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CHAPTER I. A TRAIL DISCOVERED

BERT GLENDON rode up the escdator in the Pennsylvania Station, gripping his suitcasein one hand
and crunching atelegramin the other.

Odd, that telegram, and important, too; otherwise, it wouldn't have been ddlivered to him on thetrain a
Newark. Thetelegram worried Bert, for it Signified that something might have happened to hisuncle
Liond.

Glancing at the big clock near the train gates, Bert saw that he had aready lost time getting up from the
platform. He put his suitcase down bes de atelephone booth. Then, unfolding the telegram, heread it
again. Thetelegram was signed by Julius Caden, and its message stated Smply:

CALL ME OR DR BRAY
BEFORE YOU VI SIT YOUR UNCLE

Bert Glendon was dightly acquainted with both Julius Calden and Dr. Howard Bray. Caden was his
unclésattorney, and Bray the family physician. Both men would certainly havetheinterests of Liond


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

Glendon very much at heart, and if they wanted to talk to Bert before he saw hisuncle, it would bewise
for him to comply with their wishes.

Neverthdess, Bert indulged in brief reflections as he thrust the telegram back into his pocket.

It had been severa years since Bert had seen hisuncle Lionel. The old man lived herein New Y ork,
attended only by afaithful butler named Timothy, who was aso arelic of the past. Liond Glendon had
retired from business after accumulating alarge amount of wealth, and since then had preferred asmple
life, due partly toill hedth.

There were old friends who visited him and spent quiet evenings at the old brownstone house. Who they
were, Bert did not know, but he was sure that Bray and Calden called there, dso. More particularly, the
doctor rather than the lawyer, for old Lionel had been confined to bed for the past month. But Calden
must aso have been arecent visitor.

Bert had received along-distance cal in Cincinnati. His uncle had spoken in aquavery voice, begging
him to cometo New Y ork to discussimportant affairs. Ben had offered to fly, but his uncle had
objected, saying he didn't trust planes, so Bert had named the train that he would take and the time of its
ariva. To Bert, hisuncl€s mention of "important affairs’ was an indication that Caden would be
present.

Theteegram, ddivered on the train, substantiated Bert's opinion. Calden's mention of Bray wasthe
worrying factor. It meant that something might have happened to old Liond. So Bert thumbed through
the telephone directory, found Calden's office and apartment numbers, and told the girl on duty to try
them both.

The telephone operator received no response from either number. This explained why Caden had
mentioned Bray. So Bert found the doctor's number, gaveit to the operator and went into abooth. He
could hear the phone ringing steedily, but there was no answer. Reclaiming his nicke, Bert decided that
he'd have to go to the house after dl, so he turned to get his suitcase.

It was gone.

This, initsdf, wasaminor tragedy, for the suitcase contained awhole sheaf of engineering Satisticswhich
Bert needed in hisimportant job of standardizing highway bridges to meet the requirements of heavy

military equipment.

So Bert found himself chasing through the vast expanse of the station, to finaly catch up with a befuddied
porter who was carrying a suitcase that someone had told him to put in acab, only to find out that it was
the wrong one.

With fifteen minutes wasted on phone calls and suitcases, Bert took a cab of hisown. He gave hisuncle's
address; then delved into the suitcase to make sure the reports were there.

They were, but by that time Bert found that the cab was traveling in the wrong direction; in fact, had been
for five minutes. So, even though he put the cabby straight and the fellow gpologized profusely, Bert
could count another ten minutes logt in getting to hisuncle's house.

TIME wasfar more vita than Bert supposed. In the brownstone house, old Lionel Glendon was standing
in front of the fireplacein his parlor, much perturbed. Liond's haggard face showed color, but it came
from theflicker of the firdight. When he stepped away from the fire, hisface showed as gray asthe ashes
that streaked the hearth.



Timaothy, the butler, looked in from the hallway door. He was a solemn man, Timothy, who could control
his features to the point where they were absolutely expressionless. He had a catlike way of walking,
accomplished by a peculiar forward motion from hisknees; he had cultivated that stride so as not to
disturb old Mr. Glendon.

But it happened that old Mr. Glendon was aready quite disturbed. Seeing Timothy, he demanded
queruloudy:

"Didyou cdl the getion again?'

"Yes, Mr. Glendon," replied Timothy. "Thetrain arrived on schedule. | am sure that Mr. Bert will be here
shortly."

"Y ou were sure of that aquarter of an hour ago," snapped Liond. "Listen!” The old man cocked his
head. "Do | hear acar out front? Go to the door and see. And stay there, Timothy!"

The butler nodded solemnly and raised his hand, as though about to spesk. Liond cut him off abruptly.

"Don't tell meto be composed!” the old man stormed. "I've heard dl that, Timothy! | know that I'm till
supposed to be in bed; that Dr. Bray says my heart won't stand aheavy dtrain. I'll follow advice as| see
fit. In your turn, Timothy, you will follow orderswhen | givethem!”

Completing hisnod, Timothy turned toward the front door, and Lionel stalked across the room, to stare
suspicioudy after him. Seeing that the butler was actudly keeping watch, Lionel returned to the parlor
and went to a cabinet beside the fireplace.

In contrast to Timothy's sillent stride, floor boards creaked when Liond crossed them. Had the butler
been listening from the front door, he could have detected dl of Lionel's actions from those sounds.

Fedling in his pockets, Liond failed to find the key to the cabinet. He looked in the desk and discovered
akey ring, with severd keys attached. Onefitted the cabinet, so Lionel unlocked it and took out an
oblong box, which he brought to the desk. With another key, he unlocked the box.

Added to the creaks of the floor boards, the groan of cabinet hinges, the thump of the box on the desk,
and findly the sharp snap of the opening lock, were sounds that betrayed old Liondl's operations.

From the box, the old man brought out afew dozen sheets of blank paper, deep yellow in color, which
crinkled as helaid them aside. Pawing deeper, histrembling hands found bundles of stocks and bonds,
printed contracts, and important-looking envelopes, dl tied in little bundles by pieces of thin string.

For amoment Liond's fingerstwitched, asthough they intended to dip the strings from the topmost
bundle; then, letting those packets remain in the box, the old man reached for the blank sheetsthat he had
first removed.

Taking apen, Liond Glendon began to writein along, old-fashioned scrawl.

It was, indeed, a curious setting. Sputtering firelight showed the feeble old man, intent upon hiswriting. A
musty odor of age pervaded the room. The scratching of Lione's pen was faintly audible, though
drowned for the most by the crackle from the fireplace.

Onething, done, gave no indication. It was the treed of Timothy, the butler. Catlike, the solemn man had
come back from the front door and was looking in from the hallway. He saw the withery figure of Lionel
crouched above the desk, with a hand engaged in trembling penmanship. Then, as though sensing
something in advance, Timothy stepped away just before old Liond raised his head.



Suspicion glinted in the old man's eyes. He hadn't heard Timothy, nor had he seen him. Yet Lione could
sense things a so, otherwise hiswriting hand would not have paused amid histask. Jabbing the pen back
into its bolder, the old man placed both hands upon the desk and started to rise.

The effort sopped halfway.

A pained expression swept over Liond'sface. His hands tightened on the desk, but his body sagged
backward. His head tilted high and arattling sound dipped from hislips.

It should certainly have been heard by Timothy, but another sound drowned it. An interrupting sound-the
clangor of the doorbell, announcing the arriva of Bert Glendon.

[l-timed, that ringing echoed loud above the curious rattle that came from Liond'sthroat. The old man
was dumped completely in hischair, his head tilted forward toward the haf-written paper. Hisleft hand
gl rested on the table edge, while his right was advanced toward the inkstand. Though stilled, the
nervous fingers of that hand looked ready to give another twitch.

WHEN Timothy appeared at the parlor door with Bert, the position of Liond Glendon was unchanged.
The butler saw nothing unusud in the posture of his master; contrarily, he smply raised hisfingersto his
lips, sgnifying that the old man had dipped into adrowse.

Trying to muffle the creaks that his feet made on the floor boards, Bert crossed the room and sat down in
agpare chair beside the desk. Anticipating the moment when asnap from the fire would awaken his
uncle, Bert began to smile agresting.

Suddenly, Bert's gaze stiffened.

His uncle's eyes weren't closed; they were open. Wide, they should have been looking at something; but
they weren't. They were directed toward the floor, and their glint, tinted by the firdight, had aglassy
look.

Quick to hisfeet, Bert placed ahand upon his uncle's shoulder, and the withered figure caved to the
dek, onearm diding acrossin crazy fashion. Away from thefirdight, Liond'sface showed pasty whitein
the glow from adesk lamp. Bert's uncle was neither drowsing nor in a stupor.

He was dead!

Tensdly, Bert drew away. Thisdiscovery seemed the climax of apuzzling series of eventsthat had begun
even before Bert'sarrival in New Y ork. Strange that his uncle should die on the very evening of Bert's
vigit, during those minutesthat his nephew had lost in getting to the house.

Maybe Timothy could give some explanation. Bert was on the point of calling the old servant, when
something made him stop.

The"something" was his uncle's hdf-finished note. Drawing the sheet of paper from under Liond'sarm,
Bert saw that it was addressed: "Dear Nephew."

Startling words followed:

"I have summoned you to tell you of my legacy,” old Liond had written. "Thefortune | amleavingyou is
worthless. It represents a half million dollars, invested at the advice of men who termed themsalves
friends, al of whom profited through my loss. There were five, and their names-"

There, the note ended. L ooking beyond it, Bert saw the open box, with its bundles of worthless securities



and other evidence of the swindles mentioned in the note. Bert hesitated, and while he did, athing
happened that decided him.

The doorbell rang again, and though Bert couldn't hear footsteps, he knew that Timothy was answering it,
for there was a clatter when the door opened. Without wasting another moment, Bert scooped up the
haf-finished note, crumpled it and thrust it into his pocket, dong with the telegram.

The new arrival was Dr. Bray. Bert was facing the door when the physician entered in dapper style,
accompanied by Timothy. Nodding to Bert, Bray started to stay that he had come to see how his patient
was-but Bert's sad headshake told the doctor that something was amiss. Hurrying forward, Bray stooped
beside the body of Liond Glendon.

A few minutes |ater, Bert heard Bray's verdict. it was given briefly:
"Heart failure

Strange that Bert Glendon should have doubted the word of the family physician; that he should likewise
have eyed the solemn face of Timothy with actua suspicion. But Bert did both, and the reason lay in that
unfinished message that he had thrust into his pocket.

Through Bert's brain kept pounding averdict of hisown:
"Murder!"

For Bert Glendon stood convinced that his uncle had been done to desth by the machinations of five
so-called friends who had stripped him of hiswedlth and thereupon covered their evil work by acrime
more heinous.

Desth's challenge had been ddlivered to Bert Glendon, and he intended to answer it!
CHAPTER II. CRIME UNPROVEN

THE funerd was over and Bert Glendon was receiving condolences from many men who had been
friends of hisuncle Lione. That some-indeed, most of them-had been redl friends, Bert felt no doubt. His
uncle's unfinished message had specified but five false friends, and there were at least two dozen persons
at thefunerd.

Sifting the false from among the true was a difficult task. The handshakes that Bert received were warm,
and every spoken word sounded sincere. Though Bert was registering every name and face for future
reference, the task seemed fruitless.

If only the five had stayed away! Then Bert could have checked them by their absence; but they were
too clever to let him do so.

Making subtle inquiries among persons with whom he chatted, Bert learned that dl hisunclesold friends
were present. Hence, it was gpparent that the swindle clique had turned out in full force. But whoever
they were, they weretoo clever to reved atrace. At no moment did Bert see any exchange of glances
among the mournersthat might have given him alead to the men he sought.

One person, however, made a definite impression upon Bert Glendon.

His name was Lamont Cranston, and he was younger than the rest. Bert had heard of Cranston asa
millionaire clubman and friend of the police commissioner. How Cranston had come to know hisuncle,
Bert did not inquire. What he did fed wasthat Cranston was aman who could be trusted.



Tdl, cam of manner, and with aface of hawklike mold, Cranston had away of searching other faces
with akeen, steady gaze. Severd times, his eyes met Bert's and caused that young man to fedl that
Cranston, too, might have learned that the fortune of Liond Glendon had dwindled under the wiles of
swindlers.

AsBert |eft thefunera parlor and stepped out into the blesk afternoon air, he found himsdlf thinking that
if hisown investigation should fail, it would be an excellent ideato call on Cranston and ask his advice.

Beart didn't redize that he could ask far more.

It happened that the calm-mannered Mr. Cranston was far more than he appeared to be. In public life,
he posed as aleisurely clubman. Privately, he was The Shadow!

Strange master of darkness who hunted down crime, The Shadow held more than a passing interest in
the sudden desth of Liond Glendon. As Crangton, his acquaintance with old Liond had been
comparatively dight. He was taking this opportunity to look over some of the dead man'sfriends and
relatives.

Though Bert didn't know it, he had met The Shadow's test; more than that, Bert had revealed hisown
misgivings regarding his uncle's desth. It wasn't to be a case of Bert looking up Cranston. Sooner than he
expected, Bert would receive avisit from Cranston in another guise-that of The Shadow.

Meanwhile, Bert's own thoughts were switching to another man-his uncl€e's attorney, Julius Calden.

Back at the old house, Bert sat at his uncle's desk and went through the contents of the oblong box.
Worthless though they were, those securities, contracts, and promissory notes had once represented a
fortune, regarding which Bert intended to talk to Caden.

Grimly, Bert brought the crumpled message from his pocket and laid it on the desk beside the sheaf of
blank paper that he saw there. Immediately, his chance glance became astare.

Undoubtedly, Bert's uncle had used a sheet of that batch in writing his message, but the crumpled paper
no longer resembled the rest. The blank sheets had lost their color; they were amost white. What made
the fact gpparent to Bert wasthe yellow tint still visible upon the written sheet that had lain, crumpled, in
his pocket.

TIMOTHY hadn't returned from the funera, and Bert decided not to wait until the butler arrived. Picking
up ablank sheet, Bert folded it dong with the written one and put both in his pocket.

Leaving the house, he took a cab, but instead of going directly to see Calden, he stopped at alaboratory
run by acollege friend named Steve Moffatt, who had gone in for chemica engineering.

Bert gave Steve the whitened sheet of paper, then tore a strip from the blank portion of his uncle's note.
He left both for analysis, and Steve promised to have the job done shortly.

From there, Bert went to Calden's. The lawyer was adrab man, but his eyes|ooked shrewd between
their half-closed lids. Calden seemed to be expecting some sort of outburst, so Bert ddiverediit.
Dumping the contents of the oblong box, Bert demanded to know why his uncle had kept such worthless
suff. Caden'sfirst answer wasasmile, Then:

"In my opinion,” stated Calden, "your uncle intended these documents to represent hisvisible estate.”

"Hisvigble estate?’ queried Bert.



"Yes" Caden brought alist from adesk drawer and showed Bert that its items tallied with the contents
of the box. "Y ou see'-those eyes of Cdden'swere weighing Bert-"your uncle gave heavily to charity, so
he said, but he wanted the gifts to remain anonymous. Naturdly, he had to account for hisfortune
somehow. So he probably accumulated these worthlessitemsfor that purpose.”

Neither Caden's explanation nor his shrug satisfied Bert. He began to go over theitemsin detail,
beginning with the stocks and bonds. Patiently, Caden continued his opinions.

"Aldebaran Mines lost money for everyone,” recalled Calden. "The whole property was disposed of for a
song. Thisstock could have been bought at the price of wallpaper.”

"But the mines are making money," returned Bert. "They were absorbed by alarger company. Perhaps
the mgority stockholders deliberately ran down the vaue to freeze out people like my uncle.”

Calden shrugged again, pushed the stocks aside. Thumbing through contracts, he pointed out that they
involved the names of corporations, not Lionel Glendon as an individua. When Bert suggested that it
might al be part of aswindle and wanted to know something about the corporationsinvolved, Caden
stated that he had been unable to trace them.

So it went with other securities and contracts, until they came to promissory notes. These were made out
to Lionel Glendon, and al werefor large sums. Thetrouble lay with the makers of the notes. All the men
who had signed them were ether dead or, for al Calden knew, nonexistent.

"Y our uncle managed his own business affairs," declared Caden, rather testily. "He gave methese
records only recently, so | would have them in case anything happened to the origina documents. As
attorney for Liond Glendon, | find everything quitein order.

"Of course, if you are disappointed”-Calden wasrising as he spoke-"that is another matter. | don't blame
you, Bert, for looking forward to alarge fortune from your uncle. It smply happened that he preferred to
dispose of hismoney otherwise. Possibly hefelt that it would do more for your character, if your future
depended entirely upon your own efforts.”

They were at the door by the time Calden finished, and Bert, aroused now, stopped the lawyer abruptly.
A moment later, Calden was beating a retreat back to his desk, followed by Bert'sverbal barrage.

In no uncertain terms, Bert was declaring that he had aways been on his own, and dways intended to
be. Regard for his uncle was the only motive that actuated him.

"Uncle Lionel was swindled!" stormed Bert. "Y ou ought to know it, Calden, aswell as| do. Hewas
swindled by men who posed as hisfriends! | cantell you exactly how many of them there were-"

ABRUPTLY, Bert paused. HEd shoved his hand into his pocket, intending to bring out the written sheet
that would prove his declaration; but his hand had found something else. From itsfedl, Bert could tell that
he was clutching the wadded telegram that bore Calden's own name!

"Takelast night, for instance,”" spoke Bert, in atone that was steady but sharp. "1 was supposed to see
my uncle and discuss these”-he gestured to the contents of the box-"but | arrived too late because of the
telegram | received on thetrain.”

From his chair, Calden looked up, puzzled.
"What telegram?"

"The onethat told meto cal you," returned Bert. "Or, if | couldn't reach you, to get in touch with Dr.



Bray. | wasted alot of time phoning, and couldn't get an answer from ether of you.”
Calden's expression went quite blank.
"I never sent such ateegram,” he declared. "Did Bray?'

Bert caught back the answer that was coming to hislips. He was going to say that the telegram bore
Cdden's name, but he redlized that neither the statement nor the telegram itself would prove the point.
Anyone could have sent that wire, using Calden's name. The lawyer could fall back on that argument, if
he wished. Bert decided that it would be better to let Calden say more. Calden did.

"Y our uncle might have wired you," remarked Caden. Then, with a headshake, he added: "No. Lionél
knew that | was out of town. He also knew that Bray was making hisusud calls, and that thefirst place
he could be reached would be a your uncle's own house."

From areflective mood, Caden suddenly displayed his sharpness, with its accompanying narrow stare.

"I'd like to see that telegram,” he said. His eyes went toward Bert's pocketed hand. "Do you have it with
you?'

Bert pulled his hand from his pocket, empty.

"I'll produceit if necessary,” he sngpped. "Meanwhile, if you aren't interested in uncovering the crooks
who posed as my unclésfriends, I'll do it my own way!"

With that, Bert gathered the worthless bonds and documents and put them al in the box. Snapping thelid
shut, he stalked out, not bothering to say good-by to Calden.

The lawyer rose and went through the outer office. Peering through a crack of the door, he watched until
he saw Bert enter an elevator.

Then, turning to his secretary, Calden gestured toward the telephone and ordered:
"Get meDr. Bray."

On the way back to Steve's, Bert kept mulling over the Calden situation and wondering just how the
lawvyer sood. He was glad that he hadn't revealed his full hand to Calden, and he decided to adhere to
the same policy with Bray.

Even though he hadn't stayed around to learn that Calden was phoning Bray, Bert linked the lawyer with
the physician. Whether they had been hisuncl€s friends or enemies, Bert wasn't sure.

Bert'sred jolt came when he reached Steve Moffatt's |aboratory. Hisfriend had much to say regarding
theandyss.

"VERY odd, this paper,” declared Steve. "If you'd only brought me the one sheet, I'd have said it wasn't
unusua. Some mighty odious poisons can be used in the chemica treatment of writing paper, soitian't
surprising to find faint traces of them. But that torn strip-" Steve shook his head. "Y ou're sure it belonged
to the same batch?"

Bert nodded emphaticaly.

"I'd say that it was heavily dosed then," asserted Steve, "though it would beimpossible to proveit. The
amount of gas emitted when the paper was fully exposed to air might have been enough to kill afly. No
more."



"But suppose awhole batch of that paper had been heavily saturated! What then, Steve?”

"If it had been kept in aclosed space,” replied Steve, "I wouldn't have wanted to whiff it when it was
opened. Y ou understand, of course, I'm speaking of amaximum saturation.”

"Y ou mean it would be deadly?"

"It wouldn't prove good for aman with awesk heart," returned Steve. "He'd take afew long bresths,
and fold. It wouldn't show much trace, if any, in hislungs, the stuff dispelssorapidly inair. That'swhy it's
no good as apoison gas. There are alot of very dangerous compounds that are overlooked because
they seldom function asthey might. Potentialy, though, under certain conditions-"

Steve halted because he saw that Bert, though nodding, was not listening any more. Unaware that Bert
wasinvedtigating his uncle's death, Steve smply thought that hisfriend had fancied himsdf on the verge of
an important discovery that hadn't panned out.

Nor did Bert give away hisred thoughtsto Steve. He didn't want hisfriend involved in acase that could
not be definitely proven. Thiswas Bert's own problem.

Leaving the laboratory, he stepped out into the dusk, asurge of grim thoughts rushing through hismind.
To hisown stisfaction, Bert Glendon had proven that among five men who had swindled hisuncle, there
was one who had topped earlier crime with murder.

Firdt, Bert intended to find the five. Then, in dealing with them asthey deserved, he hoped to pick out
one whose case demanded further settlement.

Though Bert Glendon did not know it, his cause was the sort that might lead him to disaster, unlesshe
enlisted the aid of a powerful personage known as The Shadow!

CHAPTER I11. FOESIN THE DARK

GLOOM lay thick about the old Glendon mansion when Bert arrived there. Only afew lightswere
burning in the house, which meant that Timothy might have come and gone. Bert's mind was burning, too,
with recollections of the facts that he had recently learned, but sght of the old house brought him back to
his more sober senses.

There might be danger lurking here. Not that Bert feared it; contrarily, he would welcomeit. Anything,
wherein the hidden opposition would show its vicious hand, would serve asred relief to Bert Glendon.
But he didn't want to place himsdlf in a position where the hand could strike as subtly and effectively asit
hed in hisuncle's case.

If it did, there would be no one to avenge the evil doneto Lionel Glendon. Calden and Bray did not
count; Bert was ready to class them as belonging to the opposition. If anything happened to Bert, there
would be no one except old Timothy-who, in Bert's opinion, was too decrepit to be of any value.

That waswhy Bert sdled across the street and paused, to stare suspicioudy at every streak of darkness.
One patch captured his strained attention, for when Bert noticed it, againgt the house wall near the
brownstone steps, it looked like a silhouetted profile.

As Bert sared, it faded in afashion which gripped him more. Quickly, he looked for a human shape that
might have etched that profile; then, seeing none, he went up the steps, looking back over his shoulder.

Bert waslooking over the wrong shoulder.



Therewas ashape, aliving one, in the gloom that fronted the old mansion. But the same street lamp that
had reveded itstrace againgt the wall, created an illusion that tricked Bert's observation. Much asa
mirror reflectsin reverse, so did the lamplight function.

Gone in the opposite direction was the figure that Bert failed to see-the form of a black-cloaked being,
whose head was topped by adouch hat. Briefly visble were burning eyes, that caught the glow, then lost
themsavesin degper darkness. They were the eyes of The Shadow.

Unseen, like their cloaked owner, those eyes watched Bert enter the old house. Then, avoiding the
revealing stretch of wall, The Shadow advanced anew. Like blackish smoke, he ascended the steps, to
pause and work upon the door that Bert had latched behind him.

A few minutes of slent effort with atiny picklike instrument and The Shadow would likewise be within
the mansion. He hoped, by proper observation, to trace dl that Bert had learned-and more-regarding the
sudden desath of Lione Glendon.

Those minutes of delay were proving costly to The Shadow. Insde the house, Bert was moving stedlthily,
as though the place did not belong to him. He couldn't quite manage to avoid creaking the floor boards,
but he minimized them as he entered the little parlor.

Stopping at the desk, Bert decided not to turn on the lamp. Instead, he groped for the loose, blank
papers that had been upon the desk.

Bert's hands finished afutile search. Theincriminating sheets were gone.

With forced breath, Bert set down the box he was carrying under hisarm. He swung about, fancying that
someone was in the darkness near him. A short laugh escaped hislips when he decided that his
imagination wastricking him again.

Thelaugh proved otherwise.
It was like an awaited signal. A hand moved across the desk and pressed the lamp switch. Bert wheeled,

to find himsalf in the glow confronted by the long barrel of arevolver. Then, asthe old-fashioned weapon
thrust forward, guided by the firm hand that controlled it, Bert saw aface above.

Theface of Timathy.

BERT'S expression went bitter. He'd played the fool in trusting Timothy. Suspicion of Calden and Bray
had clouded Bert's brain. He hadn't realized that amurderer could have chosen a better accomplice than
ether thefamily lawyer or physician. Here, Bert saw-or thought he saw-the living proof of double-dyed
treachery.

Then Timothy spoke, crisply, as he stretched out another hand that was quite asfirm asthe one that
clutched the gun. Timothy's order was:

"Give me the message that Mr. Glendon wrote."

Bert thrust hishand into his pocket. He tried to fake agun move of hisown, but Timothy seemed to
guessthat. Bert wasn't carrying arevolver. Dgectedly, Bert brought out the crumpled sheet and flung it
on the desk.

Picking it up, Timothy brought it over to his gun hand and used both to unfold it, without letting the
revolver rdax initsam.



For amoment, Bert saw acold look in the butler's eyes-when Timothy noted that the bottom strip of
paper had been torn away. Then, observing enough space between the incomplete message and the tear,
Timothy decided that the writing was al there. He read it, looking up in birdlike fashion between every
few words, so that Bert wouldn't have a chance to budge.

Then, finishing with hisreading, Timothy spoke again. Histone wasthe same, but from it Bert sensed a
difference in Timothy's whole demeanor.

"Mr. Glendon wasright," declared Timothy. "There werefive fdsefriends, and | can name them!™

Forgetful of the gun, Bert moved forward eagerly. In histurn, Timothy lowered the revolver. Mutua
distrust was forgotten. Nephew and butler understood each other; there were facts, however, that
required discussion.

"Y ou've been keeping track of al my unclesfriends?’ queried Bert. "Y ou can tdll the false from the true,
Timothy?"

"Precisdy,” returned Timothy. "What ismore, not one of them has any inkling that | know the facts
concerning him."

"How doesthat happen, Timothy?"

"Y our uncle never took meinto his confidence,” explained the butler. "It was by accident that | learned
that certain things were amiss. From that time on, | felt it my duty to observe dl that happened in this
house. | learned much, Mr. Bert. Sometimes'-Timothy's lips showed aknowing smile-"certain vigitors
were unwise enough to discuss matters when they thought they were aone.”

Bert began to understand. The catlike stride that Timothy had cultivated was something that he had used

inthe service of Lionel Glendon. Indeed, even Bert's uncle could not have known the extent of Timothy's
measuresin hisbehdf. It was plain to Bert that, last night, Timothy must have looked in while Liond was
writing the message, without the old man naticingit.

Truly, Timothy had been checking on al that happened. He had even suspected Bert of complicity, when
the nephew made no mention of alast message from hisuncle!

The note, itsdlf, explained why Bert had withheld it. Bert and Timothy were seeing eyeto eye. It would
be their common cause to demand restitution from the men who had stripped Liond Glendon of his
fortune.

So eager were they to begin that work, that neither redlized the presence of another listener, who had
comein through the halway. The arrival was The Shadow.

WITH asdride asslent as Timothy's, the cloaked investigator had reached the parlor door. Beyond the
range of the light from the desk lamp, The Shadow was blended with the dimness of the hall. Behind him
was the closed door of alighted vestibule, through which he had squeezed to prevent reveding rays from
reaching the parlor.

Hisroute to the outside was so handy, that The Shadow could filter away again a a moment's notice.

Having caught most of the conversation between Bert and Timothy, The Shadow was anxious to hear
more. He could see their faces againgt the lamplight: Bert's features were handsome, but marked with a
savage expression; whereas Timothy, as aways, preserved his solemn, indefinable look.

It was Bert who spoke next; hiswords came sharply:



"Fivemen! Tell me, Timothy-are Caden and Bray among them?”
Timothy shook his head.

"They know nothing," he declared. "Y our uncle classed them with mysdlf. The five men that we must seek
weredl at thefunerd today."

"Including the murderer?

Timothy's eyebrows lifted when Bert inserted the query. Bert gestured to the desk.

"Where are the blank papers?' he queried. "The yellow sheetsthat werein the box."

"I burned them," replied Timothy smply. " Surdly, blank sheets of paper could have no importance?!

"Thesedid." New suspicion flashed in Bert'sglare. "I had the note paper tested. Chemical andysis
indicated a poison saturation that emitted a deadly gas. Those papers were evidence, Timothy. Evidence
of amurderer who was once inside this house!"

Sowly, Bert wasworking forward, his stare fixed on Timothy, his hands creeping toward the butler's
gun. If Timothy had raised the wegpon, Bert would have snatched it.

But Timothy, whether loya or treacherous, was too cagy to be tricked. Seeking to divert Bert's plan,
Timothy spokein horrified tone:

"A murderer! Here!™ Timothy let his eyes wander toward the hallway. "If such aman came once, he
might come again. He has arrived again! Look, Mr. Bert!"

Instead of lifting the gun, Timothy swung it straight a The Shadow! So genuine was the action, that any
other intruder would have believed that Timothy had spotted him.

It took the quick wits of The Shadow to anadyze otherwise; but at that, he found himsaf hoping that
Timothy wouldn't fire ashot Smply to impress Bert further.

It wasn't necessary, for Bert was turning, too, giving Timothy a chance to withdraw the gun from the
young man's reach.

Bert saw only blackness; nevertheless, he was influenced by Timothy's bluff. His suspicion of the butler
dwindling, Bert scoffed:

"It'sonly your imagination, Timothy-"

An ingant later, imaginations were redlized. In keeping to darkness, The Shadow had edged inward from
the hallway. Forced to concentrate fully upon Bert and Timothy, The Shadow was neglecting the
vestibule door. Sounds from that direction were drowned by the voices of Bert and Timothy, closer at
hand, until the door shot inward with aclatter.

With it came light from the vestibule, increasing the glow from the hdl. Againgt thelight, Bert saw the
same silhouette that he had noticed outdoors. With amad cry, he surged forward and spied aswirl of
darkness whesling away from him, deeper into the room. He gestured to Timothy, who swung and fired
at what seemed living blackness.

Timothy's shot thudded a high-backed chair that The Shadow had overturned in passing. Coming out of
gloom, The Shadow was aliving, though indefinable, massthat flung itsdf upon Timothy to prevent
another shot.



Spilling the butler to one side, The Shadow reached the desk lamp and shoved it from the table. Asthe
lamp crashed, extinguishing itsdf, Bert came hurtling in again to seek the cloaked fighter that he could not
see. Then from the hallway lunged two more men, new fighters, who had heard the gunshot and wanted
to take ahand.

Friends or enemies, these newcomers had the same purpose as Bert and Timothy. They had glimpsed
The Shadow and wanted to get at him. In the midst of darkness, The Shadow was trapped by four
foemen intent upon his capture-or his death!

CHAPTER IV.BATTLE'SCLIMAX

GUNS blazed in that chaotic struggle; but who fired them, or why, was something of aquestion. To
begin with, Timothy had arevolver, and had been thefirst to use one. The next gun that spoke apparently
bel onged to one of the two men who had surged in from the halway, and neither of those attackers had
asyet been identified.

Timothy and the newcomer were purposely shooting high, not necessarily to spare The Shadow but to
make sure that they didn't wing afriend. In response, The Shadow jabbed afew high shotswith an
automatic which he whipped from his cloak, hoping the gunfire would make his opponents duck; which it
did.

Bert, who didn't have agun, set anew precedent by flinging furniture The Shadow'sway. First atable,
then afootstool, hurtled past The Shadow as he shifted for the hallway.

Sight of ablack-cloaked figure whedling into the light brought shouts from two men close by. They drove
after The Shadow, and Bert, from one corner, Timothy from another, recognized their faces. One man
was the lawyer, Calden; the other, the physician Bray. First of the pair was Calden, for he wasthe one
who had the gun.

Right in the doorway, Caden halted, and Bray blundered into him. The thing that stopped them was
another shot fired by The Shadow, accompanied by astrange, weird laugh. The mirth predicted trouble
for the opposition, and with it came results. The halway was plunged into absol ute blackness.

With hisfree hand, The Shadow had pressed the light switch that controlled the dim hallway lamp. His
other hand had triggered a shot straight to the tdltaelight in the vestibule.

The shivery laugh ended with a clatter of glass. Had Calden and Bray been crooks, they would have
scooted for cover, for al men of crime knew the prowess of The Shadow and hisdeadly skill in
darkness. But Timothy had defined Calden and Bray correctly when he told Bert that the two had played
no partin crime.

Still mistaking The Shadow for an evil intruder, Calden and Bray were actudly emboldened by the
darkness. Hinging themsdvesinto the halway, they plunged for The Shadow, Caden swinging hisgun,
Bray dashing with the cane he carried. Covering the full width of the narrow hdl, they came upon The
Shadow suddenly. Too suddenly, for their own benefit.

Though anxious not to damage these sincere but misguided opponents, The Shadow introduced swift
tactics. He came under aswing of Caden's gun and lifted the lawyer with a grip upon knee and shoul der,

flinging him Bray'sway.

Jolted, the doctor lost his cane, then drove forward into the blackness, thrusting both hands ahead of him,
hoping to clutch The Shadow's throat.



Thething that stopped Bray was his own cane, thrust between his ankles. He took a hard sprawl in the
darkness; nevertheless, The Shadow had introduced amilder course, by tripping Bray with the cane. For
The Shadow wasn't in Bray's path, and the doctor's lunge would have brought him headfirst against the
vestibule door, which Bray saw dimly and thought must be The Shadow.

Bert wastrying to drag Timothy from the parlor that they might assst Bray and Calden, who were
certainly not enemies. For some reason, the canny butler was reluctant to rgjoin the fray. With a show of
surprising strength, Timothy hauled Bert to an inner corner of the parlor, where he spokein asharp
undertone:

"We must get out of here, Mr. Bert! Otherwise, we shall have to answer too many questions when the
police arrive, which will be shortly!"

That Timothy was showing sound judgment was proven as he finished the statement. There was abang
from the front door, the loud tones of new voices, drowning out those of Calden and Bray.

Two policemen from a passing patrol car had heard the commotion in the old house and were arriving to
take ahand. They, better than Bert or Timothy, could settle matters with amysterious marauder in
black.

Wl acquainted with the silent neighborhood, Timothy had foreseen the prompt arrival of the law. But
that was not the limit of the butler'sforesight. In the deep corner of the parlor, he grabbed at the shelf of a
built-in bookcase, telling Bert to do the same.

Together, they tugged in the darkness, the bookcase came tumbling their way, scattering thudding
volumes ahead of it. The dull crash was drowned by wild shotsin the halway, and amoment later
Timothy was shoving Bert through the space where the bookshel ves had been.

For thefirst time, Bert realized that the bookcase had occupied a disused doorway. Behind it wasasmall
storeroom, with adoor that led into arear hdl. That door was bolted from the halway side, so Timothy
did not useit.

Instead, he ripped open asmal window, wriggled through and dropped to the ground bel ow, hoarsely
whispering for Bert to follow, which the young man did.

They werein alittle passageway between the house and the one next door, and it offered outlet to the
rear street. So they went that direction, Timothy guiding the way, asthough hiseyes, like his stride, had
calike ability in the dark.

MEANWHILE, The Shadow was again struggling against doubled odds. In a sense, his situation was
worse than before, because the two patrolmen had guns and were using them smartly.

Their system wasto shoot up in the air, showing that they weren't hesitant with their triggers; then, with
each recoil, they bashed their guns downward, trying to find their opponent's skull.

Their trouble was that they knew neither the identity of their antagonist nor hiswhereabouts. As near as
the cops could make out, they were endeavoring to maul aminiature tornado that kept whirling about the
vestibule. Inasmuch as the space was a compl ete blackout, which thoroughly shrouded The Shadow, the
officersweren't having success.

They kept blundering into Calden and Bray, who recogni zed that the newcomers were police and were
shouting for them to help against someone they couldn't see. So the cops were pulling their swings, rather
than knock out friends instead of afoeman. Such restraint was definitely necessary, because Calden and



Bray were dwaysin theway.
The reason was The Shadow.

The human typhoon was till playing tag with Calden and Bray, who couldn't get their bearings, at dl. The
finish of that whirlwind fray came when the lawyer and physician exchanged triumphant shouts, each
claiming that he had captured the fighter they both sought.

The Shadow hadn't transformed himsdlf into twins, as the shouts implied. The patrolmen understood what
had happened, and with good reason. One cop was being clutched by Calden, the other by Bray.

Breaking loose, the officers shoved the bewildered men away. Still blundering, Calden and Bray
encountered each other and began anew grapple, each thinking that he had regained a clutch on The
Shadow.

By then, the patrolmen, recognizing the truth, were out of the house and dashing down the front steps.
They gave quick looksfor The Shadow, but failed to see the elusve figure that merged with the
passageway between the houses, like adispelling puff of blackish smoke,

Through that passage, The Shadow could hear the rumble of awheezy old motor asacar pulled avay
from the rear street. He knew that the car must be Timothy's; that the butler was taking Bert dong. There
wasn't achance for The Shadow to overtake them; that job belonged to the officersin the patrol car,
who were gtarting around the block.

The cops saw the old car asthey swung the comer, but were sure that The Shadow couldn't beinit. So

they continued their trip around the block, till hunting for ablack-clad fugitive-and The Shadow, coming
through the passage, saw the patrol car pass. Asitslights twinkled around the next corner, The Shadow

glided acrossthe rear street and vanished into farther darkness.

Half an hour later, The Shadow returned to the Glendon mansion.

He camein another guise, that of Lamont Cranston, and he arrived under the best of auspices. As
Crangton, The Shadow stepped from the officid car belonging to hisfriend, Police Commissioner Ralph
Weston. He had met Weston outside their favorite meeting place, the Cobat Club, and had agreed to
accompany him to a scene where there had been some mysterious trouble.

In the Glendon parlor, they found Inspector Joe Cardona, ace of the Manhattan force. Cardonawas
reconstructing the case according to the visible evidence, plus the satements made by Caden and Bray.

Since the pair spoke of amysterious intruder, Cardonatook it for granted that the person in question had
broken in through the storeroom window and smashed the bookcase leading to the parlor.

Bray and Calden could talk only of avaguefighter in black. They hadn't seen Bert or Timothy at al.
Hence, it was assumed that those two had |eft the house earlier; that awould-be robber had waited until
the place was empty, in order to break in through the storeroom.

Thistheory was fully established by a phone call which came shortly. Bert was on the wire; he said that
he was at the airport, about to take a plane for Cincinnati. He seemed much surprised to learn what had
happened at the house, but decided that the whole matter could beleft in Calden's hands.

Shortly afterward, Timothy phoned. The butler, too, was surprised. He was sarting upstate to visit some
relatives, and wanted to talk to Mr. Bert, in case the latter had returned.

Timothy was much worried when he learned of the attempted burglary, but when he learned that Bert



had phoned, intrusting everything to Calden, Timothy fdlt free to continue his upstate trip. Abruptly he
ended the cdll.

ONLY one person understood the real meaning of those two phone calls. He was Lamont Cranston,
otherwise The Shadow. He knew that neither Bert nor Timothy was leaving town. Insteed, they would
drop from sight-together.

They had amission, those two. They planned to settle scores with five false friends of Liond Glendon.
However worthy it might be, such ascheme of retribution could bring crimein itswake, perhapswith
disaster to the very men who engineered it. Curing evil with evil was a course that sometimes turned
gncere meninto fiends.

The Shadow regretted, therefore, that Bert and Timothy had embarked upon their mission. It would be
his part to find them, and prevent their ways of vengeance from becoming those of villainy.

It might prove futile, however, to keep seeking a swift-moving trail that promised to stay dways afew
jumps ahead. It would be better for The Shadow to make hisown trail, and haveit crossthe mutua path
of Bert Glendon and his partner, Timothy.

Strolling from the Glendon house, Lamont Cranston indulged in a softly whispered laugh, heard only by
himsdf. It was agrim tone, an echo of The Shadow's famous mirth. It meant that The Shadow, too,
intended to investigate the affairs of Liondl Glendon and learn the names of the five false friends who had
brought ruin and desth to an honest old gentleman.

From five, The Shadow would choose one. The same one, he hoped, who would be theinitia target
sought by Bert and Timothy, those amateur dabblersin aform of justice that more rightfully belonged to
the master hand of The Shadow!

CHAPTER V. SMOOTH RETRIBUTION

IN the quiet of the Cobalt Club, Lamont Cranston was discussing investments with his broker, Rutledge
Mann. Usudly, their conferences took placein Mann's office, but this one was being held in the Cobalt
Club because it was nearer to the residence of aman named Horace Trelger. It happened that Trelger's
investments-not Cranston's-were under discussion.

Cranston and Mann formed an interesting contrast. To al appearances, Cranston was bored. Hisface,
thoroughly impassive, gave that impression, except for hiseyes. Their gleam, when it gppeared, showed
thered interest that lay in the keen brain behind them.

Asfor Mann, he was a chap with aroundish face, earnest expression, and methodica manner, who
seemed interested only in stocks and bonds; but he had a degper purpose, too, though it wasinspired
entirely by Cranston.

As The Shadow, Cranston considered Mann as one of his most capable secret agents, especialy in
certain forms of research. During the past few days, Mann had proven hisworth. The facts and figures
that he had compiled spoke for themsalves.

Turning from Mann's data to study atypewritten sheet of names, Cranston gave an approving nod.

"You are quiteright, Mann," he declared. "Horace Trelger isthe most obvious of the five. We are certain
of him asone of the swindlers.”

"He certainly cleaned up on that Aldebaran Mineded," assured Mann. "He controlled the mgjority of the



stock, and he sold it right down the river-to himself. The Boredis Mining Corp., that bought the property,
isentirely Trelger'sby proxy."

"So Trelger and old Liond lost a hundred thousand each,” nodded Cranston, "and Trelger wasthe gainer
in both cases. His own money back, and Liondl'sto boot.”

"Some of the others may have helped him,” reminded Mann, "which makes me think-"
"Think what, Mann?'

Crangton's query brought Mann from his reflective pause.

"Trelger may not be the first man that Bert and Timothy will go after," declared Mann.

"Hewill bethefirgt," returned Cranston, in apositive tone, "because heisthe easiest to reach. Not only
by Bert and Timothy"-Crangton's lips showed the trace of a smile-"but by mysdlf. Give me those utility
shares of mine, Mann. I'm going to cal on Mr. Trelger, while you trace more facts that may inform us
who will come next.”

RIDING by limousine from the Cobalt Club, Cranston arrived at Trelger's house, which was a
brownstone of the same vintage as the Glendon mansion. Indoors, however, the contrast was marked.
Trelger's house had been remodel ed.

Its downgtairs parlor had the appearance of amodern office, where Horace Trelger sat behind a
glass-topped desk and received visitors with adry-lipped smile that was calculated to disarm them.

Trelger's smooth face had a pursed effect that indicated an innate shrewdness, though he constantly tried
to cover it. Though nearly asold as Lionel Glendon, Trelger seemed much younger than his deceased
friend. He was spry, quick of manner, though at intervals he put on a show of being weary.

Whenever he bargained with people, Trelger emphasized old age as afactor. He used thistrick as soon
as helearned that Crangton's visit involved a sale of stocks.

"I'man old man," declared Trelger, accenting anatural wheeze that helped hisact. "A very old man. |
must harbor my resources, Mr. Cranston. Speculations are not for me. Hard cash is my motto.”

"An excdlent one, Mr. Trelger,” confirmed Crangton. "That iswhy | cameto you. These utility shares
could be readily converted into cash. That iswhy | want to sell them. | happen to be ayoung man. | am
dtll interested in speculative investments.”

Trelger put on apair of tortoise-shell glassesto survey hisvisitor more closely. Thethick rimsof the
glasses hid the wise lift that he gave to his narrow eyebrows.

"We might arrange aquick trade," suggested Trelger. "1 have just remembered that | have a hundred
sharesin Centralba Oil, astock of great promise!” He leaned forward and his wheeze became ardent.
"Great promise for ayoung man like yourself, Mr. Crangton. Given ten years... maybe only five-"

Trelger paused. He might have chopped the years down to one, even to six months. For Cranston knew
that Trelger was using the same come-on that he had worked with Lionel Glendon. Unquestionably,
Trelger owned al of Centralba Oil. Having sold forty-nine percent, he would knock the bottom out of it
and dispose of the property for dmost nothing to another company of his control. By retaining fifty-one
percent, Trelger could do just that, and would, after he found enough suckerslike Cranston to join the
forty-nine percent.



Trelger's eyes, narrow-dlitted and cold, watched Cranston closaly and decided that he was impressed.
The ditted gaze was gluttonish when it turned to the utility sharesthat Cranston was picking up. The
smack from Trelger'slips was audible. Raising his head, he wheezed to his secretary:

"My hat and coat. | have severa callsto make on the way to my downtown office." Heturned to
Crangton. "l shall meet you there at half past two. Meanwhile, see your own broker, whoever heis. | am
sure, Mr. Crangton, that he will advise you to exchange your utility sharesfor Centralba Oil."

It wasn't necessary for Cranston to see Mann again, so he returned to the Cobalt Club instead. There,
Cranston kept close check on the time and | eft the club at two fifteen, caculating that he could reach
Trelger's downtown office in aquarter hour.

That quarter hour was to produce a strange surprise.
TWO fifteen.

A clumsy, old-fashioned automobile was stopping in front of an equaly antiquated building, where
drab-eyed clerks gazed from barred ground-floor windows. This downtown office was where Trelger
herded hislesser daves-clerks, accountants, secretaries who kept the ledgers and other records
pertaining to Trelger's various investments.

The building was old, but strong, for the ground floor had once housed a bank. Trelger seldom entered
the front door; he preferred his own private entry at the side of the building. In fact, he was bent to the
speeking tube, telling the chauffeur to pull farther on.

Clerks recognized their employer's car. It was an old landaulet, with open front and a back that could be
opened or closed. There were probably adozen other reicslikeit in Manhattan, but thiswas the only
onethat till rolled the streets. Its stoop-shouldered passenger was always Horace Trelger; he didn't have
to show hisfaceto prove hisidentity.

Infront sat auniformed chauffeur, who interested the clerks more than did Trelger. The chauffeur wasa
new man, thethird in two months, which wasn't unusual, since Trelger fired any chauffeur who even
dented one of the old car's precious fenders.

When the car moved ahead, it stopped just past the ground-floor windows. Clerks werejust able to
view the chauffeur's back when he opened the rear door. That initself was proof that Trelger had
alighted, so the clerks went rapidly to work.

Once Trelger reached his private office at the rear of the big counting room, he'd be gpt to use spying
tacticsto make surethat al his help was busy. That was one reason why Trelger liked to pop in by the
sdedoor.

There were two other private offices besides the one that Trelger used. One was occupied by a secretary
named Joldon, the other by an accountant, Sears. Both offices adjoined Trelger's, but the two men never
entered Trelger's sacred preserves unless summoned. Trelger dways called them by interoffice phone
when he wanted them.

Today, Joldon was thefirst to hear from Trelger. Over the phone came the harsh, wheezy voice, ordering
Joldon to seeif the clerks were hard a work, then to report persondly in Trelger's office.

Joldon went out to have alook. He saw the clerks busier than bees and knew that they must have spied
Trelger'scar when it arrived.

Meanwhile, Searswas hearing from Trelger. The harsh, brisk voice wastelling Searsto open the vault, to



which he had the combination, and wait for Joldon to arrive with the key to an inner deposit vault. Trelger
specified that Searswasto let Joldon remove al the contents of that inner vaullt.

Starting out to the vault, Sears saw Joldon returning to Trelger's office, apparently in answer to a pecid
summons. So Sears continued on to the vault room and waited there for Joldon. Meanwhile Joldon,
arriving in Trelger's office, was surprised to find it empty. His surprise ended when he heard Trelger's
voice across the interoffice phone. Trelger was spesking from Sears office.

"l have just sent Searsto the vault room,” came Trelger'stone. "Heiswaiting for you, Joldon. In my desk
drawer you will find akey to theinner deposit box. Open it, bring the contents to my office and return to
your own."

Joldon was used to brusgue orders that contained few added details. Opening the desk drawer, Joldon
found the key and wasthrilled that Trelger had intrusted to him so important a duty. Never before had
anyone except Trelger himsaf been known to open that specid deposit box that was afixturein the big,
old-fashioned vault.

Like a human automaton, Joldon went to the vault and found Sears waiting beside the open door.
Solemnly, Joldon unlocked the deposit box and took out a sheaf of stocks and bonds that must have
totaled a quarter million dollarsin vaue. Momentarily, Joldon and Sears gaped at each other; then, in due
form, they performed their respective duties.

Joldon took the securitiesto Trelger's office and laid them on the desk, with the key topping them, right
besde Trelger'sfamiliar brief case. Obediently, Joldon returned to his own office, closing the door behind
him.

A few minutes later, Searsreturned to his proper office, after closing the vault. Trelger wasno longer in
that other office; he had stepped into his own.

OUT front, awise-eyed clerk gave the high-sign to the others. Thisfellow, near acorner of the barred
window, could see Trelger's landaul et pulling away. The clerks began to relax, only to hear someone
whistleawarning.

From the window they saw Trelger's car returning from aremarkably swift trip around the block. This
time it went out of sight beyond the window, as though Trelger had smply come back in order to train his
new chauffeur.

A few minutes later, the office clock showed exactly hdf past two. Cranston's limousine arrived in back
of Trelger's parked landaulet. Entering by the front way, Cranston announced himsdlf. Hisarriva was
reported to Trelger's office and Cranston was conducted there, to find Trelger behind his desk. Alreedy,
Trelger was summoning Joldon and Sears from their respective offices.

What Trelger wanted was very smple. Sears was to open the vault, Joldon to bring the lists of Centralba
Oil stocks. While Trelger and Cranston were following Searsto the vault, Trelger brought akey from his
vest pocket. He was unlocking the built-in deposit box when Sears arrived with theligts.

Then the storm broke.
When Trelger opened the box and saw it empty, hiswheeze rose to the shrill pitch of awhistle.
"I've been robbed!" he shrieked. "Thisbox isempty! Who hasbeeniniit... how-"

Joldon and Sears were speaking both at once. Each wastelling his own story with facts that supported
the others. When Trelger practically howled that held only just arrived, both men argued that he'd talked



to them earlier. Vicioudy, Trelger began to accuse the pair of theft, and at that, they lost their meek
attitude.

They'd stood too much from Trelger to have this happen. If Trelger hadn't come and gone beforehand,
how could the deposit-box key have been in his desk? Maybe this was hisidea of testing a couple of
faithful and long-abiding employees, but it smacked more of an effort to pin some undeserved charge
upon them.

One reason the two worms turned on Trelger was because they caught glitters of encouragement from
Cranston's eyes. So stoutly did Joldon and Sears defend themselves, that the clerks kicked over the
traces, too. They came from their desks, waving their fists at Trelger, stating that they'd seen hisfirst
ariva aswell ashisreturn trip.

The upshot was bewilderment for Trelger. Heretired to his office, and even opened hisbrief case when
Joldon and Sears caudtically suggested that he do so. The brief case proved empty, and Trelger denied
that he/d used it to carry away his own funds.

His voice reduced to awhimper while accusing eyes were searching him, for his denias sounded like a
flimsy pretext for the deed of stedling his own fundsin amanner whereby he could hold hisemployees
responsible.

Of all thelisteners, the silent Mr. Cranston was the only one who believed Horace Trelger.

The Shadow knew the answer. Retribution, begun by Bert Glendon and old Timothy; had scored itsfirst
success, with Horace Trelger asthe target. Mere minutes had prevented The Shadow from viewing that
stroke of vengeance!

CHAPTER VI. THE SECOND GOAL

IN asmall, obscure apartment, Bert Glendon was chuckling over newspapers spread before him. He felt
very much at homein this apartment; it so reminded him of his unclé's house. For years, Timothy had
been furnishing it with castoff articles given him by old Lione Glendon.

A snug nest, intended for Timothy's old age, the gpartment had become the headquarters for vengeance
seekers. No one knew that Timothy lived here, which helped their scheme to perfection.

Swelled by the first success, Bert Glendon was not concerned with moral issues. The exploit could be
definitely classed as crime, but Bert did not care.

Nor did old Timothy.

"Very satisfactory,” came awheezy voice a Bert's shoulder. "I am an old man, avery old man, but | il
like money. Especially when it belongsto other people.”

Hands thrust into sight, he spread the loot that had come from Trelger's safe-deposit box. Bert heard lips
give asatisfied smack. A key struck the table. Bert turned, with alaugh. Timothy was standing beside
him.

No longer was Timothy hisusud reserved self. He was displaying tdents that no one would have
credited him with possessing. With rdlish, Timothy was giving another voca imitation of the man whose
voice he had duplicated: Horace Trelger.

"Excdlent, Timothy," Bert acquiesced. "Y our act isimmense! How long have you been practicing it?!



"For years,” replied Timothy. "Much of my timewasidle when | served your uncle. Once'-the old butler
drew up proudly-"I rather fancied mysdlf an actor, Mr. Bert."

"You fancied right, Timothy, and it was swell stuff, picking my uncle€sfriends astypesto imitate. You
scored aten-dirike at Trelger's officel”

"Y ou didn't do so badly yoursdlf, sir. Asmy new chauffeur, you behaved with-shal | say>-discretion.”

Bert wasfingering the bundles of securitiesthat had once been the property of Horace Trelger. He
calculated their worth as more than double the sum that had been swindled from hisuncle. But Bert had
no intention of returning the balance to Trelger. In fact, he only wished that the profit had amounted to
more. Neverthe ess, there was no trace of avarice on Bert's features.

"My uncle said he gave hismoney to charity,” declared Bert soberly. "Poor Uncle Liond! He had his
pride. Very well: it will dl go to charity-the amount that is rightfully mine, aswell aswhatever belonged to
Trelger.”

Timothy nodded his gpprova. Heliked theflash in Bert's eyes, the solid way in which the young man
thrust out his chin. Bert was atrue Glendon, in Timothy's estimate. He wasn't seeking money; he wanted
retribution.

Only briefly did Timothy's eyes narrow the way Trelger's had. Bert's very frankness made Timothy
wonder if Liond's nephew redlly meant what he said. A quarter million in hand was avast sum to give up,
atemptation that might prove too grest. But Bert dismissed the subject by dumping the securitiesinto the
table drawer, and Timothy's qualmsimmediately vanished.

"Clever of you, Timothy," complimented Bert, "to remember where we could borrow an old car so much
like Trelger's. We borrowed it the proper way, too, when we sneaked it out the back door of the garage
at atime no one was around. But thereis still one mystery you haven't cleared up.” Bert reached to the
desk. "Thiskey to Trelger's safe-deposit box."

"Very ample, ar," explained Timothy. "When Trelger was swindling your uncle, he used thekey asa
come-something-or-other.”

"A come-on?'

"The very word, sir! He purposely |eft the key in your uncl€'s possession, though he pretended it was an
oversght. He wanted to gain Mr. Glendon's trust-which, unfortunately, he did.”

Bert grinned.
"But not yours, Timothy?'

"Indeed, no, Sir!" Timothy's tone was horrified. Then, blandly, the butler added: "Since Trelger seemed to
have the habit of midaying keys, | had a duplicate made from the original before your uncle returned it to
him. A mere precaution, S, in case Trelger should miday thekey again.”

Bert thwacked a hand to Timothy's shoulder. He admired the butler's foresight in planning for any future
eventudity. The duplicate key that Trelger hadn't even guessed existed had been the magter touch in
dedling with thefirst man of the swindling five. Then Bert'sface setitsdf inrigid lines. Bluntly, he asked:

"Who isnext, Timothy?"

With awise smile, Timothy unfolded afrayed dip of paper and handed it to Bert, who sudied itin



puzzled fashion.
"Thisisnt aname, Timothy," said Bert. "It isjust alot of numbers.”

"Precisdly,” was Timothy's reply. "Those numbers happen to be the combination of a safe owned by
another of your unclesfriends, aman named Jared Rayne."

IN choosing Jared Rayne as the next man in line, Timothy was not so origina as he thought. Elsewhere,
Rayne's name was coming under direct consideration.

The men who had picked it from alist of their own were Lamont Cranston and Rutledge Mann, who
were holding another of their confabsin asecluded corner of the Cobalt Club.

"No question about it," Cranston was saying. "Those shipping contracts on which Liondl Glendon lost so
heavily were al to the benefit of Jared Rayne.”

"Therecords don't show it," mused Mann. "Still, | am not so familiar with contracts as with the market. It
would seem that Rayne hel ped out Glendon by assuming the obligationsthat old Liond could not fulfill."

"Hedid," agreed Cranston, "but Lionel took half the loss. Then Rayne, by a stroke of good fortune,
managed to ddliver, and collect the full price. The whole thing was fixed beforehand.”

"Much like a stock-rigging scheme," nodded Mann. "But how can we be sure that Bert Glendon will go
after Jared Rayne next?'

"We can't be sure," replied Cranston. "But | intend to check on the matter. Go on with your digging,
Mann, and see what dirt you can heap on other of Lionel'sfriends. I'll soon know how good alead
Rayneis”"

Sauntering from the nook, Cranston went to the grillroom of the club and joined a conference between
Commissioner Weston and Horace Trelger. The two were till harping on the mystery of therifled
safe-deposit box, and Cranston hoped to have his say when the commissioner's was exhausted.

Wheezy asever, Trelger was fill ingsting that he hadn't double-crossed his office workers. It would be a
thing unheard of, Trelger argued, for aman to impersonate himsalf. Whereupon, Weston put in a blunt
conclusion:

"Then someone must have doubled for you, Trelger.”

Sowly, Trelger shook his head. He wasn't denying the point; he smply couldn't imagine how the thing
had been accomplished. It was obvious to Cranston that Trelger didn't suspect Timothy. Very probably,
Trelger regarded the old butler as anonentity. At last Trelger's eyes showed a gleam.

"Thisthing worries me, commissioner,” he began. "1t worries me badly-"
"I should think it would," interposed Weston. "Y ou sustained a severe financid 1oss.”

"I might have suffered worse," argued Trelger. " Suppose force had been necessary, on the part of my
unknown enemy!" With a shudder, Trelger huddled, his handsto histhroat. "I might have been injured;
perhapskilled! None of usis safe, commissioner!”

Theterm "none of us' awakened Weston'sinterest. Asfor Cranston, it Smply saved him the trouble of
pressing subtle inquiries. At least, Trelger regarded his misfortune as the outcome of the vicious Glendon
swindles, even though he hadn't yet reached the point of suspecting Timothy and Bert as having ahand in



it. A feeble, self-effacing butler and an amost forgotten nephew were hardly to be regarded as partners
in avengeance that had swelled to the proportions of outright crime.

"I mean that none of my friendsissafe,” ducidated Trelger. "I should say, none of my wedlthy friends,
though | have othersin dl waksof life. | am very democratic, commissioner. Very!"

"Keep to thewedlthy friends,”" advised Weston. "If any may be victimized, | should like to know who
they are.”

Trelger thought amoment.

"l canthink of only one," he declared, at length. "That is, only onewho might find himsdf inimmediate
jeopardy.”

"Who ishe?' asked Weston.

"Jared Rayne, on Long Idand,” replied Trelger. ™Y ou see, Rayne keeps large sums of money in asafe at
hishome. If this happensto be adeep-laid plot, engineered by perpetrators who have studied the habits
of personslike mysdlf, it may prove bad for Rayne."

"And who ese might bein danger?'

Shaking his head, Trelger arose and put on his muffler. Weston was hel ping him with his coat, when the
wheezy man said:

"I'd rather not hazard random guesses, commissioner. Of dl my wedlthy friends, Rayneisthe only one
who happensto bein town at present. I'm not anxious to have him inconvenienced-"

"Hewon't be," interposed Weston. "'I'm expecting Inspector Cardona shortly, and I'll send him out to see
Rayne. Cardona handles such matterstactfully.”

"I an glad of that," wheezed Trelger. " Suppose you phone me, afterward, at my house. | shal be up late,
going over my books. | intend to prove that | was actually robbed."

TRELGER saked out, quite unaware that he had furnished Cranston with specific information. Trelger's
mention of Rayne corroborated The Shadow's own opinion, and the mention of asafe in Rayne's house
wasthe fina point. The Shadow was quite sure that if Timothy could provide aduplicate key toa
safe-deposit box, alittle matter of a safe combination would not sump the old butler.

Leaving the club soon after Trelger, Crangton stepped into hislimousine and told his chauffeur to take
him to the section of Long Idand where Rayne lived. Asthe car started, Cranston drew out a drawer
from benesth the rear seat and produced dark garments that would transform him into abeing cloaked in
black.

A whispered laugh filled the limousine. It was the mirth of The Shadow, pronouncing that he, the mystery
hunter, had learned the second god chosen by those vengeance seekers, Bert Glendon and Timothy.
Tonight, The Shadow intended to crosstheir path intime.

Perhaps The Shadow's laugh would have carried agrim note, had the future opened itsdf sufficiently to
disclose the extent to which misguided vengeance would carry itsdlf, thisevening.

More serious crime than robbery would be awaiting at that second goal!

CHAPTER VII. THE GAME REVERSED



RAY NE'S house stood by itself in the middle of an ample lawn, where anyone could look it over, day or
night, from the seclusion of surrounding hedges.

Inaway, it could be better studied after dark, for it was easy to pick out rooms and halways by their
lights. Certainly, The Shadow would find little trouble learning the interior arrangements by an outside
urvey.

But it chanced that The Shadow wasn't the first observer to look over Rayne's tonight, and those who
were dready on the ground required very little time to make their survey. They knew what Rayne's house
waslikeindde; at least, one did, and he wasinforming the other. Timothy was the man who knew, and
he wastdling Bert Glendon.

Thetwo werein Timothy's own car, the secondhand coupé that had aided their flight the night their
partnership began. In smple fashion, Timothy was stating facts concerning Jared Rayne and the house
where the old man lived.

"Y ou probably remember Rayne," remarked Timothy. "Hewas at the funerd, dong with therest. Heisa
huge man, with aheavy face. Quite ugly.”

Bert nodded.

"Raynetakslikethis," continued Timothy. "He says. ‘Come, come! Let usget to business!' Heisaways
very abrupt.”

There was achuckle from Bert. He recdled Rayne perfectly from Timothy'simitation of the big man's
voice. Pleased by the laugh, Timothy warmed to histheme.

"Rayneis often sarcastic,” he added. "When your uncle sent me out to the house, Rayne looked at me
and said: 'So! Y ou are Glendon's servant. | don't remember you, because | never notice servants.' He
proved it by not noticing me."

"So that's how you picked up the combination to the safe,” laughed Bert. "When Rayne was getting out
those duplicate contracts, he didn't watch you."

"I watched him," declared Timothy. "Very closdy.”

Mention of the safe reminding him that there was work ahead, Timothy got out of the car and gestured
for Bert to follow. Pointing to the house, Timathy indicated adimly lighted room on the high second
floor.

"Raynesstudy,” he gated. "The safeisin the corner where this Side of the house meetstherear wall. The
study can be reached by the rear stairway that leads up from the back kitchen. | ate with the servants the
last time | was there. They are seldom in the back kitchen.”

"Thanksfor tdling me," said Bert. Y ou can keep alookout while I'm up there, Timothy."
"But | intend to go, Mr. Bert-"

"You did thelast job," interposed Bert. "I'm taking this one. No, Timothy"-Bert pushed away the
revolver that the butler offered him-"keep your old revolver. Y ou may needit. If | should run into Rayne,
| certainly would be tempted to fill him full of dugs. So don't give me the opportunity.”

Despite Timothy's protests, Bert indg sted upon invading the premises himsdf. Timothy's familiarity with the
house was unimportant, Snce he had given Bert the essentia details.



When Timothy argued that he could gpproach the study silently, whereas Bert might make some noise,
the young man gestured toward the dim lights to prove that no one was anywhere along the required
path, hence dight sounds would not maiter.

What harrowed Timothy most was the fact that Bert might be seen and recognized. To that, Bert
countered that he had met Rayne only once, whereas Timothy had seen him often. Asfor Rayne's
penchant for not remembering servants, Bert was sure he would recal Timothy if he saw him burglarizing
the safe.

Asafind point, Bert produced a dark handkerchief and wrapped it around hisface, covering his features
upto hiseyes.

"I'll wear this" asserted Bert, "and Rayne won't have a chance to recognize me, if he does see me.
Besides, Timothy, it isn't Sllence that counts most. It's speed. If anything calsfor ahurried exit, | can
make one faster than you. That settlesit!”

GESTURING Timothy to a post beneath the study window, Bert moved to the back door and entered.
Timothy waited nervoudy, his hand tightening frequently on his old-fashioned gun.

Seldom was Timothy nervous; in this case, he was that way only on Bert's account. He didn't like hisnew
master to betaking such arisk.

Infact, Timothy liked it so little, that he soon gave up hiswatch. Creeping to the back door, he entered
and crossed the kitchen to the rear stairsthat Bert had taken. In the shelter of those stairs, Timothy
waited. He didn't want to neglect his outside duty, but he felt he belonged insde. So hewas
compromising, by his hafway course.

Meanwhile, Bert had reached the study. Seeing the safe in the corner, behind alarge desk, he moved
over toit. With him, Bert had the precious combination, and was hoping that Rayne hadn't changed it
since the time when Timothy took down the numbers.

Just before entering the house, Bert had remembered to ask Timothy for the folded paper, and the
servant had given it rather reluctantly. Opening the dip, Bert smiled benesth the mask that he was
wearing. He hadn't forgotten anything.

There, Bert waswrong.

He'd forgotten the window. Or, to put it another way, Bert had forgotten to notice the position of the
floor lamp that was standing, lighted, near the desk.

It happened that the lamplight was blocked off by Bert's body, with aresult that could be seen outside.
Againg theinner wall of the room, agreat patch of darknessrose to represent Bert's head and shoulders
crouched in front of the safe.

With every turn that Bert gave the dia, the broad streak shifted. It was like a beacon of blacknessto
eyesoutside. There were eyes outside that saw it. They belonged to The Shadow.

Moving dong the hedge, The Shadow came close to Timothy's car. Making sureit was empty, he picked
an opening through the hedge. Gliding close to the house, he looked for awatcher below the window and
found none. Timothy's attempt a two-way duty had cleared the path for The Shadow. Continuing that
path was a smple matter for the unseen vigitor in black.

The Shadow changed his course from the horizontd to the vertical. Hat against the house wall, he moved
upward as easily as he had come across the lawn. The house was built of gray stone, and The Shadow's



digging fingers and soft-toed shoes found holds that made the climb assmple asatrip up aladder. The
only difference wasin speed.

The Shadow was moving upward carefully, and therefore dowly. He wanted to reach an angle where he
could peer into the room from awindow corner, and thus gain aview of the safe and the man who was
working at it.

Time was shorter than The Shadow supposed. The safe swung open as soon as Bert finished fingering
Timothy's combination. Right in the middle [ay an object that attracted Bert'seye. It wasameta cash
box, the sort that would contain vauables.

That it held Rayne's cash hoard was very likdly, for there was nothing else in the safe that seemed of
vaue. Bundles of old letters, business records, and the like made up the rest of the safe's contents.

The cash box waslocked. Tilting it, Bert could fed the dight dide of something insde. He was tempted
to close the safe and make off with the cash box. Then, on second thought, he turned to the desk and
pulled open atop drawer.

Bert wasin luck; thefirst thing he saw was akey of the right size for the cash box. Hetried the key, and
it worked.

When thelid of the box popped up, Bert's breath came eagerly. The lamplight wrought a new expression
on hisface. If Timothy had been there to seeit, he might have doubted that Bert's sole desire was one of
reparation for hisuncleswrongs. Still, Bert's attitude was justified by what he saw. Few men could have
curbed themselves at such asight.

Thiswas a cash box in the fullest sense of the term. It contained currency, in crisp new notes of high
denomination. Bank notes among which hundred-dollar bills could be counted as smal change. One
shedf, athick one, was composed exclusively of thousand-dollar notes.

Transferring the bundles to his various pockets, Bert turned to the safe. From it, he took astack of
worthless contracts and put them in the box instead. Hisface was gloating, his chuckle audible, ashe
locked the box and put the key back in the drawer.

Bert Glendon was anticipating the future when Jared Rayne would open the box to count his cash, and
find, ingtead, the valudessrelicsthat he had used to swindle men like Liond Glendon of their wedth!

AS Bert turned to put the box back in the safe, his moves were noted by The Shadow.

Not that The Shadow observed Bert directly. The black-cloaked climber was still below the level of the
window. What The Shadow saw was that looming blackness high on thewall. Asit moved downward,
he knew that Bert was crouching at the safe again.

It was plain to The Shadow that Bert'swork was dmost finished. Thiswas the proper moment for The
Shadow to appear, and foresta | Bert's effortsin a career that was too much a course of crime.

There were other waysto deal with men like Horace Trelger and Jared Rayne-methods that would
eventudly bring the justice that Bert wanted as compensation for theill done hisuncle. Five minutes done
with Bert, and The Shadow would convince him on that point. To obtain that interview, The Shadow
made along reach for the window ledge and drew himsdf up toitslevel.

Even on theway, The Shadow saw agtartling thing. Again, blackness was shuffling acrossthewall of the
room, but it wasn't coming from the direction of the safe. It was coming from the door, and therewas no
chanceto intercept it. Unlessit represented Timothy, there would be complications for Bert before The



Shadow could prevent them.
It wasn't Timothy.

The Shadow reached the window just as the two masses of blackness merged. Bert had heard the man
who entered and was swinging from the safe to meet him. Then the silhouetted pantomime became redlity
before The Shadow's gaze. From the window, The Shadow was looking right into the heart of Rayne's

study.

The Shadow saw Jared Rayne, a hulking man with an underdung jaw, who had dl the strength of active
middle age. Rayne was lunging past the desk, and he had the advantage, for Bert wasn't quite on hisfest.
Rayne's sheer bulk promised to be the deciding factor in the fray, no matter how ardently Bert might
fight.

It was over dmost as soon as The Shadow saw it. Receiving Rayne'simpact, Bert tried to twist away
and counter. He took the wrong direction-toward the open door of the safe. Rayne's hands found Bert's
throat with ahard, driving clutch, and before Bert could make another twigt, the end of the thick door
cameintheway.

Bert's head smacked the stedl edge with jolting force. The blow at the back of the head seemed to carry
through to the eyes above the masking handkerchief. Bert's eyes went shut as he dumped, limp and
helpless, at Rayne's feet.

With asavage laugh, the big man stooped and pulled the mask below Bert's chin. Rayne remembered the
whitish face he saw. He couldn't very well have forgotten it. Bert's features were too much like those of
his deceased Uncle Lionel. Asfor Rayne'sface, it betrayed no shred of pity. Rather, it assumed an ugly
leer.

The evil that Rayne had visited upon an elder Glendon could be transferred to ayounger; thistime,
legitimatdly. By hisvery countenance, Jared Rayne showed that he held no remorse in the matter of old
Liond.

If Rayne had worried over anything, it was the chance that his past swindle might have been uncovered.
He was sure, now, that it never could be, for he had trapped Bert in actua crime and could smugly turn
him over to the law. Under such circumstances, whatever Bert might have to say would never be
believed.

Jared Rayne was overlooking one thing and was ignorant of another. He overlooked the point that Bert
was not yet in the hands of the law. He didn't know that there was awitnessto this scene who
understood the full circumstances behind Bert'svisit.

That witness was The Shadow. Though he did not approve Bert's action, he condoned Rayne's even
less. One thing was certain: Jared Rayne would never put Bert Glendon in thetoils of the police. If Rayne
wanted justice, he would recaiveit in full measure.

Thiswas a case to be settled out of court-by The Shadow!
CHAPTER VIII. THRUSTSIN THE DARK

NEVER could aconniver have played more squardly into The Shadow's hands than did Jared Rayne.
The swindler was confident he held a helplessvictim. Therefore, Raynetook histime, in the matter of
Bert Glendon.



For aminute or more, he stared at the sprawled young man, hoping that Bert would stir. Rayne wanted
the victim to listen to his own undoing.

When Bert didn't stir, Rayne produced a key ring and unlocked a bottom drawer of the desk. From it, he
took a stub-nosed revolver and planked it on the desk. Momentarily, Rayne gazed at the key ring, and
his eyes took on a suspicious trend. He was remembering that the key to the cash box wasn't on the

ring.

Opening the proper drawer, Rayne found the key where Bert had replaced it. Glancing at the safe, he
saw the cash box where it belonged. Rayne therewith took it for granted that he had forestalled a
robbery by arriving in the study just after Bert had opened the safe. Without knowing it, he wasfaling for
the very game that Bert had so neetly arranged as an afterthought.

All thewhile, The Shadow was working on the window. Between the portions of the sash he had
inserted athin wedge of metd and was prying open the catch. The Shadow's work was soundless;
Rayne caught no token of it. Nor did the big man hear thelifting of the window when The Shadow
exerted even pressure, to guard against any noise.

If Rayne had |ooked toward that window, he would have seen nothing but thick blackness that he would
have mistaken for the solid night of the Long Idand countryside. But that blacknesswas ftirring invisibly.

With black-gloved hand, The Shadow was drawing an automeatic from thefolds of hisinky cloak. Since
Rayne regarded a gun as a good argument, The Shadow foresaw the need of asimilar persuader. By
having hisready first, The Shadow intended to dominate the coming conference.

Bert Glendon was moving, feebly. Hence, The Shadow waited to see what Rayne would do next. The
big man had placed his hand upon the telephone, but hefinaly removed it. Apparently he preferred to
talk to Bert awhile, before calling the police. Then came an interruption that changed the whole scheme

of things.
It wasthe jangle of the telephone bell.

Rayne answered. At fird, hisface showed marked surprise; then a sneering smile spread above his
undershot jaw, and histone took on the sarcasm which was his common mode of speech.

"So the police commissioner iscaling,” declared Rayne. "How perfect!... Y es, commissioner, | an glad
to hear fromyou... Did | expect thiscall? Why, no... What'sthat? Y ou think | may bein danger? Of
what, commissoner?'

The Shadow could amost hear Weston fuming at the other end of the line. Rayne's tone was the sort that
would be difficult to anayze without seeing the man when he spoke. Probably, Weston was supposing
that Rayne was very dumb, whereas the man was remarkably crafty.

"Danger of robbery!" Rayne faked a horrified cluck. ™Y ou worry me, commissioner!... Perhaps of death,
too0? This growsworse and worse! Tell me, commissioner”-Rayne lowered his voice to awhispery
quaver-"don't you think they might try to torture me, too?...

"I'll try to be brave, commissioner... My, my, I'm so relieved!” Rayne heaved asigh at something Weston
said. "To think you're sending ared police ingpector out hereto see mel™”

THINGS were happening while Rayne talked. Things that he overlooked because he was finding sport in
guying the police commissioner. For one thing, Bert was definitely aroused. Behind Rayné's back, the
young man had reached his hands and knees.



Purposely, Bert was staying low. He could see Rayne's silhouette against the wall across the room and
knew that his would show there, too, if he came abovetheleve of the desk.

So Bert was crawling forward, hidden by the desk, and his objective was the stubby revolver that Rayne
had so carelesdy laid aside. Kegping behind the desk was good policy, for if any of Rayne's servants
arrived at the doorway, they wouldn't see Bert at al because of the desk.

The other thing that The Shadow noted was a creak from the halway. It ended abruptly, and Bert caught
it, too. He grinned, thinking of Timothy. Certainly, the butler must have guessed by thistime that
something had gone amiss upgtairs. Bert's opinion was overjudtified by hisbelief that Timothy had stayed
outsde, and therefore might have spotted some motion within the sudy.

At any moment, Bert expected a gun muzzle to poke through the doorway. 1t would be old Timothy's
gun, covering Rayne. That was why Bert wanted the revolver on the desk-so Rayne wouldn't haveit to
fight off Timothy. Though, by Bert'sown grim look, hed be ready to use Rayne's gun himself, if occasion
demanded.

Blackness was working inward from the window. Like aliving specter, The Shadow was advancing
toward the focal spot. One swift swoop, and he could scoop the glistening revolver from the desk,
plucking it away before either Bert or Rayne could grab it. However, The Shadow was gauging that
move in terms of the door, which he was watching across the level of the desk.

Another creak was an indication that agun might thrust in at any moment, for the door was conveniently
gar, as Rayne had left it. Any sgn of agun would, of course, have sped The Shadow's process.

Meanwhile, rushing matters was not good policy. Rayne was talking on the phone again. Histone had
changed.

"I'll be very glad to meet Inspector Cardona,” announced Rayne sharply. "1 may be ableto proveto him
that, asusud, heistoo late."

Rayne paused for those words to sink home. Then:

"No, | have not been robbed,” he sneered. "1 am standing here in front of my open safe, and everything is
right where it belongs. | am here, commissioner, because | happen to know that an enemy isaready in
thishouse, and | am quite prepared to handle him without your assistance. If you would like to know his
name-"

Rayne's words ended the dow-motion game. As he spoke, the big man was diding his hand toward the
gun on the desk, and Bert, suddenly responding, was about to lurch up and grab it first. Swifter than
either was The Shadow, as he whedled forward from the blackness of the window.

But there was something that moved even faster than The Shadow, for it had aready started its action.
That thing was the hand from the doorway.

The hand didn't give itsaf away in the fashion that both The Shadow and Bert Glendon expected. Instead
of shoving into sight at shoulder level, the hand snaked in aong the floor. Theintervening desk hid its
action. Bert failed utterly to seeit; from The Shadow's view, the hand had almost completed its work
when he spied it.

Lacking agun, the hand looked like ahairy spider clutching adesired prey. When The Shadow saw it,
the hand had found the thing it wanted. The object was the floor plug, attached to the cord that furnished
eectricity to the big lamp that wasthe only light in the room!



EVEN as The Shadow aimed, the hand whipped the plug from the socket, and the whole placewas a
mass of darkness. The sudden blackout brought such gtartling action from Rayne and Bert, that The
Shadow was unableto firein the direction of the door.

Rayne caught up the gun and wheedled about, squarely in The Shadow's path. Bert, on the pounce,
clawed at Rayne's hand to grab the gun away.

Rayne couldn't have figured that Bert was actudly init. If he had, he wouldn't have done what he did.
The stubby gun spoke once, just once, under the pressure of Rayne's finger, and its shot went
cellingward. Then Bert knocked the gun away and it went clattering across the floor, with Bert after it.

Expecting Rayne to dive for the gun, too, The Shadow started for the door.

But Rayne, mistakenly, had identified the turning off of the lights with the attack that came hisway. He
thought that the attacker was from the door. Very probably, recollections of old Timothy flashed to
Raynée's mind and gave him the further misguided thought that the man from the doorway would be
returning there, inflight.

Whatever the case, Rayne was driving for the door, not after afleeing man but straight into the hands of a
lurker. Hisnoisy, blundering drive was an absol ute giveaway, not only threatening disaster to himsdlf but
to The Shadow, who was following the same path.

That was why The Shadow turned his own dash into asdeward dive. Grabbing Rayne, hetried to roll
the big man to temporary safety just before they reached the door.

There was danger, even from old Timothy, should thefaithful butler suppose that Rayne'swild shot had
winged Bert.

Hereto prevent death, not to further it, The Shadow exerted heroic measuresin Rayne's behdf. He
actudly hoisted the human hulk from hisfeet and sent him into a sprawl near the door. But Rayne, to his
own undoing, spoiled The Shadow's effort.

Only afreak of chance could have so offset The Shadow. The freak was Rayne's wild grab. Instead of
clutching air, the big man caught the door edge.

As he sprawled, his hand gave the porta aterrific inward swing. The smashing barrier struck The
Shadow's arm and drove it back across his head. It was The Shadow's head, therefore, that stopped the
door, and the force redled him across the floor.

Sumping in acorner, The Shadow heard a savage, triumphant snarl that he knew must come from
Rayne. The big man was on hisfeet somewhere in the darkness, but The Shadow, dizzy from his crash,
couldn't locate Rayne's podition. Thething that pointed straight to Rayne was a stab of fireamid the
blackness.

A roar accompanied the spurt. With that gunshot, Rayne's snarl faded to amoan. The Shadow heard the
big man sprawl, come haf to hisfeet, and founder. From the gasping sound that followed, The Shadow
knew that Rayne had received amortal wound.

Bert Glendon could havefired that fatal shot, with Rayne's own gun. So could Timothy, from the
doorway, with his ancient wegpon. Though uncertain of the hand which had ddlivered the morta stab,
The Shadow was sure that he could place the blame by corralling both fighters who had struggled with
Raynein the dark.

The problem wasto find the doorway, and for once, The Shadow's sense of direction was at loss. To get



his bearings, he stumbled across the room and found the desk. He almost turned to the window by
mistake, but a breeze from it informed him that the door was the other way. Swinging about, The
Shadow wavered momentarily, then dropped.

Again aflash of flame split the darkness. A bullet whistled inches past The Shadow's douch hat. A cresk
from the doorway had warned him that another shot wasto be expected. Asfor the actua blast, it not
only missed The Shadow, but it brought him back to usua form. Always, agunshot wasatonic to The
Shadow's prowess. He answered such chalengesingtinctively.

With awide sweep, The Shadow lunged for the door, aiming his automatic ahead of him. Another shot
cleaved the gloom, wide by at |east three feet.

Since his adversary wanted to make it amatter of bullets, The Shadow decided to answer in kind. He
amed in the dark and pulled the trigger. By rights, amurderer should have learned by experience how
deadly The Shadow's aim could be, even in the dark.

But ahand stayed that shot-a hand that came up from the floor and gabbed The Shadow's arm. Another
hand followed, and the double clutch brought The Shadow to the floor. A scurrying sound told that an

n was fleeing through the darkened hall, not wishing to risk another test of The Shadow'sfire,
which had missed only by inches.

Asfor The Shadow, he was struggling againgt atterrific grip, applied by the man who had intercepted
him. A clutch that showed asuperhuman strength, until it froze stiffly when its owner gave agargly gasp.
Only then did The Shadow recognize his adversary.

The man who had stopped The Shadow was Jared Rayne. In so doing, the dying man had saved thelife
of hisown murderer, the person for whom The Shadow's perfect shot was intended!

CHAPTER IX. MURDERER'SFLIGHT
A MURDERER'Sflight had begun.

There was no doubt that murder had been done, for Rayne's gasp was hislast. The Shadow could tell,
from the grasp of the stiffened hands, that Rayne was dead.

Wrenching free from that death clutch was no easy task, but The Shadow managed it, even though he
had to bash Rayne's fingers with hard swings of the automatic. The Shadow was anxiousto take up a
killer'strall.

Reaching the hallway, The Shadow heard a clatter of footsteps going down the front stairs. He saw light
filtering up from below, and hefollowed. He was at the top of the stairs, looking into alarge halway
below, waiting for some other indication.

There were two possible routes: one, out through the front door; the other, by asun porch on the
opposite side of the house. A third route existed, but The Shadow rejected it, for it led through the
kitchen, where the servants would be.

The Shadow heard neither athud of the front door nor aclatter from the sun porch. Such sounds, if any,
were drowned out by aloud surge of shouting servants, who came through from the kitchen into the front
hall. They'd heard the shots, but hadn't managed to locate them, for they supposed that Rayne wasin the
front of the house, downgairs.

Hearing no answer from Rayne, the servants divided, some starting toward the front door, the othersin



the direction of the porch. Quite sure that someone had fled from the house, they were actually choosing
the right methods of pursuit, when avoice hated them.

A voice from the dead, that tone, for it belonged to none other than Jared Rayne!
It was cdling from the kitchen that the servants had just |eft.

"Come, come!” Thevoice caled testily. "Thisway! He went out through the rear kitchen, and off toward
the back hedge. Find him, and report to mein my study!"

None of the servants knew that Rayne was dead; hence they took the voice for granted. To The
Shadow, who had just dipped Rayne's death clutch, the ruse was obvious. It fitted with The Shadow's
theory asto the duping of Trelger's office employees.

Old Timothy had duplicated Trelger's voice on that occasion, and it was Timothy who was speaking at
present, for Jared Rayne. He didn't linger in the kitchen when the servants hurried that direction; instead,
Timothy found refuge in the gloom of the back stairs, and waited there until the crowd had passed.

The Shadow waited, too, to hear if Timothy came up the back stairs; but he didn't. So The Shadow
decided to take the front way out. Again, it was a choice between the front door and sun porch. The
front door being nearer, The Shadow used it, only to put himsalf into immediate trouble.

A searchlight was cleaving the darkness of the driveway, and its huge gleam spotted The Shadow before
he could swing to cover. A loca patrol car was on the ground, escorting Inspector Cardonato his
meeting with Jared Rayne.

Already, the police had heard tumult outside the house, chiefly from in back. The menin the patrol car,
like those The Shadow had encountered afew nights before, made the mistake of classing the cloaked
fighter asamarauder.

The car roared up to the house and jerked to a hat. Two patrolmen were out of it, blasting away,
because The Shadow hadn't stopped when they ordered. Another car arrived and disgorged Joe
Cardona, who promptly joined in the fray, because he couldn't see the man they were after and therefore
didn't know that The Shadow was concerned. It was one of Cardona’s policies never to hamper The
Shadow.

Asamatter of fact, The Shadow wasn't hampered-at least, not yet.

HAVING accounted for Timothy, The Shadow was looking for Bert. He knew that Bert couldn't have
gone out by the front door, because the police would have spotted him from the driveway. So The
Shadow was shifting around to the other side of the house, to have alook from near the sun porch.

Having dipped from the path of the patrol cat's searchlight, The Shadow was having no trouble at al. He
amply left the front of the house to the police, knowing that they would take along while to scour
everywhere for someone who wasn't there.

From beside the inclosed porch, The Shadow peered toward a hedge and noted dim, moving lights
beyond it. Thiswas on the side of the house opposite Rayne's study, and The Shadow knew that aroad
lay beyond the distant hedge.

The lights he saw, and the accompanying throb of a motor, could smply denote apassing car; but the
road wasn't used much, and any automobile traveling it would be likely to have brighter lights.

To get abetter view across the hedge, The Shadow scaled to therail of theinclosed porch. Againg the



light from the house, his cloaked head and shoulders were quite visible, but it didn't matter while the
police were still searching about out front.

At lead, it didn't matter so far asthe police were concerned. Rayne's servants were another proposition.
They came just when The Shadow didn't want them.

Finding their chase ablank one, the servants had hurried back to the house when they heard thefire of
police guns. Coming past the sun porch, they spied The Shadow againgt the interior lights. Four menin
al, the servants were springing for the cloaked figure before The Shadow could even turn their way. So
The Shadow compromised by dropping into the shrubbery that banked the edge of the porch.

Thefray that followed was awild one. The Shadow was begting off four frenzied, shouting men, who
kept springing up to grab him asfast as he flung them away. They tramped al about the shrubbery, out to
the lawn and back again, and always one man or another would manage to grab at The Shadow's cloak.

It lasted longer than The Shadow wanted, particularly when the police arrived with guns. Then The
Shadow had to perform some surprising tactics.

Ripping away from the servants, he sprang up to the ledge that he had used before. That madehim a
target for the patrolmen, who blazed away before Cardona could stop them. Recognizing The Shadow
againg thelight, Joe did hisbest to end the fally, but it wastoo late.

However, the shots didn't bother The Shadow. The bullets smashed some panesin the porch windows,
nothing more. The Shadow had taken another jump while the patrolmen were aming.

The servants saw where he landed and surged therein abody. Thistime, they had him, and they were
pounding, pommeling, beeting down awiry figure that kept soringing up despite their efforts, until
Cardonaflashed alight on the scene and put an end to the useless struggle.

What the servants were trying to overpower was a squatty, five-foot tree that The Shadow had noted
from acorner of the porch. The tree was a semitropica variety that Rayne's gardener had covered with
burlap, to protect it against the cold.

Vagudly, it resembled The Shadow in the dark, enough so for the cloaked fighter to divert the servantsto
it and leave them holding, not an empty bag but one that contained atree. In its own style, the springy
tree had put up avery good res stance while substituting for The Shadow.

Circling the house, The Shadow paused. Something was happening below the window of Rayne's studly.
The Shadow heard Timothy's voice, then scraping sounds. It was Bert who supplied the latter. He had
taken over The Shadow's route and was coming down the wall from the study window.

REJOINED, the partners scurried across the lawn, and The Shadow started after them. Flashlights
suddenly appeared from in front of the house, and The Shadow heard Bert give aquick order to
Timathy.

"Get to the car!" snapped Bert. "Don't use your gun. I'll do the shooting. When | seeyou gtart, I'll join
you."

Bert started shooting with the stubby gun that he had plucked from Rayne. Hisfirst two shots pinged the
house wall, and finding that they weren't effective enough, Bert aimed the next two at the study window,
producing acrash of glass. All thewhile, he was zigzagging toward the hedge, and the police were
answering his shots, athing that proved quite inconvenient to The Shadow.

With wild shots raking the whole lawn, The Shadow was cut off from his pursuit and had to head back



toward the house.

Bert fired afina shot from the hedge, then jumped in the car with Timothy and rode away. Picking the
trail of lights, The Shadow fired some long-range shots amid the tumult of the policefire. Those
well-aimed messages should have exploded the tires of Timothy's car, for The Shadow's calculation was

perfect.

What The Shadow couldn't see was alow wall beyond the hedge, an old barrier that began at the rear of
Rayne's property. It stopped the shots that would have halted the escape, had only the hedge been in the

way.

While police were hurrying back to their cars, to commence a useless, roundabout chase, The Shadow
went hisway. When he returned to Raynée's, he came as Cranston, and found others there ahead of him.

Commissioner Weston was present, and he was greeting Horace Trelger, who had arrived in a coupé
instead of his old-fashioned town car.

Trelger waswheezing in excited fashion:

"| phoned the club, commissioner. They said you had left, so | fancied you came here. My chauffeur was
off for the evening, so | drove out alone. Tell me: did you talk to Jared Rayne?!

"l did," replied Weston solemnly. "I called him on the telephone, and my conversation with Rayne was
ended by the shot that killed him."

Trelger'seyesdidn't narrow. They opened wide, and hislifted brows were indicative of horror. Turning
from Trelger, Weston nodded to Cranston.

"I'm glad you're here" the commissioner told hisfriend. "Theré's been amurder. The sort where dl
suggestions, no matter how small, may be needed, before we can solveit.”

Not for amoment did Commissioner Weston suppose that hisfriend Lamont Cranston could supply
suggestions that werein no wise smdll.

That was something only The Shadow knew!

CHAPTER X. NUMBER THREE

WHILE the police were investigating the death of Jared Rayne, two forgotten men were holding a
conference of their own on the same subject. Those two were Bert Glendon and Timothy, back in the
butler's secluded apartment.

Onthetablein front of them lay the funds from Rayne's safe, that Bert had brought away in his pockets.
But the glee that had prevailed after their robbery of Trelger was absent on this occasion.

"Murder ismurder,” declared Bert grimly. "All who have ashareinit are equdly to blame.”

"l understand, Sir," returned, Timothy. "We know that one man, of five, killed your uncle. The one might
not have been Rayne. Again, he might have been. So it evensup, Mr. Bert."

Finding that Timothy'slogic coincided with hisown, Bert tried to dismiss the subject, but failed. The best
that he could do was shift it to another phase.

"Should we be accused of murdering Rayne," declared Bert soberly, "I shal accept the full responsibility.



| might plead self-defense, because Raynefired before | could grab hisgun. Of course, they would have
to provethat | shot Rayne, which would be very difficult."

"It would beimpossible!" assured Timothy. "After dl, Mr. Bert, | wasin the house, too-"
"You wereinthe house?' brokein Bert. "I thought | told you to stay outside.”

"I couldn', gr," confessed Timothy. "I felt that | was needed to support you. | was the only one who had
agun at the time we began our expedition. Remember, Sr?’

Bert remembered, and nodded, but his forehead wrinkled into afrown.

"| thought there was someonedse," he said dowly. "Infact, | am sure of it, Timothy! Rayne was
struggling with aperson in the dark.”

Timothy brightened.

"Was he, sr?How excelent! That fits perfectly with my own assumption. Of course, | thought that the
other person wasyoursdlf, Mr. Bert-"

"Just as| mistook him for you," interrupted Bert, clapping the butler's shoulder. " So we've straightened
everything. Nether of uskilled Rayne!”

Timothy's eyestook on areflective gaze. He was thinking in terms of a cloaked fighter who had
appeared, some nights earlier, at the Glendon mansion. Only The Shadow could have come and gone
from Rayné'sin that same surprising fashion. And Timathy, in his recollections of The Shadow, felt thet it
would be difficult to pin crime upon such an usive character.

It would be hard, he thought, to even prove that The Shadow existed, et done that the mysterious being
had been at Rayne's tonight.

For once, Timothy seemed nervous, as he gathered the currency that Bert had brought from Rayne's and
dumped it into the drawer aong with Trelger's property.

"Wemust never let them find this," declared Timothy, referring to the money. " Should you ever be
questioned, Mr. Bert, make your story smple. If need be, say that you went to Rayné'sto warn him
againg me. | shdl not wait herefor them to arrest me.”

"Good old Timothy!" said Bert, with asmile. "I'll agree, provided that you are willing to work the thing
the other way, should the circumstances be reversed. If they find you, but don't catch me, you can say
that | killed Rayne."

Despite Timothy's objections, Bert remained obdurate. He took a sheet of paper and wrote asigned
confession, declaring that he had dain Rayne. He forced Timothy to keep the paper, which the butler
finaly did, but only after he had written asmilar confesson of hisown, which he gaveto Bert.

Having thusfortified each other againgt the uncertainties of the future, Bert and Timothy turned to
something which they regarded as an accepted fact.

"Next ontheligt," spoke Bert briskly. "Who ishe, and what ishe like?"
"I would suggest Freeman Wight," declared Timothy. "Heisvery pompous-likethis"

Timothy drew himself up in haughty fashion, gave Bert acold stare and pursed hislips, to spesk witha
precise and affected accent:



"May | inquire the purpose of thisvigit? | am not accustomed to receiving callers at any hour!"

"Quite enough,” laughed Bert. "1 remember Wight. He talked in that tone at the funerd. Very well,
Timothy, we shall take up Wight's case next."

AT Rayne's house, the subject was veering toward Freeman Wight. Commissoner Weston had
completed his survey of Rayne's death.

His conclusion was that the same man who had impersonated Trelger had attempted to rob Rayne a so,
but had failed. Therefore, it was advisable to determine who might be the next victim, and Weston was
cdling upon Trelger for such information.

Seated a Rayne's desk, Trelger shook his head. He could not think of any mutua friendswho had lately
been in town. He looked across the room at Rayne's silent servants and asked if Rayne had received any
recent visitors. One of the servants responded:

"Mr. Wight was herelast night.”
"Freeman Wight!" exclaimed Trelger. "Why, he closed his gpartment amonth ago!”

The servant informed Trelger that Wight had moved to the exclusive Angora Hotdl, in Manhattan, and
had been living there since giving up his agpartment. None of hisfriends had known it, not even Rayne,
until last night.

"Last night!" expressed Trelger. "Why, that was after | was robbed! Perhaps Wight wasworried and
came hereto warn Rayne. Well, Wight should be really worried now. | have been robbed; Rayne has
been murdered-"

Trelger interrupted himsdf to push back the chair, because Cardona was ingstently rummaging through
the desk drawers. After Trelger shifted, Joe opened the top drawer and came across the key to the cash
box. Discovering that the key fitted, the inspector unlocked the box.

Finding nothing but old papers, Cardona dumped them on the desk, and Trelger immediately pawed
through them. Finishing, Trelger glanced up, horrified.

"These don't belong herel" he wheezed. "Why, Rayne dways kept his cash in thisbox! Bundles of it,
totaling thousands of dollars! Rayne was robbed aswell as murdered! We must warn Wight at oncel™

Commissioner Weston decided to give the warning persondly. Heinvited both Trelger and Cranston to
come along, and of course Cardonawas included.

They rode to Manhattan in the commissioner's officid car, and invaded the pretentious Angora Hotel,
whereit took al of Weston's authority to crash the gate of Wight's fourth-floor suite. Even then, there
was adday before Wight would receive the visitors.

Wight appeared attired in afastidious dressng gown. At first glance, he looked like a sdf-important
individua, and further acquaintance increased the impression. Wight had adroopy face, which he kept
tilted back, to give animaginary thrust to hisweak chin. Asaresult, his eyes had adownward glance,

Wight had another mannerism, that of smoothing hisblack hair, which glistened in such deek, black
fashion that even acasual observer could suspect that its color was the result of dye.

"May | inquire the purpose of thisvigt?' questioned Wight, in atesty tone. "1 am not accustomed to
recaiving calersat any hour!"



Weston undertook to explain, but talk of robbery and degth failed to ruffle Wight's hauteur. Wight turned
his droopy gaze toward Trelger, as though to blame him for the visit.

"All thisis prepogterous!” asserted Wight. "I called on Raynelast night, but merely because | was bored
with hotd life. | saw no reason to warn him againgt imaginary enemies.”

"It wasn't imagination that killed Rayne," indsted Trelger. "What is more, the disappearance of hismoney
isacomplete mystery. If | ill had mine’-Trelger's wheeze reduced itsdf to awhisper-"1'd clear out of
town for parts unknown."

"No onewill disturb me here" argued Wight. "The Angorais very particular in preventing its guestsfrom
being annoyed. That iswhy | chose this hotel for my residence.”

"I had an office full of employees” returned Trelger in hisrattly tone, "and Rayne had a house full of
servants. Such precautions did not protect either of ug!”

"Mr. Wight will be protected,” assured Weston. "I intend to post detectivesin the lobby, and on this
floor, night and day."

Something more noticeable than mere annoyance flickered on Wight's uptilted face. Knowing Wight,
Trelger might have recognized that the haughty man was gripped with sudden fear. Certainly Cranston,
with hiskeen gaze, did not missthefact. To cover hismood, Wight drew his shoulders high and gave a
curt wave of dismiss.

"Do asyou like, commissioner," he said to Weston. "But | warn you: | shdl not tolerate undue
annoyance. Good evening, and in thefuture, if possible, arrange gppointments with me before you call.”

RIDING back to the club, Cranston listened to the verbal report that Cardona gave Weston. What irked
the ingpector most wasthelost trail following the Rayne affair.

The patrol car would have overtaken thekiller, Cardona averred, if peoplein the neighborhood had
furnished satisfactory information. Inquiries a service stations and the like had brought a conflict of
opinion, some claiming they had seen a coupé scooting one direction, and others stating just the

opposite.
Asaresult, the police hadn't gotten anywhere, except back to Rayne's house.

As helistened, Cranston reflected on his own efforts to stop Timothy's car. For once, Cranston scarcely
regretted that certain fugitives had made a getaway.

As The Shadow, he had felt it hisduty to hdt the flight of Bert and Timothy. Nevertheess, from the
viewpoint of The Shadow, it would be preferable to crack things wide at amoment when crime was
about to happen, rather than after it had been perpetrated.

The Shadow had dmost doneit at Rayne's, and now he could foresee an even better opportunity. It
wasn't just because Bert and Timothy were ill at large, with vengeance-and other things,
perhaps-strongly in their minds. Thistime, The Shadow had uncovered thetrail well in advance.

He knew who the next victim would be: Freeman Wight. The past was preying on Wight'smind, so
strongly that it would soon catch up with him and take charge of hisfuture.

While Weston talked to Cardona, planning the measures most suited to Wight's protection, Cranston
smiled. Wight required more than protection; he needed observation of the sort that only The Shadow
could furnish.



Rutledge Mann was waiting at the club. He had some investments to discuss with Lamont Cranston.
Those "investments,” it turned out, were areport on certain past transactions that pointed to Freeman
Wight as another crafty swindler who had duped old Liondl Glendon.

Mann wondered why Cranston smiled at the suggestion that Wight might be the next man to receive a
vigt from those partnersin retribution, Bert Glendon and Timoathy.

The reason for the smile was significant. It seemed that The Shadow aready knew!
CHAPTER XI. TOO MANY WATCHERS

EARLY next evening, the Angora Hotel had avisitor. He arrived soon after dusk, and he accomplished
the seemingly impossible-that of entering the swanky hotel entirely unobserved.

Getting through the well-watched |obby of the Angorawas difficult enough in norma times, but with
headquarters men on duty, it was actually phenomend.

Particularly when one of the headquarters group happened to be Inspector Cardona. It was Jo€'s night
off, and he was spending his holiday by persondly checking on matters at Wight'shotdl. Y &t, even
Cardonawas unaware of the sngular visitor who entered.

The being from the dark could well be termed a human wraith. He entered just after someone went out
through the revolving door, cozing like encroaching night, as the whirling portal coasted to a stop.

Without pausing to assume a human shape, the ghostly visitant merged with the darkness cast by alarge
square pillar in the lobby. Then, filtering farther, the shapeless creature in black sidled dong the wall,
toward another pillar.

Only one personage could have made so remarkable an entry. He was The Shadow.

It happened that Cardonawas staring directly between the pillars when The Shadow passed. His
swarthy face glum, the ingpector's eyes were giving areflective stare. Perhgps Cardona's eyes were
dightly out of focus, preventing him from noting the stretch of blacknessthat moved dong thewall. But
had Cardona been told so, he would have denied it.

Joe had heard that The Shadow could exercise a hypnotic ability which enabled him to cloud men's
minds. Thusfogged, co-ordination was lost between eye and brain. By such asystem, The Shadow
rendered himsdlf invisible, or, at least, accomplished the equivaent.

It was said that The Shadow had mastered this power through long study in Tibet. If so, The Shadow
could outdo the Tibetan mystics who taught him, for they claimed that, to be unseen, a person would
have to remain immobile. Y et The Shadow frequently escaped observation while on the move-more by
use of darkness and convenient shadows than by mystic powers.

Whatever the answer, the result remained: The Shadow had crossed the hotel |obby unseen by Joe
Cardona. Pausing near the elevators, he then merged with a degper gloom that marked a stairway,
leading up.

It might have been that the halt was an essentid part of The Shadow's system. Possibly, he tarried to hear
what Cardonawas about to say. For Joe was turning to two detectives who were about to take the
elevator to the fourth floor.

"As soon as you relieve the men on duty,” ordered Cardona, "knock a Wight'sdoor. A fellow named
Henry will answer; hesWight'svaet. Tel him you want to see Mr. Wight in person, just so helll know



you later. If Wight objects, phone me here in the [obby. I'll come up and make him change hismind.”

The clang of the evator door drowned a dighter sound from the stairway. In the darkness, The Shadow
had encountered a grilled gate, set there for the express purpose of blocking off intruders from the floor
above. Held seen the gate the evening before and knew that it had a formidable padiock.

But there was something €l se The Shadow knew about padlocks. Cheagp padlocks could be smashed by
asingleblow.

The one on this gate wasn't cheap; it would have taken considerable pounding to break it. That wasthe
very point that rendered it more vulnerable, to anyone who knew the proper trick.

Clutching the padlock in one gloved hand, The Shadow thwacked it with agun butt muffled in afold of
his cloak. His stroke was directed at the hinge side of the padlock.

Thelock, itsef, withstood the blow. The shock carried to the hidden spring that actuated the hinge, and
thelock sprang open. Sliding the grilled gate like alazy tongs, The Shadow squeezed through. Not only
did he draw the gate shut again; he clamped a perfectly good padlock back where it belonged.

Continuing his upward trip, The Shadow left aclosed trail behind him.

ON thefourth floor, The Shadow drew from sight as he saw the two detectives coming from Wight's
suite. Around the corner of the passage, The Shadow overheard their comments on their brief vist.

"Kind of asnooty guy, that Wight," said one. "Just sat in his chair and gave usthe cold stare over his
newspaper!"

"Yeah, but thevaet isdl right," returned the other dick. "What bothers meiswhy Wight told him to take
those two suitcases downdtairs.”

"We ought to report it to the inspector.”

"Go ahead. Use the hallway telephone. I'll watch the door to see that only Henry comes out.”

Evidently, only Henry did come out, for when The Shadow heard the door open, he saw the detective
giveafriendly wave. But Henry didn't come toward the elevators; instead, he must have gone the
opposite direction, toward an inclosed fire tower that had a heavy door, latched from the inside.

Hearing adull thud that could have been the tower door, The Shadow waited only until the lone detective
had taken afew paces. Then the cloaked watcher moved from cover.

Thistime, theinvighility didn't work in full. Swinging about, the dick caught aglimpse of fleaing blackness
and drew hisrevolver.

A moment later, the headquarters man was performing an astonishing midair flip, somersaulted by a
seemingly invisibleforce. The Shadow had faded into alow, forward drive and whipped upward, hoisting
the amazed dick back across his shoulders.

Returning from the telephone, the other detective found his companion sitting, haf dazed, in the middle of
the hdl. By then, The Shadow was gone.

OUTSIDE thefire exit, two men were huddled in anarrow dley. One was Bert Glendon; the other,
Timothy. They had parked their car across the street, and were hiding here to avoid a passing patrol car
that kept circling about the block.



Another car dso intrigued them; it was a sedan, parked just across the street. The car had arrived only a
few minutes before, and its driver ill wasin it, snug behind the whed.

"It ismost certainly Wight's car,” said Timothy in an undertone. "It often stopped at your unclé's house.”
"Whoisthefdlow init?" inquired Bert. "Wight's chauffeur?'

"l believe s0," Timothy replied. "Let me see’-he tapped hisfingersto hisforehead-"Wight's chauffeur-Ah,
yes! A rather dull chap, named Perry. Dull, but religble.”

The patrol car swept past. Blinking after the lights had gone, Bert saw the chauffeur step from Wight's
car. Promptly, Timothy plucked Bert's deeve and whispered:

ll%ry!ll
"He's expecting someone,” rejoined Bert. "He's opened the rear door. Look, Timothy!"

Timothy looked, and shook his head. Perry was smply standing beside the rear door, with his hand on
it.

"I guess| wasalittle previous," admitted Bert. "I thought he was opening one of the doors. Wait,
Timothy! He's opening a door-the one on thisside of the car!”

Instead of looking toward the car, Timothy grabbed Bert's arm tightly and drew the young man around.
There was a sound from the firetower exit, just behind them. Perry must have seen it swinging outward
and had therefore begun to make ready for a passenger.

A man stepped from thefire exit, carrying two suitcases. Bert thought the fellow must be a servant, until
he heard a sharp hissfrom Timothy:

"It'sWight! Come! We must stop him!"

STOP him they did, with acombined drive that sent Wight back on his haunches, the bags flying awvay
from him. He'd played aclever trick, Wight had, in posing as his own vaet for the benefit of two new
detectivesthat Cardona had sent to guard him. A trick that had bluffed The Shadow, who had arrived
upstairstoo late to see it staged, and therefore had been forced to rely upon the say-so of the duped
detectives.

But Timothy wasn't fooled regarding Wight. Nor did Bert overlook the matter of the bags. One suitcase,
thelarger one, broke open, showing clothing asits only contents, so Bert snatched the other, found it
heavy for its size, and therewith flung it to a corner behind the fire-tower exit.

Bert thought that Timothy could handle Wight, but he was quite mistaken. In afashion quite unseemly for
his haughty style, Wight whipped arevolver from his overcoat pocket and aimed it Timothy'sway.

Bert made aflying lunge, that carried Timothy right from the gun's path, to the same corner wherethe
suitcase had gone. Wight clambered to hisfet, to be met by Perry, who came dashing in from the
Street.

"Get into the car, Sr!" caled Perry. "Hurry! I'll bring the luggage!™

Wight's brief bravery ended. He thrust his gun into Perry's hand and made awild run for the waiting car.
It was abad mistake, passing over the gun, more serious than Wight redlized. He hadn't corrected Perry
on the matter of the luggage. Theterm "luggage" could apply to one bag, aswell astwo.



Seeing only one bag, Perry dammed it shut and grabbed the handle. He did take a brief 1ook for another,
but redlizing that one hand was dready occupied with agun, handed him by Wight, the chauffeur quickly
decided that there couldn't be another suitcase. So he followed Wight, with only the one bag, which
happened to be the one that Wight didn't care about.

Luck was playing strong for Bert and Timothy. Perry hadn't actudly seen them, and he half believed that
Wight's sprawl had been nothing more than a hurried ssumble. Nevertheless, the chauffeur waslooking
back over his shoulder asthe tower door went shut, propelled by its heavy spring. Stopping suddenly, he
amed the gun he hdd.

"He's spotted ud” gritted Bert. "We've got to scare him off!"

Bert was coming to hisfeet, his stubby revolver in his hand. Odd that he should be gripping Raynesgun
inthat fist, and grabbing Wight's bag of wealth with the other! Bert was sure that the closing door had
revealed him, dong with Timothy; but the butler thought otherwise. Vdiantly, Timothy grasped Bert and
tried to draw him back.

It wasn't necessary. Bert was flung aside by the thing that had actudly attracted Perry’'saim. Thething
was the door from the fire tower, hurled wide again. Perry fired wildly at the block of blackness; then
took to his hedslike afrenzied rabbit, when he heard the response his shots produced.

From the jet-black doorway came afierce, challenging laugh, the sort that invariably shook excited men
when they began gunning blindly. Seized by a greater fright than that which had gripped Wight, Perry
could think only of flight.

He had heard the laugh of The Shadow!
CHAPTER XII. CHASE OF DEATH

|F ever The Shadow had undertaken ablind chase, thiswasit. So far as he knew, Wight'svaet, Henry,
was the man who had come down the fire tower, rather than Wight himself. For Wight was aready
diving into the car and burying himsdlf, ostrich fashion, when Perry began shooting &t the fire-tower exit.

Asfor Perry, he might have been Henry. The Shadow could only identify him as aman with abag, who
also was armed with agun. He saw the chauffeur reach the car, fling the bag in back, and turn to firetwo
more shots. Then, damming the rear door, Perry legped into the front, which was aready open. He
pulled that door shut and Started to drive away.

Gun in hand, The Shadow was speeding out through the dley, his chase il blind. He had &t least gained
one purpose: to stop the car before it reached the corner. In al thisweb of vengeance for past crime,
wreaked by Bert and Timothy upon men who certainly deserved it, The Shadow was following one
impartid rule.

The Shadow wanted to crack the Situation wide open at any time when the law would profit thereby. Just
as he had attempted to stop Bert and Timothy when they made their getaway from Rayne's, it was The
Shadow's duty to hat Wight's car. No one should have left Wight's apartment, nothing should have been
taken from the place, while the police were engaged in protective service there.

To Bert and Timothy, The Shadow's surge was quite as much a mystery astheidentity of the unknown
being in black. Vagudy, they linked him with the affair at Rayne's, but, more definitely, they were
concerned with matters of their own. They wanted to get away with the bag of loot that they had so
nestly wrested from Wight. Together, Bert and Timothy ran for the same outlet that The Shadow had
chosen.



By thetime they wereredlly started, Perry had pulled Wight's car away and The Shadow was leaving the
aley. Though he hadn't seen Bert or Timothy, The Shadow was taking no chances on enemies behind
him. The sdeward whirl that he made from the aley's mouth had the appearance of avanishinto thin air.

What made it more remarkable was the fact that The Shadow was totally gone from view despite the
blaze of light that suddenly flooded the rear street. The patrol car had swung around the corner, bucking
the one-way traffic, which wasfair enough, consdering thet its occupants were answering the sound of
gunfire

They didn't see The Shadow, for he turned his spin into a perfect fade to the shelter of abasement entry.
Instead, the police saw Bert and Timothy as the two popped from the hotel dley.

Bert began shooting immediately, and Timothy's gun joined in. Whether elther, or both, were aiming for
Wight's car asit scudded past the police patrol, was something for later discussion. The cops thought that
the gun blasts were meant for them, and they spurted their car across the sidewalk.

It was fortunate that a certain basement entry was very narrow. The patrol car rode over it asthough its
sdeswerethe tracks of arepair pit, and stopped with asolid thump against awall.

If it hadn't, The Shadow would have been coping with aton of automobile, for that happened to be the
very basement space that the cloaked fighter had chosen as atemporary pillbox. Gonewas The
Shadow's chance to shoot the tires of Wight's car asit rounded the corner. The only tiresthat he could
see were those of the police car, hemming him within avery narrow coop.

Patrol-car lights went blank when they met the wall. Gunstalked; they had the snappy chugs of Police
Postives. Bert and Timothy were not shooting any longer; they had both emptied their gunsin the salvo
that had forced the police car to the curb. Running across the street to their own car, the vengeance

partners escaped the police fire entirely.

Then Timothy's car was under way, thistime with Bert at the whed. He cut the corner before he turned
on thelights, and his speedy driving produced a successful escape. The copsfired afew last scattered
shots after the two fugitives, and missed them, car and all.

Asfor The Shadow, hewas at that moment wiggling from beneath the patrol car and didn't have a
chance even to am before Bert and Timothy were gone.

A CAB came streaking down the street and the patrolmen shouted at it. The cab dackened, veered to
the curb. It was amost sopped when its driver caught the twinkle of atiny flashlight, muffled in the folds
of ablack cloak so the patrolmen couldn't seeit.

Thiswas The Shadow's own cab, handled by Moe Shrevnitz, known to many of hisfriends as Shrevvy.
Moe rel eased the brake peda when he caught The Shadow's gleam, and pressed the accelerator
instead.

Inthat brief interval, a door of the cab flapped wide and dammed again. It swallowed darkness, asacab
door would on aback street at night. But the blacknessthat it gorged was solid. Moe heard the
whispered tone of The Shadow from the rear seat.

Shouts, not shots, followed the cab asit took off in pursuit of Bert and Timothy. The patrolmen were
holding empty guns. Before they could reload, other officers arrived, headed by Inspector Cardona. With
them, they were bringing Henry, who looked very out of place on the street because he was wearing
Wight'sfancy dressng gown.



Ordering his detectivesto grab whatever cabs or carsthey could obtain, Cardonatook time to shake
factsout of Henry. The valet chattered that Wight had intended to be met by his own car-a sedan which
fitted with the description of the one that the patrolmen had seen. Henry knew the license number, which
wasahelp.

Soon, haf adozen vehicleswere off to the hunt, spreading everywhere in hope of finding the missing
Sedan.

They were dso looking for an unidentified car, which the patrolmen thought was a coupé but couldn't be
sure, since it had been sparing with itslights. There was aso mention of a cab that should have stopped,
but didn't. But the sedan wasthe first, and surest, choice. Cardona was determined to find it-and did,
within ten minutes after the hunt began.

The sedan was piled up near the entrance of an alley on aside street, just off an avenue. A truck was
standing on the avenue, and its driver explained how the thing had happened, though he disclaimed
responshility for the accident.

He'd been driving down the avenue, he declared, when the sedan had veered madly across his path to
reach the side street. It should have righted itsdlf, but it didn't. The sedan’s driver must have completely
lost control, considering the way the machine crashed.

Cardona decided to have alook at the driver. Detectives hauled a numbed man from the front seet of the
wrecked sedan. Henry, the valet, identified the fellow as Perry, the chauffeur. Questioned, Perry could
only mutter, while he rubbed his head.

"Must have cut too sharp... whedls hit the curb, | guess... it got me right back here, the door or
something-"

Weakly, the chauffeur wastrying to illustrate the bounce that had made him lose control. Then, less
dazed now, he widened hiseyesin recollection.

"l guess Mr. Wight was kind of scared,” said Perry. "Theway hewasflopping around in back, | mean. |
thought he was coming right in on top of me when | shoved the brakes. Maybe he grabbed me and that's
why | cracked. | don't know. | only hope Mr. Wight wasn't hurt too bad.”

A rear door was hanging part way open, so Cardonajerked it wide. On the floor, he saw the huddled
figure of Wight. How badly Wight was hurt, was the next thing to be learned. In drawing the man from
the car, the detectives thought he was hooked to something, for they could hardly budge him.

It was Cardona who suddenly guessed the truth. The detectives were tugging at adead weight. Freeman
Wight wasn't merely hurt; he was dead.

How the crash had happened to kill Wight, Cardona couldn't understand, considering that Perry had
been applying the brakes when the crack-up came. Joe was asking Perry if Wight had been hanging from
the window, looking back, and the chauffeur, nodding dowly, said he might have. People sometimes
took asmash more heavily, when hanging from car windows.

Stooping to look at Wight, Cardonatried to learn if the dead man had received a body blow.
Wight had.

But it wasn't the sort that Cardona expected to find. Joe didn't have to pull Wight's shirt front open to
look for abruise. The shirt, itsalf, gave evidence. Its scorched cloth was stained with blood. Wight's
body blow had been abullet, straight to the heart.



Cardonaturned to the two patrolmen. Gulping, they swore that they hadn't fired after Wight'scar. The
men who had were the pair who escaped later in the unidentified coupé. One of them must have
delivered that fatal shot, unless Perry wasthe killer and was trying to cover the fact.

Taking charge of Perry's empty revolver, Cardona put the chauffeur under arrest and decided to hold
Henry asamateria witness.

Franticaly, Perry kept trying to explain that there had been someone esein the case, amystery man who
had followed Wight down thefire tower. The chauffeur wasreferring to The Shadow, and Cardona
recognized the fact when Perry mentioned aweird laugh that had spurred hisflight. Nevertheless,
Cardonabluntly regjected that portion of the evidence.

For once, Joe Cardona concurred with the official opinion advanced by Commissioner Weston: namely,
that The Shadow, being unidentified, must be classed asamyth. In beginning aman hunt for persons
unknown, Cardonawould not have to include The Shadow. An essentid point, considering that there
was no indication that The Shadow had followed Wight's car.

Therewas only one other trail that The Shadow would have taken. It was the one that the |aw wanted;
that of the two men who had escaped in another car, carrying a second suitcase that Henry mentioned
but which wasn't found with Wight's body.

I nspector Joe Cardona was counting on The Shadow to find two missing men, decidewhich wasa
murderer, and turn the proper culprit over to the law!

CHAPTER XII1. THE SECRET PLAN

BERT GLENDON finished stacking the contents of Wight's bag and gestured for Timothy to dump the
lot into the table drawer. Timothy couldn't, because the drawer was aready filled with theloot that the
pair had taken from Trelger and Rayne.

It took another drawer to hold Wight's pdlf, and while Timothy was stowing it there, Bert added up the
total of alist that he had made.

"Something of apiker, this chap Wight," Bert observed. "From the weight of his bag and the way it was
suffed, | thought we were taking more from him than from Trelger and Rayne together. However, it runs
close enough to the others, and these bonds and currency of smaller denominations can be disposed of
eedly.”

"Very good, Mr. Bert," declared Timothy. ™Y ou can start disposing of them-to charity!"
Bert gave ashort laugh.

"Not yet, Timothy," he said. "The police might trace some of the stuff. Even small bonds can be listed,
you know. Being small-minded, Wight might have kept the numbers on those fresh new bank notes,
too."

Doubt played on Timothy's usualy expressonlessface. It might have meant that Timothy was dubious of
Bert's sincerity. On the other hand, the butler could have been influenced by secret purposes of his own.

Though mutudly pledged to acampaign of retribution, nothing more, either Bert or Timothy could have
succumbed to the lust for wedth. Often, men impelled by honor could give way to baser things, after
resorting to questionable methods of achievement.

Bert and Timothy were operating on the theory that the end justified the means. A dangerous basis, that



had caused many personstrying it to fall by the wayside. Naturdly, it took athird person to make such
an observation, and such a person was present.

The observer was The Shadow.

As Cardona had hoped, The Shadow was on the trail; more than that, he had carried it al the way. Soon
after Bert and Timothy reached the gpartment, The Shadow had become a visible factor in the scene.
Visble, though neither Bert nor Timothy saw him. Firgt, ashroud of creeping blackness had dyed the
lowered blind of awindow in the corner of the room. Next, it faded mysterioudy, off to aside angle that
led to ahdl outsdethe little living room. There, The Shadow had found another window and pried it
open, slently.

From the hadlway, his slhouette was inching in dong the floor of the lighted room, astirange, unnoticed
token of thefigure that stood without. It was fortunate for Bert and Timothy that neither saw the
blackness that streaked the floor. Had they tried to chalenge The Shadow, he would have overwhelmed
theminatrice.

It happened that The Shadow preferred to wait. Two men were off guard, and therefore likely to indulge
in private opinions that would enable The Shadow to determine how each one stood.

Though he disapproved of their combined policy, The Shadow still regarded Bert and Timothy as
individuas. Hisinterests were those of justice, and to serve such interestsit was essentid that he should
check upon the motives of the men involved.

If either Bert or Timothy showed signs of deviating from their agreed course, The Shadow would put the
burden of respongbility upon the man in question. Until then, he was weighing this pair according to his
own standards, and would declare a common verdict regarding both.

I'T was Bert who spokefirg, in afashion that promised to swing the balance. Bert wasturning to aradio
cabinet in the corner.

"I think I'll tunein on the news" said Bert. "We may hear something about the Wight case. | hope Wight
will give hisverson of therobbery. Hell havealot to say.”

"Hewill indeed, gir," acknowledged Timothy. "I presume that he will class us both as public enemies.”

"Even though he won't guesswho we are," added Bert. " Speaking of guessing, we outguessed Wight;
that, was dl. Rather, you outguessed him, Timothy."

"l am merely acquainted with Wight's peculiarities” stated Timothy modestly. "1 know him for aman who
would refuseto face an issue. That iswhy | was quite sure that he would attempt to leave town, taking al
hiswedth."

If that conversation had been rehearsed, it could not have been handled better. With The Shadow asa
listener, neither Bert nor Timothy had given the dightest inkling that they knew of Wight's degth. Since
The Shadow, himsdlf, was as yet unacquainted with the fact, the comments passed asamere
preiminary.

Things changed when Bert picked up the news reports. A flash came on the air, but it spoke of the Wight
case as murder, not as robbery. The Shadow saw Bert and Timothy exchange astonished glances.

"Why, you weren't shooting after Wight'scar!" Bert told Timothy. "All you did wasfireintheair, to scare
that patrol car off the Street.”



"Y ou are stating your own case, Mr. Bert," avowed Timothy politely. "I was watching you, and | should
know. I'd swear in any court-"

"Don't mention courts, Timothy!"

"I'd merely swear, then, that you were purposdy firing wide; that your shots could not possibly have
reached Wight'scar.”

Bert gave a satisfied smile at Timothy's testimony, and the butler's face wrinkled blandly. Their teamwork
was running true to form, and they liked it.

"Of course, Timothy," spoke Bert, in asincere tone, "1'd take the blame for Wight's degth, aswell as
Rayne's, if your safety was at stake.”

"I'd do the samefor you, Sir," assured Timothy solemnly. "Indeed, | should liketo put it in writing, as|
did before."

"I must havethe same privilege."
"Very wdl, Mr. Bert."

Therewith, The Shadow became witness to a ceremony that had taken place before-that of Bert and
Timothy each writing amurder confession and handing it to the other. They finished with awarm
handshake. The Shadow could tell that the bond between those two was growing stronger. The more
difficult their cause became, the more they would depend upon each other.

The Shadow anticipated something more as aresult of such harmony. It came, quite promptly.
"There was another person in the case tonight,” reminded Bert. "Exactly as at Rayne's.”

"The creaturein black,” nodded Timothy. "A very dangerous character, | should define him.”
""Dangerous enough to commit murder-"

"With Wight asthe victim. Y ou took my very words, Mr. Bert!"

The pair shook hands on it, quite unaware that the object of their accusation was a sillent spectator to
their conference.

But when Bert wasturning away, his eyes caught something that made him suddenly dert. Shoving his
hand to his pocket, he pulled out the stubby revolver, at the same time thrusting Timothy aside.

Inaarm, the butler yanked his own gun, only to see Bert subside back in his chair. Timothy asked
anxioudy:

"What wasit, Mr. Bert?"
"That blackness on the floor," replied Bert, gesturing loosely with hisgun. "I thought | saw it move."

THE blackness had moved a the very time Bert spied it. Receding into the gloom of the hdll, it was gone
when Bert looked again.

Eyesfixed in ahard stare, Bert studied the hallway and saw nothing, for The Shadow had shifted around
the corner of the doorway. The only token of his presence was agun muzzle at the door edge, the snout
of ablack automatic, that Bert did not notice because of the angle.



If Bert had taken asingle forward step, he would have come right into the path of that looming threst,
clutched in the gloved fist of The Shadow. Beating The Shadow to the shot would have proven
impossiblefor Bert Glendon.

Evenif Bert's gun had happened to be loaded, which it wasn't! That fact came out, afew moments later.
"It wasjust my imagination,” began Ben. "I'm afraid it'sworking overtime, Timothy."

"| fear S0, 100, Sir," chided Timothy. " Otherwise, you wouldn't have been so daring with an empty gun.”
Looking hard at the gun, Bert grunted. He rummaged on the desk, then turned to Timothy.

"Where are those cartridges we bought today?' questioned Bert. "Did | give them to you, Timothy?*

"| took them, gir," replied the butler, "adong with my own. | thought we might have occasion to reload.”

"Small chance of that!" snorted Bert. "This business of running from the police gets on my nerves! We
must handle our next case more tactfully.”

"| believe we can do s0," declared Timothy. "If | am right in my conjecture, we should have very little
trouble with Smon Marchell."

Immediately, Bert became agog. In hisinterest, he forgot the hallway door entirely. Blacknesswas
regppearing there, in solid form, yet it would have taken aremarkably close scrutiny to detect the change.
The Shadow had good reason to risk this new approach. He was about to learn some very vitd facts.

It wasn't that Mann's investigation had bogged down. Events were Smply happening too fast for the
research to keep up with them. Trelger, Rayne, and Wight-beyond those three, the scene was hazy.
Mann had mentioned the name of Simon Marchell, aong with other friends of Liond Glendon, but there
had been no definite proof that Marchell would be Number Four.

The Shadow was getting that proof from the lips of Timothy, the man who was guiding Bert Glendon
aong the path of vengeance!

"| thought Marchell was out of town," remarked Bert. "How are we going to reach him, if heis?’

"He may havereturned,” declared Timothy. "If he has not, | am quite certain that he will when he hears of
Wight's desth. Marchdll isavery nervous man.”

WITH those words, Timothy gave an imitation of Marchell. Darting looks one way, then ancther, the
butler blinked his eyes and twitched hislips. Findly, he plucked amatch pack from the table and began
to dawdle it between hisfingers. Bert voiced ahard laugh.

"I remember Marchell dl right,” he said. "Buit if the fellow is so nervous, why will he come home?!

"Hewon't come home," stated Timothy. "He will go to that empty house that he took from your uncle,
along with so much other property, when Marchell worked the redl-estate swindle."

"Y ou mean he'susing it asahideout?"

"I am sure of it, Mr. Bert! Y ou see, Marchell had the house remodeled, but he never sold it, nor did he
dispose of the furniture. He had ways of being out of town, then in again, that were very surprising, but
only after he bought-or | should say, stole-the little house on Gotham Place.”

Bert stroked his chin, then shook his head. The invasion of Marchdll's hide-away struck him as difficult.



"How will we get inthere, Timothy?"

"| can poseas Trelger,” returned Timothy, with achuckle. He changed histoneto awheeze: "I am sure
Marchell would be pleased by avigt from acompanion in misfortune.”

"But faking Trelger's voice won't be enough.”

In answer to Bert's objection, Timothy drew hisface into atightened expression, much resembling
Trelger's. From his pocket the butler produced tortoise-shell glasses which he put on. He talked again as
Trelger, evenimitating alip twitch that was characterigtic. Bert's eyes showed an approving gleam.

"Say, Timothy!" Bert exclaimed. "Y ou can do agood Trelger. Better than | thought!™

"Heistheonly onel can fully impersonate,”" explained Timothy. "l was afraid to be seen at his office,
where persons observed him so often. But with Marchell”-Timothy stepped to a corner of the room,
wherethelight was quite dim-"how isthis, Mr. Bert?'

"Good enough,” returned Bert. "Stay clear of too much light and you can get away with it, Timothy. You
pave theway and leave the rest to me. Well talk Marchell into handing over everything he has."

From then on, the partners in vengeance formed their scheme quite rapidly, and The Shadow did not
missadetall. They set the next night asthe proper time for the Marchell excursion, and lft the detalls
flexible enough to alow for any changes.

However, The Shadow doubted that changes would be made. Simplicity was the keynote of the scheme,
and therefore embe lishments would be superfluous.

Infact, Bert and Timothy were till mulling over the thing when The Shadow withdrew entirely. Empty
blackness predominated in the hallway when Bert again glanced that direction.

Outsde thelittle gpartment house, other blackness-the solid type-was gliding off into the night. Only a
very sharp eye could have spied the cloaked shape of The Shadow asit made that departure. Similarly,
only an acute ear could have caught the whispered mirth that came frominvisblelips.

Well might The Shadow laugh. Tomorrow night, he would arrive aheed of crime. Bert and Timothy might
begin by talking to Marchdll, the hunted man.

They would finish by listening-to The Shadow!
CHAPTER XIV. THE HUNTED MAN

I'T was evening again, and Commissioner Weston was at the Cobalt Club in conference with Horace
Trelger. Lamont Cranston was aso present, for he had spent but little time in discussing investments with
his broker, Rutledge Mann, whose visits to the club had been so frequent of late.

Weston, Trelger, Cranston, al three, were listening to Cardonals report, which completely exonerated
Perry, the chauffeur, from any part in Wight's desth.

Henry, the vaet, had testified solidly in behdf of Perry, proving that the chauffeur had acted entirely at
Wight's order, and that the gun found on Perry was one that Wight himsalf had taken with him from his
hotel suite,

This backed Perry'stestimony that Wight had thrust the gun upon him. Furthermore, the bullet found in
Wight, though too misshapen to properly identify, was definitely of acdiber larger than Wight's gun.



Therefore, asapreliminary to solving murder, the question resolved itsdf to this:
Who had taken Wight's wedlth-filled suitcase?

On that, opinion was divided. Two men had fled together in acar, asfrom Rayne's. But there was aso
mention of athird man, amystery figure, who had followed Wight down the fire tower.

Of course, Cardona could have answered that one, by claiming that the unknown interloper was The
Shadow. But Joe, for reasons of his own, preferred to abide by Weston's former ruling that The Shadow
should not be introduced to cloud theissue. Thiswas good enough, to Joe'sway of thinking. Hewas
counting on The Shadow to clear things, not to cloud them.

Commissoner Weston summed it up inthiswise

"Y our funds were stolen, Trelger," declared Weston. " So were Rayne's, and Wight's, but they were
murdered, too. Seeing that no one hastried to harm you since your own experience, we can assume,
Trelger, that in al casesrobbery was the basic motive.”

Trelger gave wheezy assent.

"Rayne and Wight fought to retain their wedlth,” added Weston. "That fact may explain their deaths. But
thereisaso the possibility that one or the other-perhaps both-recognized the crimina and suffered death
on that account.”

Therewasanod from Trelger.

"It puts us right back on the same track,” stated Weston tersely. "We must find out who elseis
threatened, and be prepared to warn him. Can you help us, Trelger?'

Trelger thought it over.

"| didike to mention namestoo previoudy," he declared, "but | do fed that the next victim might be
Simon Marchell, the redl-estate promoter. The question is. how can the murderer, an enemy of Marchell,
find him, while I, one of Marchdl'sfriends, am unable to do so?'

"Y ou mean that Marchdl is out of town?"

"| thought he was," replied Trelger, "but | am no longer sure. He goes many placesto develop red edtate,
but | have wired to them al, with no response.”

"Perhaps Marchell smply doesn't want to answer telegrams.”

"| shall have another try," declared Trelger. "I shall go through al my correspondence, to learn if thereis
any place dsewhere Marchell might be. Should | find anything, | shdl inform you, commissoner.”

IMMEDIATELY after Trelger's departure, Cranston remembered an gppointment that prevented him
from dining with hisfriend Weston. The commissioner gave aknowing smile when Crangton left. He had
an ideathat Cranston was going the rounds of the night clubs with hisgirl friend, Margo Lane.

But thiswas no time for either wine or women. Both were of vauein solving certain cases, particularly
when members of cafe society wereinvolved. However, Simon Marchell wouldn't be found around a
night club, any more than Horace Trelger would.

Tonight, The Shadow did need assistance, but it would have to be of the hard-fisted variety. Leavingin
his limousine as Cranston, he became The Shadow, and later transferred to Moe Shrevnitz's cab, where



two men awaited him.

Onewas Harry Vincent; the other, Cliff Mardand. Seated on either side of their cloaked chief, they
formed as distinct a contrast as any two men could.

Harry had dl the outward appearances of a gentleman, whereas Cliff looked as tough as they made
them. Thiswas because Harry's specia work took him among people of refinement, while Cliff served
The Shadow by moving in the toughest circles of crimedom.

Actudly, the two were very much dike. Harry could ddiver apunch and handieagunin. astyle quite
comparableto Cliff. In histurn, Cliff could display finesse the equa of Harry's, when rare occasion
demanded it.

The Shadow intended to take full command of matters at Marchell's, and wanted no objectors. Any who
did object would have to be handled. According to whether the approach should be smooth or rough, he
could call in Harry or Cliff, respectively. In either case, the one who did appear would be stoutly backed
by the other.

The cab swung through Gotham Place and The Shadow promptly spotted Bert Glendon, posted across

from ahouse that |ooked quite empty. A whispered word to Moe and the cab dackened asit swung the
corner. The door opened and blackness swept through it, vanishing so surprisingly that the door seemed
to close before it was fully gone.

Harry and Cliff had seen that happen before. They sat back camly as Moe speeded up. Instructions
werefor Moeto cover this neighborhood, coming back to Gotham Place at intervals. He was to watch
for blinksfrom The Shadow's guarded flashlight.

If none came, it would mean that The Shadow had entered Marchdl's house. In that case, Moe wasto
drop Harry and Cliff conveniently near, and continue to cruise until summoned.

Gliding back toward Marchell's house, The Shadow expected to have quite await. The evening had just
begun, and it would be too early for Timothy to appear, according to the way things had been planned
the night before. Bert's presence was explained because he was supposed to be therefirst, so that he
could seewhat luck Timothy had at getting into the house as Horace Trelger.

Neverthdess, The Shadow was dlowing for impatience on Timothy's part, and the point wasawise
one.

HARDLY had The Shadow picked his own spot of observation, before a stooped figure arrived from
another corner, stalking in rapid style. Mounting Marchel's steps, the newcomer paused to adjust apair
of glassesthat he took from his pocket.

The Shadow saw Bert ease forward from acrossthe way. The glasses were practically asignal from
Timothy, who would need them to complete hisimpersonation of Trelger. Asthe stooped man turned,
the heavy tortoise-shell rimsformed congpicuous circles about hiseyes. They did give him the owlish
expresson of Trelger.

A light appeared in response to the stooped man's ring. It was above the door and it allowed aview from
within, through alittle peephole. The eye that peered out was impressed enough by the faceit saw to
suppose that the visitor was Trelger. The door opened and the visitor was admitted.

Finishing his sneak acrossthe street, Bert crouched on the steps until the light went off. Still below the
leved of the peephole, Bert reached for the doorknob and tried it. A gratified hiss escaped hislips; it



meant that Timothy had donewell.

Thiswasthe crux of tonight's game as the vengeance partners had planned it. Not only had Timothy
promised to get into Marchell's; he had assured Bert that he would leave the path open. Timothy had
managed the task.

The door was not only unlocked, it was unlatched, as Bert discovered when he started to close it from
theinside. Switching the latch, Bert closed the door, keeping his hand on the bolt key, to throw it as soon
asthe door went shut.

So intent was Bert, that he didn't bother to look outside. The street was very dark, and so were
Marchell's steps. It was doubtful that Bert would have seen anything, had he looked. Certainly, stirring
darkness was the next thing to invisibility. And darkness was stirring just outside the closing door.

Bert hadn't heard the faint swish of acloaked arriva, swooping up the steps behind him. Asthe door
went shut, The Shadow's cloak was taking afind flip, and a portion of itsflowing folds actualy entered
the doorway. The barrier closed on the cloak; there was aclick from the latch, and ametallic thud asthe
bolt went home. Then The Shadow remained motionless.

Hewas listening at the door for Bert's receding footsteps. Detecting their fade, The Shadow twisted the
hem of his cloak whereit was caught in the doorway. It wasthick enough at the latch, but not at the bolt,
s0 he drew an arm from his cloak deeve and thrust a meta wedge between the folds of cloth. The action
proved sufficient.

The door hadn't latched at dl, and it had locked only in trifling fashion. It opened a The Shadow's push,
and onceingde, he closed it behind him, leaving it unlatched, with the bolt wide. The way was thus kept
open for Harry and Cliff, should they be needed.

Picking hisway through a darkened halway, The Shadow heard Bert groping ahead. An automatic
drawn, The Shadow cut down the intervening distance in hissilent style. He was confident that no harm
could so far have cometo Marchell. It was Timothy's plan smply to bluff the man until Bert arrived.

When Bert gppeared, things might prove different. Either Bert or Timothy might attempt some drastic
action, should Marchdl show immediate fight.

It wasn't S0 much aquestion as to murderous inclination on the part of either man. Rather, Bert might find
himself on aspot with Marchell and be forced to action. Or, if Bert happened to be caught unawares, it
would be up to Timothy, who, posing as Trelger, could in turn catch Marchdl| off guard.

Hence The Shadow did not intend to lose a moment.

WHEN Bert reached a door where light trickled through the cracks, The Shadow was close enough to
touch him. Bert found the knob and thrust the door inward. His other hand, The Shadow saw, wasin his
coat pocket, probably gripping his gun. But Bert didn't draw the gun as he sprang into the room.

It wasn't necessary.

Two men saw him, and both looked scared. One was Marchdll, behind adesk in the corner of thelittle
room. He was aman with a pinched, drawn face, that had al the nervous signsthat Timothy had
imitated.

There was no question that Marchdll's scare was redl. He was directly in line with the door, and he saw
Bert's pocketed hand. Marchell's own hands were on the desk, unable to go for agun, even if he had
one.



The other man, of course, appeared to be Trelger, though his manner pronounced him an impostor.
Marchell, however, did not know it. It wouldn't have been Trelger's normal way to cower, away from the
light, at Sght of aman who was threatening someone ese. Nevertheless, the visitor did, and in so doing
gave away something elsethat Marchell didn't notice.

Bert saw it and held back his grin. He spied ahand creegping down into an overcoat pocket, and was
quite sure that Timothy would be ready with his own gun, should occasion demand. More credit to
Timothy for seeting himsdf so that his right hand was hidden from Marchell.

The stage was et for the next stroke of vengeance. How Bert Glendon would manage it was something
to be decided on the ground. The measures that Bert had so far planned were dl short of murder.

Should they reach that limit, Bert would know it, even before the time came. For Bert's coming actions
were no longer to be guided ether by Timothy's judgment or hisown. A far moreimpartial mind than any
of those in the room was ready to take command.

Thisdgtuation, with dl its purposes and angles, was under the control of that unseen master, The
Shadow!

CHAPTER XV. SWIFT TRICKERY

SIMON MARCHELL raised histhin hands very, very dowly, asthough heavy weights were holding
them back. All theway up, they trembled, until finaly they stopped at shoulder level. Marchdl'seyes
blinked rapidly, and hislipstwitched so badly that he was unable to frame words, until, &t last, he
Sammered:

"Y ou... you're Bert Glendon?"

"l am!" snapped Bert. "Don't tell me | resemble my uncle, because | don't. He listened to arguments from
chapslikeyou, but | won't! I'm here to have my say-with resultd”

Though he wastaking to Marchell, Bert included Timothy with a gesture, as an afterthought. He decided
it would be agood idea, sSince Timothy was supposed to be Trelger.

Marchell looked more scared than ever when he heard Bert's statement, but he managed to voice
accusations.

"Then you're the man who took Trelger'sfundsl™ exclaimed Marchell. "And afterward”-shakily, Marchdll
hesitated-"afterward, you killed Rayne and Wight, when you robbed them, too!"

Sowly, steadily, Bert shook his head.

"I did not rob Trelger," he declared firmly. "Nor did | kill Rayne or Wight. It would be avery smple
matter for meto prove those facts, Marchell, to your entire satisfaction. So rest assured that my purpose
hereis naither robbery nor murder.”

From the darkness of the door, The Shadow watched Bert's profile, aswell as Marchdl'sfull face. He
didn't ignore the huddled figure in another chair that so closdly resembled Trelger, glassesand dl. But the
main interest, at present, centered between Bert and Marchell.

Bert had spoken convincingly, and the odd point was that his statements were substantialy true. Hewas
splitting hairs, and thereby intimating that he had taken no part in past crimes. Nevertheless, he coul d-if
he so chose-present the proof that he mentioned.



The proof wasthis: Bert hadn't actually robbed Trelger. The man who had was Timothy. 1t would be
very easy to convince Marchdl on that point, because the hunted man would soon redize that Bert could
not have impersonated Trelger, whereas Timothy might.

Asfor the desth of Rayne and Wight, Timothy's confessionswerein Bert's pocket. True, it was Bert,
rather than Timothy, who had robbed both dead men; but by disclaiming murder, Bert was subtly
Side-stepping the other phase of crime.

Bert's present problem wasthat if he couldn't convince Marchell, held have to show the evidence.
Though he knew that Timothy would stand for it, Bert didn't want to go to the extreme of producing the
confessions.

S0, instead, Bert played an even more subtle hand. Ignoring Marchell, he turned about. Pretending that
Timothy was actudly Trelger, Bert spoke as he would to hisunclesfase friend.

"Tel me, Trelger,” demanded Bert. "Do you think that | could have passed mysdlf off asyou?"
"No," came the wheezy answer. "I'm sure you couldn't.”

"Very well. Do you agree that someone else robbed you?'

"l am sureit was someone e

"And those murders-would you accuse me of them?”

"Absolutely not!"

Bert smiled, briefly, it being the only way in which he could commend Timothy. Turning to Marchell, Bert

saw that the other man wasfully sold. A very neat ides, this, having Timothy, as Trelger, ready to support
Bert'sarguments, dl toward the purpose of convincing Marchell. The way was open wide for Bert's next

process.

BREAKING into atirade, Bert accused both Trelger and Marchell of being swindlers, dong with his
uncle's other fad se friends, Rayne and Wight. He declared that they were the sort who would have many
enemies, and therefore make themselves targets of crime. He wondered, in fact, how they managed to
trust each other-a statement which made Marchell wince.

Bert took it that Marchell wasthinking of the fact that he had trustingly admitted Trelger to the house. But
The Shadow, watching Marchell more narrowly, received the impression that something else was on the
hunted man's mind. At length, Bert finished his outburst, and reduced his voice to atone that sounded
quite sincere.

"All that | seek isjudtice,”" Bert declared. "Amends for the wrongs done my uncle. Unfortunately, | was
too dow." Deciding that he needed more support from Timothy, Bert stated a past case.

"Before | could even call to seeyou, Trelger, you were robbed,” said Bert. "Then Rayne and Wight were
not only robbed, but dain." Bert swung back to Marchell. "That iswhy | sought you out, Marchdl! |
want to save you from the fate that found the others!

"In swindling my uncle, you redlly stole hismoney. Ask Trelger, here, what happensto such funds. He
knows, because helogt his, and isgrateful only because he il has hislife. Look, Marchdl: I'll offer you a
way out. Give that money, and dl likeit, to charity and announce the fact publicly. Everything will be
squared, and you will no longer bein danger.”



Therewas aring to Bert'stone as he finished. He meant it for Timothy, more than for Marchell. For
Timothy's benefit, Bert was disclosing why he had held on to the spoils of the earlier robberies.

Had Bert given large sumsto charity, even anonymously, Marchdl would have gained an inkling to the
thing the moment that this deal was proposed. But Marchell, at present, was actudly believing himself to
be the first of the swindlers approached by Bert.

Having thus assured Timothy, Bert expected some support, and it came promptly, in the tone of Trelger.

"It soundsfair to me, Marchell," the wheezy voice declared. "Why not do as young Glendon suggests?
We shdl both be glad to aid with our suggestions, once we know how much you have to donate.”

For amoment, Marchell nodded; then facial twitches revealed a change of thought.

"Suppose my funds are short,” said Marchdll. " Supposeit should turn out that | am nearly bankrupt.
What then?'

"l am an old man, Marchell. A very old man! Too old to befooled by such chaff-"

"Y ou would say that, Trelger! But did it ever occur to you that aswindler could be swindled? That one
might trust another too far?"

"Y ou mean to say, Marchdll, that you were tricked?"

"Yesl By aman we both know, Trelger! One who would trick you, too, if you gave him the chance.
Perhaps he knew he wouldn't have the chance, and therefore chose a shorter, quicker way. Perhaps heis
the robber and the killer!"

Matters were getting beyond Bert's depth, and he could only hope that Timothy would handle them. If
Marchel'stalk happened to be on theleve, it was pointing directly to the fifth man, asyet unnamed by
Timothy. To Bert'smind flashed the thought that the finad member of the swindle crowd must be the one
who had murdered hisuncle!

Then Bert rlaxed. Timothy was coming through in excdlent style, though hewas doing it as Trelger
would.

From the doorway, The Shadow was no longer watching Bert. He was concerned with Marchell, and
the man whom the | atter took for Trelger. Infact, it didn't matter whether the huddled man happened to
be Trelger or Timothy. When he spoke, he said something that either would have said:

"Show usthe evidence, Marchell. All the funds you have here. Let us decide whether or not someone has
duped you."

"Very well, Trelger.”

Marchel lowered his hands. He reached to a desk drawer, opened it, and tossed out bundles of stocks
and bonds, which scattered on the desk. Marchell's whole manner was dejected, until he made hisfina
reech.

Thistime, he produced arevolver, which he brandished across the desk, waving it from one man to the
other.

"Get out, both of you!" stormed Marchell. ™Y ou are working together on thist Smart of you, Glendon, to
team up with Trelger! But | am too smart for both of you!



THE SHADOW was whedling in from the doorway. Marchell didn't see the advance of living blackness.
The Shadow intended to swing around Bert, swoop upon Marchell and take him over, gun and all, so
suddenly that the others wouldn't reglize what happened until it had.

Unfortunately, The Shadow was only halfway to his god, when Bert saw abresk and took it. Still
storming, Marchell was spitting the names Glendon and Trelger, waving his gun appropriately as he gave
each.

He'd just spouted, "Glendon!" when Bert drove forward, knowing that the gun was going away from him.
Bert drove hard, drawing his own revolver, for he didn't want any harm to come to Timothy.

Infact, Bert was shouting back to Timothy, regardless of the danger that it might bring to himsdlf.
"Get to the door!" called Bert. "It's your only chance-"

Marchdl interrupted with ajab of his gun across the desk. Bert tried to drop, but he wasn't intime. He
saw the threatening gun spurt fire and wondered why its recoil was so sudden. Bert wondered, too, why
the bullet hadn't reached him. Then he saw the reason.

A gloved fist had whipped through the air, to divert Marchell's gun hand. Attached to that fist wasa
cloaked figure in black, that seemed to arrive from nowhere. In fact, The Shadow had arrived even more
suddenly than he intended. Instead of rounding the desk, he cut his course short and darted in front of it,
asthe only way to save Bert'slife.

With adeft twist, The Shadow sent Marchell's gun dropping to the desk. He wheeled, and Bert gave a
sudden shout, for The Shadow was aiming toward the door, which meant that he was taking Timothy
next. Though Bert couldn't see what happened, he guessed that the butler had drawn agun and was
aming Marchdl'sway.

Probably Bert's cloaked rescuer thought that Timothy's aim was meant for him. After al, Timothy was
here under false colors, while posing as Trelger. It didn't occur to Bert that The Shadow, too, might be
ableto distinguish Timothy from Trelger; that in the case of Timothy, hewould probably fire afew wide
shots, just to scare the butler off. Needs be, Bert must stop The Shadow'sam, and he did his best to do
it.

Bert drove hard, only to be met by the sde jab of The Shadow's ebow, that caught him in the chest and

staggered him. A chair wasin the way; otherwise, Bert would have sprawled too far away to reach The
Shadow. Hisrecoil hated, Bert grabbed at The Shadow's cloaked arm and caught it.

The Shadow threw hiswhole weight Bert'sway. They hit the floor, crashing the chair that camein their
path. It was The Shadow's only way to get Bert out of trouble. Dedling with the otherswas The
Shadow's business. He intended to handle them as soon as he disposed of Bert, which would have been
very easy, had The Shadow been allowed afew seconds more.

He thought he would have those seconds, for he was aming his own gun toward the door, defying shots
from that direction. Marchell's gun had fallen from the desk, and it would take the nervous man some
timetofindit, so al seemed well in that quarter.

But Marchdl wasn't looking for his gun. He was after something else, and he knew right where it was.
Thething was aswitch under the corner of the desk.

Marchell pressed the switch.

There was abuzz, and the floor between the desk and doorway opened squarely inthe middle, a



trgpdoor dropping downward on quick-acting hinges. Two struggling fighters went plunging through that
gap before they could halt themsalves.

The Shadow was bound for blackened depths bel ow, carrying Bert Glendon with him!
CHAPTER XVI. THE FINAL GOAL

THE SHADOW made agenuine effort to prevent that plungeinto the pitfal that Smon Marchell had so
cleverly included when he dtered the old house. He released Bert's gun hand and tried to grab the edge
of the trapdoor, but he missed it by a scant few inches.

Asfor Bert, hetried adifferent thing entirely. Hisgun loose, hefired as hefell, aming up at the grimacing
face of Marchdl showing across the desk that was till on the solid portion of the floor. Amid that hasty
fire, Marchell seemed to cave, for Bert could just see his shoulders dump.

Then Bert and The Shadow were through the trap entirely; it was flipping up on powerful hinges, and
there were other thingsto think about. As usual, it was The Shadow who thought about them. He caught
Bert with atwisty hold, which he hoped would bregk their fall.

The Shadow was expert at that system. Tumbling with another fighter, he could dwaysland on top,
|etting his opponent take the full force of the crash. In this case, The Shadow did not intend to throw the
whole brunt the other way, for he till had future plansfor Bert Glendon.

Hetried, however, to give Bert the stronger share of it. Somebody till had to be in action after they hit
the cdllar floor, and The Shadow preferred that he should take over duty personaly.

Oddly, things turned the other way about. Asthe floor clattered shut above, something seemed to pluck
The Shadow in the darkness. Actudly, both The Shadow and Bert Glendon jolted in midair. Then,
grappling amid the darkness, they werefaling again, but in thefina spill their postionswere reversed.

For thefirst timein his career, The Shadow felt what it was like to smack asolid floor with someone
elsgsweight on top of him.

Risng dizzily in the darkness, Bert sumbled across The Shadow's prone and motionlessform.
Everywhere that Bert went, he blundered into asolid wall. This cdllar wasindeed a pit, with no outlet
except the closed trap, adozen feet above.

Time and again, Bert sumbled across The Shadow, who did not gtir. After afew minutes of it, Bert
groped aong the pitch-black wall, his handslifted, only to find that there was no way to scale the
surface.

Hands till raised, he sumbled inward, and hisfingersfelt something flap. He groped for it and found a
length of cloth, hanging like arope. Ingtantly, Bert stiffened from his daze. Rope climbing was his
specidty, and there was nothing wrong with hisarms, even though hishead did whirl.

Hand over hand, he went upward, until his knuckles reached the closed trap. Swinging, Bert found a
space at the sde and dug his fingers through. Of a sudden, he clicked a catch and the trap dropped
again.

Bert's hand still held. He dapped the other dongside it and hauled himself out, thanks to the upward

return of the automatic floor. Looking back as herolled to the solid sector of the room, Bert saw the
ropelike device that had helped him. It was The Shadow's cloak!

Catching between the trapdoor and the solid floor, the cloak was the thing that had produced the halting



jerk inmidair. It wasn't until The Shadow and Bert ripped free of it, because of their combined weight,
that thefal continued.

For once, The Shadow's garb of black had proven detrimentad to his own welfare. The Shadow was
lying stunned in the blackened pit, while Bert was out. Of course, The Shadow had regained his cloak,
even though he didn't know it. But it would prove of little use to him, now that it had dropped through
from the crack of the floor trap.

ON hisfeet, Bert looked around. He gingerly avoided the trap, until he found that it had locked again,
since the cloak was no longer wedged between it and the solid floor. So Bert turned to the desk, and
found himsdf staring a Smon Marchdll.

For amoment, Bert smiled; then his expression turned to horror, when he saw that Marchell was dead.

Strewn dl over the desk were the stocks that Marchell had brought from the drawer. His gun waslying
on the floor, close to the desk. In his own pocket, Bert clutched his stubby revolver, and remembered
that he had picked it up from the cdllar floor. He remembered firing those shots, too, but couldn't quite
believe that they had been accurate enough to drill Marchell.

Then, inthe midst of Bert's quandary, a voice spoke from the floor. It was Timothy's tone, but when Bert
turned about, he saw Trelger. Of course, he redly saw Timothy, wearing glasses and keeping hisface
away from too much light, but it took Bert afew seconds to grasp the impersonation. Then, recaling al
the things that had happened, Bert exclaimed:

"I didn't meanto kill Marchdl! Look, Timothy! Thereishisgun! He wastrying to shoot me, firgt!"

Timothy nodded, solemnly. He took off his glasses, having no need for disguise, and stepping forward,
immediately became himsdif. Bert pleaded anew.

"My shotswerewild, Timothy," Bert ingsted. "'l wasfaling through the floor. | wasfighting thet fellow in
black. HEs il lying in the cdllar. Maybe he killed Marchell.”

Timothy didn't even amile. He merdly said: "Perhaps he did.”

"But you must have seeniit,” argued Bert. "Y ou could testify that | didn't murder Marchell. Why, you
were right there at the door-"

"Cdmyoursdf, Mr. Bert," interposed Timothy. "I have only onething to say: | killed Marchdl.”

Facts crowded through Bert's ha f-splitting head. It was quite obvious, after al. From the doorway,
Timothy had adirect line on Marchdl. Naturdly, he had fired in Bert's defense, as soon asthe way was
clear. Bert could vagudly remember other shots, chiming in with his own, when he and The Shadow were
going through thefloor.

Watching, Bert saw Timothy step behind the desk and tilt Marchell's body back, to disclose the bullet
wound through the heart. Then Bert, redlizing that Timothy had done the deed in his behaf, found hisown
sense of loyalty springing to the fore,

"Y ou say you killed him, Timothy," asserted Bert, "but I'm willing to declare, under oath, that | dew
Marchdl."

"Thank you, Sr," acknowledged Timothy. "But let me remind you that we have afurther duty. Come;
help me gather these paperstogether.”



"Why?" queried Bert. "They'reworthless. At least, Marchell said so."

Timothy began to look over the securities, and for once, the butler's expression was one of real surprise.
Timothy didn't have to be told again that the stuff was no good.

"My word!" he exclamed. "Here are some shares of Alhambra Smdtery! Even your uncle refused to buy
Alhambral And Coastd Aviation-why, the company doesn't even exist!"

"Maybethisisjunk that Marchell had on hand,”" suggested Bert suspicioudy. " Stuff that suckerswouldn't
even buy. Perhaps hewastrying to kid us, Timothy."

Timothy shook his head.

"Marchell dedlt exclusively inred estate,” said Timothy. "As a sucker-to use your own term, Mr. Bert-he
would have been quite perfect, where stocks were concerned. | happen to know who specidized in
theser our fifth men."

"Thefifth man+-"

"Y es. Artemus Enwood; the craftiest of them dl! So clever isEnwood, that | [eft him to thelast.”
"He'sherein New Y ork?"

Timothy smiled.

"Enwood isaways here," he declared. "But he might aswell be on the moon, it isso hard to reach him.
Helivesin apenthouse guarded by his servants.”

"What sort of aman ishe?"

"Abrupt," defined Timothy. "Very abrupt. He has a secretary named Olivan, who isvery deek and
amooth. Infact"-Timothy smiled dightly-"1 might say that Olivan is as soft-footed as mysdlf.”

"Y ou've been to the penthouse, Timothy?"

"Never. Enwood aways came to the house, with Olivan. The day before your uncle was well enough to
leave hisbed-"

TIMOTHY stopped short. His clutch was eager on Bert'sarm. Old Timothy had struck upon the very
fact held been seeking ever since the day when Liond Glendon died.

"That'sit, Mr. Bert!" Timothy gaculated. "They killed your uncle-Enwood and Olivan!™
"But... how?"

"Can't you see?' queried Timothy. "I watched everyone who came there. | remembered Enwood, but I'd
forgotten Olivan. He isthe one man who could have did into the parlor and placed those chemically
treated papersin the oblong box! Yes, | remember thetime! 1t was when Enwood was talking to me so
earnestly, regarding Mr. Liond's hedlth.”

"But... why?

"Why should Enwood have been the oneto kill your uncle? Look there, Mr. Bert!" Timothy pointed, not
to Marchell's body but to the papersthat littered the desk. "He didn't want old Mr. Lionel to know that
Marchel had bought these. When two swindled men get together, they can accomplish more than one.”



The facts were dawning upon Bert. Gathered, those facts bulked into asingle name: Artemus Enwood.
Unless Bert chose to regard Olivan as an additiona factor, he could consider Enwood as the one great
enemy to be met and conquered.

Trelger, Rayne, Wight, and particularly Marchdll, were dwindling into insignificance. Behind them lay
Enwood, most dangerous of al. A master swindler, whose only merit lay in the fact that he could milk
othersof hisilk, aswell ashonest men. More than aswindler, Enwood was amurderer. That point made
Bert forget everything e se.

Even Timothy's muttersfailed to dent Bert's hearing, so eager was Bert for find vengeance. Timothy's
wordswere rueful, inspired, perhaps, by sight of Marchell.

"If only we had sought Enwood first!" was Timothy's mumbled burden. "These other trifles could have
been settled later. It was my fault-yes, dl my fault! Not that | trusted Enwood; | smply thought that his
malice had been satiated. He had shown his hand too far, so | believed, for him to attempt something
dse

"Why didn't | redlize that such made Enwood al the more dangerous! Instead, | had to wait for evidence
likethisl And now, to reach Enwood’-Timothy's head was shaking wearily-"it will beimpossible! He will
be on guard againgt us. He will even avoid the only one of his pretended friends, Trelger.”

Unaware of Timothy's musings, Bert was demanding the very thing that the butler consdered impossible.
Starting to gather the papers on Marchdl's desk, Bert tossed them aside as worthless chaff and gripped
Timothy'sarm.

"Come, Timothy!" Bert ingsted. "We must meet Enwood. Between us, we can settle him!”

The threat was solid enough. Between them, Bert and Timothy had already scored four settlements, and
three of the men who had been the object of their aims were dead. The odds would be bad for Enwood,
should these vengeance seekersreach him.

But Timothy, the old reliable, was faling down on the Enwood question. He still couldn't think of away
to invade Enwood's citadd, until an answer suddenly proclaimed itself.

The answer came with the unexpected ringing of the telephone on Marchell's desk: Startled, Bert began a
quick step toward the door; then turned back, as though to reach for the telephone. Timothy stopped
him. The butler's eyes were very bright.

"It might be Enwood," remarked Timothy. "Again, it might not be. In either case, Enwood does not know
that Marchell isdead. Come, Mr. Bert; our path is open.”

Crypticdly, Timothy led the way out through the door, the telephone sill clamoring from the desk. The
sound died from their ears as they |eft the house and went down the old steps.

Partnersin vengeance were bound on amission of fina vengeance, from a house where The Shadow lay
helpless and forgotten, unable to take up the trail!

CHAPTER XVII. THE FINAL GOAL

THE cdl to Marchdl's didn't come from Enwood. It was being made from the Cobalt Club, by
Commissioner Weston. Beside Weston stood Horace Trelger, hisface strained and anxious, whilein his
hand Trelger held aletter that he had just brought to the commissioner.

It was an old letter from Marchell, asking Trelger to phone him on some minor matter and giving the



number where Marchel | could be reached. Trelger remembered having called that number once, but he
had no ideaasto itslocation. Failing to get an answer, Weston hung up, and then proceeded to show
how easily such anumber could be traced.

An officid cal to the telephone company was the only step needed. Weston made it, and learned the
address that went aong with Marchell's number. Telling Trelger that they both were going there, Weston
called Inspector Cardonaand ordered him to meet them at Gotham Place.

Already, two men were entering Marchell's secluded house. Those two were Harry Vincent and Cliff
Mardand. They had seen Bert and Timothy hurry around the corner. Since therewasno sign of The
Shadow, Harry and Cliff took it that their chief might need them; which he did, very badly.

Therewas till no sign of The Shadow when the agents reached the room where Marchell lay dead. Sight
of Marchell'sbody did not jar Harry and Cliff; it roused them to anew pitch. Thiswasn't thefirst time
that tragedy had crossed their path while they werein The Shadow's service. Keyed to the new situation,
they were more than ever anxiousto locate their chief.

Since Bert and Timothy had gone out the front door, the agentstook it that The Shadow must have
chosen another route for exit. They looked for the back door, and found it heavily bolted on theinside.

Cliff wasfor trying upstairs, to see if The Shadow had left by the roof, whereas Harry fdlt that alook out
front would be wise, in case their chief had come there and was trying to contact them. So the two
separated, each to test his own theory-only to meet again in Marchel'sroom, puzzled by their lack of
results.

Looking at the dead man, both agreed that his doom must have come after The Shadow had entered the
house, which made the case dl the more mysterious. It wasn't surprising that neither Cliff nor Harry had
heard the fatal shot while they were outside, for this room was deep in the house and itswalls could have
muffled al soundsof gunfire.

This brought back the same question:
Where was The Shadow?

Cliff dmost solved theriddle as he paced across the floor. Under histread, the boards creaked, but he
didn't guessthat he was walking over atrap. The trapdoor, now locked again, wasfitted to a pattern of a
rug that covered the center of the floor, and therefore was unnoticeable.

When Cliff strode dowly from the room, Harry followed, creaking the boardsin histurn. Mutudly, they
decided that there was no use staying in this house of death. Out front, they could at least depend upon
meeting Moe, with his cab, if The Shadow did not appear.

Thetwo were actudly at the front door and Cliff was about to open it, when Harry exclaimed:
"Hear that?'

"Y ou mean thelatch?' queried Cliff. "They usualy click, don't they?'

"I mean the shat,” returned Harry. "A muffled one, from Marchell'sroom!™

"Marchell wouldn't be shooting,” argued Cliff. "He's as dead asthey come!”

Harry ingsted that they return, and Cliff shrugged his agreement. They had reached the room again, to
see Marchell in the same position as before. Standing in the center of the room, Harry looked about,



puzzled, and for thefirst time, his eyeswent to the celling.
"L ook there, Cliff!" Harry exclaimed. "Those bullet holes-who made them?"

The shots couldn't have came from Marchdl's angle, and they looked too perpendicular to have been
fired from the doorway. Cliff joined Harry in the center of the floor, and as he shifted to get aline on the
bullet holes, his added weight produced new creaks. Thistime, Harry noticed them.

"A trick floor!" hetold Cliff. "Maybe the chief went through it, shooting when he dropped. Let's see what
we can find in theway of gadgets.”

THE bullet holeswere Bert's not The Shadow's, but that detail made no difference. Asfor gadgets,
Harry soon found the very one: the switch under Marchell's desk.

Beckoning Cliff away from the rug, Harry pressed the switch. The floor opened, and below, by the light
from the room, Cliff spied The Shadow.

Partly recuperated from his stunning fall, The Shadow had crawled afew feet, only to tangle himsdlf inthe
cloak that Bert had dropped upon him. Along with his cloak, The Shadow had reclaimed his autométic.
It was responsible for the shot that the agents heard.

Ingtinctively, The Shadow had realized that the continued creaks on the floor above must represent new
persons on the scene, most probably friends. He'd found enough strength to tug the gun trigger, giving a
shot asasignal. Asaresult, rescue was at hand.

"I'll drop down there," Cliff told Harry, asthefloor closed again, "but I'll need arope or something.”
"The telephone cord,” suggested Harry. "It's strong enough. Here you are, Cliff."

Clipping thelong cord, Harry tossed it across the desk. He pressed the switch again, and Cliff did anest
dide down into the cdllar, which wasn't adifficult drop when taken properly.

Cliff looped the cord under The Shadow's shoulders, but it wasn't long enough to reach up to the floor.
Nor would the trap stay open for more than severa seconds.

Harry solved both problemswith alarge, heavy floor lamp. Helaid the lamp beside the trap, then
pressed the switch. The floor dropped, and started up again. By then, Harry was lolling the lamp right
into the space. Lying horizontaly, the lamp stopped the hinged flgp and held it open.

Thelamp had a cord of itsown, and Cliff hooked it to the loop that he had dready formed. Helifted The
Shadow upward, while Harry reached out and rolled the lamp backward, coiling thewire around it like a
windlass. Thiseased Cliff'stask.

Next thing, The Shadow was coming up over theralling lamp standard, clutching at it fegbly right near the
sde of the trap. Harry gripped his chief's shoulders and hauled him to the floor.

Dangling the cord again, Harry gave Cliff what little aid he needed to clamber out of the hole. Then both
were hel ping The Shadow to hisfeet beside the flattened lamp, which was lying on the locked floor. The
room was dim, for Harry had extinguished the floor lamp, and the only glow came from another lamp on
the desk.

But it was plain that The Shadow was recuperating rapidly. His hands groped to a pocket beneath the
cloak that was hanging from his shoulders. When The Shadow's fingersfailed, Harry found what he
wanted-asmall glassvid containing a purplish liquid. Harry uncorked it and raised it to The Shadow's



lips.
The effect of the dixir wasimmediate. The Shadow tilted hishead and ddlivered awhispered laugh. He
did hisarmsinto the deeves of historn coat; made sure that his automeatics were properly in their

holsters. He no longer needed the support of Harry and Cliff. He proved it very suddenly, when he
spread hisarms and sent them flinging aside.

Surprise ended when Harry and Cliff saw the reason for The Shadow's action. Men were charging into
the room; from their ook, they were headquarters detectives, two of them, with drawn guns.

From behind them came a voice that The Shadow recognized; that of Inspector Cardona. Joe knew that
his men had spotted something, and he wanted to know what.

Cardona found out what!

BEFORE the detectives had agood look at Harry or Cliff, before they identified The Shadow as
anything more than afigure of living blackness, the room went dark.

At the desk, The Shadow had grabbed the one remaining lamp and was scaling it a the invaders. One
detective stopped it with awarding blow, but he reeled back to a corner.

Asfor the other, The Shadow took him with the floor lamp. Lashing hisfoot through the dark, The
Shadow sent that big lamp rolling, and it hooked the detective's ankles, sprawling him headlong. The
lamp wasrolling Cardona's way as he lunged into the darkened room, so The Shadow gave Joe an even
better surprise.

The Shadow pressed the desk switch. Stumbling over the big lamp, Cardona fdt the floor give. He did
the natura thing-he grabbed the lamp. As before, it wedged between the trapdoor and the floor before
Cardonacould dide through. So there was the ace inspector, hanging half into the open pit, bawling for
his detectivesto help him out.

They were crawling from their cornersto aid Cardona; but, meanwhile, The Shadow and his agentswere
skirting the trick portion of thefloor, to reach the hdlway.

Otherswere coming in through the front door. Cliff pointed quickly to the sairs, and The Shadow
followed hisagent'slead, with Harry close behind them. From the stairs, The Shadow fired afew shots,
just to discourage the men who were coming from the street. Then, at the tair top, Cliff yanked open a
window that led to an adjoining roof, where he had searched earlier for The Shadow.

Through the window went The Shadow and his agents, on atrip across the roofs, while below,
Commissioner Weston and some companions were stopping short at the threshold of Marchell's office,
thinking, from Cardona's shouts, that dl the trouble was |ocated there.

When light was restored, Commissioner Weston uncovered many things. First, he saw Marchdl's body;
next, the bonds that strewed the desk. To Trelger, who had come with him, Weston declared soberly:

"Thiswas outright murder, not robbery! Seefor yoursdf, Trelger.”

Then, while Trelger was seeing for himself, Weston studied the trap from which the detectives were
extricating Cardona. The ingpector hadn't athing to say about his vanished assailants. Joe had ahunch
that he had unwisdly interfered with The Shadow, and he preferred to treat the case from some other
angle. Almost immediately, one devel oped.

"Y ou say thiswasn't robbery,” wheezed Trelger, from the desk. "No wonder, commissioner! Why, these



securitiesare worthless! That'swhy thekiller didn't take them!”
"Would you class hismotive as robbery, then?' queried Weston. "With murder the preliminary step?”
"Very probably,” declared Trelger. "Perhaps you may find aclue thistime, commissioner.”

Cardona was toying with the desk switch, making the floor open and shut. Trelger was stepping forward
from the desk; Joe pressed him back, to prevent him from dipping into the trap.

Peering curioudy down into the pit, Trelger reached for his glasses, put them on and watched the trap
open again. In eager tone, he quizzed:

"What do | see down there?"

Cardonalooked, and finally saw the thing, abrown felt hat. He sent adetective down to tossit up. The
hat contained two initids: "B. G." After examining the hat, Weston turned to Trelger with the question:

"Did Marchdl have an enemy whaose last name began with 'G™?"

"Poor Marchell made friends, rather than enemies” replied Trelger. "But sometimes friends prove fase.
Let me see: therewas old Lione Glendon-but he is dead-"

"G for Glendon!" brokein Weston. "Lionel had anephew. What was his name?"
"Bertram, | believe," returned Trelger. "Though his uncle aways referred to him as Bert.”

"He'sthe man wewant," decided Weston. "Thoseinitids are hisl Who would be his next victim after
Marchdl?'

THOUGHTFULLY, Trelger rubbed hischin.

"So far, commissoner,” hesad, "l haven't mentioned Artemus Enwood. First, because | can hardly
picture him in danger; second, because | am sure he would not welcome avisit from you.

"Enwood ownsthe Arcadia Apartments and livesin the penthouse above them. He considers himsdlf too
secure even to be gpproached by enemies. Indeed, heis reluctant to welcome friends, like mysdlf.”

"Come, Trelger!" sngpped Weston testily. "Couldn't you arrange an interview for me with Enwood?”
"I might try," replied Trelger, "while you are continuing to gather evidence here.”

Trelger gestured past the securities-strewn desk to afiling cabinet, which was partly open. Weston
decided that there was, indeed, much work to do.

"Very well, Trelger," he decided. "Go over to Enwood's, and unless | hear from you, | shall stop there
within the next hour. Y ou should be able to convince Enwood that we are working in his behdf.”

Horace Trelger was not the only other person who was starting for the goa that had aready caled Bert
Glendon and Timothy. Not far from Marchell's house, The Shadow had found a tel ephone, and had told
Harry and Cliff to wait while he phoned another of his secret agents, named Burbank.

The reason was that Moe was no longer around in his cab. Since Burbank was The Shadow's contact
man, it waslogicd that Moe should have called him.

Such proved to be the case. Burbank had an important report from Moe. Cruising, the cabby had picked



up two passengers. Bert and Timothy.

Naturally, Moe had taken them where they wanted to go, which happened to be the Arcadia Apartments
owned by Artemus Enwood. Among the names on Mann'slist, The Shadow had seen Enwood's, and
marked him as acandidate for Number Five among the swindletribe.

Briefly, The Shadow gave ingtructions to Burbank; then ended the phone call with awhispered laugh.
The Shadow, too, had found the find goad, and would be there in person!

CHAPTER XVIII. ENWOOD'SVISITORS

THE Arcadia Apartments reared, tall and narrow, on aside street in midtown Manhattan. At the very
top of the building, Enwood's penthouse made atiny capstone to the edifice. It looked unreachable, and,
inasense, it was.

The doorman, clerk, and elevator operator, who were in the lobby, al belonged to Enwood, and served
as outposts to flash warnings to his high-situated citadel. Thelobby was smal and square, furnished only
insmplefashion. Itswallswere painted a creamy white, and it waswdll lighted, making it practicaly
impossiblefor anyone to dide past the watchful sentinels.

Only through the lobby and up by the elevator, could anyone reach the penthouse. Thiswas known to
Timothy, when he arrived as Trelger, bringing Bert Glendon with him. Nevertheless, Timothy was
confident that he could crack the stronghold. He stopped at the clerk’'s desk and, using Trelger's wheezy
tone, stated that he would like to speak to Mr. Enwood.

The clerk glanced at Timothy as though he recognized him, and pointed him over to ahouse phone. Bert
went aong, and received a tartling surprise. When Timothy spoke, he didn't use Trelger'stone at all.
Instead, his words were a perfect mimic of the latest dead man, Simon Marchell!

"ThisisMarchell," spoke Timothy nervoudy. "I must see you, Enwood... Yes, I'm in the lobby... Good!
I'll comeright up... By theway, | have afriend with me... Certainly, he'saman you know... | can bring
him? Good!"

Too far away to hear Timothy's faked harangue, the clerk caught asignal flash beneath the desk. It came
from the penthouse and signified that the visitors could come up. So the clerk gestured toward the
elevator, and Timothy and Bert entered the car. Asthey rode upward, Bert smiled inwardly. Neet of
Timothy, thistrick! Enwood might not admit Trelger to the penthouse, but he certainly would receive
Marchell. Having duped Marchell so easily, Enwood would have nothing to fear from him, now that
Bert'suncle was dead. Actualy, Marchell was dead, too, but that was something that Enwood hadn't yet
learned, which made Timothy's ruse dl the better.

Evenif that phone call a Marchell's had been from Enwood, it wouldn't hurt the game. On the contrary,
it would help it. Not getting an answer from Marchell, Enwood wouldn't be surprised to have him show
up. At last, Bert wasfinding out how Timothy had gained an inspiration when he heard the phone bell

rng.

The next problem was the penthouse. Bert had an idea that they would be blocked out as soon as
someone learned that the chief caller wasn't Marchell. But Timothy had that figured, too.

As soon asthe elevator stopped, Timothy marched out in Trelger's style, blocking any view of Bert, who
heard him wheeze:

"Hdlo, Olivan. I'm the friend who came with Marchdl. Take usto Enwood, at oncel"



Then, as Olivan must have stepped away, Timothy turned his face across his shoulder and said to Bert:
"Comeaong, Marchdll. Enwood will seeus.”

They were actudly in Enwood's living room before Olivan, turning to introduce them, saw how he had
been tricked.

Bert gained hisfirst look at Olivan, and the secretary fitted Timothy's description. He was a sallow man,
Olivan, with little black eyesthat flashed angrily, then cooled.

By that time, Artemus Enwood was dominating the scene.

ENWOOD had been well described by Timothy. He was atall man, with along-jawed face, and
deepsat eyesthat were quite as sharp as Olivan's, though they hid their glare more effectively. Bert barely
remembered having seen him at the funera, for Enwood had rendered himself rather inconspicuous.

Only when on his home ground did Enwood become abrupt, and then only when occasion demanded it.
Thiswas such atime. Y et, witha, there was sarcasm in Enwood's voice, when he looked at Bert and
oruffed:

"Y ou've changed alot, Marchell.”

"Just in case you haven't recognized me,” retorted Bert, "I'll tell you who | am. Y ou thought Marchell was
coming up, but he wasn't. | happen to be-"

"Bert Glendon," interrupted Enwood, "and | didn't think that Marchell was coming up. He couldn't come
here. He is dead and you are wanted for his murder!”

Before Bert could recover from his surprise, Enwood turned scathing eyes a Timothy.

"You aren't Trelger,” put in Enwood. "I take it that you are old Liond's butler, working as his nephew's
accomplicein crime. Don't make amove, ether of you! It wouldn't be wise!"

At that, servants stepped from curtains surrounding the living room, to cover Bert and Timothy with
revolvers. Olivan, too, was quite amazed, until Enwood turned to the secretary and spoke with an abrupt

laugh.

"That call ten minutes ago-" remarked Enwood. "It came from the police commissioner. He's a
Marchell's. He told me that Marchell had been murdered. He said that Trelger was coming hereto see
me, and hoped I'd admit him, which | promised to do.

Inasmuch as Trelger had just left Marchdll's, | knew that this man-he gestured to Timothy-"must be an
impostor, which was quite logica asthefact that Marchell couldn't come hereat dl. | didn't tell you,
Olivan, because | wanted to see you look surprised, for once."

As s0on as Enwood finished, Bert broke loose. He was il determined to sate his case, and fdt that he
could make Enwood listen.

"What happened to others does not matter,” stormed Bert. "Y ou robbed my uncle, and I'm here to
demand redtitution! Not for mysdlf, but on my uncle's account. That's my sole motive, Enwood. Timothy
will bear me out.”

Enwood raised hiseydids:
"Isthat al you haveto say?'



Bert started to speak again, then caught himself. It wouldn't do, just yet, to hurl acharge of murder at
Enwood. He preferred, firgt, to observe the man's reactions. So Bert tightened hislips and waited.

"Very well," decided Enwood. "Sit down, gentlemen, and wait until Trelger arrives. He may have
something additiond to tell us™”

Down in the lobby, the eevator man had gone outside to help the doorman bring in some packages from
ataxicab. The doorman carried hisin firgt, and was on the way out again, when the elevator operator
entered with hisload; stacked so high that it hid hisface. The clerk, staring from the desk, noticed that
the operator and his bundles cast amost singular shadow aong the floor.

Stretching beyond the burdened man, the moving darkness looked solid, and the edges of the packages
gaveit aslhouette gppearance. The strange streak dwindled, however, when the operator reached the
elevator and dumped the packages inside, to take them to the gpartment to which they were addressed.

The doorman didn't return, probably because there were no more packages. The clerk settled back in his
chair and watched the elevator go up afew floors, and finally return. The operator stayed inside, on his
stool, taking arest after the extrawork of delivering packages.

Soon afterward, the clerk saw the back of the doorman's uniform, as he turned the revolving door. Then
the clerk redly stared.

Through that door came aman who had gone up to the penthouse, yet hadn't returned: Trelger!

APPROACHING the desk, Trelger wheezily announced that he wanted to talk to Artemus Enwood.
Gazing asif a aghogt, the clerk managed to gesture toward the telephones. If somebody € se wanted to
speak with aghogt, they were quite welcome.

Somebody else did want to talk to Trelger.

Over thewire, Trelger heard Enwood's abrupt tone and noticed, somewhat to his surprise, that it carried
achuckle.

"Of course, Trelger,” said Enwood. "Comeright up! By the way, do you have afriend with you?"
"Why... why"-Trelger halted his wheezy sammer-"why do you ask?

"I thought you might be bringing one," laughed Enwood. "If o, I'd be glad to have him come up with
you!"

Trelger didn't gppreciate Enwood'sidea of ajest. Haf aoud, he was muttering to himsalf about "friends’
when he entered the elevator. The stolid elevator operator's back was turned toward Trelger, and he
didn't even ask where the passenger was going, but took the car straight up to the penthouse.

It wasn't until the door was diding open that Trelger realized that another passenger wasin the eevator.
The fact came homein amost surprising way. Something pressed Trelger in the center of the back, and
to hishorror, heidentified it asagun muzzle.

Then the pressure was removed and awhispered laugh sounded in Trelger's ear. Friendly mirth, that
reassured Trelger, particularly when he heard the words that followed.

"Befirm, Trelger," toned the low voice of The Shadow. "I wanted you to know how suddenly | can act,
and how unexpected my presence can be. Show firmness when you deal with Enwood. Remember: |
ghdl beat hand!"



Trelger was nodding, his pursed lips drawn in atight, dry smile, as he stepped off at the penthouse level.
Olivan was awaiting him, but the secretary gave only aquick glance toward the el evator and failed utterly
to see the cloaked figure that was lurking there.

Trelger's confidence increased. He'd come for a showdown with Enwood, and he intended to seeit
through. Whatever Trelger's qualms, they were gone. For he was positive that he had actudly brought
someone who would serve him asafriend:

The Shadow!
CHAPTER XIX. FACTSARE TOLD

WHEN Trelger stepped into Enwood's living room, he was jarred by surprise. It wasn't sight of Bert that
amazed him; it was Timothy. For thefirst time, Trelger saw himsalf impersonated by the butler, though he
didn't realize who his double was.

Timothy was seated away from thelight, dightly huddled but with face lifted, a pose much adopted by
Trelger. Hisfeatures were holding a pursed expression which, with the oversized tortoise-shell glasses,
covered the essentid details of impersonation.

It dawned on Trelger that aman who could so well imitate hislooks might equaly well fake hisvoice,
which would account for the mysterious orders that had resulted in swift robbery at Trelger's downtown
office

But Timothy wasn't talking, nor was Bert. Enwood had ordered both to remain silent. Since these were
Enwood's preserves, Trelger mistook Timothy for atool of Enwood's, not as Bert's partner. The point
pleased Enwood, who inquired abruptly:

"Well, Trelger?

Painly, Enwood had gained an initid advantage in this showdown that Trelger had planned under the
guise of awarning visit. Had he come alone, Trelger would probably have delivered news of Marchell's
desth and then let Enwood have his say.

But Trelger, recovered from hisfirst surprise, recdled that he had The Shadow with him. So he faced
Enwood squardly, raised histone to an accusing rettle and went the limit.

"| should have seen your hand al along!" Trelger told Enwood. "1 knew that someone had worked an
imposition to obtain my wealth, and foolishly | took it to be Rayne, because | knew him to be most
available. Then Rayne was robbed, too, and my suspicions jumped to Wight when | learned that he was
back in town.

"From Wight, it went to Marchell. Whether one was preying on dl of us, or each picking up where
another left off, | was not sure. But when | learned tonight that Marchell had been swindled sometime
ago, by you, | saw the headman of the game-yourself!"

Enwood did not reply. He wanted Trelger to continue, so the wheezy man took the invitation.

"I knew when my own funds went," spoke Trelger. "But Rayne's could have disappeared before the night
he died. Wight's, | believe, were snatched from him the time he fled. Marchdl's, however, date back to
the past. Always, though, the money disappeared into your coffers, Enwood!"

A hard laugh came from Enwood.



"Y ou'l be accusng me of murder next, Trelger.”

"Why not?' demanded Trelger. "Just because young Glendon, here, decided to kill Marchell isno reason
why you would not have murdered Rayne or Wight."

Enwood's laugh was ended, but his smile remained. He was prepared to refute all such accusations.

"It will interest you, Trelger," he said, "to know that | prepared mysdlf with acontinuous dibi, from the
time| learned that you had been robbed. Not only did | alibi myself, but | did the same for my secretary,
Olivan. It struck me that your case would mark the beginning of a sequence.”

"Why?' demanded Trelger.

"Because | migudged you," laughed Enwood. "1 thought that you had actudly framed your office
robbery, so you wouldn't be suspected when others occurred.”

Staring hard at Enwood, Trelger finaly turned to look at Timothy. He didn't recognize the butler in his
present make-up. Speaking to Enwood, Trelger declaimed:

"Y ou have the effrontery to say al this? Here, in the presence of the very impostor whom you bribed to
pose as mysdf?'

Enwood gestured to Timothy, who reluctantly relaxed his expression, took off the glasses, and moved
into the light. For thefirst time, Trelger recognized who his double was.

"It'sdawned on you at last!" chuckled Enwood. "Y oung Glendon and the old butler teamed up on
everything. They robbed you, Rayne, and Wight. They would have taken Marchell's hoard, if | hadn't
plucked him first. Speaking of effrontery”-Enwood's laugh became a basso-"they actudly came hereto

pillage me!"
FROM the curtained doorway, The Shadow watched a change creep over Enwood's features and

foresaw that some singular game was manifest. On his home ground, with his own strength well
established, Enwood dominated the Situation. He was going to make the most of it.

Enwood chose asingular beginning. He stepped over and clapped afriendly hand on Bert's shoulder,
much to that young man's amazement.

"Bert thinksthat al our money should rightfully be his," declared Enwood solemnly. "His mathemétics are
exaggerated, but his sincerity is genuine. Moreover, he wantsit al to go to charity. What do you think,
Trelger?'

Trelger Sarted to sneer; then, remembering that The Shadow was in the offing, he changed his mood and
sd:

"Go on, Enwood."

"Since Bert holdsthreefifths of thetota," continued Enwood, "we might say that heisthe majority
shareholder. So | propose that we accept his decision, with a reasonable modification.” Enwood turned
to Olivan and added: "Bring that will | drew up recently.”

Olivan brought the will. Enwood handed it to Bert, who read the document in surprise. It stated that
Enwood was leaving dl hiswedlth to charity. Bert thought it atrick, until Enwood explained.

"What use will my money beto mewhen | am dead?' asked Enwood. "I believe in the accumulation of



wesdlth through one's own effort. When | have finished"-he snapped his fingers-"that isthe end of my
ambition, too. So you see, our ideas are much the same.”

"Except that I'm turning over mineto charity right now," defended Bert stoutly, "while you intend to play
your pileto thelimit!"

"Every manto hischoice" said Enwood. Then, abruptly: "Would you give Trelger the same privilege as
mysdf?’

Bert thought it over, consulting Timothy with glances. He knew that Enwood wanted to buy off Trelger,
rather than have the Marchell swindle fully exposed. Still, Bert would be able to dispose of the funds
belonging to Rayne and Wight, while the total would eventualy go to charity. So Bert finished his
meditation with anod.

"Trelger can have hisback," decided Bert, "provided he wills hisfortune to charity. Y ou draw up the will,
while Timothy and | get the funds. They're a Timothy's gpartment.”

Enwood questioned how far away it was, and Bert gave the address. Enwood thereupon decided that it
would be better to send only Bert or Timothy, and let Olivan be the second man. All the while, Enwood
was glancing at Trelger, expecting him to say something, which Trelger did.

Again, Trelger was remembering The Shadow. Trelger had promised a showdown, and the mere
reclaming of hisfundswould hardly fill the bill. It was Trelger's duty to act as champion of justice, and he
rdliedtothecdl.

"These men are murderersl” accused Trelger, waging afinger from Bert to Timothy. "It isa proven fact
that young Glendon killed Marchell! Asfor the other-"

"You arewrong, ar." It was Timothy who inserted the objection. "I killed Marchdl tonight. | wishto sign
aconfession." He looked for pen and paper, saw them, and proceeded to the task. When he had
finished, Timothy handed Bert the sheet and said: "Here, Mr. Bert; add thisto the others. Y ou know |
killed Rayne and Wight, aswell."

Sowly folding the paper, Bert placed it in hiswallet. He looked appealingly at Enwood, who stroked his
long chin. This case was breaking much as Enwood would have it, though Bert didn't redizeit.

"The commissioner will be here shortly," said Enwood dowly. "It ismy duty to turn Bert Glendon over to
him on amurder charge. Therefore, | shall do so; but if | fail to hold Timothy, | cannot be blamed. Of
course, Bert"-Enwood turned smilingly toward the young man-"you can produce those confessions | ater,
after Timothy hasgone.”

Bert brightened. Thiswas giving Timothy achancefor flight and life. But Timothy saw morethanthat in
the glance Bert gave him. Thefaithful butler realized that if he should be caught, Bert would tear up the
confessons. Grimly, Timothy was determined that he wouldn't get caught. For Bert's sake, held gladly
lead ahunted life.

THE arrival of Commissioner Weston was soon due. In fact, it was expected downgtairs. Theclerk in
the lobby saw a gesture of the doorman’s arm and went out to learn what was wanted. The operator
came from the elevator, too.

Outside, in the semidarkness, the doorman pointed to a cab and the clerk looked through the open door.
Doorman and elevator operator promptly suppressed him inside the cab. They dammed the door and the
cab drove away.



While thiswas going on, another man strolled into the Arcadia A partments and took his place behind the
desk. The new clerk was on duty when Commissioner Weston and Inspector Cardona arrived, with two
accompanying detectives, afew minuteslater. When Weston asked to see Enwood, the new clerk was
the person who phoned the penthouse.

Updtairs, Enwood answered the ringing telephone persondly. He covered the mouthpiece and turned to
Bert, with the query:

"Isit aded?'

Bert looked a Timothy. When the butler nodded, Bert did the same. Trelger, with asmug smile, added a
third nod, on the basis that he had probably accomplished enough to suit The Shadow. Over the phone,
Enwood said:

"Tdl the commissoner towait. | shal be down to see himin afew minutes."
That finished, Enwood turned to his companions.

"I'll take Olivan withme," he said. "I know you'll dl stay here; my servantswill seetoit. Well handlethe
commissioner, Olivanand |. Well get him out, and let you know when Timothy can leave. Maybe well
get him to take us over to Marchdl's, before coming up here. Later, Bert, well turn you over to the law
and let you square yoursdlf.”

No one objecting, Enwood beckoned Olivan toward the door. Already, atriumphant smile was
registering on Enwood's face, for he thought no one could view it.

Enwood was wrong. Eyes saw that smile-burning eyesthat peered in from the doorway leading out to
the dlevators.

Then Enwood was backing up, and Olivan the same, each under the muzzle of aleveled automatic. In
two-handed style, The Shadow was moving the conniving pair back where they belonged: with the rest
of the men concerned in thetrail of vengeance.

Next came the whispered laugh, a sibilant command that halted Enwood and Olivan, so that they
blocked off any aid from the armed servants stationed in the room.

The Shadow'slaugh finished with agnister touch. Thistime, the showdown wasredly coming. The
Shadow wasforcing it, in person!

CHAPTER XX. MATTERS OF MURDER

DESPITE hischagrin a being trapped in his own stronghold, Artemus Enwood felt himsalf secure. So,
for that matter, did Horace Trelger when he saw that Enwood, not himself, was confronted directly by
The Shadow.

Asfor Bert and Timothy, they were frankly bewildered. They had made aded, but redlized that it wasn't
going through. What wasto replaceit, they could not guess.

At least haf aminute passed before The Shadow spoke. He seemed to be waiting for something, his
head tilted, as he listened intently. At lagt, in Shilant tone, he ordered:

"Stay asyou are until this caseis settled. Facts must be stated in my presence, without reservation.
Perhaps some of you need prompting. Enwood, for instance.”



Defiantly, Enwood faced The Shadow, as though he doubted that the black-cloaked master over crime
could dter hisgtatus.

"Your gameisplain, Enwood," spoke The Shadow. "Perhaps you did intend to have the commissioner
take you over to Marchdl's. If so, it was only so that Olivan could go to Timothy's and pick up
everything hefound there."

Enwood gave an ugly grimace, despite himself. The Shadow stopped Bert and Timothy with
commanding glances as they started forward. Both decided to subside. The Shadow could handle
Enwood better than they.

"Y ou would then have turned them both over to the law,” proceeded The Shadow, "and all the profits
would have been yours, unless you decided to pay off Trelger. If you planned that, Enwood, you were a
fool!"

A curious expression spread on Enwood's face. He knew that The Shadow must be stating fact, but he
couldn't grasp the answer. Nor could the others, except Trelger. His hand was cregping to a pocket,
when The Shadow stopped it by the Smple expedient of raising agun from the cowering figure of Olivan
andturning it in Trelger'sdirection.

"We have some mattersto settle, Trelger,” announced The Shadow. "Matters of murder: three, to be
exact. Despite evidence and confessions to the contrary, | hold you responsible for the deaths of Rayne,
Wight, and Marchdl!"

Trelger tried to snarl adenia, but The Shadow clamped the case with facts. While the cloaked speaker
gavethesefacts, Bert and Timothy stared at each other, utterly amazed to learn that they were mutualy
innocent of crimesthat each had tried to accept because of loyalty to the other!

Horace Trelger, triple murderer!

It sounded fantagtic, consdering that Trelger had originally been the victim of aclever robbery staged by
Bert and Timothy, thefirst in aseriesaong their route of vengeance. But within that nutshell lay the very
kernd that marked Trelger asatriplekiller.

Wedth was Trelger's god; having lost hisidol in the shape of the stolen securities, Trelger was the sort
who would go to any lengthsto regain the object of hisworship.

Sheer logic told The Shadow that Trelger must have decided to make the rounds in the same fashion that
Bert and Timothy had followed their trail of vengeance!

"An impostor robbed you, Trelger,” declared The Shadow. ™Y ou had no ideathat the man was Timothy,
the obscure, saf-effacing servant of old Lione Glendon. Y ou proved that only a short while ago, by the
surprise that swept you when you learned that Timothy was your impersonator.”

THOSE words hit home. From that moment, every listener recognized that The Shadow's analyss must
be correct. For the cloaked accuser was stating thoughts that had earlier originated in Trelger's own
warped mind.

"In seeking the man who robbed you,” The Shadow told Trelger, "you considered your old associatesin
order. Thefirg onthelist was Jared Rayne. Y ou went to see him first and arrived while he was
telephoning the police commissioner. Y ou did not see Bert Glendon, half senseless, behind the desk, nor
did you see me at the window.

"Rayne was saying that someone planned to rob him. He meant Bert, but you thought he was going to



name you, Trelger, because you had come to get your wealth back and take Rayne'sin retaiation. So
you yanked the light cord and shot Rayne later, when he was springing toward the door."”

The Shadow could have added further facts: how two cars, not one, had fled from Rayne's; how
someone had dashed down the front stairs, aroute that neither Bert nor Timothy could have reached.
Wheat The Shadow did add wasthis:

"Y ou thought Rayne opened his safe himsalf, Trelger. When his cash box was found stuffed with
worthless papers, you decided that the switch of bad for good had happened on an earlier evening.
Learning that Wight had visited Rayne, you decided that your suspicions of Jared Rayne were wrong.

Y ou picked Freeman Wight as the man who was robbing his old associates and thought that Wight had
victimized both you and Rayne. So you visited Freeman Wight."

Needlessto say, Trelger'strip to Wight's had come at the time when Bert and Timothy went there. By
smple dimination, The Shadow named the one place where Trelger could have established himsdlf:
namely, in Wight's car. Trelger had picked that perfect lurking spot while the chauffeur was crossing the
Street to meet Wight.

No shots reached the car when it fled. But amid the gunfire in which the chauffeur participated, Trelger
had pressed his own revolver to Wight's heart and fired. Not suspecting an enemy in the car, Wight had
been totally off guard.

During theflight, Trelger had found an opportunity to dug the chauffeur, accounting for the mysteriousjolt
thefellow recelved. The car's crash dlowed Trelger's escape.

Again thekiller had left empty-handed. The only bag in the car-the only one Trelger saw at dl-wasthe
larger suitcase containing only the clothes that Wight had packed!

"Y ou were beginning to think that you aways cametoo late," The Shadow told Trelger, after completing
the andysis of Wight's death. "Y ou wanted to see cash before you tried to carry it. Finding that Wight
had been robbed like Rayne and yoursdlf, you decided that Simon Marchell must be the man who was

getting away with everything-except murder.”
Those added words carried asignificance that made Trelger wince.

"Y ou sought out Marchdll thisevening,” The Shadow told Trelger. "Y ou left the door open, justin casea
surprise vistor might arrive. Onedid: Bert Glendon.”

Here was real amazement. Bert gave agasp of surprise, while alook of understanding spread on
Timothy's patient face. The man who entered Marchell's ahead of Bert had been Horace Trelger in
person, not Timothy in disguise!

THE SHADOW passed over the details of how Bert and the redl Trelger had parried with Marchell. The
important phase of that interview wasits climax.

"When Bert fdl through the trap,” The Shadow told Trelger, "you shot Marchd |l and |eft very promptly to
cal on the police commissoner and steer him to Marchdl's. Y ou wanted the commissioner to find Bert
Glendon and accuse him of three murders on the strength of one circumstantia case.

"Certain friends of mine saw you leave'-The Shadow was referring to his secret agents-"and they dso
saw you arrive again from the opposte direction. Acquainted with important facts, they knew that the
second arrival was Timothy."

Bert looked at Timothy, who nodded.



"That'sright, Mr. Bert," said Timothy. "I wondered why you had goneinto Marchell's before | arrived
there.”

"Then you thought | redly killed him!" exclaimed Bert. "But you were willing to take the blame!™

"| thought the samein the other cases" nodded Timothy. "But | had no qualms, gr. | felt the respongbility
wasmine"

Before Bert and Timothy could exchange further compliments, the heavy voice of Artemus Enwood
boomed an interruption. Enwood's words carried accusation, directed at Horace Trelger.

"So, Trelger!" hurled Enwood. "I wasto be next! Y ou hoped to dedl with me asyou had with Rayne,
Wight, and Marchdl!"

"I only wanted what belonged to me,” pleaded Trelger, his voice becoming awhine. "1 killed Rayne by
mistake; Wight because it was necessary; and | had to do away with Marchell to cover the other
murders. But | only wanted-"

"What belonged to you," interrupted Enwood. His tone became a deep laugh. "Plus whatever wedlth they

"I wanted to get even with whoever robbed me," argued Trelger. "When | learned that you swindled
Marchell, | took it that you'd robbed everyone adong the line, beginning with mysaif.

"These people’-he gestured at Bert and Timothy-"really had mefooled.”

Trelger's statements were an absol ute confession. As atriple murderer, he had taken over the show.
Acting upon that, Enwood turned to The Shadow and said:

"Trelger isthe culprit. Take him."
Accusing eyes bored hard upon Enwood.

"Y ou are forgetting one point,” spoke The Shadow. " Stir your memory, Enwood, back to the matter that
produced this chain of crime. | refer to the sudden degth of Lionel Glendon.”

The Shadow was emphasizing what Bert and Timothy had discussed earlier: how Enwood and Olivan
were the only hands who could have framed Liond's desth. The fact stood bare, now that layers of
doubt were removed. Trelger certainly hadn't dain Lionel. Rayne, Wight, Marchell, victimsal, had never
shown the cdiber of killers.

Tonight's events had marked Artemus Enwood with motive. His swindling of Smon Marchell was reason
for disposing of old Lione Glendon, who, while he lived, had been a safeguard against pillagers preying
upon one another. The only thing was to prove the case against Enwood and The Shadow was choosing
the perfect way.

In centering upon Enwood, The Shadow was apparently ignoring Olivan, though the latter rated asa
partner in guilt. If either switched from bluff to action, both would be marked for what they were.

In forcing Enwood to bluff, The Shadow gave Olivan the chanceto act. No longer covered by agun,
Olivan fdlt asurge of returning nerve.

With an upward leap, Olivan grabbed for The Shadow's gun hand, only to receive the gun itself asit
swung. Hisown handsfailing to ward off the blow sufficiently, the sallow secretary reded.



Bert and Timothy made agrab for him, while The Shadow was whedling to divert the fire of Enwood's
servants, who were springing into action.

Asfor Trelger, he whipped his gun out and aimed for The Shadow while springing toward the door. But
Trelger and those other gunners were met with a surprise. The Shadow wasn't handling this proposition
al done. With factsflying thick and fast, he had naturdly arranged for the right peopleto listen to them.

He was giving those same people their chance at battle, too, and they took it.

IN from the entry, where they had been hearing everything, sprang Commissioner Weston, Inspector
Cardona and the two detectives. They aimed for Trelger, not redizing that The Shadow was ahead of
them.

One shot from The Shadow's automatic clipped Trelger's gun hand. Before the murderer could raly, he
wasriddled by police bullets. The man who had trailed his own ill-gotten cash, seeking spoils from those
he dew, was at the end of histrail. Trelger's desth under that combined fire was more sudden than any he
had delivered to hisvictims.

Dropping back asthey saw the police, Enwood's henchmen lost their opportunity to clip The Shadow.
He was fading toward a corner when they looked for him again, and hislaugh was so evasive that before
they could locate him, they were under the muzzles of policerevolvers.

The only man who profited by the rapid shifts was Enwood, though he saw to it that Olivan shared the
advantage. Whisking the sallow man from Bert and Timothy, Enwood rushed him out to the elevator.
Firing back, Enwood might have floored Bert permanently if The Shadow hadn't paused to haul the
unwary young man to one side. Profiting by that delay, Olivan, out of his daze, ordered the elevator
operator to get started downward.

In the lobby, Enwood and Olivan found themsel ves confronted by the clerk and doorman, both with
guns. When they turned back to the elevator, the operator aso was covering them. Newcomers, dl
three-agents of The Shadow!

When the origina eevator man had gone out for packages, Harry and Cliff had gabbed him. The man
who had put on the uniform jacket and gone in to cover The Shadow's entrance, was Burbank. Harry
and Cliff had ganged up on the doorman, Cliff donning the fellow's uniform. Cliff had beckoned the clerk,
Burbank had followed to help subdue him and send him off in Mo€'s cab.

Which had |eft Harry free to become the new clerk. Instead of keeping Weston and Cardona
downgtairs, Harry had sent them up, in accordance with instructions from The Shadow.

Shoving Enwood and Olivan into the elevator, the agents deprived them of their guns and took them up
again. The Shadow received the culprits and gestured them into the living room with his guns. Remaining
with his agents, The Shadow watched what happened when the police took custody of the prisoners.

Bert and Timothy were handing their gunsto Weston, who was stating that he would show leniency
toward their sncere, though misguided activities. The chance for another break suited Enwood and
Olivan. Each snatched aweapon and tried to spring away, not redlizing that The Shadow was lunging
from the elevator to block off their escape.

But Enwood had something better than escape in mind. He grabbed Olivan and spun the astonished
secretary squarely at Cardona and the detectives, who had no choice but to shoot, since Olivan's gun
was looming right a them. They battered Olivan with bullets, and then sprang for Enwood, who calmly
tossed hisgun away and let them take him.



In facing Weston, Enwood saw beyond the commissioner, to the eevator where The Shadow stood,
ba ancing his automatics.

"Sorry, commissioner,” spoke Enwood. Hiswords were loud enough, with their ring of triumph, to reach
The Shadow. "I shouldn't have tried to escape. | suppose there is some small penalty for it."

"Y ou're wanted for murder!" reminded Weston. " Or has your memory failed you, Enwood?"

"Not quite. | think it's Olivan you want." Enwood corrected himsdlf. "Or, | believe, you did want Olivan.
Of course, he would have blamed mefor the death of Liond Glendon. A preposterous thing, but some
people might have believed hisgtory, if hetold it in lengthy detail in acourtroom. But abrief, dying
confesson would hardly suffice, commissioner.”

Enwood gestured toward the floor to indicate Olivan's sagged form, but he didn't deign to look in that
direction. Only The Shadow saw what was coming, but since Enwood wasn't interested, The Shadow
fet unimpelled to intervene.

Olivan had strength enough for about a dozen words before he died. But he didn't careto talk, after
hearing what Enwood said. He diverted that strength to action, which spoke louder than words. It spoke
with aloud report, from the gun that Olivan shoved upward with his dying hand.

The am was easy at that close range. Enwood took the bullet in the heart and caved across Olivan's
body, asit flattened from the recoil of the gun. Partnersin murder had found amutua doom.

Those other partners, Bert and Timothy, heard the strange laugh that echoed, like aparting kndll, from
the elevator. Staring, the men of vengeance caught alast glimpse of The Shadow before the door clanged
shut. But the echoes of that weird mirth seemed to hover over the scene.

A tone of triumph, that departing laugh, voiced by the real master of vengeance, whose waysthe law
could well gpprove and whose might had conquered crime, through justice.

The Shadow! THE END



