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CHAPTER I. OUT OF THE VOID

IT was aslent group that sat in the square-walled room, and the circled throng was dmogt as sngular as
the room itsdlf. Men and women formed a hand-linked circle around an oblong table upon which stood
two slver spheres, each mounted on an insulated base.

Those slver globes were not the only peculiar equipment in the room. Elsawhere, and outsde the circle,
stood a large cabinet some five feet high and proportionately square, that kept up a steady hum from
within itsdf. There were tdl cylindersin a row dong a wdl shdf; in a corner, an odd-shaped board was
mounted on a fulcrum with a pair of scales attached to one tilted end.

These pieces of apparatus and many more were part and parcel of the psychic laboratory conducted by
Professor Hayne, a very dapper man who stood outside the circle looking anxioudy about the group to
see that dl were sttled for the test to come.

Hayne wasn't the only man who was free of the linking hands. Within the ring itsdf was a solitary chair
which contained a stoop-shouldered gentleman who sat with folded arms. His face was thin, his watery
eyes gave him a morose expression, which made people fed sorry for him at fird glance. His white thin
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hair, dangling about his forehead, added to the cdl for sympathy—until those who met him learned who
he was.

No one could fed very sorry for old Leander Hobgood.

Defaulter, embezzler, swindle—hed been cdled by dl such terms, only to deny the implications. But
meatters had reached the point where they demanded more than mere denid. Leander Hobgood, who
termed himsdf an inventor, nothing more, was seeking vindication. And he was hoping to find it in, of dl
places, a seance room!

These asounding facts were under present renew by a young man named Clyde Burke, who as a
member of the press was atending the sngular seance. Gripping hands with a portly millionaire on one
dde and an ddealy lady on the other, Clyde was dternatdly glancing across his shoulder at fluttery
Professor Hayne and turning a steady stare toward the bowed figure of the inventor, Hobgood.

For it was Hayne, a sincere but rather irrationa individua, who had proposed the way to Hobgood's
vindication. And Clyde was forced to admit that Hayne's theories regarding Hobgood were no more
dartling than the facts themsdlves.

Briefly, Leander Hobgood was the inventor of many queer devices that resembled perpetua-motion
machines except that they worked. Tha was, they worked whenever Hobgood was around, but they
hed away of bogging down when other people bought and took them over.

Curious, indeed, were Hobgood's statements as to the origin of his machines. He said that the ideas came
to him from thin ar, which was somewha plausble, because tha was where Hobgood's stock
certificates and promissory notes vanished after he gave them to persons who invested in the inventions
that wouldn't work.

Which greetly distressed Hobgood. Indeed, it worried him. He felt that he was under the control of an
invigble creature cdled a daemon, that forced him into these strange ventures purdly to experience
devilish glee—as only a daemon could—when Hobgood found himsdf misunderstood because of his
mentor's pranks.

Professor Hayne hed a different theory. He believed that poor Hobgood was the victim of a force caled
psychodynamics. In ampler terms, Hayne believed that Hobgood unwittingly produced an astrd energy
which made the motors run when he was present and accounted for ther failure whenever he was absent.

Asfor the vanished stock certificates and notes, Hayne hoped tha ther disappearance would prove the
exigence of the fourth dimension, since they had obvioudy been projected into space. But for the
present, Hayne was concentrating on the subject of psychodynamics.

THE dlver globes upon the center table were a specid apparatus that Hayne had rigged for a
psychodynamic test. They were the postive and negetive poles of an dectromagnetic current so feeble
that it couldn't be observed unless a further flow of eectricity were injected.

Should the added current be sufficient, sparks would issue from the sengtized spheres. So the gtters in
the circle were here to see if Hobgood could make the apparatus function.

If the test succeeded, Hobgood, according to Hayne, would congtitute a human dynamo quite capable of
upplying the necessary energy to operate the intricate contrivances that he had invented.

Except for Clyde Burke, dl the dtters were persons who had invested in Hobgood's machines and



therefore interested parties in the coming experiment. Clyde was interested, too, ogensbly as a
representative of the New York Classic, a sensationd tabloid newspaper. But Clyde had another
misson, a secret one.

Clyde Burke was here in the service of The Shadow!

Behind the weird career of Leander Hobgood, The Shadow scented crime, deeper, perhaps, then the
swindles blamed on the inventor. Unlike Professor Hayne, The Shadow was chiefly interested in the tales
of vanished securities which Hobgood had placed in other hands.

Those cases indicated hands that didn't necessarily issue from the fourth dimension. Should they depend
upon unknown methods of untraceable theft, what a prize the knowledge of such systems would prove to
certain figures of the underworld.

So Clyde, pinch-hitting until his chief arrived, was beginning to forget Hayne and Hobgood in order to
watch the door instead, in the hope that The Shadow would soon appear.

Not that Clyde expected The Shadow to enter the seance laboratory cloaked in black, a vistor more
ghasily than any spook that Hayne had ever managed to commander. He was watching the door for a
certain gentleman named Lamont Cranston, who happened to be The Shadow's other sdif.

As Crangton, The Shadow was a friend of the New Y ork police commissoner, who had unfortunately
detained him this evening. They were dining together a the Cobalt Club and Commissoner Weston
wasn't coming to the seance. The commissioner had no use for spooks; he believed them to be myths, an
opinion that he aso expressed regarding The Shadow!

The sitters who formed the cirdlein the dimly lighted room were startled by a sudden rap.
It was Professor Hayne who camed them, when he chirped the smple announcement:
"The dectrician.”

Opening the connecting door, Hayne admitted a man who wore a heavy Mackinaw and a pair of thick
gloves. The dectrician was turned hdf about as he uncoiled a wire which Hayne told him to connect to a
transformer that supplied the current to the Slver globes.

While the dectrician stooped to perform the task, Clyde watched him, a bit puzzled.

There was something familiar about the fellow's actions, the way he bent to one knee, then brushed his
rough trousersin fagtidious style.

So interested was Clyde that he no longer watched the man door of the room. There, a red
phenomenon was in occurrence. A key in the lock was turning of its own accord. As the key hdted, the
doorknob began adow twigt. Clyde would have known those symptoms had he observed them.

They symbolized The Shadow!

He was coming to the lab in his own guise rather than Cranston's, for such manipulaion of key and
doorknob was one of The Shadow's specidties.

Unnoticed, the door inched inward; an eye gazed through the crack. Yet no one could have possbly
discerned the owner of that eye, for he was a shape of tota blackness!

THE SHADOW saw the departing dectrician douch through the door to the connecting room. He



moved his own door a trifle farther, for no one could have possibly noted it. All eyes, Clyde's included,
were focused upon Professor Hayne, who had placed one hand upon a light switch while he raised the
other to command attention.

"And now," announced Hayne in his brisk chirp, "we shdl darken the room except for the red light
cusomary in seances. Let me caution everyone to reman seated. Should anyone atempt to leave the
circle, the fact will be immediatdly detected.”

Hayne pressed the switch. As the ordinary lights went off, a red bulb glowed autométicaly benesth the
centrd table. In that ruddy gleam dl seemed weird and unred.

"We are ready,” declared Hayne from outsde the human circle. "The subject will approach the
dynamograph with both his hands extended -"

Hayne meant Hobgood, not the cloaked being in black who had entered by the man door, to close it
slently behind him the moment the red light replaced the other illumination. But no one was aware of The
Shadow's invishle presence; even Hayne's measures of detection had so far faled to record it.

Furthermore, Hobgood had responded to Hayne's order. In the vague crimson light, the members of the
crcle could see the inventor's crouched form rising from its chair, his hands extended as the professor
requested. For this was avitd moment to Leander Hobgood. The dightest response, the tiniest of sparks
from those sengtized slver globes, and Hobgood would be on the road to vindicaion, provided the
skeptics would accept the verdict of Hayne's dynamograph.

There was power in those hands of Leander Hobgood, the skillful hands that had dedlt in intricate work.
Power enough to produce the unexplainable, but certainly not the impossible result that happened as they
came within range of the sengtized spheres.

Only out of the void could the stroke have come, a thing so titanic thet it shattered the tenson and the
nerves of the witnesses as well.

Hobgood's hands were a the table. They gave adow thrust forward. Like a maestro's hands directing a
huge orchestra, they brought a crash that rocked the entire room. A crash like a tremendous thunderclap,
which indeed it was. For with it came a huge burgt of jagged lightning, legping from one slver sphere to
the other, forking to include old Hobgood in its path!

With the terrific jolt of blinding dectricity, Leander Hobgood crumpled. The dazzle was supplanted by a
cloud of bluish smoke thet filled the laboratory with the odor of ozone, difling in its strength. Women's
ghrieks drowned the shouts of startled men as chairs went tumbling backward, breaking the human circle.

Such was the stroke from the void that stretched Leander Hobgood on the floor beside the crimson light
that gleamed like a wecoming eye of doom for the vicim who had dared to seek his vindication by
meddling with the mighty forces from the great beyond!

CHAPTER Il. THE OUTER TRAIL

STRANGEST of dl the gghts that came with the crackling glare was the black-clad apparition beyond
the seance circle. A sght that no one saw amid the vivid light, for eyes were far too dazzled.

At the moment of the sunning bolt of eectricity, The Shadow seemed to swalow himsdf into darkness.
What he actudly did was fling his cloak folds across his eyes to ward off the blinding effect of the

lightning burst.



Despite shrieks from the seance circle, The Shadow caught a sound that had sgnificance. It was the
scurry of footsteps beyond the door to the adjoining section of the lab. The dectrician hadn't been able to
close that door tight because of the wire that he had carried through. Therefore the footsteps were
his—and they were hurrying the other way!

The man's flight indicated that he hed himsdf responsible; and that in turn implied that such respongibility
could have been designed.

So The Shadow, without a moment's more delay, sporang across the sde wall of the seance room to
reach the connecting doorway.

Something howled as The Shadow passed it. The thing was the big contrivance that looked like a radio
cabinet. Its strident wail drowned the convulsve screams that gill came from the sitters, and the Sren
sound brought a cry from Hayne.

"Stay where you are!" ghilled the professor. "Someone is trying to leave this room! The detector is
announcing it! Stay here, everybody, and don't let anyone else leavel™

By then, the whine of the detector cabinet had dwindled, for The Shadow was beyond its range and a
the very door he wanted. As for Hayne blocking off The Shadow, the very thought was ludicrous. The
professor didn't get far enough even to make the detector register his approach. His own orders were the
cause.

Blindly, men among the seance circle sprang to stop any person who might leave their midgt, and the firgt
person they encountered was Hayne himsdf. His yels were too excited too incoherent to be understood
and the dapper professor was flattened beneath the generd pile-up, the rest thinking him the captive that
Hayne wanted grabbed.

From the doorway, The Shadow heard the mdee as it shifted to a corner of the room, but the only face
he saw was Hobgood's, staring mationless from the floor, its wrinkly features reddened by the glow from
benegth the table. Sight of a countenance so lifdess spurred The Shadow to the chase he had
undertaken.

THE next room was dimly lit, and in the gloom The Shadow saw the man he wanted. The dectrician had
done a peculiar thing. Instead of darting straight through to a doorway on the other side, held rushed to a
far corner of the room. From there, he was making toward the exit on the other sde.

So The Shadow sped a hdting chdlenge after the fugitive. He issued the chdlenge in the form of a Snister
laugh as eerie as any a ghost might have uttered in this relm where spooks were reputed to dwell.

Hearing that creepy tone, the man in the Mackinaw fatered, throwing a quick look toward The
Shadow's door. He saw The Shadow mostly as a blur of blackness, but he must have caught the burn of
gowing eyes, and ether sensed or seen the muzze of an automatic that The Shadow had whipped from
benegth his cloak.

In histurn, The Shadow saw only a rough-clad figurewith a V' of whiteness to represent a face between
the sides of the upturned Mackinaw collar.

The man made a wild dodge, as though fearing recognition quite as much as capture. Then, amid a
sudden clatter, he was gone from sght. He'd ducked beyond a table stacked with odd equipment, right
into a pile of packing boxes between the table and the wall.

With a quick drive, The Shadow crossed the room, intending to trap the fugitive where he had fdlen. A



yard short of hisgod, The Shadow was met by a great lurch of the table, driven his direction by the fdlen
man's heaving feet.

Warding off the hurtling table, The Shadow was showered with portable apparatus, induding glassware.
He whedled to escape the deluge, and before he could drive anew a packing case came flying a him.

Side-stepping the new missle, The Shadow saw the fugitive dectrician meking another dive through the
exit. The fdlow didn't wait to dam the door. He was across a hdlway, dashing down the steps of an
inclosed fire tower when The Shadow picked up the pursuit.

Near the bottom of the staircase, The Shadow managed to clutch the man's shoulder. The fugitive pulled
free from the avenging clasp, but in a way that should have added to his own undoing. For in that lurch,
the fdlow stumbled. He was tripping headlong across the low step from the exit doorway, pitching to the
gdewak, where he would become The Shadow's easy prey.

As he went his arms flung wide, but with one hand the man managed a frantic gesture back across his
shoulder. The Shadow saw the wave and wheded indinctively from the middle of the sdewak just as the
fugitive spilled over the curb.

Astimdy as the man's gesture was The Shadow's spin. Without it, the undoing would have been his own.

From lurking spots on each Sde of the doorway sprang two thuggish fighters, brought by their comrade's
wild appedl for aid. Drawn revolvers were in ther figts, and the mad gesture of the fugitive had shown
them right where to am. They saw The Shadow stopping short, one hand reaching empty, the other
holding an automatic doubled close againg his cloak.

The pair blazed shots at blackness.
At blackness—nothing more.

Where The Shadow had been, he was no longer. It was blank blackness, this target, empty space which
The Shadow had vacated by turning what seemed a hdt into afull roundabout fling!

But the ggping dark exit from the fire tower told too wdl that it must be The Shadow's refuge. These
gunners had courage, and they surged into the doorway to get him.

They met The Shadow coming out. He didn't waste any timein gunfire. One hand was warding, the other
swinging, bearing its autométic in its sweep. There was a clash as the big gun met uplifted revolvers and
knocked them aside; groans as the dedging weapon glanced from heads and reded the two attackers
from the doorway.

Staggering dumbly, blindly, these thugs were even better prey than the man who had sumbled across the
curb. For the fugitive was prey no longer; quite the opposite. On his feet, held gotten across the street to
beckon in the direction of the corner.

From that spot came the risng whine of a car in low gear, cutting across the one-way street, making
draight for the doorway from which The Shadow had issued for the second time. Turning, The Shadow
saw thelines of alow-built, rakish sedan; then, as someone pulled a switch on the dash, the occupants of
the car saw The Shadow.

For the cloaked fighter was flooded with the full glare of a pair of powerful headlamps that revedled him
like a mammoth math in the path of brilliant flame!



THE headlights caught The Shadow only because his firsd move wasn't quite complete. It didn't matter,
because the move was far enough dong to escape the next thing that came—the bark of guns. This time,
they blasted into light instead of darkness; but thet fire from the car was usdless.

The Shadow was gone again, finishing a fading dive that he had timed to the car's approach, ddaying just
long enough to pick the exact direction that he needed.

With The Shadow gone from the swath of light, the men in the car did the expected thing: they swung
their guns around to rake the sidewalks, giving specia dtention to any doorways or basement steps
where The Shadow might have gone. It didnt occur to them that The Shadow would reject such fox
holes when they themselves had provided him with a better barricade—their own car!

Up sprang The Shadow dmogt in thelr very midg, actudly a the ebows of the astonished men who
were seeking him a longer range. He was within the fringe of guns that jutted from his Sde of the car, and
the things he did to those guns and their owners were more than plenty! His sweeping strokes drove
revolvers over the heads of the men who gripped them, stopping a the heads themsdves with solid
thuds.

He was on the right side of the car, The Shadow, and before men from the left could swing around to
reach him, he made provison for them.

Thelaugh The Shadow gave, the sudden gesture of hisaiming gun were both directed toward the driver,
who was looking scared across his shoulder. The driver did the thing to be expected. He lurched the car
anew, and with the lift it gave across the curb The Shadow was gone from the running board on the right.

Gone while men stared blankly, dl save the driver, who couldn't quite pass the building wadl, and
therefore had to give the car a quick reverse jog from its danted postion hdf across the sdewalk.

Tha backward jolt fitted right into The Shadow's planning. Before the sedan could spurt ahead again, his
laugh shuddered anew, thistime from the running board on the left.

Squardly into The Shadow's snare had men of crime reversed themsdves, and this time the men who 4ill
could use their guns were turned the other way!

Thus was The Shadow set to complete his victory, suppressng crime a its very outset, when from the
corner ahead swung another car, bearing a searchlight that picked out The Shadow on the running board
of the beleaguered sedan, spotting his position for the benefit of the very foemen whose helpless plight
was based soldy on their inghility to find The Shadow for themsalves.

Agan The Shadow acted on the indant. With a whirl from the running board, he was gone from that
blinding glare, hurling back a chilling laugh as a reminder that his foemen ill would hear from him when
this menace of the moment had passed!

CHAPTER Ill. CRIME'S RIDDLE

IT was apalice car, of course. Nothing else would have come the wrong way on a one-way street using
a searchlight in such open, idictic fashion. Crooks would have been too cagey to throw a spotlight on
members of their own clan.

Away from the glaring light, The Shadow dill had opportunity to carry the tide of bettle the way that he
hed turned it. All in dl, the thugs werein a sorry plight, which would have put them in an utter dilemma if
the breaks hadn't come their way.



The reason was that other men in this vidnity were quite as desperate as the crooks in the sedan. These
others were the par that The Shadow had staggered when he came from the fire tower. Reasonably
recuperated, those two asserted themsdves again, and their new declaration came in the form of gunfire
amed hit or miss a the patrol car.

Spotting the gun spurts, The Shadow jabbed quick shots in their direction. He didn't need to drop the
two men who fired from the sdewak; close shots were good enough to make them quit and thus save
the police from any chance of harm.

But the whole thing worked to the advantage of the crew in the fugitive sedan. The patrolmen mistook
that crew for innocent men, intended victims of the gunfire from the sdewak. So they let the sedan surge
by and promptly sprang from the patrol car to go after the pair who had started shooting.

By then, those two weren't anywhere to be found. The Shadow's shots had completdy discouraged them
and they were on the run. All the police had to go by was the clatter of feet making off through an dley.
S0 the officers took up the chase in a blundery fashion that gave the runners as good a start as the sedan.

The Shadow wasn't greetly disgppointed by the way the oppostion scattered. He had another score to
SHtle, one that he hadn't forgotten during the chaos. The Shadow's score lay with the man who wore the
Mackinaw, the fdlow who had posed as an dectrician to produce havoc in Hayne's seance room.

Whoever he was, wherever he had gone, that unknown was the man The Shadow wanted.

There was no dgn of the wanted man. He had ducked somewhere during the fray. He couldn't have
chosen the dley through which two of his pas had run, for he would have had to pass The Shadow to
reach it. So The Shadow |ooked for the next likdy place, and saw an immediate prospect.

Back across the street was a narrow passage leading in beside the building where the psychic lab was
located. How far that passage went, was a question; but if it reached to the next street, it would be a
perfect outlet for a smart fugitive to use, doubling histrail to throw off pursuers.

So The Shadow cut across the street and sped into the passage.

Blocked by a building wal, the passage turned at right angles and brought The Shadow into a blind
courtyard. It was an inlet, not an outlet, and the fugitive hadn't come this way. For when The Shadow
probed for Sgns of a lurker, histiny flashlight disclosed no one.

Asfor the wdls about the court, they reared sheer for two stories. The nearest window that The Shadow
saw was a dim-lit opening on the third floor, which represented a sde room of the extensive psychic
laboratory. Its location proved the window as bdonging to the lab, and the fact that no sounds were
issuing from it indicated that it must be el sewhere than the seance room.

Sidfied that the man with the Mackinaw couldn't have chosen this route, The Shadow turned to retrace
his course. He hadn't Ieft the courtyard before he heard footsteps and voices coming dong the passage
and saw flaghlights burnish the brick-red wal that marked the turn.

These weren't the hunted; they were the hunters, the cops from the patrol car!
Looking for crooks, they would find The Shadow instead, should he dlow them.

BUT it wasn't the cloaked fighter's way to complicate matters, particularly where the law was concerned.
Speeding back across the darkened court, The Shadow thrust his gun beneath his cloak and stooped
besde acdlar grating.



His cause seemed hopeless. The Shadow was removing a circular object from his cloak, but he could
hardly hope to bomb his way into the cdlar before the police appeared. Seemingly things went even
worse when the circular object came apart in fours. But that was the thing it was supposed to do, as The
Shadow promptly demonstrated.

Jugt as the flashlights began to probe in from the passage, The Shadow Ieft the courtyard. His course led
draight upward, as though the law of gravity had repeded itsdf at his mere wish. As a flaghlight beamed
dong the ground and reached the courtyard wal, The Shadow dimbed above its rigng circle. A
patrolman caught a glimpse of him but took the cloaked figure only for the fringe of darkness that was
lifting from the flashlight's beam!

The mogt incredible feature of The Shadow's dimb was its smooth, even speed. The thing that explained
his system was a repeated sound, a squidgy noise that had the precison of clockwork. Those sounds
came from the rounded objects which The Shadow operated with perfect precison. They were concave
rubber disks that he had atached to his hands and feet!

Remarkable devices, those suction cups. Whenever The Shadow pressed their oiled edges home, they
gripped the wdl tightly. The release was quite as efficient; a mere twist of hand or foot opened a tiny hole
that served as valve, admitting ar to the interior of the disk. The vacuum gone, the cup came free, only to
take hold again when The Shadow pressed it farther up the wall.

By the time the searching patrolmen turned their lights up the wall, The Shadow had merged with the
window of the psychic lab. The cops saw only darkness there, and when it faded, they supposed that
someone had turned on alight. It didn't occur to them that they had witnessed the passage of a cloaked
cimber from the outsde wal into the room three floors above the courtyard!

Once ingde the window, The Shadow detached the suction cups and nested them into a compact stack
that took up comparatively little room beneath his cloak. He removed the cloak itsdf and wrapped it
around the grippers, induding his douch hat in the bundle. There was a high bookcase, with ornamenta
frame, in the corner of the room, for this was Professor Hayne's library, where he kept his many volumes
of psychic lore. The top of the bookcase afforded an excdlent hiding place for the bundled cloak and its
contents, so The Shadow planted his burden there.

The Shadow's transformation was indeed complete. No longer a shrouded creature of darkness, he had
become aman in evening clothes, a cam-faced individud whaose face showed jus a trace of a hawkish
profile. No longer The Shadow, he was now that most complacent and lesurdy clubman, Lamont
Crangton.

To adegree, he reverted to The Shadow's style when he opened the door from the little library, inching it
a the start, then drawing it more steedily after seeing if the way happened to be clear.

The way was quite clear. Hayne had cut off the current from the slver globes and everyone was grouped
about Hobgood, where one member of the circle, a physcian, was trying his best to revive the hapless
inventor. Even Clyde Burke had become an anxious onlooker and failed to witness Cranston's slent, yet
vay open, entry into the room.

With the firg forward steps that Cranston took, the scene shifted as completdly as though his arrivd were
the cause. From a scene that held the meancholy atmosphere of desath, it became an occason of sudden

joy.

Leander Hobgood stirred. His eyes opened and his lips moved, and though they didn't utter sounds they
were another symbol of reviva. Pressng his hands againg the floor, the inventor tried to rise, but failed
until people helped him. He il couldn't speak and his manner seemed quite numb, but he was very much



dive

Persons gazed aghadt, as though viewing a man from the dead. So amazed, so overjoyed were they
because of Hobgood's return to the living, that they forgot dl ese. It didn't occur to them tha a tdl,
cam-faced gentleman who was just joining the group had returned in a dyle quite as agtonishing as
Hobgood's—or more so.

He was a being from the past; The Shadow, herein the guise of Cranston to probe crimes riddle and its
relation to Leander Hobgood, the man who had defeated degth!

CHAPTER IV. THOSE WHO BELIEVED

CLYDE BURKE was turning toward the telephone in the corner of the laboratory when he paused,
blank-faced, at Sght of Lamont Cranston. Senang that Clyde had something to tdl him, Cranston drew
the reporter aside and gestured for im to speak in an undertone.

As Clyde started to relate the events in the lab, Cranston supplied another gesture, which carried Clyde
beyond that portion of histae.

"Righnt after it happened,” said Clyde, recognizing that his chief must have been present, "I cdled the
Cobalt Club to seeif you were there. Y ou weren't, but the police commissoner was."

Crangton undertoned the query: "Heison hisway here?’
Clyde nodded. Then:

"I told him you said you'd be here" the reporter added. "So he was going to leave a message for you.
Only -"

"Only, | didn't get it," smiled Cranston, "because | happened to be coming here insead of going to the
club—as you expected.”

That was the way it stood, and when Commissoner Weston arrived he wasn't much surprised to learn
that Crangton had reached the lab soon after Clyde's cdl to the club. Weston had too many things to
think about.

He'd come here to investigate a murder that wasn't even a death, since Leander Hobgood was il dive.
Outsde, he had met his ace inspector, swarthy-faced Joe Cardona, who had come to invedigae
something else—an attempted holdup of an automobile by two crooks who had dipped the patrolmen
who prevented the crime.

Details on the attempted holdup were very scanty, but Weston couldn't do much criticizing, consdering
that the murder case was nonexigtent. But when Weston pointed out the man who wasn't a victim and
named him as Leander Hobgood, keen interest displayed itsdf in Cardonds dark, sharp eyes.

There had been much talk about Hobgood lately, the sort that caled for close atention to the inventor's
case. The lawv had smply been waiting for any of a dozen persons to come through with charges that
would warrant Hobgood's arrest. So far, no one had ddlivered, because dl were hopeful of regaining lost
funds from Hobgood personally. And here, together in one room, was the man reputed to be a swindler,
surrounded by dl his dupes!

What it was dl about, Hobgood couldn't tdl them, for he hadn't recovered his voice. Hayne was equdly
usdless; the professor could only talk about psychodynamic, adtrd forces, and the fourth dimenson. The
men who findly undertook to explain was the portly millionare who had been holding hands with Clyde



when a thunderbolt from nowhere had overwhemed Hobgood and broken up the circle.

The millionaire was named Milton Suffolk. He was an imposng man, precise in tone, convinang in his
manner, and a dickler for detall. The only oddity about Suffolk was that a man of his reputed wedth and
known business cdiber should be numbered among Hobgood's dupes.

But Suffolk settled that point early by sating that he had no charges to bring againg Hobgood. In fact,
Suffolk consdered Hobgood as a person who had been badly misunderstood through causes quite
beyond his contral.

"Hobgood has interested dl of us in his inventions” declared Suffolk, sweeping his hand around the
group. "To some of us he gave securities in return for cash to finance his work. Quite unaccountably, so
certain persons tdl me'— Suffolk was glancing from one face to another—"some of those securities have

disappeared.

"If we believed that Hobgood took them, we would not be here but in a court of law. There is nothing to
prove tha Hobgood participated in an actud theft. The matter is entirdy beyond dl normd
undergtanding. At lesst, it was until tonight.”

With that statement, Suffolk paused. When he spoke again, his face was solemn and his voice carried a
sepulchrd note that brought awed nods from ligteners.

"Tonight,” declared Suffolk, "we withessed the proof of something more than mere human power. | must
confess that | came here as a skeptic; but | an one no longer. The terrific energy that issued from the
physca form of Leander Hobgood was proof conclusive of a psychodynamic force!”

NODS turned to murmurs, then to enthusiagtic acclam. Perhaps the only unimpressed witness was
Lamont Cranston, and he didn't actudly rate as one, not having been a member of the circle. Present as
The Shadow, Cranston had been fairly distant from the shock. So distant, in fact, that he had witnessed
something dse: the hasty departure of the questionable eectrician who had gone out through the other
room.

Watching Hobgood, Cranston saw the inventor try to speak, only to fall, at first, because his vocd cords
had not recovered from the shock. But as the enthusiaam grew, it became apparent that Hobgood's way
of dutching his throat, the helpless headshakes that he gave were dl an impromptu act.

Theless that Hobgood said, the better, while these people were nulifying their own charges againgt him.
It was only Cranston, with the keen gaze of The Shadow, who recognized the fakery in which Hobgood

indulged.
The man who nearly wrecked Hobgood's hope was, of dl persons, Professor Hayne.

It happened that Hayne was a man with an open mind. Honest, sincere, largdy independent, he had
indituted the psychic laboratory in a genuine search for truth. When he took the floor, he stated that fact
emphaticaly. Much though he would like to prove his theory of psychodynamics, Hayne fdt tha the
experiment had gone too far beyond his calculations.

"At mog there should have been a sharp crackle" argued Hayne serioudy. "Nathing so huge as an actud
thunderbolt. | am afraid, very much afraid, that the answer lies in some fault of the apparatus. We try to
guard againgt such chances, but there is dways a chance of error.”

Hayne went to examine the transformer, and Cranston noted that Weston and Cardona followed him.
The transformer was more than faulty; it was a wreck. Hayne couldn't understand it; he didn't believe that



transformers could go that bad, no matter what hit them. So he went to the other room to find the end of
the wire, and on that expedition, Cranston kept pace with Weston and Cardona.

They found the wire plugged into an ordinary wdl switch, a fact which made Hayne decide that Hobgood
must have supplied the eectric force. Absent-mindedly, the professor brought a key ring from his pocket,
dangled a key and pointed to a switch box in another corner of the room.

"l was dfraid that | might have plugged into the high-tension circuit by mistake," Hayne admitted. "But you
notice, gentlemen, that its switch box is locked and that | have the key. Moreover, we find the wire
plugged into the regular switch, right where it should be."

The statement satisfied Weston and Cardona, who were dill looking for a complicated answer. Ther
satisfaction was excusable, of course, because they didnt know about the dectrician. Hayne hadn't
mentioned him, nor had any of the rest, which wasn't surprising in light of the excitement which had ruled
leter.

Sudying Hayne, Cranston fdt postive tha the sincere professor shared the opinion of the others—that
the dectrician was a negligible factor.

Hayne's discovery of the dectric cord where it belonged was a convincing item, dong with the locked
switch box of the high+tension circuit. But Cranston didn't overlook the smple answer.

Having remained in this next room, the dectrician could have changed the cord back and forth, and in
removing it dapped the switch box shut to stay, because its lock was of the automatic type. Granting that
Hayne had absent-mindedly left the switch box open, the thing was very obvious in terms of the unknown
dectrician.

To Crangton, this was more than speculation. As The Shadow, he had seen the dectrician winding up his
fidding tactics. However, as Cranston he couldn't testify to matters that The Shadow had witnessed. So
the glent Mr. Cranston reserved his own opinions and watched the law, as represented by Weston and
Cardona, blow hot and cold.

CARDONA returned to the lab and asked Hobgood if he had any enemies. Glancing about the group,
Hobgood saw sympathetic faces and gave his hand a shaky wave, to indicate that these persons,
formerly his denouncers, were dl hisfriends. He finished with a beaming amile, as though to ask, if these
weren't his enemies, who could be?

Though Commissioner Weston wasn't sold on the psychodynamic theory, he was equdly decided that
aime had played no part in the laboratory proceedings. Inspector Cardona was reminding him that this
neighborhood had furnished something definitdly aimind: a gun fight on more than a meager scale.

So the two offidids left druptly, and Cranston, as the commissoner's friend, decided to accompany
them. Asfor Clyde Burke, held gotten one story, and as a reporter héld naturdly go after another, so he
went aong, too.

They were on the street ligening to the tae of two patrolmen, when people came down from the psychic
laboratory. Milton Suffolk placed Leander Hobgood in a limousne and told him to wait there. Then
Suffolk held an earnest conversation with Professor Hayne. Stralling over, Cranston caught the finish of
the discussion.

No longer a skeptic, Suffolk was interested in the work of the psychic lab and willing to contribute to a
fund that Hayne had raised as an award for any person, spirit medium or otherwise, who could produce
genuine psychic manifestations.



Then Suffolk was gonein his car, teking old Hobgood home, and Weston was leaning that dl weird
things didn't hgppen in redms where spooks were supposed to dwell.

According to the patrolmen, the redly uncanny happenings had been outdoors. They'd seen crooks
scatter, but they'd kept close tabs on the one who was doing the most shooting and they'd followed his
oun spurts into a three walled courtyard.

There he had vanished like a ghost! There wasn't a doubt about it. They'd show the spot to the
commissoner if he wanted, but he decided they'd better get back to their patrol car and look for
something more subgtantia than phantasms.

Later, while riding back to the Cobdt Club, Weston summed up his news for the benefit of his friend
Crangton.

"What things foolswill believel” stormed Weston. "Those upstairs with Hayne believed that a superforce
could come from nowhere and knock old Hobgood sensdesst While the patrolmen down in the street
believed that they had boxed in a man when they hadn't, and from that inferred that he disappeared. I'm
gck of it, Cranston—this business of ligening to crazy things that people believe when every fact proves
other wisa!"

Weston's vehemence was such that Cranston wisdly refrained from voicing his own beliefs. For Lamont
Crangton, otherwise The Shadow, hdd to a theory that the commissoner had aready rejected: namdly,
that events indoors and outside were connected in the terms of one individud, Leander Hobgood.

Why the old inventor, accused of crime himsdf, should be a target for others of that ilk, The Shadow
would next determine on his own!

CHAPTER V. CRIME'S GREATER GOAL

IF such things as ghosts existed, there was one place where they should have flocked. It was a
black-walled room hidden from the haunts of man, a place of utter darkness and deepest slence, far
more secluded than the psychic laboratory of Professor Hayne.

But ghosts never entered that black-walled chamber, perhaps because the presence who dwet there
feared them no more than he did human enemies. For the room in question was The Shadow's sanctum.

At present, The Shadow was engaged in a prosaic task. Even the weird whisper of his reflective laugh
could not dter the case. For the papers tha The Shadow's fingers sorted were nothing more than
duplicates of routine police reports that Inspector Cardona had heaped upon his superior, Commissoner
Weston.

The police had managed to trace some of the gunners who had battled outside the psychic lab a few
nights ago, only to draw a blank from that point. The few crooks questioned admitted they had been in
the neighborhood, but only through curiogity, because they'd been tipped off from an unknown source
thet they might find The Shadow.

Cardona took it for granted that somebody had guessed that The Shadow would be interested in
anything psychic; that the thugs had therefore been posted to keep the black-cloaked fighter from getting
into the laboratory.

Persondly, The Shadow regarded Cardona's reports as helpful. Knowing the insgde angle as he did, he
was interested in the outsde phase of the case, and Cardona had bolstered his reports with some
detailed speculation as to the person who had launched the attack upon The Shadow. Jo€'s lig included



the names of severd ex-racketeers, and onein particular was a standoui.

His name was Sheff Hassdll, and he rated varioudy as a deder in legitimate commodities to an owner of
gambling joints. The reason the name interested The Shadow was because Sheff, done of the men
Cardona ligted, had an ironclad dibi—on a night when other crooks had difficulty proving ther
wheregbouts.

The restrained tone of The Shadow's laugh was proof of further work ahead. Neither Sheff nor any of his
familiar associates could be the man in the Mackinaw who had played the eectrician game. Ther dibis
were dl too good, which meant that the truth must be doubly tricky, the sort to be ferreted out by more
then random method.

Laying the police reports asde, The Shadow dedt with those of his own secret agents, paticularly a
batch supplied by an invesment broker named Rutledge Mann.

It happened that Mann was wel acquainted with most of Hobgood's dupes, and the facts that he
supplied were uniformly incredible. Stock in Hobgood's inventions, options on new devices, promissory
notes, and even bank checks, had disappeared with uncanny regularity when handed out by the old
inventor.

Though the individud 1osses were amdl, the aggregate proved large, but in no case could anyone pin the
theft directly upon Hobgood. Documents had disappeared from desks in locked offices, from drawers,
drong boxes, and even safes. It looked very much as though Hobgood's demondration of
psychodynamics would be followed by a proof of some fourth-dimensond process wherein hands from
another world had played a part.

Evidently, Milton Suffolk thought so. He was becoming less and less a skeptic, and the find exhibit that
came under The Shadow's bluish light was an invitation for Lamont Cranston to vist Suffolk's penthouse
and join the conference on matters psychic.

CONTRASTED to the deep darkness of The Shadow's sanctum was the afternoon daylight spreading
through Suffolk's penthouse when Cranston arrived there. Already the place was filled with a motley
aray of oddly assorted people, who wouldn't have gotten dong at dl, if Professor Hayne had not been
present to keep them segregated.

Some were skeptics of the firg water, psychic investigators who believed dl spirit manifestations to be
fraudulent. Others were mediums, both mae and femae, who damed thar ability to conjure up the
inhabitants of the other world, under suitable conditions.

There were neutrds, too, though their trend varied one way or the other, and they inssed that the
subject should be given a proper hearing. As Cranston entered, everyone was sditling down to witness
the trance ability of a darkish man who went under the name of Caglio.

Suffolk had invited Caglio to the penthouse because the man was more a seer than an actud medium.
Hence, to both factions Caglio's work formed a middle ground.

The trance business proved interesing. Assuming a vacant stare, Caglio began to gan "impressions”
describing faces, giving names, and other data that reached himin his trance.

The skeptics sad politely that it was dl fakery though perhaps not intentiond, whereas the believers
concurred in the opinion that Caglio had projected his astral body to learn what went on elsewhere.

When Caglio findly came from his trance, Suffolk silenced the arguments as soon as they began.



"It is time that this question was redly settled,” asserted Suffolk emphaticaly. "It is not just a case of
vindicating Hobgood"'— he gestured to a corner where the inventor was seated—"which would be done
if projection of the astral body could be proven where the remova of physical objects are concerned.

"Something greater is at stake: the whole matter of psychic manifestations, pro or con. Professor Hayne
tdls me that he has afund of severd thousand dollars, an offer to any medium who can produce genuine
phenomenaof a physicad nature going beyond mere trance utterances. | for one am ready to add to tha
fund. Are there any others present who are willing?"

There were many others who could have increased the fund, but they sat back doof. Cranston
understood why: some declared that dl soirit manifestations were such papable fakes that there was no
use giving credence to them; others were so convinced that such phenomena were genuine that they
would not lower themsdlves to join in the offer.

Suffalk soon andlyzed the Situation in the way that Cranston did, and therewith met the issue.

"If you are risking nathing,” spoke Suffalk to the skeptics, "why not increase the offer to a red amount?
As for the rest of you'—he turned to the believers—"your hearts are in your cause. Certainly you can
well afford to see your sincere beliefs proven.”

Suffolk's viewpoint brought responses from both factions. For the firg time the two began to agree on a
dangle question, largdy because its upshot would give the winning group the chance to gloat over the
loser. No one, however, seemed willing to boost the fund until Suffolk, wearied of such hesitancy, came
through with an offer of his own.

"As a man of open mind," asserted Suffolk, more emphaticdly than ever, "l see this from a broader
viewpoint. To bring you dl, whatever your opinions, from the narrow limitations which hold you, | sl
double the tota of any fund to which you dl subscribe!”

Thefind words rang like a chdlenge, and the results were immediate. Men began to cdl off amounts like
bidders at an auction, and Professor Hayne went racing back and forth gathering signatures that made the
offers actud.

From ten thousand dollars the fund jumped to twenty-five, then to fifty thousand. When it stopped at that
amount, Milton Suffolk, man of millions, gave the bidders a scathing stare that boosted the fund anew.

Hourighing the lig, Hayne told Suffolk that the offers would eventudly top a hundred thousand dollars,
since there were more persons, not present, who would subscribe once they heard the terms. To which
Suffalk returned the admonition:

"Keep it going, Hayne. Ashigh asit rises, | shdl double it. For along while, | have planned to use much
of my large fortune to the endowment of some worthy purpose. | can think of none worthier than this, the
settling of the long-speculated question of human survivd.”

Thereupon, the conclave ended.

THE various subscribers departed while Hayne was adding up the figures to the present tota of
seventy-one thousand dollars, which was jotted down by Clyde Burke, who was on hand getting another
exdudve story.

Crangton dso remained, so that he could obligingly add a smdl four-thousand-dollar subscription to
meake the total an even saventy-five.

It dso gave Cranston an excuse to go down in the devator with Clyde. Hayne accompanied them,



anxious to start the rounds of gethering further contributions. While Hayne was promising to inform Clyde
of any additiond sums, Cranston waved good-by to Suffolk from the elevator door.

Back in the penthouse living room, Cranston could dill see old Hobgood, seated in a corner char
aoparently deep in thought over his inventions and the unknown power that inspired them; while Caglio,
the trance medium, was stretched on a couch recovering from the mentd grain that his coma had
induced.

It was dght of that pair that brought a amile to Crangton's lips as the eevator door went shut. Human
enigmas both; fakers, perhaps, yet the sort who might not be fully conscious of their shams. They were
factors to be heard from, Hobgood and Caglio. In fact, they had dready been heard from, for it was thar
type of mentd genius that had caused Milton Suffolk to make his grand gesture toward Hayne's fund.

In the lobby, Cranston had his chance to speak with Clyde as soon as Hayne was gone. It surprised
Clyde, at fird, to learn that his chief wanted him to drop the Suffolk story in order to garner facts about
an ex-racketeer named Sheff Hassall. Nevertheless, Clyde did not dispute the point.

"I can get to Sheff, dl right,” grinned Clyde. "You know Rudy Burgaw, the free-lance writer who does
feature Suff? He's in with dl the big shots like Sheff Hassdll. Anyway, Rudy has been hounding me to let
himin on the red low-down on what happened up a the psychic lab.

"Hell go for this new angle in a big way, so0 I'll make a ded with him. Il hand him the latest on the
psychic bizif helll dip me some ingde dants on the other rackets. Leave it to me, chief, and I'll get some
crime dope, past and present!”

They had reached the street while Clyde was spesking, and it was there that Cranston paused to add
quietly:

"And future.

Clyde didn't quite understand. But the thing drilled home the moment that Cranston started to explain.
That certain crooks, notably Sheff Hassell, had sought to harm Leander Hobgood was a definite fact.
Granted that revenge might be their motive, money must dso be involved. Assuming that Sheff Hassdl
was out to redeem past losses, he would be equaly eager to acquire future gain.

The opportunity was ripe.

Right there, it dawned on Clyde what Cranston meant. The seventy-five thousand dollars to be doubled
by Milton Suffolk, aready represented a huge god of crimel

If crooks who had meddled with matters at the psychic laboratory could repeat the business in a subtler
way, they might be able somehow to take over the cash put up by Suffolk and the rest. This was the
reason why The Shadow was deputing Clyde to seek crimesingde angle.

And the thing was to Clyde's liking. He was quite convinced that he could acquire the facts The Shadow
wanted, and more.

How much more, was the only question—and it was to prove a great ded more than Clyde himsdf
would want, before this evening's venture ended!

CHAPTER VI. BIRDS OF A KIND

THEY looked alot dike, Clyde Burke and Rudy Burgaw, as they sat in the back room of a hangout
favored by gentlemen of the press. Clyde was a wiry type, Rudy a heavier sort, but they both had the



sharp expression that belonged to the veteran news hawk.

The ded that Clyde outlined made sense to Rudy. In Clyde's opinion, spirit seances were a crackpot
business that belonged to the feature writer, not to the draight news reporter. HEd be willing to swap
assgnments, Clyde would, gving Rudy the contact with such gentlemen as Hayne and Suffolk, if his
friend would steer him to some timdy crime news.

All of which suited Rudy so well, that Clyde put in phone cdls to Hayne and Suffolk announcing Rudy as
his successor to handle the seance stories exdusively. That done, the two reporters came to the question
of Clyde'sintroduction to current crimedom circles. There, Clyde put terms that Cranston had suggested.

"Suppose you fix me with a square guy,” said Clyde. "You know the kind, Rudy—a felow who knows
what's going on but isn't worrying. For instance, Sheff Hassdll. | understand the police were trying to pin
something on Sheff the other night, but they didn't even get to the batter's box, let done to firg base."

Rudy thought it over afew minutes. Then:
"Right you are, Clyde" he said. "Sheff it is. Let's go over to see him."

Sheff's place was rather pdatia. It conssted of alarge and lavish apartment, with aliving room containing
severd of Sheff's cronies, men who looked like racetrack touts and habitues of gambling clubs. They
gave a warm gredting to Rudy, and extended the same to Clyde when they learned the two were pals.
Since Sheff happened to be busy in aroom he cdled his office, the crowd invited the vigting reporters to
join a crap game while they were waiting.

Clyde excused himsdf on the grounds of some necessary phone cdls. He watched Rudy join the group.
While he made hisroutine cdls, Clyde kept a steady eye on the crap game.

It was then, by afreak of chance, that Clyde witnessed a most dartling occurrence, something that could
have dented his memory done.

Rudy had the dice and decided to take afind rall, for word had come that Hassdll would see his vistors.
He tossed afive-dallar hill on the floor, stooped to one knee, clicked the dice and sad:

"Come saven!™

When the dice came to a stop, a "threg’ was turned up. The loss of the five dollars didn't ruffle Rudy.
Risng, he brushed his trousers knee, flipped his hands together to indicate that he was finished. Folding
his wallet, he thrust it nonchdantly into his hip pocket. So habitud was Rudy's routine, that it left Clyde

agape.

Action for action, every move by Rudy Burgaw duplicated the motions of the unknown dectrician who
hed fixed the high-tenson circuit for Hobgood's benefit in the psychic laboratory!

Rudy was spesking in an undertone that Clyde heard in mechanicd fashion.

"Il goin and tak to Sheff,” Rudy was saying. "Stick here until he sends for you. | can fix things better
that way."

Fix things better!

How wdl they were fixed dready! That point drilled home to Clyde as soon as Rudy had gone. The
Shadow was right: Sheff Hassell had made the thrust a Leander Hobgood; but Sheff had been smart



enough not to employ any of his usud tribe. Instead, he had commandeered the services of Rudy
Burgaw, gentleman of the press!

Rudy wasn't the fird renegade reporter who had teamed with men of crime, though the thing was quite
uncommon. How deep held gone into it, and why, were both questions of paramount interest to Clyde.
But behind it drummed another thought, one that concerned Clyde vitaly.

In marring his ded with Rudy, Clyde had paved the way for the renegade to take a further hand, not only
in Hobgood's case but in the matter of the increasing fund that The Shadow was sure would attract the
interest of smart criminad

The idea struck Clyde that it would be excdlent to provide The Shadow with evidence stronger then
guesswork. So he boldly sauntered through a short hdlway leeding from the living room, stopped at the
office door and listened. Hearing nothing, Clyde tried the door and found it unlocked. Opening it a few
inches, he peered into the office.

BEHIND a desk sat Sheff Hassdll, a smooth, darkish man whose face, like his glossy black hair, looked
aily. He was ligening to Rudy, who was talking from across the desk, tdling him of the dedl with Clyde.

"Good enough,” declared Sheff in a smooth tone. "Youll be handling the indde on the spook business,
while | give Burke the run-around. It couldn't be better, Rudy."

Clyde noted that Rudy looked worried. So did Sheff, and his dark eyes became quizzicd as he growled:
"Saill it, Rudy."

"I owe you a chunk of dough, Sheff," stated Rudy, "but knocking off somebody in the same boat isnt my
idea of how to pay it."

Sheff purred a smooth chuckle.

"You mean the other night?' he queried. "That was dl infun. | only wanted you to jolt old Hobgood, not
to croak him."

"Hooking into that high-tengon circuit was your suggestion,” reminded Rudy. "From Burke's description,
Hobgood was mighty near a goner. Y ou made me play it too strong, Sheff.”

"Maybe" conceded Sheff. Then, in a snaling tone, he added: "And maybe not! Hobgood went too
strong when he played me for a sucker! Figure me, Sheff Hassdll, buying an option on an invention and
having the papers disappear right out of this desk!"”

Rudy nodded as though held heard that story often before. Sheff continued his beef in the same snarling
tone.

"I'd like to know Hobgood's system,” said Sheff. "There would be alot of ways| could useit. But there's
something I'd like even more. That's to get the machine he sold me. It's the best thing he ever rigged.”

There was a shrug from Rudy.

"All of Hobgood's machines are phony,” argued Rudy. "The most you could do would be to show up his
racket and try a shakedown. But where's the advantage? He owes everybody dough. How could you
cashin?'

A very confident amile appeared on Sheff's lips. He beckoned Rudy closer, a gesture that should have



warned Clyde. It indicated that Sheff suspected an eavesdropper without fully redizing it. Sooner or
later, Sheff might guess the reason for his own caution; but Clyde was too interested in present matters to
look thet far ahead.

"I'm the only guy who has seen that new mechine confided Sheff to Rudy. "Common sense told me that
it couldn't work, but my eyes said that it did. That's why | wanted it, but | was gdling for a chance to
learn what made it tick. Now | want it more than ever."

Rudy queried why.

"Because of thiswhacky spirit business" explained Sheff. ™Y ou've just told me that there's a hundred and
fifty grand waiting for somebody to collect it. Now, if | had that new machine of Hobgood's, the one that
nobody ese has seen -"

"I getit!" brokein Rudy. "With some fake medium to handle it, you could prove that the thing operated
by a spirit force, and dam the cash. But"— Rudy's enthusasm suddenly waned—"but you'd have to
handle Hobgood, too."

"I intend to handle Hobgood," informed Sheff. "Since he didn't take the hint you gave him, I'll do this job
persondly.”

Sheff's hand moved toward a corner of the desk, then stopped, dill infull view. The reason: Sheff's eyes,
ganang beyond Rudy, had spotted the partly open door. Always an opportunist, ever on the dert, Sheff
HasH| proved his competency in an emergency Stuation. It was the hed of his hand, not his tdltae
thumb, that eased below the desk edge and gave three unseen jabs to a push button located there.

Smoothly, Sheff was resuming his conversation with Rudy when Clyde decided it would be good policy
to return to the living room. But before Clyde could work the door shut, others decided that he was
going to stay. They arrived in a flock, the crap shooters from the living room, overwhedming Clyde in a
five-to-one surge.

The door amashing open ahead of him, Clyde wheded in wiry syle as they drove him toward the desk.
Before Clyde could begin to bresk free, Sheff picked up the telephone.

Sheff wasn't summoning more help. He didn't need it. He smply brought the telephone sraight down to
Clyde's head in afashion that laid the reporter sensdless.

TURNING to Rudy, who was garing with startled eyes, Sheff remarked coolly:
"So thisis your friend Burke, the fal guy who wanted to swap jobs. Kind of afast worker, 1'd say!"
Rudy gulped and nodded.

"Take care of hm!" Sheff snarled. "Fix it with his office so they'll think he's gone out of town. You're
hendling his job, anyway. That's been dl arranged.”

Rudy finished his gulp.
"You're going to croak him, Sheff?"

"Not yet," sneered Sheff. "why should 17" His voice smoothed to a purr. "I haven't croaked
anybody—not yet. Well keep Burke on ice until after we've finished our busness. When we're in a
hundred and fifty grand—or more— well decide if Burke knows enough to hurt im - permanently!"



Whatever might happen, Clyde Burke wouldn't find a friend in Rudy Burgaw, not while the laiter held a
stake in the hundred-and-fifty-thousand-dollar prize that Sheff Hassdl had chosen as his god. As for the
facts that Clyde had hoped to deliver to The Shadow, those were scheduled to work in strict reverse.

Clyde's arigind status—samply the business of a reporter getting acquainted with a smooth character like
Sheff Hassell—wias not the sort of thing that should have placed Clyde in jeopardy. Furthermore, Clyde
had met Sheff under the auspices of Rudy Burgaw, whose rating ill stood high.

Only Clyde's own report could have tipped off The Shadow to Rudy's dud role. In the hands of enemies,
Clyde was dated to remain in this dilemma until his chief, The Shadow, should find some other facts to
prove his missng agent's plight!

CHAPTER VII. THE SHADOW'S INTERVIEW

No more than an hour after Clyde's misadventure, a big car stopped in front of an old, grimly walled
housein a very dingy section of Manhattan. The man who dighted was Leander Hobgood, and he was
followed promptly by Milton Suffolk, who gave the house a disapproving Stare.

The house was Hobgood's residence, and it was the firg time he had returned there since his shocking
experience in the psychic laboratory.

To Suffalk, the place looked anything but safe for an old man of Hobgood's cdiber. The very
neighborhood was dangerous, its crannies and dleyways offering lurking spots for any doubtful
characters of the sort that such digtricts were apt to breed.

Suffak was ingding upon Hobgood's safety. As Hobgood was entering the front door, Suffolk
reminded:

"Youll be welcome a my place as soon as you can come there. Bring anything you want, and say as
long as you like"

Hobgood nodded his thanks and closed the door. Suffolk heard a bolt grate from within and turned back
to his limousne. But the solemn-faced millionaire could not resist another troubled glance about this
neighborhood that seemed so ripe for the presence of anything from prowling crooks to wandering
ghouls.

Hardly had the car pulled away before Suffolk's apprenensions over the unknown were redlized.

From across the street glided a spectral shape, the same black-cloaked figure that had moved into other
scenes. The Shadow was bound upon a firshand investigation of the sngular devices created by Leander
Hobgood. If certain features of Hobgood's machines were lacking, The Shadow intended to learn about
them—from Hobgood.

Low-toned, dmogt whimsica was The Shadow's laugh as he reached the shelter of the house wall. He
would be giving Hobgood full chance to prove that his inventions worked. Hobgood could even turn on
the "dynamic power"—if he had any. Which was rather humorous, consdering that The Shadow knew
that the "dynamic force" of the seance room had been supplied by a high+tension circuit!

To enter Hobgood's, The Shadow picked the roof. He climbed up there by use of the rubber suction
cups. On the roof he found the weakest of Hobgood's barriers, a trapdoor that was clamped from indde.
Attaching a short lever to the barrel of an automatic, The Shadow put the pressure on the gun handle and
Jimmied the trapdoor right out of place.

Gliding downgtairs, The Shadow began to find exhibits when he reached the second floor. Every room



was like a storeroom, containing shrouded tables where apparatus lay under protecting folds of white
coth. Usng a tiny flashlight, The Shadow lifted these shrouds and looked a some of Hobgood's rare
mechines

Curious contrivances, dl. Most of them were perpetua-motion machines, devices that wouldnt
work—except that these machines had worked when Hobgood demonstrated them to the persons who
formed his sucker lid.

The Shadow continued to the ground floor, intending to interview the inventor. Sounds brought The
Shadow to a hdt as he reached the bottom of the stairs. Only Hobgood could have made those
sounds—the creak of dy footsteps moving here and there. They were coming from the cdlar, until they
finelly paused near the Sde of the ground floor.

There, The Shadow heard Hobgood test the bolts of a door and move away agan. The cregping
footsteps did an odd vanishing act, only to be heard again from deep dong the hdl. The Shadow moved
inthat direction, only to have the sounds fade again.

Usng hisflashlight, The Shadow looked for a doorway, but found none.
Hobgood had apparently creaked hisway through a solid wall in back of the staird!

It occurred to The Shadow that Hobgood might be preparing a future demongtration for Suffolk, the man
who had befriended him. From dl accounts, Hobgood hadn't yet swindled Suffolk as he had others.
Which, in Hobgood's terms, could mean that Suffolk hadn't fully ripened.

SUCH was immaterid, for the present. The Shadow 4ill wanted a persond interview with Hobgood, so
ingead of tapping the wal beneath the stairs and wasting timein learning its secret, he listened for further
sounds from the old inventor.

They came near the front of the house: the creaky noise of a door being opened.

Moving frontward through the darkness, The Shadow fet a mudly draft thet he hadn't noticed before and
from it located the door in question. As he moved slently through the opening, The Shadow heard
Hobgood creeping the other way. A door gave a dight dam and immediatdy betrayed itsdf by a crack
of light. Hobgood had turned on alamp in the room beyond.

Reeching the door, The Shadow tried it and found it unlocked. Working the door inward, he was greeted
by a crackly sound that proved to be afire which Hobgood was lighting in a fireplace on the other sde of
a sparsdly furnished room. Between the glow of a floor lamp and the risng glare from the hearth,
Hobgood formed a stooped, grotesque figure, with dl the mystic manner of an ancient achemigt.

He was warming his hands by rubbing them before the fire, and the cackle that came from his dry lips
rivded the tune of the flames that licked the equdly dry logs. As darty as the flanes was Hobgood's
tongue, as it ran dong his withery mouth and seemed to moigten the lips into a grin that ganed a
demoniac crimson from the ruddy fire.

Either Hobgood was in a conniving mood, or an inventive one; whichever it might be, The Shadow was
here to learn. So he waited, that spectra figurein black, to see what Hobgood would do next.

The Shadow's wait was short. Toddling to a corner of the room, Hobgood stooped double and raised a
portion of the baseboard. From a cache within he brought a metal box, which he carried to a table and
unlocked with an odd-shaped key.

Hearing a crackle from the fire, Hobgood noticed the increesing warmth and moved the table farther



away. Then from the box he brought stacks of papers that he began to sort in various piles.

From the doorway, The Shadow could identify the documents. Some were promissory notes, others
contracts, while the remainder seemed to be entirdy stock certificates, until Hobgood brought out a pile
of currency which he sorted dowly, shaking his head as he did. A curious drama, dl in pantomime!

Apparently Hobgood was going over the papers that he had somehow reclaimed from his dupes, and at
the same time counting the cash that they had paid him! Yet the old man seemed much disappointed, as
though the currency thus gained was not equd to the trouble that his tricky ventures had brought upon
him.

Sill bent so far over that he needed one supporting hand upon the shaky table, Hobgood used his other
hend to stroke his chin, while his eyes showed a sparkle through their watery mist. He was looking
across the room to another corner, where a shrouded bulk of a cloth-covered machine loomed upon a
squarish block of polished marble.

His amile was definitdy twaofold now; it proved him both conniving and inventive. With a crisp laugh that
drowned the fire's crackle, Hobgood went back to his sorting of securities and cash.

The time for The Shadow's interview had come. His back a an angle toward the door, Leander
Hobgood was too concerned in his work of sdf-betrayd to sense the proximity of the cloaked vistor
who was about to chalenge him.

Yet, on the threshold, The Shadow paused to prepare for the coming showdown. In deding with a
warped genius like Hobgood, anything might happen. The Shadow knew from past experience with
others who had tried to trick him.

And The Shadow had more to learn—from Leander Hobgood!

CHAPTER VIII. THE TRIPLE TRAP

WATCHING intently from the doorway, The Shadow used his left hand to ped a thin black glove from
his right. With the same move in which he deftly cloaked the glove, he brought out a smdl round metd
box that had two caps. Lifting one lid, he dipped his second finger into a grayish paste; lowering the lid
below, he took a dab of whitish substance upon the bl of his thumb.

His left hand cloaking the closed box, The Shadow brought out an automatic instead. Keeping his right
hand lowered, finger and thumb apart, he advanced with leveled gun.

There were two rectangular rugs on the floor of the room and The Shadow crossed the firg one slently.
The second was close to Hobgood's table and The Shadow had taken but a sngle step upon it, when he
fdt adight yidding of the floor beneath.

Withdrawing his foot, The Shadow moved back a pace and ddivered a whispered laugh that actudly
crept upon Hobgood's ears.

The old inventor whedled; for a moment, the grin dill flickered on his lips Then it was gone, while
Hobgood, his hands clenched close to his body, gave a glare that could be mildy described by the word
"venomous” He hdf betrayed the fact that he was expecting a vigtor, but certainly not the one who
loomed before him.

Now there was this about Hobgood, that The Shadow andyzed indantly: if the inventor had a gun, he
might snatch it out with ether of those doubled hands. Should he do so, he would shoot with definite
intent to kill. Beating Hobgood to the shot would be the only way to ded with him—something which



The Shadow was not inclined to do, snce Hobgood's record showed no taint of murder.

So The Shadow used the opposite palicy. Very gradudly, he let his own gun lower, and with every inch
he noted that Hobgood's hands rdaxed farther. A good beginning, this, with wegpons going to the
discard. As soon as Hobgood's hands were open and away from his coat, The Shadow put his own gun
away. Hobgood gave a chearful laugh, as though he had won an initid victory.

"So you sought me out!" Hobgood's tone was a dry snarl, like the sharp rustle of leaves. "I have heard of
you, Shadow, and | expected you—so long, that | had given you up. But | have never omitted you in my
cdculaions, hence | am dill prepared for you.

"Would you like to go up there, Shadow?' Hobgood wagged a bony forefinger toward the
cross-beamed celing. "Or down there?' The same finger tipped gtraight to the floor. "Or perhaps'—the
old man gave a broad gesture with both hands—"you would prefer to remain right here?'

Hobgood put the accent on the word "remain” as though the process would prove permanent.

Meanwhile, The Shadow had watched Hobgood's watery eyes, rather than the wagging forefinger. He
saw the place in the cdling toward which the inventor looked. Between the rough-hewn beams was the
square outline of a trapdoor. And when Hobgood glanced downward, it was definitdy toward the rug
between himsdf and The Shadow—the one the cloaked visitor had fird tested to detect the yidding floor
benesth.

The Shadow answered with a casud gesture of his ungloved hand toward the table where Hobgood's
papers lay. In shilant tone, The Shadow decreed:

"Our business firg, Hobgood."

It was especidly disarming, that open-handed gesture of The Shadow's. But this hand, unknown to
Hobgood, carried as potent a threat as any gun. Those drying dabs upon The Shadow's thumb and
forefinger, too trifling to be observed, represented powerful chemicas that would react with a mere finger
snap. Such a sngp and Hobgood would be staggered by a blast that would bewilder im at the close
range of asmdl rug's breadth.

Though he didn't know what might be coming, Hobgood showed worriment. He reached for the table
and drew it past him, as though to dhift it to the fireplace, where he could grab the papers and fling them
into the flames, thus digposing of incriminating evidence.

Ingantly, The Shadow's forefinger pointed just beyond the rug edge, as he issued the commanding
words:

"Stop there, Hobgood!"

Hobgood stopped, his hands lifting from the table. He was close to the heet of the legping fire, but not
quite within the range where he could dump the papers as fud for the flames. The Shadow had hated him
with at least afoot to go, and again Hobgood snarled his disappointment.

There was a dight gesture of The Shadow's hand moving Hobgood to the right. The old man went a
double arm's length from the table, then turned to show venom in his glare, now that his voice was falling
him.

Confident came The Shadow's laugh, for the rug was just narrow enough to reach across, which meant

that The Shadow could pluck the papers with his left hand, while his right was ready to snep its blast if
Hobgood made a despairing dart from that side.



Once The Shadow gripped those papers, Hobgood would have to come to terms, which meant in brief a
ful confession of his guilt, with details of dl swinding tactics. A perfect Studtion, this, with a surprise
exploson ready to bewilder afoe.

Perfect—for Leander Hobgood. Luck was with the old inventor. His blast came firg!!

Hobgood's hands were empty; he was too far avay to use them. The table was smple—a rickety
contraption that couldn't contain a trick. The only things left were the piled-up papers, securities and
currency. Evidence not only of Hobgood's guilt, but of hisingenuity.

Those papers were the snare. Hobgood hadn't needed to toss them into the fire. Getting them close to
the heat was good enough. For the papers, documents and cash dike, were the source of the terrific flash
that burst upward in amighty puff of searing flame as The Shadow's hand was about to touch them!

BLINDING was the effect of that huge flash; blinding and no more, but it was quite enough. For the
unexpected burst threw The Shadow into an immediate defensive and a severe one. His eyes completely
dazzled, he couldn't see Hobgood; hence it wasn't safe to remain within reach of arapid lunge.

Remembering the creaky floor beneath the rug ahead of him, The Shadow dropped back to the fird rug,
near the door, gauging it as the best base for operation. From there he could whed to right or left, even
spin out through the door itsdf if he couldn't locate Hobgood.

Good logic on The Shadow's part, but only because he had not yet discovered that dl of Hobgood's
methods were tricks within tricks. Hobgood wanted The Shadow to go backward, not forward, and his
cloaked prey obliged him. For Hobgood had reached the mantd above the fireplace, and there he
pressed a switch beneath.

The rug opened like a trapdoor, exactly as The Shadow had expected. But it wasn't the rug that The
Shadow thought was tricked. That yidding floor was just a loose-board gag, one of Hobgood's little
pets. The rug that was fitted with a trap—a very fine one with a solid fed—was the firg rug that The
Shadow had crossed; the very rug to which he made his blind retreet!

So fadt that it actudly seemed to mdt, the floor gave benesth The Shadow and dropped him into
Hobgood's cdlar. Hisleft hand was after agun and couldn't grab the floor edge, as hisright did; but that
right hand got nothing but a crack on the knuckles that threw its fingers hard againgt the thumb. (Note:
Because The Shadow's explosive powder used in this ingtance is too dangerous for any but the most
experienced to use we do not reved the nature of its formula, so that the inexperienced might not attempt
this experiment and thereby suffer harm.—Maxwell Grant.)

The Shadow's blast went off below the floor edge and Hobgood mistook it for a gunshot—that ended
abruptly because the trapdoor, snapping up again, muffled the echoes of the usdess and accidentd
exploson.

It took Hobgood a full minute to finish the rollicking laughter that seized him. He'd given The Shadow his
choice of where to go, and since his visitor had refused, Hobgood had chosen for him. And now, his long
laugh ended, Hobgood showed plainly that his ways of crime were dyed to the full. His glare became
murderous as he crossed before the fireplace to reach a switch on the other side.

Hobgood was going to take another route to where The Shadow lay, and top off his prdiminary triumph
by deding degth to a sensdless adversary. The Shadow hadn't marked Hobgood as a men of murder; the
inventor himsdf intended to prove hisindulgencein that pastime.

A gloating cackle coming from his throat, Hobgood paused just long enough to look at the clock on the



mantd, as though timing the exact minute of The Shadow's coming degth.

Fortunatdly, Hobgood's plans were limited to seconds instead of minutes. Before he could press the
switch beside the mantd, a smooth voice interceded from the doorway. Beneeth the vevet purr was the
trace of a rasp that Hobgood recognized too well.

Sheff Hasll!

"Get away from there, Hobgood!" Sheff backed the order with arevolver. "One poke at that mantd and
youll get something faster—a .38 dug, the way | serveit!”

Hobgood's hands relaxed. He turned from the mantd to face Sheff, who promptly crossed the room,
treading on the same rug that had dropped The Shadow.

Folding his arms, Hobgood glared peevishly. He wasn't a the switch that would have bagged Sheff; what
was more, it couldn't have helped out Hobgood. For Sheff wasn't done.

Two of his dice-rolling pas were with him, waiting just within the doorway, where they were safe from
Hobgood's snare.

Crossing the second rug, Sheff fdt the floor's dight give and made a quick hop beyond, knocking over
the table that no longer bore a trace of any paper, not even in the form of ashes. At the solid hearth, Sheff

gave an indulgent laugh.
"So that's the gag,” he said. "Press the switch and the floor drops. Pretty crude stuff, Hobgood!"

To prove it, Sheff pressed the switch and turned to witness the result. It came in a fashion most
aurprisng. This wasn't the switch that had dropped The Shadow; it was on a different sde of the mantd.
And it did something that brought amazement even to Sheff's hard eyes.

There was a rattle from above as the crude trapdoor turned between the celling beams. Down lashed a
double rope, whipping with the speed of a flying lariat. 1t dashed across the room from hearth to door,
scooping up the only thing in its path, which happened to be the overturned table.

The whipping loop missed Sheff and Hobgood because they happened to be to one sde of it. Sheff's
pas escaped it because they were dmogt in the doorway and therefore short of the lashing coil. But the
rope took the captive table with it, carrying the thing right up through the calling as the trapdoor finished
its revolution.

Sheff and his companions heard the table smash. They knew what would have been their individud lot
had any one of them gone instead. With dl the force of a cracking whip, the whigtling loop of rope would
have bashed a vicim againg the wall of the room above the cdlling just as it did the table.

SHEFF whigled softly, as though echoing the tune of the rope that had come and gone with lightning
speed.

"Pretty neet," he approved. "As good asthe jolt | handed you the other night, Hobgood. Even better. But
then, inventing things is your business. Which reminds me: we came here to collect that new machine you
sold me”

Dryly, Hobgood inquired: "Have you brought your option, Hassdll?'

"A funny thing," sneered Sheff. "You know"—his eyes stared hard a Hobgood—"1 put it in a desk
drawer and forgot to look for it. But naturdly it would dill be there—or would it?"



Hobgood merdy shrugged, so Sheff answered his own question.

"Thiswill do for an option." He gestured his gun. "It's even better; it's a contract with gx clauses. Want
meto proveit?'

Hobgood shook his head. Raisng one hand, he pointed across the room to the marble stand with the
cloth that covered a mounted machine. Wearily, Hobgood sad:

"Thereit is Hasdl. You came for it, and you are quite free to take it with you.”

Moationing his men to stay right where they were, Sheff crossed the room to view his prize. Sill wary,
Hobgood glanced at the clock on the mantel, as though to resume his counting of the minutes. His face
was turned away, hence Sheff's helpers did not see the amile that returned to Hobgood's crinkly lips.

Hobgood was counting the minutes again. Minutes of degth that he had applied to The Shadow, but now
he was thinking in terms of Sheff Hassell. For Leander Hobgood had offered The Shadow three choices
when he entered this room: to go up, go down—or reman. The Shadow had gone down. Sheff hadn't
gone up. Two options were diminated, but there was il athird.

And the third was find in more ways than one. It would do for Sheff, that third snare of the triple trap,
though Hobgood wished he had reserved it for The Shadow!

CHAPTER IX. DEATH GOES ASTRAY

THE plunge to Hobgood's cdlar was a mean one, but it hadn't been as hard as its designer intended
it—et least, not for The Shadow. Hed taken plenty of fdls before, longer drops than the one Hobgood
gave him. Missing his grab at the dosing trapdoor, he'd tried to soften the jar of landing and had managed
it without too serious a jolt.

When Hobgood didn't appear immediately, The Shadow limped around the cdlar and probed it with his
flashlight. He came across allittle printing press and found some sheets of paper beside it. Noting that the
cdlar was damp and mugy like the room above, The Shadow gave a reflective laugh. Taking a sheet of
paper, he lighted a match and held it close.

The heat did the rest. The paper ignited spontaneoudy and went up in a quick puff that left no trace of
ash. Here was the answer to the riddle of Hobgood's swindles.

Hash paper!

The quff that photographers used before the days of flash bulbs. Well saturated with the proper
chemicds, such paper would not only burn ingantly without leaving a trace; it was adways lidble to
spontaneous combustion. Hobgood had made his paper as highly spontaneous as was possible.

Options, stocks—all documents held given his dupes—were printed on this paper. The drier the place
they put such trophies, the quicker the things would vanish, burning so swiftly that they hadnt time to

ignite anything el se!

The papers that The Shadow had found Hobgood sorting were not documents regained from the past.
The old ones had vanished permanently. The Shadow had found Hobgood sorting a new stock! And the
deceptive feature had been the supply of nice new bank notes that The Shadow mistook for money that
Hobgood had collected.

Those hills were something quite different. Alongside the printing press were some neetly engraved plates
for the manufacture of spurious money—of which Hobgood had run off a supply. So that was to be his



next step, passing counterfeit currency printed on the same flash paper that vanished of its own accord.

Jugt one flaw: the paper wasn't right. Which explained why Hobgood had been shaking his head when
The Shadow saw him. Ingenious, this new scheme of Hobgood's, but it just wouldn't stand the gaff. Hash
paper made queer money ook too queer.

WHILE The Shadow was probing Hobgood's cdlar, Sheff Hassdll was taking a look at the mechine in
the room updtairs. It was a very beautiful machine, made of brass and nickd and with dl sorts of
cogwheds and springs that formed a contrivance two feet square. The works rested on a sheet of glass,
which in turn was mounted on four glass legs that stood upon the marble base.

After admiring the mechanim for a ful five minutes, Sheff turned and beckoned to Hobgood, who
approached obediently. In his smooth tone, Sheff commented:

"All right, Hobgood. Show me the gaff."

When Hobgood hesitated, Sheff nudged him with the revolver muzzle, whereupon the inventor began to
tak in a wheezy undertone. Ligening, Sheff kept looking at the machine, his eyebrows lifting higher and
higher. When Hobgood reached toward the machine, Sheff stopped him.

"Never mind," said Sheff. "It's sure to work, the way you explained it. Why should | let these lugsin on
it?" He gestured toward his henchmen at the door. "I'd rather try it on them and watch it fool them -"

Summoning the pair, Sheff told them to bring the machine and to handle it with care. All the while, Sheff
was keegping Hobgood covered, and he added to the threat by informing the inventor:

"Y ou're coming adong, too, Hobgood.
"Why, | don't understand!” bleated Hobgood plaintivey. "You paid for the machine and I've ddivered it

"A phony!" interrupted Sheff. "Don't forget that part.”
"But you've expressed your satisfaction -"

"Of course!" Sheff turned to voice his sneer. "That's judt it. I've got a job that a gaffed machine can do,
but I don't want anybody to queer it. And you could queer it, Hobgood, if | left you at large. So you're
going to be my guest until the job's done.

Hobgood turned to look around the room, as though the mere thought of leaving it would tear his heart
out. In the same plaintive blest, he queried:

"For how long, Hasdl?"

"A couple of days" was Sheff's noncommitta reply. "Or maybe a few more. Don't worry, Hobby. Well
treat you just swel.”

Hobgood gestured across the room.

"Could I wind my clock?' he asked. "It ought to be kept running." His watery eyes narrowed. "It's an
eight-day clock."

Ohbvioudy, Hobgood was trying to guessiif his stay with Sheff would last more than a week. It certainly
would, but Sheff didn't care to say so. Hence, to humor Hobgood, Sheff gave an indifferent nod.



Hobgood went over to wind the clock, but Sheff didn't stop watching him. The men were just getting the
precious machine out to the hal when Hobgood finished winding, and Sheff called for im to come aong.

Through the doorway, Hobgood overtook Sheff's men and started a hurried protest about the way they
were handling the machine.

"No, no! Dont tilt it!" he exclamed. "Set it on that table by the door. Now move back—I want Mr.
HasH| to see why you were carrying it wrong!"

So naturd was Hobgood's manner, that he had the men through the doorway before they guessed what
was coming next. Hobgood grabbed the door to close it with a dam, and if hed been deding only with
the "lugs" as Sheff termed them, he would have succeeded. But Hobgood was deding with Sheff, too.
And Sheff Hassdll was as quick as his own trigger finger.

Bowling right between his two followers, Sheff jammed his foot into the door in time to stop it.
Wrenching the door wide, he grabbed Hobgood and brought him back into the room. The two were
reding over the rugs together when Sheff's men tried to help their leader, only to hear his snar:

"Outsde, bumd Il handle thid It's got something to do with that clock!”

As the two thugs went through the doorway, Sheff hurled Hobgood's frail form hdf across the room.
Sorawling in a funny heap, Hobgood lay bewildered, while Sheff went through the door instead,
damming it and turning a key that he found in the outside lock. He told his men to start dong with the
meachine, while he awaited events.

"Thisisthe only way out," added Sheff. "If Hobgood is pulling any funny business, hell have to say so to
save hisown hide. I'll give him a couple of minutes

Sheff set the time too long. He waited only a minute for Hobgood to recover from his daze and rap
humbly at the door. At the end of the minute something more formidable than a rap arrived. Something
that made the exchange of blasts between Hobgood and The Shadow seem like little firecrackers.

Thisexploson, originating in the room where Sheff had |eft Hobgood, shook the entire house!

There was aroar, atitanic burst of flame, and the door came smashing outward to fling Sheff at the feet
of the staggered men who were carrying Hobgood's invention. Coming to his feet, Sheff reded back to
the doorway. Through a haze of writhing smoke, he saw the devagtating result.

It was the clock, dl right. The thing had abomb iniit, set off by the clockwork. It had blown the fireplace
gpart and hdf the wall with it. Debris was fdling everywhere, and the outflung flames from the fireplace
were taking hold on the wreckage.

Asfor Hobgood, there wasn't a trace of him. He had vanished with the clock that had blasted to atoms!

DOWN inthe cellar, The Shadow not only heard the blast; he fdt the building shake and was hdf buried
in chunks of loosening foundations. He knew he hadn't any time to lose in getting out of Hobgood's cdllar.
A way was open, for the blast reveded it.

At a spot in the wdl just below Hobgood's fireplace, a cement dab had toppled away to disclose the
entrance to an upright ar shaft!

Through that entrance The Shadow found a ladder up the narrow ar shaft. Some of its rungs were gone;
even the wal was crumbling about it, but The Shadow made the ascent. The shaft was deep in the wal



behind the fireplace, for it took The Shadow two stories up.

He findly arrived in the tiny compartment on the floor above Hobgood's room, and from there The
Shadow looked through gashes in the cdlling to view a sea of flame.

The whole house was dfire and The Shadow was trapped in a snare much more horrible than any that
Hobgood had purposely designed. To drop into the room below was impossible; the place was like a
furnace. Here it was Smply a case of waiting for the consuming fire to arrive. A retreat to the cdlar would
have meant another wait—for suffocation!

Amid that dilemma The Shadow saw, by those ruddy waves of gorging flame, the curious revolving trap
with its curled loop of rope. Sight of the wrecked table was the clue to the thing's operation. The volcanic
fury of the mighty flames was stirred by The Shadow's laugh as the cloaked master looped his wridts to
the rope, then flung hisweight upon the trap.

It happened like something in a book. Down dropped the near end of the trap, hurtling The Shadow into
the mass of flames But he didn't stop there; he was whipped clear through by the lashing rope, as though
riding a giant swing. And as The Shadow whizzed through that inferno, so fast that the flames could do no
more than bardly lick him, he wrenched his wrigts from the coils where he had looped them.

Instead of being carried up again, The Shadow was released like a plummet from the missle holder of an
old-fashioned dingshot. He sailed draight through the curtain of flame that represented the shattered
doorway from which Sheff and his two men had fled a few minutes before.

Bouncing dong the hdlway where beams and plaster were tumbling in fiery heaps, The Shadow reached
the front door of the house. Curtains of flame were behind him, though they were sweeping his direction,
for the old house was just a giant tinderbox.

Groggy from his dingshat flight, half suffocated from the noxious flames, The Shadow came to his feet
determined to wrench loose the last barrier and gain the reviving security of the outside air.

No wrench was necessary. The front door was open wide. Sheff and his cronies hadn't bothered to dam
it after escaping with Hobgood's last, and greatest, invention. So The Shadow redled forth, his route
unblocked.

Bydtanders in the street, horrified by the Sght of a house that had turned itsdf into a huge torch, were
further amazed to see a human shape come spinning forth like a sdlamander from the flames, and vanish
ina ghodly style into the darkness across the street!

CHAPTER X. THE QUEST TO COME

MARGO LANE was finishing her third Mirage. Now, the Mirage was a very innocent cocktail, and
happened to be Margo's preference. Actudly, it contained nothing of anything that would go to a
person's head, which was why Margo drank it.

But this evening Margo fdt herslf much bewildered, and the Mirages had nothing to do with it. What
dazed Margo was the ory that Lamont Cranston was tdling her.

From across the table, Crangton gave one of his dight amiles that carried so much reassurance.
Convinced at last that her reason hadn't |eft her, Margo listened to his quiet summary.

"We have classed Leander Hobgood for precisdy what he was™ affirmed Cranston. "A defaulter, an
embezzler, a swindler, yet in every part he played, a man of invertive genius. He faked his inventions,
took money for them and in return gave out stocks, options, promissory notes that were printed on a



flash paper that vanished with a puff, never to be traced.”

Margo nodded. Hearing the whole of Hobgood's methods at one time, she could understand the part he
played.

"Naturdly, Hobgood's customers annoyed him," continued The Shadow. "He handed them a lot of bunk
about forces from the beyond. Professor Hayne took it serioudy and wanted to test Hobgood for a
psychodynamic force."

"But why did Hobgood agree™ queried Margo. "He knew he was a fake -"

"And he knew that to refuse the test would be an admisson of fakery," interposed Cranston. "So
Hobgood went through with the thing, hoping he could daim some out.

"Sheff Hassell cleared town last night," continued Cranston, "right after the big fire. He had an dibi the
time he tried to dectrocute Hobgood, because he feared the thing might work too strong. Last night, he
didn't bother with an dibi. He thought thet things would go easy.

"But they didn't. You see, Margo, Hobgood was waiting for Sheff. | know, because | arrived therefird. |
took theinitiation that was meant for Sheff. It ruined Hobgood's plans for Sheff, because we know that
Sheff escaped, whereas the police have pretty wel established that Hobgood perished in the fire that
consumed his own house and his many inventions™

Margo's forehead wrinkled as she asked:
"Y ou're sure that Sheff escaped?”

For answer, Cranston spread a copy of the New York Classic, a tabloid newspaper that Margo sddom
read. It carried aSgned article by Clyde Burke, wired in from Batimore. In that city, the Classic reporter
was checking up on gentry of the underworld who had arrived in town, only to leave in a hurry. The
aticle gpedificdly mentioned Sheff Hassdll.

"Thet covers Sheff," explained Cranston. "Burke will hound him wherever he goes. A rather ingenious
chap, Burke. When he starts off with anew ideg, it is good to let im follow it."

That cleared the Sheff angle for Margo. She didn't redize that, for once, Cranston was wrong where
Clyde was concerned. And Cranston redlly thought that he was right, for he gave a reflective chuckle.

"Odd, how one thing leads to another,” spoke Cranston. "Hobgood swindled a lot of people, induding
Sheff, of dl persons. Apparently, he hadn't quite gotten around to tricking Milton Suffolk, who is
therefore very unhgppy because of Hobgood's degth.

"So Suffolk, more than ever, is anxious to prove that psychic forces exig, in order to vindicate Hobgood.
That fund of his has passed two hundred thousand dollars—of which hdlf is Suffolk's own. Spell 'money’
infive letters, Margo.”

Margo laughed, and sad:
"M-O-N-E-Y."

"Wrong," returned Cranston. "You should have spdled C-R-1-M-E. That is what will come when easy
money paves the way. Crime"

"You mean that Sheff Hassdll will move into the seance room again, for cash rather than revenge?’



"Not while he is hedge-hopping around the country. But there will be plenty besides Sheff, Margo. That's
why | want you to attend those seances. Burke won't be here to handle them. He's swapped assgnments
with a reporter named Rudy Burgaw.”

ELSEWHERE, two other people were discussng the subject of the forthcoming seances. Ther
conference room didn't happen to be a gaudy cafe; it was a cod bunker in a cdlar. Nor was their table
supplied with fancy drinks. It hed nothing but a tumbler and a bottle, from which one man was drinking
quite liberdly, while the other looked on, cold sober.

The man who liked the bottle was Rudy Burgaw. The one who didn't was Clyde Burke.
"Look & it thisway, Clyde" argued Rudy thickly. "Weve got to lay our cards right on the table.”

Rudy laid down his glass and thwacked the table. He pounded it so hard that the glass bounced off and
smashed on the stone floor. It didn't nonplus Rudy. He smply picked up the bottle and drank from it
direct.

"I'mtdling you, | didn't try to kill Hobgood!" argued Rudy. "And neither did Sheff. If he had, he would
have fixed an dibi lagt night. It was Hobgood who tried to kill Sheff -"

"But Sheff got away with the invention that belonged to him. Y ou've told me dl that, Rudy.”
Rudy nodded; then with a shrug he laid down the bottle. He seemed to fed that everything was settled.

"Sheff waas going to bring Hobgood here to stay with you," declared Rudy in a surprisngly sober tone.
"That's the straight dope, Clyde. If it wasn't, | wouldn't be gicking with the racket. Anyway, it fluked, so
you're here done.”

"But I'm supposed to bein Bdtimore™ put in Clyde. "Next | go to Cleveland; then to Chicago.”

"You can say along whilein Chi," inserted Rudy. "It would make sense, because it's a place where Sheff
would gtick awhileif he wasn't here. So show sense, Clyde, and bat out sorieslike | want. I'll ship them
to the right towns and have them wired back.”

Clyde decided to agree. He knew the game only too well. Rudy wanted to attend the coming seances in
Clydes place—as ordered by Sheff. Meanwhile, it was necessary to account for Clyde's own
whereabouts, which in itsdf was a good sgn. It meant that Clyde was to live a while; that he might even
aurvive after the present game was over. But Clyde wasn't worrying about his own security. He was
thinking of The Shadow.

The more Clyde played dong, the better his chances to contact his chief. The longer he waited, the more
he might learn to tdl The Shadow when communication was opened. So Clyde leaned back and told
Rudy in so many words that he would play aong.

At that moment, the door of the bunker room opened and Sheff Hassell entered. Clyde was actudly
surprised, for he thought that Sheff was redlly jumping from city to dity ahead of the dow-moving law that
hadn't yet defined him as the murderer of Hobgood—if Sheff could honestly be termed such.

"You can move this guy updtairs again,” Sheff told Rudy, referring to Clyde. "Put him in the nice room |
fixed for Hobgood when | thought the old gent would use the bean and be my guest awhile.

"But remember"—Sheff directed these words a Clyde—"well be waiching you. | know the way you
news hounds figure; anything to get a story. If you try to go thelimit, Il do the same.”



Sheff purred that threat in a very sgnificant way. He ill wouldn't blame himsdlf for Hobgood's desth, but
he was letting Clyde form his own conclusions. If Clyde took it that Sheff had actudly murdered
Hobgood, it would follow that Sheff would do the same to a prisoner like Clyde, should exigencies
require. So Clyde repeated that held play aong.

THE guest room in Sheff's gpartment had the appearance of an enlarged clothes clost, its only window
being too high to reach and too amdl to squeeze through. After piloting Clyde there, Sheff took the key
from the lock and handed it to Rudy.

"Lock Burke in after you leave" reminded Sheff. "If he tries anything while you're here, give aydl. The
boys are outsde."

Rudy hadn't much more to say to Clyde. He amply handed Clyde a story that he, Rudy, had written
about the psychic award and the series of test seances that would be given by contestants for the
two-hundred-thousand-dollar prize, which dill promised to increase itsdf by further contributions.
Reading the story, Clyde gave a quick look a Rudy.

"Winning won't be easy,” declared Clyde. "I see by your story tha Don Tarkingham will be on the
committee. He's the smartest psychic invedtigator in the business. Tarkingham is death on rats. Pardon
me, | mean fakers."

"Dont worry about Tarkingham,” returned Rudy. "Sheff knows how to get around such felows. And
remember: I'll be hdping.”

Clyde handed the story back to Rudy, remarking thet it had a few rough spots that Clyde would be glad
to smooth if Rudy wanted. Gruffly, Rudy said he could handle everything himsdf, and with that he left,
locking the door behind him.

Alone, Clyde reflected on things to come. He knew the game that was due. Sheff Hassdll would smply
hire some very phony medium to enter the contest, usng Hobgood's find invention as an apparatus that
would produce phenomena ssemingly psychic.

A clever ideg, the sort that Sheff would go the limit to put across. But the payoff wouldn't be coming, not
for a while. Sheff would firgt have to hire a faker, and said faker would have to await his or her turn to
give a seance. Moreover, Sheff wouldn't want to hurry things while the award was dill showing signs of
increase.

So Clyde decided not to get foolish. Playing dong was the best course, since crime was far in the offing.
So far, there was no immediate danger; at least, none that Clyde could foresee.

It Imply happened that Clyde Burke was lacking in proper foresght. From the moment when the firgt of
those test seances began, crime was to be present. Strange, mydterious crime that could strike with an
unseen hand, despite even The Shadow!

CHAPTER XI. DEATH'S SEANCE

ARRANGEMENTS were finished in the psychic laboratory and Lamont Cranston was on hand to view
them. In the center of the room was a portable cabinet that looked like an eection booth, except that its
cloth sides and top were black. The cabinet stood on a little platform, and in it was a Sngle chair which
was reserved for the medium who happened to be alady named Tanya Y onina.

Professor Hayne was very proud of the cabinet, and with good reason. He pointed out the fact that the
char was firmly fixed in place; not to the platform, but to rods that ran down through. He pressed the



char and it moved dightly downward. Then putting one foot on the platform, he showed that it dso had a
give but that the chair did not sag with it.

Beckoning Cranston across the room, Hayne showed him two weighing scales, each with aluminous did.
When Hayne explained the purpose of those scales, Cranston conceded that it was very clever. One
scale registered the weight of the rod-supported chair; the other, the weight of the platform.

The purpose was plain. When Tanya Y onina was strapped in the chair, its scales would register a given
weight. Should the medium work free from the chair, the baance would fluctuate and prove that fakery
was under way. Thus Tanya, who was a materidizing medium, couldn't pull the old suff of getting free
and posing as a ghost.

For the second scales—that registered the platform's weight— would serve as a double check. 1t would
show the shift of Tanya's poundage if she went from chair to plaiform. Smilaly, if Tanya managed to
smugglein an accomplice to play the ghogt, the platform would increase in weight, even though the chair
would remain the same. Which made everything lovely for everybody—except Madame Tanya Y onina,

Present at this preview were Milton Suffolk and Don Tarkingham. Suffolk had advanced the money for
Hayne's specid cabinet platform, and Tarkingham had approved the apparatus. But the two men didnt
think dike on the psychic question.

Suffalk, in his solemn, earnest way, was hoping that manifestations could be produced. He was
paticularly anxious to hear from the beyond, now that poor Leander Hobgood had gone there.
Convinced that Hobgood had owned psychodynamic powers in life, Suffolk believed that he could talk
after deeth; that Hobgood might reved the name of the enemy who had dain him—if his desth had been
murder.

Such tak annoyed Don Tarkingham. The famed psychic investigator was a man who could be eesly
annoyed. He was a lean, gawky man with a high, bulbous forehead and a long chin. He had a hatchet
profile and hands that 1ooked as though they were used to swinging meet cleavers. Tarkingham's favorite
padime was rushing cabinets and grabbing ghosts by the neck until they squawked tha they were not
ghosts but fake mediums, who were willing to cdl quits.

"You won't get any messages from Madame Yonina" sneered Tarkingham. "Not while I'm around. I'd
be doing her credit if | termed her a second-class fake. She rates about fifth class.”

Tarkingham began a gawky stride around the seance room. Each time he went past the cabinet, a howl
greeted him. The howls came from Hayne's detectors. There were two of them tonight, those bulky
contrivances that looked like five-foot juke boxes, loaded with cogs that whined when anyone
approached too close.

The night of Hobgood's te<t, there had only been one detector, and it wasn't enough. The things were
codly and Hayne didn't have the funds to provide a second, so Suffolk had furnished the cash and the
detector had been ddivered. After dl, with a hundred thousand dollars or more a stake, Suffolk could
charge such expenditures off to insurance. For there was one thing that Suffolk emphasized quite to the
gpprova of Tarkingham.

Though indined to beieve in things psychic and anxious to have them proven, Suffolk was equdly
determined that any fraud should be thoroughly exposed. He fdt that Tarkingham was probably right in
dassing Tanya Yonina as an utter fake; hence Suffolk expected very little from this evening's seance.

ASKING Hayne for the lig of applicants, Suffolk showed it to Cranston.



"Madame Yonina" read Suffolk, shaking his head. "Not much good, I'm afraid. Now some of these
others -"

"Aredl faked" broke in Tarkingham, across Suffolk's shoulder. "Induding the best one, whose name is
crossed off!"

Suffalk looked for the diminated name and found it. Hayne had drawn a pendil line through the name of
Kavah.

"Why, I've heard of Kavah!" exdaimed Suffolk. "He knows Caglio, the man who does the trances."

"And Kavah knows me" chuckled Tarkingham. "That's why he withdrew from the lig. | am the one
investigator who could expose him for the fraud he is. By the way, when you see Caglio, tdl him that |
can do the same for him—if he tries anything stronger than those trances, which don't count in this

leegue”

Professor Hayne was tdling Lamont Cranston why trances didn't count; something that Cranston aready
knew, but listened petiently while Hayne repeated it. The award would be given only for the production
of physcd manifesations namdy, something that proved the presence of a disembodied soirit capable of
moving objects, producing things from nowhere, or even maeridizing itsdf, as Madame Yonina hoped
she could encourage a Spirit to do at this evening's seance.

"Kdvah dams he can produce such manifestations” added Hayne, "but he doesn't like Tarkingham. He
cdls Tarkingham a hodtile presence who causes spirits to shun the seance room. So we had to cross
Kavah off the lig—as long as Tarkingham remains on the investigaing committee.”

With seance time very close at hand, Milton Suffolk was much surprised and a trifle hurt to learn that
Lamont Cranston did not intend to stay.

Cranston explained that he had an appointment with his friend Commissoner Weston, and that the latter
fdt himsdf too important to bother with such foolish things as seances. So Cranston had given his
invitation card to afriend named Harry Vincent. Since the card was good for two admissions, Harry was
bringing agirl named Margo Lane.

Suffalk would like them both, Cranston assured. He would find Vincent aman of open mind, like himsdf,
while Miss Lane was ddfinitdy indined to the theory that spirits could rove at large and hence would be a
mod friendly presence in the seance room.

Tarkingham gave a sneer a that comment, but Professor Hayne seemed pleased. As a drict neutrd, a
mean who was examining spiritism in a purdy scientific fashion, Hayne fdt it necessary to cater to both
factions.

Soon after Cranston left, the dtters began to arive. Suffolk met Harry Vincent and classed him as an
edtimable young man, as most persons did, for Harry's clean-cut appearance was tempered with an easy
reserve. As The Shadow's ace agent, Harry was experienced in meeting dmogt any Stuation, and held
aided in other cases where seance rooms were involved.

Asfor Margo Lane, the amile she received from Suffolk proved that he liked her very much. She was so
earnest and eager for the seance to begin that she became doubly attractive, because she didn't redize
that she was meking hersdlf so.

Others arrived, induding Rudy Burgaw, whose ar was very wise. So wise, thet it completely covered the
fact that he was doing undercover work. He seemed exactly what he pretended to be: a vdid pinch hitter



for Clyde Burke. Smart business on Clyde's part, thought Harry, to swap jobs with a chap like Rudy on
the chance of picking up a hot tral like that of Sheff Hassell. The Shadow dways approved such
headwork by his agents.

Then Madame Tanya Y onina arrived.

AT firg 9ght, she threatened to break both the chair in the seance cabinet and the scales on which it
rested, for Madame Y onina was so gifted with girth that she had trouble getting through the door.

But Professor Hayne had made due provison for the lady's bulk. When she stepped on the platform, it
sank appreciably, but the big scale was gauged to five hundred pounds, which gave it plenty to spare.

The chair was wider than it looked and Tanya just managed to squeeze into it. Its scale ran up to three
hundred and fifty, which was just about twenty pounds over Tanyas weight. Don Tarkingham stepped to
the platform and strapped Madame Y onina to the chair with long strips of wide adhesive tape.

When she glared and protested that such binding was both insulting and unnecessary, Tarkingham gave a
choppy smile and agreed. He said that the chair was dmogt tight enough to hold Madame Y onina without
the ad of the adhesive bands, nevertheless, these were the conditions of the seance and had to be
included.

The ditters werein the circle, each gripping the arm of the person on the left. Tarkingham preferred that
method. He daimed that it prevented shifts of hands, should the medium have planted accomplices in the
crcde This novd grip would give trouble to confederates who had practiced dipping out of the
conventiond hand holds. Tarkingham wasn't missng any tricks.

The hatchet-faced man lowered the front curtain of the cabinet and caled for lights off. Professor Hayne
complied; the only lights that remained were two red ones at the front corners of the cabinet and the
luminous dids of the two scales that Hayne watched.

The red lamps didn't pierce the darkness very far. The faces and figures of the gitters were blotted out
completdy; only Tarkingham was vishle as he moved within the circle, occasondly blocking a red light
when he crossed in front of the cabinet.

Harry's left hand was gripping Margo's right arm. He could fed the girl quiver, tense in the darkness. On
Harry's own right arm was afirm damp: that of Rudy Burgaw. If the reporter fdt tense, he was cartainly
contralling it. How Suffolk and the others took the Stuation, Harry couldn't reckon, for they were farther
around the circle. Asfor Harry, he was quite collected.

Fa Tanya Yonina clamped in her char; sober Professor Hayne over a his scales; Don Tarkingham
patralling like a scarecrow in a corn fidd—those dements gave this seance a comic angle that Harry
Vincent couldn't overlook. Harry wasn't surprised that his chief, The Shadow, should have found more
important business esewhere.

It happened that Harry was fdling into Clyde Burke's error of bdittling circumstances because of ther
superfidd surface. Grim events were aready in the making. Those events would prove that if this seance
could be classed as comedy, so should death deserve that term.

Desath's seance was under way—and the one person who could have stayed its outcome was absent.

The Shadow!
CHAPTER XIl. THE CLOAKED GHOST



THE SHADOW wasnt far digant from the seance room. He was in the little courtyard below the
window of the tiny library that connected with the seance room. The Shadow was watching that
courtyard for any tokens of outsde marauders, for it was the only possible way whereby they could enter
the psychic lab this evening. Professor Hayne had recognized that he was lax on former occasions, and
he had barred dl doors tonight.

But Hayne hadn't locked the library window. It needed to be open dightly for fresh air. With a sheer
drop of twenty feet to the court, Hayne didn't caculate on trouble from that quarter. Maybe Hayne's
mind was o filled with such terms as psychodynamics, that held never heard of ladders. So The Shadow
was on hand to see that Something so mundane as a ladder wasn't brought here by very unghodly people
who had no invitations to the seance.

So far, The Shadow had met no lurkers, though in his ventures from the courtyard he had glimpsed shifty
passers on the rear street. Now the seance had begun; The Shadow could tel because he caught the
fantes of red glints from the window of the library where the door to the seance room was gar, and a
transom helped carry the reflection.

So The Shadow moved deep into the courtyard, put on the rubber suction cups and started a routine trip
up to the third floor.

What stopped The Shadow were dight shuffles from below. He could tdl that men were cregping into
the courtyard; probably they'd spotted the red reflection, too. But they weren't bringing a ladder;
otherwise, The Shadow would have heard scraping sounds. So he stayed right where he was, like a
mammoth bat dinging to the wal just below the ledge of the third-floor window. Betwixt and between,
he was where he could handle anything on reasonably short order, indoors or outside.

But this short order wasn't to prove reasonable!

In the seance room, Madame Y onina was moaning in the cabinet and the char weight was showing a
ten-pound wabble on its luminous scales.

Professor Hayne didn't consider thet too great a variaion, consdering Tanyas poundage. He knew that
mediums went into fits and bounced around when the pirit seized them, whether that spirit was fake or
not. But Tarkingham, who saw fakery in everything, had stopped his patrol in order to snoop in front of
the cabinet.

The chair weight gradudly stopped its fluctuations. After a dight pause, there was a quick cdl from
Hayne, saying that the char weght had dropped twenty pounds, while the platform weight hed
proportionately risen. Immediady, both weights returned to normd, which satisfied Hayne, but not
Takingham. He chuckled that Tanya had probably heard Hayne's cdl and was getting back where she
belonged.

"No more comments, professor,” suggested Tarkingham sharply. "Henceforth, cdl the weights only when
| request them.”

Despite himsdf, Harry was becoming tense, though the seance il seemed rather funny. During the next
few minutes, everything returned to normd. And then—

The curtain of the cabinet flashed wide. Vagudy, the red light showed Tanya Yonina in her chair. She
couldn't have ripped the curtain open; rather, it was the shape beside her. The luminous shape of a
materidized soirit!

As such, the form appeared to many, but not to Harry Vincent. He regarded it as a travesty in



cheesecloth dyed with luminous paint. Don Tarkingham must have viewed it in the same light, for above
the gasps that Margo and others provided came Tarkingham's sharp query:

"The scales, professor—how do they regiser?”
"Both exact,” returned Hayne. "The char shows Tanyas ful weight. The platformis at zero."

Now, inaamuch as Tanya was in the chair and the ghost was standing on the platform, Hayne's statement
indicated that the medium was playing fair and the ghost was genuine, lacking any physicad weight, as dl
ghods should.

There was a ir around the circle; excited shifts as some persons leaned forward and others shrank
back, according to whether they regarded a ghost with curiosity or fear.

Harry was rather puzzled, so he sat steady. He noted that Margo wavered back and forth, whereas
Rudy showed a forward urge with no retreat. But Tarkingham was neither puzzled nor indecisve. He
cdled to Hayne:

"Waich the platform weight, professor!

With that, Tarkingham sprang to the platform to grab the ghost. He couldn't have revealed himsdf more
planly. Tarkingham's gawky figure blotted out the luminous specter, which meant that he was squardly in
front of it. Finding Tarkingham was just as easy as looking for the full moon during atotal eclipse.

And someone found him—uviolently!

FROM Harry's right came the roar of a gun. A stab of flame cleaved the darkness, arrowing sraight at
Takingham. The report drowned Hayne's cdl that the platform scales had gone to one hundred and axty
pounds, Tarkingham's exact weight. That announcement was nullified a few seconds later. The scale
dropped down to zero as Tarkingham redled back from the platform and hit the floor with the hard thud
that only a dead body could make.

Utter confusion swept the seance room. The circle broke apart, some of its members saringing toward
the cabinet, others rushing for exits from the room. The big boxlike detectors howled with strident notes
while people shoved past them, blundering into one another, sumbling everywhere.

All those doors were firmly locked save one, the door to the little library. Through it went a few of the
scared throng, only to turn back when they learned that the room was a blind one, with no further exit.

Harry was nather with the brave few who surged to the cabinet, nor among the lot who scattered. He
was knifing through the chaos, trying to locate the person who had used the gun, which Harry was sure
hed stabbed from somewherein the ring of Sitters.

One other man had the same idear Professor Hayne. Forgetting his dids, Hayne was charging from the
other direction, hoping to grab a murderer. He and Harry met head on and locked in a very solid tangle
that nullified their mutud efforts to discover the killer. Both wanted to find a man who had a gun, but
naither had a chance.

The person who amog trapped a man with a gun was The Shadow!

Bdow the ledge of the library window, The Shadow had started a quick upward move the moment he
heard the shot of death. Ridding himsdf of one suction cup, he was planting a gloved hand on the ledge
itsdf, when people came flinging into the little library.



The Shadow's head was just coming over the ledge when keen eyes spotted the swing of a glittering gun,
dashing his direction. Ducking his head, The Shadow performed a remarkable gyration on the surface of
thewdl, usng three of the rubber suckers, while his free hand whipped an automatic from his cloak.

If the man with the revolver had tried a downward swing a The Shadow, he'd have taken a gun stab in
return. But the man in question wasn't trying to dug The Shadow. He hadn't even seen the cloaked
inveder. He was trying to get rid of his revolver, rather than useit.

The shiny gun went scaing over The Shadow's head and down into the courtyard, as the hand that
tossed it disappeared back into the library.

The Shadow was about to go through the window and seek the man who had disposed of the
incriminating gun, when rapid footsteps sounded in the courtyard. Swinging on the wal, The Shadow saw
a huddly figure scoop up the thrown gun and make away with it. From the wall, The Shadow gave a
warmning laugh and supplemented it with shots from his automatic.

The mirth, the szzing fire would have stopped a lone fugitive, but the man below had friends. Hearing
The Shadow's chdlenge, they began a quick fire from cover.

Only by answering those shots could The Shadow offset his present predicament. Answer them he did,
with dugs that ricocheted from courtyard walls, too close for the comfort of his foemen. The man who
hed grabbed the thrown gun fired back with it, but like the others who were running with him, he thought
The Shadow was in the window; hence dl the shots from below went high.

Keeping up his leaden hall, The Shadow didn' give his adversariestime to correct ther error. They were
gone, glad to be clear of his devadtating fire, by the time The Shadow had finished emptying his
autometic.

There was no use wadting further time on those outsiders. Coming over the window sll, The Shadow
detached hisremaining suction cups as he arrived. With a fresh automatic ready, he made for the seance
room, Snce there was no one remaning in the little library.

Order was being restored when The Shadow arrived. Harry and Hayne had disentangled, and the latter
was finding the light switch. On came the lights, and The Shadow hdted in the doorway to view the
cene.

NO one was looking The Shadow's way, hence he didnt need darkness as a shdter. All eyes were
toward the medium, Madame Y onina, and every gaze carried accusation, for she was completely free of
the char and its bonds. From her wrigts were dangling the lengths of adhesive tape that Tarkingham
gpplied. Nor was the Sght of Tanya at large the only proof of her fraud.

Lying on the floor beside Tarkingham's body was the "ghos” that he had grabbed, a bundle of fluffy
materid on the end of a pliable reaching rod. In full light, the ghost looked definitdy like the cheesecloth
that Harry had guessed it to be.

Among those who were dragging Tanya from the platform was a dapper man named Aulander, who had
worked often with Tarkingham. Considering it his job to take over where the dead investigator had |eft
off, Aulander made a prompt examingtion of Tanyas arms and wrigts, to find them well greased with cold
cream, which explained how she had managed to dip her bonds.

Next, Aulander stooped to pick up the cheesecloth, hoping to find the death gun in the ghost.
At that point, Tanya went into a spasm that showed she had plenty of power, even though it wasn't



psychic. She started to wrench from the captors who gripped her, and when they wouldn't let go, she
flung her fleshy bulk among them. That shook them off, but there were dill too many. Franticdly, Tanya
threw her arms about and suddenly stiffened, with one hand pointing as she dilled:

"Look!"

They looked—and saw The Shadow! In floundering across the floor, Tanya had reached an angle from
which the cloaked vigtor was visble, for he was just away from the dark background of the library
doorway .

Quickly, The Shadow whirled across the seance room, so swiftly that observers caught only a flegting
glimpse of him—with the exception of Tanya Y onina.

She had eyes like a cat, the medium, and she was tracing The Shadow with them, pointing after him as
she continued her shrieks.

"There goes the ghost!" howled Tanya. "The red ghogt... the black one... who betrayed mel Find him...
saze him... thefault ishid He murdered Tarkingham!”

Finding a black ghogt in blackness was impossible. For the room was black again by that time. The
Shadow had flipped the light switch as he passed it. People were blundering to the chase amid a new
confuson, wherein Tanyas howls were drowned by those of the huge box detectors that flanked the
seance cabinet.

Professor Hayne was shouting for people to spread and cover the various doors, which they did—with
one exception. They forgot the door that led through the adjacent library, or rather they remembered that
it was a dead-end passage.

Not to The Shadow. Rather than complicate the Stuation further he decided on a rapid disappearance.
Through the unguarded library, he cleared the window sl in a twiding lesp wherein his hands caught the
ledge and turned his spring into a delayed drop.

Only momentarily did he hang from outside; then, rdeasing his grip, he spread his ams and literdly
parachuted the dozen-odd feet to the court. His closk dowed his fdl; he landed in a springy,
cross-legged fashion which enabled him to pivot about and speed out from the courtyard.

Fugitives of the night were gone. The Shadow, cloaked ghogt of the seance room, became another figure
inflight. Unlike the actud fugitives he did not intend to travel far. His business was to reverse his trail and
arive back at the seance room.

There, no longer a ghost, The Shadow would appear in the complacent guise of Lamont Cranston, to
hear a fird hand the detalls of the murder that had ruined the proceedings thet involved the spirit world!

CHAPTER XIIl. THE BARREN TRAIL

MILTON SUFFOLK was in command of the psychic laboratory when Lamont Cranston arrived there
with his friend, Commissioner Weston. Inspector Cardona arrived, too, and it was like Old Home Week
with Joe Cardona on the job. All that Cranston had to do was st back and watch Cardona reconstruct.

Joe was redly good a such work. He could build up a case until it was as solid as a doughnut, and The
Shadow aways admired such workmanship, particularly the hole.

Tonight, Cardona took everything into consequence. Don Tarkingham was dead, shot through the back
a atime when he had been about to expose the spook trickery of the medium, Tanya Yonina. She



damed that she couldn't have shot him, because she didn't have a gun and he was facing her a the time
the shot was fired.

Agang Madame Y oninawas the fact that she was loose from the bonds at the time; but she refuted that
by gating that she couldn't have been outside the cabinet, ese Hayne's scales would have reveded the
fact. This brought up the question of where the shot was fired from, a thing on which everybody
disagreed because they agreed.

Everybody sad that it had been fired "from the right," which didn't hep Cardona, snce the group had
been seated in a circle. Except for Madame Y onina, who had been a large but definitdy cramped, the
only person on the loose was Professor Hayne, but he was far outside the circle and the faid shot had
certainly been fired from closer range.

Tarkingham had been loose, too, but he couldn't have committed suicide by shooting himsdlf in the back.
Which left only the ghodt that had appeared after the lights came on. The ghogt that only two persons
present, Harry Vincent and Margo Lane, had identified as The Shadow.

There were times when Inspector Cardona played hunchesin the dyle of old King Solomon. He did just
that on two occasions. This wasn't a case of two women daming one child. It was a matter of ghosts,
two of them, with alady present who had a reputation as a ghost cdler.

Madame Y onina had produced one ghost and spied the other. One remained—a contrivance faked from
cheesecloth, the other had demateridized into darkness. Since the fake ghost had brought Tarkingham to
the spot and the red ghost— according to Tanya—had dan him, Cardona hdd Tanya Yonina
responsible for both and decided to arrest her.

Nor did Madame Y onina have a comeback. She'd talked hersdf right into it, so far that she couldn't talk
hersdf out. While she babbled usdess protests, Cardona searched the other parties present, and finding
no gun; made another hunt through the seance room. He hoped to find a gun tangled in the cheesecloth,
but there was none.

Suppressing Tanyas comments with the remark that the gun had probably demateridized with her pet
ghogt, the black sheep of the spirit world, Cardona summoned a taxicab with strong springs and took the
medium on the long ride to headquarters.

Such was Cardonas doughnut, a big one, for it took in Madame Yonina. Cranston saw the hole it
congsted of the missng gun. As The Shadow, Cranston knew of a gun that had been tossed away after
Takingham's death, but Cardona knew nothing of that gun. So The Shadow was looking forward to
Cardona's further theory; meanwhile, however, he could question his own agents.

BECKONING Hary and Margo dong, Cranston took them to a little cafe, where they found a
secluded booth. A passing waiter stared when he saw two gentlemen and a lady holding hands in
three-cornered fashion. The waiter decided it mugt be one of those triangles held heard people tak
about.

Cranston and his two companions were Smply trying out the holding system that had been used a the
seance. Each had a left hand clamped on the other's right arm. With the waiter out of sght, Cranston
tried another experiment. With Margo dutching hisright arm tightly, he smply twisted hiswrigt toward his
coat, dipped his hand within and brought out a .45 automatic, which he amed at Harry with a mereflip of
hisfid.

Both Harry and Margo heard the soft-toned laugh that came from Crangton's lips as he flipped the gun
back benegth his coat. In The Shadow's syle, Cranston had ably demondtrated that any member of the



crcle could have drawn a gun and given Tarkingham a farewell blast.

But why?

Crangton had that answer, too. He wanted to know if it had occurred to Joe Cardona. So he left Harry
and Margo to tak over the case while he went to Suffolk’s penthouse, where Cardona had promised to
meet Weston and Suffolk; after finding a cdl large enough to hold Tanya Y onina,

Reeching the penthouse, Cranston found that Cardona had arrived just ahead of him. Weston was there,
too, and Suffolk had a third vigtor, the darkish trance medium who cdled himsdf Caglio. Caglio was
ligening with avid interest to dl that Cardona had to say, for Joe was explaning the hole in his own

doughnut.

"The dame was a fake," indsted Cardona, referring to Madame Yonina. "That was aufficient cause to
arrest her, commissoner. We can push it to a murder charge on the ground that Tarkingham was killed
during the commission of a crime, this fake-medium suff coming under the pend code.”

Weston's nod encouraged Cardona to proceed further.

"The motive is there plain enough,” added Joe. "This fdlow Tarkingham was the one guy who could put
the skids under any fake medium. So Madame Y oninawould neturdly have motive to put him out of the

way.
It was there that Crangton inserted an amendment, as he often did to gimulate Cardona's hunches.

"Madame Yonina was after the award,” Cranston reminded. "She might therefore have diminaed
Takingham beforehand. But to dispose of him after he had practicaly shown up the fraud, would change
the motive to revenge.”

"That's judt it," put in Cardona smartly. "Do you think this Yonina freak killed Tarkingham? | dontt!
Somebody ese bumped Tarkingham and chucked the blame on her. Somebody who is &fter the award
and knew they'd have to get rid of Tarkingham in order to collect it!"

Now Cardona was voicing Cranston's own theory, though it wasn't good poalicy to let him know it. So
Cranston objected on the ground that Cardona hadn't found the gun which a murderer of the type under
discusson would logicdly have planted on Tanya Y onina, probably by suffing the gun in the fake ghost.

To that, Joe sad that the gun plant might have worked out badly if the witnesses agreed that Tanya
couldn't have fired the fatd shot. Joe bdieved that the murderer had ether chucked the gun somewhere
ese, or had cleared out and taken it with him.

This was s0 sendble that it brought a nod from Cranston. Whereupon, Cardona admitted that he was
holding Tanya just to bluff the red killer. The origind motive gill stood. Somebody wanted to diminate
Takingham in order to collect the award later on.

"Either some medium did it," argued Joe, "or he had a friend on hand who staged the kill for him. But
theré's amedium mixed in it— and I'm tdling you this to my way of thinking, any medium in New Y ork

isa suspect!"

As he finished, Cardona noticed Caglio. The dark-faced seer drew himsdf up in a proud, haughty
fashion.

“I an not a medium,” spoke Caglio. "I am an adept. My power lies heré'— he tapped his
forehead—"and not through the control of earthbound spirits that would kill!"



"Caglio isright,” agreed Suffolk. "He projects himsdf into the beyond. It is his astrd df that views the
spirit world."

"And only the higher plane of that world," added Caglio. "The spirits of that redlm have often agreed to
manifes themsalvesin any way that | might ask. But | have never fdt that | should so impose upon them.
Too often"— Caglio's tone was sorrowful—"1 have met mediums who did not agree with my ideds.
Tonight -"

Caglio cut himsdf off, but Cardona was quick to demand more. Joe put it bluntly:
"Tdl us about tonight, Caglio.”

"Tonight | dined with Kavah," said Caglio dowly. "He would like to try for the award, but he sad he
could not tolerate Tarkingham -"

"'Kavah was with you dl evening?' interrupted Cardona.

"No," replied Caglio rductantly. "We merdly dined together before | went to Long Idand to fill a society

"I think I'll have a chat with Kavah," Cardona decided. "Meanwhile, I'm holding Madame Yonina. But
remember, Caglio: you're not to talk about this to anybody. At no time, understand? And that includes
while you'rein atrance. Y ou come under the head of a materia witness, and when people like that blab,
they wind up in our big badtille”

WHILE Cardona was ddivering that ultimatum in Cranston's presence an equdly important phase of
crime was being discussed in the living room of the fancy apartment maintained by Sheff Hassell.

Clyde Burke had been caled in from the clothes closet to ddiver the articles that he had written with a
Clevdand date line, Snce he was supposed to be hunting Sheff out there.

Sheff read the article and approved it. Hence Clyde was quite surprised, and more, when Sheff drew a
.32 revolver from his pocket. However, Sheff made no threat with the gun. He amply flipped it on the
table and said to Rudy Burgaw:

"Tdl Burke about the rod."

"It was this way, Clyde" declared Rudy. "I thought | ought to have a gun with me. You know, being a
pd of Sheff's and dl that. Anyway, | took it to the seance. Right in the middle of the affair somebody
knocked off that guy Tarkingham, the medium baiter.”

Clyde showed red surprise at the information, but said nothing, hoping he would hear more, which he
did.

"It wouldn't have made sense to be found with a gun on me" continued Rudy. "So | heaved the .32 out
the window, knowing that some of Sheff's friends were around.”

"Y egh, they were around,” put in Sheff. "They were there just in case, Burke. Quickie was the guy who
picked up the rod... Tl Burke about it, Quickie."

Sheff nudged his thumb toward a smdl man with darty eyes, whose shoulders seemed bent from long
sessions at ralling dice. When he spoke, Quickie's tone was nervous and rapid.

"Yegh, | grabbed it," began Quickie. "l didnt know whose gat it was, &t firg. Then | started usng it -"



"Hald it," snapped Sheff. "How many dugs werein that rod?"

"All of 'em,” assured Quickie. "But | had to get busy. There was The Shadow shooting right a me. Did |
get rid of those dugsin ahurry! If | hadn't kept banging & him, he'd have winged me sure”

"But you fired 9x shots," put in Sheff. "Y ou can swear to that, Quickie?"
"Yeah, 9x shots"

Quicki€es reply was dlib, but it didn't convince Clyde. He knew what happened when crooks emptied
guns The Shadow's direction. They kept pulling triggers even after their revolvers were doing nothing
more than dlick. In Clyde's estimate, Quickie's tesimony wasn't worth the price of the gxth bullet that he
probably didnt fire. Nevertheless, Clyde decided to take Quicki€'s word for it.

After Clyde had gone back to his coop of a room, Sheff turned to Rudy and said:
" don't think Burke believed you, Rudy."
"Maybe he did," returned Rudy. "What | want to know is Do you believe me?'

"Sure | do!" Sheff dapped his hand to Rudy's back. "When a guy tdlls a story, | like to hear him stick to
it. You're learning things, Rudy, the hard way—and that's what counts. Don't worry about Burke. We
can ill get dugs that will fit that .32, if we need to shut im up—to stay!"

Back in his miniature room, Clyde was wishing for space in which to kick himsdf. If hed only written
something into his lagt article, the Cleveland story, that would tip off The Shadow to the fact that things
weren't right! Clyde hadn't bothered because he hadn't recognized that matters were as hot as they were.

Murder in the seance room! It was something Clyde had not anticipated. His only solace was the fact
that his chief could not have expected it ether; otherwise it wouldn't have happened. But that didn't help
matters. If The Shadow only knew that Sheff Hassell was dill in New York! But he couldn't know,
because Clyde was gaing just the opposite in print.

Clyde Burke was sure that he had found tonight's murderer in the person of Rudy Burgaw. Ordinarily,
The Shadow could have picked up a lead to such a killer. But The Shadow's tral was barren and
Clyde's own overdght was the reason!

Crime was on the march, a triumphant parade that could continue, with Clyde to blame because he had
faled to send the vitd facts to The Shadow!

CHAPTER XIV. THE SECOND CLAIMANT

OF dI the mediums in Manhattan, none was more myderious than Kalvah. Most cryptic of Kavah's
expressons was his amile. He was generous with that amile because it told people that he did not like
them; and that, in the opinion of Kavah, was the best way of furthering an unpleasant acquaintance. He
was a man utterly without friends except himsdf, and he liked it.

This was the second day after the desth of Don Tarkingham. There had been no seances since, though
the psychic award had jumped consderably because of the sensationa news concerning it. The fund was
over a quarter million, of which hdf was Suffolk’s offer, but no one was worrying abouit it, not with the
way Tanya Y onina had been shown up as fraudulent. The general consensus was that nobody could ever
collect that fund.



Now, Kavah thought differently, but he wasn't saying so—not yet. At present, he was being quizzed by
Ingpector Joe Cardona, who had chosen Hayne's psychic laboratory as the proper place.

Joe dill had a hunch that there had been a prowling murderer and Kavah fitted the hill, for the medium
hed no dibi following the dinner with Caglio. But if Cardona had any thought that he could shake
Kavah's nerves by bringing the medium to the scene of crime, he was badly mistaken.

Kavah lacked nervesin the plurd sense. What he had was nerve, most sngularly. His roundish face, with
its creamy waxwork complexion, wore only that upturned crescent smile which looked like something
graven on his features.

His dark eyes were no index to his thoughts. At moments they seemed digtant, dreamy in ther gaze, at
other times they focused sharply, saring hard a persons with whom Kavah taked. But dways, the
medium's eyes did those things a the wrong time. When he should have been direct, he was dreamy;
given a chance for reflection, he would come suddenly to a point, instead.

Present a this quiz were Commissioner Weston and his friend Lamont Cranston. Both Professor Hayne
and Milton Suffolk were in the psychic laboratory, dso. Caglio had managed to be present by
accompanying Suffolk, and Rudy Burgaw was on hand to represent the press. Last but not least was
Roy Aulander, the dapper psychic investigator who fdt himsdf the proper successor to his friend Don
Tarkingham.

"Weve established one thing, Kavah," Cardona was saying. "You admit that you regarded Tarkingham
as an enamy."

"Mogt catanly,” replied Kavah in a dow, modulated tone. "Every medium regarded Tarkingham as an

"But you wanted to get rid of him," put in Aulander. "He was the one man who could prevent you from
collecting that award.”

"If I had intended to dispose of Tarkingham," speculated Kavah dreamily, "why should | have ingsted
that my name be taken from the lig of contestants who sought the prize?'

Cardona pondered over that one, and findly conceded tha it was a strong point in Kavah's favor.
Indeed, Joe went further. Switching his tactics, he decided that it cleared Kavah of dl suspicion.
Cardona wanted to get Kavah's reaction, and did.

Tuming to Professor Hayne, Kavah retained his open-faced amile while he remarked:

"Since the question has at last been settled, professor, you can replace my name on the lig. | aso request
that | be given apportunity to demonstrate my psychic powersinmy origind turn.”

Whether or not he used trickery in his seances, Kavah had employed it in Cardona's case. Hed turned
Joe's decison full about. Cleared by the fact thet it was off the list, Kalvah's name was on again! He was
disdosng a motive that could mark him as Tarkingham's murderer after proving that the motive didn't
exig!

Fuming inwardly, Cardona glared a Aulander, as though to blame him for the dip that had largely been
Joe's own faullt.

"And now, Professor Hayne," said Kavah in the dreamiest of tones, "how long will | have to wait before
| can demongtrate my psychic powers under test conditions?'



Hayne referred to the lis.

"Youre next, Kavah," he replied. "There were three mediums ahead of you, but they have dl resigned
from the contest.”

Kdvah's amile retained its crescent spread. The other mediums had obvioudy been scared off by the
police investigation. They wanted to prove they didn't have a mative for killing Tarkingham. Kavah had
neatly prepared for that beforehand; whether by luck or intent, the result was the same.

A dever chap, thisKdvah. He'd regained Cardona’s full suspicion, and Aulander was giving him an ugly
gare, but his thoughts were on the spirit world and he couldnt he bothered by such mundane
impressons. Saring digantly, Kavah didn't recognize that other eyes were fixed upon him; eyes tha
could focus quite as geedily as his own.

They were the eyes of Lamont Cranston, otherwise The Shadow. They foresaw curious events to come.

RESULTS came earlier than The Shadow anticipated. They began within an hour, when Rudy Burgaw
arived at Sheff Hassdll's gpartment. In Sheff's office, where old Hobgood's queer machine stood in a
corner, Rudy broke loose with his theme.

"Kaveh isin again," asserted Rudy. "That makes it bad for us, Sheff. What dopes we are! Here we
were, glad that Tarkingham was croaked, because he was the one guy who might have figured the
gmmick on that Triple A Plus machine that you inherited from old Hobgood.

"And now, while we're dill looking for some stooge medium who will work for a reasonable cut, Kavah
is out to grab the quarter million, with only Aulander to stop him. And Aulander cant; hes a
twenty-four-carat gold-filled boob! He thinks he's as smart as Tarkingham was, which makes it dl the
worse."

Sheff sat back to drum the desk. He kept glancing from Rudy to the machine and back again. At lagt, he
reached a decison:

"Y ouve got to gum up that seance, Rudy.”
"Gumit?' demanded Rudy. "How?'

"Any way you want," purred Sheff. "A lot of things could happen— like they did when Madame Yonina
was in the chair. And right now, Yonina is in the dink, which shows how far dong the police havent

gotten."

Rudy arose and began to sak the room, his manner so nervous that Sheff warned him not to blunder
agang Hobgood's dl-important invention. At last, Rudy turned and addressed Sheff vehemently.

"Ligen, Sheff! Y ou know I'm aguy that will go the limit when I'm needed. If what we're doing ever gets
out, youll take the rap for Hobgood and I'll get the same for Tarkingham. We can both argue we're
harmless, independently, but put us together—we make nitroglycerin!™

Rudy didn't put the andogy in happy style. He was worried, and badly. But his manner pleased Sheff, for
the racketeer had long hoped to work the renegade reporter into just this mood. So Sheff took
advantage of it.

"Now you're talking, Rudy," purred Sheff. "Gum the works, boy, and use your noodle, like you did when
you chucked that gat to Quickie."



Rudy shook his head.

"I'm tating no rod,” he told Sheff. "They might frisk us dl beforehand. Cardona will be a that seance.
Y ou know what he thinks? I'll tdl you. Joe has a hunch that Kavah sneaked in there the other night and
knocked off Tarkingham. Faity Yoninaydled that she saw ared ghodt. It could have been Kavah."

"All the better,” argued Sheff. "If you start something, Joe will crack down on the seance.”

"But Kavah will take another try," returned Rudy. "Weve got to gum things right. | can't do it aone,

"Quickiewill be handy -

"To take a powder if he sees The Shadow? Ligten, Sheff, if Kalvah could snesk in and out the way
Cardona thinks, so could The Shadow. My hunch isthat he was the ghost that Tanya spotted!™

Rudy's latest theory brought a steedy stare from Sheff. Then he nodded dowly and said:

"Il take over ingtead of Quickie. Frame away for me to be on tap, Rudy, and whatever you have to do,
you won't need to worry. Well handle this Kavah guy the way we have others. Which reminds me
Burke wants to see you."

ENTERING Clydestiny room, Rudy found hisfdlow journdigt in a most disgruntled mood. Clyde threw
abatch of type-hashed copy paper in Rudy's lgp, with the comment:

"I don't know Chicago like you do, Rudy. How can | put any locad color in my story? | can't even
mention a jive dive without it sounding stupid. Gun my typewriter and knock out a piece for me, just for a
sample”

Rudy shook his head. He wasn't in a hdpful mood.

"Youre having trouble?' he queried. "Wha about me? I've got to soin a yan about the guy who's
topnotch in the spook dodge, and | can't find aline on him."

A quick light struck Clyde.
"You mean Kavah?'

"Nobody ds=" returned Rudy. "He showed Cardona for a sap and mooched into the game again. You
know"—Rudy's tone was emphatic— "it was Kavah, not me, who sent Tarkingham on his expedition to
sudy the spirit world firghand. That's what Cardona says, so if you have any ideas on tripping Kavah,
youll be doing the right thing."

Rudy gave ady look as he finished. For thefirg time, he was giving Clyde a vaid reason for hdping the
crooked game that Sheff and Rudy were playing for quarter-million stakes. But Clyde was reluctant to
congder it, which was very wise on his part. For this happened to be the very break that Clyde had
counted on. He'd been building up to the thing.

"So Kavahisinit," mused Clyde. "Say, Rudy! That makes sense! Why, the way | could go to town on
the Kavah set-up would be terrific! I've followed his career for months—no, for yearst One point here,
another there; what a case | could rig againgt the fellow! If his seance should go sour, people would refer
back to my aticle for the facts that redly counted. But I'm not covering that beat any more, Rudy."

"Yes you are, Clyde" snapped Rudy. "On this story, anyway. I'll knock out the Chicago yarn and you



do the Kavah guff in return. Well switch names on the artticles and smooth them to the proper syle.
They'l both break tomorrow night, in the Classic.”

AT tha very moment, Lamont Cranston was reading today's edition of the Classc in the quiet of the
Cobalt Club. He had chosen a secluded nook because sght of the tabloid horrified the more austere
members of the swanky club. The edition that Cranston was reading happened to be the bulldog extra,
which appeared at ninein the evening.

It carried two aticles one by Clyde, the other by Rudy. Both were obvioudy authentic. Clyde's story
concerned the hunt for Sheff Hassdl and had been wired in from Indiangpolis, thanks to a pd of Sheff's,
though the fact wasn't detectable. Rudy's article was a bona fide summary of the psychic Stuation prior to
Cardonad's quiz of Kavah.

No clue, as yet, for The Shadow. But there would be a double one to-morrow night, when Clyde and
Rudy swapped assignments by proxy. Until then, The Shadow's trail to crime would remain barren, for
his own agent, Clyde Burke, had caused him to reject any connection between Sheff Hassdll and the
degth of Don Tarkingham.

Twenty-four hours to go! Should crime remain that long in abeyance, The Shadow would be prepared to
olveit before he could strike anew!

CHAPTER XV. HOUR OF DOOM

IT was the next evening, and the presses were dgpping finished copies of the Classic into greet piles that
were soon to reach the street. Within an hour, newsstands would have copies waiting for such regular
buyers as Lamont Crangton. Just one hour more!

One hour, in contrast to days that had preceded it. Yet that hour was to sway the baance between right
and wrong. Had The Shadow gained the bendfit of that hour, he could have won a long race agang
crime. But fate was throwing further hazardsin The Shadow's path.

Fate and a mydic named Kavah, who clamed that he could control the hand of degtiny.

Having regained the right to appear as a damant for the award offered by Suffolk and others, Kavah
hed further demanded the privilege of an early test. He intimated that his reputation was at stake now that
Inspector Cardona had again begun to doubt him. He wanted to prove his psychic ability and thus clear
his name from dl sigma

For it was obvious that if Kavah possessed genuine psychic powers, he wouldn't have had any motive
for killing Tarkingham. But Kavah didn't mention the other factor that was equdly true.

Should Kavah be a fake, the sooner he gave a seance, the better his chance to win the award. His only
obstacle was Aulander, and Tarkingham's successor hadn't yet found time to enlist the services of other
psychic investigators. Meanwhile, Aulander was taking in a confident style, and Kavah took advantage
of it. Cdling for a seance this very night, he had won his argument.

So here was the throng in the psychic Iab again, while the Classic was ill pounding through the presses.
Tonight the seance circle induded Lamont Cranston. He hadn't been able to get out of it, for
Commissoner Weston had taken an interest in things psychic and was aso anong those present.

So they'd come to the lab together, with Cranston bringing aong a brief case filled with a lot of scientific
articles on fake mediums, in case the commissioner wanted to refer to them.

Harry Vincent and Margo Lane were present as legitimate Sitters, and they would prove handy should



The Shadow need them. Milton Suffolk had brought dong other people, who had pledged themsalves to
pay large portions of the award should it be won; but Caglio wasn't with him. As usud, Caglio was doing
atrance seance for a group of society people, thistime somewhere in Westchester.

There were two persons who held Cranston's closest atention: Professor Hayne and Rudy Burgaw.

One fact could not be discounted. Hayne had been connected with everything from the very outset.
Oddly, the thing in Hayne's favor wasn't the way in which he had covered his activities. On the contrary,
he had laid himsdf right open to many things that persons like Inspector Cardona had overlooked. So
The Shadow had given Hayne a clean hill, from a negative viewpoint.

That might be the very flaw. Perhaps Hayne had played stupid in order to look innocent. So this evening,
Hayne was to gan his share of The Shadow's secret observation.

Rudy's case was different. He carried the best of passports. his swap of jobs with Clyde. The fact that
Clyde was touring the Midwest as a crime reporter made it ook as though he had rigged the ded putting
Rudy on the seance assgnmen.

And tonight, Rudy was living up to what a smart reporter should be. He looked worried, as if he—not
Milton Suffolk—was the man who stood to lose the hdf share of a quarter million dollars. Moreover,
Rudy was checking to see that the seance room remained undisturbed. He was particularly anxious to
waich the outer door.

All this would have explained itsdf the other way about, if the seance had been postponed until after
Cranston could read the forthcoming issue of the New Y ork Classic, due on the street within the hour!

FROM the center of the circle, Kalvah was addressing the group, describing the sort of phenomena that
he intended to produce. A cabinet was set there, but it wasn't on balance scales. They weren't necessary,
snce Kavah intended to produce his phenomena in the light, keeping only himsdf in the darkened
cabinet.

Infront of the cabinet was a table, and upon it rested three objects. One was a human skull, or a farly
good imitation; the second object was a long, sharp-pointed dagger; while the third was a large glove
with a broad wristband attached.

Kavah suggested that the dtters examine these items, adding that if the objects fdt dammy, it was
because they had athick coating of luminous paint.

While the ingpection was under way, Kavah draméticaly named the props in question. The death's-head
was the Skull of Cagliostro, famed mydtic of two centuries ago; the knife was the Dagger of Macheth;
while the glove was the Gauntlet of Galahad. Very solemn was the tone of Kavah, when he gave these
definitions.

"Any of three things may happen,” he declared. "The skull may speak; the dagger may float in air; while
the gauntlet may become imbued with an invigble hand. Such manifestations will begin in darkness, but
they will continue after | have called for lightd™

It was agreed tha the continuance of any one of such manifesations under full test conditions would
entitte Kalvah to the award. So the medium entered the cabinet, folded his ams and asked tha the
curtain be lowered. His eyes dready fixed in adreamy stare, Kavah added that it wouldn't be necessary
for the ditters to grip hands. Everybody's position would be perfectly established after the lights came on.

Even before the seance room was darkened, Cranston came to definite conclusons regarding Kalvah.



The brain of The Shadow was probing into the possible methods whereby Kavah might produce the
things he claimed. It would be easy for Kavah to operate the skull, making it wiggle its jaw with the aid
of alooped thread.

The gauntlet was very rubbery; a mere coating of luminous pant did not explain its fed. A thin tube
would suffice tofill it with compressed air. As for the dagger, Kavah could handle it with a reeching rod,
paticularly one of atelescopic type which might be hidden in a fountain pen that Kavah wore in his vest
pocket.

Kavah needed darkness to rig things the way he wanted. How far his act could continue after the lights
came on depended much upon his ingenuity. Certainly the skull could continue to work its jaw, though
the glove might deflate and the knife drop with a quick jerk.

However, Kavah was as bold as he was clever, and he might be able to make such manifesations very
convinaing. That part remained to be seen.

The lights went off except for the red bulbs, and they showed nothing. They were farther gpart tonight
and at the sdes of the cabinet, which fitted The Shadow's belief that Kavah intended to rig things. He
didnt want to be spotted moving in front of the lights and he wouldnt be, the way the lights were
located.

Thus judged The Shadow, for he was Cranston no longer. Tuming his brief case upside down, he was
opening a hidden zipper in its bottom. The brief case had two compartments, each shaped like a V.
Between the W thus formed was an inverted V like the Greek letter A. It was from that secret section
that The Shadow removed the folded cloak and flattened hat that he used to obliterate his guise of
Crangton.

A gun came from the cloak. The Shadow was using only one tonight, and he doubted that he would have
tofireit. A nest tap with a heavy automatic could put Kavah into a genuine trance, should The Shadow
S0 require. Or it would stop any person like Professor Hayne, should the latter be working with the
medium.

For The Shadow was certain that complicity would creep into any game where a quarter million dollars
stood a stake. That sum was sufficent to be split between two conspirators, with a profit for each, or
even to be divided among three or more.

Knowing that Kavah would remain quiet for awhile, The Shadow decided to look for Hayne first. Clad
in black, the unseen investigator was moving out and around the circle, keeping clear of the big box
detectors, when a sudden gasp passed through the group. Only a few feet from the spot where he had
last seen Hayne, The Shadow paused to look toward the cabinet.

Manifegtations were aready under way!

Hdf a minute ago, three luminous objects had been regting on that table: a skull, a dagger and a gauntlet.
No longer were they there. All three were in motion!

The skull had lifted to aheight of Sx fedt, as though it were the head of an otherwise invishle figure. An
unseen hand had filled the empty gauntlet. Spreading its fingers, that gloved hand had wrapped itsf
about the handle of the dagger and was raising the blade to brandish it above the skull!

HAND on his gun, The Shadow resisted the urge to draw and plant a shot in the imaginary body that
reveded only its head and hand. It was too likdy that the form would be red, the very solid shape of
Kavah, who could easly have sneaked from the cabinet to try this business with hisluminous props.



So The Shadow et the gun dide beneath his cloak. Forgetting Hayne for the moment, he picked the right
spot in the circle and startled two members by laying hisinvisble hands upon their shoulders.

Fortunately, Harry's grunt and Margo's heartfet gasp were drowned by other murmurs from the circle.
Both heard The Shadow's whisper, tdling them to spread their chairs apart and let him through.

The shining skull and the glowing hand that gripped the luminous knife were garting a trip around the far
sde of the cabinet, as though to show themsdlves off to other members of the cirde. By skirting the near
Sde of the cabinet, The Shadow could meet the ghost and prove it corporeal by means of a grapple,
rather than a bullet.

As he started that tour, The Shadow heard a gir within the circle. Someone ese was on the prowl to
overtake the ghodt. It might be Hayne, if he had started ahead of The Shadow. It could be Aulander,
who was s0 anxious to fill the shoes of Tarkingham. Whoever it was, The Shadow let him shift for
himsdlf.

The Shadow was after the ghost and was copying its tactics. In skirting one Side of the cabinet, the ghost
was cutting in between the curtains and the red light, so as not to block off the crimson glow. The
Shadow did exactly the same on his side of the cabinet. The only difference was that the ghost—as
represented by skull, glove and dagger—was farther dong than The Shadow. It was a the rear of the
cabinet, while the cloaked chalenger was moving in past the red bulb that glowed on the near side.

Until now, an hour had been important. Things were changed; this was a matter of seconds. Grim
seconds, wherein the whole scene turned itsalf indde out.

The cabinet trembled as though something had jarred it from the rear. The Shadow paused, thinking that
the crcumnavigating ghost had smply tripped over the bottom of the back curtain. Another moment, and
The Shadow sensed the thing that was due. He made a quick, drding sweep to prevent it. Too late!

Something hurtled into the cabinet. There was a cry from in back that the luminous objects had
disappeared. Hard on that cry came a shriek from within the cabinet itsdf: Kavah's voice, screaming:

"Lightd"

The Shadow didn't wait for lights He hurled himsdf againg the back curtain of the cabinet, to grab the
figure that had gone through and dropped the rear curtain behind it. The whole cabinet came flying
backward, burying The Shadow within its black cloth folds. At that moment, lights came on.

The overturned cabinet was forgotten by dl who saw the figure that issued from it. The figure of Kalvah,
sorawling forward to strike the floor. It looked as though Kavah had played the ghogt, for the skull was
bouncing ahead of him and the gauntlet dapping down beside him. From dl appearances, he might have
dropped those objects.

But Kavah didn't drop the dagger. He couldnt, for the Blade of Macbeth was where he couldn't reach
it—planted squarely between Kavah's shoulders, clear to its hilt. It was the stabbing of that knife that
produced the medium's scream for lights, thet last call he was ever to uitter.

Hitting the floor, Kavah spread there, his face dill wearing its crescent grin as it twisted to peer across
his shoulder, its dead eyes bulging as though unable to find the killer who had thrust home that murderous
blade!

CHAPTER XVI. THE RIGHT CAMP
THE light that came on was a floor lamp near the door, where Cardona had stationed himsdf with the



double purpose of watching the seance and guarding againg outside interference. Since everything was
happening in the seance room, Joe forgot the door and sprang toward Kavah's body.

He regretted his move immediatdy, for before he could reach the cabinet, the floor lamp tipped with a
crash that extinguished its light.

Only someone from the door could have done that to the lamp, and Cardona whedled to learn who was
to blame. Finding the culprit was impossble in the darkness, so Cardona bawled for other lights and
received an answver from Hayne, who said he would supply them.

The spot from which Hayne gave his cal was easly located by Hary and Margo, for it was right
between ther chairs. The professor was getting through the human circle by means of the opening The
Shadow had used.

The trouble was that Hayne couldn't find his way back again in the dark; & least, not as peedily as
Cardona wanted. Tumult was raging around the overturned cabinet and Cardona pitched himsdf into the
chaos, rather than wait for the lights. Jo€'s arriva didn't help the situation.

The Shadow had dmost grabbed the murderer, and would have trapped him among the cloth folds but
for the intervention. It wasn't dl Cardona’s faullt; others werein the mix-up, too. But Joe's inimiteble way
of bashing into things turned the affray into a free-for-all.

Rudy was in the tangle, coming from the back, while Harry was lunging from the opposite direction.
Other voices rose: Commissoner Weston and Milton Suffolk were both meking the most of their
individud authority, while they added their weight to the struggle.

Thar cry was, "Grab the ghost!"—by which they meant the unidentified person who had struck down
Kavah. So everybody naturdly pounced for the vortex of the whirl and found The Shadow. They didnt
know who he was, but the fed of his cloak was enough like a robe tha a fake ghost would have worn,
s0 the grabbers were dl quite stisfied.

Bang classed a ghogt didnt ruffle The Shadow. He'd been termed a ghost before and knew how to live
up to the reputation. In this case, he made an eccentric whirl which sent the grabbers spilling againgt one
another, much to their annoyance.

One man, at leadt, had the wits to get dear: Harry Vincent. Recognizing that The Shadow was in a jam,
Harry saw a better way to hdp him than remaining in the struggle.

Harry went for the corner where Professor Hayne had gone, and on the way he grabbed Margo.
Dragging the girl dong, Harry quickly told her what had to be done. They couldn't let Hayne put on the
lights until The Shadow was clear.

The lights did come on, right afterward, but it was only a few feet to Hayne's corner, so Harry bowled
the professor aside and clicked them off again.

Savagdly, Hayne jabbed the switch again and Harry flipped it off. They grappled, but Hayne managed to
dgp the switch as Harry was twising him aside. It was Margo's turn, and she was right on hand to douse
the lights Those clicks of the switch followed in such quick succession that lights were barely on before
they were off again, and the result was a kaeldoscopic effect throughout the seance room.

No one redly saw The Shadow. His cloaked figure blended with the dark so perfectly that in those
indants of light it seemed no more than an afterimage. Besides, The Shadow was dill doing his rapid
whirl. Amid the spin, he glimpsed other people and vagudy identified them: Weston, Cardona, Suffolk,



Rudy—dl those around the cabinet.

All those and one more, who couldn't be placed because his back was turned. He certainly didn't belong
to the seance circle, for his actions didnt fit. The reason his back was turned was because he was
scudding toward the door, and it was open wide, proving that this interloper must have sneaked in during
the seance!

CARDONA spied the flesing man but couldn't go after him. At that moment, Joe was in the combined
orip of Weston and Suffalk, who had grabbed him in lieu of a better ghost. But Cardona had a gun and
was managing to am it, while he bellowed for the fugitive to halt.

Joe's shout forced The Shadow to a change of pace; he took an angle to the wdl to avoid Cardonas
path of am. But the police ingpector didn' fire after al.

There was acdl from Rudy Burgaw tdling theat he was after the flesing man. Hearing it, Weston grabbed
Cardona's gun hand. The Shadow zigzagged for the doorway and met up squarely with Rudy, who made
ahard tackle, only to be flung aside. On his knees, Rudy was making ancther effort to grab The Shadow,
when the rest surged up to help.

Whipping through the doorway, The Shadow continued on the fugitives trail with the whole pack howling
behind him. Around corners, down gairways, the running man was dways far enough ahead to be clear
of gunfire or recognition. As he reached the street, a car came wheding up and he dived right into it,
gving the news that The Shadow was after him.

It was much like thet firgt night, when Rudy had played the eectrician— a part that The Shadow had not
yet uncovered. Very much like that firs episode, because in this case the unidentified fugitive happened
to be Sheff Hassdll. Tonight, Sheff was using hisred pals—Quickie and those others who liked to shoot
guns as much as they did craps.

Things broke fast. The Shadow's laugh was a mighty chdlenge that informed crooks of the worst. So
they did their worst, which was what The Shadow wanted. They aimed for where they heard the laugh,
and its echoes completely deceived them. The Shadow was out of the doorway and hdf across the street
when they fired. His responding shots came from a surprise angle.

The neatest of traps, this one—if The Shadow hadn't relied on the wrong people. He expected Weston
and Cardona to spot the car and give it a fusllade while its occupants were vanly firing in The Shadow's
own direction. But the only things that the commissoner and his ace inspector saw were The Shadow's
own gun jabs. So they banged away at those, and the crooks used their respite to whip ther car around
the corner and away.

Stationed near was a cab beonging to The Shadow. Its driver, Moe Shrevnitz, had two of The Shadow's
secret agents with him. One was Cliff Mardand, who knew the underworld like a book. His companion,
asharp eyed fdlow cdled Hawkeye, had indexed that same volume.

But when Mo€'s cab drew up, it Smply took the place of the car that had escaped. Weston and Cardona
mistook it for a crook-manned cab and fired with dacrity, forcing Moe to whip around a different corner
as he caught a flashlight Sgnd from The Shadow.

It was a getaway for the crooks The Shadow sought, and he fdt it fortunate that his agents had managed
the same. And now The Shadow was having his own troubles, for Weston, Cardona and the rest from
the seance room were boxing himin.

The Shadow let them close in on him while he chose his favorite spot—the little courtyard from which he



hed disappeared before,

The Shadow had his suction cups. He wouldn't be without that compact bundle, not in this vicinity. Theat
nest of disks was the red reason why he was carrying only a angle gun. Having only one automatic, The
Shadow had been sparing with his shots, which he regretted; but, after dl, the suction cups were worth it.

Putting them on in swift fashion, The Shadow walked right up the wal and rolled through the window of
the psychic laboratory while the men who hunted him were arriving in the courtyard.

Thelights were on again in the seance room when Cranston gtrolled in to join a group who were too busy
gpologizing to one another to natice that he had entered from the library. When attention focused on
Kavah's body, everyone thought it naturd enough that Cranston should remove his brief case, which was
somewhat in the way.

Of course, he took it to the library, which was where he found time to pack away the cloak and hat that
he had |€ft there, dong with suction cups and gun.

COMING back upstairs by the conventiona route, Commissioner Weston ordered Inspector Cardona
to take charge of the case. Cardona did, and this was one murder he had little trouble reconstructing.

Sheer nerve had made the killer's task a smple one. People were weatching for phenomena, so the
murderer had provided it by putting on the gauntlet and gripping the knife with it. A perfect way to
surprise Kalvah and kill him, while he was gdling in the cabinet. The skull, Cardona explained, had been
carried in the killer's other hand smply for a bluff.

Usng a handkerchief to lift the knife by its point, Cardona glowered at the handle and grumbled:

"No fingerprints. The glove took care of those. Whoever pulled this job was smart." With that, Cardona
looked around the group and added: "I'm not so sure he was the fdlow from the hall. That bird could
have been a decoy—or maybe just a snooper.”

Cardona's gaze suddenly centered on the skull. His countenance took on its poker-face expression.
Spreading the handkerchief atop the skull, Joe gripped through the cloth and turned the whole thing over.
Producing a brush and a little bottle of gragphite, Cardona made the test for fingerprints—and they
appeared on the base of the skull!

"Wedl handled this skull," reminded Cardona, "but there was only one man who would have held it this
way. | mean the murderer, and he left some very clean evidence. So clean, tha I'm going to play a
hunch!"

Laying the skull on its side, Cardona buttonholed Roy Aulander and made the dapper investigator plant
fingertip impressions on a sheet of paper. Aulander complied, but he argued dl the while.

"Maybe they are my fingerprints” said Aulander. "I picked up the skull and put it on the table after the
murder, while you were chasing the red killer. | had the same theory as you, ingpector, so | held the skull
inone hand -"

"Theleft hand," interrupted Cardona, "because its fingerprints tdly with those on the skull base. Only, it
happened earlier, Aulander, while you were snesking around the cabinet with the skull in one hand, the
glove on the other. Y ou were carrying the dagger and you drove it into Kavah's back.

"Il tdll you why you did it. You believed that Kavah killed your friend Tarkingham. Yes, you figured he
sneaked in here and tried to pin the job on Madame Yonina. So you murdered Kavah for revenge, and



you fixed it with some cheap crook to play the decoy. That's why we chased out of here. But we came
back—to find the right man!"

Theam of the law had clamped on Aulander, exactly asit had on Madame Yonina. First a medium, then
a skeptic—a suspect for each murder, evening the score for each camp!

As Cardona left, taking dong his protesting prisoner, a convinced buzz went through the group. One
person, however, was drictly slent: Lamont Cranston.

The Shadow d4ill fdt that crime carried a future motive the collection of a huge reward for a successful
seance. By that rule, Tarkingham had to be diminated, being the one man who could expose any fraud.
Smilaly, Kavah's death was necessary, because with Tarkingham gone Kavah could prove clever
enough to produce phenomena that such second-raters as Aulander would be unable to detect.

A drange business, that of spiritism! It produced two camps— those of believers and skeptics. But there
was dill a third camp, that of those who didn't care about the vitd question of human survivad. A camp
controlled by men of outright crime. It was the right camp for The Shadow to investigate.

He had invedtigated it, to pick Sheff Hassdll. But Sheff's part, a most, seemed nothing more than a brief
feud with the old inventor, Leander Hobgood.

Leaving the psychic lab with the police commissioner, Cranston didnt bother to buy a copy of the
Classic. He knew it would carry the same old duff: Clyde's tak of minor crime in other cities; Rudy's
vary trivid chatter on questions psychic.

After leaving the Cobat Club a midnight, The Shadow started for his sanctum. Still Cranston, held just
stepped into his limousne when a newshoy waved a batch of pink-sheeted tabloids, ydling news of
murder. The Classic had pulled a stop-press jab to lift its front page and run a specid story of Kavah's
death. It had scooped the town and Cranston with it. For Cranston bought a copy.

There wasn't much on the front page, so as the limousine rolled dong Cranston turned casudly to the
inner pages and glanced at the columns bearing the names of Clyde Burke and Rudy Burgaw. A few
minutes later, he was holding the paper under the dome light, reading first one column, then the other.

The whispered laugh that came from Cranston's lips was rightfully The Shadow's mirth. It was an answer
to the question that The Shadow wanted; his origind answer, suddenly made plain. The Shadow was
right about the camp of crime.

Its ruler was Sheff Hassdll, and the facts now on display gave proof that the crook in question was ill in
New Y ork, where The Shadow could find him on short notice!

CHAPTER XVII. THE MUTUAL CHOICE

SOMETHING was adtir at Sheff's. Something that Clyde Burke intended to find out about, despite the
risk. His door was unlocked, for Rudy had left it that way. Rudy had come in to tak with Clyde, only to
be summoned to Sheff's office by the little crook caled Quickie. So Clyde decided to play his old trick

again.

He sneaked from his tiny quarters, dodged past the living room, reached Sheff's door and peered
through, more carefully than he had the other time.

Sheff and Rudy were in conference. The room was unchanged, except for a peculiar machine that stood
on atable in the corner. The machine was mounted on glass legs that topped a marble dab, and it looked
like a conglomeration of clockwork. But the machine was unimportant compared with what Sheff and



Rudy had to say.

"So Aulander isgoing to take the rap,” spoke Sheff in a purring chuckle. "Good enough. Smart work on
your part, Rudy."

"I'd say you pulled the smart duff,” complimented Rudy. "Getting rid of Kavah was your idea, not mine

"We can both take credit, Rudy. One for covering while the other pulled the job. It puts usin the same
boat, so let it go at that."

Rudy hesitated; then said casudly: "All right, Sheff."
That settled, Sheff came to other business, which involved the strange machine on the corner table.

"I've got the stooge we need," declared Sheff. "He's due here any time, now. He's a mind reader who
cdls himsdf Swvami Benares. One of those guys with whiskers, but he's got a specid reason for weearing
them. They hide hisred mug.”

"You mean he's wanted?' inquired Rudy.

"Il say heis" chuckled Shed. "About everywhere except in New York! | could press any one of about
seventeen buttons that would send him right up. So helll play ball.”

"For athree-way cut?'

"Yegh. A cut for you and a cut for me, with Swami cut out! Well keep him happy, however. Well give
him ten percent of the forty you're taking, Rudy.”

There wasn't any objection from Rudy. Hed be getting more than the third that he hadn't expected,
though held talked as if he did. Clyde, outside, was mulling over the figures, when he caught himsdf. It
wouldn't do to stand here mooning at Sheff's very door.

That thought occurred to Clyde too late. Already there were footsteps from the living room. Quickie was
bringing someone to see Sheff Hassell, probably Swami Benares!

Easng the door shut, Clyde turned and started back. At the turn of the passage, he saw Quickie on the
way, taking to a bearded man who accompanied him. Clyde dropped back, then decided on a lunge. If
he could get by Quickie, he might run the gauntlet of the living room. It was his only out!

There was a quicker out, that Clyde didn't know about. Before he could even start his lunge, hands
gripped him from in back, catching his neck in a throttling hold. Everything went black as Clyde landed
through a door that had opened just behind him. It was something he hadn't even guessed about—a
hidden watcher posted in a Sde room of the hdlway leading to Sheff's officel

So 0lid was Clyde's jolt, that his head swvam. Hed played a long shot, and with it played the fool. His
captor hauled him to his feet and started him out through the door that Quickie and the svami had
passed. Clyde had lost his sense of direction, but it didn't matter. There was only one place where his
captor would take him; that was to Sheff's office.

Next Clyde found himsdf in a chair, squinting weekly into the light. His eyes suddenly began to blink. He
wasn't in Sheff's office; he was in his own bandbox of a room! And the captor who stood before him
wasn't one of Sheff's huskies.

Clyde was facing his own chief, The Shadow!



WITH a warning whisper, The Shadow told Clyde to stay where he was. Then the cloaked figure was
gone slently through the door, while Clyde was feding a breeze from the open window. In choosing the
best way to reach Sheff Hassdll, The Shadow had come through the very room where his agent was a
prisoner! The best route by The Shadow's way of cdculation, for it meant dimbing a sheer wdl and
queezing through a space too narrow to need bars. Both of those systems, the dimb and the squeeze,
were specidties with The Shadow.

Quite soon The Shadow returned. He'd taken alook into Sheff's office, to see the racketeer operating a
curious clockwork mechaniam that greetly interested a bearded visitor. Inasmuch as Sheff had shown no
ggns of explaning the contrivance, The Shadow had returned to hear what information Clyde could offer.
So Clyde poured factsin plenty.

Clyde told how beautifully he had trapped himsdf on his firg vist to Sheff. He explained that Sheff had
obtained Hobgood's lagt invention, daming that it was rightfully his, but disdaming any hand in the
inventor's death. Of course, that brought out the point that Rudy Burgaw was the ectrician who had
jolted Hobgood, though it was doubtful that Rudy had intended to injure Hobgood at that time.

Sheff Hassdll was the ingtigator of the present enterprise. He held a tight grip over Rudy Burgaw and
Swami Benares and was usng them as tools. Rudy's part was dready accomplished: Don Tarkingham
and Kavah were dead.

That |eft the fidd wide for Swvami Benares, who could try for the award and probably collect it, snce
Tarkingham wouldn't be on hand to expose the swami's trickery, nor would Kavah be there to produce
more sartling phenomena. No set-up could have been smpler.

The only complexities lay in the past actions of two individuds

Sheff and Rudy. Just as Sheff daimed he hadn't murdered Hobgood, so did Rudy swear innocence in
Takingham's death. Both cases puzzled Clyde, though he was inclined to consder each man guilty. As
for this evening's episode the murder of Kavah—the blame looked like a toss-up between Sheff and

Rudy.

Such past speculations scarcey seemed to interest The Shadow. He gave a reflective laugh as Clyde
discussed them; then referred to the copy of the Classic that had brought hm here. The Shadow
complimented Clyde on the printed tip-off, for it was an excdlent job. The aticle on Chicago crime,
written by Rudy under Clyde's name, mentioned places and brought up facts that couldn't have been
known to Clyde, for he wasn't acquainted with the Chicago scene the way Rudy was.

The other article, though, had been a better tip. Usng Rudy's byline, Clyde had delved into data
regarding Kavah that Rudy couldn't possbly have learned on such short notice. In reading it, The
Shadow had known that no reporter other than Clyde could have ranged so far in the psychic fidd. So
the combination had worked as Clyde wanted. It brought The Shadow sooner than Clyde
expected—much to Clyde's good fortune.

"Asfor the future™ spoke The Shadow, "your best palicy is to gt tight, Burke. Avoid foolish action such
as you performed tonight, until Sheff's game is completed.”

"That's what I'm afraid of," inserted Clyde. "After the payoff, what then? Sheff seems to figure that I'm
worth something dive, but he won't fed that way after he collects the cash, through Svami Benares. Nor

will Rudy!"

The Shadow's laugh indilled sudden doubts in Clyde. No doubts regarding The Shadow's future plans,
but doubts of Sheff and Rudy. Clyde began to fed there wouldnt be a payoff of the sort that the



conspirators and their swami friend expected. The business of gtting tight might, in that case, prove even
more dangerous for Clyde. It would be like embracing a powder keg with both ams and daring
someone to light the fuse.

Agan, Clyde heard The Shadow's whispered laugh. Low, meditetive, it earned reassurance. The
Shadow didn't intend to leave his plans haf formed. Clyde's case, in particular, would have his attention.

But just as Clyde's confidence restored itsdlf, The Shadow's laugh ended with a quick note of warning.
His keen hearing had caught footsteps outside Clyde's door. His gesture indicated for Clyde to be ready
to answer any knock.

Nonchdantly, Clyde stepped across the room. The knock came, and Clyde threw a glance a the
window to make sure that The Shadow had left. The narrow block of blackness looked very solid, and
Clyde couldnt tdl if it ill included a cloaked figure. If Clyde couldn't, Rudy wouldn't, so Clyde cdled:
"Comein."

Rudy entered, looking more chearful than before. He wanted Clyde to hdp him with the next article in the
psychic series; in turn, Rudy agreed to spill some more dope on Chicago. So the two sat down to work,
mutudly forgetting other matters.

IN Sheff's office, Hobgood's peculiar machine was resting on the desk, its whedls operating in rhythmic
fashion while Svami Benares stared in pleased fascination.

From behind the desk, Sheff purred satisfied words while he gestured toward Quickie, who was standing
by, a cigarette dangling from hislips.

"Il have Quickie tak to the janitor," stated Sheff. "He can hire some friend of his to lug this over to your
place, without knowing whet it is. You can use regular truckers after that, Swami. Have them take the
gadget to Professor Hayné's joint.”

Swyami Benares shook his head.

"I shdl carry it persondly, in a cab," he declared. "So precious a thing as a psychic motor should never
leave my possession!”

"O.K., then," agreed Sheff. "Use your own judgment after | ship it to your place... Now scram, Quickie,
while | show Swami the gaff. And by the way"— Sheff stopped Quickie before he reached the door—"I
want you to look up a couple of right guys to handle the Burke propostion. Have them handy right after
the blow-off."

Quickie nodded while looking back at Sheff. As a reault, the little mobbie didn't see the blackness that
receded from the door, nor did he note the slent turn of the dosing knob. Sheff couldn't see those things
because Quickie blocked hisview of them.

Blackness moved ahead of Quickie into the living room, where the rest of Sheff's cronies were raling
dice. An argument was under way when Quickie arrived.

"Shove out of the light,” one gambler was tdling another. "I can't see what the bones read!"
"Shove over yoursdf," the other retorted. "l an't in the light.”

Both looked around and saw Quickie, who glanced a afloor lamp as though he were to blame. It rather
puzzled the little crook, how he could have blocked the light from that angle. With a shrug, Quickie pulled
some money from his pocket to join the crap game. It was too late to tak to the janitor tonight. Morning



would do.

Blackness by then had gone through the outer door of Sheff's gpartment. In the hdlway outsde, the
cloaked form of The Shadow maeridized asif from nowhere. The Shadow was pleased because he had
pad a return trip to Sheff's office, ingead of going out Clyde's window. Hed smply waited behind
Clyde's door while Rudy opened it, and with the two reporters in conference, The Shadow had left
Clydé's room.

For The Shadow had learned enough to complete his plans. He intended to leave Clyde where he
was—even dfter the blow-off, as Sheff termed it. Until then, The Shadow's plans and those of Sheff
Hassl would be mutud.

Both were counting upon Swami Benares to produce the dimax, with Hobgood's machine as the
ingrument involved. Whatever the merits of that device, it could be used either way: to demondtrate the
exigence of a psychodynamic force, or to prove fraud.

Swami Benares was picking up where Kavah had |eft off. All dse that was needed was someone to fill
the capacity of the fraud exposer, Don Tarkingham.

And such a person would be present a the coming seance: The Shadow!

CHAPTER XVIIl. THE CHALLENGE FROM BEYOND

MILTON SUFFOLK was lodng interest in the proof of human surviva. He sat in the psychic laboratory
and said so, not only to Professor Hayne but Commissoner Weston and Lamont Cranston, who were
aso present for this conference.

Caglio had dso come to the [aboratory, but he was in the little library looking through Hayne's books.

"We started with a sincere quest,” declared Suffolk serioudy, "and what resulted? Fraud, chicanery, and
murder! | regret my connection with the cause, if it can be cdled such. | fed dmos responsible for the
horrible things that have occurred.”

Professor Hayne started a protest, but Suffolk cut him short.

"Thisfund of ours encouraged crime,” ingsted Suffolk. "Perhaps | should say this fund of mine, for it has
reached three hundred thousand dollars and | am responsible for haf that sum. In these times, no one can
afford to tie up a hundred and fifty thousand dollars indefinitely. | have many interests, but cash isvitd."

What Suffolk said was true. He was a man of reputed wedth, but he had gone a long way beyond his
origind offer. Twenty-five, even fifty thousand dollars would have been a handsome amount to offer
anyone who could solve the psychic riddle. The afars of Milton Suffolk, like those of many reputed
millionaires, were dependent upon indusiries that might at any time close down.

Matters of current finance were beyond the ken of Professor Hayne. He thought of wedthy men as
people who plucked dollars from trees. For the fird timein its career, his psychic laboratory had been
recaving proper finandd ad, and he didn't want to loseiit.

"You can't withdraw, Mr. Suffolk!" exdlamed Hayne. "Not while there are mediums who are dill willing
to compete for the fund!”

"Wha mediums?' demanded Suffolk. "Look a your own lig, Hayne. Every name has been crossed off. |
have come to one concluson'— Suffolk put this in emphatic style—"regarding mediums in generd. All
those who will degrade their talentsin quest of wedth, are frauds. Sincere psychics, such as Caglio, pay



no attention to this award. They accept cash for their services only that they may live So | fdt that we
should cdl off the offer.”

Hayne showed his disgppointment in a most unusud way.

"I am a ancere searcher for the truth,” he declared, very solemnly. "Therefore, you should believe me
when | declare that genuine manifestations have occurred in this very laboratory. Only two nights ago, |
hed proof of such. Herein this very room | heard the creep of footsteps, the whisper of a voice. | turned
on the lights— the room was empty. Proof, Mr. Suffolk, thet a spirit had come and gone!™

Hayne's words were so dramdtic that Commissoner Weston gave a sudden start, particularly when he
heard footsteps right beside him and a voice in his very ear! Jumping about in rea darm, Weston saw
Caglio, who had come from the library during Hayne's discourse.

"I believe you, professor,” assured Caglio. "I, too, have received such impressons in this atmosphere.
Y our laboratory is laden with psychic influences. Since Mr. Suffolk believes that | am sincere, | hope my
Satement will convince him."

"Veay wdl," conceded Suffolk. "You can keep the offer open for another week, professor. Thet is, if
Commissoner Weston agrees.”

The commissoner did agree. He came out with his reason. Inspector Cardona had proven nothing
agang dther Madame Yonina or Roy Aulander in the murders which the two had presumably
committed. But Cardona was ill holding them in custody, for a purpose.

"There may be a aimind hand behind both murders™ asserted Weston. " Suppose some clever crook
employed atoal to do those killings? What would his next step be? Inspector Cardona believes that the
megter crook would hire some fake medium to seek the award. If we could trap such a medium in
trickery, we would have the answer to the two murderd™

It seemed that Cardona had come around to The Shadow's theory, for which Joe deserved due credit,
though Cranston did not expressit. As for Suffolk, he did not think much of the idea.

"If thet is the case, commissoner,” queried Suffolk, "why are the ligs Hill open? Someone should
catanly be seeking the prize”

"Someoneis™ put in Hayne. "I had a cdl today from a medium who wants to enter the context His name
is Swami Benares, and he dams he can produce psychic manifestations in ful light. He is willing to
submit to the test a once.”

"Make it this evening, then!" exdlamed Weston eagerly. "Cdl the usud circle together, and | shdl have
Inspector Cardona join ud"

SEVERAL hours later, the usud group of stters was gathered in the seance room. The room was
reasonably dim, but not reduced to the red-light stage. In the center of the circle was the bearded
medium, Swami Benares, and in front of him stood the peculiar contrivance with which he intended to
demondirate the existence of psychodynamic force.

Everyone was free to examine the machine, so they did. Cogwhedls, sprockets, levers and the rest were
lifted from the glass plate on which they rested, except for afew parts that were firmly affixed to the glass
to steady the rest. Swami Benares carefully assembled the various parts and was ready to begin.

"Let me again cdl atention to the most essentid fact,” declared Benares smoothly. "The entire apparatus
is mounted upon a sheet of glass, which in turn stands on four glass posts, thus meking any connection



with the marble base a physical impaossihility, inesmuch as wires or other devices would be visble

"Your examingion of the various parts proves that there is nothing in the way of a radio receiver. No
magnetic control of an dectric sort would be possible. Professor Hayne has provided againgt such.”

In proof, Benares arose and walked to one Sde of the circle, then across to the other. Each time he
approached one of the huge detectors that looked like juke boxes, the thing wailed. They were sendtive
devices that would pick up any dectricd interference, so the swami's daim was judtified.

Returning to the center, Swami Benares took the square glass lid that was used to cover the strange
psychic motor. He was about to put it over the machine, when Caglio stepped forward.

This was the firg test seance that Caglio had been able to attend, and being a medium who dedt in
trances only, he was here in the capacity of an invedtigator. After a find look at the glass-mounted
meachine, Caglio nodded that it satisfied him.

"With this meching" asserted Benares, "I dhdl give a demondration of telekiness—the production of
moation in objects without contact or other physcd means. This | understand, comes within the
requirements of the psychic award.”

Benares |ooked at Suffolk, who nodded. There was a gleam of gold teeth as the swami grinned, and he
threw that amile at Caglio, too, for Benares regarded the rival medium as a skegptic.

Caglio's darkish lips opened as he returned the amile, but his teeth showed no golden flash. Caglio owned
a st of perfect teeth, a ful set of matched uppers and lowers, bestowed by a prominent dentist who
believed in Caglio's trance powers.

Covering the intricate motor with the glass lid, Benares sat back and gave the device a steady stare. So
did Caglio, whose eyes soon gained a fixed bulge resembling his trance condition. As for the rest of the
group, they were strongly intrigued.

Like Suffolk, Weston was wetching the motor closely. Such onlookers as Harry and Margo fdt that they
were about to view something phenomend. Even Inspector Cardona found it difficult to check on the
group, because he was fascinated by the motor, too.

The only person quite a ease was Lamont Cranston, and he was watching the man directly opposite hm:
Rudy Burgaw. The reporter's wise manner couldn't mask the tenson that he fdlt.

To Rudy, this seance was the culmination of along, dangerous adventure wherein he had gone far out of
character to aid the schemes of Sheff Hassdll. What Rudy feared was that someone would recognize the
psychic motor as a creation of the dead inventor, Leander Hobgood.

So far, no one had except, perhaps, Cranston, who aready knew but did not choose to tell. For this
motor was quite different from the bulky, oversze products that Hobgood had sold to his average dupes.
Hed built it specidly to trim Sheff Hassdll, and had shown it to no one ese.

Watching Rudy, The Shadow saw the reporter's bluff face relax. At the same moment, a tir swept the
cirde Looking a the glass covered mechine on its crysta mounting, Cranston saw the reason. The
psychic motor had begun to operate!

Smooathly, beautifully, every cogwhed, sprocket and piston was in mation. The machine was picking up
power from somewhere, and the force could only come from another sphere!

BLANDLY Swami Benares arose and stepped wel away from the table upon which stood the marble



pedestal and the glass-mounted motor. With folded arms, the bearded mystic smiled.

"It will run for hours assured the swami softly. "For days... months... years As long as the forces of the
world beyond choose to manifest themselved™

Most happy of the group was Professor Hayne. Here was the proof of his fourth-dimensond theory!
Only through such could a force reach a sedled device and operate it. Glassmounted, glass-covered,
free from connections, immune to remote control, the psychic motor was proving its damd

Minutes grew and with them the strange machine kept up its steady action, the very motion of its parts
cadting a hypnatic sway upon the eyes that behed it. This was the incredible brought to redlity, the sure
dam for the vast award that had been promised in ready cash!

Weatches were out and Professor Hayne was whispering to Milton Suffolk that five minutes more of this
should suffice, to which Suffolk agreed with a nod.

Commissoner Weston was glandng at Inspector Cardona, to receive a blank stare in return. This was no
crook trap; it was proof of the impossble. Crime was out of mind, ruled off the books by a power
beyond human ken!

And then came further evidence.

Caglio was spesking, but it wasn't Caglio. The darkish medium had gone into a trance. He was uttering
thingsin strange inarticulate voices which Swvami Benares approved.

"The Soirits are present,” declared Benares. "They are taking control of Caglio, dong with the motor.”

Head tilted back, Caglio's darkish face was lifted upward. His mouth was open but hislips were scarcely
moving, yet the voice within him began to be coherent. Caglio, the skeptic, was becoming a living proof
of the forces damed by Swami Benares.

Suffolk and others had seen Caglio in that State before, but never to such a marvelous extent. They
hoped they could recognize the voice that issued from the trance medium's throat; and suddenly they did.

A voice from the beyond—the crisp tone of the dead inventor, Leander Hobgood!

"I am here in the qoirit!" declared that tone. "Here to prove tha there are forces in the world wherein |
now dwell that can influence the earthly sphere. But being of the spirit reelm, | am willing to confess the
faults of my earthly sdf!"

A glower came over the bearded face of Benares as he paused to stare a Caglio, whose lips were
moving as though quivered by the voice that had seized command of hisvoca cords.

"On earth | lacked that spirit forcel™ The tone was 4ill a replica of Hobgood's. "So | faked it, not once,
but often! | swindled people with my inventiond The proof of my evil deeds is before you in the shape of
my find creation, the motor which Svami Benares daims as his own -"

Caglio went no further. It wasn't that the spirit of Hobgood left him. Something ese was on his throat, a
par of hands flung by a wild-eyed attacker who sprang across the circle, hoping to throttle the trance
medium before his voice went further.

The attacker wasn't Swvami Benares, the bearded man was ducking the other direction. The individud
who had given away to violence was Rudy Burgaw, the reporter!



Two rescuers came to Caglio's ad: Cranston from one side, Cardona from the other. They hauled Rudy
from Caglio's throat and flattened the reporter on the floor where Crangton left him to Cardona. For
Cranston had another man to handle Swvami Benares.

Already the bearded faker was spilling from a flying tackle delivered by Harry Vincent. He was up agan,
Benares, griking savagdy in hope that he could reach the door, when Cranston, ariving with a dive,
placed alow-driven uppercut into the center of the tangled beard. Like Rudy, the swami subsided.

Crime's truth was out, the men behind it captured, while the very evidence of their guilt kept dicking on
and on. Tha running motor, product of Hobgood's ingenuity, was more than a demondration of a
psychic force. It was the power that was to convict these accomplices in crime and ther leader, Sheff
Hasl!

CHAPTER XIX. THE SHADOW'S ROUNDUP

GATHERED into custody, Rudy Burgaw and Swami Benares could only fume and argue. Pressing his
bearded jaw, the swvami put up a weak dam that the mysic motor was his own cregtion. Rudy was
trying to say that he had smply wanted to stop Caglio from interfering with the swami's seance.

Nobody listened to him. Caglio's story was more important.

Rudy's attack had ended Caglio's trance utterances. Jarred from his hypnotic mood, Ceglio was sroking
his choked throat and talking in his own voice. He could only vagudy remember the visons that hed
seized him; he hoped that his recollections would soon clear. They had something to do with the motor
and its operation, but he couldn't understand just what.

It was Cranston who delved into the motor's working, with immediate success. First, he raised the glass
cover and the motor stopped. When he replaced the lid, the machinery started again. But that wasn't the
ful answer to the puzzing proposition. Cranston had to andyze it further.

"Thismechine is obvioudy sdlf-contained,” asserted Cranston camly. "It is equaly apparent that the trick
does nat liein the mechanism itsdf. Therefore we shdl have to look esewhere, and the only place is the
marble base -"

"But that won't help!" put in Weston. "Those glass legs make any connection between the base and the
mechine impossblel”

Crangton paid no attention. He tapped the base at different spots, findly found a crack at one corner,
and borrowed a screwdriver from Hayne to pry into the opening.

After due time, the base came apart and Cransgton lifted its upper portion. Within the marble base was
the very thing he expected—a smdl dectric motor hitched to arow of dry-cdll batteries!

"There is the motive power, commissoner,” declared Cranston. "A motor connected to a shaft that
rotated the machinery on the glass plate.”

"A shaft?' queried Weston. "But a shaft would be vigble, Cranston!”

"Not this one" smiled Crangton. "It is a glass shaft, commissoner, operating upright through a hollow
glass tube that served as a supporting leg of the glass mounting for the motor. Glass moving within glass,
invigbly!

In afew minutes, Cranston had the whole contrivance apart as proof of his statement. There it was, the
nestest of old Hobgood's brain children. Three of the legs that topped the hollow marble dab were solid



cylinders of glass. The fourth was hollow and through it ran a thinner glass rod, connected with the motor
inthe base.

Among the parts that were fixed on the glass plate was aflat cogwhed, which happened to be connected
to the thin glass rod that came up through the one tubular leg.

When the glass cover was placed over the vishle machinery, its weight started the hidden motor in the
marble base. Thus started, the secret motor revolved the glass shaft that ran up through the hollow leg.
That shaft turned the cogwhed above it, and the visble mechanism was operated throughout by its links
of pistons and sprockets.

Aslong as the batteries lasted, the motor would run, which was longer than Swvami Benares would have
needed to collect the fund that Suffolk and others had offered!

Caglio didn't have to return into his trance. The ingenious Mr. Cranston had solved the remainder of the
riddle. Rudy Burgaw and Swami Benares were exposed as the crooked accomplices in a swindle game
far larger than old Leander Hobgood had ever perpetrated!

It was Cardond's turn to step into the limdight. Facts fitted perfectly with Cardona's theory. One man
hed paved the way for another to collect. The chap who did the prdiminary dirt was Rudy Burgaw; the
clean-up gentleman was Swami Benares. So Cardona intended to go the rest of the way and learn the
name of the redl brain behind the racket.

Joe put the heat on Rudy firs. He accused the reporter of murdering both Tarkingham and Kavah,
charges which Rudy franticaly denied. So Cardona demanded the name of the red killer, which Rudy
wouldn't give, daming that he knew nothing about those deaths. Whereupon, Cardona concentrated on
Swami Benares.

He mentioned that tonight marked the swami's first appearance on the scene, so it could be assumed that
Benares wasn't implicated in the murders. In fact, as Joe put it, the swami was something of a dupe
himsdlf. It might go very easy with Swami Benares, if he named the redl brain behind the crimes.

So Swami Benares named Sheff Hasdll.

Ten minutes later, a squadron of police cars were roaring toward the apartment house where Sheff lived.
They were followed by a big officdd car containing Commissoner Weston and Inspector Cardona. One
thing annoyed Weston: hisfriend Lamont Cranston wasn't with him.

Cardona's prolonged quiz of Rudy and Benares must have bored Cranston, for he had walked out of the
psychic laboratory while Joe was dill questioning the prisoners.

SEATED in his office, Sheff Hassdll looked up when Quickie entered. Sheff didn't wait for Quickie to tdl
himwhat was wrong. He smply grabbed a revolver from his desk drawer, cocked his head to hear the
wals of the gpproaching sirens, and ordered:

"Tdl those guys to get rid of Burke!™

Quickie started out through the hdl, with Sheff close behind him. In the living room, the crap game was
permanently finished. Thugs were on ther feet with drawn guns, while Quickie was tdling two new
members of the tribe just what they were supposed to do.

"Il ring for the service devator,” said Quickie. "The janitor will send his friend up. The guy is just a big
dope who owns a truck. He took a load out of here before, and we told him there would be a bigger
one, so hell have a crate with him. Croak Burke and rall himin the crate, then make the big guy take you



where you want to go."

The assassins hurried to thar task, while Quickie joined Sheff and the other thugs in the outer hdlway.
Alreedy police were on the gdairs. Sheff's men fired a few shots to keep them worried. That
accomplished, Sheff said to the haf dozen men about him:

"Keegp shoating awhile. Then well hop up to the next floor and over into the building next door. | never
roosted anywhere without figuring a way out fird."

Clydée's captors appeared from the apartment, shoving ther prisoner dong with guns. They were a tough
pair who meant business, and they had hardly reached the service evator before its door did open.

Over his shoulder, Sheff saw the janitor's friend, a huge African who was sanding beside the crate that
Quickie had mentioned.

"All right, you guys" called Sheff. "Give Burke the works and make that big dope play dong.”

With a combined lunge the four came Sheff's way before he could even turn to am his gun or shout
commands to Quickie and his other henchmen. No longer was Clyde in the clutch of two assassins who
intended to intimidate the janitor's friend.

The killers hired by Quickie were Cliff Mardand and Hawkeye, agents of The Shadow, who had told
them to go after the assgnment. They had guns, and Clyde was armed, too, for they had brought an extra
weapon for him.

Asfor the janitor's friend, the giant African who had played stupid, he worked for The Shadow, too. His
name was Jericho Druke, and though he didn't have a gun, he was right behind the agents, ready to help
them in the coming battle.

Sheff and his crowd responded to the shots The Shadow's men ddlivered. Crooks aone were clipped by
that firgt exchange, but they ill had benefit of numbers. They were locking with their foemen, threatening
to outdug The Shadow's three gunners, when Jericho stepped into it.

Jericho's system was as unique as it was terrific. He didn't bother with guns, because he didn't need them.
He had a method of putting two crooks out of action at atime. His way was to pick up one and use him
as a bludgeon to dout the other. It worked specidly well, because Jericho used heads both for hitting
and recaving.

The big African bashed one pair while the agents were batling the rest. Wading into the dugfest, he took
athug who was trying to dedge Cliff and used the felow to knock down a gunner who was aming a
Clyde. One thug, Quickie, managed to break loose from Hawkeye and run after Sheff, who was cutting
through the gpartment.

Both stopped, Sheff and hislittle crony, before they were across the living room. They were faced by the
latest entrant in the fray, a black-cloaked avenger whose burning eyes and aimed automatics brooked no
argument.

The Shadow!

BACKWARD, out through the hal, went Sheff and Quickie. Past Clyde and the two assassins who had
transformed themsalves into rescuers. Past Jericho who had returned to the devator and was giving the
helpless crooks a broad farewd| grin.

Then, a The Shadow's order, Sheff and Quickie turned about. Gulping words of surrender, they went



down the dairs into the recaiving toils of Cardonas squad, while from behind them came the snister
laugh of The Shadow, master of this dimax!

Turning about, The Shadow motioned his agents to join Jericho in the service eevator. As soon as the
car descended, The Shadow went back through the apartment, stepping past the crumpled figures of
sensdless thugs who would soon be gathered in by the arriving police.

Hiswork completed, The Shadow was choosing his own pet exit from the scene through the window of
the room that was no longer a prison cdl with Clyde Burke as its occupant. As he took that route, The
Shadow ddivered a parting laugh that carried to the halway where Inspector Cardona and his men had
just arrived from the gtairs.

Thiswas The Shadow's roundup, but he was turning it over to the law as represented by Inspector Joe
Cardona. The triumph was one that Cardona deserved, for he had worked hard on this case, actudly
duplicating The Shadow's theory.

There was more to come than this for crimes web was intricate and facts would have to be proven
agang the persons involved. The Shadow was reserving that task for himsdf.

Strange, the ways of crimel With methods recognized, the guilty men identified, even with crooks in
custody—much could dill remain to be accomplished.

The Shadow knew!

CHAPTER XX. THE FINAL PROOF

NEVER had granger crime occurred in Manhattan than this plot to acquire wedth through ghostly
manifestations, with murder merdly its necessary by-product. Strange in every detall, the strangest festure
of crime's chain was the mode of its discovery. It wasn't a case of dividing credit between The Shadow
and the law. The red acclam went to another party, a gentleman named Caglio!

He was the red hero—Caglio.

Amid the tangle of fakery, Caglio stood out as amystic both genuine and sincere. He couldn't explain the
thing himsdf, for when Caglio spoke with "voices," his subconscious was at work.

Unfortunately, Caglio's trance had been interrupted when Rudy's attack wrenched him from his psychic
mood. He'd exposed the theft of Hobgood's invention, but the spirit of the old inventor had faled to
fumnish further details regarding the men responsible. Hence the law had two crooks in its dutch, Sheff
Hassdl and Rudy Burgaw, but couldn't decide between them.

Sheff coally averred that Hobgood had delivered his wonderful machine prior to the night when the old
house had gone up in flames, carrying Hobgood with it. Thus Sheff defined Hobgood's death a suicide,
the inventor's only way out of his finendd troubles. As for the things that had happened in the seance
room, Rudy was the man to question. He'd been there, while Sheff hadnt.

Not that Sheff went so far as to accuse Rudy of killing Tarkingham and Kavah. Such an accusation
would have implicated Sheff, too. Instead, Sheff samoothly suggested that the law dready held the red
murderers. namdy, Madame Yonina and Roy Aulander. Thus Cardonas arrest of that pair was tumning
from a bluff into a boomerang.

As for Rudy, he hatly accused Sheff of everything. He declared that Sheff had gone to Hobgood's and
murdered the old inventor; that Sheff had sneaked into the Yonina seance and shot Tarkingham. Rudy
admitted that held carried a gun himsdf on that occasion, but that he had chucked it from the window



unfired. He dso confessed that he had opened the door for Sheff at the Kavah seance, and that it was
Sheff who must have buried the knife in the medium's back.

Until then, Rudy hadn't believed that Sheff was actudly engaged in murder. It had taken Kavah's deeth
to open Rudy's eyes.

When Inspector Cardona summed up dl this, he found that he had plenty of goods on Rudy, but not
enough on Sheff. The fact that Swami Benares had turned State's evidence was not enough.

The bearded swvami hadn't entered the case until after the murders. His testimony smply bore out
Cardona's theory that Sheff Hassell was the brain behind the murder as wel as fraud, but did not supply
avitd fact to prove the case.

ON the third day after The Shadow's roundup, Cardona received a phone cadl from the police
commissoner summoning him to a conference in the psychic laboratory.

Cardona arrived there in agium mood, to find both Weston and Cranston chatting with Professor Hayne.
There were two other visitors, however, though Joe hadn't expected them. One was Caglio, the other
Suffolk.

It was Caglio who had something to say. He was experiencing a return of his psychic powers, they were
building up to a remarkable degree. He fdt tha in the favorable setting of this laboratory, he could
project his astrd sdf and agan communicate with the spirit of Leander Hobgood. This suggestion
brought an eager exclamation from Professor Hayne.

"Perhaps you could materidize Hobgood's spirit!" expressed Hayne. "If you could produce such
phenomena, Caglio, you would win the psychic award!"

"I am not amateridizing medium,” objected Caglio, a frown upon his darkish face. "Indeed, | doubt that
genuine maeridizations are possble. In my trances | vigt strange redms, whether they are actud or
imaginary, | have never been sure. But to bring the inhabitants of those reelms of this earthly plane would
seem far beyond the meager powers with which | am gifted.”

Milton Suffolk was ligening intently to dl that Caglio said. Troubled at firdt, Suffolk's expresson
brightened when he learned that Caglio did not intend to produce physcad manifestaions a his
forthcoming seance. Turning to Hayne, Suffolk sad:

"You may enter Caglio's name as a contestant, professor. We owe him the courtesy, and the award is
dill open. | would further suggest that the seance be hdd this evening.”

With evening, a strange group gathered, composing the most remarkable circle that had ever adorned a
seance room. For they were linked dternately with hands—and handcuffd To make this seance count to
the full, Inspector Cardona had brought his whole collection of suspects to the psychic laboratory!

They were arranged in pairs, those gtters. For example, Cardona sat with Sheff Hassdll on his eft, the
handcuffs hooking Joe's left wrist to Sheff's right. With his right hand, Cardona gripped the left hand of
Rudy Burgaw, whose right wrigt was hooked with a handcuff that connected with the Ieft wrist of Clyde
Burke. So they aternated, each prisoner to the left of a captor.

Commissoner Weston had charge of Swami Benares. Milton Suffolk was hooked to Roy Aulander.
Hary Vincent hdd Quickie with a handcuff, while Margo Lane was custodian of Madame Yoning a
veary curious arrangement, considering the comparative szes of ther wridts.

There was one left over: Lamont Cranston. So he took his place between Margo and Sheff, to complete



the circle. The arrangement suited Cardona perfectly. He was glad that Sheff's free hand was in the grip
of so competent a person as Crangton. For the one man who might try to make trouble was Sheff
Has=l.

Professor Hayne was & large, because he was the master of ceremonies. Likewise, Caglio was free,
because he was to be the medium. Caglio's range was limited, however, to a cabinet in the center of the
carce.

It was a plain cabinet, made of black cloth, but it had no front curtain, because Caglio preferred to face
the sitters when he went into his trance.

In order to make the circle large enough, the sitters were forced to extend their ams. Fortunately, the
chars had arms, too, s0 tha people could rest their elbows and reedily support the weight of the
dternating handcuffs.

Cranston had to keep getting up and down again to let Hayne in and out of the circle, for the professor
was placing various objects in front of the cabinet, such as a bowl of mdted paraffin, a bel, a
tambourine, and a date with a piece of chalk.

As afind preparation, Hayne stepped outside the circle and moved the big detectors that looked like
juke boxes. They were as heavy as they were bulky, but they had rollers which made them easy to shift.
Hayne left them just close enough so that they would whine should anyone try to leave the circle, which
was a rather laughable precaution, consdering that most of the Sitters were handcuffed.

From outside the circle, Hayne dimmed the lights. In the cabinet, Caglio fixed his eyes in a hypnotic stare
but couldn't seem to go into his trance, because the Sght of so many faces disturbed him. So Hayne
dimmed the lights further and findly extinguished them entirely, turning on the two red bulbs instead.

Caglio's voice began its inarticulate utterances. At times it hrilled, again it babbled, and a moments it
became a deep, hoarse basso that represented an earthbound irit as completely shackled by invisble
bonds as were the Stters with their handcuffs. Then came the voice that Caglio sought— the dry, precise
tone of the dead inventor, Leander Hobgood!

"You have summoned me" it said. "Summoned me again from my distant abode. | came because | have
aduty to perform. | must make amends for my faults on earth, that | may reach a higher plane than the
limbo wherein | now dwdll!

"I spoke before, only to be interrupted. Tonight, | shdl do more than speak. | shdl tax the strength of this
friendly medium to the utmogt, so that | may appear anong you and point out men responsible for
murder. Quiet, everyone, until | have joined your cirde!™

THE high tone broke off. Caglio seemed to shrink in his cabinet, moaning as though undergoing a grest
orded. He wasn't visblein the red lights, but his moans located his precise position.

It couldn't possibly be Caglio who was meking the little patch of luminous glow that moved about the
solid floor in front of the cabinet. A glow that grew, coming upward like a spreading mushroom, swelling
to human size, urttil it stood in the very center of the circle, reveded for what it was.

Everyone recognized the thin, morose face that shonein the dark above a pair of stooped shoulders that
were draped with awhitened robe. Even the motions of the scrawny hands below those shoulders were
characterigtic of the man who had owned them while dive,

The shape that had materidized itsdf was more than a mere wandering shade from the beyond. It was



the ghost of Leander Hobgood, present in the spirit indtead of the flesh, prepared to point out men of
murder that the lawv might hold them for their crimed

CHAPTER XXI. CRIME'S AWARD

WEIRD though they were, the previous hgppenings in this seance room seemed trivid compared to the
present scene.

At other seances, victims like Tarkingham and Kavah had been consgned to the great beyond. Tonight,
an inhabitant of that other sphere had retraced hisway to this room where death had ruled. Bdonging to
the dead, the spirit of Leander Hobgood was ready, through deed as wdl as word, to clear the mystery
of murder!

Margo's reactions were a sample of those that swept the circle. She quivered hdplesdy, ganing little
solace from the mighty quaking that was occurring on her left, where Madame Y onina was trembling in

dlephantine style

Sght of a red spirit was a red horror to the lady who faked them, and when the avenging ghost turned
her way, Madame Yonina shrieked and wdlowed deep in her char. Heaved by the fat lady's
contortions, Margo was catching some of the same terror, when Crangton's firm hand tightened with a
grip that calmed her.

As Hobgood's ghost swung around the circle, Yonina quieted. A spirit hand had lifted and was pointing
an accudng finger in another direction. As though its eyes could penetrate the darkness, Hobgood's
wraith was Sngling out one man: Sheff Hassl.

On his right, Cranston could fed Sheff go tense. Held baited the living Hobgood, Sheff had, and this
reversa of the process, by a ghost, was something that redly scared him.

"You were responsible for the death of my physcd sdf," accused the voice of Hobgood. "You, Sheff
Hassdl, who dso murdered Don Tarkingham -"

"No, no!" interrupted Sheff. "Burgaw did it!"

"And likewise Kavah," continued the ghodly tone. "Three murders, dl the work of one man. Y ou, Sheff
HasAl!"

Sheff was on hisfeet, only to be dragged down by Weston's yank of the handcuffs. Having closed Sheff's
case, the ghost of Hobgood turned his gaze over the group.

"To prove those charges," announced the spirit, "I shdl leave proof of my actua return. Such things as
these are trivid!" The ghogt picked up the bel and tambourine, tossing them to the floor. "But here is
something that will show as evidence!”

The ghost dipped its hand into the bowl of paraffin and brought it out dripping with melted wax. Its hand
then moved back and forth to cool the heated substance, findly dipping it into a pitcher of water that had
been provided in case Caglio needed a drink between trance utterances.

With its other hand, the ghostly form drew away the paraffin mold like a glove and placed it on the table.
Then teking chalk, Hobgood's spirit rubbed it upon the date to cover the surface with awhitish layer.

Margo could hear Cranston's caming tone close to her ear. He was reminding her that these were
common events at soirit seances. Fake ghosts often formed paraffin molds in the fashion that Hobgood's
had. Sate-writing was a cusomary process, too. The whole thing could be trickery on Caglio's part.



Smart business, cdling himsdf a trance medium, then faking a materidization.

Cranston was drawing Margo closer as he whispered these detalls, he findly released her hand to let it
rest on the char am. Margo scarcely redized the fact, for she was intently watching the actions of the
ghost.

The spirit that looked like Hobgood, but which could be Caglio in masguerade, was doing something
quite unusud. It was pressing its fingertips upon the white layer of chak which spread over the surface of
the date. Fnishing that process, the bowed shape doubled. As though drawing a black hood across
itsdf, the shining wraith diminished and was gone!

Even before the ghost had vanished, Caglio's moans renewed from within the cabinet. While spectators
sat numb and slent, wondering what would happen next, Caglio's voice became a violent dhriek,
delivered in a tone that was definitdy his own.

"Lightd" cdled Caglio. "Quickly, professor! The lightd"

THE lights came on ingantly, Hayne in his distant corner snapping the switch. Margo was gripping
Crangton's hand again; she had grabbed for it during Caglio's shrieks.

And now Caglio was ralling from his chair ingde the cabinet, only to land on hands and knees and rise
shekily, as though recuperating from the effects of some powerful force that had gripped him during the
meateridization.

There wasn't a trace of Hobgood's ghost. Caglio's cabinet was black and empty. But the evidence of the
specter's vidt remained in the shape of the paraffin mold and the fingerprints on the date!

Professor Hayne was ducking under a pair of arms to get indde the circle and examine those exhibits.
Caglio didn't seem to understand what they were dl about, having been deep in his trance, so Hayne was
explaning matters. His eyes brightening suddenly, Caglio picked up the mold and the date.

"I've proven it!" excdlamed Caglio. "I've proven everything!”

"Il say you have," assured Cardona, from his chair. "Whether that ghost was red or nat, it talked sense.
| should have known that the big-shot in the racket would do the heavy work." Joe turned to glare at
Sheff. "'I'd say that provesit!”

Sheff returned a snarl.

"Proves what?' he demanded. "You haven't learned anything you didn't know aready. If you think I'm
going to break down and say | killed Tarkingham and Kavah, you've got another guessl”

Caglio interrupted Cardona before the latter could answer Sheff.

"Thismald!" exclamed Caglio. "It looks like Hobgood's hand. But these fingerprints are more important.
If they match Hobgood's, they prove that | materidized his ghost!”

Caglio waved the date in front of Cardonas eyes, and Joe suddenly redized that the medium wasn't
interested in proof of murder. Caglio wanted to prove that he had met the terms of the award provided
by Suffolk and others. So Joe fished in his pocket and brought out a batch of documents, which he
handed to Hayne.

"Youll find Hobgood's fingerprints with those, professor,” informed Cardona. "We took them back when
people were taking about bringing swindle charges againg him. Look them over.”



Hayne looked them over, as did Caglio. Both excdamed over the discovery that they made. The
fingerprints on Cardonas sheet were identicad with the impressons that the ghost had left on the
chalk-marked date!

"I've won!" shouted Caglio. "What about it, Mr. Suffolk? Can you ask for more evidence than this?'

Suffolk took the date and the fingerprint samples, holding both in his right hand, as his left was il
clamped to Aulander's wrigt. Peering across, Aulander checked the fingerprints, too, and stared in red
amazement. Turning, Suffolk saw Aulander's expresson and redlized that if such a skeptic accepted this
evidence, it would have to stand.

"You win," Suffolk told Caglio. "It will cost me a hundred and fifty thousand dollars, hdf of the entire
offer. But | can guarantee you the entire amount, Caglio, because the other contributors have placed tharr
funds with me. So come to my penthouse and | shdl give you a check for the ful sum.”

Before Caglio could express his thanks in his own persuasive voice, a strange quiver filled the room. It
was the weird note of a sniger laugh that carried a mockery more ghogtly than any voice that Caglio had
produced.

Hearing that mirth, Margo looked to her right, wondering why Lamont had chosen to use The Shadow's
tone. For thefirg time, Margo saw that she was no longer gripping Cranston's hand. The one sheldd found
inthe dark belonged to Sheff Hasll!

Cranston hed |eft the circle before the lights came on! And now, as The Shadow, he was making his
location known. Repeated, with a stronger accent on the shudder, hislaugh was coming from the cabinet
that Caglio had deserted. As startled Sitters stared, they saw a shape more ghodtly than any ghodt, for it
was materidizing in ful light.

The cloaked shape of The Shadow!

"YOUR theory stands proven, ingpector,” spoke The Shadow, addressng Cardona in a shilant tone. "A
master mind, seeking wedth, resorted to the use of accomplices to gain his cause. Thismanis one' - The
Shadow clamped a gloved hand on Caglio—"because it was he who produced the ghost!"

Cardona stared, but not dumbly. It was dawning on Joe that Caglio had played the very part that Swami
Benares had tried without success. But Caglio had won, which proved that he was working for a smarter
brain than Sheff Hassl!

"And the other accomplice’—The Shadow's tone carried its same taunt— "could only have been the
ghogt. Tdl me, professor"—The Shadow was swinging to Hayne—"which of those detectors is your
origind modd?'

In his dapper, half-puzzled style, Hayne looked from one big box to the other. He findly pointed to the
blocky contrivance that was standing on the right. A whispered laugh issuing from his hidden lips, The
Shadow stepped to the other detector, dragging Caglio with him.

When Caglio started a frantic struggle, The Shadow doubled his arm behind him and spun him into the
grasp of Commissoner Weston, who found Svami Benares only too eager to hedp him dutch the
prisoner.

By then, The Shadow had reached the detector at the left. His automatic drawn, he stepped to its Sde
and leaned his head to whisper through the front:

"You can come out... before | blow you out!”



Thefront of the five-foot contrivance bashed open, disgorging a stooped figure that thrust a gun ahead of
it. From The Shadow's tone, the man indde the detector thought that the cloaked fighter was in his path;
hence his sudden surge.

Not megting The Shadow, the stooped man plunged headlong, losng his revolver. Before he could grab
for the weapon, The Shadow had reached him and had picked him up by the scruff of his neck. With his
foot, The Shadow kicked the lost revolver to one side.

Great was the gasp that swept the astonished circle. The Shadow had produced something more
remarkable in full light than Caglio had in the dark. Which was very odd, consdering that their production
was identicd. Under exiging circumstances, however, The Shadow's production of a living man in the
flesh outdid the materidization of a ghost.

The man from the cabinet, now cringing in The Shadow's clutch, was Leander Hobgood!

HE was very much dive, old Hobgood, a fact that The Shadow had guessed even before Caglio did the
ghogt production. For The Shadow remembered tha night when Hobgood had prowled his own house,
moving through trick panels ingtead of doors. The Shadow knew something that Sheff Hassdl hadn't
guessed: namdy, that Hobgood's room had an exit other than its lone door.

It didn't stand to reason that Hobgood would have stayed in his little room to let himsdf be blown to
atoms by an exploson he intended for an enemy. Hobgood had wanted to get rid of Sheff, but had failed.
However, it didn't matter, for Sheff had become very ussful as a person to blame for crime to come,

The Shadow was gripping Hobgood with one hand; putting his autometic away, he grasped Caglio with
the other hand. Digplaying them as a pair of rats, he repeated his earlier accusations:

"Two accomplices, these. Caglio, the medium; Hobgood, the ghost— of himsdf. Working hand in hand
with the redl brain of the game!”

Professor Hayne suddenly found himsdf the center of attention. Most vehement of his accusers was
Milton Suffolk, who sprang to his feet, dragging Aulander dong.

"You talked meinto this, Hayne!" stormed Suffalk. "Y ou, with your talk of afund for genuine phenomena

The Shadow's laugh interrupted. Suffolk turned to face three pairs of accusing eyes. Not only the eyes of
The Shadow, but those of Caglio and Hobgood. Already exposed as crooks, they could gain nothing by
Suffolk's fase charge againgt Hayne.

"Yours was the magter brain, Suffolk,” expressed The Shadow. "It was you, not Hayne, who cultivated
both Hobgood and Caglio. You knew Hobgood for a crook because he had actudly tried to swindle
you, though you did not publicize the fact. Asfor Caglio, you probably picked him as Sheff Hassdll chose
Swami Benares—because you had looked into his record.”

Both Hobgood and Caglio nodded, as admisson that Suffolk had forced them to become his
accomplices under threat. Suffolk was ill protesting innocence, arguing that held be a fool to rob
himsdf. Again The Shadow's tone silenced him.

"You were playing for hdf stakes, Suffalk,” declared The Shadow. "Not your own money, but the funds
that others furnished. Half the cash that Sheff hoped to gain by his crude imitation of your game; but in
playing for haf, you were doubling your security which made it quite worth while. You could pose as the
big loser in a swindle where your supposed loss would represent your actud gain.



Agan there were nods from Hobgood and Caglio, proving that their share was to be nothing. Hobgood
was to keep the profits of his own swindles, Caglio would have a future business as the marvelous
medium who had won the psychic award.

Of the two, Hobgood had played the harder part. Held lived in the psychic lab ever since his "desth,”
smuggled into the place ingde the new detector box that Suffolk had furnished Hayne.

The origind detector was filled with coils, but this one had a compact hookup, confined to the top. Its
front open, the interior showed a gaping space wherein Hobgood had hidden during every seance, and
from which he had sneaked tonight to play the ghost of himsdf!

MATTERS of murder were automaticaly solved. Hobgood couldn't have killed Tarkingham or Kavah
while cramped in the detector, whereas Caglio had been absent from those seances. Hence Suffolk was
the twofold murderer, though Hobgood had received the desth gun after Suffolk used it, and kept it in the
detector box.

Suffalk was saying that much in so many wards, while he berated his accomplices for having deserted
him.

Then, with a vidious lunge, Suffolk was up from his chair, dragging Aulander like a hdpless puppy on a
leash. Catching the same mad desire for escape, Hobgood and Caglio sprang upon The Shadow, who
shook them off while Suffolk was snetching for the revolver that was lying on the floor.

Another hand beat Suffolk to the grab—the left hand of Sheff Hassdl. Jabbing the muzde agangt
Suffolk's chest, Sheff tugged the trigger. Such was Sheff's murderous answer to the rivd who had let im
take the blame for crime. For his next target, Shed wanted The Shadow.

Sheff was 4ill linked to Joe Cardona. His own gun drawn, Joe tried to dash the revolver from Sheff's
hand. With a quick fling, Sheff sent Cardona reding to the handcuffs end, and as his left hand came
around, Shed found his gun muzzle pointing straight in Joe's direction. Sheff's raucous laugh was a
prelude to another trigger tug.

A prelude with no act to follow. The Shadow's .45 was looming from between the struggling forms of
Hobgood and Caglio. Its muzze spoke with a tongue of flame that scorched a bullet draight to Sheff's
heart. As Sheff dumped beside his dead rivd, Suffolk, eager hands snatched Hobgood and Caglio as
The Shadow flung them to the circle.

Commissoner Weston grabbed Hobgood, with Svami Benares aiding. Clyde Burke suppressed Caglio,
with Rudy Burgaw a willing helper. Like an overtone above the scene of drife came a strange laugh,
solemn as aknell. It marked the departure of The Shadow.

He was gone, that cloaked victor whose keen brain had probed the facts of crime, into the blackness of
the cabinet. Remarkable indeed was that vanish.

While Professor Hayne was gaing into the darkness, Lamont Cranston stepped up besde him and
suggested that they take the cabinet apart. They did so, ralling its curtains into litle bundles, leaving
nothing but the cabinet's skeleton frame!

All that the cabinet contained when they demolished it were the black garments that Cranston had
discarded after his shadowy disappearance, and it was Cranston who camly rolled the coat and hat into
one of the curtained walls, from which he could reclam them |ater!

The Shadow's disappearance went unnoticed by Joe Cardona, who was busy unlocking handcuffs from



the wrigts of two dead master minds. Joe was muitering to himsdf as he looked from Sheff Hassdl to
Milton Suffolk.

"I knew there was a brain behind it," mumbled Joe. "I should have guessed that Sheff's wasn't big
enough. And Suffolk was a bigger brain -"

There Cardona paused, for comparisons were usdess. Brains of crime, whatever their Sze or craft, could
not compete with the master mind of justice The Shadow!

THE END



