W ZARD OF CRI ME
by valter G bson

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

Money was his power, nen his pawns. He was King Kauger, nystery nan of
nmur der and death. Could The Shadow match his w zardry?

CHAPTER |
MURDER BAI T

THIN, sharp, the flashlight beam stabbed through the darkness. Small but
powerful, the concentrated ray licked along the wall |ike a probing eye, to
focus on a door with a panel of frosted gl ass.

Spotted in the disk of |light was the nane:

CHEM CANA | NC

There canme a | augh, seemingly inparted by the darkness itself. A
whi spered
| augh, uncanny even to its echoes, which persisted through the corridor
out si de
the frosted door. A tone that could be heard only by the being who uttered it,
for there was no one else in this tenth-floor corridor

No one el se!

It seened nore that there was no one at all. The flashlight was noving of
its own accord; the walls thenselves were producing the sibilant mrth. These
were ghostly mani festations, rather than human. For no further sound nor stir
canme fromthe void of blackness; nothing to prove that such inky space
contained a living figure!

The Iight crept downward, sideward, and wapped itself around a doorknob
where a heavy | ock showed beneath. Gdd how the gl ow gathered itself in a
smaller circle when it found this new objective. Actually, the flashlight
itself was approaching the door, thus accounting for the behavior of the
gl owi ng spot. But that fact was not apparent until sonething nore phenonena
occurr ed.

Into the tiny glow came a gloved hand. It was black, like the void from
which it emerged, and the glove was very thin, so silken that it did not
conceal the novement of the supple fingers within. Mnentarily, the hand
nmer ged
wi th the encroaching fringe of blackness; then, with a deft flip, the fingers
reappeared, dangling a ring of keys gained by sone swift trick.

Brought from bl ackness behind the spotted |light, those keys did not
jangle. The hand itself prevented any telltale sound. Any of those keys m ght
have fitted the lock in question, for all |ooked shaped to it. But the magic
hand dealt in fine discrimnations, for after a nonentary pause, it let al
t he
keys save one go sliding silently to the bottom of the ring.

The chosen key did nmore than fit the lock. It opened it.

Inside the suite of Chemicana, Inc., the Iight becane very cautious. It
was masked in part by what seened a fold of cloth as it turned to guide the
hand that cl osed and | ocked the door. Then the guarded gl ow was burrowing its
path t hrough a sunptuous reception room to a corner door that bore the word:

PRI VATE

No key was needl ed here. The |ight extinguished as a hand turned the



knob.
The tiny gl ow was no | onger needed, for a certain amount of night Iight cane
t hrough the I arge wi ndows facing the tenth-floor offices of Chenicana, Inc.
The
vague light added to the eerie character of the intruder who had reached the
i nner precincts of the Chem cana offices.
Ami d the di mess, the invader was a dream shape that flowed al ong the
i nner passage. His very presence seened an illusion. Had the |ight been
stronger, he woul d have shown as sonething nore of substance, a figure cl oaked
in black, his head topped by a slouch hat that totally hid his features.
Only one being in all the world answered to that remarkabl e description
The Shadow

CRI ME HUNTER extraordi nary, The Shadow was noted for his skill at probing
into schenmes of evil. H s nere appearance on these prem ses was proof that
crime threatened. That could be why his singular glide showed nonentary pauses
at each door he passed.

Those doors were narked. One bore the title "Sanpl e-Rooni; another stated
"Conference Room" At the end of the passage was a door marked "Storeroom" so
The Shadow came back to exam ne those along the other side of the passage. He
reached a door that was gl ass-paneled, |like the entrance to Chemi cana, I|nc.

It bore the | egend:

WALDO PAXTON PRESI DENT

A gl oved hand energed from The Shadow s cl oak. It brought another ring of
keys that did not jangle. Alnost in the lock of the president's door, the key
stopped short. This tine, The Shadow s hidden lips did not throb a | augh
Instead, his eyes reveal ed thenselves with a burning force in the faint |ight.

The Shadow was | ooki ng toward the door next to the president's office. It
was titled "Strong Room" but that was only half the story. More inportant was
the detail that the room needed no key to open it. The padl ock, once
form dabl e, was shattered and hanging fromits staple; while beside it the
hasp
was swung back free

VWoever had entered the strong roomwas indeed in a predicanent, if stil
there. Al The Shadow had to do was renove the dangling padl ock, press the
hasp
across the staple and wedge it home. Even the broken padl ock could be used to
bar the escape of marauders who nmight now be in the strong room their work of
robbery yet inconplete

It wasn't The Shadow s way to deal in possibilities - nor even
probabilities - when realities were at hand, inviting personal observation
Whi chever the strong room m ght reveal - robbery in progress, or evidence of
conpl eted crime The Shadow i ntended to uncover it for what it was.

In the di mess, The Shadow nelted through the doorway of the strong room
There was just one change in the appearance of the door. Instead of being
tightly shut as The Shadow had found it, the barrier was slightly ajar.

So trifling was the difference that, to observe it, a person would have
to
creep up to the door itself. That was why The Shadow left it slightly open. He
wanted to detect any outside approach. The Shadow was confident that other
persons could not duplicate the stealth that he had denonstrated.

Wthin the strong room the night |light was clearer. The room had | arger
wi ndows, and they were barred.

The Shadow was on the probe, holding a | evel ed automatic that he had
dr awn
fromhis cloak in place of the flashlight. The gun rmuzzl e nosed about as of
its



own accord, poking fromwhat seemed a living blackout. When he had satisfied
hi nsel f that the square-shaped strong room was devoid of other occupants, The
Shadow turned his attention to the large safe that occupied an al cove in the
far wall.

Modern in construction, bulky in size, the safe fairly glowered its
chal l enge at burglars. Its dials were like shiny eyes, the handl e bel ow t hem a
straight-lipped mouth. Fromits present appearance, the safe had | aughed in
its
own way at the previous visitors to the strong room for it |ooked as tight as
a
drum

Reaching the safe, The Shadow shifted slightly to the left, so that an
i ntervening table would conpletely obscure himfrom anyone entering by the
door. Then, with his head tilted, listening for the possible return of the
m ssing burglars, The Shadow began to work the dials of the safe.

An incongruous situation, this!

The Shadow, master of justice, picking up where men of crime had |eft
of f!

THI S situation could not, however, be judged by superficial appearances.
It went nuch deeper - to the heart of the safe itself. As yet, The Shadow had
no proof that crime stood unacconplished. That could not be established unti
The Shadow had seen the contents of the safe hinself.

Efforts with the dials tended toward a negative answer in the question of
robbery. The Shadow was finding the safe difficult, even under his expert
treatment. Neverthel ess, The Shadow conti nued working on the conbination
confident that he could acconplish what those before himhad failed to do. For
The Shadow had a net hod whereby he could increase the efficiency of his
mani pul ati on. From beneath his cloak he produced an instrunent |ike an
ear phone, attached to a suction cup. Wth this device were wires and a plug
whi ch The Shadow inserted in a wall socket beside the safe.

Satisfied that no lurkers were outside the strong-room door, The Shadow
pressed t he earphone against the safe front and listened intently while he
wor ked the dials. Thanks to the electrical contrivance, he could pick up the
anplified sound of falling tunmblers. Under this process of detection, the
conbi nation promsed little further difficulty.

There was one thing odd about the tunblers. Their falls were followed by

a
slight ticking sound. This becane nore apparent as The Shadow paused, proving
that the ticking wasn't due to the tunblers at all. The sound couldn't nean a

time lock, for this safe wasn't of that type.

Listening to ticks instead of tunblers, The Shadow fol |l owed their
const ant
beat for about a dozen seconds. He then noted that though the ticks continued,
t hey were acconpani ed by anot her sound, rmuch like a faint whir. Hardly had the
added noi se begun, before The Shadow was in rapid action

Gi ppi ng the earphone, he twisted its suction cup free. Wth the sane
wrench, The Shadow jerked the cord fromthe floor socket. In the sane swft
process, he was comng to his feet, wheeling about to begin a | unge across the
room away fromthe direction of the intervening table.

One second nore and The Shadow woul d have gai ned his goal, the nost
di stant corner of the room But the whirring nmechanismw thin the safe had
al ready reached the striking point. Wth a mghty cough, the safe expl oded,
flinging its steel doors wi de. The cough becane a mi ghty blast that quaked the
entire roomwi th its concussion, jarring plaster fromthe walls and ceiling,
sendi ng quiverers to the very foundations of the ten-story |oft building.

A great belch of spreading flane split the darkness as vividly as
[ightning. The outside night glow was a pitiful thing conpared to that gush of
brilliance. The fierce glare showed furniture thudding the cracking walls, to



bounce back in a strew of weckage. Am d that barrage reel ed the cl oaked
figure
of The Shadow.
Fl ame was gone and in its place issued a huge pour of stifling snoke to
bl anket the entire scene. A swirl of thick vapor filled the roomlike a
nmonstrous genie. It was a cloud that seened to possess a crushing force.
Beneat h that nurderous pall lay a cloaked figure, silent, notionless,
unseen; that of the lone venturer who had entered this roomwhere a cataclysm
awai t ed such human victinms as hinmsel f. Woever the nmen of evil that designed
this horrible climax, they had planned well according to their m sguided
lights.
The Shadow, master of justice, had conme here seeking evidence of crine.
Instead, crinme had found The Shadow

CHAPTER |
BELOW AND ABOVE

TEN fl oors bel ow, two astoni shed nen were picking thensel ves up fromthe
si dewal k. One nman, young and wiry, stooped to give his conpani on a hel ping
hand. If he'd been a trifle slower with the Samaritan act, it would have been
m sunderstood - for at that nmoment a policeman canme dashing froma corner with
a drawn gun.

The cop thought for a noment that the young nman had slugged old Crowel |,
t he buil di ng wat chman. Then seeing that the stranger was hel pi ng, not
hi nderi ng, the policenman | owered his revol ver

The young man turned as he heard the cop's arriving clatter. Briskly, he
i ntroduced hinsel f.

"“I"'m Fred Murdock," he said. "Technician working for Chenicana, Inc.
was
here waiting for M. Paxton, president of the conpany. Crowell was going to
show
us up to the offices.”

The cop nodded, then | ooked at Crowell. The ol d watchman was stil
bewi | dered, | ooking at the building and shaking his head. He coul dn't
under stand how the walls had come out, knocked hi mdown, and then gone in
agai n.

Actually, it wasn't the explosion that had jarred Crowel!l to the
si dewal k.

Fred had flung himthere while making his own dive, the nonment that the bl ast
cane.

Before the officer could speak to Crowell, there was a sound of a notor
fromacross the street. The cop swung about, but only in tine to see a taxicab
wheeling the corner. Turning to Fred, the bluecoat queried:

"That the cab you cane in?"

Fred shook his head.

"I came by subway," he replied. "The cab was parked across the street
when
| arrived. If it's all the same to you, officer, 1'd suggest that we
concentrate
on the explosion. It was so high up, it may have happened in the Cheni cana
of fice. W have sone explosives in the sanple room on the other side of the
bui I di ng. "

Gesturing upward as he spoke, Fred was startled to |l earn that the
expl osi on hadn't happened in the sanple room Dull-blue smoke was pouring from
barred wi ndows on this side of the tenth floor. The issuing cloud was proof
that the blast had come fromthe strong room

How anyone had gotten there, Fred couldn't guess. It would have taken a
human fly to scale the walls of this office building, where w ndows were



irregul ar and sparse. But that wasn't the matter at stake. The question was:
who was in the strong room and why?

The nonent Fred broached that question, the cop responded:

"Come on!"

It wasn't as easy as it sounded.

First, they had to shake old Crowell fromhis daze, so that he could
produce the necessary keys. Nor was it just a matter of unlocking the big door
of the building. After that, there was a large grilled gate that would have to
be opened to reach the stairway to the basenment, so that Crowell could unl ock
the switch box that controlled the el evators.

Al that done, there would still be a ten-story trip in a slow,

ol d-fashioned lift, before they even reached the Chem cana offices.

MEANVWHI LE, things were nmoving rapidly on the tenth floor. As if the
echoes
of the blast produced them two men cane fromthe door marked "Sanple Room "
e
was broad, heavy of build, though quite as tall as his thinner, nore wiry
conpani on, who followed the big man |like a patient dog.

Bot h were disguised, though hardly with design. Their faces were
conceal ed
within objects intended for a different purpose. The men were wearing gas
masks,
acquired fromanong the exhibits in the sanple room

The bul ky man yanked open the door of the strong room It al npst
flattened
on him for its heavy hinges had been broken by the blast. Thrusting the door
aside, the man entered, his conpanion close behind him Both appeared puzzl ed
by the lack of funmes, for it was anticipation of such that had caused themto
don the gas nasks. Finally, the bul ky man gestured toward the w ndows.

Shattered panes were the answer to the funme question. The outside air was
sucking the last waith of bluish snmoke. The gas masks weren't needed,;
nevert hel ess, the pair did not renmove them Oher work |ay ahead, and tine was
short.

Both nen were wearing asbestos gloves that |ooked like gauntlets. As with
t he gas masks, these had been borrowed fromthe sanmple room Shoving their
heads into the large safe, the two nen brought out a smaller safe, gave it a
sidewi se heft and planted it on the floor

A well-constructed strong box, this smaller safe, as nodern as its big
brother. The little safe was quite intact, uninjured by the explosion. Its one
oddity was the fact that two men could lift it, for it | ooked heavy enough for
a dozen nen!

As it was, the two nen had to take a new grip in order to carry the small
safe. They were stooping, planting their gloved hands between the roller
wheel s
on whi ch the safe was nmounted, when the thin man of the pair gave his chief a
sudden nudge, and pointed to a corner of the room

There |l ay a shrouded cluster of blackness that definitely wasn't
furniture. The shape was human! To men of crinme |like these, that black cloak
and canted slouch hat could signify but one being:

The Shadow

The bul ky man lunged into action with a speed that matched the power of
his thin companion. His quick strides across the room were acconpanied by a
savage snarl that couldn't be heard within his gas mask. H s left hand grabbed
the gauntlet of his right, but it was the latter that peeled itself, in
whi pping to his pocket, to return with a fisted gun

Flinging the gauntlet to a table that | eaned against the wall, the bul ky
man ai med his revol ver downward at the bl ackened shape that |ay notionl ess and
hel pl ess.



A mere tug of a trigger finger and The Shadow, mnenace of crinmedom would
be renoved for all tine.

That fact itself influenced the bul ky man. Hi s manner became cal cul ati ng,
t hough not without senblance of a gloat. Slowy, his hand receded; the unfired
gun pushed itself into his pocket.

Reaching to the table, the gas-masked robber felt for his glove and
regained it; then, his gaze still fixed on The Shadow, he slid the gauntlet on
hi s hand. Heeling about, the big man reached the little safe and gestured for
his | esser conpanion to help himlift it.

The gesture included a notion toward The Shadow. To all intents, the
cl oaked i ntruder was dead, a victimof his own zeal in arriving here before
crine's bl ow off.

To plant bullets in that body would be folly. The evidence, as it now
stood, would brand The Shadow as the person who had bl own the Chenicana safe!

Even if The Shadow |ived, the case against himwould stand. This was a
situation made to crinme's order, and the crook in charge was proving hinself
too smart to spoil it.

Toting the small safe out fromthe strong room the crooks headed to the
storeroom at the rear of the passage, shouldering its door open as they
arrived. They weren't wasting time rolling the safe, because their objective
was a flight of steps, steep as a ladder, that led fromthe rear of the
storeroomup to the roof.

Working the safe up the steps, the pair reached a barred door at the top
No tinme wasted here, for they had a handy battering-ram- the portable safe
itself. They shoved it against the door and the principle of inertia did the
rest. The door sinply couldn't stand the nonmentum packed by the squatly safe.
The door shattered, its bar crumpling with it. A neat artifice, this, for it
gave the door the appearance of having been jinmm ed fromthe outside, rather
t han smashed from w thin.

THAT stroke acconplished something nmore. Its dull echoes thudded down the
steps, through the passage and into the shattered strong room They seened to
stir the blue-tinted atnmosphere wherein the funes were al nbst gone. Likew se,
the echoes stirred bl ackness, for The Shadow heard them

A gl oved hand poked upward from cl oak folds, bearing an automatic. Though
groggy, The Shadow had been cl utching that weapon, ready to use it. If the big
man with the gas mask had lingered a few nonents | onger, he would have
received
a bullet fromthe victimhe thought was dead.

Anot her hand lifted and reached. It caught the |eaning table, which
promptly cl attered when The Shadow s wei ght put too much strain on its one
good
| eg. The Shadow sagged again, but the slight jolt roused himfurther. Draw ng
hi nsel f up beside the wall, he reeled to the wi ndow and gai ned | ong drafts of
reviving air.

From somewhere deep in the building, The Shadow heard a nuffled runble
announci ng the upward start of an el evator. Above his head, he caught other
sounds, the scrape of feet, the rolling of a heavy object. Wthout waiting to
exam ne the big safe that stood broken in its al cove, The Shadow turned from
the strong room In the passage, he saw the open door at the rear, the steep
steps deep in the storeroom

On the roof, the two burglars had just finished pushing a | adder across
to
the top of a neighboring office building. They were back at the safe, rolling
it
in the other direction. A cute trick, a decoy trail, as evidenced by the
| adder.

Their real objective was the opposite side of the roof, where a skylight
glistened in plain view That half of the building served as a warehouse,



separated by a fire wall fromthe offices. The skylight would be a sinple
matter when the pair reached it, and their fake trail would grant them

pr eci ous

m nutes for their getaway.

This was tinmed crime, figured perfectly so far as Crowel |, the watchnman,
and any of his conpani ons were concerned. But these two crooks hadn't reckoned
with the revival of The Shadow. They were at the safe, getting ready for
another lift, rather than |eave revealing roller tracks, when a chall enge
st opped them short.

It was a strange peal of mirth, comng fromthe square of blackness that
they had just left, a weird demand for themto face a ruthl ess eneny they
coul d
not see, whose very presence seened unreal, considering that crooks had narked
himas helpless if not actually dead.

Sinister was that taunt, with its fierce crescendo:

The | augh of The Shadow

CHAPTER 1 |
FORGOTTEN TRAI LS

CRI ME' S sequel was reversed. Two crooks stood rooted, the bul ky man and
his | ean compani on. Fl anking the safe that they had stolen, they were open
targets for nore than The Shadow s taunt. H s guns woul d speak next, but only
if the pair refused to quail.

The Shadow was allowi ng the alternative of surrender. Wth nmen al ready
comng up in an elevator, the capture of these crininals wuld be i mediate,
and quite satisfactory from The Shadow s viewpoint. He'd come here to |learn
somet hi ng about the contents of the Chem cana safe and, under present
ci rcumst ances, the best way was to let the | aw take over.

However, a fal se nove by either of the startled robbers could well be the
man's | ast, according to The Shadow s schenme of things. The Shadow was
wat chi ng
fromthe | evel of the |adder top to see what happened. The faces of the
unmasked
pair weren't visible, for they were turned so the |light was behind them but
their actions were quite plain.

The thin man started a frantic nmove. Wi pping off his right-hand gl ove,

he
started to grab for a gun, at the sane tine dodging behind the little safe,
whi ch afforded a reasonabl e barricade. Still The Shadow s |augh persisted, for

t he bul ky man was seeking the same shelter fromthe other side, though in his
hurry, he wasn't discarding his gauntlet to pull a gun

Conpanions in crime were due to nmeet head-on, behind the cubical shield
that wasn't big enough for both. Their wild effort to el ude The Shadow was
proving itself ludicrous. He expected to see these conedians in crine cone
sprawl i ng back fromtheir head-on collision. Therefore, The Shadow wi t hhel d
hi s
fire, deeming it unnecessary.

Freaki sh chance changed the situation. The big man nmanaged to side-step
his diving pal. In so doing, the bul ky crook grabbed the safe and wheeled it.
Sheer luck did the rest.

The safe stopped on the diagonal, a corner pointing at The Shadow. The
t wo
crooks struck the rear sides of the safe instead of each other, and the added
wi dt h gave each just the anmount of shelter he required!

Instantly The Shadow s autonmatic began to stab. He was clipping the
projecting side corners of the safe, to keep crooks where they were. Their
i mprovi sed shelter was itself a handicap for the thin man, as the safe,



shunt ed

in front of him was on the left side; whereas his gun was in his right hand.
The big man, nore cranped for space, hadn't found tine to ungl ove and draw his
gun.

Along with his shots, The Shadow energed. His plan was to reach the safe,
spring across it, and batter down the opposition before it could organize. But
again, this situation was showing its freak angl es.

The Shadow was hardly out of shelter before the thin crook's left hand
appeared, glove and all, |obbing an object shaped Iike a pineapple, that the
fell ow had managed to haul fromhis left coat pocket.

At the same tine, the bul ky crook gave an angry bell ow and conpl etely
forgot hinself. Relinquishing the security behind his angle of the safe, he
sprang up and fl oundered his hands across to stop the toss that his thin
conpani on nade.

It was too |ate. The hand grenade was already on its flight.

As for The Shadow, he didn't wait to jab shots at the bul ky man who had
exposed hinself to fire. The Shadow s own position was nore precarious,
consi dering that the | obbed grenade was coning straight at him There was just
one way to avoid it, so The Shadow took it. Wheeling in the mdst of his
| unge,
he di ved back through the roof door, grabbing for the | adder steps on the way
down.

The grenade struck, short and wi de of the doorway above, tearing out a
chunk of the roof where The Shadow had been. In his dive to shelter, the
cl oaked fighter was anply ahead of the toss that came his way. The Shadow s
speed was inspired purely by his effort to be ready for a counter-thrust at
t he
earliest nonent.

Even as the bl ast resounded fromthe roof, The Shadow was on his feet
agai n, one hand cl anping the | adder, the other wielding his automatic. He
i ntended to be back on the roof and surging for the safe before the nmen behind
it could gather their wits anew. Once started on such errands, The Shadow
noved
wi th incredi bl e speed.

The trouble lay in getting started!

One step up the | adder, The Shadow was overhaul ed from behi nd. New
fighters were in the struggle, the clatter of their arrival drowned by the
| ouder burst of the wld-tossed grenade.

Fred Murdock was at the fore of this new faction. C ose behind himwere
the officer and the watchman. They'd finished the end of their trail to find
The Shadow

ALL that Fred had to grab at was a bl ot of blackness. He'd seen The
Shadow
nmonentarily, against the fiery reflection of the bursting grenade; only enough
to know that there was soneone on the | adder, but he was naking the nost of
that brief glinpse.

Fi ndi ng substance in the bl ackness, Fred clutched hard, yelling for the
others to help him They piled into the struggle blindly, but with results. In
grabbi ng not hing, they were finding sonmething, amazing though it seened. But
before they could identify their find as anything nore than a cl oaked mass
t hat
seened a steel mechanismrather than a human form The Shadow was gone from
their comnbi ned clutch

Handi capped by the steep steps, The Shadow was forced to wheel in the
opposite direction, out through the passage. He gave a | augh as he went, for
he
wanted to draw his assailants after him to clear the way for a quick return
to



the roof.

The Shadow was dependi ng on darkness. But as the others sprang in chase
of
the elusive laugh, Fred found the proper light switch by the storeroom door
and
pressed it. Side by side, each with a gun, Crowell and his friend, the cop
saw
The Shadow ri ght ahead of them

Both fired, and with their shots the cl oaked thing vani shed, |eaving a
| augh that nocked the echoes of the gunfire.

But The Shadow s pursuers weren't |ong deceived, for they saw the door of
t he sanple room al nost at the spot where The Shadow had di sappear ed.

Overt aki ng
them Fred went boldly through the doorway and clicked another |ight switch.
Turni ng, he saw The Shadow halting by an exhibit case in the corner

As he heard Fred's shout, The Shadow pl ucked an object fromthe shelf and
whi pped it across his shoul der as he swng about. He caught a brief glinpse of
two excited nen com ng through the doorway, both waving guns his way. Then
cane
a burst of light so brilliant that the whole room seened to quiver under its
bl i ndi ng bl aze!

The Shadow had uncorked a nagnesi um fl are!

That sampl e of the Chem cana wares |left men conpletely dazed. It didn't
bot her The Shadow, for knowi ng what was comi ng, he had flung his cloak across
his eyes. Thus baffling his pursuers, he was off to his own chase again, but
i nstead of going up to the roof, he took the el evator outside the office door
hoping to intercept the two crooks when they reached the street by their own
route.

The nen in the sanple roomdidn't even hear the elevator. Wen they
recuper at ed, they supposed that The Shadow had fled by the roof route.

Fol  owi ng that course, they cane upon a barren scene. Burglars were gone, so
was their safe - things about which these pursuers knew nothing - and there
wasn't a sign of The Shadow.

VWhat Crowel |, the watchman, finally saw, and pointed out to the patrol man
fromthe | ocal beat, was the |adder that the safe-stealers had |aid across to
anot her building. So the two took to the precarious bridge, thinking they were
on the right trail

It was Fred al one who saw the roller marks leading to the skylight in the
war ehouse section of the building. Crooks had chosen the easiest way of moving
the safe along, after their encounter with The Shadow.

THE skylight was | oose, so Fred raised it. Below, he saw a stairway and
the cl osed door of a freight-elevator shaft. Dropping through, Fred tried the
door and found it clamped. Correctly assum ng that the fugitives, whether one
or several, had used the elevator, Fred went down the stairs on the chance of
overtaki ng t hem

It was a better chance than Fred suspected. The stairs ended in the
basement, where Fred di scovered a netal -faced door, w de open. Oiginally
bolted fromthe inside, the door had been easily opened by the nmen who had
fled
along this route. Their burden had slowed their flight, for Fred saw t hem
after
he dashed through the open doorway

They were di sappearing upward on a snall elevator that went up through
t he
sidewal k on the far side of the rear street. Between themglistened the stol en
safe, but all Fred could see of the thieves was their |egs. Having no gun of
his own, Fred couldn't halt the safe snatchers. Hs best and only bet was to
find some steps up to the street, which he did.



Emer gi ng, Fred found hinmself in a doorway beside a tiny alley. He would
have given the alley pronpt attention, if he hadn't seen a cab stopping just
across the street. It looked like the same cab that had been parked near the
office building; to find it here in the rear street beside the warehouse made
it doubly suspicious.

Forgetting all caution, Fred sprang across and grabbed the cab door
intending to clinb inside and argue matters with the driver.

A determ ned hand tugged the door shut as Fred tried to open it. Looking
t hrough the wi ndow, Fred received a contrast to his previous surprises. He
wasn't confronted by a cl oaked figure, nor by a hard-faced safe stealer

I nstead, he was |looking at a girl, a very stunning brunette, whose
determ ned manner didn't render her any |less attractivel

Rat her apol ogetically, Fred dropped back. The girl rel axed and gave hima
disarnmng snmle

"I"'msorry," she said sweetly. "This cab is taken."

I f anything, her tone was too sweet; noreover she dropped back from sight
so quickly that Fred's suspicion was i medi ately reawakened.

He shot a quick ook at the driver, caught sight of a shrewd face that
gave hima short appraisal. Fred could tell by the driver's actions that the
cab was going to pull away.

"I"ll say this cab is taken!" snapped Fred. "I'mtaking it!"

The tug that Fred gave the door handl e proved a mammoth one. The door
flew
wi de and Fred went with it into a | ong back sonersault that woul d have danaged
the curb, if the fall hadn't been broken by the same person who started it.

To Fred, it was an encounter with a living whirlwind that arrived from
nowhere and literally scooped himinto the air. Spraw ed besi de the sidewal k,
he could feel the street spin, as the black vortex devel oped into a cl oaked
figure that whisked into the cab as the door was sl apping shut again!

The exhaust gave Fred a pungent puff in the face and the cab was away.
Amid the roar of the notor, Fred was sure that he could hear the trailing
echoes of a departing | augh

But there were other echoes that puzzled Fred still nore. He could hear
themfromthe alley across the way, the thrunm ng notes of another car getting
under way.

THOSE sounds weren't any puzzle to The Shadow. He was ordering his driver
to make a wide circuit of the neighboring blocks and cut off the car that the
saf e-crackers were using for their getaway. Like a whippet, the cab responded
to the order. Its driver, Me Shrevnitz, was used to these tactics, for he was
an ol d hand in the Shadow s service

As for Margo Lane, the girl in the cab, she had taken these wild rides
before, but this trip left her breathless, as usual. It covered a round trip
of
a dozen bl ocks as fast as the ordinary cab woul d have made half that distance
on
a strai ghtaway.

The tour ended with a whispered |augh fromthe darkness at Margo's el bow
The tone seened The Shadow s answer to an unspoken chal |l enge. Curiously, Me's
cab hadn't sighted a single car during its wide but rapid circuit.

The door closed, alnost silently The Shadow was out again, noving toward
the alley fromwhich the crooks had started their quick flight with the stolen
safe. It mght be that they' d faked that getaway by nerely spurting the car's
not or while remaining stationary.

Meanwhile, it wasn't good policy for Mbe to remnin parked, for he could
hear the approach of police sirens. So Mbe began a short cruise that took him
around in front of the office building. As the cab turned the corner, Margo
saw
a linobusine coming to a stop. She recogni zed the inportant | ooking man who



alighted fromit.

He was WAl do Paxton, president of Chemicana, Inc. On the sidewalk,
greeting Paxton, was Fred Murdock - though Margo knew himonly as the man who
had tried to board The Shadow s cab. There were police cars com ng up, so Me
hurried through the bl ock. Looking back fromthe next corner, Margo saw Paxton
sendi ng his |linousine away, so that it wouldn't block the arriving traffic.

The Shadow rejoined the cab when it reached the alley. He didn't have to
state that the getaway car was gone. If he'd found it, he would have brought a
pair of prisoners with him In whispered tone, The Shadow called for Margo's
report. She told himabout the arrival of Paxton's I|inousine.

By then, Mbe was swi nging across the corner that gave a view of the front

street. Fred, Crowell, and a policeman were explaining things to Paxton as
t hey
ushered the corporation president into the building. The only vehicles in
si ght

were police cars. Paxton's |limousine had left as pronptly as he dismissed it.

The Shadow s | augh was | owtoned, a whinsical whisper. It faded with a
swi sh. As the cab swung into a lighted avenue, Margo saw that slouch hat drop
to the folds of the cloak that The Shadow had di scarded. Her conpani on had
become a man in evening clothes, her friend Lanont Cranston

Singular, this evening's trip! Lanmont had invited Margo to acconpany him
on a short excursion, while he stopped off to look into the affairs of a
certain corporation which prom sed excellent returns on its stock. Becom ng
The
Shadow, he had scaled a building wall to the height of ten stories, for Margo
had glinpsed the cl oaked shape when it made the vertical trip.

And now, after an explosion, outbursts of gunfire, and a rapid chase,
Lamont Cranston was hinself again - an inpassive individual who | ooked the
part
of a man about town, ready to make the rounds of his favorite night clubs.

Cranston retained just one trace of his cloaked personality. On his lips,
Margo saw a slight smile that seemed a carry-over from The Shadow s | augh. To
Margo Lane, that smile was evidence that The Shadow s efforts had not been in
vai n.

VWhat ever the nystery behind the marauders whose di sappearance, stolen
saf e
and all, had been as swift as The Shadow s own evani shment, ©Margo was sure
t hat
her conpl acent conpani on had gai ned the answer to that riddle!

CHAPTER | V
COVERED CRI ME

| NSPECTOR JOE CARDONA, swarthy, stocky ace of the Manhattan force, was
t horoughly enphatic as he faced WAl do Paxton across the latter's desk. It was
nmorni ng, and the brilliant sunlight seemed to be clearing some aspects of |ast
night's robbery. At least, Inspector Cardona had cone to a decisive verdict.

“I"1l tell you this, M. Paxton," asserted Cardona. "The case has all the
earmarks of an inside job."

From his corner of the office, Fred Mirdock wat ched Paxton adjust his
heavy-ri mred gl asses and gi ve Cardona a puckered stare. It was a habit with
Paxton to tighten his broad face in that fashion and show a winkled frown,
whenever he doubted a statenent.

"I npossi bl e!" exclained Paxton in a crisp tone. "Wy, | would trust
everybody in my enploy. They're not all as reliable as Miurdock, but every nan
in this office is honest."

"That's always the story," acknow edged Cardona. "But you can't get
ar ound



t he evi dence. Those crooks made one bad slip. That big door down in the
war ehouse cellar couldn't have been opened except fromthe inside."

Paxt on gave a slow nod, then tilted his head.

"Perhaps they operated fromthe warehouse."

"Not a chance," returned Cardona. "That |ower door was the tip-off. On
account of it, | doubl e-checked everything el se. The door at the top of your
storeroom was knocked out fromthis side. So was the skylight going down into
t he war ehouse. Whoever the crooks were, they nust have started fromup here.”

"Very well, inspector," declared Paxton. "Discovering such things is your
business. Still, it doesn't prove connivance on the part of ny office staff.
The crimnals mght have entered before the office closed and secreted
t hemsel ves sonmewhere. "

"I'f that happened," argued Cardona, "sonebody in the office nust have
gotten mghty careless. So careless that it mght prove to be conplicity in
crime."

"Except for one thing." Paxton tilted his head the other direction. "You
see, inspector, there wasn't anything in that little safe worth stealing, and
everybody in this office knewit. So why should any traitor have bothered?"

Cardona stared, his poker-faced expressi on gone.

"That doesn't jibe with what you said |last night," began Joe. "You talked
about offering a five-thousand-dollar reward for the recovery of that safe.
Just how nmuch cash was in it, M. Paxton?"

"Less than a thousand dollars," returned Paxton. "Merely the noney that

we
keep around the office. That was my personal safe, inspector. It contained
records that | was extrenely anxious to recover."
"And you consider themworth five thousand dollars -
"No | onger. | needed themfor the directors' neeting, day after tonorrow
But the directors have heard of the robbery, so they are holding the neeting
this nmorning. They are waiting outside now, and w thout those records"”
Paxt on
inserted a shrug - "well, | shall just have to worry along."
Wthout waiting for Cardona's reply, Paxton swung to Fred and asked him

to

corroborate the statenment, which the young man pronptly did. Fred added that
hi s

own purpose in comng to the building last night was to meet M. Paxton and go
over the records in question, as they concerned technical data on factories

t hat Chemnicana, Inc., wanted to purchase.

"You know your own business, M. Paxton," put in Cardona, bluntly, "but
know m ne. What persons working in this office had occasion to go in and out
of
the strong roon®?"

"Wy, about everybody," replied Paxton. "W kept all sorts of things in
that big safe, even odd packages that were to be mailed the next day."

"Then | want everyone fingerprinted!" Fromhis briefcase Cardona drew the
necessary apparatus and placed it on the desk. "This proposition can work two
ways. |If sone outsider got into that strong roomand |l eft marks, the only way
we'll know it is by conparison with the prints that have a right to be there.
So have everybody here in ten mnutes."

Cardona left for another visit to the strong room Paxton told Fred to
informthe office help of what came next. Cardona had already left, when
Paxt on
called to Fred as the latter went through the door. In afterthought, Paxton
remar ked:

"My chauffeur is waiting in the outside office. Send himin here, wll
you, Murdock?"

THE chauffeur was a thin, sharp-faced man, with narrow, restless eyes. As



soon as he entered Paxton's office and saw that they were al one, the chauffeur
became a curious nedley of fox and rat. H s eyes were quick as he | ooked
around; they becane scared when he saw the fingerprinting outfit on the desk.

In a hoarse undertone, the chauffeur queried:

"I's Cardona wi se to sonething, boss?"

"To too much," returned Paxton, crisply. "It's your fault, Purzley. I
tried to stop you from chucki ng that grenade."

"But if | hadn't, The Shadow woul d have clipped us."

"W m ght have boxed himwi th the safe and forced hi mdown into the
storeroom We needed that grenade to fake the door in the warehouse cellar and
make it ook like we'd blown our way in fromoutside. But we didn't, so you
see
what |'m up against."

Paxt on gestured to the fingerprinting apparatus, which consisted of ink
tubes, rubber roller, glass plate, and sone sheets of gl ossed paper, plus two
smal | bottles, one containing ether, the other turpentine.

Purzl ey was really aghast.

"He's going to take your prints, boss?

"Cardona thinks he is," returned Paxton. Hi s tone, though grim bore
traces of a sneer. "But he will get yours instead, Purzley. Your many
short com ngs are outwei ghed by the fact that you have never been
fingerprinted.

I showed foresight in choosing you as a sidekick."

Applying sone ink to the roller, Paxton wheeled it across the gl ass
pl at e.

In professional style, Paxton planted Purzley's hands on the plate and
transferred themto a sheet of glossy paper. Taking the sheet, Paxton laid it
on a locked file cabinet that stood next to a washstand. There was a screen in
the corner, so he spread it to hide not only the washstand, but the cabinet as
wel I .

Using the turpentine, Paxton cleaned the glass plate, neanwhile gesturing
to Purzley.

"Open a wi ndow, " Paxton told the chauffeur, "so that the fresh air wll
kill the snell of this stuff. Then hurry out of here, before Cardona scoops
you
in his dragnet. You aren't part of the office force, Purzley - but if you
stick
around, you're apt to be invited to the fingerprinting party. So nove!"

Purzl ey was gone when Cardona returned and | ooked around as though
expecting to see an assenbl age.

Paxt on pressed a buzzer. Fred appeared and ushered in the office help.
Cardona checked themall by their nanmes, which were recorded by a detective
sergeant fromthe safe and | oft squad. During that check, the inspector
st udi ed
faces.

An honest | ooking lot, these, supporting Paxton's insistence that there
could be no traitors anong the dozen trusted workers in his office. As a
hol di ng conpany controlling various subsidiaries, Chem cana, Inc. was staffed
by persons who rated as experts anong cl erks and stenographers. |ndeed, these
peopl e | ooked so hurt to find thensel ves the object of investigation, that
Cardona turned to Paxton, hoping he would soothe the situation

NEVER bef ore had Cardona pl ayed so conpletely into the hands of a master
crook. Wth a dignity belying the double life that he betrayed only to
Pur zl ey,

Wal do Paxton drew his bulk to its full height and announced what was to
happen.

"Not a person here is under even a renote suspicion," asserted Paxton, in
a deep tone that veiled a rebuke for Cardona. "W are eager to aid the law in



finding traces of the crimnals who perpetrated |ast night's outrage. Though
Mur dock sighted only two nmen in the sidewal k el evator, we are sure there nust
have been nore, because ny private safe, though small, was heavy.

"In a crime involving a band of burglars, it is possible that some were
unwary enough to leave their fingerprints. The only way that such marks coul d
be charged agai nst persons unknown would be to conmpare themw th our own. That
is why | amasking all of you to voluntarily co-operate with ne."

Turning to Cardona, Paxton extended his own hands first. Inking the gl ass
pl ate, the inspector showed the corporation president how to plant his hands,
whi ch Paxton did, as though the process were sonething entirely unfamliar
The
prints were transcribed to a sheet of paper and when Paxton lifted his hands,
he
gave an interested glance at the result.

Ordinarily, Cardona wouldn't have permtted the thing that Paxton did
next, but in this case it seened quite all right. The one man who coul dn't
possi bly be cul pabl e was Paxton; besides, he was making things easy for
Car dona
by encouragi ng everybody to register his fingerprints wthout argunent. So the
i nspector let it pass.

VWhat Paxton did was |lift the inprinted sheet by its corner and hold it to
the Iight. He was snudgi ng the corner slightly, but that didn't matter
However, as Paxton transferred his sheet from hand to hand, he began to notice
that his fingertips were sticky fromthe ink. So Paxton stepped over to the
screened washstand, carrying his fingerprint record with him

Cardona gestured to the sergeant, who pronptly arose and foll owed Paxton
politely requesting the record sheet. If Paxton had shown any del ay in handing
it over, Cardona mi ght have been suspicious, but there wasn't the slightest
hi t ch.

That was because Paxton had planned this thing to perfection. Something
took place behind the screen, as slick as it was quick

Shoving his own record sheet against the front of the file cabinet,

Paxt on

found the crack of the top drawer with the edge of the telltale paper. A quick
poke, and the paper slid right through the crack, like a letter going into a
mai | box. Wthout an instant's hesitation, Paxton's hand nmoved upward and

pl ucked Purzley's sheet fromthe top of the cabinet!

THAT wasn't all. Sw nging about, Paxton energed fromthe other side of
t he
screen, in the very act of handing his fingerprint record to the arriving
sergeant. Having delivered the paper to be marked with his name, Paxton fol ded
the screen and laid it against the wall. Then, turning to the washstand, he
ran
the water to wash his snudged fingers.

There wasn't a sign of a duplicate record sheet. Seem ngly there couldn't
be one, for Paxton was enpty-handed and the only object anywhere near hi mwas
a
| ocked file cabinet. It was a cabinet of the type that had a | ock set in the
top
edge at the front, and the | ock was pressed hone.

A crunple of paper, a slide of a drawer, the snap of a |lock - any one of
t hose sounds woul d have been the gi veaway. But Paxton had done not hi ng
telltal el

Fred Murdock was recording his fingerprints and the rest of the office
workers were in line. Beginning with Fred, the sergeant took each sheet and
marked it with the person's name as soon as the prints were planted. The |line
continued to the washstand and, fromthere, the various persons went back to
their jobs. Paxton suggested that Fred go to the outer office and usher the



directors into the conference roomwhen they arrived.

Al one, Paxton kept showing mld interest while Cardona and the sergeant
conpared the record sheets with fingerprints that they had found in the strong
room They were about hal fway through the task when Joe gave a grunt, his way
of expressing high enthusiasm

"Here's one that doesn't tally!" exclained the inspector. "W picked it
of f the place that counts, too. The table that was over by the safe before the
expl osion blew it clear across the room [|'Il check these extra prints down at
headquarters. If nmy guess is right, they'Il tell us who pulled that robbery
[ ast night!"

Cardona's guess was definitely right. Those were the prints nmade by the
gas- masked man who was actually Wal do Paxton, when he stopped to | ook at The
Shadow, and finished by reaching to the table where he had tossed his asbestos
gauntl et. But the pleased snmile that Paxton gave when ushering Cardona from
hi s
of fice wasn't produced by thoughts of a crimnal being brought to bay.

Wal do Paxton was thinking in ternms of covered crine.

As soon as Cardona and the sergeant were gone, Paxton strode to his file
cabi net, unlocked it, and withdrew the record sheet - his own - that was |ying
inthe top drawer. Setting fire to that incrimnating paper, he dropped it
into
a netal wastebasket and let it burn to crisp ashes.

Fred was knocking at the door, to announce that the directors of
Chemicana, Inc., had arrived and were waiting in the conference room Sobering
his face to the degree that befitted the president of a ten-million dollar
corporation, Wal do Paxton stepped fromhis private office to join the men who
consi dered hima w zard of finance, far renoved fromways of crinel!

CHAPTER V
QUT OF THE PAST

THE directors of Chenicana, Inc., were in a dithery nood when Paxton
joined them Though the corporation had suffered no serious financial |oss,
t he
theft of the president's safe, with its bundles of private records, was the
sort
of thing that could produce conplications.

Spokesman for the directors was a rangy, gray-haired nman nanmed Ral ph
Trebe, who had a habit of pounding the table with his fist. As a result, his
fellow directors had given Trebe the end opposite Paxton, so he'd have plenty
of el bow oom

"This is a serious matter, Paxton," stormed Trebe, thrusting his |ong
chin
forward. "It means that our purchase of new plants must wait until a whole new
set of estimates has been prepared to replace those that were in your safe.”

"Of course," agreed Paxton. "But we shall have themw thin two weeks, at
nost. Al the data is still available, fromvarious sources; in fact, the sanme
fromwhich it was originally conpiled."

"But our new stock issue hinges upon it -

"And the new issue is not scheduled until the end of the fiscal year. W
have plenty of time, Trebe."

Though Trebe subsided, his manner was reluctant. The fact was noted by a
cal mfaced nmenmber of the board, who sat between another pair of directors. The
cal mfaced man was Lanont Cranston, who, |ike Wal do Paxton, had played a
hi dden
part in the recent affair at Chem cana, Inc.

From Trebe's manner, Cranston knew that another issue was at stake,
somet hi ng i nvol ving personal disagreenent between Trebe and Paxton. O her



directors sensed it, so Paxton, in his broad, convincing way, threw the matter
into the open.

"I have recomended that we acquire certain plants,"” declared Paxton
"Trebe seens to think that | have overestimated their value. He has been
getting figures on other factories, which he believes would be a better buy."

"So they would be!" booned Trebe. "They're real bargains, on a cash
basi s.

W have a reserve fund of a mllion dollars that we could apply to such
purchases, as an excellent investnent."

"W shall vote on that question two weeks from now, " decl ared Paxton

"You

may be right, Trebe. Still, | am seldomwong. Oherw se, Chemi cana, Inc.
woul d

not have reached its present size."

It was a clever statement on Paxton's part, practically a conpromse in
whi ch neither he nor Trebe would | ose face, no matter how the directors
eventual ly voted. But Cranston, with the intuition of The Shadow, sensed
somet hi ng deeper in the case.

Alittle matter of a million dollars, which Trebe wanted to spend out
right, but Paxton preferred to hold as security, while making deals instead of
usi ng cash!

THE neeting ended, Paxton and Trebe remained to chat on affable terns.
Cranston stayed too, to see what m ght devel op. Just when everythi ng seened
quite serene, |Inspector Cardona burst into the conference room flinging a
whol e sheaf of papers on the long table.

"Those fingerprints in the strong room " he exclained. "The ones we
couldn't identify, that I found on the table and a couple of other places!
They
bel ong to King Kauger!"

Paxt on and Trebe stared bl ankly when they heard the nane. It was Cranston
who repeated the title, in reflective tones.

"Ki ng Kauger," said Cranston. "Wasn't he a silent partner in severa
crimnal activities?"

"Il say he was," assured Cardona. "You've heard the conmi ssioner
nmention
an outfit called Intimdation, Inc., and another that tagged itself Crine,

I nsured. The Shadow broke those up."

Cranston gave a rem niscent nod. Then

"But King Kauger wasn't in either," he said. "You nust be thinking of
sone
ot her cases, inspector

"I am" returned Cardona. "A lot of them Big rackets don't sprout
overni ght. Like any other business, they have to be financed, don't they?

Vel |,
Ki ng Kauger was the man who used to raise the dough, take his cut, and slide
out."

Paxt on and Trebe exchanged amazed gl ances at hearing these details of
i nsi di ous finance.

"He was a geni us, King Kauger,'
dol | ar
| ook I'ike ten, and those ten would do the work of a hundred. Wy, he'd get
noney
frombig nen to finance some crook who was going to rob them That was King
Kauger for you!"

These facts were not new to The Shadow. It was his hidden hand that had
originally disclosed the existence of King Kauger, |ike opening a nelon seed
to
reveal a kernel within. As an aftermath to several crines solved with The

conti nued Cardona. "He could nmake a



Shadow s aid, this process had thoroughly spiked the Kauger nenace. During the
past few years, big-shot crimnals had been | ooking for financial aid from
ot her sources.

"Here's the way Kauger operated,"” said Cardona, opening an envel ope and
spreadi ng nore papers on the table. "All his correspondence was typewitten;
his signature, the stanp of a signet ring, like a crown, planted in gold
seal i ng wax."

The papers were sanple letters that bore the gold seal, but none
cont ai ned
incrimnating statements. They were orders, telling persons to be at certain
pl aces at specified times; or announcenents declaring that goods woul d be
delivered in accordance with previous promses. In no case did the letters
even
nane the persons to whomthey were addressed!

"WE began finding these when we were cleaning up big crimes," explained
Cardona. "W finally got prisoners to adnmit that they came froma brain naned
Ki ng Kauger."

"You speak of himas King Kauger,'
"What is his real name?"

"That's it," replied Cardona. "King Kauger. W know the nane of the town
where he was born, where he went to school, places he first worked, and a | ot
of other things about him"

"I don't see any photographs in these exhibits," put in Trebe, sorting
t hrough the papers. "Wat does Kauger | ook Iike?"

"We don't know," confessed Cardona. "W never did get a picture of him
and all descriptions date back too far to be of any account. They all say he
was tall, kind of rangy, and with a bony, high-cheeked face."

To sonme degree, Cardona was describing Trebe, which caused that gentl eman
to smle. The odd thing was that the description fitted Paxton quite as well;
if one allowance could be granted. In eyeing Paxton, Cranston nade that
al | owance.

It was sinply a matter of weight. Assum ng that Kauger had deliberately
put on poundage, his rangy build could have turned to bul k, which would renove
the inpression of his being tall. Hs face, once filled, would | ose those
bony,
hi gh- cheeked traits.

In brief, just as Kauger's schemng mnd had turned the wheels of crine
within crime, so could the physical Kauger be traced within the heavier
physi cal frame of Paxton. But the stronger |ink between the two was of the
mental type. King Kauger had been a financial w zard, with crimnals as his
clients. Wal do Paxton was the same, but he dealt with reputabl e busi nessmen.

Handling the letters stanped with the gold seal, Trebe inquired if
Kauger's fingerprints had been found on them

"Kauger was too smart for that," said Cardona. "The way we bagged his
prints was odd. Back when he was honest, King opened a postal savings account.
The post-office departnent had his prints on record. So we've been | ooking for
the man who owns them"

"He must have sunk to a low | evel,’
ordi nary safe robberies!”

"I don't know about that." Cardona shook his head. "Kauger may have cone
along to break in a newcrew. [|'Il tell you this. If he wants crooks to work
for him he has no trouble getting them A letter stanped with that signet of
his is just like a court sumons. Kauger has a huge rep in the underworld.

"Check back on crines during the past few years. Find the names of
fell ows
who were indicted, but never had anything proved agai nst them They're the
ki nd
that are smart enough to play straight for a while. But if any crook of that

observed Paxton, in a puzzled tone.

remar ked Paxton. "Going in for



type got a nessage stanped with Kauger's signet, he'd play along like that."
Cardona paused to snap his fingers. Then, gathering his papers, he added:
"For one thing, Kauger sends cash with his orders. For another, crooks
know there will be nmore coming, after they pull a job the way he wants it.
That's the way Ki ng Kauger worked."

LEAVI NG Trebe in the conference roomto null over the King Kauger
docunents, Cardona went to make another exami nation of the strong room wth
Paxt on acconpanyi ng him

Rat her bored by the way the case had flared, only to fizzle, Cranston
left
t he Chem cana offices. But with him he took one of the photostats that Cardona
had handed around so freely.

That sheet, with its reproductions of various fingerprints, reappeared
quite suddenly on a polished table, under the glow of a blue lanp. A weird
| augh stirred the darkness, as long thin hands noved into the glow Like
det ached creatures, those hands produced other data relevant to the case -
chiefly financial reports referring to Chem cana, Inc.

The Shadow was in his sanctum that strange, hidden abode where he
reviewed facts of crine. He was working on a direct basis: nanely, that King
Kauger, assumi ng the nanme of \Wal do Paxton, had turned his financial genius to
legitimate affairs, only to ruin themby his penchant for crookery.

One mllion dollars!

The financial reports tabul ated that anount as the reserve of Chem cana,
Inc. But the figures were on paper only. Could Paxton produce the sumif
required?

There was doubt in The Shadow s | owtoned | augh

Two weeks to go. Wthin that period, Paxton would have to cover the
mssing nmllion or see his card castle collapse. That was why he had staged
t he
robbery of his own strong room Only by stealing the private safe, with its
accunul ati on of data concerning the purchases that Trebe wanted the directors
to make, could Paxton gain a stay of time to raise the necessary mllion

As The Shadow anal yzed it, the safe robbery was even nore an inside job
t han Cardona had begun to guess. The expl osion had been easily managed. Paxton
hi nsel f had wapped a tine bonb in a package and left it with other odds and
ends that normally went into the big safe. He stayed on the prem ses
personal |y, keeping his chauffeur with him Using his own |inousine for the
get away, Paxton had doubl ed right back to the scene and sent the big car away

the stolen safe in its conmmobdi ous rear seat!

FRED MJURDOCK was an unwitting party to the ruse. Paxton had told himto
be
outside the office at a given time, nerely so Paxton, hinmself, would have an
excuse for arriving on the scene after the startling robbery occurred. A
snoot h
crime in every detail - except one.

Wal do Paxton, formerly King Kauger, hadn't included The Shadow in his
cal cul ati ons. Paxton hadn't guessed that Lanont Cranston, a director of
Chemicana, Inc., mght have wanted a secret preview of the data that had
caused
so much di spute.

The |ink between Paxton and Kauger was backed by the evidence on The
Shadow s table. There, reproduced on the photostat, were two sets of
fingerprints that did not tally, one marked "Paxton," the other "Kauger." To
anyone except The Shadow, such evi dence would normally prove that Paxton could
not be Kauger.



But there was sonething stronger to be considered. The reproductions
showed all the fingerprints that Cardona had collected in and about the strong
room There were specinmens that tallied with the prints of all the office
enpl oyees, but none that duplicated Paxton's own!

Qdd that Paxton should have seen to it that he never left such inprints
anywhere about. But it was equally odd that Kauger's prints should show up
not
only on the table, but in other spots around the strong room The answer was
pl ai n: Paxton was covering his dual identity by passing sonmeone else's
fingerprints as his own!

There was just one other detail that The Shadow settled before | eaving
t he
sanctum He turned off the blue light and in its stead clicked the switch of a
projector. A face |ooned |arge upon a screen, a constructed physiognony of the
not ori ous Ki ng Kauger, created from pi eced descriptions given by persons who
knew hi m years ago

The Shadow pushed another slide across the one in the projector. The new
slide represented Wal do Paxton, as depicted in a recent photograph

As the outlines registered, the faces bl ended. Portrayed in still-life,

t hey becane a conposite. Paxton's face was Kauger's filled and aged. O,
conversely, Kauger's was Paxton's, younger and without its purposely acquired
jow s.

The dual countenance vani shed as the projector clicked off. Through the
Stygi an bl ackness of The Shadow s sanctumtrail ed a whi spered | augh that
absorbed itself in jet-black curtains.

A tone that would have worried Wal do Paxton, former King Kauger, had he
been present to hear it!

CHAPTER VI
TANGLED TRAI LS

STRANGE was the stir that pervaded Manhattan, a restless undercurrent
t hat
only the keenest of observers could detect. It was like a faint pul se-throb
announci ng the revival of sone creature that had long lain dormant. But that
pul sati on teened with hi dden nenace.

Crafty nen, smooth nmen, were waiting for bids froma king of crinme whose
restoration to the throne had been announced by the law itself. The very roar
of the city seened to spell the unspoken cry:

"Long live King Kauger!"

If the police had sought to crush the remants of Kauger's reputation
they were wong. They'd made it public that crime's secret nonarch had stooped
to engage in ordinary robbery, blundering so badly that he had left his traces
on the scene. But the underworld version didn't tally with the police theory.

Crooks took it that Kauger's so-called blunder was a deliberate deed to
advertise his return to ways of crinme. Anong thensel ves, they discussed a
vi tal
point that the | aw had overl ooked. Woever had hel ped Kauger with that job -
and
the police claimed that he nust have had at |east three acconplices - King had
seen to it that there were no clues to his aids.

That was something that really counted. King Kauger's guarantee that
t hose
who served hi mwould remain conpletely unknown to the law. It neant that wary
crooks, on the | oose, but burdened by questionabl e pasts, could accept
Kauger's
of fers without relinquishing their present imunity.

Mont ague Randow, for exanple.



Thi s suave gentl enman, known to his friends as Monte, was a regular patron
of the bars and bistros that stayed open after all respectable places had
closed. Rising at the crack of sunset, Mnte nmade the rounds as faithfully as
a
ni ght wat chman, which in a sense he was. Monte's snmooth, roundish face and
dapper nustache never lost their bland appearance under the strain of drinking
bouts. He nade friends everywhere and kept them One of his proud possessions
was a big portfolio filled with letters fromweal t hy acquai ntances thanki ng
hi m
for seeing themto their hotels on nights when they'd drunk so nuch that they
couldn't remenber where they'd been

Not ewort hy anong those letters was one theme: how the nen in question had
found their bank rolls in their pockets. Nobody ever |ost a cent of cash after
Monte took themin tow Oten he paid the checks that sone drunken spendthrift
had run up. Letters like these were continuous proof that Mnte Randow was the
Samaritan of the night spots.

Qdd t hi ngs happened, though, to persons who didn't happen to be Monte's
friends. Such unfortunates were found in alleys, badly slugged, their noney
gone. A few of themhad failed to recuperate from such injuries. Sonmehow,
Monte's testinonial letters always coincided with the nights when those things
happened.

THE pol i ce had been unkind enough to suggest that Monte took a hand in
such ugly matters. It was runored that Monte often befri ended people too drunk
to know whet her he or the barkeep was the person who steered them back to the
right hotel. \Wich nmeant that Monte coul d have been victim zi ng soneone el se
at
the very tinme he was supposedly playing the Samaritan act.

But there were always | esser witnesses to support Monte's ali bi
Bart enders, doornen, taxi drivers, others who kept |late hours invariably
renenbered seeing Monte where he said he was. That, in turn, produced the
theory that Monte might | eave the actual sluggery to subordi nates, but such a
thing was even nore difficult to prove.

The one thing against Monte was the fact that he al ways had noney, and
that didn't constitute a crine. The question where the noney came from was one
that Monte never answered. Al of which qualified Monte as an A-1 candidate to
be chosen by King Kauger, should crime's ex-nmonarch be starting a new reign

But the police weren't bothering about Monte Randow, because they
supposed
t hat Ki ng Kauger was somewhat bal ked by the finding of his fingerprints in the
Chemni cana strong room

There was a quiet little side-street bar where Mdnte al ways began his
nighttime day by drinking a whiskey sour. The place al so happened to be his
post office, though Monte didn't advertise the fact. On this particular
eveni ng, Mnte found a package waiting. The bartender slipped it around the
far
end of the bar and Monte opened it under cover

The crinkly package contai ned what Monte hoped it woul d, a bundle of nice
crisp cash that total ed one thousand dollars. Wat interested himequally was
the note that pronised nore of the welconme lucre if he followed definite
instructions. The note was signed with a crown, pressed by a signet ring into
a
bl ob of wax.

Pocketing cash and nessage, Monte | eaned across the bar and slipped the
barkeep a twenty of his own. Between the gulps with which he finished his
drink, Mnte instructed:

"Phone Terry. Tell himl| was there at nine o'clock."

I nasmuch as it was only half past six, Mnte's instruction was sonewhat
previ ous. Neverthel ess, the barkeep nodded, and Minte went his way.



VWhat neither of the two nmen saw was the peculiar blur of hovering
bl ackness that withdrew from beyond the end of the bar and receded through a
door to a rear alley. Nor did they hear the whispered | augh that the strange
shape uttered as it developed into a cloaked figure, for by then it was beyond
the door, which in turn had silently closed.

A flashlight blinked signals in the rear darkness. A taxicab slithered
through the alley to pick up Monte Randow. The cab was The Shadow s; its
driver
t he conpetent Shrevvy. Sone tine between now and nine o' clock, Me Shrevnitz
woul d get word to his chief regarding Monte's ultimate destination

THERE was a man nanmed Jeff Findler who ran a side-street garage not far
fromthe Manhattan m d-town section. People who left their cars there never
had
a conplaint. Nothing ever disappeared froma car in Jeff's charge, not even a
pack of cigarettes.

He was a sorrowful -1 ooking man, Jeff Findler, with his tawny, droopy face
and eyes that |ooked ready to sprout tears. He was al ways harpi ng about the
danger of autonobile accidents, and advising custoners to have their cars
checked often for necessary repairs. H's place was nerely a garage, so Jeff
couldn't handl e repairs hinself.

Jeff's source of grief was the | oss of several very good custoners, who
had met with fatal accidents. One crashed when his steering wheel went wong.
Anot her had a bl owout when doi ng seventy niles an hour. One even had his
gasol i ne tank expl ode, though Jeff could never understand why.

The police had the silly notion that things m ght have gone wong wth
those cars while they were parked in Jeff's garage. But Jeff ran his garage
adm rably; since he didn't do repair work, nobody coul d have been tinkering
with the cars in question; besides, why should Jeff want to get rid of good
cust oners?

The fact that dead customers had certain bitter enemes didn't have
anything to do with Jeff. He'd never heard of the enem es in question, so he
said. If they were the sort of people who would pay to have nmurder committed,
Jeff hoped he'd never neet them

Nevert hel ess, the police inquiry had put a sudden halt to accidents
i nvol ving cars that came fromJeff's garage. And the business of running a
strictly legitimte business was naking Jeff | ook droopier day by day. Small
wonder, therefore, that Jeff's sad eyes gl addened when he opened a package
t hat
a tel egraph nessenger delivered and found therein a bundle of bills with a
si gnet - st anped not e.

Jeff had been waiting three days in the hope that his past reputation, or
lack of it, would be renmenbered by King Kauger. He'd never net the King, but
that didn't matter. As Jeff always said, there were certain people that he
didn't want to neet. But he'd never added that he was always willing to accept
their noney for services to be delivered.

VWhat Jeff did was pick hinself a nice car that he knew a custoner
woul dn' t
m nd his borrowi ng, or even suspect the fact, considering how well the garage
was managed. Cetting behind the wheel, Jeff honked for a hel per to open the
door. On the way out, Jeff remarked that he was taking the evening off, though
he didn't want it nentioned.

After all, Jeff Findler had never been accused of anything outside his
own
bailiw ck. Going afield in the service of King Kauger was safer than staying
around the garage and doing nothing. In fact, business had been so dull wth
Jeff lately that the cops weren't even watching his garage. Looking up and
down
the street, Jeff noticed their absence with distinct relish.



VWhat he didn't notice was a cloaked figure al nost at his el bow.

The Shadow was standing in the darkness at the edge of the sliding door
He had heard Jeff's comment to the garage attendant, and he saw that Jeff
hi nsel f was at the wheel.

As Jeff swung out into the street, a tiny flashlight blinked fromthe
folds of a cloak. It was The Shadow s signal to a young man naned Harry
Vincent, who was in a coupe parked across the way.

One of The Shadow s nobst conpetent agents, Harry pronptly took up Jeff's
trail. Knowing Harry's ability, The Shadow was confident that this agent's
report would be nade before nine o'clock, |ike Me's.

THERE was a third stop on The Shadow s list, a poolroom owned by a pudgy,
af fabl e man named Curt Hul bert. It was a very presentabl e pool roomon Sixth
Avenue, though its reputation had been bad in the dingy days before the
el evated railway was torn down. Then it had been the hangout for a certain
sti ck-up nob.

Being a man of nmuch integrity, Curt had tipped off the police as soon as
he | earned who his custoners were. The trouble was, the nob ducked before the
law could grab them And right after that the police gained all Curt's
information - and nmore - from other sources.

Very unfairly, Curt had been accused of actually harboring the crooks in
guestion, then blabbing in tinme to save his own face. After due process of
I aw,

Curt was acquitted on |lack of evidence. Ever since, he'd been living down the
stigma and buil ding up an honest reputation. The police had just about
forgotten how widely Curt's nane had spread across the headlines of the
newspapers several years ago.

The Shadow hadn't forgotten. Moving silently up a flight of rickety
stairs, he stopped at an equally dil api dated door which was nailed shut,

t hough

rather | oosely. This was the door that the Scarlet Mb had used for quick
exits,

back when Hul bert's pool roomwas their rendezvous.

The ol d door was behind the cash register. Through the crack, The Shadow
was | ooking right past Hul bert's shoul der at the cash the pool room owner was
counting - crisp currency froma tight package that Hul bert had sneaked into
the drawer of the cash register

Wth it was a note that the man was crunpling. He shoved it into his
pocket before The Shadow could scan any of the typewitten |ines, but the
cl oaked observer saw the wax seal with which the note was signed.

As Curt Hul bert took his hat and went out, two pool players gave hima
side glance fromtheir table. One was diff Marsland, a square-jawed chap; the
ot her, a stoop-shoul dered, w zened man known as Hawkeye. Though rated highly
anong crooks, these two were actually agents of The Shadow.

Hawkeye lived up to his name. Wiile diff was watching Hul bert's
departure, the wi zened spotter caught a tiny twi nkle fromthe keyhole of the
ol d door and read its dianond-pointed dots and dashes. Hawkeye gave diff a
nudge, which neant that they were to trail Curt Hul bert.

In a passage at the bottom of the darkened stairs, The Shadow found a
t el ephone that bel onged to a barber shop that had closed for the night. He
nmade
a call using Cranston's tone, for he was speaking to Margo Lane.

His instructions were brief. Margo was to go at once to Paxton's hone in
Westchester, not a long trip, for she was already visiting friends in that
vicinity. She was to tell Paxton that she expected to neet Cranston there. If
Paxton invited her to wait, she was to stay.

That call finished, The Shadow put in another to his contact man,

Bur bank.
Al ready reports were comng through. The first was from Mbe, who had dropped



Mont e Randow on the West Side and |ater seen himenter an arriving car

The second was from Harry, stating that Jeff Findler had driven to the
very corner naned by Mbe and there picked up a passenger. The car was waiting,
so someone el se was probably expected.

Wth a whispered | augh, The Shadow hung up the receiver. He knew who the
other man woul d be: Curt Hul bert. Probably Hul bert was taking a roundabout way
to reach the rendezvous ordered in the note that bore the seal of King Kauger

By the time crooks were assenbl ed, The Shadow woul d be on the ground. If
pl ans went well, The Shadow woul d be ahead of crime again, this time in
readi ness for whatever surprise it nmight produce

CHAPTER VI |
PAXTON MAKES A DEAL

WALDO PAXTON was seated in his study, as cheery a roomas Fred Mirdock
had
ever seen. It was on the ground floor of Paxton's commodi ous mansion, and it
was
a large room though sinple in design. The walls were plain, the furniture
nodern. About the only decoration was a pair of npbose horns nounted on a broad
pl ague over the fireplace, on a side wall of the room

The fireplace itself was large, and a fire was burning in it. The
eveni ngs
were chilly in this vicinity, for Paxton's house was not far fromthe Hudson
Ri ver.

In a sense, Paxton had transformed his study into an office. He was
wor ki ng day and night to duplicate the various estinmates that had been in his
stol en safe. The study was serving as Paxton's private office, while Fred was
in charge of the secretaries who were using the big living roomjust outside
t he study door.

As Fred was turning with a pile of papers that Paxton handed him a
servant entered to announce that M ss Lane was calling. A nonent |later, Fred
was startled to find hinself facing the girl that he had seen in the taxicab
a
few ni ghts ago

It was evident that the girl was surprised, too, but she recovered very
qui ckly. Margo's recognition of Fred was just a passing flicker. Then
addr essi ng Paxton, she inquired if M. Cranston had arrived.

To whi ch Paxton shook his head, saying that he did not expect Cranston
until later, along with Ral ph Trebe. Paxton suggested that Margo wait; when
she
agreed, he introduced her to Fred, who silently ushered Margo to the |iving
room

Margo' s surprise at encountering Fred hadn't shaken her from anot her
pur pose; namely to survey Paxton's study while there. It had taken her only a
mnute to satisfy herself that the study had only one exit - the door to the
[iving room

The wi ndows of the study were barred, because Paxton kept his val uabl es
there. As for the walls, they were so plain, with their |ight-colored paper
that they couldn't possibly hide a secret exit. The fireplace, filled with
flam ng logs, certainly |lacked the qualities of an outlet. So all Margo had to
do was watch the study door to nake sure that Paxton didn't |eave.

VWi | e she was watching, Margo saw Purzley enter and recogni zed the man as
Paxton's chauffeur. Wen the door closed, Margo rel axed, gave a side glance to
make sure that Fred was busy with his work. Then, casually, Margo renewed her
vigi |



I NSI DE the study, Purzley was facing Paxton's desk. The chauffeur's face
showed little of its foxlike trend. Purzley was really very worried.

"I don't get it, boss," he undertoned. "W swi ped the safe to stal
t hi ngs
of f, and now you're letting themcreep up on you again. Maybe it's tinme you
ought to lamw th all your dough."

Paxt on shook his head wearily.

“I"ve told you that |I have no noney,’

he said. "That's just the trouble,

Purzley. | have to stay to nake the clean-up. Sit down, and I'll explain why."
Purzl ey sat down.
"When | took over Chenicana, Inc.," stated Paxton, "mnmy object was to
bui | d

it into a big conpany, so it would domnate its field. To sell stock and
bor r ow
money fromthe banks, | had to prove that Cheni cana was doi ng bi g business.
Under st and?"

Pur zl ey under st ood.

"My systemwas to order goods from Chenicana," continued Paxton. "I did
that through inmaginary custoners. | bought nmore and nore, storing the products
as | acquired them O course | had to pay for the goods. Let me illustrate
how
| didit."

From hi s desk, Paxton produced a dozen pencils and put themin Purzley's
right hand. He took a dine and held it above the chauffeur's left palm

"You are Chemicana," Paxton told Purzley. "The pencils are the chem ca
products you manufacture. | amacting as a proxy customer, buying a pencil for
a dine."

Dropping the dime in Purzley's palm Paxton took a pencil and laid it on
t he desk.

"As president of Chem cana," rem nded Paxton, "I control its funds. So
t he
di mre becones mne." Plucking the coin fromPurzley's hand, he held it in the
firelight and added: "Now | am again a proxy customer. | buy another pencil.”

Dropping the dime in Purzley's hand, Paxton took another pencil and laid
it on the desk. Again as Chemicana's president, he filched the dinme; becomn ng
an i magi nary custoner, he bought a third pencil. While Purzley gaped, the
pencils kept on dwindling until all were on the desk. Having dropped the dine
for the last time, Paxton concluded by again renmoving the coin and keeping it
hi nmsel f.

"You see, Purzley?" chuckled Paxton. "Wth one dime, | bought all your
pencils, and |I still have the dine. But if you had not witnessed ny nethod,
you
woul d suppose that you now had one dollar and twenty cents.”

Stupefied, Purzley |ooked fromone enpty hand to the other

"You remind ne of the directors,"” |aughed Paxton. "I played the sane gane
with them but in terns of thousands of dollars. | worked it so often that
t hey
think they have a million dollars in their reserve fund. Instead, they are
li ke

you, Purzley. They have nothing!"
St eppi ng from his desk, Paxton picked up a briefcase that was lying on a
chair and began to thumb through the papers that it contained.

"OF course, Chem cana needed nobney to buy raw products,” continued
Paxt on.
"Cetting such cash was easy, considering the huge business the conpany was
doi ng. W coul d al ways borrow noney or sell stock, and we kept getting nore
and
nore legitimate orders. Business was never slack wth Chem cana. \Whenever



occasion required, | became ny own best custoner!"

Closing the briefcase, Paxton tapped it.

"To clear the situation," he stated, "I bought some old factories cheap
If | could start themgoing, | could stock themw th the goods | purchased
from
Chemni cana and thus feed our own products right back to oursel ves.

"The trouble is that Ral ph Trebe has found sone factories already on a

production basis. | can nake mne look like a mllion dollars, given a few
months time. But those factories that Trebe has on tap are already worth a
mllion - and he can prove it.

"So it's up to ne to produce the reserve fund that | don't have. That's
why | had to go the linmt to postpone the final decision. | know very well
t hat
the directors will vote Trebe's proposition through in preference to mne."

Striding across the study, Paxton stretched his hand hi gh above the
mant el
and reached for the noose horns. Purzley spoke anxiously, his tone a question

"Where are you goi ng, boss?"

"To raise a mllion dollars,” replied Paxton. "There's a big banker naned
Prentiss Dudl ey who lives across the river. He may |like nmy proposition
because
he's tried to take over Cheni cana. Dudl ey has been away, but he's due hone at
nine o' clock tonight. It will be to his ow good if he listens to ny offer."

Paxt on tugged a noose horn. The whol e pl ague swung forward and downward,
bringing the mantel with it. Wthin was a | adder |eading right up to the spot
that the npbose horns had so lately occupied. But the amazing thing was the
wal
itself.

By rights, the wall should have contained a chi mey, because it was
directly above the fireplace. Instead, the wall gaped with a hol e | arge enough
for a man to go through. Wth surprising agility for a man of his bul k, Paxton
went through the opening, carrying the briefcase with him

The mantel and the plaque fol ded upward of their own accord. Their action
was snooth and silent.

As the noose horns resuned their accustoned place, Purzley turned about
and went fromthe study, latching the door behind him Both Fred and Margo
wi tnessed the chauffeur's exit fromthe study. Both took it for granted that
Wal do Paxton was still inside the isolated room

H GH on the Palisades that flanked the west bank of the Hudson stood a
great stone house, the hone of Prentiss Dudley. In a corner roomon the side
away fromthe river, Dudl ey was unpacking a suitcase and spreading its
contents
on his desk.

This room served Dudley as an office, and he was very neticul ous about
its
arrangenent. For Prentiss Dudl ey was a neticul ous man. Short of stature, puffy
of build, his serge suit gave himthe air of a bluejay, even to the high tuft
of hair that rose above his sharply pointed face. Dudley purposely conbed his
hair in that odd fashion, because it added to his height.

As Dudl ey finished sorting his papers, he glanced at a clock in the
corner. It showed quarter of nine, which pleased the banker. By arriving home
sooner than he expected, Dudley was ahead of schedule. He could allow hinself
a
full fifteen mnutes to read sone condensed facts prepared for nen whose tine
was very val uabl e.

Hardly had Dudl ey seated hinself, before a buzzer sounded from his desk.
It was very inportant, that buzzer. It meant that somebody was at the side
door



where Dudl ey received very special visitors. The only persons who knew about
t he

si de door were persons whose tine was as val uable as Dudley's own, and
therefore

shoul dn't be wasted in talking with servants.

Ponpousl y, Dudl ey arose and went out to the door. Opening it, he saw
wal do
Paxton standing with a briefcase. Bow ng Paxton in through the door, Dudley
closed it against the thick night's blackness. The bl ackness was thicker than
Dudl ey realized.

It was alive, that blackness. As the door closed, the folds of a cloak
flipped in between the crack and stopped the latch from snappi ng shut. Dudl ey
and his visitor had hardly reached the office, before the outer door opened
again and The Shadow stepped into the short, dimy |lighted passage.

Two busy nen: Dudl ey and Paxton!

So valuable was their time that their business was al ready under way when
The Shadow | ooked into the office. The briefcase was open and Paxton was
t aki ng
figures fromthe papers it contained. Paxton was laying his cards right on the
tabl e and dealing a few underneath.

The proposition was this: Paxton was getting too big to be handi capped by
Chemi cana, Inc.

That sort of tal k made sense to Dudl ey.

"Look at these factories |I've taken over!" expressed Paxton. "CGold m nes,
all of them You understand, Dudley, that gold m nes have to be worked to get
results. Well, results are ny business."

Dudl ey nodded. He knew of Paxton's reputation

"Wthin six nonths," assured Paxton, "these plants will pay for
t hensel ves. After that, their profits will continue on an even larger scale.”

"I'f they are so good," questioned Dudl ey, "why won't your directors agree
to buy then?"

"Because Trebe has been bargain hunting," snorted Paxton. "The trouble
is,
the factories he wants us to buy aren't suited for expansion. Trebe doesn't
| ook
ahead, the way | do. Nobody expected ne to build Chemicana into a

ten-mllion-dollar corporation, but | didit. |I can do the same with these."
A gleam cane to Dudl ey's eye as he | ooked up at Paxton
“I'"1l put up half a mllion," prom sed Dudley. "You do the sanme, Paxton

and we're partners.”

PAXTON shook his head.

"There's a million dollars right here," he said, gesturing to the papers
fromthe briefcase. "Buy it outright, Dudley, and I'll be your silent partner
I["mstill under contract with Chemni cana."

In his use of the term"silent partner,"” Paxton had made a slip. The
newspapers had been spreadi ng that cognonen lately in referring to King
Kauger,
the man who had been a silent partner in schenmes of supercrine. Perhaps Dudl ey
hadn't caught up with his current readi ng; neverthel ess, he hesitated. Then

“I"1l give you ny answer by Mnday," declared Dudley. "WII| that be soon
enough, Paxton?"

"Quite soon enough."

Paxton's tone carried a genuine note, and with good reason. He could
afford to wait three days, considering that he still had ten in which to hold
off the directors of Chemicana. The things that Paxton had explained to
Pur zl ey
were already plain to The Shadow. Knowi ng WAl do Paxton to be King Kauger, The
Shadow had anal yzed the pyram d met hod behind the affairs of Chem cana.



The clock in Dudley's office was striking nine as The Shadow shifted deep
into the hallway to let the two nen pass by. As soon as they turned toward the
outer door, The Shadow glided into the office, to reach a door on the other
si de.

Qut side, there came the noise of a halting motor. It announced the
arrival
of three nurderous nmen, whose goal The Shadow had guessed while trailing them
Driving a speedier car, The Shadow had reached Dudl ey's ahead of Randow,

Fi ndl er and Hul bert.

They shoul dn't be needed, considering that Dudl ey had listened to
Paxton' s
terms. Smart business, typical of King Kauger, for Paxton to have killers in
reserve in case Dudl ey should guess the real truth of the gane.

Pausing in the office, The Shadow heard the outer door shut, announcing
Paxton's departure. Paxton's next step would be to wave off his human hounds,
letting them know that Dudley was to |ive. Neverthel ess, The Shadow waited for
Dudl ey to return

I nstead of footsteps, there cane sharp buzzes from Dudl ey' s desk. Someone
was proddi ng the button outside the door of the house. Wether it was Paxton
returning for sonme reason, or the three killers, conpleting their arrival, The
Shadow coul d not tell.

VWi chever the case, sonething had gone wong. Either by chance or design
t he deal between Paxton and Dudl ey was off. A deal that could only be settled
by the delivery of a mllion dollars - or death!

Wth a qui ck sweep, The Shadow crossed the office, bound for the outer
passage on a nission which he hoped woul d be rescue rather than vengeance!

CHAPTER VI I'|
SHOTS | N THE DARK

I T took The Shadow only a dozen steps to reach the passage. But Prentiss
Dudl ey, the man whose life hung in the balance, had only half as nmany to nake.
Dudl ey rmust have been polite or deliberate, perhaps both, in seeing Paxton
of f.

For Dudl ey was agai n openi ng the outer door when The Shadow reached the
passage. The banker must have heard the buzzer and supposed that Paxton had
ret ur ned.

Split seconds were units in which The Shadow operated. This tinme, they
wor ked agai nst him Before he could even call or gesture a warning to Dudl ey,
t he outer door was open. Tined alnost to Dudley's swing of the door cane a
greeting fromthree guns.

Reel i ng under the blast of the point-blank weapons, Dudley caved forward
t hrough the doorway, dead.

Vengeance, not rescue!

The way was clear for The Shadow s fire. He gave it with sharp, zinmmng
stabs that would have taken their toll anmong a crew of ordinary killers. Not
with the trio who had accepted the service of King Kauger. Their dives were
qui cker than Dudley's spraw .

The Shadow s gun stabs were nere shots in the dark

There was one way to anend them to taunt the killers with a challenge
that they would recognize as fully as the summons from Ki ng Kauger. Wth a
strident |augh, the Shadow flung hinself along the passage, cleared Dudley's
body with a bound, and | anded on the gravel driveway.

So rapid was his spurt, so sudden his stop, that The Shadow s fierce
nockery carried ahead of him as though he had precipitated it into the
further
dar kness. There was an enbanknment beyond, fringed with thick shrubs; acting as
a



soundi ng board, it caught the traveling |laugh and echoed it back

Those who heard that sardonic mrth were as deceived as they were
startled. Fromthe patchy darkness where they had al ready wheel ed, nurderers
three caught only a glinpse of The Shadow as he hurtled fromthe |ighted
doorway. To them the continuation of The Shadow s laugh, with its reversing
echoes, meant that the cl oaked naster had flung hinself onward, then spun
about, to spot them against the gray stone of Dudley's mansion

Wth one accord, they tried to settle this nenace as they had Dudl ey. The
t hree converged, spraying shots as they canme, thinking that by spreading a
barrage froma given pivot point, they would surely clip The Shadow.

How wong they were, was proven when the |augh was repeated, this tine
uttered as a sinister whisper

The [ augh of The Shadow, spoken at the elbows of the trio who sought its
author. A taunt in the very mdst of the blazing guns that were stabbing their
futile fire el sewhere

Swi ngi ng toward each other, the three nmen saw thensel ves as through a
gat hering cloud. Mnte's nustached face was bobbing in and out of a blur
Jeff's weepy features literally seenmed to blink thenmsel ves away. Even Curt's
pudgy vi sage underwent a bl ackout.

Bl ackness had solidified anong them blackness that was The Shadow. Its
ef fect was maddeni ng, for every tine a killer poked a gun at that blotting
mass, it swirled away, letting the nmuzzle point at a man beyond. Wen nenbers
of the trio started to swing their guns instead, they found thensel ves

sl uggi ng
at each other's heads.
Al in the space of a few scant seconds, three nmurderous nmen were knitted

in a crazed tangle which only The Shadow could unravel, and did. He ended the
hesitati on of upraised guns by enploying his owm. d oved hands shoved up from
that central blackness, wi elding a brace of automatics that sent revolvers
flying, their owners after them Sprawing on the turf, the dazed crooks threw
up wardi ng arns, agai nst The Shadow s future clouts.

Their guns were gone; they were hel pless, howing for nercy. Perhaps they
wer e hoping that King Kauger would bring rescue; but he didn't. There was no
sign of Kauger's counterpart, \Waldo Paxton. He had gone his own way, in a
hurry.

Rescue cane froma different source

GLARI NG suddenly from Dudl ey's roof, a huge searchlight focused full upon
The Shadow. He sprang i medi ately toward a porch just past the corner of the
house. He wanted the searchlight to stay fixed on the nmen who stocked the
[ awn.
Once back in gloom The Shadow coul d wheel and pick them off as fast as they
tried to regain the revolvers that now glinted on the grass

VWoever was handling the searchlight did the wong thing.

He pivoted it to follow The Shadow s course. There were shouts from
wi ndows as Dudl ey's servants kept sight of the black streak that whizzed from
shelter. Those shouts were brief, for The Shadow not only outdi stanced the
light; he arrived where it couldn't reach him under the shelter of the porch
r oof .

The Shadow grabbed for a door, intending to whisk beyond it and use it as
a shield when he fired back across the | awn. The door came open so fast that
it
knocked The Shadow down the steps. Wth the flying barrier issued a pair of
servants armed with stout canes. They tried to club The Shadow as he cane to
his feet, but he broke away across the | awn

Sweepi ng after the cl oaked shape, the searchlight was too late to
overt ake
it, but the glare traced The Shadow s path. Waving in the gl ow were cl unped
bushes, that the black-clad fugitive had di sturbed when passing through them



Sonewhere in that foliage was The Shadow

A strange search followed, instituted by m sgui ded nen who w ongly
supposed the cl oaked stranger to be responsible for Dudley's death. The light
continued its brilliant probe, circling slowmy like a spotlight seeking an
actor on a darkened stage.

Servants were beating the brush, while others, in the background, jabbed
sudden shots whenever they saw | eafy branches stir at an appreciabl e di stance
fromthe beaters. But the factor that rendered this hunt truly insidious was
the presence of armed lurkers in the offing.

Monte, Jeff, Curt - all three had regained their guns when the
searchli ght
went the other way. They'd taken to the bushes, too, but not the batch that
The
Shadow had been forced to choose. And now the three nurderers were out of
cover, actually creeping up behind the Iight, alnost beside the servants who
were hunting the avenger whose cause they shoul d have ai ded!

Never before had The Shadow encountered so freakish a situation. As for
t he crooks, they were gloating over their foeman's predicanment. Far be it for
themto sneak back to the car that they had parked outside the grounds. They
wanted to add their gunfire to the volley that woul d break, once The Shadow
was
uncover ed.

They were testing the ground, those three. From deep anong the bushes,
The
Shadow heard occasi onal shots that he sensed nust be fromthe guns of the
murderers. But the servants didn't know the difference. Being scattered, they
supposed that the shots were fired by their own conrades.

At present, The Shadow s only ruse was to stretch full |ength beneath the
bushes and shake the nost renpte one he could reach. That caused shots to
spatter beyond The Shadow, while he worned backward through the brush. Com ng
across a broken tree branch, The Shadow used it to increase his reach
Jostling
a shrub well to his left, he snaked rapidly to the right while guns were
bar ki ng.

This was the tinme to make a break. Searchers had been wasting shots
wi t hout opportunity to rel oad. The Shadow saw space between the trinmed stal ks
of two shrubs to his right. Wth a quick squirmand a lift, he was in the
open.

In the open was correct.

At the end of a dozen strides, The Shadow brought up with a quick turn.
Ahead of himtravel ed sonething quite different froma laugh. It was a sizable
stone, one of a long line that were | oose along the lawn fringe. Only by an
amazing effort did The Shadow keep fromgoing with the | oose boul der

The stone itself told what woul d have happened to The Shadow.

DROPPI NG right fromsight, the stone awoke a clatter as it ricocheted
down
the steep wall of a jutting cliff. This edge of Dudley's | awn was on the brink
of the Palisades, the mghty wall of rock flanking the west bank of the Hudson
for mles above Manhattan!

The crash of the rock brought the searchlight straight The Shadow s way.
On his feet again, he was followi ng the brink, letting the advancing gl are
pi ck
his route. Sone di stance ahead, he saw a cleft, where a path cut down between
the rocks, following a jagged course to the water's edge.

A good objective, that path. Wrth risking a dash to reach, since shots
fromthe dark were sizzling very wi de. Unable to distinguish between friend
and
foe, The Shadow preferred not to use his own guns in return.



Then, as The Shadow took a short cut in front of a summrerhouse that was
set on a projecting point of rock, two of Dudley's servants sprang forward to
intercept him They were the pair with clubs who had been scouring the brush.
They had taken a short cut, too.

To elude these sturdy fighters, The Shadow wheel ed i nto the sunmmerhouse.
It was an odd structure, built to suit some whimof Dudley's. The open-walled
bui |l di ng was constructed like a ship's prow, pointing out to the river.

Intending to shake off the servants, The Shadow wheeled to the front
rail.

There he tripped over a chain and anchor that forned a | oose decoration. The
servants pounced for him sw nging their clubs. Knocking the sticks aside, The
Shadow gr appl ed.

The Iight was flooding the sumerhouse, trying to creep up within the
r oof
whi ch was shaped |i ke a deck awni ng. Sonmewhat bl ocked, the gl ow showed the
servants struggling wth blackness. The Shadow was |ike a gap between them at
nmonents, he partly obscured them Their clubs gone over the rail, they were
lifting the anchor, trying to bludgeon The Shadow with it.

Wel ding the anchor wasn't a difficult two-man job, but it was a clunsy
task. Hooking the chain, The Shadow pulled the pair around. He was right at
t he
prow of the sumerhouse and across the rail he could see a sheer drop of the
Pal i sades, with the bl ackness of the river about two hundred feet bel ow.

Stiffened for a lunge, The Shadow i ntended to sprawl the servants
backward, out to solid ground. At that noment guns began to jab, their bullets
splintering the wood-work of the sumerhouse. Those were the guns of
nmur derer s,
who didn't care if they killed the servants, so long as they finished The
Shadow, too!

There was no chance to halt that fire. None, at least, until its object
seened acconplished. O a sudden, The Shadow rel axed; the servants, shoving
forward, net himw th the anchor, hooking its prongs around his arnms and body.
The chain, slapping | oose, tangled The Shadow s |l egs. He twisted as he
stunbl ed
backwar d

Full force the steel anchor nmet the flimsy rail. It gave, like the door
t hat Paxton and Purzley had ramed with a safe. Through the gap that the stee
wei ght punched went The Shadow, hooked by the anchor, tangled in the chain,
bound on a whirling plunge to the doomthat |ay bel ow

The two nmen who supplied the nomentumto that terrible plunge were
st opped
by the remmants of the rail. Each dropping aside, they flattened to the fl oor
and waited. Qunfire ceased abruptly as the |ight showed shattered woodwor k
where The Shadow shoul d have been.

Monents seened to |linger endlessly, until fromfar bel ow cane a
tremendous
splash that marked the finish of The Shadow s fall!

CHAPTER | X
ACRCSS THE RI VER

DEADLY was the silence that foll owed the echoing splash. Two shaky nen
rose to their feet and left the sumerhouse to neet their fellow servants. The
report they gave was sufficient. Whoever their eneny, he was dead.

From what the servants said, that boat-shaped sunmerhouse was worse than
the ship that had carried Jonah as a supercargo. On two occasi ons, persons had
chosen it as a suicide leap with satisfactory results.

Two hundred feet straight down was too great a dive for anyone to take,



even with a deep river waiting below. The slightest angle would be enough to
turn a dive into a hard inpact fromthe water's surface. That had been proven
in the suicide cases.

As for The Shadow, he had left in a whirl that couldn't possibly be
straightened into a perfect dive. Burdened with chain and anchor, he had been
handi capped still further. The servants could report that they had bagged
Dudl ey's nmurderer and |l et the police search for the body.

Tal ki ng thus, the servants went back to the house. The light receded with
them whereupon three figures crept forward fromthe shelter of the nearest
shrubs. Their gloats were audible as they entered the sumerhouse and exani ned
its weckage.

"That finished The Shadow all right," argued Monte. "Even Steve Brodie
woul dn't have chanced a junp like that. W'll phone King Kauger -"

A warning hiss cane from Jeff.

"Duck, quick! Here's the searchlight again!"

The glare shifted before it reached the sunmerhouse. It cut across the
cliff edge and threw a big spot on the river. Fromacross the water, nurderers
could hear the spurt of a notorboat. The light went after it and found the
speedboat, but it was too distant to be distinguished clearly.

That craft must have been under way before The Shadow took his dive. As a
matter of fact, it had been off to an early start. The speedboat bel onged to
Wal do Paxton. He had reached it fromthe path | eading down fromthe Palisades.
The hunt for The Shadow had all owed Paxton plenty of tine.

Conmi ng inshore, the searchlight paused, picking up a tiny object that
floated on the wavy water. The thing bobbed, was | apped from sight, and
finally
drifted fromthe searchlight's circle. But not before three crouched nen in
t he
sunmer house had marked it for what it was a slouch hat.

The | ast vestige of The Shadow

"Let's go," suggested Curt Hulbert. "We'd better |am before the cops show
up! "

A few nminutes later, there was the sound of a departing car. It didn't
turn south along the road that woul d have taken it to the George Washi ngton
Bri dge, and thence into Manhattan. The nurderers weren't sure that they hadn't
been spotted by Dudl ey's servants; noreover, they were afraid they'd left too
many traces.

Then there was the question of The Shadow.

Though crooks had made a pernanent disposal of that nenace, The Shadow s
nmere presence here was proof that he could have picked up their trail. If he
had passed that information to anyone el se, New York wouldn't be healthy for
these three killers.

ACRCSS the river and sone di stance south, WAl do Paxton was sliding his
speedboat into a slip beneath a pier. As an exponent of a double life, Paxton
had made it a practice to be ready for a quick departure. He'd bought this
boat
to have it when needed, just like the secret exit fromhis study.

Comi ng up through a trapdoor in the pier, Paxton clinmbed a path to an old
shed where he had parked a coupe. It was only a fewniles to his Wstchester
resi dence, but when he arrived there, Paxton didn't use the front driveway.
Instead, he pulled in by a back road that brought himto a garage well distant
from his house

Purzl ey popped into sight as soon as the car wheel ed through the door
Eagerly, the chauffeur questioned:

"How d you rmeke out, boss? Did you pull the dinme-a-dozen gag on Dudl ey?"

"I"'mnot quite sure,"” returned Paxton, crisply. "Anyway, it doesn't
matter. Dudley is dead."

"Dead! But you said you talked to him Say, boss," - Purzley's tone was



anxious - "you didn't croak him did you?"
"Qt her people did. Three of them | believe."
"Coul dn't you have stopped then®?"
Paxt on gave Purzley a cold, steady eye. Fromthe furrow of Paxton's
forehead, Purzley knew that the next statement was to conclude the discussion
"I was too far fromthe house," declared Paxton. "Wen | heard the shots,

| |1 ooked back, but it was no use to stop. Well, that crosses off Dudley. |
regret the fact, even though I did tell himtoo nuch. There is another man who
may lend me a mllion dollars, if properly persuaded. However, it might be

unwi se for ne to see himpersonally."

Paxt on gave Purzley a sharp look, as if to guess whether or not the
chauf f eur suspected hi mof having taken a hand in nurder. Then, abruptly,
Paxt on added:

"I have enemnies, you know. Qur trouble at the office proved it. That is
why | framed an alibi tonight. Cone into the house shortly, Purzley, and knock
at the study door."

Reachi ng the house, Paxton entered by his secret route. Qutwardly, the
trick entrance was quite ingeniously conceal ed. The house was of nbdern
construction, with a clapboard surface except for its w de stone chi meys.

There were two such chi meys al ong the wall where Paxton stopped; one
near
the front, the other toward the back. So people weren't apt to notice the
absence of a third, where a chimmey should have been, in the very niddle of
t he
wal |, where the wi ndows of the study flanked it.

Trailing vines partly covered the barred walls of the study, rendering
t hem i nconspi cuous. The chimey itself was a built-in affair, so it didn't mar
the smooth stretch of the clapboards. That, however, did not explain the
riddle
of the chimey itself.

PEOPLE mi ght go up chi meys or down them but to go right through a
chimey that wasn't there, was sonething else again. Neverthel ess, Paxton did
it; as he had before. Pressing an ornamental iron rod that supported a vine
trellis, he watched a portion of the clapboards swing itself upward. Then
using the trellis as a | adder, Paxton went through the opening.

Dr oppi ng noose horns reveal ed the gap through which Paxton regai ned his
study. Closing the secret exit, the broad-faced man put on his large-rinmed
gl asses, adjusted their fancy ribbon, and was seated at his desk, sorting
sheets of paper, when Purzley knocked.

After a brief chat with the chauffeur, Paxton came out to the living
room
He handed his papers to Fred, stating that they were a government survey of
idle
factories; hence their data should prove useful in the new reports. Paxton
spent
the next hal f-hour dictating letters to his secretaries, finally being
interrupted by a ringing of the doorbell

From her corner, Margo came to life, expecting to see Cranston. But the
only man who arrived was Ral ph Trebe. Wien Margo asked if he'd seen Lanont,
Trebe was much surprised

"Why, | thought Cranston had cone here!" he exclained. "I waited at his
club for nearly an hour. Are you sure he hasn't been here and gone?"

Trebe turned to Paxton, who shook his head. Follow ng that negative,
Paxton remarked that he'd been in his study all evening. But his head gave a
peculiar tilt when he | ooked at Margo, who felt worried when she saw the sharp
expression in Paxton's eyes.

Lanont had marked Paxton as King Kauger. Tonight, as The Shadow, Margo's
friend had gone to offset the operations of certain crooks who were acting on



i nstructions signed by the royal seal. Cranston's absence m ght nean that
Paxt on suspected his double identity, just as Lanont had guessed Paxton's own.
O it mght nean nore. Perhaps Paxton had taken Cranston's plans into
consequence and acted accordingly. Margo's thoughts whirled, as to her mnd
flashed the horrible thing that she knew was the password anong nasters of
crime:
Death to The Shadow

QUT of that giddy fear came actual words, spoken in a quiet voice that
seened a creation of Margo's own fancy. But no, the others were turning to see
the man who gave themgreeting. In the door of the living roomwas Lanont
Cranston, bow ng conplacently, his lips turning the slightest of sniles toward
Mar go.

Cranston's business didn't keep himlong. He apol ogi zed to Trebe for
havi ng been late in getting to the club; then he | ooked at Paxton. In his
turn,

Paxton referred to the reports, producing huge bundl es of estimates and

surveys.
"These will take another week at |east," declared Paxton. "Then | shall

need tinme to summari ze them Inasnmuch as we take opposite views on the

guestion

of investnents" - Paxton gave a crisp snmle toward Trebe - "I feel that all

facts shoul d be thoroughly established.”
"Quite all right with me," conceded Trebe, "provided that you summarize

ny
case in full."

"I shall," assured Paxton, "if only to prove nmy own points. If you can
spare anot her hour, Trebe, | can have Mirdock check over your clains and see

if
we have themcorrectly.”

Trebe decided to spend the extra hour, so Cranston and Margo left. They
were hardly driving out of Paxton's gates before Cranston turned to the girl
and queri ed:

"How | ong was Paxton gone?"

"Why, he wasn't gone at all!" replied Margo. "He was in his study all the
while that | was there!"

"Wth no way out?"

"None, except the door to the living room | took a good | ook inside his
study, too. There's no other door, the windows are barred, and its walls are
the sort that couldn't possibly have a secret panel.”

Cranston dropped the subject, to chat idly of other things. Wen they
wer e
crossing the Triboro Bridge, he glanced toward the rail and remarked:

"It would be a long dive down to the river fromthat rail, Margo."

"Longer than I'd like to take," replied Margo, with a shudder. "Still,
|'ve heard of people trying it."

"You know the trick, don't you?"

Mar go shook her head.

"You use a weight," explained Cranston. "Some peopl e have even attached
their weights to special devices that unhook when they strike the water. But
it's as easy to sinply let go."

"But a weight would only carry themfaster!™

"Not enough to matter," said Cranston. "A weight carries a person

straighter. Any kind of a junp will do, because a heavy weight will be
traveling a plunb line before it's hal fway down. So you just stay with it and
your fall becones a perfect dive. Wiy" - Cranston gestured back fromthe

wi ndow

"that bridge could be twice as high above the water and the system woul d
still



wor k. "

VWen they left the convertible roadster and went into a night club, Margo
| ooked back into the car to see if she'd left anything. Behind the seat,
beneath the rear wi ndow of the collapsible top, Margo saw a flat, black bundle
that was definitely a cloak. Flatter than usual, that bundle.

The floor show was just starting in the night club. Margo watched it,
with
el bows on the table, her chin resting on her folded hands. But her gaze was so
di stant that she scarcely saw the acrobats who were doing their turn. In a
mld
way, they made her think of people who junped from high places, carrying
wei ght s
to guide their dive

But Margo wasn't thinking in terns of a chain and anchor grabbed from a
sumer house shaped |like a boat's prow. She didn't know that there were such
pl aces atop the Palisades.

Margo Lane was nerely wonderi ng how The Shadow had happened to | ose his
hat .

CHAPTER X
THE NEW TRAI L

IN his sanctum The Shadow was checking a few questions. He had laid
asi de
some papers that concerned the question: "Wy?"

Just why Paxton had failed to stop the assassination of Dudl ey was a
t hi ng
but partly explained. The only answer was that Paxton had grown suddenly
suspicious. He'd nade a slip in referring to hinmself in "silent partner”
terns.

O her questions concerned the future:

Wio was to be Paxton's next client - or victin®

When woul d their conference take place?

VWhere woul d t hey neet?

Thi s question, as always, was nost vital. Perhaps Paxton would answer it
personally along with the others. At |east Paxton was The Shadow s present
| ead, since the nurderers of a few nights ago had vani shed to parts unknown.

A tiny light spotted itself upon the sanctumwall. Reaching for
ear phones,

The Shadow heard the nethodi cal voi ce of Burbank, reporting that Paxton was on
his way into town, with agents picking up the trail by relay.

There was not hing mysterious about this trip. Paxton was making it in a
[ i nousi ne, chauffeured by Purzley, with Fred as a passenger. Riding in
Paxton' s
I i nousi ne, Fred Murdock was | ooking at papers that his enpl oyer handed him
They
pertained to the various factories that Paxton owned outright, or on which he
hel d options - nanely, the plants which he wanted Chemi cana to acquire.

Superficially, the Iist had faults.

To begin with, Paxton had given his pets the benefit of every doubt.
Wher e
t he government estimates showed high val ues, Paxton did not question them
al t hough certain figures were admttedly based on advertising clains. \Werever
the survey marked | ow val ues, Paxton argued that it was biased.

From anyone but Paxton, this would have sounded bad. But Paxton talked in
ternms of "potential value" and "devel oped production." H's way of selling a
gold brick would be to admit it wasn't gold; but that whatever it was nmade of
was better than the precious nmetal. Paxton painted a picture of factories



wor ki ng at capacity, adding extensions as fast as they could build them Good

| ocations were inportant, and where they weren't good, Paxton knew how to make
them so. Not know ng that Chemi cana was itself inflated, Fred was won further

by every argunent. What he coul dn't understand was why Paxton was telling this
to himinstead of to the directors.

The answer canme when the car was descending a ranmp fromthe Wst Side
Express H ghway. Sliding the papers back into the briefcase, Paxton handed the
whole to Fred and tendered hima railway ticket, attached by paper clip to a
seal ed envel ope.

"This is where you take the ferry," Paxton infornmed. "It connects with a
train on the Jersey side. Wien you reach the station nanmed on the ticket, get
off. You will find your instructions in the envel ope."

Under the superstructure of the el evated highway, Fred left the
['i mousi ne.
As the big car veered eastward in response to a traffic light, a coupe swung
fromthe ranp and followed. It was daylight, but Harry Vincent, driving the
coupe, wasn't close enough to see that Paxton's big car |acked one of its
passengers.

WHAT Harry did spot was Me's cab, shooting out fromanong a line of
parked trucks. Harry blinked his headlights, an excellent signal by daylight,
since only persons watching for it would be apt to notice. Me whipped to the
trail while Harry swung his car to a waterfront cafe to make a phone call

There was only one booth and sonebody was in it, which annoyed Harry,

t hough he decided to wait. And though he didn't know it at the nonent, the
delay was a break in his favor

Many bl ocks east, Mbe was keeping close to Paxton's car - when a figure
shanbl ed fromthe curb near a subway entrance, just after the |inousine
passed.

Jamm ng the brakes, Mde started to shout at the stunbl e-bum when the man
strai ghtened into sonething different. Paxton couldn't possibly have
recogni zed

that shanbler as Cranston, but Me did. A nonent |ater, Cranston was in the
hal ted cab.

Putting questions in The Shadow s style, Cranston wanted to know when and
where Fred had left the |inmousine. Me didn't know, he hadn't yet been able to
| ook into the other car. Wen Cranston asked if Harry had signal ed, Me said
yes, but he had given only the sinple blink that neant to take over the trail.

Learning where the transfer had occurred, Cranston gave a |ow | augh, nuch
i ke The Shadow s, and stepped fromthe cab, waving Me ahead in order to
catch
up with Paxton. Half a mnute later, Cranston was in a drugstore phone boot h,
tal ki ng to Burbank.

The contact man was receiving Harry's report on another wire. The
Shadow s
prompt instructions were for Harry to | eave his car where it was and catch the
next ferry, which Fred had probably taken. Hailing the first passing cab
Cranston rode to the water front and picked up Harry's car

A ferry was toiling hal fway across the river toward the Jersey shore. By
The Shadow s cal cul ations, Harry could have nade it with a mnute to spare.
The
Shadow s agent was on the proxy trail which Wal do Paxton had assigned to Fred
Miurdock. Fred's destination was a town in the Pocono Muntains, an extensive
resort region. It was a good two-hour ride on the train. Quite a few
passengers
were going there, and Harry, on the sane train, didn't expect nuch trouble
trailing Fred when they arrived.

Matters worked out to perfection. When Fred alighted with his briefcase,
he didn't even glance back at the passengers fromthe rear end of the train.



Fred was too busy reading a note that he had taken from an envel ope. Thrusting
the note in his pocket, he sauntered along the town's main street, passed a
fair-sized hotel and entered a garage which advertised cars for hire on a
drive

your sel f basi s.

Not only did Fred rent a car; he stated where he was goi ng, because he
needed directions on howto get there. He inquired for a place nanmed Syl van
Lodge, and Harry, loitering outside the office, heard the exact specifications
that the garage man gave.

Syl van Lodge was ten mles out of town on the other side of Mrripack
Corge. By parking at the site of the old Hal fway House, Fred could take the
path that |ed across the footbridge and reach the lodge within a quarter nile
Looking up froma road map, Harry saw Fred nod, and guessed what was in his
m nd. Paxton's own visit to Dudl ey had been secret; if Fred was to call on
anot her financier, the instructions probably enphasized a simlar process. On
that account, the footbridge would be Fred's best route.

Easi ng out before Fred noticed him Harry went into the hotel and put in
a
| ong-di stance call to Burbank. He |earned that The Shadow was already on his
way
and woul d pick up any nmessage left at the hotel. So Harry wrote one, put it in
an envel ope and gave it to the clerk, marking it with the nane of Henry
Ar naud,
whi ch The Shadow used on specified occasions.

That done; Harry went to the garage and hired a car of his own.

Fred had already left, but that didn't matter. What did natter was
Harry's
own policy. He inquired for road directions, too, but his questions concerned
a
town that he had noted on the road map, about; thirty mles in the opposite
direction from Syl van Lodge.

Driving out of town, Harry reversed his direction and made quick tine to
t he place where the Hal fway House once stood.

It was a perfect spot to park a car unnoticed, for the side of the old
hot el was banked wi th rhododendrons that formed a huge, flowering screen
Fred's car was deep in a place a stable had once occupied. Harry chose a
simlar retreat that |ooked |ike the remains of an old bowing alley.

It wasn't yet dusk, but the wooded path was shrouded with a preternatura
gl oom Peaceful though the setting was, its very quiet, broken only by the
sound of wood-choppers at work, was foreboding to Harry Vincent.

CHAPTER Xl
DOOM | N THE DARK

MARRI PACK GORGE was deep but narrow, as Fred Murdock viewed it fromthe
even narrower footbridge. A picturesque contrivance; the footbridge hung by
heavy ropes that served as cables; tight ropes that held the bridge quite
firm
as Fred crossed its forty-foot length and | ooked down at the tunultuous creek
that roared two hundred feet bel ow

Strai ght ahead was Sylvan Lodge, a millionaire's idea of sonething
primtive. Fred saw a side door nentioned in Paxton's note and noved toward
it.

He could also see the front of the building, where a | arge, expensive car was
par ked.

The gorge took a curve around the front of the prenises, for the road
from
the I odge led directly across a wooden bridge, old but of stout construction.



Nobody was in sight, not even the wood-choppers whose ax t hwacks echoed from
renote spots about the | odge. They were piling cordwood for the wi nter season
because Fred could see stacks of it in back of the |odge.

Reaching the side door, Fred rapped. At his repeated sumons, a man
appeared who | ooked like a servant. Wen Fred inquired for M. Anroth, the man
hesitated. Then a testy voice cane froma doorway and Anroth himsel f stepped
into sight. He heard Fred stating that his business was confidential, and that
was enough. Anroth pronptly invited the visitor into the | odge.

They reached a secl uded snoki ng room where Anroth gestured to a chair.
There, by the light of floor |anmps, Fred Miurdock gained his first rea
i mpressi on of George Anroth, a man of whomthe world heard nuch but saw
little.

He was a pronoter deluxe, George Anroth, but he didn't |ook the type. He
was a short man, with a bald head and heavy jow's, which gave his face the
shape of a very squatly egg. Dotted eyes, a fat nose, a straight nouth, |ooked
much |i ke painted features. Bluntly, Anroth announced:

"Very few people know that | cone to Sylvan Lodge. O those few, stil
| ess know that | arrived this afternoon. Probably those sane few know that |
am
| eavi ng before dinner. Nobody knows where | am goi ng next, because | don't
know
nmysel f. State your business."

Smiling despite hinself, Fred opened the briefcase and spread its
cont ents.

"M . Paxton sent these," he stated. "He thought you would like to see
them and he also told ne to explain them"

Anroth dug into the papers. Standing by the window, Fred |istened to the
choppers. Darkness was creeping over the scene with a rapidity that surprised
Fred. He heard one wood-chopper quit, then another. A few |last thwacks, then
si | ence.

Anrot h spoke abruptly.

"Take these back to Paxton," he ordered. "I don't want any part of them™
"But you don't understand," began Fred. "I can explain -"
"I know you can," interrupted Anroth. "But it isn't necessary. This sort

of stuff is right down ny alley. It's a hundred-percent proposition and a
hundred to one that | would accept it. That's why I"'mnot taking it."

It was Fred who coul dn't understand.

“"I"1l tell you a secret,"” confided Anroth. "Maybe you can use it. Paxton

can't, because he won't believe it. To nake a few nillion dollars, always give
the other man the big share of the deal. Then, he'll want to conme back for
nore!"

"But that's just it!" Fred' s tone rang with honest conviction. "M.
Paxt on
is offering you the big share.”

"Which is the whole trouble," asserted Anroth, with his first trace of a
snmle. "People all have the inpression that |'ve beconme a financier, whereas
I"'mstill a pronoter, once and always. 1'd like to offer this proposition to
Paxton, but it's against ny policy to accept it fromhim"

A servant knocked at the door to say that the car was ready. Taking off
hi s snoking jacket, Anroth reached for his coat, and offered to give Fred a
ride to town. Dejectedly, Fred said that he had his own car. Not anxious to
bot her Anroth any | onger, he left.

QUTSI DE, Harry Vincent was scouting the prem ses, which was easy in the

gat hering dusk. But there was still enough light to detect lurkers, and Harry
saw none. Nobody but a few honest woodsmen conming in fromtheir toil - honest,
because they were on friendly terms with the servants, who were putting

| uggage

in the car.



The woodsnen began to pile logs on an old truck, evidently taking their
share of what they had produced. Seeing Fred cone fromthe side door, Harry
went back across the footbridge. Car lights shone suddenly and Anroth appeared
fromthe front of the | odge.

In his testy tone, Anroth began to berate the servants for piling in too
much | uggage. Sone of the bags would have to be repacked; so they set to work
to do it. Wien Anroth went back into the house, Fred lingered. FromFred's
manner, Harry coul d understand why.

Apparently Fred hadn't done business with Anroth and was | ooking for
anot her chance. Harry figured it quite correctly. In Fred's mind was the idea
that he ought to accept the ride that Anroth offered, so he was deciding to
stay around.

Harry's bet was to get back to his car and foll ow Anroth when he cane by.
Despite Harry's hunch, reason told himthat if Anroth was due for trouble, it
woul d happen el sewhere. It was quite a slope down to the Hal fway House. In
fact, the path descended alnost to the | ower level of the gorge; or to put it
t he ot her way about, where the gorge lessened. It was getting so dark anong
t he
trees that Harry had to use a flashlight. As he did; he caught an answering
twi nkl e anong the trees.

Men were noving up fromthe place where the gorge dw ndl ed, crossing
Harry's path to reach the road, just this side of the old half-way mark!

Movi ng anong the trees, Harry reached for an automatic to replace his
ext i ngui shed flashlight. There were three nmen in the cluster, which nade him
think of the trio who had nmurdered Dudl ey. Then came anot her batch, but that
didn't change the prospect. The rest could be newrecruits, hired to help in
further nmurder.

Harry saw them very vaguely, and they didn't spy himat all. So nany
twi gs
were crackling under the feet of the group that follow ng themwas sinple.
Wien
they reached the road above the hal fway turn-out, Harry was just in back of
t hem

Against the twilight, Harry made out the ringleaders. Mnte, Jeff and
Curt
certainly answered to their description, so far as Harry could see.

They were stopping by a huge rock that overhung the road. Fromtheir
gestures, Harry gained another hunch

These killers were waiting for Anroth's car to cone along. Wien it did,
they were going to pitch the gigantic boulder right in its path, with deadly
resul ts!

Al ready Harry could hear the throb of a motor. He shoved forward, gun in
hand, as the death crew started to hoist the rock. A nonment later, Harry
rel axed. This car wasn't conming down the road; it was heading up fromthe
| ower
end.

The Shadow s car!

This was perfect. The killers, who were set for Anroth, would naturally
| et the strange car go by. Wether he saw them or not, the Shadow woul d
certainly hold Anroth for a while. Long enough for Harry to get back to the
path and cover the short route to the | odge, while his chief was taking the
roundabout road.

Harry turned away, just as headlights threw their glare up the slope. As
an afterthought, Harry cast a gl ance across his shoul der, hoping to get a
better | ook at nen he was certain he recogni zed. Faces would surely show in
t he
brilliant light fromthe road.

More than faces showed!

In that short glance, Harry saw bodi es heave. In concert, they were
hurling the | oosened rock fromits bed. Wth a mad swing, Harry ained his gun



and fired. H s shots were too | ate. Above the bark of Harry's gun, the roar of
the arriving car, cane the terrific crash of the mghty rock as it struck the
road and split into two segnents wei ghing a ton apiece.

The smash of the rock was planned. Already cleaved, its break prevented
it
fromrolling and widened its mass. Under the very headlights of The Shadow s
car, striking so close that no human driver could possibly brake his car in
time to avoid it, the deadly barrier seemed to voice the cry that mnurderous
nen
woul d have uttered had they known the identity of their coming victim

"Death to The Shadow "

CHAPTER Xl
THE SHADOW FI NDS DEATH

THE shriek fromthe car's brakes was like a plaintive wail am d the
echoing clatter of the mghty rock. Wthin the space of split seconds The
Shadow saw an open road transformed into a positive death trap. Each chunk of
t he broken boul der was huge. Like twin figures of doom they | oonmed right up
into the lights to receive the car that couldn't stop

Nor coul d The Shadow chop his speed sufficiently to avoid a total weck
in
whi ch he woul d be thoroughly wapped, to stay!

But rmurderers had forgotten a trifling item The Shadow s car had a
steering wheel. Trifling, of course, because on one side of the road was a
si x-foot embankment that rose straight up; while the other side boasted a drop
quite as sheer.

This was a set-up wherein the m ddl e course was no worse than the others.
In brief, all three were fatal

Except for a slight trifle that the trappers had overl ooked because they
had never seen it! That trifle was the slanted hole that the uprooted rock had
left. It turned one stretch of the vertical enbankment into a nere sl ope
whi ch,

t hough steep and rough, was navi gable. Lesser stones had spattered along with
t he crashing boulder, to widen the gap that forned a literal runway.

A pathway that hadn't existed until mnurderers | aunched the mghty
obstacl e
that they thought would doom The Shadow. A route that the cl oaked driver
couldn't even see before he veered for it. Neverthel ess, The Shadow veered,
wr enchi ng the speeding car as far as it would go, knowi ng that he'd find a
dirt
ranp chiseled up into the inpossible enbanknent.

The car did the tricks of a contortionist.

Narrowl y escaping the fragnents of the rock, it heeled to two wheels, but
before it could roll over, it was hitting the far edge of the embanknent's
trough. That threw it to the other pair of wheels, which rebounded fromthe
opposite hunp. Then, on all four, the car was right in the groove, finishing
its upward spurt with a nmighty lurch over the top of the enbankment's bite.

To Harry, it looked Iike a motorcycle finishing a hill-clinbing test. One
big roar and the vehicle had come from nowhere, escaping disaster to skyrocket
into sight and land with a terrific jounce right anong the very nen who
t hought
they had paved the road with sure disaster.

Only nmonentarily did the headlights show the crooks who dodged the
juggernaut that they had coaxed into their own canp. Then they were surging
for
the car, anxious to get at its driver. Harry, too, was making for the foca
poi nt, boom ng away with his automatic.



Harry's idea was to clip the fringe, to nake killers keep their distance,
until The Shadow was out of the car and in action

Knowi ng his chief's speed at joining battle, Harry kept his fire rather
wi de, which proved wi se. The shots di scouraged nost of the attackers and by
t he
time Harry turned to | ook for those who had already reached the car, The
Shadow
was attending to them

There were only two. Small odds for The Shadow

VWHI PPI NG a gun fromhis cloak as he enmerged from behind the wheel, The
Shadow beat off aimng guns with curving swings that carried to the heads of
t he men behind the weapons. He flattened both. A nman lunged fromthe other
si de
of the car, but before Harry could even aim The Shadow handl ed the fell ow.
The
curious thing was the weapon that the man wi el ded.

He was swi nging an ax. He wanted to chop down The Shadow. He m ght as
wel |
have tried to slice a whirlwind, for The Shadow was just that - in human form
Spi nning from beneath the descendi ng bl ade, The Shadow caught the ax handl e
with his free hand and gave it a full tw st.

So completely did The Shadow take t he ax-sw nger off bal ance, that the
result was ludicrous. There was The Shadow, hefting his adversary's weapon
li ke
a toy hatchet taken froma child. Hi s brawny opponent was finishing an
enpty- handed swing with a nose-dive that ended in a somersault al ong the
ground.

On hands and knees, the disarnmed crook was scranbling for shelter, while
hi s companions in crine opened a healthy barrage to protect him But the
gunfire wasn't even close to The Shadow. Hi s spin was carrying himfaster and
farther into the darkness than the somersaul ting crook

Here, there, then nowhere!

That was The Shadow s way, and nowhere mnight be everywhere. In this case
it was right beside Harry Vincent, whose shots The Shadow had spotted and
marked as a friend's. But instead of drawing Harry along to outfl ank the
wi | d-shooting crooks, and thus begin a nop-up, The Shadow urged his agent the
ot her way.

They were charging off through the darkened woods together, with Harry
wondering why his chief was running totally untrue to form Then, as they
stunbled on the path, with gunfire fading in the distance behind them Harry
gai ned a partial explanation. The Shadow was calling for Harry to use the
flashlight, adding the adnonition:

"There's no tinme to lose! Get me to the | odge, quickly!"

Knowi ng the way, Harry led it, until they neared the footbridge. There,
no
light was needed, for there was enough glow fromthe | odge itself. Forging
ahead, The Shadow tossed the ax to Harry while going past. The Shadow went
across the bridge in Iong bounds. Wth his free hand, The Shadow was drawi ng a
second automatic to match the first. Anroth's car was already pulling away
from
the front of the | odge, the chauffeur zimmng it into high-speed second gear
to
make up for the delayed start.

To Harry's total amazenent, The Shadow opened a rapid fire on Anroth's
car, jabbing shots for its tires with such quick precision that they raised
geysers of gravel about the taillights! Before The Shadow s shots found their
mark, the car reached the wooden bridge that crossed the gorge above the bend.
The Shadow s | ast shot splintered the wooden rail as he tried to reach the



tire
beyond it. Then the cause was usel ess.

The whol e bridge splintered!

It went with a mighty buckle as the car neared the center. Roadway,
rails,
supporting tinbers took an upward heave fromthe collapsing center. Only for a
nmonent did Harry see the pitching car amid the flying debris, Anroth's face at
one wi ndow, the chauffeur's at another

Then the car was pointed strai ght downward, zooni ng head-on for the rocks
at the bottom of the gorge, where the tumult of the creek was snothered by the
m ghtier crashing of the collapsing bridge two hundred feet above!

ALREADY across the footbridge, Harry Vincent halted, stunned. It was
maddeni ng how his m nd kept on working, flooding with thoughts that should
have
occurred before, but hadn't. Maybe it was because Harry held the very evidence
that foretold the tragedy wherein George Anroth and his chauffeur had been
dunped to their instant death, despite The Shadow s valiant efforts to save
t hem

The thing that Harry held was the ax.

To The Shadow, the ax had been an instantaneous clue. It told himthat
crooks had chopped the great wooden | egs of the road bridge | eading out from
Syl van Lodge. That wasn't guesswork on The Shadow s part; it was a | ogica
concl usi on.

VWhat proved it was the way those sane crooks had tried to bl ock The
Shadow s car by pitching their boul der across the | ower road. They hadn't
known
that said car was driven by The Shadow, nor woul d the boul der busi ness have
been
a sure way of ruining an arriving car. It was The Shadow s own speed that had
provi ded the el enents of disaster, as much as the rock itself.

The mai n purpose of the road bl ockade was to prevent another car from
reaching the bridge before Anroth crossed it! The murder of George Anroth was
the big event, and it stood acconpli shed!

Harry had seen real wood-choppers, honest |ocal workers, com ng back from
their toil. He'd heard them chopping earlier, here and there in the woods.
Waat
he hadn't guessed was that sone of the nmuffled thwacks were com ng from deep
in
the gorge itself, where crooks were chopping out the bridge!

The trick had fooled the scattered woodsnen, Anroth, the servants in the
| odge and even Harry hinself. For that matter, it had fool ed anot her stranger
besi des Harry - nanely, Fred Murdock. As Fred's nane popped to Harry's m nd
he
suddenly saw the man in question

Fred was over near the |lodge. And at that nonment, Fred saw Harry by the
foot bridge. Fred gave a sudden shout to the servants. The ax in Harry's hand
seem ngly proved that the man who held it had played a part in contriving
Anroth's deat h!

The servants were still |ooking for The Shadow, assuming that the mystery
shots had sonething to do with the bridge disaster. Wile the servants turned
to see Fred gesture The Shadow reached Harry, grabbed the ax from hi mand
started him off beyond the | odge.

As The Shadow turned away, Harry saw himgive the incrimnating ax an odd
fling. Seemingly, it bounced twi ce in quick succession before the Shadow | et
it
scal e down into the gorge beside the footbridge.

Looki ng back fromthe corner of the |odge, Harry saw that The Shadow had
vani shed. As for Fred, he was stopping short near the footbridge, wondering



what had becone of Harry. At that noment, the servants arrived and pitched on
Fred, much to his confusion

Wth nobody else in sight, the servants took it that Fred was trying to
bluff them As a stranger on the prem ses, he was a |lone and | ogi cal candi date
to connect with Anroth's death. To fight off attack, Fred had only one weapon,
Paxton's briefcase, but he flayed it right and left to good advant age.

| NDEED, Fred woul d have broken free fromthe three tusslers who gripped
him if The Shadow hadn't taken a hand. Arriving suddenly from bl ackness by
t he
gorge brink, The Shadow grabbed Fred as he tried to start across the
f oot bri dge
VWhirling himaway, The Shadow flung Fred full |ength upon the ground, then
revol ved back upon the servants.

There was a spin of figures, with blackness in their mdst! Fromthe
woods
across the footbridge, three men were charging into sight, all carrying
revol vers. They were the toughest of the hirelings that Monte, Jeff and Curt
had subsi di zed for the bridge-wecking job. These ex-wood-choppers knew t hat
Anroth's servants weren't westling with nothing.

Before Harry could fire nore than two shots - that didn't find the range
the nmurderers were on the footbridge. Fred saw t hem com ng and took off like a
scared rabbit for the woods beyond the | odge. The Shadow spotted the deadly
trio and ended his shambattle with the servants, scattering themwth a
whirling fling.

But even while The Shadow was draw ng an automatic, and Harry's third
shot
was m ssing by a foot, the nen on the footbridge jabbed their guns with one
accord and fired point-blank at the cl oaked target less than thirty feet away!

It seened that nothing could save The Shadow, but something did. Like
puppets, the killers pitched forward as they fired, their shots finding rocks
bel ow the brink of the gorge. Their sprawl was acconpani ed by a doubl e twang,
like the bl ended notes of two giant harp strings.

Amid a crackle came shrieks as the footbridge, dropping at its near end,
fl opped downward |ike a hinged trapdoor and poured the howing killers into
t he
very gorge to which they had consigned two victins!

Trailing cries ended with a crash fromthe rocks. Rising echoes were
absorbed by the nmuffled roar of the creek. To Harry came a recollection of the
doubl e bounce the ax had taken when The Shadow flung it away.

Not bounces, but chops! Knowing that killers would be com ng al ong, The
Shadow had sl ashed the rope cables of the niniature suspension bridge. By
their
own weight, killers had plunged to their doom and the dangling footbridge
bl ocked off all other arrivals.

Bl ackness overtook Harry Vincent as he stood in total astonishnment. The
Shadow s gripping hand pulled his agent into life; together, they were off
into
t he darkness of the woods, while Anroth's stupefied servants stared at the
remai ns of the footbridge, wondering what had wecked it.

Gd eeful was the tunult of the creek, as though The Shadow had ordai ned
that it should speak his triunph!

CHAPTER XI I |

W LDERNESS TRAI L



A M D- AFTERNOON haze | ay over the Pocono plateau, show ng vast areas of
timberland as far as the eye could reach. And the eye could reach far fromthe
summit of the observation tower where Harry Vincent stood.

There was a fire ranger on duty, but he accepted Harry as a privil eged
visitor. On his lapel Harry was wearing a badge that announced himas a
deputy.

Whi ch neant that Harry was one of a few hundred nmen who had vol unteered for a
man hunt through the entire Pocono region

The hunt was on for the rmurderer of George Anroth, a man who answered the
general description of Fred Murdock. The name of the alleged killer was
unknown, which was a help for Fred.

It was a help for The Shadow, too. He wanted to find Fred before anyone
el se did, and straighten out the facts of Anroth's death. Likew se, The Shadow
was seeking traces of the real killers: Mnte, Jeff, and Curt, plus any of the
| esser crimnals who were still with them

Wth such thoughts passing through his mind, Harry forgot the scene
bel ow.

He was thinking of events two nights ago, when The Shadow had wreaked proper
vengeance on Anroth's killers, even though the result had merely thinned but
not elimnated the nurderous band.

By rights, matters should have becone well clarified after that episode.

I nst ead, everything had rmuddl ed further.

In hiring crooks to act as fake woodsnmen, Monte Randow and his two pals
had picked small-fry totally disconnected with thensel ves. Indeed, it was
quite
possi bl e that the recruits had received direct orders stanped with the crown
of
Ki ng Kauger, telling themwhere, when, and; howto join up with the three nen
of nurder.

So the dead nen found beneath the hanging footbridge had not been a | ead
to anyone. If they had carried letters bearing Kauger's seal, they nust have
delivered themto Mnte as credentials.

The fire ranger broke in on Harry's reverie.

"Look at those planes," gruffed the ranger, pointing off to the hazy
hori zon. "What do they think they'll find? What should the nurderer do - clinb
a tree and wave to then? What he'll do will be lay | ow every tine he hears a
nmot or. "

Fi ni shing that argunent, the ranger pointed to a curious ship with
whirling blades, that was loitering downward toward a heavy patch of green

"There's a sensible rig," approved the ranger. "That Autogiro is really
stalking the guy. It can pretty near hang in air!"

Harry coul d have nentioned a few pointed facts regarding the Autogiro but
he refrained. It happened that the searching ship was piloted by The Shadow.
In
searching for Fred, The Shadow was doing it by process of elimnation

To The Shadow, this huge terrain was one vast checkerboard, which he was
elimnating square by square. The searchers were doi ng that thensel ves, by
phoning reports to the fire tower. But it took them considerable tinme to send
men to places from which such reports could be made.

Harry was watching the giro performnew naneuvers while the fire ranger
reached for a ringing tel ephone. Hearing a report, the ranger made anot her
check mark on his map and Harry copied it.

"What a hunt!" scoffed the fire ranger. "It will take thema nonth, the
way they're going at it. Maybe by Wdnesday they' Il have those short-wave sets
the sheriff tal ks about. That m ght cut the tine in half. But I'"'mtelling you,
t hese woods are big - and flat! |'ve known of people who never found their way
out of them no matter how hard they tried. And the fellow you' re | ooking for
won't even attenpt to try!"

Wth a nod, Harry left the fire tower. He'd studied the gyrations of The
Shadow s ship. Its odd naneuvers were a coded nmessage. The Shadow was cal ling



Harry to a rendezvous where they coul d exchange their findings. Harry's data
fromthe fire tower nmight be just what The Shadow needed to fill a few bl ank
squares on his own chart.

THE fire ranger was right. The Pocono woods were very large and flat. The
man who coul d back those facts from experience was Fred Murdock. He'd never
been deeper in anything in all his life.

At present, Fred was seated on a stunp, |ooking at a great thicket of
barren, gray tree trunks that rem nded hi mof ghosts, even in daylight.

They were dead trees, acres of them the relics of some forest fire,
years
ago. But that nmeant nothing to Fred, for he'd seen a dozen ot her patches
identical with this one. Maybe not quite a dozen; he m ght have seen a few
clunmps of dead woods twi ce and thought they were different. But if Fred had
been wandering in a circle, the way | ost people so often did, he'd gotten over
it.

Fred was working his way through the great woods in zigzag fashion

It wasn't difficult, because he was being guided. He'd discovered that
hunti ng pl anes were covering the woods in systematic fashion, so he'd take the
sounds of their motors to chart his course.

In his own unwitting style, Fred was acconplishing nore than he realized.
By tracking the plane notors, he was keeping hinself ahead of the searching
posses. The planes were naking repeated surveys of areas that the deputies
hadn't reached, thus Fred was being led away fromthe searchers who were
scouring the woods on foot.

So far, only one participant had correctly analyzed this game of
hi de- and- seek. That person was The Shadow.

Since Fred didn't realize the game that he, hinmself, was playing, he
naturally couldn't know t hat someone el se had found it out. Again on the nove,
Fred was getting desperate, hoping only that he could see sonethi ng besides
woods, whether green or gray. At the same tinme, he was determ ned to shun any
road upon whi ch he m ght stunble.

Fred' s nmood was becomni ng one of panic, when he reached the bank of a
sizable stream Fred estinmated its width as at least thirty feet, and he
gauged
the snmoot h-fl owi ng water to be so deep that he would have to swimto reach the
ot her side.

Havi ng no special reason to reach the other bank, Fred followed the
stream
in the direction of its flow

Thi s was unquestionably the Marripack Creek, the same streamthat entered
a deep gorge before it went past Sylvan Lodge. In a few days of wanderi ng,
Fred
had reached a point a dozen miles or so farther upstream Right now, it struck
Fred that it would be smart to reverse his course and work back to Syl van
Lodge
itself.

After a nere ten mnutes, Fred forgot all about Sylvan Lodge. Reaching a
clearing, he saw a cabin on his own side of the creek. Its w ndows were
boarded; the place | ooked quite deserted. Beside it was the remains of an old
dam where the water made a short race ampong the stones. Apparently the chunks
of the dam served as stepping-stones, for there was a rough road, no nore than
wagon ruts, on the far side of the creek

Sneaking up to the cabin, Fred found its door unlocked. Entering, he
di scovered a stock of canned goods, which he promptly attacked. Wile thus
renounci ng the berry diet, Fred gl anced askance at sone newspapers and
magazines piled on a table in the main room He found, to his relief, that
t hey
all bore dates of the previous year



FRED went to the tiny kitchen and opened another can of sardines. Eating
the contents, he decided that a year on the shelf hadn't spoiled themin the
| east. There was a bag of coffee standing near, and Fred decided to try it,
too, though its taste was probably gone.

Absent - mi ndedly, Fred | ooked at the date on the bag. What he saw produced
new panic in his nind.

The bag of coffee was only three days ol d!

Thi s cabin was occupied, and the fact that its tenants were absent neant
that they nmust have joined the hunt for Fred. Wth dark al nost at hand, they'd
be returning any mnute. One glance at Fred would tell themthat he was the
obj ect of the man hunt.

Fred wasn't carrying Paxton's briefcase; he'd left it under a rock, not
far from Syl van Lodge soon after he started his mad flight. But the bedraggl ed
condition of his clothes, the fact that he hadn't shaved for two days, should
be enough to identify him

Filling his pockets with canned goods, Fred started to open the back door
of the cabin. Hearing voices outside, he turned and hurried the other way. By
then, all chance of escape was gone!

Not only was the back door opening, but nen were com ng through the
front.

The front door itself had betrayed Fred, for he had left it open. The arrivals
must have spotted it from across the creek

As for putting up a fight, that was hopel ess, too. The two nen who
confronted Fred were arned, but not in the style that he expected. |nstead of
t he shotguns that deputies were apt to carry, these fellows had revolvers. So
did the third man who poked his gun in fromthe kitchen

An odd trio, these three!

One was a dapper man with a trimnmustache that gave him a sophisticated
| ook. He happened to be Mnte Randow.

The second was rather pudgy, with a smle that woul d have seened affabl e,
if Fred hadn't noted it closely and saw the contenpt that registered inits
corners. The second man was Curt Hul bert.

As for the third, who bl ocked Fred fromthe kitchen, he was Jeff Findler
Only Jeff could have di splayed so weepy an expression at a tine of triunph.
Jeff | ooked as though he wanted to cry over Fred's plight, but his gun belied
his manner. O the three, Jeff was the nost threatening with his gun

There were others outside, for Fred could still hear their voices. But he
knew t hat extra nunbers weren't needed for a trio such as this. They didn't
have to introduce thenselves as nurderers; Fred could guess it fromtheir
gl oats.

Anot her death was due, in the name of King Kauger

CHAPTER XI 'V
DEATH BY DECREE

TI ED hand and foot, Fred Murdock stared weakly fromthe chair where his
captors bound him He'd put up a few pounds of resistance, only to lose his
| ast ounce of strength. Two days of wandering in the woods, wth
checkerberries
as a chief formof sustenance, wasn't the sort of conditioning to enable one
man
to fight off three.

O those three, Monte Randow was the sel f-appoi nted spokesnman. Monte was
talking at Fred rather than to him

"Nice of you to drop by," Mnte was saying. "King Kauger told us about
this place and said we could use it as a hide-away. Only it wasn't working out



as well as King thought it would."

"We figured it was tinme to lam" put in Jeff. "So we stopped back to pick
up a few things."

"Only we had to wait for that letter fromKing," rem nded Curt. "The one
that was in the RF.D. box."

Monte's eyes showed a gleamat Curt's remark.

"Now that you're going to be witten off," Mnte told Fred, "you m ght as
wel I know who King Kauger is. Ever hear of a fell ow naned Wal do Paxton?"

Fred's gl ance showed surprise that Monte didn't overl ook. Realizing that
he was giving hinself away, Fred tried to appear indifferent, which pleased
Monte all the nore.

"We know you're Fred Murdock," scoffed Monte. "King Kauger tipped us off
in his letter. He pulled a smart stunt with his fingerprints, passing sonebody
el se's as Paxton's. Yes, your own boss, Waldo Paxton, is King Kauger. He sent
you up to Anroth's just to be the fall guy."

Turning toward the fireplace, Minte gave a gesture. Jeff turned and
lighted a batch of kindling wood. Monte began to roll strips of old newspapers
into the formof torches, while he | ooked about for places where they could
best be placed. It was Curt who offered the first objection, though not
t hr ough
any pity for Fred.

"If you're going to burn the joint, Mnte," Curt argued, "what about this
Mur dock guy? They're going to find himall tied up, which won't |ook right."

"Ropes burn,"” rem nded Monte snmoothly. "By the time the deps get here,
this job will all be done. They'll find Mirdock's body and they'll think he
craw ed in here exhausted. They can figure anything else for thenselves."

"But if they spot us on the getaway -"

"They won't. We'll park the car off the road until after they've gone by.
Then we'll go along and spread the news for them W' Il pass as sone of them
wi th those badges that King Kauger sent us. It was smart of King, figuring an
out for us. W're just naking it all the smarter by getting rid of Mirdock at
the same tinme."

Mont e was handi ng the torches to Jeff, who lighted them and passed t hem
back. Horror showed in Fred's eyes as he saw Monte set the fire-brands in
corners where there were stacks of old papers and other inflamrabl e objects,
like burlap bags. Curt turned to witness the effect on Fred.

"It won't do you any good to yell," sneered Curt. "Nobody except our

cr owd
i s anywhere around. But when you do holler, it will be all the better. Maybe
some of the deputies will hear you when they start to show up. By then, they

won't be able to rescue you!"

Fred's features tightened. At |east he wasn't going to let his tornentors
see himquail.

Trying to show indifference at Fred's display of nerve, Curt picked up a
panphl et that lay on the table. Flames were beginning to crackle, when Curt
remar ked:

"Here's sonething about the creek that goes past here. Kind of interests
me, since we haven't had rmuch tine to | ook around. Maybe you'd like to know
about it, dope, since you'll be here a while after we've gone. I'll read it to
you!"

Fred knew there was nothing to do but |isten

"Not only is Marripack Greek rich in Indian |legend,"” read Curt; "it
likewi se attracted the early settlers in the region. They built their first
habi tati ons on the upper reaches of the stream above the famous Marri pack
Cor ge.

"Few traces of such buildings still remain, the only | andmark of
consequence being a broken mill dam now used as stepping-stones to reach a
cabin on the other side. Below the old dam the streamveers to the southeast.
Just beyond the bend, the creek goes -"

Curt paused to turn a page. As that nonment, Monte snatched the panphl et



away from himand planked it, still open, on the table. The fire was rising in
every corner of the cabin and its flames would soon be seen, a fact which
Mont e

enphasi zed.
"Come along!" he ordered. "Do you want those yaps to find us here? Maybe
sonmebody has spotted this fire already. If we stick around, things will be

getting too hot!"
Monte wasn't referring to the fire, although its heat was already rising
to a furnace-pitch. It would have taken nore than ice to chill that
at nospher e,
yet sonet hi ng did.

SO weird that even the gaining flanes seemed to shudder at its defiant
nmessage, came the | augh that spelled disaster to men of crinme. Hurled fromthe
out si de dusk, the tinely chall enge brought hope to but one man who heard it:
Fred Mirdock

To Fred, it neant rescue, the laugh of The Shadow

As for Fred's captors, consternation gripped them They were nurderers,
all three, but they weren't accustomed to choosing ghostly victinms. Once they
had been bol d enough to harass The Shadow, but only when a pack of mni sguided
men had paved the attack agai nst the cl oaked master

That was at Dudley's; and there, according to the cal cul ati ons of Monte,
Jeff and Curt, The Shadow had gone to doomin a mghty plunge fromthe
Pal i sades!

He'd returned once, The Shadow, when he literally tossed his car fromthe
nmenaci ng boul der that these same crooks had pitched in its path. But The
Shadow
had traveled so swiftly fromthat scene that these nen of nurder stil
coul dn't
believe that it was really he who had returned

This time, they were sure, yet they were inclined to class The Shadow as
a
creature fromanother world. Not only was his mirth resounding at the |ast
nmonent when it could nullify crine's decree of death; the nockery itself
seened
flung from nowhere

Only Fred saw the cl oaked shape that appeared briefly at the cabin's
doorway, to wheel outside again. In his usual skillful style, The Shadow was
here, then gone, enploying tactics that were calculated to draw foenen in a
mad
surge that he could nip with a neatly inserted flank attack

For once, The Shadow overpl ayed hi s hand.

Wth all their bravado, nmen of murder couldn't stonmach an encounter with
a
ghost; hence the system worked in absol ute reverse.

Instead of driving for the front door, from which they knew the chall enge
nmust have come, crooks made for the back. Pell-mell, stunbling over each
ot her,

Monte, Jeff and Curt were taking the qui ckest way out.

Normal Iy, the three woul d have boxed thenselves. Al The Shadow had to do
was skirt the cabin and give thema flank attack while they were dashing for
the woods. The flames that were already | eaping through the cabin roof were a
beacon that would betray the very nen who had started the nurderous bl aze.

But The Shadow had Fred to think about. The nonent that the three chose
flight instead of attack, The Shadow | eaped in through the front door to reach
t he bound prisoner and rel ease him

On the way, The Shadow aimed a big gun toward the |ast of the three
fugitives, who happened to be Jeff Findler. Over his shoul der, Jeff saw the
| oomi ng gun and hurled the first thing that came to hand, a kerosene can. The



Shadow s bull et struck the missile and bashed it in mdair, spattering two
gal l ons of contents.

Fed by the sprayed oil, flames roared into a m ghty wave that devoured
t he
roof like so nuch kindling. The Shadow was | ost from sight within a mammoth
cylinder of fire, as was Fred. But the vortex was safe enough during the short
while that the two renained there.

Jabbi ng his own arms under Fred's, The Shadow gathered the victim chair
and all. Wth his burden, the intrepid rescuer dashed straight through the
curtain of fire. The flanmes had sucked the air fromthe vortex; for a nonent,
Fred was panting, breathless in an oven-hot vacuum Then there was the sear of
the fire itself, a thing that came and went in one brief passing sweep.

After that, an icy chill, which was nerely the outside air contrasted to
the hell-heat of the cabin. And Fred was on the ground, trying to disentangle
hinsel f fromthe scorched cords that bound himto the half-broken chair.

RESCUE was not yet conplete. A man was at Fred's side, hel ping himget
| oose and at the same tine shoving himfarther fromthe cabin, where chunks of
flam ng roof were flinging toward the ground. In the vivid glare, Fred saw the
man who hel ped hi m and vaguely identified himas sonmeone he'd observed near
Syl van Lodge.

But Fred Murdock no | onger connected Harry Vincent with crine, since the
man in question was working with The Shadow.

Of toward the fringe of the fire's spreading glow, Fred saw The Shadow
wheel i ng i nto darkness. Guns were barking fromall around, and Fred thought
that crooks had turned the trap against the cloaked fighter. Fred didn't
realize that The Shadow was sinply drawi ng shots in another direction, rather
t han have crooks jab a few Fred' s way.

Monte and Jeff were | eaping across the stepping-stones of the old dam
shooting wildly for The Shadow as they went. The | augh they heard turned their
flight into panic. Waving to another angle, The Shadow was rendering their
gunfire as foolish as it was usel ess. Mreover, he was gaining a position from
which he could drill the pair with deliberate shots.

At that nmoment, Curt arrived with the nenbers of the outside crew, three
men who had been waiting in back of the cabin. These underlings were nore
dangerous than the murder specialists.

They wanted to avenge three pals of theirs who had slid fromthe
foot bri dge down at Sylvan Lodge. So sincere was their volley, that Fred was
certain they had clipped The Shadow, but the cloaked fighter's dive was only
anot her ruse.

Hitting the ground, The Shadow roll ed beneath the | evel of the gunfire
and
cane around with sharp shots of his own. One of Curt's crowd staggered; the
other two grabbed himas their | eader gestured themtoward the creek. Anong
some trees below the dam the group piled into a rowboat; while Curt plied the
oars, two gunners renewed their shooting toward The Shadow, over the sl unped
formof their crippled pal

THE SHADOW wasn't where those gunners thought he was. Hi s shots canme from
closer to the dam He was driving the boat downstream a course it took quite
swiftly, since the current was helping Curt's work with the oars. Wth a few
shots nore, The Shadow coul d have damaged that crew further; instead, he
started across the damin quest of Monte and Jeff.

Shots fromthe boat were wild, both because of the notion and the
i ncreasi ng range; neverthel ess, The Shadow suddenly returned fromthe mniddle
of
t he broken dam He'd heard a car pulling out fromthe road across the creek
proving that Mnte and Jeff were already maki ng good their flight.



So The Shadow arrived to help Harry with Fred, who by this tinme was free
fromthe remai ning cords, but couldn't manage to stay on his feet. Toget her
The Shadow and Harry hel ped Fred across the stepping-stones to a car of their
own which Harry had parked well out of sight.

During that trip, Fred kept insisting that he was all right. He knew that
Monte and Jeff were safely away, but he felt that The Shadow could still go
after Curt and the three gunners, whose boat had just passed from sight around
the bend. Fred's protests went unheard. They were snothered by a strange | augh
from The Shadow.

Just what that mirth nmeant, Fred couldn't understand, but he thought that
it referred to Curt and the boat crew, which was true.

Around the bend, Curt was working full speed with the oars and noting
with
relish that the current was getting swifter, when he heard a shriek from one
of
his nen who was stationed in the bow Curt backed water with the oars, too
| at e!

A warni ng roar booned up from straight below, so straight below that the
boat was al ready droppi ng when Curt heard it. The whol e breadth of the
thirty-foot creek was gone into space and the boat, in the very center of the
swift current, was falling with it.

Long, terrifying was that sheer drop into engul fing darkness. The how s
of
doormed nen were | ouder than the tunult of the showering water, until there
cane
a mghty smash that splintered the boat am dships. Cries ended as the crooks
went flying in various directions, to pitch into a deeper gulf where the roar
absor bed t hem

Not even the glare fromthe mghty torch that had once been a cabin could
reach the abyss around the creek bend. But there was sonething that the flames
di scl osed, as their |eaping tongues rel axed and cane down to feed upon the
contents of the cabin, which the fire had ignored while gul ping the roof.

On the blistered table lay the panphl et which Curt Hul bert had been
readi ng aloud. Its turned page, browned by the heat, continued the paragraph
where Curt had paused. Curt had been reading a sentence which stated:

Just beyond the bend the creek goes
The paragraph conti nued:

- over the sheer edge of a two-hundred-foot cliff to formthe
famous Marripack Falls, the greatest natural wonder of this region
Hal fway down, the cataract splits upon a gigantic rock, upon which
the Indians were wont to pitch their victinms. The divided falls
continue their long plunge to join and follow the twelve-mle cleft
called Marri pack Corge.

But Curt had not finished reading that far, unfortunately for himand his
gang.

The printed panphl et di sappeared in the sanme crackle that consuned the
table. As flames faded, the shouts of arriving deputies sounded from out doors.
From somewhere, a distant |laugh floated back through the night air, mrth so
eerie that it mght have been a ghost's.

Per haps The Shadow was agai n renmenbering the natural wonders of this
region, particularly Marripack Falls. If so, the tone, which trailed as a
mrthless knell, told why he had let Curt Hulbert and three |l esser crimninals
continue their boat trip unnol ested!

CHAPTER XV



A QUESTI ON OF FRI ENDS

FROM t he rear wi ndow of the car, Fred Murdock could see the lurid gl ow
fromthe burning cabin, fading |like a wavering candl e. That epi sode was over,
and Fred was far away - so far that he was sure that he must be clear of the
searchers who were | ooking for him

Still, there was no reason to worry about such searchers. Wile Fred was
in this car, he was safe, absolutely. The Shadow, cloaked master of the night,
nmyst eri ous being who could arrive fromnowhere, was at the wheel, putting the
m | es behind him

VWen the car canme to a sudden stop, Fred renmained quite calm The Shadow
was nmerely halting at a fork, to cal cul ate which way Monte and Jeff had gone.
There had been such pauses before, but this tinme there was a difference. The
Shadow spoke in a whispered tone to Harry, who pronptly opened the door and
drew Fred out. Standing together, they watched the taillights blink off in the
dar kness.

"What's up?" queried Fred in an undertone. "Too many deputies around?"

"None that | know of," returned Harry. "It's just that you and I won't be
needed to help l ook for those crooks who got away. Qur job is to foot it down
the other road."

"Where does it go?"

"To Sylvan Lodge. But before we get there, you can cut over and reclaim
that briefcase you stowed under the rock."

Fred nodded. He'd already told the details of his visit to Anroth's; how
he had gone there at Paxton's order. Nor had Fred stopped with that
information. To his friend, The Shadow, with Harry as a |listener, Fred had
repeat ed what he'd heard fromthe crooks who captured him including their
argunent that Wil do Paxton was Ki ng Kauger

O course Fred had expressed his own doubts on that matter. He coul dn't
fully believe that Paxton was a crook, nor that he would have sent Fred to
t ake
the blame for a rmurder maneuvered by others. There wasn't a single thing that
Fred could charge to the discredit of Paxton

The Shadow had made no conment on the subject; hence, Fred decided that
his cl oaked friend nmust be hol ding his own opinions regardi ng Paxton's status.
And now, trudging along the darkened road, Fred found that Harry was equally
unwi I ling to broach the Paxton question

VWhat Harry did was name Monte Randow and Jeff Findler as the two
survi vi ng
men of nmurder. Gving Fred a thunbnail sketch of each, Harry added that they
were wor ki ng for King Kauger. Then, before Fred could debate the matter, Harry
handed hima flashlight and pointed out the path that |ed through the woods in
back of Sylvan Lodge.

“I"l1l go around the other way," explained Harry, "and nmeet you down bel ow
the gorge. Here's a deputy badge that you can wear in case you run into
anybody, which I don't think you will. I'lIl find out how clear this territory
is, sol can report to the chief when he nmeets up with us."

It didn't take Fred long to find the big rock. The briefcase was buried
exactly where he had left it, with all its papers intact. Wrking through the
woods, Fred finally struck a dirt road that took himin the right direction
But he'd hardly reached the hi ghway before he saw troubl e coning

Trouble in the shape of two headlights that threw a strong gl are ahead of
them As Fred nade a quick dart into the rhododendrons, a spotlight replaced
t he headl anps and foll owed him The deeper Fred dug, the nore he realized that
he was disturbing the shrubs behind him meking his trail nore plain. So Fred
st opped and peered through the bushes.

The car had stopped and a hand was waving fromthe driver's side.
Deci di ng
it must be Harry in another car, Fred craw ed out quite sheepishly. But when



he
approached the car, Fred received another surprise.
The man at the wheel was Purzley, Paxton's chauffeur

WHEN Pur zl ey suggested that Fred get in the car, there was nothing to do
but comply. Technically, Fred was still a hunted man, and he couldn't afford
to
| et Purzley know that he was under the protection of The Shadow. For Fred had
anal yzed one point to a certainty.

VWhat ever Paxton's status in regard to crinme, one man woul d know t he
truth.

That man was Purzley. The chauffeur was deep in Paxton's confidence, a thing
that Fred had noted often. If there was danger in know ng too nmuch about
Paxton, it would be smart to play dunb with Purzley.

The chauffeur was anxi ous about the briefcase. Handing it to him Fred
found time to drop his flashlight in his pocket and slip away the deputy badge
that Harry had given him Then they were on their way, with Purzley punping
guestions regarding Fred' s adventures in the Pocono wi | derness.

Fred nade his story brief and convincing. It was true, up to the point
where he'd reached the headquarters of Marripack Creek. There, Fred didn't
exactly deviate fromfact; he merely condensed his tale. He said he'd doubl ed
back toward Sylvan Lodge, found all clear around the rock where he'd left the
bri ef case. Having regained his prize, he'd been footing it back toward
civilization when Purzley canme al ong.

VWhen Fred finished, the car was well along its route to New York. Purzley
t hought a while, then remarked:

"The boss was worried."

"About ne?" dermanded Fred. "Or the briefcase?"

Putting such an abrupt question proved an excellent policy. It showed
t hat
Fred was inclined to blane his troubles on Paxton; but he was doing it in
terms
of Paxton, not King Kauger. Fred intended to sound Purzley out, yet at the
sane
time indicate ignorance of the hidden set-up. Fred' s system worked.

"OfF course, the boss was worried about you," said Purzley. "Wy shouldn't
he be? Al this talk of sonebody killing Anroth, and the blame going on a guy
answering to your description - no wonder Paxton had the jitters."

"He coul d have gotten over them" suggested Fred. "All he had to do was
tell the police who | was."

"And have them pinch you for a nurder you didn't do?"

"How did he know | didn't kill Anroth?"

Fred's question put a finish to the fast exchange. He could see the
peculiar twitch that came to Purzley's sharp features. For a few m nutes
Purzl ey drove steadily along, then his face resuned its foxlike manner

"Paxton figures you're reliable," argued Purzley. "He said the sanme to
ne.

What's nmore, the boss didn't just say you wouldn't murder anybody. He thinks
you' re the kind of guy who couldn't."

"Rather nice of him" returned Fred. "At least | have one friend. | w sh
there were a fewnore like him particularly up in that nmountain county. They
wer e unani nmous in the opposite opinion."

"They didn't know you," soothed Purzley, "but the boss does -

"Maybe he knows me too well," interrupted Fred. "So well that he picked

ne
as just the person to send to a place where trouble was going to break. How
about it, Purzley?"



THE question was too direct for Purzley to ignore. Fred was beginning to
bring up the "fall guy" angle that Monte had enphasized. He was waiting
expectantly for the chauffeur's reply, ready to make a grab for Purzley if the
fell ow should give hinself away as a crook. Maybe Purzley recognized it, for
he
countered differently than Fred expected.

"Maybe the boss did shove you into sonething,"” conceded Purzley, "but he
didn't nean to do it. The way | see it, he sort of figured he was nmarked -
see?

That was why he couldn't go to Anroth's hinmself, but he didn't think it would
apply to you."

So Paxton had expected trouble! That was all Fred needed to know. He
coul d
anal yze the rest for hinself, but it wasn't a wise policy to let Purzley know
it. So Fred nmerely queri ed:

"Why didn't Paxton tell nme all this?"

"I guess he didn't want to worry you," replied Purzley. "He was just
pl aying safe, that's all. Paxton was spotted that night he went to Dudley's

pl ace, so he wanted to throw people off the trail. Guys |ike that King Kauger"
- Purzley shot a keen look at Fred - "you know, the big shot who robbed our
office."

Fred gave a short nod, to cover the new thought that was flashing through
his mnd

"So Paxton went to Dudley's hinself,’
after him too, when they killed Dudl ey?"

"They must have been," began Purzley, falling right into the trap
"Anyway, the boss was out there -"

Purzley cut himself off. Fred could al nost hear the chauffeur's teeth
grit. Then Purzley was speeding the car around a curve, hoping that Fred woul d
bl ame the road for the interruption. A few nonents later, the chauffeur was
growming at his own stupidity.

"What am | tal king about?" chided Purzley. "It nust have been anot her
ni ght that Paxton was out there. He didn't | eave the house the night Dudley
was
nmur der ed. You ought to know - you were around.”

Again Fred's nod covered the real thought behind it. This time Fred's

observed Fred absently. "Were they

nood

was one of conplete elation. He'd struck sonething really inportant; the fact
t hat WAl do Paxton could be out of his house when he was supposed to be in it,
a

thing that fitted perfectly with the character of King Kauger

WHEN t hey pulled into Paxton's grounds, Purzley made the further m stake
of using the obscure rear driveway, which further aroused Fred' s suspicion
True, the chauffeur was explaining things in terms of Fred' s benefit, but that
didn't convince Fred.

"There's people here," Purzley confided. "Ral ph Trebe and sone of the
other directors. Maybe Cranston is here, too, because his girlfriend stopped

by, just before | left. You know, that Lane number. But don't worry, the boss
is covering for you. He said for you to go in the back way and slide
upstairs.”

There was a better way in than the back. Fred was | ooking for it after he
left the garage where Purzley stopped with the car. What Fred wanted to find
was the secret route that he now knew nust |ead into Paxton's study. Pausing
besi de the house, Fred surveyed its wall in the noonlight.

Qddly, it was because Fred overl ooked sonet hing that he gained an answer
to his problem What Fred didn't notice was the chi mey above the wi de stretch
of wall that spread between the barred wi ndows of the study. Forgetting al
about the fireplace, Fred decided that the wall was a |ogical place of entry.



Next thing, Fred was clinbing Paxton's favorite trellis. Again, luck was
with him for he jarred the iron rod that controlled the secret opening in the
cl apboards. The jog was just enough to informFred that the projecting neta
was a lever. Fred gave a wench, and the house wall opened to receive him

The rest was automatic. Goping through; Fred pressed down the panel that
bore the noose horns, while the opening in the outer wall was snoothly cl osing
behi nd him Reaching the floor of the study, he used Harry's flashlight to
i nspect Paxton's desk. In the top drawer, Fred found a revol ver.

Foot st eps sounded outside the door. Turning off the light, Fred tightened
his fist on the gun. Maybe his ordeal in the woods had driven hi m somewhat
berserk, for Fred couldn't explain the nood that gripped him If ever a nman
had
felt an uncontrollable thirst for vengeance, that man was Fred Mirdock

It was all quite justified. Dudley's death was enough, and Anroth's case
clinched it. The rest was Fred' s personal score against the nman who had nmade
hima prey for Monte and the other nmurderers. It wasn't Wal do Paxton that Fred
wanted to kill. It was King Kauger. But it all anpbunted to the sanme thing.

Back to the fireplace, Fred was crouching just within the door, aimng
straight toward its edge. The door opened under a key and, against the light,
Fred saw the bul ky form of Kauger, alias Paxton. It was to be sweet vengeance,
this, Fred' s dealing of sudden doom upon a full-dyed villain who deserved such
death but didn't expect it.

VWat the consequences night be, Fred didn't care. Hs m nd was governed
by
the fact that he had a gun and a chance to put it to a proper use.

Poi nt - bl ank,
Fred shoved the nuzzle toward Paxton and let his finger tighten on the
trigger.

Sonet hing nuffled the gunshot even before it was fired. In less tine than
he coul d squeeze the trigger, Fred was overwhel med by a nass bl ackness t hat
envel oped him gun and all. Fred's first attenpt at a struggle was his | ast
and
only.

From bl ackness canme a paral yzi ng shock, sudden and powerful as an
el ectric
jolt, that felled Fred Murdock with a silent stroke and | aid himhel pl ess on
t he
floor!

CHAPTER XVI
PAXTON EXPLAI NS

WALDO PAXTON stood halted on the threshold of his study, his hand on the
knob of the hal f-opened door. Fromthe frame that was the doorway, a
triangul ar
shaft of light projected toward the fireplace and stopped. The only peculiar
thing about that triangle was the way its point was clipped a few inches
short.

As it happened, Paxton didn't notice the missing apex. H s attention was
diverted by the ringing of the doorbell. Eyes toward the living room Paxton
wondered who his visitor mght be. Then, fromthe hallway beyond the living
room Paxton heard the voice of Margo Lane, as the girl called:

"Why, it's Lanmont - at last!"

The arrival of a visitor |like Cranston was inportant enough for Paxton to
forgo his visit to the study. Only for a nonment did the door edge farther
open,

di sclosing the silent mass of stunned bl ackness that represented Fred Mirdock
Paxton didn't see the huddl ed shape, because he was turning away; as he went,



he cl osed the door behind him

Qut by the front door, Harry Vincent was drawi ng Margo Lane to the
dar kness of the porch. It was Harry, not Cranston, who had arrived and asked
for Margo, but the girl had called, "Lanmont!" in response to a quick order
t hat
Harry had undert oned.

"Good work!" approved Harry. "The chief wants Paxton to think he's out
here. So stall a while as though you were discussing something confidenti al
with Cranston. He'll be with us shortly."

Mar go nodded. Then:

"Bur bank relayed ny phone call?" she queried in a whisper. "The one when
I
tol d himabout Paxton's chauffeur starting off on sone special trip?"

"I"ll say he did!'" returned Harry. "That's how the chief knew that the
trail would | ead back here, after Fred Murdock didn't show up where we were
supposed to neet him"

In the study, a hand turned on a small |anp. The gl ow showed Cranston
lifting his cloak fromthe door, to show Fred |ying notionless. Above, space
gaped fromthe wall where the noose horns should have been. The Shadow had
shown quick thought, along with incredibly rapid action

Arriving at Paxton's, The Shadow had by that time gained all but a few
m nutes on Fred and Purzley. Already know ng that Paxton had a penchant for
being two places at the sane tinme, The Shadow had marked the same wall that
Fred suspected. Chimmey or no chimey, it would have to be the one way that
Paxton could go and cone, when on a secret m ssion.

It was The Shadow who had spotted Fred about to deliver a death shot.
However small The Shadow s regard for Paxton m ght be, he didn't want Fred
involved in a further tangle. Hence, in one great, silent swoop, The Shadow
had
whi pped off his cloak and enveloped Fred within it, at the same tinme hooking
Fred's chin upward with a scientific twist that canted to the back of the
young
man' s neck.

A remarkably effective treatnment, that jolting of the vertebrae.
Har r owi ng
but harmess, it flattened Fred on the instant, |leaving himw th a bl ank
hypnotic stare. Fromthe floor, Fred didn't see The Shadow becone hinsel f
again, by restoring the cloak to his own shoulders. In fact, Fred saw not hing,
until The Shadow stooped and pressed the neck joints back in line.

Slowmy, Fred sat up and stared.

Before Fred could reconstruct the situation, The Shadow did it for him
Burni ng eyes reproved Fred, while a whispered tone informed himthat it was
not
yet tinme to deliver final justice for the crimes conmitted in the name of King
Kauger. It was essential that Wal do Paxton should live, to testify - under
proper persuasion - regarding his own nisdeeds and those of others.

Furt hernmore, such justice was to be The Shadow s.

Convi nced that he had acted through overzeal, Fred gave an abject nod.
When The Shadow questioned hi mabout his return trip, Fred detail ed what had
happened and fi ni shed by stating how Purzley had assured hi mthat Paxton woul d
cover up the matter of Fred' s absence. The Shadow s response was a whi spered
I augh, fraught with new significance.

This was to The Shadow s |iking, having Paxton, hinself, produce an alibi
for a man who was actually innocent. Mdtioning Fred out through the secret
openi ng, The Shadow fol |l owed and cl osed the mantel behind them Once outside,
The Shadow sent Fred in by the back way, in keeping with Purzley's origina
i nstructi ons.

VWHEN Lanont Cranston strolled in by the front door and entered Paxton's



living room he found a heated debate in progress. Several of the Chemn cana
directors were present, but they were letting one nan do all their talking.
That man was Ral ph Trebe.

In his big-fisted style, Trebe kept pounding the table as he shoved his
rangy shoul ders forward. Hi s chin was jabbing, too, while his eyes gl eaned
cold
and accusing from beneath his gray brows. Trebe was deliberately avow ng that
Paxt on had been del ayi ng the preparation of the new records, in the hope that
he could swing the directors to his side.

"Your method is rather obvious, Paxton," spoke Trebe, in a tone that
bordered on contenpt. "Since the purchases that | recomrended are dependent
upon cash paynents, you have surnised that they nust be i mmedi ate. Therefore,
you believe that by delaying matters you can ruin the proposition."

"Come, come, Trebe!" retorted Paxton. "Let me assure you -"

"Let me assure you," interjected Trebe, "that | shall close the deals
nmysel f if Chenmicana fails to do so! Those factories are bargains at the prices
offered. If Chemicana is unable to raise a million dollars, |I can. But if |
do,
it will be because | am going into business myself!"

The directors began to protest. There wasn't a doubt that Cheni cana could
- and would - produce the needed mllion. The required sumwas waiting in the

reserve fund. To a man, the directors agreed that the purchases should be as
prompt as possible, and their unani mous accord gave Trebe an expression of
triunphant pleasure. However, as a sop to Paxton, the directors conceded that
the figures would first have to be in full order. It was only fair that Paxton
shoul d be allowed to present his own list of bargain factories for sale. But
Trebe was deaf to such arguments

"My figures are ready," he asserted. "Wy aren't Paxton's?"

"They require closer estimtes,” put in Paxton, cannily. "I grant that
your buys may | ook better, Trebe, but you rnust renenber that | deal in
futures.

W want factories that will produce, not just those that have produced."

From his corner, Cranston noted a buzz anong the directors, an indication
that Paxton still was a power among them It took the keen insight of The
Shadow to recogni ze that Paxton was peddling an inflated bill of goods.

Still, Cranston had an advantage over the other directors; he happened to
know t hat Paxton had the genius of King Kauger, the man who had i ncor porated
crime long before he began to prey on legitimte enterprises.

Anyone who had dealt with crooks the way Kauger had, could certainly
handl e honest men, as Paxton was proving at this nmonent. Neverthel ess, Paxton
was neeting a rival of the sort that Kauger had never encountered - nanely,
Ral ph Tr ebe.

THE cash deal that Trebe recommended was better than anythi ng Paxton
coul d
of fer. However little he m ght know about King Kauger, Trebe understood the
manuf acture of chem cal products. What was nore, his boast of a mllion
dollars, ready to hand, was really forcing the issue. Recognizing that point,
Trebe drove it further hone.

"I notice a very curious thing, Paxton," observed Trebe, reducing his

voice to a casual tone. "Wien | was |last here" - Trebe cast a gl ancing eye
around the room- "this place was a beehive. You had a technician naned
Mur dock

wor ki ng to conplete your estimtes, and a corps of secretaries helping him If
you are not trying to force an unnecessary delay, why has all that activity
st opped?"

Paxt on gave a shrug.

"We couldn't work tonight," he responded. "After all, | could not be
expected to receive guests in the nmidst of a roomthat | was using as an



office."

"But where is Miurdock?" queried Trebe sharply. "Certainly he should be
here. Let ne ask you, Paxton - where has Miurdock been the past few days?"

"Been? Wy, right here, working hard."

"I amglad to hear that." Trebe's tone carried a trace of sarcasm "Very
gl ad, Paxton. Because | know that all of us would Iike to hear how far Mirdock
has progressed in his work. | mght add that Mirdock hinmself is the man best
qualified to tell us."

In so many words, Trebe was demandi ng t hat Paxton produce Fred. To
Cranston, it was plain that Trebe didn't believe that Paxton could do it. To
Paxton's credit, he didn't gloat over his coming triunph, though that in
itself
was sinply another indication that Kauger's sharp mind | ay behind Paxton's
out er
gui se. Very blandly, Paxton called a servant and asked himto summon M.

Mur dock.

A few minutes later, Fred appeared, justifying Paxton's claimthat he had
been here all the while. At Paxton's request, Fred went right into facts and
figures for the benefit of the directors. Mreover, Fred' s statenments were
i npressi ve, because, despite his know edge of Paxton's dual identity, Fred
hadn't the slightest idea that the former King Kauger had built up Chem cana,
Inc., with a turnover of its own funds.

I ndeed, Fred had been coached into thinking that Paxton really had a
better proposition than Trebe, and he did his best to thus convince the
directors. Considering that Fred wanted to cover his own recent past, innocent
t hought it was, his best policy was to talk on every other subject to the best
of his belief.

VWHEN t he neeting ended, Trebe's nmanner was one of profound apol ogy toward
Paxt on. The two shook hands at the door, in the presence of the rest. Trebe

still felt that his proposition was the better, but he'd gained a respect for
Paxton's opinions. On one point, Trebe was particularly profuse.
He regretted his nmention that he could raise a mllion, cash in hand. It

hadn't been fair to Paxton to express any doubt regarding the availability of
the reserve fund. | ndeed, Trebe would be nost grateful if Paxton would forget
that the statenment had been nade.

That was the last thing that Cranston heard Trebe say. By that tine,
Cranston was entering his own car, to becone The Shadow. But in either guise,
The Shadow knew that Paxton woul d remenber the nention of a mllion dollars,
despite Trebe's pleas to the contrary.

Paxt on proved that fact the nmoment he closed his front door. Turning
toward the living room he gestured for two persons to follow himinto his
study. One was Fred, who had gone to the front door w th Paxton; the other was
Purzl ey, arriving fromthe back hall.

I nside the study, Paxton began with solem regrets over Anroth's death.
Corroborating what Purzley had told Fred, Paxton tal ked of hidden enenies who
had made himthe target of their mysterious schenes.

Paxton didn't get around to nmentioning the notorious King Kauger by nane;
perhaps he felt he'd be cutting it too thin if he came so close to hone. Wat
Paxton did was switch the subject to a nore recent matter

"You heard what Trebe sai d?" queried Paxton, as he turned to Fred. "That
talk of his about a million dollars?"

Fred's nod was nmechani cal. He was wondering what new scheme was springing
to Paxton's fertile mnd.

"What a fool | was," exclaimed Paxton, "to even bother with Dudl ey or
Anroth! Way, all along | had the very man | needed - Trebe, hinself!"

Amazenent showed in Fred' s stare.

"You can't understand it, Mirdock," chuckled Paxton. "That's because
you're a technician, not a financier. Let me put it in your own | anguage.



Suppose you were working on a really inportant project, demanding all your
technical skill, and you net a man whose theories disagreed with yours so
strongly that they made you wonder. \Wat would you do about it?"

For several noments, Fred considered. Then

"I guess |'d get together with him" he said quite frankly. "After all
he'd be going the same direction, even if he happened to be running on anot her
track -"

Fred broke his own statenent even before Paxton's hand hit his back with
a
t hwack so approving that it would have halted himanyway. In a nutshell, Fred
had stated Paxton's own theory.

"Trebe and | are bound in the sane direction," declared Paxton. "W are
both nen of finance in a |large way, equally hanpered by a stupid board of
directors. We're trying to show Chemnicana, Inc., how to nmake noney that we
ought to be coining for ourselves. It is tinme that Trebe and | worked
t oget her . "

Havi ng stated that ideal arrangenent, Paxton pondered over the way to
achieve it. He came to a decision

"I"ll send you to see Trebe," Paxton told Fred. "You can talk to him as

you did to Anroth. There will be no danger" - Paxton gestured to silence
Fred's

protest - "because no crook in the world would suspect that | was offering a
deal to Trebe.

"Besides, 1'll send Purzley with you." Paxton shoved a thunb at the
chauffeur. "After you've paved the way, | shall arrive and play my hand
accordingly. If Trebe likes the deal, | shall certify it. If he doesn't" -
Paxton gave a sharp smile - "I can say that it was all done w thout ny
know edge. "

It struck Fred that this was the nonent to really offer protest, but
again

Paxton interrupted by repeating his thunmb nudge toward Purzley. Know ng what
was
conm ng, the chauffeur grinned.

"We' || blanme Purzley," explained Paxton. "You can say he tal ked you into
it, Murdock. That is, if Trebe doesn't like the deal, but |I feel quite sure he
will. Any man who has a mllion dollars is always anxious to nmake nore."

Wth that piece of philosophy, Paxton ushered Fred and Purzley fromthe
study. As he closed the door, its noise drowned a slight click above the
mant el ; hence Paxton failed to hear the latter sound. Returning to his desk,
Wal do Paxton di splayed a schemng smile that would have suited King Kauger

There was no reason why Paxton shouldn't smile. He didn't know that his
| atest project had been | earned in advance by an unseen listener called The
Shadow

CHAPTER XVI |
THE TRI PLE TRAP

I T was anot her evening and anot her scene. Both tine and setting seened
unreal to Fred Murdock, for he was bound on a strange m ssion. Acconpani ed by
a
crook named Purzley, Fred was ostensibly working in behalf of a notorious
nast er
crimnal named King Kauger. The place of operation was a penthouse bel ongi ng
to
an honest man, Ral ph Trebe, who was to be talked into a crooked deal

On the surface, of course, Fred was working for his enployer, Wl do
Paxt on, and he wasn't supposed to know anything el se. The troubl e was that
Fred



did know everything else, for he'd chatted with Harry Vincent that very
af t er noon.

That talk had torn away the | ast shred of legitimcy from Paxton's deal
Speaki ng for The Shadow, Harry had voiced his chief's theories regarding
Chemicana, Inc., defining the company as a honeyconb of financial |osses
instead of a solid structure of profits.

Nevert hel ess, Fred was going through with this evening' s ordeal, because
he knew The Shadow stood behind him

Ri ngi ng the doorbell of Trebe's penthouse, Fred was adnitted by an
el derly
servant who asked his name and busi ness. G ving Paxton's name, Fred found that
the servant had never heard it, so he said that he was from Cheni cana, Inc.
Wher eupon the servant nodded and declared that M. Trebe expected persons who
represented Chem cana, though he hadn't known they would arrive so soon

Qovi ously, Trebe was expecting some of the directors, but Fred didn't
correct the servant on that score. Since the man specified "persons," Fred
beckoned Purzley along. The two were shown to a little office in a corner of
t he pent house, and the servant announced that M. Trebe would join themin
about fifteen m nutes.

As soon as the office door had closed, Purzley grabbed for the tel ephone.

"I"l1l give the boss a call,"” confided the chauffeur. "I guess he'll want
to wait a quarter hour on account of us not seeing Trebe as soon as we got
here.”

"Go ahead," agreed Fred. "M. Paxton sent us here, so he ought to know
how
we' re naking out."

VWil e Purzley was making the call, Fred noticed papers that were stacked
on Trebe's desk. Under one pile was a large, official envel ope, but Fred
decided to leave it quite al one.

Purzl ey, however, had no such scruples. Wen he finished the call, the
chauf feur dug into the stack and brought the envelope to light.

"From pol i ce headquarters," gruffed Purzley uneasily. "Funny this thing

bei ng here. | wonder what it's about."

"Look inside," suggested Fred. "Maybe you'll find out."

"I would if it wasn't sealed," retorted Purzley. "I'lIl take a try at it,
anyway.

Purzley's try was brief. The envel ope was too tight to be opened w t hout
showi ng signs of tanpering, so Purzley put it back where it bel onged. Going to
the wi ndow, Purzley stared out into the darkness. Watching him Fred saw the
fell ow give a sudden squint. Conming over to the window, Fred stared on his
own.

"See that?" queried Purzley hoarsely. "Creeping up there, right along the
wal |l ? It's getting close to that corner window. | don't like it!"

"What don't you like?" demanded Fred. "I don't see anything."

"It's all black!" exclaimed Purzley. "Like a big beetle. O maybe it's
nore like a -"

"Li ke a shadow," put in Fred, as Purzley hesitated. "That's all it is, a
shadow. '

The very term "shadow' brought a wince fromPurzley, but it nerely gave
away the fact that the fellow was a crook, which Fred already knew. Purzley
didn't recogni ze the nmoving streak of blackness as something solid enough to
be
t he amazi ng master of night who called hinself The Shadow.

Nor did Fred. He was warring on Purzley's nerves, that was all.
Mormentarily, Fred saw the fleeting darkness cloud the surface of a dimy
lighted wi ndow, but it evaporated so pronptly that Fred supposed it all to be
a
nmere illusion

"CQuess |'ve been driving too nmuch," gruffed Purzley suddenly. "My eyes
get



bl i nky when | do."

"The sane with mne," agreed Fred. "That was a grueling trip of ours |ast
night, coming in fromthe Poconos at the speed you drive." Turning fromthe
wi ndow, Fred gestured toward the desk. "Suppose we ought to phone Paxton
agai n,
and tell himabout the official envelope in Trebe's papers?"

Purzl ey hesitated, hand on the tel ephone, then shook his head. It was
wel |
he did, for at that nmoment footsteps sounded outside the door. Shoving Purzley
to one chair, Fred reached another, and opened his briefcase to spread
Paxton' s
papers on the desk

VWHEN t he door opened, Ral ph Trebe entered. The rangy man showed bl ank
surprise when he saw Fred and Purzl ey. Looking fromone to the other, Trebe
gl anced further about the room obviously |ooking for soneone el se.

"I thought Paxton was here?" said Trebe. "My servant told ne -

"I know," Fred interrupted. "I gave Paxton's nane. |'mhere to represent

hi m

Trebe gl anced at the papers that Fred was arrangi ng on the desk. \Wen he
saw that they were estimates on the factories that Paxton controlled, Trebe
was
quite pl eased.

"So Paxton has conpleted these," exclained Trebe. "Good! |In another hour
the directors will arrive to study ny figures, which | decided | could show
themtonight. I amglad that we have Paxton's for conparison, but | should
certainly invite himhere to state his case in person

"Frankly, Mirdock, | adm re Paxton's business genius. Considering his
remar kabl e record with Chem cana, | can not argue that these plans of his are
anything but worthwhile. It is sinply that | regard my own propositions
better.

Therefore, to prove ny own point, | feel that Paxton's offers should be given
due consideration.”

From Purzl ey, Fred received a steady gl ance which anbunted to a nudge.
This was the time for Fred to put Paxton's proposition as Paxton really wanted
it to be put.

Al ready experienced along that line, Fred began to talk to Trebe as he
had
to Anroth, that night at Sylvan Lodge. In so doing, he was repeating the sane
sal es tal k that Paxton hinself had given Dudley on an earlier occasion. By
this
ti me the business had a double twist.

"Let Chemicana take the factories you reconmend,"” said Fred to Trebe.

" But
why shoul d Paxton's buys go begging? For a million dollars, he'll give you
hal f
interest in a new partnership to conpete with Chem cana.
"O if you want it the other way about, Paxton says why not |et Cheni cana

take his proposition? Then you will be free to buy up the plants that you have
recommended. You can expand what you already have into a business bigger than
Chemi cana, and Paxton will be your silent partner -"

Trebe's fists hit the desk so hard that Fred could feel the woodwork
trenble. That pile-driver jounce lifted Trebe to his feet. Trebe's face was
purple with indignation; his voice becanme a bell ow

"Stop!" roared Trebe. "This whole thing is outrageous: As Paxton's
spokesman, you have marked himfor the trickster that | supposed himto be.
Never in my life have | heard of such Machiavel lian doubl e-dealing! Wy,
Paxt on
wants ne to hel p himunderm ne the very nen who have given us all their



confi dence, the stockhol ders of Chemnicana, Inc."

Wth a wave of his hand toward the door, Trebe included Purzliey with
Fred,
as he storned:

"CGo, both of you! | order you out -

Nobody went out. Instead, nen cane in. Slapping hard, the door carried a
flying figure with it, the formof Trebe's elderly servant. As the lurching
man
struck the floor, those already in the room saw the persons who flung him

Trebe registered indignation. Purzley showed surprise; but Fred stood in
conpl ete horror.

Shovi ng through the doorway, drawn revolvers lifting to aim were Mnte
Randow and Jeff Findler, the mssing murderers who still took orders from Ki ng
Kauger !

As with Dudley, as with Anroth - so with Trebel!l

Through Fred's reeling brain flashed the one word:

"Murder!"

THERE was bl ackness in the hallway behind the invading pair, but Fred
didn't identify it as anything alive. He'd alnost forgotten the snmoky illusion
t hat m ght have been The Shadow, scaling to a wi ndow of the penthouse. If that
bl ackness did represent The Shadow, something nust have gone very wong, for
t he background di d not budge.

Yet that bl ackness was The Shadow

Oten the cl oaked naster had performed the incredible, but never anything
so unbel i evabl e as this.

Though both his automatics were drawn, The Shadow was sinply standi ng by
whil e murder took its course!

O could it be that, through sone superhuman ability, he intended to
shape
the com ng events through nmental prowess alone? If so, The Shadow was ri sking
much upon his force of will, to attenpt such an uncanny denonstration when a
man's life lay at stake.

Two nen of nurder, Monte and Jeff, who were already springing to deliver
their kill, with Ralph Trebe as their chosen victim The very ardor of their
doubl e thrust was carrying themdeep into the office, where The Shadow s guns
could not reach them should he choose to switch frommental prowess to his
good ol d reliable physical skill

Yet The Shadow s unseen influence seened literally to project its
inspiration to the threatened man, Ral ph Trebe.

Al ready Trebe had classified Fred and Purzley as nen of shady repute in
the service of a doubl e-deal er whose ways could be terned crimnal. Seeing his
servant sprawl across the threshold, Trebe instantly acted on the theory that
this was a further exanple of Paxton's nethods. Trebe's indignation was
switched to inspiration the nonent that Trebe caught the glitter of the guns
that Monte and Jeff brandi shed.

Knowi ng that the killers were after him Trebe took a bound away fromthe
desk. His course carried himin back of Fred and Purzl ey, making themhis
tenmporary shields. What they did nade no difference; whether they charged,
stood still, or cringed, Trebe still could use thembriefly as a barrier

It happened that Fred |unged, while Purzley dropped back. Mnte warded
Fred and slung him aside, while Jeff took a slug at Purzley, making the
chauf f eur duck. Good acting this, if Fred and Purzley had expected the killers
to appear. Fred hadn't, but Purzley might have. Still, it made no difference.

Al'l that counted was the fact that the nurderers were after Trebe and
couldn't be bothered by anybody el se.

After Trebe was correct!



WHEN guns spoke, all they produced was a clang that cane froma | arge
file
cabi net near the corner of an alcove. Inspired with the urge of
sel f-preservation, Trebe had ducked beyond that |ong-jutting cabinet like a
rabbit going into a burrow

To get at him Mnte and Jeff had to go around the end of the cabinet. By
the tine they were swinging past it, The Shadow was at the door fromthe
hal | way, view ng what happened next. He heard another door slamfromdeep in
t he al cove. @uns spoke again, but this tine the bullets merely splintered a
mass of woodwor k.

Through the al cove, Trebe had ducked into a connecting room slamm ng the
door behind him which neant that Mnte and Jeff would have to follow the sane
route to overtake their victim

Cal My, The Shadow stepped out into the hallway, to watch other doorways
and see what happened next. He could hear the scurry of Trebe's flight through
the rooms to the acconpani ment of staccato shots. Trebe knew these prem ses
better than his pursuers. Door by door, he was always a junp ahead of their
gunfire

Into this chaos cane a heavy pounding fromthe front door of the
pent house; a heavy door, thick with ironwork that made it burgl arproof. People
were outside. Hearing the shots, they wanted to help Trebe, but couldn't,
because the door was | at ched.

Arriving froma side passage, Trebe heard the poundi ng and grabbed the
door knob. Right then, The Shadow aimed, ready to clip Monte and Jeff, each
with
a separate gun, should they arrive too soon. As things stood, it; would be
fat al
for Trebe to try to get out into the elevator entry. To do so, he would have
to
turn back after he pulled the door open - and thus shove hinself into the path
of fire. That is, it would have been fatal for Trebe to face Monte and Jeff at
this final nmoment if The Shadow hadn't been around!

The Shadow had given killers their run and was set to bring it to a
finish.

Trebe rendered The Shadow s ai d unnecessary. Still inspired, the rangy
man
performed a sinple but clever action. Taking the knob, Trebe haul ed the door
along with himas he went by, and instead of returning, he went behind the
door
itsel f!

Firing their final shots, Mnte and Jeff nmerely added sone new dents to
the beaten ironwork that ornamented the door. In his turn, The Shadow calmy
cl oaked his guns, since his shots weren't needed. In through the open doorway
sprang | nspector Joe Cardona and a pair of detectives, to grab Monte and Jeff
as they were turning in their tracks!

The killers tried to use their enpty guns. In return, they received a
bl ast frompolice revolvers. Mnte took a |long, peculiar spraw, as though
somet hi ng had whi sked himfromthe path of blazing guns. There wasn't time for
Jeff to benefit by the sane process. He took the fire point-blank and sagged
ri ght where he was.

Reachi ng the spot where Monte's dive had ended, Cardona took a | ook at
t he
prone killer, then stared along the hall. The inspector had seen a mass of
bl ackness surge fromthat direction, but it was gone. There was no sign of The
Shadow

A whi spered | augh sounded from a pent house wi ndow, marking the cl oaked
fighter's departure. A tone of prophecy, that mrth. The Shadow had wi t nessed
the working of the trap: how it had first caught Ral ph Trebe; then sprung the
other way, to bag two killers, Mnte Randow and Jeff Findler.

Yet it was still a trap, atriple trap, set to snare the one man who did



not suspect it: Wal do Paxton, otherw se King Kauger
The Shadow knew

CHAPTER XVI | |
CRI ME REVEALED

WHEN WAl do Paxton wal ked i nto Trebe's pent house, he was utterly anazed.
At
| east Paxton was canny enough to register amazenent, whether he felt it or
not .

Still, the process wasn't difficult, considering that things had turned out
quite differently than Paxton antici pated.

In Trebe's study, |nspector Cardona was questioning a prisoner naned
Mont e
Randow, whose usual |y suave manner had becone a surly nood. For Monte was
mar ked
as a murderer, a charge that he could not deny.

On Monte, the police had found a typewitten note, ordering himto mnurder
Ral ph Trebe. The note was signed with the inpression of a crown, enbedded in a
bl ob of sealing wax - the mark of the notorious King Kauger

In the pocket of Jeff Findler, Mnte's partner in attenpted nurder, was a
simlar note with the same wax signature.

As for Fred and Purzley, they were sitting silently in a corner, each
wonderi ng what woul d happen next.

VWil e Paxton listened to the testinony, the directors of Cheni cana began
to arrive, anpbng them Lanmont Cranston. So far, only one subject was under
di scussion - the death thrust that Monte and Jeff had nmade at Trebe.

"Al'l right, Mnte," snapped Cardona. "You m ght as well kick through
Vére
you fellows in on the other jobs? Did King Kauger send you to knock off Dudl ey
and Anrot h?"

Mont e gave a shrug. Wth Jeff dead, like Curt and the lesser killers, he
could stick to any story he wanted, since there was no one to testify
ot herwi se. So Cardona tried another tack

"You know why you're alive, don't you?" jabbed Joe. "I'IIl tell you,

Mont e.

The Shadow snatched you right away fromour guns. He wanted to give you a
chance

to come clean, get it? You know what it nmeans to cross The Shadow. "

Monte didn't seemto care. In fact, he doubted that The Shadow had
actually helped him Monte's whirl fromthe doorway had been so sudden and his
| andi ng so hard, that he didn't renenber much about it.

I T was Trebe who spoke next. Instead of addressing Monte, Trebe turned to
Paxt on.

"Tell me something, Paxton," remarked Trebe. "Did you send these nen here
this evening?" He gave a gesture to Fred and Purzley; then, before Paxton
coul d
even nod, Trebe added: "And if you did, what were they to tell ne?"

Paxt on flashed a warning glance to Fred and Purzley. Those sharp eyes of
his denoted confidence. They were telling Fred that he could rely on his
enpl oyer, \Wal do Paxton; while to Purzley, the glance was saying that King
Kauger woul d come through.

"I sent Murdock," declared Paxton coolly. "He was to show you the
records,
up to date. | told Purzley to drive Murdock here. That was all. Wy Purzley
came



up to this penthouse, | don't understand. You'd better ask Purzley hinself."

I nstead of asking Purzley, Trebe sat down at the desk and reached for the
big official envelope that was in his stack of papers. Carefully opening it
with a paper knife, Trebe slid the contents to the desk.

"I am gl ad you sent these, inspector,"” said Trebe to Cardona. "I thought
the directors would Iike to see the fingerprints of King Kauger, wi th sanples
of the notes he used to send. It seens that King Kauger has neddl ed badly in
the affairs of Chenicana, Inc."”

Cardona nodded. He was gl ad about sonething, too.

"Kind of lucky you decided to ask ne to the neeting,” put in Joe. "Wen

you phoned after you received the envelope, | figured it would just be a
routine matter coming here. But it turned out mghty inportant.”
"To me," nodded Trebe. "Qtherwi se, | would have suffered the sane fate as

Dudl ey and Anroth."

Looking from Fred to Paxton and back again, Trebe seened unable to nake
up
his mnd about them At l[ast he glanced at the envel ope that was on his desk.

"Somebody may have tanpered with this," suggested Trebe. "Why not test it
for fingerprints, inspector? It would be a good idea to do the sane with the
tel ephone, in case it was used."

Cardona used bl ack powder to find prints on the envel ope; white powder
served when he brushed the tel ephone. There were prints on both, very clear
ones; and under the m croscope they proved identical. But it was Trebe who
nmade
t he next discovery, while | ooking at the photostats of the various
fingerprints
that had come fromthe official envel ope.

Trebe gave a | oud excl amati on

"Paxton's!"

FROM where he watched, Cranston saw Paxton flinch for the first tine.
Quick to regain his calm Paxton adjusted his glasses and took a | ook at the
prints hinself. His broad face |ightened when he saw that he couldn't deny
t hat
the inpressions were those recorded as his own.

"So you cane up here," said Trebe to Paxton, "and snooped into ny
busi ness? But wait a minute" - Trebe stroked his chin - "when could you have
been here, | was in this office nyself fromthe tine the envel ope arrived.
phoned Cardona just before Murdock and Purzley reached here. | could
under st and
it if these prints belonged to one of them"

@ ancing at the photostats, Trebe found Fred's prints, but there was no
records of Purzley's. Swi nging about, Trebe jabbed a finger at the chauffeur
whose face was showi ng plenty of alarm

"There's a man who can tell us something!" exclaimed Trebe. "As |
remenber
it, inspector, you claimed the robbery of the Chem cana safe was an inside

j ob.

You checked on all the office help, but neglected Paxton's own chauffeur!"
Still pointing at Purzley, Trebe turned to Paxton with a | ook of

synpat hy,

and added: "Do you know, Paxton, | really believe that this chauffeur of yours

is the traitor who has caused you all your trouble! Wy -"

Trebe took a long breath, drew hinself to full height, and boomred the
accusati on:

"Why, Purzley may even be King Kauger!™"

From then on, things happened in remarkabl e succession. Joe Cardona |iked
hunches and wasn't passing up the one that Trebe had given him At Joe's
order,



two detectives yanked Purzley to the desk and made himregister his
fingerprints. Conparing themw th those of King Kauger, Cardona saw they
didn't

mat ch.

VWhat Cardona did see was a startling resenbl ance between the Purzley
prints and those registered under the nane of Wl do Paxton

It was quick work on Cardona's part. So quick that Cranston, ever
wat chful, did not have to drop his leisurely pose. Wth the keen gaze of The
Shadow, Cranston had been watchi ng Paxton, noting how the big man's heavy hand
was creeping to a pocket that showed the slight bulge of a gun. A nonent nore,
and Cranston's own iron grip would have been on Paxton's wi st.

Cardona took care of Paxton's hand, instead. Joe wasn't thinking in terns
of a gun. He was after fingerprints, and gained them Hauling forward in
Cardona's quick clutch, Paxton's hand went smack on a fingerprinting sheet and
was thrust away again, |leaving the incrimnating proof that rendered the
i ncredi bl e real

Wal do Paxt on was Ki ng Kauger

IN the midst of confused hubbub, one w tness alone nmaintained his calm
That person was Lamont Cranston, who had known the truth of the dual identity
all along. O course, there were others who expected this denouenent - for
exanpl e, Fred and Purzley, as well as Paxton hinself. But they were naturally
excited, because they knew that startling things mght follow.

Sonet hing startling did!

Shoved away by Cardona, Paxton's hand was free. Having recorded its
prints, Cardona no | onger needed that hand, but Paxton found a use for it. O
rather, Kauger did, in a style that befitted him No | onger was the restrained
pose of Wal do Paxton a requirement in the schemes of King Kauger

Wth the speed of a striking cobra, Kauger's hand snaked into his pocket
and came out with its glinting gun. Murder wasn't in Kauger's mind; he was in
guest of escape. That was why he turned half about as he brandi shed his
revol ver. He wanted to be through the door before he started shooting, should
he find gunfire necessary.

It seened sheer accident that Kauger's wheel should bring himright into
the clutch of the conplacent M. Cranston. It was amazing, too, how being off
bal ance caused Kauger's bulk to sprawl. Nobody noticed the clever jujutsu
tw st
that Cranston applied to Kauger's wist, the |leverage that he gave the big
man' s
forearm

Ki ng Kauger took an upward dive, as though about to go straight through
the ceiling. It finished with a jackknife flip, supplied by Cranston's jolting
knee. Landing on his shoul ders, Kauger struck the floor with a heavy thud,
finishing a conplete sonersault like a man on a trapeze. For during that spin
Kauger's hands had stayed al nbost stationary in the center of his whirl.

Both those hands were enpty. The revol ver was gone from Kauger's grasp
and
Cranston held it instead. Oddly, he was juggling it, as though surprised to
find
that he had gained the weapon. In trying to keep the gun fromhitting the
floor,

Cranston let it slither away.

O all people, the man who was right in the spot to receive the flying
gun
was none ot her than Monte Randowl

THE police had al ready deprived Mnte of his own enpty gun, but they
hadn't handcuffed him Two detectives should have been watching him but they



weren't, because they were pouncing on King Kauger. So there was Monte with a
gun in hand and an open doorway straight ahead.

Br andi shi ng Kauger's weapon, Mnte sprang for freedom But he was too
nmuch
a nmurderer by instinct to think only in ternms of self-defense. In the doorway,
Monte turned to jab back shots at roomwell filled with enem es, hoping to
cripple one to a bullet.

Bef ore Monte could begin to fire, Cranston rectified his earlier error
Fromthe floor where he had | anded on hands and knees, Cranston sinply slamed
the door full force. The thing hit Mnte like a flying wedge and knocked him
out into the hall.

At least it gave Monte a first class start. By the time Cardona yanked
t he
door open, Monte was down the hall and out through the door to the el evator
entry. He slamred that door behind himand did the same with the door of the
el evat or when he reached the enpty car. The nurderer was gone, and the nost
that Cardona could do was order a general man hunt.

After all, the law had scored its inportant triunmph. The real nmaster of
crime had been captured and exposed: King Kauger, alias Wal do Paxton. Com ng
back to the room where Kauger was a prisoner, Cardona felt certain that
justice
was conpl ete.

For from sonmewhere the ace inspector heard a whi spered | augh that
rem nded
hi m of The Shadow. Yet when Cardona | ooked al ong the gl oony hall, he saw no
sign
of a figure cloaked in black.

The only person in sight was Lanont Cranston, nonchal antly brushing his
eveni ng coat, as though dealing with nurderers was a regular routine in the
life of a man-about-town.

CHAPTER XI X
THE SEAL OF DOOM

HOURS had passed since the capture of King Kauger. The scene had shifted
to the pretenti ous Westchester mansi on which Kauger owned in the nane of Wl do
Paxton. There, the dethroned king was continuing what he ternmed a ful
confession of his crinmes. Only when he nentioned the word "crine," Kauger put
a
sardonic note into it.

"OfF course | worked a flinflam" declared Kauger. "Wy not? It was ny

i dea
to build a twenty-mllion-dollar corporation, and I did. It was all on paper
even our mllion in cash that was supposed to be a reserve fund, but sooner or

| ater we woul d have caught up with things."

It was Ral ph Trebe who responded in behalf of the enbittered directors,
who sat around the living roomlike so many crows.

"Thi ngs caught up with us," retorted Trebe. "Chem cana is through. It
will
be i mpossible to snother this scandal. Qur stockhol ders m ght as well use
their
shares for wall paper.”

"Unl ess you buy up the stock," put in Kauger, speaking in Paxton's tone.
"Your million would make it worth about a dine to the dollar. You could nake
your noney back, with a fair profit, on the goods that | stored around in
war ehouses. "

The directors crowded around Trebe, begging himto follow this |ast
suggestion that Kauger had made in the capacity of Paxton. They were show ng



Trebe stacks of records, genuine ones, that Kauger had bl andly produced from
his private files, now that his gane was through. Trebe began to listen to
t hei r persuasi on.

The door of the study opened and Cardona stepped out. Joe gestured over
hi s shoul der so that Kauger could see a big gap above the fireplace where the
noose horns shoul d have been

"A neat trick, Kauger," said Cardona. "Having a divided chi mey that
split
and went up the sides, joining at the top again. Purzley just decided to talKk.
He showed it to us."

Kauger began a savage outburst. He called Purzley many things, the term
being the mldest in the |lot.

"Save your breath," snapped Cardona. "That hole in the wall ends your
alibi. Purzley says you went over to Dudley's and now we know you did. So
Dudl ey wouldn't |isten when you offered hima deal -"

"Dudley did listen!" put in Kauger. "But if he hadn't, why should I have
ordered hi m nurdered?"

"So he wouldn't talk," retorted Cardona. "If he'd let it out that you'd
been to see him your directors would have known that you were crooked."

Kauger started an angry snort. Again Joe interrupted.

"We've tal ked to Murdock," he said. "He adnmits you sent himto see
Anr ot h.

The sane thing happened there. You had a bunch of killers on the job in case

t he

deal fluked, and Murdock tells us that it did. Mean business, Kauger, dragging
an honest chap |ike Mirdock into your dirty gane."

Sitting back, Kauger folded his arns. Fromthe group of debating
directors, Cranston watched what followed.

r at

"Murder isn't in nmy line," asserted Kauger. "It never was. You think the
seal on those notes is mine, but it isn't. Wien | became Paxton, | nelted down
the signet ring that I used when | financed crine."

"And nurder -"

"Never nurder!" Kauger's glare was so vicious that it seenmed to belie his
plea. "If the crooks I financed went in for killing, that was their business.
You' |l never prove me a party to such work."

The directors were | eaving, acconpani ed by Trebe, who was beginning to
consi der their proposition. Cranston stayed to see how Cardona woul d make out
wi t h Kauger. Joe was showing the king two typewitten sheets of paper, each
stanped with a crown seal.

"Here's one of your old messages," declared Cardona. "Fromthe |ot that |
brought to your office, the day after you robbed your own safe. It dates back
to when you were originally King Kauger. This other is the one we found on
Mont e Randow. Look at them Kauger. You'll see the same seal stanped on both."

"It may | ook the sane," returned Kauger, "but if it is, sonebody faked
t he
new one. That woul d be easy enough for anyone."

"I'ncluding you," argued Cardona. "Cone into your study, Kauger. We're
going to put you under that big desk |anp of yours and give you what we don't
call the third degree."

LEAVI NG Kauger to Cardona's treatment, Cranston went back to town.
Meet i ng
Margo, he suggested that they nmake the rounds of a few night clubs, to which
she
agreed, hoping to hear nore about the Kauger case, particularly the details
concerni ng Fred Mirdock.

Learning that Fred was fully cleared, Margo began to wonder why their
t our
continued. It was getting away fromthe nice spots into certain places that



could be politely terned joints.

In one of those, Margo was even nore surprised to nmeet Harry Vincent,
whose choi ce was usually on a higher plane. But when Harry picked a secl uded
corner to make his report, Margo began to understand. The report concerned
Mont e Randow.

"He's been slipping in and out all evening," said Harry, in reference to
Monte. "One place after another, and no detectives around to spot him"

"They never did have Monte properly tagged," observed Cranston
"Unfortunately, we acquired our own data too late to use it. | was just
wai ting
for Monte to get back to his old gane, when he took up this Kauger proposition
i nstead. Were is he now?"

"Due at the Goona Club, where there's a nmessage waiting for him It cane
in about ten mnutes ago."

"Good. Are both Burke and Hawkeye posted?"

Harry nodded. Margo saw a pl eased gl eam cone to Cranston's eyes. They
seened to have the glint of The Shadow s gaze as they pierced the
snoke- cl ouded
at nosphere.

As for Margo, her mind was no | onger hazy.

Clyde Burke, the reporter, would be a perfect witness to the fact that
Mont e Randow had recei ved a note. Hawkeye, the skillful spotter, would trai
Mont e wherever he went. Probably Cdiff Mrsland would follow to see that
matters remmined static until The Shadow arri ved.

Agents of The Shadow were performng their varied tasks in their usua
efficient form

The fifteen minutes that foll owed seened very long to Margo. But Cranston
scarcely noticed them until a phone bell rang froma booth near their corner
Harry sprang to answer the call, but he was just beginning to hear the report
of Burbank, the contact man, when Cranston took the receiver fromhis hand.

Wth a smle, Cranston gestured Harry back to the table and took the
report hinself. Its details received, Cranston hung up and di al ed anot her
nunber .

The voi ce that answered bel onged to Ral ph Trebe.

"Hell o, Trebe," remarked Cranston. "How did the directors make out? Did
t hey convince you that you ought to buy up Chemi cana?"

"Just about," replied Trebe. "I think | can turn the proposition into an
even break. Wy don't you drop over to the penthouse? |'mgetting worried,
bei ng here al one."

"On account of Mnte Randow?"

"That's right. After all, the fellowtried to nmurder ne, and he's stil
at
large "

Cranston interrupted with a reassuring chuckl e.
"Save your worries, Trebe," he said. "I was just |ucky enough to spot
Mont e Randow | eavi ng the Goona Club, so | followed him™

Trebe's excl amati on canme eagerly:

"Wher e?"

"To a little jewelry store,"” replied Cranston. "It's owned by a man naned
Ceiger. Monte is breaking in through the back door at present, and doing an
excel l ent job. Suppose | keep watch on him while you call the police."

“I'"1l phone Inspector Cardona right away."

"No, Cardona is still out at Paxton's - or | should say - Kauger's. |
suggest that you call ny friend the comr ssioner at the Cobalt Cub. Ask him
to
send some really good nen, who can nove in wthout too nuch noise."

St eppi ng fromthe phone booth, Cranston turned through a rear door. He
was
in Me's cab, slipping into the cloak and hat of The Shadow, when Harry and
Mar go happened to | ook at the phone booth and find to their surprise that it



was enpty.

THE little door behind the jewelry store was giving with a final wench.
Apparently Mnte Randow had grown inpatient, for he made undue noise with that
last twist of the jimy. But there proved to be a purpose in the action.

Inside the store, Monte closed the door behind himand listened, a snile
pl ayi ng beneath his nmustache as he heard footsteps com ng down the stairs. Ad
Ceiger lived above his jewelry store and the noise had been just enough to
waken him which was exactly what Mnte wanted.

Stunbling through the dark, Ceiger reached a hinged counter that
connect ed
two showcases. Lifting the counter, he went through and let the hinged affair
fall behind him Turning on a light, Geiger |ooked at his safe. Hs
tight-featured face rel axed when he saw that the safe was intact.

A snarl canme across the counter. Turning, Ceiger was bringing his hands
up
by the time he saw an ai ned revolver that had the face of Mnte Randow behi nd
it.

"There's sonmething | want, Ceiger." Mnte's tone was snooth, but cold.
"Not | ong ago you did a special job for a certain custoner. You made him a

gol d

signet ring with a seal like a crowm. The nodel was the stanp of that seal, in
seal i ng wax.

Ceiger's hands were shaking in time with his nod.

"Hand over!" snapped Monte. "I want the wax inpression and the nold you
made fromit."

It wasn't necessary for Ceiger to open the safe. The things Mnte wanted
were in alittle drawer beneath the counter, that the old man unl ocked in
fumbly style. Laying the nold on the paper, Geiger slid both across the
counter. Receiving themw th one hand, Mnte thrust the other forward.

That ot her hand shoved the gun with it. Seeing Mnte's finger nuscles
tighten, Ceiger gul ped:

"No - no - no -"

Monte's eyes were nerciless as his hand continued its forward thrust.

Li ke
a person hypnotized, Geiger kept staring at the glitter of the gun, expecting
its muzzle to burst into flame. Instead, the gun did a singular thing.

It vani shed!

AS the gun di sappeared, so did Monte's hand. Both went into solid
bl ackness, in the shape of a gloved fist that tightened |like a vise. Mnte's
forefinger felt the full force of that grip; still, the gun did not fire. The
reason was, a finger of the gloved hand had gone beneath the trigger guard, to
press the trigger forward, against Mnte's squeeze.

The gl oved hand twi sted. The gun was gone, and Monte was sprawl i ng on the
floor. He'd only seen one man do a trick like that: Cranston, when he'd dealt
wi th Paxton, at Trebe's. But Cranston didn't wear black gloves, nor a cloak
that matched it. Nor did his eyes burn frombeneath the brimof a slouch hat.

This was The Shadow

Pl aci ng Monte's gun upon the counter, The Shadow repeated the crook's own
wor ds:

"Hand over!"

Hand over Mnte did, for he knew what The Shadow wanted. The thing that
Monte delivered was a bundle filled with cash to the total of a thousand
dollars. Wth that advance paynment for Ceiger's death, was a note that bore
t he
crowmn seal of King Kauger!

Covering Monte with an automatic, The Shadow | aid the noney on the



count er

and read the note. To Monte, it seemed that The Shadow s eyes were wat ching
hi m

all the while, over the top edge of the paper. Mnte didn't see The Shadow s
lips at all, but he was just as glad. The | augh they pronounced was sinister
enough.

"So you're to get ten thousand nore," spoke The Shadow. "In regul ar
installments, after you' ve left the country. That shoul d convince you that you
haven't been dealing with the real King Kauger. In fact, Waldo Paxton coul dn't
have sent you this final note. That one detail proves you have been worKking
for
an inmpostor."

"Whoever he is," blurted Monte, "he's good enough for me. Since you know
so nmuch, Shadow, nmaybe you can tell ne who he is."

"He is the one nman," announced The Shadow, "who could profit through the
ruin of Paxton's conpany. His nane is Ral ph Trebe."

Monte started in utter disbelief, though a nod came fromold Geiger. The
j ewel er knew not hi ng about the Chem cana affair, but he did know that Trebe
was
t he special custoner who ordered the duplicate signet ring.

"Li ke nyself," declared The Shadow, "Trebe surm sed that Paxton was
Kauger. So he stole a sanple fromthe crown-stanped notes that Cardona brought
to Paxton's office. Thus Trebe becanme the ruler of a newreginme of crine.”

Therewi t h, The Shadow anal yzed Trebe's crinmes. The Dudl ey nurder had
shown
el ements of doubt as to its actual instigator. In Anroth's case, Paxton could
not have been responsible, for nmurder was arranged before Fred Mirdock even
put
Paxton's offer to George Anroth. But Trebe had gone the limt in laying blane
on
Paxton, even to naming the latter as King Kauger in nmessages to Mnte and
ot her
nmur derers.

"Wth Dudl ey and Anroth dead," asserted The Shadow, "Paxton's chance to
save Chemi cana was ended. Trebe intends to buy the company at cost val ue by
acquiring all the stock at low price. In itself that deal seens legitimte,
but
Trebe is looking far ahead - farther than Paxton ever did, because Paxton
want ed
to preserve his conmpany - not destroy it."

BRI EFLY The Shadow paused. He seemed to be listening for sonething that
he
did not hear. He resuned.

"Paxton faked huge transactions," stated The Shadow. "'they ran into
mllions that were never spent. As a result, Paxton caused Chem cana to pay
nearly a mllion dollars in taxes, both on incone and excess profits. Paxton's
mnd dealt in multiples of mllions; he believed that such expenses could be
witten off.

"Trebe's mind works differently. He foresees that if he acquires
Chem cana, which he intends to do, those taxes will be refunded when the
affairs of the corporation are straightened. Oaming Chem cana outright, Trebe
expects to gain that mllion-dollar bonus which rightfully belongs to the
present stockhol ders."

The depth of Trebe's schene dawned on Monte, but only served to increase
the nmurderer's adniration for the man The Shadow denounced. Observing Mnte's
reaction, The Shadow added anot her point.

"It was clever of Trebe to know that Paxton would cone to him" The
Shadow



declared. "Wth Dudley and Anroth dead, it was Paxton's |l ast resort. That was
why Trebe ordered a murder thrust against hinmself. Expecting it, he was
prepared to escape it."

Monte's eyes gave a very large bulge. Well did he remenber the orders
t hat
he and Jeff Findler had received. Signed with the seal that stood for King
Kauger, they had been told to deal with Trebe as they had with Dudl ey and
Anr ot h.

That chase through the penthouse, ending with Trebe's door trick that
pitched the killers right into the hands of the police, was sonething that
Trebe had prearranged - to clinch the case against Paxton and at the same tine
di spose of two nen he no | onger needed: Jeff Findler and Monte Randow

It was The Shadow who had saved Monte's life. Likew se, Cranston, who
somehow fitted with The Shadow, had seen to Monte's escape. He wanted Mnte to
be at large, so that the fellow would hinself recognize that Trebe had duped
him To offset that, Trebe had sent another Kauger nessage, ordering Mnte to
a
final job, the murder of Geiger, the jeweler.

Such an order, backed by cash, had bl ocked of f Monte's suspicions. But
now
the killer understood and his |lips were tightening for a vengeful snarl, when
The Shadow, with nock cerenmpony, handed hi m back the final note that bore the
crown- st anped seal . Brushing the paper aside, Monte sent it fluttering to the
floor. He saw The Shadow nake a sudden stoop to reclaimit.

OLD Ceiger gave a warning cry. Too | ate!

Fromthe rear of the shop, a gun ripped three quick shots toward that
bl ackness on the floor. Striding forward with a snoking revolver in his hand
cane Ral ph Trebe, the master of super-crine.

"Good work, Monte!" approved Trebe. "Stalling The Shadow was all we
needed. Pick up your gun while | settle Geiger, then come along and |']I
explain everything to you."

As Trebe turned to aimat Ceiger, the cringing jewel er di sappeared.

Hi s vani sh was |like that of Mnte's hand; a mass of intercepting
bl ackness
produced it. Bl ackness which was alive, in the cloaked shape of The Shadow

I n stooping, The Shadow had swung beneath Ceiger's folding counter to the
ot her side. The bl ackness at which Trebe had fired was as enpty as it | ooked!

A gloved hand bulged its automatic straight at Trebe, while the master
culprit's weapon was only starting its swing, to aim It would have been easy
for The Shadow to beat Trebe in that final shot, had it been necessary. But
whi | e The Shadow paused, another gun stabbed twice.

Monte's gun

Wth one mad sweep, Monte had snatched his gun fromthe counter and fired
poi nt-bl ank at Trebe, the nman who had doubl e-crossed him As Trebe coil ed,
Monte swung to deal with Geiger.

It was then The Shadow | aughed.

To The Shadow, Trebe's death at the hand of his own hireling was a
fitting
seal of doom As for that hireling, Monte Randow, he was too snmall, too
yel | ow,
to chall enge The Shadow all al one. To Monte, The Shadow seened |ike somet hing
risen fromthe dead.

Wldly, the frantic killer dashed for the rear of the store, never
turni ng
to |l ook back at the gun rmuzzle that followed himall the way. Again, The
Shadow
found it unnecessary to fire. Tuned to the echoes of The Shadow s taunt, cane
a



vol l ey of shots that pitched Monte to the floor, dead before he struck.

The police had arrived and recogni zed the fleeing killer. They had cone
at
t he summons of The Shadow - not through Trebe; who had naturally ignored that
detail of Cranston's phone call, but in response to a well-tined tip-off from
Bur bank.

Bl ackness followed a skirting course past the officers who strode forward
to l ook at Trebe's body and hear old Geiger's evidence - |iving bl ackness that
mai ntained its entity, even when it nmerged with further darkness.

For fromthat outer night came back a burst of strident nmirth that

shivered into weird, evasive echoes. Those who heard that trailing nockery
knew

it for a token of justice delivered.
The triunmph | augh of The Shadow

THE END



