DEATH S MASQUERADE
by Maxwel | G ant

As originally published in "The Shadow Magazi ne," January 15, 1943.

Musi ¢ and gaiety offered cover for a strange stroke of death to chall enge
The Shadow

Hi dden crine was at work in the nodel city of Industria. And to The
Shadow, master over all crime, the idea of stalking crine in ghostly style was
excellent. H s own hand hidden, his very presence a nystery, The Shadow was
qualified to be a ghost of the future. As such, he could crack crine's riddle
and the hoodoo that went with it. The Shadow knew

CHAPTER |
DEATH TO COVE

THE man at the darkened wi ndow was anythi ng but nervous. At nost, he was
i npatient, and to some degree annoyed by the | uxury of his surroundings. For
Creep Hubin, specialist in nmurder, wasn't used to hiding out in first-class
hotels like the Progress House.

It sinply chanced that the Progress House was the only hotel in the node
city of Industria, where everything reveal ed a perfect systemof civic
pl anning. Not only was nmoney plentiful in Industria; the town's incone was
properly applied and al ways had been. Hence the Progress House, comunity
owned, provided luxury along with econony and thus crowded out al
conpetition.

Such fine points did not interest a specimen of human riffraff |ike Creep
Hubin. He was staring fromhis windowlike a rat fromits hole. He forned a
hunched figure, his ugly face and narrow neck thrust forward fromthe
shoul ders. The lights fromthe side street bel ow showed sallow features with
| eathery lips and beaded eyes, plus a pointed nose that suited Creep's
character as a human rodent.

O f beyond parks and boul evards, Creep could see the huge buil di ngs that
had brought prosperity to Industria. One was the great foundry, the town's
original industry. Another was the dyeworks, in operation nore than a quarter
century. The third, a comparative newconer, was the chem cal plant that had
recently switched fromthe profitable manufacture of plastics to the nore
[ ucrative production of synthetic rubber

Each on a hillside, these three plants formed a golden triangle that had
become Industria' s horn of plenty. But that concerned Creep Hubin only because
somebody in the nodel town was weal thy enough to pay Creep's price, two
t housand dol lars, for the pronpt and efficient elimnation of some other
resident of this ideal conmunity.

This elimnation, otherwise nurder, was to occur at a time and place that
woul d be stipul ated upon delivery of the cash. Meanwhile, Creep remmined a
guest in the fastidious Progress House, occupying a roomto which his unknown
client had assigned him Needless to say, sonme proxy had signed the register
under an alias that went for Creep, because a stranger of his thuggish ilk
woul d have excited too rmuch conment if seen in the |uxurious |obby.

Not having heard further fromhis client, Creep was naturally inpatient.
It was evening, about half past eight, a tine when Creep had hoped to be
started on his m ssion.

Just around the corner of the hotel was the parking |ot containing the
"borrowed" autonobile which Creep had brought to Industria. If the job didn't
go through tonight, that stolen car mght be traced too soon to suit Creep's



future plans, a thing which bothered the assassin nore than a mere matter of
nmur der yet to be conmitted.

There was nore that should have worried Creep Hubin, had he been
acquainted with recent events in Industria, which he wasn't.

In a pretentious office building several blocks fromthe hotel, the
directors of Gault Consolidated were hol ding an inmportant neeting. Now the
nane, "Gault Consolidated,” meant nothing to Creep, but it counted nuch in
Industria. For Gault Consolidated was the hol ding conpany that controlled the
three industries on which the nodel city thrived.

The nom nal head of the hol ding company was old Ellery Gault, nephew of
the man who had founded | ndustria back in the '80s. 11l health had caused
Gaul t
to retire a few years ago, and he seldomleft the fanm |y nmansion, which
dom nated another hillside. Thus the directors were running Gault Consoli dated
t hrough an official known as "Vice President in Charge of Co-ordination," and
this evening they were choosing a new man for that office.

The last vice president had died very suddenly. So had the vice president
before him and the one before that. Not only suddenly, but swiftly, which
meant that the office of vice president was a jinx job. It paid well, that
of fice, but who wanted a job that led to heart failure, an airplane crash, or
a
fatal autonobile accident?

One man wanted it. Hi s name was Ferris Dane, and he was likely to get the
job. Dane was the only supervisor who had served in all three factories, and
was therefore qualified to handle their various interrelations. And Dane was a
man who | aughed at any nention of the word hoodoo.

Per haps that accounted for Creep Hubin being in Industria. If design |ay
behi nd the deaths of three successive vice presidents, a stronger dose m ght
be
needed in the case of Ferris Dane. By the sane token, if Dane didn't happen to
be chosen for the jinx job, Creep's services m ght not be necessary. Which
meant that Creep's two thousand dollars was hanging froma tantalizing line
that m ght be yanked away before he could grab the prize.

KNOW NG not hi ng of the possible situation, Creep stayed at his w ndow and
gl ared at what he saw of Industria. H s beady eyes went narrow, |like his face,
when he saw a sl eek, expensive roadster pull to a stop near the parking |ot.

Creep was afraid that it was going to park across the little-used exit by
whi ch he intended to | eave the lot. But the driver noted the obscure exit and
pul l ed past it.

Wat ching, Creep saw a tall, well-dressed man alight fromthe car and
gl ance up at the hotel. It was odd how Creep shrank instinctively into the
deeper darkness of the room Nobody coul d possibly have spotted a figure at a
bl ackened wi ndow four stories above, yet Creep felt that eyes were searching
for him

Unused to such sensations, Creep gave a snarl, which turned to an oath
when he stunbl ed across a chair in the mddl e of the dark room He was rubbi ng
his shin and nuttering half al oud, when a knock at the door interrupted.

Reaching the door, Creep opened it a crack. A bellboy was holding a snall
package, announcing that it was the order fromthe drugstore. It bore Creep's
room nunmber, 415, so the rat-faced thug dug into his pocket and tipped the
bel I boy a quarter in return for the package.

Locki ng the door, Creep started for the wi ndow, then, changing his nind
he sidled to a deep corner of the roomand turned on a table | anp beside the
t el ephone.

Among ot her itens, the package contained a box holding a tube of tooth
paste, a luxury which Creep never used. Intrigued by such an oddity, Creep
opened the cardboard box. Instead of a tooth-paste tube, a roll of bills slid
into his hand. deefully, Creep counted the noney and found that it came to



just two thousand dollars.

No instructions were included, because they weren't needed. Tinmed to
Creep's puzzlement came a jangle of the tel ephone bell. Answering the call
whi ch he woul d earlier have ignored, Creep heard a voice he recognized. It
spoke coldly, steadily, giving explicit instructions; but Creep was forced to
call for a halt.

"Wait a minute," he undertoned. "I gotta draw a pitcher. | don't want to
m ss nothing inportant.”

"You may use a diagram" affirmed the voice, "but be sure to destroy it
l[ater. | woul d suggest -"

Creep grinned as he heard the suggestion, for he'd begun to have the sane
i dea. He was still grinning when he conmpleted the diagramand tore it fromthe
t el ephone pad. By then, the voice had finished too.

Creep dropped his own receiver in response to a click fromthe other end.
Runni ng his hand along his belt, he stopped and shifted it to his hip pocket.
Froma chair, he slid a dark sweater over his shoul ders, dropped his diagram
in
a cap and planted the latter on his head.

Openi ng the door, Creep | ooked warily along the corridor, then sneaked

for
the fire exit that led down to the parking |ot.

In the |l obby, the tall man fromthe roadster was checking into the
Progress House. As he wrote his name, Lanont Cranston, on the hotel register
his eyes ran down the list of guests. Strange eyes, those, keen, boring in
their gaze, though the hotel clerk did not notice it, since Cranston's gl ance
was | owered. What did inpress the clerk was the expression upon the man's
features.

Calm inmobile, the new guest's face was masklike. As Cranston turned
away, the clerk noted his hawkish profile and decided that it was the mark of
a
di stingui shed visitor. There was sonething cryptic in Cranston's manner, as
t hough, in nere nmonments, he had | earned sonet hing of inportance that he was
keeping to hinsel f.

Si nce Cranston had noted nothing except the hotel register, the clerk
studi ed the nanes he saw there. Al but Cranston's had been inscribed before
this clerk came on duty; still, nothing seemed amiss in any of them Wat the
clerk should have observed were the room nunbers al ongsi de the nanes.

One of those nunbers, 415, showed figures slightly smaller than the rest.
Soneone ot her than the preceding clerk had witten in that nunber, while
putting a fal se nane on the register. Wioever was hiring Creep Hubin for
nur der
hadn't wanted the sneaky assassin to be disturbed during his sojourn at the
Progress House.

How pronptly Cranston could put a clue to use was denonstrated when he
reached his own room on the sixth floor. The departing bellboy was stil
cl osing the door when Cranston plucked a brief case fromamd his |uggage,
inverted it, and opened a conpartnent beneat h.

Wedged between the sections of the brief case, this hidden conpart ment
di sgorged a bl ack cloak and a slouch hat. Fromthe rolled cloak cane a brace
of
.45 automatics, which Cranston placed in hol sters beneath his coat. Then, wth
a
single sweep, the tall hotel guest blotted hinself from sight.

It was an anmzing process, though sinply acconplished. Al Cranston did
was put on the cloak as he stepped toward a corner of the room His stride
carrying himaway fromthe light, the cloak did the rest. Merged with the
corner's gloom Cranston becane a voice, nothing nore.

Singul arly, the voice was Cranston's own. Usually, when cl oaked in bl ack
he spoke in sinister accents befitting the personality of The Shadow, which he
now represented. The reason for the Cranston tone was expl ai ned by the ensuing



conversation. The Shadow was using the tel ephone to informthe hotel operator
that any calls for M. Cranston should be switched to Room 415.

A FEWninutes later, darkness stirred within the roomthat Creep Hubin
had
so recently deserted. Next, a tiny flashlight licked the gilded furniture,
finally concentrating its narrow beam upon the tel ephone desk. Expecting a
call, The Shadow was naturally interested in that corner, but he was further
intrigued by sight of the pad that |ay beside the tel ephone.

Such pads could carry clues, even though their surface was blank. This
pad
was no exception. Under the beamthat focused to silver-dollar size, The
Shadow s | ong, deft fingers produced a tiny bottle of fine black powder,
sprinkl ed sone grains upon the paper and gave a spreadi ng rub. Under such
treatment, Creep's crude di agram appeared, its lines tracing black am d the
gray, like a carbon-paper replica.

The Shadow s hidden |ips phrased a | owtoned | augh, a whisper that
befitted his nysterious personality. Facing toward the w ndow, his keen eyes
pi cked out a portion of the distant |andscape that Creep Hubin had earlier

i gnor ed.

Al three of Industria's factories were visible, for they were runni ng
ni ght shifts and hence were well illum nated. The one which The Shadow chose
was nost conspi cuous of all, for, as he gazed, a puff of light rose fromanid

its buildings, revealing the whole plant with its glare. Those buil di ngs
bel onged to the old foundry, the keystone of the Gault fortunes.

The glare canme froma blast furnace, and at this distance it chopped the
buil dings of the foundry to the proportions of Creep's diagram Though the
drawi ng was rough, there was no m staking the buildings that it represented.

As if in response to The Shadow s | owthrobbed mrth, there was a ring
fromthe tel ephone bell. Answering it pronptly, The Shadow agai n used
Cranston's tone, until he recogni zed the voice that he expected.

"This is Burke," informed the caller. "They finished the director's
nmeeting. Ferris Dane gets the vice president's job, but they' ve got to notify
old Ellery Gault in order to nake it official."

"Cont i nue. "

This time the tone was The Shadow s own, and it spurred Burke to the
delivery of further details.

"They' re phoning Gault's house,"” informed Burke, "but it's hard to get
hold of him The servants say he's busy and won't be disturbed. They're going
to call again and talk to his niece, Diana. She's the one person who can
i nterrupt himwhen he's cutting paper dolls, or whatever else he thinks is

i mportant."
"And then -"
"That's about all," declared Burke, "except that when the directors

receive Gault's approval, they're going to inform Dane that he's el ected.
Their

nmessenger is a chap named Traymer, and he's going over to the foundry where
Dane

i s supervising the new night shift that goes on at nine o'clock.”

"Report received."

The Shadow s final words carried a tone that startled Burke, for he had
never heard his nysterious chief end a call so abruptly. It was as if Burke's
| ast statenent had sinply corroborated something which The Shadow al r eady
knew.

Such was the actual case.

Thrusting Creep's duplicate diagram beneath his cl oak, The Shadow was
gliding fromthe roomthat the nurderous crook had left earlier. Mre than
that, the red light of the fire tower was guidi ng The Shadow al ong Creep's
short route to the parking | ot bel ow



The Shadow, nmaster of vengeance, was on the trail of death to conme. Hs
hand was to play its part in shaping crine's pattern into a nold of justice!

CHAPTER |
MOLTEN DOOM

LI KE a beckoni ng beacon, another vivid flare lifted am d the foundry
bui | di ngs, then dw ndl ed, |eaving bl ackness. A mnute passed; again the glare
was repeated. Ominous things, those flanming bursts fromthe bl ast furnace.

They were tolling off the mnutes that nmarked a race between life and
deat h, wherein The Shadow, master of night, was hard on the trail of Creep
Hubi n, the sneaky assassin whose purpose was to nmurder an unsuspecting victim
named Ferris Dane!

How Creep intended to enter the foundry grounds was plain fromhis
diagram Once inside, the route that he would take was al so marked. It was The
Shadow s task to clip the start that Creep had gai ned, then choose a short cut
to the spot marked for murder, sonething that he knew woul d be quite possible
fromhis brief study of the diagram

Naturally both Creep and The Shadow were avoi ding the main entrance to
t he
foundry, where big gates were guarded by arned watchnen. Those gates, however,
were open to anyone who had normal business in the place; hence a third factor
injected itself into the race. He was a human factor named George Trayner, who
arrived in his own car just as another puff fromthe blast furnace |ighted up
t he scene.

Recogni zi ng Trayner, the guards passed hi mthrough. Everybody knew
Tr aymer
by sight, because he served as secretary to the directors of Gault
Consol i dat ed
and acted as go-between in matters involving the various plants. But Traynmner
wasn't famliar with the operation of the individual industries, hence he
wasn't qualified for the vice presidency that had just been given to Dane.

Nor was Traymer the executive type needed for such an office. He was a
st udi ous- | ooki ng man, who peered through tortoi se-shell glasses and spoke in a
weak, unoffending voice. The factory hands dubbed him Lady Traymer, and the
ni ckname was rather appropriate.

VWhen Traymer inquired for Dane, the guards gestured toward the
supervisor's office. Wiereupon Trayner drove ahead very carefully, giving w de
berths to building corners, slowing his car to avoid ruts that big trucks had
dug, even proceedi ng cautiously through puddl es that night splash water up
t hrough the radi ator.

I ndeed, the car |ooked |adylike, the way Traymer handled it. Commenting
on
the fact, the guards were too busy watching Traymer's driving technique to
noti ce the hunched figure that slipped past another building corner. Nor did
they | ook toward the high wall where a bl ack-cl oaked shape was dropping in
from
out si de.

They m ght have spotted Creep Hubin, but they couldn't have sighted The
Shadow. He timed his drop between two of the furnace flares that marked the
mnutes in his race against tine - and death!

Alighting near the supervisor's office, Traynmer skirted some rubbish to
avoi d damagi ng the patent-I|eather shoes. Finding two brawny foremen in the
of fice, Traynmer inquired for Dane. A foreman glanced at the office clock, then
gave a nudge.

"Gone up on deck," the foreman said. "CGone up to size the pour. You'l
find himthere, unless you want to wait until he gets back in about ten
m nutes. You know where the deck is, though -"



Traynmer knew, all right. The "deck" was a small platformreached by a
fifteen-foot |ladder, a dizzy clinmb in Traynmer's estimate. But the clinb was
itself a trifle conpared with the terrors of the platform The deck was
situated just above a channel through which nolten steel flowed when rel eased.
That such a flood was due, went w thout saying, otherw se Dane woul dn't have
gone to size the pour.

The nere thought of noblten steel nade Traymer shudder, and that in turn
pl eased the forenmen. But they didn't reckon with Trayner's obedi ence to duty.
Havi ng heard fromEllery Gault right after Burke's call to The Shadow, the
directors had instructed Traynmer to contact Dane without delay. Hence this was
a case where duty counteracted Traynmer's natural timdity.

To the surprise of the horny-handed forenmen, George Traymer turned on his
heel and strode boldly toward the terrifying platformthat was perched on the
far corner of a big foundry buil ding.

ALREADY on the platform Ferris Dane was finding none of the horrors that
Traynmer pictured. To Dane, this trip to a perch that measured six feet square
was a matter of routine. Aflare of light revealed himleaning fromthe
platform holding to its narrow end rail. He was | ooking al ong the deep cana
toward a buffer, nuch like a dam which retained a | ake of steel, ready for
t he
ni ne o' cl ock pour.

The brief glare showed Dane's face was solid and square-set, like his
buil d. Ruddy light rendered his tawny conpl exion florid, otherw se the gl ow
showed Dane's features in their proper detail. He was a handsome man in a

carel ess, rugged way.

H s eyes, though deep-set, had a flash that offset their hollows. His
lips
were thickish, like his nose, but not overly so, considering his heavy jaw
Dane's hair was a tangled shock, but it was the |light-brown sort that coul dn't
be kept sleek

In brief, Dane portrayed a natural toughness that accounted for his
popul arity anmong the workmen, except in those rare cases where he settled an
argunent with his fists and won out the hard way. Such incidents, however, had
only served to increase his prestige with the majority.

As Dane gazed, the buffer lifted. Down through the channel poured a fl ood
of living steel, like lava disgorged froman erupting vol cano. Near the bottom
of the | adder, Traynmer heard the roar of the unleashed del uge and hesit at ed.
He' d hoped to reach Dane before the fl oodgate opened.

Again a flare of vivid light. This burst showed Dane still |eaning from
beside the rail, coolly surveying the white-hot streamthat gushed past bel ow
him It was a good pour, this, and Dane was sizing it by marks al ong the
channel edge, caring nothing for the hellish heat that seared upward fromthe
flow

This flare showed another figure than Dane's, that of a man who was doi ng
somet hing far nore daring than | eaning froma platform above the nolten fl ood.

Al ong the building wall which formed one side of the channel was a narrow
| edge, on the platformlevel. That narrow path was no nmore than two feet w de,
and it literally hovered above the deadly stream Yet a man was using that
danger ous wal k.

The man was Creep Hubin.

Creep's nicknane fitted. He was creeping along the | edge, the last |ap of
the route on his diagram He was acconplishing his crawl in sidew se fashion
so his weight wouldn't shift fromthe wall. There were nmonents when he paused,
but even then he was di sdai nful of danger. That was proven when his hand gave
a
careless fling that sent a wad of paper into the nolten flow bel ow.

The wad was the diagramthat Creep no | onger needed. The bubbling stee
swal lowed it as a living nouth woul d.



Next, Creep was at the very corner of the platform He clutched the
buil di ng edge with one hand, using the other to draw a revolver fromhis hip.
A
bl ast of light disclosed Creep rising to aimhis gun strai ght at Dane, who
needed only the shock that a bullet could provide, to be pitched into the
foam ng steel bel ow

The flare revealed still nore.
Di agonal |y across the gulch of nolten nmetal, a black figure was outlined
against a building wall. Reaching a corner by his short cut, The Shadow was

ready to drop back fromsight at the noment of this fateful flare. Only for an
instant did he pause to get a flash view of the scene, and that one glinpse
was

enough.

Seeing Creep take aimat Dane, The Shadow forgot darkness. Hi s gl oved
hand
whi pped an automatic fromhis cloak with a deft swing of the wist. Through
t he
thin cloth, his finger tightened in an i mediate trigger squeeze. The .45
st abbed, but its bark was drowned by the turmult of the steel cascade.

VWhat Dane heard was the whiz of a bullet past his ear, the ping as the
sl ug bashed the corner of the wall beside the platform Turning fromthe rail
Dane saw Creep, who was nore startled than hinself

The huddl i ng assassin knew that the shot was nmeant for him There seened
a
purpose in the fact that it had nmissed its mark. For Creep was definitely on
t he
spot, a thing he realized. If he tried to retire along the | edge, he would
become easy prey. If he lunged forward to the platform an unseen gunner could
rake that square deck as the flare subsided.

In that case, Creep would becone a wounded victim easily captured when
Dane returned with others. For by rights, Dane should have swng down the
| adder the monent that The Shadow s shot whizzed past. It was a warning, that
bul l et, which even a nman of stout heart should have accepted at face val ue.

Not Ferris Dane.

| mbued with the sanme purpose as The Shadow - that of bringing a creeping
assassin into the open and softening himfor capture - Dane |unged Creep's
way.

Wt nessing Dane's drive, The Shadow withheld his fire, but swept forward on
hi s
own just as the last flicker faded fromthe flane-tonguing blast chi mey.

DANE reached Creep before the killer could aimanew The pair |ocked in a

struggl e that provided the weirdest of inmaginable settings. Mre, perhaps,

t han

Dane had bargai ned for when he ignored the safety of the |adder and | aunched
hi s

f ool hardy attack.

Two nmen were beginning a death grapple on a corrugated platformsix feet
square. Their figures were vaguely visible, by the lurid gl eamof the nolten
steel that flowed below them its white-hot surface raising an unearthly gl ow,
i ke the phosphorescence of a rotted tree stunp.

This struggle had its obbligato - the loud hiss of the simrering stee
itself, which had all the threat of a rattl esnake's deathly wel cone. Mlten
death was begging for its prey, caring little which victimreached its craw,
hopi ng perhaps that both would tunmble into its bubbling oblivion

The [um nous netal reveal ed another figure, visible only because he was
closer to the scorching stream The Shadow was strai ght across the channe
from
the platform but on a brink that stood a scant two feet above the nolten



flow

Looki ng upward, with his gun followi ng their gyrations, the cl oaked avenger
was

trying to distinguish between the fighters who twisted in their fray of doom

Precariously, they withed toward the brink; then, as if by nutua
consent, they reeled against the rail and caromed across to the wall. In those
zigzag tactics, they avoided the | adder where Trayner had at |ast begun his
climb, too worried by the sizzle of the steel to notice or interpret the
clatter fromthe deck above.

No hal fway measures woul d suffice with Dane or Creep. They were going to
see it to a finish on the platform until one had the other utterly at his
mercy. OF the two, Dane, whose cause was justified, was w nning an advant age
t hrough his ardor. That rmuch The Shadow di scovered when an arm went flinging
wi de, to have its wist clutched by a follow ng hand. There was a tw st and
somet hing scaled fromtortured fingers.

The object landed in the nolten stream and was gul ped as a pool woul d
t ake
a pebble, or rather a hailstone. For the liquid steel was absorbing a chunk of
the sane alloy in solid state: Creep's gun. So instantly did the revol ver
vani sh, that it seenmingly was nelted at the nmonent when it struck.

Dane havi ng chopped the struggle to equal terms, Creep was quick to
counter. Hi s gun gone, Creep exaggerated the tw st that Dane began and
wr enched
free fromhis antagonist. Driving his head against the pit of Dane's stomach,
Creep butted his burly foe against the wall, then nade a crablike dart to the
rail at the far edge of the platform

They were like two prizefighters about to resune their contest after a
devastating round. Instead of a gong, a flare fromthe furnace marked the
start
of another minute. It showed Dane still slunped, but beginning a slow rise,
with
Creep starting a forward dive to reach him Bad enough for Dane, but to make
it
even worse, Creep wasn't com ng unar nmed

From his belt, the assassin had whi pped out a | ong-bl aded kni fe and was
starting an underhand stroke for Dane's ribs, intending to literally pitchfork
his victiminto the steel sea that was just beyond the platform s edge.

One hand al one could block the thrust that would slide Dane into the
fl ood
of nmolten doom It belonged to a cloaked marksman on the | ower brink, that
hand
that never failed.

The Shadow s bi g gun spoke.

CHAPTER 1 |
GHOST OF THE FUTURE

| MVEDI ATE events upon the fateful platformwere witnessed by a man in no
nmood to fully understand. The w tness was Traymer, com ng up the | adder, his
head and shoul ders rising above deck |evel just as The Shadow fired to stop
Creep's drive toward Dane.

From Trayner's distorted viewpoint, events were |ike a nightrmare. The
lurid flare etched everything in fantastic proportions.

Strai ght across the platform beyond and bel ow the torrent of threatening
steel, stood a ghostly, black-cloaked figure. Traymer saw The Shadow first of
all, viewsing himas a bl ackened sil houette traced against a building wall.

From that mass of bl ackness that |ooked strangely human canme a stab of
flame that Traymer sonehow knew rmust be a gunshot. Wth The Shadow f urni shing



t he background, the fiery thrust was plainly visible. It wasn't directed
Traynmer's way; instead, it was angled slightly to the left. Thus it wasn't
until the stab occurred that Traymer saw its human target.

Turning his head as he heard a clatter on the platform Trayner spied
Creep alnmost within reach. The assassin's long, |low drive ended with the
gunshot, for the bullet stopped Creep's charge. Jolted by the wallop of a .45
slug, Creep bounced erect and staggered across Traynmer's path of vision
bl ocki ng further sight of The Shadow.

Traynmer couldn't have seen The Shadow agai n, because at that nonent the
flare fromthe chi mey vani shed. Even Creep was blotted from sight, except as
a
stunbling mass that cut off the |um nous gl ow of the flow ng steel. |Inbued
with
t he thought that Dane was the only person on the platform Trayner naturally
m st ook the staggered assassin for the intended victim Half reclined agai nst
the wall, Dane wasn't in Traymer's sight at all.

Thi nki ng that the marksman across the steel stream had deliberately shot
Dane, Traymer could only hope that the staggered man would halt his lurch
before he tottered fromthe far edge of the platform Creep m ght have managed
it but for Dane, the man unseen by Traymer. Dane hadn't seen The Shadow s
shot ;
its sound was | ost amid the roar of steel. Wth the vanishing flare, Dane
glinpsed Creep al one and caught the glint of the raised knife that the
staggering man still gripped.

Wt hout guessing why the assassin had chosen such hal f-crazed tactics,
Dane gave a forward slide along the platform thrusting his foot across
Creep's
path. Tripping headl ong, the thwarted killer pitched fromthe brink, sending
back a short-lived screech as he plunged into the foam ng steel

There wasn't any splash. Knife and all, Creep Hubin was absorbed by the
nol ten mass so suddenly, that he vani shed nore conpletely than The Shadow.

Still shaken from his inpact against the wall, Dane |lay panting on the
platform while Traymer, gaping fromthe |adder, was still convinced that his

friend, and no one else, had found a nolten doom

Horror, nore than reason, stirred Traynmer to the proper course. He did
t he
thing that The Shadow had expected Dane to do. Dropping fromthe | adder
Tr aymer
bounded fromrung to rung until he reached the bottom Shakily, he started
runni ng toward the supervisor's office to sumon the forenen.

They were already in sight. They'd cone out to learn if Lady Trayner had
nerve enough to scale the towering height of fifteen feet up to the deck
Spying them Traymer shrieked that Dane had plunged into the nolten depths.
Remenbering the figure across the steel-filled canal, Traymer turned and
poi nted just as the blast furnace gave another of its every-minute flares.

It wasn't only Trayner who saw The Shadow this tine. Any chance that the
cl oaked shape bel onged to Traymer's imagi nati on was dispelled by the viewthe
f or enen gai ned

Foll owi ng Traymer's wild point, the forenen saw the corner of the
opposite
bui | di ng that The Shadow had used as his original base. The cl oaked avenger
had
wheel ed back to that station, but he still held an automatic in readiness. The
Shadow, too, was awaiting the telltale flare, in order to nake certain that
Dane, not Creep, was the survivor on the platform

Fromtheir angle, the forenen could see past the corner. There wasn't a
chance for The Shadow to dwindle in the sudden light. The gun in his gl oved
fist, the very weapon that had saved Dane's life, erroneously marked The
Shadow
as a creature of nurder



The foremen had revol vers. Like the watchnen, they were arned because
runors of sabotage had started recently. Having guns, the pair were quick to
use them They opened an earnest, but blind, fire in The Shadow s direction
The shots were haphazard because the brief flare that disclosed The Shadow
ended itself, quite freakishly, the nonment the foremen began to shoot.

BY then, alarmwas rife.

Succeeding flares showed wat chmen and workers arriving from many
directions, some crossing bridges over the canal of turbulent steel, others
swi nging into view beyond outlying buildings. All were shouting the word of a
phant om fugi ti ve who had cone and gone |ike a ghost.

At intervals, pursuers glinpsed The Shadow, but the flares weren't
sufficient to insure the chase. The call went out for searchlights, and they
were switched on, sharp brilliant beans that swept the foundry yard from
several angles. One glare caught The Shadow near the wall; he reversed his
dash; then, as the searchlight wavered, he continued for his origina
obj ecti ve.

The effect was amazing - that of a black ghost shaki ng nbonbeanms fromits
shoul ders. The path of light stayed brilliant, but it revealed only a blank
wal I, through which The Shadow had seeningly vani shed. Then the searchli ght
was
on the nove again, but its probe showed not hi ng.

That was, nothing except a few depleted junk piles, too shallow to hide a
human figure. The searchlight handlers didn't realize that The Shadow coul d
blend with anything that afforded patchy darkness. Crouched behind an odd
assortment of old iron, the cl oaked unknown was hal f hidden by the discarded
equi prent, half in the stretch of gloomthat lay beyond it.

He was part of the shadows, this mysterious being who gained his title
fromhis ability to merge with fleeting blackness. He was The Shadow in fact
as
wel | as nane!

Searchlights w dened hastily to the far reaches of the foundry pren ses.
Where buildings cut off the beams, small groups of armed nen started an
i ntensive search, only to neet each other coming around corners. The hunt

began

to spread like the streaks of light that guided it. In w dening, the searchers
| eft huge gaps between them - innunerable outlets for The Shadow, had he
sought

i medi at e departure.

I nst ead, The Shadow conti nued his unexpected tactics by choosing the
pl ace
where all was placid - the stormcenter fromwhich the surge of pursuers had
whirled. He was no nore than a bl ot of blackness when he crossed a narrow
bri dge above the | essening streamof steel. When the chimey flared, its gl ow
was absorbed by the searchlight beans, focused to distant points.

There wasn't a trace of The Shadow as he slid beneath the platform]l adder
to the sheltering wall of the building where the supervisor's office was
| ocated. G iding farther along, The Shadow passed the door of the office
itself.

The office wasn't quite deserted as The Shadow expected. It contained one
man, but he was too occupied to observe the cl oaked shape that paused
monentarily at the door, then sidled past a corner to choose the bl ack
background of an opened w ndow.

The man in the office was George Trayner. He was at the tel ephone, trying
to put through a call to the directors of Gault Consolidated.

Al the foundry wires were busy, flashing the word for a general manhunt.
While Traymer waited for a line, he kept staring at the office w ndow.

Bl ackness faded oddly as a searchlight beamreflected its distant sweep.
Traynmer stared harder at the w ndow and stepped forward with the tel ephone,



only to halt as his call came through

"Hello... hello -" Trayner's voice was strained, high-pitched with
tension. "No, | haven't talked to Dane... Yes, | saw him but something
happened before I could -"

A cool voice interrupted. It didn't cone fromthe receiver; it was
speaking in Traymer's ear. It said:

“I"1l take that tel ephone, Lady."

The phone actually fell from Trayner's hand, to be caught, receiver and
all, by the man beside him Reeling around, Traymer flattened agai nst the
wal I,
his shoul ders hiding the very wi ndow where curious bl ackness had al arned hi m
when it receded. Traynmer was no | onger thinking of the wi ndow, nor any nenace
that it mght provide.

Traynmer was staring at sonething far nore fearsome, the ghost of a man
who
had di ed before his very eyes!

It was Ferris Dane who held the tel ephone. Speaking in the same coo
t one,

Dane announced hinself, |earned what the directors had to offer him and gave
an
i mredi at e deci si on

"Certainly | shall accept," spoke Dane. "I have wanted that office for a
long while. As vice president of Gault Consolidated, | can double the
efficiency of all our industries. Accept nmy thanks - or shall | put it the

ot her way about ?"

SUCH speech was so characteristic of Dane, that Traymer's nerves began to
settle. This was Dane, in the flesh, for no ghost would converse in such
mundane tones. As Dane |laid the tel ephone aside and turned toward Trayner, a
feeble smle flickered on the studious secretary's |ips.

"You do |l ook as if you'd seen a ghost!" |aughed Dane. Then, his deep eyes
fixing steadily, he added: "Is that what you thought | was, just now?"

Trayner gave a weak nod, then licked his dry I|ips.

"I thought | saw you pitch fromthe deck," he began. "I was on the | adder
when it happened. You see -"

"I't's what you saw that matters," interposed Dane. "There was another man
on the platform He came along the | edge, intending to nurder me. Instead, he
went where he neant for me to go."

"But there was sonmeone el se!" exclainmed Traymer. "A man across the
channel . | thought he fired that shot at you."

"You nean the shot that m ssed?"

"It couldn't miss. It hit this assassin that you nention!"

A pronpt gl eam appeared in Dane's deep eyes.

"So that's what jolted the killer!" acknow edged Dane. "I wondered why he
took that sudden stunble. It seens that | owe ny life to an unknown friend.
What did he | ook like, Traymer?"

"Li ke" - Traymer hesitated on the word "ghost" and of fered a conprom se -
i ke a shadow. He faded away when they started after him He's gone, that's
I

"l
a

Dane gl anced fromthe door and tilted his head, realizing for the first
time what the chase was all about. Satisfied that the unknown avenger had
eluded all pursuit, Dane delivered a grimsnile as he decl ared:

"So much the better.”

Traynmer didn't quite understand. He was stepping toward the door, saying
that he'd call the foremen and give themthe full facts, when Dane caught his
armin a powerful grip.

"Stay right here, Lady," pronpted Dane. "Not a word of this to anyone.
Under st and?"

Trayner's eyes were thoroughly bew | dered.



"Somebody sent that killer to get ne," explained Dane. "On account of
t hat
jinx job. \Woever is behind it can wonder what went wong. That nay hel p us
find
out who is behind it."
"But this other chap who tried to help you -
"He's taken care of hinself," decided Dane, referring to The Shadow. "He
makes it all the better. It will |ook as though a killer failed and fled."
"But the man behind the gane, what will he think when he doesn't hear

from
t he assassin agai n?"

"When a murderer msses,"” phil osophized Dane, "he usually avoids the nman
who hired him Let ne handle this nmy way, Lady. It will be best for both of
us."

"For both of us?"

Dane smiled at Trayner's echoed words.

"Suppose |'d gone into that ness of steel," observed Dane. "Wuldn't
peopl e have supposed that someone tripped ne fromthe | adder?"

Traynmer had spoken of ghosts. He began to | ook Iike one, the way he
pal ed.

He' d been on that |adder, and by Dane's |ogic would have been the likely man
to

take the blame for nurder. Mechanically, Traymer gave the nod that neant he
woul d foll ow Dane's | ead from now on.

"Let's go," spoke Dane abruptly, nudging Trayner through the door. "The
directors are holding the neeting until we arrive. There's sonebody in that

crowmd who really thought I'd be a ghost by this tine. So I'll be one - a ghost
of the future!"
Dane was still chuckling grimy as he walked with Traymer to the latter's

car. Though Dane didn't know it, his mrth was answered by a subdued | augh
from

t he darkness outside the office wi ndow. Living blackness edged fromthe wall
and

foll owed the darkened path that Dane and Traymer were taking.

Dane's theory was right. It fitted The Shadow s belief that hidden crine
was at work in the nodel city of Industria. The idea of stalking crime in
ghostly style was excellent, but Dane, the target for such crime, was not the
person for the task.

Hi s own hand hi dden, his very presence still a nystery, The Shadow was
qualified to be the ghost of the future. As such, he could crack crinme's
riddle
and the hoodoo that went with it.

The Shadow knew

CHAPTER | V
THREE MEN OF REASON

THE directors of CGault Consolidated accorded Dane a warm ovation when he
arrived with Trayner. They were a fossilized Iot, these directors, old
gent | emren appointed by the original Gault to keep his fortune intact. None of
the | ot | ooked capabl e of planning nurder, nor could they logically have a
notive.

The sane applied to various stockhol ders who were present at the neeting,
i ncluding one who arrived very |late. The newconer was Lanont Cranston, no
| onger The Shadow. Having recently acquired a few | oose shares of Gault
Consol i dated, Cranston had a busi ness reason for coming to Industria other
t han
the crime hunting activity of The Shadow.



However, the directors' neeting was not entirely a collection of stuffed
shirts. There were three nen present who were quite the contrary, active nen
of
means and ability who had every right to attend this gathering. They were the
men who kept the hol ding conpany alive, the heads of the three industries that
stood on the surrounding hills.

Three nen of reason, who dealt in hard, cold facts. In neeting them
Cranston studi ed each individual closely.

Warren Hel m was president of the foundry. He | ooked a nman of steel, wth
his firmjaw and glinting eye. Even his grizzled hair fitted his occupationa
appearance. But Helm s nanner was quite at variance with his | ooks. Wen he
shook hands, he restrained his heavy grip; his face relaxed in a beani ng
smil e,
while his steely eyes showed a definite tw nkle.

Next in line was Laird Wburn, president of the dyeworks. Wburn was
ol der
than Hel m having headed his particular industry fromthe tine it started.
Woburn was round-faced, genial, alnmost carel ess of manner, but he gave the
i npression that all those features were an outward pose. In a final analysis,
Woburn, despite his flabby way, mght prove of tougher stuff than Helm

Last of the trio was Roy Rexford

A yout hful type, Rexford, handsone of face, with sleek black hair. But
there was much of the poker face in his well-scul ptured features, plus a gaze
that could take in all about him There was this peculiarity about Rexford:
hi s
eyes | ooked shifty until sonmeone tried to test them Then, in a flash, Rexford
woul d give his challenger a straight, steady gaze that shattered all false
i mpressions. Rexford was a man who coul d neet issues squarely, if he so chose.

Though he rated as head of the chemical plant, Rexford |acked the
of ficial
title of president. He held the office of general manager while the business
was
bei ng converted to a new field. The old officials had gone when the chenica
wor ks ceased the manufacture of plastics and turned to synthetic rubber, which
canme within Rexford' s special scope.

Rexford's future depended upon the success of the new venture. It was a
f oregone concl usion that the business would build, since the |law of supply and
demand was highly in its favor. But it was up to Rexford to neet the
stipulations of his contract before he could officially becone the president
of
the chem cal works

That Rexford was running far ahead of schedul e was evident by his
self-inportant attitude. \Wen speaking of the future that bel onged to
synt hetic
rubber, he blandly condescended to listen to Hel m and Woburn when t hey
nmenti oned
steel or dyes.

They represented the past, extended to the present. Rexford was the nman
of
the hour that nmarked a growing future. Perhaps he realized that he m ght sone
day be like one of them- the veteran head of an established industry
confronted by a young go-getter who was years ahead. But Rexford was too
sel f-spoken, too ambitious, to | et anyone overl ook his status as the
mai nspri ng
of progress.

That was Industria' s watchword: progress.

Wthin a few days, the city would hold its annual Pageant of Progress,

t he
one event inportant enough to produce a full-tine holiday. There was only one
man who ni ght outshine Rexford on that occasion: Ferris Dane.



It was significant how Dane fitted into the scheme of things.
Superficially it seened that he, nore than anyone el se, had profited by the
successi ve deaths of the lanmented vice presidents of Gault Consoli dated.

An interesting situation, from The Shadow s vi ewpoint. H s purpose was to
| earn which man of three - Helm Wburn or Rexford - m ght be the brain behind
a scheme of whol esale death. Yet, in this neeting room circunstance actually
poi nted to Dane, the nan who woul d have becone the latest victimbut for The
Shadow s timely intervention

Creep's attack couldn't have been fakery on Dane's part. Dane hadn't been
equi pped to neet it. The set-up involving Traynmer pointed definitely to an
evi
hand nore eager to di spose of Dane than any of the previous co-ordinators.

The question still was: whose hand?

REFLECTI ONS on that subject were broken when the directors and their
associ ates arose to greet an inmportant and unexpected visitor. Into the
nmeet i ng
room stepped Ellery Gault hinmself, arriving after a surprise trip fromhis
mansion on the hill.

A remar kabl e personality, Ellery Gault.

Though | eani ng on a heavy cane, Gault entered the roominposingly. Hs
face was sharp and keen, belying the age that his snow white nmustache and
flowing hair betrayed. H s eyes sparkled eagerly as he spied peopl e he knew,
and he gave each friend a vigorous nod.

Striding to the directors' table, Gault found the chairman's seat
awai ting
him Taking it, he addressed the group in a |oud, boom ng voi ce:

"And now, gentlenen, your choice?"

"We already informed you, M. Gault,"” put in Helm "W have el ected
Ferris
Dane as vice president of Gault Consolidated."

"A capabl e man, Dane," added Wburn. "He has served as a supervisor with
each of our manufacturing plants."

Only Rexford renained silent. He could have felt that Hel m and Wburn had
sai d enough. Contrarily, his silence could nmean that he did not join in
endor si ng Dane.

ad Gault stroked his chin.

"Ferris Dane," he remarked musingly. Then, glancing along the table, he
saw the man in question. "Ah, yes, you are Ferris Dane. Allow nme to
congratul ate you."

Dane advanced to receive Gault's handshake. During that fornmality,
Cranston glanced toward a corner of the roomand gave a slight restraining
gesture. As The Shadow, he was instructing his agent, Cyde Burke, to let
ot her
matters wait until later. Cyde was a New York newspaper reporter, admtted to
this nmeeting only on sufferance.

Cranston's gesture was nore than tinmely. Because of it, both he and O yde
| ooked toward the head of the table soon enough to see the amazing thing that
happened t here.

Fi ni shed with congratul ati ng Dane, old Gault drew hinmself to full height,
as though to begin an address. As suddenly, the white-haired man deflated. Hs
shoul ders bowed, his head di pped between them Gault's face displayed an inane
snmle, while his eyes turned happily fromone director to another. Lifting his
hand fromthe cane, he turned the pal mupward.

"And now, gentlemen," spoke Gault, in a wheedling tone that matched his
smle, "how many bright pennies have you brought ne?"

Even to Cranston, the thing seemed nonentarily a jest. |Indeed, Gault
coul d
have carried the travesty farther, if travesty it were. But there were others



present famliar with the synptons. Two in particular were quick to hunor
Gaul t.

Quite provided for a situation that they understood too well, Hel mand
Wobur n di pped their hands into their pockets and brought out half a dozen
penni es each. Al shiny pennies, the kind that Gault requested. The two
executives dropped the bright coins into Gault's pal mand nodded pl easantly
when he nmunbl ed his thanks.

Then the directors were copying the act. Pennies galore were falling on
Gault's grasp and he was cuppi ng both hands to receive them happily crooning
hi s thanks.

Smal | wonder Gault | ooked young. He had dropped enough years to becone a
child of fivel

St ockhol ders unfamiliar with this scene gaped in an awe that resenbled
horror. Directors thronged anong them whispering sad facts. This was why
Gaul t
had so suddenly retired fromactive participation in business affairs. Pennies
were his mani a.

It was a flashback to his childhood, when his uncle, founder of the Gault
enterprises, had pounded home the one word: thrift.

Ellery Gault had begun his financial career with pennies. From dozens
t hey
had grown to hundreds, thousands, mllions. He had learned to talk in terms of
dollars, but always in the back of his expanding mind lay the menory of the
penni es that he had been taught to covet in his babyhood.

One day, Gault's mind had cracked.

At honme, in his el egant mansion, he could value things of |uxury for
their
intrinsic worth. But the mere mention of noney hurled himback to
fundanent al s:
penni es.

No one tal ked cash when he attended a directors' meeting. Sonetines he
weat hered such affairs. But the nere linking of faces with the finance that
they represented could be enough to throw the old man out of gear

It had happened again - Gault and his pennies.

Hel m and Woburn were soothing old Gault, ushering himinto a private
room
while he jingled his pennies as if they were coins of gold instead of nere
copper. Rexford, renmining on the scene, suggested that the neeting be
adj ourned, to which the directors agreed.

Cl yde Burke caught Cranston's gesture to conme along. Qutside, Cranston
suggested that Clyde remain in the car, on the basis that reporters woul dn't
be
wel cone persons at present. Cyde followed the advice, expecting Cranston to
join him but when the reporter turned, his chief had gone.

Only a patch of vani shing darkness betrayed the fact that Lanmont Cranston
had becone The Shadow

AS yet, The Shadow had been unable to gauge the reactions of three nen
who
represented reason: Helm Wburn, Rexford. The maudlin mind of Ellery Gault
had
supplied an untinmely interruption. On the chance that he m ght | earn sonething
of special inport, The Shadow was resum ng his cl oaked gui se.

A magni ficent |inousine was parked in front of the Gault Consoli dated
buil ding. Franed in the car's window was a girl of equally fashionable type, a
creature patterned for the sort of luxury that such a |inousine could provide.
The girl was Diana Gault, old Ellery's niece. Her face was as flushed as her
reddi sh hair, and her blue eyes nmingled horror with anger

Diana Gault was listening to Ferris Dane, who had just conme fromthe



directors' neeting. Beside Dane stood CGeorge Traymer, nodding in owish

fashi on

to everything Dane said. The two noved al ong, and Diana's gaze went toward the
pillared doorway of the building where Roy Rexford was stepping into view

Voi ci ng her indignation for Rexford' s ears, the girl was too occupied to
noti ce the bl ackness that the pillars absorbed, as though some human shape had
suddenly gone ghostly, thus remaining close enough to overhear all that
passed.

"I"ve | earned what happened at the foundry, Roy," asserted Diana. "Ferris
just told me."

"The foundry?" queried Rexford in a puzzled tone. "Was Dane there? Ch, of
course! That's where Traynmer went to get him"

"And where Ferris was nearly murdered," snapped Diana, "while you were
tal king on the tel ephone to ne. What was the idea, Roy? Was it one of those
things they call an alibi?"

Rexford started an ardent protest, insisting he knew nothing of matters
at
the foundry. Diana cut himshort.

"You're making it worse, Roy," the girl argued. "It |ooks as though you
called ne to keep the wire open, so ny uncle couldn't phone the directors and
find out what they wanted. You certainly should have known that such a del ay
woul d bring on another of his spells. Ferris tells ne that one just seized
him"

VWhat Rexford thought of Dane and his meddl esome opi ni ons was sonet hi ng
t hat woul d soon have been expressed, if Hel mand Whburn had not appeared,
bringing old Ellery Gault between them Rexford personally interrupted the
expl etives that he was applying to Dane, though D ana heard enough of themto
conj ecture what the rest would be.

At Diana's inperious gesture, a polite chauffeur brushed Rexford aside
and
Gault was helped into the car, happily jingling his precious pennies, while
Hel m
and Wbburn were promni sing himnore. Diana suggested that they cone along to
t he
house, to hold Gault in his present hunmor, but she didn't extend the
invitation
to Rexford.

VWhen the linousine pulled away with its passengers, Rexford turned on his
heel and strode off angrily. It was then that watching bl ackness resuned the
cl oaked shape of The Shadow and returned to Cranston's car

From hi dden lips cane a low, sibilant |augh, telling that The Shadow had
uncovered one rivalry - a controversy existing between Roy Rexford and Ferris
Dane, over Diana Gault.

Such a rivalry could be a cause of crime, even to the degree of murder

The Shadow knew

CHAPTER V
GUESTS AT THE MANSI ON

THE sane qualities that made C yde Burke a good reporter rendered hima
useful agent of The Shadow. C yde had a photographic m nd that could register
details and retain them even when they did not prom se i medi ate concl usi ons.
Moreover, Cyde never trusted his menmory too far. Though many of his notes
wer e
necessarily mental, he put theminto witing at the first opportunity.

Thi s was proven the next afternoon, when Lanmont Cranston sat idly by the
wi ndow of his hotel room surveying the beautiful city of Industria by
dayl i ght.



Though hi s thoughts seenmed el sewhere, Cranston was listening quite intently to

Burke's version of what was wong in this city where all |ooked right.
Clyde had been in the foundry, the dyeworks, and the chem cal plant. The
foundry was still buzzing over the vani shed marksnman of the night before, who,

according to popular belief, had tried to nurder Dane, but failed. It was
general |y conceded that the masquerader must have been sonme mal cont ent

di sm ssed by Dane. But the foundry enployees argued that the thwarted killer
must have worked at one of the other plants, when Dane was a supervisor there.

Naturally, Warren Hel m hel d that opinion. As president of the foundry, he
was one hundred percent satisfied with Dane. He declared that Gault
Consol i dat ed had obtai ned an ideal vice president, but that the foundry had
| ost the best supervisor in its history.

At the dyeworks, Cyde had talked with Laird Wburn. Quite tactfully,
Woburn avoi ded nmention of Dane. He didn't want to criticize the managenent of
the foundry, which in so nany words neant Warren Hel m

Smilingly, Wburn had referred dyde to Gault Consolidated, which was
li ke
telling the reporter to get his story fromFerris Dane in person, since that
dynam c gentl eman was now an i nportant adjunct of the hol di ng conmpany.

There, Clyde's report ended. He'd been to the chem cal works but coul dn't
see Roy Rexford, because inportant tests of synthetic rubber were in progress.

As for interviewing Ferris Dane at the offices of Gault Consolidated, it
was quite inpossible. Dane was far too busy getting adjusted in his new
capacity. Even George Trayner wasn't avail able, because Dane had taken him as
chief assistant in the business of co-ordinating the various industries.

"Very good, Burke," approved Cranston dryly. "Now, tell me the vita
facts
in the case.”

"The vital facts?" queried Cyde. "Wiy, |'ve just stated them™

"' Ski pped them would be a better term" answered Cranston. "I refer to
last night. Tell me what happened at the directors' neeting inrediately after
Dane was el ected vice president of Gault Consolidated."

A gli mer dawned on C yde.

"You mean what did the big men do," he expressed. "Well, Hel mand Wburn
went to have a snoke while the directors were trying to get Gault on the
t el ephone. "

"State where they went."

"Into that little roomjust off the big one," declared dyde. "The pl ace
where you saw themrush old Gault when he began whining for pennies. Ad Gault
must really be a nental case. If he still had any sense, he'd have brought a
pi ggy bank along to inpress the directors.”

Cranston's eyes turned reproval upon Cyde, rem nding himthat such
di gressions were not in order.

"Sorry, chief," affirmed dyde. "Anyway, Hel mand Wburn were in there
al l
the while. | looked in on them Hel mwas wondering how he'd get another
supervisor |like Dane, if Dane took the vice president's job. Wburn was
wi shi ng
Hel m | uck, but doubting that he'd get it. He said he'd never been able to
real ly
repl ace Dane after he switched fromthe dyeworks to the foundry."

"Neither of themtried to tel ephone Gault?"

"They couldn't. There wasn't any tel ephone in the little room The
directors were using the only tel ephone - in the nmeeting room™

CRANSTON S eyes mmi ntai ned a steady gaze, that C yde decided was a
further
inquiry. Referring to penciled notes, the reporter tallied events in
systematic



order. First the directors had called the Gault mansion. They'd asked to speak
to Gault, but couldn't because he was busy and woul dn't be disturbed. They'd
stated their business to the servants, but had reserved any nention of Dane's
election until they talked to Gault in person

That prospect hadn't been prom sing, though the servants offered to do
their best. So one of the directors had suggested phoning D ana, on the chance
that she could reach her uncle. They'd tried the |ine again, but it was busy.

"That's when | slid out,"” explained dyde. "I hustled down to the | obby
to
phone you froma pay booth. Rexford was down there al one, snoking a cigarette.
He gave ne the cold eye when | went into the booth. | got the idea that he'd
just finished a call hinmself and was going to nake another."

"Rexford phoned Diana," conmented Cranston. "I |earned that |ast night."

"Say, chief!" exclained Cyde. "That woul d explain why the |ine was busy!
But if Rexford was talking to Diana while the directors were trying to reach
her, why did he still stick around? If he had another call to make -"

Clyde cut short. He knew about Creep Hubin, for The Shadow had told him
Smashing into Cyde's thoughts was the recollection of a phone call that Creep
nmust have received, sending himon an errand of nurder

Rexford's call to cone!

It struck dyde hard, for until this noment he hadn't connected Rexford
with the attenpt on Dane's |life. Hel mand Whburn were certainly innocent - and
that, in Cyde's nind, had elimnated Rexford, who seened a superior person to
either of the old-line executives. But the thing was shaping itself into odd
proportions that mght |ead anywhere.

Bearing hard upon his own theory, Cyde |ooked for a corroborating gl eam
from The Shadow s eyes. There was none; they were the eyes of Cranston:
st eady,
but passive. Eyes that merely called upon Clyde to proceed.

Clyde did proceed, though all the while his mnd was bubbling with its
di scovery. Roy Rexford was interested in Diana Gault; that fact established,
it
foll owed that Rexford, youthful head of a |local industry, was the npst
eligible
man in town, mles ahead of any other suitor

At | east, that case existed until Ferris Dane had been naned vice
president of Gault Consolidated. Likew se youthful and aggressive, Dane could
logically be Rexford's rival. The very vote that had rendered Dane a key-nman
in
the Gault enpire, put himon equal terns with Rexford, where D ana was
concer ned.

This put a fresh bearing on the jinx job. Prestige, rather than the job
itself or any finance that it represented, could be the matter at stake: the
reason why Creep had been hired to di spose of Dane before he even assuned his
new of fi cel

"I went back up to the neeting room" proceeded Cyde, nechanically. "The
directors were tal king about calling the house again, to see if they could get
D ana. They thought Rexford ought to speak with her; but he wasn't around. So
they decided to ask Hel mor Wburn. They were just taking it up with those two
when the phone rang. Gault was on the wire -"

"An interruption, Burke," put in Cranston quietly. "How |l ong was it since
you had called ne?"

"About five mnutes,” replied Clyde, referring to his notes. "Anyway, the
servants had gotten Gault to the phone. He gave his yes to the vote, and the
directors sent Traynmer to inform Dane. Traynmer was with the directors all the
time, but he hadn't anything to say."

Noddi ng cal My, Cranston picked up a newspaper and began to turn through
its pages. It was the local daily, the |one evening paper that Industria
boasted. O yde couldn't quite contain hinmself.

"Say, chief,"” began the reporter. "Suppose Dane was a social clinber |ike



Rexford. Suppose he thought he rated with Diana Gault. Suppose she was w lling
to consider Dane -"

"Suppositions are dubious, Burke," Cranston interrupted. "Let us confine
ourselves to facts. Tonorrow is an inportant day in Industria. The day when
t he
annual Pageant of Progress will be held."

CLYDE gave a nod as Cranston thrust himthe newspaper. The | ocal sheet
was
filled with froth about the com ng pageant; so nuch of it, that Cyde was
bor ed.

Nevert hel ess, he glanced at the page that Cranston showed him

"Big doings at the Gault mansion," commented Clyde. "Dozens of guests are
arriving fromout of town. That happens every year. It says so."

Cranston nodded, then renarked: "Read further."

"Tormorrow ni ght, the Mardi Gras," continued dyde. "King Progress and
Queen Industry will ride in state together. Here's a picture of Queen
I ndustry.

I could have guessed that she would be Diana Gault. Wo el se?"

"What about King Progress?" inquired Cranston. "Hi s picture should be
t here somewhere."

"It's here, all right," began Clyde. "Big as life -

Clyde's eyes went big, |ike the photograph they viewed. Hi s nouth,
openi ng
even wi der, gul ped the nane:

"Ferris Dane!"

Cranston's smle was indul gent, but his hand was firm approving, as he
clapped it on dyde's shoul der

"Your conjecture was excellent, Burke," he said. Gadually, the hand
lifted. "But you took a long while to cone to a conclusion that you could have
reached with ease. There is a rivalry between Dane and Rexford. However, you
have di scovered only half of it."

Cranston's finger pointed to another photo in the | ower corner of the
page, a small one that bore the sonewhat ignominious title: "Prince Poverty."
This time, Cyde' s eyes narrowed.

Prince Poverty, whatever his part mght be, was none other than Roy
Rexford. Instantly, Cyde's mnd sprang to a new supposition

"Dane already rates tops with Diana!" exclaimed Cyde. "Wy that neans
Rexford has been second fiddle all along!"

"No nore conjectures, Burke," rebuked Cranston. "W are dealing in facts,
and facts are where you find them Cone."

There was a cryptic tone to Cranston's order, that Cdyde didn't
under st and
until they left the hotel and were riding away in the roadster. Wen Cyde saw
which hill the car was clinmbing, he turned an astoni shed | ook toward his
conpani on.

They weren't going to the foundry, the dyeworks, or the chemcal plant.
Serenely Lanont Cranston, otherw se The Shadow, was driving to the Gault
mansi on, that he and Cyde Burke, the roving reporter, mght join the guests
assenbling there in anticipation of the Pageant of Progress tonorrow.

CHAPTER VI
BRI GHT PENNI ES
THE Gault mansi on provi ded a succession of eye openers for Cyde Burke.

Though accustoned to homes of the wealthy, having visited themoften in quest
of stories, dyde had never before experienced the thrills of the genuine



soci ety reporter.

Such thrills were provided at Gault's.

The nere nanme of Lanmont Cranston provided an open sesane. Wth his tal
conpani on, C yde was ushered through a reception room furnished in ornate
Victorian style; next, through an equally ol d-fashioned rmusic room finally,

t hrough a gorgeous sun porch that seemed bejewel ed by the sunset that was
glowing fromthe distant hills.

Then they were out of the house again, in the mdst of a garden so |avish
and luxuriant that it actually outshone the mansion

Di ana Gault was giving a cocktail party in the garden. She was utterly
radi ant in such a setting, and knew it. O herwi se, she wouldn't have chosen
t he
mar bl e bench where the sunset skimed the barbary hedges and gave her auburn
hair a burni shed glory that hadn't been apparent in the darkness of the night
bef ore.

Seated with Diana, totally refuting dyde's pet theory, was Roy Rexford
the man supposed to be in conference at the chenical works. As for Ferris
Dane,
rated so highly by Cyde, the new vice president of Gault Consolidated wasn't
even at the garden party.

Cranston's arrival proved quite an event. Though Di ana had never nmet him
the nmonent she heard Cranston's nane buzzed, she hurried forward to extend a
warm greeting. Rexford was equally anxious to wel cone the new guest. Left in
t he background, Cyde stared in continued bafflenment, until a girl's voice
spoke besi de him

Clyde Burke turned to see Margo Lane.

Margo wasn't a product of Industria. She cane from New York, where she
knew the ins and outs of cafe society. Her main anbition was to nake herself
useful in the service of The Shadow. Somnetinmes Margo managed it, and this was
one of those occasions, as her smle betokened. Margo's smile was very nice to
| ook at, being attached to a very personable brunette.

Cl yde undertoned the query:

"You fixed this for the chief?"

Mar go nodded.

"Lamont wired nme |ast night," she confided. "He told me about the Gault's
house party and said for nme to see what could be done with it. Take a | ook."

Looki ng, O yde recognized half a dozen faces, all belonging to
Manhat t an' s
cafe set. Evidently Margo had found the right strings to Industria' s society
and
given thema tug that had produced whol esale invitations to the house party.

"And | thought this town was self-sufficient," expressed dyde. "All this
chatter about industry and progress sinply adds up to wealth, in the end."

"Of course," assured Margo. "The people here get tired of showing off to
each other, just like everyone else does. They're like kittens in catnip over
the fact that a | ot of sophisticated New Yorkers would cone to Industria to
wi t ness their wonderful pageant."

"You're all staying here at the nansion?"

"Yes indeed! And Diana is trying to persuade Lanont to join the house
party. Listen to her gush."

Di ana wasn't having much success. She was apol ogi zi ng because she hadn't
known that Cranston was in town the night before, and he was politely stating
that he had cone to Industria on business. He would stay over for the pageant
because busi ness would hold him but he couldn't join the guests at the
mansi on. |t woul d nean negl ecti ng busi ness appoi nt ments.

True to local tradition, D ana subsided, while Rexford gave an approving
nod. Business was nore than business in Industria; it was the keystone of
soci ety.

Clyde strolled away, much pl eased by Cranston's decision to remain a
guest



at the hotel. The Shadow s scope would be too limted if confined to the Gault
mansi on. That woul d be Margo's territory.

For the present, however, the territory was also Clyde's. In the capacity
of a society reporter, he could wander about wherever he chose. As a
prelimnary, Cyde contacted a few of the |ocal newspaper nmen whom he saw
anong
t he guests; but they proved a diffident |ot.

In fact, it irked Cyde to see how they were awed by the Gault wealth. He
remarked to one that Industria, the perfect community, wasn't mnuch different
fromany place el se. That conment started an outburst.

The | ocal newshawk expl ained that Industria was a single-tax conmmunity,
where property was put to use. ldle |land was taxed so heavily that the town
soon acquired it and sold it to enterprising people, whose taxes |essened the
nore they inproved the property.

Det aching hinself fromthe ardent journalist, Cyde thought over what the
chap had said. Since all the enterprise in town was controlled by Gault
Consolidated, it followed that the nore the Gault industries expanded, the
greater their profit ratio becane. Industria was therefore the answer to a
plutocrat's prayer.

No wonder old Ellery Gault had lost his reason. Hs dreans couldn't keep
up with actuality. Renenbering the way Gault had cracked the ni ght before,

G yde found hinmsel f wondering where the old man was at present.

Gazing toward the mansion, Cyde saw a tier of w ndows hung with
magni fi cent purple drapes, like a royal suite. Gault's own quarters, wi thout a
doubt .

Instantly, the reporter's instinct took hold of dyde. He'd | and an
exclusive story that woul d confound the | ocal bunch: an interviewwith Ellery
Gaul t hinsel f!

LOOKI NG for a way into the mansion, Cyde saw a basement doorway near the
rear of the great house. Carefully skirting a prickly hedge, he reached the
door in question

Gault's quarters were toward the front. Wrking through a naze of
basenent
passages, Cyde thought he'd find a stairway to the front section of the
mansi on. He might have if he'd been able to reach the front section, but every
passage brought himto a dead end.

Renenbering the outside appearance of the house, Cyde recalled that one
hal f | ooked newer than the other. Evidently the two sections had been built at
di fferent periods, leaving a wide stretch of solid foundation between them
Finding hinmself in the wong half of the basement, Cyde finally took a back
stairway that brought himto one of several kitchens on the ground fl oor

Ducki ng away at the approach of servants, Cyde reached a pantry and
started through to a dining room only to see half a dozen servants setting
tables in a place the size of a banquet hall. They didn't spy dyde, for dusk
was settling and he managed to hop back into the gl oony pantry. Taki ng anot her
doorway, Cyde crossed a hall and reached the music room

There, he hadn't time to duck away before soneone saw him He stopped
short as a girl spoke |aughingly:

"I thought you'd have trouble finding Gault's apartment! Cone al ong,

Clyde, and I'Il show you how to get there."
It was Margo. She'd cone in by the sun porch. So Cyde went the way she
showed him back through the hall, around a corner into a little side passage

that termnated in a purple curtain.
"This marks the beginning of Gault's own preserves,"” explai ned Margo.
"Di ana nentioned that none of the guests was to go past this curtain. But
si nce
you aren't a guest, Cyde, the rule doesn't apply. Good | uck!"
St eppi ng through the purple curtain, Cyde found a stairway that |led up



to

t he second floor, above the nid-section of the house. Al was quiet on the

fl oor

above; hazy, too, for the rich velvet drapes clouded every w ndow. Ahead,

d yde

saw a dimlight underneath a door. G ngerly opening the door, he stepped into
a

smal | reception roomwhich, despite its conmpact size, was far richer in

furni shings than any roomthat Clyde had ever viewed.

Col d-frescoed chairs and tables, filigreed screens, a mantel of delicate
carving topped by a jewel-studded cl ock, were but a few synbols of the roons
spl endor. There were objects of ivory and ebony, a candel abrum of solid
si |l ver,
along with paintings that proved to be jewel ed npsai cs when O yde studied t hem

cl osel y.

The lighting canme through thin shades that were formed of genui ne pearl
shell, matched to perfection. In the glow, the silent purple curtains |ooked
al nrost a jet hue. Wich curtains covered wi ndows, Cyde could not tell, for
al l

the drapes were tightly drawn. The curtains bothered Cyde, for they gave him
t he uneasy inpression that eyes were watching from behind them

Deciding that the interview could wait, Cyde turned toward the door. A
hi ss sounded behind him with it came a flood of |ight. Sw nging about, C yde
found hinmself faced by Ellery Gault. But instead of show ng anger at sight of
an intruder, the old man was all sniles. The hiss, Cyde suddenly realized,
was
nmerely the parting of the curtain, which Gault had flung back to admt
stronger
[ight from anot her room

"Avisitor!" Gault's tone was gleeful, suiting the childish nood he had
di spl ayed the night before. "I like visitors. They al ways have a reason to see
me. What is yours, young nman?"

"I"'ma newspaper reporter,” put in Cyde. "I'd like to interview you, M.
Gault."

"CGood! Conme into the counting room" Gault gestured to the doorway behind
him "l can show you sonet hing very wonderful ."

IT was wonderful, in a sense. Not the counting room but what it
contai ned. The place itself was plainly furnished, but on a huge table C yde
saw stacks of pennies in tall piles. Bright pennies, thousands of them the
pl ayt hi ngs of a doddering m nd.

"' A penny saved is a penny earned,'" quoted Gault happily. "I have saved
t housands of pennies. To be exact" - he paused, to pick some coppers froma
smal |l heap and add themto a pile - "I have eighteen thousand, seven hundred
and sixty-two pennies. There... | have finished counting them again, and none
is mssing!"

Clyde cal culated. The total of shiny one-cent pieces cane to sonething
| ess than two hundred dollars. A single piece of bric-a-brac in Gault's
recepti on roomwould be worth far nore than all the copper treasure. But
Gault's mnd was set on pennies.

Gat hering the coins by handfuls, he jingled them declaring that it kept
t he pennies shiny. He went to an alcove in the deep wall of the room and
dropped the coins into an iron coffer that occupi ed about half the space of
t he
five-foot niche.

"I began life saving pennies," crooned Gault, his voice tuned to the
jangl e of the dropping coins. "Pennies, pennies, and nore pennies. | forgot
themfor a while, but I came back to them | began with pennies, | shall end
wi th pennies!"”



He kept on filling the coffer, until his supply was al nost finished.
Taking a last handful, Gault gl anced shyly across his shoul der and detected
synmpathy in Clyde's gaze. It was synpathy that the old man seened to
m sunder st and.

Dr oppi ng penni es one by one, Gault weighed Cyde with his gl ance.

Pausi ng,

the old man turned about and placed a shiny cent in Cyde' s hand. He continued
to drop nore into the coffer, but seeing dyde's snmle, he paused again and
gave hi m another copper coin. So it progressed until the coffer was filled, at
which tinme dyde was hol ding five bright pennies.

Gault clanped the Iid of the coffer; closed a door that turned the al cove
into a strong room Beam ng, he approached C yde and cl apped a thin hand on
t he
reporter's shoul der.

"There is your story," began Gault. "You can wite how an old man gave
you
pennies fromhis life's savings and taught you the true | esson of wealth. Save
your pennies, ny boy, and you will never be in want. | have saved so many
penni es that | now have ei ghteen thousand, seven hundred and" - Gault stopped
to note that Cyde's hand held five coins, whereupon he added: - "and
fifty-seven. Please nention that fact in your story."

"I most certainly will -"

"You nmost certainly will not!" came an indignant voice, that interrupted
Clyde. "There isn't going to be a story!"

Clyde turned to find hinself confronted by Diana Gault. Her manner was
fiery as her hair, and her eyes were thoroughly ablaze. Behind the girl stood
Rexford. As O yde stepped back, the sleek man stepped forward, saying:

"I''l'l handle this, Diana."

There was plenty of power in Rexford's grip as it fastened on dyde's
arm
Al armed, Diana rallied suddenly to Cyde's support, when she undertoned:

"Be careful, Roy, while we're here with Uncle Ellery."

Noddi ng, Rexford swung C yde about and marched him straight to the

stairs.
D ana followed, still nmurmuring for Roy to be careful. Wen they reached the
ground floor, Rexford still clutched Clyde's armand steered himstraight to
the front door. Overtaking them D ana changed her tune. On the front porch,
she was agai n i ndi gnant as she said to d yde:

"I'f you nmention one word of this -"

"Don't worry," put in Rexford harshly. "He won't!"

Weel i ng C yde about, Rexford drew back a fist that | ooked as tight as
steel. Diana started to tell himthat the dinner guests were arriving, but it
didn't matter with Rexford. Thrusting Cyde at armis | ength, Rexford poised
for
a punch that threatened to be nmurderous. Cyde heard a girl's quick cry and
recogni zed Margo's voi ce.

A TALL figure suddenly stepped in to ward off Rexford's swing. It was
Cranston, swift despite his leisurely way. H s intervention | ooked
insufficient, but it was quite the opposite. The Shadow had a system of
pl ucki ng punches in mdair, wthout even ruffling his Cranston pose.

This was once The Shadow s effort wasn't needed. A hand hooked Rexford's
from behi nd before the swing could start. Turning angrily, Rexford was
confronted by a man as hard-mannered at hinself: Ferris Dane.

"Easy, Rexford," adnoni shed Dane. "This isn't your own house, you know.
At
| east... not yet."

Per haps Di ana's presence was the reason why Rexford's vicious wath
subsi ded. He'd shown hinmself badly in contrast to Dane, the night before; a



repetition wasn't the proper course this evening. But Rexford couldn't calm
hinself without a final glare. Wiile he was staring at Dane, dyde found
hinmsel f free of Rexford's clutch

Anot her hand took over and Clyde was on the way to Cranston's car, guided
there by its cal mmannered owner. Wthout wasting tine to inquire what had
happened, The Shadow gave O yde the car keys and told himto drive back to the
hot el .

On the way, O yde wondered why his left hand felt so cranmped as it tried
to clutch the steering wheel. He opened his fist and stared. He was stil
hol ding five bright pennies, the gift of Ellery Gault!

CHAPTER VI |
DEATH S HOLI DAY

THEY were in Cranston's hotel room It was the afternoon follow ng the
affair at Gault's, which had placed dyde in disgrace anong the elite of
I ndustria. Cranston was juggling in his hand the five pennies Cyde had gotten
fromold Gault.

"Don't worry, Burke," spoke Cranston. "Since you didn't wite the story,
they' Il forgive you. Tonight you can watch the pageant w thout being
recogni zed. Everyone will be nasked, so | ordered a costume for you, too. It's
in your room"

Clyde muttered somet hing about Rexford.

"Speaki ng of Rexford," observed Cranston, "I found out why he's playing
second fiddle. It appears that King Progress is elected by popular vote and
that the runner-up beconmes Prince Poverty. It happens that Ferris Dane is very
popul ar, having worked in all three of the Iocal plants, so he naturally won
the contest.

"The real surprise was the vote that Roy Rexford polled. He is a
conpar ati ve newconer and wasn't figured in the race at first. But he's such a
go-getter, people could not ignore him Rexford has done wonders with the
chemi cal works. The first year's output of synthetic rubber will double the
previ ous production of plastics."

Clyde wasn't interested, except to remark that if he lived in Industria,
Rexford woul d have m ssed one extra vote. Synpathizing with Cyde's nood
Cranston told the reporter not to nmiss the parade. As The Shadow, Cranston
wanted it checked to every detail, and he was dependi ng on both d yde and
Mar go
to do their part in the process.

That point expressed, Cranston left the hotel and began a business trip.
He intended to talk financial matters with both Hel mand Wburn, but it was
usel ess on this holiday of holidays in Industria.

Hel mwas in his office at the foundry, but he was busy adorni ng hinsel f
in
the costune of a cavalier. Stalking about with his square jaw projecting from
a
ruffled collar, the foundry president tilted a feathered hat to hide his
steel-gray hair. Planting his hand on the hilt of an ornanental sword, he
asked:

"Frankly, Cranston, how do | | ook?"

"Quite the Sir Walter," replied Cranston. "That nust be an expensive
costume, Helm"

"It is," declared Helm "But 1'll wear it again, in the pantonine we're
giving in the opera house, a few nights fromnow. You've heard about it?"

Cranston said he hadn't.

"A bizarre thing," declared Helm "Based on the opera of 'Faust.' Traynmer
wote it. He's a versatile chap, Traymer, though he doesn't show it. However,
I



i ke qui et-mannered men. They know their place."

The costune still interested Cranston. He asked where Hel m had purchased
it.

"Anmon supplied it,"” said Helm "He runs the |ocal costune shop. He
carries
everything, including scenery for the opera house. We all buy our costunes
from
Amon. He rents them too, at pageant tinme, and he has an enornmous supply.
Still, if you want a good one, | wouldn't advise you to wait too |long. The
sooner you get to Amon's, the better."

Thanki ng Hel mfor the advice, Cranston was sniling as he left the office.
He wasn't worried about getting a costunme for tonight. Cranston already had a
costunme. It consisted of a black cloak and a slouch hat, with hidden
automati cs
as an adjunct. And Lanmont Cranston, otherw se The Shadow, rather fancied that
hi s chosen costunme woul d be appropriate when the parade began

Cranston's next stop was at the dyeworks. There he found Wburn decked in
the regalia of a Turkish sultan, his round face | ooking very foolish. Wburn
didn't want to tal k business; he wanted an opi nion on the costune. Cranston
said it | ooked excellent.

"Maybe the costume does,'
sultan type. Still, with a mask it's all right.'
pl aced
a dom no mask across his eyes and decided that his features were inproved.
Then,
renovi ng the domi no, he added:

"Anyway, |'Il rattle this scimtar of mne. That's sonething Hel mcan't

conceded Wbburn, "but | don't. |I'mnot the
" Turning to a mrror, he

do
with the tin sword that goes with his cavalier costume. It would fall apart."
Then, quite as seriously as Helm Wburn advised Cranston to get over to
Amon' s and pick hinmself a costume. Some good ones would surely be avail abl e,
but the earlier the choice, the better
Instead of going to Amon's, Cranston returned to the hotel. He stopped at
Cyde's room |l ong enough to find the reporter admiring hinself in a handsone
harl equi n costune. Clyde's grin proved that he was catching the Mardi G as
spirit. So Cranston continued to his own room where, in the gathering dusk,
he
donned his own costune - that masquerade that transformed himinto his other
sel f, The Shadow.

ONE office in town was actually busy. It was the office of Gault
Consol i dated. Two nmen were there, in an inner office: Ferris Dane and Ceorge
Traynmer. Dane was al ready groom ng hinself for vice president in charge of
co-ordi nation, and he was finding Traynmer a val uabl e assi stant.

Thumbi ng t hrough reports of the three big conpani es, Dane put a query to
Traymer.

"Since the foundry and the dyeworks have turned in their final figures,"”
sai d Dane, "why shouldn't the chem cal plant have done the sanme?"

"It has," replied Traymer. "That is, the plastic company did. You'll find
the figures up to the time when Rexford took over."

"But these figures aren't conplete to the end of the fiscal year."

"They will be as soon as the reorganization is finished. Rexford has been
very busy."

Dane amended Traymer's statement with a "Hunph.™"

"Busy at what?" denanded Dane. "Attending pink teas, |ike yesterday's
garden party? | could hardly find tinme to go to Gault's for dinner."

Dane didn't add that he hadn't been invited to the garden party that
preceded the dinner. Traymer, who knew the delicately bal anced rul es of
Industria's society, was wi se enough to refrain from addi ng that point. Dane



reverted to the report sheets.

"Steel and dyes were maki ng noney," he remarked, "with plastics just
about
breaki ng even. Well, | wish Rexford luck with his synthetic rubber. There's a
[imt on profits nowadays, so he shouldn't have nuch trouble ringing the
bel I ."

Runni ng t hrough the sheets supplied by Hel m and Whburn, Dane kept
muttering one word: "Taxes." He shifted the reports closer to the |light, when
hi s hunched shoul der threw a streak of darkness across the sheets. Dane was
t oo
engrossed to realize that the darkness pronptly faded farther than it should
have.

Dane's shoul der wasn't entirely to blame. A figure had arrived at a
hal f - opened door just behind Dane's desk. A cloaked figure, its burning eyes
obscured by the brimof a slouch hat. Trayner, turning about, saw bl ackness
recede and thought of a strange living shape that had rescued Dane that night
on the foundry platform

But when Trayner stared at the doorway, he failed to see The Shadow s
outlined form Traynmer's eyes weren't strong, even with his glasses. Still, he
felt relieved when nerely thinking of The Shadow s possi bl e presence. He
hadn' t
forgotten the nortality rate anong vice presidents of Gault Consolidated. Dane
was holding a jinx job, though he wouldn't admit it.

Just why it was a jinx job, Traymer did not know. He only hoped Dane
coul d
find the reason.

"Taxes and nore taxes," repeated Dane. "Years of them all bundled into a
[unp sum We'll have to break down these figures sone day, Lady. Wen we do
I'"mgoing to recommend that Industria drop the single-tax system"”

Trayner stared as though Dane had spoken heresy.

"I mean it only for our own good," explained Dane. "Here's how the thing
woul d work. Each plant could be charged a huge |l ocal tax rate and the noney
woul d go to the comunity. We're the only city that operates on the single-tax
basis. So it would be quite legitimte, to gear ourselves with the rest of the
country. Why should we |ist our own noney as excess profits?"

Trayner didn't answer. He was grasping the idea. An excellent thing, if
Dane could swing it. In five or six years, the town could acquire a mllion
dollars by the process. Such, at |least, was Traynmer's estimate and he was
inclined to be conservative.

"The jinx is off this job," chuckled Dane, referring to the hoodoo for
t he
first time. "lI've settled it for keeps. Put these sheets in the safe, Lady.

W' ve worked | ong enough, considering that this is a holiday."

It happened that they'd worked too | ong. The tel ephone bell was ringing
and when Dane answered the call, he learned how late it was. D ana Gault was
on
the wire, tartly rem nding Dane that he was to be in the parade this evening.
Very nol lified, Dane accepted Diana's reprimand and prom sed there would be no
nore del ay.

Hangi ng up, he turned to Traynmer.

"Mss Gault is in a dither," expressed Dane, "and | don't blanme her. She
call ed Amon and learned | hadn't picked up nmy costunme. W're to go over there
right away and get it. She'll call for us in the linpusine. W can get your
costunme at the same time."

Traynmer shook his head.

"I didn't intend to join the masquerade tonight," he said. "I felt |
woul d
be needed here.”

"Suit yourself," returned Dane, "but you might as well pick a costunme and
join the fun. But it doesn't nmatter, so long as you don't sulk like Rexford."



Trayner's gaze showed inquiry.

"Rexford hasn't stopped for his costune, either," |aughed Dane. "Either
he
doesn't want to be Prince Poverty, or he's trying to worry Diana. Wll, if he
wants to spoil the parade, let him"

Ri sing, Dane turned to the door from which The Shadow wat ched. Solid
bl ackness wi t hdrew before Dane arrived there, with Traynmer close behind him
But when the two left the building, the cloaked shape of The Shadow was cl ose
behi nd them keeping to patchy darkness to remain unseen

From facts that he had gl eaned, The Shadow suspected that sonething ot her
than revelry mght take place during the coming Mardi Gras. Death's holiday
was
in the making, the sort of holiday that Ferris Dane had taken, one that neant
wor k instead of play.

If such were true, Dane was again slated to be death's target. Once nore,
it woul d be The Shadow s part to intervene!

CHAPTER VI I |
THE COSTUME SHOP

AMON S costume shop was the oldest building in Industria, |located on a
forgotten street, with an enpty lot behind it. Vacant lots were ordinarily
taboo in Industria, as were old buildings. These eyesores existed sinply
because the ground belonged to the city and was intended for a park. But
Amon' s
busi ness was so helter-skelter that he required time to renove it.

Dane and Trayner entered by a flight of old stone steps that were badly
off level and difficult to find in the darkness. The front roomwas big, and
S0
poorly lighted that its walls scarcely showed the rows of costumes that |ined
them The only bright spot was the counter near the back of the room

Behind it sat Amon, a blunt-faced man with an overbal anced forehead. He
| ooked as though he'd started business by sinply sitting on a stool and
letting
t he buil ding sprout around him

Squinting in the light, Amon made out the faces of Dane and Traymer when
they arrived. But he couldn't see the gliding figure that trailed them Anobn's
shop was nade to order for The Shadow. Once inside the door, he sinply joined
the row of costunmes on the nost convenient wall, and became so notionl ess that
he was in fact invisible.

"So, M. Dane!" greeted Amon in a guttural tone. "You have cone for the
king's costume at |ast! The queen, Mss Gault, was very angry when she
t el ephoned and found you had not been here."

"There is still tinme," declared Dane. "That is, provided you haven't | ost
the costune. | hope it didn't go out with any of your junk upstairs.”
"This is not a junk shop," reproved Anon. "Upstairs, | have scenery. Fine

scenery, for the opera. Wth many things that people have forgotten, but wil
renenber sone day and want again."

"You nmean those nynph costunes you tal k about ?"

"Yes, and the machinery that goes with them M wood nynphs di sappear
M.
Dane. And then, when they are gone, they cone back again like magic! It is
very
wonder ful . Some day, you shall see -

It was Trayner who interrupted. He remarked that at present they would
like to see the costune that Dane was to wear as King Progress. Opening a
little cupboard behind the counter, Anon pronptly and proudly produced the
costume on a hanger.



The regalia of King Progress was really magnificent. Its chief conponent
was a robe of purple satin and pure white erm ne, extravagantly designed wth
great folds that hung like pleats. Under the robe were knee breeches and
j acket, which Anon renoved and handed to Dane. While Dane was trying on the
j acket, Amon produced a square box that contained a gilded crowm and white
wi g,
along with a purple mask, ermne-fringed.

Dane wasn't overjoyed by the costune.

"I"ll look like a face card in this outfit," he grunbled. "Spades are
trunp and I'mthe king. O am|?"

He finished the query by tugging at the jacket. It cane three inches
short
of buckling across his chest.

"What's the matter here?" demanded Dane. "Wasn't this costume nmade to ny
measur e?"

"Try the robe," suggested Amon in a troubled tone. "If it fits, the
j acket
won't matter."

The robe proved quite as limted as the jacket. Dane hunched his
shoul ders
forward and tugged with full force, but he couldn't get it buckled. Finally he
hurl ed the robe to the counter

"I order a costume," snapped Dane, "and you make me one of Trayner's
si ze.

How di d that happen, Anon?"

"W took the neasurenents of the suit you sent us, M. Dane -"

"Because | was too busy to cone here. But that still doesn't explainit,
unl ess" - Dane paused, reflectively - "unless | sent you one of ny old suits
by
nm st ake. Anyway, this costune won't do. Haven't you anot her?"

Amon cocked his head w sely.

"You mght wear M. Rexford's. He's about your size."

"But I'mnot Prince Poverty!"

"I don't mean the Poverty costune, M. Dane. He ordered a King Progress
costune, too."

Dane stared a nmonent, then gave a chuckl e.

"You mean Rexford thought he was going to be el ected King Progress?
That's
really funny! No wonder he's sore because he's only Prince Poverty in this
par ade! "

BEFORE Anon could reply to Dane's outburst, Trayner offered an
expl anation. Always tactful, Traynmer was seeking to ease the rivalry between
Dane and Rexford.

"Rexford is your alternate,” Traymer told Dane. "He sinply followed the
usual procedure, when he ordered a duplicate Progress costune. O course, it
wasn't necessary, but if anything had happened to you, then Rexford -"

Trayner stopped abruptly, gul ping his tongue as though he wanted to
swal low it. Dane's face stiffened into its hardest |ines.

"Then Rexford would have filled my place," supplied Dane. "Very
farsighted
of him | should say, considering that sonmething nearly did happen to ne at
t he
foundry!"

Trayner tried to finish his gulp.

"I"ve had tough things happen,” continued Dane. "Castings |anding on ny
ankl e, and whatnot. But nobody ever tried to murder ne until the other night.
And now I find that if | had been nmurdered, the parade could still have gone
on, with Rexford as King Progress."



Since Trayner's tact had carried hi mnowhere, Anon supplied sone.
Shrewdl y, the squinty man turned to another shelf and brought down a | arge
box.

"Here is M. Rexford's costune," declared Anon. "Suppose you try it on
M. Dane."

Not only did the costume fit, it was even finer than the one that Dane
had
ordered. Conplete to wig and crown, Dane strutted about in grandi ose style,

t hen
told Anon that he'd take Rexford' s costume along with his own.

Amon was willing to exchange one for the other, but Dane woul dn't hear of
it. He intended to show his liberality by buying both. It would be worth it,
he
said, as a triunph over Rexford.

Traynmer had a different thought. He was picturing how Rexford' s costune
could be evidence in a case against the man hinsel f. Watching fromthe costune
rack, The Shadow could see the furrows in Traymer's studious forehead,

i ndi cating the conclusion that he had reached. Dane al so noted Trayner's
attitude, whereupon Dane's own manner changed.

"Cet yourself a costume, Lady," suggested Dane. "One of those courtier
outfits over on the side rack. 1'll give you a free ride on the royal float."

Di sposing of Traymer in sonewhat jestful fashion, Dane was free to talk
to
Amon. Though Dane used an undertone, The Shadow s keen ears could catch his
wor ds.

"Let me know if Rexford fails to call for his Poverty costunme," said
Dane.

"I wouldn't want himto spoil the parade. Mss Gault wouldn't like it."

"I don't think that will happen, M. Dane," began Amon. "You see -

Amon had just finished a notation in a |large, ol d-fashioned | edger
mar ki ng
the sale of the duplicate King Progress costune to Dane. He was thunbing
t hr ough
t he pages of the same book, when he stopped abruptly.

Dane's query was sharp: "See what, Anon?"

ad Amon nerely shook his head in a forgetful style. But Dane pressed

hone
the query, this time with anplifications.
"You mean soneone else will play Prince Poverty if Rexford bal ks?"
queri ed
Dane. "That's | ogical enough. If Rexford could fill my place, sonebody woul d

have to step into his. Let ne see that |edger, Anon."

For reply, Amon clanped the big book shut and thrust it under his arm It
was a tinely nove, for at that nmonment, Trayner provided an interruption in the
formof a sharp cry. Dane | ooked toward the costune rack and denanded:

"What's the matter, Lady?"

"Not hing," replied Trayner, somewhat abashed. "I... well, | just cane
across a costume that was too realistic. It was |like a huge bl ack bat hangi ng
fromthe wall. | thought it noved, but | guess it just swung when | brushed

it."

Amon gave an odd squint. There wasn't any costume of the sort that
Tr aymer
nmentioned. But Anon was too concerned with another matter to be bothered with
trifling m stakes. He was gl ad that Traymer had provided a diversion. It gave
Amon a chance to hide the | edger that Dane was too anxi ous to exani ne

Coi ng over to the rack, Dane found the courtier's costune. It was sone
di stance fromthe spot where Traynmer had encountered the bat costune. That
fact
pl eased The Shadow, because he happened to be the costume in question
Traymer's



description of a marmoth bat clinging to the wall wasn't far wong, for in his
bl ack cl oak, The Shadow | ooked the part, and he had drawn deep anong the
costunmes when Trayner approached.

Amon had wrapped both King Progress costunes when Dane and Trayner
returned with the courtier outfit. Silently, old Anbn wapped it, too
finishing just as a horn honked outside the shop. Amon turned to a shelf, to
bri ng down a box al ready packed.

"This is M. Rexford's costune," explained Anon. "The one he will wear as
Prince Poverty. I'Il take it out to him-"

"Never m nd, Anmon," interrupted Dane. "That isn't Rexford' s car. |
recogni ze the inperious blast of the Gault linbusine. It is sumoning Trayner
and nysel f."

HESI TANTLY, Anon | aid Rexford' s package on the counter and foll owed the
others to the door. Peering past them he saw the Gault |inobusine, with D ana
peering fromthe w ndow, waving for Dane to hurry. Risking a glance fromthe
costume rack, The Shadow saw t hat Di ana had a conpani on: Margo Lane

Burdened with their bundles, Dane and Traymer were goi ng out through the

door. They were quite visible, for the sky was aglow with brilliant |ights
from
Industria's main streets, the special illunmination provided for the Pageant of

Progress. But those lights didn't show the rough, uneven steps |eadi ng down
fromthe costume shop.

"We'd better hurry," Traymer was telling Dane. "The parade lights are
al ready on."

"They always light themin advance,"” returned Dane across his shoul der
"The parade doesn't begin until nine o' clock, so we have plenty of time. Watch
out for these steps, Lady."

Dane didn't follow his own advice. Looking back, he mssed a step as he
spoke. Wth a wild stunble, he Ianded in the darkness bel ow the steps,
scattering packages as he fell. Trayner sprang out to help Dane to his feet,
whil e Amon hurried along to pick up the packages.

The Shadow heard a hearty groan from Dane.

"I't's nmy ankle," Dane was saying. "The bad one that the casting injured.
You'll have to help ne in the car, Trayner."

"You'll need a doctor?"

"I'f you can find one. Get ne over to the office first. Diana can drive up
to the house and bring one of those specialists who are hol di ng powwow about

her uncle - if any of them know anythi ng about dislocated ankl es. Chances are
they don't, so you can scout around town for a local doctor who isn't at the
par ade. "

Di ana and Margo were coming fromthe car to help Trayner lift Dane. The
chauf f eur was taking the packages, including those that Amon hel d. Meanwhil e,
The Shadow was maki ng an opportune glide fromthe costune rack to the space
behi nd the counter.

There, The Shadow picked up the tel ephone and, in the quiet tone of
Cranston, called the hotel. Getting Cyde on the wire, he told the reporter to
cone to the costune shop. Before The Shadow coul d give further instructions,
Amon reappeared, com ng around the end of the counter. Wth amazi ng sw ftness,
The Shadow pl aced the tel ephone aside and shifted to a dark space beside the
shel ves.

Amon didn't even | ook The Shadow s way. Wth hasty hands, the costuner
snatched the big | edger from beneath some odd costumes. H s head cocked, he
was
listening to the Gault car drive away as he thunmbed through the pages. Finding
the one he wanted, Anon tore it cleanly fromthe | edger

Leavi ng the bound book beside the box containing Rexford' s Prince Poverty
costunme, Amon fol ded the | oose sheet and hurried from behind the counter
Opening a door, he went up a pair of steep stairs to the second story.



In his haste, Amon didn't bother to | ook behind him Hence he failed
utterly to glinpse the shrouded formthat followed. If he had | ooked, he m ght
have believed that one of his own costunes had cone to life to trail him but
since Amon didn't | ook back at the vital nonment, he conpletely | ost al
opportunity.

Once bl ended with the darkness of those stairs, The Shadow was utterly
invisible. Silent as a ghost, the cl oaked nmaster of darkness was hard on the
trail of ariddle that mght spell crime's full answer.

A riddle involving the page that Amon had torn fromhis | edger the noment
Ferri s Dane was gone!

CHAPTER | X
VANI SHED VI CTI M5

THE fl oor above the costune shop was nmuch like a loft. It was stocked not
only with costunes, but the scenery that Anon had nentioned. Nor had Anon
exagger at ed when he declared that his loft held forgotten things that woul d
some day be want ed

Costunmes and scenery bel onged to the age of spectacles. They were relics
from operas and ot her huge stage productions popular in the last century. Even
those that were too bl em shed to be used again were val uabl e as patterns,
shoul d anyone wi sh to reproduce those epics of the past.

There were stage properties, too, a maze of them in the formof tables,
execution bl ocks, stands of imtation marble, and other contraptions gal ore.
Pi cking his way through the jungle of junk, Amon kept turning on lights as he
reached them but the hanging bulbs were too fewto give nore than a feeble
view of this land of fantasy.

Al the lights were controlled by a single switch that Amon had pressed
when he entered the | oft, but he preferred to operate the bul bs i ndependently,
after turning on the main control. The reason was sinple enough: there were
bul bs in every corner of the |loft, and Anbn saw no use in wasting light,
except
in the particular direction that happened to suit him

Stoppi ng in the bl ackness of the doorway, The Shadow stood beside a | ow
tabl e and | ooked al ong Amon's path. The costumer was at the rear wall of the
huge room turning on a final light. Brighter than the rest, that bulb
reveal ed
a battered desk, a stove with an open grate, and a gaudy tapestry that covered
half the wall - a stage prop that had probably been used in some opera like
"Madane Butterfly."

The first thing that Anon did was tap the pocket where he had stuffed the
fol ded page of the |ledger. Next, he lifted the tapestry, found a door behind
it
and nade sure that the door was bolted. Dropping the tapestry, Amon crunpl ed
some ol d newspapers, stuffed theminto the stove, and added a few sticks of
wood. Striking a match, he started the fire and began to warm his hands in
front of it.

In the firelight's glow, Amon's face showed shrewdly. He brought the
| edger sheet from his pocket, unfolded it and gave it a close-range squint.
Hs
smle gl eamed wi der, as though he had uncovered a prize of tremendous val ue.

Per haps he had.

Toni ght, Dane had made a very pointed remark within Amon's hearing, a
remark pertaining to attenpted murder and possible evidence of it. Traymer had
somewhat nullified Dane's view of what Rexford's duplicate costunme of King
Progress mght signify.

But the nere suggestion had awakened some thought in Anon's mind
somet hing that also related to costunes, otherw se the |ink would not have



formed so rapidly. That was why Anon prized a certain page in the old | edger

At present, Amon seened to be debating the value of the telltale sheet.
He
renmenbered Dane's liberality in taking both the King Progress costunes.

Per haps

that was a sign that Dane would pay well for anything he wanted. But Anopbn's
face al so refl ected doubt; probably he was considering Dane's financi al
limts.

Al this while, The Shadow was gai ning a better view of Anbn's changi ng
features.

Step by step, The Shadow was com ng closer to the back wall of the loft,
al ong the very path that Anon had taken. At no time, however, was The Shadow
in
t he open. Al ways, his cl oaked shape kept something for a background: strewn
costumes, old pieces of scenery, or various stage props belonging to this
i ndoor junk yard.

The Shadow s pause took place at an open stretch of floor about six feet
from Anon's desk. The costunmer had evidently cleared this space to serve as a
private office. Had The Shadow advanced farther, he m ght have roused Anon's
attention. Despite the shrewd expressions that altered his winkled face, Anon
was in a very skittish nood

Hence The Shadow waited; while he did, he prepared a surprise for Anmon. A
gl oved hand coming from The Shadow s cl oak brought out a tiny rounded box
i nstead of a gun. The box had two |lids; renoving them The Shadow peel ed away
his glove, as well. Wth his thunb, he took a dab of ointment from one side of
the box; his second finger obtained a different substance fromthe other half.

H s hand in readiness, The Shadow waited. He could allow Anbn ten mi nutes
nore to make up his mind about the | edger sheet - the tine that C yde Burke
would require to arrive fromthe hotel. Whatever Anon's part in crine, past or
future, it was probably ninor

Shoul d d yde arrive, The Shadow coul d step aside and |l et the reporter
confront Amon. Backed by The Shadow, C yde might be able to talk Anbn into
maki ng up his mind. It would be better than to have recourse to ghostly
nmeasures, which The Shadow preferred to reserve for nore inportant occasions.
C yde had made out all right with Ellery Gault, as far as he had gone.

In Amon's case, The Shadow i ntended to see that Cyde was not
i nterrupted.

Unfortunately, Anon hinmself was to have a hand in spoiling a plan about
whi ch he knew not hi ng.

JUST before the ten minutes were up, Anon |lost his indecision. The fire
was burning busily by this tinme, and its crackle conmanded attention. Perhaps
the lure of the flanes was the final elenment; whatever the case, Anon suddenly
brought out the | edger page, crunpled it, and stepped forward to fling it in
the bl aze.

Bl ackness wheel ed between Anmon and the stove, cloaked bl ackness that was
The Shadow. Seeing the strange shape swoop in upon him Anobn recoiled clear to
t he desk. Dropping the crunpled paper, he | ashed his hand into an open drawer
and brought out a |ong, sharp-pointed knife.

It was instinct on Amon's part. He thought he was seeing an unrea
creature. But Anon had dwelt so | ong anong dust-covered nenories, that
i magi nati on was his spurring notive. Perhaps his nmental pictures had a habit
of
coming to life; in that case, his scare was due purely to the fact that an
unwant ed i mage had appeared, to act in unexpected fashion

At any rate, Anon didn't quail. He flung hinself toward The Shadow,
thrusting his knife as he cane, only to be stopped by something that exceeded
hi s i magi nati on

It began with a |long-fingered hand that gestured froma mass of



bl ackness,

finishing with a snap of thunb and finger. The friction united the two pastes,
conponents of The Shadow s own favorite chemical fornula. (Note: Because The
Shadow s expl osi ve powder used in this instance is too dangerous for any but

t he npbst experienced to use, we do not reveal the nature of its formula, so
that the inexperienced mght not attenpt this experinent and thereby suffer
harm - Maxwell Grant.) A burst of flame scorched Anobn's face; with it canme a
report that echoed Iike a cannon shot fromthe rafters of the old |oft.

Reel ing away, Amon let his knife drop with a clatter and clutched for the
table. He missed it in his blind stunble and al nost inpal ed hi msel f upon an
upright iron rod that projected fromthe floor, a dozen feet distant. G pping
the rod, Amon brought hinmself shakily to his feet, blinking in The Shadow s
direction.

Amon' s dazzl ed eyes saw huge bl ack spots, but they didn't drift. They

wer e

segnents of The Shadow, connecting thenselves to gradually forma solid shape.
To l et Amon know that this was no illusion, The Shadow delivered a weird

| augh,

the lowtoned sort that could turn surprise into horror

Reverberating mrth produced a remarkable effect upon Anmon. Stil
bl i nki ng, the costumer gave the sane reflective snmile that he had shown when
he
di scussed stagecraft with Dane. The business of di sappeari ng wood nynphs and
simlar marvels of the opera had suddenly cone back to Anmon's m nd

The Shadow saw Amon's facial flicker and noted the change that foll owed
it. Froma smle, Amon's face contorted into the wince of terror that The
Shadow anti ci pated. Amon was sonething of an actor, as well as a backstage
man.

H s faked horror actually fooled The Shadow for a few seconds.

Those few seconds were enough

Amon's shrink was quite in keeping with his wince. The fact that he
clutched the nmetal rod nore tightly was also in keeping with the situation
But
when the big rod yielded in the fashion of a lever, it proved that the
unexpect ed was due.

The Shadow rmade a forward lunge - too late.

Actuated by the lever, the floor parted in slithery style. Each half of a
finely built trapdoor whisked from beneath The Shadow s feet. Though The
Shadow
could do many wonderful things, walking on air wasn't one of them

The cl oaked invader went into a rapid backward whirl that sonersaulted
hi m
t hrough the open floor. He made a grab at the edge, but it was out of reach
Bel ow, he saw t he yawni ng bl ackness of a pit that was certainly as deep as the
baserment, which neant thirty feet. Hangi ng ropes were dangling down the sides
of the hol e and The Shadow grabbed at them gaining a passing clutch that
slightly delayed his plunge.

But the last rope - or the thing that | ooked like it - was a netal pole,
one of four that marked the corners of the shaft. The Shadow s head jarred the
pole so forcibly that his grip weakened with his senses. Hands and arns hal f
tangled with the thin netal pole, The Shadow becane a human whirligig that
finally spun free and | anded with a stunning crash at the bottom of the pit.

The bl ackness that engul fed The Shadow was nore than mental. It began
before he finished his sliding plunge. Anon had rel eased the lever to let the
floor slide back in place, which it did, rapidly and snoothly.

Scurrying forward in crablike fashion, Aron snatched up the | edger sheet
fromwhat had been the brink of the pit. H's laugh was as crackly as the fire
into which he tossed the crunpl ed paper. He kept |aughing as he watched the
i ncrimnating page burn. At |east, The Shadow had made up Anon's m nd

St eppi ng away fromthe stove, Anon didn't bother to test the floor



t hr ough

whi ch The Shadow had di sappeared. He knew the trap was solid, for he'd nade it
that way. Such mechanics were Amon's pride. He kept this loft the way it was
because it rem nded himof his early environment - the backstage of a manmoth
opera house. Only when stagecraft dw ndled to oblivion had Anon gone into the
costume busi ness.

Amon had al ways hoped to use that trap in startling fashion. He'd
succeeded beyond his ordinary ambitions. The di scordant note to his cackle
proved he didn't care what had happened to an interl oper known as The Shadow.
Indeed, it indicated that the worse the result, from The Shadow s standpoi nt,
the better Anon would appreciate it.

Murder didn't worry Anon. He didn't believe that ghosts could rise to
accuse himof such crime. At |east he thought he didn't, until he heard a
footfall fromthe lighted pathway | eading fromthe stairs. Frantically, he
nmade
a grab for his lost knife, only to hear a cold voice tell him

"Stay where you are, Anmon, if you want to live!"

PEERI NG weakl y across his shoul der, Anpbn expected to see the returned
form
of The Shadow. Instead, he viewed a nasked man clad in a fantastic array of
rags
and tatters. Amon knew t he costume, though he couldn't recognize the person in
it.

This new i ntruder was wearing the masquerade of Prince Poverty, the role
that Rexford was to play!

Though he had |l eft such a costume downstairs, expecting Rexford to cal
and pick it up, Anon took nothing for granted. He squinted hard at the nasked
face, then recoiled at sight of a glinting revolver that Prince Poverty
poi nt ed
his way.

"There is a page m ssing fromyour |edger, Anon," spoke the masquerader
advancing with the gun. "What becane of it?"

"Not hi ng!" blurted the costuner. Though still on the retreat, he squinted
shrewdly. "There was sonmeone who wanted it, but I wouldn't let himhave it. He
went away -"

"I want that page!"

"But | burned it," argued Amon. "Look, you can see the ashes in the
st ove.
| knew you'd want me to burn it."

"Were you sure, Anon?"

Prince Poverty put the query just as he reached the center of the
trapdoor. At that nmonent, Amon was gesturing toward the stove with one hand,
reaching for the lever with the other. Having already tricked The Shadow, Anobn
t hought he could deal similarly with this new masquer ader

It wasn't the nurder in Amon's mind that gave himaway. It happened that
Prince Poverty, in his final query, forgot to disguise his nornmal tone.
Instantly, Amon knew whose face was behind the mask. Despite hinself, Amon's
own face gl eaned recognition

Instantly, the pointing revolver stabbed.

Straight to Amon's heart went three bullets, as fast as Prince Poverty
could punmp them Staggering, Amon pitched forward, plucking at the lever as he
spraw ed.

Those final, futile twitches of Anbn's hands inpressed the masqueradi ng
nmur derer. Stepping across the costuner's body, Prince Poverty pulled the
| ever.

Seeing the floor spread wi de, he showed the same inpulse as with the revol ver
shots. Gipping Anon's body beneath the shoul ders, the nurderer spilled it
forward while the halves of the trapdoor were poised |like yawning jaws.



Sped by its own dead wei ght, the body tunmbl ed between the sliding
sections
just before they clapped shut. Stepping forward, Prince Poverty found the
fl oor
as solid as before. Asnmile was curling the |lips beneath the mask as the
di sgui sed killer retraced his path through the old scenery.
Reachi ng the door, the masked murderer pressed the light switch that
bl anketed the entire loft in darkness. For a minute, all was silent, then
fai nt
creaks occurred. They seened to travel back through the Ioft, to be foll owed
by
a rustling sound that ended in a thunp, as if a door had cl osed.
After that, all was still in this place where two victins had so suddenly
vani shed. Only the occasional crackle of the fire came as a di sturbing
el enent .
The sane flanes that had devoured the evidence from Amon's | edger seened to
gl oat over the retribution they had w tnessed.
Strange retribution, wherein Amon, slain by an unknown nurderer, had gone
to join the very victimthat he had pitched into the pit: The Shadow

CHAPTER X
PROGRESS AND POVERTY

THE steps up to Anbn's costune shop were a real hazard in the dark. Cyde
Burke found it so when he stunbled over them However, the fault was partly
Cyde's, for he was in too rmuch hurry, trying to make up for tine he'd | ost
conmng fromthe hotel.

The trip had taken double the ten minutes that it should have. Traffic
was
jamred al ong the principal streets of Industria, because people frommiles
around had come to town to see the pageant. dyde's cab had been forced to
nmake
detours at a snail's pace.

In a way, Cyde's stunble was fortunate. It placed his chin right on the
| evel of the door sill; otherwi se, he wouldn't have gained a | ong view of the
stairway leading to the loft. Because of the peculiar angle, Cyde saw
somet hi ng happen at the stair top

VWhat seened to be solid darkness was suddenly changed to a dull gl ow of
light. Someone was upstairs taking a | ook around. Just who it was, Cyde
didn't
know, but he suspected it wasn't The Shadow - whose own neasures of | ooking
around usual ly involved a tiny-beaned flashlight rather than a fl ood of
illumnation.

Quite as suddenly, the lights went off. By then, Clyde was on his feet in
the mdst of Anon's shop. He knew, too, that the person upstairs wasn't The
Shadow, for the footsteps that were starting down came heavily and in rather
bl underi ng fashi on

Looking for a place to step out of sight, dyde saw the costune rack. It
was made to his order, because he was wearing one of Anbn's costunes, the
harl equin outfit that The Shadow had hired for him Though Cyde didn't know
it, he was copying The Shadow s own process, when he stepped to the rack and
stood there Iike something hangi ng on a hook

Foot st eps were steadi er when they reached the bottom of the stairs.
Though
the shop was dim C yde recognized the arrival. The man fromupstairs was Roy
Rexford; he was carrying a costune that |ooked |like a batch of rags, and the
odd thing was that Rexford was smpothing the costune as though he thought its
| ooks coul d be inproved.



Crossing to the counter, Rexford carefully placed the ragged costune in
an
open box that was lying there. Wen he put the cover on the box, the action
di scl osed a | arge bound | edger that was |ying beneath the box top. Rexford
pai d
no attention to the book; he sinply tucked the package under his arm and went
out by the front door.

On arriving here, Cyde had noted a car parked out front. It proved to be
Rexford's, for the sleek-haired man entered it and drove away. As soon as
Rexford was gone, Cyde decided to go upstairs hinself. There was just enough
light frombelowto guide himto the top, and when he reached the |oft, C yde
i medi ately found the Iight switch

A simple click produced the sane effect that Cyde had w tnessed from
bel ow. A whole string of l|ights appeared, fornm ng a pathway through scenery
and
props that Cyde imredi ately classed as junk. The only itemthat seenmed of any
account was a fancy tapestry that hung fromthe rear wall, near a battered
desk.

Rexford couldn't have gone to that far wall while Cyde was watching from
bel ow, because it was a long trip there and back. Seeking an explanation for
Rexford's brief use of the lights, Cyde saw a table just within the stairway
door. He decided that Rexford could have picked up the tattered costunme from
that table. Maybe he had been trying it on, for across fromthe table was a
fair-sized mrror.

Still, Rexford hadn't been wearing the costune when he came downstairs.
That meant he mi ght have taken it off in the dark

Such specul ation was rather futile. dyde's job was to find The Shadow,
to
| earn why his chief had so abruptly summoned him But there was no sign of The
Shadow, Cranston, or anybody el se anywhere in the w de-spread |oft. Therefore,
Gl yde becane convinced that his delayed trip had changed the situation. The
Shadow nust have left without waiting for his arrival

There was much nore to that than dyde realized, as he turned out the
lights and made his way downstairs. Reaching the street, he | ooked for sone
answer to his problem and saw one.

Lights were gleaning froman office building only a block away. Those
lights represented the offices of Gault Consolidated. Possibly The Shadow had
dropped in there, as Cranston, to have a chat with Ferris Dane.

Starting for the Gault building, Cdyde was pleased with his own policy.
| f
anybody could be blaned for dyde's present unpopularity, Rexford was the nan,
because it was Rexford who had practically pitched Cyde out of the Gault
mansi on.

Dane was quite the opposite of Rexford. It was Dane who had stepped to
Clyde's aid, saving Cranston the necessity of intervention. Since Dane didn't
particularly like Rexford, it was obvious that he would not be prejudiced
agai nst Clyde. Thus a visit to Dane's new headquarters could hardly bring
d yde
any troubl e.

EFFI Cl ENCY was paranmount in Industria. The elevator in the Gault buil ding
was of the automatic type, and Clyde operated it personally in reaching Dane's
floor. He knocked at the door, heard a voice say to enter. So Cyde entered
and
found Dane.

I n pai ned fashion, Dane was |inping about the office, |eaning his weight
agai nst desks and chairs. He finally settled in one chair, raised his |leg and
placed it on another. Fromthe way he winced, it was plain that he had
suf fered



nmore than a slight injury.

Clyde inquired the trouble.

"It's nmy trick ankle," conplained Dane. "I tripped coning down Anpn's
steps. Trayner is looking for a local doctor and Mss Gault is trying to get
one of the specialists up at the house."

"The specialists?" inquired dyde.

Dane gave a pained snile.

"You should ask," said Dane. "It's because of you they brought the
specialists there. Poor old Gault! They thought he'd gotten over the penny
craze, until they found you in his counting room"

"But Gault was penny nmad the night before -"

"Not as mad as when you saw him" interposed Dane. "He's never handed
penni es to anybody until you came al ong. The psychiatrists they inported cal
it a new conmpl ex, but between you and me, their opinions aren't worth nmuch. If
there was one real doctor in the whole carload, he'd be down here | ooking at
ny
ankl e. "

Just then the door opened and Traymer hurried in, acconpanied by a |oca
physi ci an, who pronptly proceeded to exam ne Dane's ankle. Wen the doctor
pressed the swelling, Dane gave a suppressed groan, then tightened his lips
and
i nqui red:

"I's it dislocated, doc?"

"I don't think so," replied the physician. "It is nore |like a bad sprain.
Aggravat ed, no doubt, by your previous injury. Have you tried to walk on it?"

"Only alittle."

"Alittle nmight be too nuch. | should advise you to stay off this foot
for
at | east a week."

Traymer began a protest.

"But the pageant tonight!" he exclained. "M . Dane is supposed to play
t he
princi pal part -

"Don't worry the doctor,"” interrupted Dane. "W can settle that question
ourselves. Right now, | hear the elevator, so wait a mnute, doc, before you
put on the bandage. | want sone of those New York specialists to know what a
sprai ned ankl e | ooks like."

Dane turned a grin toward Traymer, but his expression sobered when it
reached Clyde. Hastily, Dane waved the reporter toward the door

"Better get scarce, Burke," said Dane. "If Mss Gault sees you, she won't
like it. As for you, Lady" - this was to Trayner - "I want you to keep M ss
Gault occupied while the doctors are here. Don't |let her know ny ankle is
really bad, or she'll suggest that Rexford take ny place in the pageant as
Ki ng
Progress."

Fol | owi ng Dane's advice, Cyde departed the office and was around the
corner when the el evator stopped. He saw Di ana and Margo step fromthe
el evator, followed by a pair of the specialists that Dane had nenti oned.
Traynmer came fromthe office to hold the girls in conversation while the
physi ci ans joined the ankle consultation. Seeing a handy flight of stairs,
Clyde used themto reach the street.

There didn't seem much use in phoning for a cab fromthe phone booth in
the building | obby. Wth traffic as it was, Cyde decided to wal k back to the
hotel . He qui ckened his pace when he | ooked back and saw Di ana and Margo
com ng
fromthe building. dyde wasn't anxi ous to have anot her encounter with the
fiery
Mss CGault.

The girls entered the linmousine, and it sped them away al ong a side
street



to avoid the city traffic. Cbviously, it was taking themto the starting point
of the parade, and would return later to pick up the doctors. How Dane woul d
manage with his bad ankle, was a problemin itself. It mght handicap him
seriously as King Progress, unless there would be very little footwork
necessary.

However, that was Dane's problem

Clyde's job was to contact The Shadow. Having missed himat the costune
shop, he decided to try the hotel. Arriving there, the reporter phoned his own
room and Cranston's, but to no avail.

Looki ng about the |obby, Cyde saw throngs of people, nostly in costune,
for all here, bystanders as well as paraders, were joining in this evening of
car ni val

It struck dyde suddenly that The Shadow ni ght have decided to forego his
bl ack garb and wear some masquerade. A sensible theory, considering that The
Shadow had visited the costune shop. So Clyde entered the swirl of
masquer aders, studying what little he could see of their masked faces. The
throng carried himin the direction of the hotel's nost popul ar spot, the
t apr oom

THE t aproom cl ock showed nine. A stentorian voice announced, by
| oud- speaker, that the parade was starting. |Inmediately, people finished their
drinks, put on their masks, and hurried fromthe place. Cyde found hinsel f
staring at one | one custoner who remained, a figure in fanciful rags and
tatters.

The man was Prince Poverty, otherwi se Roy Rexford. H s mask hanging from
hi s neck, Rexford was standing at the bar calling for another doubl e whiskey.
Cl yde saw t he bartender stare askance, whereupon Rexford uttered:

"Don't worry about nme. | know ny part in this parade, and I'll play it
just as far as | like, and no further! Understand?"

Rexford's tone sounded firm and sober. He was in a nmood that nullified
t he
ef fect of the drinks he had stowed away. The bartender nodded, but politely
rem nded Rexford that it was nine o' clock

"I know it," snapped Rexford. "But Prince Poverty doesn't have to do his
act until the parade reaches the review ng stand. And after that, he's
finished... if he wants to be. So keep the belt line moving on the whiskey.
"Il do ny stuff between drinks."

Di stant nusi c announced t he approach of the parade. Cyde hurried out to
intercept the floats before they reach the reviewing stand. He wanted to see
the act that Rexford intended to do. Taking a short cut in back of the
reviewi ng stand, Cyde suddenly sighted the parade.

On the largest float of all Cyde saw King Progress and Queen | ndustry,
surrounded by courtiers and ladies in waiting. Since the king and queen were
seated on thrones, the part wasn't too difficult for Dane, even with his bad
ankl e; though Cyde noted that Diana Gault, nmasked as Queen Industry, was
showi ng consi derabl e concern for her royal consort.

C yde wondered how Rexford would like it when he saw Di ana worryi ng over
Dane. The thing to do was watch and learn. Strife between Progress and
Poverty,
as represented by a magnificent king and a tattered prince, threatened to nmark
the climax of a personal grudge.

There was no need to anal yze the possible outcone. Cyde was | eaving that
to The Shadow, confident that his unseen chief would be in the thick of

t hi ngs.

The Shadow was definitely in the thick of sonething.

Still in the pit where Anmon had dropped him The Shadow was lying in
t hi ck

bl ackness, which covered himnore like a coffin than a shroud. The world had
forgotten The Shadow and he had forgotten it.



And the world included the city of Industria, where amd the spirit of
carnival death's masquerade was in the naking, prom sing nore than a sham
result in the annual duel between King Progress and Prince Poverty!

VWat ever The Shadow knew or suspected, there was nothing he could do to
offset it, on this occasion when gaiety and nusic offered cover for a stroke
of
deat h!

CHAPTER Xl
MJURDER UNMASKED

THE royal float had reached the reviewi ng stand, located in a |arge
squar e
near the hotel. In the stand were the judges, passing on the nerits of the
various floats, but they laid their notebooks aside and rose to salute the
royal fl oat.

The judges were not in costune, unless evening clothes could be terned
such. Nor were they masked, these elderly and respected citizens of Industria.
They formed a dignified group, though one inportant face was missing - that of
old Ellery Gault.

Absence of the town's npst pronminent citizen was al nbst as serious as a
rai nstorm where the success of the pageant was concerned; but the human
el ement was something that could be altered at will. O a sudden, a murnur
sounded anong the masked throng that watched the parade from across the
squar e.

It carried to the review ng stand, to be picked up by the masqueraders who
wer e
banked in tiers above the judges.

The stand quivered as people cane to their feet, craning forward, even
renoving their masks to see better what was happeni ng bel ow. A |oud cheer
suddenly roared throughout the square. Pushing his way anong the judges was
old
Ellery Gault hinself!

H's white hair flowi ng, Gault received the handcl asps of the judges;
scanning their faces, he saw their surprised expressions. Shouting in their
ears, Gault told them how he happened to be here. Amid the tunmult, only
snat ches of his shouted statenment were audi bl e.

He was sayi ng sonet hi ng about doctors. "Fool doctors,” Gault terned them
t hough he used a few adjectives to enbellish the word "fool." They'd told him
to stay home and count his pennies, instead of attending the parade. But when
two of the specialists had been sutmmoned on an emergency case, Gault had given
the rest the slip.

He wanted to see the parade. He wanted to be with his friends, the
j udges.

He hadn't forgotten them as proof, he handed each a nice bright penny.
Thanki ng

Gault for his liberality, the judges gestured toward the royal float. Wth a
nod, Gault forgot his pennies and beaned happily at the gorgeous tableau that
appr oached.

King Progress, in his thickly pleated robe and erm ne mask, was seated
proudly on a throne that matched the gilded crown that topped his anple wi g.
Besi de him Queen Industry occupied a simlar throne; her costume, too, was
purple trimred with ermi ne, but her mask was daintier, her crown smaller

Peopl e knew King Progress as Ferris Dane only because the program call ed
for Dane to play the part. But Queen Industry was obviously Diana Gault,
because nmuch of her face was visible and she hadn't hidden her gorgeous red
hai r under an ol d-fashioned w g.

Grouped about the king and queen were courtiers and ladies in waiting.



Among the latter was Margo Lane, in suitable costune. She was a late addition
to the float, but there was another passenger who had al nost missed it. He was
an extra courtier, perched on a | ookout pedestal behind the throne.

Ferris Dane had del egated George Trayner to that post as a last-nminute
novelty. The pedestal |acking a | adder, it had sinmply been |lowered to the
fl oat
so its occupant could perch upon it. Then half a dozen courtiers had hoisted
t he
i ght-weight pedestal in place, occupant and all

It was too bad that The Shadow hadn't been around to w tness that
proceedi ng. He m ght have credited Traymer with a new supply of nerve that
wasn't in his systemthat night he hesitated on the | adder to the foundry
deck.

O The Shadow mi ght have come to some conclusion typically his own.

However, in the present commtion, the | ookout was forgotten along wth
the others on the royal float. The only person who didn't grasp the situation
was Diana Gault. Forgetting the dignity of Queen Industry, she turned to King
Progress and tugged his erni ne-decorated sl eeve.

"What's happening, Ferris?" queried Diana. "People usually applaud the
royal float, but never so wildly as this."

Retaining his dignity, King Progress gestured his glided scepter toward
the reviewing stand. Diana's gaze followed; she exclained in a startled gasp:

"Uncle Ellery!™

Queen I ndustry would have |l eft her throne and junped fromthe noving
float, if King Progress hadn't halted her. Then, as D ana subsi ded, her qual ns
faded. Her uncle, for the noment, had becone his sane self. The cheers of the
crowmd brought dignity to his keen face. A snmile showed beneath his white
nmust ache, and in inposing style, Gault gestured toward the royal float and
began appl audi ng on his own.

The crowd understood. Gault wanted themto forget himand cheer the
par ade; so they did.

Clyde Burke saw all this fromnear the review ng stand. He wondered
briefly why such nmen as Hel m and Woburn weren't among the judges; then he
realized that they were too active to belong to the group of old-tiners.
Thought s of Hel m and Woburn brought Cyde's nmind to Rexford, and produced a
new
and tinmely proposition

I f Rexford planned to queer the parade by not appearing as Prince
Poverty,
he woul d | ose caste forever in Industria. It would be bad enough ordinarily,
but
since old Gault had shaken hinself free fromthe tribe of doctors just to put
in
an appearance, Rexford would be a piker indeed if he failed to play his part.

Clyde actually felt sorry for Rexford and hoped the fellow had | eft the
hotel bar in time to get here. But it didn't seemthat way, because the royal
float was al nbost past the judges. Then to Clyde's genuine relief, there was a
stir in the crowd near the review ng stand and Rexford pushed through

IT was Rexford, all right. He was in costunme, but he hadn't yet put on
hi s
mask, because it handicapped himin finding his way through the bystanders.
The
crowmd spread, then squeezed together, and Rexford was popped like a bottle
cork
toward the royal float. Turning hastily, he faced Cyde's way while he put on
his mask. Then, conpletely Prince Poverty, Rexford strode toward the fl oat.

I medi ately, the show began.

Ladies in waiting shrieked and cringed as the tattered terror bounded



anong them This was the usual act: Poverty creating consternation in the
court

of Progress. Courtiers sprang forward, drawing imtation swords, but Prince
Poverty brushed themroughly aside. Al was feverish commotion on the fl oat,
while the witnessing cromd how ed its approval

Havi ng plunged hinself into the act, Rexford did it in style. Courtiers
took real sprawls as the fanciful scarecrow flung them from his path. Seeing
t he | ookout on the pedestal behind the throne, Rexford started to scale the
summit, turning Dane's innovation to his own benefit.

The tower, a nmere frame covered with papier-mache, threatened to
col | apse,
and its occupant made warni ng gestures quite violent for Traymer to display.

Courtiers dragged Prince Poverty back and steered himon his proper route
toward the throne of Queen Industry. Rexford renenbered his part; as Prince
Poverty he was supposed to seize Queen Industry, which he did, in a fashion
nore realistic than specified.

Di ana gasped, then set her lips firmy as Rexford literally haul ed her
fromthe throne. Through his mask, he glared a challenge at King Progress, who
stared bl ankly. Dane certainly couldn't have expected Rexford to overdo the
pantom nme to this extent.

Rexford was on an edge as ragged as his costune. So far, he had literally
stol en the show before the approving gaze of Ellery Gault, the biggest nman in
Industria. But if he actually carried Queen Industry away as prisoner, Prince
Poverty woul d be exceeding the Iimts of propriety.

Still, there was an angle to it that night have stirred Rexford's bucolic
m nd. Too nuch zeal on the part of Prince Poverty would point to a | ack of
t hat
quality in King Progress. In playing the buffoon, Rexford was throw ng the
burden on Dane, whose business it was to prevent such foolery.

Courtiers rallied and wenched D ana from Rexford's grasp. They shoved
t he
obnoxi ous figure of Prince Poverty into the |ap of King Progress, who raised
hi s
scepter when his rival made a grab for it. At that noment, C yde Burke
woul dn' t
have been surprised to see the scepter turn into a cudgel. Nor would he have
bl amed Dane for cracking such a bludgeon over Rexford's head.

But King Progress didn't swing. He warded with his other hand, brushing
Prince Poverty aside just far enough for the tattered clown to stunble from
beside the throne and flatten on the float. The crowd liked it, this
representati on of Progress bani shing Poverty and saving Industry.

Still, the acclaimwas for Rexford rather than Dane, for the spraw
| ooked
i ntended. Only dyde had counted the drinks that Rexford took before the
pageant

and recogni zed the effect as sonething of their origin.

In trying to shake off the courtiers who dragged himto his feet, Rexford
reeled the wong direction and tunbled fromthe float itself. Coming to his
feet, he staggered in a semicircle while the float rolled on ahead. Finding
t he
crowmd i nstead of the parade, Rexford clutched at people all about himand was
swal | owed in the mass.

Great cheers arose for Prince Poverty. The crowd wanted Rexford to return
and repeat the act, the best that any knave of rags and tatters had ever
denonstrated in the history of Industria' s pageantry.

Unl ess the experience had somewhat sobered Rexford, Cyde doubted that
t he
prince would reappear. If Rexford did sober, he'd have anot her reason for
i gnoring the parade. The royal float had turned a corner, |eading past the
hotel, and was where Ellery Gault couldn't see it. Rexford woul d have not hi ng



to gain by nerely playing to the nob that banked the farther route of the
par ade.

However, shouts were comng for Prince Poverty, and the tumult travel ed
ahead of the parade. Pushing along to see what m ght happen, Cyde saw the
crowmd open wi de. Again, Prince Poverty reeled into sight, this time with a
novelty to pl ease the popul ace.

The tattered buffoon was carrying an ol d-fashi oned flagon that he coul d
have picked up in the hotel bar, for he cane fromthat direction. The thing
| ooked |i ke an oversized pewter nug and it was full of w ne that kept
spl ashi ng
fromthe brim Mounting the passing float, the prince waved the courtiers back
and approached the throne of King Progress in hunble, bow ng style.

The abj ect manner was disarm ng. King Progress bowed and received the
flagon fromhis penitent subject. Raising the huge mug, the king was about to
drink, when he realized it wouldn't be in character to accept anything from
t he
hands of Poverty.

Wth a toss, King Progress sent the wine at Prince Poverty, who dived
away
to avoid it. Again, his haste carried the tattered rogue clear past the float
edge, but despite his mask he saw the brink in time to avoid a bad fall

Now it was King Progress who was gai ning the acclaim Bow ng profoundly,
he placed the nearly enptied flagon beside his throne.

IT was only |l ogical that Rexford woul d seek a | ast neeting wi th Dane,
considering that the flagon stunt had proved a dud. Still trailing the parade,
Clyde saw Prince Poverty appear a block farther on, near the end of the route.
Rexford nust have shown speed to overtake the float, for the sidewal ks were so
packed that detours through alleys were necessary.

Furthernmore, Prince Poverty arrived fromthe other side of the street
when
he boarded the float, enpty-handed, and approached King Progress w th sonewhat
schem ng manner. Close to the king's ear, the prince went through a whispering
pantom me, with side gestures toward Queen Industry.

Di pping his hand into his tattered costune, Prince Poverty brought out
boxes containing tawdry imtation jewels, which King Progress flung aside as
fast as he received them

There was to be a final gift. Prince Poverty was reaching for it while
whi spering anew in the ear of King Progress. They were cl ose together, the
tatters of Poverty mingling with the erm ne of Progress.

Then, suddenly, Prince Poverty drew away. Apparently, King Progress would
accept no gift, for the royal hand swung froma raised position into an
outward
fling that seened a token of dism ssal. Head bowed, hands twi tching, Prince
Poverty made a slink to the edge of the float and left it.

The parade was at the finish |line. Di ana beckoned to the courtiers and
t hey crowded around the throne of King Progress. The finale was to be a
procession fromthe float into an auditorium where a reception was schedul ed.
Di ana renenbered that Dane nust be handi capped in such a nmarch

"Help Ferris to his feet," she whispered to the courtiers. "Renmenber, he
has a very bad ankle -"

Al ready offering assistance to King Progress, the courtiers did not hear
hi m conpl ai n personal ly about his ankle. In fact, he didn't conpl ain about
anything. His ankle didn't bother himin the | east. The real trouble was that
Ki ng Progress had a very bad heart.

Li ke a mass of lead, he slid fromthe hands that lifted himand rolled
heavily forward fromthe throne. O utches comi ng unequal ly, King Progress
turned as he fell and | anded face upward with a jolt that shook the fl oat
pl atform



Di ana saw a dark stain spreading across the kingly robe and thought it
was
wi ne fromthe discarded flagon, until the blot crept frompurple satin to
white
erm ne, where it becanme a deep crinson. At that nmonent, Diana screaned.

Two of the courtiers stooped to learn the cause. One lifted a broad fold
of the purple robe; the other pointed in horror to the object that the
oversi zed pleat had hitherto conceal ed.

The obj ect was the handle of a knife, with just enough glitter belowits
hilt to prove that the blade itself had been driven straight to the victinms
heart. King Progress lay slain, finally conquered by Prince Poverty in a due
t hat had begun as sham and ended in stark realism

A man in harlequin costune pulled his mask away as he reached the float.
Recogni zi ng C yde Burke, a lady in waiting unmasked and cl utched the
reporter's
arm The girl was Margo Lane. Tensely, she breathed the news that C yde
expect ed.

"Dane is dead!" spoke Margo, "A knife in his heart!

"Put there by Rexford," said Clyde grimy. "I should have known it at the
time it happened!"

There were other things that Margo and C yde shoul d have known: facts

t hat
woul d belie even their present suppositions - as they were to |earn very soon
But the only person who could have known the whole truth was The Shadow,
had he been present to view all that occurred. Only the hand of The Shadow
coul d have saved King Progress.
And a grimquestion still existed: whether the hand of The Shadow, |ike
t hat which so recently had clutched a royal scepter, would ever nove again!

CHAPTER Xl
M SGUI DED VENGEANCE

STUNNED by the grimsight of death, the men on the float drew back from
the notionless figure of King Progress. It was natural to recoil, because when
they did, men saw the body as a thing in costune and mask, rather than a human
shape so lately active |ike thensel ves.

Reaching the horror-stricken circle, dyde Burke | eaned over the body and
| ooked at the deep-buried knife. But it didn't occur to himto renpve the
mask.

Li ke other witnesses, Clyde was beginning to hope that this nurder was too
grotesque to be real; that the dead form of King Progress might be sinply a
play figure, sone part of a travesty staged by Prince Poverty.

Such hope was futile. Roy Rexford had been real enough as Prince Poverty.
This notionless figure on the royal float nmust certainly be Ferris Dane,
attired as King Progress.

Sudden sounds from above brought Cyde to his feet. The high tower behind
the throne was swaying; fromits perch, the courtier who served as | ookout was
sliding, alnost falling. QGthers came to their senses and turned to break his
tunmble. Coming into their arns, the man fromthe tower stumbled toward the
dead
figure of King Progress. He stooped to | ook at the rurderous knife projecting
fromthe victims heart.

To see the weapon better, this new arrival whipped off his mask. Then
realizing that death had actually been done, he lifted his unnasked face and
stared aghast at the people surrounding him

They stared back, their own faces spread with an amazenent that even
masks
couldn't hide



In a trice, murder had seem ngly been undone.

The man who stared from besi de dead King Progress. The | ookout who had
been atop the tower during the entire ride was the very person they supposed
to
be the victim Ferris Danel

Then who was the dead man?

Dane hinmsel f supplied the answer when he solemly renmpoved the victins
mask. At first, the dead face wasn't easy to recogni ze, because it |acked the
gl asses that it usually wore.

The dead man was Ceorge Trayner!

To listeners, Dane began an expl anation, that was very obvious to C yde.
Simlarly, Margo and Diana could quickly grasp it as soon as they |earned that
Dane's ankle injury was nore serious than he had | et them know.

Behind it, however, was that sanme rivalry between Dane and Rexford. Only,
in Dane's case, it involved nothing nore than a desire to hold his place in
t he
par ade, whereas Rexford's attitude was tainted with the insidious crine of
nmur der .

"The doctors told ne to stay off nmy foot entirely," brooded Dane. "That
meant |1'd have to give up being King Progress, turning over the role to
Rexford, of all people!"

"But Roy was your alternate,"” began Di ana. "You should have called him-"

"And where would | have found hin?" demanded Dane. "He was still overdue
at Anon's when we left there; remenber? Anyway, | phoned Anon before the
doctors left, but I didn't get an answer."

Dane paused to survey Traymer's body, sadly.

"Poor Lady," he mused. "It was his idea. He said he'd play the part of
Ki ng Progress during the parade and through the procession. Wen the reception
began, | was to take his place." Dane gestured to the auditorium "A few |inps
were all 1'd have needed to reach the throne in the reception hall. O course,
| was first to put on the other costune -"

D ana gave a quick interruption

"What ot her costume?"

Dane gestured to the tower on which the courtiers had earlier perched

hi m
t hi nking he was Trayner. One of the courtiers brought down a sizable sofa
pill ow

t hat Dane had been using as a cushion. Qpened, the pillow di sgorged a conplete
Ki ng Progress costune in duplicate. There was a square box on the pedestal
too. It contained the other wig and crown.

Under st andi ng showed on Di ana's face.

"This rmust belong to Roy Rexford," the girl said slowy. "I'd al nost
forgotten that he ordered a king's costume, too, just in case he nmight have to
play the part. It was custonmary, of course -"

"Of course," agreed Dane, as Diana hesitated. "It's lucky Rexford did
order one, because mine didn't fit. O | should say 'unlucky'" - Dane's strong
face went solemm - "because ny costune did fit Trayner. Poor chap, he took the

knife that was neant for ne.

Clyde couldn't doubt that Dane's grief was genuine. Neverthel ess, the
qguestion of luck, good or ill, was debatable. Quite certainly, Dane was alive,
whereas Trayner wasn't.

MJURDER havi ng been done, the question was to find the killer. It was
d yde
who expressed that point inmpersonally, when he gestured toward Trayner's body
and asked the group around him

"Did any of you see the actual knife thrust?"

None had, but Diana, sensing nuch from dyde's tone, took it that he was
accusi ng Rexford.



"Roy woul dn't have murdered anyone!" stormed Diana. "He couldn't have!"

Defiantly, she | ooked about as if inviting dispute. Meeting Dane's
deep-set eyes, Diana took it that they carried accusation toward Rexford.

D ana's own eyes sparked.

"Don't |ook at ne that way, Mss Gault," spoke Dane steadily. "I'm not
t he
nmurderer!" He gestured upward. "I was on that tower all the tinme. Those
wi t nesses know it, because they put ne up there."

Dane propped hinmsel f against the side of a throne to take the weight from
his swol |l en ankl e. Peopl e surveyed the papi er-mache pedestal and were
convi nced
that Dane was nore than right. He couldn't have left his perch w thout being
noticed. If he'd flung the knife, hundreds of people would have seen the
t hr ow.

Furt hernmore, the knife would have glinted in the brilliant lights during its
ten-foot flight.

An added point was that Dane's tower stood behind Trayner's throne, so a
bl ade tossed fromthat direction couldn't possibly have reached the victinms
heart.

"W're getting somewhere," observed dyde tactfully. "W know that Dane
couldn't possibly have used that knife."

"I know soneone even less likely than nyself," vol unteered Dane.

He was | ooking at Diana. She stared blankly, then brightened as she
queri ed:

"Do you nean ne?"

"I mean your uncle," replied Dane. "He was on the judge's stand, and he
must certainly still be there.”

Di ana's forehead puckered. Mere nention of Ellery Gault was preposterous;
but Dane nust have sone purpose in it. The answer began to dawn: Dane didn't
want to name Rexford, so he was taking a |ong way around. By stating names
t hat
couldn't possibly be those of Traynmer's mnurderer, Dane was stinmul ating people
i nto nam ng probabl e candi dates for the dishonor

At least, it worked that way. There was a buzz about the float, and from
it rose the nane:

"Roy Rexford!"

It could only be Rexford. His clowning as Prince Poverty was the perfect
cover-up. Frantically, Diana tried to stemthe tide of accusation, and found a
sudden inspiration fromthe way Dane had parried her recent question

"I't wasn't necessarily Roy!" Diana exclaimed. "Wy... why, | could have
stabbed Trayner! Yes, that's it" - her head was turning, her eyes flashing -
"that's what Ferris is trying to say. | did it, and he knows why!" She turned
straight toward Dane and uttered fiercely: "It's because | hate him and
t hought he was in the costune of King Progress!”

Linping fromthe throne, Dane smiled despite a painful w nce. He steadied
hinsel f by resting a hand on Diana's shoulder. His courtier's costune fitted
t he manner that Dane di splayed, a softness of nature quite foreign to his
usual

pose.
"You don't hate me, Diana," declared Dane, "and you didn't rmurder

Traymer.

You're trying to help Rexford, and no one is fooled. | admire you for it, and

I
think you're right."

As Di ana stood astoni shed, alnost in Dane's arns, her new chanpi on turned
to the group about him

"Di ana wasn't the only person close to Traymer's throne," asserted Dane.
"As | recall it, you all clustered around just after Rexford left. Anyone of
you" - Dane's circling gaze took in a dozen - "might be the killer. Think that
over, and maybe you'll decide to show fair play toward Rexford."



To Cdyde and Margo, it was plain that Dane was playing for Diana' s favor.
Dane's real rivalry with Rexford concerned the gorgeous redhead, though Di ana
herself did not realize it, this being the first tine that Dane had really
advanced hi s cause.

He was doing it subtly, was Dane, yet his whol e nanner carried sincerity.
He liked to do things in a generous way, if only as a formof policy. Nothing
could be finer than winning a girl's love by clearing her forner suitor of a
nmur der charge. Hence Dane could afford to show ungrudgi ng tendenci es toward
Rexf or d.

DANE certainly sold his |isteners.

Not only did they begin to doubt Rexford's guilt; they took Dane's word
that Di ana nust be innocent. To top that, they began to suspect thenselves. By
this time, half the group was unmasked; those whose faces showed began to
flush
guiltily, then, as if by commopn accord, they stared coldly at the nasked
courtiers as though the latter were hiding sonething.

Anot her buzz began. A few wi tnesses, anxious to provide new evi dence,
renenbered the gesture with which King Progress had dism ssed Prince Poverty
just before the knife was uncovered. Both O yde and Margo recalled the flap of
Traynmer's armand realized that it had fallen when the killer released it.

If anything, it was evidence agai nst Rexford, but the other w tnesses,
al l
t hi nki ng thensel ves to be suspects, interpreted the whole thing wongly. Sone
began to exclaimthat Rexford couldn't have slain Traymer, which only packed
t he burden nore heavily on thensel ves.

Amid the increasing murmur, Dane smiled broadly, except for slight w nces
at the corners of his lips, inspired either by his paining ankle or his regret
for poor Traymer. Yet Dane couldn't help but smle. By this tine, D ana was
really in his arms, packed there as though she bel onged pernmanently.

Then canme the inevitable swing of the pendul um

Men were springing on the float to | earn what had been happening the | ast
five minutes. They saw Traymer's deat h-frozen face, the knife handl e show ng
fromthe folds of the kingly robe. They demanded facts, and when they heard
them their opinion was sumred up by a firmjawed man with glinting eyes, who
booned the order:

"Find Rexford!"

The speaker was Warren Helm wearing a cavalier's costune. Hel mwas a nman
of reason, free of maudlin sentiment and freakish doubt. He brought matters
back to the obvious that persons had foolishly begun to doubt.

"Find Rexford!"

The cry swelled, and with it the news spread. King Progress had been
literally elimnated by Prince Poverty. Maybe the victimwasn't Ferris Dane,
the proper King Progress. But that didn't prove that Roy Rexford wasn't the
mur derer who cavorted as Prince Poverty. For one thing, Rexford couldn't have
known that Traymer had substituted for Dane.

Vengef ul masqueraders were swarming fromthe sidewal ks, to start the
manhunt. Hel m was shouting after them trying to control the nob, but it was
goi ng beyond the bounds of reason. Fromthe float, Cyde saw another man of
rati onal ideas, who was shouting sonething, too. The new arrival was Laird
Woburn, his round face glaring frombeneath a fez that topped a sultan's
cost une.

Wbburn, too, was learning that reason had its limts. A block away, he'd
heard the hue and cry. Informed of its purpose, he'd also raised the shout:
"Find Rexford!'

Now Woburn, like Helm was trying to hold nmob viol ence within the
restrictions of a legitimte manhunt, and finding it wouldn't work. The two of
them neeting near the float, began yelling at people to sumon the police
chief, the county sheriff, and any other officials who m ght be at |arge. But



nobody cared to listen

However just the hunt for Rexford might be, it could prove ni sguided
vengeance when nob | aw t ook over. Should Rexford be found, one thing al one
could prevent the pack fromlynching him

The Shadow woul d have to rise alive fromthe depths to which he had been
bani shed, to neet this fearful issue.

Only the hand of The Shadow coul d annul ni sgui ded vengeance!

CHAPTER XI I'|
MJURDERER S PROOF

LEFT in the wake of the surging nob, the people on the float stood
horrified. Diana Gault spoke first, as she wenched fromthe enbrace of Ferris
Dane. She hadn't |ost her admiration for the man; rather, her action was a
tribute.

"You must do sonething, Ferris!" exclained Diana. "You nust save Roy,
even
if he did murder Trayner!"

Wth a firmnod, Dane took a step toward the float edge. H s ankl e gave,

spraw i ng himhel plessly. Still, he wasn't going to desert the cause. Crawling
to one foot, he shouted:
"CGet me a car, quickly! 1I'll show that nob that | still have fists, even

if I have to do it sitting down!"

A better idea struck Cyde Burke. G abbing Margo Lane, he told her to
come
al ong; then, noting the wi ne flagon beside the Progress throne, Cyde paused
to
pick it up. He handed Margo the flagon as they left the float.

"Rexford was going back to the hotel taproom" informed C yde. "He stil
may be there. Maybe the barkeep is smart enough to hide him If so, we'll find
out."

Margo rai sed the flagon

"And will this help us?"

"I think so," nodded Clyde. "It may have conme fromthe taproom If we
bring it back, we can pass as Rexford's friends. But don't spill any of the
wine that's left. It mght be evidence."

Around the corner, Clyde and Margo saw the nob gathering in size as it
roared past the review ng stand. About the only people still in the stand were
the judges. They were trying to quiet Ellery Gault as he waved his arms and
cheered, as though he thought the nob was part of the parade.

Clyde |l ed Margo along a short cut to the hotel. As they entered the
taproom fromthe | obby, there was a bang of the street doors. Tables and
chairs
were overturned, with the barkeeper staring as though dazed.

"W want to find Rexford." Clyde gestured to the flagon that Margo hel d.
"He asked us to give himthis. It's inportant.”

"Just follow the crowd," advised the barkeeper. "They're |ooking for
Rexford, too. He's either getting mghty popular, or he prom sed to buy drinks
for the whol e parade. They came in here |like a cyclone.”

Evidently the bartender hadn't |earned why the nmob wanted Rexford. C yde
inquired quickly if the fell ow knew where Rexford had gone. The barkeep
nodded.

"Rexford finished a few nore drinks and left," he said. "He was taking
t hat whacky costune back to Anmon's shop. Said he wouldn't need it. He wasn't
going to the reception. So | told the boys they'd find himat Anon's, if they
hurried.”

G yde haul ed a key fromhis pocket and slapped it in Margo's hand.

"Put that flagon in ny room" said Cyde. "Then start to barricade the



place. If I can reach Rexford first, I'lIl bring himthere."

Nearing Amon's, Clyde saw he hadn't a chance. The npbb was surging into
t he
costume shop. There was a car out front, and fromits w ndow Dane was
exchangi ng
punches with all comers. Diana was at the wheel and every tinme the going
becane
too tough for Dane, she started the car into the nob itself.

That policy served only to bring Dane against a fresh field of fighters,
because the car didn't travel far enough to nmow anybody down. Every tinme D ana
shoved it into gear, a dozen menbers of the nob picked up the rear wheel s and
l et themspin, cutting the net mleage down to about a dozen feet.

The only thing Cyde could do was chase around to the vacant |ot in back
of the rickety old building; so he did. At least, he was the first person to
have that idea. The nob was too busy trying to pack itself through the front
door.

In the crush, Cyde saw the faces of Hel mand Wburn, still bawling for
the nmob to desist. They were getting hearty jeers in return and a great,
hol | ow
echo of the battle cry that they thensel ves had so foolishly begun

"Find Rexford!"

Clyde took two things for granted: first, that Rexford had not been
f ound;
second, that no man of reason could hope to do anything with that nob.

ON both counts, Cyde was wrong. Rexford was found, and he was nanagi ng
somet hi ng through reason. Rexford was on the stairs leading up to Anon's |oft.
Across his arm he was dangling the Prince Poverty costunme, while he gave the
cromd a poker-faced stare.

Despite the dimlight, Rexford could nake out individual faces in the
nmass
confronting him Recognizing persons who should have been his friends, he
singled themout as he spoke in his self-confident style.

"It seens you're looking for ne," he asserted. "Very well, |I'm here.
ve'l |
deci de what we're doing next after you' ve told ne what this ovation is about."

Voi ces howl ed their responses. They were anplified by a flourish of
weapons, that ranged from nmonkey wenches to nmetal pickets that the nob had
ripped fromthe fenced-in fl owerbeds surrounding the hotel. Rexford ignored
t he
bl udgeons, whil e picking out the men who shouted | oudest.

They were telling Rexford that he knew why they wanted him They were
jeering the news that Dane was still alive, forgetting that menbers of the nob
itself were still outside, trying with punches to do to Dane what a knife had
failed to deliver.

O hers were telling Rexford that he was coning al ong. Some were
suggesti ng
that he be made to carry the rope with which the nob intended to hang him
Mor e
bawl ed that a rope would be too good; that sonebody ought to provide a knife
bi gger than the one that butchered Traynmner.

The | oudest shouts dwi ndl ed automatically, for the sinple reason that
Rexford, in his cold but assured style, |ooked directly at the persons who
gave
them He was noddi ng, Rexford was, and speaki ng names al oud. The peopl e that
he
naned were quick to duck their faces and sidle toward the door

The citizens of Industria weren't geared to |ynchings, and Rexford
recogni zed it. He was on the point of quieting the unruly mob - an achi evenent



that m ght have won himlasting fame, whatever the legal verdict mght be in
the case of Traymer's death. But Rexford had forgotten the out-of-towners in
the throng that faced him

The rabble fromthe hinterlands had | et the local talent show themthe
way
to the costune shop. Now the outlanders were pressing into the place. They'd
seen the parade, as advertised, but it had turned into a double feature and
they weren't going to miss the second half.

Hearing the shouts for knives, these newconers produced them Rexford's
eyes, as glittery as the blades, were quick to spot the rounded nuzzl es of
revol vers appearing along with the knives. Instantly, he switched his policy.

Flinging the Prince Poverty costume into the nob, Rexford made a quick
scranble up the stairs. Guns barked, knives cane flinging, but all were far
t oo
| ate. The second wave of nissiles, bullets included, bashed the iron front of
a
strong door that Rexford slammed and bolted fromthe other side.

Therewith, the whole nob went into action

Reaching the bolted door, nen found that it was nerely sheathed with
metal. It mght have stalled a crew of burglars, but it couldn't do nore than
slow this human wol f pack. Cyde's thoughts of a barricaded hotel room woul d
have nade himfeel quite silly, had he wi tnessed what happened to Anpn's
strong
door.

Revol vers punched it with bullets; netal spikes drove through the holes.
Crowdi ng hands pried with the inprovised | evers, using shoulders as ful cruns.
The maddened nob treated the heavy hinges as a strong man woul d a pack of
cards, tearing themin half with a single tw sting operation.

Rexford had scarcely passed the top of the stairs, to dive headlong into
the debris of scenery and stage props collected by old Aron, when the door
went
with a smash and the stairway rocked under the feet of an ascending herd that
no
| onger yelled of ropes and knives.

Al they wanted was to treat Rexford as they had the door - to batter
hi m
rip him and carry his head on one of the picket spikes in a parade that woul d
informIndustria that Progress was as dead as the costumed ki ng who had so
unwi sely represented it in the recent pageant.

SUCH tunult was enough al nost to rouse the dead.

I nasmuch as The Shadow wasn't dead, it roused him Down in the cellar
pit,
he'd been gaining his senses slowy, very slowy. The Shadow was enjoying a
state very close to comm, which rose gradually to the dream stage, then
dw ndl ed.

It was a serious condition, the sort that could have prol onged itself
into
a lethargy. Continuing such, The Shadow s dw ndling strength could have |eft
hi m
hel pless in this forgotten abode. Any physician, even Gault's overadvertised
speci ali sts, would have prescribed just one treatnent for The Shadow nanely,
to shock himfromhis present daze and set himinto notion

The nmob furni shed the needed treatnent.

Howl s, bashing feet, the quiver of the entire building, stirred The
Shadow
like a tonic. He came half upright in the thick darkness, clutched a netal
post
besi de hi m and shoved away sonething that was a heavy burden on his shoul der



No | onger was The Shadow on a physical dead center. He was hinsel f again,
t he cl oaked fighter who could challenge all coners. Instinctively, his fanobus
| augh canme fromthe lips that needed no hiding fromthe hat brimthat janmed
his forehead, since all was bl ackness anyway.

True, The Shadow s thoughts were in a weird whirl. He wanted action. As
proof, his bare hand slid into its glove and finished by gripping an automatic
from beneath his cloak. But The Shadow coul dn't place hinself, nor did he
understand why turmult and shouts of rurder were everywhere except the place he
wanted them which was here

The Shadow recogni zed the nmonstrous turbul ence of a nob unrestrained. It
was the sort of thing that needed settlenent, and his specialty lay in
provi di ng such bal ance sheets. Wherever this inhuman, murderous nass m ght be,
The Shadow preferred the shortest way to find it. Wthout bothering to use his
tiny flashlight, he groped in darkness.

Fi ndi ng a hangi ng rope, The Shadow tugged it. Oddly, his action took
pl ace
just as the vanguard of the nmob reached Anon's |oft and pressed the |ight
switch
by the door. Pushed by those behind them nen with all sorts of weapons were
pouring into the loft, |looking for Rexford along the |ighted path toward the
far wall.

That happened all at once, but so did The Shadow s own experience. He'd
found the shortest way to nmeet the human wol f pack, and the quickest. The
nmonent he tugged the rope, his path was strai ght upward on the fastest
el evat or
he' d ever ridden.

It was silent, too, this flat platformbetween four posts that old Anon
had invented to bring a flock of wood nynphs on the stage so fast that eyes

could not detect their arrival. In fact, the elevator was intended for their
di sappearance, too, but it had been at the bottom when Amon opened the

t rapdoor

wi de.

VWi zzing upward with a speed that clocked itself in tenths of seconds,
t he
platformclicked a special tripper that whipped the sections of the trapdoor
wi de. The pause that those sections made was just sufficient for the el evator
platformto replace themas a solid floor

Arrived fromforgotten depths, The Shadow was standing in the glare,
fully
vi si bl e against the butterfly backdrop that old Aron prized. So rapid was his
appear ance, that the men who sought Rexford thought surely that this cl oaked
figure had been awaiting themwhile they battered their way upstairs.

And the bl oodl ust of the nob, based at least on the initial prem se that
vi cious death was the right fate for a killer, could apply to The Shadow even
nore than Rexford. |If ever maddened nmen had sought a nurderer's proof of his
crinme, this nob had found it.

For on the solid floor beside The Shadow | ay the wei ghty burden that he
had shoved aside in darkness and forgotten - the body of old Amon, its head
twisted so that the face delivered a grotesque stare of death toward the fl ood
of unbridled cutthroats who were here to seek a victin

CHAPTER XI V

CRI ME' S HOLOCAUST

W TH one engul fing notion, a wave of fiery humanity envel oped The Shadow.
Driving straight into the opposition, The Shadow net the bl anketing surge with

a spurt. He was the spearhead of his own attack, his gun delivering what his
opponents tried to give, slashing swings that counted hard.



Hi s other hand was out fromthe cl oak, bringing a second automatic.
Downwar d, side-arm or backhand slashes, all were alike to The Shadow. Hi s
ponmmrel i ng guns rang an anvil chorus agai nst the assorted hardware that cane
slinging at him

The Shadow s strokes carried through, whereas the others didn't. That was
the sinple reason why a human whirlwind in black continued to revol ve
unscat hed, while his dazed opponents cluttered up the floor. One agai nst many
could be the best of odds, the way The Shadow oper at ed.

The cl oaked fighter could slug everywhere wthout a nmiss, whereas his
foenen had to find him Which they did, but in reverse style. Crowding in each
other's way, pausing too long or swinging too hurriedly, those who actually
reached The Shadow found himwhirling their way before they could do him
danage.

In clearing a space about him The Shadow sent men scattering anmong the
junk that was piled throughout the Ioft. The fighters who dived for such
shelter didn't ook back to witness the further devastation that The Shadow
wr eaked.

However, there was a nan who viewed the progress of the |opsided fray.

That man was Roy Rexford, who shoul d have been a reliable wtness,
what ever his other shortcom ngs. Rexford at |east could judge things sanely,
havi ng denonstrated that ability when he faced the nmob earlier. But Rexford
was
ready to doubt his own sanity as he peered through the eyehole of an old
t heat er
curtain hangi ng deep in Amon's |oft.

It didn't seem possible that any single fighter could flay a horde as The
Shadow di d. Rexford was | earning how a nob could really be handl ed. He nust
have renenbered, though, that he'd done quite well up to a certain point, when
t hi ngs had gone anmi ss.

Per haps The Shadow s fornula would fail. Wether Rexford hoped so, his
face didn't tell. In any event, he was forgotten by the nmob, though it m ght
have struck himthat if the howing tribe managed to find The Shadow s
weakness
and di spose of him all pressure would be off.

Al ready branded as Amon's nurderer, The Shadow coul d easily be made the
scapegoat for Traymer's death. Still, Rexford was a man who cal cul ated cool |l y.
He might consider it to his own advantage if The Shadow shook | oose fromthe
mob, especially if it carried the woul d-be nmurderer off to a farther chase,
away from Rexford's present |ocation

So far, the only heads that were taking puni shment bel onged to nen who
carried picket spikes on which they hoped to inpale a victim The Shadow had
battered those pi kemen badly by slugging in between their clunsy weapons. In
SO
doi ng, he was paving the way to what night prove his own disaster

Rexford saw it coming, but didn't budge. A return of comon sense, rather
t han ant agoni sm toward The Shadow, accounted for Rexford's inmmbility. There
was sinply nothing he could do to aid The Shadow, even if he'd wanted.

Into the space that The Shadow had cl eared sprang the husky outl anders
with their knives. They came a dozen strong, all slashing with weapons that
were made for close-range massacre. The Shadow | ooked |ike a bl ack-clad Caesar
falling beneath the stabs of assassins when that aval anche hit him

Seeing the cl oaked figure di sappear under the flood of assorted costunes,
Rexford thought it was all over

It al nost was.

A shout rose fromthe stabbing throng. Rexford saw nen rise and point at
a
figure that had squirmed fromtheir surrounding ranks. It was The Shadow,
stunbling as he reached his feet, pitching his guns ahead of himas he tried
to
break his fall. Men spun about with their knives, thinking they could pounce



upon the elusive victimbefore he could regain his guns.

At that nonment, The Shadow grabbed a handi er weapon. Mst of the throng
m stook it for a pike that had fallen, propped where some fighter lost it. A
few saw that it was a lever, but they didn't guess its purpose until after The
Shadow pulled it.

Wth one quick tug, The Shadow bani shed a dozen foenen. A d Anon's dead
face seemed to grin fromthe floor, as though his sightless eyes viewed the
di sappearance fromthe corner where trouncing feet had pedal ed his body.

The nmen with the knives evaporated as wood nynphs shoul d have. Anon's
el evator trap was perfect.

The platformwent with a downward whiz, the side sections slapping shut
to
replace it, all so rapidly that witnesses were wondering why the men with
kni ves
weren't stopping The Shadow from picking up his guns, only to | ook and see
t hat
t he assassination crew was gone.

O her men, lunging forward to be present at the kill, stopped short when
they found the vanguard m ssing. They were so stupefied, that The Shadow coul d
have pulled the I ever again and literally dropped them wi thout benefit of the
el evator as a brake.

That woul d have crippled a few dozen who deserved it - those who fell
and
the crowd on which they | anded. But The Shadow wasn't hol di ng the nob
responsi ble for its own nurderous nood. He preferred that these fools should
suffer only mnor injuries.

SO far, The Shadow had beaten sense into nunerous thickheads and had
dazed
others with a ride resenbling a tailspin. He felt that he could convince the
rest regarding their folly. Therefore he whirred upon the rooted tri be,
shovi ng
hi s regai ned guns ahead of him

This time the automatics blasted. The shots they jabbed had the
appear ance
of a point-blank fire. The Shadow was aim ng at narrow spaces between his
enem es and giving his shots an upward angle to avoid persons in the
background. But it didn't |ook that way.

Fromthe dives men nmade, the stunbles they took over Amon's props, The
Shadow s gunnery seened to be clipping fighters two to a bullet. He'd have
cleared the loft imediately, if routed men could have found an exit. It
happened that there was no exit.

The door fromthe stairway was still teeming with an i ncom ng nob. The
human mael strom coul dn't reverse itself, even though it wanted. Things were
happeni ng as Rexford expected. He'd seen how pressure had prevented the nob's
retreat; this tinme, The Shadow was experiencing the thing that soured victory.

| ndeed, The Shadow had put hinmself in an utter dil emma.

The very shots that he fired so freely were ruining his cause. He'd
exhausted his guns with rapid fire to conplete the rout that coul dn't happen
Like a tribe of apes, this nbb was quick to copy any measure that it coul d.
Amid the mass that jamed the doorway were nen with revol vers. They took over
where the vani shed knife crew had left off.

Slicing in fromvarious angles, the gunners opened fire toward The
Shadow.

From hi s peephol e, Rexford was counting the shots, calculating that by ten the
frenzied shooters woul d have found the range and The Shadow woul d be receiving
bullets for the shots that he had wasted.

Rexford's cal culation was fairly accurate. It was the ninth shot that
clicked. But it didn't find the range.



It found the stove.

Wth a speed that showed inspiration, The Shadow had plucked Anpbn's
l[oft-warnmer fromits noorings and was using it as a shield. It was a sizable
stove, but it wasn't overly heavy. Its one fault was its heat, for the wood
wi th which Amon had stoked it was now burning briskly. How | ong The Shadow
coul d keep crouched and swing it, keeping hinself well covered, was sonething
that Rexford hadn't tinme to calculate

The spreadi ng gunners did that for thenselves. Having put The Shadow on
t he absol ute defensive, they converged upon him springing out of the naze of
scenery like wild cats fromthe wods. And The Shadow, finding the stove even
hotter than the battle, pronptly enployed his inprovised shield as the |ast
thing the attackers expected: an offensive weapon.

Upward, forward | unged The Shadow, sweeping the stove sideward as he
cane.

The open front disgorged fire, not the sort that guns gave but a kind that
coul d

t horoughly scorch. Live coals and flam ng chunks of wood were flying

ever ywher e.

The jolts that the stove nmade hel ped the process.

The jolts cane when the stove thudded men who shoved into its sweeping
path. Next thing, the gunners were diving back into the lighted path that |ed
to the door, all choosing it as the way that would give themthe greatest
di stance fromthe red-hot weapon that The Shadow wi el ded

By then, The Shadow was finding the stove too hot to handle further, so
he
flung it. How ing men dodged the flane-belching mssile as it struck the floor
amid a terrific deluge of sparks. But the bl oodthirsty pack seened as
i nexhausti bl e as The Shadow s own measures. A final flood, that had foll owed
t he gunners, came for The Shadow |i ke a human tidal wave.

There were too many for the trapdoor treatnent, even if The Shadow had
applied it. As a last resort, the cloaked fighter sprang for the butterfly
tapestry that adorned the wall of the loft. He was gone behind that flinsy
backdrop when a score of hands ripped it fromits hooks. Then, in the tangle
of
the curtain, men were grabbing for The Shadow, while all about, scattered
fl anes
were beginning to gulp the other scenery.

Several heads were soundly thunped while the nob tore the butterfly
mast er pi ece to shreds. But none of them bel onged to The Shadow, they were
simply heads of men who had hel ped tear down the flinsy hiding place. The rest
of the nob stared bewildered in the glow of the fire that was spreadi ng
t hr ough
the loft.

The Shadow was gone, vanished like a batch of bl ackness!

ONE thing, at least, had worked in The Shadow s favor. He had reached the
door that he knew was behind the butterfly curtain, and he had been | ucky
enough to find it unbolted. The Shadow had gone through as he opened it, and
therewi th yanked the barrier shut behind him

Only Rexford saw the outline of the door. The nmob was still |ooking for
The Shadow. That search ended abruptly as flanmes rose with a surprising roar
The whol e I oft was catching fire, and nobody cared to stay.

Fol | owi ng the stanpede that went down the front stairs, Rexford was
forced
to concede that The Shadow had finally provided the sure cure for a human
hor de
gone berserk.

Qddly, The Shadow hadn't done too well for hinself.

He was through the door, into wel conming darkness, when he found its



greeting was none too pleasant. Wat The Shadow hit was space like the
bl ackness that engul fed hi mwhen Anon pulled the trap. This door was in the
rear wall of the loft. It didn't |lead to another room nor even a stairway. It
opened right outside, with a sheer drop to the ground.

At | east, the plunge was shorter, prom sing a better |anding. That
t hought
flashed to The Shadow as he took the fall. His mdair twi st hel ped him
sonewhat ,
but the best break cane when he struck. He landed in a group of nen, odd
nmenber s
of the nob, who had picked up a | adder and were trying to use it as a short
route to the loft.

They sprawl ed as The Shadow struck them but they were quick to grab at
t heir unexpected prey. The Shadow was punchi ng back at them when another nman
tore in furiously. dyde Burke was on the job. The first nan to reach the back
of the building, he'd bided his tine when the others arrived to dispute his
claim

G yde's punches hel ped. They | acked weight, but their sincerity made up
for it. Men forgot The Shadow, the fighter they couldn't see, and turned to
suppress Clyde. That was their big mstake, for it gave The Shadow a chance to
get in notion. Once he did, he scattered themw th gun-weighted fists and
pl ucked Cyde fromthe ground where four men had flung him

VWen C yde becane hinself again, he was in his hotel room He recognized
the place and wondered why it wasn't barricaded. Clyde's nutters were heard by
a bl ack-cl oaked friend who sat beside the wi ndow. Hearing the tone of a
whi spered | augh, Cyde turned over on his pillow, satisfied and reassured.

In fact, Clyde didn't even open his eyes. Therefore, he failed to see the
spectacl e that The Shadow was wat ching fromthe w ndow

Huge flanmes were rising fromthe outskirts of Industria, and the fire
mar ked Anon's costunme shop. Fire engines were clanging to the scene, where a
maddened nmob had found its senses and was hel pi ng conbat the namoth bl aze.

Crime's hol ocaust had becone a real conflagration that was w pi ng out al
i deas of lynch law, along with Anpbn's prem ses. Rexford, the hunted man, was
safe, with the question of Traynmer's murder to be decided | ater

Even safer was The Shadow, the unknown battler whose identity stil
remai ned unknown, the master who could provide the proper vengeance for a
crime
as yet unsol ved!

CHAPTER XV
CRI ME RETRACED

THE SHADOW wasn't in his sanctum

Usual ly he preferred his sanctumfor the work he was doing at present.
The
sanctum was a hi dden room bl ack-walled and secret, that only The Shadow
entered. But it was in New York, and at present The Shadow was in Industria, a
town that he did not intend to | eave until an inportant case was settl ed.

However, this hotel room occupied in the name of Lanmont Cranston, m ght
as well have been the famed sanctum Its shades drawn, the roomwas conpletely
dark except for a corner where a blue light glowed. Under that special bulb,
| ong-fingered hands were busy sorting evidence on the surface of a table.

There was this about the blue bulb. It had ultraviol et properties, very
useful at times. For instance, when The Shadow held a small glass to the
light,
the liquid in it showed a dull brown instead of the colorless effect that
certain purple substances gave under ultraviolet light.

The tiny glass contained the residue of the wine fromthe flagon that



Prince Poverty had handed King Progress during the parade. The brown col or was
evi dence of a virulent poison that woul d have been quite as effective as the
knife that Prince Poverty used later. In brief, there had been two attenpts at
mur der during the pageant that had taken place a few nights ago.

At present, The Shadow was reviewing facts in an effort to retrace crine.
H s hands were sorting clippings, and all the while a strange gem shone from
one of The Shadow s long fingers. Its hues changing in the light, the fire
opal, known also as a girasol, seened to reflect the chameleon traits and the
nmyst eri ous nmoods that were fanous with The Shadow.

The first batch of clippings referred to Ellery Gault.

Being the principal citizen of Industria, it was only right that Gault
shoul d take precedence. Oficially all affairs, large and small, should cone
under Gault's personal notice and final jurisdiction, whether those affairs
wer e good or bad.

The fact that Gault left so nuch to others caused himto be publicized as
a man of liberal ideas who had no trend toward paternalism The clippings on
Gault all registered that theme. They nentioned the directors' neeting,
stating
that Gault had presided there. In connection with the pageant, Gault's nane
topped the list of judges. At the conming pantomme, to be held in the opera
house, Gault would be on exhibit in a private box, unless the pressure of
i mportant business interfered.

| mportant busi ness of counting pennies by the thousands. Such was the
story that the clipping didn't tell.

The Shadow was sure that Gault would not attend the pantom nme. He
woul dn' t
be able to sit still long enough. Directors could overl ook his behavior at
their
nmeeting; judges could cover for himduring a parade. But if Gault's inevitable
mani a seized himin the opera house, the truth woul d beconme public.

Easy to picture Gault breaking up the show by suddenly rising and tossing
penni es by the handful to the audience, tuning his cackle to the clatter of
t he
coi ns. However, Gault wouldn't have his chance at it. The specialists had put
the clamps on him establishing a cordon of servants to keep himin the
counti ng room whenever he went there, because Gault's visits to that chanber
were a sure sign that his mnd was wanderi ng

As a subhead under the name of Gault, The Shadow stacked the clippings
referring to D ana.

They were social notices, nmostly. Descriptions of her part in the parade
were limted to Diana's nmarvel ous portrayal of Queen Industry, in glow ng
accounts that took up a few pages, had The Shadow bothered to assenble all the
cl i ppi ngs.

There was chitchat about the house party, the pink teas and ot her ninor
events on schedul e. The final theme again was the pantom nme, because Di ana was
to play a part in it. She was to be Marguerite in a silent show based on the
opera "Faust." Tactfully, the newspapers did not nention that CGeorge Traynmer,
| anented and forgotten, had witten the adaptation. Instead, there were a few
colums on the life of Gounod, the conposer of the original opera.

Next, three names in order of local inportance

WARREN HELM was in the news. As president of the foundry, he was
denmandi ng
a thorough investigation of a prelimnary event which he regarded as the first
symptom of local crinme. Hel mwanted facts on a cl oaked nmarauder who had tried
to nurder Ferris Dane with |ong-range shots from across a channel of flow ng
steel .

Find that mal efactor and the | aw would hold the culprit who |ater had
driven a knife to the heart of George Trayner. Said murderer would Iikew se



prove to be the person who had blasted Anron with bullets in the loft of the
cost une shop.

Lai rd Woburn echoed the opinions of Warren Helm |In due course, Wburn
woul d make a check-up of the personnel at the dyeworks in quest of a
suspi ci ous
character who might be the killer in black. Wburn, too, was stressing Dane's
prelimnary experience as the thing first to be unravel ed.

In every interview, both Hel mand Whburn cane back to the begi nning. They
woul dn't express thensel ves on the pageant nurder, nor the riot that had
followed it. Though they didn't termhimby his proper nane, they were
practically shouting, "Find The Shadow," just as they had once cried, "Find
Rexford. "

Two clippings forned a |ink between Hel mand Woburn. I n each, the two nen
suggested that a blackclad killer had somehow secreted hinself upon the royal
float and managed to knife Traymer. Likew se, Hel mand Wburn took it for
granted that the cl oaked marauder had nmurdered Amon | ater: nanely, when he
reached the costume shop ahead of the excited nob.

The next name was Roy Rexford.

Total |y unmenti oned by Hel m and Woburn, the last of the Big Three
occupi ed
a uni que position.

As usual, Rexford was handling his affairs in a manner as nonconmmittal as
possible. He'd sinply played Prince Poverty; nothing nore. Trayner's death was
a shock to him but he expressed no surprise over the fact that Trayner, and
not Dane, had worn the King Progress costune.

Rexford sinply stressed his first trip to the royal float, considering
al l
the rest to be byplay. He intimated that if he'd wanted to rmurder anybody,
he' d
have done it then. By casually classing Traynmer as a close friend, Rexford | et
peopl e i nply what they wanted, where Dane was concer ned.

Readi ng between the lines, checking Rexford' s om ssions as nuch as his
actual statenents, The Shadow saw how cleanly the scales were left in bal ance.
O fsetting the supposition that Rexford m ght have wanted Dane put away was
t he
i nference that Rexford had recogni zed Trayner despite the latter's mask. If
t hat
had happened during their first encounter on the royal float, the right Prince
Poverty woul d have had no reason to murder the wong King Progress |ater

The | ast batch of clippings covered Ferris Dane.

The new vice president of Gault Consolidated had only one statenent to
make. He considered Trayner's death an irreparable loss to the community.

Dane,

in particular, could feel it, because he had counted on Traymer to handl e the
accounts and finances of Gault Consolidated, so that Dane hinself could
concentrate on co-ordinating the three industries.

Traynmer's death hadn't altered Dane's plans. He intended to go ahead with
his own program Financial matters being bottle-necked until the chenica
wor ks
supplied its final figures, Dane intended to let themwait until he found
anot her man |ike Trayner.

Mention of the chemi cal plant and its tardy accounts could be a subtle
dig
at Rexford. Dane made an even broader one when he expressed the hope that Hel m
and Wbburn might provide himwith a man as good as Trayner, for in that
statenment, Dane actually ignored Rexford as a menmber of the Big Three.

But Dane had softened those points. In mentioning the chem cal works,
he' d
made al | owance for its reorgani zati on and expansion. In speaking of Hel mand
Woburn, Dane had ternmed them "nen of |ong service and prestige"” in Industria,



whose "choi ce of capabl e subordi nates” had included Dane hinself. So Rexford
a
conpar ati ve newcorer, was not exactly slighted.

Furt hernore, Dane had never worked under Rexford. Dane had left the
chemi cal plant, gone to the dyeworks, and graduated to the foundry before
Rexford arrived in Industria.

From a large clipping, The Shadow sheared little strips that dropped, one
by one, on other heaps. The big clipping was the one referring to the
pantom nme. Since Diana was to play Marguerite, one slip went on her clippings.

The others fell respectively on the press clips of Helm Rexford and
Dane,
since all were likewise to appear in the gala show, in various roles. One nane
was absent fromthis list: Whburn's. But at the very bottom of the |arge
clipping, The Shadow found nention of Wburn as one of the guests who would be
at the box party arranged by Ellery Gault.

Though Gault wouldn't be there, Wburn woul d. So The Shadow | opped a
final
itemto go with Wburn's cli ppings.

Then, with an undertoned | augh, The Shadow did a nost singular thing. He
took three stacks of clippings and piled themall together. Those were the
heaps belonging to the Big Three: Helm Wbburn, Rexford.

As industrial |eaders, those three belonged in the same category; but The
Shadow wasn't maki ng a busi ness survey - he was investigating crinme. Hs
classing of Rexford along with Hel mand Woburn neant that the three nust have
somet hing in common that had so far escaped the average eye.

Perhaps the reports of The Shadow s agents were responsible. From beside
t he clippings, The Shadow was picking up a sheet that Cyde Burke had
conpi | ed.

The tel ephone on the table was ringi ng and when The Shadow answered it,
speaki ng
in the calmtone of Cranston, he heard the voice of Margo Lane.

Clyde's description of death's masquerade was a | ead-up to the
i nformati on
that Margo was at present providing. The call finished, The Shadow |l eft the
pitch-black room his |Iips phrasing a whispered | augh

Qut into the night, The Shadow becane a gliding, unseen figure. Roving
t he
streets of the very town where he was sought as crime's scapegoat, The Shadow
was on his way to obtain new data toward the solving of two murders which
when
expl ai ned, would clear himof false bl ane!

CHAPTER XVI
SETTI NG FOR MJRDER

BACKSTAGE |ights were glimering in the old opera house which had once
been Industria's pride, and still was an inposing building. Unfortunately,
opera had never becone an established attraction in the nmodel city, and its
failure had accounted for Anobn's thwarted anbition

However, the opera house was occasionally used, particularly around
pageant tine, and Traymer's pantom ne of "Faust" had been arranged
accordi ngly.

The Iights backstage were proof that things were being put in readiness for
t he
big night to cone.

This evening, the main attraction was to be The Shadow. Like a ghost from
a long-forgotten past, he approached the stage door, where he becane visible
only as a mass of bl ackness during the noments he took to enter. The door



cl osed and The Shadow showed as a batlike figure, human size, until he glided
fromthe lighted entry.

He went through anot her door connecting with the auditoriumitself.
Passing a row of boxes, The Shadow circled into the orchestra seats. Fromthe
far side of the blackened footlights, he saw two persons standing on the great
stage. They were in the light of extension |anps that reached fromthe w ngs.

One person was Ferris Dane; the other, Diana Gault. The Shadow expected
to
see them here, because Margo's call, made fromthe Gault nansion, had infornmed
himthat Diana was to nmeet Dane on the opera-house stage.

Dane was di scussing the com ng show with Di ana

"Traymer did nore than adapt the story of 'Faust,'" declared Dane. "He
threw in a dash of 'Pygmalion,' too. Anyway, the scenes are sinple enough, and
brief. It will be a good prelude to the feature picture that the audi ence will

prefer to see.”

D ana nodded. She knew the | ocal tastes.

"There are three scenes," explained Dane. "I appear with Helmin the
first. 1'm Mephi stophel es and he's Faust, so | tenpt himinto carving a statue
which | shall bring to life."

Pausi ng, Dane turned through the pages of a script. He found it
difficult,
because he was | eaning on a crutch to rest his injured ankle.

"The second scene shows the statue,” continued Dane. "I am standing
behi nd
it as Mephi stopheles. O d Faust shows up, bringing young Valentin to w tness
t he
transformati on. The scene ends with a flash of lightning, a roar of thunder
The
statue crashes when | wave ny hands, along with the |lightning flash."

"And the third scene?" inquired D ana.

"It shows Faust and Valentin |ooking at the fallen statue. Rexford is

Val entin and, |ike Faust, he thinks the experinent has failed. But you have
repl aced the statue during the brief blackout. So you cone to life as
Mar guerite.

"dd Faust has fallen in love with you, of course. That's the Pygmalion
slant. But when you see Valentin, you fall for himinstead. In fact, you both
fall - into each other's arns. Wiile old Faust tears what hair he has,
appear
as Mephi stopheles, giving a final gloat to prove that the devil always serves
hi s due."

Bef ore Di ana coul d express her opinion of the script, a runble canme from
of f stage. A stoop-shoul dered man appeared, dragging the |life-sized statue of
Marguerite, a denure figure in a nedieval costume, with a carved veil hanging
from her head and shoul ders, above an el aborate costune.

"This is Marguerite," introduced Dane, referring to the statue. Then
turning to the man with the stoop, he added: "And this is Barlow "

DANA had heard of Barlow. He was a character |ike Amon, but |ess
anbi ti ous. When opera becane a past issue in Industria, Anmon had entered the
costume busi ness, but Barlow was content to serve as caretaker at the opera
house.

He was part of the place, Barlow He acted as janitor, handy man, stage
manager, everything else that mght be required except ticket seller. Barl ow
was too slowwitted to work in the box office. He bel onged backstage and
stayed
there.

"The statue canme from Anon's," expl ained Dane. "Fortunately, it was
shi pped here with nost of the scenery and props before the fire. W sal vaged
the rest fromAmon's cellar, but it's too bad we don't have Amon, too. He



m ght
have arranged an instantaneous transformation to take the place of the
bl ackout
bet ween Scenes Two and Three. However, it's pretty fair as is."
Dane gestured to Barl ow, whose drab face showed some under st andi ng.
Bar | ow
pushed the statue to the center of the stage, standing it beneath an open
archway flanked by two imtation pillars that were sinply w de slats of

pai nt ed
woodwor k.

"Set it at an angle, Barlow, " ordered Dane. Then, when the caretaker
stared dunbly, Dane hobbl ed over on his crutch. "Here, 1'll show you. It has
to

be at an angle so they can see nme behind it."

Turning the statue, Dane took his place behind it, in the archway.
Stepping forth, he took a | ook at the statue's face.

"It doesn't | ook enough like you," Dane told Diana. "However, | think we
can scul pture it a bit... Paint and brushes, Barlow, and a chisel."

As soon as Barlow shanbled fromthe stage, Diana gripped Dane's arm Her
words were an undertone, but the acoustics of the opera house were perfect.
Her
voi ce carried to The Shadow.

"You said you had sonething to tell nme, Ferris," expressed D ana.

" Somet hi ng about Roy Rexford -"

Dane interrupted with a quick nod. Leaning agai nst the statue of
Marguerite, he spoke to its living duplicate.

"You probably wondered a | ot the other night,"'
took Roy's part -"

"You were grand, Ferris," inserted Diana. "Wy, the way you punched the
mob fromthe car wi ndow, w thout letting anyone give a real blowin return -
"I mean before that,"” put in Dane. "When | didn't accuse Rexford of

nmurdering Traynmer. Didn't you wonder then?"

"Frankly, | did wonder."

"That's because you didn't see what | saw fromthe tower behind the
throne. | was |ooking along the street and | saw Prince Poverty twi ce."

"Way, so did I!" began D ana. "W saw himnore than twice. He canme on the
float three tinmes."

Dane shook his head as he sm | ed.

"What | mean," he declared, "was that | saw Prince Poverty twi ce at once

he said. "I nmean when

t hough that's an odd way to put it. The one that |eaped fromthe float was
still
i n sight behind us when the second barged on the scene with that big flagon."

Di ana's eyes showed the amazenent that Dane expected. But there wasn't
any
surprise on the part of Dane's unseen audi ence, The Shadow. This was the very
thing that The Shadow had anal yzed from Cyde's report. Prince Poverty, by
Clyde's own description, had reappeared too suddenly to be the tattered cl own
that Cyde had first seen

There was a sudden excl amation from Di ana.

"Then Roy had a double!"

"He may have had two doubl es," suggested Dane. "Prince Poverty popped up
too far ahead the third tinme, and fromthe wong side of the street. The first
man m ght have taken a short cut, but | don't think so. Let's say there were
three."”

"And only one was Roy.

Di ana paused, her forehead furrowed anxiously,
t he

wri nkl es di sappearing into her red hair. "But which of the three was he? Not
t he

third man, | hope!"



"I'"d say he was the first," decided Dane. "The others woul dn't have

ri sked
showi ng thensel ves until they thought Roy's act was over. Wat's nore, |'d say
that each took a turn at killing Traymer, thinking he was nme. One man fail ed

t he ot her succeeded."”

DANE' S anal ysis was perfect, as The Shadow could testify. The cl oaked
i nvestigator held the very evidence needed. Cyde Burke had seen Roy Rexford
putting on his mask to make his appearance as the first Prince Poverty. The
poison in the wine fromthe flagon proved that the second Prince Poverty had
tried to nurder King Progress before the third prince settled the situation
with his knife.

"Tell me, Ferris," insisted Diana earnestly. "Wo could the two other nen
have been?"

“I'n ny opinion," replied Dane slowy, "one was Warren Helm the other
Lai rd Wburn. "

Mere nention of such inportant names |eft Diana quite agape. However, she
gradual | y began to realize that since suspicion had fallen on Rexford, it
coul d
be tossed on themas well. Wat D ana wanted was a reason, so Dane provi ded
one.

"You wonder why those two would want to murder ne," he said, in an
i npersonal tone. "I would say that they were sinply jeal ous of Rexford; so
jealous, that they wanted to ruin him"

"Then why didn't they try to kill Roy?" asked D ana.

"I was a nore logical victim" replied Dane. "I'd just taken the jinx
j ob.

My death woul d have nmade the earlier accidents |ook |ike nmurder, too; al
Rexford' s work."

"Of course!" exclainmed D ana. "And | renenber sonething else" - the
girl's
eyes were flashing furiously - "the way Hel m and Whburn stirred that nob into
goi ng after Roy!"

"I"ve been |l ooking for their notive," continued Dane, accepting Diana's
statement at face value. "My talk of letting financial figures wait was just
bluff. I've gone through Hel Ms accounts and Whburn's with a fine-tooth conb."

"And t here was sonet hing wong with thenf"

"Not a thing." Dane shook his head. "That was a puzzler while it |asted.
Then | struck the answer. Rexford's accounts are still to be delivered."

"But Roy's accounts would certainly be in order!"”

"That's just it," assured Dane. "Too nuch in order to suit Hel mand
Woburn. Rexford is doing so well with synthetic rubber that his total will
exceed those of the foundry and the dyeworks conbi ned. "

Hersel f a product of Industria, Diana could see the |ogic. She knew t hat
in this nodel conmunity, all nen, large as well as small, were slaves to a
great master called "output." She was ready to believe that nen |ike Hel mand
Woburn would go to any linmit to elimnate a man whose out put mi ght exceed
their
own.

Bet ween them they had branded Rexford a murderer, and had therew th
stirred a mob to take i nmedi ate vengeance upon him The actual nurder, which
one of the conspirators had perpetrated, was nerely the wedge to Rexford's
doom Had the nob caught him Rexford would not have lived to state his
i nnocence.

Di ana's eyes net Dane's, as the girl queried:

"Does Roy know this?"

"He must," answered Dane. "If | could reason it out, he could do so even
better, because he didn't have to argue his own innocence."

"But the man in black, the mysterious person who is now blamed for



Trayner's death, and Anmon's -"

"He was trying to help Roy," inserted Dane. "I know, because he did the
same favor for me. I'Il tell you all about it later, Di ana. Here cones
Bar | ow. "

The return of the human relic belonging to the opera house was the cue
for
The Shadow s exit. Skirting the boxes, he left the stage door while Barl ow
st ood
wat chi ng Dane renold the features of the Marguerite statue.

A laugh whi spered in the outside darkness. Its strange sibilance seened
to
sunmari ze all that The Shadow had heard. But it carried an individual note
t hat
bespoke The Shadow s own opi nions on the final points that Dane had nentioned.

The matter of notive went deeper than Dane had stated. In considering
Rexford as crine's target, Dane had forgotten factors that concerned hinself,
or at least let themdw ndle. There could still be reasons why Hel m and Wburn
wanted to di spose of the man who held the jinx job as vice president of Gault
Consol i dat ed.

| f Dane happened to be free fromdanger for the present, that was
expl ai nabl e, too. Indeed, Dane hinmself had provided the key to his own safety,
in the course of his statements to Di ana.

The Shadow knew, and his knowl edge was the sort to prove val uable. For
The
Shadow had al ready picked the setting where crine's next stroke could be
expect ed.

That setting would be the stage of the old opera house; the time, the
eveni ng of the schedul ed pantoni ne!

CHAPTER XVI |
DRAVA OF DEATH

ELLERY GAULT was polishing his pennies, twenty thousand of them for he'd
added to his total recently. It was a long, arduous task, the polishing, and
the psychiatrists regarded it an excellent sign

They declared that Gault's conplex, or fixation, was reaching a crisis or
crux. Unless it retrogressed or deteriorated into a new phobia or psychosis,
Gault's condition would becone the equival ence or sinmulation of a norm or
I evel .

Such, at least, was the general verdict of the specialists, who had
finally agreed on everything except the use of words that meant the sane
t hi ng.

Al they had to say was that Gault would either get better or worse; but that
woul d be putting it too directly.

As for Gault, he didn't care. Apparently, he didn't realize that the
doctors' bills would cost himmany dollars' worth of nice bright pennies. On a
basis of words alone, the fees would clinb to great proportions. But Gault was
happy.

They' d said he could keep his pennies. He could polish themall he
want ed,
so their lovely coppery color wouldn't tarnish. Gault could even invite people
to his counting roomand show them his hoard of pennies. If he w shed, he
coul d
charge admi ssion in the form of new pennies thensel ves.

Thus it happened that when Lanmont Cranston called at the mansion for
Mar go
Lane, an invitation was extended himto visit Gault's quarters. This was on
t he



eveni ng when the pantom nme was to be held, but Cranston was well ahead of
tine.
So he and Margo went up to see Gault.

Faithful retainers were on duty, stolid servants specially assigned to
Gault. One of themushered the visitors through the roomwi th pearl |anps and
purple curtains, into Gault's counting chanber. There, Gault was busily
polishing pennies with little squares of chanmois, slowly building stacks of
coi ns.

Gault gave his visitors a delighted snile when they laid some pennies on
the table. He kept polishing his coins, breathing on them before he rubbed
them holding themto the Ilight after he shined them When the visitors were
about to leave, Gault forgot that he was collecting pennies and becane
gener ous.

"You'd each like a penny, wouldn't you?" he queried, with a tilt of his
head. "A nice bright penny?"

Jingling some coins as he spoke, he extended his hand and opened it. Wth
a bow, Cranston reached to take two pennies, one for hinself, the other for
Margo. Hi s hand had a faster approach than Gault realized. Wth a sudden
reversion to his mserly self, Gault whi pped back his hand, doubling it
tightly.

Then, gingerly opening his fist, he Il et pennies drop one by one to his
other hand, all the while watching Cranston warily. There was a fanatic glint
in Gault's old eyes, but gradually it faded. As he dropped the sixth penny, he
st opped suddenly, and thrust the coin to Margo. Then, counting nore coi ns one
by one, he regained his trust of Cranston and gave hima penny al so.

Downstairs, Ferris Dane was showi ng Diana Gault a sheaf of account sheets
that he'd brought fromhis office. They hadn't tine to go over the sheets in
detail, so Dane thrust theminto a brief case, which he placed beneath a desk.
Dane was speaki ng when they cane out to the hallway.

"I can't find a flaw," he declared glumy. "Hel mand Wburn have
account ed
for everything to the last penny."

Di ana gave a shudder. Mention of pennies made her think of her uncle and
his obsession. In Diana's opinion, Ellery Gault was getting worse instead of
better.

"I"'msorry," said Dane, realizing his slip. "Wat about your uncle?

Wul dn't a sanitariumhelp him D ana?"

"W're ready to send himthere," the girl confided. "Wat's nore, he'l
go
if I think best, because | asked him All he insists on is a private
anmbul ance,
with his own servants as attendants. There's one waiting out in the garage. |
only hope it won't be needed.”

Cranston and Margo arriving, the group left in the big |inousine. Looking
back from Gault's commodi ous car, Cranston studied the great stone nansion
There was sonet hing about the place that remnded himof Ellery Gault.

That bl ank section, where a wide, solid buttress forned the connecting
foundation of the nmansion's two sections, seenmed barren of reason, like
Gault's
m nd. Yet above that grimbase were glimers fromthe wi ndows of Gault's own
apartment, which was directly over the solid foundation

Faint glimers, shaded by purple curtains, just as Gault's own m nd was
cl ouded by fantastic ideas that shrouded its pearly glow But where there was
light there could be reason. The Shadow was convinced that Ellery Gault could
still be stirred to sanity, under proper treatnent and with the right
condi tions.

AT the opera house, Cranston conducted Margo into the private box, to
find



Laird Woburn already there. Usually flabby, Wburn was rather a revelation on
this occasion. He seened dignified, self-inportant, quite the perfect host.
For

Woburn was taking the place of Ellery Gault, and was therefore in the public
eye. Even when the house lights dinmed, to mark the start of the pantom ne,
Woburn was posing for the benefit of the audience at |arge.

By then, the box party |acked one menber.

Lanont Cranston had stepped out through the box curtains. Reaching the
door that |ed backstage, he plucked a black cloak and sl ouch hat from beneath
a
small table. Putting on those garnents, he becane The Shadow.

Thi s bl ack-clad stranger that everyone was seeking was actually to be a
participant in the comng drana. H s part, however, would be an invisible one.
Hundr eds of onl ookers fromthe auditorium of the opera house woul d never dream
that a cl oaked actor was stal ki ng behi nd the scenes.

Backst age, The Shadow contacted C yde Burke, who was standi ng near the
swi t chboard where Barl ow handl ed the lights. His arms gripped by an unseen
hand, his ears catching a | ow whisper, Cyde let hinself be drawn into deeper
dar kness, where he heard The Shadow s instructions.

The Shadow i ntended to keep cl ose watch on the Big Three: Helm Wburn
and
Rexford. If the trio was under surveillance, a fourth man, Dane, woul d be
cared
for automatically, since none of the big three could encounter Dane w thout
t he
fact being noticed.

Shoul d any nmenber of the watched trio attenpt to revive the jinx that
failed the other night, the nurder attenpt could be forestalled by The Shadow.
The cl oaked guardi an was sure that either Hel mor Wburn would give away their
intentions if they planned nurder

Thus The Shadow was instructing Cyde to exert his reporter's privilege
and stay backstage for the express purpose of watching Helm As a nenber of
t he
box party, Margo was al ready keeping tabs on Whburn. Each agent was to notify
The Shadow i nmedi ately if either of the suspects showed synmptons of a crimna
nove.

The Shadow woul d be wat chi ng Rexford.

There were still some doubts regardi ng Rexford. He coul d have nmade t hat
call to Creep Hubin, the night of the foundry episode. Rexford could have
nmur dered ol d Amon, for Cyde had seen himconming fromthe costunme shop and
found Amon missing fromthe loft. Those points nmade it possible that Rexford
had been the first Prince Poverty and the third on pageant night, though The
Shadow doubted it.

However, it wasn't right to overlook the fact that Rexford's accounts had
not yet been delivered to Gault Consolidated. In brief, Rexford was by no
nmeans
in the clear.

Such factors, by The Shadow s anal ysis, were actually in Rexford's favor,
because they pointed to a frane-up on the part of Hel mand Wburn. Therein | ay
The Shadow s strongest reason for watching Rexford. Having failed to pin blane
for Traymer's death on Rexford, Hel mand Wbburn mi ght be planning to mnurder
Rexford hinmself, to prevent himfrom some day bouncing guilt back on them

There was still another reason why The Shadow was personally handling the
Rexford situation. It nmight prove nore inportant than all the rest conbined.
However, The Shadow was keeping that reason strictly to hinself as the
pant om e began

THE first scene was between Dane and Helm Attired in a deep-red costune,
Dane appeared as Mephi st ophel es and whi spered satanic wi sdomin the ear of



Hel m who represented Faust. Hel mwas wearing the cavalier's costunme that he'd
used in the pageant, but it had undergone sone alterations since then

There were no masks in this drama, but Dane's features were nade up
heavily, with the ruddy col or and the exaggerated eyebrows that suited
Mephi st ophel es. In pantom me, Dane put across the idea that Hel mwas to hew a
life-sized statue; and the first scene ended.

The shift to the next was rapid. Hustling Barl ow fromthe sw tchboard,
Dane had himroll the Marguerite statue on the bl ackened stage. There were
voi ces in the darkness as Dane set the statue's angle by clanps nailed to the
stage. Then cane the quick setting of the powder pan that was to produce the
[ightning flash.

The Shadow saw Barlow rig a wire to a runbler that was to produce the
t hunder. Then Barl ow took his place at the sw tchboard and turned up the stage
lights. Checking on Cyde, The Shadow saw himclose to Helm who was pacing
nervously in the wings. Looking for Rexford, The Shadow saw hi m knocki ng at
t he
door of Diana's dressing room to tell her that the second scene was on

Barl ow fixed a final gadget, a wire fromthe runbler to a cutoff on the
swi tchboard. It made the setup perfect, this arrangenent. A flash of |ightning
woul d be Dane's cue to lunge at the statue and overturn it, amd a roar of
t hunder whi ch woul d produce a bl ackout wi thout dependi ng upon Barlow to gat her
his slowwits and pull the switch

From t he audi ence, there cane an approving nurnmur as the lights reveal ed
the second scene. M d-stage stood the Marguerite statue, a fair resenbl ance of
Di ana. Behind the statue was Mephi stophel es, nmotionless in the archway. The
distorted | eer that Dane had practiced was showing at its best, or worst.

Not only would this tableau hold the stage alone; it would continue when
Hel mreturned as Faust and beckoned for Rexford to appear as Valentin. Helm
was
inthe wing, timng his cue by a stop watch, with Cyde watching himfrom
cl ose
by. The Shadow, shrouded conpletely in the backstage gl oom was checki ng
Rexford' s departure from Di ana's door. Hel mwas dependi ng upon Rexford to
catch
hi s proper cue.

From her seat in the box, Margo was fascinated by the tabl eau. Dane was
stealing the show, as a wave of applause indicated. To retain an utterly
i mobil e pose was an art in itself, but Dane was acconplishing it under
exacting circumstances. H s slightest waver would forma bad contrast to the
rigid statue that stood before him

Dane didn't waver. Moreover, his Mephistophelian figure was well in view,
because he had set the statue at a proper angle to reveal the archway,
particularly to those persons on the side of the house where the box party was
| ocat ed.

In her fascination, Margo al most forgot that her business was to watch
Woburn. Fortunately, when the box curtain stirred, it brushed Margo's shoul der
and made her turn.

A d Barlow was peering into the box. He saw Whburn, gave his shoul der a
tap and whi spered sonething to him Wth a | ook of annoyance, Wburn arose and
foll owed Barl ow fromthe box. Quickly, Margo left her seat and started to
overtake themon their way to the door that |ed backstage.

Margo had a pretext ready. Al she'd have to say was that Di ana expected
her. Wbburn woul d certainly be gentleman enough to | et Margo precede him
backstage. Her nere arrival there would tell The Shadow t hat Wbburn was com ng
next .

It was all very sinple, even though the connecting door was conpletely
dark. At least, it would have been quite sinple if that darkness hadn't held a
menace that Margo couldn't see. Barlow was the first person to encounter the
t hi ng; he dropped back with a puzzled grunt. Pressing past the slowwtted
nman,



Woburn net the hidden issue.

O rather, the issue net himin a style inhuman.

A tongue of flanme stabbed straight to Whburn's heart as sharply, as
suddenly as a knife thrust had once jabbed Traynmer. Wburn's |unge was
usel ess,
like his grab. He coll apsed heavily, hitting vacancy as he fell forward.

For the door had sl ashed open, and through it the killer was darting
backst age, gone so quickly that neither Margo nor Barlow had a chance to
identify himas nore than a vague, darkish shape.

Horrified, Margo stunbl ed across Wburn's body to reach the cl osing door
wondering, despite herself, whether she'd be right in carrying word of this
unexpect ed tragedy.

For the figure that had dodged fromsight after dealing death to Laird
Woburn, was showi ng speed and manner far too sinmlar to those of an unseen
act or whose avowed purpose was the prevention of crime, rather than its
del i very.

The Shadow

CHAPTER XVI | |
DEATH DEALS DOUBLE

COWOTI ON was begi nni ng backst age when Margo Lane arrived there. Nor was
she the only person who saw the reason for it. Cyde Burke saw the thing that
happened, too late to prevent it.

First cane the clang of the connecting door, caused by a figure that
swooped past in the dimess. Then, before Cyde could even budge, Wburn's
nmur derer had reached Hel m

Even nore than Margo, Cyde gained a horrified inpression of The Shadow.
The figure that seized Hel mIlooked cl oaked, though HelmMs own costune, wth
its
Faust cape, m ght have caused the illusion. Woever the attacker, Helm nust
have
recogni zed himby the light fromthe stage, for Cyde heard Helmbleat a cry
of
recognition.

There wasn't time for Helmto voice a nane. In the midst of their
grappl e,
his attacker gave himthe same treatnment that Wburn had received - a shot
straight to the heart. Leaping forward, Cyde was nmet by Helm s slunping form
as the killer flung it toward him Cutting between Cyde and the wing, the
nmur derer was away again. Margo's view of that darting shape was no better than
d yde's.

Two point-blank shots, each a token of instant death, yet neither had
reached the audi ence nor the stage. The first was lost in the passage by the
connecting door; the second was muffled by the body that received it. Except
for persons backstage, people hearing those dull blasts would never have
defined them as gunshots.

On stage, the tableau still held full attention, though the audi ence was
getting restless. People didn't want to | ook at a statue all night, even
t hough
Dane, the Mephistophel es behind it, was setting an endurance record for
perf ect
i mobility.

The audi ence wanted other contrast. People were awaiting Faust and
Valentin. If Hel mand Rexford came on stage and went through their notions, it
woul d add to Dane's portrayal of a frozen Mephi stophel es. Hand-cl aps were
begi nning with precision beats. Voices fromthe gallery called:

"Bring on Faust!"



It wouldn't have done to bring on Faust, Helnm s present state not being
suited to public display. As for Valentin, his business was to await the
beckon

that this Faust would never give. Still, w th Dane hol ding his on-stage pose
SO
wel I, Rexford night have hel ped the cause by com ng on al one.

The trouble was that Rexford had begun an unrehearsed show of his own.
Not
far fromwhere Helmis body |lay, Rexford had put in a sudden appearance to
begi n
an of fstage struggle. He was grappling with a vague figure that matched his
strenuous efforts, and the two were disputing the possession of a glimrering
revol ver - unquestionably the gun that had slain both Woburn and Hel m

The tussle was very brief. As the pair reeled toward a rear w ng, they
tri pped across a sandbag that forned a curtain weight. Htting the floor they
rolled apart, the gun skidding fromtheir conbined clutch and bounding off to
a
corner.

Wth that, the unknown assail ant di sappeared in the darkness by the deep
wi ng. Rexford, however, remained visible; plainly so. He was diving for the
revol ver, hissing a sharp, vengeful snarl. Reaching the gun, he scooped it up
and wheeled to |l ook for his adversary. He saw Cyde springing toward him and
ei ther through mistake or sheer madness, Rexford woul d have done sone trigger
tugging there and then, if intervention hadn't cone.

A cl oaked shape whirled fromdarkness. It seemed that this figure nust
have circled Rexford to reach him @ oved hands caught Rexford with a speedy
hol d, wenching himfull about and sending his gun upward as its muzzl e spoke.
Then Rexford was doing a somersault conbined with a sideward twi st, the gun
flying fromhis hand agai n.

Wtnessing this clinmax, Margo hadn't any doubt regarding the identity of
Rexford' s present antagonist. Only The Shadow coul d deal out such tinely and
efficient treatnent. Likew se, The Shadow was uni que in the way he
di sappear ed.

He didn't dive for darkness; he sinply twisted and let it gather him

Arriving fromher dressing room Diana's reaction differed. Her thoughts
were all for Rexford. Seeing himland with a sprawl that |eft him groggy,

D ana
rushed over to help himto his feet. About to stoop and pick up the revol ver,
O yde desi sted when he heard a whi sper cl ose beside him

Thi ngs were due to foll ow doubl e death. The Shadow knew, and his
instructions to Clyde were specific. The sane applied with Margo, when The
Shadow contacted her a nonent later. In keeping with The Shadow s prediction,
thi ngs did happen - rapidly.

THE stage tableau ended with a Iightning flash, a peal of artificial
t hunder, and a total blackout, all automatically produced. By then, the
curtain
was al ready hi ssing downwar d.

Barlow s wits were slow, but capable, when once he gathered them As the
curtain struck, Barlow pulled a switch that lighted the entire stage.

Peopl e were comi ng through the connecting door, a flood of them Ushers
had started back to find out why the tabl eau had been prol onged. Finding
Wburn's body, they'd naturally sumoned ot her persons, including nenbers of
t he box party.

Arrivals were pointing excitedly toward Hel mMl s body. O hers, |ooking
beyond, saw the stage itself. There, Dane was stepping fromthe open archway
behi nd the Marguerite statue. H's costunme, blackish in the background, showed
its maroon hue as he reached the light. His face, too, |lost the expression he
used for Mephistophel es and showed anger that was rightfully Dane's own.



"Who ruined the scene?" demanded Dane. "Hel m or Rexford? How coul d
finish the Mephi stophel es act without either Faust or Valentin on stage? \Wat
was | to do - dunp the statue for a | augh?"

Looki ng past stunned faces, Dane saw Barlow. Striding over, he thunped
t he
ol d stagehand on the back

"Good work, Barlow, " conplinmented Dane. "You showed judgment when you
dropped that curtain. | sawit falling when the flash went off, so | held ny
pose right into the blackout."

Bar| ow nodded, but his face | ooked tw tchy. Dane thought that the devil
costume scared himand started to | augh. Then, as Barl ow poi nted, Dane saw
Hel Ms body. He sprang over to stoop above the mpotionless form

It was weird, that sight, considering Dane's costune. Alnost as if a rea
Satan had arrived to claima victimthat belonged to him The grotesque act
was
conpl et ed when Dane heard word of Wburn's death and went to view the other
body. Wen Dane returned, he was grimy peeling off the Mephistophel es
cost une.

Bluntly, he demanded: "Who nurdered thenf"

Eyes turned toward Rexford, who was com ng fromhis daze. Staring back
Rexford sl owy shook his head.

"I don't know," he declared in halting tone. "There was sonebody. ..
somebody | grabbed... all in black -"

Peopl e expected Dane to continue the quiz. He was certainly the man nost
eligible, considering that he had been in view of an entire audi ence al
during
the drama of death that took place backstage. So Dane proceeded to question
what ever wi tnesses he could find.

Clyde Burke was first. He declared he'd been backstage, and he stated how
he'd seen an unknown assassin murder Helm then spring to darkness past the
wi ngs. He remenbered a bouncing gun, with Rexford going after it, to finish
with a headl ong spraw .

Margo Lane told how she'd started backstage behi nd Barl ow and Wburn.
She'd seen the shot that killed Wburn and had glinpsed an assassin flee
t hrough the connecting door. Arriving backstage, Margo had witnessed Helms
death, exactly as O yde described it.

Di ana Gault coul d add not hi ng of consequence. Everything was over when
she
canme fromthe dressing room She'd seen Rexford's flying tunble as he finished
it. That was all.

Rexford became suddenly coherent.

"You mean | imagi ned everything?" he demanded, with a glare that included
Diana with the other witnesses. "You're all crazy, | tell you! | saw the
killer
and | grabbed him back by the rear wing. 1'd gotten his gun, when we spilled
and fell apart.

"I went after the gun and was | ooking for himwhen he hit ne fromin

back,
where | never expected himto be. W he was, | don't know, but he was all in
bl ack, like" - Rexford hesitated, then continued boldly - "like the man who

mur dered Traymer and Anon!™"

The | ooks Rexford recei ved were wooden. People were beginning to think
that Rexford hinmself was the very figure that he nentioned. After all, Rexford
coul d have grabbed a bl ack cloak for a disguise, that time he raced to Anon's
| oft ahead of a bloodthirsty nob. If so, he'd logically have killed Anon when
the latter witnessed his attenpt at disguise.

Even Diana's face had | ost all synpathy. The only count enance that
Rexf ord
could consider inmpartial was that of a cal mnmannered nmenber of the box party:
Lanmont Cranston.



Not for an instant did Rexford connect Cranston with the cl oaked mystery
man upon whom he wanted to pin guilt for four nmurders. Perhaps that was why
Cranston's face remai ned so i npassive that Rexford characterized it as
friendly.

But Rexford couldn't |ook for help from Cranston. Instead, he swing to
Bar| ow and asked what he'd seen.

Bar| ow shook his head. His eyes weren't too good in dimlight. However,
Dane realized that Barlow s testinony could be valuable. So Dane picked up
where Rexford left off.

"M ss Lane said you came out to the box," rem nded Dane, "and that you
asked Woburn to cone backstage. Wo sent you, Barl ow?"

"I don't know," replied Barlow slowy. "Sonebody tapped ny shoul der, here
at the switchboard, and said to get M. Wburn right away. It couldn't have
been M. Helm he was at the wing, timng his cue. It couldn't have been you,
M. Dane, because you were on the stage.

"It wasn't Mss Gault. She was in her dressing room Besides this was a
man's voice that spoke to ne, very low " Pausing, Barlow | ooked about as
t hough
his sl ow notion thoughts had just conpleted a long train. Jabbing a finger at
Rexford, the stoopish man excl ai ned:

"I't was you, M. Rexford!"

THAT settled it. A dozen hands gripped Rexford. They were firm but not
vi ol ent, because Dane, linping forward on his weak ankle, announced that he'd
settle the first man who showed any trend toward nob | aw. Dane intended to see
that Rexford received fair play.

Two persons present stared benunbed: C yde Burke and Margo Lane. They
knew
another factor in this game - their chief, The Shadow. He, even nore than
Rexford, could have been the person who whispered in Barlow s ear. For if
Rexford had really sent for Wburn, The Shadow woul d have stopped crine at
t hat
nonent .

Clyde and Margo didn't doubt The Shadow, that woul d have been inpossible.
It was their lack of doubt that left themso at sea. It seened as though crine
had at |last provided a riddle too great even for The Shadow to unravel!

CHAPTER XI X
TRAIL FINDS TRAI L

AS soon as everything was quite controlled, Ferris Dane went out to the
box office and phoned the |ocal police chief. Wen he returned, Dane found
Diana Gault awaiting him She'd changed fromthe Marguerite costune and want ed
Dane to take her hone.

Margo was to go along - which she did, after |ooking toward Cranston to
receive his nod. Diana didn't see the nod because she was giving Roy Rexford a
cold, final stare as she passed him Rexford scarcely caught the gl ance; he
| ooked too bewi | dered.

Al'l this had taken about fifteen minutes; it was another ten before the
police chief appeared. Cranston gave Cyde a signal to slide from sight,
rat her
than be taken along as a nmaterial witness. Later, Cyde could be sumoned if
needed; for the present, The Shadow might find his services useful.

Fol I owi ng the throng out through the front of the opera house, Cranston
dallied there, awmaiting his chance to stroll away. As soon as all had thinned
out indoors, Cranston intended to return backstage, reclaimhis black garb
where he had secretly placed it, and again become The Shadow.



Though t he bodi es of Whburn and Hel m had been renoved, there were stil
some curious prow ers around the stage when Clyde poked his head through the
archway where Dane had posed as Mephi stophel es. He saw the Marguerite statue
right beside him it had been noved back agai nst the scenery. Before d yde had
time to study the statue closely, men arrived to take it away, along with the
rest of the scenery.

They were truckmen, who asked for Barlow, only to learn that he'd gone to
poli ce headquarters. So the truckers took the stage set wi thout further
guestion, which rather puzzled Cyde. The stuff could not be going back to
Amon' s shop, because it was no longer in existence. So Cyde followed along to
have a | ook at the truck

The trucknen had to set the statue upright when they worked it through
t he
stage door. A dozen feet behind them dyde halted and gave an amazed stare.
Barl ow s eyes weren't the only ones that were bad in dimlight; that, at
| east,
was Clyde's first opinion. Then, as the statue was swung through to the all ey,
Clyde was nore than ever anxious to |learn facts about the truck

No tine to wait for The Shadow. Sliding through the stage door, Cyde
reached the darkened alley and approached the truck. The statue was lying in
with the scenery, and C yde crept al ongside for a closer |ook

Then, fromthe darkness, two husky men sprang upon Cyde, taking him
totally by surprise. Pitched forward, his head hit the side of the truck and
Clyde went conpletely Iinp.

Promptly, the stunned prisoner was placed in the truck, alongside the
statue. The truck pulled away, its occupants quite satisfied that their
departure woul d remai n unchal | enged. Thinking in terns of the |oad, the
truckers forgot the enpty stage that they had | eft behind them

At that very nonment, The Shadow, returning by the connecting door, paused
in Cranston's guise to view the vacancy. The last of the curious crowd was
| eavi ng, but none of themwas carrying fragnents of scenery as souvenirs.

Reaching for his cloak and hat, The Shadow overheard the truck's
departing
runble. Three steps toward the stage door and his stride becane The Shadow s,
as
did his garb

Al in one sweep, that transformation. In the gl oomof the alley, The
Shadow continued his swift transit toward the parking | ot where he had |eft
hi s
roadster. He could hear the truck fading in the distance, but the direction
told
himthe logical road that it would be taking out of town.

Three mles fromlIndustria, the truck swing to a side road on the far
si de
of a hill. There, its crew began to unload. It didn't take themlong to stack
t he stage equi prent on the ground, because none of the set was very heavy, not
even the wooden st atue.

Finding Clyde still unconscious, the truckers left himwith the stuff.
That done, they backed around and started for the main road.

Into the glare of headlights came a thing that nmade the driver falter. It
| ooked |i ke the nobst enornous bat that he had ever seen, rising with a swoop
SO
startling that the driver janmed the brakes and al nost ditched the truck.

That pause was enough. The thing, whatever it was, came lunging into the
truck itself, slashing with claws that felt |ike prongs of steel. Men dived
fromthe truck and fled for the road, unwi sely entering the glare of their own
headl i ghts on the assunption that the manmoth creature would stay in the dark

Folly, it proved, was better than wi sdom Delivering a |laugh that made
t he
fugitives falter and | ook back in horror, The Shadow swept into the glare. For



the first time, the scared truckers saw that the bat was human, its stee
cl aws
| oomi ng guns. They turned with their hands rai sed, seeking nercy.

Guns tal ked. Screeching men flung thenselves to the ground. But The
Shadow s guns hadn't opened the barrage. The shots were coning fromthe spot
where the truckers had left the load for others to pick up. Those others were
on hand, and they were shooting at The Shadow.

VWeel i ng i nto darkness, The Shadow returned the gunfire, at the sane tine
shifting toward his foemen. There was a dart of whiteclad figures in the

ni ght;

then a vehicle was speeding away al ong the side road, taking the curve of the
hill. Miurderous men were off, along with the transferred |oad that they had
gat her ed.

Meanwhi l e, the original crew was back in the enpty truck, making a nad
get away by the highroad.

Thi s busi ness of unarmed trucknen shifting a burden to a crowd of crooks
nmerely fitted with The Shadow s well-forned theory. H s | augh, though grim
seened actually to approve the getaway, particularly of the nen in white.

WHEN Margo Lane heard The Shadow s |augh, it was |ike a whispered echo of
the earlier mirth. Margo was in the nusic roomat the Gault nansion, waiting
for Ferris Dane and Diana to finish a private conference. Turning, Margo saw
t he bl ackness of the garden terrace just outside the door. Know ng that The
Shadow nust be there, she went in that direction

From t he dar kness, The Shadow asked if Margo had heard any cars arrive.
At
first, she started to shake her head, but then she remenbered:

"Why, yes! One did. But it was only the anmbulance. It is to stay here, in
case M. Gault gets worse."

The Shadow s eyes | ooked across the garden toward a garage where dim
lights were burning. Hs hand took Margo's arm as he queried in a tone quite
i ke Cranston's:

"I'f you dropped a penny sonewhere, how would you go about finding it?"

"Way, |1'd drop another and see where it fell," replied Margo. "Sone

peopl e
mght call it silly, but 1'd say that where one rolled, the other would go,
too."

"I"ve lost a penny nanmed C yde Burke." The tone was nmuch nore The
Shadow s
own. "If you would like to be the other penny, go to the garage and snoop
ar ound

t hat anbul ance. "

Coing straight to the garage, Margo | earned how qui ckly things could
happen. In the anbul ance, she rounded a folded theater curtain, the only
remaining itemof a |load already renmoved. She'd just unfolded the curtain far
enough to find that it belonged to the "Faust" set, when hands cl apped across
her face and bent her arnms behind her.

Dragged from the anbul ance, Margo found herself gripped by two of Gault's
confidential servants, recognizable despite the white coats that they wore
whi | e posing as anmbul ance attendants. Since Margo didn't struggle, the pair
weren't overly rough when they marched her to the house, going in by an
obscure
door that led to Gault's own apartnent.

The Shadow foll owed by the same route. About to ascend the stairs, he
heard voi ces outside the hallway curtain. Dane was speaking to Di ana.

"I"mgoing up to see your uncle," declared Dane. "I think he ought to
know
all that has happened. It can't hurt him and it mght actually shock himinto
sanity."



@ iding upward, The Shadow entered the roomwi th purple curtains and
chose
a corner away fromthe pearl-hued lights to | et Dane pass. Coning through
Dane
entered the counting roomw t hout knocki ng.

Reaching the door alnost as it closed, The Shadow turned the knob slowy,
deftly, and peered through a narrow crack. One gl ance was enough to prove his
full theory regarding crine, plus a few recent devel opnents which fitted
closely to the pattern

One trail had found another. The rule didn't just apply to Margo Lane and
G yde Burke, though they were deeply involved. What was nmore vital, inits
way,
was that the trail of Ferris Dane had disclosed the trail of Ellery Gault!

CHAPTER XX
PARTNERS I N PROFI T

THERE were no | onger any pennies in Gault's counting room unless Margo
Lane could be termed one. She was in the custody of Gault's white-jacketed
servants, and when Dane saw Margo, he gave his eyebrows a surprised lift.

"Burke saw your truck," Gault told Dane, "and the Lane girl found ny
anbul ance. So ny men brought them here."

"That makes it even up," said Dane, with a cold | augh. "However, we did
better, transferring the stage props to the anbul ance. Thanks for the
suggestion. The truck was ny only worry."

O d Gault cocked his head. H s gaze was so shrewd, so sane, that it
proved
his mania was all a fake - as The Shadow had | ong suspected. About to speak
Gault noted Margo and gestured to his nmen. They took the girl into the al cove
where Gault kept his penny coffer

Gault closed the door, drew back a small panel and pressed a button. The
Shadow heard a faint runble, proving that Gault's penny cl oset was an
el evat or,
going down to a secret cellar in the foundations that made the m d-section of
t he mansi on.

"Now, Dane," said Gault, "what about this stage equipnment? Did it have
anything to do with the ironclad alibi you nmentioned over the tel ephone?"

"It did," replied Dane. "I knew you'd be glad to hear that 1'd di sposed
of
your two partners. One good partner is better than two bad ones."

Gault clucked his appreciation. It was obvious that he preferred one
partner on a fifty-fifty basis, to a pair who denmanded one-third each; hence
Dane was better than the conbinati on of Hel m and Woburn. Havi ng put that

poi nt,
Dane pressed anot her.
"Of course, | went over the accounts," he declared. "It was all bluff, ny
saying that 1'd have to wait until | had another nan |like Traynmer. | found
t hat

Hel m and Woburn had antici pated an idea of ny own. They'd marked up their
t axes
to correspond to the local rate el sewhere, and were pocketing the difference.
"Those two had grabbed better than half a nmillion dollars, while you were
playing with pennies. It didn't nake sense, if you'll pardon the pun. |
couldn't figure Hel mand Whburn teaning on such a proposition, unless you were
the man higher up. So when | found | really had a jinx job, as the man who
could ruin the game, | turned it the other way."
Al the while, CGault was noddi ng approvingly. He stopped when Dane put
t he



bl unt query:

"And now, M. Gault, where is the cash we're going to split? | nean half
a
mllion dollars, not twenty thousand cents."

Gault pressed the elevator button and brought the car up. He gestured
Dane
to a seat on the penny coffer

"We'll go down to ny strong room" declared Gault. "I shall show you how
I
put half a mllion dollars where no one would suspect it. In turn, you can
reveal your systemof conmitting murder while in plain view | should say that

we have nmuch in common, Dane."”

The two went down in the elevator. Hearing the faint runble fade, The
Shadow was about to enter the counting roomwhen footsteps came fromthe outer
hall. Deftly avoiding the many furnishings, The Shadow bl ended with the deep
hue of a purple curtain.

In fromthe hall cane Diana Gault, bringing Roy Rexford, whose present
resi dence shoul d have been a jail cell

Roy was protesting his innocence. He'd broken away fromthe police in the
hope that he could prove it. He wanted to talk to Dane, and Di ana was granting
himthe privilege.

"I don't think Ferris will believe you," declared Diana firmy. "And
know ny uncle can not hel p. Nevertheless -"

Openi ng the door of the counting room Diana was surprised to find it
enpty. A horrible thought gripped her

"Uncle Ellery may have | ocked himself in with the pennies!" exclai ned
Di ana. "Perhaps Ferris is trapped there with him"

Seeing the panel that Gault had forgotten to close, Rexford pressed the
button. He tried the door, but it didn't open until after a short buzzing.
Then
t he door cane free so suddenly, that Roy saw the slight jolt of the stopping
el evator. When he told Di ana what the roomwas, she wouldn't believe him

"Step inside," suggested Rexford, "and I'Il prove it."

This time, The Shadow was at the door of the elevator when its downward
trip began. Hi s ear against the panel, he could detect the entire trip.

Li stening for any commotion from bel ow, he heard only the opening of another
door, which slid shut a few nonments later. Wth a satisfied |augh, The Shadow
pressed the button to bring the car up

THOUGH Roy and Diana found their trip quite enough, there was plenty
awai ti ng them when they stepped openly fromthe elevator. Two of Gault's
servants heard the clang of the door and covered the arrivals. As the door
sl apped shut, Roy and Di ana found thensel ves prisoners with Cyde and Margo.

From besi de a machi ne that stood on heavy mountings in the center of a
concrete-walled room old Ellery Gault gave an angry glare that was neant for
his niece as well as Rexford. Then, calming hinself, Gault sneered:

"Well, you've found this place at last, so you m ght as well know the
whol e story - Dane's as well as mine."

"An excellent idea," agreed Dane, who was standing by. "Since none of
these prisoners will ever |eave here, they are the proper persons to
appreci ate
our nethods. Go on, Gault. We know that Hel m and Whburn fed you a hundred
t housand dol Il ars by faking the records they gave to Gault Consolidated. But
how
did you invest the noney?"

"I put it into gold," gloated Gault. "There is plenty of gold obtainable
if you know the right people, as | do. Gold will always hold its val ue, as
nothing else will."

"But the gold itself, where is it? Certainly your fornmer partners would



have insisted that it be available."”

For answer, Gault turned to the nachi ne beside himand pressed a switch.
Snoot h wheel s began to turn, a stanping device thudded, and out froma chute
cl anked penni es, shiny pennies, that dropped into a pan bel ow. The device was
a
counterfeiting machine!

Di pping his hand into the pan, Gault brought out a batch of coins. H's
schem ng | augh was a contrast to the insane cackle that he no | onger needed to
practice.

"Who woul d think of counterfeiting nmere pennies?" chortled Gault. "I did
and | thought of nore. Take sonme of these pennies, Dane. Feel their weight!"

Gault poured coins into his partner's hands. Letting themtrickle, Dane
suddenl y excl ai ned:

"CGold pennies, all of them™

"OfF course,"” nodded Gault. "Counterfeit pennies worth better than five
dol l ars each. One hundred thousand is in ny penny coffer, Dane. And who woul d
thi nk of stealing pennies froma crazy old man? Twenty thousand pennies, a
nere
two hundred dollars' worth?"

"But you asked for pennies, and you gave away sone."

"Al'l for effect, Dane. There are sonme copper pennies nmixed in with the

gol d. Whenever | gave any away, | always picked them out by weight." Gault
gave
a cluck of disapproval. "It wouldn't have been right for me to pass

counterfeit
noney, you know. "

Gault's attenpt at jest was feeble, conpared to the sinister |augh that
toned fromthe elevator door. There stood The Shadow, both automatics drawn,
one trained on Gault, the other covering Dane.

Servants wheeled with revolvers, only to pause at Gault's quick cry. The
best thing was to hold The Shadow on even terns. |If guns barked his direction
his return fire would take out Gault and Dane, to start.

The Shadow seened to relish the situation. In sinister tone, he put the
query:

"How many pennies did you pay Creep Hubin, Gault?"

Turning to Dane, Gault explained that Creep was the nman hired for the
foundry j ob.

"I wanted to kill you then," declared Gault. "The nonment the servants
told
me the directors had phoned, | knew you were el ected, because otherw se
woul d

have heard from Hel mor Whburn. So | called Creep and told himto start.
That's

why this |ine was busy actually before Rexford phoned Diana. | had to di spose
of

you, as | had the three other vice presidents before you - nake it |look like a
jinx nurder - until the directors el ected someone who would play ball wth
ne."

Dane took it quite for granted that Gault shoul d once have sought his
life. The Shadow s attenpt to split the partners had fail ed.

"It was up to Hel mand Wbburn then," continued Gault. "Each ordered a
Prince Poverty costume from Amon. You were to be King Progress, Dane, so Hel m
was to give you poisoned wine. Should it fail, Whburn's job was to stab you."

"But Traymer becanme the victim" chuckled Dane harshly, "because | saw
what was coming and talked himinto taking ny place. Anon nmade a bad slip when
he al nmost nentioned those extra costumes."

It was The Shadow s turn to insert a statenent.

"A very bad slip," he comrented. "Wen you returned to get his | edger
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as evidence and found it gone, you nurdered Anbn as a consequence."
Dane's glare proved that The Shadow was right. But Dane, a naster of the
cover-up, decided to dispute the point.

"How coul d | have killed Anon?" he demanded. "I1'd crippled my ankle going
out the door."

"You faked that fall," declared The Shadow, stating a fact he hadn't
known
at the tine. "But after you killed Anon, you junped fromhis |oft door
knowi ng

your weak ankle would take the brunt. You hobbled to your office and were
there
when the doctors arrived."”

Di ana saw Roy's fists tighten

"Dane rmust have worn ny costunme when he killed Amon," gritted Rexford. "I
found it on the table in the loft. It should have been down on the counter
Since Hel m and Woburn were out to frame ne, Dane decided to clinch it!"

It was obvious that Hel mand Wburn had set the mob on Rexford so he
couldn't disclaimTraymer's nurder. Conversely, Dane had acted in Rexford's
behal f because, though anxious to frane him he wanted to keep Hel m and Wburn
worried, which they would be, as long as Rexford remained alive.

Havi ng t hus handi capped his real enem es and bluffed theminto supposing
that he hadn't guessed their ganme, Dane was ready to deal murder on his own
agai nst the very men in question

STRI DI NG toward a corner of the room The Shadow reached the stage set
t hat Dane had shi pped here. The Marguerite statue was standing at an angle in
front of the open arch. Wth a gun, The Shadow pried a wooden flap that
fronted
one of the flat, painted pillars.

Swi nging like a door, the flap filled the arch, revealing itself as a
mrror. Reflecting the back of the Marguerite statue, the inage portrayed a
perfect replica of Mephistophel es that was carved on the back of the statue!

Dane hadn't been standing in the archway during the second scene of the
pantom me. This reflection had been doing service for himwhile he stal ked at
large in the backstage darkness. It was Dane who had told Barlow to sunmon
Wbur n.

Unwat ched, Dane had been free to murder Wburn and follow that by killing
Hel m Rexford had grappled with him only to be handed the death gun while
Dane
had sped backstage to clear the arch by folding in the mirror the nonent the
bl ackout cane!

Starting first to aid Rexford, then preventing Roy from nistakingly
shooting Cyde, The Shadow had seen the extra figure in the gl oom backstage
and
had known the man could only be Dane. The quick renmoval of the scenery and
statue was proof sufficient that Dane nust have discovered one of Anobn's stage
secrets in the set and adapted it to his own use.

Wth a laugh that |left Dane gl owering, The Shadow stepped back toward the

el evator. There, he concentrated his gaze on Gault, though he still kept Dane
covered with the other gun

"You overdid your penny act," The Shadow told Gault. "I didn't have to
see
your counterfeiting machine to know you had one. If you had really wanted
penni es, Gault, you could have owned mllions instead of thousands. But twenty
t housand coi ns of penny size, all made of gold, would just about represent
your
illegal profits. Inasnuch as they were counterfeits, | confiscated them"

Wth a sweep of his foot, The Shadow sent Gault's coffer fromthe
elevator. As it struck, the lid flung open, showing the coffer enpty except



for
a few hundred pennies, real ones, that The Shadow had left as contrast to the
huge supply that was no | onger there.

Wth a wild scream Gault sprang forward - too far. The Shadow swooped to
nmeet himas he pawed the coins to see if any gold ones were anong them
VWhirling Gault toward the servants, The Shadow held their master as a human
shi el d.

As the servants dodged to gain an angle of fire, The Shadow heard a
shri ek
from Di ana. Knowi ng what it neant, The Shadow hurled Gault blindly in Dane's
direction.

It was Gault who took the ripping shots froma gun that Dane had drawn.
Meant for The Shadow, that fire found Dane's partner instead. Then The Shadow
was anong the servants, slugging themleft and right while their guns popped
l'i ke bl anks.

Bef ore Dane coul d take new ai mat The Shadow, Rexford was upon him Dane
turned, bringing his gun about. This time, he wasn't trying to frame Rexford,;
he was out to kill him

Cl utching Dane's gun hand, Rexford could feel it bending closer, closer
alnost to his chest. The nuzzle was only an inch short of Rexford' s body when
a
bi g aut omatic roared.

Reeling from Rexford's clutch, Dane sprawled to the floor, a bullet
t hrough his heart. The murderer who had slain many victinms point-blank and
betrayed a friend to doom was taking paynment of the sort he deserved. The
Shadow s |l ead, not Gault's gold, was the reward that Ferris Dane received for
hi s deeds of crine.

Rel eased by Di ana, C yde Burke was hel ping Roy round up the four servants
who had recei ved The Shadow s gun swi ngs. Wile Diana was getting Margo | oose,
they heard the el evator go up. Wen they pressed the button, it came down
agai n, enpty.

Clyde sent the girls ahead, saying that he and Roy would bring the
prisoners on the next trip. Thus Diana and Margo reached the counting room
alone, to find a brilliant glitter awaiting them On the table lay Gault's
gold, awaiting Diana's disposal

How rmuch of that wealth might rightfully be hers, Diana neither knew nor
car ed

"I't will go back where it cane from" Diana told Margo. "All of it, every

Di ana halted. She had just been about to add the word "penny." The word
no
| onger applied, so Diana omtted it. After all, she'd stated her intention
plainly. Very plainly.

Fromthe roomwith the purple curtains came a final token of approval,
t he
strange | augh of The Shadow. Its tone was mirthless, this departing note that
mar ked The Shadow s conquest over crine. The departure in the |augh was
evidenced by trailing echoes that drifted back fromthe stairway, to be
bl otted
by the final curtain down bel ow

A final curtain that marked the end of a drama wherein crime had nmet its
nast er.

The Shadow had gone, but his justice renai ned!

THE END






