ahunted man, he
was doing it with James Laverock.

Then, at the most critical juncture, came the interruption that spelled near ruin to The Shadow's purpose.

THE door of the office swung inward. On the threshold stood the building watchman, atough-faced man
who held aflashlight in one hand, arevolver in the other. Hed seen the light in Laverock's office while
making areturn trip, and was stopping in to find out whet it meant.

Hefound out, very suddenly.

Unleashed blackness launched across the office. The astonished watchman was caught inits swirl. Under
the forceful drive of The Shadow, the watchman took aheadlong pitch, hisflashlight flying oneway, his



gun the other. Like Laverock before him, the watchman hadn't timeto fire asingle shot before hisgun
was gone.

The Shadow was abiding by histerms. He was giving Laverock safe conduct. Here was Laverock's
opportunity to dash from the office and out of the building, while The Shadow was keeping the watchman
occupied. But Laverock, frantic, felt that he, too, should play ahand.

Springing back to the desk, Laverock grabbed his antique gun. He whedled toward the corner, where
the watchman, coming up on hands and knees, was groping for hislost revolver. For thefirst time, the
watchman saw Laverock, and gave abellow. On impulse, Laverock aimed the Sharps and pulled the
trigger.

With the first cough from the pepperbox gun, The Shadow reached Laverock with along lunge. He
wasn't close enough to grab the gun, but he jarred Laverock so that the shot went wild.

Suddenly mistrusting The Shadow, Laverock sprang for the door, with the cloaked fighter after him.
There was a spurt from another muzzle of the four-cornered gun, but this shot went high, for The Shadow
was jogging Laverock's hand upward.

The two whirled out through the door, into the gloomy hall, their running grapple punctuated by two more
blasts from the Sharps, shots which exhausted the weapon. Those bullets found their mark in the ceiling,
and Laverock, flinging the empty gun a The Shadow, suddenly found himsalf staggering clear.

He thought that he had crippled the cloaked fighter, but he hadn't. Actualy, The Shadow was sending
Laverock dong hisway. From The Shadow's viewpoint, Laverock'sfolly did not nullify their agreement.

Laverock reached the halway window opening on the court. Wrenching it open, he sprang out to alow
roof, to retrace the route by which he had arrived. By then, the watchman was coming out into the
halway, and The Shadow swooped to meet him in the gloom. Again, the watchman found himself
spinning from wall to wall, before he had a chanceto look for Laverock.

From afront window, The Shadow saw flashlights blinking below. At the sametime, Laverock's
telephone began to ring furioudy. The lights meant that detectives had heard the shots from Laverock's
old gun and were coming into the building. The ringing telephone told that The Shadow's agents had
spotted the invaders and were passing the word to their chief.

Starting downgtairs, three steps at aclip, The Shadow heard the watchman coming after him. The
watchman couldn't see the figurein black, but he heard the clatter that The Shadow purposdly made. By
the time The Shadow reached the second floor, The Shadow heard detectives coming up. From above,
the watchman was bellowing for them to stop the fugitive.

Perhaps the detectives expected to see Laverock. Certainly, they weren't looking for blacknessto
materidizeitsdf into ahuman shape, whichit did. Asthey sprang around a corner from the sairs, The
Shadow met them with alow charge, so sudden and surprising, that it seemed as though he grew from
thefloor itsdlf.

The dicks went sprawling, their guns spurting high and wide. From past the corner, they heard the taunt
of adeparting laugh. They were coming to their feet when the watchman overtook them. All three
charged down the stairs, aming their revolversfor splotched blacknessin the gloomy lobby.

A trio of gunsripped in unison. Their bullets found the blackness and what it represented. There were
sharp crackles asthe dugs smashed thetiled floor. That inky path wasn't The Shadow; it was merdly a
corner of thelobby, where the light was cut-off. Like aliving ghost, The Shadow had disappeared.



THE pursuers hurried to the street, but couldn't find the fugitive there. They guessed correctly that The
Shadow must have doubled histrail and gone down to the basement, so they raced back through the
lobby, hoping to box in The Shadow below.

Hardly had they dashed into the building, before the grating lifted itself from the sdewak besde the
darkened wall. Out from that space emerged The Shadow, unseen in the gloom.

Setting the grating back in place, he glided across the street and blended with the revolving door that led
into the Hotel Bayberry. That wasthe last appearance of The Shadow upon this eventful evening - if it
could be termed an appearance at all.

Five minutes later, Lamont Cranston strolled from the side door of the Bayberry, accompanied by Harry
Vincent and Clyde Burke. Cranston waved for a cab, and Shrevvy's arrived from the next corner. Asthe
three passengers entered the cab, they gazed curioudy from the window at two detectives, who were
climbing out of agrating dongsdethe GabaBuilding.

Already puzzled, the detectives were baffled further by the vague, trailing laugh that reached them after
the cab had swung the corner. They didn't connect it with the cab; the tone was too usive for its source
to be traced.

To the men who heard it, that mirth came from the thin air into which The Shadow had so mysterioudy
vanished!

CHAPTER V. AT THE AVENUE CLUB

I'T was another evening, and the police were still hunting for James Laverock. So was The Shadow,
athough he was making no visible effort in that direction. At present, The Shadow preferred to be
Lamont Crangton, for it gave him the scope he needed. As amember of the Avenue Club, Cranston was
seeking cluesto the death of Dana Orvill asthe surest way to gain new contact with James Laverock.

The conference of the other evening, in Laverock's office, had been dl too brief. The Shadow had
learned two points: first, that Laverock was staying at afriend's gpartment; second, that L averock
especidly trusted a certain member of the Avenue Club other than Rudolph Delmot, the man whom

everybody trusted.

Whether those two friends were the same, Laverock had not specified. Until The Shadow found out who
one, or both, might be, it wasimpossible to reach Laverock at the place where he had gone.

As Crangton, The Shadow didn't seem to be bothering much about his problem. He was more interested
in pointing out the merits of the Avenue Club to afriend named Harry Vincent, who had aguest card and
who seemed very anxiousto become an active member. After al, the Avenue Club offered many
advantages.

Thelavish foyer, the club library, the dining room, its spacious lounges and its billiard room were merely
the surface evidences of prosperity. Acrossthe foyer were elevatorsthat led to the upper floors, and
those floors consisted of hotel rooms that members could occupy at surprisingly low rates.

On thetop floor was one of the finest gymnasiumsin Manhattan, equipped with everything from fencing
roomsto squash courts. The only thing lacking on the gym floor was aswimming pool, and there was one
of those in the basement, so the Avenue Club, from an athletic standpoint, was absolutely complete.

The personnel dso rated highly. During atrip to the gymnasium, Crangton introduced Harry to the
physical director, achunky, affable man named Tom Rydal, who had done wonders with hisjob. Rydal



had formerly owned his own gymnasium and had trained many boxers, until the Avenue Club had made
him a better offer, to becomeits physica director.

As he showed the vigitors about the gym, Ryda gave a pleased grin.

"Do you know, Mr. Cranston,” he said, "I'm glad | sold out that place of mine. | wasnt, at first, even
though | made a profit, because one of my hobhbies was teaching fellows how to punch and | didn't think
you Avenue Clubberswould taketoit.

"But it's surprisng how boxing ingtruction has picked up. The membership driveisbringing in lots of
felowswho liketo usether fists. Take Vincent here" - Rydd looked approvingly a Harry - "held make
aboxer. Maybe he's one dready."

Rydal took a stance, and Harry immediately responded with ingtinctive footwork, that brought another
nod of approva from Rydd. Asthe two lowered their fists, Ryda clapped Harry on the back, then
swung around.

"How about it, Mr. Cranston?'

Ryda'sfists were up again, but Cranston was standing, flat-footed, his own hands lowered. Rydd
swished afist past Crangton's chin, purposaly missing by afraction of an inch. Cranston dropped away,
bringing his hands up, wide apart.

"Y ou'd better join aboxing club,” suggested Rydd criticaly. "Any paooka could finish you with asingle
punch. | thought you knew something about self-defense, Mr. Cranston.

"l do, where fencing is concerned,” returned Cranston stiffly. "I prefer thefoils, because they alow better
rangethan figs."

"You'd better carry acane then,” advised Rydal. "Still" - the physical director gave aheadshake - "1 don't
know how you'd make out, if somebody grabbed the stick and came in with a punch. Y ou ought to learn
to box."

"I might,” said Crangton indifferently, "when | find timeto get around to it. For the present, you can
confine your ingtruction to Vincent."

CRANSTON strolled about while Ryda was assigning alocker to Harry. He wanted alook at
Laverock's locker, and managed aglimpse, but it offered no clues. If Laverock had spoken correctly, in
saying that hisrevolver had been taken from hislocker, it would be very difficult to learn who was
responsible.

Members weren't supposed to keep anything valuable in their lockers, and alot of them had a habit of
forgetting their keys. While Cranston was gtill in the locker room, he heard one member shouting for a
passkey, asking why it wasn't hanging on the hook inside the locker-room door. Someone finaly
produced the master key, remarking that it had been left in the door of another member's locker.

By that token, dmost anyone could have sneaked into the locker room and stolen Laverock's gun, if it
had beenin hislocker at dl.

Thisdipshod stuation certainly wouldn't help Laverock's dibi, if he talked to the police. They would take
it that Laverock was smply bluffing hisway out. He would haveto prove, firg, that the gun had beenin
his locker; otherwise, his story would sound thin. However, The Shadow was ill inclined to give
Laverock the benefit of the existing doubt.



Downstairs again, The Shadow continued his Cranston pose by introducing Harry to Rudolph Delmot.
The three retired to acommittee room on the mezzanine floor, where Delmat, at Cranston's request,
acquainted Harry with the terms of membership in the Avenue Club.

To ad thedrivefor new members, initiation fees had been discarded. The club depended entirely upon
annua dues, which ran to approximately one hundred dollars, plusafew minor charges. Therewasa
specia feature, however, that Delmot took care to emphasize.

Membership in the Avenue Club carried an insurance benefit of five thousand dollars, payable upon the
death of amember, regardless of cause, with adouble indemnity of ten thousand dollarsin the event of
accidental death.

"That's quite a benefit!" exclamed Harry, in surprise. "Why, | should think that the premiums on the life
insurance would take up al the membership dues!™

"They did, origindly," stated Delmot. "In fact the club lost heavily on life memberships, which cost only
fifteen hundred dollars, but gave the same benefits, so we had to discontinue them. However, we soon
learned that the insurance feature could be handled profitably.

"A separate corporation was formed, known asthe Allied Benefit Association. Though the Avenue Club
directsthe affairs of the A.B.A., the latter has extended itswork to other cities. There are approximately
adozen clubs on the subscribing list, and Allied Benefit has accumulated astrong reserverto tide it over

any difficulty.”

While Demot was gill speaking, someone knocked on the door. Delmot findly called for the person to
comein, and atal, stoop-shouldered man entered. Harry noted a sharp, hatchet face and quick eyes that
were thorough in their rgpid scrutiny. Then Delmot was introducing the newcomer. Hewas Louis Buram,
manager of the Allied Benefit Association, subsidiary of the Avenue Club.

Buram had met Cranston before, and gave him an affable nod. When Delmot stated that Harry wasa
prospective club member, who wanted to know facts about A.B.A., Buram's eyes showed a pleased
gleam. He shook handswith Harry, sat down and gave a brief sketch of the A.B.A. and itsfunctions,
reding off factsfrom hisfingertips.

It was quite Smple, as Buram ducidated it.

Members of the Avenue Club, and similar societies, wereinsured on agroup basis, at acost much less
than ordinary life insurance. Buram's figures showed that the cost per member was under forty dollarsa
year, including the double-indemnity proviso. One reason was that the club memberswere dl good risks,
for the Avenue Club laid emphasis upon athletics and physicd training.

"Of course, we require alarge number of policy holders,” said Buram, in conclusion. "The more, the
better, because numbers protect us against sudden losses. For ingtance” - Buram drew acheck from his
pocket and handed it to Delmot - "here is ten thousand dollars, payable to the estate of Dana Orvill
because of his unfortunate degth, which comesin the accidenta class.

"Ten thousand isameretrifleto the A.B.A., but we do need more members. That iswhy we are selling
theideato clubsin other cities. When we have fifty or ahundred subscribing organizations like the
Avenue Club, instead of a mere dozen, our policy holderswill total many thousands.”

Buram was looking at Delmot, who nodded approvingly. Apparently, the two had businessto discuss, so
Crangton suggested that he and Vincent would leave, but Delmot shook his head.



"No need to go," he said. "This maiter can wait. The executive committee will have to reorganize, now
that Orvill isdead and Laverock hasleft for parts unknown.”

CRANSTON 4ill inssted upon leaving, taking Harry with him to see more of the club. But Buram
decided to stay with Delmot. It wasn't that Buram particularly wanted to talk business; rather, he was
anxiousto avoid a pesky reporter who had camped in the foyer of the Avenue Club and wanted an
interview.

Asthey |eft the committee room, Cranston and Harry exchanged smiles. The reporter to whom Buram
referred was Clyde Burke. When they reached the foyer, they saw Clyde, and Harry heard Cranston
undertone:

"Stay around awhile, Vincent, and get acquainted with the members. But don't recognize Burke. Ignore
him completdly, for the present.”

When Crangton rode away from the Avenue Club, hewas aonein hislimousine. From a pocket of his
evening clothes, hedrew asmal gun, quite unlike the famous automatics which he carried as The
Shadow. The gun was the four-barreled Sharpsthat Laverock had carried.

Following the fray in the Galba Building, The Shadow had scooped that empty weapon from the hallway
floor, to prevent either the watchman or the detectives from finding it. He was glad that he had done o,
for the antique shooting iron was alead to James Laverock, a man whom The Shadow wanted to
interview again, under less pressing circumstances.

So far, the lead was barren, but with Harry Vincent ingtalled a the Avenue Club, and Clyde Burke dso
on thejob, The Shadow, as Cranston, was free to push thetrail that the gun afforded.

Sooner or later, thetrail would lead to Laverock. The whispered laugh that came from Crangton'slips
was token of that fact.

The Shadow knew!
CHAPTER VI. THE DOUBLE TRAIL

A BLUISH light was glistening upon the surface of a polished table. Benesth that glow, long-fingered
hands moved like separate creatures that crept from blackness. Upon afinger of the left hand gleamed a
rare gem of ever-changing hue, amatchlessfire opa cdled agirasol.

That stone was the symbol of The Shadow, and itsfire compared with the burn of hisamazing eyes. As
for the blue light and the surrounding blackness, those denoted The Shadow's sanctum, the hushed
headquartersin the heart of Manhattan where he formulated his plans against crime.

The hands crinkled a sheet of paper. It contained along list of names, some typed in blue, othersin red.
All were names of persons who knew James Laverock; those in red type stood for the men who were
members of the Avenue Club. Thislist had been compiled for The Shadow by an agent named Rutledge
Mann.

Like Laverock, Mann wasin the investment business, and had been able to taly the persons with whom
Laverock was acquainted, both as friends and customers. So far, however, Mann had been unable to
trace anyone - club member or otherwise - who made a hobby of collecting old guns. Thus, The
Shadow's main lead to Laverock was till blank.

So wasthe bluish light, when The Shadow turned it off. A whispered laugh crept through the Stygian



depths of the blackened sanctum, announcing that The Shadow was leaving, to pursue hisown
investigation. That, in turn, told that his destination would be the Avenue Club, where new clues might be
in evidence.

IN the gym at the Avenue Club, Harry Vincent was finishing aworkout under the approving eye of Tom
Rydal. AsHarry started toward the locker room, Ryda suggested that he stay around awhile.

"We're going to have some exhibition bouts," said Ryda. "Not by club members, but by employees. I've
been letting the boys use the gym in their off hours. Some of them are very nice scrappers.”

"Sorry, but | have an appointment,” returned Harry. "L et me know in advance, the next time, and I'll
make it apoint to be around.”

In the locker room, Harry reflected on his gppointment. It was to be with Cranston, and Harry hadn't a
thing to tell. As his acquaintance with the Avenue Club grew, the lesslikedly it seemed that any of the
members could beinvolved in the feud that seemingly had laid between Dana Orvill and James
Laverock.

There was just one club member that Harry mistrusted, and the man was Louis Buram. The felow
impressed Harry as an upstart, who had crashed the exclusive Avenue Club for reasons that were
definitely commerciad. But Buram, in hisway, had just as much at stake as Rudolph Demoat, the
much-liked gentleman who was the controlling figurein the club itself.

To both Delmot and Buram, the degth of Orvill had meant a cash loss of ten thousand dollars at atime
when they were seeking to expand the funds belonging to the Avenue Club and the Allied Benefit
Asociation. Hence Harry, despite himself, was inclining more and more to the theory that some persona
grudge lay behind the murder of Orvill.

It looked as though some unknown person, secretly an enemy of Orvill, had committed the crime and
tossed the brunt on Laverock.

In the foyer of the Avenue Club, Clyde Burke was getting the interview that he had missed on aprevious
evening. Clyde had cornered L ouis Buram and was battering him with questions, that the quick man tried

to pary.

"What about the A.B.A.?' demanded Clyde. "How about its expansion program? How many more cities
are coming in on the proposition?’

Wearily, Buram shrugged. Then:

"Hereisthewhole story, Burke," he declared. "In order to establish abranch in any city, we must first
guarantee a given fund, enough to provide for an unexpected run of sudden deaths. Isthat clear?”

Clyde nodded.

"On that account,” continued Buram, "we are drawing in the reserve funds from clubs aready on our lists,
S0 that we can establish the required minimum for each new club that subscribesto our service.”

"And what will thetotd be, Buram?"

"That'swhy | can't tell you, Burke," replied Buram frankly, "because | don't know. The decision rests
with the executive committee of the Avenue Club. It must pass on the sability and genera worthiness of
the variouslocd clubsthat would like to affiliate themsel ves with Allied Benefit."



"And when will the committee do that?'

"After it reorganizes. It lackstwo members. One, Orvill, is dead; the other, Laverock, is missing. Seefor
yoursdlf, Burke' - Buram gestured across the foyer - "there goes the committee up to the meeting room.
Until it has decided, | am asmuch inthe dark asyou are.”

Despite Harry's sentiments to the contrary, Clyde was beginning to like Buram, now that the chap had
opened up. So Clyde gave anod to show that he understood Buram's problem, and proceeded to watch
the committeefile by.

Among the group, Clyde saw afew keen faces, but the rest were very drab. They looked like men who
would smply vote "yes' to any required measure. That fact took Clyde back to the matter of Orvill and
Laverock.

It was easy to understand how those two could have come to odds, considering that they were both
aggressive. Probably the sight of dull and stodgy faces among the rest of the committee had been enough
to drive Orvill and Laverock to extreme notions.

Clyde was consdering that point, when he suddenly redlized that Rudolph Delmot was not with the
passing parade. Turning, Clyde saw Delmot near the foyer desk, shaking hands with two newcomers.

Those arrivals happened to be Police Commissioner Weston and his capable ace, Inspector Joe
Cardona.

Clydetossed aglance at Buram, and received aquick nod in return.

"Thereyou are, Burke," remarked Buram. "The bloodhounds are till bothered about Laverock. They're
going to take up dl of Delmot'stime, and the committee meeting will go right to pot. Which meansthat
my business, important though it is, will get nowherefast.”

With ashrug, Buram settled back in hischair. Drawing two cigars from his pocket, he handed oneto
Clyde, suggesting, with atired smile, that they might aswell st it out, to which Clyde agreed.

Demot wasturning, to invite Weston and Cardona up to the executive office, when another arrival
entered the foyer. The newcomer was Lamont Cranston; he seemed quite surprised to see hisfriend the
police commissioner. After a short exchange of greetings, Cranston went along with the group to the
office, which was aso on the mezzanine.

ONCE in the office, Commissioner Weston came directly to business.

"I won't keep you from your committee meseting very long,"” Weston told Delmot. "What we're herefor, is
to make afind try at locating James Laverock.”

"l wish you could locate him," returned Delmot ruefully. "We don't know what to do about his case. He's
gill amember of our executive committee, and we can't do business without him."

"Why don't you expd him?' demanded Weston. "He'swanted for murder, isn't he?'

"Y es, but he hasn't been convicted,” reminded Delmot. "If he should be tried, and found innocent, the
Avenue Club would bein for ahuge lawsuit for defaming Laverock's character. However” - Demot's
eyes showed a beam of hope - "to remain on the committee, Laverock must attend meetings or else give
asuitable excuse.”

"Y ou mean he may come here tonight?"



"Hardly, commissioner, but it is quite possible that we shal hear from him. If wedo" - Delmot was
glancing a hiswatch - "it should be shortly, because the meeting timeisamogt at hand.”

Weston began to rap the arm of hischair, impatiently. Then, tokill time, he said:

"That cdl to Orvill the other night, the one that decoyed him to the Hotel Bayberry - you haven't been
ableto traceit, have you?'

"Only to the point that aman madethe call,” replied Delmot. "A man - not awoman, as might have been
expected. Who the man was, we don't know -"

The phone bell interrupted. Weston looked as though he wanted to pounce for the instrument, but he
waited and let Delmot lift the instrument instead. As avoice came from the receiver, Delmot placed his
hand over the mouthpiece, and said camly:

"It's Laverock."

From then on, al were listening, for Laverock's voice was sharp and easily heard. Cranston was standing
back, so that Weston and Cardona could crowd close, but he caught everything and recognized
Laverock'stone.

Laverock was excusing himsdlf from the committee meeting, and Delmot was handling it very coolly,
suggesting that he meet Laverock privately and talk things over. The suggestion did not register.

"| like you, Delmot," came Laverock's voice, abruptly, "but you're too hide-bound. If | told you where |
am, you might let it dip to the police. Theres only one man I'd be willing to meet. That's Wilfred
Secane”

"Secane hasn't arrived yet," informed Demot. "He's coming in from Washington, by plane.”
"Il call him later, then." Laverock's words were hurried. " Good-by, Delmot.”

The receiver clicked, and immediately Weston and Cardona began to talk abouit tracing the call. Delmot
went out to seeif Secane had arrived in the committee room. Meanwhile, Crangton idly fingered thelist
of namesthat he had received from Rutledge Mann.

Secane's name was on that list. Obvioudy, the man must be the club member in whom Laverock had
expressed trust when talking to The Shadow. But that didn't mean that Laverock was staying at Secane's
gpartment. On the contrary, it indicated that Laverock must be somewhere else. Again, The Shadow was
up againgt the problem of the antique gun.

Severd minuteslater, Delmot returned, to state that Secane hadn't yet arrived. Delmot's advice wasto
walit, and Weston and Cardona decided upon that policy. But neither of them - nor, for that matter,
Cranston - redlized what complications the short delay was to produce.

DOWN inthefoyer of the club, atall, brisk man entered and was flagged by the attendant at the desk.
Clyde Burke didn't seethe arrivad, for the reporter was busy talking with Louis Buram. It was Harry
Vincent, coming from an eevator, who spied the tall man and observed dl that happened.

"A message for you, Mr. Secane," said the attendant. "It just arrived.”

Secane took the message, read it, crumpled it and threw it into the wastebasket. Turning abruptly, he
strode out to the street. There was abuzz from the switchboard behind the desk; the attendant turned to
answer it. Harry heard him say:



"But | can't tell Mr. Secane that you want him, Mr. Delmot. Because Mr. Secanejust came and |eft... On
account of amessage, | believe. One that was phoned to him, afew minutes ago... Yes, | have acopy -"

Harry was dready reading that message, having filched the crumpled sheet from the wastebasket while
the attendant was turned the other way. The message was brief but pointed. It read:

Meet me at Bill's gpartment at once.
JM.

In the mezzanine office, Cranston was hearing Delmot read that same message aloud. Weston and
Cardona both recognized that "Jm" must be Laverock, but who "Bill" was, they hadn't anidea.
Cranston's problem was a contrast. He had two idess.

On the sheet of names, which he was opening deftly from his pocket, Cranston read two, both in blue,
that began with William. One was William Denkd; the other, William Candrew. One or the other must
represent the man who collected guns, and in whose gpartment James Laverock was staying.

Eager to find Laverock and witness hisinterview with histrusted friend, Secane, The Shadow was
confronted with adoubletrail!

CHAPTER VII. DEATH ON THE MARCH

STILL clutching the crumpled message that he had thrust in his pocket, Harry Vincent turned toward the
mezzanine airs and saw Lamont Crangton coming down them. Relaxing, Harry waited until Cranston
joined him.

It was Cranston who spokefirst, and hiswords were as apt asif, by X-ray vision, he had spotted the
paper in Harry's pocket.

"Bill isone of two men," undertoned Crangton. "Either achap named Denkel or one named Candrew.
Both happen to be out of town, otherwise Mann would not have included them on hislist. Unfortunately,
most of Laverock's customers are out of town at this season.”

Harry nodded, wondering what came next. Promptly Cranston told him.

"| shal go to Denke'sfirst," camethe steady tone, "becauseit iscloser. Y our destination will be
Candrew's. Hereisthe address." Imperceptibly, Cranston edged adip of paper into Harry's hand.
"Keep watch there until | arrive.”

Crangton was gone with that swift though leisurely stride of his, and Harry was about to start on hisown
mission when he heard an attendant's voice paging him. It appeared that Mr. Vincent was wanted on the
telephone, so Harry had to take time out to answer.

The cal was from Rutledge Mann. He'd been unable to reach Cranston on the phone. Mann had just
found out something important. A friend of Laverock's, named Candrew, collected old guns. It happened
that Candrew kept hisgunsin Florida - where he was at present. Very few personsin New Y ork knew
of Candrew's hobby, which was why Mann had been so dow in finding out about it.

Mann'sinformation furnished Harry with the grim redlization that he, and not The Shadow, was going to
the place where Laverock actualy was. True, The Shadow would arrive later, but the detour to Denkel's
would delay him.

Coming from the phone booth, Harry saw Clyde shaking hands with Buram, who was going up to talk to



the committee members. So Harry did out front and paced there anxiously, knowing that Clyde would
shortly bedong.

Since Secane had dready gained ahead gtart, dl the haste in the world would not overtake him. To
Harry, theloss of afew minuteswould be offset by having Clyde as ateammate.

Meanwhile Delmot and Cardona were coming down to the foyer. They were on their way to the main
office to weed through the long list of club membersin hope of learning who "Bill" was. They'd | eft
Weston in Delmot's office at the commissioner's own insstence, on the chance that there might be
another cal from Laverock.

The main officewas at the rear of thefoyer. There, while Cardonawas checking the long list, Delmot
began to thumb through recent membership applications. In that process he came acrossared find.

"Here's something, inspector!” exclaimed Delmot. " An gpplication from aman named William Candrew,
with James Laverock listed as the member who proposed him!"

Cardona grabbed the application, read Candrew's name and address, and came to an immediate
decison.

"l have some men out front," declared Joe. "I'll send asquad to Candrew's place. Call the commissoner
andtdl him."

Demot lost no time. Hewasringing his upstairs office while Cardona was going out through the foyer.
Getting Weston on the wire, Delmot heard a di sappointed grunt when the commissioner learned that the
caler wasn't Laverock. But Delmot promptly changed Weston's mood.

Giving the commissioner the brief facts on Candrew, Delmot stated that Cardonawas going to the man's
gpartment in hope of finding Laverock there with Secane. Inasmuch as Cardona had aready started,
Weston decided that the plan was agood one and that he would follow to Candrew'sin his officia car.

Meanwhile Clyde had joined Harry out front. Both were getting into Moe's cab when they saw Cardona
come from the club to gather together his squad members. This placed The Shadow's agentsin a
quandary. Asthey rode aong, they agreed that their only course was to wait outside of the apartment
house and notify The Shadow when he arrived.

If there proved to be away of getting in to see Laverock, with the police practicaly on the scene, The
Shadow would find it. Of that the agents were sure.

I'T so happened that The Shadow was faring better than his agents supposed. Given good traffic
conditions, hislimous ne could cover ground rapidly, and his detour around by Denke's didn't take him

long.

During the ride, The Shadow changed from Cranston into his black-clad sdif, for the limousine, like
Moe's cab, was equipped with a hidden drawer that contained a cloak, a hat, and other accouterments.

From his car, The Shadow spotted Denked's apartment, saw that it was dark and that the window shades
were not drawn. So he kept on to Candrew's, reaching the place only afew minutes after Harry and
Clyde.

However, it chanced that The Shadow came from the opposite direction and dismissed the limousinein
back of the apartment house. The Shadow planned to enter from the rear and contact Harry, who would
be coming through the front.



Thus The Shadow did not learn that Mo€'s cab was parked around the corner, with Clyde and Harry
keeping sharp lookout for the limousine, which, initsturn, failed to gppear within their range of
observation.

Coming up through afire tower, The Shadow found a back door to the apartment that he wanted. He
tried the door but discovered that it was bolted. Listening there, he caught the faint buzz of voicesfrom
within. Though indistinguishable, they seemed to be coming closer, so The Shadow waited and listened.

Those voices belonged to James Laverock and Wilfred Secane. The two were standing in asmall living
room, not far from the door to the kitchen. At present The Shadow did not see them, but he was later to
picture matters very accurately, dmost as precisaly asif he had been upon the scene itsdlf.

The living room had adoor which led out to afront hall on the third floor of the small gpartment building.
It was through that door that Laverock had admitted Secane. The door itself was bolted by means of a
chain bolt, which Laverock had replaced after admitting hisfriend.

Laverock's face was strained, and its unshaven condition added to its haggard look. In turn, Secane was
very solemn and exceedingly blunt in what he said.

"Y ou're doing the worgt thing possible, Jm," Secane wastelling Laverock. "Hiding out thisway isonly
making your caselook bad.”

"It'sdl right for you to talk that way," retorted Laverock bitterly, "but if you found yoursdf in the same
sort of jam you'd do much the same.”

Secane gave an unconvinced stare.

"Suppose you heard some shots and saw aman fal dead,” argued Laverock. "Y ou'd clear out, wouldn't
you? Wdll, that'swhat | did, otherwise the killer might have bagged me, too. Y ou don't think | murdered
Orvill, do you, Wilfred?'

Bluntly, Secane parried the question by putting one of hisown.
"Who did kill him, IJm?*

"Frankly, | don't know," replied Laverock dowly. His eyestook on astare that was suddenly suspicious.
"Tel methis. how did you happen to come here?"

"| received your message at the club,” Secane replied. "Naturdly, | wanted to help you -"

"My message?' interrupted Laverock. His voice had become noticeably thick. "Oh, yes, the message.”
Then, with anew stare of suspicion, he added: "Demot doesn't know where | am, does he?'

"l didn't talk to Delmot.”
"Then... how" - Laverock swayed unsteadily - "how did you find out? Still, | didn't tell Delmot -"
Secane eased Laverock into achair and gave areproving headshake.

"Y ou've been drinking too much, Jm," said Secane. "Better Steady abit, and get rid of thefog. Then we
cantak sengbly.”

Raising ashaky hand, Laverock gestured toward the kitchen.

"Get me another drink," he suggested. "It'swhat | need to get rid of thesejitters. Pour yourself one, too.



Maybe you could useit.”

THOUGH The Shadow could not catch that conversation, he clearly heard Secane comeinto the
kitchen. The clink of glassesfollowed, with the gurgle of liquid. Secane took atray of ice cubesfrom the
refrigerator and The Shadow followed his actions by the sounds. Then Secane was going back into the
living room, for The Shadow could trace his receding footsteps.

Only afew footfdls; then it came.

The thing that came was a gunshot, muffled by the kitchen door. There was the thud of afading body, a
dartled cry that must have been Secane's, for it was accompanied by the smash of falling glasses. It
sounded much as though Laverock had shot Secane, but The Shadow detected factors which indicated
that it could be the other way about.

Firg, the thud seemed more distant than the cry, and it preceded the clatter of glasses by afull second. If
Secane had taken the bullet, he must have clung to the glasses, even after he collapsed. Hence The
Shadow's conjecture that Laverock, not Secane, wasthe victim.

That question could be settled later. It was The Shadow'sjob to prevent akiller from leaving the
gpartment. It wouldn't do to stand by the kitchen door while someone went out through the front. So The
Shadow started rapidly aong thelong halway, looking for the corner that would give him aview of the
apartment's front door.

Reaching the turn, The Shadow whedled abruptly, adrawn automatic in hisfist. The halway herewas
well lighted, but it didn't show the door The Shadow wanted, for a stairway blocked the view. Those
gtairsled downward, but the men upon the steps were coming up.

They, too, had heard the muffled shot. They were dashing up with drawn revolvers. Againgt the light, they
saw the black shape of The Shadow and took him to be the intruder that they sought.

Only by aquick swerve and adrop to the floor did The Shadow avoid the fire that tongued from ready
guns. Thinking that they had blasted their opponent, the attackers lunged from the steps, shouting asthey
came.

Of dl thetimesfor The Shadow to precipitate himsdf into an unexpected fray, thiswasthe worst. New
murder had been done. Death was again on the march. And now The Shadow, the one being who could
have trapped the killer, was confronted with problems of his own in the form of two brawny assailants
who were seeking him with guns.

Forgotten for the moment were Laverock and Secane. The Shadow wasin for trouble of his own!

CHAPTER VIII. THE MISSING KILLER

SO rapid was The Shadow's fade that he lacked time in which to identify hisfoemen. They were coming
from the gloom of the sairway, while The Shadow wasin the light, and hisimmediate purpose wasto
reversethat Stuation.

As he gtruck thefloor, The Shadow heard bullets pound the wall above him, then he wasrolling for the
rear wall, past the corner, coming deftly to his feet to meet the attackers when they turned hisway.

Recdling Laverock'sflight after Orvill's death, The Shadow remembered the tangle of automobiles, with
snipersin the offing. Thislooked like asimilar circumstance. Murder had been done again, and here were
reserves on hand to cover akiller's getaway.



Those reserves were asking trouble for themsdlves as they swung the corner of the halway, brandishing
their smoking guns. Rising to meet them was a black-cloaked fighter who had found his habitat,
darkness. The Shadow was one against two, but the odds favored him. Theintrepid fighter in black
could have taken on half adozen without inconvenience under these conditions.

The Shadow caught flashes of gleaming metd as his assailants whed ed blindly hisway. Four gleams, not
just two. At quick glance it might have been supposed that those four sparkles meant that each opponent
was carrying apair of guns.

Not to The Shadow. With him, aquick glance could mean athorough survey. He understood the gleams
and acted accordingly. Instead of leveling his automatic, The Shadow drove forward, shouldersfirgt, with
his arms spread wide to grapple with hisfoemen.

Guns ripped loud above The Shadow's shoulders. Only two guns spoke, for the other gleams were
badges!

These men were the advance members of Cardona’s squad, men who had headed here without The
Shadow's knowledge. Lucky it was for them that The Shadow recognized them when he did, for they
had thrown themsdlvesinto atrap. The Shadow could have withered both of them with his own gun while
they were delivering those wild shots, and would have done so had he still mistaken the pair for crooks.

Asit was, The Shadow dedlt differently with his opponents, though it meant hazard to himsdlf. Hooking
the heedquarters men, he spun them againgt each other, rolling them to the floor while their guns, flying
upward, were barking wilder than before. In their ears, the detectives heard the low mirth of awhispered
laugh, which should have told them that resi tance wasfiile.

But this pair had never before encountered The Shadow. They had been fed too fully with the theory that
The Shadow was amyth, an officid attitude on which Commissioner Weston ingsted, despite evidence
to the contrary. Finding that their shots weren't reaching their assailant in black, the detectivestried to
dedge himwith their revolvers.

The result was a clash of meta as The Shadow battered back, parrying every stroke so skillfully that,
before they redlized it, the detectives were hammering at each other with every third stroke and missing
The Shadow completely with the blows that came between.

Meanwhile, Inspector Joe Cardona had reached the top of the stairs. He heard the struggle in the rear
hall, and the clash of metal led him to believe that his men were suppressing some antagoni<t, particularly
asthe clatter drowned The Shadow's low-toned taunts. So Joe kept to hisoriginal objective - the
apartment where Secane had gone to meet Laverock.

The apartment was dong the front hall, just short of a continuation of the Stairway that led up to floors
above. Reaching the door, Cardona saw Candrew's nameon it.

Theknob was at the right, so Joe grabbed it with hisleft hand, taking hisgunin hisright.
The door yielded, but only for afew inches, then the chain bolt stopped it from going farther inward.
Through the aperture thus formed, Cardona, viewed asingular sight.

ON thefloor lay James Laverock, avery gory figure. A single shot had sufficed to kill him, for it had
been delivered right between the eyes with results as quick asthey were ugly.

Beside Laverock lay the death gun, a most unusua wesapon for amurder. It was an automatic of very old
style, along-handled thing that appeared to have a .45 frame. The barrel, however, was thin and very



lengthy. It looked like a.22 job rigged on aheavier frame, aweapon designed for long-range target
practice.

Only briefly did Cardona study the gun. He was more interested in the man who was stooping beside
Laverock's body.

That man was obvioudy Wilfred Secane. His featureslooked as harried as L averock's bloodstained
face. Hearing the clatter of the door as Cardona shouldered it against the resisting chain bolt, Secane
looked up, saw Joe's swarthy visage, and made areach for the exaggerated automeatic that lay on the
floor beside the body.

Cardona stopped that move.

Simple was the system that Joe used. He poked his own gun, a Police Positive, through the crack of the
door. It was easy enough to get the muzzle through, though Joe's fist couldn't follow.

A few inchesto the right of the door wasawall extending straight inward about two feet, evidently the
sdewadll of acloset. Cardonaturned hishand to aim along thewall in question, for Laverock's body lay
beyond the corner, and Secane was just on the other side of the dead man.

Seeing the threst, Secane didn't wait to snatch the obsolete automeatic that had brought desth to
Laverock. Though suitable for cold murder, the clumsy weapon couldn't compete with Cardonas
modern revolver. Seized by an urge for self-preservation, Secane made aleap beyond the short corner
of thewall dong which Cardonaamed.

Joe blasted two belated shots, then gave a savage growl. Secane took the growl asasignal that Cardona
wasn't ready to shoot again, and the guess was right. Springing out into the open, Secane legped across
the path of fire so unexpectedly that Cardonawas again behind time when he pulled histrigger.

There was a smash from the far sde of the living room as Secane hurled ametal ash stand through a
windowpane. Cardona didn't see it happen, for the door blocked his view. But he heard the crash and
the scramble that followed. Secane was making amad and rapid exit through the broken window.

All the while, more footsteps had been pounding up from the stairs below. Stepping back from the door,
Cardona heard an excited voice beside him; he turned and saw Delmot, hated half way from the sairs.
Demot was breathless, for aman of his age could be easily winded by a dash up three flights of steps.

"What... what's happened, inspector?' Delmot panted. "Wasthat Laverock... shooting it out with you?"

"Laverock isdead," snapped Cardona. " Secane just murdered him! Come on and welll try to head him
off!"

Grabbing Delmot, Cardona steered him for the stairs, where another man came storming upward. The
new arriva was Commissioner Weston, as much out of bregth as Delmot. Behind the commissioner were
the other members of Cardona's squad. Joe had |eft them outside, but Weston had ordered them to
come aong.

It was Delmot who blurted the news of Laverock's death and Secane'sflight, for Cardonawas looking
for the detectivesin therear hall. Joe found them, Sitting on each side of the passage, staring groggily a
each other. They wereredizing for the first time that they had finished by dugging it out together, for there
was no longer any sign of the cloaked adversary who had first engaged them.

The thing was amomentary mystery to Cardonauntil he heard the departing tone of avague, grim laugh
that trailed back from the fire tower. Therewith Cardonaknew who it wasthat his men had encountered



inthe halway. But that wasn't al that Cardona garnered from The Shadow's fading mirth.

Unquestionably, The Shadow, too, had heard the crash of Secane's exit from the living room where
Laverock lay dead, for the sound was loud enough to carry through closed doors. The Shadow'slaugh
wasacdl to Cardona, an invitation to join in a chase that might result in the capture of amissing
murderer!

CHAPTER IX. CRIME'S PROOF

BY thetime he reached the street below the fire tower, The Shadow could hear the thump of following
footsteps. From their number, he assumed that Cardona had divided his squad, for the foot thumps were
not many. The rest of theingpector's men must have gone out by the front; and it was good judgment for
Cardonato send them in that direction, because Secane could easily double his courseif he so decided.

From the street, The Shadow saw the route that had furnished Secane with immediate escape. The brisk
man had dropped to alow roof lessthan afloor below the living-room window. It was the roof of an old
garage, and it probably had a skylight in the top, one that Secane could easily have smashed or pried

open.

There was arear door to the garage, so The Shadow cut in through it. He came upon a mass of cars, dl
of which looked as though they had been |€ft in the place on a dead-storage basis. There were no
attendants in the garage, but the place certainly had an occupant, for The Shadow heard aclatter near the
front.

Hurrying through, he saw alittle door come dapping shut and knew that Secane must have fled by that
exit. Why Secane had gone out through the front instead of the back was ariddle that explained itself as
soon as The Shadow followed through to the front street.

A car was scooting around the corner, and from its hurry, The Shadow knew that Secane must beiniit.
Evidently Secane had come by car to cal on Laverock and had |eft hisvehiclein front of the apartment
house.

Thus had Secane nullified The Shadow's effort to block his escape. Had the fellow been fleeing on foat,
he would doubtless have taken the garage's rear exit, right into The Shadow's clutch.

Asfor pursuit, The Shadow had ameans a hisdisposal. A cab whedled up from another corner to begin
achase. The Shadow flagged it with the blinks of atiny flashlight that gleamed red from its colored lens.
Then The Shadow was springing into the cab, Moe Shrevnitz's cab, and both Harry and Clyde were
hopping out the other side at their chief's order.

In afew words The Shadow was telling them what to do. He wanted them to take cover and keep watch
on the smashed window of the upstairs gpartment to make sure that no one else went in or out of it.
Seeing Secanein flight, The Shadow was quite sure that Laverock wasthe victim, but he hadn't forgotten
Laverock'sorigind status.

Laverock had been wanted for Orvill's death, a point on which The Shadow till differed with the law.
Now Secane was wanted for killing Laverock, and the smilarity of the cases forced The Shadow to
keep an open mind until he learned more.

History was repesting itself in more ways than one.

AsMoe's cab whirled the corner, with The Shadow as a passenger, the whir of police sirens sounded
fromin back. It was like the pursuit of Laverock, this chase of Secane. The Shadow was leading the van,



with the law close behind. Then, as before, disaster loomed.

CARSwerejerking to astop at acrossing just ahead to let Secane's car whiz through, which it did. A
truck, mixed in the traffic, went partly out of control. To dodge other cars, it swung broadside, directly in
the path of The Shadow's cab.

Moe dapped the brake so hard that the rear of the cab hopped. With ayank of the wheel, Moe had the
cab swerving full about, as shots rang ot.

Thistime there was no question where the shots came from. They barked from within the truck, with the
cab asthe target. Had the gunners been equipped with amachine gun, they might have riddled the cab
before The Shadow could have dragged Moe from it; but they didn't have so devastating a weapon.

The reason: thiswas supposed to be aneat cover-up, one that the police wouldn't suspect. Revolver
shots were preferable, for witnesses wouldn't be able to tell where they came from, and the police would
probably think that Secane had done some shooting during his getaway. But in trying to be clever, these
men who staged the cover-up were rendering themsaves quite inefficient.

Before they could get the proper range on The Shadow's cab, his automatics talked. Slugs of .45 caliber
began to chop their way through the blank sides of the truck. The driver didn't wait for the gunnersto
receive theirs, with interest, from The Shadow. Bawling for them to lie low, the trucker roared the big
vehiclefor the nearest Side street to escape The Shadow'sfire.

The taunting laugh that followed the fleeing truck was the promise of achaseto come. If only Moe could
have gotten his cab around, The Shadow would have gone through with such pursuit. By then, however,
police cars were pouring into the confuson, with Weston's officid limousine among them. To avoid
denting the big car's precious fenders, the chauffeur banked it across the street where the truck had
gone.

Only The Shadow redlized that pursuit of the truck was vital, now that Secane's car was away. In fact, he
would have preferred the truck's trail, but it was no longer open.

With alow word to Moe, The Shadow did from the cab and merged with the blackness of asidewalk.
When police began to investigate the traffic tangle, the cab wasjust part of it. Like the drivers of other
cars, Moe argued that held gotten into the mix-up through sheer accident.

Returning to the gpartment house, Commissioner Weston found hisfriend, Cranston, waiting there.
Cranston's mood was a rather chiding one. He wanted to know why Weston and Delmot had |eft the
Avenue Club without him. Certainly they should have taken him aong, since he had been a party to their
conference.

"I'd have brought you, Cranston, if you'd been around,” snapped Weston brusquely. " Apparently things
happened too rapidly for your witsto keep up with them. Inspector Cardonalleft first, and Delmot went
with him. They were both gone when | reached the foyer, and when | looked around and failed to see
you, | smply couldn't wait."

Cranston gave arueful nod, remarking that he was sorry held been out of things. To which Weston shot
the retort that Cranston was no worse off than the rest of them. All that remained was the investigation of
the apartment where Secane had dain Laverock, and Cranston could be present during that procedure.

To reach the gpartment, they went up through the garage next door - at the suggestion of Cardona, who
had returned with Delmot. The last to take the Stairsto the garage's skylight, Cranston paused to light a
cigarette near the door. Ashe did, aman did up from between two of the close-crammed cars. Hewas



Harry Vincent, reporting in an undertone.

"Burke and | kept watch,” Harry informed, "until the police returned; then we dipped in here. No sign of
anyone up by the apartment window."

In The Shadow's whisper, Cranston told Harry that he could return to the Avenue Club, and that Clyde
wasto go off duty for the evening. Ingtructions given, The Shadow went up to the garage roof in the
leisurely manner sotypical of Lamont Cranston.

DETECTIVES had found ashort ladder, and were using it to climb into the gpartment through the
window that Secane had smashed. Weston and Delmot were insde when Cranston joined them through
the window route, but the commissioner was leaving the details of investigation to Inspector Cardona,
who proceeded in his competent style.

Cardonasfirst task was to make sure that no one, other than Secane, could have been in the apartment
with Laverock. Having left two men in the upstairs hall, to listen at the chain-bolted door, Cardona- like
The Shadow - was convinced that no one € se could have | eft the place.

The kitchen door was bolted on the insde. The windows were tightly locked, including the one that
Secane had smashed, rather than waste time with the catch. Asfor the door to the halway, Cardona
proceeded to prove that it could not have been used as an exit by some person unknown, granted that
such aperson had murdered Laverock and made a quick departure to put the blame on Secane.

Opening the door, Cardona stepped through. From the hallway side, he closed the door, until only his
fingers showed past the edge. Cardona made valiant effortsto pull the chain bolt into place, but failed.
His hand, itself, defeated the attempt.

In order to get the chain bolt into the end of the grooved socket, the door had to be closed, and
Cardona, couldn't close the door because he had to use hisfingersto try to put the chain bolt where he
wanted it.

As Cranston, The Shadow watched the process as though quite disinterested. He already knew the
difficulties of chain bolts, and recognized that no one could possibly have managed the thing in question.
But there was another angleto this case, that Cranston would soon have mentioned if Weston hadn't
suddenly expressed it.

"One moment, ingpector,” asserted the commissioner. "Y ou say that you fired shots at Secane through
the partly opened door. Perhaps someone other than Secane could have shot Laverock through the
doorway."

"Y ou've struck it, commissioner!" exclaimed Delmot, with enthusiasm. "I'vefdt, al dong that it was
preposterous to accuse Secane of murdering Laverock. Why, the two were good friends! Suppose we
test the thing, commissioner.”

Demot put the chain bolt in place and then pulled back the door, so Cardona could get the few-inch
leeway. From the other side, Joe demonstrated how he had aimed his gun through. By then, Weston was
as enthusiagtic as Delmot. The commissioner entered the demonstration.

"I'm Laverock," he said. "I hear someone at the door. | open it and peer through. Y ou're the party
unknown, inspector. Y our gun isready, So you shoot meright between the eyes.”

Cardona, didn't furnish thelast part of the demonstration. Instead, he simply withdrew his revolver and
spoke from the other side of the door.



"All right, commissioner,” said the inspector. "I've shot you. What do | do next?"
"Y ou tossthe gunin here" informed Weston. " That's what the killer would have done."

With some difficulty, Cardonamanaged to squeeze his police revolver through the door and let it fall to
the floor beyond, whereit fell beside the degth gun. It was Joe, himsdlf, who mentioned the thing that
everyone promptly noticed: namely, that the revolver looked like a mere toy beside the old-fashioned
automatic that had blasted Laverock's brains.

"Hand me the big bun, commissioner," suggested Cardona. "I'll haveto seeif it will squeeze through,
too."

Weston tried to comply, but couldn't. The long-barreled automatic smply wouldn't go through the door;
at least, not from Weston's side. So the commissioner unbolted the door; he and Cranston stepped into
the hallway, while Demot obligingly remained insde to bolt the door again.

TRY as he could, Cardona couldn't get the long gun through the door space. It would have been easy
enough to fireashot from it, right through the crack, but tossing the gun itsalf was quite another

proposition.

Likethe barrd, the handle waslong. Any way that Cardona, shoved the gun, lengthwise or point
upward, either the barrel or the handle encountered the wall that was no more than four inchesto the
right of the door. Laverock could have poked hisface into that space, but the bulky automatic wouldn't
work through.

Cardonatried to shoveit in V fashion, with muzzle and handle at anglesto the right, but he had no luck.
Joefinally conceded that there could only be one wary to accomplish the task: that would be to take the
gun gpart and thrust the barrel and the handle separately through the door.

Naturdly, no killer could have used that method, for Secane, within the room, would have had to
obligingly assemble the gun for him.

Weston made some tries, but with no more luck than Cardona. He was about to passthe clumsy gun to
Cranston, when Delmot unbolted the door and came out. He had an idea and wanted to test it, sO
Crangton went insde and threw the chain bolt.

Firgt, Delmot made some thrusts with the gun at the door edge, just to learn how Weston and Cardona
had failed. Then, from within the room, Cranston heard the big man voice hisidea.

"I'mgoing to try it over thetop," explained Delmot. "That's the only way it could possibly have gone
through. | till think that Secaneisinnocent.”

Cranston saw the long muzzle of the gun come poking over the door top, but the handle didn't follow, for
the angle was too sharp. Delmot tried it handle firgt, but the system aso failed when reversed. Hetried to
work the gun over the door top in V fashion, and still it wouldn't make the grade.

Then Delmot made hisfina attempt. He worked the gun sideward, its barrel on aline with the door top.
Cardona had tried the same system at the side of the door, where the wall had stopped it. In this case,
there was nothing insde the room to stop the gun's progress, nevertheless, it failed to come through.

The reason was smply. The handle was too thick. The space at the top of the door was narrower than at
the side, because the door, like al hinged doors, opened at an angle. The dight dearth of space was just
enough to ruin Delmot's experiment. Reluctantly, Delmot returned the gun to Weston, who asked
Cranston to unbolt the door.



Waitching casually, Cranston saw Cardonawrap up the odd automatic as"Exhibit A" in the case againgt
Wilfred Secane. The verdict was as good as final. Since Secane had been in the apartment alone with
Laverock, only Secane could have killed the hunted man, inasmuch as the death gun must have beenin
the room, too.

True, Secane might claim that Laverock had committed suicidein his presence, but such an argument
would not carry far. Had Laverock decided to end hisown life, he would logically have done so long
before Secane'svigt. If ever circumstantia evidence of murder bulked large against aman, it wastruein
the case of Wilfred Secane.

It was odd, therefore, that when Lamont Cranston |eft the gpartment, alone, hislips should phrase a
whispered laugh that carried a prophetic note. Usually, when The Shadow undertoned that strange mirth,
it meant that he - and he done - had discovered something of sSingular moment.

Nevertheless, The Shadow laughed, asthough hislips were thereby expressing something that he, for
reasons of hisown, preferred to put in mirth, not words!

CHAPTER X. CRIME'SINTERLUDE

ON the next evening, assembled members of the Avenue Club went through the motions of eecting two
new candidates to the executive committee. As usua with such dections, the procedure was cut and
dried. It was customary for the committee to suggest the candidates, and there being no objections, the
suggested men were voted into office.

All during the meeting, Rudol ph Delmot presided with bowed shoulders, hisface set in astrained
expression. Those close by could detect the droop of sadnessin his eyes, steady though they tried to be.

It was easy to understand Delmot's mood. These men who were being voted into office were
replacements for two of Delmot's closest friends: Dana Orvill and James Laverock.

The meseting over, Deimot talked a short while with the new committee members, then went up to his
office. He found Lamont Cranston waiting there and greeted him with anod. Then, closing the door,
Demot sank into the chair behind his desk and gave way to his pent-up fedings.

"It'shorrible, Cranston!" he exclamed. "Y ou were a the meeting, and you saw it. Thisbusiness of filling
the shoes of dead men! It'stoo horrible for words!"

Cranston's opinion didn't quite coincide with Delmot's, for he had some wordsto say about it.

"It struck me asrather unimpressive,”" spoke Cranston. "Those two candidates are not established
members, like Orvill and Laverock. They are newcomers, who know little about the Avenue Club.”

"Likedl therest of the committee," groaned Delmot. "There were only three capable men onit: Orvill,
Laverock and Secane. Now, two of them are gone, and the third -"

Demot hated, shook his head. He was wondering about Secane. Understanding, Cranston put the
question:

"What will Secane do? Resign?'

"I don't know," replied Delmot. "Laverock should have resigned, but he didn't. | hope that Secane will
show more sense. All that | can dois call acommittee meeting for tomorrow night and have the
commissioner announce it in the newspapers. Secane may seeit, and respond.”



"And then?"'

"And then," repeated Delmot serioudy, "we shdl have another dection. The committee memberswill
propose some new man, as stupid as themsalves, and he will accept the honor. After al, what else can
we expect? We had agood committee once, but some of its members dropped out, through various
causes, until only three capable men were lft.”

"Four, Dmot. Y ou should include yoursdif."

"Thanks for the compliment, Cranston. At least, I've done my best to keep the committee active. The
trouble was, Orvill and Laverock were too active. They never seemed to trust anyone, each other least
of dl."

Pondering for the moment, Delmot added, amost musingly:

"I wonder, could Secane have been the same way? He's a close-mouthed chap, Secane, and he could
have been keeping alot to himsdlf. If we could only get to the bottom of it, Cranston!”

IT s0 happened that Cranston was digging for the bottom of it, perhaps more deeply than Delmot
recognized. The fact was evidenced, later the same evening, when Cranston met with Harry Vincentina
secluded corner of the club dining room, where they indulged in amidnight snack.

Harry had been reading over the bylaws of the Avenue Club, preparatory toward applying for
membership.

Taking the little book, Cranston glanced through its pages, and remarked dryly:
"Study this carefully, Vincent. Perhaps you may some day become eligible for the executive committee.”

"That won't take much study,” returned Harry, "considering the caliber of the two who were el ected
tonight. From what I've seen around this place, the employees are a smarter |ot than the members.”

"Y ou saw some of Rydd's amateur bouts?*

"Y es, and the boys have been doing alot of work-outs in the gym. They go in for the toughest sort of
acrobatics. Onefelow nearly broke his neck on the horizontal bars, last night, but managed to get by
with only adidocated shoulder. They've given him aweek off."

Crangton smiled. Harry was |earning more about the Avenue Club than his chief knew. So Harry
proceeded with further information. Most of the hired help lived at the club, taking up the dack in rooms
that the members didn't use. Those rooms were on the third floor, where the club wall banked against a
row of old, unoccupied houses.

The personnel waslarge, for the club had taken on many new attendantsin anticipation of the coming
membership drive. Harry regarded that as good policy, because plenty of hired help meant a
well-managed organization. However, new members weren't coming in very rapidly, and the trouble
seemed to be with the executive committee,

"It doesn't seem to matter who the membersare,” stated Harry, "so long as the committee functions.
Even with Orvill and Laverock replaced, things can't move until something is done about Secane.”

Again, Crangston smiled. The Shadow knew what Harry was driving at. Harry was anxious to know what
his chief thought of the Secane Stuation, so The Shadow proceeded to tell him.



"It isaduplicate of theformer case," came Cranston'sanayss. "Laverock was accused of murdering
Orvill; now, Secaneis supposed to have killed Laverock. The law thinks it has solid evidence in both
cases.”

"Hasit?' queried Harry.

"Only asfar asthe law knows," returned Cranston, with a steady gaze. "One step farther in each case,
and the whole theory may be reversed. Of course, there is another factor that the police have entirely
overlooked. In each case, asmilar band of men covered the getaway of the supposed murderer - amost
illogica procedure.”

Harry understood. It wasn't likely that men who worked for Laverock would switch to Secane.
Therefore, it followed that they hadn't worked for either. But that inference wasthe last that Cranston
expressed to Harry. If he had other pointsin mind, The Shadow intended to hold them until some later
occasion.

LATE the next afternoon, The Shadow met Clyde Burke, the other agent who was working on the cases
of death about town. The meeting took place outside the Avenue Club, since it wouldn't do for Lamont
Cranston, as a reputable member, to be seen chatting with an upstart reporter like Clyde Burke.

"I've been hounding Louis Buram dl day," informed Clyde, "but he just won't talk to me. Buram sayshe
doesn't want anything printed, right now, about the Allied Benefit Association.”

"Why not?' queried Cranston.

"He saysit would mean undue publicity,” returned Clyde, "which is Buram'sterm for notoriety. But it
doesn't make senseto me. The A.B.A. paid off double when Orvill died, and it's going to do the same on
Laverock's account. | should think that Buram would he proud to have people know that his concernis
solvent.”

Cranston's eyes showed keen interest in Clyde's findings, so the reporter explained that he had learned
about the Laverock payment while Stting around the office of the A.B.A. waiting for an interview with
Buram. Clyde was more than ever anxiousfor that interview, and he asked if he should persst in getting
it, to which Cranston nodded.

"All right, then," assured Clyde. "I'll crash the sacred gates of the Avenue Club again. Buram is coming
there this evening with Laverock's ten-thousand-dollar pay check. I'll flag him, and get my story."

With evening, Cranston was at the Avenue Club ahead of both Clyde and Buram. He found Weston in
conference with Delmot, but Cardonawasn't present. Weston explained that his ace ingpector was
scouring town, seeking some trace of Secane. It appeared that Secane was a man of many parts, and
many friends, though little could be learned about either. However, Weston had picked up some
interesting data.

"We communicated with Candrew," stated Weston. "He'sin Florida, and he remembered that L averock
had akey to his apartment, one that he loaned him once, but which never was returned. Another thing:
Candrew collectsold guns.”

"An important point!" exclamed Delmot. " Perhaps Laverock found that odd autometic in the apartment.
Secane might have been taking it away from him.”

"All of Candrew'sgunsarein Florida," declared Weston, "except for afour-barreled Sharps that should
have been in the gpartment. It may have been the gun that Laverock brought to his office when he met up



with the watchman. What became of it, we don't know. What is more important, Candrew didn't own
the big automatic thet killed Laverock. He says he never even saw such agun.”

Glumly, Delmot shook his head. His efforts to whitewash Secane were thinning badly. Weston decided
that it was time to squash Secane's defense entirely.

"We found letters from both Orvill and Laverock at Secane's hotel," stated Weston. "Each has been
trying to enlist him againgt the other. Even if we assume that Secane felt impartialy about it, hewould
naturally have veered to Orvill's Sde, once Laverock was accused of murdering Orvill."

Delmont looked surprised.
"Do you mean Secane had a vengeance motive?"

"Nothing less," returned Weston. "I'd say he gave Laverock afair chanceto talk, but that Laverock did
not convince him. Secane had that old target automatic with him, probably the only gun he could pick up.
S0 he squared things for Orvill by killing Laverock.”

It was so concisely put, that Delmot couldn't disagree. He was about to spegk again, however, when a
knock came at the door. It was Buram; the representative of the A.B.A. was bringing Laverock's check.

He produced it from abrief case that he carried, and, for amoment, Buram was flustered when the
others saw stacks of cash inside the opened brief case.

Then, redlizing that the witnesses were the police commissioner and atrusted friend, Buram smiled wanly.
He brought the bundles of bills from the brief case and handed them to Delmot.

"I wastaking thiscash to the A.B.A. office," stated Buram. "It's money that came in from out-of-town
clubstoward our new sinking fund. Maybe I'd better not carry so much cash at night. Suppose you keep
it inyour safe, Delmot. Let me have areceipt, just to keep the books straight.”

Demot took the cash, and obliged with the receipt. Actualy, the funds bel onged to the Avenue Club,
sncethe A.B.A. wasits subsidiary, but since the cash was earmarked for insurance, a proper record

was hecessary.

Tucking the brief case under hisarm, Buram showed arelieved look on his hatchet features, and lighted a
cigar. Asheleft, he threw back aquick, darting glance.

Compared to Buram'srapid look, Cranston's actions were painfully dow. Risng in hismost leisurdly
fashion, he announced that he was going up to the gym for some exercise, which brought smilesfrom
both Weston and Delmot. Neither guessed what was in Cranston's mind, for his dow motions completely
concedled it.

Indeed, Cranston couldn't have analyzed his own thoughts at the moment. He was smply following one
of those mental flashesthat came to him as The Shadow. Buram, of course, had supplied the spark. His
ingstence that Delmot keep his cash, the darting ook he gave in parting, combined to form the flint and
Sed.

With that flash, The Shadow knew that crime's interlude had ended. Another stroke was on the way. It
wastimefor a gentleman named Lamont Cranston to drop hisidentity and become that master of
mystery, The Shadow!

CHAPTER XI. WAYSIN THE DARK



ONE man watched Louis Buram when he strode across the foyer of the Avenue Club; that watcher was
Harry Vincent. He noticed that Buram seemed in quite a hurry, and that he was clutching his brief case

very tightly.

What worried Harry was the fact that Clyde Burke wasn't around. According to plan, Clyde should have
been tagging Buram very closdly.

Infact, Clyde was.

Outside the door of the club, Buram stopped. Walking over toward the attendant's desk, Harry saw the
reason. Clyde was outside, too, and he was halting Buram. It looked as though the two were due for an
argument, for the doorman was joining them.

One hand on the door, the man in uniform was pushing it open, as though to summon ad if an atercation
followed. Thanks to the doorman, Harry heard what happened.

Buram took the Situation with asmile. Removing hiscigar from hislips, he said to Clyde:
"All right, Burke. Y ou win. What do you want?

" till want astory,” returned Clyde. He gestured toward the doorman. "If you chase thisfellow, we can
go insde and have a pleasant chat, Buram."

Buram shook his head.
"Can't do, Burke," he said. "The club has orders to keep reporters out.”
"Then how about going somewhere ese?'

"Very well," decided Buram. "Y ou can come over to my office. I'll have to make afew stops on theway,
but | don't suppose you'll mind. Let'stake acab.”

The two moved away, quite amicable, and the doorman went back to his post. By then, the attendant at
the desk was eyeing Harry quizzicaly, wondering what he wanted. So Harry asked for paper and
envelope. Receiving them, he wrote a brief note, sedled it, and told the attendant to deliver it to Mr.
Cranston.

Cranston was gtrolling down from the mezzanine when the note reached him. Harry had just gone out the
door, but the note disclosed the fact that his departure was very recent. The reason Harry hadn't
addressed the note was because he had written it in aspecid ink which The Shadow and al his agents
carried in their fountain pens - aquick-drying fluid that vanished rapidly when exposed to air.

To prevent any chance prier from learning the note's contents, Harry had to put it in code, which
Cranston read rapidly. The note stated that Clyde had met Buram, and that the two were going on a
roundabout trip that would finaly land them in the Zenith Building, wherethe A.B.A. officeswere
located.

Thinking that Cranston was tied up with the commissioner, Harry was going directly to the Zenith
Building to be there when they arrived. Crumpling the note, as though it were quite unimportant, Cranston
tossed it into awastebasket.

Had anyone picked up that sheet of paper, they would have wondered why Cranston had bothered to
study it a all. By then, the sheet was quite blank.



It was remarkable, the way in which Cranston retained hisleisurdy manner at atime that required action.
Things had happened with arapidity that fully established The Shadow's conjecture regarding imminent
trouble.

Buram's about-face, where Clyde was concerned, fitted perfectly with the Situation. Harry had sensed it;
otherwise, he wouldn't have been in such ahurry, taking off to the Zenith Building.

But The Shadow, as Cranston, showed no hurry at al. Passing the front windows of the foyer, he saw
something - or, rather, the absence of it - which satisfied him for the time.

Moe's cab should have been out front, but wasn't. It was certain, therefore, that Clyde had gone in that
cab, with Buram. Harry certainly would not have commandeered Moe for adirect trip to aknown
destination. So Cranston's manner became even dower than before.

Crossing the foyer, hetook achair near the telephone booths, and would have remained there if Delmot
hadn't appeared from the mezzanine.

To avoid him, Cranston stepped into a booth and put in acall to the person he was waiting to hear from -
his contact man, Burbank. When Burbank responded, The Shadow's whisper informed him to keep the
line open. Meanwhile, in the placid fashion of Cranston, The Shadow watched Delmot enter the
downgtairs office.

Demot was carrying the money that Buram had left in his custody, because the safe wasin the
downgtairs office. He must have taken time to count it, for it was severa minutes before he reappeared
and went up to rejoin Weston. By then, Burbank was announcing that he had gained the contact that The
Shadow wanted.

Moe had just reported. His cab was parked near Times Square. Buram and Clyde had gone into a hotel
to pick up some bundles, and had afew more stops to make. M oe cd culated that they would reach the
Zenith Building in about haf an hour. In fact, he could seeto it that they didn't get there any sooner. So
The Shadow |eft it that way.

THIS was getting to be a curious game, combining blind-man's buff with hide and seek. As Cranston left
the phone booth, he heard himsalf being paged. Probably Weston and Delmot wanted him to rgoin
them, and had called the gym, only to learn that Cranston wasn't there. Nor was hein the foyer when
attendants began looking for him.

Though helacked his black hat and cloak, The Shadow did a perfect glide acrossthe foyer to avery
convenient door, the one leading into the lower office. He was through the door, closing it behind him,
before anyone camein that direction.

In the darkness of the office, he was more The Shadow than Cranston, even in the way he blinked atiny
flashlight to pick another outlet.

The Shadow found one that suited him. It was a bolted door at the rear of the office. Unbolting it, he
stepped into a storeroom, which, in turn, had a bolted door that opened into asmall passage leading
down into the basement kitchen.

Therewas adelivery door afew steps down, and The Shadow used it to reach an dly behind the
building.

Therewasn't time to bother about the unbolted doors. Anyone who found them could worry over them.
The Shadow's problem - or it could have been termed Cranston's - was to reach hislimousine, which



wasin agarage afew blocks away, and there get started on hisjourney.

Ordinarily, he could have summoned the limousine, but not while he was being paged in the foyer of the
Avenue Club.

Meanwhile, Clyde Burke was continuing his delayed trip to the Zenith Building, and wasfinding Louis
Buram in a confiding mood as they rode along in Moe's cab. The packages that they had picked up were
gpplication sheets that aprinter had |ft a the hotel.

"You want astory, Burke," stated Buram, "so I'm going to give you one. Only, it isn't to be apersond
interview."

"Very wel," agreed Clyde, "provided you'l stand for the facts."

"Otherswill stand for them," assured Buram. "When we reach my office, I'll show you correspondence
from the out-of-town clubsthat are going to sgn up with the A.B.A., and that will give you an idea of
how huge the propostionis.”

"Youretaking sense" said Clyde. "If thisexpanson isthe million-dollar proposition that you claim, why
worry about small matters like ten-thousand-dollar payments that might mean notoriety? Orvill and
Laverock will soon be forgotten. After dl, your association has paid out -"

"Don't say that, Burke!" Buram clutched Clyde'sarm nervoudly. "It worriesme!”

Clyde stared. Buram's face, usudly shrewd, had changed to one that bore afrightened expression. The
man was staring from the cab window, and when Moe began to pull up for the next stop, Buram leaned
forward and waved him on.

Then, turning to Clyde; Buram spoke in ahoarse voice, so frantic in its tone that Moe could aso hear it.

"| don't want to give you a story, Burke," Buram confessed. "It's poor policy, that'sall. The insurance
business, handled as a private benefit, requires no advertising to the public. But I'll give you astory,
because you've been decent enough to come along with me."

Even then, Clyde didn't quite understand.

"Can't you see?' persgsted Buram. "I'm in danger! It began before | reached the Avenue Club, but | tried
to laugh it off. They were following me, but | thought 1'd shaken them!”

"Who?'

"l don't know," groaned Buram. "They must have spotted me when | drew fifty thousand from the
bank!™

Clydethrew alook at the brief case.

"That'swhere| put the money," nodded Buram. "But | was smart enough to leave it with Delmot. The
cash is safe, but maybe I'm not. That thought struck me when | came out of the club.”

"So you figured you ought to have company,” laughed Clyde. "O.K., Buram, I'm game. But what'sgiven
you thejittersdl over agan?"

BURAM explained. HEd seen suspicious-looking persons at the hotel where they stopped; men who
had given close looks at the bundles that Buram picked up. True enough, the bundles contained nothing
but application blanks for out-of-town distribution, but the spotters couldn't have known that. The printer



hed left the blanksin the hotdl office, which madeit seem that the bundles might be valuable.

"They probably think I'm loaded with cash,” moaned Buram. "Not just fifty thousand, but awhole lot
more! They're after us, Burke! | know it... | know it -"

Clyde was |looking back through the rear window. He saw some cars on the same street, but couldn't tell
whether they weretrailing or not. Clyde decided to end Buram'sworries. Leaning to the front seet, he
spoketo Moe.

"Thisfdlow with me hasthe heebies" said Clyde. "Thinks a couple of snoopsaretagging himon an
alimony job. Getsthejitters every time he ducksinto town. Shakeit up abit, before he getsto seeing
little men peeking from in back of fire plugd”

Moe shook it up. He zigzagged the cab in and around side Streets in afashion that would have lost a
troop of police-patrol cars. Siding back and forth across the rear seat, Buram kept chattering gratefully
to Clyde.

"Thankslots, Burke," said Buram. "I'm glad you didn't tell the cabby what was redly worrying me. Here
have acigar. Take apocketful. I'll give you al the story you want.”

Clyde grinned to himself. He hadn't needed to tell Moe what was really worrying Buram. Moe had heard
the man's own worried whines. So Clyde accepted the cigars and was actudly trying to light one, when
the cab screeched to astop in front of the Zenith Building.

Asthey tumbled out, with brief case and bundles, Buram thrust afew dollarsinto Moe's hand, then said
to Clyde:

"Around by the side door, Burke. Nobody will see usgoing in there. It'stoo dark.”

The door was dark, as Buram said. So dark, that Clyde could hardly seeit. He finally groped hisway
through with Buram, and they reached aturn that showed them the lighted |obby where the levators
were located. There, Clyde spoke congratulations.

"Well, Buram," he said, "you're out of thejungle. Y ou're back where you belong, safe and sound.”

Buram turned to answer, and stood stock-till, voicing afrightened gasp. Clyde swung, too, under a prod
that reached hisribs. Backing into the light with Buram, Clyde saw the redlization of the other man's
fears.

Out of the gloom behind them had emerged six masked and muffled men, al armed with revolvers.
Lurking dong the very route that Buram had chosen, these men of crime wereintent on robbery and, if
need be, desth.

Inthe glint of revolvers, and of eyes above the masks, Clyde Burke saw the threat of doom. In that
moment of menace, Clyde could only hope that The Shadow had foreseen thisthrust of crime!

CHAPTER XIlI. CHARGED BATTLE

TO Buram's credit, Clyde noted that he didn't wilt under the strain of facing masked men with their guns.
The strain seemed over, where Buram was concerned. HE'd been imagining things for hours, and the
ariva of the crigsfurnished him with aredlity that offset hisdread.

Sowly, Buram backed away from men who confronted him, eyeing them as though for future reference.
In fact, Buram was somewhat cooler than Clyde, who was more anxious to find an avenue of escape



than to waste time studying faces that he could only partially see.

Clyde wondered why he and Buram were being backed out into the light. It didn't seem good policy on
the part of the masked gunners, until Clyde noted that there were other personsin the samefix as himsdlf
and Buram.

Onewas evidently the night man of the Zenith Building, for he wore abadge. The other was an eevator
operator staring from his car, both standing with their hands raised, and in that feature they differed from
Clyde and Buram, who were carrying burdensin the form of the packages that they had brought from the
cab.

Not long did they keep those burdens.

Masked raiders approached and snatched the packages. While four kept their guns aimed, the other two
ripped the bundles open, only to find what Buram had told Clyde was insde - batches of application
shests.

Snarls sounded through the handkerchiefs that served as masks, but those tones were forced. The
crooks were angry enough, but they were taking pains to keep their voices disguised.

One robber thrust forward and made a snatch at Buram's brief case. It was then that the stooped man
showed his mettle. He wrenched away, snatching the brief case open of his own accord.
Contemptuoudly, he flung its contents pell-mell on the floor. Only papersfluttered out. Therewasn't a
sgn of abank notein theflurry.

Then, while Clyde, forgetful of hisown plight, was staring in real admiration, Buram demonstrated further
how well he had foiled robbery. Raising the brief case, he shook it in the light; showing it to be quite
empty. It was afine display of bravado on Buram's part, but he carried it too far.

Their chance of robbery ended, men of crime naturaly veered to thoughts of murder. There wasn't a
doubt that these men were the tribe that had been on hand covering the respective flights of Laverock
and Secane. Death had played a hand on these occasions, and these ruffians were prepared to see that it
was dedlt again.

Hearing the snarlsthat came hisway, Buram recognized their threat. His panic returned, but he il
retained the vestiges of hisforced courage. With asudden sweep, Buram swung the empty brief case at
the masked face of the nearest man. Asthe fellow dodged, Buram leaped for the eevator, yelling for
Clydeto comeaong.

Masked men were pouncing after Buram, but he flung the brief case at them and dodged farther. Clyde
was shouldering to Buram's aid, and the elevator door was starting shut, ready to receive him and cut off
the opposition. The night man was diving for the front door of the lobby, intending to cal inaid. For a
moment, it seemed that crooks were to be thoroughly foiled; but that was asking too much.

With one accord, the whole group whedled on Clyde, who, at that moment, was the only person offering
hand to hand battle. Clyde was drawing agun that he carried, and some of the masked men must have
seen it. From the way they jabbed their gunsin Clydesdirection, it looked as though he had about two
secondsleft tolive.

The clang of the eevator door, dammed by the excited operator, was like atocsin bell of fina doom. It
meant that there could be no more aid from Buram, whatever little he might be able to supply.

Other aid was arriving, however, of amore potent sort. Guns suddenly swung from Clyde, toward



another man who was hurtling in from the front door.

CLY DE'S rescuer was Harry Vincent. His automatic was already drawn, and hewasusing al the
lessonsthat he had learned from The Shadow. Thetrick inthis case wasto carry the fight into the middle
of the opposition, and Harry managed it.

He camein dugging, so hard that the opposition had to scatter in order to open gunfire. Furnished with a
needed respite, Clyde found hiswits and started dugging, too. Guns spoke, wildly, and their shots were
music to Harry and Clyde. They intended to show this masked outfit how battle should be conducted at
closerange.

Thetrouble was, it had no longer become close range. The lobby was large, and the masked men spread
like chaff. While Harry and Clyde were looking for someone to sug, guns spoke anew, thistime with an
approach to accuracy. Harry saw Clyde stagger and clutch hisgun arm.

Springing for the man who had winged hisfellow agent, Harry fired in return. But the crook was dodging,
and other gunswere aiming Harry'sway, promising him amore serious dose than Clyde had received.

It was Clyde who saw the blackened shape that seemed to form itsdf in the gloom of the Side passage
behind the aiming killers. So swiftly did it come, that it could be likened only to the approach of a
tremendous storm. That blackness gave an announcement of its gpproach in the form of afierce,
chdlenging laugh that impelled the men who heard it to swing initsdirection.

The sweeping mass materidized. It camelike aliving cloudburst, in the person of The Shadow! A
cloudburst that delivered hail in the form of metd. Itslightning was the spurt of guns, itsthunder their
echoes.

Sweeping in from the sde passage, The Shadow was raking the lobby with bullets, and masked men
were diving to escagpe hisfury. Their own guns, answering franticaly, were too hurried even to annoy the
intrepid fighter, whose attack had al the power and motion of acyclone. The masked foemen could
never have escaped that deluge, but for the presence of Harry and Clyde. The Shadow was shooting
high, rather than include his agentsin the distribution of the bullets, and crooks, dropping low, were under
the path of fire.

Like ahorde of rats, they made for the front door. Four went first; the other two grabbed Harry and
Clyde, not only to stop them from joining the gunfire but to keep them as shields againgt The Shadow's
attack. That process didn't help the masked men long.

A cloaked catapult, The Shadow precipitated himself across the lobby, reached the grappling group and
landed full force. Harry rolled one way, Clyde the other, and the last two thugs went scurrying through
the door.

Asthey went, The Shadow aimed, and the taunt he gave was a promise of doom more sudden than any
that the masked band had hoped to dedl.

Agan, afresk of chance favored men of crime.

Thisfreak was personified by the night man of the Zenith Building. Hed yelled for help outside, and he
was coming back. Caught in the whirl of fleeing bandits, he was thrown back through the door astheir
last peace offering to The Shadow. By the time the fellow had reeled out of the way, thelast of the
masked men werein the clear.

The Shadow paused only to shove Clydein Harry'sdirection. In brief words, he ordered Harry to rush



his crippled comrade out through the side door, to Mo€'s cab. Then The Shadow was gone through the
front, flinging that same laugh that had terrified crooks before.

Masked men were scrambling into two cars with waiting drivers. In histurn, The Shadow spied the cab
that brought Harry from the Avenue Club. Springing into the handy vehicle, The Shadow ordered its
scared driver to chase the other cars. The fellow obeyed, for The Shadow's commands were voiced in a
fashion that brooked no refusal.

Reaching Moe's cab with Clyde, Harry ordered the cabby to take them to Dr. Rupert Sayre's. Thiswas
the rule whenever agents were wounded, for Sayre was Cranston's own physician.

MOE darted off, and as he whedled aong the streets, Harry, with Clyde propped beside him, could hear
the ebb and flow of gunfire on other thoroughfares.

The Shadow was doing more than pursue the masked men. He was giving them arunning battle, and
from what Harry had seen of such frays, he knew that if anyone was hurt, it would not be The Shadow.
There was just one handicap: The Shadow should have been using Mo€'s cab.

There wasn't abetter hackiein al Manhattan than Shrevvy, and he was trained to handle the whed, while
The Shadow dedt with guns.

Nor had Moe forgotten that point. Harry could see him cocking his head behind the whedl, asthough
smdling out the gun smoke. When the shooting findly faded, M oe gave a disgppointed shrug. He thought
thiswas one fray in which hewould play no part.

There, Moe guessed wrong.

Things happened out of nothing, so it seemed. Sayre's office was on the Avenue, and Moe, in taking the
shortest course to his objective, swung through familiar terrain. He came to the very neighborhood where
the Avenue Club was located, and as he crossed a street, two cars came roaring right at him.

They were the mobster-manned cars. They'd dipped the chase, due to the laxity of The Shadow's
second-rate driver. Seeing Moe's cab, they mistook it for the other and began to blast awvay. The cab
scudded a corner, but the cars were gaining, due to their hurtling speed. It was then that Harry, on amad
hunch, did the heroic thing.

Without aword to Moe, Harry flung a door open, and dammed it shut as he dived for the curb. He was
letting M oe take Clyde on to Sayre's. To himsdlf, Harry was assgning the task of dowing the chasein
order that the cab would get awvay. Coming to hisfeet, Harry staggered for the building wall, turning to
fire as he went.

Somehow, his own shots seemed very distant. He didn't redlize that he had taken avery heavy fdl. Hed
caught hisfoot on the curb and had wrenched his ankle, which accounted for his stumbles. Hed thumped
his head againgt a parking sign, and that was responsible for his daze.

Cars were stopping; that much, Harry knew. Shots were answering hiswild fire, and he wanted better
cover. Jabbing away with the ammunition remaining in his automatic, Harry dropped back againgt the
wadll; only to find that it was missing.

Hitting flat on cement, Harry lost hisgun as he fell. Herolled over twice, tried to come to hands and
knees, only to sorawl again. From somewhere in the darkness, guns were pumping, and over Harry's
head bulletswhistled. The whole thing was coming closer, and thistimeit spelled doom.

Thiswasto be afinish fight, with Harry on the receiving end. That thought was drilling through Harry's



head, dong with the blast of guns and the whine of dugs. Like Clyde not long before, Harry waswishing
that The Shadow would arrive, but his brain was pounding with the redization that his chief had lost the
trail and couldn't aid him.

All that remained to Harry as solace during those last few moments was hisimagination. Strained to the
utmogt pitch, it gave him theillusion of aweird laugh echoing amid the batter of murderous guns.

With that last hgppy impression, Harry Vincent felt his senses swim into agulf of oblivion!
CHAPTER XI1I.AFTER THE BATTLE

SPRINGING from their cars, shooting as they came, masked men were intent upon disposing of their
human prey. If Harry Vincent had stopped againgt the wall he expected to find, he would have been a
perfect target. But held gone farther, despite himsalf, and the men who sought hislife knew why.

What Harry had stumbled into was the entrance of an dley, and it was there that his enemies expected to
find and riddle him. So far, they were gtill shooting at random, on the chance that such fire would reach
their target and save them time. But haste, even when dedling with a hel pless foeman, was never asound

palicy.

Inthis casg, it prevented the marksmen from hearing the sound that Harry thought he had imagined. Their
own guns crashing loud in their ears, masked men didn't catch the tone of an arriving laugh. It took
something moreto tell them that they weren't the victims of imagination, too.

The"something more" camein the form of bullets.

Slugs smacked the pavement underfoot. One crook howled as aricocheting bullet nicked hisleg.
Another, turning, caught a shot that was amed higher and took an immediate sprawl. Then dl the rest
were full about, shooting for blackness that outlined itsalf at the corner againgt the headlamps of ahdted
cab.

Harry had actudly heard The Shadow's laugh. Now, other ears were listening to its sinister knell. Men of
crime were learning that The Shadow had picked up their trail anew. He was giving them al the odds
they wanted, to draw their fire hisway.

Thelife of an agent was at stake, and The Shadow intended that it should be saved.

The crooks were dropping into darkness, dragging their wounded with them. The Shadow was daring
them too far, and this was the opportunity they had long desired. Forgotten in the alleyway, Harry could
escapefor dl that they cared. Sharpshooters saw a perfect target - the silhouetted figure of The Shadow,
so plainly in the open, that it could not possibly eude them.

Vicious gunners blasted with al the bulletsthey could give. Not for an instant did the black shape of The
Shadow waver. Evenif clad with stedl, The Shadow couldn't have taken the barrage in such style; at
least, the leaden dugswould have jolted him.

Rather, it seemed that the whistling pellets had gone right through The Shadow, asthrough a ghostly
shape. Seemingly, marksmen had fired at atarget made of thin air!

There were sharp pock-pocks as the bullets smacked awall beyond The Shadow. Those sounds, and
the recoils of their guns, told the marksmen that they were shooting real dugs, not blanks that might have
somehow gotten into their revolvers. Such evidence, however, only proved that the rapid fire must have
goneright through The Shadow without hurting himin the leest.



Strident was the laugh that responded to the echoes of the usdless gunfire. The tone announced that The
Shadow relished the bullets which the opposition had fired at him. Having heard that mockery before,
The Shadow's foemen had an idea of what was coming next.

Bulletsfrom The Shadow's gung!

Not being equipped to laugh off gunfire the way The Shadow had, crooks scattered, rather than have
their ghostly foe pick them off by shooting at the spots where their guns had spurted. Those who were
looking back across their shoulders expected to see the tonguing flame of The Shadow's guns. Instead,
another amazing thing took place.

The Shadow vanished.

Oneingant, his shape was plain againgt the focused headlights; the next, it was gone. A dozen bullets,
amed draight a him, had failed to fell The Shadow, yet he had erased himsdlf in atwinkling. All that
remained was his laugh, coming from nowhere, bringing new startlement to the men who were fleeing
from hiswrath.

IN their haste, those enemiesfailed utterly to guess The Shadow's ruse. They hadn't been shooting at the
cloaked fighter, at al. The headlights of the hdted cab were danted in the other direction, with The
Shadow off at an angle. Gunmen hadn't noticed that The Shadow was crouched close to the headlights,
themselves, blocking off the glare.

In turn, The Shadow had cut off that light from awall some twenty feet away. There, projected like an
image on the screen, was the phantom silhouette that marksmen had chosen astheir target. True, it was
enlarged by the spread of the lights, but The Shadow had alowed for that factor by his crouch.

Only atriflelarger than life Size, that falseimage of The Shadow had deluded foemen who saw it. No
wonder that The Shadow had been immune to the concentrated fire. Nor was it any wonder that he had
responded only with alaugh, not with gunfire of hisown.

Histaunt wastoo evasive to disclose his actua position, but the spurts of his automatics would have. So
The Shadow simply vanished, instead, by the expedient of dropping below thelevel of the headlights.
Such action, transcribed to the false image againgt the illuminated wall, gave the effect of asudden vanish
from themidst of glaring light!

Beside the cab, The Shadow wastelling its scared driver to get started. The fellow obeyed with dacrity.
Alone in the darkness behind the swift-darting taillamps, The Shadow was weaving toward anew
objective, the dley where Harry lay helpless. His weave was swift amid the gloom. He wanted to reach
that spot before hisfoemen got there.

Curioudy, the scattered men returned The Shadow's compliments by tricking him in their own fashion.

By rights, they should have headed for the dley, too, because it was the one spot that afforded shelter.
Instead, their footsteps broke out with rapid clatter from a position somefifty yards away. With one
accord, masked men had sneaked off to the next corner and were starting a sudden dash around it.

At the same time, two automobiles snorted into motion. The cars swung the corner, and in the passing
headlights The Shadow saw the running crooks, lugging two staggery men with them. Evidently, they
were trying to round the corner and let the cars pick them up where The Shadow couldn't reach them.

Instead of wasting afew wild shots, The Shadow sped for the corner to prevent the rendezvous between
the cars and the masked gunners.



Much happened while The Shadow was covering thosefifty yards. From the corner, he expected to see
cars halted midway aong the block, with men clambering on board. Instead, he witnessed the aftermath
of ajob asrapid asany that he himself could have accomplished.

The masked men were gone. Ahead, the two cars were veering another corner, afull block away. It was
agetaway so thorough and so rapid, that The Shadow hadn't a chance to take up pursuit. Asfor the
speeding cars, they were past the corner and out of range while The Shadow was leveling his guns.

The Shadow's laugh throbbed sinisterly in the darkness. Where the masked raiders had gone, was
something to be determined later. For the present, The Shadow was remembering the plight of his agent,
Harry Vincent.

RETURNING to the dley, The Shadow flicked aflashlight and saw Harry lying there.

Harry stirred as The Shadow gripped his shoulders. He was coming back to his senses, Harry was,
though his ears till fancied that they heard the boom of guns, and he couldn't believe that The Shadow's
low-throbbed laugh was red. No shots had reached Harry while he was lying in the dley. The Shadow's
intervention had comejust intime.

On hisfeet, Harry felt The Shadow guiding him deeper into the dley. Again awhispered laugh, and its
note was significant. The Shadow recognized thisdley. Hed been here not long before.

Steering Harry straight ahead, The Shadow worked him through a doorway, then left him to find hisown
way.

Taking theline of least resistance, Harry groped down aflight of steps, reached a door and stumbled
through. From above, The Shadow heard the exclamations of excited voices when Harry precipitated
himsdf into alighted room.

Harry Vincent had arrived in the basement kitchen of the Avenue Club. Chefs and waiters were
crowding forward to pick him up. The Shadow, crouching on the darkened steps, heard someone use
the telephone to make a cdl upstairs. Harry wasin good hands, so The Shadow retired.

Entering the storeroom, The Shadow bolted the door behind him and parked his cloak and hat upon a
high shelf. Going through the lower office, he bolted the door connecting with the storeroom; then made
hisway to the foyer.

Appearing there as Cranston, The Shadow witnessed considerable excitement that terminated when Tom
Ryda appeared from an eevator, summoned by acdl to the gymnasium.

The physical director beckoned when he saw Cranston. They entered an e evator, that dropped
promptly to the basement. In that brief interval, Ryda explained matters, so far ashewas able.

"It'syour friend Vincent," stated Rydal. "He ran into some sort of trouble on the street and staggered in
the back way; to the kitchen. | hope heisn't badly hurt.”

Harry wasn't badly hurt. He was sitting up, talking in dazed fashion, when Ryda and Cranston arrived.
What had happened, Harry couldn't quite remember. Catching anod of approva from Cranston, Harry
stuck to his dazed story.

On the telephone, Ryda was summoning Delmot and Weston from their conference room on the
mezzanine. Meanwhile, the kitchen help were telling Harry that he needn't worry. They were sure that the
police would trace the men responsgible for Harry's misadventure.



No wonder asmile showed on the lips of Lamont Cranston. The Shadow did not have to worry about
tracing missing thugs. He had an ideathat he could find them when he wanted them.

The Shadow knew!
CHAPTER XIV. THE FORCED CHOICE

THE next day, Clyde Burke found himself an accepted person at the Avenue Club. Ordersto admit no
reporters had been rescinded in his case. To makeit al quite ethical, Clyde was provided with a guest
card, likethe one that Harry held.

The one that Harry had held, was the preferable term. For Harry Vincent was now afull-fledged member
of the Avenue Club.

His bandaged right arm hanging in ading, Clyde was|ounging about the foyer of the club, when apalite
attendant approached and said that his presence was requested in the conference room on the
mezzanine. Going there, Clyde found Rudolph Delmot and Louis Buram.

Rising, Demot extended his hand, then smiled when he redlize that Clyde couldn't return the shake.
Instead, Delmot sat down and gestured to Buram, who had something to say.

"Well, Burke," began Buram, "I gave you the story that you wanted, but you don't have to thank mefor
it. I'd say the thanks should be the other way about.”

"Y ou did well enough,” Clyde complimented. "It was my own fault that | couldn't get into the eevator
withyou."

"If the operator hadn't dammed the door -"

"Y ou'd have been killed, Buram. Y ou were the man they really wanted. Soiit al worked out for the

Clydedidn't give the details of his own escape, which Buram hadn't seen through the closed door. It
would have involved mention of Harry, whose own trouble was supposed to have happened in back of
the Avenue Club, and nowhere else.

It would have meant mention of The Shadow, too, though that didn't matter. The night man at the Zenith
Building had testified that a black-cloaked avalanche had finally scattered the masked horde that had
tried to hold up Buram and Clyde.

"About the insurance story, Burke," resumed Buram. "I'd rather wait aweek or S0, before going into it.
The gatistics are still incomplete, and would give only a partid idea of the expanson whichthe A.B.A.
has undergone.

"There are letters today from more clubsthat want to join. That, in turn, entailsthe creation of alarger
snking fund, by drawing from the clubsthat aready belong.”

Clyde nodded, ssgnifying that the story could wait. Delmot seemed quite as pleased as Buram. In fact,
Demot showed his gppreciation, when he declared:

"Hereisabetter story, Burke."

The thing that Delmot handed Clyde was aletter. It was dated the day before, and it was addressed to
Rudolph Delmot as chairman of the executive committee. The letter was from Wilfred Secane,



announcing hisresignation not only from the committee, but from the Avenue Club aswell.
"Thisissomething!" exclamed Clyde. "Say - can | print thisMr. Delmot?!

"l think s0," returned Delmot. "But firgt, | must get permission from Commissioner Weston. Heis coming
here shortly, with Cranston.”

"Note the postmark on the letter,” put in Buram. "Ten o'clock last night. That was after those thugs
attacked us, Burke!"

"Y ou think that Secane set them on us, Buram?'
"It sounds probable, Burke."

Demot intervened with a headshake. He said that the question was something for the law to decide. As
for Delmot, his proper step wasto call aprompt meeting of the Avenue Club members and have them
elect another man for the executive committee, tofill itsroster. Asusud, there would be acommittee
meeting first, so that the group itself could select the candidate that it preferred.

LEAVING the conference room, Clyde went up to the gymnasium, and there met Harry. Astwo men
who had both undergone serious experiences, it was quite naturd that they should get together. Further,
asareporter, Clyde could logicaly be seeking an interview with Harry.

Rydd wasin the gym, and Harry introduced him to Clyde. The physical director smiled broadly when he
saw Clyde's bandaged arm. ™Y ou look like you belong in one of my gym classes,” chuckled Rydal.
"They've been banging themsaves up badly, missing mats when they somersault over horses and losing
their holds on the horizontal bars. I'm trying to curb the epidemic by limiting them to exercises.”

Clyde wasn't interested in such minor casualties. As soon as Ryda had gone away, Clydetold Harry
about Secane's resignation. Harry stared reflectively, and Clyde thought he understood.

"Secane could have been in back of that messlast night,” asserted Clyde. "It'stime a profit motive was
cropping up among those deaths about town. Secane could have learned that Buram left the bank with a
bundle of cash. But he wouldn't have known that Buram left the money with Delmot.”

Harry shook his head.

"I'm thinking of something dse," he said. "The dection that's coming off tonight. Get into the meeting, if
you can, Clyde. There may be fun.”

Between that time and the meeting hour, Clyde saw Harry meet Cranston in acorner of the foyer.
Cranston, of course, had dready talked with Delmot. Watching the two separate, Clyde couldn't learn a
thing from Cranston'simpassive face, but something in Harry's unguarded expression assured Clyde that
things were redlly to happen at the meeting. So Clyde bided histime.

Just before the meeting, the members of the executive committee came from their own conference. Their
entrance to the assembly room was asigna for the ordinary membersto follow, and Clyde joined the
throng. He went through on his guest card, though aman at the door reminded him that he had no voting

privilege.
Rudolph Delmot was seated on the platform. Behind him, in arow, were the members of the executive

committee. Seeing them together, Clyde redlized what adrab ot they were. Clyde didn't wonder that
Demot looked disappointed.



A keen man like Delmot appreciated brains. He wouldn't be finding any among the executive committee.
They were the sort who would leave everything to Delmot, while they basked in the glory of their
s f-importance.

Hopefully, Delmot opened the nomination dip that was handed to him, as though wishing it contained a
name like Orvill, Laverock, or Secane. Whatever their demerits, those three had been aggressive. They'd
kept a sharp check on the affairs of the Avenue Club.

Then, the dip opened, Delmot frowned. Histone was dull as he read the nomination:
"Simon Jorfer. Stand up, please.”

Simon Jorfer stood up. At least, he was capable of that much, though two men had to prop him so he
wouldn't fal. Jorfer had come from the club bar, where he had been drinking to his coming eection asa
member of the executive committee.

Like the others on the platform, Jorfer appeared to have the intelligence of astooge; no more. But the
committee men beamed at Sight of him. They were pleased at having another dullard join their select

group.
Wesarily, Rudolph Delmot went through the necessary routine.

"Simon Jorfer has been nominated,” he announced. "If there are no other candidates, we are ready for a
motion that the nominations be closed. | shall then instruct the secretary to cast asingle bdlot.”

Before anyone could close the nominations, abombshell struck. Harry Vincent supplied it, when he
gprang to hisfeet and cdled:

"l hominate Lamont Cranston!"

INSTANTLY, there was a hubbub. From a dozen spots came voices seconding the nomination. Those
tones were cultured; they belonged to the long-term members of the Avenue Club, the thinning few who
represented the early days, when the club had been the most select organization in New Y ork.

Though Delmot was supposed to be impartia, he showed enthusiasm, too. He wasn't interested in
Cranston's socia status; rather, he admired the candidate's keen thinking. When Cranston arose and
quietly announced that he would accept the nomination, Delmot dmost began to clap his hands.

Then, pounding hisgavel, Delmot restored order. The nominations were promptly closed, and ballots
were passed for the el ection.

In his corner, Clyde settled back, studying the faces about him. Just why Cranston was going through
with this, Clyde couldn't understand. There wasn't achance of hiseection.

In recent months, the Avenue Club had taken in scores of new members, who were treated like upstarts
by the old guard. Those upstarts weren't interested in the merits of the executive committee; they merely
wanted to dap back at the ritzy crowd. Outnumbering the old conservatives by five to one, the
newcomerswould swing the dection overwhelmingly infavor of Jorfer. Clyde could hear voices buzzing
everywhere, adl saying to ignore Cranston's candidacy.

Harry was on his feet again, asking to be heard. Delmot pounded his gavel to gain quiet. Harry produced
thelittle book that had come with his membership application. The paragraph that he proceeded to read
was one that he had skipped over, only to have Cranston tell him to giveit closer attention. Harry was
reading from Bylaw 8.



"'In nominations for the executive committee,™ quoted Harry, "'preference must be given to charter
members of the Avenue Club, should any such accept the candidacy. Should only one nominee bea
charter member, al others must be stricken from the list and the election of said nominee must be
declared unanimous.™

Other persons were snatching out the books, which they had so constantly overlooked. Even Delmot
showed surprise when he found the small-print paragraph in question. The proviso was one of thoserare
rulesthat had never before been apoint of issue, and had therefore been completely forgotten, until The
Shadow rediscovered it.

Decison rested with Delmot, and he had but one choice. For the moment, his face was meditative; then it
spread into asmile. Hisgavel swung down and struck the table with a decisive thump.

"The nomination of Simon Jorfer iswithdrawn," announced Delmoat. " Since the nominations are closed,
the only remaining candidate is Lamont Cranston. The secretary will cast the single ballot confirming his
election to the executive committee.”

Asthe meeting finished, Delmot wasthe first to congratulate Cranston. Then, the old guard swept away
their candidate for a celebration.

Harry and Clyde saw Cranston when his friends were taking him across the foyer. The group was on the
way to the bar, where the corks of champagne bottles were already popping for the coming celebration.
Thelook that their chief gave them conjured something in the minds of The Shadow's agents, asplainly as
though they had heard spoken words.

Those popping bottle corks were afaint impression of louder soundsto come. They represented the
blast of gunsthat would pop in the near future. For Cranston's acceptance of executive membership
linked the past with the future.

Guns had entered the careers of Orvill, Laverock, and Secane, all charter members of the Avenue Club.
Chances were that gunswould be figuring in Cranston's affairs, too. But Cranston differed from the other
three. He was The Shadow.

And The Shadow thrived on gunfire. To him, it would be the stepping-stone to solving the riddle of deeth
about town!

CHAPTER XV. THE NEEDED TRAIL

I'T was singular, how much of asensation was created by the election of Lamont Cranston to the
executive committee of the Avenue Club. People read about it who had never heard of the Avenue Club
before. Hitherto, the newspapers had soft-pedaled mention of the club in connection with the deaths of
Orvill and Laverock, and the mystery of the missing murderer, Secane. Those three had smply been
defined as"clubmen,” without further specification.

Now, however, the facts were out. Naturally, Clyde Burke couldn't be blamed. He had aguest card at
the Avenue Club, and wouldn't have let matters be known. Indeed, Clyde's paper, the Classic, wasthe
last to mention the Avenue Club.

Nevertheless, it was Clyde who had |et the story ride or, rather, dip. HEd mentioned it casudly to
reporters on other sheets, who had promptly scooped him on his own story.

However, Clyde wasn't worrying. Those other papers were merely trying to make up for Clyde's own
exclusve yarn on the holdup at the Zenith Building. More scoops would be coming, bigger ones, and



Clyde had assured his city editor that the Classic would get them. As Clyde defined it, the story of
Crangton's eection was just abuild-up for something that would really count.

What that something was, Clyde honestly did not know. Nor did Harry, when Clyde talked it over with
him. To them, the mystery was smply deepening, particularly when they recelved dtrict ordersto stay
around the Avenue Club and not to leave it after dark.

Asaresult, Harry had taken aroom at the club, and Clyde was sharing it with him. Clyde spent some of
histimein the gym, carefully exercising his recuperating arm, and the only other amusement in which he
and Harry indulged was shooting pool, since Clyde's hand was sufficiently strong for such apastime.

The two werein the billiard room on a certain evening when Inspector Cardona caled to see Rudolph
Delmot. As soon as Cardona stated his business, Delmot called the foyer and told the clerk to page
Crangton. Soon, Cranston arrived, and Delmot promptly informed him of the subject under discussion.

"It's about Secane," Delmot declared. "WEeIl haveto find him, Cranston. All this scandal ismaking it
harder for both oursalves and the police.”

Cranston nodded his understanding.

"Secanetrusts me," continued Delmot, "but he knows that the police trust me, too, and that's the trouble.
Y ou might be the man to hear from him."

"1?" Crangton's tone was one of mild surprise. "Why, I'm afriend of the police commissioner!"
"No longer," put in Cardona. "Take alook &t this, Mr. Cranston.”

It was a copy of the Classic, carrying astory of a dispute between Commissioner Weston and hisold
friend, Lamont Cranston. According to the account, the two had quarreled over matters concerning the
Avenue Club.

"Was the commish boiled!" expressed Cardona. "He was going to raise an awful squawk, when | said to
lay off. Thisthing might help, Mr. Cranston. Maybe you'll hear from Secane. The way Secane heard from
Laverock."

Crangton wasn't paying attention. The story annoyed him. He told Cardonato come aong, while he
talked with Burke. They went down to the billiard room, to find Buram joining the pool game with Harry
and Clyde. When Cranston showed Clyde the story, the reporter stared, amazed.

"I didn't phonethisin,” said Clyde. "It lookslike agossip job. Suppose | cal the office.”

"Never mind,” returned Crangton. "I believe you, Burke." He turned to Cardona. "While you're back with
Demoat, I'll phone the commissioner and try to straighten things.”

Clyde thought hard after Cranston left, and began to understand. Clyde had been sending his copy in
from the Avenue Club. He'd been using one of the club's typewriters, and somebody could have included
aspurious sheset, done on the same machine. Nodding to himsdf, Clyde decided that The Shadow was
the person responsible.

Whatever The Shadow's opinions on the subject, he wasn't expressing them. As Cranston, The Shadow
was running into something more important. Before he could put in his call to Weston, he was notified
that he was wanted on the telephone.

Taking the call in afoyer booth, Cranston heard a suave tone over the wire.



"ThisisRick Stanner,” said the voice. "Y ou've met me, Mr. Cranston.”
"Certainly, Rick," was Cranston's cam-toned reply. "How isbusiness at your place, the Gaaxy Cafe?"

"The Cafe Galaxy," corrected Rick, putting thetitlein reverse. "That way, it brings a better class of trade.
I'd been hoping to see you soon, Mr. Cranston.”

"Anything important, Rick?'

"A little matter that | think would interest you. Nothing to do with cash. A personal matter, that I'd prefer
to discuss here. Could you see methis evening?'

"Within half an hour, Rick."

L eaving the phone booth, Cranston postponed his cal to Weston. Instead, he decided to ridein Mo€'s
cab over to the Cafe Galaxy.

Things were popping, and they weren't champagne corks. That squib in the Classic was bringing results.
Almost as good results asif The Shadow had framed the story himsdlf, which he hadn't. But he hadn't
been surprised when Cardona displayed it.

The Shadow had been retaining the Cranston pose, rather than rush an issue which he was sure others
would push of their own accord. The piecein the Classic was a definite build toward a meeting between
Lamont Cranston and Wilfred Secane. Unless the Shadow's guess was mileswrong, Rick Stanner,
owner of the Cafe Galaxy, wasto serve asintermediary in that meeting.

Scarcely had Cranston | eft the Avenue Club, before another call came through for him. 1t must have been
an urgent one, for the message was sent up to Rudol ph Delmot, inasmuch as Cranston wasn't there to
recaveit.

Laying the memo on hisdesk, Delmot read it aoud to Cardona.

"It'sfor Crangton,” stated Delmot, in apuzzled tone. "It says. 'Must see you. Urgent. 618 Westbury
Court. Same room. Second floor front. W. S." Quite an odd message, inspector.”

"W. S!I" exclamed Cardona. "Thoseinitids stand for Wilfred Secane!"

"But Cranston couldn't have seen Secane before this," expressed Delmot, "and the note refersto the
same room. So it can't mean Secane.”

"Y ou don't know Cranston,” assured Cardona. "He tries neat things, now and then. Sometimes he
coaxes peopleinto things - particularly hisfriend, Commissioner Weston."

"Y ou can't mean that Cranston could have sent that story to the Classic, too!™

"I mean just that, Mr. Delmot!" Cardona gave adecisive nod, "Thislooks like another squad job for me.
I've got some men out front, so I'll go out and join them while you're calling the commissioner. Tell himto
meet us outside of 618 Westbury Court."

IT wasn't far to Westbury Court, which was a short street tucked between two avenues. When the
squad cars stopped out front, Cardona alighted a one and went up the house steps of 618.

The house was an old-fashioned one, narrow, but very tal, and Cardona could count five ories, al with
unlighted windows. Indeed, the house looked quite deserted, as did the smilar mansions which adjoined
it.



The front door was unlocked, so Joe entered. He found himsdlf inadimly lit hal, where asteep staircase
led upward. It was one of those old-style stairways that formed an ova-shaped spira clear to thetop
floor, with awell spacein between.

Cardonawent to the second floor and looked over the banister, down to the space below.

There, Joe saw atable, atelephone on it. Beside the phone was a directory. The telephone was
something for future reference, though Cardona didn't think held have to useit, not with asquad outside.

Reaching the front room, Cardona found the door unlocked. Entering cautioudy, he went to the window
and blinked hisflashlight, to tell the outsde watchersthat he had safely reached hisgod.

When he made afurther survey with hisflashlight, Cardonawished that he had brought Delmot to this
room. For Joe immediately uncovered letters and persond effects which indicated that the room
bel onged to Secane. But Joe findly decided that thiswas ajob that should be handled aone.

It was better that Delmot should stay outside, to keep Weston occupied, for the commissioner would
certainly bein an impatient mood, which wouldn't help the plan that Cardonahad in mind.

For, Joe was playing the hunch that Wilfred Secane might soon return to thisroom of his, and therewith
place himself in asnare. All that Joe would have to do was wait, and become the jaws of the closing trap.
It seemed very smple, and that was why Cardonaliked it, for smple plans were always the best.

It should have occurred to Joe Cardonathat there might be other factorsin the case. There usualy were,
when a pathway cleared itsalf as easily asthis one had. Factors that would bodeiill, rather than good,
unless something powerful should offset them.

Had Joe Cardonarealized that Lamont Cranston was The Shadow, and that he had aready been led
aong adifferent trail, Joe's confidence of capturing Secane would have vanished, hunch and dl!

CHAPTER XVI. DROPS OF BLOOD

IN his own way, The Shadow was quite as confident as Joe Cardona, and with better reason. At least,
there was nothing phony about the trail that The Shadow had taken, as Lamont Cranston. That was,
nothing phony on the surface, though The Shadow still needed to learn what lay beneath.

Men like Rick Stanner were gpt to be "in the know™ on certain mattersthat pertained to crime,
congtituting as they did ahafway post between the underworld and society's upper crust.

So when Cranston sauntered into the Cafe Galaxy, his manner was both leisurely and impassive. From
the way helooked about the place, he seemed to be just another guest, seeking atable in the extravagant
night club that Rick Stanner managed.

It wasn't long before Cranston was recogni zed. Instead of being conducted to atable, he was ushered to
Rick's office, on the far sde of the large and well-populated dining floor.

A hat-check girl, waiting to take the hat and overcoat which Cranston was carrying on hisarm, received
agmile, ingtead. Visitors didn't check their hats and coats when going to Rick's office. Rick let his
bus ness acquaintances park their garmentsfree.

Rick Stanner was atall, deek man, with a salow face topped by a doping forehead. Helooked quite as
smooth as his voice had sounded over the telephone. Receiving Cranston, Rick's handshake seemed to
balance between firm and flabby, ready to veer either way at amoment's decision. He offered to take
Cranston's hat and coat, but by then hisvisitor had laid them on achair, so Rick proffered cigars,



instead.

Supplying alight acrossthe desk, Rick let the flame reved Cranston's eyes. Their expression struck him
asreceptive, for Rick cameto busnessimmediatdy after he withdrew the light. As bluntly as his smooth
tone could put it, Rick said:

"I phoned you about Wilfred Secane.”
Cranston's eyes gave just aflicker of surprise.

"Hereswhy." Rick produced a copy of the Classic. "From this story about you being a odds with the
commissioner, I'd say that you didn't fully agree with him on the Secane question.”

"Hardly that," returned Cranston camly. "The evidence certainly pointsto Secane as Laverock's
murderer.”

"But Laverock asked Secaneto came and see him,” put in Rick. "What would you have done in that
case, Mr. Cranston?"

For ashort while, Cranston reflected. Then:

"I believe | should have gone," came the quiet tone. "Every man, who is hunted as Laverock was, is
certainly entitled to spesk in confidenceto afriend. The law recognizesit; otherwise, attorneyswould not
be dlowed the privilege of withholding information given them by clients.”

"But you aren't alawyer, Mr. Cranston.”

"The human dement il exists.” Cranston's tone had taken a serious note. "I | had talked to Laverock, |
would have retained discreet silence, unless questioned, and if no one knew that | had seen him, no one
would have questioned me."

Rick took his cigar from his mouth, so that he could properly display agleaming smile. He didn't redlize
that Cranston was gating an actua case, from his experience as The Shadow. Rick was smply fishing for
an opinion, and had hooked the very one he wanted.

"Laverock isdead," declared Rick. "'Secaneisthe fellow who is on the spot at present. Would you be
willing to talk to him? To hear hisown story - privaidy?"

Sowly, Cranston nodded.

" Secane owns achunk of thisnight club,” explained Rick, rising. " Slent-partner stuff, you know. When
he landed in hisjam, he was headed here. I've been hiding him out, and if you'll wait afew minutes, Mr.
Crangton, I'll ask him if helll seeyou.”

THE moment that Rick stepped from the office and closed the door behind him, Cranston wasin action.
He scooped up hisgray overcoat and turned it inside out.

The overcoat had alining which happened to be black. One sharp tug, and the lining was free; more than
that, it shaped itself asacloak, which Cranston swept across his shoulders.

Crangton's hat was also gray. It underwent ared transformation. It had alight-colored lining, which
Crangton pulled out and stuffed in a pocket of the overcoat. Theinterior of the hat was black, so
Crangton turned it ingde out. Only the brim remained gray, but not long.

The hat had two bands, one around the outside; the other within the brim. Their positions were reversed



when the hat turned insde out, but that point proved trifling. Cranston smply flattened both bands, so
that they covered separate sides of the hat brim, and adhered there under pressure, because the gray
brim was dightly sticky. Both bands were black, so the brim's color became that hue.

When the douch hat settled on his head, Lamont Cranston had become The Shadow in the space of less
than half aminute. Opening Rick's door, he glided from the office, covering thelight by raising a cloaked

arm. A few moments | ater, the door was closed and The Shadow was moving along thewall of the night

club.

Though tableswere close, The Shadow's glide was quite invisible. Only dim light reached thewall, and
the hangings were dark, furnishing The Shadow with a perfect blend.

At moments, The Shadow paused, rather than ebow hisway through passing waiters. They didn't see
him when they walked by, and The Shadow was further pleased when he observed aman in a Tuxedo
near acorner of the night-club floor.

Thefdlow was alookout, and he was keeping watch on the office door. It was plain, from his carefree
dtare, that he hadn't seen The Shadow emerge.

The Shadow was playing the hunch that Rick Stanner had gone to the deepest corner of the night club. It
proved correct, for when The Shadow turned a darkened corner, he saw Rick at atelephone beyond the
end of the bar. To Rick's|eft was a curtained doorway, and The Shadow moved to that objective.

Easing between the curtains, he found a heavy door. Waiting there, he listened while Rick pressed a
buzzer beside the tel ephone.

Unwittingly, Rick Stanner had roused the suspicion of hisvisitor, Lamont Cranston.

By rights, Rick should have discussed matters with Secane beforehand, but it was obviousthat he hadn't.
His excuse that he would have to talk with Secane, was the sour note that betrayed him. It meant that
having Cranston meet with Secane was Rick's own idea. So The Shadow was going to that meeting
beforehand, in hisown way.

While listening to hear what Rick might say, The Shadow was trying the doorknob. It yielded, so The
Shadow opened the door, to note a darkened passage beyond.

MEANWHILE, Rick's buzz was sounding in the house on Westbury Court, but not where Cardona
could hear it. The buzz was happening in asmal parlor, which had its windows covered with blackout
cloth.

There, Wilfred Secane, in shirt deeves, was reading the latest copy of the Classic. Hearing the buzzer, he
pressed a switch that cut it off. Then, laying the newspaper aside, Secane went to the door, opened it
gingerly, and peered out into the hall.

Satisfied that no one was about, he went to the telephone table, by the stairs, and sat downin achair.
Secan€e's voice was guarded, as he spoke across the tel ephone:
"Hdlo... Isthat you, Rick?"

Evidently, Rick answered, for Secane's expression became reassured as he crouched down above the
telephone. So intent was Secane, that he didn't notice a strange thing that happened close beside him.

A drop of liquid splashed the edge of the stairs. Another drop followed, just missing the table edge. The



third drop landed on the telephone book, which was lying open at Secane's elbow. Againgt the white
page of the book, the color of the dripping liquid reveded itsalf.

Those drops were red!

Red drops, like blobs of blood! Tiny crimson pools, that stood for death! Falling from somewhere
above, those splashes could have been evidence of murder aready done But, singularly enough, those
crimson drops were promise of a death to come!

Secane did not see them. Nor could he hear the pygmy splashes when they fell. He wastaking again to
Rick.

"Certainly, I'll seeyou, Rick," Secane was saying. "Come right through, of course... What'sthat? Y ou
have to go back to the office firg?... Why?"

Whatever Rick'sreply, it kept Secane too concentrated for him to notice the blood-hued drops that were
creeping closer. One crimson blob flicked Secane's elbow as he pushed the tel ephone book aside,
dumping it to the floor beneath the table. Another struck Secane's shoulder, but the only sign that he felt it
came when he gave an involuntary twitch.

"Y ou're coming aone, aren't you, Rick?' voiced Secane. "All right; I'll wait... Yes, hurry. If you don't
have to go to the office, so much the better... I'll listen for the bell when you come through -"

The reference to "coming through™ indicated that 618 Westbury Court was directly behind the Cafe
Gdaxy, and could be reached from the night club by a connecting door. That might have had something
to do with the mysterious drops of blood that fell without Secane's knowledge.

A crimson splash struck the lower edge of Secane's collar, which deadened it. The next was lower,
toward the center of Secane's back, but it fell while he was hanging up the phone, so he didn't noticeit.

A third drop splashed, itstiny crimson dye in the very center of Secane's back, as he stiffened, to stare
toward adoor at therear of the hall.

That drop was repeated. Seconds seemed to linger, while others dripped dowly to the same spat,
enlarging the crimson blot that Secane was too strained to know about. From the door at the rear of the
hall came thering of abell, asharper, more penetrating sound than Secane expected.

Still crouched in his chair, Secane was looking for Rick. Instead, he saw a swirl of blackness - that of a
cloaked figure sweeping toward him.

No longer were the drops of blood trickling upon Secane's back. As the hunted man voiced an
inarticulate cry, something ese arrived to sully hiswhite shirt. Asthough from nowhere, asremarkablein
its materidization asthefigurein black that came from the hallway's gloom, aknife flashed hometo the
middle of Secane's back.

Driven asif hurled by a powerful hand, the long, thin-bladed dirk stabbed clear to its hilt. Secane's sharp
cry became a hideous shriek as he sprawled forward, arms stretched, toward the grasp of an arriving
being who wastoo late to grip him. Headlong, Secane struck the floor at The Shadow's feet.

No longer were mysterious drops of crimson flecking the whiteness of Secane's shirt. Hiswhole back
was stained with the red gush of his own lifeblood, produced by the knife with which an unseen hand had
ddivered death in the very presence of The Shadow!

CHAPTER XVII. ELECTED: AKILLER



THE dong of the bell had produced a tir from the front room on the floor above. Secane's death shriek
turned that tir into the pound of footsteps, coupled with the shrill blast of apolice whistle. Then
Ingpector Joe Cardona was hanging over the banister of the second floor, totally amazed at what he saw
below.

On the floor by the telephone table lay Wilfred Secane, aknife handle sticking from hisback, his shirt
stained with gore. Half crouched above him, ahand extended toward the murder weapon, was afigure
cloaked in black who could only be The Shadow.

Or could he be?

If ever murder lay on full display, with akiller gloating over his handiwork, thiswas such atime. It
seemed incredible to Cardonathat The Shadow could have dealt death in cold blood. Reaching for his
revolver, Cardonawas struck with the grim thought that the man in black must be an impostor.

A laugh trailed upward. It was agrim, reflective tone, the sort that The Shadow gave when inspired by
ideas of vengeance. Inimitable mirth, that could only be The Shadow's. There had been times when that
strange taunt gladdened Joe Cardona. Thistime, the sinister whisper gave the ace ingpector athing he
didn't think that he could fed: achill of horror.

The Shadow's head tilted upward, delivering the burn of steady eyes. Those eyes spied Cardonaand
caught the swarthy inspector's frozen expression. With a sudden bound, The Shadow wheeled away
from beside Secane's body.

Instantly, Cardonalunged down the stairs, hoping to box himin the hall below. Ashe came, Joe blared
thewhistle again.

The shrill note was unneeded. Already, the front door was dashing open, with Joe's detectives springing
through. Cardona howled for them to grab The Shadow, and they made an awkward lunge. Instead of
driving for the back of the hall, the fools were heading for the stairs. Cardona paused, to point hisgun
acrossthe banister.

Then Cardonalearned that his men wereright, and he was wrong. The Shadow wasn't heading back; he
was coming up. Ahead of aiming guns, he met Cardona midway on the steps, and before Joe could
whedl around, The Shadow spilled him.

Cardonatumbled into the arms of detectives who lunged up to stop him. Catching his balance, Joe
bawled for them to stop The Shadow.

That was quite another thing.

Guns blazed at blackness atop the steps, only to prove that The Shadow wasn't in the gloom. HEd made
the turn on the second floor and was throwing back ataunt, as though inviting pursuit. Cardonaand the
rest took the invitation, but by the time they reached the second floor, The Shadow was on hisway to the
third, till gibing back at them with hisincessant mockery.

Foor by floor the chase continued, with The Shadow gaining all theway. He needed alarger lead when
he reached the fifth story, as was proven when the pursuerstook the last flight of airs.

There, they saw The Shadow in adim-lit hall, where he had just finished stacking achair on atable, and
was mounting the chair, to smash up through a clamped trapdoor.

There was aroar asthe clamp gave under aripping spurt from an automatic; then, asif thejolt of the .45
had turned him into a cloaked catapult, The Shadow vaulted through the opening to the roof, with police



guns peppering only the ceiling around the space where he had gone.

Boldly, Cardona and his men took the same route. Asthey emerged on the roof, they heard The
Shadow's laugh again and saw the spurting tongues of two big guns. Thinking the shots were meant for
them, they scattered, some of them tripping over ashort ladder that lay upon the roof. Then, seeing that
The Shadow was shooting aong the roof itself, they opened fire.

THAT ended The Shadow's battle with afoe that no one saw. Cardonawasn't faling for any bluff, nor
were hismen.

Police gunsrattled so defiantly, that The Shadow had to take noticein ahurry. He took to the shelter of a
chimney, with bullets battering away chunks of brick the moment he arrived.

From that chimney, The Shadow dodged to another. Detectives glimpsed his silhouetted outline as he
went, and changed their aim. Then The Shadow became more elusive. He began to stage hisfamous
vanishing act in atruly baffling syle.

Out from behind achimney, he blended with a parapet, and was gone from the low wall before the police
could rakeit with their fire.

He reappeared upon the next-door roof, and led the pursuers a merry chase dong it, until they suddenly
found that they were on abarren trail. By then, The Shadow had dropped to alower roof, in back.
There, Cardona spotted him making along, desperate leap acrossto another parapet.

At least, Cardonathought it was a desperate leap, but he was amazed at the way The Shadow cleared
the twenty-foot gap. Spreading his arms, the cloaked catapult made a batlike swoop through air, and
landed with plenty to spare.

What reveded The Shadow was the dim light from the danted window of a studio. Getting through one
window, The Shadow was gone when Cardona began to shatter the panes of the other windows with
bullets. Pursuing, the police found they couldn't bridge the gap. There was along board lying on the other
roof, but it was out of reach.

So Cardona shouted from the roof top down to patrolmen who were with a crowd that was gathering in
the street, ordering them to head off The Shadow. While he shouted, Cardona kept seeing the flickers of
alight that blinked from the front of a building where The Shadow had gone.

That light was the dectric sign of the Cafe Gaaxy. The Shadow had taken a short cut back to the night
club.

Patrolmen were piling in from the street when The Shadow reached the ground floor. Coming from a
garway, the cloaked fugitive was caught in aspotlight that a hel pful eectrician turned hisway.

With alaugh, The Shadow fired one shot, purposdly high, to scare the fellow from his post. The
electrician scampered away, and in his hurry he knocked the release of arevolving blinker device.

Acrossthe floor went The Shadow, amid the flickering lights that cut from red to green to orange, running
the entire gamuit of the spectrum. Men were shouting, women screeching, while The Shadow, changing
from one hue to another, made for the door of Stanner's office. He was out of the spotlight's colorful
glow when he reached the door he wanted - and he saw Rick springing fromiit.

Savagely, Rick tried to stop The Shadow, only to be caught and flung as a shield againgt theaiming
patrolmen who were coming The Shadow's way. Rick had started this, and The Shadow intended to
have him play afurther part.



Dodging away as guns began to shoot, The Shadow grabbed tables and flung them &t the patrolmen who
dropped back. However, Rich wasin action, coming at the head of surging men - patrons and
employees of the Cafe Galaxy.

Guns spoke again. The patrolmen weren't the only ones who fired. Some shots came from amid the
charging throng. Rick, in his hurry, wastoo far ahead. He overtook the barrage that was directed toward
The Shadow and sprawled flat, a bullet in his back. Other men were sscumbling over Rick, and inthe
confusion The Shadow weaved among them and was gone.

In from a side door came Cardona and his detectives. Passing a pair of patrolmen, Cardonaran into
Commissioner Weston, who had just arrived. Near Weston was Rudolph Delmot, who was gesturing the
commissioner over toward Rick Stanner.

They reached the night-club owner just in time to hear his dying coughs. Rick tried to point upward; he
finished with asideward gesture toward the office.

Then, as Rick succumbed, the office door opened and Lamont Cranston stepped into sight. Though no
oneredlized it, his appearance accounted for the vanish of The Shadow. By side-stepping into Rick's
empty office, The Shadow had gained time to change his cloak into acoat lining and twist hisblack hat
insde out, flipping the bands back in place.

As Cranston, The Shadow was more puzzled than anyone e se present. He explained how hed cometo
see Rick, and had waited in the office. Rick had said something about meeting afriend, but the night-club
owner hadn't returned until the commotion started.

Crangton didn't add that he hadn't been in the office when Rick came back; on the contrary, he gave the
oppositeimpression. With Rick dead, there was no one to testify otherwise. Instead, witnesses
subgtantiated Cranston's story. They had seen Cranston go into the office, some time before, and he
hadn't come out until the present.

So Cranston joined the investigators who went through to the other house. When they found Secane's
body, Cardona gave the details of the murder, glumly admitting that The Shadow must be the guilty party.
No other killer could possibly have fled the place with Joe atop the stairs and detectives coming through
the door.

The windows of Secane'slittle parlor were dl locked from the inside. When Weston tried the door at the
rear of the halway, to find out if anyone could have gone back to the Cafe Galaxy, he found that the
door was latched from the other side. Thiswas another case of established guilt.

Just asthe law was positive that Laverock had murdered Orvill, because of the gun benegath the grating;
just as Secane must have killed Laverock, because no one else could have carried the unwieldy
automeatic into the apartment; so was the knife in Secane's back sure evidence that only the hand of The
Shadow could have planted it there.

Commissioner Weston was bringing up the fact that The Shadow had mixed in affairs before. He was
even inclined to argue that The Shadow had made the thrust at Buram, using masked hirelingsto help
him, then scattering them purely asan dibi for himsdif.

The upshot of it al wasthat The Shadow, for some reason known only to himsdlf, had dain Wilfred
Secane. While Weston chattered thus, his friend Cranston was quietly watching Cardona's men remove
Secane's body from its resting spot.

Odd, those tiny splashes of blood upon Secane's collar and his shoulder. Such flecks could hardly have



gpattered from the knife wound in Secane's back. When the body was carried away, Cranston noted the
telephone book, where Secane had shoved it from the table.

Stooping, Cranston lifted it carefully, so that the directory remained open at the same pages where it had
fdlen.

On one page, Cranston saw another crimson drop. He studied the blob carefully; then, making sure that
no one watched, he tore the page from the directory and closed the book, as he folded the torn sheet
into his pocket.

Hat and coat across hisarm, Lamont Cranston strolled outdoors to rejoin hisfriend, the police
commissoner.

Only afew nights ago, Lamont Cranston had been elected to the executive committee of the Avenue
Club. Thisevening, The Shadow, by unanimous vote, had been eected akiller. Quite acontrast, those
two offices. Perhaps Cranston should think it an honor to belong to the executive committee. Similarly,
The Shadow might deem it adisgrace to be wanted as a murderer.

Y et, between those two degrees there might be avery little difference. It was possible, in fact, that both
had been meant for the same man. Fortunately, Cranston and The Shadow passed as two personalities;
therefore, the scheme had dipped its cog.

Between them, Lamont Cranston and The Shadow were figuring it dl out, very nicely.
CHAPTER XVIII. THE GAME THAT TURNED

"WANTED for murder:; The Shadow!"

The hue and cry was everywhere, except in the one place where The Shadow could be found. That
happened to be a hideaway so perfect that no one could hope to unearth it, as they had the refuges
where Laverock and Secane had gone.

The Shadow wasin his sanctum, making atest with an ultraviolet lamp on little drops that showed ruddy
under normal glow, but which did strange things when the ultraviol et rays struck them. It was very easy to
identify blood from other fluids, under that queer light.

A whispered laugh throbbed amid blackened walls, as The Shadow extinguished the light and departed.
Finished with his experiments, he was|eaving his shug sanctum.

When he regppeared, The Shadow had become Lamont Cranston, and was stepping from hislimousine
in front of the Avenue Club.

It was evening, so Cranston found Harry Vincent and Clyde Burke at the club. They called their pool
game when their chief arrived, and Cranston drew them to aquiet corner for abrief conference. What he
had to say, surprised them utterly.

"I knew that you both would be safe, here at the club,” declared Cranston. "Nothing startling ever
happens at the Avenue Club. When its members are murdered, they dways die outside the place. | think
itistime that something happened ingde, for achange.”

Pausing, Cranston noted the expectant looks on the faces of hislisteners. Then:

"l am going to make something happen,” he proceeded. "To do S0, areason must be established, and an
issue must be forced. Those things, combined, can work marvels. Ten minutes from now, | want you



both to meet me publicly in the foyer, and take every cuel giveyou."

Ten minuteslater, Cranston was coming from a phone booth, where he had just called Commissioner
Weston. Thefirst persons he encountered were Harry and Clyde. Thrusting Harry aside, Cranston
caught Clyde by the coat collar.

There weren't many membersin the foyer, to hear the dispute that followed, but plenty of attendants
gathered around. The thing was so unusua to see the complacent Mr. Cranston, distinguished member of
the executive committes, |etting forth avituperation that carried vitriolic threst.

Of course, Cranston had good reason.

He'd found out, so he claimed, that Clyde was responsible for the dander published by the Classic: the
statement that Cranston and his friend the commissioner were at odds. Cranston chalenged Clydeto
deny it, S0, taking the cue, Clyde did. Whereupon Cranston voiced threats of physical violence and
dared Clydeto equa them. Again, Clyde responded.

By then, Harry was drawn into it, and Cranston was accusing him of taking Clyde's sde. When such
friends as Cranston and Vincent lost their heads, matters could get hot indeed. The pair nearly cameto
blows, before attendants separated them.

Turning away, Cranston contemptuoudy suggested that Vincent take Burke to the gym and get him into
condition for the beeating that he soon would take. To that, Harry answered that he, personally, wasin
proper shape to handle Cranston's case.

Going up to the mezzanine, Cranston found Delmot in conference with Buram. Giving Cranston a
reproving look, Delmot inquired what al the trouble was about. When he heard, Delmot shook his head.

"Why not forget Burke?' heinquired. "After al, you and Weston are till friends-"

"I'll forget neither Burke nor Vincent!" Something in Cranston's steedy tone made it dl the more
dangerous. "When Weston arrives, I'm going up to the gym and bring them down. That is, I'll bring Burke
down. Vincent may haveto stay therel"

Demot reached for phone, asthough to call the gym and tell Ryda to warn Harry. Cranston's hand shot
across the desk and removed Delmot's grip from the telephone.

"Let's attend to our own business, Delmot,” spoke Crangton, in that hard, firm tone. "Asamember of the
executive committee, | want to go over thefinancid reports. The other committee men have been leaving
too much to you."

WITH ashrug, Delmot produced the reports, hoping that they would make Cranston forget his feud with
Vincent. It was plain that histhreat was one of violence, when he had stated that Vincent might haveto
remain where Cranston met him. Upon reading the reports, Cranston did forget Harry for the time.

"These mean nothing,” stated Cranston coldly. "They do not include the Satistics on the Allied Benefit
Asociation.”

"Buram handlesthe A.B.A.," explained Delmoat, with agesture. "He can furnish you with those reports.”
"They're over in my office," explained Buram nervoudy. "I can have them here tomorrow, Cranston.”

Fury blazed from Cranston's eyes. His voice, though even, carried asharp, accusing bite.



"Tomorrow will not do,” Cranston declared. "Nor will the reports suffice done. | must see the funds they
represent. This expansion program isahuge thing. Y ou have spread the A.B.A. to at least twenty cities.

"Averaging ahundred members each, that makes atotal of two thousand. With each man insured for ten
thousand dallars, in case of accidentd death, you need asinking fund of twenty million dollard™

Buram began an ardent protest. He explained that nothing like the absol ute total was needed to guarantee
insurance benefits. He was quoting the figures compiled by insurance actuaries, as proof of how matters
redlly stood. But in the course of it, Buram admitted two things.

First, heinadvertently stated that Cranston's estimate of insured members was very much below the
actual number. Then, in speaking of funds, he let dip that the A.B.A. had dready drawn in the reserves
from the origind clubsthat belonged to the association.

By thetime Buram finished, he found that Delmot had swung to Cranston'sway of thinking.

"Y ou have gone farther than | supposed,” stated Delmot. "I must compliment you upon your industry,
Buram, but you should have reported the facts.”

"| intended to," returned Buram, "but you were too busy with matters here at the club.”

"No longer," rgoined Demot. "With Cranston to help me, | shall have no further trouble. We shdl go to
your office later, Buram, and examine the books. Tomorrow, we can check the fundsthat you havein the
bank."

Crangton gave a satisfied nod. But his eyes showed another flash as he rose from his chair. Turning to the
door, he told Delmot to notify him when Weston arrived. Cranston was going to the gymnasium, to settle
meatters up there.

Ryda wasjugt finishing atelephone call when Cranston reached the gym. Cheerily, the physica director
gave greeting and asked what Cranston wanted. When he learned that Cranston waslooking for Harry
and Clyde, Ryda nodded.

"| think they'rein thelocker room,” said Ryddl. "If they arent, I'll find them for you."

Clyde was in the locker room, where he had just changed to a gym suit. Hislocker door was open, and
before Clyde could closeit, Cranston stopped him. From the look that his chief gave him, Clyde knew
that Cranston wanted the argument to begin again, for the benefit of listeners about the locker room.

Their voices had just started, and they were bringing Vincent's name into the dispute, when Harry
entered, swinging apair of Indian clubs. Seeing what was up, as he turned the corner of the lockers,
Harry laid the clubs down on a bench.

Cranston was backing Clyde against the inner corner of the locker door as Harry stepped forward.
Hence, Clyde only had apartid view of Harry's approach.

What Clyde saw was the thing that came whizzing from Harry's direction, so suddenly that Clyde could
have sworn that Harry had thrown it, but for the fact that Clyde knew that Harry's quarrdl with Cranston
was purely an act.

Thewhirling thing was an Indian club, flung in expert style. Skilled club throwers could hurl those objects
with tremendous speed, with an aim that would drive anail home. But the heavy Indian club, flying &t full
force, wasn't directed at anail head. It was driving straight for Cranston's skull!



FORGETTING the bluff that he was supposed to play, Clyde voiced awarning, that didn't leave hislips
until the club had actually arrived.

"Look out!"

Cranston's action was ahead of Clyde'swords. Held been watching Harry's arrival, in the mirror on the
locker door. Cranston was full about and shifting to the left when the murderous missile reached him, but
he didn't let it ride on past. Instead, with the skill of an expert juggler, Cranston plucked the Indian club
frommidair.

Inthat brief space, Harry did anatura thing. The club was past him before he could shout, and he saw
The Shadow grab it. But Harry performed the same action that he would have if the club had felled
Cranston.

Swinging around to learn who had thrown the missile, Harry saw the other club lying on the bench.
Grabbing it for aweapon, he turned the corner of the lockers, hoping to find the cul prit.

Harry ran right into Ryda, who shouted for al to hear:
"Stop him! He'skilled Crangton!”

What aframe-up it wasl Men, turning from their lockers, saw Harry swinging one club, where, only a
few moments before, held entered with apair. They didn't guessthat Ryda had snatched up one club,
the moment that Harry had laid both aside; that it was Ryda who had made the expert throw.

Harry'sone club, inginctively regained, marked him asthe culprit. Not asingle withesswould testify in his
behdf - with the possible exception of Clyde, who was aready prejudiced in Harry's favor.

It would have been amurder charge for Harry Vincent, if the ghost of the dead man hadn't suddenly
appeared. At leadt, Ryda thought it was a ghost that came around the corner, until he saw that Lamont
Cranston was carrying the deadly Indian club.

Ryda gestured frantically at Harry, but Cranston didn't stop. He came for Ryda instead, and with awild
shout, the stocky man plunged among the lockers.

Ryda's shout gtarted things. Otherslunged in from the gym. They were Ryda's amateur boxers,
employees of the Avenue Club. They weren't wearing boxing gloves, insteed, they were digging for guns.

But their attack broke when apair of Indian clubs flew their way. Cranston and Harry let go together and
felled apair of attackers, while the rest were diving out into the gym.

Battle was on. The Shadow had disclosed the truth. The Avenue Club, with dl its pretense, was a habitat
of thugs! As Cransgton, The Shadow was breaking up this house of evil, starting from its core!

But Crangton's action was only the beginning. As The Shadow, he would finish his combat in crime's
sronghold!

CHAPTER X1 X. DEATH AMONG FRIENDS

BEFORE Rydd's crew could raly, Cranston was steering Harry down the adley of lockers, and turning
to follow on hisown. Cranston threw alook for Rydd and saw the stocky man coming.

Ryda had agun, but there wasn't timeto draw it. He thought he wouldn't need it, dedling with a
gentleman named Crangton, who preferred fencing to fisticuffs.



Rydal took aroundhouse swing at Cranston, the long type of punch that was sure disaster for those who
didn't know how to ward it off. The blow never landed. Instead, Rydal received on the jaw what he
mistook for amuleskick.

Slammed back against arow of lockers, Ryda dumped to the floor, too blank to redize that Cranston
had been kidding when he said he couldn't punch.

Overtaking Harry and Clyde, Cranston beckoned them to a corner locker, the only oneinitsrow that
had aspecid lock. Opened, the locker revealed itsalf as an arsena. Cranston shoved automaticsinto the
hands of his companions, and took adouble brace for himsdf. Then, thrusting his shouldersinto the
locker, Cranston emerged with a cloak upon them. His hand was adding adouch hat to his head.

Lamont Cranston, staid member of the Avenue Club, was dropping out of the picture. The Shadow was
taking over!

When the black-cloaked fighter gppeared from among the lockers, Ryda was on hisfeet again. Ryda
put hisfeet to use, asdid therest of his crowd. They fled out through the gymnasium, toward elevators
and the stairway, pursued by The Shadow's gunshots.

Waving for Harry and Clyde to take over another eevator, The Shadow chosethe stairs. All the way
down, hislaugh and the occasiona blasts of his guns spurred his opponentsto faster flight.

On thethird floor, The Shadow turned dong a hdlway which the fleeing men hadn't found time to follow.
He heard the clang of an elevator door, and came upon half a dozen crooks who were speeding for the
guarters where the employees lived. Blocking off their course with rapid gunfire, The Shadow dropped a
pair of them and herded the rest down the airs.

He'd proven one point, The Shadow had: namely, that the third floor had an exit to an old house next
door. He'd guessed that fact the night of Harry's plight, when masked men had so suddenly disappeared.

Cars had fled from the vicinity of the Avenue Club, but they had gone empty. For the hired help that
trained around Ryda's gym were the cover-up men who had blocked off pursuits of Laverock and
Secane, and had later staged the holdup of Buram. They hadn't wanted The Shadow to know that they
belonged here, so they had sent the cars away as decoys.

Continuing down the stairway, The Shadow heard shooting in the foyer, and when he camein sight, he
saw men sprawling on the marble floor. Harry and Clyde were in the other elevator, using it asa pillbox
to cut off the escape of Ryda and the rest of his gun-toting athletes.

Things were getting hot for The Shadow's agents. Clerks, other attendants, even the fancy-dressed
doorman, were drawing gunsto reinforce Ryda's tribe. The Shadow put a quick stop to that process.

Hisbig gunstaked. With their bursts came his mighty laugh. The Shadow's devadtating aim spilled every
foeman who waited long enough to become a human target. There was only one other way out: up to the
mezzanine by adifferent flight of steps than those The Shadow occupied. So Rydd and the remainder of
his tribe took that route.

Again, they met with opposition. Two men appeared with revolvers. Commissioner Weston and
Ingpector Cardona. Both had been waiting with Delmot and Buram, until Cranston returned from the
gym. Their gunfire stopped the rush, and more shots roared from the front door of the club, winging the
thugs who were hdting on the broad stairs.

Cardona hadn't forgotten to post asquad outside. He'd been making a habit of taking aong aflock of



detectives wherever he went.

IN the midst of dl that, Ryda was huddled on the stairs, shooting at atarget of hisown. He saw The
Shadow, down from the sSide steps, helping mop up in thelobby. But Rydd, jabbing the few shotsleft in
his gun, couldn't clip The Shadow with any of them.

Expecting just such afire, the cloaked fighter was weaving; in afashion too eusive for Rydd'sam.

Then Ryda saw The Shadow coming hisway. Low in his crouch, Ryda sidied up the stairs, using the
formsof hissinking followers as shieldsto help him reach the top. There, passing Weston and Cardona,
Ryda ran into Delmat, who grappled with him. The two were sdling dong therail of the mezzanine as
The Shadow hurried up the steps.

Weston and Cardona saw the cloaked fighter coming and displayed their guns. They hadn't forgotten that
they wanted The Shadow for Secane's death. The laugh that they received was more significant than
words. As he gaveit, The Shadow gestured down the stairway.

Sight of detectives gathering guns from wounded crooks was convincing indeed. The fact thet the
mgority of the Avenue Club's hirdings were armed men, engaged in crime, spoke for itself.

It was The Shadow who had unmasked the hidden business and rounded up Ryda's horde. From that
fact, Weston and Cardona reasoned that The Shadow could disclose other things as well, among them,
proof that he hadn't murdered Secane.

So Weston and Cardona stepped aside to let The Shadow pass. Noting the direction that he took, they
saw for thefirgt time that Delmot was grappling with Ryda . Deciding that they would be needed, too,
Weston and Cardona followed The Shadow.

Another man took quick advantage of their departure. That man was Buram. So far, he'd kept quitein
the background. Now, he was steding down the stairs, looking back furtively, hoping he wouldn't he
spotted.

But he was, by Rydal. Breaking away from Delmot, Rydal made for the stairs, escaping The Shadow
when Cardonablundered in front of the cloaked fighter. After Ryda went Delmot, so close behind him
that it wasn't safe to take ashot at Rydal.

Seeing Rydd brandishing agun, Buram cut acrossthe foyer, into the lower office, which was dark. Rydal
was next, and Delmot just behind the two, as The Shadow reached the door. From within came the
muffled report of agun, followed by aman's dying moan.

The Shadow reached inside and pressed the light switch, revealing the scene within. Across the cloaked
shoulders, Weston and Cardonatook survey.

Buram was lying dead upon the floor. Staring from beside him was Rydd, holding his gun. Delmot was
stooping, wrenching arevolver from Buram's unresisting hand. Turning, Delmot displayed the weapon.

"Buram drew thisgun,” stated Delmot solemnly. "I suppose we can say that Ryda killed himin
sdf-defense” Swinging to Ryda, Delmot added: "But | can't see how that will help you, Rydd. Y ou'll
find it difficult to explain the things that have happened here.”

Ryda didn't try to explain. He stared savagely a Delmot, who thereupon demanded:
"What was Buram's part in this? If you talk, Rydd, it may prove better for you!"



The Shadow's laugh toned from the doorway, as though supporting Delmot's statement.

WITH afrantic glare, Rydal broke suddenly away and made for the deep door of the office, the one
leading to the storeroom where The Shadow had once left his cloak and hat for a short period.

Sometimes that door was bolted; this night, it happened to be open. Ryda yanked it wide and dived
through.

Demot was close after him, so close that, as before, it wasn't possible to shoot Ryda without hitting
Ddmat, too. Thistime, however, Delmot was properly equipped for the pursuit, for he was carrying the
gun that he had taken from Buram's dead hand.

The Shadow was following, urged on by Weston and Cardona, who were coming right behind him.

There was a scuffle in the darkness, the clash of swinging guns, followed by a hard, resounding thwack.
A dumping sound came out, then Demot's voice:

"I've caught him!"

Then Delmot regppeared, dragging Rydd aong. Cardona helped him with his burden, and they dropped
Rydd into achair. The stocky man was using one hand to rub his head, where Delmot had dugged him.
In hisother fist he was holding hisgun, quite |loosdly.

"Thereisyour man, commissioner,” declared Delmot, "and hereis Buram's revolver. Fortunately, | was
ableto dug Ryda before he could shoot me, as he did Buram. Probably his anxiety to escape was the
thing that saved me."

His own guns away, The Shadow stood with folded arms, looking from man to man. He saw Delmot's
solemn expression and Rydal's stupefied look. A strangefinish to crime, this. Not quite in keeping with
The Shadow's expectations, though he understood the Situation fully. With alittle priming, perhaps more
results could be produced.

So The Shadow primed it with alaugh.

Weirdly, histhrobbing tonejarred earsthat feared it. That mirth wasthe sort that could drive men to
madness, particularly those who dedt in evil. It made them do things against their better judgment, for the
laugh declared The Shadow's knowledge of hidden facts - facts that he might disclose at will.

The Shadow wasn't to be tricked, asthe law might be. That was the message behind his mirth. When
The Shadow finished crime, he did it thoroughly, never with halfway measures. Nor could such measures
sufficeagaing him.

Crime's game was over. The Shadow knew! So did those who heard his Sinister taunt!
CHAPTER XX. PROOF OF MURDER

COMING from hischair, Tom Ryda took atightened grip upon hisgun, swinging it The Shadow'sway.
At that moment, Rudolph Delmot sprang forward, with the same verve that he had shown before. Delmot
gtill had the gun that he had taken from Buram, and heaimed it for Rydd.

Though groggy, Ryda acted fairly swiftly. He saw that The Shadow's arms were folded, and therefore
took Delmot for the immediate menace. Rydd flung his chair at Weston and Cardona and turned to meet
Ddmot's attack. Rydd's revolver was coming up, but Delmot's was aready aimed.



Delmot tugged the trigger twice. Then came ablast from Rydd's gun. It was Delmot who struck the
floor, hisfinger gill pulling away, with only clicks responding. Hed tried to down Ryda with an empty
gun, only to receive a point-blank shot in return.

Demot'swound was morta. His face showed adying look. Asfor Rydal, hisbluff festures were
displaying apuzzled expression as he stared at the gun in his hand. 1t seemed that the sound of the shot
had awakened Rydd's dazed memory. Dropping the revolver, asthough its very touch burned him,
Ryda turned to sammer:

"I.... 1 couldn't havekilled him! This... my gun... was empty!"

Ryda was blurting those words to The Shadow. All that came in answer was aparting laugh. Ryda's
staring eyes saw only ablur of blackness, that cleared so suddenly that he wondered whether his own
gaze had tricked him. For the storeroom, where The Shadow had gone, was empty. The cloaked
avenger was leaving by the door beyond it, his own route from the Avenue Club.

A dying snarl sounded from thefloor.
"Yes, empty, Rydd," voiced Delmot. "I wasafool not to guessit! But The Shadow knew -"

There was no compliment to the final phrase. Delmot spat it vicioudy, asthough longing for areturn of
strength and life, that would enable him to settle scores with the cloaked fighter.

What little effort Delmot gill had |eft was exhausted by the words he uttered. The shudder thet his
shoulders gave was purdy the result of aconvulsive spasm; with that shiver, hislife was gone.

Rydd turned pleadingly to Cardona

"Don't you see, ingpector?’ Rydal queried, pointing to the gun he had just dropped. "Thisis Delmot's
revolver. Hekilled Buram with it, here in the dark. He only pretended to be taking the gun from Buram.
When Delmot dugged me, he took my gun and planted the other on me.

Cardona caught on. He was wondering why he hadn't seen it before, as The Shadow had. Ryda's gun
was larger than Delmot's; it didn't have the snug pocket fit that Delmot's needed, to be carried
unnoticed.

"| getit," Cardonatold Ryda. "Demot wanted to stay out of it, like he didn't even own agun. He had to
switch, after held killed Buram, so the dug would tally with the gun we took from you. But when the
pinch came, he decided he'd better kill you, too."

Rydal nodded.

"Hewas certainly making it look justified," added Cardona, as he studied Delmot's body. "But he forgot
that you'd have used up al your bullets fighting The Shadow. Y ou forgot it, too, so you clipped Delmot
with thewrong gun, while he was handling the empty."

That settled, Cardona came to other business.
"O.K., Ryda," gruffed Joe. "Tdl uswhat you know about hiswhole business."

RYDAL poured forth his story. Delmot was the big-shot of the entire racket. Once the hidden brain of a
lawless ring, he had seen his chance to take over the Avenue Club with tremendous profit: the money
drawn from outlying clubs through the Allied Benefit Association.



He was managing that end of the job through histool, Buram. Rydd's business wasto build up an
organization of trigger-men, who could use the Avenue Club astheir headquarters through the smple
expedient of posing as employees. Rydal, himsalf, had been afake fight fixer, and had found his business
dipping. So he had sgned up with Delmot.

Not only had Delmot undermined the club, he had honeycombed it with criminas. It wasto be the future
citadd for as powerful and hidden a gang as had ever marauded Manhattan. How long Delmot expected
it to last, how far heintended to go with it, only the dead ringleader could havetold.

At that point, Rydal paused.

Standing in the doorway from the foyer was Lamont Cranston, the club member who had paved the way
to The Shadow's triumph. Remembering that Cranston packed a punch of hisown, Ryda shifted back in
his chair. He needed no prompting to continue his story.

"Delmot packed the executive committee with stooges,” said Rydal, "so they wouldn't get wiseto his
game. He pretended he wanted somebody smarter, but he redlly didn't. Everybody took ordersfrom
Delmat, like| did tonight, when he phoned me to knock off Cranston and seethat it was blamed on
Vincent."

"Onething | don't get," put in Cardona. "How could Delmot have afforded to let you live, Rydd, after
he'd pinned Buram's death on you."

Ryda wasat alossfor areply, so Cranston calmly supplied it.

"Fromwhat | have just heard," said Crangton, "I am sure that Delmot was building to his climax, al aong.
Hewaswaiting until Ryda came from his daze, so he could tart him off to an escape and shoot him on
theway."

"But The Shadow forced it!" expressed Weston. "That isthe answer, Cranston! Y es, with Buram deed,
wed have blamed him for missing A.B.A. funds, which must be herein Delmot's safe. All the thuggery
would have been pinned on Rydd here, once he was dead, like Buram.”

Weston's ability at analysis was improving, in The Shadow's estimation. It was too bad, however, that the
commissioner didn't carry hisreasoning further. So it devolved upon Cranston to prompt him.

"Since Delmot's strong point was placing guilt on dead men," spoke Cranston coally, "we may be ableto
prove him as the murderer who ddlivered death about town."

"Impossible!” exclaimed Weston. "Why, those cases were proven - and | haven't forgotten something.”
Weston's face stiffened grimly. "The Shadow was responsible for the last deeth in the chain!”

With one hand lowered to his side, Cranston was wigwagging asigna acrossthefoyer. Harry Vincent
saw it from a phone booth, and acted promptly. The phone on the office desk began to ring. Cranston
answered it, and listened with lifted brows. Hanging up, he spoke quietly:

"It was The Shadow. He has given us the clues we need. Get ready, commissioner; weaegoingon a
tour. Asfor you, ingpector” - Cranston turned to Cardona - "you will oblige us by bringing dong the
exhibitsin the earlier murders”

ON their way to the Galba Building, Cranston brought up the point that Delmat, in taking over the
Avenue Club, must have found it quite necessary to dispose of capable committee men. Hence, the chain
of desths could logicaly have been ddivered persondly by Delmot. The first murder wasthat of Dana
Orvill.



When they stopped at the Hotel Bayberry, Cranston studied the revolving door, and nodded.

"Suppose that Delmot was posted a ongside one of those little side doors,” suggested Cranston. "He
could easly have killed Orvill when Laverock's car pulled away, acrossthe Street. If Laverock's
carburetor had been tampered with beforehand, it would have delivered the needed backfires.”

It was Cardonawho supplied the objection.

"Well grant that much,” said Joe. "But what about this gun of Laverock's? The one he chucked down the
graing."

Cranston smiled.
"Well test The Shadow'stheory,” he said. "' Give me the gun, inspector.”

They walked across the street. There, Cranston held the revolver, muzzlefirst, and tried to drop it down
the grating. It stopped with aclang. The bars were too close together for the gun to pass between them!

"I'll be-" began Cardona, "Say - that's something | never thought about! Laverock couldn't have
murdered Orvill and gotten rid of the gun the way we thought he did. Delmot planted it, and I'm beginning
to see how! When he went downstairsto find the janitor, he opened a basement window and shoved the
gun in the space below the grating!™

Nodding, Cranston suggested:
"Let's go over to the gpartment where Laverock waskilled."

They went there, and Cardona produced the clumsy automatic responsible for Laverock's death. They
sent a detective insde to throw the chain bolt. Cardona opened the door asfar asit would go, and went
through his previous motions, to prove that the gun wouldn't go through.

"It won't do," said Cardona. "Between the barrel and the handle, it's too big to go around the side or
over thetop. Delmot couldn't have knocked on the door and then plugged Laverock when he answered
it. Not fromthisside"

Cranston took the bulky automatic.

"Barrel and handle," he mused. "Too large for side or top. Let me see. What did The Shadow say about
it? Ah, | remember. He said to try the sde and top.”

Holding the gun with its handle upright and the barrdl leve, pointing to the left, Cranston carried it up the
sde of the door. When it reached the upper corner, the rest was very smple.

The gun was shaped exactly like the corner. Hence, the upright handle went through at the side of the
door; theleve barrel found space along the top. Releasing the wegpon, Cranston et it thud the floor
ingde the gpartment.

"Our next stop,” he said camly, "is No. 618 Westbury Court."

En route, Cranston explained that he had apersond interest in the final investigation. It was becoming
quite apparent that Delmot, in disposing of Orvill, Laverock, and Secane, had been playing adoubly
smart game. When he reached the end of his run, one man would sill be dive, but wanted for murder,
which was enough to remove him from the affairs of the Avenue Club.

"When | was dected to the executive committeg," declared Cranston, | became one morelink inthe



chain. Unquestionably, Delmot had bought up Secane'sfriend, Rick Stanner, and ordered him to frame
me. Fortunately, The Shadow moved in ahead of me. This bit of evidence that he supplied may helpin
clearing The Shadow of the blame which he accepted in my behaf."

CRANSTON, produced afolded sheet from atelephone book. Cardonawas still staring at it when they
reached 618 Westbury Court. Asthey entered, Joe said:

"Thisblot lookslike blood."

"Red ink aways does," assured Crangton crypticaly. "I brought a bottle of it dong, for our test. Give me
the knife, ingpector, and while I'm on my way upstairs, seeif that torn page fitsin Secane's phone book."

Crangton reached thefifth floor and leaned acrosstherail of the stairway well. Cardonacalled up that the
page fitted. Cranston nodded, and told Cardonato keep looking up; that he wanted Weston to do the
same.

Dipping the point of thelong, thin blade in theink bottle, Cranston held the very top of the knife handle,
so that it dangled at hisfingertips. A drop of ink dripped from the knife point and fell straight downward,
to strike the ground floor with atiny splash.

"Well call the table Secane's back," decided Cranston. "Watch me find the mark, the way Delmot did
with the white shirt. VVery conspicuous, these red blobs againgt white."

Cranston proved it when adrop hit the opened telephone book. Carrying his hand atrifle farther, he
landed ared marker on the table itsalf. The next was very close to the table center. A dight move of
Cranston's hand, and adrop found the very middle.

Drip - drip - drip -

Every splash of red fluid plummeted to the selfsame spot, thanks to the unerring law of gravitation. Then,
asaclimax, Cranston warned:

"Don't move aninch, either of you!"

Helet hisfingersleave the dangling knife. Perfectly weighted, it followed the exact course that the
blood-red drops had taken.

Like athing from nowhere, striking with the powerful momentum gained by afull drop from the fifth floor,
the knife drove deep into the very center of the table and quivered there, between the astonished faces of
Weston and Cardona.

Such was the explanation to the riddle of the third death about town, thefind in achain that the law had
mistaken for perfect crimes, but which The Shadow had andlyzed otherwise.

Weston and Cardona were talking excitedly when Cranston joined them. They were cracking Delmot's
dibis. He hadn't actudly had an dibi for the time when he murdered Orvill, but he had used somefake
oneslater.

"I thought that Delmot went with you to find Laverock," said Weston to Cardona. "He said he did.”

"Hetold me held comewith you," returned Cardona. "He must have besten us both there by using the
back way from the club. | guess, after he shot Laverock, he ducked to the stairs up to the next floor, then
did back past mewhile | was banging at the door."



Much the same was true in Secane's death. Delmot had pulled the same dodge, letting Weston and
Cardona each think he had gone with the other. Cranston added a point.

"Delmot went out by theroof," he analyzed. "He used aladder and a plank, drawing them after him, thus
reaching the Cafe Galaxy. He was there when The Shadow arrived, and in the shooting Delmot put a
bullet in Rick Stanner. Being adouble-crosser himsdlf, Delmot didn't trust the breed.”

What Crangton didn't add, was that Delmot must first have ducked into Rick's office, where Crangton's
absence had given him aclue to The Shadow's double identity. No wonder Delmot had decided to clear
house, beginning with Rick, and later trying to dispose of Cranston at any cost!

BACK at the Avenue Club, they opened Delmot's safe. It was stacked with vast bundles of cash and
securities, totaing the very round sum of two million dollars, al pillaged from the heavy treasuries of
trusting clubsthat were helping in the expansion of the A.B.A.

While the wedlth was being loaded into an armored truck in the dley behind the Avenue Club, Weston
and Cranston discussed afinal, and vita, phase of Delmot's far-reaching schemes.

The point wasthis: through planted aids, dl about the Avenue Club, Delmot had learned every habit of
hisvictims. He knew how, and where, each would flee under stress. He used fake messagesto send
them aong paths that would lead into planned and tested traps.

"Only onething more," mused Weston. "Why did Delmot send Ryda to murder Buram, at the Zenith
Building?'

"Ask Rydd," returned Crangton. "Hell tell you he wasn't after Buram. The victim wasto be Clyde
Burke."

"Because Burke was delving into the affairs of the A.B.A.?"

"Exactly! | think Buram dipped Delmot a hurry-up note with the fifty thousand dollars. So Delmot
pressed the button, to get rid of Burke. Quite ashow, Buram leaving that cash with Delmot. We were
witnesses, commissioner, and we'd hardly have blamed Delmot for an attempted robbery of funds he

aready had"

Commissioner Weston wondered if The Shadow had told that to Cranston, too. Weston was still
thinking it over asherode away in hishig officid car, behind the armored truck. It was then that Weston
heard an answer to histhoughts, seemingly from nowhere.

The answer was astrange, distant laugh, afloating tone that Weston didn't couple with the dley where
Cranston had remained. It was dways so with that weird, trailing mirth. Though near, it gave the effect of
being far away.

The triumph laugh of The Shadow, marking the end of death about town, symbolizing another conquest
over hidden crime!

THEEND



