LEGACY OF DEATH
by Maxwel | G ant

As originally published in "The Shadow Magazi ne," August 1, 1942.

Wth a killer at large, it was up to The Shadow to find out why the
Fram ngham fort une had becone a Legacy of Death.

CHAPTER |
WEALTH TO COVE

OLD El mer Trope bowed profoundly and gestured his thin hand toward the
dining-roomtable. As dryly as though the occasion called for nothing nore
t han
mere formality, Trope inquired:

"Anot her gl ass of sherry, M. Haverdal e?"

"I rather think I need one, M. Trope!"

Al an Haverdal e neant it. Who wouldn't have neant it, after |earning that
he was heir to half a mllion dollars! For such was the announcenent t hat
El ner
Trope had made on this, his first meeting with young Al an Haverdal e.

The sherry was in a decanter on the table. As Al an reached for it, Trope
stopped him Taking the glass stopper froman anti que container, Trope lifted
the decanter and filled Alan's glass; then did the same with his own. Watching
the sherry pour across the thick decanter Iip, Alan was inpressed by the rich
color of the wine. Trope seenmed to understand.

"This was M. Fram nghamlis best," spoke the old man. "Often, | poured it
for him but never did | taste it until after his death. Perhaps that is why
M. Framinghamw lled the full supply to me, with the anple pension that he
left ne."

For a monent, Trope's eyes were lighted with recollection; then he
dwi ndled into his withered self. Though he raised his glass along with Al an
the spark was gone. Even the rich, nut-flavored taste of the very special
sherry could not bring Trope out fromhis shell, once he had retired into it.

"I ama sinple nman," declared Trope, in an al nbst plaintive tone. "A very
simple man. | was a faithful servant to Landis Fram ngham and | shall not
forget him for | have lived anong the benefits that he bestowed upon ne."

There was sincerity in Trope's tone; too nuch of it to suit Alan. But he
didn't blame Trope for it. Rather, Alan felt a surge against the iron tyranny
of Landi s Fram ngham whose dominating will had hunbled all who cane beneath
his sway. If anyone wanted proof of that, they could see it in the attitude of
Trope, who for forty years had been Frani ngham s secretary.

The yoke had borne so heavy upon Trope, that its burden still existed.

And Trope, of all things, felt hinself honored by the fact that his
nmast er
had saddled himw th the postnortemtask of serving as executor of the
Fram ngham est at e.

Those thoughts passed, however, as Alan felt the warm ng tingle of the
sherry. An exuberance swept the young man as he recalled Trope's recent words
with their pronise of inmredi ate wealth.

"It is a very sinple matter," repeated Trope, "this distribution of the
fortune that M. Framinghamleft. It is to be divided equally anong al
eligible heirs.™”

"Suppose there had been no heirs?" queried Alan idly. "Wat then, M.

Tr ope?"

"The whol e estate would go to charities founded by M. Fram ngham" Trope

replied. "Such a possibility, however, is too renpte to consider. For | expect



to have the fortune divided anong the half a dozen heirs within the next
fortnight."

Al an's forehead raised furrows beneath the sleek black hair that topped
it. His broad, snooth features showed a trace of anxiety that Trope's keen
eyes
detected. The old man waited until Al an's dark eyes were turned his way. Al an
saw the steel-gray glint of Trope's respondi ng gaze.

"I can answer your question," stated Trope, "You are wondering if, as M.
Fram ngham s stepson, you are entitled to a share of the estate. The answer is
positively yes, for it was so stated in the will. None of the other relatives
are near enough of kin to contest it."

TROPE S lifting hand was the sign for Alan to rise. Finished with their
sherry, they laid the glasses on the table. Al nost inmediately, a soft-footed
servant entered fromthe kitchen to clear the table. Before he could do so the
doorbell rang. Trope made a gesture, said:

"Answer it, Tifton. Show any visitor into the front parlor."

Al an watched Tifton | eave. The servant was a snmall edition of Trope
hi nsel f, even to his plain black suit, his wing-tipped collar, and the
shoestring necktie which adorned it. Long trained in the Fram ngham servi ce,
old Trope had | earned his | essons well. The obedi ence which Trope had shown
Fram ngham was bei ng exacted from Tifton by Trope hinself.

"You are finding New York interesting, no doubt," said Trope, in his dry,

polite way. "So | assume that you will remain here until the estate is
settl ed.
Meanwhi | e, shoul d you require any funds -"
"None needed, thank you," interposed Alan, with a smle. "I"'mwell fixed
for the present, M. Trope. I'mgoing on a tour of the bright spots this

evening, particularly the fanpbus Forty-one C ub, where | hear they have the
town's best floor show "

Trope's eyebrows raised, as if in mld reproval. Those brows were
| owering, when the eyes went narrow, a thing which Alan couldn't quite fathom
until he realized that Trope was | ooking beyond him toward the hallway door
Al an turned.

There in the doorway stood a girl whose expression, at first glance,
struck Al an as denure. She was a blonde with clear blue eyes that nonentarily
sparked an apol ogy for her intrusion. Ad Trope bowed, spoke his dry
i ntroducti on:

"Al'low ne, Mss Fram ngham to present M. Haverdale. He is another of
t he
heirs."

Instantly, the girl's manner changed. She drew the collar of her nink
coat
cl ose about her throat and eyed Alan with a cold hauteur that made hi m wi nce.
Quite rapidly, he formed his conclusions regarding the girl's manner

She, at |east, bore the Farm ngham nane and coul d snub cl ai mants of
Al an's
sort. No matter how distant her relationship to Landis Fram ngham she was an
aristocrat; Al an, a nenber of an upstart tribe. Drawi ng back as though she
could not tolerate such a neeting, the girl ignored Al an and spoke to Trope,
in
a tone that rang with snobbery:

"I beg your pardon, M. Trope. | did not know you had a guest." Even the
girl's apology was stiffly spoken, as was the request that followed: "M ght
use your tel ephone for an inportant call?"

"Certainly, Mss Fram ngham"

Trope finished with his nost obsequi ous bow, and Al an watched the
all-inmportant M ss Fram nghamturn proudly away while the old man fawned. Such
arrogance enraged Al an, but he nmanaged to stifle his tenper.



"If she's a genuine Fram ngham" said Alan bluntly, "I'mnot anxious to
neet the rest of them"

"M ss Catherine Fram ngham" nused Trope. "She has the famly nane, but
she is really a very distant relative."

"She's very distant, all right," agreed Alan, "and the farther | keep
away
from such snobs, the better | like it!"

Trope gave hima very hunbl e bow, as though his own opinion could matter
little, conpared with Alan's. Then, with a new note of apol ogy, Trope stated:

"I felt it good policy not to have the heirs nmeet until | talked with
t hem
separately. OF course, there are certain exceptions, in the cases of those who
have already net, and are friendly. But in this instance -"

"I understand,” put in Alan. "I and this fur-bearing Fram ngham fenal e
just wouldn't mix. No need to apol ogi ze, M. Trope."

There was anot her bow from Trope, as he gestured to the sideboard, where
he had repl aced the decanter

"Have anot her gl ass of sherry, M. Haverdal e," suggested Trope, "while
go to see what M ss Fram ngham wi shes. "

ALAN uncor ked the decanter and poured hinsel f another dash of the rare
wi ne. Pacing the nodest dining room he scow ed, grunbled to hinself,
particul arly when he pictured old Trope kowtow ng to the Fram ngham girl
Recal ling that his own interview was ended, Al an w shed that Trope woul d
return, because he didn't want to wal k out on the old gentleman w thout a

good- by.
At last, an opportunity for departure cane. Tifton entered, bowed to Al an
and told himthat M. Trope was still occupied and would be for sone tinme. So

Alan told the servant to pay his respects to M. Trope; and added that he
coul d
be reached at his hotel the next day.

Tifton brought Alan's hat and coat. The young man strode out through the
front hall, glowering at the closed door of the parlor as he passed.

The fresh outside air wasn't soothing when Alan reached it. The warnth of
the sherry kept his anger high. Looking at the drab house and the decayed
nei ghbor hood about it, Alan agreed that El mer Trope was, indeed, a nan of
sinmple wants. What a contrast to the Fram nghamrel ati ons, who were splitting
an estate into half a mllion dollars each

Then, renmenbering that he was coming into just such a portion for
hi nmsel f,

Al an shrugged, as though that ended it. Looking for a cab, he saw one near the
corner. He hoped that it had brought the Fram nghamgirl, because in that

case,

he'd bribe the driver not to wait, thus naking her go to the trouble of
calling

anot her cab.

So Al an gestured inpatiently, and after a short hesitation, the cab cane
over.

Al an was speaking to the driver as he stepped into the cab. Al he said
was:

"Take nme to the Forty-one Club."

But there were others in the cab, who said nmore. Two of them both
shar p- mannered gentlenmen with very pressing ways. One managed to squeeze into
the near corner of the cab, so that Al an stepped past him Next thing, Alan
was
wedged between the pair staring fromone nuffled face to the other

"Sit tight, fellow " grunted one. "Nothing' s going to happen, if you
listen first and tal k when we say so."

"W're going for a little ride," informed the other. "If you want a



return
ticket, it's up to you!"

Al an's eyes went downward, to view the pressure that the two were giving
him That pressure cane from guns, stubby revolvers that were flanking Al an's
ribs. So far, what these chaps said, they neant, and there was nothing to do
but hear what el se they had to say.

Al an let his hands conme up, while his head gave a sl ow nod. One of his
captors gruffed at the driver

"CGet going! You know where."

The cab started, and with its forward roll Alan felt an obliteration of
the past. AOd Trope, his servant Tifton, the haughty Fram nghamgirl, al
seened |i ke people belonging to another world. There was one thing, however,
that kept ringing through Alan's brain.

Half a million dollars!

That sum in Alan's opinion, was the cause of his predicanent. He'd cone
i nto noney and these ruffians had guessed it. They were but the vanguard,

t hese

ruffians, of a whole horde of |eeches and vul tures who woul d be seeking a
share

of Alan's wealth. Being wealthy, Al an would have to adjust hinmself to this
sort

of thing.

So Al an Haverdal e settled back to face this odd adventure, little
guessi ng
the real causes behind it, and | acking all conception of the startling
consequences that his enforced journey woul d produce!

CHAPTER |
THE FRI END FROM THE DARK

THOUGH they had promised to talk, the two nmen didn't; at |east, not for
quite a while. Unless Al an could count their rather frequent adnonitions to
"keep | ooki ng straight ahead" as sonmething in the way of conversation
Apparently, they didn't want himto get a close |ook at their faces, which
m ght have been possible fromthe passing street |anps.

At that, Alan's captors weren't taking much chance of recognition. The
cab
was threading itself through a maze of side streets, and speeding rapidly
whenever it was forced to cover a stretch along an avenue. And Al an, a
stranger
in New York, was conpletely lost, even wondering if they were still on
Manhat t an
I sl and.

One sol ace: the cab driver wasn't in | eague with Alan's captors.
Cccasional grow s directed his way were proof that the fell ow was acting under
enforced instructions. Should there be a chance to break fromthe cab, Al an
felt that he could depend, to some extent, upon the cabby's cooperation

Then, issuing froma side street, the cab crossed an avenue and di pped
into a driveway that Alan first supposed nust be the feed line into the East
River tunnel. It happened that the cab was goi ng west, which Al an didn't know,
but at |east he was soon disillusioned on the tunnel question

The cab wasn't di pping under the river; it was sinply entering Centra
Park, and there, as it rolled along the winding drives, Alan's captors began
to
speak their piece.

"Come into a |l ot of dough, haven't you, bud?" began the man on Al an's
left. "Some of the cash that old man Frami nghamleft. Am1 right?"

"I"'mcomng into noney, yes," replied Alan casually. "But | haven't



gotten
it yet."

"You mean that guy Trope won't hand it over?" demanded the fellow on the
right. "Holding out on you?"

It sounded as though the pair were suddenly taking Al an's side agai nst an
injustice. But Alan was quick to see a deeper point. Remenbering that his
captors had said they would talk first, he let them and their speech proved
vol ubl e.

"Figure that!" said one. "Here's a guy has cash owed himand he can't get
it

"Because he don't know how," put in the other. "Now, if he had fell ows
like us with him working on comm ssion -"

"We'd make Trope come through!™”

"And in a hurry, too!"

They silenced, as though putting it up to Al an, who spoke, quite coolly.

"I'f you want noney," he said, "you're welconme to what | have on nme. Quite
wel cone, if it would termnate this ride, which is rather boring, considering
that | prefer to see Central Park by day, rather than by night.

"But if you are trying to dupe ne into betraying nmy good friend M.

Tr ope,
you are wasting your efforts. | amquite sure that he will deliver ny share of
t he Fram ngham noney, at the proper tine. Meanwhile, | doubt that he is
foolish
enough to have any of those funds at his house. In turn, I amnot so foolish
to
i ntroduce strangers there, in an effort to find out."

"Particularly" - in the darkness, Alan let his eyes rove fromside to
si de

- "when those strangers are the sort who seeminclined to help thenselves to
anyt hi ng on which they can lay their bands!"

THOUGH he spoke boldly, Alan was relying on sheer bluff. These nen were
arnmed, and hel d hi m hel pl ess.

Therein, they held a nost potent weapon in the matter of obtaining funds
from Trope. The weapon was Al an hinsel f.

Technically, the pair had al ready ki dnaped Alan, and if they were through
with it, they could certainly demand ransom noney fromthe Fram ngham estate.
So Al an was hoping to keep their mnds fromthat idea.

Silence followed, and with it, tension increased. The cab was digging
deeper into the park, and fromthe curves it took, Al an decided that the
driver
was under orders to keep circling indefinitely. Then, as if by nutua
under st andi ng, Al an's captors pocketed their guns.

"Don't get us wong, fellow " spoke one. "This isn't any snatch. W just
brought you al ong for your own protection."

"Yeah," added the other. "There was sonebody watching the house. W
figured you' d need a couple of friends."

"Sort of bodyguards, see? This was just our way of selling you the idea."

"And we can give you references. Fromright guys, who will tell you that
our rates are reasonable.”

Al an coul d see but one reason for the change of tune. These toughs
figured
that a hol dup woul dn't prove worthwhile, since Al an hadn't brought a bundl e of
i nherited money with him

As for going through with a kidnap, they either |acked the nerve, or
weren't equi pped for such an enterprise. Al they seemed to want was Al an's
assurance that he wouldn't prosecute themfor their actions up to the present.

"Al'l right, gentlenen," decided Al an. "Suppose you drop ne at the
Forty-one Club. I'Il pay the cab fare, and pay you each a deposit on your



services as bodyguards. You're right; | shall probably need your services
after
| actually become weal thy."

I mredi ately the pair began to haggle. They'd risked too nuch, they
ar gued,
to be put off so lightly. Dropping Alan so pronptly, and at a place so
conspi cuous as the Forty-one Club, wasn't to their liking. They'd paid the cab
fare already, and it was hired for another hour. So they preferred to keep
riding through Central Park, discussing terns.

Al an believed them

There wasn't any reason to do otherwise. If they were really going to
abduct him they'd be foolish to waste tinme. Perhaps their changed tune woul d
become nore convincing if they rode a while |onger

But why anot her hour?

Al an coul d see but one answer. It would keep himfromthe Forty-one C ub
just that long. Wich, in turn, would make Alan niss the floor show that was
the big attraction at the Forty-one. Wile Alan was piecing those concl usions,
he heard further argunents com ng fromhis captors.

"There was a cab tailed us from Trope's house,"” put in one. "W ought to
make sure we've shook it."

"That's right," chimed the other. "Take a gander fromthe back w ndow for
yoursel f, boss. See if you can spot the guy that's tagging us."

Al an grinned as he turned around, particularly when the others did the
same, as if to press home their silly argunment. The thing they saw by chance,
suddenly changed the whol e situation

The cab had just swng into a little-traveled drive. In back was a
curving
t horoughfare where traffic was heavier, and fromit the sweep of passing
headl i ghts threw fl ashing paths along the little byway. One of those sweeps
cane at an ill-tinmed nmonent. It gave a kal ei doscopic glint of something just
behind the cab in which A an rode.

Anot her cab, hot on the trail

A cab without lights, guiding by the taillight tw nkles of the vehicle in
which Alan was still a prisoner. A ghostly cab swallowed instantly in the
returni ng darkness. Mre lights swathed past, but they no | onger reveal ed the
ghostly trailer, for Alan's cab and the ghostly thing behind it had rolled far
enough ahead to escape further glares.

| MVEDI ATELY, Al an's captors took over, and not as prospective bodyguards
shoul d. They were their old selves, vicious and threatening. One jabbed a gun
agai nst Al an; the other reached through the front seat and wagged his revol ver
at the cabby, ordering himto swing into a bridle path and park, when told.

Brakes screeched; the cab bunped hard as it struck the thick dirt of a
bridle path, the headlights lighting up a sign that said for horseback riders,
only. Thunping down a deep hill, the cabby cut the wheel hard to cross a snall
wooden bridge that arched a brook in the niddle of a tiny ravine.

It wasn't necessary to tell the cabby to stop. He did anyway, with his
front wheels nearly over the side of the bridge. But the nmen with the guns
wer e
quite satisfied. One tapped the cabby with his gun, slunping the fell ow behind
t he wheel . The ot her prodded Al an right out of the cab, hooking his arm before
he could junmp away. The fell ow who had knocked out the cab driver cane
t unbl i ng
out, too.

Beside the little bridge, both faced back along the bridle path, Al an
bet ween them

There wasn't a sign of the other cab. It wouldn't be conming down the
bridle path blind, for it no longer had taillights to guide by. If people had
alighted fromit atop the little hill, they couldn't get here in a hurry



wi t hout the use of flashlights.

Maybe the ghostly cab was an imagi nary fignent, an illusion created by
sweeping lights. But the thugs weren't taking any chances on that question

They had time in which to act, and they intended to use it, where Al an
was
concerned. Shoving himup beside their cab, one thug snarled to the other

"A slug for this guy!"

They m ght have neant a bullet, but Alan took it that he was to receive a
gun butt on the head, the way the cabby had. Wanting neither, Alan tried to
avoid both, and therewith proved that his conjecture was correct.

W enching hard fromhis captors, Alan stunbled away, flinging an armto
ward off a gun swing that came his way. Twi sting, he was going right into the
arms of the other thug, whose gun was lifted to strike himdown, when rescue
cane.

It arrived with a blaze of head lights from strai ght ahead. The ghost cab
was on the scene again, but it hadn't cone fromthe direction that crooks
expected. Instead, it had overrun the bridle path, found the other end of the
dirt road that zigzagged across the driveway, and it was arriving fromthe far
side of the bridge.

No | onger relying on darkness, the cab was using its bright lights, and
they framed the whol e scene on the bridge, where Alan was striving against the
attack of two nmuffled thugs who had himtrapped between uplifted guns.

As the lights revealed them the two crooks snarled, darted quick | ooks
across their shoulders into the brilliant [ights. But they wouldn't have
desisted in their effort to sledge Alan, if it hadn't been for something el se.

From behind the halting glare cane the peal of a challenging |laugh - a
tone of mirth so sinister, that Alan could feel its deadly chill. As for the
men who were about to slug him it froze themutterly, for the nockery was
meant for them whereas, for Alan, it signified a friend fromthe dark

VWho that friend was, Alan learned fromthe lips of the very ruffians who
were about to beat him senseless. In unison, they snarled the dread nane that
Al an was to hear often again:

"The Shadow "

CHAPTER 1 |
PATHS BY NI GHT

HAD Al an Haverdal e known of The Shadow s prowess, he woul d have aided his
new friend, not hindered him But Al an wasn't acquainted with the facts
concerning a nost amazing fighter, cloaked in black, who had | ong been the
chanpi on of justice and the Nenmesis of crinedom

To Alan, the startling |augh was nerely a respite, for he didn't know
t hat
it presaged titanic action. He thought that the two thugs would suddenly turn
his way again and slug him as they planned. Al an's ignorance was somewhat
excusabl e, considering that the pair renained where they were.

It happened that they were rooted, so chilled by the echoes of The
Shadow s weird mirth that they were unable to do the thing they wanted;
nanel y,
to flee in the darkness. For they renenbered that darkness was The Shadow s
habitat; that this fighter who m ght be everywhere, was likely to trap them

Even if they'd had reserves behind them Alan's captors would have
hesitated, hoping to | ocate The Shadow s position before hurling thensel ves
willy-nilly.

So Al an, expecting nore trouble fromthe pair, acted upon his own, and
t hereby broke The Shadow s spell

Fl i ngi ng hinmsel f upon one man, Alan tried to wench the fellow s gun
away.



The thug swng with a frenzy, his blows hopelessly wild. The other gunner
sprang

over to join the nelee, not to have a crack at Alan but to protect hinself
from

The Shadow. He reached shelter just in tine.

Agai n, The Shadow s | augh from darkness. Wth it, the burst of guns, the
whi ne of bullets that sizzled close to his two foenmen. But for Alan's untinely
i ntervention, The Shadow woul d have clipped that pair. However, by the time he
fired, the group was too closely clustered for even The Shadow to risk a
telling shot that m ght have wi nged Al an instead.

And now, reeling Alan with them the thugs were getting away fromthe
[ ight-bathed bridge, toward darkness where The Shadow coul dn't di stinguish
t hem
fromthe prisoner who was becom ng their human shiel d.

They were gripping Al an, but not slugging at him for their guns were
busy
otherwi se. They were aining for the spots where they had viewed the flash of
The
Shadow s automatics, hoping to clip himby the very systemthat had nade him
famous in battle against others!

How badly that pair guessed!

VWhat ever poi son The Shadow delivered in the formof gunfire, he always
had
the antidote - for hinself. He didn't stay flat-footed when he fired. He was
al ways on the nmove; his gun as it were the pivot by which he guided. Even the
recoil of an automatic could shunt The Shadow of f in an unexpected direction
so well poised was his bal ance

Al an's kidnapers fired at bl ackness, nothing nore, and received evasive
l aughs in return. Having finally reached darkness, they flung their prisoner
aside and turned to take flight, not even willing to risk nore shots that
m ght
betray them

Again, Alan insisted on getting into the thing.

He grabbed one assailant with a fury that the fellow could not well
i gnore. A gun swung savagely at Alan's head and | anded a gl anci ng stroke that
staggered him Wth that blow, Al an saw bl ackness, hard upon a starburst, but
he lunged blindly and bl undered upon his second antagoni st as the first nman
fled.

Wth a fury that only his scattered wits would allow, Al an wheeled this
foeman into the light, though he scarcely noticed it, the way his head was
swi mmi ng. A fool hardy thing, doubly to Alan's disadvantage. He was forcing his
foe to violence, and making hinself a perfect target for the fellow s sl edgi ng
revol ver.

Down canme the glittering gun with an unsparing force. \Watever crooks had
hoped to do with Al an through treating himlightly, all thought of it was
gone.

The smash that cane Alan's way was the sort that would have cracked the

t hi ckest

of skulls, had it landed honme. The fact it didn't wasn't due to Alan's
efforts.

Cl utching his opponent below the arns, he wasn't doing a thing to ward off the
mur der ous crash

VWhat saved the staggered young man was a hand that swept in fromthe
dar k,

a gloved hand, bearing a gun of its own. It gave a cross slash of trenendous
proportions, thanks to an armthat seemingly extended itself to twice its
cl oaked- sl eeved | engt h.

Li ke a bolt from nowhere, a heavy automatic cl ashed the down-com ng
revol ver, inches above Al an's head, and sent the other weapon scaling fromthe
fist of the man who drove it.



Wth that, blackness really engul fed Al an Haverdal e. Living bl ackness,
that | aughed as another armwhirled himfull away, so that even if the other
stroke had |l anded, it couldn't have rocked Al an into oblivion

Al an's rescuer, The Shadow, was never content with half neasures. He was
seeing this through to the full.

IN a way, The Shadow rmade it too conplete.

Havi ng snatched the victimfromthe verge of death, The Shadow carried
hi m
cl ear away, and thereby received thanks in reverse. Still dazed by the first
gl ancing stroke, Alan lacked the wits to use properly the strength that he
possessed. He was fighting blackness in order to get at enemes anmd it, and
he
confused The Shadow with his forner foenen.

Furiously, Al an clutched The Shadow and drove headfirst against him The
ground here sl oped down toward the brook, and The Shadow coul dn't get the
needed footing to divert Alan's blinding thrust. So the cl oaked fighter sinply
I et himself go al ong.

It was well that The Shadow did. He tunbled, carrying Alan with him and
as they rolled, a revolver jabbed rapid shots fromthe darkness above. The
first of Alan's ex-captors had paused to fire, and the second man, snatching
his gun fromthe darkness where The Shadow s sl ash had sent it, added a few
nore shots. Their aim of course, was high, thanks to The Shadow s rolling
tactics. Al that the bullets found was the woodwork of the little bridge.

Then, in response, canme the stabs fromthe | ower darkness, sizzling shots
that nearly nicked the heels of the panic-stricken thugs as they dashed off
madly. Despite Alan's persistent claw ng at his gun, The Shadow nanaged to
di spatch those tinely messages. Unfortunately, Al an disturbed the marksnanship
just enough to allow the escape of the unidentified pair.

Shrill sounds rose above the babble of the brook; sounds that even
dr owned
t he crackl e of the underbrush through which two fugitives were madly seeking
safety fromthe vengeance of The Shadow. Those bl asts marked the arrival of
t he
Central Park police patrol, attracted by the bark of guns.

Dashi ng down the bridle path, the police were comng right to the foca
spot, the bridge beneath whose shelter The Shadow had carried Al an Haverdal e.
The Shadow s amazing treatment of that situation was totally | ost on
Al an's nmuddl ed mind. No | onger concerned with the fugitives, The Shadow gave
full attention to Alan, making hima veritable prisoner in a style far nore

efficient than Al an's previous captors had done.

Wth a sweep of his cloak, The Shadow hal f smothered Alan in its folds;
twisting the muffling garnent about Alan's arns, this remarkabl e rescuer
shoved
his charge to his feet, thrust himthrough the shall ow brook and up the
opposite
bank.

At the same tinme, bright headlights cut off. The Shadow s cab was back in
bl ackness, leaving only the dimrer glow fromthe Iight of the stalled cab that
was mred beside the bridge. Arriving police saw those |ights al one and
hurried
to investigate them which gave The Shadow just the tinme he needed.

Into his own cab, The Shadow shoved Al an, and hi ssed a quick command to
the driver. The cab shot into reverse, back up the path that it had descended.
A cl ever maneuver, performed by Me Shrevnitz, who handl ed the wheel of The
Shadow s cab

At clever feats of hack driving, Shrevvy was unequal ed, and he proved it
by this stunt. He hadn't any lights to guide by. Instead, he used the very
tracks that his cab wheels had dug in the dirt when it cane down the bridle



path. Those ruts, plus Me's nenory, proved enough

By the time the police threw flashlights upon the receding cab, it was
actually atop the slope. Then, as police revolvers barked, the cab was
speedi ng
off along the solid driveway. Its lights flicked on anbng the trees, as
taunting
as the laugh that The Shadow flung back. Both were invitations for gunfire, if
the police were foolish enough to waste it.

These cops didn't.

As nenbers of the park patrol, they knew about The Shadow, for he'd roved
this area before, trailing men of crime. Rookie cops in certain precincts
of ten
fired at The Shadow by m stake; but here it didn't happen. The Shadow s | augh
given in the trailing fashion that betokened his departure, was an
unmi st akabl e
identification, particularly after the police had found evidence of what
seened
to be an unfinished hol dup by the bridge.

SOON after The Shadow s | augh faded, Shrevvy's cab was sliding into the
traffic of a larger drive, losing itself along with other cabs. Al that was
| ost upon Al an, whose brain was still in a whirl. Cear of the envel oping
cl oak
folds, Alan was slunped besi de The Shadow, blinking at the lights that passed
and nuttering feeble sentences.

Qut of incoherent words, The Shadow pi cked what seemed to be Alan's
sl ogan, so he passed it along to Me:

"The Forty-one Cub."

Al an heard the words, and nodded as he rubbed his head, al nost thinking
that he had uttered themto the cabby hinmself. Then, from beside Al an cane a
| owtoned, whispered |augh that struck himas a vague echo of sonething that
he
had heard before.

Al an stared, bew | dered, but saw only bl ackness. He rubbed his eyes and
squi nted, hoping that the gl ow from an approachi ng avenue woul d enable himto
see his fell ow passenger

Just then, the cab stopped because of a red traffic light. It was short
of
the avenue and therefore still in gloom Mreover, it was near a nei ghborhood
that Al an m ght have recogni zed, but didn't: the district where Trope's old
house was | ocat ed.

A door opened on the far side of the cab, so softly that Alan neither saw
nor heard it. Through the narrow space slid a dark formthat was invisible
agai nst the outside gloom a figure that paused and gave a few added
instructions to the cab driver, in a whisper that didn't reach Alan's cars.

Then the cab was on its way again, crossing the avenue, with Al an staring
stupefied as the gl owi ng thoroughfare showed only an enpty seat beside him To
t he dazed young man, his inmagination was nore at work than ever. So nuch so,
that he didn't believe the sound that did come from sonmewhere in the darkened
street behind the crossing.

A whi spery, trailing |laugh, voiced by Alan's nysterious friend, The
Shadow, w shing the rescued man good luck on his journey to his chosen
desti nati on!

CHAPTER | V

THE CLAN GATHERS



IN dropping off for a return trip to Trope's, The Shadow was seeking an
expl anati on of his own for the unexpected ride on which Al an Haverdal e had
been
taken. The Shadow had been there, in the first place, because he had foreseen
that Trope's house mght be a target for crine.

The cab that took Al an away hadn't brought the girl in the mnk coat. Her
cab had departed after she paid its driver in inperious fashion. The cab with
t he thugs had shown up just before Alan came out, and the tine had been too
brief for The Shadow to spot its occupants.

Natural Iy, The Shadow hoped that nothing el se had happened at Trope's
during his absence. The scene | ooked qui et enough as he approached, but it
changed i medi ately, though not in troubl esone fashion. Al that occurred was
the arrival of an expensive-I|ooking four-passenger coupe, that pulled up at
t he
curb just as The Shadow reached the corner

Two nen alighted, and were pronptly admitted to the house. In going up
t he
steps and ringing the doorbell, they all owed The Shadow time to glide up close
behi nd them He was al nost | ooki ng over their shoul ders when they nodded to
t he
servant, Tifton

On the chance that Tifton nerely intended to shut the door, without
| ocking it, The Shadow receded fromthe steps and waited.

As the two nen entered the house, The Shadow recogni zed them Both were
menbers of Manhattan cafe society, and likew se heirs to the Fram ngham
est ate:

Ri chard Menl o and Mark Robl i ng.

In the antiquated dining room old El mer Trope received these guests with
a rather relieved smle. They'd been here together before, and it was pl easing
to see two Fram ngham heirs on such good terns. Wth his hunbl e bow, Trope
brought the cut-glass decanter fromthe sideboard and went through the
cer enony
of pouring sherry for his visitors.

They were rather a dissipated pair, Menlo and Robling, though they seened
in good spirits. Menlo, fat and inclined to bal dness, relished his sherry
highly. He not only tasted it, he sniffed it, and | ooked pl eased.

"Cot rid of that chronic cold of nmine,” draw ed Menlo. "Inocul ations did
it. Should have tried them before, you know. "

"I'd prefer a trip South," returned Robling, as he finished his glass of
sherry. "But then, you know, |'m never bothered with ailnments."

Ruddy-faced, Robling was of healthy appearance, despite his bleary eyes.
H s manner, too, was brisk, aggressive, in contrast to Menlo's drawy style.
As
the two chatted, Trope finished his own wi ne, then suggested that they cone to
busi ness.

"Two other heirs were here this evening," stated Trope. "Al an Haverdal e
and M ss Catherine Fram ngham "

Menl o and Robling took Alan's visit for granted, but they were intrigued
by mention of M ss Fran ngham

"“I"manxious to nmeet that girl," spoke Menlo. "She sounds so inportant,
bearing the Fram ngham nanme and all that."

"No nore inportant than we are,"” remi nded Robling. "M. Trope will tell
you that she is one cousin further renmoved than we are."

Trope nodded. Dismissing the subject of relationships, he brought out a
stack of papers dealing with the estate itself. Seeing that Trope was goi ng
i nto business matters, Menlo reached for the decanter and poured hinself
anot her gl ass of sherry, whereupon Trope nodded politely.

"Ah, yes, gentlemen,"” he said. "W nust not forget the sherry. You, too,
M. Robling."

Reaching for the decanter, Trope personally filled Robling' s glass; then



poured his own. He replaced the stopper in the bottle, however, as a rem nder
that he preferred to offer the sherry before people took it. At that, Robling
gave a chaffing gl ance toward Menl o.

UNOBSERVED by anyone in the room darkness was clouding in fromthe
hal | way door. Darkness that took on a cloaked form- the shape of The Shadow.

From hi s vantage point, the unseen w tness heard Trope drone off figures
relating to the estate, while Menlo and Robling, both quite bored, were
di scussing plans for the remai nder of the evening.

It wasn't surprising that they should nention the Forty-one Club as their
first stopping place. In fact, it would have been surprising if they hadn't,
for the Forty-one was the rendezvous for persons of their type. Wiat woul d be
nmore surprising, would be if they went anywhere el se after they once began to
sanmple the wares at the Forty-one's very |avish bar

Anticipation of the drinks to cone caused Menlo to give a drab snile at
t he decanter on Trope's table. No need of sanpling any nore sherry, provided
this conference didn't |ast nuch | onger. Menlo, and Robling, too, preferred
drinks of a stronger sort than sherry.

Fromtheir conversation, the two were going to the Forty-one Club in
Robling's car, which was the fancy vehicle out front. By the time Trope
finished with his facts and figures, Me would be back with the cab, so The
Shadow foresaw that by retiring ahead of Menl o and Robling, he could readily
followthemto their destination and see that they encountered no harmon the
way.

It would al so give The Shadow a further chance to check on Al an, who by
this time was safely at the sanme goal

The Shadow prepared for energencies, and he had done just that in Alan's
case.

AT this precise time, Me's cab was unloading its | one passenger at the
fancy Forty-one Cub, and things were taking a turn that called for proper
action. For Al an Haverdal e was by no neans recovered fromhis daze, and the
appear ance of his nuddi ed Tuxedo didn't quite befit a customer of the
Forty-one
a ub.

Hardly was Al an out of the cab, before a brawny, big-faced doorman tried
to shove himin again, whereupon Mbe hopped out to take Alan's part. As Al an
wr enched away, hel ped by Me's aid, the doorman bawl ed | oudly for assistance
and two hard-faced fellows in Tuxedos stepped fromw thin the club doorway.

To Alan, they were very much the counterparts of the pair who had taken
himon the interrupted cab ride. So his fighting spirit returned and he | et
| oose a few punches that might have brought himtrouble, if a tinely friend
had
not arrived.

Moe being busy with a doorman twice his size, a wiry young nman stepped
briskly fromthe doorway and joined Al an's fight against the bouncers.

The fray was short-lived. Not only did the wiry chap stop the bouncers
with telling el bow jolts; he also pushed Al an back. By that tine, Me had
ki cked the big doorman's | egs fromunder him and sight of the floundering nman
in fancy uni form brought a | augh all around.

Al an suddenly found hinself gripped by Me and the wiry chap, with the
latter doing all the talking, to the satisfaction of the Tuxedo-clad bouncers.

"Al'l right, M. Burke," said one. "If you think he's fit to go inside,
we'll take your word for it."

Behi nd Al an's neck, Mbe was whi spering words to the young man call ed
Bur ke, who pronptly turned and shook hands with Al an, adding that he was sure
he'd seen hi m sonewhere before. Alan doubted it, but didn't say so when he
heard Burke's first name, which happened to be d yde.



Al an had read a colum in the New York Cl assic that bore the nane of
d yde
Bur ke, and was pleased to make friends with a nenber of the press.

It happened that C yde Burke was nore than a newspaper reporter and
columist. He was al so a secret agent of The Shadow, and his chief had known
that he would be at the Forty-one Club. So when O yde dism ssed Me's cab and
ushered Alan into the club, he was doing far nore than he appeared to be. He
was seeing to it that Alan wouldn't encounter any further trouble until The
Shadow arri ved.

Alan felt better after he'd washed up and had his suit brushed. He was
pl eased when he and Cyde were shown to a ringside table. dyde was known at
the Forty-one O ub, and the courtesy was therefore extended to Al an, who
becane
profuse in his thanks. In return, Cyde gave a knowi ng smle and said:

"You can give ne a story, Haverdale. | knew you weren't drunk, the nonent
| saw you. | like to hear what strangers run into when they hit New York - or
when New York hits them ™"

At first, Alan hesitated; then, feeling that he owed a debt to C yde, he
told his story briefly. Al the while, he noted a dubi ous expression in
dyde's
eyes, that was foll owed by a headshake.

"Afraid | can't use it, Haverdale," said Cyde. "No one would believe it
Those fell ows who grabbed you didn't act as crooks shoul d. Not even if
sonmebody
put themup to the job. And besides - who would have put themup to it?"

Al an t hought that one over.

"M ss Fram ngham probably heard me say that | was comi ng here," he

st at ed.
"Right afterward, she nmade a phone call, from Trope's house -"
Clyde interrupted with a friendly but depreciating |augh.
"You're really imagining things," he told Alan. "I think we can take it

for granted, though, that you don't |ike Mss Fram ngham"
"I don't," asserted Alan. "You wouldn't, either, Burke. Wy, just take
this place for exanple"” - Al an gestured at the extravagant setting around them
"and you'll see what | nean. That Frami ngham girl would think she was
sluming, if she came to a place like this!™"
G yde nodded.

"You're right," he said. "I know the type."
"If she did cone here," continued Alan, "she'd give everyone the haughty
stare. The one that says: '|l ama Fram ngham and too good for you even to

| ook
at!" Airs like that annoy ne, Burke."

This tinme, dyde |aughed.

"Here's your chance to look a bit," he told Alan. "The floor showis just
starting, and if you want an eyeful that will nake you forget the very nane of
Fram ngham just watch the |eading | ady, Kay Lorley. Here she is."

WTH a blare of nusic, Kay Lorley appeared, outlined in the glow of a
spotlight. Alan had heard of Kay Lorley, the main attraction at the ultra
Forty-one O ub, and one gl ance showed that she deserved her reputation
Danci ng
across the floor, she paused to take a bow, and Al an marvel ed at her rhythnic
gr ace.

Cat ching the beat of the nmusic, Kay Lorley carried it right up fromthe
floor. Her shapely figure quivered fromher ankles to her fingertips; the
undul ati on brought brief, passing shimrers fromthe narrow, jeweled bands that
formed her trifling costune. Tossing her blond head back, she poised, only to
begi n another rhythnic shiver as the nmusic rolled anew.

Wth each repeat, the fascinating blonde circled to another table,



stopping with extended arns to give the patrons a smile they would remenber.
In
that journey, she arrived at Alan's table.

Captivated by Kay's charm Al an's eyes were rising, until they net the
girl's gaze. Wen Kay saw Alan's face, she stiffened, smle and all

For their stare was one of nutual recognition. Startled though Kay Lorley
was, her expression couldn't equal the amazement di splayed by Al an Haverdal e.
He couldn't forget that face, with its blue-eyed gaze.

That face was all that Al an had seen of the aristocratic M ss Fram ngham
who had stared at him so haughtily fromthe doorway of Trope's dining roomn

CHAPTER V
DEATH TAKES ONE

I T was so incongruous, mneeting Catherine Fram nghamin the person of a
ni ght-cl ub dancer, that Al an Haverdal e wasn't ready to believe it. He'd have
deci ded that Kay Lorley was nerely the Frami nghamgirl's double, or, at nost,
her twin sister, but for the fact that she recogni zed him too.

By that recognition, Kay Lorley gave her twofold role away. M ssing the
next measure of the nusic, she was unable to continue her routine until it
ended; hence her enbarrassnent was complete. Al the people at tables around
the nightclub floor were stretching forward, wondering what had stopped Kay
Lorley. Naturally, they foll owed her gaze, and saw Al an Haverdal e

He'd rel axed back in his chair, taking the situation very calmy, since
he
didn't have to go on with a dance. Al that Alan had to do was | ook and | et
Kay
worry, which she did.

She'd forgotten the night club, the orchestra, as it tried to shake her
fromher trance with louder rolls of the drunms. At last, with the third beat,
Kay found herself; too |ate.

Turni ng toward anot her table as she resunmed her quivering dance, Kay
hurried the routine, and tripped awkwardly over one of her jeweled dancing
slippers. Landing alnost in the |laps of |aughing patrons, the girl grabbed for
the table and found the cloth instead, pulling it away with a great clatter of
gl asswar e.

She m ght have turned her routine into comedy, but she was too flustered.
Wth one rebuking | ook at Alan, Kay flung a slender arm across her face,
pi voted on one heel, and ran fromthe floor through a Iine of waiting chorus
girls, who i medi ately took over in her place.

Looki ng across the table, Al an saw Cyde gazing his way, an inquiring
lift
upon the reporter's eyebrows.

"Believe it or not," infornmed Al an, "that was M ss Catherine Fram ngham
I'd expected to see her again, probably peering froma fur wap through the
wi ndow of a linmpusine. But | never dreanmed she'd appear w thout her mnk, as
the mai nspring of a pretentious floor show "

"I believe you," returned Cyde. "I saw how she was overwhel ned. But
brace
yoursel f, because here cones trouble! Better let ne handle it."

Al an | ooked toward the floor and saw the chorus. Sone of the girls, who
synmpat hi zed with Kay, were giving himvery outraged gl ances. Ot hers, jeal ous
of
the leading lady, rewarded Alan with very friendly smrks. But C yde wasn't
referring to the chorus when he spoke of conming trouble. The stormarrived at
the table, close by Alan's el bow

Turning, Alan saw a man in a Tuxedo, whose blunt face had a nose that
| ooked as if soneone had once pushed it flat and left it that way. Having seen



the face along with ads relating to the Forty-one C ub, A an recognized it as
bel onging to the proprietor of the place, a gentleman naned Herbl e.

"This is M. Herble," introduced dyde. "W call him Cue Herble, for two
reasons. He used to be a billiard expert, and after that, he began tipping
people to the best night spots, until he started one of his own."

"Cut it, Burke!" snapped Cue, as he regarded Alan coldly. "Is this the
bum
that started all the trouble on the sidewal k?"

Al an resented the term"bum" and showed it by rising fromhis chair. H's
clenched fists also indicated that he regarded the outside fracas as a nere
prelimnary to the one he was willing to start inside the Forty-one C ub.

"Easy, Alan," warned Cyde. Then, to Cue, the reporter added: "If you're
| ooking for a bum go find your own doorman. You did right, putting himin a
nmonkey suit. He's a gorilla, if ever there was one! He started the trouble
out si de! "

"It don't sound right to me," snapped Cue, still watching Al an through
har dened eyes.

"I't would look all right in print,

observed dyde, "in a columm signed
by
an eyewi tness named O yde Burke. W give the night clubs a | ot of breaks, Cue
but there's such a thing as going too far."

“I"lIl fire the doorman," gruffed Cue, "so that wi nds up your gripe,
Bur ke.
Now, about this fellow' - Cue thunbed at Alan - "that you say isn't a bum
11
formmy own opinion, after you tell ne what he said to Kay."

Cl yde shook his head.

"Haverdal e sai d absol utely nothing,'

he declared. "He sinply | ooked at
Kay
Lorley, and that, | understand, is the privilege your custoners pay for."

"He nust have taken a | ong |ook."

"Consi dering your outrageous cover charge of five dollars," argued C yde,
"a customer is entitled to a long | ook at Kay. However, we are m ssing the
nai n
point. The trouble cane when Mss Lorley |ooked at M. Haverdale."

AN i dea dawned on Cue Herble. The flat-faced night-club owner faced Al an
with an expression that was very hard to analyze. It was partly puzzl ed,
partly
defiant, and deep behind it Al an sensed a strong dash of jeal ousy. But Cue's
tone was sinply a crisp query:

"You've met M ss Lorley before?"

Al an nodded.

"How | ong ago?"

"A very long while ago, it seens,” replied Alan slowy. "Muybe that was
because the place was so different. She wasn't the sane person then and
per haps
that explains it all. She recognized me as if | were soneone froma forgotten
world. Unfortunately, | didn't realize that | was rising |ike a specter from
the past. O herw se -"

"Never mind the rest,’
goi ng
out to fire the doornman, Burke."

After Cue Herble had gone, O yde | aughed.

"You stopped Cue with those netaphors,” he said to Alan. "Such talk isn't
in his line. It dazes him But don't think you've squared yourself. He doesn't
i ke people who know Kay Lorley too well. He'll have you tagged, from now on."

Allan went into a reflective nood.

"When Cue tags people," he asked suddenly, "how does he do it?"

snapped Cue. Rising, he turned to Cyde: "I'm



"Wth some of those tough gents who work here," returned Cyde. "You
renenber the pair who hel ped the doornman. They work as bouncers, in shifts,
and
Cue al ways knows where he can get nore of them If there's a call for an
out si de
job -"

Cl yde stopped suddenly. He was stating the facts already in Alan's m nd
nanely, that the two thugs who had taken Alan for the Central Park excursion
could have been in the enploy of Cue Herble. That, in turn, linked directly
back to Kay's phone call, as Mss Fram ngham from Trope's house.

Al an put the abrupt question:

"Do you think Cue knows that Kay is also M ss Frani nghanf"

"Not if she is really a Fram ngham" returned Cyde. "But there may be a
gane behind this. Cue might be putting the frame on Fram ngham using Kay to
col l ect a chunk of the estate.”

Clyde gl anced around as he spoke, to make sure that Cue hadn't returned.
Wth a quick gesture to Alan, Cyde nudged across the floor toward the bar

"Those two chaps mght know " Cyde was indicating two new arrivals.
"They're bona fide heirs to the Framinghamnmillions, |ike you, Haverdale. One
is Dick Menlo; the other, Mark Robling. But no" - dyde shook his head - "they
woul dn't know. "

"Why not ?"

"Because they come here every night, so they' ve seen Kay Lorley often.
That makes it a sure bet that they haven't seen M ss Fram ngham over at
Trope's."

Nei t her Menl o nor Robling showed interest in the acrobatic teamthat had
taken over the floor show. Nor, for that matter, did Cyde or Alan. So C yde
suggested that Alan stroll over to the bar and find out what subject his
fell ow
heir's were di scussing.

Al an agreed, and that gave Cyde a chance to get to the tel ephone, where
he cal | ed Burbank, The Shadow s contact nman. From Burbank, C yde |earned that
his chief had al ready convoyed Menl o and Robling to the Forty-one d ub, and
woul d soon arrive there in person

The Shadow woul d appear not as his cloaked self, but as a gentl eman of
soci ety named Lanmont Cranston. In order to make a nmore formal entrance,
Cranston woul d be acconpani ed by a young | ady nanmed Margo Lane, who was
somet hing of a darling anong cafe society, and therefore very useful on
occasi ons such as this, for Margo was cl ever at picking up gossip on subjects
that interested The Shadow

Since it wouldn't take long for Cranston to neet Margo and return to the
Forty-one Club, dyde reserved his report, particularly because an attendant
was rapping at the door of the phone booth, to give hima note. One gl ance at
t he nessage, and Cyde was off to the bar to find Al an

AT the bar, Alan had ordered a drink that he wasn't inbibing, so that he
could listen to the conversation between Menl o and Robling. Menlo had finished
a Scotch and soda, and was calling for another, while Robling was ordering a
second Tom Col li ns.

"A fine drink, Scotch," conmended Menlo in a drawy style. "Never gives a
hangover, you know. Never!™"

"You don't drink enough of the stuff," argued Robling. "I've watched you,
Di cki e. Suppose we try drink for drink, and see how we turn out."

"Bot her the notion!" said Menlo. "1'd have you on ny hands, with a
headache fromthe awful stuff you drink."

"A headache?" Robling laughed. "It wouldn't trouble ne! | end one every
nmorning with a special pick-me-up that |'ve used for years! Alkavita, they
cal
it. Wonderful, but quite harm ess."



Al an was ready to give the opinion that Menlo's enpty skull was the
reason
for his lack of headaches, but the statement wouldn't account for Robling' s
case, which nost certainly should be included. So Alan |istened, hoping to
hear
somet hing nmore inportant. "Here's to old Trope," said Menlo, finishing his
Scotch. "Drink to it, Mark!"

"Good enough, Dickie," rejoined Robling. "And we'll|l have another, as a
toast to M ss Fram ngham the |ady we have never net."

A hand plucked Al an's el bow. He turned quickly, thinking it night be Cue
Herble. Instead, the arrival was Clyde. As he drew Al an away, the latter
started to whi sper what he'd heard Robling say about the Fram ngham girl

"Never mind," rejoined Cyde, in a quick undertone. "l just received a
note fromKay Lorley. She wants to see both of us. Hurry, and we'll make the
exit to the dressing roons ahead of those acrobats, which neans that Cue won't
see us."

The bartender, finishing his job of nixing drinks for Menl o and Robling,
turned to ook for Alan. Al that he saw was the untouched drink that A an had
first ordered. d ancing el sewhere, the barkeep spotted a man's back
di sappearing through the exit that Cyde had nentioned. it was Al an's back
for
Cyde, leading the way, was through the door

Qdd business, this, in the bartender's opinion - a man ordering a drink
and then ducking out. The barkeep began a shrug; then stopped his shoul ders at
the height of their Iift. For his eyes, staring straight ahead, were view ng
somet hing very startling.

@ ass in hand, Richard Menlo was coming straight up fromhis stool, while
Mar k Robl i ng wagged his own drink, clinking the ice in it by way of appl ause.

"Good boy, Dickie!" Robling was saying. "You' re doing better than the
acrobats! Jolly neat, | call it!"

The bartender didn't think it jolly neat. He saw the pained, distorted
| ook on Menlo's fat face and the i nhuman bul ge that the nan's eyes di spl ayed.
He reached for Menlo's arm but wasn't even in tine to save the glass, as it
dropped fromthe pudgy hand, to strike the bar and spread its contents as it
smashed; for Menlo was toppling backward, away fromthe bartender's reach

As for Robling, he, too, was belated in his grab for Menlo. Perched on a
stool, and already half drunk, Robling's own arm sweep nearly overbal anced
hi m
and made himclutch the bar instead.

Over backward sprawl ed Menl o, striking shoulder first upon the floor. His
head took a sharp rap, but not enough to hurt him for it struck upon a thick
rug. Light or heavy, the blow did not matter, for Menlo never felt it. The
grotesque condition of his face told too well that death had overwhel med him
even while he fell.

Death of a swift, invisible sort! Such was the doomthat had plucked one
Fram ngham heir fromthe ranks of the living. The disaster fromwhich The
Shadow had saved Al an Haverdal e seened trifling conpared to this horrendous
fate that had overtaken Richard Menl o.

To those who saw Menlo transfornmed froma living creature into a lifel ess
corpse, in no nore tinme than a finger snap would require, the thing had every
| ook of an insidious nurder, dealt by design

Wet her such, one person alone could have defined it, and he had not
arrived in time to view the sudden tragedy:

The Shadow

CHAPTER VI

QUEST FOR A KI LLER



CHACS began i medi ately at the bar of the Forty-one Cub. Patrons who
turned to | ook down at Menlo's face, sawin it the realization of horrible
vi sions that overindul gence in the wares of the bars could cause. That face
was
like the dream of a madman brought to actual nold.

It was no wonder that tumult followed, a tunult punctuated by shrieks.
Such sounds, of course, brought sone of the thickset troubl eshooters who
forned
part of the club's personnel, and in their wake cane Cue Herble, right from
hi s
of fice, where he had just paid off the wayward door nan.

In keeping with his nicknanme, Cue gave signals that confined the
commmot i on
to the corner where it had begun. He signaled the waiters to stay at their
tables, the orchestra to burst into | ouder nusic. Menlo's sudden death had
rocked the Forty-one Club, but Cue Herble was setting things straight again,
at
| east outside the confines where the real trouble |ay.

Nevert hel ess, the confined excitement did not escape the keen-eyed
observation of a calmfaced gentl eman who at that nonment was entering the
Forty-one Club. The man in question was The Shadow s ot her self, Lanont
Cranston. Tall, leisurely of manner, he was the perfect man about town. Wth
hi mwas a beautiful brunette.

Cafe society regarded Cranston and Margo as a perfect pair. Certainly,
they could show teamwork in situations such as this. Idly, Cranston gl anced at
the attractive brunette whom he escorted, and caught a slight tilt of Margo's
finely curved eyebrows. Her brown eyes, too, flashed full understanding, and
with that, they parted, unnoticed by anyone near.

In a nmost unconcerned fashion, Margo continued on beyond the floor show,
until she reached the area where trouble was rife. There, very helpfully,

Mar go
began to quiet the shrieking | adies who were pointing at Menlo's body.
Meanwhi |l e, Margo wasn't missing a thing that went on

As for Cranston, he had stepped back to the cab that had brought hinself
and Margo here. It was Shrevvy's cab, and under the rear seat was a secret
drawer that Cranston opened with a single swoop. Fromit, he plucked hat and
cl oak of black, flung the latter across his shoulders and settled the hat on
his head, as he went through the opposite door

The cab pulled away, |eaving a patch of blackness that remained
nmonentarily notionless, then stirred, unnoticed by any bystanders. Swift in
hi s
glide, The Shadow was making for the rear door of the Forty-one C ub, know ng
it
to be the exit that trouble nakers would use if the going becane too hot.

That murder had been done, The Shadow was sure. He knew the synptons that
announced sudden and unexpl ai nabl e death. Should a nmurderer at |arge be
seeki ng
a way out, he would find one - and The Shadow with it!

Al this occurred to Margo as she played her part, over by the bar. She
saw Cue Herble, his flat face very grimas he stared at Menlo's body, then at
Robl i ng, the dead man's conpani on. Thunbi ng across his shoul der, Cue gruffed
an
order to one of his strong-arm nen:

"Phone the police!"

Ri ght then, the barkeeper reached over and plucked at Cue's sleeve. The
bar keeper's name was Tom and he was as trustworthy as they came. But he was
buzzi ng sonething that seened very inportant, close to Cue's ear. Turning to a
coupl e of his toughies, Cue said:

"There was a guy did a sneak backstage. Find him wherever he is, and
bring himhere."



Margo heard the order, but didn't connect it with Alan, a portion of
whose
hi story she had heard from Cranston. It wasn't |ogical that A an should have
put
hinself into further trouble, considering that he had been placed in the
conpetent custody of C yde Burke.

If Tom the barkeep, had nentioned two nmen seeking the backstage exit,
Margo mi ght have suspected. But when she | ooked for Clyde and didn't see him
she decided that they nust have left by the usual front-door route.

| f anyone el se had gone backstage, Margo couldn't see how it would
matter.

By the time the polite bouncers could circummavigate the floor show and do a
sneak of their own that wouldn't alarmthe customers, the man in question
woul d

have reached the outer exit - there to nmeet The Shadow.

O course, Margo's guess was wong, though she could not be blaned for
t he
error, since she knew nothing of the connection between the m nk-w apped M ss
Fram ngham and t he nuch-1 ess-encunbered Kay Lorl ey.

AT that nonment, dyde Burke was knocking at a door that bore a gol den
star, and Al an Haverdal e, the wanted man, was standing right beside him The
door opened to reveal a dressing room and with it, Kay Lorley.

The star was wearing a dressing gown adorned with butterflies, so closely
wrapped that it rem nded Al an of the mink coat, except that the gown did
justice to Kay's lithe figure.

Wthout a word, Kay gestured the visitors to chairs. She left the door
open, but glanced anxiously toward the corridor, to make sure that no one was
wi thin earshot. Then, standing with her back against the dressing table, she
faced her visitors and said in a |low, serious tone:

"l hope you both can keep a secret?"

Al an sniled, particularly when he noted Kay's eyes follow his glance
toward a hal f-open closet where a | avish m nk coat was hanging along with
ot her

cl ot hes.
“I think I can," spoke Alan. "In fact, I"'msure | can - M ss Fram ngham "
"That's just it," the girl declared. "I don't want to be known as M ss
Fram ngham - not just yet. | treated you very snobbishly this evening, M.
Haverdal e, and | hope you will accept ny full apology."

Al an agreed that he would. Actually, he felt that Kay had al ready nmade
nore than an apol ogy when she | ost her conposure and ruined the floor show. He
felt a real synpathy toward her, that abolished his brief recollections of
M ss
Fram ngham who was rapidly becom ng a nonexi stent person in Alan's nind

"What el se could | have done?" pleaded Kay reverting to the case in
gquestion. "Don't you see the spot I'min? |I'munder contract to appear here,

with only a short while longer to go. After that, 1'Il no | onger be Kay
Lorl ey.
"1l be Catherine Fram ngham "
"The change won't do you justice," observed Alan. "I'd |ike you better as
Kay Lorley."

"Call me Kay Fram ngham then," the girl said. "I won't be the snob I was
tonight. It was only because M. Trope introduced you as one of the other
heirs, that | acted the way | did. | took you for one of the crowd who thought
they were too good for anybody else, so | thought 1'd have to pretend the
same. "

Kay's plea was so ardent that Alan felt convinced that it was real. It
was
obvi ous that she wanted to | ead a normal happy life, wherein people would



neither point to her as the chief feature of a night-club show, nor as a
nenber
of the upper crust.

She' d pl ayed one extreme against the other only in the hope that it would
hel p her reach the mddle route. And now, her eyes, dimring with tears that
she
could no longer restrain, were asking Alan to preserve the secret on which she
so depended.

"Don't worry, Kay," said Alan. "I won't breathe a word about it. You're
right about the rest of the crowd. | just saw two sanples, named Menl o and
Robling. 1'd like it if you' d play the snob act when you neet them provided
we
can | augh about it together afterward."

Kay's pronpt smile indicated that the | augh would be forthcom ng on the
occasi on nentioned. Thereupon, the girl turned to Cyde and asked:

"WIl you keep the secret, too, M. Burke?"

"I"'d like to, Kay," returned Cyde, staring hard at Al an, "but getting
stories is ny job, and this is a very good story. A very, very good story!"

The accent on the word "very" drove hone to Alan. As Kay turned his way,
about to plead with himto use his influence on Cyde, Al an shot the question

"Why did you call Cue Herble from Trope's? Were you trying to clinch
things, so | couldn't see you here at the Forty-one C ub?"

"I did call Cue," admtted Kay, "but it was only to tell himnot to be
worried if | arrived a trifle late," She paused, and her eyes bl azed suddenly:
"How di d you know that | called Cue? Wre you listening?"

"I'"'masking the questions," insisted Alan. "I want to know about the
strong-armtwins that Cue sent to grab nme. WAs that your idea, or just his?"

"Why... why -" Kay stammered, then caught herself. "You couldn't have
listened to nmy phone call, after all. If you had, you'd know that | didn't
mention your nane. | didn't even dreamthat you'd be coming to the Forty-one
d ub!"

"Not even though Menl o and Robling cone here?"

"But | don't know either of them" clained Kay. "Really, | don't! | never
nmeet any of the patrons; that's one of Cue's rules. Wiy, | wouldn't think of
getting you into any trouble, M. Haverdale!"

BEFORE, Al an coul d acknow edge the sincerely spoken statement, he heard
t he pound of footsteps in the corridor. Coming to his feet, he sprang to the
door, glinpsed the approach of Cue's strong-armcrew. Wen they saw C yde
t hey
shout ed, but before they could take a good | ook at the young man, C yde
shoul dered Al an asi de and sl ammed the door, turning the key as he did. Alan
turned, to find Kay reachi ng past him

"It's all a mstake," the girl began. "Cue never sent those rowdi es here
before. Let ne talk to them-"

"You' ve done enough talking," Al an interrupted. Throwi ng an arm around
Kay, he swept her across the dressing room "I'Il put you where you can stay a
while. Burke and I will handle this."

Conpl etely off her feet, Kay couldn't struggle against Al an's sweeping
tactics, until he paused to swi ng open the closet door. Then she cl awed
savagely, but Al an ended the brief attack by dunping her in the middle of the
cl oset, where she | anded hard and | ooked up angrily, drawing her breath to
rai se a scream Al an stopped the screamby pulling the mnk coat fromthe hook
and using it to blanket the bl onde.

It was very funny, the way the fur began to tw st around, like a big bear
who had finished hibernating for the winter, particularly as Kay's nuffled
gasps were rmuch like a bear's grunble. But Alan hadn't time for conedy.

He sl apped the closet door shut and turned the key, leaving it in the
| ock



so that Kay could be released | ater. Then, boundi ng back across the dressing
room Al an rejoined Cyde, who pronptly clicked off the |ights and announced:

"Here goes!"

Men wer e bangi ng hard agai nst the door, with blunt instruments that
sounded much like gun butts. Cyde helped themto their destination by turning
the key and bringing the door suddenly inward.

Two attackers pitched through headl ong; grabbing Al an, Cyde started past
them into the dimcorridor

It would have been a good ruse, had there been only two attackers. But
there were four nore, crowding the corridor. They pitched on Cyde and Al an
swi nging guns in the sincere fashion that the thugs had shown in the park

Bef ore Cyde and Al an could do nore than ward off blows, the first pair
of
huski es were on their feet again and coming fromthe dressing roomw th
SWi ngi ng
weapons.

The thugs were going through with Cue's orders to the linmt, which nmeant
that they intended to bring in two prisoners, not just one, and those nore
dead
than alive

Ducki ng, both Cyde and Alan could feel the hamrering strokes of guns
against their lifted arns, and knew that they could expect no nercy.

Better than nmercy was the thing that came. It was a chall enge that nade
the strong forget the weak and turn to deal with a nore form dable foe.

The strident |augh of The Shadow

CHAPTER VI |
THE VAN SHED SUSPECT

SWFT was the swath The Shadow cut in that backstage corridor of the
Forty-one Cub. First sounds of the fracas had brought himin fromthe rear
exit that he secretly guarded, and he came like a living thunderbolt of
bl ackness.

The Shadow didn't even | ook for the victins who were so sorely beset.

I nstead, he used the sinpler and nore effective nethod of elimnating the
attackers.

Flung right and left by the black-clad hurricane, Cue's nen thunped the
wal s so hard that they saw stars on all the doors, not just Kay's. Last of
all, The Shadow reached the pair who had taken Cyde and Alan fromthe rear
The guns of those huskies were already sw ngi ng when The Shadow canme on them
so he acted with split-second swi ftness.

Headl ong, The Shadow pitched hinmself in a |long, hard dive, straight
acr oss
Cyde and Al an, who were crouched on the floor. H's outstretched arns were the
brakes that stopped him by hooking the bodies of the gun-sledging foenen.
Their hamering strokes couldn't |and, because they were flying backward, guns
and all, with The Shadow sonersaulting his full weight upon them

Hard were the punches that The Shadow drove to handy jaws, as he cane to
his feet. dyde and Al an were up, wondering whether to aid The Shadow or start
a drive out through the corridor. They did neither, for The Shadow deci ded
agai nst both plans. The drive with which he struck his friends was harder than
the one his enem es received, but w thout further consequences.

Literally, The Shadow hurled Cyde and Alan so flat that they were prone
when he turned his sane drive into a long leap that totally cleared them and
brought himright into the mdst of the rallying bouncers who had been
scattered when he comenced the rescue drive.

Four in all, these huskies still had their guns, and they weren't
t hi nki ng



of using themas clubs. Crooks at heart, despite the respectable level to

whi ch

Cue had raised them they recogni zed The Shadow as their natural foe. Theirs
was the chance to achi eve what crimedom had al ways failed to do. Under present
auspi ces, defending the ground where they bel onged, they could slaughter The
Shadow and still beat a murder rap, under the head of self-defense.

I f ever The Shadow had faced dangerous foenen, these four qualified. They
were going to give bullets without stint, and risk their individual chances of
survival for the ugly glory that the underworld woul d best ow upon t hem
Thr owbacks, these four were, to the old tribe of gorillas who had roved
Manhattan in the bad days that they hoped woul d exi st again.

They just didn't know the ways of The Shadow. |f they had, they'd have
realized that nunbers didn't faze him but often worked in his behalf.

Four gunners could be a problem if they had roomin which to operate.
Even two, the pair in Central Park, had been sonething of a menace to The
Shadow. But the tighter that space becane, the bigger the nob, the better -
fromthe standpoint of The Shadow, as he now denonstrated.

USI NG his own gun as a club, The Shadow took a tremendous whirl into the
very mdst of his attackers. Not one of themhad tine to give a point-blank
shot. Dodgi ng the sweep of The Shadow s automatic, they dropped back to get a
little nore range. The walls stopped them and before they could tw st about
and find el bow room The Shadow did the rest.

One man, jolted by The Shadow s swift stroke, sagged, with an unfired gun
sliding fromhis hand. Another, taking a jab from The Shadow s opposite el bow,
went flying backward, his shots furrowing the ceiling. Landing on the back of
hi s head, he stayed where he fell.

Meanwhi | e, The Shadow was di sposing of the last two, both at once. He
tri pped a tough who lunged, and the fellow s shot went w de; not only that, in
his sprawl he met the final man, and shoved the latter's gun hand as it
foll owed The Shadow s whirl.

The | ast shooter snarled as his bullet mssed The Shadow and ricocheted
fromthe wall. Wi pping about to try another shot, the fourth thug received a
downswi ng of The Shadow s gun, because the cl oaked fighter had tw sted faster.

As he sank, the fourth man toppled on the third, spoiling the latter's
aim Still snarling, the third foeman rolled to a new angle and tilted his gun
upward, only to make it a target for a straight, swift kick that The Shadow
aimed at the glittering object. The flying revolver didn't stop that forceful
foot-stroke. A jaw above it did. There was a groan as a proppi ng el bow gave,
and The Shadow s four adversaries were as quiet as the two that he had tackled
by the dressing-room door

Al during that rapid fray, Cyde had been clutching Alan to the fl oor
to
keep himfromthe path of any stray bullets. The Shadow s whi spered | augh
eerie
in the confines of the corridor, was a signal that C yde understood. It neant
that the danger was ended, so O yde pushed Alan to his feet, giving himthe
wor ds:

"All clear."

Al an was groggy. He'd taken a few nore gl anci ng bl ows upon an al ready
tender head. He could hardly hear the whispered instructions that The Shadow
spoke to Clyde. The next thing Al an knew, he was in the custody of the cl oaked
fighter who had triunphed over six attackers wi thout firing a single shot. And
The Shadow, as before, was hustling Alan away froma scene of battle, to a
wai ting cab. For Moe Shrevnitz, in due form had rounded the bl ock and was out
in back of the Forty-one C ub

This time, Alan thought he could keep track of The Shadow, but he didn't.
It was only a short trip to Alan's hotel, and when they arrived there the
lights beneath the marquee showed the rear seat enpty, except for Al an



hi nmsel f.

Mboe was hel ping the passenger out and steering himinto the hands of a
friendly doorman, while Al an blinked back at the enpty cab, not realizing that
the door on the other side was closing slowy.

As soon as Alan entered the hotel, that door opened again and The Shadow
was in the cab when Me closed the near door. At the wheel, Me heard The
Shadow s whi spered order to return to the Forty-one O ub

MATTERS had strai ght ened sonewhat, at the Forty-one. Police had arrived
to
begin their investigation, and the man in charge was |Inspector Joe Cardona,

t he
best brain on the force.

Since there was no | ethal weapon to account for the death of Richard
Menl o, Cardona was working on the theory that the victimhad been poisoned - a
fair enough supposition, considering the gargoyl e expression that had swept
Menl o's face while he was experienci ng sudden deat h.

Wtnesses clainmed that Menlo's fall was partly responsible for the fright
that seized him but that didn't change Cardona's theory. Learning that Menlo
had dropped a gl ass of Scotch and soda when he fell, Cardona sal vaged sone of
the liquid that still spread the polished surface of the bar, and deci ded that
it would be sufficient for a chem cal analysis.

A police surgeon was exam ning the body when Lanmont Cranston arrived.
Though Cardona had ordered that people be kept away, Cranston was allowed to
approach, inasmuch as he was a friend of the police comm ssioner. Seeing
Cranston when the latter joined Margo, Cardona, decided it was time for
dramati c action.

"We're treating this as a poi son case," declared Cardona. "On that

account, |'m hol di ng anyone who m ght be responsible. And that" - Cardona
swung
about - "means you, M. Robling!"

St aggered by Cardona's accusation, Mark Robling could only gawk. |f
bl ankness was a proof of innocence, the expression on his beefy face should
have cleared himof guilt. But faces neant nothing to |Inspector Cardona, not
even the face of Cue Herble, when it thrust forward with a scow .

"That's crazy!" storned Cue. "Wy, Robling was Menlo's best friend! One
of
nmy best custoners, too. Wat's nore, he couldn't have dropped anything in
Menl o' s glass! Tom m xed the drinks."

Cardona nodded hi s appreciation

“I"1l hold Tom too," he declared, "on the sane suspicion."

"Listen, flatfoot," Cue sneered, "Tomis ny best barkeep, and an honest
guy! He wouldn't do a thing without | told him"

Cardona's face retained its deadpan expression, one that seldomleft his
swart hy features.

"That puts you on the suspect list, Cue," announced Cardona. "Can you
suggest any nore?"

Under the stress which he had brought upon hinself, Cue's thoughts shot
back to Al an Haverdal e.

"I"l1l say there's another,"'

Cue exclainmed. "The real nmurderer, that's
who!

See that glass over there? He left it, and ducked out, just before Menlo
fl opped

dead! Ask Tom "

"Whi ch way did he duck out?" questioned Cardona.

"Over past the dressing roons," returned Cue. "Conme along, and I'll show
you. | sent sonme fellows to bring back the guy. Maybe they're still chasing
him"

Cue was | eading the way across the floor as he tal ked. Through the



doorway, they reached the turn in the corridor, and there Cue stopped, amazed.
Spread all about was the creamof his strong-armcrop, all six, still so dazed
that not one had even thought to find his gun and put it away.

CARDONA tol d an acconpanyi ng detective to gather up the guns and take the
owners into custody for having carried them Looking beyond spraw ing thugs,
he
saw anot her man, |eaning agai nst a doorway making efforts to light a
cigarette.

The extra, man was C yde Burke; recognizing Cardona, the reporter gave a
weak grin.

"Hell o, Joe!" said Oyde. "Thought you'd be along. This bunch gave ne a
ot of trouble. Left me kind of groggy."

Cue gave Cyde a cold stare, and expressed his doubts that the reporter
coul d have handl ed six gunners all al one.

"CQuess you're right, Cue," agreed Clyde. "As | renmenber it, they took to
sl uggi ng each other while they were | ooking for sonebody else."

"That fellow you brought in here, perhaps.”

"You mean the bun?" queried dyde. "No, he didn't handle them He's gone.
Left a good while ago."

"Yeah?" gruffed Cue. "Were's Kay, then?"

Clyde changed his grin to a | ook of apprehension, as he beckoned the
others into the dressing room

"Al nost forgot about Kay," he said. "Wen | heard trouble comng, |
shoved
her into the closet so she'd be out of the way. Over here."

Cl yde unl ocked the cl oset door and Kay crawl ed out, very ruffled and
quite
angry. Before she had time to say a word, Cue storned a question

"I heard you sent sonebody a note," put in Cue. "WAs it to that
smart - Al eck who threw you of f your stride when you saw himfor the first tine
in all these years?"

"Here's the note, Cue." Cyde brought it fromhis pocket, waved it, and
put it away again. "It was sent to ne. Kay didn't want nme to kid her in ny
colum. So | cane back, and was telling her that | wouldn't even nention her
when your bunch stanpeded the place.”

Kay gave Clyde a very grateful |ook, one that wasn't m ssed by Cranston,
who, by that time, had arrived and was | ooking in fromthe door. Though The
Shadow hadn't as yet received Cyde's report, nor put any questions to Al an
during the ride to the hotel, he analyzed the case so pronptly that it gave
hi m
the direct conclusion that Kay and the Fram nghamgirl nust be the sane.

WAt chi ng the door, Cyde saw Cranston speak a few words to Margo, who
nodded.

| nspect or Cardona then took over

"We're investigating a nurder," Joe reninded, "and these people were out
of that case. Conme al ong, Cue, we're going down to headquarters, you and your
bar keep, along with Robling."

Clyde, the last to |l eave the dressing room gave a parting wave to Kay,

who still |ooked for gratitude. Wen the door closed, Cyde found hinmself in
the corridor alone with Cranston, whose one word came in a whispered tone:
"Report!"

LATER, after |eaving Margo at her apartnment, Lanmont Cranston becane his
ot her self, The Shadow. Not that his appearance changed; outwardly, he
remai ned
quite the sane, maintaining his pose of the idle-mannered nan about town.

He becanme The Shadow only by the | augh he gave - strange, repressed mirth



that was heard only by hinself and Me, the faithful cabby.

The Shadow was t hi nki ng of Al an Haverdal e.

Wth all his faults, Cue Herble was right on one point; that Al an, the
vani shed stranger, should be definitely regarded as a suspect in the death of
Menl o. But The Shadow held the solid opinion that A an had played no part in
the case.

Until the cause of Menlo's death was fully deci ded, The Shadow i nt ended
to
reserve opinion. After that, he would unravel the tangled threads that forned
this net of crine.

CHAPTER VI I |
THE FI NAL VERDI CT

IT was afternoon, and Lanont Cranston was in the office of his friend,
Pol i ce Commi ssioner Ral ph Weston, hearing the final verdict in the Menlo case.
| nspect or Cardona was al so present, listening to experts, who rejected his
poi son t heory.

There were three experts on the job, all renowned toxicol ogists. Their
spokesman spread a chart on Weston's desk and tapped it inportantly with a
penci |

"The autopsy proved this," declared the toxicologist. "If Menlo died from
poi son, it could only have been a species found in this group, A-3. | refer to
the category of acid poisons, that |leave no traces in the stomach but only in
the bl ood stream- for there was no poison in the stomach."

"How do those poisons act?" queried Weston. "Slowy, or quickly?"

"They vary," explained the expert. "This class contains a considerable
nunber, all quite deadly. But never" - he wagged an inportant forefinger -
"never do they fail to |leave their trace in the blood stream I|n studying
speci mens of Menlo's blood, we found no acid content. Hi s death was not by
poi son. "

Weston swiveled in his chair and picked up the tel ephone. He'd promn sed

to
give Clyde Burke a pronpt report on the verdict of the experts. Wile the
experts were rolling up their charts, Cardona turned glumy to Cranston.

"That makes it what the doctor said it mght be," decided Cardona: "an
attack of acute indigestion. It gets a fellow s heart like that" - Cardona,
doubled his fist to illustrate - "and people who eat and drink the way Menlo
did, are apt to get hit by it."

Weston had finished calling Cyde, so Cardona took the tel ephone and told
the reporter that there would be a line-up of Cue's gunnmen in half an hour
and
that he woul d need O yde there.

VWhile waiting to view the line-up, the cal mmnnered M. Cranston
reflected on the verdict of the toxicol ogists. Those poi son experts knew their
busi ness, and Cranston, who, as The Shadow, had frequently nmade lab tests with
poi sons, recogni zed that their decision nust be sound.

VWhat stayed uppernost in The Shadow s nind, however, was the existence of
a murder notive in the case. The death of Richard Menl o meant one | ess person
to claima share of the huge Fram ngham estate. Al an Haverdal e, Kay Lorl ey,
Mark Robling, along with others who had not yet entered the scene, were al
gai ners by Menl o' s death.

Prior to the |line-up, Conm ssioner Weston ordered the rel ease of the
suspects in the Menlo case. Mark Robling went home, and Tom the barkeep
returned to the Forty-one O ub, where patrons were thirsting for his presence.

Cue Herbl e, however, appeared at the line-up in person, in the interests
of his enpl oyees, who were already represented by a battery of attorneys.



UNDER the gl are of powerful lights, Cue's six henchnen paraded sheepishly
whi | e detectives | ooked them over. The police were trying to pin past offenses
on them for even minor charges would increase their crime of having carried
guns.

In the bl ack background away fromthe |lights, Cranston contacted C yde
Bur ke, who was on hand to testify that these were Cue's sluggers, in case sone
| awyer argued ot herwi se.

Clyde hadn't cone alone. He'd brought Al an Haverdale with him for with
the news that Menlo's death was natural, Alan, |ike the known suspects, was no
| onger wanted in connection with the case.

In the darkness, Cyde introduced Alan to his friend Cranston, stating
that his advice would prove of value in other matters. Therewith, the three
made their own use of the line-up

"Look them over, Haverdal e, suggested Cyde. "Tell us if you recognize
any
of themas the pair who took you on that taxi ride in Central Park."

Though Al an had seen his forner captors but inperfectly, the glare of the
big lights brought out such details, that recognition of |last night's faces
shoul d have been quite possible - had they been in the |ineup. But the |onger
Al an | ooked, the nmore he was sure that his forner captors were not present.

Al that while, The Shadow s keen eyes were busy, too, and though he had
less to go on than did Alan, he concurred with the young man's opinion. It
added up to a very definite possibility: that Cue Herble was smart enough not
to mx his inside crewwith those who m ght be working for himoutside.

Furt her proof canme when the detectives, anong themvisitors from ot her
cities, adnmtted that there wasn't a known criminal anmpbng the entire group. So
Clyde slid out with Alan, while Weston was dinmring the |ights.

"What are you going to do about it, comm ssioner?" demanded Cue. "If you
hol d these boys of mine, I'll be short-handed at the club. After all, they
wer e
only doing their duty, and they had permts for those guns."

"Permts belonging to other people,” renmarked Weston, "and nost of them
had run out. But I'll reserve decision, Herble. Since none of your nmen have
past records, or, | should say, known records, I'll release themin your
custody for the present.”

Cue Herbl e congratul ated his nmen, shaking hands with them and cl appi ng
them on the back, as he comment ed:

"CGood boys! You kept your noses clean!™

Meanwhi | e, Conmi ssi oner Weston retained a pleased snile, which he
expl ai ned in an undertone to Cranston

"It neans that guns will be taboo at the Forty-one Club," stated the
conmi ssioner. "Furthernore, it gives us sonething on Cue Herble. He'll be
responsi ble, if any of that crowd m sbehave. |I've wanted to have a hold on

Herble for quite a long while!"

After |eaving headquarters, Cyde and Alan nade a stop at a little
restaurant, where they met Kay Lorley. She was very much herself, this
afternoon, so dermure and friendly that Al an really understood what she neant
when she said that she didn't |ike extrenes.

Neither a night-club star, nor an aristocratic mss, Kay was sinply a
very
attractive girl, whose charminpressed Alan the | onger he talked to her

Al'l doubts on the Fram ngham question were settled. Kay belonged to a
di stant branch of the famly that lived in the Mddle West. After her father's
death, she'd studied dramatics, and finally had gotten a bit in a Broadway
pl ay
that folded after a ten-day run

"So | tried the night clubs,"” conmpleted Kay, "and | |anded." She shook
her
head ruefully. "And how | |anded! Ch, well, when | wind up at the Forty-one,



that whirl will be over and I'lI|l feel human again.”

AFTER they left Kay, Cyde took Alan directly to the Forty-one O ub, much
to Alan's surprise.

A new doorman was on the job, a huge African twice the size of the fell ow
that Cue had fired, but his gleamng smle put Alan quite at ease,
particul arly
when C yde introduced the newconer.

"This is Jericho Druke," said Cyde. "I had himwaiting here for Cue to
get back... So Cue hired you, did he, Jericho?"

"He sure did!" |aughed Jericho. "And I'mgoing to do a right job here,

M.
Burke. A real right job!"

Those words neant much, had C yde explained them Like dyde, Jericho was
wor ki ng for The Shadow. \Wen the new doorman specified a "real right job," it
meant specifically that the front route into the Forty-one C ub would be
covered as effectively as The Shadow had managed the back way, the night
bef ore.

Unacquai nted wi th Broadway bl andi shnents, Alan was further surprised when
Cyde introduced himformally to Cue Herble, in the latter's ornate office,
whi ch occupied a rear corner of the Forty-one O ub

"dad to know you, Haverdale," greeted Cue. "No hard feelings because of
last night. W just didn't have the situation straight, that's all. Anyway, we
both got bl amed for something that was nobody's fault, and that's a reason why
we ought to cel ebrate.

"So we'll have a drink on the house, but don't name your poison, because
Tom doesn't serve any! The cops decided that it was all a lot of bunk."

They went out to the bar, and Cue told Tomto mx hinself a drink, as one
of the party. It was early, and there were few custoners in the night club, so
Cue extended the treat all around.

He gave anot her wave of greeting, when two nore patrons entered, and Al an
found himsel f being introduced again to Lanmont Cranston. This time, the
i ntroduction included Margo Lane.

To make it all conplete, Kay Lorley arrived, and Cue showed how
bi g-hearted he was by inviting his star to join the clientele. That was when
Al an received a warni ng nudge from C yde, and recogni zed that Cue was
springi ng
one of his crafty tricks, under cover of his friendly pose. Cue wanted to see
the sort of greeting that Al an woul d exchange with Kay, to learn how far their
former acquai ntance went.

Knowi ng Cue's ways, Kay was quite casual when she spoke to Alan. In his
turn, Al an, thanks to dyde, behaved the same. A curious thought struck hone
to
him however; one that rather amazed him Cue supposed that Al an had a yen for
Kay, and the odd part was that Cue was right. He hadn't been right the night
before, but the situation had altered since then

Knowi ng the real Kay, Alan nore than |liked her, and sonething in her
manner told himhe was w nning her favor, too.

During a brief interval when Cue had gone to instruct the new doorman on
his duties, Kay undertoned a query to Al an

"You've heard from M. Trope?"

Al an shook hi s head.

"I think you'll find a nessage fromhim if you call your hotel," added
Kay, "because he phoned ne a short while ago. He's giving a dinner to all the
heirs this evening."

"You'll be there, too, Kay?"

"I can't," the girl replied. "Mark Robling m ght recognize nme. You know

ny
sentinments, Alan. | don't want any of that crowd to think they' re better than



I
am You happen to be different."

"You're right," agreed Alan. "It's better that the party should be one
guest shy."

Anot her |istener heard those words: the quiet M. Cranston, who seened so
unconcerned that no one ever noticed when he happened to be within earshot.
Had
he so chosen, Cranston coul d have anended Alan's final statenent.

The di nner that Trope was giving the Fram ngham heirs would be attended

by
its full quota. Though Kay Lorley certainly would not be present, a substitute
would fill her place. A substitute who, uninvited, would remain unseen

The unseen guest woul d be The Shadow

CHAPTER | X
DI NNER FOR ElI GHT

VWHEN Cue Herble finished his chat with Jericho, he went directly to his
office. He closed the door but didn't throwits heavy bolt, as he usually did,
for it was still too early to worry about intruders who mght try to crash the
gate of Cue's private preserves.

Seated at his big nmahogany desk, Cue drummred nervously with his fingers,
a
variety of scows registering upon his flattish face. At |ast, he arose
suddenl y
and turned to the corner of the room where a big filing cabinet stood. Tined
to
Cue's nmovenent, the door of the office opened gradually and keen eyes peered
t hrough. Eyes that bel onged to bl ackness, for the observer was The Shadow.

Wth the hour growing late, the nysterious investigator had resuned his
bl ack-cl oaked attire and was | ooking in on Cue Herble before starting on the
trip that Al an soon would nake to Trope's.

ol ivious to observation, Cue was running his hand down the sliding
drawers of the big filing cabinet, which was al nost his own hei ght. Havi ng
tapped the required gadgets, Cue pulled a handle and the whole front of the
cabi net swung open, like a door, revealing a passage behind it.

About to step through, Cue suddenly changed his mnd. Slamming the front
of the cabinet, he canme back to the desk, at the same tinme tossing a wary
gl ance toward the office door

By then, blackness had receded, and Cue failed to catch the glint of the
burni ng eyes that had observed him But The Shadow was still |istening from
t he
door crack when Cue picked up the tel ephone.

Cue's call was brief, and to the point.

"Listen, Gaffey," he told soneone at the other end, "I want you and W ngo
over here in a hurry... Yes, it's the Haverdale guy. You're to tag him
wher ever
he goes... You know all about it, so the rest is up to you... Report here

| ater,
in by the private door -
Silently closing Cue's door, The Shadow noved along the rimwall of the
night club. He didn't contact Clyde, to give himthis new information. Cyde
had present duties; his job was to see that Kay and Margo becane better
acquai nt ed.
The fact that The Shadow had | earned of an outside pair who night prove

to
be the thugs who abducted Al an, was somet hing that concerned The Shadow al one.
It was Jericho who heard The Shadow s whi spered signal fromjust inside



the night-club entrance. Wen all was clear, Jericho made a gesture that
brought Mde's cab fromacross the street and simultaneously notified The
Shadow

that there were no passers-hby.

diding swiftly fromthe entrance, The Shadow boarded the cab as it
stopped, and it pulled across the street again to await further orders.

Gaffey and Wngo nmade it just in tine.

They showed up in an obsol ete coupe, their faces well muffled, as Al an
was
comng fromthe Forty-one Club. Jericho called a cab, and it pulled away with
Alan init, the old coupe trailing it. Me's cab foll owed, and everybody rode
to Trope's.

There, trails diverged. Alan went into the house; Gaffey and Wngo swung
around the corner; while The Shadow stayed in Me's cab, parked across the
street. More guests arrived at Trope's, including Mark Robling in his
pretentious car, which he parked out front.

Finally satisfied that all were present, The Shadow crossed the street
and
entered the house by the unl ocked front door

THE group around the dining-roomtable included El mer Trope, Al an
Haverdal e, Mark Robling and two ot her nen, whose nanes were soon nentioned.

One was Janes Suttern, a portly, mddle-aged man from Chi cago, who made
friends quickly with the other heirs. The other was Walter Creff, a thin,
cl ose-1ipped person, who was quite well known in financial circles. Creff
wr ot e
articles for financial journals predicting business trends, and from al
accounts, was sel dom seen in public.

A d El mer Trope opened cerenmponies in very sorrowful style.

"This dinner, gentlenen, was to have been for seven,"” he said. "W five,
and two others."”

Trope was wong. It should have been dinner for eight, counting the
unseen
guest, The Shadow. But the cl oaked guest, watching fromthe hallway, did not
correct old Trope.

"M ss Fram ngham has sent her regrets,"” continued Trope. "As for our
ot her
guest, we nust express our own regrets in his behalf. | refer to our
unfortunate
friend, Richard Menlo."

The quick, birdlike glances that Trope gave the group coul d have been
taken as a chall enge. He, alone, of all those present, could not possibly have
profited by Menlo's untinely death. Apparently, Trope was watching for any
smug
snmles on the faces around him No snmiles forthcom ng, Trope sunmoned Tifton
who brought the decanter of sherry fromthe sideboard.

Personal |y, Trope poured a glass for everyone. First to raise his own, be
Voi ced:

"To the menory of Richard Menlo."

The toast was drunk, and the dinner was served. Always thrifty, Trope
supplied a very neager neal of only a few courses. Conversation nmade up a
| arge
part of it, and Robling was the | eader for a while.

"Ajolly good chap, Dick Menlo," observed Robling. "Sorry to have hi m go.
Fancy it, their thinking that | could have had a hand in it, when it turned
out
to be nothing nore than too nuch Scotch and soda!"

Robling's theory rather interested the others. Realizing it, he
conti nued.



"A TomCollins is a lighter drink," said Robling. "Better for you. Mich
better. Al physicians agree, including nmy own."

Laughing at his own idea of a jest, Robling | ooked about the circle. A
nod
cane from Janes Suttern.

"I"ll take a Tom Collins any day," he said. "It goes well after a dish of
curry. My weakness, curry. | like the snell of it, even the curry powder
before
they cook it."

"You' ve spoken to the right man," declared Walter Creff, with a slow

smle. "While you're in town, Suttern, I'll take you to dinner at a little
restaurant where | sonetinmes eat. There, you will have beef curry, of a very
special brand. | can't say how many ingredients go into their curry powder,
but

they use far nore than the average."

As Suttern acknow edged the invitation, Creff sank back as though he had
spoken his entire quota for the evening. Robling pronptly resumed the
conver sati on.

"Dash it, | still prefer a TomCollins," he declared. "Woever said to
eat, drink and be nerry, said too nuch. You don't have to eat to be merry.
Li sten, Suttern” - Robling wagged a finger - "this evening, you'll cone along
with me, and I'Il introduce you to the finest Tom Collins that was ever

m xed!"

Such tal k waned until dinner was nearly finished. Then Robling whose nind
was very short on subjects, brought up the matter of drinks again. The thing
that made himrecall the former conversation was the coffee that Tifton
served.

Robl i ng, al one, declined a cup

"Saw nmy doctor today," |aughed Robling. "Guess |I told you that already.
Asked him about this old punp, here" - he tapped his chest in the genera
nei ghbor hood of his heart - "and he said go easy with it. Mybe one | ess Tom
Col l'ins, though they never hurt me, but absolutely no coffee.”

Laughi ng | ouder, Robling | ooked around the group, and finally saw t hat
they didn't understand. Centering on Trope, he repeated:

"No coffee. Hear that, Elmer? As if | ever drank coffee! Fancy it, ny
doctor saying not to drink coffee, when | abhor the beastly stuff! No
criticism
of your tastes, gentlenen; just a personal foible of ny own. | don't drink
coffee, and ny physician told me to stop. Wich proves that there are certain
t hi ngs one's own doctor doesn't know "

The rest finished their coffee and accepted second cups. They were

rising,
finally, when Trope announced:

"No business this evening, gentlenmen. | intended this purely as a famly
get-together. | may call you later, though, after | go over some accounts, so
I
shoul d I'ike to know where you will be."

ROBLI NG stated that he was taking Suttern to the Forty-one Club. Creff
announced that he was going back to his apartnment. So Alan sinplified matters,
by saying that he intended to go directly to his hotel. If he did go to the
Forty-one, which he planned, he didn't want Robling and Suttern to know t hat
he
woul d be there.

The Shadow had conpl etely di sappeared when Al an |l eft the house. From
Moe' s
cab, across the way, he was keeping a sharp | ookout in Alan's behalf.

Two cabs were near, and both were quite enpty, for The Shadow had gl i ded
cl ose and given them an inspection at short range. So far, however, Gaffey and



W ngo had not returned in their old car

Al an took the first cab, and The Shadow noted that he, too, studied its
interior. In fact, Alan waited until others canme fromthe house, before he
stepped into the cab. The next two were Robling and Suttern, and both were
tal king rather |oudly.

Robling was remi nding Suttern that they were goi ng out together, but
Suttern was begi nning to shake his head.

"There's a cab here,” he said. "I may as well take it to nmy hotel. Sone
ot her night, Robling."

Suttern didn't reach the cab he indicated. At that nonent, two nuffled
nen
appeared from around the corner, hurried to the cab and crowded in ahead of
t he
man who sought it. Alan's cab had just started, and the second cab took after
his taxi with a burst of speed.

| mredi ately, Me's cab whipped to action, beconing the third in the
caval cade. Knowi ng that the nuffled nen could be Gaffey and Wngo, taking a
cab
i nstead of their old car, The Shadow | eaned forward to help Me with the
trail.

Hi s automatic was already in his fist, poking fromthe w ndow. |f that
second cab tried to overhaul A an's, The Shadow i ntended to overhaul it first,
with bullets.

At the end of three blocks, an odd thing happened. Al an's cab wheel ed
left, and The Shadow shifted, to get a new bead on the second cab when it
swerved. But it didn't follow Alan's; instead, it swung to the right and sped
off in the opposite direction. By then, Me's cab, trailing without lights,
was
too close to the corner to change its own veer, which had naturally been left.

Moe interpreted The Shadow s | augh correctly. It called for a quick halt,
whi l e he thought this one over. It wasn't sensible that crooks should have
changed their plan so soon, dropping Alan's trail before they had rea
evi dence
that The Shadow was on theirs.

Sonething else was in the wi nd; sonething different, and rather
unexpl ai nabl e, in the Ilight of previous events. \Watever it was, The Shadow
i ntended to | earn, and quickly.

Wth Alan safely off, there was another trail that he could take; one
whi ch, by The Shadow s cal cul ati ons, might bring a real result.

Cal My, The Shadow ordered Mde to turn the block and circle back to
Trope's. The begi nning of one quest night prove the start of another

The Shadow knew

CHAPTER X
THE CHANCE SURPRI SE

BACK at Trope's, Suttern, the portly man, had nothing else to do but
accept Robling's invitation to ride in his fancy coupe, since no cab was
avai | abl e.

They were getting into the gaudy ear, when Robling | ooked back and saw
Creff com ng down the steps. He waved an invitation to the drab-faced man, and
Creff, at first about to decline, finally accepted for the same reason as
Suttern: nanmely, the |l ack of cabs.

So all three were starting off in Robling's car, when Me's cab nosed

itself warily around the corner. The Shadow saw t he departing taillights and
gave the word. This being a sinple trail, Me turned on his own lights and
fol | oned.

At first, the course was toward the Forty-one C ub; then, unexpectedly,



it

changed. The Shadow finally guessed the reason. Creff was in the car, and
want ed

to be dropped off at his apartnent. This proved correct, but with a definite
amendnent .

When the fancy coupe stopped in front of Creff's apartnent hotel, it
remai ned there after he went inside. So The Shadow | eft Me's cab and went to
| earn what was keeping Robling and Suttern

The apartnent hotel was an old-tiner, only a dozen stories or so in
hei ght. Lights appeared in a corner room about hal fway up, signifying that
Creff had reached his apartnent.

Those lights, like others in the building, |ooked quite bright in
contr ast
to the street below them For this was a quiet section of Manhattan, even nore
forgotten than Trope's nei ghborhood, though the buildings still retained
somet hing of their former grandeur

It was definitely a street to The Shadow s |iking. Pitch-black snoke anid
a bl ackout couldn't have traveled | ess noticeably than did the cl oaked
per sonage who approached the parked coupe.

By the dashlight, Robling and Suttern were easily seen, because even that
feebl e gl are was conspi cuous agai nst the surroundi ng gloom They were chatting
quite casually, those two, and it becanme evident that Suttern now favored the
trip that Robling had suggested to the Forty-one O ub

Further conversation proved that the persuasion hadn't all been
Robl i ng' s.

Evidently Creff had joined the discussion during the ride from Trope's, and
had

received an invitation, too. Wn over by Robling, Creff's willingness to nmake
it a party was all that Suttern needed. So Robling and Suttern, already
wear i ng

Tuxedos, were nerely waiting until Creff had changed to simlar attire.

The lights on the higher floors didn't go out until Creff appeared. Maybe
he'd forgotten them or didn't bother to put them out. \Whatever the case, The
Shadow was still beside the coupe when Creff arrived hurriedly fromthe
apart nent - hot el door.

Lacking tine to return to Mie's cab, The Shadow signaled it instead, by
means of a tiny flashlight that blinked a dimnutive green glow fromthe folds
of his shielding cloak.

The taillights of the coupe seenmed mammot h when they pull ed away,
conpar ed
to the tiny flash that The Shadow changed from green to red when Me neared
t he
spot where his cloaked chief waited. Then, with only a mi ni mum of del ay, The
Shadow was in the cab again, ready to follow the coupe to the Forty-one C ub
and insure the safety of its occupants.

Robling's car was already around the corner, but that was all the better
The Shadow preferred to all ow sonme | eeway when he was on the trail

Al that had a bearing on the thing that suddenly happened - a thing that
The Shadow woul d have spotted had he been in the cab when Me spurted it
forward. Too intent upon watching The Shadow s |ight, Me hadn't spotted the
menace in an all eyway that he passed.

The thing drove - hard!

It was another cab, the very one that tagged Alan from Trope's, only to
drop his trail. Because it hadn't been on his trail at all!

The cab had done the sanme as Mde's. It had circled back to Trope's. Maybe
it originally intended to foll ow Robling' s coupe, but it had found sonething
better: the cab in which The Shadow rode. O, perhaps, the nen in that cab
could have known that Robling was going to stop at Creff's, and therefore
t aken
a short-cut to the vicinity.



VWhat ever the case, they were taking a short-cut now, right out of an
al |l ey
and hard across the street, with the fury of a juggernaut. A nonstrous nenace
that Mbe didn't see, for his back was turned and the other cab was using his
own trick of driving without lights. If he heard the roar, Me nmstook it for
somet hi ng back on the avenue behind him

Moe, usually alert, was basking right in the path of destruction w thout
knowi ng it!

THERE wasn't even tine for The Shadow to act against the hurtling nmenace
that threatened to crush himw th his cab. He was closing the door, and if
he' d
held a drawn gun, there still wouldn't have been a chance to divert the
[ urching
juggernaut with bullets. Hi s automatic was coning fromhis cloak, as it always
did when he sensed a threat of doom but the answer lay wth Me.

If Moe could only yank his cab fromthat oncrushing path! But this was
once when orders could be futile. The nmere words: "Cet started" wouldn't fill
Mbe with the notion of a nenace alnost at its goal. Only The Shadow coul d have
supplied a substitute for words in that crucial instant. He gave one
automatical | y.

The point of an automatic |aid against the back of Me's neck - the nopst
astoni shing thing that the cabby had ever experienced. The cold touch of
si | ent
death that a gun could speak, comng at a tine when Mbe was convinced that his
chief, The Shadow, was in this very cab

The electric shock that riveted Me sent its effect right through himand
i mbued the cab. No rabbit could have given so alarned a bound as did that
vehicle. The cab was in gear, and Mde stepped on the accel erator as though he
intended to clinb right through the w ndshield. Maybe he woul d have, if the
cab
had not overtaken him

Impel l ed by Moe's foot on the gas pedal, the cab literally scooped him
back into the seat. Slanted toward the curb, its front wheels clinbed over,
hopped the sidewal k and | eaped the steps into the old hotel as though it were
bound t hrough the revolving door. The side of the steps slanted it, and the
cab
floundered |i ke a wounded whal e.

It happened so fast that it | ooked |like a noiseless collision in which
one
smashi ng cab bunped the other, but there was actually no contact. That was
proven by the way the inrushing cab behaved. It took the curb, too, and found
a
buil ding wall that stopped it.

If Me's cab hadn't overturned, The Shadow woul d have turned the tables
on
his adversaries. As it was, he fared well enough. The door on the high side of
Moe's cab fl apped open, only to cl ose again, disgorging blackness during the
brief interim Traveling in reverse rotation, The Shadow went right across the
runni ng board, to cone about flanked by a pair of whirling wheels.

Hs gun fired first. The Shadow wanted crooks to | ocate him rather than
have themclip Me within the inverted cab. He knew that their driver was
probably a hapl ess chap forced into his predi canent, so The Shadow ai ned for
the rear half of the cab. Crooks, however, had gone flinging through the far
door and were firing fromthe other side.

Their bullets were deflected by a pair of excellent shields: the spinning
spokes of the wheels that flanked The Shadow. Hi s | augh came as an echo to his
gunfire, a threat nore potent than the juggernaut that had been | aunched his
way.



Men of the dark fled off through the dark itself, and The Shadow, rolling
fromhis perch, took after them

These were unquestionably the pair who had battled The Shadow i n Central
Park. Their techni que showed inprovenment acquired from experience. It was as
i f
the other fray were picking up where it left off, and The Shadow, always a
junp
ahead of such fighters, was able to guess their shifty noves. |nstead of
bridle
pat hs and shrubs, foenen were dealing in alleys and ash cans wi thout wasting
time about it.

They were taking turns at harrying The Shadow, their alternating shots
calculated to throw himoff his stride. It was their way of duplicating The
Shadow s dodgi ng tactics, with the hope that they would spill himwth their
shots. A very dangerous game; so dangerous, that had this been the forner
setting, The Shadow woul d have settled themw th rapid shots.

But the ash cans, hidden in the dark, stopped enough of The Shadow s
shots
to give gunnen the depths of the alley beyond. Locating an ash can by his
recol l ection of a plunk a bullet had given it, The Shadow used it for his own
entrenchment, ready then to now down his foemen as they fled for the next
street.

However, this alley, right next to Creff's apartnent hotel, ended in a
| ow
wall with a very thick gate. Crooks found the gate unl ocked and were through
it,
slamming it, when The Shadow delivered a new hail

The cl oaked fighter lost very little time. The sound of smacking bullets
informed himof the wall. He reached it, scaled it froman ash can that the
fugitives had overl ooked. On the other side, he found a courtyard that offered
various outlets, including those through houses, or back through the hotel
itself. Taking an open-air route to the adjacent avenue, The Shadow | earned
promptly that crooks nust have gone anot her way.

He sped to the corner, where he could get a look at the front of the
hotel ; there he saw Mbe crawing fromhis cab to help the driver of the other
vehicle. People were coming fromthe hotel building, but they acted as if they
knew one anot her; hence the fugitives were not anong them

Moe and the other cabby were getting help; they would be able to tel
their stories unnolested. The thing to do was cut off the fugitive crooks.
Dodgi ng in and out of courtyards wasn't much of a policy.

The Shadow preferred sonething better, and found it in the shape of a cab
that was stopping at the avenue corner, the driver |ooking wonderingly at the
wr eckage down the I|ine.

ENTERI NG t hat pausing cab in his silent style, The Shadow threw a quick
chill into the driver by neans of a whispered |augh. The cabby didn't argue;
he
went where The Shadow said. Nor did The Shadow worry about the tale that this
newconer mght later tell. The police would figure well enough that The Shadow
had agai n been about his hel pful business of putting thugs on the run

VWhat The Shadow wanted to do was outrun them so he gave his new cabby an
address close to the Forty-one Club. In taking this cab, The Shadow did nore
than furnish hinmself with transportation; he deprived the fugitive crooks of a
vehi cl e they m ght have comrandeered.

As he rode al ong, The Shadow | aughed again, this tine restraining his
whi sper rather than worry a cabby who needed no further urge to nake good
speed.

The Shadow hadn't forgotten Cue Herble's | ast adnonition to two gunners
naned Gaffey and Wngo, the pair who had tracked Alan to Trope's. They were to



report back to Cue, in by the private route, as soon as they finished their
assi gnment. Having personally finished the assignment of the two crooks who
tried to crash Moe's cab with theirs, The Shadow i ntended to keep a date with
Cue; one that the night-club owner didn't know about.

There'd be a surprise in store for Gaffey and Wngo, if they showed up
feeling tough. A surprise in the person of The Shadow, bl ack-cl oaked master of
t he ni ght!

CHAPTER Xl
THE SHADOW S TRAP

CLYDE and Margo were watching the floor show at the Forty-one O ub when
Robling, Suttern and Creff arrived. More correctly, Margo was watching it, for
she was fascinated by the runba as rendered by Kay Lorley. That table-to-table
routi ne had becone automatic with Kay, for Margo could tell that the blond
dancer was practically oblivious to her work.

Kay was looking for Alan, to see if he'd arrived from Trope's. Al an
hadn't, and Kay appeared relieved. Margo understood, for she'd nade real
friends with Kay this evening. The other girl had confided how anxi ous she was
to end her present career. Thinking of Alan in future terns, Kay was therefore
anxi ous to disconnect himw th her performances at the Forty-one C ub, which
she was trying to regard as sonething of the past.

As for Clyde, it wasn't that he had watched Kay dance so often that he
could ignore her turn. Contrarily, he found it very difficult to west his
gaze
fromthat lithe figure on the floor.

He probably woul d have m ssed seeing Robling, if the fellow had entered
the night club al one, because Robling always headed straight for the bar,
dancers or no dancers. But portly Janes Suttern, and even casual Walter Creff,
couldn't help stopping to ook at Kay Lorley. They stayed right where they
wer e
until her dance was finished.

By then, Cyde had cone to the conclusion that these two nust be others
of
t he Fram ngham heirs. He recogni zed Creff, but hadn't supposed that the
financial witer was one of the privileged few who were to split the huge
estate. The point not only intrigued Clyde; it gave hima chance to |l ook into
natters.

"I"'mgoing over to the bar," Cyde told Margo. "If Al an shows up, keep
hi m
here. He's probably waiting at his hotel until after the floor show, because
he
doesn't want to throw Kay off her stride or have another run-in with Cue
Herble."

Bot h points sounded | ogical to Margo, particularly the latter, for she
saw
Cue on the other side of the floor |ooking around at the tables and noting
customers. It could be that Cue had Alan very much in mnd.

Qut side the Forty-one Cub, Lanont Cranston was stopping to speak to the
new door man. Jericho shook his head when Cranston inquired if M ss Lane
happened to be in the night club. He hadn't been here | ong enough to know t he
custoners by sight.

O course, that was just a cover-up for the benefit of persons who were
| oungi ng near. Cranston knew well enough that Margo was inside. He just wanted
a pretext to inquire for Cue Herble. Again Jericho shook his head.

"M. Herbleisn't in his office," stated Jericho. "lI'msure of that, sir,
because he hasn't rung for nme." The big African nudged toward an indicator box
i nside the door. "M. Herble sure likes to keep ne hopping with that bell!



Quess it's on account of |I'mnew here. So he can't be in his office. Cuess
he's
out | ooking at the floor show. "

Cranst on nodded.

"Cue always likes to watch Kay Lorley," he recalled. "But she ought to be
off the floor by this tine."

"Looki ng over a new act, too, M. Herble is,” informed Jericho. "Number
three spot on the bill. Maybe you'll find himover by the floor."

Jericho started to open the door, but Cranston decided not to enter
I nstead, he undertoned:

"I'mtaking a look in Cue's office.”

At that nonment, Jericho bowed to arriving customers and gestured t hem
toward the door. H's hamsized hand spread its i mMmense fingers tw ce
announci ng that Cranston would have at |east ten minutes for the excursion
nmenti oned.

STROLLI NG al ong the street, Cranston paused at a conveni ent spot to |ight
a cigarette. He was bothered by what seenmed to be an overcoat across his arm

Thi ngs happened to that coat, as Cranston adjusted it. The thing
transformed into a cloak, and fromits folds cane a slouch hat. Bl ack garnents
actually swal |l owed Cranston, and they in turn were engulfed, their wearer with
them by the passage that led to the rear of the Forty-one Cd ub.

Goi ng past the stage door, The Shadow caught a glinpse of Kay Lorley in
her spangl ed two-pi ece costume as she turned the corner to her dressing room
Continuing farther, he reached a darkened baserment entry that he knew nust be
the special route to Cue's office.

From then on, The Shadow did not hurry. Very deliberately, he probed a
| arge | ocker in the basenent, found the secret catch that opened its back, and
stepped through to a little spiral stairway that led up to Cue's office.

The Shadow was quite sure that the opening of the hidden door nust have
buzzed a signal to Cue's office, but since Cue wasn't in there, it didn't
matter.

Using his tiny flashlight, The Shadow threw a white beam on the steps and
noi sel essly ascended them At the end of a short passage he came to the narrow
barrier that could only be the rear of Cue's trick filing cabinet. Its catch
was very easy to |ocate.

So far, The Shadow had spent conparatively few noments. He merely hoped
that Gaffey and Wngo wouldn't be long in getting here. The Shadow wanted to
be
a conmttee of one to receive them but he couldn't wait beyond the ten-m nute
l[imt. In that case, he'd have to | et Cue beconme the one-man reception
committee.

Much coul d happen, though, within ten mnutes, particularly when The
Shadow prepared a surprise. It would be the easiest thing in the world for The
Shadow to turn Cue's office into a trap that woul d snag such gentry as Gaffey
and W ngo.

Stepping into Cue's office, The Shadow found it |ighted as Cue usually
left it. Al he needed was a hiding place. He saw one around the corner of a
filing cabinet. There was another opposite it, behind a screen that hid a
washstand. Both were very close at hand, on the near side of Cue's desk, which
was why The Shadow didn't |ike them

The Shadow preferred his natural shelter, darkness.

There was dar kness, plenty of it, over by the office door. There, amd
t he
musi ¢ that floated in fromthe night club, The Shadow could |lurk and watch for
Gaffey and Wngo while he |istened for any sounds of Cue's return.

To reach the door, The Shadow had to pass Cue's desk. He took just three
steps in that direction, steps that carried himopenly into the light. Three
paces were enough for things to happen behind his back. Things that cane



swiftly.

A pair of huskies hurled thenselves from hiding. Thugs who operated in
Central Park or city alleys would naturally prefer cover, but in a place like
Cue's office it was different. Particularly to types |ike Gaffey and W ngo,
who
knew this setting well enough to consider it their own preserves.

They were here ahead of The Shadow, those two, and they'd taken the very
hi di ng pl aces that he passed by. Gaffey lunged fromthe space beyond the
filing
cabi net; Wngo overturned the screen in the drive that he | aunched. But
nei t her
| ost a nonment in attacking The Shadow, whose arrival had proclained itself by
the very signal device that he suspected.

LIKE a nmeteor hurling in fromouter space, The Shadow spun about. He was
whi ppi ng out a gun, meki ng one of those fanous, |ong cross-sweeps that woul d
have hamered an aim ng revol ver fromany hand that pointed it.

But Gaffey and Wngo weren't aiming to shoot. Their gun hands were
driving
downward - hard

Even The Shadow s dodge couldn't stay those blows. Two nmen weren't enough
to snare him but his opponents had a silent partner in the shape of Cue's
desk. It stopped The Shadow s fade-away, and he didn't have tinme enough to
vault it.

Hi s attenpt at such brought himinto the paths of sw nging guns.

The cl oaked fighter reeled under the force of hard-dealt blows. He
managed
to parry with one hand while he clutched the desk edge with the other, but his
opponents pressed himfiercely. The Shadow glinpsed two hardened faces as
nmercil ess as they canme, so far as he was concer ned.

He made a quick turn that al nmost took himclear, but in his swirl he
tangled with the desk chair. Blows rained anew, only partly warded off by The
Shadow.

It was sudden, the finish.

Gi ppi ng the desk edge, The Shadow s hand slid along it, as he fought to
even the unequal struggle. Al nmpbst on the verge of turning the tide, he
squeezed
a tighter grip against the desk. Then, with bl ows smashing through his guard,
The Shadow crunpl ed even before they | anded.

Hi s gun thunped the floor, dropping fromthe fist that held it. The hand
that clutched the desk edge lost its hold. Doubled into an inert nmass, The
Shadow, world's nost formidable fighter, was notionless at the feet of the
| ucky adversaries who had downed him

So conmplete was his coll apse, that Gaffey and Wngo found thensel ves
slugging enmpty air. Stunbling over the blackness that blotted the fl oor
bet ween
them they recognized that it nust be The Shadow. Pounci ng hard, they clutched
their prey, only to stay their hands when The Shadow failed to nove.

Those two toughened fighters who served Cue Herble as an outside crew,
| ooked at each other and grinned.

This trap indeed had proved to be The Shadow s.

A trap, not for others, but for hinself!

CHAPTER Xl
THE M SSI NG SHADOW

QUTSI DE Cue's office, nmusic was wafting softly through the Forty-one



C ub,

barely drowning the clink of glasses, chatter of conversation, and flurries of
appl ause. The acrobats were finishing their nunber, to the tune of the usual
musi ¢ that acrobats prefer.

Over by the far wall, Cue was w shing that the act would get off the
floor. He was anxious to view the next turn, a blues singer who was reputedly
hot .

Always with an eye to the future, Cue wanted an attraction to rival Kay
Lorl ey, on the mi staken assunption that she would renew her contract under
such
pressure. If he'd known how |l ong the acrobats were going to linger for the
appl ause, he'd have gone back to his office for the unsigned contract form and
taken it to Kay's dressing room so she could read it while she listened to
t he
bl ues si nger.

But Cue hadn't gone to his office, hence he was quite ignorant of what
had
just happened there; how his sluggers, Gaffey and Wngo, had overcone that
nost
form dabl e of foes, The Shadow.

Cue was oblivious to other things, much cl oser at hand.

Over at the bar, Mark Robling and Janes Suttern were clinking glasses to
mark the beginning of their Tom Col | i ns sessi on.

Walter Creff wasn't drinking with them He was standing at Robling's
el bow, scrawming a brief note on a slip of paper that he had taken fromhis
pocket. Folding the note, Creff gave it to an attendant and told himwhere to
take it.

Cl yde Burke watched that process. He saw the attendant sidle past the
floor and go toward the dressing roons. Wien C yde | ooked back at Creff, he
noticed the gleamin the fellow s wise eye, his tight-lipped smle. Oyde had
a
very good idea that Creff had sent that note to Kay Lorl ey.

Robl i ng placed his enpty glass on the bar, used his el bow to nudge Creff
while calling for another drink, which Tomthe barkeeper promptly supplied.
Suttern wanted anot her drink, too; |ike Robling, he was arguing that Creff
ought to join them But Creff didn't even | ook at Robling s face, nor at
Suttern's.

"Perhaps later, gentlenen," said Creff. H's hands were toying with his

fountain pen as he closed it. "Have your drinks" - he pushed Robling' s glass
toward its owner - "so you will be a few up on ne. You chaps are nore used to
it than I."

Cl yde was working back to Margo's table, to tell her his definite
suspicion that Creff was seeking an interview with Kay, thus addi ng anot her
factor to the situation involving the Fram ngham heirs.

Clyde saw that Margo was watching Cue Herble; thus the circle was
conpl ete. Everyone in any way involved was quite too busy to be thinking of
what m ght be going on in Cue's office.

THAT secl uded room was now t he scene of a dramatic clinmax. Crouched above
t he huddl ed form of The Shadow, two nen were staring at each other in the
fashi on of prospectors who had happened on a gold strike but still found it
hard to believe.

Gaf fey and Wngo had struck crinedom s jackpot: They' d bagged The Shadow

VWhat to do, was the next question.

"Maybe we ought to croak the guy," suggested Gaffey. "That would settle
it
for once and all."

"Settle what?" demanded W ngo. "The Shadow croaked woul d be just another
stiff. We'd be in for a rap, with nothing to show for it."



"Plenty of big guys would pay dough to get rid of The Shadow -"

"Yeah, but we need to hear their offers first. I'd say to lug the guy out
of here and keep hi m sonewhere on ice."

Gaf fey consi dered Wngo's suggestion

"What about Cue?" Gaffey queried. "Don't we cut himin on it?"

"We' || do enough of a favor for Cue by getting The Shadow out of here,"
Wngo retorted. "So let's hop to it. But we're doing two thing's first. W're
maki ng sure he isn't waking up, and we're finding out who he really is."

The two things went together, though Wngo had stated themin reverse. It
was better to find out who The Shadow was, first, because that meant renoving
his hat, which would lay his head bare for a neat tap froma gun that woul d
i nsure a prol onged coma for The Shadow.

These captors were snmart; they hadn't overl ooked the fact that The Shadow
m ght have recuperated somewhat fromthe jolts they had al ready given him

But they didn't realize how far The Shadow s revival had progressed; nor
that Wngo's trifling flaw in the way of handling the prisoner would provide
the vital seconds that The Shadow still required.

@un in left hand, Wngo was actually starting to slug The Shadow, when
Gaffey stopped him Halting Wngo's wist with one hand, Gaffey reached toward
The Shadow with the other. Chuckling, he announced:

"Hats off first!"

Up fromthe huddl ed bl ackness on the fl oor cane two gl oved hands that
clanped with viselike power. Two hands that gripped three. Wth one fist, The
Shadow gri pped Gaffey's free hand; he planted the other on Wngo's wist and
acquired Gaffey's other hand in the bargain.

There lay the all-inmportant situation - to keep Wngo's gun out of it,
somet hi ng whi ch The Shadow di d.
Three hands writhed altogether, and The Shadow s showed skill as well as

power. Like a blacksnake twisting a rodent in its coils, the gloved fi st
massaged those hands and wists in a style that tw sted them toget her

Gaf fey, thinking he had clutched The Shadow in turn, put pressure on
Wngo's hand instead. Endeavoring to get the gun nuzzle around so he could
bl ast The Shadow, Wngo received a twofold wist wench that nade himl ose the
weapon entirely.

Al the while, The Shadow was yanking at Gaffey's other arm hauling him
across in front of Wngo, who therefore couldn't get his free hand into action
from behind Gaffey's shoulder. Wth the gun gone, crooks were cogni zant of
their increasing plight. Only one hand renmained to them- Wngo's left - and
while it couldn't act, The Shadow was showing a further return of strength.

I ndeed, fromhis hidden lips - those lips of a face that his foenmen had fail ed
even to see - came a whispered | augh, presaging a triunph wherein The Shadow
was transformng two captors into prisoners!

IT was Gaffey who was struck by inspiration, while he and Wngo withed
in
the deadly clutches of The Shadow. Gaffey could feel Wngo's |eft hand poking
at
his el bow, trying to work through, though it would still be useless if it did.
Usel ess enpty, but not if it held a gun. And a gun was very handy.

“I'n ny right pocket, Wngo!" panted Gaffey. "Get the gun there... bl ast
The Shadow -"

Wngo's hand, starting to that task, stopped as jerkily as Gaffey's
Voi ce.
The Shadow was a junp ahead of them no matter what the risk, he had to keep
Wngo fromgetting Gaffey's gun. Shoving with his shoul ders, The Shadow f orced
hi nsel f upward instead of hauling his adversaries down.

A moment later, all three were rocking |like a seesaw, The Shadow pitting
hi s wei ght agai nst the comnbi ned bul k of the pair.

To and fro they swayed, hands wenching free at last, only to be cl anped



again in a wild, slaphappy nel ee. The Shadow gave a final heave that should
have t hrown his opponents back, but the desk stopped them and they took a
rebound. Their return drive flattened The Shadow, and in their elation, crooks
forgot their guns to drive their fists for The Shadow s throat.

Their fists gripped.

So did The Shadow s. He laid one hand to Gaffey's neck, the other to
Wngo's. Madly, each raised a hand to wench away The Shadow s clutch, but
couldn't. However, they were throttling him too, and their grip went double.
Added to that, their free hands were managing at least to relieve their own
torture.

Gargl es cane from hal f-choked throats. But there were no sounds whatever
from The Shadow s. His breath was cut off fully. Thugs had only to maintain
this status and they'd soon wear down their foe.

Knowi ng it, The Shadow unl eashed a final effort. He becane a nbngoose
attacking two cobras at once. His fingers dug into those necks above him
swi ngi ng heads fromside to side. He was trying to drive one head agai nst the
other, but they were on different |evels.

@ aring faces were working downward toward The Shadow, to neet himeye to
eye, at the same tinme shortening the | everage of his arns, rendering his task
i mpossi bl e.

One forearm then the other. The Shadow was working themlike pistons,
but
each push was weaker than the one before, Under clanping hands, The Shadow s
own
head went back suddenly and thunped the floor. His arns gave; then stiffened
for
a |l ast weak shove that could only be likened to a dying gasp.

But what a gasp!

The Shadow s fists went so tight that they seenmed to encircle the necks
they held. Hi s arns drove upward as though great springs had hurled them from
the floor. He was coning, |like a nass froma volcano, lifting two foenen
conpletely off their feet as he reached his own. Then, in tune with that
titanic thrust, The Shadow conpl eted the task that he'd previously attenpted.

H s hands went apart, then sl apped together. Two waggi ng heads cracked
squarely as they flapped. Hands |l eft The Shadow s throat and fell, their
owner s
with them Right to The Shadow s feet went Gaffey and W ngo.

Most incredible of all, The Shadow began to follow them and his hands
slipped fromtheir throats. The cl oaked fighter was coiling as though there
wasn't an ounce of strength left in him

In fact, there wasn't.

There hadn't been, fromthe tine when he began his upward spring. Hs
feebl e shove was indeed the last effort that The Shadow coul d have nade.

O her hands had supplied the added effort, about ninety-nine percent of
the total. Big hands |ike hanms, that now caught The Shadow and kept himon his
feet. The hands of Jericho, the giant doornan!

"Right glad I could help you, chief," spoke Jericho, with a grin. "You
had
right hold of "em Al you needed was to tighten up and bang those heads
together. So | just took hold, too, fromright behind "em with that little
extra squeeze."

Turning his head, Jericho rolled his eyes toward the desk and saw t he
corner that The Shadow had been cl utchi ng when he rel axed so crooks could no
| onger slug him There, Jericho saw a button under the desk edge.

"Right smart, chief,” the doorman added, "giving the buzz for old
Jeri cho.

I was hel ping folks out froma cab or 1'd have | ooked at the box sooner. Wen

I

saw it, | knewit couldn't be M. Cue that was calling, so | cane right away."
No | onger supporting The Shadow, Jericho expected to hear his chief's



whi spered | augh of approval, but no mrth came. Turning, Jericho blinked at
bl ackness. He thought The Shadow had nade a di sappearance, |eaving himthe

t ask

of removing Gaffey and Wngo. So Jericho |ooked to the floor, to stare again
at

huddl ed bl ackness. C oaked bl ackness.

Then, for the first tine, did Jericho realize that his chief had been
conpletely out. It was Jericho's own mght that had brought The Shadow dri ving
up fromthe floor, hauled by the clutches of Gaffey and Wngo. But Jericho's
comments still stood. The Shadow certainly was snart.

Very smart, to have installed his giant agent, Jericho, as the new
door man
at the Forty-one d ub!

CHAPTER XI I'|
THE LAST STAGGER

THE nournful contralto of the blue's singer was penetrating to Cue's
office, and its saddened note was not |ost upon Jericho. Beneath the upward
tilt of the visor of his cap, Jericho's forehead showed a glisten. His
handl i ng
of Gaffey and Wngo hadn't caused himto perspire. Jericho's nerves - he had
them - were working heavily. The giant feared that he hadn't brought rescue
soon enough to save The Shadow.

He was gl ad, Jericho was, to |learn that he was wong. As he stopped and
lifted the crunpled bl ack-cl oaked form Jericho heard the whi sper that had
failed to sound before. Very faint, it was, yet audible.

"Want nme to get you out of here, boss?"

There was a nod in answer to Jericho's ardent query, so the big doornan
put ot her questions.

"Over to Mss Lane's table?"

Anot her nod.

"These fell ows?" Jericho nmeant Gaffey and Wngo. "Want ne to take 'em
away?"

The Shadow was sl umping slightly. As Jericho took himin a firner grip,
The Shadow shook his head. Rather puzzled, Jericho asked:

"What'Il | do with 'en? Leave emlay where they are, for M. Cue to find
and worry about ?"

Jericho saw The Shadow nod.

Those questions settled, the rest was easy for Jericho. He started The
Shadow toward the door |eading to the night-club proper. He noticed how his
chief's steps dragged, so Jericho provided sonme hel pful lifts, not realizing
t hat The Shadow wasn't wal king at all

The cl oaked warrior had recuperated only | ong enough to whisper his
recogni tion of Jericho; then his senses had | eft himagain.

Those answers to Jericho's questions!

Natural Iy, The Shadow nodded, for his head was dropping every tine
Jericho
tried to steady him Wen he'd slunmped, The Shadow tilted slightly; hence his
head had wagged in answer to one query, only to nod again when Jericho pulled
hi m upri ght.

O course, Jericho took it that his chief was all right again, but
probably not tal king because his throat hurt him So they continued their odd
parade, Jericho and The Shadow, after they left Cue's office.

The bl ues singer was taking her bows to a great round of applause; hence
she held the entire spotlight. Cue Herble, hoping that the blues would be
transferred to Kay when she heard that ovation in her dressing room was too
occupied to see the blue of Jericho's uniformas it energed fromthe office



and
foll owed the side wall toward the street door

Even the waiters didn't notice Jericho; but if they had, it wouldn't have
mattered, as he had various reasons for going to and from Cue's office. The
only thing that might have mattered woul d have been someone seeing The Shadow,
but he wasn't visible at all

Jericho was keeping himtoward the wall, and the cl oaked figure was
totally obscured in the darkness cast by Jericho's own bul k. Near the street
door, however, Jericho paused, renmenbering sonething el se he thought his chief
had told himto do.

St eadyi ng The Shadow with one hand, Jericho used the other to pluck away
the hat and cloak. Rolling those garnents into a bundl e, he poked them beneath
the anple front of his blue uniform

During the lull in the applause, Jericho heard The Shadow s whi sper. New
hand- cl appi ng drowned it, as the singer cane back for an encore; hence Jericho
didn't notice the weakness of The Shadow s mrth.

A few steps toward the door and Jericho made an about-face. He spoke to
two waiters and tilted The Shadow into their supporting grasp, a thing that
didn't surprise them since The Shadow was no |longer his cloaked self. He was
Lamont Cranston, in the evening attire that nmade guests wel cone at the
Forty-one C ub

True, the waiters thought that Cranston was drunk, but the doornman was
giving hima ticket through, and rules had been rel axed after the epi sode
i nvol ving Al an. Wen Jericho pointed out Margo's table, the waiters took
Cranston there. He was out of their grasp when he arrived, but he was
stunbl i ng
badl y.

H s hands encountering a chair back, Cranston grasped it. Then, with a
| ast stagger, he settled into the chair itself. That |ast stagger, the slunp
that followed it, were not noticed by Oyde and Margo. Facing the floor, they
were | ooking at the singer, but at the sane tine they were engrossed in
somet hing el se. They were discussing Walter Creff in ternms of Kay Lorley.

BACKSTAGE, Kay wasn't green with envy at the blues. |Instead, her color
had
reddened because of Creff's note.

Couched in witty terms, the brief note suggested that Kay neet Creff
because they were two who had much in conmon. Between those |ines, Kay read
t he
fact that Creff had guessed her secret and knew she was a Framni ngham

Since he was conming in for half a million, Creff wouldn't demand cash for
silence. That point actually worried Kay, because she'd heard of Creff by
reputati on and knew he'd been a real wolf in his time. If he happened to be
putting hinself back in circulation, Kay w shed he'd go sonewhere el se. Then
t he thought struck her that cash m ght be his sole notto.

Kay happened to renenber Richard Menl o.

One death anong six heirs had increased the proportion due to all. If
others were in some way elimnated, remaining shares would continue to rise
Maybe Creff hoped to talk Kay out of her share by hook or crook

O crook -

The very term nmade Kay think of rurder. Maybe crooks had neant to kil
Al an the other night. Possibly Creff was behind it; perhaps, through sone
fantastic system he intended to elimnate all other heirs one by one!

So incredi ble was the idea, that Kay suddenly |aughed. Next, she had an
i dea that would settle Creff. Stepping to the door, Kay spoke through to the
att endant who had brought the note:

"Bring M. Creff back here."

As soon as the nessage was on its way, Kay stepped from her dressing room
to an open door across the corridor, where she greeted a pair of chorus girls



with a smle. Though the girls liked Kay, they were really amazed that she
wasn't showi ng what they considered justifiable jeal ousy at the success of the
new singer. So they smled back

"The Wl f of Wall Street is paying a call,"” informed Kay. "He knows so
much about finance, that it would be a shane to have himforget it. So watch
for him and speed himal ong before he knocks at ny door."

The girls raised inquiring eyes to ask what systemthey should use.

"Tell him Cue just stepped in to talk about ny contract," suggested Kay.
"Say you'll be very glad to let us know he's here. Make it sound as though
you' d | ove to see what happens next. \When he decides that he'd better not
di sturb him show himthe door out to the alley. He'll use it."

Returning to the dressing room Kay |ocked the door. Discarding gown and
costume, she began to dress hurriedly. She wasn't worrying any | onger about
Creff. \What did bother her was the thought that Cue m ght come back to talk
about the contract, and if he did, it would delay Kay's nmeeting with Al an
sonewhere el se.

Actual ly, Kay had called the turn.

Cue Herble was on his way to his office to pick up the contract. Passing

a
tabl e, he nodded toward C yde and Margo, who noticed it and wondered, unti
t hey
turned. For the first time, they saw Cranston, who was turning his head after
Cue as the latter waved back. But Cue failed to notice what Cyde and Margo
obser ved.

Cranston was sl unping sideways in his chair, which was why his head
turned
around. Cyde caught hi mand pushed hi mback to Margo, who excl ai med:
"Lamont !
The nane brought a flicker from Cranston's eyes and produced a slight smle on
his lips. Margo picked up a glass of water and gave hima drink of it. Raising
one hand, Cranston rubbed his head and showed signs of reviving slowy.

"Keep working on him Margo," spoke Cyde. "This |looks |ike Al an's case
all over again - only worse! I'mgoing to find the answer to it - and maybe
that answer isn't very far away!"

LOOKI NG toward the bar, Cyde noticed for the first time that Creff had
left. Wth a quick glance over the room he saw the man in question, spotting
hi mas he went through the doorway that |ed backstage. C yde side-toned to
Margo that Creff had evidently received an answer to the note that he sent
Kay;
that, at least, Creff could be found when wanted.

Clyde was leaving that up to Margo, as soon as she found that Cranston
was
better. Deciding that his own job was to check on Robling and Suttern, Cyde
started toward the bar

The two Tom Collins fiends were lifting their glasses anew as O yde
near ed
them Again there was a clink, and together the pair voiced:

" Cheerio!"

VWhat happened next was like a figment froma dream The trifling nudge of
Suttern's glass produced a powerful effect on Robling. Astonishnent
registering
on his beefy face, he recoiled as though a battering-ramhad struck him He
grabbed at the bar, caught its edge as he twirled fromhis chair. H s gl ass
was
wavering in his hand, and it finally dropped, smashing the way Menl o's had on
anot her such occasi on

Horror replaced astoni shnent as Robling staggered. That stagger was his
last. Wth a long lurch, Robling canme Cyde's way, but |anded before the



reporter could spring to catch him As he struck the floor, Robling withed,
and the contortion carried himover on his back, where he lay with features
quite as frozen as Menl o's had been.

Mark Robling was dead, struck down by the same unseen hand that had
earlier plucked a victimfromthe mllion-dollar clan!

CHAPTER XI V
THE SHADOW WAI TS

I T was death despite The Shadow Whether or not the cloaked investigator

could, or should, have prevented it, was still a riddle. Maybe Robling had
di ed
a "natural" death, like Menlo. Maybe this was just coincidence, two nen struck

down by death the same way in the sanme pl ace.

O course, there was a certain thing known as the "power of suggestion,"”
that m ght have had a hand in it. But The Shadow wasn't in a mood to think
about such things. He wasn't in a nood to think about rmuch of anything.

Lanmont Cranston, erstwhile The Shadow, still wasn't over the effects of
his recent battle. He was nodding intelligently enough when Margo Lane kept
shaking him but talk of people staggering and | anding on the floor was
consi derably too personal to be connected with anyone el se.

Cranston kept wondering why Margo was so constantly referring to his own
recent experience, and he was actually puzzled because she knew about it. Not
once did he | ook the direction that Margo pointed, over where Mark Robling |ay
spraw ed.

This was one of those times when The Shadow s agents had to take over for
their chief. Cyde was handling matters at the bar. Jericho was on the door,
and that left Margo free for sonething else - a thing that riveted her when
she
realized how inportant it mght be.

It was the matter of Walter Creff and Kay Lorley. If Robling s death was
nmurder, Creff might be the killer! Wth a second heir elimnated, Creff m ght
even now be disposing of a third: nanely, Kay!

Tossing the rest of the water in Cranston's face, on the chance that it

woul d really bring himback to hinmself, or, better still, The Shadow, Margo
sprang fromthe table, raced across the floor to the doorway | eadi ng
backst age.

Her dash went unnoticed because all attention was toward the bar. History
was repeating itself, as on the night when Menlo di ed, except that the
personnel of the Forty-one Club was handling itself nore capably, now that
t hey
were used to having patrons drop dead at the finish of the floor show

Backst age, Margo pounded at Kay's door. Maybe her punches had the
fem ni ne
touch, for Kay pronptly opened the door, and stared with surprise at the
excitement with which Margo entered.

Kay had classed Margo as a very unexcitable person; still, the Forty-one
C ub was enough to drive anyone berserk. So Kay nmerely went on fastening the
bel | -sl eeves of her dress, nmeanwhile turning around and asking Margo to help
buckl e her up the back.

For answer, Margo grabbed the m nk coat fromthe closet, flung it over
Kay's shoul ders, and rushed the astoni shed ni ght-club star out through the
corridor.

They were passi ng anot her dressing room before Kay could even catch her
breath. Coming fromthat roomthey heard the dreary contralto voice of the
blues lady, telling a group of chorines how her songs had "knocked t hem dead"
out front. Margo caught that gag line and comented on it as she sped Kay out
t hrough the alley.



"Maybe she did knock sonebody dead," voiced Margo. "That's as good an
expl anation as any. It's the sane thing all over again, Kay!"

"\What same thing?"

"A death like Menlo's. But this tine, it's Robling! He just dropped dead
the way Menlo did."

"Not at the bar?"

"Right at the bar!" conpleted Margo. "This tinme with Suttern | ooking on
But | don't think that Suttern did it, nor that Tom nm xed a M ckey Finn.
want
to know what becane of Walter Creff!”

Margo was | ooking for a cab, hoping that Mde's would be around; but it
wasn't. Nor would it be for sone tine, considering the bashing that it had
recently undergone. But a cab was coming into sight, so Margo flagged it while
Kay was excl ai ning how Creff had cone backstage, only to be sent along his way
by the hel pful chorus girls.

Then Margo and Kay were in the cab, off to Alan Haverdale's hotel to tel
hi mthe news of Robling' s death.

ANOTHER gentl eman still |acked that news: Cue Herble. In his office, Cue
was finding plenty to keep hi moccupi ed without |ooking for Kay's contract.
Havi ng found Gaffey and Wngo spraw ed all over the floor, Cue was
encount eri ng
nore trouble reviving themthan Margo had with Cranston, even though Cue was
usi ng much stronger methods in doing so.

He was pouring some of his best brandy down their throats, forgetting the
cost of the stuff in his anxiety to | earn why his two strong-arm operatives
had
wound up like a pair of Kilkenny cats.

Gaffey was the first to wake up, but he was so slowin finding his voice,
that Wngo revived and overtook him Wakly, Wngo nudged his thunb at
somet hi ng i magi nary, and gul ped:

"The Shadow "

Cue | ooked to Gaffey for corroboration. Gaffey gul ped, too, but not in
words. He took the brandy bottle from Cue, swallowed a |long drink, and gave a
nod.

"I't was him all right," declared Gaffey. "The Shadow In here! W konked
him Wngo and ne, but it didn't do no good. He took us right by the throats,
heaved us half way up to the ceiling and banged our dones together."

"Yeah," agreed Wngo. "Ever see a bowing ball go rolling back down the
return track and bunp another? Well, that's the way our noggins hit when The
Shadow swung them "

Deci di ng suddenly that Gaffey and Wngo were trying to cover a quarre
bet ween t hemsel ves, Cue turned scoffingly, only to stop short. On the floor
where it had | ain hidden under one of the sprawl ed thugs, was the evidence
t hat
backed their yarn - a .45 automatic, the sort of weapon that The Shadow
carri ed.

Cue knew that Gaffey and Wngo preferred revolvers of .38 caliber
Pi cki ng
up The Shadow s gun, Cue juggled it while he studied his woozy henchmnen.
Before
Cue coul d express a new opinion there was a banging at the door, acconpani ed

by
| oud, excited voices of the toughs who worked within the night club

"Somet hing' s gone haywire around here!" asserted Cue savagely. "I don't
want you mugs to be in it. So scramout by the usual route. And say" - he
added
the afterthought while the pair were wabbling toward the filing cabinet - "if

you can get a new line on that Haverdale guy, do it."



Seeing Gaffey and Wngo through the secret exit, Cue started toward the
door, carrying The Shadow s gun. Renenbering that trouble m ght bring the
police, and that they'd objected to guns on their previous visit, Cue turned
back to the desk and pl aced the weapon in the drawer.

Openi ng the door, Cue asked what the trouble was about. Wen he heard,
hi s
j aw dropped. He gl anced askance at the worried faces of the bouncers, as
t hough
they m ght have had a hand in Robling' s death. Then, anxiously, Cue queried:

"None of you guys are toting heaters, are you?"

Headshakes told that the whole tribe | acked guns.

"Keep your lips stiff," Cue told them "I1'll handle this. |I know the
ri ght
gent to talk to first. He's still here, | hope."

The "right" gentleman was present at the very table where Cue had seen
hi m

| ast. Lanobnt Cranston | ooked quite hinself when Cue Herbl e approached, though
he
was actually trying to shake off the cobwebs that still seened to press his
face, even after he had nopped away the water with which Margo had spattered
hi m
"Hell o, M. Cranston," spoke Cue politely. "Listen: remenber how you saw
me going to nmy office alittle while ago? Not hi ng had happened then, had it?"
Cranston nodded to the first query, shook his head in response to the
second. He didn't renmenber seeing Cue, nor was he sure that nothing had
happened at that time. But he could tell that Cue was very earnest, so he took
the truth for granted

"Al'l right, then," Cue declared. "I'd like you to do ne a favor, M.
Cranston. Cone with ne and take a | ook at the dead guy over by the bar. Wen
| nspect or Cardona, gets here, you'll be able to square me with the |aw. "

As Cranston found his feet, his mnd cleared. He wal ked unsteadily, but
Cue didn't notice it because they were working their way anong the tables and
Cranston found plenty of opportunities to keep hinself fromfalling.

VWen they reached the spot where Robling lay, Cranston gripped C yde and
drew hi maside, thus steadying hinself further, and at the same tinme getting
Cyde's full version of how another death had happened.

ABQUT that time, Alan Haverdale was neeting two very tense girls in the
| obby of his hotel. He gestured themto chairs in a secluded corner, and
suggested they tell himwhat had happened.

VWhen Margo told of Robling's death, Alan's face assunmed an expression
t hat
Kay mi stook for a scow. She attributed it to the mnk coat, and let the fur
garment slide back from her shoul ders. Probably Al an so hated anything that
rem nded himof a certain Mss Fram ngham that he'd believe her responsible
even for nurder.

But that wasn't it. Alan's expression was nerely one of concentration
and
his forehead was still furrowed when he smled. Agrimsnile, though

"At least, I'mnot the nystery nman tonight," asserted Alan. "I didn't go
to the Forty-one Cub." He paused, |ooked at Kay. "On your account, you know. "

Kay sm | ed her thanks.

"You did right in getting out," continued Al an, speaking to Kay. "Since
Margo was with you in the dressing roomat the tinme Robling collapsed, they
can't blame you, Kay."

"But Margo wasn't with ne," Kay began. "You see -

"It's all right, Alan," put in Margo, not guessing why Kay paused. "There
was a nystery man, who nmay be in a fix. Unless they were as puzzled as they
were in your case. Wile Robling and Suttern were still having drinks, Creff



started backstage -

Margo halted as suddenly as she had begun. In biting her words off, she
did the worst thing possible. Alan linked the answer instantly and swung to
Kay. Only for a nonment did Kay hesitate. Then:

"Creff sent ne a note," she declared steadily. "It is still on the
dressing table, under ny make-up kit. He wanted to see ne, and | thought the
best way to get rid of himwas to ask hi mback."

There was a bit of defiance in Kay's tone, but Alan didn't sense it. He
was very calm displaying a patience that Margo admred, but she reserved
decision until she should hear what he had to say. For the present, Al an
nerely
waited for Kay to say nore, which Kay did.

"But | didn't see Creff," Kay added. "I asked the girls to tell himthat
I
was busy signing Cue's new contract, though I was really alone at the tine.
They
nmust have told him because he didn't even knock at nmy door, so, |'msure they
showed himthe way out. You believe ne... don't you Al an?"

Kay's | ast sentence broke because Alan had turned to pick up his hat and
coat. But it wasn't because he doubted Kay's story. Hi s next action proved his
trust in Kay, and fulfilled Margo's expectations of his nmerit. Before either
girl could ask where he was going, Alan told them

"I"'mgoing out to find a rat naned Creff!" asserted Alan. "After |'ve
tracked himto the hole where he crawmed, 1'll be back. This is one thing |'lI
settle ny own way!"

Those words brought a happy gasp from Kay, but they had a different ring
to Margo's ears. Though they were much to Alan's credit, they prom sed
conplications of a very serious sort. This wasn't any time for further feuds
bet ween t he Fram ngham heirs, but before Margo could shout that fact at Al an
he was gone. So it was to Kay that Margo voiced her al arm

"We'| | have to stop him Kay!" expressed Margo. "Maybe you don't realize
it, but he'll kill Creff if he finds him"

"But -" Kay halted, puzzled. "But - why?"
"On your account, stupid!" returned Margo. "He's crazy nmad in love with
you! If I can only find a tel ephone, I'lIl see to it that you won't be paying

visits to Sing Sing the rest of your life, blow ng kisses once a week through
a
bul | et - proof pane of glass, and saying, '|I love you' over a microphone!
There's
one person who can snap your boyfriend out of his berserk npod. Soneone that
"Il have to talk to in a hurry!"

By that one person, Margo Lane nmeant her own friend Lamont Cranston,
better known as The Shadow

CHAPTER XV
HAND AGAI NST DEATH

IT was well that Lanont Cranston had waited at the Forty-one C ub
because
that was the place where Margo Lane expected to reach him O fsetting that
fact
was anot her: nanely, that there was no one in Cue's office to answer the phone
when it rang at persistent intervals.

Mar go shoul d have cal | ed Burbank, the contact man who was so ingenious in
getting word through to The Shadow, but she kept on calling the Forty-one Cl ub
because she felt sure that soneone woul d soon answer. Besides, Kay was
crowdi ng
into the phone booth with Margo, and it wasn't wise to |l et Kay overhear a chat



wi t h Bur bank.

At the Forty-one, Cranston, along with Cue, was receiving visiting
del egates under the | eadership of Inspector Cardona.

It was odd, how differently Joe was treating the case tonight. He wanted
to cry "Poison!" the nonment he | ooked at Robling's distorted face, but after
his experience with the toxicol ogists, Cardona thought it would be better to
wait until after the autopsy.

There had been no poison traces in the remmants of Scotch and soda from
Menl o' s gl ass; neverthel ess, Cardona gathered what he could of Robling' s |ast
Tom Collins. As a matter of course, he had his detectives frisk Cue's inside
crew, and Joe tapped their boss for a gun, too.

Cranston saw Cue's smile and had a hunch what it was all about. Quite
back
to normal, Cranston was missing the .45 that he carried as The Shadow.

"These natural deaths are getting kind of frequent,"” announced Cardona,

at

last. "Since | can't arrest any suspects" - Joe's tone carried a touch of
sarcasm- "1'll deal in material wtnesses instead." He |ooked at Suttern
"You

first, because you were here with the vic -" Cardona caught hinmself - "with
your

friend Robling."

Suttern nodded, rather weakly. Joe didn't ask if anyone el se had cone
with
Robling or Suttern, so he didn't get a reply along that score. Not even from
Tom the barkeep, who was keeping a tightly-buttoned Iip, knowi ng he would be
the second "witness," a fact on which Cardona i nmedi ately inforned him

Renenbering the scoffs that his nention of Al an had produced, Tom wasn't
tal ki ng about tonight's mystery man, Walter Creff.

Al this was taking tine. So rmuch tinme, that Al an Haverdal e was getting
to
the Forty-one Cub faster than Margo coul d phone the place. Arriving first at
t he stage door, Alan was told to nove along by cops stationed there, which
prevented himfromgetting into Kay's dressing roomto pick up Creff's note.

But Alan still was determined to enter the Forty-one O ub. He had a hunch
that in just such an uphol stered sewer, he would find the rat that he was
after.

Around at the front entrance, Alan ran into a detective, who didn't want
to pass himthrough. Al an appealed to Jericho. He said the doorman knew hi m as
a steady patron, which was flattery to Jericho, considering the short tinme he
had held his present job.

Jericho nmerely grinned and nodded, but offered no further hel p. However,
when Al an added that he wanted to see Clyde Burke, who was a very speci al
friend of his, Jericho still nodded.

Sonmewhat inpressed, the detective asked if Al an happened to be working
for
the Cassic, too. This tine, Al an supplied the nod.

"Quess you can go in," the detective decided, after taking a close | ook

at
Alan. "I'll renenber you."

Getting backstage proved inpossible after Alan entered the night club,
for
suspi ci ous-eyed waiters were stationed all over the floor. Keeping out of
si ght,

Al an suddenly found hinself at the door of Cue's office. Renenbering what Kay
had said about a contract, Al an decided to have a few words with Cue Herble.
Those words nmight help himget a trail to Walter Creff.

So Al an stepped into the office, only to find Cue absent. The tel ephone
was ringing steadily, and for a noment Al an hesitated at the open door; then
entered farther and closed it. Not finding Cue, he thought he might find the



contract itself. Stepping to the desk, he yanked the top drawer open

Sonet hing better than a contract greeted him The Shadow s big automatic.
Wthout a nmonent's hesitation, Al an snatched the weapon, shoved it into his
hi p
pocket and left the office. He paused at the door only |ong enough to nake
sure
that no one had noticed him Sauntering out, hands in trousers pockets, Al an
kept his coat well bunched over his hip.

"Burke's busy," he told the detective outside. "I'll see himlater. Tel
himl was here." He turned to Jericho. "How about a cab?"

BACK in the night club, an intervening corner had prevented Cranston from
viewing Alan's entrance and departure. That corner, however, couldn't cut off
the ringing of the tel ephone bell, which The Shadow noted twice, with a brief
i nterval between.

No one el se caught the sound; not even Cue. So Cranston sl apped the
ni ght-cl ub owner on the back, told himhe'd put in a good word for himwith
t he
conmi ssi oner, and noved away.

Cranston's first stop was at Cue's office. Inside, he picked up the
t el ephone, spoke a cal mhello, which brought a glad response to Margo's

voi ci ng
of :

"Lanont!'"

Then came a change. Margo's tone showed di sappoi ntnment. There was soneone
el se she had to call; someone that Cranston did not know. She neant The
Shadow,

of course, and her bluff sinply proved that sonmebody was with her

In fact, Cranston could overhear Kay's inpatient tone telling Margo to
get
through with that call and make the inportant one; that Margo was wasting a
| ot
of time expressing sonme of the troubles involving Alan to Cranston, who
couldn't possibly help. So when she had told enough, Margo quit abruptly.

The conpetent M. Cranston did three things at once. He replaced the
tel ephone with one hand, whi pped open the desk drawer with the other, and used
his knee to press the button at the corner of the desk

Qutsi de, Jericho saw the indicator box and told the detective that it was
a sunmmons from Cue Herble. Leaving the door to the detective, Jericho went to
the office.

Cranston's cal m query cane as Jericho entered:

"Al an Haverdal e was here?"

Rat her amazed, Jericho nodded. Cranston kneed the desk drawer shut and
gestured for hat and cl oak. Jericho produced the accouternments and Cranston
sli pped them on

As The Shadow, he made his exit through the filing cabinet w thout asking
where Al an had gone - sonething that Jericho would have stated, had he known.
The fact that Jericho didn't know, neant that Al an had cagily kept from
stating
his destination until the cab was under way.

At the corner of the rear street, The Shadow saw a cab and stepped into
it. He gave the driver an electrifying whisper, that produced a pronpt start
pl us increasing speed. Still |acking Mbe's cab, The Shadow had to use a
strange
one, and he wasn't doing it Cranston style.

Calmtalk couldn't produce the rapid service that The Shadow s weird
whi sper did. The unstated threat behind that sinister tone nade cabbies hurry
to get rid of their ghostly passenger, in a fashion that wouldn't rouse his
wrat h. Such fashion lay in taking himwhere he wanted to go at record-breaking



speed.

STILL on the hunt for Walter Creff; Al an Haverdal e was retracing his own
route of the evening. He was back at Trope's, trying the front door. It was
| ocked because the hour was late, and Al an hesitated at ringing the bell
I nstead, he hurried around back, tried the kitchen door, and found it open
Comi ng t hrough the dimkitchen, Al an heard the sound of voices. Pausing, he
| ooked through into the dining room

There sat old El mer Trope, wapped in an old flannel dressing gown and a
ni ghtcap on his head. He | ooked very out of sorts, because he had cone from
hi s
bed to receive an unwanted visitor. Tifton was standing by, his face as wy as
Tr ope' s.

As for the visitor, he was just the man that Al an had hoped to find:
Walter Creff.

"Sorry to disturb you, M. Trope," Creff was saying, blandly. "I thought
you woul d be working late on the figures that you nmentioned. However, since
I'm
here -

"Since you're here, | shall talk to you," interposed Trope. He shivered
slightly because the roomwas chilly; then turned to the servant: "Bring the
decanter, Tifton, and sone gl asses.”

Tifton brought the decanter first, and | aid down the w ne goblets while
Trope was renoving the glass stopper. The old man's hands were shaking from
t he
cold and the stopper dropped to the table. Trope was relieved when he saw t hat
the thick glass failed to break

"M . Fram nghamprized this decanter," stated Trope. "Al npbst as nuch as
the sherry, | would say. Ah! | forgot, M. Creff. You say you went with

Robl i ng
and Suttern. If you have been drinking their concoctions -"
"I haven't," interrupted Creff. "I've taken nothing that wouldn't mix
with
sherry."

oligingly, Trope poured a glass of wine for Creff and another for
hinself. As they raised their glasses, Trope said sol emmly:

"To the menory of our benefactor, M. Fram ngham"

Accepting the toast, Creff took a long drink of sherry. Laying down his
gl ass, he asked deliberately:

" Speaki ng of Fram nghans, why wasn't a certain Mss Fram ngham here this
eveni ng?"

Al an saw Trope's lips tighten. Evidently the old man knew of Kay's double
identity and was one person who could faithfully preserve the secret. The
conmendation that Alan felt toward Trope only increased his bitterness toward
Creff. Deep in his pocket, Alan felt the handle of The Shadow s gun, and
gripped it.

In a dry manner, Trope said: "M ss Frani ngham could not cone this
eveni ng. "

"I take it then," returned Creff, "that she is here in town?"

"I amnot at liberty to state," replied Trope. "Kindly do not question ne
further on that subject.”

"You' ve seen her!" snapped Creff. "Wat does she | ook |ike?"

A headshake cane from Trope.

"Anything like she was in an old photo I once saw?" persisted Creff.
"Where ol d Fram ngham had sone of his relatives with hinP"

"I do not like the term'old applied to M. Fram ngham" returned Trope
crisply. "Mreover, | never saw the photograph of which you speak."

"You lie," storned Creff, coming to his feet. He raised a hand and sent
Tifton back into a corner, as the servant pushed toward him "You know exactly



who the Fram nghamgirl is! So do I, and |'mhere to say that she won't shel ve

me! | saw a lot of her this evening, and she was nice to |l ook at. Too nice to
think she's too good to neet her distant relations. |I'mgoing to see nore of
her!"

IT didn't occur to Alan that Creff's case might be his own in reverse.

Al an hadn't been quite fair to the stiff Mss Franmi ngham and naybe it was
Creff's privilege to hold a grudge against the pliant Kay Lorley. Al Al an
wanted was to take a shot at Creff, and an ounce nore provocation was all he
needed.

Provocation arrived, though not on Kay's account. Trope was firmy on his
feet, neeting Creff's ugly glare. No longer did Trope's hand trenble; his
whol e
pose had stiffened. His hand went to the decanter only to save it from damage,
for his only act was that of thrusting the glass stopper into the neck of the
wi ne bottle.

Creff m sunderstood. He thought Trope was taking the decanter as a
bl udgeon, so he beat the old man to the grab

Up cane the decanter in Creff's fist. Trope nmade a quick side step from
the table, while Tifton sprang to grab Creff from behind. At the kitchen
doorway, Alan leveled the automatic toward Creff, giving the gun a forward
thrust as prelimnary to a trigger tug that never cane.

A del uge of bl ackness overwhel ned Al an. He was spun |like a human w ndmil |
in along rear sonmersault, the gun flying high fromhis hand. The sanme hands
that sent Alan on that spin continued their action, one grabbing the doorway
to
end its owner's lunge, while the other plucked the falling automatic fromthe
air.

Over his cloaked shoul der, The Shadow vi ewed t he dini ng-room scene. Creff
was hardly visible, for both Trope and Tifton had al ready shoved in front of
him As The Shadow had gripped his reclainmed automatic, so was Trope catchi ng
the precious decanter, its crystal stopper still in place, while Tifton was
persuading Creff to relax his fury.

Creff's face bobbed into sight, sonewhat abashed, when he saw that old
Trope was merely turning to replace the val ued decanter on the sideboard.

Across the kitchen, The Shadow brought Alan to his feet and started him
out through the back door. Hi s own anger cool ed, Al an recogni zed his cl oaked
friend and noved toward the waiting cab to which The Shadow pointed. Silently
cl osing the back door of Trope's house, The Shadow turned against its
dar kness.

He saw two nmen sneaking forward in the gloom alnost at Alan's side. The
Shadow gave a | ow, shuddery | augh of challenge to draw themin his own
direction.

They turned, but not in The Shadow s direction. They were yards away, in
mad flight, before they jabbed a couple of wild shots back at the house. The
Shadow s return fire must have sizzled right between them for the pair dived
into their old car and swng the corner in frantic haste.

By then, The Shadow was shoving Alan into the cab and telling its scared
driver to get started. He wasn't concerned with chasing Gaffey and Wngo. He'd
find them agai n soon enough whenever he w shed. Again, The Shadow was taki ng
his own route, with Al an as a conpani on

There was satisfaction in The Shadow s | augh. Hi s hand had acted agai nst

death, and had won. Huddled in his corner, Alan felt ill at ease because of
hi s
fool hardy mi ssion. If The Shadow hadn't stopped him he'd probably have |et
fly,

hit or miss, with all the bullets in the borrowed autonatic.
Qddly, it was The Shadow who shoul d have felt regret. In stopping Alan's
hand, the cl oaked fighter had halted death only to pave the way to nurder nore



i nsi di ous!

CHAPTER XVI
DOOM S PRELUDE

THE New York O assic was a very scurvy sheet, that printed a | ot of news
it shouldn't. Clyde Burke regretted his connection with the journal, but felt
that the whol e thing bal anced. By working for the C assic, he could serve The
Shadow nore efficiently. Hence Clyde was willing to wite the news his editor
want ed.

This time, the Cassic scored a scoop in a very ingenious way. The idea
cane fromthe city editor, though Clyde wote the story.

Wth Robling' s death, Inspector Cardona hadn't raised the cry of poison
as he had in the Menlo case. Neverthel ess, the toxicol ogists were on the job
agai n, nmaking laboratory tests in connection with the autopsy. So the O assic
bonbarded the town with scareheads shouting:

PO SON PROBE | N SECOND NI GHT- CLUB DEATH

The story itself was artful, as Cyde's usually were. It started by
pi tching the burden right on the police, who had classed Menlo's death a
poi son
case at the tinme of its occurrence. The nedical examiner's verdict of acute
i ndi gestion wasn't necessarily final. Any nystery concerning a poison m ght
apply to the poi son used.

Though Iightning sel domstruck in the sanme place tw ce, poison could. So
the nere hol ding of an autopsy in the Robling case was sufficient for the
Classic to cut loose with its theory, that used the very words uttered by the
experts thensel ves.

A virulent poison of a certain acid group was the |ogical answer to
Robling's death, according to the Cassic. Not that the O assic would even
t hi nk of suggesting the names of poisons in that category. That wouldn't be
right. The publication of the list of poisons might aid in other nurders.

VWen O yde stopped at the | aboratory where the toxicol ogists were making
their final tests, he expected to find hinself unwanted. On the contrary, he
was adnmitted by Inspector Cardona hinmself, and he even received a nod from
Conmi ssi oner Weston. The only person who | ooked at all grieved was Lanont
Cranst on.

"Regarding Robling's death last night," Cardona told Cyde, "we want to
show you just how wong you are. Take a | ook at these slides show ng speci nens
of Robling' s blood."

Clyde | ooked, but the slides neant nothing to him

"Maybe these will hel p." Cardona supplied two sheets. One was an anal ysis
of Robling's drink; the other pertained to the blood test. "No poison of the
acid group, A-3. The bl ood doesn't show any acid traces, and that's the one
infallible test."”

Studyi ng the charts, Cyde was finally nudged by Cardona, who added:

"There's the tel ephone, news hound! Call your office and let's hear what
they say about it!"

Clyde made the call. Wen he had finished, he shook his head and turned
to
Car dona.

"What are they going to do,’
retracti on?"

Cl yde shook his head still nore.

"It isn't nmy fault, Joe."

"What isn't your fault?"

"The story the Cassic is going to run,’

demanded the inspector, happily. "Print a

G yde expl ai ned. "They were



hol ding the presses for it. It says your experts are still baffled by the
untraceabl e poi son responsible for two deaths. Somebody has found the perfect
crime, and the Cassic can't pass it up."

Fortunately, Cranston was there to prevent another nurder, or sonething
close to it, for Cardona went after Cyde in hom cidal fashion. The
conmi ssioner's presence didn't matter, for Cardona was qui cker than Wston
who
lunged at dyde with the sane idea. Overtaking both, Cranston managed to
restrain themuntil Cyde escaped.

OTHER newspapers called it "coincidental death,"” and took the verdict of
heart failure in Robling's case. To help the cause, Comm ssioner Weston
ordered
I nspector Cardona to dig up all the past facts he could about Menlo and
Robl i ng.

Matters of recent illness, overindulgence in drink - all those would count.

So Cardona found hinself in the rather unique position of trying to prove
that there couldn't be a nurderer behind two deaths so sudden, so
coi nci dent al
and so involved with the question of wealth, that ordinarily the police would
have been the strongest advocates of the murder theory.

Late that sane afternoon, Cranston chatted with Weston in the latter's
of fice. Even nmore than Cardona, Weston was trying to argue hinself out of any
t hought of rmurder.

"Here are the facts on the Fram ngham estate," asserted Weston. "El mer
Trope, the executor, has absolutely no interest in the wealth itself. H s task
istodivide it into equal portions. Six heirs to begin with; now, only four

Shoul d there be no heirs, Trope would still have nothing. The noney woul d go
to
charity."

Cranston inquired if Weston had talked with the attorneys. The
conmi ssi oner had, because it was they who had provided the full information

Trope, as executor, was literally henmed in by a cordon of |awers who once
represented Landi s Franm ngham
"About the heirs -" continued Weston. "Menlo and Robling were friends.
Anyway, they're both friends, so that et themout. Don't m sunderstand ne,
Cranston" - Weston's tone was testy - "I'min no way recognizing that absurd
story that the Classic printed. I'mnerely analyzing the facts, just as the
toxi cologists did with the blood of two nmen who died fromnatural causes.”
Wanting to hear nore, Cranston rewarded Weston with an understandi ng nod.
"Suttern, the man who acconpani ed Robling [ast night," declared Wston
"went to the Forty-one Club at Robling's persistent invitation. W have
| ear ned
that Creff was with themfor a while - you've heard of Walter Creff, the
financial witer? - but he left early.
"I talked with Suttern and Creff, and it's so doubtful that either of
t hem
could have had a hand in Menlo's death, that they couldn't logically fit into
the Robling case. Both are very trustful of each other. Having di nner

t oget her,
in fact. Tonmorrow, they' re both going to see Trope.

“I"l1l call himand arrange to be there, too. The other heirs will be
present."

Cranston feigned surprise.

"The ot her heirs?"

"A young chap named Al an Haverdal e" expl ai ned Weston, "and a girl,
Cat heri ne Fram ngham | know very little about either of them as yet, except
that they've scarcely been around.”

Smiling over Weston's final sentence, Cranston left to neet the two heirs



in question. He found themw th C yde and Margo, and all four were awaiting
Cranston's advice on an inportant question. They wanted to know what they
shoul d do about the coming evening.

"I RAN into sonething tough | ast night," declared Alan. "Some shooting
out
i n back of Trope's. Somebody is after me with sonething stronger than any

i magi nary poison! And Kay isn't finding it easy. Her contract at the Forty-one

i s al nbst up, which nmeans that Cue will bother her about it.

"As for Creff, we figure he's going to put sonme of his half mllion into
a
new ni ght club and nmake Kay star there, or else spill the business that she's
a

Fram ngham heir."

Wth that, Alan turned to Kay.

"Why worry about people knowi ng who you are, Kay? My nother was an
actress, before her first marriage. She never tried to hide the fact."

"She was an actress,” returned Kay sweetly. "That's just it: |I'mnot! |
seemto belong to the dem nonde."

"That's what they used to call cafe society,

Mar go expl ained to Al an.
“In
t he days before straight | aces gave way to zippers."

"And speaki ng of one's past," continued Kay, "you nentioned your father
Al an. After he died, your nother married Landis Fram ngham Did she tell him
she'd been an actress before her first marriage?"

Al an pondered a full mnute.

"No, she never nentioned it," he adnmitted. "I guess she'd forgotten her
stage name, which was Marie Trevylan. It belonged a long way in the past."

"Which is where mne belongs," assured Kay. "lI'mgoing to forget it and
take a new one Al an."

Margo knew t he new nane that Kay nmeant. It was going to be "Haverdale."
Al an shoul d have thought of that hinself, but he wasn't |ooking beyond the
present evening. Turning abruptly to Cranston, Al an asked:

"What woul d you suggest for the present problen®?”

"Why don't you team al ong wi th Burke?" asked Cranston. "Trouble usually
seens to be over, when he finds it."

"But what about Kay?"

"Margo will visit in her dressing roomand | ook out for her. Cue won't
talk contracts while Margo is around. As for Creff, it happens that I'll be
seeing himnyself. I'mgoing to sample the curry at the restaurant where he's

taking Suttern.”

Wth that verdict, as good as any that The Shadow coul d have suppli ed,
Cranston left to keep his anonynous appointment with Suttern and Creff. He
found themat the Oient Cafe, an obscure but cozy little restaurant that
specialized in Indian curry served in ol d-fashi oned chafing dishes.

Suttern and Creff were already eating when Cranston sat down at anot her
tabl e and gave the sane order as theirs. The only difference was that Cranston
received his curry in a smaller chafing dish

A good curry, it was, with a sauce of a dozen piquant spices. Atrifling
taste of chafing dish was noticeabl e when one scraped the sides too closely,
SO
Cranston didn't play the glutton, though Suttern and Creff did. He was through
di nner as soon as they were; as was usual at the Orient Cafe, Cranston
remai ned
torelax a while in the confortable setting.

Conversation was starting between Suttern and Creff; their opinions mght
prove hel pful, particularly Creff's. At |east one thing was very hel pful: the
Oient Cafe, unlike the Forty-one C ub, had none of the hectic aspects that
marked it as a setting for nurder



A strange thing, nmurder. Its roots were deep, its tendrils could stretch
far. Even the keen brain of The Shadow was unaware that the present scene was
a
prel ude to death!

CHAPTER XVI |
CRI ME MADE KNOVW

OVER his cigar, Walter Creff was chatting with James Suttern, who was
having a Tom Collins rather than an after-di nner snoke. Blow ng a cloud of
snoke toward the oak wall beside him Creff |ooked around and renarked:

"dd Landis Fram nghamused to come here, often.”

Suttern showed mild interest.

"Once in a while, he brought Trope with him" laughed Creff. "A real
treat
for Trope, but | guess his sinple soul didn't relish it. If he liked curries,
he'd cone here hinself, now that he's on his own. But he prefers that boiled
beef he served at the wonderful dinner he gave us!"

Ref erence to Trope's dinner brought a slight snmile fromSuttern. He
ordered anot her Tom Col | i ns.

"There used to be a picture here," continued Creff, gesturing his cigar
toward the wall. "It showed sone of the Fram nghamfamily, including the very
di stant relatives. One person in the photograph was the M ss Fram ngham t hat
we' ve never net.

"A good-looking girl, as | remenber. Remi nded ne a bit of that dancer we
saw at the Forty-one Cub. Yes, a remarkabl e resenbl ance, considering that the
child in the picture had pigtails and wore gi ngham whereas the dancer had
bobbed hair and wore - well, what did she wear, Suttern?"

Suttern shook his head.

"I don't renmenber," he said feebly. "I didn't even see her. | was
ordering
a drink - with Robling."

Suttern's expression was beconm ng very flabby. Creff noticed it and asked
what was the matter. He argued that it couldn't be the curry; he'd eaten as
much as Suttern. As for the TomCollins, the drink was Suttern's favorite.
He' d
taken a lot of themat the Forty-one C ub

"I"'mworried! " expressed Suttern suddenly. "Wirried about this poison
tal k! You didn't have a man drop dead right beside you, Creff. Suppose there
is

a nmysterious untraceabl e poison of that acid group they talk about." Suttern's
hand cl anped tightly on his glass. "What if sonmebody was killing us for our
nmoney?"

"Easy, Suttern!" spoke Creff, trying to restrain the contenpt that showed
in his tone. "I'mas likely a victimas you are. But it's bosh, this poison
tal k! Who would want to kill us?"

Suttern's eyes went narrow.

"One of ourselves... perhaps -"

"Any man who would risk losing a half mllion would be a fool!" excl ai nmed
Creff. "I don't feel any richer than | did before Menlo and Robling died. It
woul d nean risking sonmething sure, to work for a larger cut by killing people
off. I amno fool!"

A waiter cane over to tell Creff that he was wanted on the tel ephone.
Qddl y, another waiter brought the sane news to Cranston. They went into
adj oi ni ng phone booths to answer their respective calls.

Cranston's call was from Margo. She had a ot to say, so he took it in
snatches while he listened to what Creff was saying in the next booth.

"Who do you suppose was waiting in the dressing roomwhen we arrived?"



began Margo. "Ad Tifton, Trope's servant. He said that M. Trope was asking
all the heirs to conme to the house this evening. Tifton was very sweet about
Kay. He knew she mi ght not want to neet the rest of themjust yet.

"I't worried M. Trope, of course, so Tifton suggested that Kay could cone
in through the kitchen and hear everything that was said. Afterward, she could
decide if she wanted to join the group. O course, Creff will be there."

Cranston doubted it. He could hear Creff talking on the other phone to
Trope. Creff was saying that he had an article to finish. He was going to his
apartment, but should his presence be absolutely needed, he would come on
call.

However, he would send Suttern directly up to Trope's.

"The police commi ssioner?" finished Creff. "At your house already? Al
t he
nore reason why 1'd like to stay away. | never did |Iike Ral ph Weston!"

"Alan just called,"” Margo was continuing in Cranston's other ear. "He's
heard from Trope and is going up there soon. So | guess that's about all,
except that Shrevvy has his new cab out front. I'lIl have Kay use it, if she
goes to Trope's."

Creff had left his booth by the tine Cranston's call had ended. Cranston
promptly dialed his favorite habitat, the Cobalt Cub, and asked if there were
any nessages for him There was one from Conmm ssi oner Weston, an invitation
for
Cranston to neet himat Trope's. So Cranston sauntered idly fromthe phone
booth. He | ooked for Creff and Suttern. Both had left.

Still as Cranston, The Shadow started for Trope's in his |inousine, which
was waiting out front. Its rear seat hid a simlar cloak and hat to those in
Moe's cab, but Cranston didn't reach for them This routine call at Trope's
was
one that he preferred to make in his present guise, since he had been invited
there by his friend the police Comm ssioner

A lulling excursion, this one. Lulling even to The Shadow. It was to
prove
a fateful trip, for tragedy was riding ahead. Death's prel ude, undetected by
The
Shadow, was to have a sudden climax at the end of this strange ride!

THE tragi c stroke began while El mer Trope and his first visitor
Conmi ssi oner Weston, were finishing a glass of the favorite sherry. Both heard
the shriek of brakes out front and saw Tifton make a hurried dash to open the
door.

I mredi ately afterward, an unseemy figure staggered through the hallway
and into the dining room

That figure was Janes Suttern

Hs bluff face totally distraught, the portly man was clawing at his
collar, only to double over and clutch at his stomach. H's eyes were rolling,
as he groaned, and it took the conmbi ned wei ght of Weston and Trope to support
hi m

The cabby who had brought Suttern here was telling Tifton how the man had
been stricken in the cab. But the drab servant was busy calling to Trope.

"In here, sir!" Tipton indicated the front parlor. "W can put M.
Suttern
on the couch."

Ti pton was hel pi ng, so was the cabby. Another aid arrived, |nspector
Cardona, who had just reached the house when the excitenent began. Wen Joe
gruffed "What's wong?" Suttern answered him

"I'"ve been poisoned!" gasped the stricken nan. "Poi soned... at dinner
with
Creff... the sane synptons the newspaper nentioned. Help me, quick!" He pulled
a



copy of the Cassic fromhis pocket and waved the tabloid newspaper. "It tells
you how... here!l™

Shouting for Cardona to phone for a physician, Wston was grabbi ng anong
some books in the parlor, hoping to find anything, froman almnac to a
nmedi cal
vol ume, that might tell howto give Suttern first aid. It was Trope who heeded
Suttern's suggestion to refer to the Cassic. In the tabloid, Trope found a
particul ar statenent and read it rapidly al oud.

"' Antidote for acid poisons of the 3-A group,'" inforned Trope. "'Beat
whites of eggs and add to quantities of mlk. This will bring relief except
with the most virulent poisons in this class. Aive oil is also a renmedy, but

on no account give the victiman enetic. These are corrosive poisons and any
sudden di sturbance to the stomach may hasten the injurious consequences.'"

Pausi ng, Trope waved at Tifton.

"Hurry!" Trope ordered the servant. "Prepare the antidote nilk and whites
of eggs. Sonme olive oil, if we have any."

As Tifton hastened away, Trope read further in the article and | earned
that these particul ar poi sons could produce burning sensations fromthroat to
st onmach.

Swal | owi ng hard, Suttern panted that he did have somet hing of a burning
sensati on.

"It was the drink," he added between gasps. "It tasted... different!
Creff
must have dropped poison init... at the table... the way he did with
Robling's

drink... at the Forty-one Cub
West on pushed Trope aside to hear what el se Suttern had to say. Rolling
his eyes, the portly nan gazed glassily fromthe couch where he | ay.

"Creff was witing a note," added Suttern. "Just before... before Robling
died!"™ Menory suddenly nade Suttern wince. H s next words were groaned. "A
note... with a fountain pen that could have had acid in it -"

Suttern's voice gave out. He clutched his throat, whispering that it
seened to burn. Between snatches of Cardona's phone talk to the doctor, the
rattle of Tifton's egg-beater could be heard fromthe kitchen. The sound ended
and Tifton arrived on the run, carrying a glassful of diluted mlk mxed with
fluffy white of beaten egg.

They propped up Suttern and gave himthe antidote. His face kept changi ng
its expression as he swall owed. Each gul p was soot hi ng, but the burning was
recurrent. He | ooked better, though, when he had finished swallow ng the
anti dot e.

Trope sent Tifton back to the kitchen with the glass to prepare another
round of milk and egg. Weston began to question Suttern further, and the man
suddenly started to repudiate his previous statements.

"I guess | was wong about Creff," conceded Suttern. "Wy would a nman
risk
a half million in sure noney by killing people off for nore? It's just the
curry
that made me burn inside. Very hot stuff, that curry."

"Did Creff eat curry, too?" queried Weston

"Qut of the sanme chafing dish," replied Suttern, with a nod. "As rnuch of
it as | ate - maybe nore. But he's used to it. He goes to that restaurant
of ten

SUTTERN broke off with a mban. H s hands went fromhis throat to the pit
of his stomach. Dropping back on the couch, he withed, his face contorting in
horror.

Weston sprang to support him gesturing for Cardona to do the sane. Trope
shouted for Tifton in a voice that took an excited pitch



"Hurry, Tifton! More of the antidote!"

This time, Tifton halted on arrival dead short beside Trope, who was
turning toward the couch. A horrifying clinmx was in progress.

Suttern was swaying in the grip of the two supporting nmen, and the
pressure he gave his stomach seened the force that nmade his eyes bulge. As
Trope grasped Tifton's arns and hurried the servant toward the couch
Suttern's
portly franme gave a huge convul sion

The conbined efforts of Weston and Cardona couldn't hold the stricken
man.

H s dead wei ght swept them back fromthe couch, as his spasmended in a

si dewar d

heave. Rolling over as he left the couch, Suttern struck the floor so heavily
that he shook it. Aturn carried himon his back; his face, staring upward,
showed the sane hideous glare that had characterized two other victins, Menlo
and Robl i ng.

Long, streaky bl ackness stretched in fromthe hallway door, casting its
unbra across the death-stiffened features of the latest victim Wen Trope and
Tifton stooped to press the new supply of antidote to Suttern's lips, the
streaky bl ackness was cut off. It shifted against the wall as its owner
si de-stepped into the roomto view what happened there.

Odd, how that etched bl ackness resenbled a cloaked form with the
sil houette of a hawkish profile above it!

For the man who cast that shadow was clad in evening clothes, and his
features were calm quite masklike. He was Lanont Cranston, the man who had
left the Orient Cafe only a few minutes after Janes Suttern, expecting to
reach
Trope's house al nost as soon as the nan who rode ahead.

Gi pped by the horror of poison, Suttern had sped his trip to Trope's,
outraci ng Cranston by several mnutes. It seened that those m nutes coul dn't
have nade a difference. Everything possible to save Suttern had been done by
ot hers. Even The Shadow coul d not have prepared the antidote nore speedily
t han
Tifton had, at Trope's order

Gim strange was the laugh that came from Cranston's nmotionless lips, a
tone so repressed that it reached no other ears. That mrth was The Shadow s.
It told that crine's unexpected turn would produce new efforts fromthe master
i nvestigator in whose very presence death had struck

CHAPTER XVI | |
DOUBLE TROUBLE

PROBABLY t he npst disturbed person in Trope's parlor was | nspector Joe
Cardona. Hi s poker face didn't showit, but Joe was beset with a pronounced
enotion. To him that glassy stare of Suttern's was an accusation, denouncing
himfor a double fault.

If Joe hadn't broached the poison theory at the time of Menlo's death,
but
had saved it for Robling' s case - how different the present woul d have been

The I aw, not a scandal sheet like the O assic, would have been working on
t he poi son business. Doing it quietly, so that no one like Creff would have
caught the idea, and tried it out on Suttern

Such, at least, was Cardona's opinion, for he still sided with the
t oxi col ogi sts on their findings in the previous cases.

The first thing to do was find Creff. \Wen Cardona broached that subject,
Weston agreed. Trope, in his sinmple, innocent style, started for the tel ephone
to call Creff's apartnment. \When Cardona waved hi m back, Trope | ooked puzzl ed.

"But Suttern exonerated Creff!" Trope exclaimed. "The |ast words he



uttered were a repudiation of his earlier claim"”

"That was before death hit him" rem nded Cardona grimy. "If he could
talk now, Suttern would go back to his first story."

Trope shook his head.

"I can't picture Creff a murderer," he declared. "Wy, |ast night when he
cane here, he hadn't even heard about Robling' s death. True, Creff lost his
tenmper over a trifling matter, but Tifton and | quieted himquite readily."

"I don't want to quiet him" gruffed Cardona. "I want to hear himtalk -
pl enty!"

During Joe's speech the front door opened. Only Cranston noticed it; from
t he doorway, he observed the man who entered: Al an Haverdale. Alan's face was
strained, though not in the fashion of Suttern's when the victimhad nmade his
hurried entry. Seeing Cranston, Al an approached and undertoned:

"Somebody foll owed us here. Burke kept on in the cab to draw t hem away,
but they're sticking around. In an old car sonewhere out front."

Cranston thunbed Al an right through the hall and the young man, hearing
voi ces, didn't even glance toward the parlor as he hurried past.

Seeing that Al an had gone by unnoticed, Cranston strolled after himand
overtook himin the dining room where he gestured himon to the kitchen
There
they saw the open refrigerator, two bottles of nilk that had been taken from
it,
and a bowl with an egg beater lying init.

"What's this?" queried Alan. "Has old Trope run out of sherry? He nust be
serving eggnogs to his guests."

Cranston expl ained that the exhibits represented the antidote for a
poi son
that had added Suttern to the list of victims. Alan's normally handsone face
strained with horror at the news.

"Stay here," Cranston advised. "You' re out of the case, anyway. They're
blami ng Creff and will probably be going over to see him™

"In that case," began Alan. "1'll go along."

"Not after what you admitted about |ast night," said Cranston. "You'd
better be careful about seeing Creff. Leave himto the law, for the present.
| f
they're starting soon, I'll ship you out the back way, so you can shake those
chaps you spoke about. They'll be busy watching the front."

Wth that, Cranston strolled to the front parlor to listen in on further
conversation. His trip wasn't going to take himnore than a few m nutes, but
even that tine period was too much. For just as Cranston was | eaving he heard
a
tapping at the kitchen door, so light a rap that he recogni zed it.

Opening the door, Alan was face to face with Kay.

"I managed to get away early," the bl onde whi spered. Then, hesitating at
Alan's glumstare: "I thought maybe 1'd have to introduce nyself as Catherine
Fram ngham that's why |I'mwearing the mink. But I'mnot going in" - Kay's
tone
was determined - "if Creff is there!™

"Creff isn't here," said Alan. "Only Suttern, and he's dead. They think
Creff killed him"

Kay's bl ue eyes went very wi de. Beyond the girl's half-frightened face,
Alan saw the dimlights of a parked cab. The sight decided himon a sudden
policy.

"You're |l eaving at once, Kay," announced Alan, "and |'m going with you.
Cranston suggested that | go out by the back door anyway, so he'll understand
what's happened. "

VERY fortunate it was that Cranston happened back just after the rear
door



cl osed. The doctor had just arrived, and soon Weston and Cardona woul d be
starting for Creff's, so Cranston had told themthat he would drop by there
| ater.

Not only did Cranston guess that Al an had used the back door but he
i ncl uded Kay too, for he already knew that she was com ng by that route.
Knowi ng that the two couldn't have reached Mbe's waiting cab, Cranston started
after them

Al an was just putting Kay in the cab, when fromthe corner swing the very
car that he had mentioned previously to Cranston. Cranston recognized it, too,
along with its occupants, Gaffey and W ngo.

Gaffey was sticking to the wheel, with Wngo junping out to get at Al an
who saw that the fellow had a revol ver. Maybe Wngo only intended to threaten
wi th the weapon, but he changed his m nd when Alan came at himwith his fists.
Dodgi ng Al an, W ngo ai ned the gun point bl ank

As Kay screamed, human dynamte struck Wngo. It cane in the form of
Cranston, surging fromthe kitchen door. He hurled Wngo cl ear across the
curb;
turned and spun Alan into the shelter of the cab, along with Kay. Then, ful
about Cranston was diving to the street under the spurting fire that broke
from
Gaffey's gun

To Kay, it seened a certainty that Gaffey's fire in behal f of Wngo had
flattened Al an's rescuer, but Cranston's dive was ahead of Gaffey's shots and
under the | owest angle at which Gaffey could aimwhile at the wheel of his
j el l opy.

Up cane Cranston with Wngo's glittering revolver, and Gaffey, seeing the
weapon, didn't stick around. He sped his old car forward, and Wngo, despite
hi s daze, nmanaged to catch hold and ride al ong.

Cranston fired two shots at the rear tires but failed to clip them
because Gaffey jerked in front of Me's cab just as the borrowed gun | oosed
fire.

Springing to the cab, Cranston thrust Kay and Alan in ahead of him He
knew why Gaffey and Wngo were around. They were checking on Al an for Cue, and
t he reason they'd gone tough was because they recognized Kay. This was the
thing that Cue had wanted to prevent - a clandestine neeting between Al an and
Kay, so his strong-arm men had gone the linmt to prevent it.

In his turn, The Shadow could go the limt to overtake them- as
Cranst on.

A nice feather for the conmm ssioner's friend, to deprive one gunman of his
revol ver and use it to bring in the fellow along with his buddy.

Rat her hel pful to Alan and Kay, too, if Cranston so acted in their
behal f.

It would put themin the light of victinms rescued fromcrime, thus dispelling

the slight clouds of nmystery that still envel oped them

But the trail was too much for Cranston. The fugitives were making for
Central Park, and their old car was doing well. Me's new cab wasn't out of
its

breaki ng-in stage and he couldn't overtake the car ahead. Wen Gaffey finally
swung into a steep byway, Cranston told Mwe to park and turn off the lights.

Getting out at Cranston's request, Al an and Kay wondered why he didn't
follow, if his intent was to | ook for crooks sonmewhere in hiding.

Cranston had followed - as The Shadow.

He'd put the others out in order to get at the space beneath the rear
seat, there collecting his hat and cl oak. And now Moe, havi ng heard sibil ant
i nstructions when his chief went past, was suggesting that Al an and Kay get in
again. Doing so, they were quite surprised to find that Cranston wasn't there.

The next surprise was to be The Shadow s.

Probi ng the dark byway for the mssing car, The Shadow turned and | ooked
back, to see lights creeping up behind Me's cab. How Gaffey had found an
outlet and come around to investigate, was sonething of a nystery, though the



reason for the lights was not. Mdst certainly, crooks were trying to stage a
rear attack, so The Shadow stopped it.

VWi ppi ng out an automatic in preference to Wngo's revol ver, he voiced a
fierce, shivering |laugh and bl asted a shot across the front of the sneaking
car. @ns answered instantly, their fire far wi de of The Shadow.

Moe spurted away carrying Alan and Kay off to safety. Such were The
Shadow s energency instructions, and Moe was sure that his chief would handle
natters.

ACTUALLY, The Shadow was very close to final disaster. The curious fact
that saved himwas this: Two guns, not nerely one, had stabbed fromthe
attacki ng vehicle. Doubting that Wngo had a reserve revol ver, The Shadow
di ved
rapidly for shelter. He was just in tine.

That car from which gunners delivered a long-range fire didn't belong to
Gaffey and Wngo. Its occupants couldn't have clipped The Shadow at such
di stance, but there was a chance that a closer eneny could. A perfect hunch on
The Shadow s part, for as he dived, a streamof bullets ripped froma spot not
twenty feet behind him

They were ained for the very place where The Shadow s gun had opened
fire-shots triggered by Gaffey, who was parked with Wngo only a dozen paces
behind the Iinmt of The Shadow s search. Gaffey nust certainly have supposed
that his rapid spray of bullets had amended t he defeat of a previous night,
for
he roared his old car away the noment he'd enptied his gun

As for the other car, it proved to be a cab, when The Shadow, prone on
t he
ground, saw it scoot off, taking a different road than the one where Me had
swerved. \Woever its occupants, they had probably judged Gaffey's shots to
nean
t hat The Shadow had a group of agents with him

Al one in the darkness, The Shadow | aughed; his tone was | ow but highly
significant. This business of rival gunners was a factor that fitted with
ot her
thi ngs that he had pieced. Things that but for a freak of circunstance should
have enabled himto prevent Suttern's death.

Freaki sh matters were not yet ended. Far out in Central Park, The Shadow
woul d require considerable time to return to his investigation. Had he
realized
how costly his delay would prove, the bl ack-cl oaked master woul d have saved
hi s
[ augh for later!

CHAPTER XI X
CRI ME ADM TTED

STANDI NG i n shirt sleeves, a green visor over his forehead, Walter Creff
was receiving visitors with a smle half regretful, half contenptuous. H's
visitors were three: Weston, Cardona and Trope. Creff was sorry to hear them
tell of Suttern's death, but he resented their inplications.

"I'f you think | had a hand in it, you are very wong!" snapped Creff. "By
M. Trope's own statenments, Suttern said he didn't think |I poisoned him"

"I told you what Suttern stated first," put in Weston crisply. "He
cl ai ned
t hat you poi soned Robling, at the Forty-one Cub."

Creff's laugh was sharp. He turned, beckoning the trio fromhis small
l[iving roominto an even snaller room that served himas a study. On a desk



stood Creff's typewiter, beside it sone finished pages, along w th another
stack of blank sheets. On a small nmeno pad that bore a few notations lay a
fountain pen.

"Exam ne the pen," suggested Creff. "Tell nme howin the world | could

have

dropped a blob fromit into Robling's glass. Here" - he handed the pen to
Cardona and picked up a drinking glass froma corner table - "try it,

i nspector."

It | ooked so inpossible, that Cardona didn't try. Another thing
interrupted him a tap fromthe door that connected with the living room The
group turned, and saw Tifton. He'd cone to tell Trope that neither M.
Haverdal e nor M ss Franmi ngham had arrived. He'd tried to reach them both by
t el ephone, but had been unable to do so.

A somewhat denoniac smile spread upon Creff's |ips, unnoticed by the
ot her
persons present. Tifton's words had given Creff a neat inspiration, but he
intended to reserve it until occasion required. Pouring hinself a drink of
water froma pitcher in the corner, Creff wagged his glass and suggested:

"Look around, inspector. The place is yours!"

There wasn't much to | ook at except the fountain pen, which Creff
obligingly said Cardona could keep. He used it mainly for signing checks, and
ordinary pen and ink would do for that purpose. Alnpst all of Creff's witing
was done on the typewiter, except when he dictated. The few pencil ed notes on
the nmeno pad were an exception

Needi ng them no | onger, Creff pulled the sheet fromthe pad, crunpled it
and tossed it into a wastebasket.

Strolling out to the living room Creff sat down and pushed back his
eyeshade. Weston went with him and Cardona soon followed bringing Trope,
whi | e
Tifton remained in the study, using the tel ephone in a new endeavor to reach
Al an and Kay.

St udyi ng Cardona coldly, Creff inquired:

"What next, inspector?"

"I"'mgoing to hold you, Creff," returned Joe, "on suspicion of nurdering
Suttern.”

Creff tilted his head so far back, that the eyeshade fell fromit. Stil
| aughi ng as he reached to pick up the visor, Creff said to Wston

"Hear that, conmissioner? Your ace is still a deuce, which counts for
not hi ng! Unl ess he thinks that deuces are wild in this gane!"

Weston surveyed Creff steadily, as though inclined to support Cardona's
deci si on.

"Take me along, then," sneered Creff. "But renmenber: you'll be putting
your necks out for false arrest! You held Robling after Menlo died. But you
didn't hang on to Suttern in Robling' s case. Such inconsistency can becone a
very serious matter, particularly where |I'm concerned

"That article I'mwiting" - Creff nodded toward the study - "will be
worth a lot of noney if I finish it before ny deadline, which happens to be
mdnight. | can finish it, unless you stop nme by your absurd tactics!"

VWESTON began to drumthe armof his chair in a way that Cardona didn't
like. Seeing that the conmi ssioner was weakening, Creff pressed hone anot her
angl e.

"You still don't know that Suttern was poi soned,"” he argued. "Hi s case
was
like the others: too nmuch to eat and drink. Besides, he was worried nore. He
even had ne shaky when he tal ked about that poison story in the Cassic."

That mention brought a glare fromWston. It wasn't neant for Creff but
for the Cassic and everyone connected with the tabloid. Seeing that he'd won
a



point, Creff continued.

"Maybe you gave Suttern an antidote too late," he remarked, "or possibly
not enough of it. But it could be that he didn't need an antidote at all,
because his death was due to sonething else. You' re going to hold an autopsy
on
Suttern's body, like you did with the others. |I'd say you ought to wait to see
what it proves, before you arrest ne."

Weston was very nearly won over. Cardona, too, was getting a bit
doubt f ul .

The thing that Creff suggested was exactly what the | aw had already agreed: to
cl ass deaths as poison cases only after they had been proven such

"OfF course," added Creff indifferently, "if the C assic has you both

scared -"

He paused, letting that inference sink in. It mght have been a clincher
initself, but Creff still had another. The door of the study opened and
Tifton

cane out shaking his head, muttering sonething about M ss Fram ngham Creff
| eaned back for another chuckle.

"I'f you think these deaths are nurder," he said, "you ought to | ook for
nore than a noney notive, which, as | expressed to Suttern, is not a sensible
answer. A certain Mss Fram ngham has a real notive. She doesn't want people
to
know who she really is, particularly the other heirs |ike nyself."

"No, no!" protested Trope. "It really doesn't matter to M ss Fram ngham

i f
peopl e know -"

"That she is Kay Lorley," added Creff, cutting Trope off short. "Star at
the Forty-one d ub, where two deaths have al ready happened. She could easily
have net Suttern after he left the cafe tonight. You see, | nearly net her
nmysel f the other night, when she invited me to stop backstage."

A mean statement and one that had telling force, since Creff acted as
t hough he could prove it. Sonething that old Trope couldn't dispute, though
hi s
dreary face | ooked pained. If Al an had popped in that nmoment, there would have
been anot her death, with Creff the victim For Creff had gone beyond the
subtle
talk that he had delivered at Trope's the night before.

"W won't be holding you, Creff," declared Cardona abruptly. Joe didn't
even wait for a wave from Weston. "However, |'ll stay around here a while, if
you don't mind. I'lIl find Kay Lorley and question her - after the autopsy."

Creff seemed quite satisfied with Cardona's conprom se. He arose and went
into the study, where he sat down at the typewiter and gestured to the
t el ephone.

"Call the Forty-one Cub now, if you like."

Cardona picked up the tel ephone, then laid it down beside the bl ank neno
pad. He turned to Weston, who had conme into the study with him

"You could handle this better," said Joe. "If you stop by to see Cue
Her bl e, comm ssioner, he won't suspect what's up. He might even introduce you
to Kay Lorley. But I'd spill the gane."

Weston rubbed his chin. Maybe he wasn't averse to neeting Kay; npst
everyone el se seened to favor it. So Weston nodded, turned about and went out
through the living room taking Trope and Tifton with him As the outer door
cl osed, Creff reached for the pitcher and poured a gl ass of water.

"Have one, inspector? It's my usual drink."

Cardona shook his head. Creff placed the glass beside the typewiter and
thrust a blank sheet into the machi ne. Cardona took the hint and went out to
the Iiving room closing the door behind him He heard the typewiter begin to
clatter. It went rapidly; then paused.

For several minutes, Cardona heard the machine intermttently, and was
just getting used to it when he heard a thunp at the door of the apartnent.



Answering it, Cardona net Cranston, whose eyes roved the roomidly, though
there was speed behind their gaze. The clattering typewiter had al ready
st opped, which was why Cranston queried:

"Where is Creff?"

As Cardona gestured toward the cl osed door of the study, there was the
crash of a breaking glass beyond it. Cranston sprang to the door, but it
woul dn't open, for it was |atched automatically on the inside.

Wiile Cranston still rattled at the knob, another sound canme - that of a
body falling froma chair.

WASTI NG no nore tinme in usel ess cerenony, Cranston and Cardona broke the
door down.

In the study, they found Creff lying quite as dead as three previous
victinms, his face registering a conbination of surprise and horror that wasn't
at all pleasant to view

As with Menlo and Robling - though not Suttern - Creff had been drinking
when he fell, though his beverage was nerely water. The glass falling fromhis
hand had struck the typewiter, spreading its liquid on the desk.

Soaked with water was the neno pad, but it was drying under the strong
heat of Creff's desk lanp. Bl ank when Cardona had | eft the study, the pad now
bore a note. The witing was plain, for the ink hadn't blurred too badly. That
note solved the riddle of four deaths.

It was a confession signed by Creff's initials, "W C ", and Cardona
recogni zed t he handwriting.

"' Menl o and Robling died fromnatural causes,'" Cardona read aloud. "' So
rare a coi nci dence was too much to restrain nmy hand further. | had actually
hoped to nmurder them both, so | couldn't resist with Suttern

"'Two others were to cone, dependent upon the verdict in the Suttern

case.
But my purpose was guessed, even before Suttern died. | argued mny innocence
toni ght, but | know that the autopsy tonmorrow will prove ny guilt.

"'Death was swift with Suttern. | prefer the sane, rather than the sl ow
torture of awaiting the electric chair and the terror of the thing itself - W
c'"

That was all, and it was quite enough for Inspector Cardona. Only Creff
could have witten the note, for he'd been alone in the room w th Cardona
stationed outside. Joe had been the last to | eave, and he'd laid the bl ank pad
aside just before Creff had offered hima drink of water

Al that Cardona wondered was if Creff had dosed the pitcher with the
deadly acid before pouring the glass of water. |If he had, he'd probably have
been hoping to see its effects on Cardona first. Perhaps Joe owed his life to
his refusal of the innocent-1looking drink. In any event, a matter of nurder
was
cl osed.

So thought | nspector Cardona, but the eyes of Lampbnt Cranston still held
a
distant, reflective stare. Strange was the burning gaze of those eyes that
bel onged to The Shadow

CHAPTER XX
POST- MORTEM FACTS

THIS time, there were two autopsies instead of one. The toxicol ogi sts had
a field day with their tests. Al cane out as was to be expected: bl ood
sanpl es
fromthe bodies of Suttern and Creff showed the acid traces belonging to
Classification 3-A. It was a poison as deadly as a cobra, slowto strike, but



insidious in its venomwhen it took effect.

This acid also fitted the description given by the experts, in that its
rapi d absorption left no traces in the stomach. Only in the blood stream and
t hough a small dose could prove fatal, the effects were sure to be discovered.
So said the experts, which left it a draw between the C assic and Conmi ssi oner
Vst on.

Even nore than before, the deaths of Menlo and Robling were cl assed as
natural, whereas those of Suttern and Creff were nmentioned as poison cases in
t he suicide note, which every other newspaper published before the O assic
even
heard about it.

One interesting point: The unnaned poi son had certain properties found in
citric acid, a substance extractable fromlenon juice. The main difference was
that citric acid was harm ess; this other acid very deadly. But the two m xed
well; so well, that the | enmon covered the taste of the poison without in any
way of fsetting it. Just the thing for putting in a Tom Collins, that poison

Creff's suicide dose contained a dash of |lenon juice and was found only
in
the glass. But that didn't prove that he hadn't wanted to kill Cardona. The
m xture coul d have been in the bottom of the glass when he poured the drink
for he'd been drinking fromthat glass earlier

In his own | aboratory The Shadow nmade sone interesting tests with the
power ful poison in question. Tests that convinced himof nore facts than even
t he toxicol ogi sts had enphasi zed.

But when Cranston chatted with Wston, a few days later, he didn't
di scuss

the poison at all. Cranston was nore interested in the reports that proved the
natural deaths of Menlo and Robli ng.
Menlo's ill health, in the formof chronic colds, was considered a factor

in his death, even though he'd been practically cured by inocul ations. As for
Robl i ng, he'd been drinking much too nmuch, as witness his need for a
pi ck- me-up
every morni ng.

After | eaving Weston, Cranston again stopped at his | aboratory, as The
Shadow.

Reverting later to Cranston, he dined again at the Oient Cafe. Not only
did he order curry, he sipped a TomCollins with dessert, and tal ked of the
Frami ngham famly with the genial proprietor, who brought out the old
phot ogr aph showi ng Kay's girl hood picture.

Cranston didn't put Margo through the ordeal of a curry dinner. He met
her
later, with Alan and Kay. They all went to Trope's, and C yde Burke arrived
there, too, hoping that his friendship with Alan would put himin line for a
Cl assic story. That, at |least, was Cyde's excuse for crashing the informal

party.

It was while they were drinking some of the tasty sherry that Trope
pour ed
them that Cranston brought a small package from his pocket and started to
open
it as they left the dining room He stopped to make a phone call in the

hal | way, and when he joined the group in the parlor, he had changed his nind
about the package.

Tying its cord again, he handed it to Margo, telling her that it was a
present which she wasn't to open until he nentioned it again.

Margo smiled at the gift as she put it in her handbag. The package was
about four inches long, |arge enough to contain a brooch, which would be a
wel cone gift indeed. Its weight rather surprised her, for the package was
really heavy for its size. However, Margo felt that it would only add to the
conmi ng surprise.



TH S was Kay's last night at the Forty-one Cub, and she prol onged her
sojourn at Trope's to the linmt. There were things that Kay wanted to talk
about. One was the note that Creff had sent her that night at the Forty-one.

She'd turned it over to the police so they could conmpare it with Creff's
sui cide note, which it matched perfectly, one feature being the initials "W
C." which Creff had attached to Kay's note, too.

Trope nodded when Kay spoke about the note. He'd |ikew se supplied a few
samples of Creff's handwiting from sone docunents that Creff had given him
weeks ago. The police had al so picked up the penciled nenos that Creff had
crunpled into his wastebasket.

Those conbi ned itens were about the only existing speci nens of Creff's
scraw i ng penmanship, for the typewiter had been his constant nedi um of
witten expression.

One thing pleased Kay: the police had not disclosed her dual identity,
and
Clyde was obligingly keeping it fromthe newspapers. Hearing how old Trope had
tried his utnost to prevent Creff fromstating the fact, Kay expressed her
heartfelt thanks. In his sinple style, Trope acknow edged the girl's gratitude
with a bow Fromthe doorway, Tifton copied his master's gesture. They were
al l
for Kay, those two, and they seemed nuch pl eased by the romance that had
budded
bet ween her and Al an.

It was Cranston who reninded Kay that it was time for her to | eave for
t he
Forty-one Club. He said he'd take her in his |inousine, and Margo acconpani ed
them |eaving Alan and Clyde with Trope.

During the ride, Cranston chatted about the theater and sone of the
f anous
nanes associated with its past, but his talk didn't make Kay yearn to remain a
ni ght-club star.

She switched the subject back to Trope and Tifton, remarking how
faithfully the servant had been trained to performthe slightest duty that his
mast er mi ght order.

W TNESSI NG t he fl oor show, Cranston saw Kay at her very best. Her dance
brought huge rounds of appl ause and calls for encores, which Kay gave.

Across the table, Margo noted Cranston's slight smle and understood. Kay
was putting everything into the act, as if to shake off the whol e burden of
t he
career she was about to end.

VWen Kay at | ast managed to make her exit, Cranston spoke terse words to
Mar go.

"Cet backstage," he told her. "Stay with Kay until | join you. It's nore
i mportant than ever before!"

Strolling fromthe table, Cranston stopped at the street door and spoke
to
Jericho. \Watever Cranston wanted, the big doorman seened unable to oblige
hi m
Jericho was going off duty for a short while, but he did at |east sunmon
Cranston's |inousine.

It was while he opened the door that Jericho dropped something into
Cranston's hand. Turning back into the night club, Jericho went to take off
hi s
uni form Cranston, neanwhile, was putting one on.

It was The Shadow who emerged fromthe far door as the |inobusine wheel ed
away. No one saw his gliding shape agai nst the darkness of the street. At a
nmonent when the sidewal k was tenporarily deserted, the cl oaked figure stal ked



across it and merged with the gl oom of the unattended entrance. The Shadow was
conpl etely gone when Jericho cane out fromthe club and wal ked away.

In her dressing room Kay Lorley was adding her own finale to the act she
had just finished. As she slanmed the door, she kicked her dancing slippers
into a corner and flung her costunme after them She was Kay Lorley no | onger
that was over forever.

Then, before Kay could do nmore than give a rel axi ng sigh, she saw the
m nk
coat in the closet. Snatching it out, Kay bundled the coat about her shoul ders
and surveyed herself in a mrror. She didn't |ike Catherine Fram ngham either
so she chucked the coat along with the costune.

Kay wanted to be a new self entirely. They could call her Kay until she
added anot her name, which woul d happen very shortly. Alan had nmade it very
definite that the nane was to be Haverdal e.

So Kay Haverdal e-to-be sank into a chair, tossed back her bl ond head and
drifted into a delightful reverie, which would have |lasted indefinitely if
Margo hadn't pounded at the door and asked what was keeping her.

"Just a few mnutes, Margo,"” called Kay. "I'lIl get into ny clothes in a
jiffy, and join you."

"Don't forget that Alan is waiting," rem nded Margo sweetly. "He's
probably getting bored with Trope's dry conversation."

"I'"ll have to see Cue first," said Kay. "This is when | collect ny fina
pay and sign off."

Margo had forgotten about Cue Herble. She began to realize why Cranston
had said to stay with Kay. Though Kay wasn't long in getting dressed, Margo
became nore and nore inpatient every nonent. She was really tense when Kay
energed smling fromthe dressing room wearing another coat other than the
m nk.

"Front office next," announced Kay. "Don't worry, Margo. | won't need any
nmoral support. |I've made it plain that I'mnot renewing ny contract."

The door to Cue's office proved Margo's obstacle. Opening it when Kay
knocked, Cue gave a flat-faced snile and bowed Kay into the office. Wth a
finishing sweep of his arm he politely pushed Margo back and inpolitely
sl amred the door in her face. Hard on the slamcanme the click of the automatic
door | ock.

Margo wasn't just taken aback. She actually quivered with alarm She'd
m ssed on the nost inportant duty to which Lanont had assigned her. Wat to do
next conpletely flabbergasted her, especially when she | ooked toward the
street
door and didn't see Jericho there.

Then, fromthe darkened corner past the doorway, alnobst at Margo's very
el bow, cane a reassuring whisper. The tone of a subdued | augh: The Shadow s!

A gl oved hand drew Margo to the corner; uncl enching that sane fist
revealed the glitter of a duplicate key, which happened to be the object that
Jericho had acquired and delivered.

Fasci nat ed, Margo watched The Shadow turn the | ock of Cue's office and
silently edge the door inward.

For a climax, Margo saw the snout of an automatic swing from The Shadow s
cl oak and poke through the narrow crack. True were all of Margo's
apprehensions. Death still was scheduled to thin the ranks of the Fram ngham
heirs, and Kay was the next in line.

But this time death was due for opposition froma rival who dealt in
life,

a power arriving in advance upon the scene where doom was pl anned. Kay's
safety
was assured by the vigilance of The Shadow

CHAPTER XXI



CROSSED CRI ME

ACRCSS his desk, Cue Herble scow ed as he wote Kay's final salary check
Seated across fromhim Kay nerely smled when she reached for the | ast
payment. Bluntly, Cue stated:

"There's an old saying in this business, Kay. You' ve heard it: 'The show
must go on."'"

"It can go on," returned Kay, "but | don't go with it. I'll thank you for
my contract, Cue - the old one.™

Cue produced the old contract and handed it over

"There was an advance on this," he renminded. "It carries a forfeiture
clause if you don't renew "

"Hock my mnk!" |aughed Kay. "lIts yours, Cue. You'll find it in ny
dressing room Shake it first, because ny costune is with it, probably in one
of the sleeves!”

Cue didn't appreciate Kay's hunmor. He brought out the new contract and
shoved it across the desk, with a pen. Kay shook her head and arose; Cue
promptly followed her. They were both nmoving toward the darkness of the door
wi thout noticing that it was open slightly, wth blackness thick beyond it.
Nor
did they come cl ose enough even to suspect The Shadow s presence. Even though
he
t hought the door was | ocked, Cue decided to cutoff Kay's path.

"Contract or no contract," storned Cue, "you're giving up that Haverdale
guy! Under st and?"

"I think | do," replied Kay coolly, as she noved back toward the desk.
"You' ve made sone pretty broad threats, Cue, with those gunmen of yours."

Cue's scowW spread. He didn't want to admt his enploynment of Gaffey and
Wngo. His scow turned to a | eer when Kay darted about and pressed the button
beneat h the desk

"I sent the doorman off" sneered Cue, "but since you're asking for a
showdown, 1'Ill give you one!"

He caught Kay in a powerful clutch; gripping her arnms behind her, he
stifled any screans. But Kay didn't try to scream Determ nedly, she wenched
to free herself, unheeding Cue's repeated threats regardi ng Al an

Back and forth across the office, Kay fought hard, but to no avail. Cue
was hurting her, but not too badly. O herw se, there m ght have been an
interruption fromthe door. For The Shadow s automatic, shifting ever so
slightly, was keeping its aimon the path that Cue crossed every tinme Kay's
struggles sent himin a new direction.

The Shadow was watching for a deadlier nenace in the formof a gun. At
| ast netal flashed, but not in either of Cues very busy hands. The weapon t hat
t hreatened death thrust suddenly froma corner directly opposite The Shadow.
I't
cane fromthe crack of Cue's private exit, the front of the filing cabinet!

Only The Shadow s conbi ned swi ftness of brain and hand coul d have
prevented com ng rmurder. Another protector mght have tried to gauge whet her
the glittering muzzl e was nmeant for Cue or Kay, and therefore waited until the
proper victimwas swinging into the revolver's path. But The Shadow, archeneny
of deep-laid crime, assunmed that a nmurderer m ght have no choice at all

I ncredi bl e though it sounded, either Cue or Kay could die as the
acconpl i shment of a killer's design! Either one, or - for that matter - both!

THE hand that held the revol ver was already beginning its trigger squeeze
when The Shadow bl asted at the tightening finger. The Shadow s shot was ti nmed,
but under stress, for he let blast just as Kay shoved Cue backward.

The bullet fromthe .45 sizzled right between them and found its target
in
the hand that held the revol ver!



The hand flipped fromsight, dropping its gun. The revolver fell within
the office, where the would-be killer had intended to toss it anyway, though
it
didn't carry as far as his unwounded hand woul d have sent it. The gun
however,
remai ned as evi dence of the intended crine.

Evi dence that Cue hal f understood when he saw it. Woever had been the
victim himself or Kay, the other woul d have been adjudged the killer. Thus it
couldn't have been Al an; Cue realized that instantly. He was dunfounded the
nore by The Shadow s shot fromthe door

Rel easi ng Kay, Cue started to the corner; then wheel ed about. By that
time, The Shadow was swoopi ng toward the desk. Cue dived wildly at sight of
t he
cl oaked avenger. Taki ng Kay, The Shadow spun her about and started her toward
t he door, where Margo caught her and continued the trip out through the night
cl ub.

By then, Cue was grabbing for the dropped revolver. He m ght have
fol I oned
a natural inclination to let rip at The Shadow, rescuer or no rescuer. But The
Shadow frustrated that one by wheeling full about. H s | augh acconpani ed the
aimof his gun nuzzle, directed Cue's way.

Dodgi ng around his desk, Cue fled through the door and turned toward the
ni ght-club floor, the best angle to escape The Shadow.

A sinister |augh pursued hinm a tone that trailed, even as Cue shot a
frantic gl ance back across his shoul der. \What he saw only sped Cue's flight.
He
saw - nothing! Wth the fade of his |augh, The Shadow had totally di sappeared,
whi ch was somet hing far too uncanny for Cue Herble.

Patrons of the Forty-one Club were treated to sonething they m stook for
conedy, when Cue cut across the floor, waving a gun and upsetting a troupe of
acrobats who were hal fway t hrough a bal anci ng act, Cue kept on backstage and
out to the rear street, where he spotted two nen near the basenent entry that
mar ked the hidden route to his own office.

Thi nki ng they were Gaffey and Wngo, Cue waved his arns and shouted, for
he didn't believe that pair to be double-crossers. Instantly, the two nen
turned and bl asted shots Cue's way.

Wth bullets nicking the sidewal k at his feet, Cut hadn't tinme to fire
back. He dived away, stunbled on the curb, and brought up agai nst a parked
cab,
where he made the very target that his attackers wanted

Wet her he deserved it or not, Cue's life was saved by what appeared to
be
a vast upheaval fromthe entry. A giant bulk not only rose; it plucked the two
gunners and hurled them hard. Somersaulting, they bounced the sidewal k with
their heads and rolled on toward Cue, who was staring at the great fist that
had flung them Those mi ghty hands were attached to the arns of Cue's new
door man, Jericho.

Then Cue was suddenly trying to return the favor. A thin, rapid-noving
figure was darting fromthe entry that Jericho had left. One hand hanging, it
used the other to grab one of the revolvers that a flattened thug had dropped.

This was the thwarted killer, out fromCue's office! He wanted that gun
to
take a shot at Jericho, who was the nearest foe in sight!

Cue fired, but wildly. He saw Jericho lunge at the savage nan who was
turning with the gun. Again, it required a sure, swift hand to offset a
killer's efforts, for Jericho made a nassive target, good enough for a
crippled
gunner. The needed hand appeared, |oosing a shot fromthe very entry that the
foiled killer had just left.

Agai n, The Shadow His timely shot spilled the scrawny unknown. A swirl



in
t he darkness and he was gone, while Cue, noving forward, was | ooking at the
faces of the sensel ess pair who had net m sfortune at the hands of Jericho.
They were thugs, all right, but they weren't Gaffey and Wngo. Nor did Cue
recogni ze themas any of his strong-arminside mnen.

VWil e police sirens whined fromthe corner, Jericho plucked up the
twi ce-wounded mar ksman who had on two occasi ons been halted cold by The
Shadow s split-second gunfire. In the headlights of an approaching police car
Cue Herble viewed a drab but glowering face that he'd never seen before.

Puzzling, this: crinme tossed Cue's way by an unknown eneny, who had a
pai r
of thuggi sh conpani ons even tougher than Gaffey and Wngo. Cue coul dn't
understand it, and wondered if anybody did - until he heard the | augh

Weird, parting mirth that carried a brief touch of triunph anmid its
forebodi ng note. The Shadow knew t he answer; having solved the half of crine,
he was | eaving to reveal the whole. Death's rule was through

The Shadow knew

CHAPTER XXI |
CALL OF THE PAST

I T was The Shadow, not Cranston, who arrived at Trope's, but the cl oaked
fighter pronptly becane his other self. He retained his black garb to glide
past the parlor, where Alan and Cl yde were specul ati ng how soon Kay and Margo
woul d return. Stopping at a hatrack, The Shadow divested hinself of cloak and
hat, hanging themon the rack. His swift glide changing into Cranston's
strol I,
he entered the dining room

ad Elnmer Trope was there. The man of sinple life | ooked up, rather
surprised to see Cranston enter alone. Then, in his polite fashion, Trope
brought the decanter fromthe sideboard and poured a gl ass of sherry for his
visitor, another for hinself.

"A singular thing, Trope," observed Cranston. "I've been |ooking into
t hose cases of Menlo and Robling. |I'm sonething of a chem st myself, you
know. "

Trope didn't know, but he was interested enough to listen further

"That deadly acid the experts nentioned," Cranston resuned.

"Only a few drops were needed. Once they would get into the system death
woul d cone |ike that!"

Trope nodded at Cranston's finger snap. Then the ol d man shook his bead.

"The poison acid still would show in the blood," he argued. "Al ways, the
t oxi col ogi sts said."

"Because they were speaking of normal blood," declared Cranston. "But
suppose the blood streamitself had already been supplied with a speci al
al kal i
content. My assunption is that the poison-acid traces would be neutralized;

t hat
the bl ood would show a salt. And a salt is so conmon in the blood streamthat
t he poi son woul d be the equival ent of untraceable.”

Trope's eyes showed puzzl enent as he asked:

"You believe it was done with Menl o and Robling?"

"Absolutely!" replied Cranston. "Menlo had taken inoculations for his
colds. The preparation recommended to himhad a strong percentage of alkali,
whi ch naturally was absorbed by the bl ood stream The poison acid that killed
himacted on his stomach, but was rapidly gathered by the bl ood stream and
promptly neutralized by the overabundant al kali .

"Robling's case was quite simlar. He'd been taking regular doses of
Al ka-vita, a brom de heavy with alkali. Quite harm ess stuff, but fromit,



Robl i ng's bl ood became saturated with alkali, after a period. As with Menlo,
the poison acid that killed Robling was neutralized by the alkali, after it
reached the blood stream the only place where the acid could normally have
been traced."

Noddi ng slowy as he heard Cranston's concl usive theory, Trope started to
put the decanter on the sideboard; then pushed it across the table to his
guest .

"More sherry, M. Cranston?"

It took Cranston a few nmonents to uncork the tight glass stopper that
Trope had replaced in the decanter. Pouring hinmself a glass of w ne, Cranston
offered to do the sane for Trope, but with a headshake the old man t ook the
decanter and filled his own glass hinsel f.

"A toast, M. Cranston," he proposed. "To the future happi ness of Al an

and
Kay -"

They drank the toast. Still holding his wine glass, Cranston reverted to
his former thene.

"An alkali will always neutralize all acid," declared Cranston. "But wth

Menl o and Robling, the acid acted first. It killed thembefore it reached the
bl ood stream where the alkali awaited -"

Cranston's di scourse ended quite abruptly. H s face strained, and while
Trope stared as if puzzled by the grimaces, the masklike countenance twi sted
hi deously. Head tilted back, Cranston swayed. H s hand rel axed, dropping the
wine glass to the table. As the glass smashed, Cranston's body tilted heavily
to the floor and | anded noti onl ess!

SM LING craftily, Trope poked his head across the table and took a
satisfied | ook at Cranston's face. Tilting his ear, Trope caught sounds from
the kitchen. Rising, he stepped to the hallway door, made sure that Al an and
Clyde were still occupied. Stalking to the kitchen door, Trope undertoned:

"Al'l right, Tifton."

It wasn't Tifton who pushed into the dining room It was Joe Cardona, a
gun clenched in his fist. He pressed the weapon right to Trope's chest, and
announced:

"We've got Tifton! He tried to nurder Cue Herble or Kay Lorley, we
haven' t
found out which. He had a couple of gunzels working with him and it traces
back
to you, Trope -

Cardona's voice cut short. Across Trope's shoul der, he was view ng the
thing that the old man coul dn't hide, the body of Cranston stretched on the
floor in a manner Cardona had al ready seen too nmany victinms stretched!

Bef ore Joe could recover fromhis surprise, Trope was at his throat. The
old man fought with fury, but Cardona was the stronger. They reeled fromtable
to sideboard and back again, the only question being whether Trope could
wr ench
hi nsel f away and escape.

It was settled when C yde and Al an dashed in fromthe parlor, brought by
t he sounds of the scuffle. They hel ped Cardona suppress Trope. Thereupon, Joe
waved his gun toward the floor beyond the table.

The others turned and stared, quite puzzled. But their astonishnment could
not equal Cardona's when he saw what they saw. The floor was vacant.
Cranston's
body had vani shed of its own accord!

Fromthe hallway came a | owtoned | augh, its quiver presaging nmuch to
cone. Into the dining roomstepped The Shadow, fully garbed in black. His
whi spered tone repeated the things that Cranston had told Trope. At that, the
ol d man sneer ed.

"You can prove nothing -"



"Cranston proved sonething, Trope," assured The Shadow. "He stated facts
when he said that someone prepared the way for perfect crime by first
arrangi ng
for the victins to saturate their blood systenms with an alkali. You arranged
that, Trope, and your next step was to give themthe deadly acid poison, which
the bl ood was to neutralize after death!”

Taking a salt shaker, The Shadow spilled a few grains upon the flat lip
of
the wi ne decanter, carefully confining themto the right side of the lip.

"These represent grains of colorless acid," explained The Shadow - "a
lurking death that led nen to their own disaster. You could al ways pour sone
harm ess wi ne, Trope, because you did it this way."

To denonstrate, The Shadow lifted the decanter and poured a gl ass,
tilting
the decanter to the left. Naturally, the grains were undisturbed, for they
wer e
clinging to the right side of the lip. Setting down the decanter, The Shadow
pushed it across the table.

"When you wanted a victim Trope," continued The Shadow, "you let him
pour
his own, and with the wine find death!"

The Shadow gestured to Cyde. Fromthe other side of the table, Cyde
lifted the decanter and tilted it to his left. Being opposite The Shadow,

d yde
was tipping the decanter the other way. As the wine poured into the glass, it
carried the telltale grains with it!

So simple, yet so certain! Wtnesses stared in silence that held a tinge
of horror.

The pause was broken by The Shadow s sibilant accusation

"Two victins died thus, Trope! Menlo first; then Robling. You sought a
third tonight. Cranston was to die, because he had exposed your system But |
had himsee to his own safety.”

The Shadow pi cked up the stopper of the decanter and held it to the

light.

A d Trope gave a stare when he saw the stopper was hollow. At the top was a
tiny

air hole that still bore traces of wax.

"Cranston substituted this stopper for yours, Trope," declared The
Shadow.

"It was filled with a colorless alkali. By nmerely pulling away the tiny wax
slug, he let the alkali trickle into the wine. Wen he poured his glass - the
way you wanted, Trope - the wi ne gathered the grains of deadly acid. But that
same wi ne already contained the necessary al kali. The poi son was neutralized
before Cranston drank the wi ne!"

As sinple as Trope's own system but better! Cranston had begun
proceedi ngs with the chenical reaction. He hadn't waited for a postnortem
reaction confined to the blood stream He'd turned Trope's nethod of perfect
crime into a perfect snare, wherein his fakery of death was just the fina
t ouch!

Anot her pause, while all watched Trope, whose gl are was vicious, yet
hel pl ess. The Shadow spoke again; this tinme, his tone was regretful

"I was watching matters here," he declared, "but you changed your
techni que, Trope. Suttern wasn't poisoned the night he arrived here very sick
He'd tasted metal fromthe chafing dish at the Orient Cafe. On top of that
t he
lenon juice in his drink was all he needed to feel pains. It conbined to
pr oduce
a netallic citrate, giving hima slight ptomaine.

"He thought he was poi soned, so you gave him an antidote. And in that
antidote Tifton put a dose of deadly acid so sufficient, that the nilk and egg



couldn't begin to counteract it. The next thing was to blane it on Creff.
Tifton aided in producing Creff's fake suicide by putting poison acid in his
water glass at Creff's own apartnent.”

One thought was in every mind: Creff's suicide note. The Shadow expl ai ned
its mystery.

"Possessing the properties of citric acid," he declared, "the poison
devel ops invisible ink, for lenmon juice is used for secret witing. Tifton
wrote that note in sone substance that picked up the poison spilled from
Creff's glass. The heat of the | anmp devel oped it.

"A special formula, no doubt, but based on a known one. As for Tifton's
witing, it was a very easy forgery. He stole the note that Creff sent to Kay,
then he went to see her and replaced it with a forgery of his own. Those nenos
in Creff's wastebasket were substitutes put there by Tifton. Your letters from
Creff were other forgeries, Trope, that Tifton did for you."

Al nost as The Shadow fini shed, Trope snarled. H s words were proof that
he
no | onger hoped to hide his crines.

"You' ve guessed it, Shadow " Trope adnitted. "Tifton was a forger. |
caught himat it once; that's why he did all | told him even to hiring thugs"
- he nudged to Alan - "to keep himaway fromthe Forty-one O ub."

Al an was puzzled at Trope's anxiety to keep himaway from rmurder scenes.
He realized, though, as The Shadow had before, that there had been two pairs
of
gunners. The mystery nmen of the first night, who had stalled so nuch, were
quite
different from Gaffey and Wngo, who were nerely acting in behalf of Cue's
j eal ousy over Kay.

From The Shadow s burni ng gaze, fixed so constantly on Trope, Al an knew
that some startling yet sinple revelation was about to be disclosed. Trope
gave
it.

"Your nother was ny daughter,"” he told Alan abruptly. "She never told

even

you her mai den name, before she took her stage nane of Marie Trevylan. As for
ol d Landis Fram nghant - for the first time, Trope spoke the name with a
spiteful snarl - "she never et himknow she'd been an actress at all! | hate

all Fram nghams! So nuch, Alan, that | wanted you - one heir who was not a
Fram ngham - to have the entire fortune!"

So that was it!

Trope's synmpathy toward Kay was explained; likewise, his later effort to
di spose of her. He liked her as an actress, despised her as a Fram ngham |If
Tifton had killed her tonight, well enough

I f Cue had been slain, Kay woul d have been bl aned, and therefore been
deprived of her share in the estate, because of a clause enabling Trope, as
executor, to cut off any heirs who had turned crim nal

Staring at his grandfather, Al an saw Trope's teeth gnash suddenly. The
old
man followed that grinace with a choking swallow. Only The Shadow under st ood,
but as he sprang forward, Trope gestured himback. The old man's |ips nout hed
two words:

"Too late!™

Trope's struggle with Cardona had not been without avail. During it,
Tr ope
had managed to get a capsule to his nmouth. He'd bitten it and down his throat
had gone a strong dose of his own poison. El mer Trope was follow ng his
victins
to their oblivion.

Even The Shadow coul dn't have forced Trope to drink sonme of the
al kal i -saturated sherry in time to overtake the poison, for it acted quickly
in



the quantity that Trope had taken. But the old man gestured for a drink
hi nsel f,
a few nmoments | ater, knowi ng that he was beyond hel p of an antidote.

The Shadow poured a glass. Solemmly, Trope raised it. He was slowy
si ppi ng his nmuch-prized sherry, when he stiffened and rolled dead, with the
spattering glass cracking beside his body.

The Shadow s |augh carried the tone of a mirthless knell. Wen it ended,
W t nesses stared, not at Trope's body but at the spot where The Shadow no
| onger stood. Only the quivers of his parting |augh returned fromthe gl oony
hal | way where he had di sappear ed.

Later, when Margo and Kay arrived, they found Cranston in his |inbusine
out front. Alan joined them to declare the strange facts behind the crinmes of
El mer Trope. As they rode away in the big car, Al an brought a small box from
hi s pocket and displayed an antique jewel ed ring.

"My nother's," he told Kay. "She would have |iked you to have it. There
is
one thing, though" - Alan hesitated. "After all, I'm.. well, really I'ma
Tr ope. "

"And |I'ma Fram ngham" returned Kay, "which is just as bad, or worse.
Let's say that you're a Haverdale, Alan, and that 1'd |ike to be one, too!"

As the ring slid on Kay's finger, Margo remenbered her own gift from
Cranston. Wthout asking Lanmont's pernission, she brought the box from her
handbag and opened it. Inside she found the original glass stopper, the solid
one that Cranston had taken from Trope's deadly decanter to replace with one
of
hi s own.

Fortunately, Margo Lane had a sense of hunor. She didn't mind when she
saw
Lamont Cranston smile.

THE END



